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Chapter 1

Her ealies memory was of waking from the dream. It was adso her only clear memory of her
mother. Her mother was beautiful, dashing, the toast of the town. Her youngest daughter remembered the
blur of activity, friends and hangers-on, soothsayers and daff, the bad-tempered pet dragon on a
leash—bad-tempered on account of the ocamnda leaves in his food, which prevented him from
producing any more fire than might occasondly snge his wary handler, out which dso upset his
digesion—the congtant glamour and motion which was her mother and her mother’s world. She
remembered peeping out a her mother from around various thresholds before various nurses and
governesses (hired by her dull merchant father) snatched her awvay. She remembered too, dthough she



was too young to put it into words, the exctability, no, the restlessness of her mother’s manner, a
restlessness of a too-acute dertness in search of something that cannot be found. But such were the
brightness and ardour of her mother’s persondity that those around her dso were swept up into her
search, not knowing it was a search, happy merdy to be a part of such liveliness and gaiety.

The only thing that ever lingered was the sweet smdl of her mother’ s perfume.

Her only memory of her mother’ s face was from the night she woke from the dream for the fird time,
aying in terror. In the dream she had been waking—she could bardy wak yet in her waking
life—toddling down along dark corridor, only vagudy lit by a few candles set too far into their sconces,
too high up in the walls. The shadows stretched everywhere round her, and that was terrible enough: and
the dlence was dmog as dreadful as the darkness. But what was even worse was that she knew a
wicked mongter waited for her & the end of the corridor. It was the wickedest mongter that had ever
lived, and it was waiting just for her, and she was dl done.

She was 4ill young enough to be degping in a crib with high barred sides, she remembered fagtening
her tiny figts round the wooden bars, whose square edges cut into her soft pams. She remembered the
dream—she remembered crying—and she remembered her mother coming, and bending over her, and
picking her up, whispering gently in her ear, holding her aganst her breast, softly stroking her back.
Sitting down quietly on the nurse' s ool and rocking her dowly till she fdl adeep again.

She woke in her cribin the morning, just as usud. She asked her nurse where her mamma was, her
nurse stared and did not believe her when she tried to tdl her. in the few words she was old enough to
use, that her mamma had come to her in the night when she had cried. “I'd’ve heard you if you yelled,
miss” sad the nurse iffly, “And | dept quiet last night.”

But she knew it was her mother, had to have been her mother. She remembered the sweet amdl of
her perfume, and no one but her mother ever wore that scent.

Her perfume amdt of flowers, but of no flowers the little gifl ever found, neither in the dozens of
overflowing vases set in nearly every room of ther tal, magnificent town house nearly every day of the
year, nor anywhere in the long scralling curves of the flower-beds in the gardens behind the house, nor in
the straight, meticulous rows within the glasshouses and orangeries behind the garden.

She once confided to a new nurse her wish to find the flower that had produced her mother’s scent.
She was inspired to do so when the nurse introduced hersdlf by saying, “Hélo, little one. Y our daddy has
told me your name, but do you know mine? It's Pansy, just like the flower. | bet you have lots of pansies
inyour garden.”

“Yes, we do,” replied the little girl politdly. “And they’re my favourite—amost. My favourite is a
flower | do not know. It is the flower that my mother’s scent comes from. | keep hoping | will find it.
Perhaps you will hdlp me.”

Pansy had laughed a her, but it was a friendly laugh. “What a funny little thing you are,” she said.
“Fancy at your age wanting to know about perfume. You'll be a heart-breaker in afew years, | guess.”

Thelittle gifl had looked at her new nurse solemnly but had not troubled to explain further. She could
tdl Pansy meant to be kind. It was true that she had firs become interested in gardens as something other
than merdy places her nurses sometimes took her. in the peremptory way of grown-ups, when she had
mede the connexion between perfume smels and flower smdlls. But she had very soon discovered that
she smply liked gardens.

Her mother’ s world—her mother’ s house—was very exditing, but it was dso rather scary. She liked
plants. They were quiet, and they stayed in the same place, but they weren't boring, like a lot of the
things she was supposed to be interested in were boring, such as dolls, which just lay there unless you
picked them up and did things with them (and then the chief thing you were supposed to do with them,
gpparently, was to change their clothes, and could there be anything more awfully, deadly boring than
changing anyone's clothes any more often than one was utterly obliged to?). Plants got on with making
gems and leaves and flowers and fruit, whatever you did, and a lot of them were nice to the touch: the
dight attractive furriness of rabbit’s-ears and Cupid's darts, the dick waxy surfaces of camndlia leaves
and ivy—and lots of them had beautiful flowers, which changed both shape and colour as they opened,
and some of them smdt interesting, even if none of them amdt like her mother’s perfume. And then there



were things like apples and grapes, which were the best things in the world when you could break them
off from the em yoursdf and eat them right there.

From the nurses point of view, the youngest girl was the least trouble of the three. She neither went
out seeking mischief, the more perilous the better, the way the edest did, nor answered impertinently
(and with a vocabulary damingly beyond her age), the way the second did. Her one condstent
misbehaviour, tiresome enough indeed as it was, and which no amount of punishment seemed able to
break her of. was that of escaping into the garden the moment the nurse's eye was diverted, where she
would later be found, digging little holes and planting things—discarded toys (especidly dolls), haf-eaten
biscuits, dead leaves, and dry twigs—singing to hersdlf, and covering her white pinafores and stockings
with dirt. None of the nurses ever noticed that the twigs, were they left where she planted them, againgt
dl probability, grew. One old gardener noticed, and because he was old and considered rather slly, he
hed the time to spend miking the little girl’s acquaintance,

Nurses never lasted long. Despite the care taken and the warnings given to keep the nurses in the
nurseries, eventualy some accident of meating occurred with the merchant’s wife, and the latest nurse,
immediatdy found to be too dow or too dowdy or too easily bewildered to suit, was fired. When Pansy
came to say good-bye, she said, “1 have to go away. Don't cry, lovey, it's just the way it is. But |
wanted to tdl you: it's roses your munt's perfume amdls of. Roses. No, you don't have ‘em here. It's
genegdly only sorcerers who can get ‘em lo grow much. The village | was born in, we had a specidly
clever greenwitch, and she had one. just one, but it was heaven when it bloomed. That's how | know.
But it takes barres of petds to make pefume enough to fill a bottle the sze of your littlest
fingertip—that's why the sorcerers are interested, see, | never knew a sorcerer wasn't chiefly out to
make money—your pa s paying a queen’s ransom for it, | can tdl you that.”

When the youngest daughter was five years old, her mother died. She had bet one of her hunting
friends she could legp a half-broken colt over afarm cart. She had lost the bet and broken her neck. The
colt broke both forelegs and had to be shot.

The whole dty mourned, her husband and two eder daughters most of dl. The youngest one
embarrassed her family at the funerd by repesating, over and over, ‘*“Where is my mamma? Where is my
mamma?’

“Sheis too young to understand,” said the grieving friends and acquaintances, and patted her head,
and embraced the husband and the elder girls

A wdl-meaning greenwitch offered the father a charm for his youngest daughter. “Shell work hersdf
into a fever, poor little thing,” the woman said, holding the little bag on its thin ribbon out to him. “You
just hang it round her neck—I’d do it mysdlf, but it'll work better coming from your hands—and s€ll
know her mamma s gone, but it won't hurl till she's alittle more ready for it. It'll lagt three, four months if
you don't let it get wet.”

But the merchant knocked the amdl bundle out of the woman's hand with a cry of rage, and might
have struck the greenwitch hersdf—despite the bad luck invariably attendant on any violence offered any
meagic practitioner—if those $anding nearest had not held him back. The startled greenwitch was hustled
away, someone explaining to her in an undertone that the merchant was a little beside himsdf, that grief
had made him so unreasonable that he blamed his wife's soothsayers for not having warned her againgt
her lagt, fatd recklessness, and had for the moment turned againgt al magic. Even her pet dragon had
been given away.

The greenwitch alowed hesdf to be hudled. She was a kindy woman, but not a Al
grand—greenwitches rardy were—and had known the family at dl only because she had twice or three
times found the youngest daughter in a flowerbed in one of the city’s municipd parks and returned her to
her distracted nurse. She gave one little backward glance to that youngest daughter, who was il running
from one mourner to the next and saying, “Where is my mamma? Where is my mamma?’

“l don't like to think of the little thing's dreams” murmured the green witch, but her escort had
brought her to the cemetery gate and turned her loose, with some propelling force, and the greenwitch
shook her head sadly but went her own way.

Thenight of her mother’s funerd her youngest daughter had the dream for the second time. She was



older in the dream just as she wasinlife; older and tdler, she spoke in complete sentences and could run
without fdling down. None of this was of any use to her in the dream. The candles were ill too high
overhead to cast anything but shadows, she was ill dl done, and the unseen monger waited, just for
her.

After that she had the dream often.

At firgt, when she cried out for her mamma, the nurses were sympathetic, but as the months mounted
up to a year since the funerd, and no more than a week ever passed before another midnight waking,
another sobbing cry of “Mamma Mamma!” the nurses grew short-tempered. The little girl learnt not to
cry out. but she il had the dream.

And she duded her protectresses more often than ever and crept out into the garden, where the old
gardener (keeping awary eye out for the descent of a shrieking harpy from the nursery) taught her how
better to plant things, and which things to plant, and what to do to make them happy after they were
planted.

She grew old enough to try to flee, and so discover that this did her no good in the dream; it was the
same dark, slent, sniger corridor, without windows or doors, the same unknown, expectant mongter,
whichever way she turned. And then she discovered she had never redly tried to nm away & al, that she
was determined to follow the corridor to its end, to face the mongter. And that was the mogt terrifying
thing of dl.

She wondered, as they dl three grew up, if it was the dream itsdf that made her so different from her
sgers. They were dl beautiful; dl three took after their mother. But the eldest one was as brave as she
hed been, and her name was Lionheart; the second one was as clever as she had been, and her name
was Jeweltongue. The youngest was cdled Beauty.

Beauty adopted the nerve-shattered horses, the dumbly confused and despairing dogs that Lionheart
left in her wake. She found homes for them with quiet, timid, dull people—as wel as homes for barn-loft
kittens, canaries which wouldn’t sing, parrots which wouldn't talk, and sphinxes which curled up into
miserable little balsin the backs of their cages and refused to be goaded into fighting,.

She brought cups of tea with her own hands lo wounded swains bleeding from cries of “Coward!”
and “Lackwit!” and offered her own handkerchiefs to maidservants and costumiers found weeping in
corners after run-ins with Jeweltongue. She found tactful things to say to urgent young playwrights who
wished to be invited to Jeweltongue's salons, and got rid of philanthropists who wished Jeweltongue to
aoply her notorious acuteness—and perhaps some of the family's money—to schemes towards the
improvement of the generd human lot.

She dso kept an eye on the household accounts, to make sure that the cafbound set of modern
philosophy Jeweltongue had ordered contained dl the twenty volumes she was charged for, tha dl
twenty sets of horseshoes the farrier included in his bill had indeed been naled to the feet of Lionheart’'s
carriage teams and hunters, and that the twenty brace of pheasant delivered for a dinner-party were dl
served to ther guedts.

On some days, when it seemed to her that everyone she met was ether angry or unhappy, she would
go out into the garden and hide. She had learned to avoid the army of gardeners, run by an ambitious
head gardener who was as forceful and dominaing as any generd—or rather, she had never outgrown
her child's indinct to drop quietly out of sght when a grown-up moving a little too purpossfully was
nearby. As soon as she stepped out onto the lawn, she fdt tranquillity drift down over her like a val; and
amog as though it were avell, or asif she had suddenly become a plant hersdf (a tidy, well-shaped,
well-placed plant of a desirable colour and habit, for anything else would have drawn atention at once),
she was rarely noticed by the gardeners, hurrying this way and that with military precison, even when
they passed quite close to her.

The old gardener who had been kind to her when she was smdl had been pensoned off and lived in
a cottage at some distance from their great house, on the outskirts of the city, where the farmlands began
and where he had his own amd|l garden for the firg timein hislong life. A few times a year she found half
a day to go vigt him—once with a convaescent puppy who had been stepped on by a cariage
horse—but she missed having himin the garden.



Once she arranged the flowers for one of her sgters bails. This was ordinarily the housekeeper’s
job. Her sdters fdt that flower aranging was a pastime for servants or supid people; Beauty fdt that
flowers belonged in the garden where they grew. But on the morning of this party the housekeeper had
fdlen downgtairs and sprained her ankle, and was in too much pain to do anything but lie in a darkened
room and run the legs off the maid assigned to attend her.

Beauty looked at the poor flowers sanding in their buckets of cold water, and at the array of noble
vases lad out for them, and began to arrange them, only hdf aware of wha she was about, while her
ggers were rushing around the house shouting (in Lionheart's case) or muitering savagely (in
Jeweltongue s) while they attended to what should have been the housekeeper’s other urgent duties on
the day of an important party. Most of Beauty’s mind was occupied with what the night’s events would
bring; she would much rather scrub a floor—not thet she ever had scrubbed a floor, but she assumed it
would be hard, dull, unpleasant work—than attend a bal, which was hard, dull, unpleasant work that
didn’'t even have a clean floor to show for it afterwards.

Nether Lionheart nor Jewetongue at best paid much attention to flowers, beyond the fact that one
did of course have to have them, as one had place settings for seventy-five and a butler to cherish the
wine but when they came downgtairs to have afind look at the front hal and the dining-room, even they
were astonished by what Beauty had done.

“My saintd” sad Lionheart. “If the conversation flags, we can look at the flowerd”

‘ The conversation will not flag,” said Jeweltongue composedly, “but that is not to say that Beauty
has not done miracles” and she patted her sster’ s shoulder absently, as one might pat a dog.

“l didn't know flowers could look like thid” roared Lionheart, and threw up her ams as if
chdlenging an enemy to drike a her, and laughed. “If Miss Fuss-and-Bother could see this, perhaps it
would quiet her nerves” Miss Fuss-and-Bother was the name Lionheart had given to die governess lesst
patient with the frequent necessity of fishing Beauty out of her latest muddy haven in the garden and
bringing her indoors and dumping her in the bath. Lionheart had often been obliged to join her there after
other, more dangerous adventures of her own.

But that ball was particularly successful, and her Ssters teased Beauty that it was on account of her
flowers and asked if she was keeping a greenwitch in her cupboard, who could work such charms.
Beauty, distressed, tried to prevent any of this from reaching their father's ears, for he would not have
taken even ajoke about a greenwitch in their house in good part. The housekeeper, who did hear some
of it as she hobbled around the house on a gtick, was hot pleased and contrived to snub “Miss Beauty”
for afortnight after. (She might also have denuded the garden of flowers in her efforts to have a grander
show than Beauty’s for the next party, but the head gardener was more than a maich for her.) Beauty
stayed out of her way till she had moved her ill will to another target; there was too much temper and
spitefulnessin the house dready, and she thought she might forget her promise to hersdf never to add to
it, and tdll the housekeeper what a dreadful old woman she thought her.

Besdes, she would probably then have to hire another housekeeper afterwards, and she could think
of few things she less wanted to do.

The sgters parties, over the course of severd seasons, became famous as the finet in the city, as
fine as their mother’ s had been. Perhaps not quite so grand as the mayor’'s, but perhaps more enjoyable;
the mayor’s daughters were, after dl, rather plan.

Only the ill-natured—especidly those whose own parties were dighted in favor of the Ssters —ever
suggested that it was the work of any hired magician. Ther father's atitude towards megic was wel
known. His sudden revulson of feding upon his wife's death had indeed been much talked of; but much
more surprigng was its result.

It was true that he was the wedlthiest merchant in the city, but that was dl he was, and if he had long
had what seemed, were it not absurd to think so. an dmost magica ability to ssize wha chance he
wished when he wished to saize it, well, seers and soothsayers were aways going on about how there
was no such thing as luck, but that everyone possessed some seeds of magic within themsalves, whether
or not they ever found them or nursed them into growth. But no mere merchant, even the wedthiest
merchant in the biggest dty in the country, and whatever the origins of his business luck, should have



been able to didodge any magicd practitioner who did not wish to be didodged; but so it was in this
case. Not only were dl the magicians, astrologers, and soothsayers who had been members of his wife's
entourage thrown out of his house—which ban was acceptably within his purviev—but he saw them
driven out of the city.

The sgters were forbidden to have anything to do with magic; the two elder girls sill bought smdl
Street charms occasiondly, and Beauty was good friends with the dderly sdlamander beonging to the
retired sorcerer who lived near them; but none of them would ever hire any practitioner to do a persond
spdl.

It was no surprise to anyone who paid attention to such matters when Lionheart contracted an
engagement with the Duke of Dauntless, who owned Sx thousand of the finest hunting acres in the entire
country, and much else besides. Jawetongue affianced hersdf to the Baron of Grandiloquence, who was
even wedthier than the Duke, and had a bigger town house. They planned a double wedding; Beauty and
the three ssters of the Duke and the four ssters of the Baron should be bridesmaids. It would be the
finest wedding of the season, if not the century. Everyone would be there. admiring, envious, and
beautifully dressed.

In dl the budtle of preparations, no one, not even Beauty, noticed that the old merchant seemed
unusudly preoccupied.

He had hoped he could put off his busness's ruin till after the wedding. He loved his daughters, but
he fdt his life had ended with his wifeé's death; he had been increesingly unable to concentrate on his
business affairsin the years snce. His greatest pain as he watched the impending storm approach was the
thought that be had not been able to provide a husband for Beauty. It was true that she was not very
noticegble in the company of her ssters, hut she should have been able to find a suitable husband among
dl the young men who flocked to their house to court Lionheart and Jeweltongue.

He thought of hiring a good meagician or a sorcerer to throw afew days hold over the worst of the
wreck, but his antipathy to dl things magicd since his wifeé's death meant not only had he log dl his
contacts in the magicd professions, but a sudden search now for a powerful practitioner was sure to raise
gossip—and suspicion. He was not at dl certain he would have been able to find one who would accept
such a commisson from him anyway. It had occurred to him, as the worst of the dull oppression of grief
hed lifted from his mind, to be surprised no magica practitioner had tried to win revenge for his turning
half a dozen of them out of the city; perhaps they had known it was not necessary, The unnaturd strength
that had enabled hm to perform that feat had taken mogst of his remaning vitdity—and business
acumen—with it.

The hills for the wedding itsdf he paid for in his last days as the wedthiest merchant in the city. He
would nat be able to fufill the contracts for his daughters dowries, but his two elder daughters were in
themsdlves reward enough for any man. And her ssters would do something for Beauty.

It was ten days before the wedding when the news broke. People were stunned. It was dl anyone
talked about for three days—and then the next news came: The Duke of Dauntless and the Baron of
Grandiloquence had broken off the wedding.

The messengers from ther fiancés brought the ssters fate to them on smdl squares of thick
cream-laid paper, folded and seded with the heavy heirloom sedls of their fiancés houses. Lionheart and
Jeweltongue each replied with one cold line written in her own firm hand; nether kept her messenger
walting,

By the end of that day Lionheart and Jewetongue and Beauty and ther father were done in ther
great house; not a servant remained to them, and many had stolen vauable fittings and furniture as well,
guessing correctly that their ruined masters would not be able to order them returned, nor punish them for
theft.

As the twilight lengthened in their slent Sitting-room, Jeweltongue at last stood up from her char and
began to light the lamps; Lionheart tirred in her comer and went downgtairs to the kitchens. Beauty
remained where she was, charring her father’s cold hands and fearing what the expresson on his face
might mean. Later she ate what Lion-heart put in front of her, without naticing whet it was, and fed thar
father with a spoon, as if he were a child. Jeweltongue settled down with the housekeeper’s book and



began to study it, making the occasiond note,

For the firs few days they did only amdl, immediate things. Lionheart took over the kitchens and
cooking; Jeweltongue took over the housekeeping. Beauty began going through the boxes of papers that
had been ddivered from what had been her father's office and dumped in a comer of one of the
drawing-rooms.

Lionheart could be heard two floors away from the kitchens, cursng and flinging things about,
widding knives and mdlets like swords and lances. Jewdtongue rardly spoke doud, but she swept floors
and beat the laundry as pitilesdy as she had ever told off an underhousemaid for not blacking a grate
auffidently or afootman waiting at table for having a spot on his shirtfront.

Beauty read ther father’'s correspondence, trying to discover the red date of thar affars and some
gleam of guidance as to what they must do next. She wrote out necessary replies, while her father
mumbled and moaned and rocked in his chair, and she hed his trembling hand around the pen that he
might write his Sgnature when she had finished.

Even the garden could not soothe Beauty during thet time. She went out into it occasiondly, as she
might have reached for a shawl if she were cold; but she would find hersdf standing nowhere she could
remember going, Saing blindly a whatever was before her, her thoughts soinning and spinning and
oinning until she was dizzy with them. There were now no gardeners to hide from, but any rdief she
might have found in that was overbalanced by seeing how quickly the garden began to look shabby and
neglected. She didn't much mind the indoors beginning to look shabby and neglected; furniture doesn’'t
notice being dusty, corners don't notice cobwebs, cushions don't notice being unplumped. She. told
hersdf that plants didn’t mind going undeadheaded and unpruned—and the weeds, of course, were much
heppier than they’ d ever been before. But the plantsin the garden were her friends; the house was just a
building full of objects.

She had little appetite and bardly noticed as Lionheart’s lumpen messes began to evolve into
recognizable dishes. She had never taken a great ded of interest in her own appearance and had minded
the leest of the three of them when they put ther fine clothes away, for they had agreed among
themselves that dl their good things should go towards assuaging their father’s creditors. She did not
notice that Jeweltongue had an immediate gift for invisble darns, for making a bodice out of an old
counterpane, a skirt of older curtains, and collar and cuff’s of worn linen napkins with the stained bits cut
out, and finishing with a pretty dressit was no penance to wesr.

Nor could she deep a night. She fdt she would welcome her old nightmare dmost as solace, 0
dreadful had their waking life become; but the dream stayed away. Since her mother’s degth it had never
left her done for so long. She found hersdf missing it; inits absence it became one more security that had
been torn away from her, afathful companion who had deserted her. And it was not until now, with thar
lives a wreck around them, that she redlised she had forgotten what her mother’s face looked like. She
could remember remembering, she could remember the long months after her mother’s death, waking
from the dream crying, “Mammal” and knowing what face she hoped to see when she opened her eyes,
knowing her disgppointment when it was only the nurse's. When had she forgotten her mother’s face?
Some unmarked moment in the last severd years, as childhood memories dimmed under the weight of
adult responghilities, or only now. one more casudty of their ruin? She did not know and could not
guess.

Wha unsettled her most of dl was that her lagt fading wigp of memory contained nothing of her
mother’s beauty, but only kindness, kindness and peace, a sense of safe haven. And yet the firg thing
anyone who had known her mother mentioned about her was her beauty, and while she was praised for
her vitdity, her wit, and her courage, far from any haven, her companionship was a dare, a chdlenge, an
exhilaraing danger.

In among her father’'s papers Beauty discovered a lavyers copy of awill, dated in May of the year
she had turned two, leaving the three Sgters the possession of the little house owned by the woman
named. Beauty puzzled over this for some time, as she knew dl her father's rdaives (none of whom
wanted to know him or his daughters anymore), and knew as well that her mother had had none; nor did
she know of any connexion whatsoever to anyone or anything so far avay from the city of the ssters



birth. But there was no easy accounting for it. and Beauty had no time for usdess myderies.

There was a lawvyers letter with the will, dated seven years later, saying that the old woman had
disappeared soon after making the will, and in accordance with the law, the woman had now been
declared dead, and the house was theirs. It was cdled Rose Cottage. It lay many weeks journey from
the city, and it stood done in rough country, a alittle distance from the nearest town.

Even ther father’ s creditors were not interested init.

She wrote to the lawyers, asking if there was any further transaction necessary if they wished to take
up residence, and received a prompt but curt note in reply saying that the business was no longer
anything to do with them but that they supposed the house was il standing.

Rose Cottage, she thought. What a romantic name. | wonder what the woman who had it was like. |
suppose it's Like a lot of other house names—a timid family naming theirs Dragon Villa or cty folk
longing for the country cdling theirs Broadmeadow. Perhagps—she dmog didn't dare finish the
thought—yperhaps for us, just now, perhaps the name is a good omen.

Hestantly she told her ssters about it. Lionheart said: “I wish to go so far away from this hateful city
that no one round me even knows its name.”

Jeweltongue said: “I would not stay here aday longer than | mug, if they asked me to be mayor and
my only dternative was to livein a hole in the ground.”

It was tegtime. Late-afternoon light danted in through the long panes of tharr dtting-room. They no
longer used any of the bigger rooms, ther present dttingroom was a andl antechamber that had
formerly been used to keep not-very-welcome guests waiting long enough to let them know they were
not very welcome. In here Jawetongue saw that the surfaces were dust-free, the glass panes sparkling,
and the cushions dl plumped. But the view into the garden showed a lawvn growing shaggy, and twigs and
flower stems broken by rain or wind lay across the paths. It had been three weeks since the Duke and
Baron sent their last messages.

Beauty sat staring out the window for a minute in the silence fallowing her ssters words. It was dill
drange to her how dlent the house was; it had never been slent before. Even very late a night, very early
in the morning, the budtle had only been subdued, not absent. Now slence lay, cold and thick and
pardysing as a heavy fdl of snow. Beauty shivered, and tucked her hands under her elbows. “I'll tdl
Father, then, when he wakes. At least something is settled. ...” Her voice tailed off. She rose diffly to her
feet. “I have saverd more letters | should write tonight.” She turned to leave.

“Beauty—" Lionheart’s voice. Beauty stopped by Jewetongue's chair, which was nearest the door,
and turned back. “Thank you,” said her eldest sster.

Jeweltongue reached suddenly up, and grasped Beauty’s hand, and laid the back of it agang her
cheek for a moment. “I don’'t know what we would be doing without you,” she said, not looking up. “I
dill can't bear the thought of.. . medting any of the people we used to know. Every morning | think.
Today will be better—”

“Anditian't,” sad Lionheart.

Beauty went back to the desk in another little room she had set up as an office. Quickly she began
going through various heaps of papers, sdting a few aside. She had dready rebuffed suggestions of aid
from businessmen she knew only wished to gloat and gossip; uneasly she discarded overtures from
sorcerers declaring that their affairs could yet be put right, dl assstance to be extended on credit, terms
to be drawvn up later upon the return of thar just prosperity. Now she drew a sheet of her faher's
writing-paper towards her, picked up a pen. and began to write an acceptance, for hersdf and her
sders, of the best, which was to say the least humiliding, offer of the severd auction houses that had
approached them, to dispose of their private beongings, especidly the vauable things that had come to
them from their mother, which their father had given his wife in better days. Beauty had told no one that
she was not sure even thisfind desperate recourse would save their father from a debtors' prison.

And in the next few days she made time wherever she could to vigt various of the people who had
adopted her animds She learnt what she could, in haste and distress of mind, of butter—and
cheese-making from a woman who had been a darymaid before she married a town man, while her cat,
once a barn-loft kitten, played lag to rules of her own devisng among their feet and the legs of furniture.



She learnt battling and beer-making from an old woman who had been a faam wife, while her ex-racing
hound made a glossy, beer-coloured hump under the kitchen table. She took the legd papers she was
not sure she understood to a man whose eegant, lame black mare had foaed dl four of his undertaker
son's best funerd carriage team. Another man, whose five cowardly hounds bayed tremendoudy at any
knock at the front door from a vantage point under his bed, taught her how to harness a horse, how to
check that its tack fitted, and the rudiments of how to drive it; and afriend of his saddled up his very fine
retired hunter, the whites of whose eyes never showed anymore, and went to the big autumn horse fair to
buy her a pair of pulling horses and a suitable waggon.

She came home from these amdl adventures with her head ringing with ingtructions and spent the
evenings writing up notes, ligening to the slence, trying not to be frightened, and wondering wearily what
ghe was forgetting.

/ can teach you to remember, the dderly sdlamander said to her.

“Oh—oh no,” said Beauty. “Oh no, that won't do at dl. But thank you.”

Your other friends are giving you gifts, sad the sdamander, gifts of things you need, things you
ask them for, but sometimes things they know to offer you. Why may not | also?

“Itisvery kind of you,” said Beauty, “but | have no daim on you.”

You have the claim of friendship, said the sdlamander. My master, since he retired, is interested
only in counting his money. | shall miss you, for you have been my friend. Let me give you
something. It will be a small something, if you prefer, something smaller than memory.

‘I would rather forget how to smoke meeat and brew beer and saw and nal if | might dso begin to
forget the last few weeks,” said Beauty smply.

The sdlamander was slent, but she saw by the flicker inits cloudy eyes that it was thinking.

Pick me up, it said a last, so that | may took into your eyes.

Beauty picked it up gently, in a hand that shook only a very little

Thisis more difficult than | expected. We saltunanders rarely give gifts, and when we do, they
arerarely small. It made afant, dry, rattling sound Beauty recognised as sdamander laughter. This will
have to do.

Abruptly it opened its eyes very wide, and Beauty was saring into two pits of fire, and when she
sucked in her breath in shock, the ar tasted hot and acrid with burning. Listen to me, my friend. | give
you a small serenity. | would give you a large one, but | am uncertain of human capacity, and |
furthermore believe you would not wish it. Thisis a serenity you can hold in the palms of your two
hands—even smaller than | am. And she heard the rugtling laugh again, even through the thunder of the
fire / think you may find it useful. It hooded its eyes. You may put me down.

Beauty st it back down on the pillar where it spent its days watching the townsfolk and pretending
to be a garden ornament. It turned suddenly, like the lizard it dmogt was, and touched her hand with its
tongue. / did not mean to frighten you, it said, and its voice was tinny and digant, like the last
reverberation of an echo. Cup your hands and look into them now.

Beauty did so and a once fdt heat, asif she hdd asmal gowing sunin her hands. She looked down
and again saw fire, red and hot and bottomless. “It—it doesn’'t look very serene,” she quavered.

Trust me, said the sdlamander, and curled up and became the statue of a sdlamander.

Chapter 2

in 9x weeks from the day the news was firg heard that the wedthies merchant in the city had
resigned his post in disgrace, his daughters had packed up what few goods remained to them—induding
himsaf—and begun the long journey to thair exile near a village with the outlandish name of Longchance.

Everyone knew the old man's hedlth had broken with the ruin of his fortunes and that the girls were
left to rescue themsdves by what devices they could themsdves contrive. While no one in the city was
moved to offer them any finandd assistance, there was a kind of cool ruthless pride in them that they had
risen to the chalenge. Beauty' s negotiating skills had won, or been dlowed to win, by the thinnest margin,
the ultimate round, and their father was to be spared the find misery and disgrace of prison—not because



she had anything very much to offer in exchange for the old man's meeagre life but in recognition that her
determination was absolute. And there was not, after dl, any maerid gain to be had from letting the old
men diein gaol. The price for this benevolence was a promise that the old merchant would do businessin
the city no more. It was a guarantee Beauty was happy to make for him.

They escaped only just before Lionheart’s roaring ceased to compd ddivery of ther groceries.

None of the ssters had ever before ventured out of the city more than a few days journey, and then
only for some amusement a some great country seat. The old merchant had occasondly chosen to
conduct his business in another dity in person, but then he travelled by sea, aways booking the most
luxurious private cabin for the journey. Now they were on the road for weary week after weary week,
with only such comforts as an ancient unsprung farm waggon and a pokey tent could offer. They had
bardy been able to pay for ther place in a traders convoy heading in the direction they wished to go;
they would be travelling often through near wilderness, and banditry was common. But the traders did
not welcome them, and they were made quickly aware that ther leader’s agreeing to take them on was
not popular with the others and that they would receive no help if” they found it difficult to keep up.

They did keep up. The merchant wasill and weak and wandered in his wits, but the three sigters did
everything, as they had done everything since the Duke and the Baron had written a few words on two
sheets of heavy, cream-laid paper and seded them with their seds. Lionheart was lender to their two
dow shaggy horsesin away Beauty had never seen her be tender with her high-couraged thoroughbreds,
and Jewetongue was gentle with their father in away Beauty had never seen Jeweltongue be gentle with
any human being less capable than she.

There was one hit of trouble early on. when one of the traders attempted to pay rough court to
Jeweltongue; she had judt bitten his hand when Lionheart hit im over the head with a horse-collar. The
commotion brought some of the others. There was a brief, tense, ugly silence, when it might have gone
ather way, and then the traders decided they admired these soft dity girls for defending themsdves so
resolutely. They dragged then: colleague's unconscious body back to his own fireside, and their captain
promised there would be no more such incidents. There were not.

Winter came early that year; the traders convoy had to take shelter in a village bardy hdfway to
their god. It might yet have gone hard for the three sisters but for Lionheart’s ability to turn three wizened
turnipsinto afeast for Sixteen, Jeweltongue' s aility to patch holes in shirts more hole than shirt out of a
few discreet excisons from the hems, and Beauty’ s ability to say three kind words, as if a random, just
before cold—and want-shortened tempers flared into fighting. By the time of the thaw, the traders were
no longer sorry for their leader’ s bargain with the ruined merchant and his three beautiful daughters, and
the fdlow 4ill bearing a knot on the back of his head from a blow from a horse-collar had mended a
frost-cracked whed for the Ssters and refused any compensation, saying that companions of the road
took no payment from one another.

The three sgters and their father went the last few miles done. The lawvyers letter had described
Rose Cottage as beng a the end of the lagt track off the man way through the woods before
Longchance s farmlands began. The traders knew the way to Longchance well, and while none of them
knew anything of Rose Cottage, they knew which track the last one was—or wha was Ieft of it, for it
hed not been used in many years. It was just wide enough to take two smdl horses abreast, and just
clear enough for an old farm cart Iaborioudy to lumber down.

A surprisng number of the traders came round individudly to say good-bye to ther travdling
companions, and severd mumbled something about maybe looking in t'see how they was doing, on the
way home again. Then the traders went on the wider way. The three ssters and the old merchant went
the narrow one.

The house too was recognisable from the description in the lawvyers letter. Smdl; thatched, now
badly overdue for replacement; one storey, with aloft over hdf of it, the roof so peaked that the upgtairs
room would be only partly usable; stone chimney on ather of the narrow sides of the house, the one on
the loft Sde much the bigger; two smal tumbledown sheds and some bits of broken fence; and a chestnut
tree growing alittle distance from the front door. The remains of an overgrown garden spilled out behind
the house, but even Beauty was too bone-weary to exploreiit.



But the house was surprigngly tdl for ils smdl dze, and this gave it a curious authority and a
reassuring ar of seadfastness. They dl sat and stared while the horses, percaiving the end of the road
and a lack of attention in the hands on their reins, dropped their heads and began to nose through the
debris of winter for anything to eat.

It was earliest soring. The sky was blue, the birds sang, the chestnut tree was putting out its first
dicky leafbuds, but the low coarse growth underfoot was mated weeds interspersed with bare muddy
patches, the brown buds crouched on drearily empty branches, and the house had obvioudy been
derdlict for a long time. The dearing it st in was reverting to woodland, with opportunistic sgplings
soringing up everywhere; there was a bird’ s-nest built into a comer of the front door and an ominous
crown of ragged twigs on one of the chimneys. The two sheds hadn’'t a sound wdl between them; there
was nowhere to keep the waggon or stable the horses. It was a cheerless homecoming,

Lionheart was the firg to jump off the waggon, stride forward, and throw the unlaiched door of the
house open, spattering hersdf with shreds of broken bird’ s-nest and fighting off the maeficent embraces
of the long thorny sterns of an overgrown bush just beside the door. Jewe!-tonguc and Beauty followed
her dowly; their father sat dully in the cart. Beauty's heart sank when Lionheart opened the door so
eadly; she had feared the worst when the lawyers had sent her no key, but if the house had been open to
weether and dl depredations both anima and human. . . .

“No leaks” sad Lionheart, looking towards the cdling. She climbed the ladder and stuck her head
through the trapdoor. “Nor any | can see up here” she said, her voice muffled.

“No rubbish in the comers” said Jeweltongue. She walked round the one big downgtairs room,
touching the walls. “1t’s not running with damp. It doesn’t even smdl of damp. Or of mice”

Beauty was standing in the middle of the floor, dowly turning in ber place, hdf watching Jewetongue
touching the walls, haf looking round hersdlf, thinking, It does not amdl of mice, nor of damp, but it does
ard| of something—! don’'t know—nbut it's a friendly smel—not like a years-closed-up house. Wall,
there may be horrors tomorrow—nhirds -nests in the chimneys, snakes in the cdla—hbuit. .. And her heart
lifted for die second time since the Duke and Baron had written those find lines, and she remembered
that the firg time had been when she discovered the papers saying thet they dill possessed a little house
cdled Rose Cottage. Rose Cottage. She had wanted the name to be a good omen.

Lionheart came downgtairs again, and the three ssters looked at one another. “It's perhaps just a bit
gndl,” sad Lionheart.

“Butit'sours,” said Jewehongue, and waked over to Beauty and tucked her hand under her sgter’s
am.

“Those little leaded windows don’t let in much light,” said Lionheart.

“The cdling is high enough to make the house seem bright and airy,” said Jeweltongue.

“None of our furniture will gt sraight on thisfloor,” said Lionheart.

“None of the wisps and remnants we now cdl our furniture is going to gt sraight anywhere” sad
Jeweltongue, “and we can invent a new parlour-game for winter evenings, ralling pennies across the
dopes”

Lionheart laughed. “There's a baking oven,” she said, looking at the bigger chimney. “And think of
the fun I'll have learning where its hot spots are. The firgt loaves will have dopes on them like the floor.”
She looked round again, “And well never be lonesome because well dways be under one another’s
feet. Not like—not like the last weeksin the old house.”

Beauty fdt Jawetongue shudder. “No. Never like that. Never again.”

They returned outdoors. Ther father had made his way down from the waggon and was standing
under the tree near the front door. “It's a chestnut,” he said. “I’'ve dways loved chestnut trees. | was a
champion conker-player when

| was a boy. Chestnut trees are messy, though; they shed dl year long. Asde from the gticks little
boys throw up into them to didodge the conkers.” And he laughed. It was the firg time they had heard
him laugh since the blow fdl, months ago in the city.

Jewdtongue, to her infinite disgust, found she could neither saw nor hammer Sraight; but Beauty
could, and Lionheart learnt from Beauty. They rehung doors, patched broken flooring, rebuilt



digntegrating shutters, filled in the gaps in the slls—mogtly with planking salvaged from the tumbledown
sheds. As their shabbiest dresses grew more and more ragged, they tied the skirts round ther legstill it
was dmogt as if they wore trousers; they wrapped themsalves up in the old slver-polishing tunics that
hed once belonged to their mgjor-domo; their har they bound back severdly, and Lion-heart threastened
to cut hers off. “Long har is a dlly fashion for ladies who have nathing better to do with ther time than
pinit up and lake it down,” she said.

“I likemy long hair,” said Beauity.

“You have very beautiful hair,” sad Lionheart. “I used to think—before we shared a bedroom—I
used to think it mugt shinein the dark, it has such aglow to it. Mineisjust hair.”

Thar father was dill fral and spent most of his days and evenings near the smdler fire, in the area
which they used as thar gtting-room. His was the one comfortable chair, but none of the three ssters
ever sat dill long enough to enjoy a comfortable chair—said Lionheart—so he might as wel have it, or it
would be wasted. As he began to grow a little stronger, he found a pen and a little ink and some hits of
half-used paper, and began to write things down on them, and murmur to himsdlf. But his eyes were now
more often clear than they were not, and he recognised each of his daughters as hersdf and no one dsg,
and they began to fed hopeful of his eventud recovery—as they had not for the long sad weary time just
past—and went about their work with lighter hearts as a result.

Jawdtongue and Beauty a firg were the only ones to venture to Longchance. “We don't dl three
need to go, and Father can't,” said Lionheart, “and you two are much better at saying the right thing to
the right person than | an—you know you are.”

“Wha you mean is, we can come home and tel you who is going to vex you into shouting, so you
can refuse to have anything to do with them and leave the work of it to us” said Jewetongue.

Lionheart grinned, then sobered. “Y es, you're right—you nearly dways are, it's one of your grestest
faults—but, you know, we can't aford to... to anoy anyone here. I'll try to be polite, but when some
buffoon is yammering away at me, my mind goes blank of anything but wanting to knock ‘em down and
gton“em.”

So Jaewdtongue and Beauty went done to sHl their horses and waggon, leaving Lionheart
experimenting with lashing together an assortment of short whippy poles cut from the sgplings they had
begun dearing from round the house. There were dill birds -nests in one of the flues of the kitchen
chimney, which they had thus far faled in reaching from ether end, dthough Lionheart had managed to
begrime hersdlf thoroughly with soot, nest fragments, and bird droppings once aready, with her lagt lot of
lashed poles.

“You'll come home to two fully functioning chimneys,” she promised, “or I'm going to drown mysdf
in the wdl. Although if | succeed. | may inadvertently have drowned mysdf anyway, trying to rasp the
feculence off me again.”

“Couldn’'t we look for a greenwitch to sdl us a charm for the chimney?’ said Jeweltongue, dropping
her voice after a quick glance a thar father, who was chewing the end of his pen and scowling furioudy
a his scrap of paper.

“With what money?’ said Lionheart, teting the whip-piness of one of her poles with a muttered “* Tis
enough to try the patience of asant.”

“You wouldn't know,” said Jawetongue. “A witch's charm mugt be cheaper than having your body
fouling our wdl.”

“I will take pains not to drown mysdf,” said Lionheart. “Now go away before | bite you.”

Jewd tongue, while her sigters had been busy with repairs lo the house, had spent her time cutting
and sawing rough but sturdy shins out of the severd bolts of materid they had found dowed in the back
of the housekeeper’s wardrobe. “What in ky or on earth did she want with such suff?’ said Lionheart
on discovery.

“Perhaps her secret lover is a poacher. It would make a splendid poacher’s jacket,” sad
Jeweltongue.

“It would make an entire regiment of poachers solendid jackets,” said Lionheart.

“Never mind,” said Jeweltongue grimly. “The auction house won't want the Suff: whatever it is, we



get to keep it. It'1l wear like iron. I'll think of something to do with it.” And so it had gone into the drab
hegp of bits and pieces they would take with them into exile.

Jawdtongue sewed till her fingers bled from the harshness of the fabric and the wiry strength of the
thread; but the shirts (minus any pockets useful for poaching) would be as tough as she had predicted,
and in the working community they now found themselves in, she was sure—she was dmog sure—there
would be buyers for them. Lionheart was right about ther little remaining hoard of money: It would not
last them ther firg year, and what they dill needed for the house, plus a few chickens and a goat and
somewhere to keep them, would take whatever they made on the sale of the horses and waggon.

Jeweltongue left her elder Sgter to her polellashing and went outdoors to find her younger one
waiting for her. Beauty was dtting on the high rickety seat of the decrepit old waggon, snging to the
horses, who were obvioudy ligening to her. “And from her heart grew ared, red rose, and from his heart
abriar. ..

“Oh dear!” sad Jewdtongue. “1an't there something more cheerful you could Sng?’

Beauty stopped and looked surprised. “It has never occurred to me that thet is not a cheerful song.”

“I've never fdt that lovers who failed to embrace while they were dive were going to derive much
joy out of plants embracing after they're dead,” said Jewetongue.

““Maybe you just don't understand about plants,” said Beauty, amiling.

“No, | leavedl that to you,” said Jewdtongue. “I would rather make salcloth shirts for the rest of my
life than weed a flowerpot once. And | have absolutely no intention of meking sallcloth shirts for the rest
of my life” She climbed lightly up the side of the farm cart and settled hersdf ddicatdy on the hard plank
seet. “I ddl not missthis cart inthe least,” she said.

“I will missthe horses,” said Beauty alittle wigfully.

“Perhaps you will become fond of the goat,” said Jewedtongue. “Or even the chickens.”

“Does one ever grow fond of chickens?’ said Beauty dubioudy. “Perhaps the goat.”

“Wewill make an effort for a very nice go?t,” sad Jewetongue.

The two Ssters were determined to be optimigtic about ther firg meeting with the loca townsfalk;
but dinging to optimiam left them little energy for anything ese, and their conversation soon fdtered. To
prevent hersdlf from thinking too much about their last experiences of townspeople. Beauty looked round
the thinning woodland they were passng through and Slently recited: Oak. Larch. Don't know what that
is. Sycamore. Rowan. Wild cherry. More oak. Snowdrops, aren’t they pretty! Truly spring is coming.

But when they arrived in Longchance, they discovered what else they had won by making aged
turnips into feast dishes, and warm clothes out of rags, and cooperation from antagonism. When the
traders convoy had passed through, the only news of the new residents of Rose Cottage left behind was
that they were a merchant’ s family, fdlen on hard times. The traders had not so much as named the three
ggters and had mentioned the old merchant’ sillness asif this were the centra fact about the family. Most
important of dl, the traders left no sense of ay mydery to be solved. The townsfolk were
inquistive—Raose Cottage had stood empty for a long time, and Longchance was amdl enough to be
interested in any newcomers besides—but not agog; cautioudy friendly, not suspicious.

And Longchance was a good-natured town. They gave the ssters good advice and a good price for
the horses, if not for the rickety waggon. Beauty and Joweltongue came home exhausted but content.
They had credit to spend a the village shops, a promise of ddivery via the carter from the sawyer and
the amith, a basket of pullets pegping aggriev-edty under the shawl tucked round them to keep them from
legping out, a bundle of fresh vegetables to enliven thar stae end-of-winter stores, and a very nice goat
indeed, following them thoughtfully on the end of a gtring tied round her neck. She was a slky brown and
white goat with long eyelashes around her enigmatic dot-pupilled eyes, and the fanner’s daughter had
named her Lydia and wept at parting from her.

“Oh, fiddlestickd” said Jeweltonguc, shortly after they had turned off the main way onto the rutted
little track to Rose Cottage. “I forgot to ask about a green witch! Fiddle, fiddle, fiddlesticks. If Lionheart
hasn't got the chimney clear, theré Il be no living with her. It's odd, though; | didn't see a sgnboard for a
greenwitch, did you? Fd've expected her to be in the centre of town. Longchance is a little bigger than
we expected, in't it? Or more energetic, at leadt. | thought... wdl, never mind. I'm glad of it; | like it; it



has a good arr. But I’d ve guessed it might dmost support a seer or a smdl magician, and | didn't see
hide nor har of any of the professons. Wel, a penny saved. And it will be much harder to sneak anything
of that sort past Father in a house the Sze of Rose Cottage.”

But they arrived home to discover Lionheart triumphant, if alittle red from scrubbing, and two fully
functiond chimneys.

Opring advanced. Beauty and Lionheart were relieved to find that their awkward carpentry and
inexperienced mends were holding firm and that, so far as they could tdl, there was nothing terribly
wrong with their little house. They hoped the thatch would keep the rain oul one more year; perhaps next
soring, somehow, they could find the money to have it redone. Meanwhile, ther father dept in a
truckle-bed by the warm banked kitchen fire downdtairs, and the three ssters rigged a patchwork
canopy—Jeweltongue took time out from making shirts to put together scraps from her mending
basket—over the mattress they shared in the loft, so that the pattering rain of litle many-1 egged
creatures fdling out of the thatch did not trouble them as they dept.

Beauty began to have strange, vivid dreams unlike any she had had before. Sometimes she saw grest
lordly rooms like those of a paace, though of nowhere she had ever hersdf been; sometimes she saw
wild landscape, mogt often in moon—and starlight. Sometimes she saw her family: Jeweltongue speaking
to a young man wearing along apron, his hands covered with flour; Lionheart, with her har cropped off
s0 short that the back of her neck was bare, rubbing the ears of a horse whose nose was buried in her
breast, while a man with a kind earnest face stood leaning againg the horse's shoulder; her father, in a
fine coat, reading aoud from pages he held in his hands, to an attentive audience.

And then one night her old dream came back. She had not had it in so long—and her life had
changed so much meanwhile—she had amost forgotten it; or rather, when she remembered it, which she
occasondly did. she thought of it as a part of her old life, gone forever. Its return was as abrupt and
terrifying as a blow from a friend, and Beauty gave a convulsve lurch in bed, and a haf-muffled shriek.
and sat up asif she were throwing hersdf out of deep water.

“Oh, hdp!” sad Jeweltongue, who lay next to her and was awakened by Beauty's violence. “My
dear, whatever isthe maiter?’ She sat up too, and put an am round Beauty. rubbing her own eyes with
her other hand. Beauty said nothing, and Jeweltongue began to pat her sister’s am and back in a desire
to comfort them both. Beauty turned jerkily and put her head on her sgter’s shoulder. “Was it a bad
dream?’ said Jeweltongue.

“Yes” sad Beauty. “Yes. Itisavery old dream—I’ve had it dl my life—I thought it had gone—that
| had I€ft it behind in the city.”

“All your life?” said Jaweltoague dowly. “Y ou have had this nightmare dl your life and | never knew?
|

But Beauty put her hand over her Sster’s mouth and said, “Hush. We were different people in the
city. It doesn’t matter now.”

Jewekongue kissed her sster’s hand and then curled her own fingerstightly round it and held it in her
lap. “1 swear you must he the nicest person ever bom. If | didn't love you, | would hate you for it, |
think.”

“Now you know how | fee! the Sx hundred and twdfth time in a row you're right about something,”
sad Lionheart degpily from Jeweltongue's other side. “What is happening?’ she said through an audible
yawn, “It' sdill dark. It's not morming dready, isit, and 1 have forgotten to open my eyes?’

“No,” sad Jeweltongue. “Beauty’s had a nightmare”

“Nightmares are hdl,” said Lionheart fedingly. “1 used to have them—" She stopped abruptly. “Not
s0 much anymore” she said, “except some nights, when the beetle and spider rain is bad, | dart
dreaming the thatch islesking.”

“I'madl right now.” said Beauity.

“No, you're not,” sad Jewedtongue. “1 can il fed your heart shaking your whole body. Whatever is
your nightmare about? Can you tel us?’

Beauty tried to laugh. “It sounds so dlly. I'm waking down a dark corridor, with no doors or
windows anywhere, and there's a mongter waiting for me at the far end. | can't see it, but | know it's



there. It s—it's ... | supposeit'sjud that | haven't had it in so long. But it seems so—so much stronger
than it used to. | mean ... you dways fed like you' rein a nightmare when you' re having it, don’t you? Or
it wouldn't be a nightmare. But tonight.. .just now, | was there.”””

There was a Jttle Slence, and then Lionheart sat up asiif to dimb out of bed but stopped with one
foot touching the floor. “If Jewetongue would remove harsdf so that she is no longer dtting on my
nightgown, | will go brew us some chamomile tea. It's good for dmogt everything; it should be good for
nightmares too. Y ou say here so we don't disturb Father.”

After that firg time the dream came back often, but Beauty did not wake her sgters again. She grew
accustomed—she forced hersdf to grow accustomed—to the feding that she was there, that the only
difference between her waking life and her life in the dream was that in the dream she did not know
where she was.

She looked for details in her waking life that she would not be able to match in the dream, in some
hope that such amdl exact trifles would orient her so firmly to the world of Rose Cottage and
Longchance that the dream would distress her less when she found hersdlf once again in that grest dark
not-quite-empty place, but this did not turn out as she wished. If she examined the wood grain in the
wadls of Rose Cottage one day, the next night she dreamed of examining the wallpaper in the corridor in
the flickering light of the candles. If she touched the wadl in reaction to the uncertainty of what she could
see, or guessed she saw, she fdt the dight roughness of the paper itsdf, the seams where the lengths met,
and the dickness where the paint had been drawn on over the stencil.

She found that her dream had changed in another way. She had begun to pity the monger she
approached.

She feared him no less for this she did not even know why she fdt pity and grew angry with hersdf
for it. She would rush dong the endless shadowy corridor with her head bowed and her amis crossed
across her breast, feding grief and pity and raging at hersdf, Why do | fed sorry for a mongter who is
going to eat me as soon as seen, like the Minotaur with his maidens? When she woke, she remembered
how, when she was lill only a child, she had redised that she did not seek to escape, but to come to the
end of the corridor and get it over with—whatever it was going to be. And she remembered how sck
and dizzy and helpless and wild—amost mad—that redisation had made her fed. It's only a dream, she
hed said to hersdf then, and she repeated it now, Slently, in the peaceful darkness of Rose

Cottage, with the reassuring sound of her ssters’ breathing by her sde. It's only a dream. But why
do | dream of aterrible mongter waiting for me, only for me?

Jeweftongue gained her fird commisson to make fine shirts, for the family who held the Home Farm.
“She bought two of my rough shirts for her husband a little while ago and said at the time that the work
was far too good for farm clothes. Oh dear! It's just what | want to believe, you see.”

“Home Farm?’ said Lionheart. “Maybe the squiréll hear of you and order a dozen brocade
waistcoats.”

“Oh, don't!” said Jeweltongue. “I want it too badly. The squire has a big family, and they like good
cothing. Mrs Bestcloth has dready told me” Mrs Bestdoth was the draper’s in Longchance. “ She says
they’ re the only reason Longchance even has a draper’ s and that someday one of them will be in when |
am, and el introduce me” Jewetongue buried hersdf in her task, Stting by the window while daylight
lasted, drawing closer to the fire as dusk fdl. Ther one lamp lived a her ebow; Lionheart grumbled
about cooking in the dark, but not very loudly. All three Ssters resisted the temptation to stroke the good
fabric Jewed tongue was working on and remember the old days.

But Lionheart had begun to grow restless. She had thrown hersdf into rebuilding the second shed to
be marauder-proof, so they did not have to bring Lydia and the chickens indoors at night—"Just before |
went mad,” said Jeweltongue, who was the one of the three of them who minded most about a clean
house and therefore did more than her far share of the housework. Then Lionheart built Ihem a new and
megnificently weetherproof privy—"Please observe tha dl my joins join,’ she said—and finished
clearing the meadow round the cottage so it was a meadow again. Beauty had helped with both shed and
privy, but she was more and more absorbed in reclaming the garden, which didn't interest Lionheart in
the dightest; and Lionheart was, indeed, enjoying hersdf, dthough her hurling her materias round and



swearing a her tools when she had not kill enough to make them do what she wanted might have led
anyone who knew her lesswel than her Sgters to believe otherwise.

But there were no more mgor projects to plunge into and grapple with. Lionhcatt trimmed the
encroaching undergrowth back alittle from the track that led from the main way to their cottage; but after
that she was reduced to chopping wood for thar fires—and this late in the year they only needed the one
fire for cooking—and the cooking itsdf, which was necessarily plan and smple and which she had
furthermore grown very fident at. “Who wants to be indoors in spring anyway?’ she muttered. “Maybe
I'll apprentice mysdf to a thatcher.”

One morning she disappeared.

“Oh, my lords and ladies, what will she get up t0?" sad Jeweltongue, but she had her sewing to
attend to. Beauty spent the day in the garden, refusing to think about anything but earth and weeds and
avoiding being torn to shreds by the queer thorny bushes which there were so many of around Rose
Cottage.

Lionheart returned in time to have the last cup of tea, very stewed, from the teapot, and to get
supper. “Where have you been?’ said Jewetongue.

“Hrmm?" said Lionheart, her eyes refocusng from whatever disant menid picture she had been
contemplating. “Mrnm. Don’t you grow awfully bored just looking a one ditch and then the next gitch
and then the next? | have been giving you something to distract you, by worrying where | was” replied
Lionheart, but, before Jeweltongue could say anything else, added, “Have you met our locd squire yet?
Or hissgter? The Sgter is the one you want to put yoursdf in the way of, | would say. She looks to be
quite vain about her dresses.”

“Lionheart, you didn't!” said Jeweltonguein darm.

“No, no, | didn't,” said Lionheart. She dropped her voice so their father, dozing in his chair by the
fire, would not hear her. “What would | say? * Good day, s, in the old days my father wouldn't have let
you black his boots, but now my sster would be glad of a chance to make your waistcoats? For a good
price, gr, please, dr, our roof needs rethatching'?’ Lionheart's cardess tone did not disguise her
bitterness, nor did her sisters miss the glance she gave to her hands. In the old days they had dl had
lady’s hands; even the cadluses Lionheart had from riding were smooth, cushioned by the finest kid riding
gloves, pumiced and lo-tioned by her maid. Lionheart raised her eyes and met Beauty's across the table.
“l know that look,” said Lion-heart. “What sorora sedition are you nursing behind that mideadingly
amidble sare?’

“l am wondering what you thought about the squire's sster’s horse,” said Beautty.

Lionheart laughed. “It's the right target, but your arrow is wide. The squir€'s Sster drives a pair of
ponies oider and duller—athough rather belter kept—than those farm horses we brought here, and the
squire himsdlf rides a square cobby thing suitable to his age and girth. But if you had asked about the
suire s eldest son’s horse ...”

“What?' sad Jewdtongue. But Lionheart refused to be drawn. She stood up from the table and
began to bang and clatter ther few pots and pans, as if to drown out any further questions. Fndly
Jeweltongue said: “Have alittle care. Mrs Oldhouse says the tinker will not be here again for months”

Thar father woke up, stared bemusedly a the cup of now-cold tea stting a his elbow, and went
back to musng over his pen and scribbles. “May | make you some fresh tea, Father?’ said Lionheart,
quiltily caught mid-clash.

“No. no, my dear, | amn not thirdy,” he said absently; then he looked up. “Y ou have been away, have
you not? We missed you at lunch. Have you had an interesting day?’

A amile Lionheart looked as though she would repress if she could spread across her face. “Yes,
Father, avery interesting day,” she replied.

“Stop making those absurd grimaces” said Jeweltongue with asperity. “You look like you have bitten
down on amouthful of dum.”

Lionheart was very thoughtful for the next few days, and while Jewetongue tried a few times to
wheedle something further out of her—with no success whatsoever—Beauty fdl that if Lionheart had
decided to tdl them nothing, then nothing was what they would be told, and declined to hdp wheedle.



Furthermore, she was by now too preoccupied with her garden to think long about anything else.

Beauty had not redised how much she had missed spending time in a garden, missed the amdl and
texture of earth, the quiet and companionable presence of plants. It was a wonderful spring thet year, day
after day of warmth and blue skies and the lightest, freshest of breezes, and while the rain fdl as often as
it needed to to keep the soil mois and workable and the streams full, it dmost dways fdl tactfully after
dark.

There were a few little beds round the house—flowers only. Beauty thought. Most of her attention
was taken up by the back garden, which was mogly vegetables and quite a subgtantia plot for a house
s0 smdl. Here she could more easily trace the rows and blocks of old plantings. Near the kitchen door,
for example, was an herb patch. It had been lad out in a circle, like awhed with spokes; but some of the
wedge shapes were empty, and others had been colonised by their neighbours. She picked leaves from
the imperidids pungent, bitter, sharp, sweet. She knew the names of a few of them: fennd, chenil,
marjoram, mint.

Beauty had walked dong what remained of the boundary fence round the back garden, thinking that
her firg task mugt be to replace it. (She had thought even then, while Lionheart was ill engaged upon
rebuilding the privy, that she would try to recruit Lionheart’s assistance for the fence, though she would
not find it so interesting, because it would help keep her out of mischief.) Once she started planting things,
she would want to keep the chickens from scratching up her beds. Lydia was no problem: she was
staked out each morning, heping to keep the newly reclamed meadow a meadow, and had shown no
desre—at least not yet—to dip her hdter and go foraging for ddicacies. But the woods ran quite near
them; deer, and who knew what e lived in the wilds here, would eat anything the chickens missed.
Except, perhaps, strong-flavored herbs.

She stooped and broke off the tip of a dead vine. It ill

bore smdl shriveled pods of—something; Beauty wasn't sure what. It was odd, when she thought
about it, that the garden didn't show more Sgns of the depredations of enterpriang wildife it was no
longer producing very much, but—she rubbed the pods between her fingers—these would have been
edible the year they grew, and if they’re growing in a garden, presumably they are edible. Beauty
dropped the pods again. She had no more time now to puzzle over usdess myderies than she had had
when she had been going through her father’s papers and discovered awill concerning Rose Cottage.

If they had a successful garden, they would be able to put up enough food that they would not have
to fear the long winter. The precariousness of their present life suddenly appeared to her asif she stood
on the brink of a literd abyss, garing into it till the impenetrable darkness made her dizzy. She kndl
heavily, feding the cool dampness seep through her skirts to chill her knees, and scooped up a little earth
in her hands, scrabbling at it, ending up with a handful of earthworms and wild violet roots for her pans.
But it made her laugh—weeding with her fingernails—and the redl weght of the earth comforted her. A
confused earthworm thrust a tranducent pink front end (or possibly rear; it was difficult to tdl with
earthworms) out of her handful. She knew this garden would do its best for her. It didn’'t matter how she
knew.

There were dill cabbages growing, here and there, in erratic little clumps,, and those might be bean
shoots, and those, piranthus squash. And now. here, thiswas truly the end. Beauty broke off a bit of the
old fence, woven like matting, and it crumbled in her hands.

She sghed and stood dill. If they were going to have food from the garden this year, she had to get
busy. She should dready be busy. Next market-day she would ask Jeweltongue to bring her
seed—perhaps she should go hersdlf and ask what grew most eesly here—oh, but she shouldn’'t waste a
day; in weather like this the farmers  crops would aready be shooting, and she hadn't even cleared her
ground. She should be able to rig up some kind of scarecrow fill she figured out what to do about
fendng; dothing suitable for scarecrows was perhaps the only thing they had plenty of.

There was something plucking at the boundary of her attention. She looked down at the fence shreds
in her hand. They looked like nothing at dl and smdt both damp and dusty, but... She shook them in her
pam and then poked them with a finger. A thread separated itsdf from the miscdlany: a green thread.



She picked it up in her free hand and held it under her nose. It amdt neither damp nor dudty; it smdlt...
No, she couldn’'t say what it amdt of, hut for a moment she saw, asif she were dreaming it, a meadow
surrounded by a wood, and in it fawn-coloured cows grazed, and the shadows from the trees fdl
grangely, some of them, for they seemed to be siver rather than dark.

Her head cleared, and she looked at the bit of green thread again. Greenwitch charms. There was a
greenwitch in Long-chance after dl, and she had sold garden charms to whoever had lived in Rose
Cottage before them. Charms strong enough to be working more than fifteen years after they had been
pur into place. That was more like sorcerer’s work, but no sorcerer would doop to meking garden
charms, certainly not for anyone living in a place like Rose Cottage. Beauty had aready remarked that
she'd never seen achickenin the back garden but had put it down to being dill too unsettled by her new
life to notice everything that was happening round her—even the things she meant to look out for.

Perhaps—perhaps if she took down and buried the remains of the old fence very carefully where it
stood (and before it finished fdling down of its own initiative; obvioudy the charms had incdluded no
longevity spdl for lathe and reed), some of the old charm would persst. Whoever the unknown
greenwitch was, if she was this good, Beauty couldn’'t possibly pay her for new charms.

She put the bit of dring in her pocket. She fdt curioudy reluctant to say anything about her discovery
to her sgters. Perhaps it was only her father’s familiar ban on dl magic in ther family that made her so
uneasy, made her fed that even her brief vison, with its unmistakable whiff of magic, was a meddling in
things too big for her. What did cowsin afidd have to do with a garden charm? Never mind. Buit if bits
of green gring would help to keep her garden whole, she would treat them politdy. And she would as
wel put up a scarecrow and start at once on a new fence.

She had been garing at the mudy little divers of mating left in her hand and dropped them in rdlief.
When she looked up again, she let her gaze wander down the length of the garden and was immediady
distracted by her favourite mysery, the one she couldn’t ignore, whether she had time for it or not. This
one was, dter dl, quite an intrusve mysery. She wanted—she longed—to know what the deadly
thomed shrubs that grew dl over this garden were.

Lionheart. after her firg few encounters with the dagger-furred ogre standing guardian by the front
door (it was inevitably Lionheart who, flinging hersdf through the door a speed, had caught a superficid
blow of the thorny branches across the forehead and come in with blood sheeting down her face), had
wanted to have it and dl its fdlows out, as part of meadow clearance and garden ground preparation,
and had offered hersdf “*as the blood sacrifice” she said. “You can bury my flayed body under the
doorstone to bring yoursalves luck afterwards.”

“Having falled to drown yoursdf in our well afew weeks ago?’ enquired Jeweltongue. “Y ou are such
alife profligate. You'll be offering next to hurl yoursdf off the roof for—for—it escapes me what for, but
I’'m sure you'll think of something.”

Beauty, who was the acknowledged gardener in the family, had declined this dubioudy advantageous
offer dthough she had immediately tied the chief offender firmly away from the front door and lopped off
what couldn’t be tied. She had dready cut a hole in the truly astonishing dimbing thorn-bush by the
kitchen door. This had sent out so many long, uninhibited stlems thet it was now rioting over the entire
rear wal of the house, nailing the kitchen door shut in the process as uncompromisingly as any carpenter
could do it. It had climbed wdl up onto the roof aso, no doubt considerably to the detriment of the
thatch it dung to, and had begun to curl itsdf round the kitchen chimney. Not even the fact that this
chimney was now in regular use again seemed to discourage it.

Even Jewdtongue fdt that Lionheart had the right ides, if a little overexuberantly expressed, but
Beauty sad, “No. They were planted; it's obvious they were planted ddiberately. There mugt be a
reason for them. | want to know what it is”

After Ihat she had to stand by her decision, but she nonetheless wondered if the game could possibly
prove worth the candle. Tied-in stems of these whatever-they-were had a habit of working themsalves
loose, or suddenly growing an extra hdf league, or turning themselves round where they stood (Beauty
knew that this was redly only any plant’s desire to leen towards the sun. but quite often it seemed a
malign Strategy) and grasping at passersby. There was also, at each of the house's four corners, a lower,



rounder shrub with the same flexible slems covered with thorns. These were dmost more dangerous than
the climbers, because they were as wide as they were tal, and ther arching branches seemed to lie in
wait for the unwary, suddenly uncoiling themsdlves from round corners to ensnare ther victim.

Andinthe very centre of the big back garden, where the lengthwise centrd path met a shorter path
running crosswise, there was another circular bed, like the herb whed, only much larger, and here grew
more bushes like those round the house, with long wicked stems studded with knife points. While the
herbs had merdy colonised across their spoke boundaries, these bushes had thrown an impassable
network of brisling stems higher than a man's head in dl directions, sorawling, manticore-tailed, across
the paths round them as well, so that forcing them back to within their origind bounds had been Beauty’s
firgt necessary operation for reclaming that part of the garden for other, more useful purposes.

There was a Satue a the heart of that great shapeless, impenetrable morass, but it was so caught
round with spiny stems (and rank weeds bold enough to make their way through) Beauty had not a
notion of what it might be.

The diletto bushes round the house were legfing out, big dark green leaves and surprisng deep
maroon ones. Many of the bushes in the centre whed looked dead, ther long, perversdy floppy
branches grey-green, dmog furred, and nearly leafless. Some of them had the tiniest leafbuds showing,
asif they were not sure of their welcome (that’s true enough, thought Beauty). These in the centre bed
were covered with the longest, toothiest thorns (many of them hooked like fangs, for greater purchase) of
anything in the whole well-armed battaion. Beauty looked at them musngly every time .she went into the
garden. All the thom-bushes were ugly, but these were the uglied.

But it was this crazy tangle of them at the very centre of the garden which told he—even more
cearly than the pernicious presence of ther cousins by both doors of the house—just how loved these
anvful plants must have been. Very well, she would keep them—for this year.

Chapter 3

About three weeks after Lionheart's firdt disappearance, she disappeared again. She had gone into
town a few times by hersdf meanwhile—aways on some erand, carefully agreed upon
beforehand—and had come home in each case looking frustrated, or amused, or pleased, in a manner
that did not seem to relate to the errands she was ostengbly accomplishing. She came home sullen and
discouraged the day she successfully arranged for a locd famer to ddiver some of lagt year's
manure-hegp for Beauty's garden, and yet was jubilant and exhilarated the day she faled to find a
suitable shaft to replace the handle of her favourite hammer, the accident that broke it having put her in a
foul temper for the entire day.

Nether Jawdtongue nor Beauty saw Lionheart leave, but both saw her return. They had not
immediately recognised her. A very handsome young man had burst into the house at early twilight, with
the light behind him, and they had stared up in darm at the intruson. Lionheart looked at ther frightened
faces, and laughed, and pulled her hat off so they could see her face dearly; but her hair was gone,
chopped raggedly across the forehead and up the back of the head as if she had sawn a it with a
pocket-knife. And she was wear—

ing breeches and a man’s shirt and wai stcoat.

Her sgers were speechless. Beawty, after a moment, recognised the clothing as having belonged to
one of ther stablelads, which had thus far survived being turned to one of Jeweltongue's purposes, but
that did not explain what Lionheart was doing pretending to be a boy.

“l have a job,” she said, and laughed again, and tossed her head, and her fine harr stood out round
her face like a hdo. “They think I'm a young man, you see—well, they have to: I'm the new stable-hand.
At Oak Hd!. But | won't be in the muck-heap long because | made them dare me to ride Master Jack’s
new colt—that’'s Squire Trueword's eldest son—this colt's had every one of them off, you see. But |
rodeit. A few of them hate me dready, but the head lad likes me, and | can see in his eye that the felow
who runs—that is, the magter of the horse—has plans for me. My saints, | ache; | haven't ridden in



months, and that calt is a handful.

“Oh, and they say to get a decent haircut before I come to work tomorrow; I'll have to bow to the
quire, and to his gpailt son, if | want to ride his horses.”

Beauty trimmed her sister’s hair and then swept the slky-tufts into a tiny pile of glinting individud
hairs and saved them.

The house was londy & fird, with Lionheart gone, but she came home for a day every week, and
baked dl the bread for the week to come, and, with her new wages, bought butter and honey for the
bread, and sugar and the squashed fruit—chiefly the last of the winter apples—at the bottom of the
baskets a the end oi” market-days, and made pies and jam. She had made friends with the butcher’'s
boy, who occasondly dipped her a fev more beef knuckles for the stew, a little extra lard in her
measure; the butcher’s boy only knew that she had an aling father and had recently been taken on up a
the Hall. He didn’t know that the young man he spoke to was aso the sster who cooked the stew and
rolled the pastry.

Mrs Bestcloth was as good as her promise, and Jeweltongue' s introduction to Miss Trueword was
duly achieved. And Jewetongue was given a dinner dress to make. “From a slly painted picture in a
megazine, if you please! If ared person had ever tried to wak in that dress, she would be so fettered by
the ridiculous skirls she would fdl over after her firs step. Fortunately Miss Trueword is a little more
sengble than her manner.”

“Which is to say you talked her into being sensble” said Beauty, gently squeezing the amdl damp
mudin pouch she hoped contained goat’s cheese. Her last attempt had been more like goat’s custard (as
Lionheart merailesdy pointed out), but the texture this time was more promising.

“Mmm—w|. | had a hard gpprenticeship, you know, deflating that awvful Mr Dodlittle's opinions of
himsdf. If he is a philosopher, | am a bae of hay. But that's dl long ago now. And Miss Trueword is
actudly rather sweet. Here, let me hold that bowl for you. Don't fret, dear. It was excellent custard last
time. Y our only mistake was tdling Lionheart it was supposed to be cheese.”

Miss Trueword's frock was a great success, Jawedtongue was commissoned for three frocks for her
nieces and a coat for the squire. She dso dtered the stable-boy’ s uniform to fit Lionheart properly, usng
Ieftover bits from the squire's coat for strength. They were no longer usng the money they had brought
with them; a few times Jeweltongue or Lion-heart even added pennies to the cracked cup in the back of
the kitchen store-cupboard where they kept it. Beauty had hurdles for her fencing, and the
scarecrow—or something—was working, for her seeds were sprouting unmolested.

Even thar father was teking a little more notice of the world round him, and when he sat and
scribbled, he scribbled more and dozed less. He came outdoors most days for agrall in the sunlight, and
he often amiled as he looked round him. He complimented Beauty on her garden and Jewe tongue on her
sewing; he had been dtartled by Lion-heart's new job—and even more by her new harcut—but had
taken it quietly and made no attempt to forbid her to do something she had dready thrown her heart into.

He 4ill fdl adegp early in the evenings and dept late into the mornings, while his daughters tiptoed
round the kitchen end of the downstairs room getting breakfast and setting themselves up for the day.
Each of the three of them caught the other two looking at him anxioudy, heard the dightly strained note in
the others voices when they asked him how he did, to which he invariadly replied gently, “1 am doing
very wdl, thank you.”

“Itis so hard to know if—if there is anything we should do,” Jeweltongue said hestatingly to Beauty.
“He was never home when we lived in the city, was he? He was dways a work. Or thinking of work.
Even when Lionheart and | were little—when you were dill a baby—he never seemed to notice anything
but busness, and Mamma. After Mamma died, we never saw him at dl. Sometimes | think we only
knew he existed because the next new governess, and the next one after that, came to us saying our
father had hired her... you remember.”” She laughed a little, without humour. “Perhaps that's why we
treated diem so digbalicdly. Lionheart and |, that is; you were aways the peacekeeper. And after we
outgrew our governesses ... | don't know what he was like before, you know? Other than abstracted.
Theway heisnow, | suppose. But... | wish we could cdl in a greenwitch, or even a seer, and ask advice
about him, but that’ s the one thing we do know, i't it? No magic. And | keep forgetting to ask about it



in Long-chance—a greenwitch, 1 mean. It ssems—" She paused, and there was a smdl frown on her
face. “It seems dmogt peculiar, the way | keep not remembering. And the way it never comes up.
Maybe it's different in the country. In the aty which magician had just invented the best spdl for this or
that—champagne that stays fizzy even in a punch bowl, something to keep your Igpdog from shedding
hair on your dresses—"

“How to produce cheese indead of custard,” murmured Beauty, wetching Lydias kid
decide—again—not to enter the gate into the back garden, cardlesdy |eft open. Maybe he merdly did not
like narrow spaces.

“—was a chief source of gossp, nearly as good as who was seen leaving whose house a what
o'clock a night. Don’'t you wonder what he's writing? He keeps it under his pillow a night and in his
pocket dl day.”

Summer arrived. Beauty’ s runner beans ramped up their poles; the broad beans were so heavy with
pods the crowns of the plants sank sdeways to the earth. The lettuce and beetroot grew faster than they
could ezt it; there were so many early potatoes Lionheart made potato bread and potato pancakes and
potato scones.

The thorn-bushes had dl disappeared under ther weight of leaves. Even the deadest-looking ones
round the dmog-invisble statue had not been dead at dl, only dow to wake from winter. And then
flower buds came, and Beauty watched them eagerly, surprised a her own excitement, wanting to see
whet would come. The weather turned cold for a week, and the buds stopped ther progress like an
amy cdled to a hdt, Beauty was hdf frantic with impatience. But the weather turned warm again, and
the buds grew bigger and bigger and faiter and fatter, and there were dozens of them—hundreds. They
began to crack and to show pink and white and deepest red-purple between the sepals.

One morning Beauty woke up thinking of her mother. She could not at first imagine why; she had not
hed the dream and had awoken happy, and thinking about her mother usudly made her sad. But... she
sniffed. There was something in the air, something that reminded her of her mother’ s perfume.

She hurried to the loft's one little window and kndlt so she could see out. The thorn-bushes buds
hed findly popped, and the scent was coming from the open flowers. Roses. These were roses. This was
why therr little house was cdled Rose Cottage.

She was the firs awake; it was barely dawn. Her ssters would be dirring soon, and she wanted the
fird enchanted minutes of discovery to be hers done. She wrapped the old coat she used as a
dressing-gown round her—amogt every morning at breakfast Jewetongue promised to make her a red
one soon—and went oftly downgtairs and into the garden, thoughtlessy barefoot, walked straight down
the centre path to the big round bed in the middle of the back garden, the earth dawn-cool againg her
feet. The roses nodded at her as if giving her greeting; their merest mation blew ther fragrance a her till
she fdt drunk with it.

Her sgters found her there alittle while later, her hands cupping an enormous round flower head as if
it were the face of her sweetheart. They stood openmouthed, bregthing like runners after an exhilarating
race; then Jewetongue kissed her, and Lionheart reached out a hand and just stroked the Slky petds of
a pde pink rose with one finger. Neither said a word; dowly they went back indoors again and left
Beauty aone with her new love.

At firg she could not bear the thought of cutting them, even one, despite their profusion, but at last
ghe chose just three—one white, one pink, one purple-red—and brought them indoors, found something
to use as a vase, and kndt by ther father’s bed, holding them near his face. She saw him take a long
breath in and amile, before he opened his eyes.

He murmured her mother’ s name, but gently, knowing she was gone but happy in the memory of her;
then his eyes found Beauty's, and he smiled again. “Thank you,” he said.

“They are beautiful, are they not?’ said Beauity.

“Almog as beatiful as shewas” he said.

Beauty said nothing.

For over two months the roses bloomed and bloomed and bloomed. Beauty had never been so
happy, and for the third time in her life the dream went away. The monger was gone while her roses



were in flower. She had to tear hersdf away from the contemplation of them to tend to the rest of her
garden, to eat her meds, to deep; she had never liked to do nothing, but she found now thet if she could
do nothing beside a rose-bush in full bloom, she was entirely happy.

Now that she knew what they were, she changed her mind a once about tending the
bushes—however hazardous an operation this would be to hersdf persondly. No longer were they in
danger of being dug up and consigned to the bonfire as soon as she had time to spare. She trimmed and
trained and paingtakingly fixed and tied the bushes and dimbers round the cottage. She groped gingerly
into the very depths of the tangle of the round bed to take out dl the dead wood she could find and
arrange the sems to arch and fal most gracefully, the better to show off their radiant burden of flowers.
Every lagt gpadeful of the remains of the load of manure Farmer Goldfidd had brought her went round
the base of the bushes, and she mourned the generous hand she had used earlier in fertilisng her
vegetables. Next year she would bargain for two loads of manure.

One mygtery remained. She dill could not decide what the statue in the middle of the centre rose-bed
represented. In her vdiant adventures pruning away the old wood and scrabbling out the weeds, she had
aso made four of the eight wheel-spoke paths navigable again, had therefore been able to reach the hub
and free the gtatue of its leefy confinement. But she ill had no idea what it was supposed to be. She
amaodg thought it changed, from one day to the next, because one day it would remind her of a dragon,
the next day a chimera, the third day a sdamander, the fourth day a unicomn.... “Thisis ridiculous” sad
Beauty, doud, to the unicorn. “You are not the least hit li/jjrdy and snakclike, and | know you have been
lizardy and snakelike previoudy; postively | have seen scales. Now stop it” After that it only ever
looked like some tdl, eegant, but unknown beast, its long deek har cascading over its round muscled
limbs its greet eyes pearing sombrely out from benegth its mane.

“Now you are redly very handsome,” said Beauty, “And much nicer than anything with scales. But |
dill wish I knew what you were.”

When the roses findly stopped blooming, Beauty fdt as if she had lost her dearest friend; but she
gathered dl the fdlen petds she could and put them in saucers and fla bowls, and even &fter they dried, if
ghe ran her fingers through them, the scent awakened and made her happy .

She kept a little bowl of them by her pillow, where she could reach them in the night, because as
soon as the last petd had dropped from the last rose in flower, the dream returned. When it did, and she
found hersdf safely restored to her own bed but ill shaken by the memory of the dark corridor and the
knowledge of the patient mongter, she hed a cupped handful of rose-petals under her nose till the
warmth of her skin brought the scent out again, and then she drifted gently back to deep.

The winter that year was long and hard, but the old merchant and his daughters were little troubled
by it, except that Lionheart, two or lhree times, could not get home through the snow on her days off.
Beauty’ s vegetables had surpassed dl expectations, and die cold room under the house was full of sacks
and bundles and bottles. The life that had been dowly returning to the old merchant had begun to grow
grong; it was he who cleaned out the cdlar, blocked the rat-holes, and borrowed die tools Lionheart
considered hers to build the shelves to hold Beauty' s produce.

<See that you take very good care of my hammer,” said Lionheart. “I had afiend of atimefinding the
right shaft for the new handle”

“| sdl be very careful indeed not to hit it accidentaly with any axes” said ther father drily.

After the clean cold whiteness of winter, when spring’'s mud and naked hrown branches and grey ran
and amdls of rot and waste came round again, they were only happy to know that summer was coming
agan—srangdy content in their new life. There was never any longer an edge—except occasiondly of
laughte—to Jeweltongue's voice when she spoke to. or about, her dients. “I've decided judicious
flattery isthe greatest ait of dl,” she said. “Forget philosophy.” She hummed to hersdlf as she drew up the
dress patterns she delighted in creeting,

Lionheart brought home die runt of the litter when the squire's favourite spanie whelped, saying in
outrage that the squire had planned to have it drowned. Once she came home dill sheking in fury and told
of thrashing some young lad who wanted to jump a frightened colt over a fence too hig for it—*Just to
show us what abig brave man heis Hewon't last. Mr Horsewise won't have hiskind near his horses.”



The old merchant found a job doing sums for severd of the amdl businesses in Longchance, he
bought himsdf some clean sheets of paper and began copying some of the contents of his accumulation
of scribblings onto them.

“Fether, | am dying of curiodity,” said Jewekongue.

“I will tell you someday,” he replied, smiling to himsdif.

Beauty’s garden grew and bloomed, and bloomed, and the roses were even more spectacular this
year than last. This second year Beauty took a deep, deep sgh, and cut many of her beloved roses, and
worked them into wreaths and posies, and let them dry. and she went in with Jewetongue one
market-day to sdl them, and they were gone by micfmorning. She invested some of her little profit in
ribbons, and wove them into bouquets with more of her roses, and raised her prices, and they, too,
disappeared by mid-morning a the next market-day she went to.

“Rose Cottage,” the townspeople said, nodding wisdly. “We dl wondered if there was a one of you
would wake ‘em up again,”’ and they looked at her thoughtfully. Severa asked, hopefully but in some
puzzlement, “ Are you a—a greenwitch then? You don't look like a sorcerer.”

“Oh, no!” said Beauty, shocked the firg time she was asked. But eventuaiy, as that question or one
like it went on being repeated, and remembering Jeweltongue's puzzZlement about the apparent lack of
interest in Longchancein dl [he magicd professions, she asked in her turn, “Why do you think so?’

But most of those addressed looked uneasy and gave her little answer. “The old woman was, you
know,” they muttered over their shoulders as they hastened away.

A very old memory rdumed to her: Pansy tdling her that her mother’s perfume smdt of roses. What
she had forgotten was Pansy saying that it was generdly only sorcerers who could get roses to grow.
And she thought again of the green threads in the old fencing around Rose Cottage and how she had
never seen any animd cross that boundary. Even their new puppy had to be let out the front door to do
her business; she wouldn't go out the back.

But one woman lingered iong enough to say alittle more. She’ d been ligening, bright-eyed, to Beauty
denying, once again, that she was a greenwitch, and the fam wife who received this news went off
sheking her head. “There, there, Patience; we can't have everything, and that's a nice wreeth you bought
yoursdf.” To Beauty she sad: “We dl know Jewetongue, and gettin' to be your father’'s pretty wdl
known, that young scamp Sdter, cdls himsdf a whedwright, wdl, | guess nothing's wrong with his
whedls, but he an't never learnt nothing about running a business, and your father had him dl tidied up in
a snnight. And your firebrand brother, Lionheart, wdl, Mr Horse wise knows how to ride a
high-mettled lad, too, and a good thing for both on ‘em! But you're dways home in your garden, an't
you? My cousin Sandy had a couple o’ bottles of your pickled beets from your father last winter, which
was sweet of him as she didn’t expect no payment for what she done, but that's how we knew you're
home working hard.

“My! Smdl those roses! Don't it take me back! Funny how the house has stood empty this long,
roses or no roses. It'sasug little place, even if it is alittle far out of town for comfort. We knew when
the old woman disappeared she'd left some kind of lawyers indructions about it—but nobody came,
and nobody sent word, and for along time we just hoped she’ d come back, because we was dl fond of
her, fond of her besides having a greenwitch in Longchance again, which we an't had long before, nor
since neither.” She nodded once or twice and started to move away.

Then the greenwitch who had made the fence charms had lived in Rose Cottage! Then it was she
who had Ieft the house to them? Buit.,. Beauty reached out and caught the woman's deeve. “Oh, tdl me
more. Won't you—please?’ she begged. “No one wants to talk about it, and |—I can’'t hep being
interested.”

“Not that much to tdl, when dl’s said and done,” said the woman, but she amiled a Beauty. “Who is
it you remind me of? Never mind, itll come to me. We don't tak about magic much, here in
Longchance, because we an't got any. You have to go as far as Appleborough even to buy a charm to
make mended pottery stay mended. We ve had a few green witches try to settle around here—never at
Rose Cottage, mind—but they never stayed. They said they had too many bad dreams. Dreams about
mongers living in our woods. We ve never had so much as a bad-tempered



bear in our woods. In a hard winter the wolves come to Apple borough, but they don’'t come to
Longchance. But dreams are important to greenwitches and so on, you know, so they leave.

“Miffs us, you know? Why not Longchance? We can't decide if it's because we're speciaer than
ordinary falk, or worse somehow, you know’.” But it'd be handy to have our own greenwilch again, and
them roses an't bloomed since the old woman left, and so we' ve been hoping, see?”’

“The old woman—tell me about the green witch,” said Beauty. “What was she like? How long did
ghe live here? Did she build Rose Cottage, did she plant the roses?’

“You don't want much, do you?' said the woman, but she set her shopping basket down. Beauty
hastened forward with the stand’s only chair and hersdf sank down a the woman's feet. “That's kind of
you, dear, and | like to talk. You want to know what the rest of us Longchancers don't want to talk
about, you come to me—or if you want it in a parlour with a slver tea-service, you go to Mrs Oldhouse.
Between us we know everything.

“No, our green witch didn’t build Rose Cottage nor plant the roses, but there weren't much left of
neither of ‘em when she arrived. The roof had fdlenin, and you couldn’t see the rosebushes for the wild
berry brambles and the hawthorn, and usin Longchance had wandered into the way of thinking thet, the
roses were just a part of the old talc because no one had seen one in so long. It was funny, too, it was
like she knew what she was looking for, like she was coming back to a familiar place, though no one
round here had ever seen her before. | know this part of the story from my old' dad, mind, | was a
kiddie mysdf then.

“She came old, and when she disappeared, she disappeared old, though it was like she hadn’t got
any older in between, if you follow me, and she'd been here long enough to see babies born and grow up
and have their own babies.

“Shelived at Rose Cottage, and she made rose wregths. That's another thing about her. She smdt of
roses dl year long, even in winter. She was an odd body generdly—had a habit of taking in orphan
hedgehogs and birds with broke wings and like that—took a child in once that way too, but when she
grew up, she left here and never came back. A beauty, she was; stop a blind man dead in histracks, | tdll
you.” She stopped suddenly and gave Beauty a sharp look. “My! It’'s prob’ly my mind wool-gathering,
but it's that old woman's foundling you remind me of. It's prob’ly just the scent 0 your roses, after dl
thistime, confusing my thinking.

“Where was |? Wéll, the girl never came back, and no wonder, maybe, not to come back to this bit
of nowhere, but it was a bit hard on the old woman, maybe. Not that she ever said anything. And when
the old woman hersdf went off... As | say, we was fond of her, and if we'd known she was missng
sooner, we might have gone looking. Maybe she went back to where she came from. If she died, | hope
she went quick, just kedled over somewhere and never knew what happened.

“Rose Cottage has stood empty, ten years, fifteen, Snce she went. Not even the Gypses camp there.
She'd let it be known she was tying it up dl legd in case anything happened to her. | suppose that should
have told us we wouldn’'t be having her much longer, one way or another. We don’'t have much to do
with lawyers round here; but mogt of us have family, and she didn’t. Not that girl, who went off and left
her and never sent no word back.

“But your Sster—that Joweltongue—she says you never knew the old woman. Never knew anything
about it, except the will, and the house”

Beauty thought of that lat terrible timein the city, remembered again the lifting of the heart when she
held the paper in her hands that told her they had somewhere to go, something that yet belonged to them:
a litle house, in a bit of nowhere, cdled Rose Cottage. “Yes,” sad Beauty. “Tha's right; we knew
nathing about it till we saw the will. It had—it had been midad among my father’s papers.”

“That's dl right, dear,” said the woman. “I an't prying ... much; folks troubles are their own, and
we'vedl had ‘em. But it's ... interesting in't it? Like you said to begin, you can’'t help being interested.
Because the point is.

the old woman had to know something about you. And her roses—they ain't bloomed since she |eft.



Till you came.

“And you're the one we've kind of been waiting for, see? Because you're the one dways in the
garden. Alt your family says so. ‘That Beauty, you can't hardly get her indoors to have her meds’ And
we maybe got our hopes up a bit. Ah, wdl, it sas| told Patience, we can't have everything, and | dunno
but what your wreeths are even better'n the old woman's.” She had picked up Beauty's last remaining
wresth and was looking &t it as she spoke. She hesitated and glanced at Beauty again. “D’you know why
everyone wants a rose wreath, dear? Forgive me for inauiting you by asking, but you look as if maybe
you don't know.”

“No-0,” said Beauty. “Not because they’ re beautiful?”

The woman laughed with genuine amusement. “Bless you. Maybe it's no wonder they grow for you
after dl. You know—pansy for thoughtfulness, yew for sorrow, bay for glory, dock for tomorrow?
Roses are for love. Not forget-me-not, honeysuckle, slly sweethearts love but the love that makes you
and keeps you whole, love that gets you through the worst your lifé Il give you and that pours out of you
when you' re given the best instead.

‘There are alot of the old wreaths from Rose Cottage around, not just over my door. Ther€'s an old
folk-tae—maybe you never heard it in your city—that there aren’'t many roses around anymore because
they need more love than people have to give ‘em, to make ‘em flower, and the only thing thet’Il stand in
for loveis magic, though it an't as good, and you have to have alot of magic, like a sorcerer, and | ain't
never heard of a kind sorcerer, have you? And the bushes only started covering themselves with thorns
when it got so it was only magic that ever made ‘em grow. They were sad, like, and it came out in thorns.
Maybe it was different when the world was younger, when people and roses were younger.”

The woman stood up, and briskly took out her purse, and paid Beauty for her wreeth, picked up her
shopping basket, and turned to go; but she paused, frowning, asif she could not make up her mind ether
to say something or to leave it unsad.

“I'd much rather know,” said Beauty softly, and the woman looked at her again with her friendly
qmile

“You may not, dear, but I’'m thinking maybe you' d better, I’ ve told you there’ s no magic hereabouts.
There are tales about why, of course. I'd make one up mesdf if no-body’d taken care of the job before
me. There was some kind of sorcerers battle here, they say, long, long ago, no one knows rightly how
long, and it ain't the kind of thing the squire puts down in his record book, isit? *One sorcerers bdttle.
Very bad. Has taken al magic away from Longchance forever’ —if we had a squire in those days, though
Oak Hdl is as old as anything around here, and sorcerers don't live in wilderness. But ther€'s a curse
tacked on to the end of it, like the ging on a manticore' s tail. 1t don't rightly concern you. because the
tdly cdls for three Sgters, and there' s only the two of you—"

“My . .. brother?’ said Beauty fantly.

The woman laughed. “Oh, the menfalk don’'t count—like usud, eh? No, you want sorcery, you got
to go to a man, but there's nothing anybody should want to have done a greenwitch can’'t do.... Now,
now, don't go dl wide-eyed and trembly on me like that. | shouldn’'t have mentioned it. There' s nathing
wrong with you and nothing wrong with Rose Cottage. And we're dl glad of you: that Jeweltongue can
amog outtalk me when she puts her mind to it, and you should see her wrapping that old Miss Trueword
round her finger! That'sa dght, thet is.

“Fity you an'i a greenwitch then. We could use one. A greenwitch would make a good living here,
you know. You could even afford a husband.” And the woman winked. “Maybe you should tak to your
roses about it, seeif they'll tdl you afew charms”

Ask her roses to tdl her greenwitch charms? Beauty’s astonishment and worry broke and were
swept away on a tide of laughter, taking her questions about the curse, and about bad dreams about
mongersin the forest, with it. The woman took no offense but patted her hand, grinning, and went away.

Jawetongue rdumed even as Beauty was looking after her, and said, “Beautty, if you've sold dl your
roses, maybe you'll come lend me your eye? Mrs Bestcloth has a new shipment in, and Miss Trueword
says shewill leaveit up to me, and I’'m drowning in riches, | can't decide, | want to usethem dl.”

Over alate tea at home Jewetongue said, “You and Mrs Grecndown were in close conversation for



some while, were you not? Did she tdl you anything interesting? Mrs Tree-worthy—she and her husband
have the Home Farm, you remember—says Mrs Greendown knows everything about everything round
here,”’

“Yes...oh ... abit. Not very,” said Beauty, glancing at ther father, who had come home with them
after a day doing sumsin Longchance, and now had his scribbles on his knee, and was holding his teacup
absentmindedly halfway to his mouth.

Jaweltongue knew what that glance meant and said briskly, “Never mind. Help me remember what
Miss True-word's find decisons were, so | can write them down, my head is ill goinning”—hep that
Beauty knew perfectly wel her sster never needed.

By the time she and Jawdtongue were done together, she had decided to say nothing of the curse.
She thought there was a good chance that no one else in magic-shy Long-chance would mention it to
anyone dsein her family; she was the one who was supposed to be a greenwitch. What did she hersdlf
think about the curse? She didn't know. Curses were dangerous things, they tended to eat up thar
casters and were therefore unpopular among meagicd practitioners, though they dill happened
occasiondly. Most likdy Longchance's curse was some folk-tale that, in generations of retdling, had
begun to be called a curse to giveit greater prestige.

Her firg impulse was to attend the very next market-day, find Mrs Greendown, and ask her to tel
her expliatly just what this curse was. But she had second thoughts dmogt a once. She told hersdf that
her interest might cause, well, reciprocal interest, and there was Lionheart's secret to protect. But she
knew that wasn't the red reason for her change of heart. She didn't want to know because she didn't
want lo know. And she would set hersdf to forgetting that Mrs Greendown had ever so much as
mentioned a curse. “There' s nathing wrong with you and nothing wrong with Rose Cottage.” She would
leaveit there.

Jeweltongue was fascinated by the story of the greenwitch who had left them Rose Cottage and
appeared to harbour no suspicions that Beauty was holding anything back, and by the end of her revised
history, Beauty had dready haf succeeded in forgetting what she had chosen not to tell.

“What a romantic story! At least we now know why we never found the Longchance greenwitch’'s
sgnboard,” sad Jewetongue. “All the way to Appleborough for a ample charm! | don’t think | miss
magic, do you? We have had little enough to do with it Snce Mamma died, but now it seems asif it's just
one more thing we left behind in the city. It's not as ihough the cleverer practitioners ever came up with
anything realty useful, like sdlf-pedling potatoes or needles that refuse to pierce humen skin.”

That night Beauty had the dream. Her fird reaction to finding hersdlf again in that dark corridor where
the mongter waited was of heart-sinking dismay, for her last roses were ill blooming in the garden. No!
ghe cried in her dream. Let me go! It isnot your time! The light of the candle nearest her flickered, asit”
disturbed by the draught of her shout. But as she drew her breath in again, she discovered that the
corridor was ful of the smdl of roses, arich deegp scent nothing like her mother’ s perfume and even more
powerful and exciting than the scent of high summer in her garden. And she was not afraid.

Chapter 4

A second summer turned to autumn, to winter, and the third soring arrived. But this year was
different, Spring was cold and blesk: the warmth of the turning year never came, and the rain never
stopped. Summer arrived in seas of brown mud; the rivers overflowed and drowned the seed in the fidds
and more than a few caves and lambs. Everyone was dill wearing coats and boots a midsummer;
everyone was low and discouraged; everyone said they couldn’'t remember a yeer like this....

And Beauty's roses never bloomed.

They tried. The bushes put out leaves, draggled as they were by the reentless rain, but the long,
arching branches drooped under the weight of the water, the weight of the heavy dark sky. The dimber
over the kitchen door was torn out of its hold on the thatch, and Beauty spent a long dreary afternoon
tying it away from the door so that she need not cut the long stems. She came indoors soaked to the skin
and spent the next week sneezing and shivering and standing over bowls of hot water and mint all with a



towd round her head to keep in the steam.

The bushes dl produced a few hopeful flower-buds, but the sun never came to open them. Those
flowers too stub—

born to know they were doomed turned as brown as the mud a their feet as soon as the sepas
parted; a few Beauty rescued, hdf open, and brought indoors, where they sd dgectedly in a vase, too
weary of the gruggle to finish opening, their petals brown-edged and soon fdling. Nor did they bear
more than the faintest hint of their usua deep delicious scent.

Everyone grew bad-tempered. Jeweltongue's remarks had edges like knives, Lionheart shouted;
their father withdrew again into dull slence. Beauty, who should have been spending most of her timein
the garden, fdt like arat in a trap. She kept the house clean, mucked out the shed, fed Lydia and the
chickens—who were too depressed by the wesather to fay—cooked the meds, ran errands both red and
imaginary just for something to do, and stared at the ankle-deep dop that should have been her garden.
And, with some effort, kept her own temper ... till Jeweltongue snarled and Lionheart bellowed at her
too. Fndly she shouted back, threw a plate across the room and heard it shaiter as she ran
upstairs—just before she burst into tears.

She buried her face in her pillow, so that no one downgtairs should hear her. The puppy Lionheart
hed rescued a year ago, rgoicing in the name Teacosy for her diminutive Sze and the neet little hummock
she made when she curled up for a nap, followed her, and burrowed under Beauty's trembling am to
lick her wet cheek.

The lesk in the corner of the loft dripped sullenly into its pail. They had scratched enough money
together at last to have ther thatch replaced this soring; but not only could no thatcher work in a steady
downpour, they now had to save the money to buy food for next winte—if they could. The farmers
were dl fighting the same weether that kept the thatchers indoors and ruined Beauty’s garden;
market-days at Longchance were a sad &ffair.

Beauty raised her head and gently pushed the cold nose and wet tongue away from her face. “You
are aglly beast,” sad Beauty. “You know you can't dimb down the ladder again yoursdlf. What a good
thing you never grew too large to carry.”

Teacosy heard by the tone of Beauty's voice that she was succeeding in comforting her, whatever
those particular words meant; the main thing, from her point of view, was that they did not contain the
dreaded word No. She dodged Beauty’ s restraining hand, put her paws on Beauty’s am, and licked her
face harder than ever, wagging her tall till her whole body shook. “Y our generous sympethy is not dl joy,
you know,” murmured Beauty through the ondaught.

She was just beginning to think she should go back down and sweep up the fragments and go on
with dinner while Lionheart finished her week’s baking when she heard footsteps on the loft ladder.
Jeweltongue lad ther dented little tea-tray down on the floor beside the mattress—the chipped saucers
clatered in the dents, and the cups clattered in the mismatched saucers—sat down next to her Sster, and
began to rub her back gently. “I'm sorry. We're enough to try the patience of a saint, and even you're
not asaint, are you? | don't think 1 could hear to livewith ared sant.”

Beauty gave a soggy little laugh, rolled up on an elbow, and caught her sster’s hand. “Do you ever
miss the city? Y ou mugt think about it—as | do—but do you ever long for it?’

Jeweltongue sat quite Hill, with an odd, vacant expression on her face. “How strange you should ask
that just now. | was only thinking about it this afternoon. Wel, not so strange. It's the wegther that does
it, in't it? The cottage grows very smdl when it's too wet to be out of doors. | hadn’t realised how often
| took my sawing outdoors, till this year, when | can’'t. And the cottage is smdler yet when Lionheart is
here too, roaring away.

“l don’t know if | missit. ... | miss some things. | sometimes think it” | have to wear this ugly brown
skirt one more day, | shdl go mad. | dill remember Mandy, who wore it first; do you remember her?
Cregping round dl day with eyes the Sze of dinner plates, waiting for me to say something cross to her.
Oh!' How many cross things | did say, to be sure! No, | don’t long for thet life. But | would like a new
skirt,”

“Do you miss the Baron?’



Jewel Eongue laughed and picked up the teapot to pour. “1 miss him least of dl. Although | would
have enjoyed redecorating his town house. Drink this while it's hot. Lion-heart has sent you a piece of
her shortbread, see? You have to edt it or her fedings will be hurt. She roars because she can’'t hep
hersdf, you know.”

“l do not” sad Lionheart's head, appearing through the trapdoor in the loft floor. “I roar
because—because—It’ you let Teacosy est that shortbread, Beauty, | redly shall roar. Andif you don’t
come downstairs soon, | will feed your supper to Lydia”

It was at the end of the summer that the letter came. Each soring and autumn since they had lived in
Rose Cottage, one or two or three of the traders from the convoy that had brought them here stopped in
on their journey past, to see how the old man who had once been the wedthiest merchant in the richest
aty in the country and his three beautiful daughters—with a good ded of joshing about the
metamorphosis of the eldest into a son, dways accompanied by the promise not to give her away—did in
thair exile

The leader of the origind convoy seemed to take a proprietoria pleasurein their smal successes and
aways noticed the improvements they had made since last he saw them: brighter eyes, plumper frames,
dothing that not only fitted well (Jeweltongue would have nothing less round her) but which bore fewer
visble darns and patches, charsdl of whose legs matched, enough butter and butter knives to go round
when they had afifth, or even a 9xth, person to tea.

Thisvidt was less chearful than usud; the weether had been bad dl over the country, and the traders
suffered for it too. Lionheart, who was the best of the three ssters at pretending high spirits she did not
fed, was not there, and Mr Strong was preoccupied. He was in a hurry; the convoy had lost so much
time to the weather they were pasing right through Longchance with bardy a pause. “Mr
Brownwag-gon and Mr Baggins send their regards and beg pardon for not coming round,” he said. “But
well be returning near herein afew days, before we head south again, and one of us will stop in if there
isany reply we can take for you.”

Reply? They glanced at one another, puzzled.

“l am very back to front today,” Mr Strong said, groping in his breast-pocket. “Please forgive me,
Thisrain gets into one's head and rots the intdlect. | would have come anyway to say hdlo, but as it
happens—" and he pulled out an envelope and lad it on the table.

Soon after, he said his good-byes and Ieft them, but the echo of the door dosing and the dog of his
footsteps had long gone before anyone made a move toward the envelope. Jewetongue, who had sat
next to Mr Strong at tea, and was nearest, said, “It's addressed to you, Father,” but her hands remained
buried in the fabric on her lap. Beauty stood up and collected the tearthings, putting the bread and butter
back in the cupboard with elaborate care, stting the dirty platesin the washing-up bowl as if the faintest
raitle of crockery would awaken something terrible.

She had finished washing up, tipped the water down the pipe, pumped enough fresh water to refill the
kettle and the water-jug, and begun to dry the tearthings and put them away when Jeweltongue abruptly
leant forward, jerkily picked the letter up, and dropped it hedlily in front of her father, as if she wanted to
be rid of it as quickly as possible, asif she wanted to push it as far away from hersdf as she could, asif it
were literdly unplessant to the touch.

Thar father dragged his eyes away from the fire—hissing as the rain dripped into the chimney—and
took it up. He held it for along moment and looked back at the fire, asif tempted to toss it into the heart
of the amd| blaze. With asgh, he bowed his head and broke the sedl.

One of his ships, presumed logt a sea, had returned, loaded with fine merchandise, worth a great
ded of money. His best clerk—whose wife sent her regards, adding that she dill prized her collection of
once-glent canaries who now sang choraes finer than the cathedra choir, and whose rehabilitated sphinx
was, she and her hushand agreed, better than any watchdog they had ever had—had contrived to have
the ship impounded till his old master could arive. But he pleaded that he should come soon, for he
himsdf was only a clerk, and working for a new master, who took a dark view of his new clerk working
for another man.

“What he does not say is *a man disgraced and driven out of town,”” said the old merchant, having



read the letter doud to his daughters. “I suppose | must go.”

Slence fdl. Beauty went on polishing and polishing the dish in her hand; Jeweltongue stared blankly
a the needle she had just threaded. Teacosy, who had been hiding under the table—her usud lar in
anxious times—crept out, scuttled over to Beauty on her bdly, and tried to press hersdf between
Beauty's feet, tucking her head and forequarters under the hem of her sKirt.

Beauty reached down absently with the hand ill holding the damp tea-towel, to pat the Hill-visble
hindquarters. “Wait at leadt till Lionheart comes home again,” she said.

The old merchant appeared to rouse himsdf. “If 1 can. But | must be prepared to leave when the
Convoy returns”

When Lionheart came home two days later, she hurtled through the door as she had done every
week snce mis wretched year had begun, scowling, ready to shout at anything that displeased her,
softening only to greet the ecstatic Teacosy.

Her father’s news stopped her. Bewilderment, and dismay, replaced the scowl. “Mug you go?
Surdy—surely you can ask Mr Lamb to dispose of the goods and—and take a commisson?’

“l could. But it would not be honourable.” He lifted his shoulders. “You do not know; there may be
something left a the—at the end.” His daughters, Beauty particularly, knew better than he did how many
debts had been Ieft to pay after ther house had been saized and ther property auctioned. There were
legd papers saying these were to be forgotten, but they would be remembered again as soon as there
was money to pay them. “What shdl | bring you?’

Lionheart shook her head, and her scowl returned. Y oursdf, home safe. Soon.”

Thar father amiled alittle. * Jewetongue?’

Jeweltongue smoothed the deeve on her Iap. It was slk, with lace insets, and the lace had gold
threads hi it that caught the light. It was much like one of the deeves of a dress she had hersdf worn to
the party when trie Baron had taken her alittle asde and proposed marriage to her, tdling her that he
cared for nothing but her and her beauty and brilliance and that if she agreed to marry him, he would be
the happiest man on earth. She was to leave dl her dresses and jewels to her sigters, for once she was his
bride he would buy her a new wardrobe that would make the queen hersdf ook dowdy; her father could
provide her with a dowry or not, it was a matter of greatest indifference to him. She had adways been
fond of that dress, and when Miss Jane True-word had spoken of slken deeves with lace insets, she had
remembered it. “Nothing,” she said. “Nothing at dl. But that you come home again as quickly as you

“Beauty. There must be something | can bring you.”

He looked s0 sad that Beauty cast her mind round for something she could suggest. He would know
ghe did not mean it if she asked for jewels and pretty dresses. They had Teacosy and did not need
another house pet, nor could they afford to feed and shdlter anything beyond Lydia, her latest kid, and
the chickens. Whatever it was, it needed to be something smadl, that would not burden him on the way.
They redly lacked for nothing at Rose Cottage—nothing but the sun—nothing, so long as they wished to
day here, and it seemed to her that they did wish to stay here.

Nothing but the sun. Her eyes moved to the windowslll, where an empty vase stood, and she gave a
little laugh that was mostly a sob. “You could bring me arose.”

Her father nodded gravely, acknowledging the joke. And when the convoy returned, he went with
them.

The winter the old merchant spent in the dity he had been born in and lived in dl his life till the last
three years was sadder and emptier even than he had expected. His clerk had not succeeded in keegping
die impoundment proof againg raids from his old creditors; there was little enough left even by the time
he arrived, and he saw none of it at dl. Winter frosts came early, but no snow fdl; the muddy, churned
ground Croze solid and into such rutted, tortured shapes that many of the roadways were impassable. He
found himsdf stranded in the city week after week, with dmost no money even to put food in his mouth;
if the Lambs had not taken himin, he did not know what he would have done.

Y et he had to keep hidden even tha kindness, for his clerk’s new master didiked any expresson of
loyaty—or even human sympathy—to his old. The old merchant rather thought that Mr Lamb’'s new



master had taken him on as a ddliberate gesture of pite againgt himsdf, but he found he no longer cared.
He lived in a tiny house cdled Rose Cottage, very far away from here, and as soon as the weather
broke, he would return. He knew now that his daughters had been right, and he should never have come
inthe fira place. Well, he had learnt his lesson.

But he was not able to wait for the weather. His old businessriva discovered hisclerk’s, as he put it,
duplicity, and declared that the clerk couid choose between his job and shdtering a ruined man. Mr
Lamb did not tdl him this; the captain of the ship that had returned found out about it. The captain offered
his own home as dternative, but the old merchant declined. He was bad luck in this city, and the sooner
he left the better. Reluctantly he did accept the loan of a horse—or rather of a stout shaggy pony—from
the captain, on the man's flaly refusng to let him leave town on any other terms. “It’s winter out there,
you old fool; you could die of it, and then where would your daughters be?’

My daughters would do very wel without me, thought the old man, but he did not say the words
aoud. Instead he admitted the pony would be useful and thanked the captain for his offer.

There was little traffic leaving the city. The old merchant found a few people to travel with; but he had
to make a zigzag course from one town to the next, for no one (sensibly) was travdling very far, and
some people turned back—or had to turn back—when they discovered the state of the roads. He was
daly grateful for the pony, who, nose nearly a ground levd and ears intently pricked, found her way
caefully over and round the twisted furrows and rough channels where the frozen mud crests sometimes
curled as high as her shoulder, and who seemed to have a Sxth sense about which murky, polluted ice
would hold her and which would not.

At long lagt he was within a few days of Longchancc, and of Rose Cottage, and the weather was
breeking at last. Spring was here—nearly. He had been gone the entire winter.

There was no one travdling in his direction, but he thought—so near to home—he could risk it aone.
The track itsdf was easy to find; there were so few roads this far into the back of beyond it was hard to
lake awrong one. And bandits usudly stayed in the warmer, richer lands. He set out.

The firg day was fine blue and clear. He could not remember when he had last seen blue sky; he
stared up till he was dizzy and had to ding to the pony’s mane. Little soft airs moved round him, brushing
his face and hands, toying as if in dishdief with the heavy, fraying edges of his winter cloak. When he
made camp that evening, he was as near to being happy as he had been in the months since the letter had
come. He was warm; he knew where he was; he would see his daughters soon. He thought of his secret
work waiting for him and smiled; maybe sometime this year he would be ready to satisfy Jowetongue's
curiogity. ... He wondered drowsly how many knots the sawyer and carter and whedwright had got their
acocounting into in the last few months. He would sort them out soon enough. He fdl adeep dreaming
pleasantly of long sraght columns of figures

But the clouds rolled up while he dept, and the temperature began ominoudy to drop. When he
woke, he found the pony lying beside him, her warm back againg his, and there were snowflakes faling.

He saddled up, frightened, and turned the pony’s nose to the road. But the flakes grew thicker and
thicker, and the wind rose and howled round them, and soon the pony was going where she chose,
because he no longer had any idea where they were and could not see the track for the drifting snow.

But the pony toiled on, showing no 9gn of wanting to stop; the old man was glad enough to hold on
to the pomme and let her go, for he knew that to hdt would be to freeze to death. He grew wearier and
wearier and dumped lower and lower; once or twice he woke up just before hefdl off. The pony’s steps
were growing dower. Soon he would have to get off and lead her....

The snow stopped and the pony’ s hoofs struck bare ground at the same moment.’ She stopped, and
he looked up in amazement, snow duicing off his shoulders and back. They had come out of the woods
into a clearing. The merchant, dazed with exhaustion and astonishment, at first could not make out what
he was looking at. It was not merdly that no snow was fdling here now, no snow had fdlen; the ground
before him was green with grass. Immediately around them was a vast formd garden, laid out in low box
mal.es, dotted by smdl round pools with classcd satues rigng from ther centres. The box looked
fresnly clipped, the pools quiet and untroubled by ice, and the paths were recently raked. This stretched
asfar ashistired eyes could see on cither hand. Beyond the garden before him, at the end of a draight



drive surfaced with amdl twinkling white pebbles, was the most magnificent palace he had ever seen,
evenin his days as the wedthiest merchant of the wedthies city in the country.

The paace was perhaps only three storeys high, but each storey was twice the height of those in an
ordinary house; the windows were as tdl and wide as carriage-house gates. The facade was impressvey
handsome but forbiddingly plain, the heavy square pediments of the ranks of windows emphassing a
glowering look, and dl was made of a grey-white stone which glittered dightly, like the pebbles in the
drive, and which made the building hard to look at for very long. It seemed to shimmer dightly, like an
elaborate mirage.

The merchant blinked, but the garden and the palace remained. He looked down a himsdf. The
snow was mdting on his deeves and dong the pony’s mane. He looked up. The sky overhead was iron
grey, but he could not tdl if it was twilight or cioud cover that made it so. But no snow fdl from it. He
was afraid to turn round; would he see wintry woods again. The blizzard that might have killed them? If
this was a mirage, he wished to bdieve it was red till it was too late.... May kind fate preserve me, he
thought. If it is not a mirage, this mugt be the dweling of the greatest sorcerer that has ever lived. But
where are his guardian beasts? His messenger sirits? Everything was wrapped in the deepest silence and
dillness, deep as the snowbound 4illness that follows a blizzard. When his pony bowed her head and
blew, the sound unnerved him.

The merchant dismounted giffly, took his pony’s rein, and waked forward. His numbed face began
to hurt, for the ar here was warm. He stripped off his sodden gloves and loosened his cloak. The pony
had come out of the blizzard and into this—this place a the head of the drive, as if she had been
falowing a clear path. Perhaps she had. Thar feet crunched on the pebbles; the sound was natliing like
the squeak of feet on fresh-falen snow.

The huge arched portico over the doorway into the palace was lit with hundreds of candles. There
was not even so much wind as to make the candle flames flicker.

He stopped on the threshold, but only for a moment; he was too tired, and too precarioudy baanced
between fear of what lay behind them and fear of what lay before, to risk any decison. His fed, had
decided for him; let them have their way. He took the pony through the archway too, partly for company,
partly because he would not leave her behind after dl they had been through together. She balked,
briefly, when her hoofs touched carpeting, but she did not wish to be left done ether, so she crowded up
close behind the merchant and pushed her face into his back.

They walked down a long corridor together; the old merchant was amply falowing the line of lit
candles. He saw great dark doorways on dlher sde of him, but he had no urge to explore. The way they
went was full of light, and he went on hopefully, though he would not have wanted to say precisdy for
what. He and his pony both needed deep and food as wel as shdter, but it seemed ridiculous that they
should be wandering through an enchanted palace looking for these things

He looked back once over his shoulder. Ther passage was leaving no muddy footprints, no dark
damp patches of melted snow. He did not look back again, He knew they were caught up in some great
meagic, but this little reminder of it was dmost more frightening then the fact of the paace itsdf. They
walked here without trace; it was asif they were invisble, insubgantid, asif they were ghodts.... He tried
to rdly himsdlf: Think of the row in an ordinarily grand houseif one such as |, and leading a dirty, sheggy
pony as wdl!, should be found indoors, and uninvited! Think of the cries of outrage, the rush of servants
with their buckets of sogpy water to scrub the carpet—think of the disdainful footmen hustling us back to
the door!

He remembered the passionate strength he had had in the firs weeks following his wifeé's degth,
when he had forbidden any magic or any practitioners of magic in his house ever again. It was the only
absolute law he could ever remember making. He would have laughed, now, had he the strength, at what
seemed to him suddenly the wild wastefulness of his younger sdif. For the truth was that he had no wish
now to spurn what appeared to be offered to him. He was grateful to have hislife, to be granted the hope
that he might, after al, see his daughters again.

But he wished someone would come and reassure him they did know he was here. And he wished
that whoever it was that came might be more or less human. Or at least not too large. There had been a



sorcerer he had had mercantile dedlings with who had a hydra to answer his door. He'd had to cal on
the sorcerer himsdf because his clerks were dl too frightened to go. But he had been younger then too.

They came to aroom. It was asmdl room for the Sze of the palace, but a very large room to a men
who lived in Rose Cottage. The soft crimson carpet of the corridor con—

tinued here, and the candelabra on the wadls were ornate gold, with great golden pendant drops
meade to look like dripping candle wax, and the wallpaper was a weave of red and gold, patterned to
look like ripples of fabric bound with golden cords. There was afire in a firegplace large enough to roast
the pony, and a table drawn up beside it, with a place laid for only one person but with enough food for
twenty.

The merchant gave a great Sgh and unsaddied the pony. She staggered forward and stood, swaying
and steaming, in front of the fire; then she turned her head and ate three apples out of a slver-gilt bowl on
the table. “I wish there was hay for you,” said the merchant, picking up a loaf of bread and bresking it
into pieces with his hands and offering it to her; she ate it greedily. But as he held it out to her, something
caught at the corner of his eye; he looked over her shoulder and saw ... a golden hegp of hay in a litile
acove on the other Sde of the fireplace, opposite the table. He would have sworn that neither hay nor
acove had been there a minute before. But when the pony had linished the bread, he turned her gently
round, and she went lo the hay at once, as he sat down & the table.

He did not fdl to as quickly as she; he was too worried about his host. But he was tired and hungry
amos past bearing, and he tried to comfort himsdf with the thought that there was plenty of food here
for two, should the master of this place appear after dl—or perhaps his hydra. He looked again a the
amount of food provided, and the Sngle place setting, and worried about the appetite of the creature
usudly catered for. Findly, and haf embarrassed, the merchant moved the sngle place setting round the
edge of the table, so that he was not Stting a the head but only on the master’ s right hand.

He ate eagerly but hestantly, looking often towards the mouth of the lit corridor where he had
entered, taking great pains to saill nothing on the snowy tablecloth, laying the serving spoons exactly back
where he found them, choodng nothing that would by its absence spoil the eegant appearance of the
whole. By the time he was no longer hungry, his eydids seemed to be made of lead; with a tremendous
effort of will he stood up from the table, thinking he would lie down in front of the fire to deep. His knee
knocked againgt something, and he discovered alittle bed with many blankets drawn up close behind him
where he had sat at the table. He shivered because he knew there had been no bed there earlier and he
hed heard nothing. But there it was, and he was tired. He stayed awake jud enough longer to pull the
biggest blanket off the bed and throw it over the now-dozing pony.

He woke to the sound of munching. There was more hay in the alcove, and his pony was going & it
busly. There was ds0 a bucket of water and another of the remains of afeed of mixed corn. The blanket
was dill over her, barely; it hung down to her toes on one Sde and was hafway up her ribs on the other,
and it was caked with rnud and pony hair. The merchant pulled it off her—she paused to say
good-morning, shoving at his breast with her nose—and lad it in front of the fire, thinking sadly that their
ghasily presence here did not extend quite far enough after dl, and hoping that perhaps he might be able
to brush the worst of the mud and hair off when the blanket was dry.

But he was growing accustomed; when he turned back to his Sde of the fire, he was not surprised to
discover that his bed had disappeared, and the largo table replaced with a amdler one, again with a place
seting for only one, but enough breskfast for 9x hungry old merchants. “They are adjuding,” he
murmured to himsdf. There was also asgngle red rose in aSlver vase,

When he looked up from his breakfast, his eye was caught by a smdl door in the wal opposite him,
danding a little open. He obediently crossed the room to investigate; within was a bathroom, glorioudy
gppointed and the bath full of seaming hot water; beyond that was a water-closet. When he had dlimbed
a length from the ddightful bath, he found a new suit of clothes waiting for him; when he returned to the
main room, the blanket he had laid before the fire was not merdly dry but clean, and the pony hersdf was
clean and brushed and saddled with tack as fresh and supple as if it had been oiled every night snce the
day it was made. The pony’s thatch of a forelock had been braided and tucked under the browband, and
she looked very pleased with hersdlf.



“Thank you,” he said hdplesdy, sanding in the middle of the floor. “Thank you, thank you. You
saved our lives” There was no answer. He turned towards the door and then paused, looking back at
the breskfast table. The remains of his breskfast were dill there, as was the rose in the sSlver vase. He
remembered Beauty's sad, hdf-joking wish, and plucked the rose out of the vase, and put it into the
breast of his coat. Then he took up the pony’s rein and went through the archway, down the long
crimson-carpeted corridor towards the door, open now on a bright spring day.

But the sllence of the palace was shattered by roars as of some enormous wild beast; his quiet pony
reared and shrieked and .jerked the rein out of his hands. He was knocked winded to the floor; when he
sruggled to stand up, the bright doorway was blocked by a Beast who stood there.

The merchant’s heart dmogt stopped beeting in the firg moments of dumb terror. The Beast seemed
not merely to blot out the sunlight but to absorb it and grow even larger by its strength. The outside edge
of his slhouette was fuzzy and shimmering, as confusing to the eye as the merchant’'s view of the
grey-white paace with its glinting white driveway had been the day before. When the Beast tirred, rays
of dazzling light shot in at the merchant like messages from alost world, but as he moved again, and they
were effaced, it was as if the Beast deliberatdly struck them away from the merchant, as a crud geoler
might strike at the outstretched hands of his prisoner’ s beseeching friends.

The merchant’ s firgt fumbling thought was that this Beast was rearing on hishind legs, but then he saw
that his shape was not unlike a man’'s—only hugdy, grotesquely, bigger than any man—and that he
dressed like aman. Grasping at his reason, the merchant hoped it was only fear, and the dazzling, narrow
bursts of light, which made the Beast so difficult to see. He lifted his eyes, trying to find this man-shaped
Beadt's face, to look into his eyes, the beter to plead with him, for would not a man-shaped Beast
respond to the direct look of a man? His gaze travelled up the vast throat, found the greet heavy chin, the
jaw of a carnivore, the too-wide mouth, thin lips curled back in a snarl, the deadly gleam of teeth—He
could raise his eyes no farther; his mind was disntegrating with terror.

Before he log himsdf to madness, he dropped his gaze to look a the Beast's garments, forced
himsdf to stare at them, to recognise, and to name to himsdf, cloth, buttons, laces, seams, gores, pleats.
He saw that the Beast was dressed entirdly in black, and the clothes were themsdlves odd, of no fashion
the merchant knew. He wore an open, deeveless gown, of some kind of giff heavy materid overlaid with
black brocade and trimmed in black braid, which fdl from thick gathers a the shoulders to a great
whipping length of hem which roiled out round him like haf-opening wings as he paced and roared.
Beneeth this was a long, soft, but dose-fitting waistcoat, embroidered, dso in black, but in a pattern the
merchant could not make out. Even the shirt beneath it, the ruffle at the collar and wrists were unrelieved
black, as were the trunk-hose and the low boots, strapped tightly round the ankles.

The Beast threw back his head and roared alast time; then he spoke, and his voice shook the walls.
“1 have fed and sheltered you and your creature when you both would have died in the blizzard ese!
And you repay my kindness and hospitdity by steding my rose!”

The merchant opened his mouth, but no words came. He leant againgt the wall of the corridor and
closed his eyes, waiting for the blow.
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The merchant opened his eyes. The Beast was ganding il at last, and now the sunlight streamed in
round him; there was a wide channd of light from the doorway to the merchant’s feet, one edge of it
sculpted by the shape of the Beast's shoulder and the fdl of his gown. Perhaps that gave the merchant
courage; perhaps it was that as the Beast was now standing, he was hdf turned sideways, and with the
wings of the gown collapsed round him, he looked only huge, no longer big enough to obliterate the sky.
The merchant wondered where his pony had got to.

“|—l—" The merchant’s voice was a croak, but as he discovered he could again speak, his mind
began to race, Foilling out frantic excuses. “I am very grateful—I am very graieful—truly 1 am—I know
we would have died—we were nearly dead—I am sorry about the rose—I was not thinking—thét is, |
was thinking, but your house is so grand—I thought you would not miss it—it is just that my youngest
daughter grows roses, but the weeather this year meant none of them bloomed, and she was s0 sad, s0
sad, her roses are her friends, and sheis such agood girl, akind girl, | thought to bring this one to her.. .



Asthe merchant said, “Her roses are her friends” the Beast gave a little shudder. The merchant saw
it in the ripple in the edge of the channd of light, as the Beast’s gown swirled and fdl ill again. The
merchant had kepi his eyes fixed on that track of sunlight as he spoke, and now both edges of the
channd ran suddenly dtraight, as the Beast moved away from the door. The merchant looked longingly
out upon the shimmering while driveway, at the border of smooth lawvn he could see, and the dark haze
of trees beyond, but he knew there was no point in trying to run. The Beast would snatch him out of the
ar before he reached the door. He wished again he knew where his pony was.

He glanced towards the Beast, who had his back to him, and the merchant was suddenly,
unwdcomdy shaken by an unmigtakable flare of pity, for the Beast stood with his great shoulders and
head bowed in a posture unfathomably sorrowful. If he had been a man, and even if tha man had
threatened hislife but a moment before, the merchant would have put a hand on his shoulder. But he was
aBeast, and the merchant remained next to hiswadl. But he wondered .. . and now, perhaps, he hoped.

The Beast turned back towards the merchant, catching the edge of the sunlight again, having the
bright track that led to the merchant’s feet, and fragments of light glanced off the curves and angles of his
face as he turned. The merchant’s breath caught on a sob, and he turned his own face to the wall. He did
not dare close his eyes—were not the Beadt’s footfals slent?—but he had, just then, confused by pity
and dread and daylight, nearly looked into the Beast's face.

“Your daughter loves roses, does she?’ the Beast said at last. Now that he was no longer roaring, his
voice was S0 deep the merchant had to strain to hear the words. “They grow for her. do they?’

“Ohyes” sad the merchant eagerly, looking at the Beast's feet. “Everything in the garden grows for
her, but the roses most of al. Everyone in the town comments on it.” The merchant raised his eyes jus 1o
the Beast’ s breast levd; his periphera vison told him the Beast ill stood with his shoulders stooped and
his head lowered. The merchant was appalled when he heard his own voice saying: “I—l—may | bring
you some this summer, to—to replace what |I—I stole? Her—her—her wresths are very much admired.

In the slence fallowing his involuntary words, the merchant heard his heart drumming in his ears, and
there was a red fog over his vison that was not explained by the crimson carpet. The Beast stood as if
congdering. “No,” hesad at last. “No. | want your daughter.”

The merchant gasped; a greet pain seized his breast, and two tears rolled down his face,

“Stand up, man, and catch your pony, and ride home. | could kill you, you know, and it would be my
right, for you have stolen my rose. But | am not going to kill you. Go home and tdl your daughter to
come to me”

“No—oh no!” cried the merchant. “No—you may aswel kill me now, for | will not sacrifice one of
my daughters to take my place!”

“Sacrifice?” said the Beast. “I said nothing of killing the girl. She will be safe here, as safe as you
were, lagt night, till you stole my rose. Nothing comes here that is dangerous—save me—and 1 give you
my word she will take no harm of me”

The merchant, far from standing up, had sunk down, as his knees gave way, and now he bowed
down till his fore—

head nearly touched the floor, and covered his face with his hands.

“Nay, you think a Beast’s word is not to be trused?’ As the Beast strode towards him, the
merchant, in afind spasm of terror, Sruggled again to his feet and spread his hands, thinking to meet his
degth as bravely as he could, but dl he feit was the deek thickness of the Beast’s fur as he forced his
huge clawed hand into the breast of the merchant’s coat. He saw the Beast's great hand dosing tight
round the rose's gem; when he opened it again, the pam had been pierced by one of the thorns, and
three drops of blood fdl softly to the crimson carpet, meking a dark gain like a three-petal led flower or
the firgt unfurling of a rosebud.

“lanamaninthis” sad the Beast, saring down at the merchant; the merchant fdt that ook burning
into his scalp. “I kegp my promises. By my own blood | sweer it.

“l am londy here—tdl your daughter that. She is a kind girl, you say. Just as no fierce creatures



come here for fear of me, who am fiercer, so no gentle ones come either. | desire companionship.

“I give you a month; send her to me by then, or, believe this, merchant—I will come and fetch her.
Take her this as a token of my oath.” And the Beast bowed down low before the merchant's amazed
eyes, tower than the merchant would have guessed any Beast of such bulk could bow, till his long mane
traled on the carpet and mixed with the crumpled wings of his black gown, and lad the rose a the
merchant’s feet.

The Beast sprang up a a bound, turned, and took two steps out of the doorway, turned again, and
disappeared. The merchant heard no footfdls, but perhaps that was only because of the ringing in his
ears.

He dowly picked up the rose and stood daring at it. As he had fixed his mind on the Beast's
garments alittle time before, now he fixed his mind on this rose. 1t seemed to him he had never seen one
0 dark, inits centre dmogt as black as the slhouette of the Beast; but the outer petals were of a redness
more perfect and pure than he could remember seeing anywhere in hislife, with no hint of blue suggesting
purple, no weskening of its depth of colour towards pink; and as most of Beauty’ s roses reminded him of
slk, so this one reminded him of velvet.

He looked up. He seemed quite done, and his heartbeat no longer deafened him. He took a cautious
step; again his legs would hold him. He turned away from the sunlight, walked back down the corridor,
and found his pony trembling in the now-empty acove where she had spent the night. So glad was she to
see him that he led her without fuss back towards the front door and towards the place where they had
met the Beadt, though he fdt her neck under his comforting hand 4ill rigid with tear. He mounted just
over the threshold, and they set out on their journey once again.

Chapter 5

It was hardly noontime when the merchant saw the tiny track to Rose Cottage winding off to the right
of the wider track he was on, which he had found amost a once, as soon as the pony had stepped into
the trees at the edge of the Beast’ s garden. He was nat fully convinced that he was not dill hed in some
dream-state manipulated by the Beast, and he often reached out and touched the branches of trees, when
they passed near enough, to reassure himsdf of their redity—but what, he said to himsdf despairingly,
was not a sorcerer as greet as the Beast capable of ?

But then Beauty was running towards him; she had seen him from where she had been in the garden,
and she flew to him, and hdf dragged him off the pony, and embraced him, laughing, and crying
Jeweltongue and Lionhcart’s names. It wasn't till dl three ssters—and Teacosy—were there, hugging
and patting him and saying (or barking) how glad they were to see him (under the astonished gaze of
Lydia, who stopped egting to watch), how rdieved they were to have hm home with them again, that it
came to them he was not rgoicing with them.

“Father, whet isit?” said Lionheart.

He shook his head. “Let me gt down—let us dl gt down, and | will tdl you. Beauty—this is for
you.” And he took the rose from the breast of his coat. It should have been crushed and wilting after
severd hoursin a pocket, but it was not; it was dill a perfectly scrolled, haf-open goblet-shaped bud of
richest red, poised ddlicately on along ssem armed with the fiercest thorns.

“Oh! What a beauty!” said Beauty. “I have none of that colour. | wonder if it would strike if | cut the
gem?’

Lionheart had turned to the pony. ‘That’s a good little beast,” she said, not noticing how her father
shivered at the word beast. “Is she your prafit from the city? Y ou could have done much worse.”

Jewetongue was rubbing one of her father's lapds between her fingers. “That is the most degant
cloth. I wish | had some of that. Perhaps 1 can ask the traders to look out for some for me when they
come through again. Father, you must tdl me where you found it. Master Jack would buy a coat ot that
faster than his Sgters order dresses.”

“Fether, you have pricked yoursdf,” said Beauty. “Thereis blood on the sem.”

And then the old merchant shuddered <o terribly that he nearly fdl down, and the sgters forgot



evarything in ther anxiety for him.

He seemed to them to be feverish, and so they drew out his bed, and pulled off his boots, and tucked
him up with blankets and propped him with pillows, and fed him soup, and told him not to talk but just to
rest. He wanted to resist them, but he found he had no srength to resist, so he drank the soup and fay
back, murmuring, “1 will lie here jugt alittle while, and then | will tel you,” but as he said, “1 will tdl you,”
hisface relaxed, and he was adeep.

Once or twice that day he woke and said doud in distress, “I mugt tdl you—I must tdl you,” and
each time one of the Ssters went and sat beside him, and took his hand, and said, “Yes. yes, of course
youwill tdl us, but wait alittletill you' re feding stronger. Y ou have had a very long journey, and you are
weary.”

Beauty dreamt the dream that night, but the endless corridor was lined with rose-bushes, and while
she could see no roses, their scent was heavy upon the air. But this lime the perfume gave her no
comfort, and the long thorny branches tore a her as she tried to wak past them, and one caught her
cheek. With the sharp suddenness of the pain she dmogt cried out, only just stopping hersdf by biting her
lips, and when she touched her face, there was blood upon her fingertips. When she woke, she found
blood on her pillow; she had bitten her lip in her deep, and three drops had fdlen on the pillow dip,
meking a shape like a three-petdled flower or a rose-bud just unfurling.

The old merchant dept dl the rest of the next day, and that night, and the day following, waking
seldom, though deeping restlesdy, and Beauty and Jeweltongue went about thelr ordinary tasks with
heavy hearts and distracted minds, wondering what their father would tel them and wishing both that he
might deep a little longer so they need not hear it quite yet, and that he might wake soon and let them
know the wordt. Lionheart, much vaued as she now was by her employers, had asked and been granted
specid leave to come home every evening while her father was o ill, at leadt till she had some notion of
whether he grew sicker or would mend. She left before dawn and came home &fter dark, riding her
father’s pony, whom she had named Daffodil, and she was tired and short of deep, but so were dl three
sgers, for worry.

On the third evening, at lagt, the old merchant’s head cleared, and he cdled his daughters to him, that
he might tdl them his tory, and he told them dl of it, paring himsdf nothing. He finished by saying, “1 do
not wish to lie to you now. But there is no question of Beauty taking my place. As soon as | am strong
enough again to walk that far, | will return to the Beast's palace. And then the Beast can ded with me as
he seesfit. But | am glad to have had the chance to see you dl, my dears, my dearcr-lhan-dears, this find
time, to tdl you how much 1 love you and to say goodbye.”

Beauty had sat cold and mationless through the lagt of her father’s story, and at these words the tears
ran down her cheeks and dropped into her lgp. “Ah!l That 1 should have asked you for a rose! | was
dfishinmy little, little sorrov—and it is 1 who will take up the fate / have earned. Father, | am going to
the Beast’ s pdace.”

He would not hear of it; but she would hear of nothing else, and they argued. Beauty, dways the
gentle one, the peace-maker, was roused to fury a last; she crossed her amstightly over her somach as
if she were holding hersdf together and roared like Lionheart—or like the Beast. But the old man's
grength came back to him twice over in this, and for a little while he was again the man he had been just
after the death of his wife, wild with the strength of grief and loss. And so the old merchant and his
youngest daughter shouted at each other till Teacosy fled the house and hid in the now-crowded shed
with the goat, the chickens, and the pony, Daffodil.

But Jeweltongue and Lionheart, after alittle thought, came in on Beauty’s Side, saying, “He says she
will take no harm of him, and he declared he would kill you!”

“l am old, and the little left remaining of my lifeis worthless; you love me, but thet is dl. The three of
you will do wel enough without me.”

But that dl three of his daughters should range themselves againgt him was too much for him after dl,
for he was older now, and the winter had gone very hardly with him, and he had been near the end of
what remained of his bodily strength before the blizzard and the medting with the Beast. His fever came
on him again, and he lay hdf senseless for many days, rousng himsdf occasondly to forbid Beauty to



leave him, dthough he seemed to have forgotten where she was going. The ssters took a little of what
remained of thar thatching money—for they had come through the lean winter just past with a little to
spare, patly on account of having one less mouth to feed in ther father’s absence—and paid the loca
leach for atonic, but it had no effect.

“l do not think hewill mend till | am gone,” said Beauty at last, a fortnight after thair father had come
home with his dreadful news. But then her Ssters dung to her, and Jewetongue wept openly, and even
Lionheart's face was wet, dthough she had twisted her expression into her most ferocious scowl.

“I will—1 will surdly be able to vigt,” Beauty said, weeping with them. “This palace mugt be close at
hand—as Father has described it. Or heis so great a sorcerer as to make it seem so, and | do not care
the truth of it. I am a quick walker—I will find away to come here sometime and tdl you how | get on. It
will—perhaps | will be like Lion-heart, who comes home every seven days. | will—I will weed the
garden, while Lionheart bakes bread. Remember, he has—he has promised no harm to me. And—can a
Beast who loves roses so much be so very terrible?”

Her eyes turned again to the red rose in the vase on the windows!]!. It had opened dowly and was
now a huge fla cupful of darkest red petals, and its perfume filled the little house. As its colour was like
none of her roses, so was its perfume different from them aso; this was a deeper, richer, wilder smell,
and it seemed dmogt to follow her round during the day, so that it was in her mouth when she cleaned
out the shed or weeded the farthest row in her vegetable garden. And it came to her every night, in the
dream, where the rose-bushes now grew thicker and thicker, till they crossed the corridor and tangled
with the bushes on the other Sde, and she could only force her way through them more and more dowly,
wrapping her hands awkwardly in her skirts as she handled the dangerous stems. And yet, in her dream,
it never occurred to her not to go on; it did not even occur to her to look behind her and see if the way
back was clear.

Beauty had cut two bits off the long stem of the dark red rose and thrust them into her cuttings bed,
and she spoke to them every day, saying, “Please shoot for me, for my ssters and my father, so that they
may think of me when they see you bloom,” for shein truth did not believe, in her heart of hearts, thet the
Beast would keep his promise. But it was equally clear to her that this was her fate, that she had cdled its
name and it had come to her, and she could do nothing now but own it.

And s0 it was less than three weeks since the old mer—

chant’s return when Beauty packed up the few things she had chosen to take with her and set out.
But she had thought often and long about her Father’s story: how the Beast had been roused by the theft
of the rose, how he had dwindled and looked sad, how he had taken particular interest in the daughter
who believed her roses were her friends. And so she took one more thing with her, secretly, tucked
away in her dothing.

She embraced her sisters on the doorstep in the early morning. Their father had had a bad night, and
Jeweltongue had sat up with him. There were hollows under her eyes and heavy lines around her mouth,
where there had never been lines before. Lionheart looked little better, for her late-and-early hours were
tdling even on her strength. The three of them spoke quiglly, for ther father was findly adeep, and they
hoped that he would not learn that Beauty was gonetill it was too late to stop or to follow her.

Teacosy, aware tha something had gone wrong with the old merchant’s homecoming, had been
shadowing each sigter in turn so closdy that whoever was chosen for that hour could not move without
tripping over her. In the last few days she had gpparently decided that the wrongness threatened Beauty
most and never |eft her sde, generdly cregping up the loft ladder during the night to deep on her feet and
having to be carried down in the mornings. She was now leaning againgt Beauty’ s shins so heavily she fet
like a boulder instead of asmdl dog, except that boulders don't tremble.

“l cannot think the Beast’s palace can be found unless he chooses it be found; surdy Father will
understand that searching isusdess. ...” Beauty’s voice trailed away. “Do not forget to water my cuttings
bed every day; twice a day, if the summer grows hot....” Again her voice fatered. It was difficult to think
of what needed to be said when there was so much and <o little to choose from. Fndly she stood slert,
gripping her sgters hands, smdling the warm human amdl of them, the scent of each as precise and
individud as the shape of her face, and she was terribly aware that she was going to a place where there



would be no hands to grasp nor arms to embrace her, and no friendly human smdls.

Jewd tongue loosed her hand from Lionheart’s and reached into a pocket in her apron. “This s for
you,” she said to Beauty. She hdd out a tiny embroidered heart on a dlk rope. “It's to—to—I don't
know. It's not to remember us by, because | know you'll remember us, but it's to have something to
hold in your hand when you think of us. I—I only thought of it mysdf a few nights ago; you know it's
been so hard to think dearly about anything since Father returned.... | would have made you arose, but |
didn’t think | could do one wel enough in so short atime hearts | can do in my deep. As | think | did
this one. And—I’ve used some of Lionheart’s hair. You remember you picked up the bits after you
finished cutting it, and put them in the old sugar bowl on the mante? So you have both of us, Lionheart
and me. Here. Takeit”

Beauty released both hands to take the Sk rope and set it round her neck, and then the three ssters
embraced, till Beauty broke away and went running down the track, her tears cold on her face in the
early-morning breeze, and the desolate howl of Teacosy in her ears.

When she came to the end of thelittle track that led to Rose Cottage and set her feet upon the wider
way that came up from the city and wound past Longchance on its way to its end in the wild mountains of
the east, she closed her eyes and turned in a circle three times clockwise, and then she walked three
steps forward, halding her hand in front of her face just in case she walked into a tree, though she was
quite certain she would not. After three steps she opened her eyes and found hersdlf on a track only a
little bigger than the one that led off the main way to Rose Cottage, but it was a track she was quite sure
she had never seen before. The wood on either Sde of her beyond the track looked older and wilder
then tha around Rose Cottage. The tangle here told her that there would be no frequent glimpses of
famland beyond, as there were everywhere near Long-chance, where the undergrowth was regularly
cleared and the old trees were fdled for firewood and building.

Furthermore, running on ether Sde of her, a jud a little distance, as if the track had once been
broader, were two rows of beech trees, asif lining a drive. She had seen few beeches since they had left
the city, and she had missed them. She l€ft the track for a moment when there was a tittle suggestion of a
gap in the low scrub and put her hands on a beech tree. The fee! of the smooth familiar bark gave her
courage. She touched Jewetongu€ s little embroidered heart and returned to the path.

She wondered if her father had awakened yet, if he had missed her, if Jawetongue would td! him she
was only out in the garden, if Teacosy’s wretchedness would give them dt away immediaidy. She
wondered if she had been right to guess that her father would not mend till she left—and that he would
mend when she did. Had the Beast sent hisillness? Did he watch them from his palace? What a sorcerer
could and could not do could never quite be relied on—not even dways by the sorcerer. She could hate
him—eagly she could hate him—for the misary of it if he had sent it. If he kept his promises like a man,
did he suppose that they, mere humans as they were, would keep theirs any less? The price was high for
one stolen rose, but they would pay it. If he had sent her father’s illness to beat them into acquiescence,
she would hate him for it.

The bitterness of her thoughts weighed her down till she had to stop waking. She looked again at the
beech trees and, not waiting for a gap this time, fought her way through to the nearest and leant againg it.
tuning her head so that her cheek was againg the bark. The Beast is a Beast, even if he keeps his
promises, how could she guess how a Beast thinks, especidly one who is so great a sorcerer? It was
foalish to talk of hating him—foolish and wasteful. What had happened had happened, like anything else
might happen, like a bit of paper giving you a new home when you had none finding its way into your
hand, like a company of the ugliest, worst-tempered plants you'd ever seen opening ther flowers and
becoming rose-bushes, the most beautiful, lovable plants you've ever seen. Perhaps it was the Beadt's
near presence tha made her own roses grow. Did she not owe him something for that if that were the
case? It was a curious thing, she thought sadly, how one is no longer satisfied with what one was or had if
one has discovered something better. She could not now happily live without roses, dthough she had
never seen arose before three years ago.

She could not stand here forever, and she had best not go on danding here at dl. If the Beast had
been watching them, if he was watching her now, he would see no good reason for her stopping, because



there was none. And she wanted no sorcerous prods to send her more swiftly on her way. Would the
Beast tdl her, if she asked, that her father had recovered?

It was clear daylight when she reached the beginning of the gardens and the white pebble drive. But
even Beauty's young eyes could not see how far either the dearing or the paace itdf extended; the
building seemed to run a very long way in both directions, and a distant dark irregular haze seemed to
uggest Ihat the trees pressed up close just beyond its corners.

Beauty waked down the drive, saring a the clipped box and the stark paths and stone poadls,
thinking forlorly that there was nathing here for her. Her eyes burnt with unshed tears, and she walked
diffly, because her legs were trembling. Thiswill not do at dl' she sad to hersdf, a litle franticaly. |
haven't—I haven't even met the Beast yet! But this was the wrong thing to think of, because then fear
and sorrow broke free of their bounds and seized her.

She turned off the path, and groped her way through the openingsin one of the hedges, and sat down
on the edge of a stone pool. The stone was coo] and hard like any stone, and this served to comfort her
a little she took a deep sgh and contrived to find some humour in being comforted by the dull grey
coping of an uninteresting round pool. She looked at the dtatue in her pool: a blank-faced maiden
carrying an um and wearing what would have been impractical and highly unstable draperies, except for
the fact that they were made of stone. The maiden was not nearly so graceful and attractive as the satue
inthe centre of the garden a Rose Cottage.

Beauty turned alittle where she sat, to look &t the palace again; it seemed to her very blesk, and she
wondered if there was any rose tha would dimb tal enough to soften its harsh face. Even the one
gdumphing over the rear wal of Rose Cottage (its sems were now gppearing on the far Sde, and Beauty
predicted that in another year or two it would likely be locked in a bettle for precedence with the dightly
more subdued one by the front door) might find this paace too much for it. Then she thought of
window-boxes under dl those gigantic, joyless windows, full of cheerful, untidy plants like panses and
traling peas and nagturtiums, in the vividest colours possible. She was by now genuindy amiling.

| wonder where the Beast’ s rose garden is, she thought, For thereisno sgn of it here.

She stood up and made her way dowly back to the drive and more dowly yet towards the ggping
front door. There were no candles lit today, and in the bright daylight the open door looked like the
mouth of a cave. Or of a Beast.

She came to within afew steps of the portico, and hdted, and could make hersdf go no farther. Her
heart was beating S0 quickly she had to keep swalowing, because it seemed to be legping up her throat;
her head fdt light, and there was something wrong with her vison, asif everything she looked a were no
more than an eaborate mirage. ... She touched Jeweitongue's embroidered heart again. The decison
was made; she was here; she would not turn back; she would not even look back over her shoulder... .

She had been standing, staring & the portico and the door beyond in akind of hdf trance. A shadow
caught the comer of her eyes, and she soun round, backing away so quickly that she blundered against
the nearest box hedge; it pricked her sharply even through her skirts. She stumbled, regained her
balance, and stood garing at the Beest.

She was less lucky than her father, who had never looked the Beast dlearly in the face. The old
merchant had had some little warning of the Beast’s approach by hearing him roar before he appeared
and was therefore aready frightened enough to have difficulty looking at the threat directly; and the Beast
had remained, throughout that interview, with his back to the daylight. Beauty had had the warning of her
father's experience, but it was the wrong sort of warning, or she had taken the wrong warning from it.
She had thought only that this Beast was a very iarge, strong, and therefore dangerous Beast, who was
the more terrifying because he walked and dressed and spoke like a man.

Had she had the opportunity to choose, she would ill have chosen to look immediady into the
Beadt's face upon meeting, to have the worst borne and past a once. But the worst borne is not
necessaily past and over with thereby. The worst of fighting a dragon is being caught in its fire, but you
do not survive dragon encounters by commeanding your muscles to withstand dragon fire, because you
and they cannot. Y ou survive by avoiding being burnt. Beauty knew no better than to wish to marshd her
forces before she met the Beast, though that marshdling would not have saved her. As it was, she was



surprised into looking into the Beast' s face.

The contrasts she found there were too great: wisdom and despair, power and weakness, man and
animd. These made him far more terrible than any hungry lion, any half-tamed hydra, any angry sorcerer,
terrible as something that should not exid is terrible, because to recognise that it does exist shakes that
fath in the foundations of the naturd world which human beings must have to bear the burden of thar
rationdity.

Later Beauty thought of a metaphor to explain the shock of that firg sght of the Beadt: She fdt as if
she were mdting, like ice in sun. Water is perhaps a kind of ice, but it is not ice, it is water.
Whatever—whoever—she was, it was being transformed implacably into something else; she was bang
undone, unmade, annihilated. .,. But that unravdling thought—which she would later put the words to of
ice burning in the heet of the sun—made her drowning mind throw up a memory of those last days in the
cty. And she remembered garing into the eyes of the sdamander, into those two pits of fire whose
dangerous heat she had fdt, and she heard the sdamander’s dry, scratchy voice saying, | give you a
small serenity.

With her lagt conscious strength, she cupped her hands and immediatdy fdt the warmth between the
padms asif she hdd a smdl sun; and then the heat surged up her ams and into her body, reaching into
every niche and cranny, till it had reshaped her flesh into her own precise, familiar, individud contours,
and she was neither water nor ice nor unmeaking but again hersdf. And she opened her mouth and gasped
for air, for ance she had raised her eyes to the Beast' s eyes, she had not breathed.

Al of this took no more than aminute, as clocks understand lime.

She lowered her eyes then, and wishing to regain her composure and not wishing to appear rude, she
dropped a curtsy, as she would have done to a greet lord of the city, keeping her eyes upon the ground,;
but the graceful dip of her curtsy was hampered by the box hedge. She could not quite bring hersdf to
step away from it, for any step forward would take her nearer the Beest.

“You need not curtsy to me” said the Beast. “I am the Beast, and you will cal me that, please. Can
you not bear to look at me?’

She looked up a once, pierced to the heart by the sorrow in his voice and knowing, from the
guestion and the sorrow together, that he had no notion of what had just happened to her, nor why.
From that she pitied him so greetly that she cupped her hands again to hold a little of the sdamander’s
hest, not for serenity but for the warmth of friendship. But as she fdt the heat again running through her,
she knew a onceit bore a different qudity. It had been a welcome invader the firg time, only moments
before; but dready it had become a condtituent of her blood, intringc to the marrow of her bones, and
she heard again the sdamander’s lagt words to her: Trust me. At that moment she knew that this Beast
would not have sent such misary as her father’s illness to harry or to punish, knew too that the Beast
would keep his promise to her, and to hersdlf she made another promise to him, but of that promise she
did not yet hersdf know. Trust me sang in her blood, and she could look in the Beast’s face and see
only that he looked at her hopefully.

Thistime it was he who looked away fird. “If you will follow me, I will show you to your rooms” he
sad.

“I—I would rather see your garden. I—I mean, your flower-garden,” she sad amogt dwly, and
hestating to mention roses. She look one, two, threetiny steps away from the box hedge. The Beast was
so largel And it would be easer to be near him outdoors, in these firg few minutes of—of—in her firg
attempts to adjust to—to—She did not think she could bear to look at the rooms she was now to livein,
that did not have her sstersin them. Roses might comfort her, alittle. Or if they could not, nothing could.

She shook hersdf free of that thought quickly and dlowed instead her gardener’s passion to be
drawn by die prospect of roses which bloomed so far out of thelr season as the one diat had decorated
thar father's breakfast table, the one which 4ill stood in the window of—No! She would not let hersdlf
think of it. Roses; she was thinking of roses, of what a great sorcerer indeed the Beast must be, to have
roses blooming in winter.

She might have been frightened of the Beast’s dlence if she had not been so absorbed by her



thoughts, in not thinking the thoughts that most pressed on and plucked a her. She came to hersdf and
noticed his dlence and wondered if she had offended him, and a smdl cold prickle of fear touched her.
But then he sad: “You will see... what remains of my garden.” He looked out over the box hedges, the
paths, and the stone pools, and she thought that they brought him no pleasure; this was not what he
thought of when he thought of his garden. “Later.”

He led her into his great house, and Beauty followed timidly, keeping not too near to him, but
not—she hoped—too far away. Everything was slent, except when Beauty brushed her hand againg a
curtain, or adangling crysta drop from alow sconce—just to hear the sound. The carpet was deep, and
neither her footsteps nor the Beast's made any noise at dl; nor did he make any further attempt at
conversation, and she could think of nothing she wished to say to him.

But there was dill—wasn't there?—some odd qudity to this Slence, a heaviness, as if the arr itsdf
were denser here than usud, that it did not carry sound as ordinary ar did, that it required a dightly
greater effort than usud to wak through. Was this what a sorcerer’s house dways fdt like? She had
never been invited indoors a the house of the sdlamander’s master, but he had aso been retired, so
perhaps that would 4ill have told her nothing. There had been no sense of oppresson—of otherness—in
his front garden, except by what the sdlamander provided in its own sdf, and that was dl she knew.
There was an dmogt liquid qudity to this air, to this unknown ether cailing among the solid objects,
hersdf and the Beast among them. She waved her am in front of her and fancied that she saw liny,
ghodly ripples of turbulence, like the surface of a troubled pond, following the motion.

But even this occupied only part of her atention. She was so astonished by everything she saw that
this oppresson—whatever caused it—was not as great as that ampler oppression of spirits she had
anticipated when she had followed the Beast indoors. She knew that her weariness of soul and body,
after what had aready happened to her both today and dl the days since her father had rdumed from his
disastrous journey, made her more susceptible to intimidation, but knowing this, she was dill oppressed
and intimidated and had little power of resistance.

Thisindoors was S0 unlike what she had |eft, so unlike even the very grand house they had had, long
ago, in the city when they had been wedlthy. It seemed to her that this house was as much grander than
their city house as their dity house was to Rose Cottage, and it was Rose Cottage that she loved, far
more than she had ever loved anything in the city. And the wdls were so high and wide, the calings so
digant that the Beast seemed no larger than an ordinary man, in such a setting, but Beauty fdt no bigger
than a beetle, creeping after him.

At lagt they came to an enormous circular room, with an eight-pointed star inlaid upon the floor, and
eght doorways leading out of it, and sunlight through a dome overhead, the dome ringed with an inlay
that matched the star. Even here the Beast' s footfdls made no sound, but Beauty's more ordinary shoes
made a 0oft tgpping on the smooth bare floor. The Beast strode across the star without hesitation, the
wings of his gown laying flying shadows over the sparkling tiles, and threw open one of the doors. “1 will
leave you now,” he said. “If there is anything you need, say it doud, and if it is within this house's
power—or mine—it will be brought to you at once.”” He turned to go the way they had come.

“Oh, but wait,” said Beauty. “Please. Your garden—"

“Later,” sad the Beast, his hand on the door, and he crossed the threshold without pausing.

Beauty looked after him as the door closed behind him, but as soon as she looked away—to the
other doors, to the sun lighting up the gilt and coloured enamd tiles in the floor—she no longer knew
which door they had entered by. She turned to the one that had remained open, the one the Beast had
opened for her.

Ingde was an enormous room, or rooms. There were no proper doorways with doors, hut a series
of large spaces samidivided by hdf-width wadls, ther demarcations more dearly indicated by the
arrangement of the furnishings. There were jungles of furniture, cities of statuary, and the wals were thick
with tapestries and paintings.

The outer rooms of the palace which she had seen had been even larger, more dramaticaly designed,
more spectacularly ornamented: these rooms were dmost more humbling by being closer to her own
experience of wedlth and magnificence. She knew she did not belong in this palace; this recurred to her



with every caress of the queer thick ar againg her skin. But in these rooms ... It was allittle as if a king
had decided to reward a farmer, and knowing the farmer would have no use for, nor interes in, slks and
velvets and fancy wines, dill gave him a phaeton and a team of blood horses when he would rather have
hed a good pair to pull his plough.

It took her a little while to redise that her sense of the wrong sort of familiarity—the not merdy
disorienting, the distressing pull towards something unsuitable, as the farmer might have admired, and
even longed for, the phaeton team—was caused by the fact that every decorative pattern, every carving,
evay lick of paint and bit of fabric, were of vines and flowers and trees and fruit. And the commonest
representation was of roses.

The carpet shefirg stepped OB from the mosaic floor of the chamber of the star was dark green, but
it was aso thick with huge pale pink cabbage roses. Towards the firg wide door space these grew
darker till in the next room the roses were dl a vivid pink; but they faded again and lost some of their
petals towards the next doorway, till in the next room the roses Beauty walked on opened fia, their
golden gamens showing in the centre of but a dozen or so gracefully curved petas which were
pink-tipped and cream-hearted ... and so on.

The wallpgper—what could be seen of it—al bore smdl dimbing roses in different colours, and the
table that stood in the centre of the firs room, so that Beauty had to go round it to reach the next, had
roses carved in rdief round its edge, and inlad in exquistdy tinted pietra dura across its surface; the
sems of the torcheres, ganding in dender degant clustersin every corner, were wound round with roses,
and tiny rosebuds surrounded each individud candle: a stone maiden, not unlike the one Beauty had seen
inthe pool in the front garden, stood holding a bowl of roses over her head, whose brim she had tipped,
and she was so covered by a cascade of stony roses that dl of her that was vishble were an eye, one
cheek, agmiling mouth, and the tips of her toes.

In the second room the pandled wdls were amog entirdy covered by a series of tapestries
portraying a garden in each of the four seasons. “You're cheating,” murmured Beauty, for there were
roses showing in both the soring and autumn scenes, as wdl as rioting so profusdy across the summer
ones it was dmog impossible to ignore them long enough to see what dse was represented. “But
perhaps it is true here,” Beauty said; “perhaps this is the garden | have yet to see?” And she heard the
hope in her voice, but she dso feit the wrench as she averted her mind from recollecting a dark red rose
on a cottage windowslI.

She waked over and touched one of the summer tapestries with her hands. A little peacefulness
seemed to Snk through her skin a the contact, and she redised that the dense ar of this palace was
lighter in these rooms, in her rooms, and her lungs did not labour here. She fdt the tiny pressure of the
glk rope round her neck that bore the little embroidered heart; she remembered the comfort of the touch
of the beech tree in the middle of the wild wood, remembered the moment before the front door of the
palace when she had known the Beast would keep his promise to her ... and, before she could stop
hersdlf, remembered the last moments of her ssters arms round her and their scent in her throat. It was
in the midgt of that memory, as she took a deep, Steadying breath, that she became aware of another
scent.

She dropped her hands and turned round, and on a tdl japanned cupboard she found a china bowl
ful of dried rose petals. She drew her fingers through them—as she had often drawn her fingers through
rose petds in amdler cracked or chipped bowls or saucers that stood at various sentind posts around
Rose Cottage—and gloried in the smdl released; but at the same time there was a tiny doubt in the back
of her mind tha this was not quite the same rose sndl as—as—When? Just now? Jus when? She
looked round, puzzled. Perhaps there were other bowls of other sorts of roses petas scattered about in
these rooms, though she had not seen them. What she seemed to be remembering was a deeper, richer,
amaog wilder amdl, asmdl that might dmost have given her dreams.

She walked on through the rooms, fallowing a wide swethe of sunlight. At last she came to what she
recognised as a bedroom, because it contained a bed, athough the bed was o tdl it required its own
short flight of stairs, drawn up againgt one long side (its wooden surfaces carved with rose-buds, its tread
carpeted with pink rose-buds), and its curtains (patterned with crimson roses) looked too heavy for her



to move by hersdf. She walked over to it, did out of the straps that held her smdl bundle of beongings
to her back, dropped the bundle at the foot of the bed. It tipped over and disappeared under the tralling
hems of the bed-curtains.

On the wal nearest the bed there was a fireplace, with afirelaid but not lit on the clean-swept grate,
the tips of whose uprights and crosspieces were round flat open roses. Round the corner from it were
two doors. She opened the fird and found a tidy water-closet, with a subdued pattern merdy of
grapevines on itswals and one tactful candle sconce dripping golden grape leaves. But the second door
opened upon a bathroom as grand as a balroom, the walls gold-veined mirrors, the floor pink marble,
and the bathtub as large as a lake, its taps so complicated by water violets and ydlow flagsit was hard to
guess how they worked. The whole effect was so gaudy she took an involuntary step backwards, and
then she laughed doud. “No, no, | can't use anything like this | won't; 1 should drown in the
bath—supposing | ever made sense of diose taps—fal down on the floor, and be horribly embarrassed
by the wdls. I'd rather wash out of a teacup, sanding up in front of the fire, thank you.”

She closed the door hedtily and continued her exploration. There was a vast wardrobe suitable for
henging dresses, and nex| to it a chest of drawers with matching footstool, so that you could see into the
top drawer when you opened it (both chest and footstool were festooned with roses twisted among the
delicate stars of virgin's bower). Next to that were a lower table, with what was probably a jewel-case
(painted over with roses) gtting on it, and a cushioned chair (its needlework seat pandes and roses).
“You are dl very handsome, but nothing to do with me” she said, and made no move to open anything.
“All'l need is one smdl—quite smal—shdf, if you please. You do know what small means?’

She turned back towards the bed, and there next to it, in a corner of the fireplace wdl, was a amdl
white-painted shelf, perfectly plain—she blinked—no, it was not perfectly plain; dmost while roses were
dusted dl over it, dmogt white with the faintest blush of pink, that caught the eye only after you had been
looking at it for a little time—because of course it must be nonsense to think she had watched them
coming into being.. . . “But what do | know of housekeeping in enchanted palaces?” she sad. She
looked at the edge of her bundle, just visble as awrinkle in the bottom of the bed-curtains, and thought,
No, | cannot bear unpacking just now. She looked round again a the huge, beautiful, crowded room.
Not now. Not here.

She walked rather quickly towards the window, which took up hdf the wdl; curtains were bunched
onits ether Sde, and there was a dignified frill at its head, but the tdl panes reached the floor and were
hinged like doors. She went to them, pushed the centre ones open, and stepped outside onto a narrow
ba cony.

The warmth of the sun wrapped round her like the arms of a friend or of a siter, and her desolation
gruck her, and the tears rushed down her face, and she sobbed till she could not stand and knelt on the
bacony, dinging to therail, pressng her wet face againg the warm stone. She wept until her throat hurt
and her eyes were sore and her head ached, and then she stopped because she was too tired to weep
anymore. After alittle time she stood up and went back into the bedroom to look for water to wash her
face, and there it was, on allittle table near the fireplace, a generous basin of it, with pink soap and an
assortment of ruby-coloured towels; the outlines of roses were ditched in red thread dong their hems.
The water was warm, as warm as the sunlight, dthough it stood in shadow; she looked round, to catch
sght of some servant leaving, but saw no one.

How dlent the paace was! No rustle and murmur of humen life, not even birdsong, the scritch and
patter of micein the wdls, or the creak of beams adjuding ther load. Nothing but the silence, the thick,
liquid sllence, a dlence that was itsdf a presence. A ligening presence.

This house was quieter even than ther city house had been during the last weeks they had lived there.

Hadiily she picked up the soap. It was very fine, smooth soap and made her aware, as she had not
been aware for many months, of her rough gardener’s hands, and it smdt of roses. Her tears began to
flow again, S0 she et the soap down and made do with the warm water. Then she returned to the
ba cony.

From where she stood, the palace ran round at Least three sSides of an immense courtyard. She could
see only partway aong the long faces to ether Sde of her and could not see a d'! where the fourth Sde



should run, or whether it was open or not, because her view was blocked by a glasshouse.

The glasshouse was itsdf big enough to be a palace, and it glittered so tempestuoudy in the sun she
hed to find a patch in its own shade for her eyes to rest upon. It was very beautiful, tier upon graceful tier
of it rigdng up in a shining Slvery network of curves and draight lines, each join and crossing the excuse
for some curlicue or detail, the cava cades of panes teased into fantastic whorls and swoops of design no
glass should have been capable of. Merdly looking at it seemed an adventure, as if the onlooker’s gaze
immediatdy became a part of the enchanted ray which hdd the whole dazzing, flaring, flaunting array
together.

Beauty found that she was holding her bresth—in ddight; and when she expelled it, a laugh came
with it. The glasshouse was joyous, exuberant, absurd; immediady she loved it. It was her firg friend,
herein the Beast' s gigantic palace, sunken in its viscous silence.

At the very top of the glasshouse—she blinked againg the glare—was a amdl round cupola and
what she guessed was a weather vane, dthough she could not identify its shape, but she thought she saw
it move. The palace was three immense storeys tal, but the glasshouse was tdler yet.

She had turned and was making her way quickly back through the long swirl of rose-covered rooms
before the idea had finished forming in her mind: There isthe Beast's garden.

Chapter 6

She hdf ran out upon the round chamber with the star in its floor. She stood in the centre, tuming
round and round, with the sun pouring down on her, and her feet playing hide-and-seek with the
coloured tilesin the centre of the star. **Oh! | shdl never find my way! How do | go to the glasshouse?’
She had spoken doud only in her private dismay, and had only just noticed that there were len doors
ingead of eight, and had begun to tdl hersdf she mugt have miscounted the firg time when one door
swvung dowly open. She fled through it before she had time to change her mind, before she had time to
be frightened again or to weep for londiness. The garden would comfort her.

She had only the briefest impresson of a portrait of a dauntingly grand lady in an extravagantly
furbelowed frame, hanging on the firg turn of the corridor beyond the door, before she rushed past it.
She was remembering the glasshouses in their garden in the city, which were pdtry things compared to
this one, nor could they convince their summer flowers to bloom quite dl year round—not even the
mayor’s great glasshouse could do that, with its hot-water pipes, which ran benegth dl its benches and
floors, and its shifts of human stokers, working night and day, to keep the boiler up to temperature—and
the winters there were much milder than in the environs of Longchance and Appleborough. Perhaps this
glasshouse was the answer to the question of how the Beast had had a rose with which to ensnare her
father. ... She jerked her thought free of that grim verb ensnare. But perhaps it was only a glasshouse,
and not sorcery, thal was the answer to her question.

Unexpectedly she found hersdlf remembering something Mrs Greendown had said to her: Roses are
far love. Not slly sweethearts love but the love that makes you and keeps you whole, love that
gets you through the worst your life ‘1l give you and that pours out of you when you're given the
best instead.... There aren ‘t many roses around anymore because they need more love than
people have to give ‘em. to make ‘em flower, and the only thing that’ll stand in for love is magic,
though it ain ‘t as good, and von have to have a lot of magic, like a sorcerer. ...

But the Beast was a sorcerer, wasn't he? Of course. He must be.

The corridor twisted and twisted again, and the sunlight came through windows in what seemed any
number of wrong directions, and she began to wonder at the decisveness of her feet, so briskly stepping
adong, nearly scampering, like Teacosy after athrown stick... . But then the world straightened out, with a
lurch she seemed dmog to fed, and there was a door to the outside, which opened for her, and she
stepped through it and was in the courtyard she had seen from her bacony, and the glasshouse was in
front of her.

She approached it dowly after dl. It was very splendid and very, very large, and she fdt very smdl,
and shy, and shabby—"“Well, | am very amdl and shabby,” she said doud. “But at least my face and



hands are clean.” And she held up her clean hands like a token for entry. “No, that is the wrong magic to
enter even a magic garden,” she said, and looked up at the glasshouse towering over her, and dl its
gorgeous festoonery seemed to be amiling down at her, and again she laughed, both for the amiling and
for the ridiculousness of the notion.

“Here” she said, and reached indde the breast of her shirt with one hand, and drew out a small
wrapped bundle of the cuttings she had brought, and with her other hand reached into her pocket and
drew out a handful of rose-hips. She stepped forward again, holding her gifts to her body, hut when she
catnc Lo the glasshouse door, she hed them out, asif beseechingly.

And then she laughed yet again, but a tiny, breathless snort of a laugh, a laugh a her own absurdity,
tucked her rose-hips and her cuttings back ingde her dothing, set her hand upon the glasshouse door,
and stepped indde.

She had been able to see little of what might lie ingde the glasshouse from her balcony because the
un was so bright; she had had some impression of shadows cast, but she was unprepared for what she
found. The glasshouse's vastness was entirdy filled with rose-bushes. The tdl wals were woven over
with climbers, and the great square centre of the house was divided into quarters, and each quarter was a
rose-bed stuffed with shrub roses.

But they were dl dead, or dying.

Beauty walked dowly round the edges of the great centre beds, looking to either sde of her, looking
up, looking down. Occadonaly some great skeletd bush had managed to throw up a spindling new
shoot bearing a few leaves, she saw no leaves on the dimbers, only naked stems, many of them as big
around as her wrists. She had thought when she firg saw the thorn-bushes massed round the statue in the
garden of Rose Cottage that they were dead; but she had not known what deeping rose-bushes look
like. She knew now. The Beast's roses were dying.

In the last comer she came to, her head turned of its own vadlition, falowing a breath of rich wild
sweetness, and there was the bush that had produced the dark red flower that had sat on her father's
breskfast table in the Beast’s palace and on Rose Cottage's windowsll. The living part of it was much
smdler than the dead, but living it was, in dl the sad desert of the magnificent glasshouse; three dender
gems were wdl clothed in dark green glossy leaves, and each sem bore a flower-bud. Two of these
were dill green, with only therr tips showing a faint sain of the crimson to come, but the third was haf
open, just enough for its perfume to creep out and greet its vistor. Beauty knelt down by the one living
bush and dowly drew out and laid her cuttings and her rosehipsin her lap, as if demondrating or offering
them or asking acceptance; and then, as if involuntarily, both hands reached out to touch the bush. The
gems nodded at her gently, and the open flower dipped asif in gredting or blessng. “We have our work
laid out for us, do we not? she said softly, asif spesking in the ear of afriend.

She left the rose-hips in allitle hegp under the living bush but stood up again holding her cuttings,
looking round her thoughtfully. “Where shdl | put you?’ she said doud. “Shdl | make alittle bed for you,
S0 that 1 can watch you, or shdl | plant you now and hope you will give hope and strength to your
neighbours? You mug be brave then, because | cannot spare even one of you.” And s0 she planted
them, one each in the four outer comers of the centre beds, four more in the inner comers, sxteen more
centred on each sSde of each square.

Her four cuttings from Rose Cottage's two dimbers she placed in the four comers of the glasshouse,
beneath the skew-whiff jungle ot” the old dimbing stems. She found a water-butt and watering-can near
the door she had entered by, and she watered each of her tiny ssems, murmuring to them as she did so,
and by then the sun was snking down the sky, and the glasshouse was growing dim, and she was tired.

She said good-evening to the one living bush and the pile of rose-hips and went to the door; with her
hand on the faceted crysta doorknob she turned and said: “I will return tomorrow; | will make a start by
pruning—by trying to prune you—al of you—Oh dear. There are so many of you! But | sl attend to
you dl, | promise. And | mug think about where to make my seedbed. Sleep well, my new friends.
Seep wdl.” She went out and closed the door softly behind her.

She had taken little thought of how to go where she wished to go; she had turned automaticdly in the



direction she had come, but brooding about the dying roses, she had only begun to notice that she
seemed to be walking into a blank wal ... when suddenly there was an opening door there. She stopped
and blinked at it. She supposed it was the same door she had come out by; dl the palace walls looked
very much dike. She turned and looked a the glasshouse. The glasshouse had only one door; she had
looked very carefully while she was indde it. Very well, the glasshouse was her compass, and this was
the way she had come when she left the palace, and the door was set very deverly into the palace wal
S0 that it was invisble until you were very near, and an awvful lot of these doors did seem to open of
themsdlves, dthough the Beast had opened doors in the usud way, and the glasshouse had waited
(politdy, she fdt; it was what doors were supposed to do) for her to open its door.

She stared at the pdace door, now ganding open like any ordinary door having been opened by
ordinary means. Very wel, she knew she had entered an enchantment as soon as she set foot on the
white-pebbled drive leading to the paace; if sdf-opening doors were the worgt of it, she was ... she
could grow accustomed.

She looked up again and could see the weeather vane twinkling in the golden light of the setting sun.
She thought for a moment that it twinkled because it was studded with gems—anything seemed possible
inthis palace, even a jewe-encrusted wesather vane—but then she redlised thet it was carved, or cut out,
insuch away that what she was seaeing were tiny flashes of sunlight through the gaps as it turned dowly
back and forth on its gem. She drained her eyes, but she was no nearer guessng what its shape was.
Twinkle. Twinkle. There was no breath of the breeze that the weether vane fdt on the ground where she
stood.

She went through the open padace door, and some of the candles were now lit in thar
sconces—even though the sconces lit seemed to be in different locations on the wals from when they had
been unlit—and shone brighter than the grey light coming through the tal windows. Just over the
threshold she paused and looked round her. There had been a little square table beside the door to the
courtyard, alittle square table of some dark reddish wood, with a dope-shouldered clock on it, and the
clock had a pretty painted face. She had only caught a glimpse of it, for she had been in a hurry to go to
the glasshouse, but she was quite sure of the table and the clock. The clock was dill there, but it now had
an inadequately clad shepherdess and two lambs gamboalling over its curved housing, and the table was
round.

She followed the lighted corridor till she came to the chamber of the sar—eight doors; she counted
and shook her head—and found the door to her rooms open for her. She drifted through them till she
came to her bedroom, and she looked at the bed, longing to lie down on it and be lost in deep, and her
hand readied up and grasped the embroidered heart.

But there was a beautiful scarlet and crimson dress laid across the bed, and stockings and shoes, and
a necklace lay dmogt invisble on the ruby towds of the washstand, so dark were its red stones, and
there was fresh warm water in the basin and a seaming ewer at the foot of the table. “I am to dress for
dinner, am 17" she said wearily; but she was too tired ether to protest or to be afrad of seeing the Beast
agan (heis so very large, whispered a little voice in her mind), and so she washed, and dressed hersdif,
and clasped the necklace round her neck and the drops in her ears, and tucked the little embroidered
heart a the end of itslong rope into the front of her bodice, and tied up her hair with the ruby-tipped pins
she found under the necklace.

When she went to the chamber of the star, she was too tired to count the doors, too tired to do
anything but concentrate on not ligening to the little voice in her head, saying, Y ou will not be able to see
him clearly, now, as the twilight deepens, and the candle flames throw such strange shadows;, he is dark,
amog black, and he wears black dothing, and he walks very quietly—noisdesdy; you will not know
where heisuniil heisjust besde you....

The chamber of the dtar itsdf was dark, the fird stars showing through the dome overhead, but
another door was open for her, and candles gleamed through it, and she went towards the light a once,
her shoes pattering like mice..., Heis so very large, whispered the voice.

She went down the dm candldit corridor surrounded by darkness, and suddenly she was in her
dream.



Her tiredness dropped away, and panic replaced it. Her heart drummed in her ears, and her vison
began to fall her; she sat down where she was, in the middle of the corridor, with her cascades of skirts
and petticoats flying round her, and she was weeping again, wesping like a child, wholehearted and
depairing, for she was dl, dl done, and the monster waited for her—for her—

“Beaty—"

The Beast had approached her as slently as he had done that morning, as slently as the little voice
hed said he would. She looked up through her tears, sngpping her head back so quickly her neck sent a
sharp shock of pain up and down her spine, and dl she could see was a great dark shape bending over
her from the cailing shadows. She shrieked and scrabbled away from him, dragging hersdlf dong on 4l
fours, smothered by her skirts. She could not see properly, between tears and darkness, she thudded
into the corridor wal and stopped because she had to. The jolt shook the panic’s hold on her; she il
wept, but less vidently, and then she remembered the Beast.

She rubbed her face with her hands and tried to look up a him again, but she could not find him in
the shadows. Was he there, in the corner between the talboy and the wadl, or there, where the shadow
of that plinth extended the black pool of shadow left by the heavy deep frame of that picture? .. . Fear
seized and shook her, as savagdly as if crud hands held her shoulders; but she set her will againg it and
forced it back, and then another little unhgppy fear said to her: What if he had |eft her before she had a
chance to gpologise?

Speaking into the darkness, she sad; “1—1 am sorry—please forgive me—it is a dream—a dream |
have had snce childhood—that | am lo—waking down a dark corridor, done, and—and—" She
scrambled somehow to her feet, sepping on her skirts, needing to lean againgt the wdl to sort hersdf out,
knocking her hand againg the frame of another picture, its subject invisble in the gloom though she stood
directly next to it. The Beast had emerged from the shadows by taking a step towards her, his hand
outstretched to offer her his ad, but she saw him check himsdf before the gesture was completed; had
she not shrieked at the sght of him but a moment before?

She was ashamed. She would not—she would not—be frightened of him; he was what he was, and
he had made a promise he would keep, Il is only the dlly human way of needing to be able to see
evaything; if Teacosy were here, she would know at once everything she needed to know through her
nose.. .. The shadows fdl across his face, but she could hear him breathing. There was a fant, dusve
odor; it reminded her of the scent she had caught—or imagined—in her rooms that afternoon.

“The dream—the dream has frightened me dl my life” She moved towards himin such a manner that
he mugt turn to look at her, turn so that the candldight fdl once more on hisface. She saw him flinch as it
touched him, and she kept her eyes seadily on hisface. “1 am ashamed of mysdf.”

She heard the rumble of his voice, like a low growl, before he spoke any words. “Do not be
ashamed. There is nothing to forgive. This ... house ... is large, and it is strange to you. Asam |,” He
paused. “But | know that dream. 1 have had it too. And you have not told medl of it, have you? Thereis
something that waits for you at the end of the corridor. Something that waits just for you. Something
terrible. A monster—or a Besst.”

“Yes” sad Beauty gravely. “You are right. Something does wait at the end of the corridor. But it is a
monster—not a Beast.”

They stood dill, the shadows curling round them, the little glow of the candidight on their two faces.

The Beast turned away a lagt, saying, “1 am keeping you from your dinner.” He raised his arm, that
she might precede him, but she dipped up to him, and put her am through his, and led hm down the
corridor, the long train of her skirts rustling behind them, the Beast slent beside her. It was only then that
ghe redised that the corridor was full of a wild rich rose amdl, and that the smdl came from the Beast
himsdf.

Dinner was laid in a hal so tal and wide that both wals and celing were logt in darkness, though
there were severd many-armed torcheres clustered round the end of the table nearest them as they came
through the door. The Beast held the chair at the head of the table for Beauty; she settled hersdf in it
rluctantly, and it was not till he had sat down some little distance from her that she redlised there was a
place sting only for her. “Do you not eat with me?’ she said in Smple surprise.



He lifted his shoulders and spread his hands—paws. “I am a Beast; | cannot eat like a man. | would
not disgust you—in any way | can prevent.”

Beauty bowed her head. When she looked up, her plate had been served, though she was quite sure
the Beast had not moved. She ate a little, conscious of the Beast’s slent presence. (What is he looking
at? sad thelittle voice in the back of her mind. Even Stting down, he is—so very large. Look! One of his
hands—hdf curled, there, as it lies—one of his hands is as large as—as large as that bowl of fruit. And
see! The nalls are as long as your fingers, shining and curved like crescent moons, the tips sharp as
poignards....) Shefinished quickly, saying, “1 fear | am not very hungry; it has been a—a long and tiring
day. | mug ask you to forgive me—agan.”

The Beast was on hisfeet a once, his gown eddying round him, briefly blocking the brightness of the
gold and slver bowls and dishes on the dark table. “Agan | say to you that there is nothing to forgive. If |
were to have my will in this, | would ask that there be no tak of ‘forgiveness between us. | have not
forgotten—I will not forget—on what terms you are here at dl.”

Beauty, for dt her desire to trust him, to not fear him, to remember her pity for him, could think of no
response to this. “I—I will be clearer-headed in the moming,” she said faintly. She stood up and turned
towards the door.

“Beauty, will you marry me?’ said the Beast.

For a moment the panic of the corridor, and of the dream, swdled up in Beauty’s mind and heart
agan, but as she put her hands on her breast, asit” to press her heart back into its place, the little wind
her hands made blew the amdl of roses to her again. She sghed then, and more in sadness then in fear
she whispered, meaning the words only for hersdf, “Oh, what dhdl | say?’

But the Beast had heard. “ Say yes or no without fear,” he replied.

She raised her eyes; again he stood in shadow, and she could not see his face. The candldight made
adlhouette of him; she knew he fidgeted with the edge of his robe with one hand because she could see
the cloth judder and jerk. She could not see hisface. **Oh, no, Beast,” she said.

The Beast nhodded once and then turned and |eft her, disgppearing into the darkness towards some
other way then that by which they had entered, moving perfectly surely into the blackness, her last
glimpse was of a shimmer of long hair diding over one shoulder.

She had no recollection of making her way back to her rooms, undressing, or dimbing the little stairs
by her bed, but she woke hours later, Saring at the canopy, not sure if she was awake or dreaming dill,
for she had been waking down a dark corridor ful of the amdl of roses, and she had been hurrying,
hurrying, to come to the end of it, to comfort the sadness that hid itsdf there.

Shefdl adeep again and dreamt of her Ssters.

At firg it was a very ordinary sort of dream. She seemed to watch Jewetongue and ther father a
Rose Cottage, going about ordinary activities, she was pleased to see that her father seemed fit and well
again, adthough his hair was whiter than it had been, and his face more lined with grief. She thought: Not
for me Oh, Father, not for me She yearned to be there with them, but she was not; she was an
onlooker, and they were unaware of her presence.

But then something changed, and Beauty, dreaming, did not know what it was, only thet it made her
unessy. Perhaps it was only that her family looked so—so ordinary without her, and she wished some
clear token that they missed her as she missed them—no, that wasn't it, for she could read the careful
look on Jewetongu€e's face, the look she had dways used when she wished to hide something, a look
that had often worked on her father and her eder sger, but never on her younger. Beauty knew
Jeweltongue was hiding the same grief that lined ther father’s face, and it struck at her like the blade of a
knife. This was not right; she wanted them to miss her, to know that she was—not even so very far
away—in an enchanted palace, and that she hed a smdl embroidered heart in her hands and loved and
missed them. Their apparent grief made her fed more isolated than ever, as if the enchantment were an
unbridgeable chasm, as if she would never see them again, never hold them in her ams and be held by
thers.... Now Lionheart was with them, whirling round the kitchen, setting dough to rise, ralling out
pastry, chopping herbs from Beauty’ s garden; and Beauty knew too what her blaze of activity meant, just
as she could read the look on Jewetongue's face, and again she fdt the blow like the blade of a knife,



and her heart shook in her breast.

But the scene changed again, but only a very little, asif aval had been thrown over it, or a vel taken
away; it was dmog as if the colour changed or as if the sun went behind a cloud, and Beauty
remembered Jewetongue laying swatches of lace and netting over an underskirt and saying, “This one,
do you think? Or this one?’

Jeweltongue' s face and manner were now giff and brittle; Lionheart’s gestures seemed informed by
an old anger.

“You shouldn’t have gone,” said Lionheart, and Beauty with a shock seemed to hear her voice as if
she were in the room with them.

“I know | shouldn’t have gone! But | did go. It's done. | went.”

“It was very slly of you. | don’t understand how you could have been so Slly.”

“Don’'t be so dull! Don't you ever fed... lonesome?’

Lionheart set the bowl she was carrying down carefully and stood dill for a moment. Her brows
snapped together. “No,” she said forcefully. Her face relaxed again. “But... I'm too busy. | make sure
that | am too busy. And there are dways other people around—aways—even when noneis a friend.”

Jawdtongue nodded, and her voice logt alittle of its edge. “Father isout dl day, and Beauty is ... we
don’'t know when we'll see Beauty again, and ifl am working on something, | may see no one at dl but
Father in the evenings dl week. Sometimes T go dong to market-day just for the company. | have even
thought of asking Mrs Bestcloth if she might let me have the little room over her shop, to work in; it is
only a kind of storeroom, and | don't take up much space. I'm dmogt sure she would let me it is not
only that she knows | am good for business, she has been a friend to me. But that iswhy | cannot ask
her. We dill cannot afford to pay rent money, even for part use of aroom the sze of a amdl wardrobe.

“l don’t missthe city, but | do wish we could live nearer town. If it weren't for Beauty's garden . . .
Bu | would 4ill wish to livein town, where you can hear footsteps outsde and voices that aren't dways
your own, even if you're working, even if you don’t want to tak yoursdf.”

Lionheart shook her head. “No towns for me. But... | don't like wild land, like this. Oh, | know it
in't redly wild—Longchance is too close—but it's wild enough. Longchance is not a big town, is it?
And [hen there' s nothing much till Appleborough, and then there's nothing at dl till Washington, which is
too far away to do anyone in Longchance any good. Goldfidd is the only one who farms this end of
Longchance, you know? There's Goldfidd, us, and ... more nothing. 1 want fields, with horses in them,
or growing hay for the horses—like up a the Hal—or whesat for my bread. If it weren't for Beauty's
garden, | wouldn't want to come back here cither.” With her most ferocious scowl: “1 keep thinking | see
things among the trees.”

Jewdtongue tried to laugh. “Maybe they're friendly.”

“You see them loo, do you? The ones | see are never friendly.”

“Since Beauty ... | never used to ... | dmog fancy them as akind of guardian, or | like to think so....
Something to do with Beauty, that they watch over her too, or even that the Beast sends them, that
Beauty hastold him.. .. that he isn't... that heis ... | would think | was imeagining dl of it, except that Lydia
sees them too. Silver shadows, among the trees, where the shadows should be lying dark, like shadows
do.”

Lionheart took a breath to speak, but Jeweltongue cut in quickly: “You're worrying about nothing,
you know. His father will prevent anything. Everything. I’'m sure poor Miss Trueword has been raked up
one Sde and down the other for inviting me,” Jewetongue was trying to spesk lightly and faling. “1 only
hope my migudgement doesn’t prove disastrous for business”

“But whet if the brat does decide to court you? | can tdl you the other stable lads think he's amitten.
They dl want to tdl me about it—my friends to warn me, my enemies to gloat about the trouble it will

“The son of the squire court a dressmaker?’ Jaweltongue' s tone was sharp as needles. “*But you
have such beautiful manners, my dear,”” she said in a crue imitation of Miss Trueword's fluting voice. “A
dressmaker who is S0 busy saving up to have the thatch replaced on the hut she livesin that she had to
keep her hand over the hasty dam on her only haf-decent skirt dl the evening that the squire's brainless



sder had invited her to supper, which she had been brainless enough to accept.”

She put her hands up suddenly and covered her face, and her voice through her fingers was muffled.
“Oh, Lionheart, what came over me? Miss Trueword is kind and meant to be kind to me, and she
genuindy likesmy work. 1 do not bdieve it is just her vanity; she jokes that she has a figure like a lathe
and does not expect me to deck her out in frills like a schoolroom miss. What need has she to be so
clever she could cut hersdf on it? That has dways been my great gift. I—I think she just invited me home
to meet her family because she likes me, and the young ladies like me, and to the extent that that amiable
animated bolster the squire mar—

ried can dir hersdf to likes and didikes, Mrs Trueword likes me, and there is not—there is not much
society here, is there? The Oldhouses, and the Cunningmans, and the Took-somes, and only the
Oldhouses are ... nice to have around. It was not a dl a grand supper. ... Perhaps the darn in my skirt
did not metter.

“Lionheart, do you know, it was because | knew | should not be there that | was so bright, so witty,
thet | talked too much? | wished to draw atention away from the holes in my skirt... the holes in my
fingers ... draw attention away from the fact that | am a dressmaker.”

There was a little slence as the two ssters looked at each other. “A very fine dressmaker,” said
Lionheart. “I hated your salons, have | ever told you? Full of people being vicious to each other and usng
gax-syllable words to do it with. Your dresses are beautiful. Jeweltongue, love, it's not that he's the
squire s son—which | admit is alittle awkward—but you' re wrong about old Squire Trueword. The redl
problem about Magter Jack is that he's a coxcomb and a coward. If you want to charm someone, cast
your eye over the second son, Aubrey. | grant you he is nether so tal nor so handsome—nor will he
have any money—nbut he is a good man, and kind, and—and—"

Jeweltongue's red laugh rang out, and as Beauty awoke, she just heard her sgter say, “Wha you
mean isthat you approve of his eye for a horse—"

“It was only adream,” Beauty whispered to hersdf, “only a dream,” she ingsted, even as she could
not help looking eagerly around her new, strange, overglamorous bedroom for a glimpse of her sgters.
Jeweitongue' s laugh ill sounded in her ears; they must be here, with her. close to her. they must... She
squeezed the little heart between her pdmstill her finger joints hurt.

“Oh, | wish | knew what was happening! But I’ ve only been gone aday. It was just adream.”’

There was breakfast on a table in front of the balcony as she sat up, sheking hersdf free of the find
shreds of her dream; the amdt of food awoke her thoroughly. She had been too distressed yesterday to
be hungry; today that dis—

tress on top of two days unsatisfied hunger made her fed alittleill. She did out of bed, forgetting the
dairs and landing with a bone-jarring thump on the floor. She put a hand to the bed-curtains to steady
hersdf. “That is one way of driving deep off,” she murmured, “but | think | prefer gentler means’*

The tea on the breskfast tray was paticulaly fing the third cup was as excdlent as the
firs—enchanted leaves don't stew. She hdd up the embroidered heart as she drank that third cup,
turning it so that Lionheart’s hair caught the light, ligening to the silence.

She was grateful there was no rose in a slver vase on the table.

She had been too tired the night before to notice that the nightgown she put on was not her own. She
looked at it now and admired its fineness, and the roses embroidered round the bands of the collar and
cuffs It was precisdly as long as and no longer than she could walk in without treading on the hem. There
was a new bodice and skirt hanging over the back of the chair drawn up near the washstand, which was
once agan ful of warm water, when she turned away from the breakfast table. She looked a them
thoughtfully while she washed.

“These are ahit loo good lor the sort of work | have in mind today,” she said to the air, “dthough |
thank you very much. And | know that you are much too polite and—and kind to have thrown my
shabby old things out, because | would be so unhappy without them, so | assume | will find them
beautifully pressed and hanging up in the wardrobe—with dl the other things, induding rmy nightgown,
that | see have disappeared, with my knapsack, from under the bed.”

She sad thisin just the tone she would have used in spesking to a miserable dog, or any of her other



rescued animds, who was refusing to eat. “Now, my swest, | know you are a good dog, and good dogs
adways do what they are told when it isfor their good, and | know the things you have been told recently
have not been for your good, but you must understand that isdl over now. And here is your supper, and
you will of course et it, you good dog.” And the dog would. Beauty went to the hanging cupboard and
opened the doors, and there were dl her few clothes, hanging up lugubrioudy in one comer, as if
separated carefully from the other, much grander things in the rest of the wardrobe, and they looked
sdf-conscious, if clothes can look self-conscious, and Beauty laughed.

But when she took down her skirt and shirt, there was a sudden flurry of movement, and awild wave
of butterflies blew out at her. asif from the folds of her dull patched dothing, and she cried out in surprise
and pleasure. For a moment the butterflies seemed to fill the room, even that great high ornamented
room, with colours and textures a'! the more glorious for being dive, blues and greens and russets and
golds, and then they swirled up like a samdl whirlwind and rushed out the open doors, over the balcony,
and away.

She ran to watch them go and saw them briefly twinkling againgt the dizzy whiteness of the palace
and the dazzle of the glasshouse, and then they disappeared round a comer, and she saw them no more.
She dressed dowly; but she was amiling, and when she touched the embroidered heart she wore, she
touched it softly, without so piercing a sense of sorrow. And when she stepped into the chamber of the
dar, she ddiberatdy did not count the number of doors and ignored the glare of the haughty lady in the
portrait just beyond the one that opened.

Ihere was a priming-knife and a smdl handsaw lying on top of the water-butt insde the door to the
glasshouse. She spent most of the morning studying stems and bushes and cut very little. After awhile she
sad, “Gloves. May | please have a good stout pair of gloves?” And turned round and discovered just
such a pair of gloveslying a the foot of the water-butt, where she might have overlooked them when she
fird camein. “Ladder?’ she sad next, after another little while. “What | would like best is a ladder light
enough that | can—that | can handle it on my own,” she added, for she was remembering tha the last
time she had had much to do with a ladder she had had Lionheart there to hdp her wrestle the greet
awkward object to where they needed it.

There was a ladder behind the door. “Thank you,” she said, “but | don’t believe | could have missed
that, you know,” she added to the ligening sllence; but she kept her eyes on the ladder.

At noon she stopped, and rubbed her forehead, and went in search of lunch, and there was lunch on
the table by her balcony. She dill was not at dl certain how she got from her rooms to the glasshouse or
back again; the corridor never seemed quite the same corridor, and the didocating turns seemed to come
a different stages of the journey, and the sun came through windows where the wals should have been
internd, and even a noon there were far too many shadows everywhere. She was dso beginning to fed
that the portrait of the handsome but haughty lady just beyond the door from the chamber of the star was
not just one haughty lady but severd, ssters perhaps, even coudns, in a family where the likeness is
grongly marked; but that did not seem plausble ether, for no such grand family would dlow dl its
women to be painted wearing nearly identica dresses, with ther aams d! bent with no perceptible
kindness round the same sort of browny-fawn lapdog.

The table by the door into the courtyard had reverted to square, and the dope-shouldered clock now
hed a shepherd, more suitably attired for his occupation, kegping company with the gamballing lambs.

But she did not care, so long as the magic she needed went on working and dlowed her to go where
she needed to go and do what she needed to do. And there were few shadows in the glasshouse, and the
ones there were laid honedtly, by stems and leaves and the house' s own dlittering framework—and her
ladder.

In the afternoon she took her fird experimenta cuts, beginning with the climbers, and she was
rgjoiced to find, as she cut cautioudy back and back, living wood in each. She nicked dormant buds in
gnarled old branches with green hearts and sad, “ Grow, you. Grow.”

She stopped for tea and a shoulder-easing dtretch in the afternoon, and then she spent the last of the
lengthening soring twilight marking out her seedbed, peding her rosehips, and punching rows of tiny
finger-gzed holes to bury the seeds themsdlves in. “Grow, you,” she whispered, and went indoors.



Chapter 7

1 his evening a sapphire-coloured dress lay across her bed, and a sapphire necklace on the blue
towds of the washstand; but though the soap, and the bath ail in the greet tin bath (enamdled over with
roses) drawn up before the fireplace, agan andt of roses, today it did not make her weep, for she had
work to do and fdt she knew why she was here.

She did not examine thisfeding too closdy, for she was too grateful for the possession of it. and even
less did she examine the conclusions it might lead her to. But for the moment the roses in the glasshouse
demanded her atention and care, and that was enough, for a little while, and she had a little space to
nurse a little precarious security in. She lay in the bath while twilight turned to dusk, and she fdt the aches
dide out of her muscles and dissipate in the warm water, till she found hersdf fdling adeep, and then she
flew out and whisked hersdlf dry in such a commation of haste that she hdf believed hersdf assisted with
extra towes by invisble hands.

The Beast was waiting for her in the long dim dining-hal, and he bowed to her, and sad, “Good
evening, Beauty.” and she replied, “ Good evening, Beast.”

The slence and the shadows pressed round them. He moved to her chair and bowed her into it,
poured her two kinds of wine, and took a chair himsdf a little distance from her. She picked up a glass,
touched it to her lips, set it down again untasted, served hersdf blindly from the nearest plate. She was
hungry—she had worked hard since lunch—but the slence was heavy, and the Beast, again dressed 4l
inblack, his head bowed s0 she could not see his eyes, was dmost obscured by the gloom and seemed
asominous as dl the rest of the sllence and shadow. She put her fork to the food on her plate; the dick
of the tines was too loud in the dillness, she et it down again. She was hungry, and could not est. She
sat motionless for a moment, feding as if the shadows might seep into her blood, turning her into a
shadow like themsalves.... Her hand crept to the tittle embroidered heart tucked into the front of her
bodice.

When the gentle plonk came from the darkness at the far end of the long table. Beauty started in her
chair, feding like a deer who knows she is tracked by a hunter. There was another plonk, and then a
rustle-rustle-rustle, and Beauty’s heart dowed down to anormd pace, and she began to amile, because
it was a friendly, a dlly sort of sound. There was a third plonk and then a quick run of tiny thumps... .
Whatever it was, it was coming towards this end of the table.

The Beadt dtirred, “I beieve Fourpaws is coming to introduce hersdf to her new guest,” he said.

She dill had to drain to hear his words when he spoke anything beyond common courtesies such as
“good evening’; it was like learning to hear articulate speech in arumble of thunder. “ Fourpaws?’

But a that moment a smdl grey and amber cat appeared from behind one of the wine carafes, tal
high, writhing once round the carafe as if that were her entire purpose a this end of the table, so supple
and deek in the dimness that it seemed she would overstep her hind legs and take a second turn round
the narrow vessd. But then with a bondless flicker like a scarf coming loose from a lady’s neck, she
unwound hersdf again and became a dim short-bodied cat, with slky fur just enough longer then short to
move gently of its own in response to her mation, and Lo give her a very wonderful tall.

She stood so that Beauty could admire her for a moment, while she looked off into some chosen
distance, and then she turned as if to walk draight past the edge of Beauty’s plate. But Beauty was far
too charmed by her not to make an effort, and she reached across her plate and offered Four-paws the
tips of her fingers. The fingertips were deemed acceptable, and the base of ears and a amdl round skull
between were presented to be scratched. Beauty scratched, Fourpaws purred. Fourpaws then sat
down—at jud such a distance that Beauty would be risking the lace on her bodice to the food on her
plaeif she wished to go on scraiching ears, so she stopped.

Fourpaws moved alittle towards Beauty and looked at her for the firg time, Stared at her with vast
ydlowy-greeny eyes, mideedingly haf shut. She curled her tal round her feet—careful not to trail the tip
of itin Beauty' s plate—and continued to purr. The purr seemed to reflect off the sdes of the bowls and
dishes and goblets round her. Beauty picked up her knife and fork again and began to est.



“Itis S0 very quiet here)” said Beauty between routh-fuls.

The Beast roused himsdf. “When | was ... fird here, here as you see it, the Slence troubled me very

But you are a sorcerer! Y ou cannot have come here againg your will—agang your will—as | did. .
.. Beauty was briefly afraid that she had spoken doud, so panfully had the words pressed up in her
throat; but the shadows were tranquil, and Fourpaws was 4ill purring, and after only the merest pause,
the Beast continued: “I had forgotten. It was such along time ago. | have learnt... | have learnt to look at
the slence, to ligen to the dark. But | was very glad when Fourpaws came. | beieve she mud be a
powerful sorcerer in her own country, which is why 1 dare not give her any grand name such as she
desarves, for fear of disurbing the network of her powers. She comes mogt evenings and drops a few
rolls and bits of cutlery into the darkness, like coinsin awishing well. | am grateful to her.”

“Asam |,” sad Beauty fervently, for she was discovering just how hungry she was. She moved a
candlestick nearer and peered into various tureens. She recognised little, dthough everything smelled
superb, which was enough recommendation, but when she turned back to her plate, which had been
empty but a moment before, it had been served again for her dready. “The chef’'s specidity?’ she
murmured, thinking of grand dinner parties in the city, but she picked her knife and fork up readily and
began.

Fourpaws had moved hersdf again dightly, so that her bright furry figure dightly overlapped the great
shadowy bulk of the Beast from Beauty’'s point of view. Beauty amiled a her a litle wonderingly;
Fourpaws eyes shut dmost completely, with only a thin gleam of green left visble and her purr
deepened.

As soon as Beauty laid her knife and fork down for the lagt time, she fdt exhaustion drop over her,
shove down her eydids, force her head forward upon her breast. “1—1 am sorry,” she said faintly. “1 am
much more tired, suddenly, then | had any idea... If you will excuseme....”

The Beast was on his feet again a once, bowing her towards the door. *Beauty, will you marry me?’

Beauty backed two steps away from the table. Her eyes fdl upon Fourpaws, who was dill Stting
where she had been while Beauty ate; but her eyes were now opened wide, her head tipped up, and she
was garing a Beauty with an unnervingly steady gaze. “Oh, no. Beadt,” said Beauty to the cat. Fourpaws
legpt off the table and disappeared under it.

“Good night, Beauty,” said the Beast very softly.

“Good night, Beast,” said Bealtty.

She went dowly up to her rooms, the whispering of her skirts the only sound, and stayed awake only
long enough to take her degant dress off carefully, lay the necklace of sapphires back on the washstand,
and dimb up the stairs to her bed. She dmog didn’'t make it to the top; she woke up to find hersdf with
her head resting on the top stair and pulled hersdf the red of the way into bed.

She dreamt again of Rose Cottage.

There was anew rug on the floor by the fireplace at the Stting-room end of the downgtairs room, and
Teacosy, looking unusudly wel brushed, lay on it in her traditiona neat curl. There was a new tablecloth,
with a bit of lace at its edge, on the old table—Beauty could ill see its splinted feet benesth—and the
place sHitings were as mismeaiched as ever, dthough none of the cups or plates was chipped.

The old merchant was taking, and the other two were ligening—three, counting Teacosy’s
haf-pricked cars—or rather, as Beauty's dream shimmered into being, her father had just stopped
taking. Beauty's dream-eyes ranged over the familiar scene and picked out its unfamiliar eements,
pausing findly on the person stting in what had been Beauty's chair. There was a litUe slence in which
Beauty could dmogt hear the echo of her father’s last words—she had a hdf notion that he had been
reciting poetry—but she did not know for sure.

The strange young man spoke firg. “That was very moving, sir. Perhaps—perhaps you would come
to one of our mestings?’

“Oh, do, Father!” said Jewetongue. “I had no idea you were—you were—" She stopped, blushed,
and laughed.

Her father looked at her, amiling. “You had no idea the old man had any idea of metre and rhyme,



you were going to say? | never used to. It seems to have come on me with moving here, to Longchance
and Rose Cottage. | would be honoured to come to your meeting, Mr Whitchand, if you think | will not
embarrass you.”

“Embarrass ud Father! Wait till you hear Mrs Oldhouse, whom we name Mrs Words-Without-End,
but we cannot bring oursaves to turn her out, not only because she has the biggest drawing-room and
serves the best cakes—"

“Thank you,” murmured the young man caled White-hand.

Jeweltongue reached towards him and just touched the back of his hand with the tips of her fingers
but Beauty saw the sweet look that passed between them as Jeweltongue continued. “But she is so
genuindy kind, and surprisngly has quite a good ear for other people’' s work! But we shdl put you a the
top of the lig for your evening, because if she reads fird, she may frighten you away,”

“Not before | have eaten some of Mr Whilehand's cakes, at least,” said her father, and Beauty then
remembered where she had seen Mr Whitehand, for he was the baker in Longchance. It occurred to her
then that for quite sometime, as Jeweltongue divided up the errands when the two of them went into
Longchance together, it was never Beauty who went to the baker’s, though they dmog dways had
lardy-cake or crumpets for tea on any day Jeweltongue had been to Longchance. But Beauty had never
heard of poetry-reading evenings.

“To befair,” Jawdtongue went on, “she tells excdlent stories—when she does't try to put them into
verse fird. She leamt them from her father, who was a scholar, but his red love was collecting
folk-tdes...”

Beauty woke to a soft shushing sound. It was a gentle sound, and her firg thought was tha there
was water running somewhere nearby, and she wondered if she had missed seeing some fountain,
perhapsin the inner courtyard, perhaps invisble behind the glasshouse. But the rhythm of the shush was
wrong for water, she eventudly decided, dill hdf in her dream and wondering about the young men and
the new hearth-rug and wishing to hear her fathers poems—and tdling hersdf it was dl only a dream
agan, jus as lagt night.

She eventudly decided that it could not be water. It sounded like something flying.

She opened her eyes. After amoment of reorienting hersdf, she picked out the amdl shadow hurtling
back and forth across her room which went with the shushing sound. It flew very near each wal and
ihen wheded away asif panic-stricken. It disappeared, while she watched, into the other rooms through
the wide doorless archway, and the shushing died away, but then it came stresking back into the
bedroom, straight towards the clear glass of the closed bacony doors.

Beauty, dill too deep-dazed to make an atempt at scaring it onto a safer course, held her breath for
the inevitable col—

ligon, but it swerved away at the last minute and raced towards her bed. It flew draight under the
canopy towards the wadl, did another of its last-minute, violent changes of direction before it struck, flew
back towards the bed, and collgpsed on the counterpane.

When Beauty fird saw the smdl flying figure, she guessed it was a bird, trapped somehow indoors,
having fdlen down a chimney, or mistakenly crept in through a haf-open window. But she had caught a
glimpse of furry body and naked wing as it swept just in front of her and was now expecting what she
found lying panting in her 1ap. It was a bat.

Beauty had rescued members of most of the commoner anima species in her life, induding a few
bats. The last one had been in much worse case than this one, terrified by the housemaid’'s screaming,
beating itsdf patheticdly againg a corner of Ihc atic where it had fled. Beauty had trapped it findly by
ordering the housemad to Go away and, when it flopped to the floor hdf stunned, put a wastebasket
over it.

After afew days of hanging upside down in Beauty’s dressing-room (which she kept locked for the
durétion, for fear of housemaids, and entering it hersdf only long enough to change the water in the
water-dish and to release the fat house-flies she patiently coilccicd in jars), she ordered the dogcart one
evening, drove hersdf to the outskirts of town, and released it.

She'd heard it whirr just amoment, asit had legpt out of her restraining hands and the scarf she had



wrapped it in, and had wanted to believe that the perfectly slent shadow, which had then swept low
twice over her head—nowhere near enough to risk any danger of becoming tangled in her hair, because
as any sengble person knows, bats only lose ther sense of distance and direction under such duress as
being screamed at by housemaids—had been it saying thank-you, before it went off to find its friends and
family. She hoped it had not, during its convalescence, developed such a taste for house-flies that it
would ever risk any more tics.

This one was not quite the length of the pdm of her hand. She could fed the quiver of its body
through the counter—

pane as it tried to catch its breath, and could see into its open mouth, the delicate pink tongue,
andler than the fird iedf of heartsease to open in soring, and the teeth, finer than embroidery needles. Its
dark brown fur looked soft as velvet; its wide pricked ears and haf-folded wings were only a shade or
two pder than itsfur. It stared sraight at her with its bright black eyes, and lay in her lap, and panted.

“Wdl,” sad Beauty, after amoment. “I have never heard of a tame bat. | suppose you were merdy
confused. but you are very contused indeed, to be lyinginmy lap like that and daring a me asif 1 were
a legendary saviour of logt bats whom you have recognised in your extremity. What reputation | had of
such is years and miles behind me, little one. The bats at Rose Cottage had—have—the good sense to
day inthe garden... . Whichisto say, | suppose | need something to muffle you with, so you cannot bite
mewith dl those tiny piercing teeth. Not that | would blame you, mind, but | get quite enough of that sort
of thing dedling with roses, ...” She reached dowly behind her, so as not to frighten her vistor further, and
began awvkwardly to work her top pillow out of its pillow dip.

The bat lay where it had fdlen, but it had folded its wings negtly againg its body, and closed its
mouth, and now looked perfectly content. “If 1 didn't know that you are supposed to hang upside
down—or at least creep into narrow cracks—I| would expect you to curl up now, like a very srdl
Teacosy, and have angp. Saintd Thisis a maddening activity when | cannot see what | am doing!”

But the pillowdip came free at lagt, and she wrapped it softly round her hands and picked up the bat,
keegping itswings closed againg its body. It did not even tremble, but it did turn its head alittle so it could
go on looking &t her.

She groped her way out of bed and down the dairstill she stood on the floor, the bat held gently in
front of her. “Now. what do | do with you? | cannot lock you in the water-closet, as it is the only one |
know where to find in dl this mazy hulk of a palace; | would have something to say to the architect about
thet, if | met him!

“My old dressing-room, where | used lo put your sort of vigtor, was quite a narrow closet, with one
tiny window easly blocked off, and | never used it anyway, even bat-frcc. But these rooms are full of
aunlight, and you know, none of your brethren that | have met have understood about keeping the carpels
cleen, and s0 | need to. er, leave you somewhere J can spread something, er, bat-proof beneeth you—""

She thought of the boll of poachers’ jackets materid the sisters had found in the housekeeper’s
room, and two tears dropped to the breast of her nightgown; but her voice was as steady as ever. “Wha
we need, | fed, is—is an empty wardrobe or even a secret room, | would like that. | would like a secret
room.” She spoke hdf-idly. She had learnt the use of spesking quidtly to dl rescued animds even the
wild ones seemed to find such noises soothing, and she dso wished to fling hersdf away as quickly as
possible from the sudden memory of her sigers.

She began to wak dowly away from her balcony, and when she came to the room hung with the
tapestries of a garden indl four seasons, she paused. There came to her there some strange breath of air,
some movement just seen a the corner of her eye. She turned her head; the edge of the nearer summer
tapestry stirred. She looked down at her bat; her bat dill looked a her and lay cadmly in her grasp. She
shifted it, very dowly, in case it should protest after dl, into the crook of one ebow, where it settled,
swug and tranquil as a tired kitten. Now she had one hand free and could lift the edge of the
tapestry—and push open the crack of door reveaed there.

There was a good smdl in that darkness, of rich earth and of.. . peace, of the sort of peace she had
been used to find in her garden, and she sighed. “There, little one. This should do for you—1 hope. And
| will come and let you out again just as soon asit is dusk.”



She raised the tapestry a little farther, so that she could duck under it, as she was unwilling to leave
any creature somewhere she had made no attempt to investigate hersdf fire, and found that she was
ganding in what appeared to be an underground chamber.

If she turned to look behind her, she could see the daylight shining across the rosy carpet of her
rooms, could see it winking off the corners of furniture and strips of hangings visble to her through the
haf-open door: hut if she turned inwards again, she saw only rough shadows, dmming quickly to
blackness, the shapes of earth and stone only varied by what looked very much like the roots of plants.

Sheraised her hand to fed over her head, having the sense of little tralling things touching her softly,
and tearing spiders, as even she was allittle hesitant about spiders; and found insteed a great net of what
fdl like tree roots, if she could imagine what tree roots might fed like from underneath. The tralling things
were root hairs. Could anything but root hairs look so like root hairs?

“But we are two storeys above the ground,” she said, bewildered, and turned again to look at the
aunlight lying on her carpet. She lifted her gaze to the hinges of the door; it seemed to be pegged sraight
into the rock, and the frame to be made of some impossble mix of stone fragments and woven roots,
impossible, but srangdy beautiful, as the vanring of marble is beautiful.

“Wdl,” she sad to the bat, “1 guess | do not have to worry about protecting the floor
here—wherever here is. And there are lovdly, er, tree roots for you to hang from, should you wish to
hang, and—and bat droppings are excelent fertilizer. | will need fertilizer for my roses as soon as | finish
pruning them. | should wish to find awhole colony of you here, 1 suppose, but—I don't quite think | do.
The results might be a bit... complex. Good-bye, then, till this evening.”

Shelad her tiny parcel down in alittle hollow in the earth between two roots, loosened the pillow dip
S0 that it could crawl out when it chose, and stepped back, under the summer tapestry, and onto a carpet
covered with roses. She closed the door, which from this Sde was pandled with plain wood, to match
the pandling of the wal (plain but for the occasiond carving of arose), and went, very thoughtfully, to est
her breakfast.

She found her gloves with the pruning-knife and the saw on the water-butt in the glasshouse this
morning. “Today we will be bold,” she announced, and she was. She cut and lopped and hacked and
sawed, and then she stopped long enough to water her cuttings and check her seedbed, and then her
someach told her it was lunchtime, and she went back to her bedroom balcony, and lunch was waiting for
her.

When she returned to the glasshouse after lunch, she looked at the scatter of rubbish she had
produced and said, “I need somewhere to build a bonfire”

She |eft the glasshouse again and stood in front of its door, looking down the Sde of the palace away
from her bacony. The bulk of the glasshouse prevented her from seeing very far, but she knew there was
nothing, between the door to the glasshouse and the door (if it was the same door) she used to enter the
palace and return to her rooms, that would do for a bonfire,

This area of the inner courtyard was covered with gravel, gravd just coarse enough not to take
footprints, but fine enough that it was smooth and easy to wak on. It was aso the same eye-confusing
glittery grey-white as the pdace and the front drive. Studying it now. Beauty teased hersdf with the
notion that if she narrowed her eyes to take in none of the details of where pebbles became walls, she
might walk sraight to the end of the courtyard and up the wal without naticing, like an ant or betle. .. .
She looked up, blinking, at the bright sky. The scale was about right, she thought. If Rose Cottage is the
right Sze for human beings, then here | am an ant or a beetle. A andl beetle. Probably an ant. Even if my
feet cannot carry me up wadls. How confusng, when one came to wak on the celing, to be abruptly
blinded by on€'s skirts....

In any event, there was nowhere here to light a bonfire it would make a dreadful mess of the
whiteness, and even magicd invisble rakers and polishers might resent the effort to remove the ashes and
the hest-sealed stains and the bits that wouldn't burn no matter how often you poked them back into the
hottest heart of the fire. And she didn’'t want to annoy—any more than she could help—whoever was
respongble here... the Beast? She was beginning to wonder. She remembered his words lad night: When
| was first here. . . | had forgotten ... | was very glad when Fourpaws came.



She had never seen any sorcerer who had chosen not to appear human, though she had heard taes
of them; her friend the sdlamander had met one who looked like a centaur. His familiar pretended to be
a lion, and while J knew he was not, ill, he kept me busy enough with his great paws and his
sense of humour that | could never look long enough at cither him or his master to see who—or
what—he really was, the sdamander had said, laughing his rudling laugh. My master was vexed with
me, but | told him he should have made me appear to be a panther.

Beauty thought of the sdlamander’ s gift to her—and of her firg sght of the Beast, Can you not hear
to look at me? he had said. Most sorcerers enjoyed making the sort of first impresson that would give
them the upper hand in any dedlings to come; but that firs Sght had dmost... and the Beast had taken no
advantage as he cartainly .. . And then Beauty remembered the story of a sorcerer who looked like the
Phoenix, and who had married a human princess because her hair, he said, was the colour of the fire of
hishirth.

| am no princess, she sad to hersdf.

She turned away from the familiar end of the palace courtyard and began to wak towards the end
she could not see. She went on a long way, a very long way, and the way disconcertingly seemed to
adjust itsdf somehow as she walked, like the corridor from the chamber of the star to the door into the
courtyard. The sense of mortar and stone flu-idly running into and out of each other, like a cat sanding
up and gretching or curling up into a cat cushion, was much more unsettling out of doors in sunlight.

She glanced to her right; if the palace was adjusting, then so must be her darling glasshouse. She was
aure it was not this big from the insde—unless the other end of the palace was horseshoe-shaped, and
she was going dear round it and would eventudly find hersdf a the opposite corner of the one
square-ended wall that held her bacony. Bui the glasshouse itsdf had comers—at least, from the
indde—and she had not passed any, and she was not willing to suppose that her glasshouse was anything
other than what she saw—that it would pretend to be a panther when it was a sdlamander.

She stopped once and looked up, reassuring hersdf that the sky, at leadt, even here, looked as it had
from her garden a Rose Cottage or from the city. But how was she to know that? The sky was blue, or
it was grey, and it was full of clouds, or it was not, and the wals of the palace blocked too much of it.
There was no horizon; it was like standing in the bottom of an immense wdl. Or of a trap. The sky was
too far away to be of much comfort.

Once she paused because her eye was caught by some variation in the wal of the palace, a break in
the tdl ranks of windows. She peered a the gap, unsure of what she saw as she would be of shapes
found in clouds or fish smimming in a dappled pond; were they there or not? But she held her ground and
stared and a last could say: Here was an archway, but barred by solid gates, fitting so perfectly into both
the wall itsdf and the plain formal architecture of the rest of the facade that they were difficult to see
unless searched for—and she would not have searched had she not wondered (and been grateful for the
digraction) at a stretch of wal that had gone on too long without a window init.

She stepped up close and lad her hand on the crack between the left-hand door and the wdll; dosng
her eyes, she could barely find it with her fingertips and could sense no difference between the texture of
thewadl and that of the door. Opening her eyes, she was redazzled by the surface shimmer and logt both
doors entirdy; it was not till she stepped back and looked again that she could pick out the thin line of the
arch, dlver asfish scaes.

It was dl s0 slent! There was the scuff of her shoes in the line gravel, and the occasiona whisper of
wind, and that was dl. Not even any birds sang. But what was there for birds here, in this blesk stone
wasteland?

She went on; how long she did not know. She began to fed tired and discouraged and, without
meaning to, swerved in her course till she could reach out and touch the glasshouse. She trailed her
fingersidy over the width of one pane, bumped over the tiny ridge of its connecting frame, onto another
pane. . . . But then, suddenly, there was a corner of the courtyard after dl, and another wal running a
right angleslo it, and her glasshouse produced a corner of its own to keep pardlel pace with ii. And very
soon after she turned the corner, she found a great dark tunnd running through the paace, like a
carriage-way, though she saw nothing to suggest the presence of stables, and the curve of its arch was



much the same shape as the nearly invisble doors she had found in the last wall.

She waked through the tunnd, shivering a little, for it was surprisngly cold in its shadow, and the
tunnd was surprisngly long. | should stop being surprised by things being very long, she said to hersdif.
When she came out the other dde at last, she found hersdf in a wild wood and hdted in astonishment.
She took afew cautious steps forward and then whirled to look back through the carriage-way and was
reassured by the glint of the glasshouse she could see on the far Side.

She remembered her glimpses of something that might have been wild wood at the edges of the
forma gardens fronting the palace, but such wilderness dill seemed so unlikdy a neighbour for a palace.
But then, she reminded hersdlf, this was a sorcerer’s palace, and sorcerers could surround their palaces
with anything they liked. There was a story of one, known lo didike vistors, who had surrounded hiswith
the end of the world. (Whether it was the red end or not was moot; you disappeared into it just the
same)

But the only magic she knew that Hill connected her to Rose Cottage and her family was on the other
gde of the dark carriage-way. She did not want to wander into any wild woods and not be able to find
her way back.

But here was a splendid Site for a bonfire.

The old branches and other bits and pieces had been tidily swept together and were waiting for
her—just indde the carriage tunnd, just within the edge of its shadow, a the mouth that led to the wild
wood. Beauty shivered again, thinking that the magic ended there for certain, or thet if this wood was
meagic too, then it belonged to some other sorcerer than the one who ruled the Beast’ s paace. She would
much rather that it was merdy a wild wood and not magic at dl, but this was not something she was
likdy to leem—at least not until it was too late, when she found hersdf dangling from the roc’s claws or
cornered by the wild boar, and even then who was to say the wild boar wasn't a familiar in disguise? Oh
dear.

She dragged the branches clear of the tunnd and into the middle of the ragged little clearing among
the trees, and then she muttered, “Knife, candle, tinder-box, besom,” and went back to an especidly
deep shadow near the far end of the tunnd, where she might not have seen them till she was looking for
them. She swept her bonfire into a rough hummock, and whileit took alittle while for the candle flame to
caich the old leaves and twig shreds she'd made with her knife, the branches were dl dry and
brown-hearted and burned very satisfactorily once they were going.

Beauty stood and watched for a little time, waving away sparks and wiping smuts out of her
eyelashes, turning occasonaly to look again a the winking glasshouse, to make sure it was there, and
sweeping the edges towards the centre of the fire again as it tumbled apart. One did not leave a bonfire
till one was sure of its burning down quietly, even in awild wood—perhaps especidly in awild wood.

She went back to the glasshouse, waking near it down the length of the palace wing, reaching out to
touch it occasondly—it was a much shorter journey on the return, she was sure; she was dmost
sure—and tidied up, or pretended to tidy up, sSnce most of it had been done for her dready,
“Tomorrow, please, may | have asmdl rake that | can use among the rosebushes and a bag or a basket
to collect leaves in? And if you would be kind enough to leave the besom somewhere | can find it again.”

She addressed the water-butt for lack of a better choice and a didike for looking up. She tended to
fed that magic must descend, and she did not want to see it happening. Furthermore, the water-butt was
s0 draghtforward a thing to find in a glasshouse. And dmost as comforting as a cat in an immense
shadowy dining-hall.

By the time she went back to her room, twilight was fdling again. There was the tdl rose-enamelled
bath waiting for her, its water seaming, drawn up by the fireplace. The sgpphire towels had been
replaced by amethyst ones. She shook them out very carefully so as not to drop the amethyst necklace,
ring, and earrings in the bath. She took off her clothes thankfully and stepped into the water; it was
perfumed dightly with roses. But as she sat down, and her arms touched the water, she hissed in sudden
pain, for they were covered with thorn scratches. A few thorns had stabbed through her skirt and heavy
stockings, and her legs throbbed in short, fiery lines, but the hot water quickly soothed them; her ams
were S0 soreit took her severa minutes to dip them under water.



When she stepped out of the bath again, she patted her poor arms very tenderly with the towels and
found that the lavender-blue dress lad on the bed for her tonight had dashed deeves, the materid
mesting only & the shoulders and wrigts and bdling out between in a great Slken wave. “Thank you,” she
sad adoud. “How glad | am this is not the grand dinner-party this dress is suited to. however; a
rose-gardener’s battle scars might be embarrassng to explain.”

It was nearly ful dark now. She had closed the bacony doors while she had her bath; now she
opened them again and stood looking out. The headachy dlitter of the stone paace and courtyard were
quieted by darkness; she surprised hersdf by drawing a deep bresth and feding a peace, One hand
crept to the breast of her dress, where the embroidered heart lay hidden beneeth slk and amethydts.

She turned back into her rooms again, leaving the doors wide, and went into the next room, where
the four seasons tapestries hung, and lifted a corner of the right-hand summer one and fdt for a door
frame. She had not wanted to light any candles, and in this inner room there was very little daylight left,
merdy shadows of varying degrees of blackness. (She had blown out the candles that stood round the
bath and the washdand, muttering Stay, as one might to a wel-meaning but dightly larky dog.) She found
the door edge, and ran her hand down till she found a little concavity in the wall, and pressed it, and the
lock uttered a muffled clink, and the door did open an inch.

She curled her ringers round it and pulled, cdling softly, “Bat! Bat! Are you there? It is nighttime
agan, and if you fly straight out from my hacony windows, you will soon come to a wild wood which |
think should suit you very well.”

She heard nathing, but fdt a soft puff of ar and, between blink and btink, thought she saw a smdl
moving shadow. She turned round to follow it, hoping to see a little dark body fly out the bacony, but
saw nothing, and tried not to fed sad. “It was only alittle bat, and 1 meant to st it free” but it did not
work; she was sad, and her sense of peace was gone, and she was londy again.

But then something caught the corner of her eye, out beyond the bacony, some amdl moving shape
darker than the fdling night, but it was too quick for her, and by the time she thought she saw it it had
vanished again. But then the flicker of darkness reappeared, curving round the corner of the bacony
doors and flying draight a her. She was too astonished to duck, even had she had time to tel her
musdes to do so, and the soft puff of ar was not ar only—she was quite sure—but the tiniest brush of
soft fur againg her cheek.

The shadow raced back out through the doors but remained near the balcony for a moment, bobbing
and Zigzagging, as if meking sure that her dow, ill-adapted eyes could see it, and then shot away, and she
did not see it again. She closed the doors dowly, amiling, and went down to dinner.

Chapter 8

k5he went gaily through Lhe door from her rooms into the chamber of the star, but her eye betrayed
her there, rushing into a count round the circumference before she could cancd the impulse. There were
twelve doors.

Having counted once, she courted again, and a third lime, counterclockwise for a change, beginning
each count with the door to her rooms where she dill stood, and there were dways twelve doors. And,
while she did not want to notice, she o noticed that the shape of the star-points themsalves had atered,
and the colours of the enamdling, and her memory told her, athough she tried not to ligen, that this was
not the firg time her eye had marked this incongtancy. A little of her gaety drained away from her, and
she went pensively through the door that opened for her, not quite opposite her rooms  door.

She had not seen the Beast dll day. If she was again to dress for dinner, she mugt be about to see him
now. She put out of her mind the dreadful question he had asked her at the end of the last two evenings.
She wanted to see him—yes, she podtivey wanted to see him; she wanted to tak to him. She wanted
himto talk to her. Taking to bats and rose-bushes was not the same as taking to someone who

-ouid talk back. She wanted someone to speak to her usng luman words—if not a humen voice. She
would not think )f her sisters; she would not. She would think of him; she vould think pleasantly of the
Beast, of—of her companion, he Beast.



Almaog she put out of her mind the Sze of him. the ease vilh which he walked through the shadows of
his palace, he dlence of his footfdls the terrible irreconclabilities of us face. She touched the
embroidered heart Jaweltongue lad given her and. surreptitioudy, asif there might be some->ne waiching
her, cupped her hands momentarily to fed the idamander’s heat. It rolled againg her pams, wanning her
:old fingers. There was nothing to be frightened of. The 3east had given his word, and she believed him.
And she vas going to make him happy; she was going to bring his osc-bushes to life—and then she could
go home. He would elease her, as she had released the bat and the butterflies. is would release her to go
home again, home to her sgters, icr father, home to Rose Cottage, home to her garden.

A thought pulled itsdf from nowhere in the back of her nind and formed itsdf into a terrible solidity
before she mild stop it. She flinched away from it, but it was too late, t was a thought she had often
suppressed in the last year md a hdf, but here, in the Beast's palace, where she was lisracted and
dismayed by too many things, it had broken ree of her prohibition.

Wha was the curse on three sgtersliving a Rose Cot-age?

She had held to her decison not to ask for more details—lor to make any reference to the little Mrs
Greendown had old her of it to her family. Nor had Jeweltongue nor Lion-icat ever mentioned any
digurbing hint of such atdetoier.

Had Beauty’ s hopeful guess been correct, that Long-hanccrs, accustomed to their long-standing loss
of rnagic nd again disappointed of a greenwitch—and secure in the nowlcdge of only two sgters living a
Rose Cottage—had een content to let the tde lie slent? Could Jewetongue, /ho had developed dmost
as great a gift for gossp as she had for sawing, redly never have heard anything of it? Or did she have
the same fears of it—and had she made the same decision about it—that Beauty had?

A curse must be a very dreadful thing, but it was unknown, a bogey in the dark, as insubdantiad as a
bad dream. Her bad dream never had done anything to her. then, had it’.’” It was just a bad dream. But
her sisters happiness was as near to her as her own heart, and as precious. They were happy a Rose
Cottage—happy as they had not been when they lived in the city and were great and grand.

It seemed to Beauty that Lionheart's imposture was so fragile and dangerous a thing that even
thinking too much about a curse—which might only be a folk-tale—could topple her. And then, if it
weren't a folk-tale, destroy them all.

If it weren't a folk-tafe, surely it would have caught up with them—or whatever it was that curses
did—by now? When they fird set foot over the threshold to Rose Cottage, when they fird went to
Longchance. when they had lived there for a year and a day? And Mrs Greendown had sad that the
greenwitch had been a good one and that Long-chance had been fond of he—the greenwitch who had
left Rose Cottage to three sigters.

W, three sgters did not live a Rose Cottage now.

What had the princess who married the Phoenix fdt about her fate?

And usng the same force of will that had enabled her to sort through and comprehend her father's
papers, when his busnessfaled and his hedth broke, she thrust dl thoughts of the curse away from her
agan and pretended that her last thoughts had been of bats and butterflies.

The Beast will release me, she repeated to hersdf. He will release nie because ... because he is a
great sorcerer, and | anonly a ... a gardener.

He was waiting for her just ingde the doorway of the same hdl where she had eaten dinner—and he
had not—the two nights previous. For the firg time snce she had closed her bacony windows and
turned away to come to dinner, her heart truly faled her, and an involuntary gesture towards her litile
embroidered heart did not reassure her.

Her heart had not sunk when she set eyes on the Beast, but when her eyes had moved past him and
into that dark hall She hoped Fourpaws would come again.

She turned back to the Beast and smiled with an effort. "My Tor—Beast,” she said. My Beadt, she
thought, and Felt a blush riang to her face, but the hal was not wel lit enough for him to see. But what
did she know of how a Beadt's eyes saw? And she remembered, and did not wish to remember, how
quickly and surdy he had waked into the darkness when he had left her the night before. And the
drangeness of him, and of her circumstances, washed over her like a fresk wave from a threstening but



quiet sea, and she turned away from him and moved towards her seet, grasping a the tdl stems of the
torcheres she passed asif she needed them for baance.

He was a her chair a once, moving it forward as she sat down. She thought of dinner-parties in the
city, when some tdl black-dressed man would help her with her chair, and of her didike of making
conversation—Iaborioudy with dull, or distressedly with mdicoudy witty—strangers, and tried to be
glad she was here instead. But the effort was only partly successful. The Beast bent to pour her wine, and
she wished both to cower away from the looming bulk of him and to reach out and touch him, to know
by the contact with solidity and warmth that he was redl, even if the knowing would make her fear the
greater. She stared at his reeching arm. candldight winking off the tiny intricacies of black braid, dipping
into the miniature pools of shadow in the gathers of his shirt cuff. She folded her hands securdly in her lap.

He sat down where he had sat the night before, and the night before that, at some little distance down
the table, on her right hand. If she had leant forward and stretched out her arm, she might dill have
touched his deeve. She could think of nothing to say after dl; distractedly she reached out, took an apple
off aslver tray, and began to ped it.

“You have found my poor roses,” he said, after alittle silence. “That is, you found them on your firg
evening here and then knew why | did not wish to show them to you. But today—

“I—oh, | had not thought!” she said, awhole new reading of the day’s work she had been so proud
of opening before her mind's eye. She dropped her apple and looked up a him, reaching forward after
dl, and touching his deeve, but without any awareness that she did so. “I love roses—I wished to do
something for you—for them—I did not think—I should have asked—»but | cannot bear to have nothing
to do. Oh. are you offended? Please forgive—please do not be offended.”

“l am not offended,” he said, obvioudy in surprise. “Why would | be offended? | love roses too, and
it is one of my greatest sorrows that mine no longer bloom. | honour and thank you for anything you can
do for them.”

One of my grestest sorrows, she thought, caught away from roses by the phrase. One. What
was—were—the others? Why are you here? You would not have killed my father if 1 had not come.
Why did you say you would? “ They—they needed tending,” she said hesitantly. “Y our roses.”

“And why have | not done so mysdf?’ He raised his hands again. “1 an dumser than you know.
Lifting chairs and pouring decanted wine is the limit of my dexterity. | feared to hurt my darlings
worse....” There was ancther little slence, and then, so low Beauty was not quite sure she heard the
words “And besides, | do not know how.”

He paused again, and Beauty thought: Who is it that conjures gloves and ladders out of the ar, who
isit that hauls my rubbish to the mouth of the carriage-way—the mouth and no farther? When the Beast
showed no dgn of continuing, Beauty said timidy: “But... Sr ... the ... the Nu-men of this place is very
powerful.”

“Yes” sad the Beast Softly. “It is. But it can touch nathing living.”

Slence fdl again, but for the firg time in this hdl, the slence did not oppress her—adthough she
hoped that did not mean Fourpaws would stay away. She thought: | have something to do; | have earned
my bread, and | may edt it.

As she was reaching for a platter of hot food, the Beast began: “I thank you again for your...” and his
hand approached hers as she touched the platter. There was a raek of caudles just there, and for a
moment their two hands and the platter made a graceful shape, the shadows crisp and degantly lad out,
abawl of fruit and a decanter adding height and depth. Siill Life, with Candles, she thought, or perhaps
Portrait of Two Hands,

“But—" rumbled the Beast, and his face curled terrify-ingly into a frown. Beauty snatched her hand
back, shrank in her chair. “Wha?’ he said, ganding up, meking a grab a her hand as she drew back,
and then gtanding 4ill, vigbly restraining himsdf. He sat down again, leant towards her, and held out his
hand. Sowly, feding like abird fixed by a snake, Beauty extended her own, laditin his The padm of his
hand was ever so dightly furry, like awarm peach. “Y ou have hurt yoursdf,” he said, in his lowest growl;
she fdt she heard his words through the soles of her feet rather thanin her ears.

“Oh,” she said; her aams dill sung and throbbed, but she had not thought of them since she counted



the doors in the chamber of the star and found twelve. “Oh—it is only thorn scratches.” Reief made her
voice tremble. “They—they will h-hed.”

Y ou mugt be more careful,” he said.

“Oh—wdl,” she sad. “It isvery hard not to be scratched, pruning roses.”

“You must be more careful,” he repeated.

She amiled alittle a his earnestness. “Very well. | will be more careful. Perhaps the—the magic that
lays out these dresses can come up with a long-deeved shirt thet is thorn-proof but not so iff and heavy
as to prevent me from bending my anus. That will be a very grest magic indeed.”

The Beadt laid her hand on the table again, as gently as he might have set a bubble of blown glass on
its pedestal. He turned and waked away so swiftly she thought he mug dill be angry; she looked down
a her arms and touched the scratches with her fingers, wondering on whose behdf he was angry. Hers,
his for his wounded honour as hogt, by his guest wounding hersdf on his rose-bushes, for the roses
themsdves? It was true, her ams did ache, she had been more careless than she should have been, in her
eagerness to get on—her eagerness to have something to do that would prevent her from thinking about
her family and her own garden, about why she was here. One or two of the deeper cuts were dightly
wam to the touch, perhaps turning septic.

She looked up sharply; the Beast had returned, as slently as he dways did. In one hand he hdd a
tiny pot, which he set on the table a her ebow, and raised its lid. Because his hands were close under
her eyes, she saw for the firg time that he was indeed dumsy; she saw the difficulty with which he closed
hisfingers round the Lid of the pot and how the pot nearly did from his other hand’s hold as he pulled the
lid off, and she wondered for the firg time how much of a Beast he truly was. Perhaps his sze and
grength were asillusory as his ferocity and crudty. Then why ... then what... thenwho ... ?

Thelid popped free, rolled across the table, skittered into the side of a plate, and fdl over, thrumming
to itsdf til! its motion was exhausted and it lay ill. The pungent smel of an herbd sdve eddied up and
gnote her sense of amdl, and the Beat's own odour of roses, srong from his nearness, was
overwhemed.

Shetried to laugh. “That will cure me, will it?” she said, and looked up a him where he towered over
her; he was nothing but a huge black shape againg what little light there was. One wing of his robe had
fdlen on the edge of the table and huddled there like a smdl creature. As he moved back, and it did
away and disappeared, following his mation, it did not look like the hem of a garment righting itsdlf, but
like agmdl wary lover of darkness regaining sanctuary. He sat down.

“It will. 1t will cure .. . dmaosgt anything.”

She looked at him, at his face; she thought she could guess something the ointment could not cure.
She touched the coo! sdve timidy, touched it to the back of one hand, to her wrist, dabbed it on her
forearm. The Beast sat in Sllence, watching her, but she fdt his impatience. She stopped and looked at
him,

“You are lesskind to yoursdf than you are to my roses,” he said. “Like this” Before she had time to
think, he had fumbled a the deeve catch of her nearer wrigt, and it fdl open, the light materid of the
deeve fdling avay and leaving her am bare, pae in the candldight but for the dark lines of blood. He
dipped his own fingers in the pot—one at a time, for the pot was amdl and his fingers were large—put
his other hand over the tips of her fingers, and ran the ointment in one long luxurious swathe up her hand
to her am and shoulder and down again. The long dangerous talons did not reach past the deep pads of
hisfingers the glittering tips never so much as grazed Beauty's skin. He picked up her hand, turned her
am over, and smoothed more ointment down the lender insdcs of her wrist and forearm and ebow, to
the delicate flesh of her upper arm; then he stroked the arm dl over, back and front, again and again, tll
the ointment disappeared. His fingers and pam fdt like suede, and the warmth they left was not whally
thet of friction.

“Tumn towards inc. that | may do the other,” he said gruffly. Half in a trance, she turned and held her
other am out towards him, leaving him to unfasten the wrig catch before he drew more ointment
ddicoudy over her skin.

He leant towards her, the sheggy har of his head fdling low over his forehead so that she could no



longer see his dark eyes, and pulled her arm gently straight, till he could tuck the hand againg his own
round shoulder; she fdt hiswarm breath dirring the fine hairs on her forearm; his long mane brushed the
back of her hand. How could a Beast smdl so swesetly of roses? No, no, it mugt be the sharp amdl of the
ointment that was cregping into her eyes, drawing two tears from under the lids to spill down her cheeks.

He saw, and stopped at once, drawing back, holding only her hands in his, holding them againg his
breast; her knuckles grazed againg the embroidery of his waistcoat. “Have | hurt you' ? The last thing |
meant—’

She drew her hands gently out of his, curled them under her chin. “No—no—1 do not know whéat is
wrong with me.

|—I think it isonly that | am tired.” She blinked, looked a him, amiled a little tremuloudy; she was
shivering, a deep, deep tremor far indde hersdlf, but she did not wish him to see, to know or to guess,
and she feared what he might guess. She told hersdf she did not wish to hurt him by meking him think she
was dill afrad of him. “It isonly that 1 am tired. Your ointment is—is wonderfully soothing. | no longer
even fed the scratches.”

She turned back to her plate, leaning in her chair as dit-had been before the Beast brought the little
pot of sdve. The Beast did not return to his customary place, but he had straightened where he sd. She
touched the half-esten apple. “I—I think | am not very hungry ether,” she said, for her appetite had
gone. “I think what | most need is deep. If you will excuse me—"

He was on his feet in the ingtant, drawing back her chair. She moved away without looking at him,
conscious of her loose deeves hillowing away from her arms, for she had not refastcned the wrigt clasps.
She had arrived a the doorway when she heard the Beast’s low voice behind her, where he ill stood
behind her chair. “Beauty, will you marry me?’

“Oh. no. Beast.” she whispered, and fled.

She did not run far. She was as tired as she had told the Beast she was, she did not know if the
corridor had shortened itsdf in sympathy or if she had fdlen adeep while she walked. In her bedroom her
dress fdl away from her as soon as she touched the clasps a her shoulders, her fingers as dumsy as the
Beadt’s. It pooled like water round her feet; arlight and candidight made it shimmer, as if it moved to a
secret tide. The little embroidered heart tapped againg her skin in response to her quick breething. She
was agan amogt too tired to pull her nightgown over her head, and she crept up the gairs to her bed on
dl fours.

She dreamt her old dream, but with the change that had come to it sSince she had spent her firgt night
in the Beadt's palace; she hurried down a long dm corridor, anxious to come to its end, for she was
needed there. She was wearing the dress she had worn this evening, and the wrigt clasps had come
loose. A amdl, chilly wind pursued her, snaking

up her open deeves, making the untended scratches on her legs ache when it crept under her skirts.
She mud hurry....

She woke weeping. She knew at once it was very late; there was a difference in the gillness even in
the Beast’ s palace that told her the 0’ clock was inimicd to daylight creatures. She remembered nightsin
the aty when they had danced till dawn, both insde and outside lit by lamps that made the dancing floors
amod as bright as day. . . . She thought she saw Jewdtongue spesking to a young man with a
handsome, intdligent, sulky face, on atal horse; she thought it was a picture out of her memory till she
saw that Jeweltongue was wearing Mandy’s old skirt.

There was a smdl plopping sound from the direction of the bed dairs. She turned her head on the
pillow to look and saw a smdl round mound perched there. “Fourpaws?’ she whispered. The mound
rose up on four legs and became dender and graceful, and Fourpaws walked ddicaidy onto Beauty's
bed, purring in her roomHilling way. Beauty fancied she could see streams of purring lesking out through
the cracks in the bed-curtains made by the bedposts, pouring out in the wider spaces on ether side of
her. which she preferred to leave open so she could see out; she thought perhaps it was the strength of
the purring that roused the scent from the potpourri in the low dish on top of the jgpanned cabinet, for as
she drifted towards deep agan, dowly sroking Fourpaws' furry side, she could smdl roses. Fourpaws



fur was wonderfully deek and soft, soft as ... Shefdl adegp and dreamt she dept on warm fur, and in the
dream she dept both deeply and drcamlesdy, for she was guarded by a great shaggy shadow that paced
back and forth in front of the door of her chamber, and the tiny breeze of his motion brought the amdl of
roses to her where she lay.

And then the dream changed again, dthough there was Hill a cat’s fur under her fingers, and she
blinked, and there was a black-brindlc-and-white cat winding itsdf round her outstretched hands as she
stooped to pet it. There was bright daylight dl around them, and she heard the clop of hoofs. “There,
Mally has logt her mind at last,” said afamiliar voice. “1 hope it won't put her off her stroke with the barn
mice”

“Shel s only enjoying the sunlight,” said a strange mde voice.

“She's nat,” said the familiar voice, “she's being petted by a ghost. Look at her. She doesn't purr
like thet for a sunny afternoon.”

The mde voice laughed. Beauty thought: | am dreaming. Quite composedly she looked up and saw
Lionheart and a young man she did not recognise leading two horses towards a barn a little distance
away. The young man was no tadler than Lionhcart, though he had broad shoulders and big hands and a
plan, square, kind face. They paused near Molly, and Beauty looked at their two faces and saw
friendship there, the pleasure in each other’ s company—and something else.

“You are pleased with him. are you not?’ said Lionhearl in a suddenly businesdike tone, turning to
the horse the young man led. “1 can tdl Mr Horsewisc you will take him?” And she held out her hand for
the young man'sreins.

The young man heditated, looking a her, and Beauty wondered at the odd way in which Lion heart
now avoided medting his eyes. Her hand, 4ill outstretched, trembled dightly. “Yes” said the young man
a last. “Yes, | do like him, but it was you who saw him, was it not? Mr Horsewisc himsdf said it was
you who asked to try him.”

Lionheart dropped her hand and shrugged, “Yes, | saw himfirgt, but it was only that | was looking in
the right direction, Mr Horsewise would have seen him sooner or later.”

“That’s not how hetdlsit. He says he had seen enough horses for the day, and that it was you who
ingsted on poking round in dl the corners where the Gypsies lurk for the unwary, and found Sunbright
there, and recognised his worth, and inasted Mr Horsewise come look at him when he sought to put you
off. And you—you know me very wel. | prefer Sunbright to any of the other horses Mr Horsewise
brought back from the fair.”

“Good,” muttered Lionheart.

“Lionheart, | don't understand you,” said the young man, and there was something in his voice other
than exasperation, something unhappy, even anguished. “Mr Horsewise thinks the world of you, says
he' straining you up to be his successor. If you don’'t want—even if you don’t—why won't you at lesst
accept the—the reward you have earned?’

Lionheart amiled alittle, but she il would not meet hiseyes. “1 don't need a reward. My wages are
asmuch as| need. And | love my work here”

“You loveit, do you?' said the young man softly.

Lionheart stepped away from him violently; the horse she held threw up its head and sdled away
from her. “1t' s—it's just a manner of speaking!” she said. Clumsly she reached out and tried to snatch
Sunbright’ s reins out of the young man's hands, hut the young man was too quick for her and grasped her
hand instead.

“Lionheart—"

“Let mego!” sad Lionheart. “Please. Jus—just let me go.”

“You mud ligen to me” said the young man. “I’ve known for some time. Y ou know | guessed, don’t
you? But I've kept your secret. Haven't 1? Can't you trus me a litle? Because | dso
know—I—Lionheart—"

But Lionheart had’ broken free and was running back to the barn, with her puz/Jed horse trotting
obediently behind her.

Ihere was dill sunlight in her face, but she was back in her bed in the Beast's palace. She blinked at



the canopy for a moment, and then turned her head and looked into the room, looked at the queer shape
the shadow of the breakfast table threw on the sunlit carpet. The roses there looked so bright and red
she wondered if she might be able to pluck them and put themin avase. “But it can touch nothing living,”
the Beast said. These roses would be soft and rather furry, like the carpet; touching them would be like
groking a dense-furred cat. But they would have no scent, only asmell of dust and weaving.

She sat up. There were short grey-amber-brown hairs on her pillow. Shetried to brush them off. but
she found her firg atempts only seemed to leave more cat hairs than ever, and some of them now looked
black and white, “Nonsense,” she said doud, alittle too sharply, and she hdf flung hersdlf down the bed
dairs to the carpeted floor. It was sun-warm on her bare feet, and she fdt hersdf relaxing.

“At least you don't change,” she murmured, Stting down where she was, drawing up her knees, and
putting her arms round her shins. ‘| am grateful,” she said doud, “that these rooms—my rooms—don't
change. In this palace, where too many things change—where the paintings hanging in the corridors
change ther faces and thar frames, where the can-dlestands and torcheres and sconces are in different
places and are higher or lower and have more branches or fewer, and there are different numbers of
doors in the chamber of the star, and the cnamehvork around the sun window changes colours, and
ometimes it's vine leaves and sometimes it's little inedailions, and the Sze of the tiles underfoot is
sometimes larger and sometimes smaller, and there are of course different numbers of points on die star
because there are different numbers of doors, but that doesn’'t explan why the points are sometimes
draight and sometimes curly—and perhaps it is a different dining-hdl every evening too, only it is too
dark to see. There isdmaost nothing here that does not change, except the glasshouse and—and me. And
the Beast. And these rooms. The roses on the carpet in the firsg room are dways pae pink cabbages,
and the carpet in here is dways vevety crimson roses ma have opened Hat—I suppose the carpet is
dyed with a magic dye and will not fade in dl this sunlight—and the tdl japanned cabinet with the
potpourri dish on top isdways where | firs saw it, and the mountain and the bridge and the trees on its
front are dways the same picture, and the potpourri bowl is dways the same pae green china And the
fire grate dways has the same number of bars—eight, | counted—and the bed dairs are the same
number of steps, five.

“And the garden tapestries are dways there. | particularly love the garden tapestries. | might not
rediseif some of the other things were changed jugt a little—things | can't count—but | would see it &
oncein those tapedtries; you, er, you change the tint of one columbine, and | would notice it. | am glad
they are dl, dways there. Even if, er. you have rather odd habits about maching jewdry with bath
towds. | am even glad of those gilt console tables, dthough 1 think they are hideous, because at least
they are dways the same hideous,”

She was il hdf adeep as she spoke, her eyes wandering meditatively over what she could see from
where she was, and her gaze dowly settled back on the carpet she sat on. Severd of the roses redly did
look surprigngly three-dimensiond, dthough this one close a hand seemed less dark crimson than
brown. . .. Her eyes snapped fully open, and she leant towards what was diginctly a smdl round lump on
the carpet. Not Fourpaws, too smdl. “What,,, you're a hedgehog!”

It stirred at her touch and then curled up tighter. “You're a very smdl hedgehog. And you shouldn’t
be wandering round enchanted palaces looking for adventures. How did you get in here? At least bats
and butterflies fly.”

She stood up and began tapping gingerly at other bits of carpet. She found two more hedgehogs.
Bemusadly she sat down a her breskfast table and poured hersdf a cup of tea. “Well, You would be
quite ussful in the glasshouse if there were any dugs, but a present there's nothing for dugs to eat, 0
there are no dugs. 1 daresay by the time there are dugs, you will be full-grown and somewhere s<e. If |
hed a compost heagp, you could deep under the compost hegp. Oh dear! If only 1 had something to
compost! Grey and white pebbles and stone chips will not do. How am | going to feed my roses?” She
put her feet under the table. “Oh!” She raised the edge of the tablecloth to look. Four hedgehogs.

When she came to get dressed, she discovered a canvas tunic with long deeves folded up on the
floor of the wardrobe under her skirt, and behind her skirt on its peg a canvas overskiit. “Very
convenient for the trangportation of hedge-bogs,” she said. There were tough leather boots that laced to



her knees in the way of her seerching hand when she scrabbled under the bed for her shoes. Then she
bumped the curled hedgehogs together with one foot as gently as she could (even rolled-up hedgehogs
do not readily roll) and, protecting her hands behind her overskirt, bundled them into her Iap. “1 hope
tomorrow’s animd infestation isn't fleas,” she murmured, and walked towards the chamber of the star,
grateful for the fird time for the eerieness of doors that opened themsdves.

The lady, or the lady’s cousin, who was usudly in the firg panting in the corridor thet led to the
glasshouse had changed her hair colour, and her pug dog was now a fan. She gazed a Beauty with
unchanged superciliousness, however. But this morning Beauty, with her asmsfull of possibly flearinfested
hedgehogs, put her tongue out at her.

She lad her four spiky parcels down at the foot of the water-butt (having had a brief exaiting moment
holding her laden skirt together with one hand and one knee while she rapidly worked the glasshouse
door handle with the other hand). “These are excdlent garments,” she said, brushing her deeves and her
skirt front. “1 can even bend my arms. The shirt reminds me very much of Joweltongue's fird... oh.> She
squeezed her eyes shut on her tears as one might hold one's nose againg a sneeze; ter a little while the
sensation ebbed, and she opened her eyes agan and gave one or two dightly watery sniffs The
hedgehogs had not moved. “If you day there alittle longer, 1 will take you to the wild wood later on. But
| have thingsto do fire.”

The hdf-open bud of the red rose was fully open now, and one of the other two was cracking,
and—best of dl—she found a tiny green bump of a new flower-bud peeking from the joint between
another leef and stem. She took a deep breath of the open flower’s perfume; it was as good as deep, or
food.

She watered her cuttings. “You are driking, are you not?’ she said to them briskly, like a governess
addressing her students. “You are sending out little white rootlets in dl directions, and soon you will
prove it to me by producing your firg legf buds. | want you blooming by the end of this season, do you
hear me? Y ou shrubs, at least. You climbers, perhaps | will give you till next year.”

She heard her own voice saying it—by the end of this season, next year—and she stopped where
ghe stood, and the water from the watering-can she carried wavered and stopped too. She looked up
towards the cupola severa storeys over her head, and her mind went blank, and she fdt panic ir in its
lar, open its eyes.... She opened her mouth and began to sng the fird thing that came into her head:
“And from her heart grew ared, red rose, and from his heart a briar.. . .”

She worked dl that morning as hard as she had worked the day before. She worked to keep her
memories at bay and to keep panic adeep inits den. And as she worked, she sang: “A knightly dance in
the grove they tread, with torches and garlands of roses red.” She worked until her back and shoulders
ached and swedl ran down between her breasts and her shoulder blades, and it was as wdl for her that
she was wearing long canvas deeves and overskirt, for she would not have noticed if the thorns had cut
her, if her pruning-knife or her hand rake had dipped. She worked because there were new memories
that troubled her now, not only memories of the ssters and father she missed but memories of kindness
and ... memories of the Besst.

“She had not pulled arose, arose, a rose but bardly one, when up there starts...” Beauty fatered in
her anging, and her somach took advantage of the break in her concentration and told her loudly that it
was lunchtimc.

She stopped and looked round amost blankly. The rose beds were now dl solendidly tidy. She had
pruned awvay dmost as much dead wood as she had the day before; there was tying and staking yet to
be done, but the eegant shapes of the bushes themseaves were now deanly reveded. There were rows
of little hillocks of leaves down dl the paths, and the rather bigger hill she'd automaticdly collected near
the door (though she supposed the magic would once again transport it dl for her to the mouth of the
cariage tunnd to her bonfire glen) had four little collapsed-entry ledf-fdls on one dde of its
circumference. “Oh dear,” said Beauty quiltily. “I’d forgotten dl about you.”

She put her hand on the glasshouse door and thought. She was a gardener, and she didiked the idea
of putting four perfectly good dug—and insect-egting hedgehogs into a wild wood—wasting them, to her
miiid. She went outdoors and looked up, stretching her back and shoulders as she did so; the jacket and



the overskirt were protecting her skin admirably, but they could do nathing for the ache in her muscles, or
for the weariness of the hand that held the pnming-knife. It was dill earty enough in the year that the sun,
whilewarm, was not yet oppressive. She wondered how hot the glasshouse became in high summer; was
temperature regulaion within the magic’s purview? Or was the excellent system of vents and of windows
that opened and panes that unlatched, and lacy screens tha roiled down, and the handles and levers to
work them, invishletill there was need for it? Maybe it was merdy hidden from her dull eyes amids a!
the gorgeous tomfoolery of the glasshouse's design.

She looked up at the weether vane she could barely see and wondered again wha it was, she could
just make out a bulk of shape to one side, a narrower finger of something on the other.

Just where did the food she ate come from? Conjured out of the ar from dust motes? There were
herdly even dust motes in the Beast's palace; the sunbeam that woke her in the mornings was washed
clean. But even sorcerers had to negotiate with ordinary merchants for some things she knew her
father’s story about the hydra who answered the front door. Her friend the sdamander preferred red
fliesto the magicd banquets his master laid out on grand occasions.

Beauty thought of the fourth sde of the courtyard she stood in, which she had not yet explored.
There were doors on each of the other three, evenif one only led fat least, led her) to her rooms, and one
was sealed shut. Her curiodty rearoused by the myserious westher vane, her conscience pricked by
hedgehogs, and her memory disturbed by dreams, she de—

cided that lunch could wait afew more minutes. She would have a look firg d the fourth side of the
courtyard.

She walked dong the glasshouse wall instead of nearer the palace, hdf thinking that she should begin
looking for vents or vent openings, she was a little worried lhat just as the glasshouse door opened hy
putting your hand on the handle and turning it, like dl the other doors she had known except the onesin
the Beast’s palace, and as she had taken on the dying roses as her specid care, so perhaps the
glasshouse cooling system might be her practica responghility too.

Perhaps it was dudying the shining ridged whorls and scintillant beams and bars—sometimes it was
as though they ran up and down for no other reason than to give her pleasure, for she could often make
no sense of them architecturdly; but she found hersdf laughing as she looked—that made the time pass
s0 quickly. Almost before she thought of it, she was dready rounding the corner of the glasshouse and
looking down that fourth sde. And there was another open archway, like the one to the wild wood. She
went towards it eagerly, teasing hersdf with ideas of what might lie beyond in the few moments before
she could see for hersdf,

The tunnd fet shorter, perhaps because it was so much brighter. This one did not debouch upon a
wild wood; here was an orchard.

It was the wrong time of year for gpples and pears—and plums and peaches and apricots—but they
were mere dl the same. She plucked a peach and bit into it, cupping her free hand under her chin for the
juice she knew would run down it; when she finished the peach, she lapped the little pool of juice from
her pdm and then knelt and wiped her hands on the grass and her face on a reasonably clean corner of
her skirt. 1t wasn't lunch, but it would keep her alittle longer while she explored.

Shedidn't seehim d firgt; she saw only another huge old tree at alittle distance; his back was to her,
and the near black of his har blended into the unrdlieved black of his dothing, and both into their
background. Then he turned without seeing her and pulled an gpple off the tree he stood next to and ate
it, negtly, in two biles, core and dl. / am a Beast; | cannot eat like a man. She thought of the peach
juke running down her chin, but she waited till his hands had dropped to his Sdes again before she
stepped forward.

He saw her but made no move towards her, and so she hesitated, uncertain of her welcome. “It is a
lovely day for apicnic,” she said, but her voice betrayed her, and picnic wavered, ending like a question.

He dill said nothing, so she turned to go. “If you are enjoying my orchard, stay,” he said.

“l do not wish to disturb you,” she said.

He shook his sheggy head. “You do not—" he began, and stopped. “I would be glad of your
company,” he said.



She came to stand next to him, and then, uncertain again, stepped away, leant againg a tree. “You
mus be very fond of fruit, to have so megnificent an orchard,” she said.

He gave arumble that might have been a laugh. “The magic consents to feed me, to keep me dive”
he said.

“Fruit?’ she said, agonished. “You—" Her mind flew back over her meds in the Beast's paace.
“Thereis no meet on your table”

The Beast nodded. “1 am a Beast, and other beasts fear me. They cannot live here in pcaee because
of my presence, and | cannot give them a meraful desth. | sent them away, long ago. No beast—no
other beast—comes here now but Fourpaws.”

And a few hundred butterflies, a bat, and four hedgehogs, thought Beauty, and ask me agan
tomorrow morning. But she did not interrupt,

“Fruit sustains me” continued the Beast. “When | was firgt here, the orchard fruited in the autumn, as
orchards do; and sometimes in early summer, no matter how careful | had been about gtoring my
previous year's crop, before the next harvest, | grew very hungry. | ate grass, but it did not agree with
me. Over the years the trees have carried their fruit earlier and earlie—and longer and longer.

“| told you lagt night that the magic here can touch noth—

ing living. Within the wdlls of the courtyard, it is master; outsde those wadls it... may ask. The front
garden answered and obeyed. But here, in this orchard... It is the trees who have chosen to carry thar
fruit eerly and late; it is not magic that compels them.”

Beauty knew what he was about to say before he sad it, and she had her mouth open to protest
amog before he spoke: “But my poor roses—

“The glasshouse is different,” said Beauty dmaost angrily. “The glasshouse is not like the rest of the
palace. It doesn’t change. It isn't one thing one minute and something ese the next. It isitsdf.”

“It isthe heart of this place,” said me Beast, “and it isdying.”

Beauty put her hands over her ears, as if she would not hear him. “No. No. There is something
wrong there, but we are putting it right, the roses and 1. | do not know what it is that has gone wrong. |
think it isonly that it has been neglected for too long. Neither you nor the magic can tend it, but | can. It
will not die. It will not. | will not let it,” She took her hands away from her ears and took a deep breath.
A little breeze curled round her warm face and patted her cheeks, bringing with it a whiff of a
deep-scented rose. Her hands were shaking. “There is cheese on your table—and butter,” she said
abruptly, remembering,

“Yes” sad the Beast. “Thereis cheese and butter.”

“But—" She looked at him, and he looked at her; but it came to her that she was [earning to read his
face, and she knew he would answer no questions about the cheese and the butter. But even after she
redlised this, she went on looking a him, and lie a her. The little breeze swerved round her and blew the
heavy mane off the Beast’ s forehead. 1t was only the strangeness of what he is, she thought. It is as if you
looked at a—a hedgehog and expected it to be a rabhbit, or looked at a cat while anticipating a phoenix. |
wonder whet the hydra thought of the firs human being it ever saw, and whether it liked answering a
front door that aways opened on creatures with only one head.

She looked away. “And bread.” She thought of Lion-heart and added hadtily, “And vegetables.”

“Vegetables,” agreed the Beast, without enthusiasm. “They are dl grass, as far as 1 am concerned,
but the vegetable garden isthat way. if you are interested,”

She laughed at him then, because he sounded like a smdl boy, not like a very large grown-up Besst
with a voice so deep it made the hair on die back of your neck stir when you heard it. “But vegetables
are good for you,” she said, and added caressingly, “They make you grow up big and strong.”

He smiled, showing a great many teeth. “You see why 1 wish to eat no more vegetables. But | am
sure the magic is glad of someone to cook and bake for more capable of being pleased than 1.”

Beauly thought of the five dices of toast she had esten that morning, and the helf pot of marmalade.
She had been very hungry, after no supper the night before. “You speak of—of it—as if it were a

person.”
“l think of it as such. Or"—he hestated—"as much of a person as | an. 1 think—| sometimes



think—we are both a bit bewildered by our circumstances. But as with this orchard, we have grown into
each other’ s ways, over the years”

You speak and you move, and the echo in your voice says that you know yoursdf to be trapped
here. Asif you and—and the magic are both trapped. But the trees carry therr fruit for you, and you sent
the other beasts away, that they might not be unhappy. “You have been here a very long time” she sad
tentetivey.

“Yes. | have been here a very long time. And you have been stlanding talking to me a very long time.
Go eat your lunch. Even magic can't keep it hot forever.”

Dismissed, she ran off, wishing she dared invite him to accompany her, aware of his gaze on her
back, watching her go. wondering if he would dill be there by the time she returned after lunch, to
smuggle a few hedgehogs into the vegetable garden. He had sent dl the other beasts away, long ago. But
the trees had learnt to ligten to him, and now the beasts were returning.

She was both disgppointed and relieved that she did not see the Beast later, with her skirt full of
hedgehogs. She made her way as swiftly as she could through the long pathless grass in the orchard,
keeping the courtyard archway behind her; her burden made her alittle dow and cautious, both for her
sake and for her passengers, and a litle dumsy; nor could she entirdy resist the temptation to look
round her, even a the risk of lodng her foating or draying from the shortest route. The grass was
gpangled with wild-flowers, and she saw tdl bulrushes a little way off, a the bottom of a gradud dope,
uggesting water, but it was too far away for a diverson.

It was not too long before there rose up before her another sort of wall, an old brick wadl, such as
might contain an old garden. There was a wrought-iron gate in the wall, and the glimpse she had through
it gave her a little warning, but dill the garden was a surprise. “Oh! This is how The glasshouse should
look!” The words burst out of her. She kndlt, to let the hedgehogs rall off her lap, but she was looking
round her dl the time.

The paths that ran away from her in three directions were wide enough to wak aong—and to let
aunlight in—but no wider, and in some places the great vegetable forest leant over them, and in other
places it sprawled across plots the Sze of banqueting hdls. The rhubarb were tal as trees, the runner
bean vines tdler than giants; the red-stemmed chard, brilliant as rubies in the afternoon sun, grew as high
as her wagt, though the leaves were dill a fresh young green; and the cabbages, some of them so big
around she could not have circled them with her arms, bore extravagant frills as elaborate as bal gowns
and as exquistdy coloured; and there were mdons nearly the Sze of Rose Cottage. Did the Beast eat
melons? she thought. | must ask. And figs—for there were fig trees espdiered againg the walls, looking
asif they needed the support of the wires to hold up their splendid weight of fruit.

She looked down, s0 as not to step on any hedgehogs, and saw that they had dl uncurled, and were
ganding up on their legs, and Tiffing the air in an interested manner. She thought one of them looked up
a her and ddiberately met her eyes, asif to say, “Thank you.”

“Wdl,” she said, “thank you loo. | hope you'll stay here, and eat lots of dugs and things, and be
happy. Be happy too, please. You won't be very smdl hedgehogs here for long, will you'.” Although |
can't say this place looks asif it has ever seen adug in its life—I guessiif there are hedgehogs, there will
be dugs loo. Oh—and to think | toid the bat to fly to the wild wood. Perhaps it dready knew better.
Perhaps that’ swhy it came, and it only got alittle lost and flew through my bacony instead.”

She wandered down the paths for alittle while, thinking about a rose jungle like this vegetable jungle.
All her bushes would be at least astdl as she was, and the climbers would dimb right up into the cupola,
and there would be so many leaves and flowers evelywhere that the overeager gardener wouldn't know
where the thorns were lying in wait until it was too late.... She laughed. As she waked, she picked a
hendful of pods, and shdlled them, and ate the peas raw, and they meted on her tongue; and she pulled
off hand fills of different lettuces, and every lesf was as sweet and tender as the peas, and she was sorry
for the lunch she had had, that she could not eat more.

In her wanderings she eame to another wrought-iron gate, and she opened it and went through it, and
here were grest fidds of sweet-corn, with fat green ears trailing golden tassdls as long as her arm, and of
whest, and the longer-haired barley. She waked jug a little way dong the barley, to run her hands



through the feaethery awns, softer than any birds down, softer than Fourpaws flank. “But | must go
back,” she said, “for | have work to do.”

Ingde the waled garden again she put her hand out, for one last mouthful of peas, for afig to eat on
her road; but her hand paused in the reaching, and even though the sunlight gill shone on her warm and
bright, she shivered. The taste of the peas and the lettuce in her mouth was not as sweet as it had been,
for it seemed to her suddenly somehow soulless—as if while her tongue could be tooled, her body knew
this food would not nourish her. And she thought again of the meds in the Beast's palace—and
wondered again about the cheese and the buitter.

It was not until that moment that she noticed the sllence. She was growing accustomed to slence, to
the nearly unbroken slence of the palace and its grounds, the slence that made her talk doud to hersdf in
away that would never have occurred to her when she il lived with two sisters and a father (and a dog,
a goat, and chickens), and a little town not far awvay. But she now redised that there had been an
uneasiness shadowing her from the moment she had stepped through the firg gate, sruggling with her
hedgehog-filled overskirt. And the uneasiness was that she neither saw nor heard any birds.

In the palace there was some excuse for soundlessness; in the courtyard, perhaps, as wdl, but in a
garden, in any garden, let done one so magnificant asthis one, . . There mugt be birdsin a garden, just as
there must be midges and flies and gphids, and dugs and beetles and borers, and spiders and hedgehogs
and butterflies. But there were none here, naither flying overhead, nor cdling from the branches, nor
hopping through the leaves at ground levd.

As she went back towards the gate into the orchard, she found hersdf brushing againg the plants for
the soughs and swishes and rudtles, just as she had brushed her hand againg curtans and sconce
pendants when she had followed the Beast into the palace for the fird time. Before she let hersdf through
the second gate, she looked round for the hedgehogs, but they had dl disappeared.

It was later than she redised; the light was dready lengthening towards evening. The long grass in the
orchard seemed to drag at her, and by the time she came to the tunnd into the courtyard, she was
conscious of how tired she was. She stood for a minute at the edge of the orchard, ligening to the wind
moving among the grass blades and the trees; it was a comforting sound, but not so comforting as the
chirp of asingle sparrow would have been. She was thinking about nothing in particular—about the end
of day, about weariness, about the likdihood of a hot bath waiting for her. But there was a little, itchy,
tickling sense of some thought trying to catch her attention, something about. . . about strength, about
sorrow, about joy; about the joy of... of... As So0n as she was aware even of so much, it was gone.

Chapter 9

Her dress that evening was dark green, with long cdosefining deeves buttoned with many tiny
buttons, and ahigh neck, and round it went a wide necklet of greaet square emerdds, each as large as the
palm of a child’s hand. There were emerald drops for her ears that were so heavy she was not sure she
could wear them dl evening; when she had put them on and turned her head, the tiny spray of opds and
peridots that hung below the emerdds brushed her shoulders. There were two heavy emerdd wristlets
whose clasps closed with amdl subgtantid snicks like the locks of treasure vaults, her shoes were so diff
with the gems sewn cdosdly dl over them she could barely bend her feet. When she leant down to pick up
adark green bath towd and hang it over the back of a char she creaked. “All T need is—let's see—a
tiara, and perhaps a cape, sewn dl over to maich the shoes, and | will be too ponderous to move” she
sad, “and you will have to send a coach and four to transport me to the dining-hdl.”

There was a sudden wild sibilancc from indde the wardrobe, and she started. “That was a jokel” she
sad hadlily; her voice had gone dl high and thin. She turned and hdf ran—tittupping in her unyidding
shoes—through her rooms to the chamber of the gtar; there her shoes made a dramatic, resonant clatter,
asif the coach and four were there, waiting for her, invisble but not inaudible.

“Oh dear!” she said. “No more jokes!” She ran across the dar and through the door that opened for
her, and a once her shoes were muffled by carpeting. “Maybe that is the trouble with this place” she
sad. “No sense of humour.” But her words were muffled even as her shoes were, and she began to fed



her spirits muffled too; and she went on slently to the dining-hdl. where the Beast slently waited.

She sat down, tasted the wine the Beast had poured for her, and resolutely began to eat. She was
not going to miss any more dinners. The shadows that were the Beast caught at the comer of her vison.
She only knew he was there because she had seen him st down; he sd as dill as some greeat predator
waiting for his prey. The tinkle of her cutlery hid the sound of his breathing, as the mutter of dry leaves
underfoot might hide the hunter’s. She tried to recadl the mood of the morning. “Do you go every day to
the orchard?’ she said.

“Yes. | spend much of each day there. Nights | spend on the roof.”

Beauty said, astonished, “But when do you deegp? And does not the wesether trouble you?’

“l do not steep much. And the weather troubles me little... in this shape. It is harder on my suits of
clothing. The magic can turn the weather too, when it chooses. | prefer it to come asit will; mosly | have
my way in this” The Beast looked at her. “in the winter, occasondly, sanctuary is provided to some
travdler.”

Beauty shivered and, because she could not hep hersdf, sad, “It has happened more than once
then.”

“Yes. .. morethan once. They run away, of course, when they see me. If they do not see me, they
leave for londliness—or fear of shadows.”

Very low, Beauty sad: “But none has ever solen from you before.”

The Beast sad, “Your father is not a thief. It was my heart he took, and he could not have known
that. Others have solen.” The Beadt’ s voice became indifferent. “They had no joy of what they took, and
no one has ever found this place twice”

The slence was dl round her again, pressing through even the Beast's words while he was il
speeking; with a tiny gasp Beauty made a sudden gesture and knocked the butt of her knife againg a
copper bowl, which rang like agong. “Oh! I'm sorry!” she said, but as the echoes died away, there was
Fourpaws, winding round the table leg nearest Beauty's chair, twising the long tal of the heavy dark
table runner till the goblet and amal saucer near the corner danced in ther places. Beauty reached out to
steady the goblet just as Fourpaws stopped and looked at her reproachfully.

“Pardon me” said Beauty. “I should have known you never knock anything over unless you mean to
doit”

Fourpaws forgave her, and purred, and jumped into her 1gp, and Beauty began to cat again, but only
with one hand, since the other was necessarily occupied with stroking Four-paws. It is rather awkward,
eating with one hand. The Beast had not moved, but he was amiling.

“Not dl other beasts fear you,” said Beauty, stroking and stroking as Fourpaws purred, and lashed
her tall, and purred.

“A cat is alaw unto itsdf,” said the Beast gravely, “even one cat from another cat. And Fourpaws,
like any cat, is hersdf. That is the only explanaion | have, and while she stays here, as she does, it is
enough.”

“Itisenough,” agreed Beauty, and asked another question, as she might ask a friend: “What do you
do on the roof at night?’

“Look at the stars, when it is clear enough. | told you that this place and | have grown to each other’s
shape over the years. | will send no weether away if | know it is coming, but it is often clear a night
here”

Beauty thought of the bit of sky she could see from her balcony, and how blocked it was by the
hugeness of the palace and even the peak of her beloved glasshouse, and she remembered the trees
around Rose Cottage and the great bowl of sky she could see from there; and she thought of what the
view mug be from the tool” of the palace, with no trees, no houses, no dty lights. .. “Oh. might 1 ever
come up? Is there some hit of roof where | would not be disturbing you?’

“l answered a question much like tha in the orchard earlier today. | would be glad of your
company.”

“How dhdl | know where to find you?’

“Any late night that you wake, look out of your window, and if the sky is clear, come and find me,



Any dair up will take you eventudly onto the roof.” He paused and looked troubled. **Y ou—you will
nat be frightened? | know you do not like the dark.”

Beauty looked at himin surprise, but she redlised at once that the surprise must be directed at hersdf,
for while she had loved the soft darkness in the garden at Rose Cottage, she did not like the dark in the
Beadt's palace, which was dlent but not quiet, did not like the shadows thrown by things which changed
into other things when she was not looking at them, did not like the shadows containing other things she
could not see.... “Perhaps | shdl be frightened,” she said dowly, “but | shdl ill come and look for you.”

“Will you marry me?’ said the Beast.

“No, Beadt,” sad Beauty, and the hand stroking Four-paws stopped and curled its fingers, and
Fourpaws legpt from her lgp and disappeared into the darkness.

She dept too deeply that night for wakening. She saw her ssters moving round the ground floor of
Rose Cottage. Ther father was again frowning over bits of paper by the hearth, but his scowl was that of
firm concentration, and he bit the end of his pen briskly. She looked into his well-loved face and saw a
darity and serenity there that had never been there before. Even her earliest memories of him. when her
mother was 4ill dive, made him out to have been ... not merdy preoccupied with business or by his
adoration of hiswife, but somehow alittle haggard, alittle overstretched by life or work, by responsbility
or longing. Beauty smiled in her deep to see him now, even as she wished to put out her hand and
amooth the lines from his lace and the sorrow from his eyes that had been there only snce she had come
to the Beast's palace, only since she had begun having these dreams about the home she had I€ft. If thisis
only a dream—she thought, dreaming—why can | not do this? Why can | not tdl my dream-father and
my dream-sisters that | am wel and whole? Jugt as | used to touch the wallpaper of that long windowless
corridor and fed the roughness of the paper and the dickness of the paint, and the edges where the
lengths joined.

Jugt as | petted a cat cdled Mally while Lion heart and her young man looked on.

But she could not.

Jawdtongue was humming to hersdf as she settled down across from her father and picked up a
froth of pink ribbons and net. “1 will be glad when Dora outgrows the frou-frou stage. Mrs Trueword
never grudges paying my labour, but dl this nonsense is smply boring.”

Lionheart, a the kitchen table, beating something in a bowl, said, “She may not outgrow it, you
know. She may decide sheis expressng a unigue and exquisite taste. Try considering yoursdf lucky. Out
of 9x women in one family to sew for. you have only one addicted to frills”

“Hmm,” said Jeweltongue, hiting off thread and watching her sster through her eyelashes.

Lionheart logt her grip on her bowl with the violence of her mixing, hit hersdf in the scomach with her
spoon gone out of control, and grunted, “ Rats -nests.”” as batter flew across the room.

“You've been out of soils for weeks now,” said Jeweltongue. “You come home every seventh day
and bang round the house like a djinn in a bottle, and go off agan next morning looking like the herald of
the end of the world, | say this with the understanding that you may now upend the remains of your bowl
over my head.”

Lionheart's face relaxed, and she gave afant and rductant laugh. “I'm sorry. | know | am—I am not
a my best, which is to say that | know you must know that | am not & my best, and I—I—oh, | can’t
hdpit! It's just the way it is. It won't go on forever. | can't...” But whatever dse she thought of saying
remained unsad.

Jewcltongue laid the net and the ribbons down and came over to help Lionheart mop up. “What's
wrong, dearest? Surdly it would be alittle easier for you if you told us”

Lionheart, on her knees, leant her forehead againg the edge of the table and closed her eyes. “No.”

“Well, will you tdl me anyway if | ask you?’

Lionheart opened her eyes and began to amile. “You are giving me waning you are about to begin
plaguing me to desth about it, are you?’

“Yes” sad Jewelongue at once. “I waswilling to let it done, you know, and wait for you to solve it
yoursdf, but it's been weeks. It's been—it’'s been since the week after you went to the horse farr with
Mr Horsawise. Your greet triumph, | thought. Has Mr Horsewise decided his protege is just a little too



young to be so dever?’

“Your esimation of my ahilities is touching but misplaced,” said Lionheart—*Mr Horsewise knows
morethan I'll ever learn. It isn't Mr Horsewise”

“Then you had better raighten out whatever it is, or it will be Mr Horsewise” said Jeweltongue,
“because | can't beieve you aren't behaving like this a work too. | know you too well.”

LionhearL rocked back on her heds and stared wide-eyed a Jeweltongue, and then her face began
to twist and crumple, and, savagely as she bit her lips, the tears would come. Jewedtongue put her ams
round her, and Lionheart pressed her face into her sster’s breast and roared, for Lionheart could never
weep quietly.

Thar father rose from his place by the stting-room hearth, and came to the sink, and began to pump
water for the teakettle, slooping to pa Lionheart's back as he passed her. He filled a bowl and I€ft it on
the table near Jewetongue, with a towe, and when Lionheart had subsided to a snuffle, Jewetongue
tenderly wiped her sster’ s face till Lionheart snatched the towe away from her with a return of her usud
spirit and mutlered, “I’'m not a baby, even if I'm behaving like one,” and scrubbed at her face till the skin
turned a bright blotchy red, “Matches your eyes nicdy, dear,” said Jeweltongue.

Teacosy, judging that emotions were cooling to a safe level, came out from behind die old merchant’s
armchair, to which haven she had withdrawn after being hit in the eye with some Hying batter. She sdled
up to Lionheart, put her nosein Lionhear!’ s Iap, and when she was not rebuffed, the rest of her followed.

The old merchant made tea and passed cups down to the two sgters 4ill stting on the floor,
murmuring, “Old bones, you mug forgive me” and drew up a chair for himsdf. When he sat down,
Lionheart leant back againg hislegs and sighed, and be stroked the damp har away from her forehead.

“It s—it's Aubrey,” Lionheart said & last. “He s—he's guessed.”

“He won't have you turned away!” said Jeweltongue, shocked. “I would not have thought him
susceptible to doltish views of propriety. And he has been a good friend to you. has he not?”’

“It sworse than that,” said Lionheart. “I—I’m in love with him. And | think—I’m pretty sure—he's
inlove with me”

“But that's not—"

“Ia’t it? sad Lionheat swiftly. “Has Master Jack forgiven you for preferring a short,
stoop-shouldered fiour-monger with hands like boiled puddings to his tal, eegant, noble sdf, whose
white hands have never seen aday’s work? D’you want to think about what happens next? This is going
to be one Loo many for Master Jack’s vanity, from the occupants of that tatty little witch's cottage
beyond the trees a the edge of Farmer Goldfidd's lands, where no respectable sort of folk ought to be
willing to live in the firg place. You must have heard some of the stories that are being told about why
Beauty . .. where Beauty . . . why she ign't here jus now. Stories with magic in them, here in
Longchance, where everyone knows magic never comes.”

Her voice fdtered, and then she went on. “And surdy you' ve heard that there's a curse on this place
if three sgtersliveinit’.’” The tads like to tease me about it, say I'm pretty enough to be agirl if | wore a
dress and learnt to walk right, hut they’ ve never told me what exactly the curseis, and | don't like to ask
outright, do 1?

“Our friends love us, o a present the stories are only stories, even the curse—whatever it is. But...
the True-words do what their eldest son tells them to, you know; they think he's wonderful: they think
he's just loo dever and wise and good to bother himsdf with doing anything. And Longchance does
whet the Truewords tdl them.”

Beauty fdt hersdf driven out of her own dream, pushed away, asif by a sorm wind, and battered
and beaten by some force she could not ress—but the sensation was much more duggish Ihan that. She
fet weighed down, dragged, muffled and inauled. She no longer dreamt, but she could not wake, and she
tossed in her bed asif her bedclothes imprisoned her.

Fndly she threw hersdlf successfully into wakefulness, and there was sunlight on the carpet, and the
tegpot seaming through the spout dit in the tea-cosy. All her pillows had fdlen to the floor, and the
bedclothes, and her own hair, were wound in a great snarl round her. It took her a minute or two to
creep free, for she moved languidly, and she had trouble understanding what she was looking a and



which way to pull to loosen the snare. She had to think about it to so much as brush her har out of her
mouth in the right direction. Even awake as she was now it was difficult not to fed trapped and to
gruggle blindly.

She fdt her way down the bed stairs and poured hersdf a cup of teawith an unsteady hand and then
sat, daing a the cup while the tea grew cold, holding the embroidered heart in both her hands, and
sying to hersAf. It was only a dream. It was only a dream. Please. It was only a dream.

Fndly she drank the cold tea, and poured hersdf another cup, and drank it hot, and the cloudsin her
mind and heart began to thin and shred and then to blow away. “I mus—I mug return soon,” she
muttered. “1 must know what is hgppening. And—if anything is hgppening, | must be there to share it with
them.” She kept remembering Lionheart saying. The stories that are being told about why Beauty
isn't here.

And the curse. Surely you've heard that there's a curse on this place if three sisters live in it?
The curse was catching up with them at last. They' ve never told me what exactly the curseiis....

She knew little of the Longchance baker and less of ether of Squire Trueword's sons, but she knew
about gossip, about how people tak and how stories grow. She remembered Mrs Greendown saying, /
like to talk. And she remembered Mrs .Greendown tdling her about the country greenwitch to whom it
mattered so much that Rose Cottage go to a particular family, who lived many miles away in a city that
perhaps no one living in Longchance had ever seen, that she went to a lawyer and had papers drawn up
to do it. Papers drawn up that left it goecificaly to the three ssters of that family. And she remembered
Mrs Greendown saying, f ain't prying . .. much; but it's ... interestin.’, isn't it? Like you said to
begin, you can’'t help being interested.

And she remembered saying to Mrs Greendown, I'd much rather know, and Mrs Greendown
replying, You may not, dear, but I’'m thinking maybe you'd better. ...

"I mugt go home” she said. “The roses must bloom soon, for | must go home” She stood up from
the breakfast table and walked out to the bacony, nurang her teacup in one hand and the embroidered
heart in the other, and stood garing a the glasshouse, effervescing in the light of the early sun; dowly her
face eased into agmdl amile “Wel,” she said in her ordinary voice, “whét isit to be today then? Nothing
too—too demanding. I’'m probably about in a mood for spiders.”

As she sad spiders, there was a twinkle in the corner of her eye, asif the glasshouse had found a
mirror to repeat itsdf in, and she turned to look. The spiderweb hung the entire length of the bacony
door frame, and it caught the sunlight just as the glasshouse did, and lit up in tiny fierce lines of fire and
crygsd.

“Oh” sad Beauty, letting out a long breath. “Oh.” It was so beautiful she dmost touched it,
remembering just in time; but even the tiny ar current stirred by her fingers made the nearest gossamer
thread quiver and wink, and she saw die spider come out of its comer of the door frame and pluck a
connecting thread to seeif there was anything worth investigating.

“Wdl, you are a handsome spider,” said Beauty bravely, “as spiders go, and | sdute you for a most
radiant and well-composed web, and | daresay | can bear you as a roommate—so long as you stay out
here. | do not want any of your daughters spinning their homes in my bed-curtains. | hope you
understand.”

The spider dropped the thread and retreated. A narrow gleam of sunlight, bardy thicker than
gossamer itsdf, found an unexpected entry into the spider’s corner and touched its back. The spider had
curled itsdf into a little round blob with no tegs showing (it immediaidy became smdler when. with its
legs tucked up, it was no longer so mercilesdy identifiable as a spider), and under the sunlight's caress it
glittered bright as polished jet, and there was some fant gold and russet pattern upon it, which would not
have disgraced the bodice of alady or the shidd of a knight.

Beauty had leant closer to look and gave a kind of hiccup, which should have been a laugh, except
that she did not want to disturb the spider again with her breath. “I draw theline a discovering spiders to
be beautiful too,” she said, “but I, er, take your point.”

It was not until then that she remembered she had wanted to wake during the night and go onto the
roof, and her life in the Beast's paace crept back to her and wrapped itsdf round her, and she did not



notice it or how comfortably it fitted her.

On this, her fourth day, she found the fird leafbuds on her cuttings and the firg green tips
aboveground in her seedbed.

She had a last load of dippings and rubbish to haul to the bonfire glen; she raked and swept till the
ground between the bushes was stifyingly brown and bare, and she weni round a last time, looking a
everything with her pruning-knife in her hand, and modlly fet her decisons had been good ones. She had
found green wood in nearly dl her new roses (to hersdf she cdled them her roses, as if they were merdy
an extenson of those a Rose Cottage, though she knew she was only rescuing them for the Beast), and
even those she had had no success with she was not yet ready to dig up and dispose of; arguing to
hersdf that they might yet shoot from the base if she gave them allittle more time.

There was perhaps more tying up she could do, more propping and spreading out—the stakes and
gring had of course appeared for the purpose, under and around the water-butt—but the glasshouse was
nearly astidy as she could make it. “Barring an infinity of buckets of hot soapy water and a rag on a very
long gick,” she said, looking up at the thousands and thousands of bright panes round her; “but I'm
very—very—glad to say you don't look asif you need it.”

She leat her tools by the water-butt and bundled up a few handfuls of leaves and twigs in her
overskirt with her tinderbox in her pocket, so that she could begin the fire, while she didn’'t examine too
closdly her expectation tha the magic would bring the rest of the debris. And she might keep her back to
the carriage-way, so she need not see it arrive either. Would leaves and twigs tumble suddenly out of
nothing? Might she see—something—carrying a greet bundle of rubbish? No, she would definitdly keep
her back to the carriage-way.

She put atrowd in another pocket as wel. “1 might have a look round for heartsease a the edge of
the wood,” she murmured, “jugt to have something flowering to frame the paths. But once you're dl
growing, and | see what shapes you come to, | can plant up the empty spots with panses” But this time
she did not react to the implications of her words, and though she hummed and sometimes sang to hersdlf
as she worked, she did not do so to drive fear away from her.

She returned from the bonfire glade with her overskirt heavy with carefully uprooted heartsease, and
spent a little time kneding by the crosspath at the centre of the glasshouse, planting tiny purple faces in
ardl custers among her cuttings at the four corners.

It was near lunchtime, but for the first time she was not hungry for it. She stood restlessy in the centre
of her glasshouse, with the transplanted heartsease gleaming velvety and merry in the sunlight, and looked
round her. The good work she had done no longer pleased her, because she knew her task was only hdf
accomplished. She had to feed the soil, feed her roses, or nothing would come of dl she had done so far,
and her cuttings and seedlings would die too. “If! say ‘compost, | don't suppose a compost heap
appears by the water-butt, doesit?” It didn't.

She waked through the orchard, too preoccupied to look for the Beast—or too ashamed, for how
could she face im now, when the job she was here to do she was about to fal at>—and let hersdf into
the walled garden again; but she found no compost heap, nor any of the usud sgns of human cultivetion,
rakes and hoes and spades, trowels and hand forks and pruning knives, seed trays and be! glasses and
pots for potting on, odd bits of timber that might do for props but probably won't, twists of paper that
used to contain seeds and haven't found ther way to the bonfire, broken pots, frayed string, and bits of
rusty wire. “Very wel,” she sad. “You are much too—too organized for such mortd litter, but if you,
you magic, don’'t need compost to make—to adlow—things to grow, why are the Beast’s poor roses
dying?’ It is the heart of this place, and it is dying. She looked out agan over the too-tidy,
too-beautiful vegetable beds and listened to the slence. Where were the birds?

She dunk back through the orchard, looking only a her feet, not even interested in exploring the
pond or stream the bulrushes heralded, not stopping to twist afruit off any of the generoudy Jaden trees,
because she suddenly fdt she did not deserve such a pleasure. She went up to her balcony and stared a
her lunch with no appetite.

There was a dab of cheese, and she poked it with her finger. “Where do you come from then?
Herbivore dung is exactly what | want. Cow would be splendid—goat, sheep, even horse. I'm not



particular. Chicken is dso good, dthough I’'m quite sure one cannot produce cheese from chickens. 1
wigh | knew more about cheese” She tried to recollect everything the darymaid who had married a city
men might have told her about cheese varieties, but it was dl too long ago. She had not been a good
pupil because she had had too much on her mind, and the woman had been careful to give her only the
mogt basic ingructions. She thought of her own experiments with goat’s cheese and amiled grimly; no
help for her there.

She broke off a bit of this cheese and nibbled it, stared at the pattern of crumbs as if they were
tea-leaves which could tdl her fortune. “Thisisn't even like any cheese | can remember anywhere ese.
It s—it's—" She stopped.

She had eaten cheese in the palace before, and no doubt what was happening now was only because
she was concentrating so hard that her mind had to legp in some direction, like a horse goaded by spurs.
But suddenly she seemed to stand in aforest, and there was an undulating sea of moss underfoot, and the
aunlight fdl through the green and coppery leavesin patterns as beautiful as those on a spider’s back, and
there was a amd| of roses in her nodrils and in her mouth. But just as she would know Lionheart from
Jeweltonguein the dark smply by her amdll, just as each of the roses at Rose Cottage possessed a smdl
asindividud as the shape of its sems and leaves and the colour of its flowers, so was this amdl of roses
different from the rich wild scent that belonged to the Beast. This scent was light and delicate and fine and
reminded her of apples after rain, but with a flick, a touch, a tremor of something ese, something she
could not identify. She drew in a deep breath, and her heart lifted, and then the vison—and the
scent—dissolved, and she was back in her rose-decorated room, saring at a plate of cheese and cheese
crumbs.

She hardly knew how she got through the afternoon, and she was preoccupied a dinner. When
Fourpaws falled to put in an appearance, she found hersdf playing fretfully with the tails of the ribbons
woven into her bodice, fidgeting with the slken cord of her embroidered heart, and twiging the gold
chain set with cord that hung round her neck.

“May | ask wha troubles you?’ said the Beast &t last.

Beauty laughed alittle “I am sorry; | am not good company this evening. No, | think | want to worry
my problem one more day. It would please me to be abie to solve it mysdf, dthough at present | admit |
am baffled.”

“I will help you any way | can,” said the Beast. “As| have told you.”

Beauty looked a him. He had turned his head so that the candidight fel on one cheekbone, lit the
dark depths of one eye; the tips of his white teeth showed even when his mouth was closed. He aways
sat so dill that when he moved, it was a surprise, like a statue gesturing, or the wolf or chimera's deadly
soring from hiding.

“Yes Beadt,” she said. “I know ... you have told me this”

He made his own restless motion, plucking at the edge of his gown, as she had seen him do before.
Thefabric rippled and gligtened in the candldight, seeming to turn of its own valition to show off its black
sheen, like a cat posing for an audience. She repressed the urge to strokeit, to quiet the Beast's hand by
placing her own over it.

“Itisalitle early,” he said after amoment, “but | could take you on the roof tonight.”

“Oh, yed” said Beauty. “Please. When | woke up this morning, | was angry, because | usudly do
wake a least once in the night.”

“Doyou? said the Beadt, as he stood behind her chair while she folded her napkin and rose to her
fed. “Does something disturb you?’

She turned round and looked up a him. He was very near, and the rose scent of hm was so heavy
she fdt she might reach out and saize it, wrap it round hersdf like a scarf. “I have dways woken in the
night”” she said, * ‘since | was a little child, snce—since 1 firgd had the dream | told you of, my—my
fird evening here”

The Beast was dlent for a moment. “1 have forgotten,” he sad at last, and the words / have
forgotten echoed down a dark corridor of years “I too used to wake most nights
when—before—when | dept more than | do now. | had forgotten.”



He turned away, as if dill logt in thought, but she skipped round after him and dipped her hand
beneeth his elbow. His free hand drew her hand through and smoothed it down over his forearm, and his
am pressed hers agang hisside.

She was aware that he was waking dowly to dlow for both her heght and her degant burden of
skints—thank fate my shoes are more reasonable tonight, she thought—but dill they made their way
swiftly through what seemed to her a maze of corridors and then up a grand swirl of stairs. Magnificent
fumishings demanded her atention on every side, but she turned her gaze resolutdy away from them,
prefaring to stare at the fine black needlework on the Beast's deeve, glimpsed and reveded as they
walked through clouds of candldight and into pools of darkness.

She was tired of looking up a portraits that stared down scornfully at her. She was tired of ormolu
cabinets and chi-noiserie cupboards that when she firs looked bore sprays of leaves and flowers which
when she looked again were deer or birds; tired of divans that had eight legs and were covered with
brocade but between blink and blink had sx legs and were covered with watered slk. She moved her
ringers to lie lightly on a ridge of braid on the Beast's deeve it was the same ridge in or out of
candidight. The rich scent of the crimson rose embraced her.

But as they paced up the stairs, she looked up, for the caling was now very far away, and she
wondered if she was seeing to the roof of the palace. It seemed much higher than the cupola on her
glasshouse, and this puzzled her, and before she could remember not to let anything she seemed to seein
this palace puzzle her, her eyes were caught by the painted pattern on the celing, which seemed to be of
pink and gold—and auburn brown and ebony black, aguamarine blue and willow lesf green—and
perhaps had people worked into it, or perhaps only rounded shapes that might be limbs and draperies,
but certainly it seemed to reflect the swirling of the staircase—except that it did not, and the spird over—

head began to turn quickly, too quickly, and she lost her sense of where her feet were, and she
sumbled because she could not raise her feet fast enough, and she tripped over the risers.

The Beast stooped and picked her up as eedly as she might have picked up Fourpaws and continued
up the gtairs. “Pardon me, please,” he said. “Close your eyes, and hold on to me because | amonly . . .
what | am. And forgive me. for | should have warned you. | went up this sair on al fours more than once
before | learnt not to look up. This house—this place—has a strange relationship with the earth it stands
upon. If you want to look round you, stop. When you walk, look only where you are waking. And in
particular, do not took at the caling when you dimb a turning stair, and do not look out any windows
when you are waking past them. 1—I should have said these things to you before; | have never had
occasion to explan to—" He stopped. “I do not think the contents of any of the rooms will make you
dizzy if you stand 4ill to look a them. They mostly only, er ...”

“Change ther dothing,” said Beauty, and the Beast gave alow rumble of laugh.

“Yes” he sad. “And please forgive me dso for tregting you so—'

“Lightly,” suggested Beauty, and was graified by another quick growly laugh.

“—digrespectfully,” continued the Beast. “But | have dso leant that it is better not to—not lo
acknowledge when something here has had the better of you, if you need not.”

And a that he reached the top of the stairs, and took two steps into the darkness there, and set her
gently down on her feet. Involuntarily she leent againg him, ligening to the dow thump of his heart,
hearing her own heart pattering franticaly in her ears in counterpoint as she girred and put hersdf away
from him, feding with her hands for the wdl. “I1t is so dark!” she sad,

“Yes” sad the Beast's voice, and it seemed to come from dl round her, asif he dill held her in his
ams, or asif he had swallowed her up, like an ogrein anursery tae.

“This hdl is dways dark; | do not know why. | do not know why this great staircase leads you to
something you are not permitted to see; | can tdl you that candles will not stay kindled here, though the
ar is sweet to breathe. But thisis the shortest way to the roof. | told you that any stair up will lead you to
the roof eventualy; it will, but sometimesit is a tedious process. And it is the sky we want.”

He leant past her and threw open a door. Starlight flowed in round them, lighting up her pale hands,
which she dill held out in front of her againgt the dark of the halway, playing in the carved surfaces of the
cameo rings on her fingers and twesking glints and gleams from the lace overlay of her skirt. The Beast



was a darkness the sarlight could not leaven.

She turned, went up a narrow hdf Might of stairs, and ducked through a low opening. She was on
the roof, surrounded by sky, “Directly before you,” said the Beast, and she could hear him stooping
behind her, so that when he pointed over her shoulder, his arm was low enough for her eyes to follow, “is
the Horse and Chariot. There’—his am moved a litle—"*is the Ewer, and there’—only his finger
moved—"“the Throne”

“And there,” she said dreamily, “is the Peacock, and the Tinker—how clear his pack is, 1 have never
Seen it S0 clear—and the Salling Ship.”

“Then you are a student of the skies aswedl,” said the Beast.

She laughed, turning to him. “Oh, no—I have told you nearly as many as | know. Our governesses
taught us alitle—a very little—a very little of anything, | fear, but the night sky was not ther fault, for we
lived in the centre of a city, where the gas-tamps were lit dl night, and in weather fine enough to stand
outdoors with your governess, there was probably aso a party going on in some house nearby, with its
grounds lit as bright as day. Please tdl me more. | have never seen SO many stars, so much sky. At
home’—she fatered—"at... outsde Longchance, where | lived with my ssters, dthough there are no
gaslamps, there are trees. | know no stars that stay low to the horizon, and the turning of the seasons
aways confuses me”

And so hetold her more, and sometimes, with the name of some star shape, he told her the story that
went with it. She knew the story of the Peacock, who was so proud of his tall that he was willing to be
hungin the sky ingtead of marrying his true love, and how his true love, both sad and angry, asked that
peahens, a least, might be spared having tals so grand that conceit might make them forget necessary
things, like looking for supper and raisng children.

But she did not know the story that the Tinker was not atinker a dl, but a brave soldier who, having
golen the Brand of War, carried it in his pack till he could come up to die Ewer, which contained the
Water of Life, where he could quench it forever. But the Ewer aways went before him, and he chased
her round and round the earth, because she knew that humanity could not be freed of its burden so eadly
and, for love of the Tinker, could not bear him to know his courage was in vain. Beauty had never seen
the Three Deer, who dipped back and forth above and below the horizon, ever seeking to escape the
Tiger, who ran after them; nor the Queen of the Heavenly Mountain, whose reaim touched both the earth
and the sky, and if you were the right sort of hero and knew exactly the right path, you might vist her,
and she would show you the earth congtellations spread out at your feet and tdl you the Sories they held.

Beauty at last Sghed and bowed her head. “You are tired,” said the Beast. “1 am sorry; | have kept
you too long. You must go to bed.”

“l am not tired—or, that is, only my neck is tired,” said Beauty, reaching benegth the gold and cord
chain, and the slken rope of the embroidered heart, to rub it. But then she blinked, looking down at her
feet, and backed up a step, and backed up another. “But. Sr—Beast—what is this we wak on? Why
are we waking on anything so lovely?” And she went on backing up and backing up, but the roof was
covered with the ddlicate, glowing paintwork.

She kndt down and touched the arched neck of the fiery chestnut Horse drawing the
red-and-blue-and-gold Chariot, and the face of the Queen of the Heavenly Mountain was so kind and
the eyes so wdcoming that Beauty amost spoke to her, and, between opening her mouth and,
remembering, dosing it again, had reached out to brush alock of har from where it had fdlen across her
cheek, as she might have done to one of her sgters. For severd minutes after that she was too stunned,
too enthralled to speak; at lagt she said wonderingiy, “There is nothing as splendid as these anywhere
ingde your paace.

“Bui—no—splendid is not the right word. They are splendid, but they are—they are so friendly. Oh
dear!” she said, and looked up at him, hdf laughing, haf embarrassed. “How childish that sounds! But so
many of the beautiful things in the rooms benesth us—push you away—tdl you to stand back—order
you to admire and be abashed. These—these draw you in. These make you want to stay and—and have
them for company. Yes. that's right. But |—I am ill meking them sound like a—like—sort of
comfortable, though, am | not? Like abowl of warm bread and milk and an extra pillow, and that’'s not it



a dl. They are not comfortable. Indeed, | fed that if | lived with them for long, 1 should have to learn to
be ... better, or greater, mysdf. If this Queen of the Heavenly Mountain looked down a me from my
bedroom wall every day, soon | should have to go looking for that path to her domain. | wouldn't be
able to hdp mysdf.”

The Beast 4ill stood Slent.

“Oh—am | dill describing it dl wrong? | told you our governesses never taught us much. And
Jaweltongue isthe artistic one of us. Lionheart isthe bold one, and |—I—I am the practicd one. | don't
mind being the practica one, but these—oh, these pictures do not make me fed the least bit practica!”
She took a deep breath and clasped her hands over her heart, asif she felt some dirring in her blood she
hed not fdt before.

“Tdl me—please tdl me—do you know how they came here—these pictures? It is so odd that they
should be here.

where they will be rained on and scoured by wind. Do you know how they came here?’

There was along silence. “Hmm,” rumbled the Beast at last. “1 drew them.”

“You?' she said, amazed. “But—but you told me you are dumsy!”

“My hands are dumsy,’* said the Beast, “but they are steady. | have had .,. enough time, to learn
how to do what | wish to do. | tried ... different things. Sometimes | use a very long brush, which | hold
between my teeth.”

“But—you have said you spend the nights here! Do you work in the dark?’

“l see very wdl in the dark, so long as the sky is clear,” said the Beast. “The shadows indoors are
much darker.”

She crept, feding foolish but too entranced to care, across the roof, sooping even lower to peer a a
particularly fine bit of work: a deer’s flank, a peacock’ s feather, the vine leaves winding up a pole. There
were more stars and stories here than she could learn in years of nights. She came a lagt to the low
bal ustrade which ran dong the edge of the roof. There was something painted here too, but it was dmaost
entirdy in shadow, and she could not seeit.

She looked down the vast length of the roof—for they had walked round only one tiny bit of this
wing of the palace—and dong its balustrade, and it seemed to her that dl the shadows were populated
by the Beast's fing, living, vivid panting, but nowhere could she see any hit of baustrade that did not
stand so thoroughly in its own shadow that she thought her weak human eyes could make out what was
upon it.

“Candles” she said doud—a little too loud—and went firmly to the low door, which projected into
the roof no higher than the balustrade, and looked ingde on the top dtair. She saw nathing, but she
perssted, seaing candlesin her mind's eye, indsting on candles, and eventudly she found a nook, and in
it acandlein agmdl holder and a tinder-box. She lit the one with the other, and stood up, and went back
to the balustrade where she had fird noticed the patterns she suspected were painting, and stooped
agan, and—

somehow she had known this was what she would find—the Beast had painted roses dl dong the
balustrade, as far as she walked, stooping for the candle flame to light them but careful with the candle,
that no wax would drip on the paintings she could not hep but wak on.

She walked back to the Beast, who had moved away from her as soon as she began examining his
pantings. She touched hisarm timidly. “They are dl so beautiful,” she said.

He looked down &t her. “Not hdf so beautiful as you are,” he said. “Nor do they speak to me, nor
touch me. Even Fourpaws will not touch me. Beauty, will you marry me?’

She shivered asif she had been struck by winter wind, but she left her hand on hisarm. ** Good night,
Beadt,” she said, and turned away, to go through the little door, and find her way to her bedroom, and
deep.

“Good night, Beauty,” said the Beast behind her, “Do not forget: Keep your eyes downcast while
you are on the gairs”

“I will not forget,” whispered Beauty.



Chapter 10

Ohc was not sure when the dream began. She remembered waking down the long vortex of sairs,
keeping her eyes on the next tread, and the next, as her feet stepped down, and down, and she
remembered how the darkness seemed to rise towards her as she neared the bottom, till when she stood
on the floor again, she could see no more than she had at the top, before the Beast had opened the door
thet let in the garlight, though it had not been dark a the bottom of the stairs when the Beast had been
with her. She stood for a moment, her heart again beating in her ears, and this time the Beast did not
stand near her; but then a door opened in front of her, and the twinkle of candldight beckoned to her
from the darkness, dthough the little light seemed to struggle, asif with some fog or miasma

She did not remember how long she walked through corridors, familiar and unfamilia—a little
familiar, alittle less familia—till she came again to the chamber of the gtar, eerily lit by its sky dome, and
she walked through her rooms, and rather than at once undressing and dimbing into her bed, she went to
stand upon the bacony. The spider-web glistened inits corner like hoarfrost.

As she stood, leaning againg the railing, her mind and heart dill spinning with the images of the
Beadt's painting, she looked idly out into the garlit courtyard. Arid she saw a bent old woman carrying a
basket wak dowly round the corner of the glasshouse, as if she came from the carriageway where the
wild wood lay, and she walked dowly down the wing of the palace where the closed gates were hidden.
Beauty could not see the gates from where she stood, but the old woman set the basket she carried
down, in front of where they might be. And then she turned and walked dowly away again.

And now Beauty knew she dreamt, for she saw the old womean turn the far corner of the glasshouse
and walk through the carriage-way into the wild wood, and Beauty watched her till her shadow emerged
from the darkness of the tunnd to lie briefly againg the arlit ground of the bonfire clearing. Beauty could
only just make out what she was now seeing, and she thought she saw dlver shapes, like four-legged
beasts, come out of the woods round the glade and touch the woman with their long dender noses. But
this was very far away, and the trees threw confusng shadows, and it was over very quickly, as the
womean disappeared beyond the narrow opening of the archway.

But when Beauty turned to run downgtairs and into the courtyard, to see what was in the old
woman's basket, she found hersdf turning over in bed, with the sunlight Streaming onto the glowing
carpet, and Fourpaws purring on the pillow, and breakfast on the table, and the deep wild scent of the
crimson rose tangled in her hair.

Her firg impulse was to rush downgtairs in her nightgown and look for the basket even now, knowing
it was too late, even knowing that what she remembered must be a dream. At leadt, she thought, as she
threw back the bedclothes, she could look for any Sgn tha those barred and inimicd gates had opened
recently.

She paused at the top of the bed gtairs. There was something very odd about the caipet this morning.
She thought back to the morning before last. More hedgehogs? Many more hedgehogs? Pogtively a lake
of hedgehogs? No. This—these were not hedgehogs.

There was alow forlorn croak from one corner of the room and a following gruff murmur that ran dl
round the floor. “Oh, my lords and ladies” sad Beauty. Frogs? The shore of the lake round the bed
dairsrippied and shifted a little. No—toads. Hundreds of toads.

Fourpaws, dill purring, went daintily down the stairs, and leapt to the floor. Toads scattered before
her, pressng themsdves under furniture and into wals. She sat down, looked up at Beauty ill paralysed
a the edge of the bed, waited for the duration of three tail-lashings, and then stood up again and began to
wak towards the opposite wall.

Toads hurtled out of her way, tumbling over one another, making amdl distressed grunting sounds
and a great ded of scrabbling with their amdl dapping feet. “Oh, stop!” sad Beauty. “Please. I'm not
redly afraid of them—redly I’'m not—not poor toads—it’'s just—it's just there are so many of them.”

Fourpaws sat down again and began washing a front foot. The toads quieted, and there was the
gentle flickering light of many blinking ydlow and coppery eyes from ankle levd dl round the room and in



clumps round the legs of furniture.

Beauty came down the gairs and stepped very softly in the toad-free space in the centre of the
carpet. Nothing moved, except Fourpaws beginning on the other front foot. “Wdl,” sad Beauty, only a
little shakily, “there are too many of you to carry in my skirt, and frankly, my pets, | don’'t wish to handle
you, for my sake as wel as yours, but how am | to convince you tha | will lead you to a wonderful
garden full of—of—well, you'll have to ask the hedgehogs what it's full of, but I'm sure you will like it.
That is, youwill likeitif I can get you there.”

She stood 4ill @ moment longer and then sdled towards the chair next to the hearth, where her
dressng-gown lay. There was a flurry of toads from that end of the room. She picked up her
dressng-gown very softly and eased hersdf into it. “On the whole, | think | would rather try to shift you
fird. | don't fancy breskfast by the light of toad blinks” She paused and added under her bregth, “Thank
the kind fates that only one spider was enough.”

She waked towards the doorway, paused, and looked back. “This way,” she said, not knowing
what ese to do. Severa toads hopped out from under her bed and stopped again. Severd from the far
corner between the bed and the hearth joined them. Toad eddies drifted out from under the wardrobe
and the gilt console tables and pooled near the centre of the room, in front of the breskfast table.
Fourpaws stopped washing lo watch.

Beauty turned and walked to the door that led into the chamber of the star; as the door svung open,
she turned round. There was an amy of toads following her, ochre-coloured companies, low brown
regiments, yellowy-green battalions, and last of dl came Fourpaws, tal high, the tip just switching back
and forth, eyes huge and fascinated.

She led them dl into the chamber of the star; but the noise their flgoping feet made, and the little
topping echoes that ran up into the dome, obvioudy upset them, and she went on as quickly as she could
through the door that opened onto another corridor. The corridor made itself short for them, and it was
not long before she saw the courtyard door opening onto sunlight. She paused again on this threshold and
addressed her amy: “Now you must be brave, because you won't like this bit. It is dill quite early, and
the sunlight will not be too strong for you, but | am sure you will find it unplessant, and the pebbles will
scratch your bellies. But it will be over quickly—I hope—and then there will be lovey grass for you, and
dirt, and an orchard, and a garden.”

The toads blinked at her. She turned and walked out into the morning light; and the rusling noise
behind her told her that the loads were fallowing, flapping and pattering through the stones. She was so
preoccupied with how far they might have to wak that it took her a little while to notice that the rustling
noises had increased and somewhat changed ther note; and that there was now a humming in the ar as
wall.

She had gone indinctively to her glasshouse and put her hand on it, and as she had done once before,
she ran her ringers dong it as she walked next to it. And the rustlings increased, and the humming grew
louder, and as she came to the corner of the glasshouse, she heaved a great Sgh of rdief, and turned, and
saw the tunnd into the orchard only a short distance farther, At that moment it registered with her that she
had been hearing a humming noise for some time, and she looked up. and there was a cloud of
bumblebees, hovering in the air, asif they were waiting for her and the toads.

“*Oh!” she said. Their black and ydlow backs gleamed bright as armour in the sunlight. “Oh, how |
wish | could let you dl into the glasshouse! Perhaps the trouble began because the roses are londy! But
you, you bees, you mugt have been here dl dong, or how does the fruit grow in the Beast's orchard?
How does the com swdl in the fidds? But why has he not seen you? Why have | never seen nor heard
you till now?’

As she sad this, the bumblebee svarm rushed upwards, trailing a long tall of sngle bees behind it,
and whizzed dong the dope of the glasshouse as if seeking a way in. There were one or two left behind,
buzzing disconcertedly and meking little zigzeg linesin the air as if wondering where the others had gone.
One of them very near her bumbled againgt a pane of the glasshouse, near a strut.

And disappeared.

Asit disappeared. Beauty’ s hand, which was resting gen-tiy againgt the next strut supporting the next



pane of glass, fdt a sudden fant draught of air, and her third and little fingers, which had been touching
the pane of glass ingde the frame, were resting on nothing a dl. She snatched her hand away as she saw
the bumblebee disappear, looked at what should have been a pane of glass, and was just reaching out to
touch it timidly, because the glasshouse panes were dways so shining clear that but for ther reflective
sparkle it was hard to say if they were there or not, when she heard the bee cloud returning.

There were too many things to attend to a once. She looked up at the windstorm sound of the bees,
her hand hesitating just before touching the pane of glass that should be there; the bumblebees stopped
palitely before they flew into her face; and she saw the bumblebee which had dis—

appeared reappear from behind the strut,., where it had flown in, and out, of a glasshouse pane.

Beauty touched the glass. It was there, and solid. She touched the pane that the bumblebee had
flown through. 1t was there, and solid.

There was a fant scuttling noise behind her, and her dazed mind flew to the easier recourse of
remembering her toads, growing too hot in the sunlight, and worrying about their comfort. She began
waking away from the glasshouse, teking the shortest route to the tunnd to the orchard. But her
agtonishment-heightened senses now reminded her that the susurration of the toad army had changed,
and she turned to look, expecting. .. something. And so she was no more astonished than she dready
was when she saw the grass-snakes, and the dow-worms, and the red mig of ladybirds, so thick it threw
adappled shadow on the backs of the toads, and which made no sound a dl. And as she looked, she
saw the crickets cregping out, as it seemed, from among the white pebbles of the courtyard, as if they
hed been deeping in hollows beneath. They paused, as if surprised by the sunlight, and then they sprang
into the air, as if to hurry to catch up with the toads, and the snakes, and the dow-worms, and the
ladybirds, and the bees; and then there was not merdy the faint dicking of ther legs againg the amadl
stones, but the soft tink-tink-tink as the ones with imperfect am bounced off the wall of the glasshouse
asthey legpt.

“Perhaps the—the badgers, and foxes, and deer, and rabbits and hares, and mice and voles and
weasdls and stoats and squirrels, perhaps they are waiting for us. And the birds. | do so hope the birds
come back!”

Beauty led her ever-increasing menagerie into the orchard and on towards the walled garden, and the
grass gems rattled dmost as loudly as spears as it followed her. She did not quite dare to stop again, but
she walked sdeways for afew steps to look behind her, and she could no longer see her creatures, but
the grasses tossed and rippled like a sea cut by a flet of ships. She turned to face front again just as
there was a amd| dresking explosion like the path of a cannonbal to one side of her. and something
landed with a heavy thump on her shoulder.

“Oh!” said Beawity, recognizing the bushed-out tall in her eye as bdonging to Fourpaws. “1 wondered
what had become of you.” Even a cat has some difficulty riding on the shoulder of someone wading
through tal grass, and Beauty put up a hand to steady her and did not protest the faint prick of severa
sets of claws through the thick collar of her dressing-gown. “A tew too many of them even for you, eh?’
sad Beauty, and added hediily, mindful of Fourpaws dignity, “I am mysaf very graieful for your
company—someone e se with warm blood and breath—even if your tal isdill inmy eye.”

When she came to the walled garden, .she threw open the gate and stood aside, and she looked
back aswdl and saw little threads of bobbing grass sems leading off in dl directions from the main body
of her army, assuring her that everyone was seeking the sort of landscape it liked best. “There's water a
the bottom of the dope,” she cdled softly. “But you probably knew that aready.”

When there was alull in the flow of creatures over the threshold, she went in and opened the gate on
the far Sde of the garden, into the fields of corn. She paused again to stroke the barley and wheat-awns,
and as she paused, she looked round, and her eye was caught by a ydlow and white butterfly. It whirled
up inawarm draught, and she saw more coloured flickers, there were hdf a dozen deepest ruddy gold
and peacock blue and green butterflies sunning their wings on a narrow mossy ledge in the garden wall.

At tha moment she fdt a gentle shove againg her foot. She looked down, and there was a
hedgehog, looking up at her; it was much larger than any of the four she had brought to the garden in her
skirt. “The dugs and snalls, and borers and beetles, they're back too, are they? You would not be so



shiny and plump dse”

She went back thoughtfully through the garden, and now, when she looked, she could see holes and
gpots on some of the gems and leaves, and once she saw a sal hastening across the path in front of her,
itsshining neck stretched its fullest length, itstall streaming behind it; she could only see that it was moving
a dl by the tangentid observation thet it was now nearer the Sde of the path it was aming a than it had
been when ghe fird saw it. She dso heard the crickets Snging, and swirls of butterflies were gleaming
over the heads of the ruby chard, and she had to wave her free hand at a little puff of gnats she waked
through.

Surdly, if dl this were hgppening, she would find away to save her Beast's roses? It is the heart of
this place, and it is dying.

Fourpaws legpt down when they reentered the orchard, but she stayed close a Beauty’s heds dl the
way back to the palace and updtairs to the breskfast table laid in front of Beauty’s bacony. Beauty set a
bowl of bread and milk on the floor for Fourpaws and poured hersdf her first cup of tea. “When the
bluebottles are buzzing repdlently in dl the corners where one can't get a them, and the mice are
chewing hales in the wainscoting and leaving nesty little pellets in the pantry, and the wood borers are
eating the furniture and leaving ominous little heaps of dust about, will the tea stew, too, like ordinary tea,
indead of tagting fresh-brewed when it has sat hdf the morning, as this does?’ she sad; but her eyes
were on the pyrotechnics of her glasshousein the sunlight.

Fourpaws finished her bread and milk and mewed for more. “Y ou're going to have to start caiching
mice, you know,” said Beauty, setting down a fresh bowl. “Instead of shadows, | would have thought
you might prefer mice” But when Fourpaws finished the second bowl and mewed for a third. Beauty
looked at her in surprise. “Someone your Sze can't possibly need a third bowl of bread and milk,” she
sad. Fourpaws looked a her enigmdicdly and, holding her gaze, reached out with one imperious
forepaw and patted the empty bowl. Beauty laughed. “Very wdl. But thisisyour last. Absolutely.”

Beauty was dressing by the time Fourpaws finished her third breakfast, but between the time Beauty
dropped her shirt over her head and the time she could see again and was smoathing her hair back, the
cat had disappeared. When she had finished brushing and tying up her hair, and lacing her boots, and
patting her pockets to check that everything she needed was 4ill there, and had paused to drink a last
cup of tea, she redized that through the minor bustle of getting ready for the day (what remained of the
day, she thought), she had been hearing furtive noises coming from under her bed. She kndlt and lifted the
edge of the long curtain. “You aren’t tormenting any logt toads, are you?’

Fourpaws sat up and looked at her indignantly. There was just room for a smdl cat to St up 1o her
ful height under Beauty's bed. Then she threw hersdf down and rolled over on her back, curving her
forepaws invitingly; but Beauty looked at her face and her lashing tail and rather thought she had the mien
of a cat who was planning on seizing an arm and disembowelling it with her hind feet while she bit its head
off. “I think not,” said Beauity.

Fourpaws dropped over onto her sde and hdf lidded her eyes, but the tall was 4ill lashing. “I have
no idea what you're up to,” said Beauty, “but 1 will leave you to it.” She dropped the curtain hem and
rose to her feet.

She knew it was a vain gesture. But once she was out of doors, she could not resist waking down
the second side of the palace wadll, and looking for the closed gates, and, having found them, looking for
any trace of—of anything, any disturbance, any mark of any sort of vigtor, but no trace did she find. The
pebbles were as flavlesdy raked as ever, the grey-white wal as spotless, the doors as perfectly barred.

She walked the rest of that wadl, and through the carriageway in the cross wall, and stood a the
mouth of the tunnd and peered out. The trees looked as if they went on a very long way, but perhaps
they did not. Perhaps there was a dearing just behind the firs rank, where milk-white cows grazed,
where an old woman made butter and cheese to bring to the poor imprisoned Beast and his guest... .

She sghed deeply, squared her shoulders, and waked into the glen. When she arrived & its edge,
she took a hit of gardening string from her pocket and tied it round the trunk of a dender tree that stood
opposite the carriage-way, and then she began working her way through the trees beyond, letting the
dring trail through her fingers behind her. If the old woman came here often, there should be a path, but



perhaps the path was magic too, and only appeared on clear nights when the old woman wanted it.

She could find no glade where cows, milk-white or otherwise, grazed, nor any amdl secret huts
where old women might churn their butter and draw off their whey and leave ther cheeses to ripen. She
followed her string back to the clearing, tied it to another tree, and set out in a dightly different direction,
twice tha moming and three times in the afternoon. She found nothing and gained only filthy
bramble-scratched hands and smudges on her skirt where she had tripped and fdlen, and crumbly leaves
and sap-gticky twigsin her har and down her collar.

As the sun sank towards twilight, she gave it up, rolled her gtring into its bdl for the last time, and
went dowly through the carriage-way and into the courtyard. Sowly she entered her glasshouse for the
firg time that day, to water her cuttings and her seedbed, but she entered sadly and neither sang nor
looked round her as she went about her tasks.

When she said good night to the one blooming rose-bush, she fdt like asking it to forgive her. She
did not, not because it was a foalish thing to say to a rose-bush but because she fdt she could not bear it
if the bush seized magic enough to give itsdf a voice for three words and forgave her as she asked.

Her bath towels this evening were as golden as the sunset on the glasshouse panes, and her dress
was as golden as the towels, and her necklace was of great warm rough amber, strung with garnets so
dark they looked nearly black till they caught the light and flared deepest crimson, like the heart of arose.

Her mood lifted a little when she saw the Beast wating for her, and she made an effort a the
conversation over dinner, tdling stories of her childhood in the city, of her governesses, of her ssters, of
her garden. But when she touched the embroidered heart, as she inevitably did when she spoke her
gsters names, she did so abstractedly, for her mind was on the old woman and on her roses, the Beast’s
roses, which mugt be fed or die.

But she did notice that when she fdl dlent, the Beast offered no taes of his childhood in response to
her own.

“Fourpaws does not join usthisevening,” she said at ladt, as she diced a pear; candidight winked off
the blade of her knife and warmed itsivory handle amog to the gold of her deeve.

“She cannot come every night,” said the Beast, “or we would cease to hope for her appearance; 1
learnt that long ago.”

Beauty lad her knife down and took hold of her courage and said, “Why sat you done in this dark
hall, for dl those nights, when you will not eat with knife and plate?

There was a slence, and Beauty looked a her neetly diced pear but did not move to pick up any bit
of it. She folded her hands tightly in her Igp and willed hersdlf not to take her words back. She did not
fear his anger, and she did fear to do him hurt; but it seemed to her that he hed too much to himsdf as a
burden and that if he had chosen—had demanded—had ensorcelled her to be his companion, she would
do the best for him that she could. And so, while she waited for his answer, she thought again of the
glasshouse, and the roses there, and the old woman, and the slver beasts hi the wild wood, and did not
offer to withdraw her question.

At lagt he spoke, and each word was like a boulder brought up from the bottom of a mine. “When
the change fird... came upon me, 1... | logt what humanity remained to me... for atime. | ill cannot. . .
remember that lime clearly. When | had leant to ... walk like a man again, and had ... found ... clothes
that would cover me as | now was, and discovered that | could Hill speak ... so that a man or woman
might understand me, 1... dill wished some dally ritud of humenity to remind me of... what | had been
and what | no longer was. And | chose ... to Stinthis dining-hal, though | cannot... widd knife and fork
like a man. There might have been other rituds that would have done.

Thisisthe one which firg... suited me, and... | have looked no further.”

When the change first came upon me... If his words were boulders, they weighed her down too.
Beauty leant towards him, so that she could lay her hand on the back of his nearer hand. Her hand and
fingers together could not reach the full width of his pam, and when, after a moment, his other hand was
laid over hers, it covered her wrigt as well.

He released her and sat back. She ate her pear, and then picked up a nutcracker in the shape of a
dragon, and began cracking nuts. “I guess you have not yet solved your dilemma” said the Beest.



“Oh dear,” she said, fishing out a wanut haf with a nut pick on whose end crouched a tiny slver
gniffin. “Isit so obvious? | have tried—"

“l have learnt your moods, alitile” said the Beast. “1 see you are preoccupied.”

“| fear | am,” she admitted, “but—if you didn’t mind—awalk on the roof would be the pleasantest of
digractions”

“l would be honoured,” sad the Beast, and this evening, as they waked up the whirlpool dairs
together, Beauty kept her eyes firmly down and on the Beast's black shoes and her soft gold dippers,
coruscating with tiny gems. And when she Ieft him, much later, on the roof, and he said to her, gravely,
“Beauty, will you marry me?” she answered as she had the night before, “Good night, Beast,” only this
time she did not shiver.

She kept her forearms crossed againgt her body as she hurried back to her room and pinched herself
evey few steps, saying doud, “1 am awake; | am dill awake.” When she reached her rooms, she took
off her dinner dress but put her day clothes back on. She dmog thought her nightgown flapped its
deevesin protest; there was some pae flicker caught a the edge of her sght, where it dways iay over
the back of a chair by the fire, so it would be warm when she put it on. She turned sharply to look at it,
but it only lay limply over its chair, as a nightgown should.

“Basket,” she said. I need a basket, and I'm afraid |

need it now, please. And atrowe. A wide one. | should have asked before, but | hadn't thought of it
yet.” She turned round looking, but there was no basket. “Nevermind what | need it for,” she said. “The
Beast did say you would provide anything in your power. | don’'t believe you can’t find me a basket.”
But there was dill no basket.

“Wdl,” she said, and picked up a candle, kindled it at the edge of the fire, and began waking through
her rooms, peering into dark corners. She found the basket at lagt, tucked behind a smdl ebony table,
inlad with hammered siver, which sparkled like snow in the candidight. The glitter was such that she
amog didn't see the basket. The trowd lay in its bottom.

“That was not good-natured of you,” she said, “but 1 dill thank you for the basket.” She returned to
her bacony, alittle anxioudy, for she was not sure how much time had passed. She saw nothing and had
to hope she had missed nothing.

She went quickly to the chamber of the star, but no door opened for her. She counted the doors:
twelve. No, ten. No—eeven. Eleven? Can you make a star of deven points? “ Stop that,” she said. “Or
I'll make a rope out of the sheets on my bed and dimb over the bacony.” A door opened. “And no
nonsense about where this corridor goes” she said. The door closed, and another one opened. She
walked through it, and it closed behind her, but the corridor was dark. She was dill carrying her candle
from her basket search, and so she hdd it up before her in a hand that trembled only alittle fiercdy she
recaled her dream to her mind.. . . But there was the door into the courtyard. It was a litile open; she
could see a crack of garlight round it.

She stepped oftly outsde, and there was the old woman, dready moving back towards the
carriage-way, having left her basket at the palace doors. Beauty had been much longer in the corridor
than she guessed. She flew dfter her, trying to make her feet strike the treacherous courtyard pebbles as
quietly as the Beast dways walked. The old woman did not look round, but perhaps it was only because
she was old and dedf.

She disappeared into the shadows of the carriage-way so completely that Beauty, pausng a the
tunnd’s edge for fear of being seen by the waiting siver beasts, thought suddenly that perhaps she had
imagined her, that she had seen no old woman at dl. Frightened and bewildered, she looked back over
her shoulder; the basket by the doors was gone. She let her breath out on a sob—*Oh”—and moved
forward again, and the old woman was on the far Sde of the bonfire clearing, about to disappear findly
among the trees, but one of the milky-pae creatures that followed her turned its head at the sound of her
sob and looked draight into Beauty’s eyes.

She might not have noticed if it had not turned its head. Its haunches were too round for a deer, its
legs too long and dender for a horse, and the curling tail was like nothing she had ever seen, for it looked
more like a waterfdl than anything so solid and rooted as individud hairs, but it was dill atal. It turned its



head to look at her, and so she saw, shimmering in the sarlight, the long peariy horn that rose from its
forehead.

She looked, blinked, and they were gone—old woman and unicorns. Gone as if they had never
been; gone as the old woman's basket at the palace doors was gone; gone without sound. The light of
the stars ill flooded the bonfire clearing, poured slver and glinting over the remains of Beauty’s bonfires,
over the tiny-tempest piles of lagt year's leaves, over the scatterings of stones, over the patches of earth
seen among the rest. Over queerly gleaming golden heaps of ...

Beauty emerged from the carriage-way in a daze and stooped at the first golden pile, took out her
trowe, and... began to laugh. “Oh dear!” she said. “This is not the way a maiden is supposed to meet a
unicorn. It should be aromantic and glamorous mesting ... but if | had not needed what | need, | would
not have been so interested in Strange Sivery creatures that met myderious old women at the edges of
wild woods, certainly not interested enough to dare to follow them here, in the middle of the night, in this
... this place.” Her laughter stopped. “But then again ... wha would ether the unicorn or | have done
after it laid its head inmy lgp?’

She looked at her hands, dim in the starlight, a their short, broken nals and roughened skin. Her
memory provided other detalls: the blotches of ingrained dirt, the thorn scabs and scars, the ydlowy-grey
streaks of bruisng across the back of one hand where she'd pulled a ligament in her forefinger. “I
wonder—I wonder, then, isit only that it is unicorn milk and butler and cheese? None of my dreams are
my own—none of the animas—not even the spider—they dl—they only—they come to a maiden who
has drunk the milk of a unicorn? Is that dl that matters?” she whispered, as if the Numen might hear and
ansver her. “This is a dory like any nursery tde of magic? Where any maden will do,
any—any—monger, any hero, so long as they meet the right mysterious old women and discover the
right enchanted doors during the right haunted midnights....”

For a moment she fdt as if some hidden spdll had reached out and gripped her and turned her to
sone. She fdt that while her body was held motionless, she was fdling away from hersdf, into some
deep chasm. With a tremendous effort she opened her eyes again and spoke doud, dthough her voice
was not quite steady. “Wdl, | cannot know that, can 1?1 can only do what | can do—what | can guess
to try—because | am the one who is here, / am the one who is here. Perhaps it will make a good nursery
tde someday.”

She let her trowd fdl into her lap and cupped her poor hands together, and the quick soft liquid rush
of the sdamander’s heaet comforted her. But there was a juddering or atingling to the warmth that sank
through her skin and ran through the rest of her body—like the pinprick thumping of numberless tiny
impatient feet. She knew the rhythm of those steps; they were the steps of someone going back to check
she'd latched the chicken-house gate, when she knew perfectly wdl that she had, or those of a
nursemaid going to fetch the third clean handkerchief in as many minutes, trying to send her amdl charge
to a party dean and combed and wel dressed—"1 am sorry, my friend,” she said to the sdamander in
her mind. “I suppose | am rather like a chicken or a samdl child—to a sdamander.” There was a little
extra thrill of heat between her pdms—the nursemaid saying, You had better not lose this one—and
then it was gone.

Sherose to her feet again, laying down her basket and dropping her trowel, and moved towards the
edge of the clearing. She put her hand on a convenient tree and paused, because she did not wish to lose
hersdf in the wood, but she leant beyond her tree, peering into the tangled black wilderness where the
darlight could not reach.

She fdt dmogt asif there were gentle fingers rubbing her neck softly, then just touching her temple, to
turn her face to look in the right direction. .. . The fingers were gone, if they had ever been, but there was
ameadow before her—though the trunk of the tree was ill benegth her own hand—and animas grazed
there: ponies, horses, cows, and sheep. The meadow was large, larger than she saw a firgt, for it was
dotted with dumps of trees, and she could see narrow bridges of grass through greater stands and
thickets that led into other meadows.

She did not see the old womean for a little while, for she was hidden behind the flank of the cow she
was milking. She heard her anging firdt, but since it was a song she often sang hersdf, she thought she



was only hearing its echo in her own mind: “And from her heart grew a red, red rose, and from his heart
abriar.”

The old woman stood up, her head appearing above the fawn-coloured back of the cow, and as she
rounded itstall and the rest of her came into Beauty’ s view, Beauty saw the pail of milk in one hand and
the stoal in the other. She walked carefully to the next cow, sat down on the stool, and again began to
milk and to Sng; she had the voice of ayoung girl, sweet and joyous.

Now Beauty could see the entire process. the old woman's head hdf buried in the cow’s flank, the
dight movement of each wrigt in turn, the faint quick twinkle of the streams of milk. It was only then that
Beauty began to see what she had assumed to be piles of earth or stones in the long flowery grass were
amdl leggy desping hegps of caves and lambs and foads. Two lambs lay on top of their dozing mother
not far from Beauty’s tree, looking very like the cow-pardey they lay among.

Beauty 4ill stood in garlight, but she looked onto a morning scene and fdt the degpy summer heat of
it againg her face and againg the hand on the cool trunk of the tree. She did not think her feet could be
mede to move, out of the garlight and into some strange dawn, but there was a grest peace held in this
meadow, like water in a lake. She wished she had a goblet, or a ewer, and might dip it up, like lake
water; she could amdl it where she stood, a fresh morning smdl, mixed in with the warm amells of grass
and grazing animas. She stretched her other hand out and fdt something—something—something just
brush againgt her fingertips that was nather sunlight, nor sarlight, nor grass, nor tree. She closed her eyes
to concentrate, and the sensation became judt the tinies bit like velvet, just the tiniest bit like someone's
breath, just the tiniest bit like whiskers. She opened her eyes.

It was a unicorn, of course. She was expecting that. Its eyes were deepest gold-brown-green-blue
and hdd her own. What she was not expecting ... she could see the meadow through the rest of it. Asiit
bowed its head to settle its muzze more snugly into her hand—carefully, for its luminous horn stretched
past her shoulder—she saw it as she might see leef shadows moving across the meadow, except that
these shadows were dappled slver-white, instead of dappled dark, and the shape of them was not
scattered, like tossng leaves on wind-struck branches, but formed quite clearly the long beautiful head,
the graceful neck, the wide-chested body, the slken mane and curling tail, the exquistdy dender legs of
the unicorn. If it were not for the eyes and the faint whiskery velvet againg her hand, she might have
thought it was not there at al.

In the back of her mind—in the part of her brain and body ill in the bonfire dearing in the middle of
the night—a voice said, What makes you think you are seeing anything but the shadows cast by your
own fancies? The meadow, the old woman, dl the grazing beasts and their little ones, the serenity,
tangible as a warm bath samdling of roses at the end of a long weary day, dl this you think you see is
because you live done in a huge haunted palace with a huge haunted Beast, whose secrets you cannot
guess. All you see isonly because you miss Rose Cottage, you miss your ssters, your fether.

What makes you think any of it is there?

And the silver-dappled shape before her shivered like smoke, like cloud beginning to uncurl itsdf into
some further metamorphaosis of the imagination; perhaps it would become alion, a sphinx, a rose-bush....

But atiny Snging voice in another part of her mind answered: | know itisdl, dl there, dl as | seeiit.
And the unicorn raised its nose from her hand and bresthed its warm breath into her face, a bresth
srdling of roses, but light and gay and fresh, as exhilarating as soring after winter, but with a fant sweet
tang a little like the amdl of apples after rain. The currents of ar touched her skin like rose-petals; it
breathed into her face and vanished.

But her eyes had adjusted now, and she saw the old woman, moving very carefully indeed with a full
pail, waking towards the edge of one of the bigger stands of trees, and in the dark shadows under their
branches, she saw the slver shadows. The old women turned, just before she entered the
dark-and-silver shadows, and, framed by them, looked towards where Beauty stood, as if she knew
someone watched there. She was too far away for Beauty to see her plainly, but Beauty thought she had
the face of a friend, and she was srangdly reassured by that brief indistinct glimpse of the old woman's
face, asif some memory of long-ago comfort had been stirred. Then the old woman turned away again,
and the Slver shadows parted to let her through.



Beauty knew that was dl. She dropped her head, and her hand from the trunk of the tree, and there
were the wild woods close round her again, and the only light was from the stars, and the air was chill.
She took the few steps back to her basket dully, but as she stooped again beside it, it was aready full,
ful of the darkest, sweetest, richest compost she could imagine and her unused trowd lay beside it, its
clean blade winking in the sarlight. She scooped up a handful of her basket’s contents and crumbled it
between her fingers, it amdt of earth and kept promises. There was dill a wink of gold in it, like no
ordinary famyard fetilizer, tdling her where it had come from, but it was as if two seasons of weather
and earthworms had dready seved and stirred and transformed it into something she and her rosebushes
loved much better than gold. She could amost heer it Sng: And from her heart ared, red rose.. . .

“I will never be able to shift die basket,” she murmured. “It must weigh more than | do.” She put the
unused trowd in her pocket. Then she took a deep breath, and put her hand under the pesk of the
basket handle, and stood up. The basket came up too, aslightly asif it were empty.

She walked dowly through the bonfire glade, the carriage-way, and went at once to her glasshouse,
and ran her free hand dong its framed panes—dlide-bump-dide-bump—as she walked between it and
the palace wadl, be-cause her glasshouse would not change its length to dismay her. But she went on
putting each foot down very carefully and bresthing very gently and regularly, for she was ill hdlf afraid
that the midnight megic that was carrying the basket for her would take fright at her morta presence so
near it and run off.

When she came to the glasshouse door, she went in a once and set the basket down with a happy
sgh. The garlight seemed brighter in here than it did in the courtyard, despite the white reflecting walls of
the paace and the pae stones underfoot, despite the black stems of the roses and the wild labyrinthine
dructure of the glasshouse itsdlf, whose shadows fdl on her like lace. She walked round her rose-beds,
dropping a handful of her beautiful compost at the foot of every rose-bush. She smoothed it with her
other hand, so that it formed alittlering at the base of each. After each handful she returned to the basket
for the next; her trowel remained in her pocket, nor did she touch the hand fork lying on the water-buitt.
The lagt handful went to the dark red rose blooming in the corner. The basket of compost went just
around, one handful for each, not a thimbleful was left; but that last handful was just as full as the fird.
There was no room in her heart and mind for words, even for a song; she was brimming over with joy.

She went dowly, baffled by happiness, upgars to her room, where a bath awaited her;
reproachfully, she thought, as her filthy skirt was very nearly whisked out of her hands as she pulled it off.
“Now, you dop that,” she said, lightheaded and blithe. “What am | for if not to rescue the Beast's
roses?’

But there was a sudden frantic shimmer in the ar as she spoke, as if something dmost became
vishble, and the breath caught in her throat; she opened her eyes very wide and stared dtraight at it—tried
to stare a it—and then screwed her eyes up to stare again, but whatever the something was, was gone.

She shook her head to clear the dizziness, and then lay down in the bath and closed her eyes. When,
alittle later, she put her hands on its rim, to rearrange her pogtion, she knocked into something with her
elbow, opened her eyes, and discovered atray gtting over the bath, with alittle round loaf, a little round
cheese, a pot of jam, and a pot of mint tisane upon it. But it reminded her of one of Jeweltongue's peace
offerings, and she did not know whether to laugh or cry. Crying won, and her joy was dl gone away in a
rush, like bathwater down adrain, and even meeting unicorns was nothing in comparison to the absence
of her sgers.

“It will @l comeright soon,” she said to hersdlf. “Soon. The roses will grow again, and then | will be
able to go home” But this did not comfort her either, and she wept harder than ever, till she frightened
hersdf with the violence of her weeping, and stood up out of the bath, and wrapped hersdf in severd
towds, and went to kned by thelittiefire. Its heat on her face dried her tears a last, and she returned to
the forlorn tray laid across the bath, and lifted it with her own hands, and set it down by the fire.

She began to eat, redlised how hungry she was, and ate it dl, wiping the last smear of jam from the
bottom of its pot with her finger, because the jam spoon wasn't thorough enough. She was by then only
just awake enough to remember to divest hersdf of her towels and put on her nightgown before she crept
up the dairs to her bed.



Chapter 11

(She had no dreams she remembered. She woke, with daylight on her face, to a fant chegping noise,
She lay, dill haf adeep, her eyes Hill closed, with the bedclothes wrapped ddicioudy round her, and
thought about things that cheep. It wasn't a bird sound. She knew that immediady. It wasn't exactly
familiar, but it wasn't totdly strange ether. It didn't sound at dl dangerous or threstening or—or—It did
sound rather near at hand however. Near enough at hand that if it was something she did not want to he
shaing her bed with ...

She opened her eyes. Fourpaws had made a nest in the ebow between two pillows and had
scrabbled up a hummock of coverlet to face it. She lay with her back againg the pillows, and with the
aun behind her—and shining in Beauty’ s face—and with the hummock of the coverlet in the way as well,
it took Beauty a moment to comprehend the tiny dirrings that went with the cheeping noise: kittens.
Fourpaws responded to Beauty’ s eyes opening, followed by her rdling up on an elbow and breathing a
long “Oh!” by beginning to purr.

There were four of them. They were so amdl it was impossible to guess very much of what they
would become, but three had vegue stripes and looked as if they might take after ther mother’'s
colouring, and the fourth was as black as the Beast’ s dlothing. Beauty stroked each with a finger down its
tiny back, and Fourpaws purring redoubled. Ther eyes were dill fast closed and ther ears infinitesmd
soft flgps, and thelr legs made vague gestures as if they believed that the air was water, and they should
attempt to sviminiit.

Fourpaws leant over them and made afew brisk rearrangements, and the cheeping stopped and was
replaced by minuscule sucking noises.

“Oh, Fourpaws, they are beautiful!” said Beauty, knowing what was expected of her, but speaking
the truth aswdl. “I am so glad that this palace should have kittensinit! | only wish there were many more
of them!”

Fourpaws stopped purring long enough to give Beauty a look like the edge of a dagger, and Beauty
laughed. “You will produce more kittens if you wish, dear! And not if you don’'t wish it. You needn’t
look a melikethat! 1 aways want more of anything | think good; it is a character Fault!”

She dmost missed Fourpaws beginning to purr again, because as she sad, “I dways want more of
anything | think good,” she remembered her adventure of the night before. “Oh—I must see—no—no,
not yet. | mustn't go into the glasshouse today at dl—Oh, no, 1 can't possbly wait dl day! Till this
afternoon then. Late this afternoon, when the light begins to grow long, and the glasshouse is & its most
beautiful anyway, because the light is dl gold and diamonds” She turned back to Fourpaws and her
kittens. “Oh, but whatever will | do till then? | can think of any number of thingsin this palace |1 should
like to see a kitten unravel—supposing 1 could find any of them again—but your children are a little
young for it. Wdl.”

She dimbed carefully out of bed—Fourpaws nest was directly blocking the bed stairs—poured
hersdf a cup of tea, and came back to the bed to drink it in company. The second time she maneuvered
round the kittens to the bed gairs, once she was on the floor, she tried to push the dtairs over alittle it
was like trying to shift the palace by leaning againgt one of its walls. “Here” she said. “If the magic that
caried my basket lagt night is anywhere in cdl, | could use a little hep.” As she stood looking at the
dairs, there was a faint anging in her mind, and a hdf sense like a vison approaching, like the odd
sensation she' d had just before she saw the meadow with the old woman milking her cows. She put her
hand againg the Sde of the Stairs, and they moved softly over and settled again. “Thank you,” sad
Beauty very quietly. The anging sensation faded and disappeared.

She spent as long as she could a breskfast—which wasn't very. Fourpaws and her kittens fdl
adeep, and Beauty couldn’t bear her fidgety sdf near that peaceful scene. She dressed and ran out to the
chamber of the star, but then thought again and tried to take her time in the corridor on the way to the
courtyard. She curtsied to the painting of the bowl of fruit, which today hung opposite the lady who used
to hold a pug dog, and then afan, and now a bit of needlework in a tambour; Beauty examined her after



her impertinent curtsy, and the lady looked giff and offended, but then she dways did.

Beauty opened the doors of ared-lacquered cabinet and closed the doors of a secretaire inlad with
mother-of-pearl. She moved an inkstand from another secretaire to a low marble table, and a tray from
one sideboard to another. She set matching chairs facing each other instead of sSde by side; she turned
vases and amdl Satues on ther pedestals and plinths she flicked the noses of caryatids holding up
mantel pieces. She twiddled and fiddled, poked and patted. She remembered the Beast’ s warning to stop
when she wished to look round, and the stopping let her fool away a little more time. She thought of
having kittens with her.

She thought she noticed, or perhaps it was only her own mood, that the shadows did not seem to lie
50 thick in the palace rooms as they gengrdly did; even in daylight, darkness tended to hang in the
corners like swathes of heavy curtain. She did natice that there was no speck of dust anywhere she
looked, no smudges of handling or of use, save what she left hersdf, and the floors, when she strayed off
the carpets, were as impeccably brilliant asif the polisher had only just dipped out of the room as Beauty
caneinto it.

She stepped & last into the courtyard, feding asif she had bees buzzing in her brain. She scuffed her
feet in the pebbles, and then looked up; there were big clouds in the sky today, for the firg time it had
been clear every previous day she had been here. She saw shapes in the clouds she did not wish to see:
Rose Cottage, her sgters faces. Lion-heart’s hair was long again, and the cloud that was Jeweltongue
held out her arm, and Beauty saw a greet ruched, embroidered deeve such as she had worn when they
lived in the city. She looked back at ther faces. She did not want the ssters who had lived in the city, she
did not want the person she hersdlf had been when they lived in the city.

But the clouds had shifted and her ssters had disappeared. For a moment longer she saw the door of
Rose Cottage, framed with roses, and then it too was pulled apart and became a scud of cloud
fragments.

The weather vane glinted when the sun broke through.

Hndly Beauty wandered into the orchard to look for the Beast. She did not want to tdl hm what she
hed done, and she was afrad her mood would betray her into saying something, but she fdt she could
bear her own company no longer. She thought again of the Beast's solitude—his solitary
imprisonment—here; how had he borne dl his own moods, with no one, ever, to tak to?

She found im under a different apple tree. “Wha is the weether vane that spins at the top of the
glasshouse, do you know?’ It was the firg harmless remark she could think of. She wanted too to tdl
hm of Fourpaws' kittens but fdt it was Fourpaws privilege to make that great announcement, and she
did want to know about the weather vane. It had intrigued her snce she had firg come to this place.
Even a the peak of the glasshouse it was not so very far away, nor was it so very smdl, that she should
not be able to make some kind of guess at what it represented. The shape seemed very clear and fine
and detailed, and then there were dl the smdl curls and chips delicately cut out of the ingde of the
dlhouette; these should have given it away at once. But they did not.

The Beast turned and looked towards the archway, but from where they were sanding they could
not see the courtyard. “Would you like to examine it?’

“Oh yes—but how?’

“How isyour head for heights?’

“l do not mind heights” said Beauty, remembering her efforts to hep Lionheart poke the Stting-room
chimney clear from the roof.

“Do you not?" said the Beast thoughtfully. “I dread heights. When | am painting on the roof, | am
caeful not to let my eyes wander. But if you do not mind them, | think we can find a ladder.”

He looked preoccupied for a moment, and then his face cleared, as if he had received the correct
answer to aquestion, and he led the way back towards the arch but stood aside that she might precede
hm through it. When they made their way round the sde of the glasshouse fading the archway, they
found a ladder aready in place, braced agang the slvery architecture that held the panes, nowhere
touching the glass, and it reached to within an arm’ s length of the distant wesather vane.

Beauty set her foot on the lowest rung. Her heart was beeting a little quickly, for she had never



climbed anything hdf so tal; Rose Cottage' s roof had been her limit. But she did want to see the weather
vane. She looked up; white clouds were dilt scudding merrily overhead, but there was no breeze in the
courtyard, surrounded by the palace wdls.

“I will hold the base,” said the Beast.

“Thank you,” she replied, and mounted quickly, before she could have second thoughts.

She was above hishead at once and dimbing past the dender Slver girder that marked what would
have been the firg storey, had there been any floor or caling: dimbed on, and then on and on. It was
fathe—highe—than she'd redised, looking up from ground leve. She thought of the long, long
gtaircases indde the palace and the fact that her glasshouse stood tdler yet. And she took a deep bresath,
ignored the beginnings of rubberinessin her legs, and of achein her lower back, and dimbed on.

She began to fed the wind up here; it tugged a her har and teased her skirts, but it was a little,
friendly wind, whisling to itsdf a thin gay tune. Her heart was 4ill beating quickly, but now from the
speed of her dimb and with excitement. She paused a moment; her leg muscles were growing giff and
dumsy, and she couldn’t risk being dumsy this far up. This was the find dtretch of her journey; the
glasshouse was narrowing gracefully towards its little cupola a the peak of its third storey, and she
suddenly didn’'t want to hurry to its end. She deliberately |ooked away from the weather vane, saving the
moment she would see it till she was a the very top of the ladder, of her adventure. She looked round
her instead.

She was above the flat roof of the palace here and could see in dl directions. First she looked at the
roof itsdf, hoping to have some provocative glimpse of the Beast’s work from this distance, not knowing
if she might see anything a dl; perhaps the gorgeous roof was a nighttime enchantment.

Directly in front of her lay an expanse of pure white-grey, with the same shimmery surface of the
wadls and the pebbles in the courtyard. She was facing the front wing, with the formd gardens beyond;
she could just see the farthest edge of them. To her left was the wing that contained her rooms; to her
right the bonfire glade. She looked closdly at the roof immediatdy before her—having to look round the
find peak of the glasshouse and the weather vane itsdlf, whose shape tickled her peripherd vison—ill
ghe was satisfied she could see no dlint of any color inits confusngly reflective surface.

Then, her heart dnking a little, she looked to her right, and there was nothing there either. Very
cadmly now, like a polite child who believes no one has remembered its birthday, she turned her head to
look |eft.... Down the centre of that wing of roof to about hafway ran a dender stream of colour, curving
precisgly round invisble idands that were only blank spaces to Beauty's eye. It widened at its leftmost
end, and Beauty tracked it round that corner, turning carefully on her rung of the ladder, to look at the
find wing of the palace the one that had lain behind her, the one that was backed by the orchard.

The buffet to the sense of dght was so powerful that for a moment Beauty fdt she was tasting,
touching, smdling, and hearing what she looked & as well. Here was something like the coloured verson
of the wild geometry of the glasshouse; she could see the exuberant complexity of shape and design not
merdy covering the flat roof from edge to edge but splashing up the low baustrade; in places it illed
over the top and made little pools of vividness there.

Wherever she looked, her eyes were drawn both farther on and back the way they had come, as
evay figure, every contour she saw hdd itsindividudity only in relaion to every other one. And looking,
she wondered, if she looked a the glasshouse more intently, might she see the tales of stars and heroes
written in the dlver sruts and the clear gdlitter of the panes? Perhaps she had only to learn how to see
them. One hand of its own valition loosed its hold on the ladder and dipped off to touch softly the nearest
pane of the glasshouse; it was the same caress she used when she touched her little embroidered heart.

Thelife and vibrancy of the coloured roof were the greater in contrast to the palace it crowned—as
if, having risked much to gain entry to the dread presence of the sorcerer, one found his hydra in the
kitchen wearing an apron and baking teacakes. Why had she only seen the roof at night? She must ask
the Beast to dlow her to come up during daylight. She looked back at the sngle tendril of colour running
down the second wing of the palace roof. Suddenly it was easy to see it as a long sem of some
wandering rose, easy then to see it aching round a familiar doorway and smdl leaded windows
Lionheart had once thought too smdl, and now she seemed to make out the two corner bushes, guarding



the front face of the house....

She took atight little breath, and hed it, and turned hersdlf round on her ladder till she was facing the
wing beyond which lay the bonfire glade, but the glade itsdf was hidden by the height of the palace. She
climbed a few more rungs and turned agan: she hooked her Ieft arm through the ladder and leant againgt
it. She dill could not see the glade, and the forest seemed to begin immediatdy outsde the wdl. She
shivered alittle and looked again towards the front gardens, but there was the wild wood pressing against
its boundary; it sprang up just behind the wing containing her rooms, asiit did behind the wing opposite.

She craned her head to look again over the orchard wing, ignoring the painted roof. There she could
see the farther trees in the long grass of the meadow, kindly spreading fruit and nut trees, not the dark
menacing trees of the forest; beyond them she could see the wdl of the vegetable garden, and a dip of
the beds insde, vishle beyond the wall, and beyond the far wal, the fidds of corn . .. and beyond that,
the horizon beginning to blur with distance, so she could not be sure, but it seemed to her that there too
the wood held the outer margin.

There was no ggn of human habitation anywhere, no thin wisps of smoke as if from chimneys, no
landscape muddied with little boxy shapes that might be farm buildings or houses, nothing but fidds and
the tangle of close-growing trees. She shivered again and turned a Sgh into a reviving gulp of wild air.
The breeze was kicking up a little more strongly, perhaps because she was now so high; she found she
wished to ding to the ladder with both hands againgt its pestering.

She turned to face front again to make the dinging eese—till looking carefully round the weather
vane—and stared a that far edge of the front gardens, the forest edge. This was dso the wing that
contained the gates closed againgt any courtyard entry: the gaes that were so profoundly closed Beauty
could bardly find the cracks between door and frame with her fingertipsin daylight, when she was awake
and dert and looking for them, where at night, half adeep or hdf ensorcelled by the magic of this place,
her head ful of the Beast’s painting and the stories it told, she had thought she had seen an old woman
leave a basket. .. had thought she had seen her walk down the length of the courtyard to be welcomed a
the edge of the wild wood by shapes of dlver shadow..,.

Stop that! Beauty said to hersdf crosdy. Do you expect an enchanted palace to take its place in
ordinary human geography, that | should be able to track its location by finding Longchance a morning’'s
brisk wak away jus to the north and east, and Appleborough just visble, because | know where to
look, in the northwest?

But the roses, said a little unhappy voice in her mind. If—if you did not see the old woman—if you
did not see the unicorns—what about the roses?

Beauty remembered the wak back from the glade last night, carrying or not-carrying, the heavy
basket; the crumbly, sweet-amdling Suff in her hands, spreading it carefully round her hopeful bushes,
her decison not to go in the glasshouse this morning, to let the magic work.

If anything since Father came back from his journey to the city has happened, she replied to the
voice, then that has happened. But her hands, dutching the rung of the ladder, trembled, and she
invaluntarily looked down, trying to peer through the dope of the glasshouse beneath her ladder, looking
for new leaves, for new green stems, even for snippets and hints of flower colours. .. . But she turned her
eyes awvay agan dmog at once. | will not look, she said. | have done what | could. | have worked hard,
| have done my best, and it isnow up to ... to ... to the magic. IT can touch nothing living. But the
unicorn had breathed into her face, breathed the breeth of aliving creature.

Sill her heart was heavy, and she tried to find the path through the wood that had led her to the
parterre, the grand front facade of the Beast’s palace; but she could not. 1 should be able to find the
double row of beeches, even in the wild wood! she thought. No. no, it is not like that here, just as |
cannot see Longchance, though it must be near a hand. It isonly the way this place is. And the tears that
crept down her face were only the result of the wind.

She turned findly to the westher vane. She was a few rungs from it dill, and these she climbed, and
sat Sdeways on the topmost one, so that she would look at it levd, the two uprights of the ladder
endosng her and giving her a little protection from the dill-freshening wind. She and the weather vane
were the two talest points for as far as she might see, but she was no longer looking out; she was gazing



a what she had come to see.

It was the profile of a woman, with a great sweep of har behind her, asif belled out by the wind, and
in her hands she held the stem of a rose, whose head pointed away from her; this was the narrow finger
Beauty had glimpsad looking up from the ground. The rose was hdf open and cut so carefully that the
amith had let little tines of light peep through where the edges of the petals would curve round the heart of
the flower, as the woman's hair had been cut so that light gleamed through the windblown strands. The
woman held the gem againgt her breast, asif it were growing from her heart.

Beauty reached out and touched it.

There was a great ringing gust of wind from somewhere which nearly knocked her off her precarious
perch. In her ddight a the weather vane, she had let go with both her hands the hand that had not
reached out to touch the vane was lad fla againgt the short roof of the cupola. As the wind grasped at
her and pulled and shook her, she seized the vane, firg with one hand and then the other, and then she
was lying facedown over the square pyramidd peak of the glasshouse, her arams wrapped round the base
of the vane, her cheek flat againg the glass and her forehead againg her upper arm, while the wind
shrieked and pried at her fingers, levered itsdf under her body like human hands plucking at a cloth dall,
and rattled the heavy ladder where it stood.

The sky darkened, and the wind swelled further, and its shriek became a roar, and she fdt the firs
drops of rain on her back, huge, heavy drops, driking her like stones. She dung where she was, the vane
turning this way and that above her head; she fdt the vibration through the pole she hdd. She was
weeping now, her sobs logt in the sudden storm; even if the wind died away as aboruptly as it had begun,
she would not have been adle to move, and knowing this, she was even more frightened. And now she
could fed the ladder jolting under her hip. with adow, regular jolt; she supposed the wind would have it
off atogether soon.

She mugt have logt consciousness. The wind's roar dulled, though she Hill heard it, and it gill shook
her where she lay, but not so strongly. But she no longer seemed to be lying down, but stting, Stting in a
sraight-backed chair; she was in a smdl, comfortable room, with a great many other people.... As she
looked round, she reordered her labouring thoughts and redised that it was a smdl room only in
comparison to the rooms of the Beast's palace and crowded only in comparison with their emptiness;
there were about twenty peoplein it, which would have been a amdl intimate group when the ssters had
gven partiesin the city.

| am dreaming, she thought, as 1 have dreamt before. And then she saw her father ganding at the
front of the room, one hand on the mantelpiece, the other holding a little clutch of papers, and he was
reeding aoud:

“Yours while | live, and yours till, though | die T sign, and seal this letter with a sigh....”

Thewind hurled itself down the chimney, and allittle puff of sparks and ash fdl onto the hearth-rug; it
flung itsdf at the windowstill they rattled in their frames, and the curtains moved uneesily in the draughts.
But the audience never stirred, ligening to the reader with dl ther atention; only Beauty jumped in her
chair, feding the rain beeting her down, the wind dawing & her.. .. She seemed to be at the end of the
second row, on the centre aide. When she started. a cat, which had been lying on the hearth-rug just out
of range of any misbehaviour on the part of the fire, sat up and stared a her. This was an orange
marmaade cat, with greet amber eyes dmos the colour of its coat.

“While Reason hesitated, Love obeyed. No foe withstood him, nor no friendship stayed....”

Beauty had difficulty attending to every word; her hearing was full of wind and rain; she seemed to
drop in and out of the story, as the young man faced the crud father and the wedthy baron to save his
true love, and it was the lady hersdf who, ignored in the ensuing melee, dipped between the men, pulled
the dagger from its sheath at the baron’s thigh, and, as he turned to shout a her, sweeping his sword
round to menace her, ducked, and thrust it between his ribs. The wind howled tike a pack coursng a
tiring stag; Beauty could hear nothing else. But the lovers had escaped.

“Their hoofs, so quietly the horses strode, Scarce stirred the pale dust of the moonlit road.”’

Everyone gpplauded. It was afriendly noise, and for afew momentsit drowned out the sound of the
gorm outsde. Beauty saw Jewetongue stand up and go to embrace her father, and then everyone



gpplauded again, and there was Mr Whitehand, the baker, sanding up beside the place where
Jewdtongue had been gtting, and then everyone was standing up and gpplauding, except Beauty hersdf,
who seemed to be bound where she sat, and the marmalade cat, dill perched on the hearth-rug Saring at
her.

The applause tapered off but was replaced by excited conversation. Beauty could follow little of
it—there was an animated discusson going on to one Side of her about what sort of dagger the bad
baron was likdy to have been carrying in an exposed thigh sheath—but she thought she recognised the
womean who was their hostess by her proprietorial manner; and by the dazed but good-humoured look of
those ligening to her, and the dze of her parlour, she guessed this was Mrs Oldhouse, the woman
Jewdtongue had described as Mrs Words-Without-End.

There was a lull, and Beauty heard a sngle voice dearly: Mrs Words-Without-End was saying that
there was a amdl supper laid out in the next room. As she turned to indicate the way, her glance fdl on
her marmdade cat. “Ohl” she said. “Our ghost mug have joined us, how very interegting; usudly she is
vay shy. It mugt be the wesather; it makes me fed quite odd mysdf. How the wind bays! Did anyone st
on the end chair of the second row?’

There was a genera negetive murmur.

“Wdl Becky,” said Mrs Words-Without-End to the cat, “do try to make her fed a home, snce you
are the only one who can see her thisevening, and | cannot beieve your unwinking stare is the best way
to go about it.” There was a blast of wind that Beauty fdt might dmogt drive the rain through her skin;
Mrs Words-Without-End gave a little “Oh!” and clutched digtractedly at her collar, fidgeting with a
brooch and the lace sailling round it.

“Supper can wait alittle” suggested someone behind Beauity.

“It' s the perfect night for a ghost story,” someone ese said cgolingly.

“Yes—yes, | suppose it is” sad Mrs Words-Without-End, dill fidgeting and looking at the rain
duidng down the nearest window. “It is a very romantic story . , , dthough | daresay it may have
improved over time and tdling. My grandmother said this happened before her grandmother’s
grandmother’s time, when there were dill greenwitches living dl about here, and at least one sorcerer.
WEél, you dl know that part of the story, do you not? There are a good many versions of it about, and
many of them do not agree about what the—the definition of the problem was, but they al agree that the
beginning of it was a sorcerer.

“So many problems do start with a sorcerer. My grandmother said that this one was even more vain,
and unfortunately more powerful, than usud, and he grew very jedous of a certain young man who aso
lived in this neighbourhood and who was himsdf a very great—a very greet philosopher. That is, that is
what he chose to cdl himsdf, a philosopher, dthough in fact he too was a sorcerer, but a very unlikdy
one. Do you remember that my father collected folk-tales? He was particularly interested in this one,
because it was in his own family. My grandmother told me the story, but it was my father who told me
that he had never read nor heard of any other sorcerer who did not care for magic in itsdf at dl, who
declared—as this sorcerer who cdled himsdf a philosopher did—that it was a fdse discipline which led
only to disaster.”

Mrs Words-Without-End' s voice had steadied and grown stronger as she went on with her tale, but
dhe dill stared at the rain. “Wel! The sorcerer wasn't having any of that from some young upstart,
epecidly ayoung upstart who was far too admired by people who should be admiring the sorcerer—the
sorcerer who gloried in his sorcery—and so the sorcerer began to plague the young man's days, in little
ways to begin. But the young philosopher was such a scholar that he barely noticed, and this made the
sorcerer mad with rage, because he hated above dl things to be overlooked, and he hated the idea that
he would have to exert himsdf over this dreadful young man, instead of throwing off a few tricks
cadesdy, as one might set a few mouse-traps. This was worse than being told that magic was a fdse
discipline.

“Now, the philosopher’s servants were quite aware that the sorcerer was to blame for a variety of
the little things that had gone persgently wrong in their household of late and began to tak among
themselves as to what they might do about it, because an angry sorcerer would shortly make dl their lives



amisary, if indeed he left them their lives, which he might not, because angry, vain sorcerers are capable
of dmogt anything.

“They decided to ask a greenwitch for advice. A green-witch of course hasn't nearly the power of a
sorcerer, but a good one is often very wise or & least very clever, and this one was a good one, and she
liked the young philosopher hersdlf, because he loved roses, just as she did.

“The greenwitch might have done what she did out of friendship's sake only, but there were other
things about the sorcerer which disturbed her. The firsd one was merdly—what was he doing here a dl?
Sorcerers—even sorcerers—have a place—something like a place—in a dty or a a mayor's or
generd’s ebow, but there is nothing for them in a smdl town in the middle of nowhere, unless the
sorcerer has afancy to endave the inhabitants without any interference from someone who might be able
to stop him. And the second one had to do with her friend the philosopher. She had an idea that he was
pursuing some course of sudy that an ordinary sorcerer might find very vauable, did he find out about it,
and she was very much afraid that this sorcerer would find out about it and that her friend would be able
to do nathing to stop him explaiting it, any more than a country scholar could stop an amy from using his
notes on the forging of sted for hoes and rakes on the forging of swords and cannon.

“And s0, when her friend’s servants came to her with thar story, she was dmost ready for them.

“l have told you the sorcerer was very vain. One of the ways he was van was that he thought himsdf
vay handsome—which he was—and that he was irresdible to women, which he was not, because
women surprisngly often have minds of ther own, and besides, sorcerers are a bit scary for lovers,
aen't they? You never know when one might tire of you and turn you into a fish-pond, or a
toasting-fork, or something. So the sorcerer often found himsdf short of mistresses since, like many van
men, he grew bored with everyone but himsdf rather quickly.

“The green witch outdid hersdf. She made a woman—a sSmulacrum, of course, not a red
woman—she made her out of"—and here, for the fird time, Mrs Words-Without-End
hesitated—"rose-petals. She was of course very beautiful—the smulacrum, | mean. She had to be,
because the sorcerer would only look at her if she were beautiful, but she was beautiful in a way that was
... not human, because she was not human, of course, but that made her beauty unique. The sorcerer
enjoyed possessing unique things.. . .” Mrs Words-Without-End’ s voice sank. “It is only an old tale, and
I’'m afoolish old woman to be repeding it.”

“No go on,” came severd voices, and after a pause Mrs Words-Without-End continued: “Well, at
firg dl was wdl. The sorcerer fdl passonately in love with the amulacrum, and the smulacrum declared
she was bored in the country and wished to livein the city, and such was the binding that the greenwitch .
.. somehow ... laid on her that he agreed to the change, and indeed, he did very wdl in the city, which
was full of people eager to be impressed by him, even if he did sometimes have to share them with other
sorcerers.

“But the smulacrum, the poor smulacrum ... The greenwitch had put no end to the spell; she could
not, for she was doing something she could not do, and it had done itsdf. She was not human, the
smulacrum, so she could not love and hate and wonder and worry as humans can, but she had lived for a
long time with the sorcerer and had come to see that as human beings went, he was not a good one; and
she grew londy without understanding what londliness was. The sorcerer had had many mistresses since
they came to the city, of course, because tha was the sort of man he was, but he retained a sort of
fondness for the amulacrum and never turned her into a fish-pond or a toagting-fork, but gave her fine
rooms, and dothing, and jewels, and maidservants, and everything he fdt a woman should want, and left
her done.

“But one day he came into her rooms without warning, after he had not visted her for years, and he
found her weeping for londliness. He had never seen her weep. But she was not weeping tears: she was
weeping rose-petals.

“He was a sorcerer; if he had not been blinded by her beauty and his vanity, he might have seen what
she was long ago. As it was, he suddenly understood everything, and then his rage was . .. beyond
anything.

“Her he blasted where she sat, and there was no woman-shape there anymore, but only a pile of



rose-petals. It was enough that he destroy her; he knew the trick played was none of hers. He struck her,
and he left. He left the aty and went north, where he had a vengeance to pay.”

Mrs Words-Without-End paused again, and again eager voices urged her on: “Thisis a tremendous
gory! Why have we never heard it before? Y ou have been holding out on us Go on, go on!” But when
Mrs Words-Without-End took up her story again, she spoke very quickly, as if she wished to be done
with it.

“The smulacrum was not dead, for she had never been dive, except as petals on a rose-bush. And
the petals she became were just as fresh as the petas the greenwitch had gathered many years ago to
work her spell. Rose-petals do not necessarily die when they fdl from ther flower; they may lie dreaming
in the sunlight for days and days. These paticular petds had been a woman—or something like a
woman—for very many years, and the dreams they had, lying in beautiful rooms in a grand house in a
city, were quite different from the dreams they might have had, had they fdlen off their rose-bush in the
greenwitch’'s garden and lain there in the summer sun, and wind, and rain.

“Perhaps it is easest to say that they were no longer rose-petals. Somehow they warned the
greenwitch what had happened. Perhaps they spoke to her in a dream. But the result was she had
warning—not enough, not much, but alittle. The greenwitch had known—had to have known—what she
risked by deceiving a sorcerer. And she had to have known tha if—when—he discovered the truth
about the amulacrum, his rage would be very terrible, and more terrible il if he understood that a mere
greenwitch was responsible. But his rage was even greater then that which isto say that in the moment of
revelaion, when he saw what he had cardlesdy believed to be a woman weeping rose-petals, he guessed
as wdl that the philosopher he had despised—had hated—had indeed been pursuing some course of
Sudy that the sorcerer would have found very useful, that he would yet find very useful, just as soon as
he had his revenge.

“Quickly the greenwitch threw up what defenses she could, and they were little enough; but she was
dill clever, if perhaps not as wise as she had thought she was on the day she had gathered rose-petals to
make a Smulacrum. She had not time to send word to the young philosopher, who was now nearly a
middle-aged philosopher, but she had time to throw some kind of spdl over him and his house....” Mrs
Words-Without-End faltered to a hdt and looked round at her audience.

“You see the tory docs not have a proper ending. The sorcerer meant to blast both the greenwitch
and the philosopher off the face of the earth, which he would certainly have been able to do had he come
down on them without warning. But blagting people leaves traces. There were no traces. The philosopher
disappeared. His servants woke up one morning and found themsdlves lying in a fidd. Their master and
hisfine house were gone. It took a little longer to discover that the greenwitch had disappeared too—and
not merely gone off on one of her collecting expeditions, to return when she chose. But the sorcerer had
aso disappeared. My grandmother said he's the reason no magic will settle here—but there are many
taes told about that; why should this one be the right one?—that it was what he did that has I€ft this place
S0 troubled that no good magic can rest here. She said that it's only the rose-bushes the green-witch
planted & Rose Cottage that have had Longchance safe from worse—even though they’ll only bloom
when a greenwitch lives there.”

Chapter 12

Mrs Words-Without-End went to Jewetongue, who was standing, looking stricken, and seized her
hands. Her father gripped Jewdtongue's shoulder; Mr Whitehand stood close a her sde. Mrs
Words-Without-End said: “It isonly adlly tale, the slliest of tales. | forgot mysdf in the pleasure of your
father’ s reading of his most romantic poem. It isdl nonsense, of course, asslly tales are—"

Jeweltongue said, diffly, asif she were very cold: “And the ghost? You never told us who the ghost
IS”

“Yed” sad severd voices a once. “Who isthe ghost?”’

Mrs Words-Without-End said to Jewdtongue: “The ghost isthe ghost of the Smulacrum. Sometimes

sheis nothing but a breath of the scent of a rose on the air, especidly in winter. Sometimes you can just



see her, but often only as akind of shadow, a slhouette, of a woman with long hair, holding a rose to her
breast, asif its tem grew from her heart. | saw her often when | was alittle girl—I had seen her severd
times before my grandmother told me the story—and then it was as if she went away, oh, for twenty
years or more. But then she came back, about ten years ago now. .. .”

“But why does she come to you?' said avoice.

Mrs Words-Without-Had said to Jewedtongue “My father was a kind of cousin to the philosopher
who disgppeared. My faher's great-great-great-great-great-great-grandfather  inherited  the
philosopher’s other properties, induding this house. I’ve aways lived in this house. 1 made my poor
husband come here when | married him. | might have made him change his name, except that he is a
coudn too, and dready had it. I—I have been afrad that if one of our family no longer lives here,
perhaps the ghogt will no longer have ahome; and if she needs a home, | wish her to have it. I—I don’t
know what possessed me to tdl the story tonight. | do believe the storm has crept into my head and
disarranged dl my thinking. | have never told it to anyone but my husband and my daughters, once they
were grown, when our ghost returned after her long absence. Except that... it has seemed to me lady
that she is around much more than she ever used to be. Even my husband has seen her severd times, in
the last saverd months, and he had never seen her before. And she seems to be restless in some way; |
have even fdt that she has been asking me to do something, and the only thing | can think of to do for her
isto tdl her story.”

Beauty heard the rain pounding againgt the windows and the wind thundering as if it would have the
house off its foundations, and she fdt asif the wind and the rain were dragging and drumming a her. and
wished she could hold on to her charr for comfort; but she could not move her hands. She seemed only
able to move her eyes, and she stared a Mrs Words-Without-End, stared as the marmaade cat stared
a herdf, asif she could not look away. A gudt againg the wal of the house made her quiver, and she
hed to blink, and blink and blink again, as if rain were running into her eyes. | am dreaming, she told
hersdf again. Thereisnothing to be frightened of; it isonly a dream; | will wake inmy bed. 1 will wake in
my bedin ...

As Mrs Words-Without-End fdl slent, the sound of the sorm seemed to swdl; the lash of ran
agang the house struck like a blow from something solid as a bludgeon, and it poured down the
windows with a heavy splash like a bucket overturned on a doorstep. Everyone in the room had moved
dowly towards the front, to be near Mrs Words-Without-End as she told her story, as if attracted by
some irresigtible force, and now seemed fixed on the Sght of Mrs Words-Without-End with her hand
holding Jeweltongu€e' s, saring into her eyes, and the dumb, amazed look on Jeweltongue' s face; and with
the muffling of dl other sound by the bellow of the storm, everyone started and looked round in darm
when someone threw back the half-closed doors at the rear of the room.

Beauty dill could not gtir. She turned her eyes, and her neck consented to move dowly, dowly,
dowly, but dill not so far that she could look over her shoulder and see who—or whai—had arrived,
Mrs Words-Without-End seemed to dwrink away from whoever it was, she put her am round
Jeweltongue' s shoulders, but whether she wished to comfort Jeweltongue or hersdf it was impossble to
sy.
Beauty fdt atap on her shin and looked down; there was the marmalade cat, petting at her leg, as if
asking to jump into her lap. Beauty's lips dowly shaped the words Oh, yes, please, though she had no
voice to utter them, nor could she have made hersdf heard now over the sorm bar shouting; but the cat
understood, and legpt up, and trod her skirtsinto a shape it liked, and lay down. Beauty gave up trying to
look over her shoulder and, autometicdly trying to bend her arm to cradle the cat, discovered tha she
could, and with the firgt touch of warm fur on her skin alittle life seemed to come to her, as if she werein
this room in truth instead of only in dream. And as the intruder strode down the aide towards Mrs
Words-Without-End and the little group on the hearth-rug, she was able to turn her head easly and
watch.

* “The weether has hedd me up, or | would have been here sooner,” he said, spesking in an
authoritative, carrying voice, which rode over the storm like a practised actor’s over hecklers. He took
off hiswide-brimmed hat and gave it a shake, sending water fanning out over the empty chairs on the Sde



of the aide away from Beauty. Beauty saw Mr Whitehand' s figts dench a his Sdes.

“l was delighted when | heard of your little literary occasion, and | planned to come—I know you
would have sent me an invitation had you known | was interested—because | have a story to tdl too.”

Beauty had recognised the man now: Jack Trueword, the squire' s eldest son. She had only seen him
once or twice, in Longchance, riding his glossy highbred horse, looking faintly amused or fantly bored,
daing over everyone's heads, perfectly certain that everyone was looking a him, because he was the
suire's eder and handsomer son. Beauty remembered him chiefly for that conviction of his own
fascination, which he wore like a suit of clothes; to her eye he had never been more than a good-looking,
gpailt, idle young man. But tonight she looked a him and was afraid, as if the spirit of the sorm had
entered the room in the person of Jack Trueword. His face was animated, but his amile was so wide as
to be a grimace, his eyes were too bright, and his sharp glance moved jerkily round the room. He walked
and turned and made his gestures with a bardly restrained energy, as if with every motion he had to
remember not to knock people down and hurl the furniture through the windows or into the fire.

He tossed back his hair, held hiswet hat ddlicately in one hand, and shrugged out of his cape, deftly
caching it with his other hand. He gave the cape a spin, and this time Beauty was spattered by the wet,
though she did not fed it. The cat on her Igp did und interrupted her purring with little bass notes like
growls. If anyone looked a me, thought Beauty, and | am a ghost, where isthe cat Stting? Is she floaing
ahandsoreadth inthe air?

But no one did look at her; everyone was looking a Jack Trueword. He laid the cape over the back
of achair, and the hat upon it, with a flourish worthy of the villain in a penny pantomime.

“I think | heard the rather interesting end of a story Mrs Oldhouse was tdling, as | was entering.
Something about a ghost—a woman made of rose-petals—and a sorcerer. Quite a flamboyant mix,
perhaps—just the thing for a literary company.” He strolled up the rest of the aide and turned on the
hearth-rug. “My story has perhaps some dements in common with it.” The marmaade cat stopped
purring.

“Mrs Oldhouse,” said Jack True word solicitoudy, “you look tired. Indeed, if you were to ask my
opinion. | would say you look ... drained. Asif some .. . involuntary magic—eh?—had been called out of
you. Perhaps something to do with that very interesting story you jugt told, that you have so rarely told?
Magic takes care of itsdf, you know. | would wonder alittle mysdf about a story of magic that so wishes
not to be told. Especidly here, you know, in Long-chance ...”

Mrs Words-Without-End, and Jewel tongue and her father, and Mr Whitehand stared at Jack
Trueword asif fascinated. The othersin the room began to stir and murmur, as if coming out of a trance,
asif waking from some spdll that had held them. They looked at one another a little uneesly and started
as another particularly fierce blast of wind shook the house.

“Even the gorm itdf seems a bit.. .extreme, does it not?” Jack Trueword went on thoughtfully. “As
though something were trying to get in. Or perhaps out. The sorm is most powerful just here, by the
way. When | set out from the Hall, it was merdly raining. Even at the other end of Longchance thewind is
no more than brisk. But when 1 turned through your gates, Mrs Oldhouse, | thought the wind would
knock my horse off itslegs.

“l am very sorry | did not hear more of your story, Mrs Oldhouse. Perhapsiif | had, | would have
understood it better. Sorcerers don't disappear, you know. That bit of your story doesn't make any
sense—pardon me, Mrs Oldhouse. But sorcerers can be driven away or even ensorceled themsdves.
You have to be very strong indeed to ensorcel a sorcerer, but it can be done. There are stories about it.

“Fm afraid | dso don't accept the idea that any sorcerer would for a moment fal to recognise a
dmulacoum as a smulacrum—however beautiful she was—especidly a smulaccum made by a
greenwitch. No, I'm afraid that doesn’'t make sense ether. I'm very sorry. Mrs Oldhouse, | seem to be
ruining your story. But truth is important, don’t you think?

“My gory begins... once upon atime and very long ago, but perhaps not so very fa away, there
were three sorcerers. 1 think, redly, the firg sorcerer was only a magician, but little the less dangerous
for that, because she was s0 very ambitious. The second sorcerer had been distracted from the usud
paths of power by his interest in immaterid philosophies. He spent his days discussing, with various



citizens of various ethered planes, how many hippogriffs can dance on the head of a pin, and such ary
meatters.

“The third sorcerer was a practica felow. He too was ambitious, and his ambition had once
betrayed him into carelessness. He had made the mistake of demondrating that he was a little too clever
for his own good alittle too soon—and to the wrong man. He decided to move wel away from the city
where he had made hislittle mistake, and to stay away, till his name, in people’'s minds, and especidly in
that one wrong man’s mind, should have lost some of its prominence.

“He had heard of a town—let us cdl it Longchance—quite a smdl town to have two sorcerers in it
dready, but it was dtractively far away from the city he wished to leave, and rather isolated, and he did
prefer to go somewhere that contained a least one or two of his colleagues, because he wished to go on
sudying and knew tha sudying in a vacuum aways leads to carelessness, sooner or later. He was not
going to be cardless agan, if he could help it.

“And so he moved to thistown we are cdling Long-chance, and was gpparently welcomed by both
the sorcerers—or the sorcerer and the magician—aready in residence. and dl went wel for some time.

“Bat sorcerers dill have to eat, and unsurprisingly, they most often earn their bread by ther sorceries.
It so happens that the philosopher-sorcerer was the last of a wedthy family, which is no doubt why he
could permit himsdf the luxury of philosophy in the firs place. But the woman, sorcerer as she cdled
hersdlf, needed people to pay for her services, as did the third sorcerer. And after the third sorcerer had
been living for some little time in his new home, she began to notice that when people wanted sorcery,
they more and more often went to him; her they were only asking the littlest, meanest charms, love
philtres, counterspells againgt the souring of milk by ill-natured persons known or unknown, herbs to take
warts off or soothe croup. Green-witch sons of things that no sorcerer should be expected to perform.

“Do | begin to see some doubtful recognition on some of your faces? We dl know there is some
reason no magic has settled herein avery long time. And we think we know it has something to do with
some great conflict between sorcerers.

“The greenwitch—for perhaps she was only ever a green-witch—grew terribly jedous of the third
sorcerer, or perhaps she only fdl in love with him. That she brewed a beauty potion of rose-petalsis true,
but she made no smulacrum. She could not have done so much. She brewed the potion for hersdlf and
arrayed hersdf in an irresstible beauty.

“No one recognised her, for she had been a plan woman, and both the sorcerers fdl in love with her,
and each wanted her for himsdf. But the philosopher had been a philosopher too long, and his sprites
were of no use to him here. The third sorcerer won her. as she meant for him to win her. And she
convinced him, for her fdse beauty was the supefying sort which throws a shadow over its lover, tha
she too was a powerful sorcerer and that together they could do anything. Perhaps she even beieved it
hersdif.

“l do not know everything about what happened next. | have been researching the story, you see;
something that has occurred recently brought the old nursery tale to my mind again, something | will tdll
you ... a litle later. But there are gaps in the story | cannot fill. | have even dolen a look a Mrs
Oldhouse' s father’s notes—I'm sure you will forgive me, Mrs Oldhouse, as | was only seeking the
truth—but | found nothing about anyone weeping rose-petals. That mugt be a part of the story you had
from your grandmother. Women are such romancers. Wedll, | believe that the third sorcerer and his new
mistress went off to that city the third sorcerer had left, to confront the man who had made it necessary
for imto leaveit.

“The third sorcerer logt that confrontation, of course. But he lost far more than he had over hisinitid
mistake. He was dying, | believe, and, in dying, was hdf mad with the too-late understanding that he had
been betrayed. The woman's beauty was stripped from her, and he saw it go and knew who she was
and what she had done. In order to save her own wretched life—for she had taken little part in the
disastrous mesting with her lovers old nemesis—she told him that it had been the philosopher who had
bewitched her—how she lied'—that she hersdf had only known what had happened to her when the
sodl was torn away. She said tha the philosopher had bewitched her because it had been he who was
jedous of the third sorcerer who had come and settled on his territory, as he had long been jedous of



her. and he saw this meansto be rid of them both....

“And with his last strength, the dying sorcerer put a curse on the philosopher, a curse as gredt as he
could make it. Perhaps he dill loved the woman ... a little, even with her beauty gone from her. Perhaps
he remembered that the philosopher had not fought so very hard for possession of the woman; perhaps
he, being otherwise made and desiring materia successes, underestimated the attractions of philosophy.
He wanted what the woman had said to be true.

“And he had been nearly a very great sorcerer, before he was cut down, and the end of his strength
was consderable. He meant only to seize the philosopher, but he was dying, in pain, and he did not
manage very well. His curse blasted not merdly his supposed enemy—who, with his house, disappeared
overnight, and his servants awoke the next morning in a fidd, just as in Mrs Oldhouse' s story—but his
curse fdl on Longchance as wdll, like shards from an exploding cannon.

“Those shards remain. Their substance seeps into the ground, hangs like scent in the air we breathe;
our noses are too dull for the work, but as a man will not build his house near a Sagnant bog, no magica
practitioner will come to a place that stinks of an old curse. This is perhaps inconvenient, you may say,
but little more; Appleborough is not so far away, and there are greenwitches there, and a magician, and
what use has Longchance for sorcery anyway? And you might be right—except that is not quite the end
of the story.

“If everywhere that had ever had a curse thrown over it became antipathetic to magic, there would
be no hands-breadth of earth left where any magica practitioner might stand. The question you must ask
is What became of the woman?

“She was caught by the edge of her lover’s dying spell, like dust by the hem of a curtain, and she was
swept dong by it, back to Longchance, and spilled there ... somewhere. | think, as in Mrs Oldhouse's
gory, sheisin some sense a ghodt, but in some sense she is not a ghogt.

“l want you now to think back—only about thirty years. | cannot remember quite so far mysdf; |
was in the cradle when it happened. But we came into a greenwitch agan—adfter years,
generations—without one. A greenwitch in Longchance. Rather a good one, | believe. | firs remember
her for her tolerance of smdl boys and amdl boys games. | saw less of her later on, for rose wreeths do
not interest me... and | have never needed any of a greenwitch’s charms.

“She had an adopted daughter, or there was a gifl who lived with her, who grew up to be a very
beautiful woman. Very beautiful indeed—eerily beautiful, some said. There were dtories that there was
something not quite right about her. Stories that went againg her. These stories perssted until she
decided to leave Longchance. Thereis a story that she made a very grand marriage in a city to the south,
but I do not know if itistrue.

“Our greenwitch was never the same again after the girl left, was she? f remember my parents and
aunt talking of it. She seemed to fade and to dwindle after the loss of her daughter, and she never
recovered. She disappeared hersdf not so many years later, and greenwitches, you know, generdly live
along time, and she was not a very old woman.

“There was a bit of dir created after she disappeared, was there not? When we found out that our
greenwitch had gone to a lawyer to tie up what happened to her cottage. The cottage that legend has it
hed been the cottage of the greenwitch, or magician, or sorcerer, of whom | have just been tdling you,
though it had been abandoned to ruin many years ago, till our recent green witch rescued it. Does anyone
know who helped her set brick on brick, lay the rafters, dig the cesspit, thatch the roof? | have not been
able to find anyone who does. House-building is not the usud run for a green witch’s megic, isit?’

The room was slent. Even the sound of the storm had dropped during Jack Trueword's gsory; the
rain il fdl againg the windows, but it made a timid, mournful sound; the wind wept digantly like a lost
child. No one ingde Mrs Oldhouse' s best parlour stirred; there were no cries of “Go on, go on!” Beauty
suddenly redlised that the dow measured beat she heard was the tdl cabinet clock in the corner. Be
Ware, it said. Be. Ware. Tick. Jock. She moved her cold hands on the marmalade cat’ s back.

“And then,” Jack Trueword said, his voice very low and smooth, “and then ... a few years ago three
beautiful girls and ther father moved into Rose Cottage. Three girls so beautiful that Longchance was
dazzled by them—were you not?



“But wait, you are saying. Was it not two daughters and a son? Very reassuring, that son, was he
not, for dl that he was dso remarkably beautiful’? For by his presence we have not needed to worry
about that foolish fortune-telling rhyme, the one that describes the find working out of the curse on
Longchance.

“You remember | told you that something had happened recently to put me in mind of the old
stories? Discretion should forbid me to tdl this part of the story, but | began by saying that truth is
important, and thus | cannot spare mysdf. | found mysdf fdling in love with . ,. one of these beautiful
ggers It was a curious experience; it was quite like faling under a spell. Oh, you will say, love is dways
like that. Perhapsit is, but was never quite like this before, in my smdl experience.

“Wdl, | recovered; | would have thought no more about it, except. . . very recently | found that my
brother has fdlen in love with another of the ssters. But the second sigter, you will say, disappeared,
rather mysterioudy, some while ago now—some story about a relative in the city, which is curious, when
you think about it, that we had never heard of any relatives in the dity before; indeed the family has
seemed to have rather ill memories of their lifein the city. Well, that is the second sister. The third child, a
son, works for our master of horses at the Hal. But that son is not a son; she is a daughter.”

Be Ware, ticked the clock. Be Ware. Therain tapped and pattered; the wind moaned.

Jeweltongue took a step forward, shaking off Mrs Old-house’ s hand and her father’s. * Curse? What
curse? | don't believe you.” Tears began to stream down her face. “Lion-heart mentioned a curse; |
didn't believe her dther. Yes, Lionheart ismy sster, not my brother. 1t has nothing to do with your horrid
curse it isthat she wanted to work with horses, and sheis good at that, is she not? | know sheisgood a
that, and she knew no one would take her on if she were a woman, so she went as a man. What is this
curse? Your curse has cursed us, more like, for it is true—athough not as Jack True word says—that
Beauty has not returned to the city. What is this curse! Has it an enchanted padace, and a Beast, and a
rose?’

Mrs Oldhouse sad: “A Beast? | have never heard of any Beast. Jack, you are a bad man. | do not
believe this has anything to do with our friends’—her voice quavered—"even if Lionheart isthar sger.”

Jeweltongue said wildly: “Tdl methis curse!”

Mrs. Oldhouse recited hedlily: “ Threein a bower/ And arose in flower / Until that hour / Stand wall
and tower,” It's only a child's nursary rhyme. We used to skip rope to it. It was our favourite
skipping-rhyme because it was ours, you know how children are.

“The three in a bower were three beautiful Ssters, we knew that, but the cur—the rhyme doesn’'t say
anything about their being beautiful, that's just to make it a better story, that's wha happens to stories
that are told over and over. When | was a child, and grew old enough to understand that my favourite
skipping-rhyme meant something, it was dl the more ddlicious, do you see? Not having magic is judt. ..
not having something .. . but acurse ... Of course the Sgters had to be beautiful. And the bower, that had
to be Rose Cottage, because of the rose, even though when | was a girl, no one lived there, and the wal
and tower were Longchance, dthough Longchance doesn't have any towers, but you have to have it for
the rhyme, do you see? It’s like the sSsters being beautiful. And it was dl to do with some great magic
that had gone terribly wrong many years ago, and it explained why there was no magic in Long-chance
now, dthough it didn’'t explain it very well, but then foretelings never do, do they? | never knew a seer
who would give you a plain answer.

“And | don't see why—redly, now that | think about it—why our old skipping-rhyme is necessaily a
curse. Perhaps it is only a prediction of how—of how it will dl be resolved. Maybe that's why it says
lower—not for the rhyme but because Longchance doesn’'t have any, do you see? But | have to say |
don't like the sound of your Beast. What Beast? Is it fierce?’

“*Look at the cat!” shouted Jack Trueword, pointing & Beauty and looking frightened hdf out of his
wits, but as he did so, the marmalade cat |egpt off Beauty's lgp sraight at Jack, asif it meant to do him a
mischief; he threw up hisarms; Beauty said, “Oh, no!” and made a snatch &t the cat asit leapt, faling half
off her chair as she did so; and Jewetongue shrieked, “ Beauty!” —

—and Beauty found hersdf fdling off the top of a ladder, struck down by wind and ran; she
screamed, drowning even the cacophony of wind in her ears, scrabbling for purchase agang the



ran-dick panes of her glasshouse; her finger-ends found eight strange little hollows in the leeding of one
frame and dug themsdlves in, but she would not be able to hold hersdf there long, sprawled againg the
dope, and the wind blowing so brutdly she hadn’t a chance of regaining the ladder, where her usdess
feet remained, just touching the rungs—

And then there was a hand on her shoulder, and she was dragged inexorably back the way she had
fdlen, and her weight was on her feet again, and the wind was partidly blocked by something very large
bending over her, and a voice she could just hear below the infuriated wind spoke in her ear: “Bealty. |
have you. Set your feet firmly on the rungs again; 1 will shidd you. | am too heavy even for this wind to
dhift. You are quite safe. Listen to me, Beauty. Y ou must come down now.”

But the shock of what had dmost happened il gripped her, as merdiledy as the sorm itsdf, and
she was too panic-stricken to move. When she opened her mouth to breathe, the wind suffed it with rain
and her own sodden hair. She began to shiver, and she redised she was wet to the skin and cold to the
bone, and her shivering redoubled, and her hands seemed to have frozen to the tops of the ladder
uprights, she could not make the fingers move.

She whimpered, but he could not hear her, so it did not matter. And she wanted—so terribly
wanted—to be off this nightmare ladder and down on the ground again. Therain and wind billowed over
her, and the Beast waited, and she thought of what he had said, and she turned her head a little, and
looked up; the Beast was only a blackness to her eye, but he mug have seen her looking, because one
great hand moved from its place below hers on the ladder uprights and wrapped itsdf gently round her
nearer one, and with that touch some feding and possibility of motion returned to her fingers

He released her hand, and she diffly brought it down to the firs rung; the finger joints ached with
cold and dread. She straightened her body dowly, moved her other hand to the firg rung, unsedled one
foot from its resting place, and stepped down to the next rung. Now she fdt the Beast’s arms round her,
outsde hers, and his waistcoat buttons brushed her back, and she fdt him take a step down, to keep
pace with hers.

They went down together very dowly. She dill shivered, and fdt as exhausted as if she had run a
great race, and sometimes fumbled for her hand—or foothold, and some—

times had to stop to rest. But she watched his hands fallowing hers, so that she did not have to look
up or down, and she never stopped again any longer than she needed to catch her breath. It was a much
longer journey down than it had been going up, and the wind 4ill sang in her ears, but the words it sang
were the wrong verse: Lord Goodman died for me today, I'll die for him tomorrow.

As her feet touched the rung below the firg Slver girder, the wind dammed in under the Beast's arm,
like a clever swordsman finding a weaknessin his opponent’s guard, and seized her and flung her down,
and her feet did off the rungs, one forward and one back, and there was a sharp hard blow to one of her
knees and another to her other ankle, and for a moment she did not know which was up and which
down, and the wind would have had her off then had the Beast not caught her in his other aam. The wind
screamed and hammered at the ladder, and Beauty stared up a the glasshouse and the tumultuous sky,
and there was a cracking noise, and the top of one of the uprights was torn off, the rungs broken, and the
pieces hurled down on them.

Beauty fdt rather than saw one strike the Beast's back and fet him wince, but he dill held her, and
he dll stood firm upon the ladder. Again he spoke in her ear, cdmly, asif he were addressng her across
the dinner table: 1 fear | need both my hands to dimb. But | do not think that will happen again.” She
nodded againg his breast and put her hands and feet on the rungs again, and he released her, and they
gtarted down the lagt part of ther journey.

The lagt few rungs were even harder then the first ones had been; she was sck and dizzy with the
after-effects of the dream-vison of Jewdtongue, and Mrs Oldhouse, and Jack Trueword, and the
marmaade cat; and she could not believe she and the Beast could reach the bottom of the ladder safely.
He stepped off it firg and had his hands round her waist to steady her as her feet touched the wet
pebbles of the courtyard, but she dipped and dithered on the suddenly treacherous surface, and her
ankles twigted and her knees would not hold her. and she was o tired her mind played tricks on her, and
she was not sure but what she was dill done on the top of the ladder and feding it shifting under her as



the wind prepared to throw it down. But no, the Beast was here; he hdd her ill.

He pointed dong the glasshouse wall, and she remembered they were dill sanding in flooding rain,
and the wind, even on the ground, was nearly .strong enough to lift her off her feet; the pebbles of the
courtyard scudded before it like crests torn from the tops of waves. And so they made their way together
aong the wal and round the corner of the glasshouse, and then at lagt there was a familiar handle under
her hand, and she turned it and pushed, and they were both insde the glasshouse.

The storm dropped away a once, asif it had never been, as if the dosing of the glasshouse door
were acharm againd it, or the end of a spell, and with the silence, and the sunlight now streaming through
the panes, and the agtonishing Sght that met their eyes—and the clatter of too many thoughts and fearsin
Beauty’'s mind—Beauty forgot dimbing the ladder, forgot the weether vane, forgot Mrs Oldhouse's
gtory, and Jack Trueword's, and Jewetongue shouting Beauty.’, forgot the ssorm and the fdl that would
have killed her, forgot everything but what she and the Beast sawv—and smdlt.

For the glasshouse had come back to life indeed. There were roses everywhere she looked, red
roses, white roses, and pink roses, and every shade among them, in grest flat platters and round fa orbs
of petals, roses shaped like goblets and roses shaped like cups, roses that digplayed samens as fine as a
lady’s eyedlashes, roses that were full up to the brim with a muddle of petals, roses with tiny green button
centres. There were red-tipped white roses, and white-tipped red ones, bright pink ones and soft pink
ones that were darker at ther hearts and some that were nearly white-centred; white ones that were
showy dl through, and white ones just touched with ivory and cream, or the sunset-cloud tints of pink
and gold; and the reds were dl the tones of that most mysterious and dlusve of rose colours, from the
warm rosy reds like ripening cherries to the darkest black—

reds of velvet seen in shadow; and the purples were finer than any coronation mantle.

And the amdl, everywhere, was s0 rich and wonderful Beauty wanted to cup her hands to it and
drink it, and yet it was not one smell, but dl the rose scents discernible and individud as dl the colours of
roses: the spicy ones, and the ones that amdt of apples or grapes or of oranges and lemons, and the ones
that smdt of dmonds or of fine tea, and mogt particularly the ones that amdt only as certain roses andl,
and they were the mogt varied and seductive of al.

The foliage was so thick, glossy-green or matte-, hunter green and olive and grey-green and nearly
blue, that it should have shut out every wink of sunshing, but it did not: the light was so bright Beauty
blinked againd it, and the white roses glittered like congtdlations on a clear night.

“Oh,” sad Beauty. “Oh.”

The Bead, asif inadream, sad, “I have not been herein ... | do not know how long. It has been a
long time. | have not come since the roses started dying.”

Beauty ran forward suddenly, toward the fathest corner of the glasshouse, and there knelt—or
would have knelt—by the one rose-bush that had ill been in flower when she had first entered here; but
it was tdl and strong now, astdl as she was, and covered with flowers. She could not count them, there
were so many, or rather, she did not wish to spend the time counting them when she could smdll and ook
a and touch them. She turned to examine her cuttings, and dl the little bushes were knee-high, and 4l
hed flower-buds, and the firgt of these were cracking open, and at their feet an exuberance of heartsease
foamed green and purple. She looked at her seedbed, where the seedlings were only a little smdler than
the bushes from the cuttings, and these too bore the firg tiny green bumps that would become flowers,
not leaves. One precocious seedling had its very firgt bud just unscrolling, and she wondered what it
would be, for while she knew the mothers of dl her seeds, she did not know die fathers. She touched it
softly, and a whiff of rose scent came to her even among al the perfumed richness around her, and this
scent was new, and not quite like any other, and while it reminded her of a scent she had once breathed
danding by a meadow watching a woman milk her cows, a fine, wild, pure, magicd amdl, it was aso
unmistekably that of a rose.

She looked up, and the Beast stood near her, looking at the dark red rose-bush which had been the
only one dive and blooming the day before. “I remember you,” he murmured, as if to himsdf. “I
remember...”

And as he said, “I remember,” suddenly she remembered gtting as a ghost with a marmaade cat in



her lap, and she remembered dl those other dreams she had had while she was adeep in her grand high
bed in the paace and had told hersdf in the mornings were only dreams, and she remembered
Jeweltongue' s voice, as the marmaade cat made its spring, saying Beauty! And Beauty hersdf did not
know if she now believed that the dreams had been more than dreams or if it was only that she was
frightened to think that they might be more. And, a very little, she remembered the dream she had once
had so often, about a long dark corridor and a monger that waited for he—only for her—and
remembered too, so faintly thet it was bardly a memory at al, how that dream had changed when she
came to this place, and how she had hurried dong that corridor to comfort the lost unhappy creature
there.. . .

But the look on Jack Trueword's face was what dazzled her mind's eye now, the look on his face,
and the dtricken look on Jeweltongue' s. Jaweltongue, who had never been overset by anything, not their
mother’s death, not ther father’s ruin, not her broken engagement; Jeweltongue, who had found Rose
Cottage welcoming even on that firgt grey, depressing day, who had found her own kill as a dressmaker
and chosen it findly over any chance of being what she had been before. Jeweltongue, who loved the life
she had made in Long-chance, just as Lionheart loved her life, as ther father loved his life, a life. Beauty
thought suddenly with a pain like a morta wound, that they might dl lose. . .. Has Master Jack forgiven
you for preferring a short, stoop-shouldered flour-monger with hands like balled puddings to his
tall, elegant, noble self... ? D’you want to think about what happens next?.., Surely you' ve heard
that there’'s a curse on this place if three sisters live in it? She remembered Mrs Greendown saying:
The tally calls for three sisters, and there's only the two of you.

What if Jack’s story were true?

They could not be driven out of another town, another life. They could not do it again. It would break
them, and they would die of it, die as certainly as Beauty would have died if the Beast had not caught her
when shefdl off the ladder.

“Beag—"

He turned to her a once. “What is it? What troubles you? Can you not be pleased with what you
have done here?” And he sank to his knees beside her and would have taken the hem of her till-soaking
skirt in his hands, except that she twitched it out of his reach. “No, no! | will not have you on your knees!
Stand up, stand up!”

But he did not want to stand up, and she could not make him. He rocked back on his heds and
looked up a her (not very far, for he was tal even knedling); he was smiling, athough there were tears in
his eyes, and she noticed that he was not wearing the long black deeveless gown she had never seen him
without. Then we would have taken flight indeed, she thought, remembering the wind. But his remaining
dothing was plastered to hm by the rain, and she suddenly thought how much he looked like the
round-limbed, handsome Beast who stood on a pedestal in the middle of the garden a Rose Cottage.

She dmog could not ask what she needed to ask. Timidy she moved forward again and set her
hands on his shoulders. “Will you tell me—because 1 bdieve | need to know—what—what brought you
to this place, and this—this shape?’

His amile faded, but he remained looking up at her. “Oh. please stand up!” she said again, plucking
usdedy at his shoulder. “If you will not stand up, | will St down,” and she did, and drew her knees up
under her wet skirts, and put her cheek againg them, and told hersdf the damp was only rain and nathing
to do with fresh tears.

There was dlence for afew heartbeats and the roses, and the sunlight, and the scent were 4ill round
them, and Beauty fdt like a sarving beggar looking through awindow at a feast. And then the Beast sad:
“l told a sorcerer | believed magic to be a fdse discipline, leading only to disagter. It was a foolish thing
to say, if not aways untrue, or—I would not be as | am.”

Beauty whispered, “Isthet al?’

The Beast Sghed, and the roses fluttered, and the sunlight came and went among the leaves. “Is it
ever dl? Do you want the full story of my ruin? For | will tdl you, if yon ask.”

“No .. . yes ... no. | do not know what | am asking.”” Her thoughts scrambled among fragments of
truth and hope and love and fear, looking for a place to begin: There is a curse on my family—on our



coming to Longchance—and it has found us out at last. Then isthere not a curse on my coming here?

Why did you ensorce me to come to this place? Or if not you, who? Who put the rose on my
fether's breakfast table?

If you are a prisoner here, who ensorcelled you? Who tends your garden? Who is the old woman
who leaves a basket in the night in front of doors that do not open?

Why have the bats and butterflies and toads and hedgehogs returned and not the birds?

Why do you ask me to marry you when you will not tel me who you are?

Agan she saw Jawdtongue's pae desperate face, heard Lionheart saying: The Truewords do what
their eldest son tells them to,... And Longchance does what the Truewords tell them.

Her heart ached from the absence—the loss—of her ssters, whom she loved and trusted and knew,
whose blood and bone were the same as her own, and to whom for that reason her firg loydty mus lie
Her floundering thoughts seized on this as security: Here mugt her fird loydty lie

Here. She put her fingers to her temples, feding the blood beeting franticdly there. “Oh, Beast,” she
said, but she could not look a him, and her voice caught in her throat. “Beast, you must let me go.”

He stood up then. “1—’

She scrambled to her feet again too, staggering as her head swam, but when he would catch her
elbow to steady her, she backed away from him. “You mud let me go. See, your roses bloom again.
That is what you cdled me here for, is it not?” she said wildly, and now the tears were running fredy
down her face, but she told hersdf she was only thinking of her sgters. “I have done what you brought
me here to do; you must let me go. Please.”” Perhaps | can do nothing, but what comes to them mugt
come to me too. If we are the three named, let us at least be together for ., , whatever happens. And ... |
mug go away fromthisplace. If | carry this curse, let me ... @ least let me carry it away from . . . from
this place.

The Beast said, asif each word were ablow from a dagger: “I can deny you nothing. If you will go,
then | give you leave to go. | have never been able to hold you here againgt your will.”

“I will come back to vigt you,” said Beauty—the words burst out of her. “If | can. | will come back.”

“Will you?’ said the Beast. “Will you?’

“Oh—yes,” said Beauty, and put her hand over her mouth to force the sobs back, but perhaps the
Beast saw the gesture as for some other purpose.

He turned away from her and snapped the sem of a dark red rose from the bush he had spoken to
only afew minutes before. “Then take thisrose. Aslong asit is blooming, asit is now, al is wdl with me.
When the petals begin to fal, then take thought of your promise, for | will be dying.”

“Dying? said Beauty. “ Oh—no—"

“Yes” sad the Beadt, as getly as he had sad. You are quite safe. “I cannot live without you
anymore. Beauty, Not now, not when | have had you here, not now that | have learnt how londy 1 was,
and an—was—for alittle while—

no longer. But as | brought you here by alie, it isonly just that | should lose you again.”

“Beag—"

Now he put his hand over her mouth, or just his fingertips. “Listen. Pull one petd of this rose and set
itin your mouth, and you will be at home—in Rose Cottage—at once. If you decide you do wish to see
me again, pull another peta and set it again in your mouth, and you will a once be here. But if you wait
till dl the petd's have dropped, it will be too late; once they have loosed themselves from the flower, they
can no longer return you here, and besides, when the last of them fdls. | will die”

She put her hands over his hand, pulled it away. “No, | cannot bear it—oh—this cannot be
happening. Not Like this. Not like this”

The Beast said, “You beong with your family. And | have forgotten too much—too much of what it
isto be aman. And 1 had never learnt whet it is to love a woman. It is too late now.

“Go.” He pulled a petd from the rose he held, then handed her the rose. Dumbly she took it. “Open
your mouth.”

“l_n

He dipped the rose-petal between her lips. She just touched his hand again—"Oh, Beast”—but he



was gone, and the glasshouse was gone, and dl that was left was the feding of the thorns of the rose he
had given her dinging the palm of her hand, and the taste of the rose-peta in her mouth.

Chapter 13

Jeweltongue had flung herself on her knees by the chair where Beauty had sat with the marmdade
cat. “Oh, she was here, she was here, | saw her, did you not see her? | cannot bear the not knowing
what has become of her! | would pull Longchance down with my own hands to know that she was wdl!”
Her head ached, and she was aware that her nose was running and that she was behaving badly, and for
thefirg timein her life, she did not care. Beauty! She had been here, hadn’'t she? Or was it merdy that
worrying about her had findly begun producing phantoms of her? The ghost of a smulacrum mede of
rose-petals!

Jeweltongue couldn’t remember ever having fdt so helpless, even those ladt terrible weeksin the city,
they had a least had one anothe—something neither she nor Lionheart had ever been aware they
wanted or needed. And it had been Beauty then who had done what needed to be done, while dl she
and Lionheart could see was that their pride and arrogance had shattered like glass, and the shards lay dl
round them, and it was as if they cut themsdlves to the bone with every move they made. And so they
hed moved dowly, had been able to see no farther than across the room.

across the present minute. They owed their lives to Beauty, and she and Lionheart both knew it.

Mrs Oldhouse, bending over her from one sde, and Mr Whitehand from the other: “My dear, | did
not know, why did you not tdl us?’

“My darling, | did not know, why did you not tdl me?? And Jeweltongue weeping, wesping
passionately, uncontrollably, as Jeweltongue never wept, as Jewetongue never did anything.

A sudden sharp heavy sound, a cry, and a clatter of furniture, induding the unmistakable crack of
lintering wood, and Jewetongue's father stood over the prostrate Jack Trueword, grimedng and
cradling one hand with the other. Jack lay Hill. Someone in the audience laughed. “Wdl struck, Mr
Poet!” said avoice.

Jawdtongue dowly, dazedly, turned her head. Jack True-word lay sprawled and ungainly across
Mrs Oldhouse' s hearth-rug; she blinked. Her thoughts were confused by dl that had happened; her chief
thought now was how grateful she was tha he had stopped tdling his terrible story.... How sndl he
looked, lying there, slent and dill. 1t was the fird time, she thought, she had ever seen him ungraceful.
Jack had dways had the gift of grace, even of charm, however spailt and sdfish you knew he might be in
the next moment, but she had been accustomed to believe that she could ignore his bad temper. She
closed her eyes. But if his story was more than just bad temper...

She opened her eyes and looked a him again. It was suddenly very hard to remember how
frightening he had been, just a few minutes ago. tdling his story. Lying in the splintered remains of Mrs
Oldhouse's chair, he looked like something the storm had picked up and indifferently tossed away.

“l suppose we had best move him,” said another voice, without enthusasm, after a little, sartled,
generd pause.

“Let him come round on hisown,” said a third voice promptly. “Have you hurt your hand badly, Sr?’

“l, er, | fear | may have. | mug. . . gpologize very profoundly. It was a supid and a wicked thing to
have done. 1 cannot think what came over me”

“Whatever it is, I'm glad it did,” sad Mrs Oldhouse, hdf draghtening, but dill petting a bit of
Jewdtongue' s shoulder not covered by Mr Whitehand's arm, and addressing the top of her head, “If
someone had done that to him years ago, he might not have turned out so mean-spirited. | could eeslly
have done the same mysdf to Miss Trueword—who is one of my dearest friends, and after dl, she
introduced you to me—when | heard of that result of her invitation to supper. My dear, you mus learn
not to be so clever, it will attract the wrong sort of person—at least until you are as old as | am—but
then, you will be safdy married soon, so that isdl right,”” she said, and patted Mr White-hand's shoulder
ingtead. “Have you redly damaged your hand, Mr... Poet? | shdl cdl you that heregfter. | think, it is so
much more suitable than your own name. Should we cdl for the surgeon? The sorm seems to have



abated at las”

“I think that might be wise,"* said a man who had been examining the old merchant’s hand, and Mrs
Oldhouse rang for a servant.

“At last!” she said, turning back to her friends. “1 am free of Great-Aunt Maude's hideous chair!
How clever of you, Mr Poet, to strike himin just thet direction. | suppose we might put a blanket over
him. Or his cape—oh.” And she snaiched it up off the chair. “How could | not have noticed? | will have
his skin if thet chair is ruined.

“Now. Jeweltongue, ligen to me” She knelt by the young woman's side and put her hand earnestly
on her am. Jewdtongue' s ams were dill stretched across the seat of the chair, her head again resting
upon them, but her sobs had ceased. “My dear, why did you not tdl anyone? About what had become
of your sster? Beautty, that is. How very agtonishing that Lionheart is another girl! Then—she mugt be
soon to be married aso, | gather? Aubrey is nathing like his brother. If he's fdlen in love with her, hell
mean to marry her.”

“Yes” sad Jewetongue. “But Lionheart was afrad—afraid of something like what Jack did here
tonight.”

Mrs Oldhouse gave a very thorough and contemptuous snort. “The sform had drowned dl our
intelligence, or we would never have let him go on like that. What piffle Bringing up that old nursery
rhyme and brandishing it like—like—like a little boy bringing a dead snake to scare his governess. One
may very wdl shriek, for who likes dead snakes ?.., Except little boys. But my dear, you can't have
thought. ..” She hesitated and looked genuindy troubled for the fird time. “Jewetongue, my very dear
young friend . .. Lionheart was afraid, you say? But we dl know what Jack is. Just as—why did you not
tdl anyone about—about whatever it is that has happened to Beauty? Because | gather from Mr
Whitehand' s response that even he did not know.”

“| fear that is more my fault than my daughters,” said the old merchant. “It is| who—"

“Father, we dl agreed.” said Jewetongue. “And ... it was not only your ban, Father dear. Our life
here has seemed ... it is S0 different from anything we could have imagined when we dill lived in the
city.... But we have been happy here, do you understand? And when you are happy, when you have
never been happy before, when you hadn’'t even known you weren't happy, it is hard to bdieve that it
won't dl go away again, isn't it? The curse seemed <0 ... likdly, somehow. | did not quite not beieve t, if
you understand.

“l had overheard a conversation Beauty had with Mrs Greendown—two years ago now—she had
sad something about a curse, and 1 saw how Beauty looked afterwards. And | noticed mogt particularly
later, when Beauty told me about what she had said, and she never spoke aword about a curse.”

Everyone dse in the room was trying to drift close enough to the little party clustered round the end
char of the second row to hear what was being said, without being obvious enough about it to risk being
sent away. Jewetongue looked up and round at them and laughed, a laugh more like her red one,
dthough with acatch init. “Very wdl. We are caught out. | will tdl you everything—anything you want to
know. 1 am sorry to ... not to have trusted you. But it seemed like the right thing to do at the time. We
have not been here so very long, only a few, few years. Our name isn't a Longchance name—like
Oldhouse, or True-word, or Whitehand And magic—once we learnt there was none here, it seemed—it
seemed rude to discuss magic with you, rather like—like—"

“Discussing hairdressing with the bald, or rare vintages with those overfond of their wine?” said Mrs
Oldhouse. “Yes, | understand that. We are dl used to it, of course, and quite proof agand the
occasond persons who wish to pretend they are superior to us for—for ther perfect sobriety, and full
heads of hair. | think you might have—but never mind. | do see”

“And it suited us,” said the old merchant. “It suited us that there was no magic here, | have been ...
rather unreasonable about magic since my wife died. It made us—it made me, a least—fed as if we had
come to theright place, this town that had no magic.”

“Yes, that's right” sad Jewdtongue. “And then—it seemed—Jack is right enough that our
memories of our life in the dity are not very good ones—and why we left—oh dear. | don’'t want to go
into dl that—"



“Thet is none of our business, dear,” said Mrs Oldhouse. “But you are here now, not in your nasty
old city.”

“Yes. But you see, that's part—you have been so very good to us. We have been so happy herel”
And Jewdtongue reached up to put her hand over Mr Whitehand's. “Oh, | can't explain! It seemed
ungrateful, somehow, to tdl you. And it meant—yperhaps it meant—that we did not beong here after dl.”

Her voice went squeaky on her last words, and she clutched her baker’'s hand rather hard, but he
laughed allittle and bent down to say something privately in her ear, as Mrs Oldhouse said briskly: “We
will go up to Appleborough tomorrow and hire the very best of the seers—I know just the one, Fareye,
she doesn't meddie in looking for the future, but she can find anything—and ask her to tdl us where your
gderis”

Jeweltongue said, “Father? Please.”

“Yes, of course” hesad. “I should have thought of it mysdf. | don’'t care if it's magic. | don't think
I’ve cared about magic one way or the other since Beauty's roses first bloomed. But | am accustomed to
doing without it. And herein Longchance ... and when you fed in your heart there is nothing you can do
about something, you do not think clearly about it. And |—it was my fault in the beginning.”

“No,” said Jewetongue. “To seek to save your life in a snowstorm? And enchantments are like that.
Y ou cannot know which step will soring the trip wire”

Her father amiled fantly. “I just want your sster back—as you do—or a least to know what's
become of her. 1t's been so long.”

“Seven months,” said Jewetongue. “ Seven endless months. Seven months today.”

“But the Beadt,” said someone. “Won't you tdl us about the Beast”?’

The marmaade cat, regppearing from nowhere, sprang into Jeweltongue's lap with a thump. “Oh!”
sad Jewdtongue. “Wdl, hdlo yoursdf!” She raised a hand to stroke it, but it legpt down again a once
and trotted oft towards the door. It paused there and looked back. “Do you know where Beaity is
then?’ said Jawdtongue, only hdf teasing.

The cat flicked her tall, went through the door, turned round, and just poked her head back through,
daing at Jeweltongue as she had earlier stared at the empty aide chair of the second row.

“It sonly a cat,” said someone.

“Hmph,” said Mrs Oldhouse. “ You have never been the intimate friend of any cat. And you do not
know my Becky.”

Becky stood on her hind legs to twiddle the handle of the open door with one forepaw and then sank
back to the ground again, Hill staring a Jeweltongue. “1—I think, if you don't mind,” said Jeweltongue
gpologeticaly, “1 would quite like to see what she seems to want to show me”

She rose to her feet, and Mr Whitehand rose too. “I'll come with you,” he said.

She looked up and smiled. “No. You stay here and wait till the surgeon comes. | want someone
besides my father to tdl me what he says—and someone my father will have fdt obliged to ligen to too,
if what he says is unwelcome. Besides, |—1 think perhaps—"

“If it is magic,” said Mrs Oldhouse, “you will be much better off by yoursdf than with some dull
Longchancer befogging dl the—the—whatever magic does. Even you, Mr Whitehand. Go on then.” She
added to the cat: “Take care of her, mind. Or no more warm evenings by the fire for you.”

Becky disappeared.

Jewdtongue took her cloak from the rack by the door and let hersdf out, Becky winding
dangeroudy through her ankles. The night was clear after the rain, and there were stars overhead; the
gorm had left as quickly as it had come. Magic? Had the sorm brought Beauty, taken her away again?
Where was she? “I’'ve never seen the stars so bright,” she said to Becky. “Have you? There's the
River.. and the Tinker. . . and the Peacock.” She took a deep breath, trying to regan her
self-possession; it seemed to have gone with the storm and the ghost of her sigter. “Ohl” The night air
andt of roses, srongly of roses.

Her nose was not so good for the variaions of rose scent as was Beauty's, but this odour put her
immediatdy in mind of the dark red rose their father had brought home from the Beast's paace, which
hed sat for weeks on therr windowsll, whose petals had at last falen when the roses in the garden—she



could not help but think of them as Beauty’s roses—had bloomed in midsummer. She turned her head
one way and then another, siffing like an animd searching for water, or for danger, or for safety, and
saw Becky trotting purpossfully away from her. “Becky!” she cdled.

The cat stopped, turned her head, and looked a her. Curious how the garlight fdl! The marmadade
cat looked suddenly grey, and yet she stood next to a stand of black-eyed Susans, whose colour even in
thisfaint light clearly showed orange. The cat turned away again and trotted on.

“Oh dear,” sad Jewdtongue, but with her firgt step following, the amdl of roses grew stronger ill,
and Jeweltongue broke into a trot hersdf. “I hope you are not leading me into any thickets,” she muttered
under her bresth. “I

am a good ded higher up from the ground than you are, you know, and you are leading me directly
into the middle of nowhere,” for the cat had gone sraight across Mrs Old-house' s gardens and into the
meadow beyond, easily picking her way across the stepping-stones in the stream at its bottom, while
Jewdtongue, confused by the shadow dapples, splashed less illfully in her wake. Jewetongue was
jerked to a sudden hdt, and there was a sound of tearing cloth. “Oh, bother!” she said. “I liked these
deeved | should have let Miss Trueword have this bodice after dl.”

The cat trotted on, and Jewetongue followed, her sense of urgency increasing. In her mind there was
apicture of the dark red rose: Only a moment ago it had seemed to be little more than a bud; now it was
full open; now she saw its petds curling back, drooping; now the first one fdll....

She battled her way through a thin hedgerow, and suddenly she knew where she was; this was the
end of Farmer Goldfidd's land, and Rose Cottage was only a few steps that way and through the stand
of trees. “1 don’t know how you did that,” said Jeweltongue to the cat. “1 was supposed to day the night
with Mrs Oldhouse, you know—do you know?—because it is much too long awak home. Much longer
then this Oh—" A terrible thought struck her. “She'snat ill, is she? Tha isn't why you have brought me
insuch a hurry—"

She began to run, but the cat was purring round her ankles, and she would naot risk kicking her. and
then it seemed rude not to thank her properly. So she stooped and petted her, and the cat purred, and
rubbed her smdl round skull againg Jawetongue's chin, and put her forepaws on Jeweltongue's knees,
and licked her once with her raspy tongue. Jewetongue, looking into her face, said. “You're not Becky
a dl, you're some other cat,” a the moment that her hands, stroking the cat’ s sdes, fdt the soft svelings
of her breasts hidden by her slky fur, “Ah!l You're only in a hurry to go home to your kittens. Are you
Beauty’s cat then?’

But the cat jumped down and ran off, and Jeweltongue hastened the last few steps to Rose Cottage,
and a that moment she heard a heartrending wail from Teacosy, exiled for the night in the goat shed.

At the door of the cottage she met Lionheart, with her hand out to lift the latch; she turned a the
sound of Jewetongue's approach. “You too! Tonight's your literary party, isn't it? You shouldn't be
home at al—especidly not waking done at this time of night Listen to poor Teacosy! What's wrong
with us? 1 had to come.”

“l don’t know,” said Jeweltongue. “ Something about—"

“—Beauty,” finished Lionheart, and pushed open the door.

She was adeep, lying asif flung on the hearth-rug, in front of the banked fire; her arms and legs were
sprawled, and her hair lay across her face asif blown there by a strong wind. One hand seemed only just
to have dropped a dark red rosg, its petas blowsly open and near to taling, and she was as wet asif she
hed been out in the storm.

“Beauty,” breathed Jeweltongue.

“Oh, Beauty!” sad Lionheart.

Jeweltongue dropped to her knees beside her desping sister and picked up one cold hand and began
to chafe it. Lion-heart bent over them just long enough to brush the har from Beauty's face, tenderly,
murmuring, “We're like a three-legged stool with one leg gone, without you.” and then kndt by the fire
and began to dig through the ashes for embers worth blowing on. She said between exhdaions “I
couldn't believe ., . any ham . . . had cometo her . . . eventhough ... | had no red reason ...”

“But the roses,” said Jeweltongue.



“Yes” sad Lionheart, feeding kindiing chips into her tiny flame flickers. They both glanced at the
window over the back garden; even in the darkness, the ruffled and scalloped edges of a few late roses
thet framed it were vigble. A little wind stirred, and severa of the roses tapped their heads againg the
panes,; it was a reassuring sound. “If Beauty’ s roses were blooming, then so was Beauty.”

Jewdtongue rose aoruptly and fetched an empty jam jar, upside down next to the washing-up bowl,
filled it with clean water from the ewer, and put Beauty's rose in it. “This is another one like the one
Father brought, ign't it? | remember the smdl. Only it's nearly gone over. | wonder what—" She
hesitated.

“—adventures Beauty has had since she plucked it? Yes/* sad Lionheart. “But her adventure will
have been nothing like Father’s,” She tried to speak firmly, but her voice trailed away.

“The fird one lasted and lasted, as if the rose itsdf were enchanted.. . . Help me get her out of her
wet things, and then if you'll go let Teacosy in before she brings the wild hunt’s hounds down on us”

Teacosy rushed out of the goat shed and hurled hersdf againg the closed door of the cottage. At the
thump, Beauty stirred for the firg time. Jeweltongue had been tying her dressing-gown round her. It was
anew one, Jawdtongue had only just finished making it last winter, to replace the rag of overcoat Beauty
hed been usng in the absence of anything better. She had refused to take it with her to the Beast's
palace, as it was now the nicest of ther three: “An enchanted palace must have dressng-gowns and to
spare, or if not, | will make a vevet curtain serve” Neither Jewetongue nor Lionheart had had the heart
to use it, however, and it had hung untouched on its peg for seven months. It had been such a long timel
She stopped what she was doing and stroked Beauty’s cheek. “Beauty? Please, darling . .

The door opened to the sound of Lionheart's expostulations, and Teacosy launched hersdf & Beauty
and began frantically licking her face, making little squeaking whimpers and wagging her short tail so hard
her body vibrated down its full length, and between the counter-impulsions of wagging and licking, her
ears seemed to gpin out amogt sideways, in a blur like hummingbirds wings

“Santd” sad Jewetongue. trying to lift her away, but the dog, usudly immediatdy amenable to
anything any of the Ssters suggested, struggled in her grip and began to burrow under Beauty’s am and
gde

“Teacosy,” murmured Beauty, trying to st up. “I'd know that frenzy anywhere .. . you're much
worse than Fourpaws, I'd forgotten ... don't eat me, please”

And then there were saverd minutes while the ssters Smply wept in one another’s arms, and severd
more minutes when no one could say anything in particular, and then Lionheart got up to make tea. and
Jeweltongue, Beauty, and Teacosy remaned in front of the now enthusadicdly burning fire, and
Jeweltongue' s ams were round her sster, and Beauty’s head was on her shoulder, and Teacosy was
dretched across both their 1gps.

“Areyou ready to tak?’ said Lionheart, returning with the tray.

Beauty sghed and shook her head—gingerly, because it fdt so odd. She fdt odd dl over: Her skin
was overtender and fantly prickly, like the end, or the beginning, of fever, and her thoughts spun stupidly
in place and would not connect with one another. She had a strange savour in her mouth, as if she had
been eating rose-petals. Why could she not remember the journey here? What had happened? She had a
sense of something, of some doom near & hand, but she could not remember what it was. She did not
want to remember. “Why isit so dark? Is it the middle of the night? Where is Father?’

“It is the middle of the night—when did you arive, my love?—and Father is in Longchance, at
the—the remains of aliterary party. He read his own poem; he was very grand! And they cdled hm Mr
Poet after! But there was, er, atiny accident—he' s redly perfectly dl right—and | came on done.”

“In me middle of the night,” murmured Lionheart. “How did you know to come?’

Jeweltongue felt hersdf blush, but the firdight was warm on dl their faces, and none of them wanted
to disturb their own little family magic by lighting alamp. “Wédll... there was this ca—"

Lionheart sat bolt upright. “But that is precisdy what happened to me!”

Jeweltongue tightened her am round Beauty, and Beauty looped her arms round the front end of
Teacosy and hugged her, and the dog sighed hugely on a long low note of utter contentment and fell
adeep, muttering faintly in her dreams.



The sgters found in themsdves a greset reluctance to discuss anything at dl. They were home in Rose
Cottage, dl together again, and it was the middle of the night. They had no responshbilities; reponghbilities
returned with daylight. The fire crackled; Teacosy kicked as she ran after a dream rabbit; the roses round
the kitchen window tapped againg the glass, peace pooled around them like water.

Lionheart sghed, and put her teacup down. “I will have to go back to the Hdl soon. I'm sorry.
Would that | had known to bring Daffodil! Tha’s something you don’t know, Beauty; when we tried to
send her back with the traders, they had a note from the captain saying we were to keep her, that she
was a country pony, not acity pony. So we sent haf a fall—purchase price south and will send the other
hdlf in the spring. She's a great favourite a the Hall. It's the fird time anyone has ever seen Dora happy
on horseback, riding Daffodil, which is a great thing for poor Dora, in that family.

* ‘Beauty, please, can you bear it? Can you bear to tdl us wha happened? Even a little of it?
Mosgtly—redly—only—are you home—home—home for—" Her courage failed her, and she could not
finsh her sentence.

But Beauty, to her ssters dam, turned in Jeweltongue's ams and began to weep agang her
sde’s breast. “I do not know wha to do! It is dl too impossbld He is vey
kind—and—and—oh—but his roses are blooming again. | am sure that is what he wanted of me—"
Why had she a picture in her mind of the Beast saying. Beauty, will you marry me? Why would
someone so great and grand, like the Beast, want to marry her? She was beautiful, but that would fade,
unlike Jeweltongue' s sill with her needle and Lionheart’s horse sense. She had dways been the least of
the sgters, cdled Beauty because she had no other, better characterigtic to name her as hersdf. She
could make roses bloom—but that was the unicorns and the old woman. There was a little gap in the
magic, that was dl, and she had mended it, merdy by being there, asif she were a bit of string.

“l am sure that is what he wanted of me, and | cannot possibly live without you and Father, but |
have begun to wonder if | cannot live without—" And here her tears overcame her, and she sobbed
without speaking. Teacosy woke up and began to lick her wrist.

Jewdtongue stroked her har, and eventudly Beauty sat up again, drawing her hand away from the
dog. “You will wear a holein the skin soon, little one” she said, and took the dog’'s head between both
her hands, and smoothed the fur back over her skull and down her neck and ears. “Your har is so thick
and curly, after Fourpaws! | wonder if Four-paws—" She dmost said, “misses me” but stopped before
the dangerous words were out. Dangerous, why? she thought; but she had no answer, only the sick, torn,
unhappy feding she'd had since—since . .. She could not remember. How had she come here? Why
could she not remember the Beast's last words to her? Why then was she so sure that those last words
hed been important?

“Who is Fourpaws?’ said Jewetongue.

“Fourpaws is a cat I—who lives where | have been daying. She has just had kittens. She is very
pretty—rather samdl, grey with amber flecks and huge green-gold eyes”

“But that mugt be the cat that 1—"

“But that isthe cat—'" Jeweltongue and Lionheart spoke smultaneoudly.

“| didn't finish tdling you,” said Lionheart. “I’ve been horribly restless dl evening, but 1 thought—I
told mysdf—it was just the storm. Mally came in and wouldn't go out again—usudly she deeps in the
barn, and indeed, Mr Horsewise doesn't like her in the house; he says she has to earn her keep—but she
wouldn't settle down cither and kept winding through my legs and meaking this fretful, irritating, hoarse
litle mewing till 1 thought—uwith the wind and the rain and her going grrup grrttp inanything resembling a
lul— would go mad with it.

“The storm cleared off from the east, you know: you would have had it longer in Longchance, | think.
As soon as the wind dropped, | opened the door and pretty wel threw her out, but when | tried to close
the door again, she was standing on the threshold. If 1 hadn’t seen her intime, | think I’d’ve closed it on
her, because she redly was't moving.

“But | was in a state mysdf by then. | had this craving to go back to Rose Cottage. | don’t know
how edse to describe it. | was convinced I'd find Beauty there, you know? Only | knew that was
ridiculous. But | thought a walk might cdlm me down a little, so | came out. Everyone ese was adeep.



We get up early, you know, we fdl adeep early. We dl have our own tiny cubbies, upgtairs from the
common room, S0 evenif it'snot alowed, and it in't, if you want to dip out, it's not hard.

“Mdlly was thrilled, and gamboled and played like a kitten, dways coming back to me and then
dashing off somewhere, and | was so preoccupied with fighting my longing to come home 1 just followed
her for something to do ... and then discovered | was out in the middle of the woods and had no idea
where 1 was. | would have said | know every foot of woodland around here, not just the bridle paths but
the deer trails—the rabbit trals, for pity’s sakel—but | was completely lost. And then | followed Mally
because | didn’t know what else to do.

“And then about the time | spilled out on a track | did know—the one that runs dong the length of
Galdfidd' s fam—and | saw Mally in fairly bright sarlight after dl the shadows under the trees, | saw it
wasn't Mally. All cats are grey in the dark, but Mdlly is brindle-black and white, and the white shows.
Y ou see her white front twinkle in the dark of the barn when you're up before dawn.”

“And she came up to you to say good-bye, and when you petted her, you noticed she was nursng
kittens” said Jeweltongue.

“Yes” sad Lionheart. “And we' d covered far more distance than we should have been able to. One
of the reasons | was so cross about being logt is that we hadn't been walking long—not long enough to
oet redly lost in. When 1 came out on the farm road, 1 was only about hdf an hour from here, and on
foot in the dark, from the Hdl, it's at least three hours. Which is why | need to leave soon. | don't
suppose your Fourpaws will be hanging round waiting to take me back.”

“Hdf an hour,” said Jewdtongue. “I guess she, Four-paws, had to dash off to reieve Becky, who
was bringing me.”

They both turned to Beauty, who was staring out the window & her roses. “1 can't remember.” she
sad softly. “I remember this moming .. . and Fourpaws Kkittens ... and the night before ... the
unicorns—oh, | remember the unicornsl—and so | didn’t want to go into the glasshouse this morning.
There is something | cannot remember. | went to find the Beast.... Oh!” She sat up again, and leant
forward to grasp Jewdtongue's hands. “I remember Jack True-word—the story he told—I was
afrad—have 1 ruined it for dl of us>—Do we have to leave Longchance? | had to come back to see if
you were dl right—"

“If we were dl right!” exploded Lionheart. “Y ou' ve been gone seven months with never a word, and
now suddenly you reappear because of something that conceited little fop said, and you want to know if
we're dl right? Y ou wretched, thoughtless brute, why didn’t you ever send us word about you?”

“Seven months?’ Beauty said dowly. “Seven months? But it's only been seven days. The butterflies
were the firsg morning, the day after 1 arrived, and then the bat, and the hedgehogs, and the spider, and
the toads, and this morning was Fourpaws' kittens—seven days.”

“Dear,” sad Jewetongue, “it's been seven months for us”

There was aslence. “I'm so sorry,” said Beauty.

Lionheart did to her knees beside Beauty, and took her hands away from Jeweltongue, and hed
them tight. “I’m sorry—sorrier. I'm sorry | shouted. You would have sent word if you could—even if it
hed been only seven days. It's judt... it's been so long, and we knew nothing.”

“It's been s0 long,” agreed Jawetongue in a low voice. “And we can't let Father know how it
troubles us,...”

“Hardest for you,” said Lionheart to Jewetongue, though she dill held Beauty’s hands, “We ve had
to pretend that we know you're dl right—we're ssters, our hearts beat in each other’s breasts, we
know—and aso, it's Father who has the averson to magic. If it comes up & dl, then he berates himsdf,
and he' s dill not strong, you know; he's never redly been strong since we left the city. So it's dl been up
to us. And Jewdtongueis here, day after day, every day.”

“I've dreamt of you,” said Beauty. “1 dreamt of Mr Whitehand—"

“Yes” sad Jewdtongue. “We became engaged late in the soring.”

“And of Aubrey True word—"

Lionheart said suddenly: “That day Mally was behaving like a lundtic, as if she could see someone
who wasn't there, was that you? When Aubrey firg told me he knew |—"



“Yes” sad Beauty. “And tonight—was it tonight?>—I|—"

“l saw you,” said Jeweltongue. “1 saw you, Stting in Mrs Oldhouse's parlour.”

“But what about Jack’s story? He means us harm, if—Lionheart, 1 dreamt of a day when you told
Jeweltongue and Father about Aubrey, but that you didn’'t dare, because of the curse, because of the
stories people were tdling about my going away .. . because of Jack—"

It was Lionheart’s turn to blush. She stood up abruptly and went to refill the kettle. “I—I'm brave
enough about some things. Not about others. When we had to leave the city, | thought I'd die. Not for
orief, or even anger, but more from a kind of ... amazement that the world could be so unlike what | had
thought. And then. . . fear. Fear for dl those things | didn’t know. | would get up in the morning and look
a my petticoats, and my stockings, and my shoes, and my dress, and | didn’'t know which one to put on
fird. or whether my shoes went on my feet or my head. | would decide they went on my feet from the
shape. How could | live when | knew nothing?’

“Daling heart, we d! fdt like that.” said Jeweltongue.

“And people like Jack... terrify me” continued Lion-heart, asif she had not heard. “1t's why J hated
your salons so much, Jewetongue. I'd rather face arogue horse any day. Horses are honest. You know
where you are with horses,”

“You know where you are with people like Jack True-word,” sad Jewetongue. “You are in the
presence of form without substance, sound without meaning, clatter without articulation.”

“Stop it,” said Lionheart. “If you mean dog droppings and green dime, say it.”

“Wait,” said Beauty. “ Jewedtongue, you were frightened tonight. | saw it.”

“Was1? Yes, | suppose | was” said Jeweltongue. “You see, Snce you went away ... anything to do
with magic, | cannot hep wondering if it has anything to do with you. | keep wanting to know more about
gpdls and enchantments, but | don’t want to know, for fear what | learn will be worse than not knowing.
But there is no magic in Longchance; thereis no way to ask tactfully, there is no way to ask for comfort, .
. and what made it worse, dthough not the way you mean, is tha it's true Longchance has been
whispering little tales about your going away, dear, but they’re hopeful—and embarrassed—little tales.
You see, Longchance has never quite given up the idea you're a greenwitch, because the roses bloomed
for you, and while the last green-witch disappeared myserioudy too, the roses stopped blooming when
she went, and we ve made no secret of it that we' ve had a garden full of roses this year too.

“And then, as Lionheart says, we've been so determinedly bright and sunny about your absence,
everyone postively has to squint from the glare when they look a us, dthough | know my poor
Whitehand had guessed there was something about something | was't tdling him.... And meanwhile |
have kept looking at your roses, and they look so—so happy, if one can say that about flowers, I've
wanted 0 to believe they were tdling me—’

“Us” sad Lionheart.

“—what we wanted—badly wanted—to know. But then Mrs Oldhouse's story, out of nowhere, and
with the storm pounding away at us like a monster ydling for our lives, and then Jack corning in, wet as a
water spirit, and threatening us with that curse I’ ve been worrying about for years—"’

“Then you did know,” said Beauity.

“After dl the talking-to you gave me the day | told you about Aubrey!” interrupted Lionheart in high
dudgeon, and then began to laugh. “ So much for no secrets between sgters”

She had paused, tea-kettle in hand, beside the jam jar containing the dark red rose. Its firg petd had
dready fdlen; she picked it up, rubbing it gently between her fingers for the delicioudy slken fed, as she
hung the Kkettle over the fire again. “Oh, Beauty, won't you please tdl us what has been happening to
you? | redly mugt go off agan—as it is, I'll be back after dawn and will have to tdl Mr Horsewise
something—and | will explode of curiodty if you don't. Start with Fourpaws. Why is she cdled
Fourpaws?’

“The Beast named her. She is the only creature—was the only creature—who would live in the
palace with him, and he said she must be a sorcerer in her own country, and he would not imbaance the
ddicate network of her powers by giving her a powerful name when she has done him the great kindness
of bresking the londiness of his house.” And there rose up in her the memory of the evenings they sat



together in the great dark dining-hdl, and she did not remember the pressng shadows, the imprisoning
dlence, but the companionship of the Beast, and Fourpaws, purring, on her lap.

There was a slence, as Jewetongue and Lionheart tried to adjust to this other sort of Beast then the
one they had heard about from ther father. There was tremendous rdief in this new idea of a thoughtful,
widfu Beadt, but there was tremendous bewilderment too. “Will you tdl us about the Beast?”’ sad
Jeweltongue timidly. “ Surely he is a sorcerer too?’

“Ohno,” Beauty heard hersdf saying immediatdy. “1—I don’t know why | said that. | had assumed
that he was, as you did, but lady, as| have grown to know him better. ..”

Shefdl slent, and in the slence Lionheart watched the second petd fdl from the dark red rose.

Jewdtongue sad: “Surdy there is some boundary to the magic—how long to pay the debt of one
blooming rose in the middle of winter? Isn't seven months enough?’

Agan Beauty heard her own voice answer, spesking dmogt as quietly as a rose-petd fdling: “He
told me he cannot—that he never could—hold me againg my will,” She knew the words were true as
soon as they were out of her mouth, but where had they come from? And why could she not remember?

Why couldn’t she remember how she had |eft the Beast’ s paace and come to Rose Cottage?

Jeweltongue laughed, alaugh like a child's bubbling up from somewhere benegth her heart. “But then
you can stay with ud | can findly give poor Whitehand a day! He has been very good, athough—since |
had not told him the truth—he has been puzzled a why my sgter is quite so ungpecific about when she
might be able to return, only long enough to attend a wedding, | know it has occurred to him that | have
not meant to marry him at dl. but | do! Oh, | do! But | could not be married without your being here.
Beauty, or. a the very, very, very least, knowing that you were well. There now, Lionheart, you can put
Aubrey out of his misery t00.”

“We were planning on a double wedding, just like—not at dl like—we were going to do in the city
many years ago,” said Lionheart.

“Not a dl like” sad Jewdtongue quickly, with a touch of her old acidity. “Once you findly
overcame your peculiar terrors—rogue horses, indeed! It isaswdl | do not know the dally facts of your
life, or 1 should not deep for worrying!—and gave your hand to poor Aubrey.”

Beauty leant over to touch Lionheart’s knee. “Then you have told him yes? And that isdl wel? What
of Mr Horsewise?’

Lionheart smiled reminiscently. “Mr Horsewise was gppalled for about two and a hdf heartbedts,
and then it occurred to him that he's been fighting off a suspicion about me dmog since I'd come to
work for him, and he hadn’t wanted to know because if he knew the wrong thing, he might lose me, and
. wel..”

“Go on,” sad Jewdtongue. Lionheart muttered something inaudible, and Jewdtongue laughed her
merry, bubbling laugh again, “Mr Horsewise dotes on her! She is the finet ‘lad’ he's ever had, you see,
and now he not only won't lose her but is positively obliged to promote her, because Aubrey is going to
take the horse end of affars a the Hal on and run it as a business, which is deeply offensve to Jack, of
course, but Aubrey worked it out with his father so that Jack can’t touch it, dthough—"

“Although we' re going to have to work like daves to make a success of it,” finished Lionheart.

“As soon as the sunis up, I'll measure you for your wedding-dress,” said Jeweltongue, “thet is, the
dress you will wear to our wedding.” Her happiness fadtered for a moment, for she would have liked it to
be a triple wedding, but now that Beauty was home again, surdy... “You won't be nearly as hard to
please as Lionheart, I'm sure. Oh, I'm so glad! What colour, do you think? Gold? Green? Blue? Darling,
whd isit?’

“Oh—my Beast. Heismy friend, you see—"

““Your friend?” belowed Lionheart. “Your gaoler, your kidnapper, and you have told us that he
has admitted he could not keep you in the firg place, so heisaliar and a trickster as well—""

“Ohno, no,” said Beauty in great distress. “You do not understand at dl. | will go hack to vigt him. |
take care of hisroses!”

“You have roses enough to care for herel” said Lion-heart.

Jeweltongue laid her hand on Beauty’s. “If the Beast is your friend, then we mus—we mud learn



that. But it is hard for us, just now, at the beginning, especidly when we haven't—haven't quite known if
we had logt you entirely.”

“He never—" began Beauty. “He dways—’

Jeweltongue amiled. “I believe you. Go on. We're ligening.” She flicked a qudling look at the more
voldile Lion-heart, but Lionheart was dreamily watching something behind her and Beauty’s heads. She
turned to see; another petal wavered and fdl from the dark red rose, and then, after the merest breath of
apause, awhole gus of petals,

“Heis—he is—oh, | don't know how to describe him!” said Beauty. “Heis very tal, and very wide,
and very hairy; heis a Beadt, just as heis named. He eats applesin two bites, induding the cores. But he
is—that is not what heislike”

“What is he like then?’ Jewe tongue prompted.

“He is gentle and kind. He loves roses. He loves roses best of dl, but his were dying; the only one
dill blooming was the one from Father’s breskfast table. Of course, when | knew—when | found—I had
to rescue him—hep them—rescue them—him. He walks on the roof every night, looking at the stars. On
the roof he has drawn the most beautiful map of the sky. ...” Beauty was weeping as she talked.

“My dear,” sad Jeweltongue, gently turning her Sster’ s face towards her. “Why do you weep?’

“Every night, after supper, he asks me to marry him,” said Beauty, and she knew she spoke the truth,
that it was no mirage of memory, and then she was weeping so passionately she could speak no more.

Jeweltongue put her ams round her and rocked her back and forth as if she were a little child.
“Wel—and do you wish to marry him?’

Beauty wept a little longer, and dowly her tears stopped, and she looked up. Jewetongue looked
gravey back at her. “Heis—heisvery great, and grand, and ... heisa Beast.”

“Yes, vay large, very hairy, you said. Great and grand—foo. Are you afraid of him?’

“Afrad of him? Oh, no!”

“Wdl then, if he were an ordinary man, instead of a Beast, and my darling younger sister burst into
tears immediady after tdling me he had asked her to marry him, | would advise her that it is perfectly
obvious that she should say yes”

“BU—"

“He is vary large and very hary, and your introduction to each other was ... awkward, and firg
impressions are so important. Very wdl. What isit you didike? That he eats apples in two bites, induding
the cores?’

Beauty laughed through the last of her tears. “No, no! Although in an ordinary garden, | should want
the cores for my compost heep.”

Lionheart groaned. “You only ever think of one thing! Y our roses!”

Beauty flashed back: “You only ever think of one thing! Y our horses!”

Jeweltongue said, “Do you remember Pansy’ s sory—many years ago, when we were dill quite little,
before Mamma died—of the princess who married the Phoenix?’

“Yes” murmured Beauty. “1 remember.”

“It is very odd,” said Lionheart. “Jewedtongue, d'you remember the way the rose Father brought
lasted what seemed like nearly forever? It wasn't just that it was the middle of winter, was it? Look, the
last petdl is dready fdling from the rose Beauty brought with her.”

If you decide you do wish to see me again, pall another petal and set it again in your mouth,
and you will at once be here. But if you wait till all the petals have dropped, it will be too late;
once they have loosed themselves from the flower, they can no longer return you here, and
besides, when the last of them falls, | will die.

“Thelast petd!” cried Beauty, her last conversation with the Beast suddenly and terribly recdled to
her mind, and she threw hersdf to her feet, knocking panfully into Jeweltongue, soilling Teacosy, who
gave alittle yip of surprise. to the floor, soinning in the direction Lionheart was looking, reaching for the
forgotten rose therein its humble jam jar, reaching for the last petal, her hand darting out faster than her
mind could direct it, but that last peta fdl from its flower head before her fingers touched it, dropping
Softly into her pdm, and she stared &t it in horror, “Oh no,” she whispered. “Oh no.’*



“Daling, what isit?’ said Jewetongue.

“What isit about the last petd?’ said Lionheart. “What enchantment does it hold tha frightens you
Sord

But Beauty did not hear them. She looked up from the last petd in her hand, sghtlesdy staring a her
sgters, When the last of them falls, | will die. “Do you remember,” she said, “when Father brought that
fird rose home, | cut two pieces from its sem and planted them, hoping they would strike. Did they? Did
they? Oh, please tdl me at least one of them did!”

Jeweltongue put a hand to her face. “I—I'm not sure. | don’'t remember. I—I am not much of a
gardener, dear, dear Beauty. Please try to forgive me”

Beauty turned and fled into the rear garden. She was so distraught by terror and grief she could not
remember where she had put the two stem cuttings, she cursed hersdlf for not tdling Jeweltongue to tend
them particularly, for cuttings are very vulnerable as they sruggle to produce ther fird roots, but she
cursed hersdf more for not remembering—until it was too late—for not watching her rose, the Beast's
rose, that he had given her lagt of dl. And she looked at the petd in the pdm of her hand and saw the
smear of blood there, from dasping the ¢em of tha rose too tightly. How could she not have
remembered?

She thought of the endless wall of the palace, the fird time she had tried to follow it to the corner of
the courtyard, to see what lay behind the glasshouse. She thought of the fird evening she mounted the
goird staircase, the basket she had dmost not found, and the storm that had come from nowhere, as
soon as she touched the weether vane.

But she had turned the corner, arived a the top of the Saircase, found the basket, and descended
from the ladder. The Beast had carried her up the dar and guarded her down the ladder. He would not
be dead; she would not dlow it. She had sent butterflies and bats and hedgehogs and toads into the
palace gardens, she had welcomed kittens (and one spider) into the palace when the Beast himsdf had
sad no cresture would live on his lands. The unicorn had come to her, and the roses bloomed. She
would not let im die.

Shewould not let im die. Her resolution faltered. As soon as her ssters had told her she had been
seven months away, she should have remembered, she should have thought at once to look at the rose. It
did not maiter what her father's rose had done; she knew the enchantment that held her Beast and his
roses had changed, for she had changed it. And now she was destroying everything when the Beast had
trusted her. When the Beast had loved her.

Blindy she went down the centre path of the garden towards the greet riotous tangle & its heart; the
roses there had gone over from ther ful midsummer flush, hut there were dill a few heavy flower heads
bowing their branches with their weight. She was vagudy aware, as her eyes began to focus on what lay
round her, that the night's darkness was graying towards morning. Her gaze settled on the statue within
thet centre bed, the statue of a beast she had never been able to name; and it was a beast like her Beadt,
and she remembered him on his knees in the glasshouse, drenched by rain, looking up a her, smiling. But
the statue was no longer standing, as it had when she last stood in Rose Cottage's garden. It was lying,
curled up on its side, one fordimb over its head, looking lost, and hopeless, and asif it only waited to die,
“You cannot die” said Beauity.

She heard the firg bird herdding the dawn; two notes, then slence. “Tdl me” she said lo the poor
log Beast, hdd close by the thorny tangled weave of rose slems, where he could not have gtirred even
hed he wanted to. “Tdl me where your rose grows It must have struck! | say it mugt have struck! | am
coming back to you, do you hear me? Help mel As you made a mistake when you brought me to you, so
| have made a migake now! And as | released you from yours, release me now from ming’” Lord
Goodman died far me today, I’ll die for him tomorrow.

A second bird called. Beauty took a deep breath, trying not to begin crying yet again. | have done
nothing but weep this evening, she thought. If | had wept less and thought more, 1 would not be—and
then the tears came very close indeed, and she had to hold her breath atogether to keep them in.

She let her breath out findly and stood quietly, feding her shoulders dump, ligening to a third and
fourth and fifth bird. | must bring the birds back to the Beast's garden too, she thought idly; | want to



hear them snging when we stand in the orchard together.... And then there was a scent on the air she
remembered, a scent unique to itsdf, threading its way through dl the other rose scents, heavy in the dew
of predawn, and she turned and walked down the crosspath to the edge of a litile Sde bed, ill haf
invigblein the tentetive light of early dawn. And there were two tiny, rather weekly bushes, but they were
both dive, and by next season they would be growing strongly. One of them was wisdy conserving dl its
grength for growing roots and leaves: the other one held one black-red bud, much smdler than the buds
of its parent bush and bardy open, open just enough for its firg wip of perfume to have escaped. She
kndt by it dowly and touched it with the hand that Hill held the lagt petd from the dead flower, and as
she kndlt, she heard her sisters come up behind her.

She did not rise, but she turned her head to look a them. “Give me your blessng, please” she sad,
“and know that | will come back to you when | can. But | must go back to my Beast just now, for he
needs me most. Jeweltongue, give your Mr Whitehand his day, and let Aubrey Trueword and Lionheart
shareit, and have your wedding, and know that | bless you in it, wherever | am. Tdl Father | love him,
and 1 am sorry to have missed this mesting with him.

“And—and mogt especidly know that | love you and that it is true that our hearts beat in one
another’s breasts.” And for the firg time in what fdt like years, her hand touched the little embroidered
heart that Jeweltongue had made her, on her leaving for the Beast's paace the firg time, but she did not
draw it out from beneath her shift, and it was only then tha she redised she was wearing the
dressing-gown Jewetongue had made for her. only last winter, that she had refused to take with her last
soring. It amet of washing day and faintly of dust, and she knew, even as she had known at her leaving,
that neither of her ssters would have used it for the sorrow of her going.

She turned back to look at the little rose; it was hdf open now, and one of its outermost petals was
trying to curl back. free from its sigters. “And... feed these two little bushes! Give them a few of the
oldest, rottenest. dhriveledest scrapings from the back of the manure hesp, just a few, not too
many—that iswhat they like. Even if you haven't time to build a compost heap, you can do that. Cuttings
are very tender. They must be encouraged, not bullied, into growing.” She saized the petd that was
separating itsdf from the others and gave it a gentle tug; it came free in her hand, and she st it in her
mouth.

Chapter 14

She had remembered nothing of her earlier journey from the Beast's glasshouse to the hearth-rug in
Rose Cottage, but after she finished speaking to her ssters and set another rose-petal in her mouth, she
seemed to fdl into a dream, or rather into her old nightmare dream, when she was waking down a series
of long dark corridors with a monster waiting for her at the end of dl. And sometimes she hurried, for
pity of the poor monster, and sometimes she tarried, for fear of it; but as she waked, and ran, and
walked again, her anxiety rose and rose and rose till she no longer knew if she fdt frightened or pitying
and compassionate, only that there was this great humming something possessing her mind and her body
and her spirit. And she fdt less and less able to defy it, to think her own thoughts, to wrench her own will
free of it, to set down one foot after another to her own direction, and not because she was driven to do
0.

“My Beadt,” she murmured, but her voice made no sound. She put her hands to her throat and spoke
agan: “My Beast. | seek for my Beast, and | know him, and he is no mongter.” But though she fdt her
throat vibrate with her voice, she could not hear her words, and then she touched one hand to its
opposite forearm, and there too was a vibration such as she had fdt in her throat; and now she fdt it
through the soles of her bare feet, an itchy, fretful, maddening sensation.

Sheran agan, and thistime she ran for along way, till she had to stop for weariness. But when she
stopped, she stood restlesdy, lifting firs one foot and then the other, didiking the contact with the
thrumming floor; and she could no longer say if the darkness in her eyes was from exhaudtion or the
dimness of the corridors she ran down.

This will not do, she thought, and she sat down on the floor with her back againg one wal, and



closed her eyes, and tucked her feet under the hem of her dressng-gown, and wrapped the
dressng-gown as close as she could round dl of her, and she tried to think. Her legs were trembling from
the long run they had just had, but she could fed the humming through her seat bones, though there was
no audible sound in her cars, only the drumming of blood and fear. She thought of trying to speak doud
agan, but then she thought: No. | have tried that experiment, and | know its result. | will not repest it,
over and over, to frighten mysdf again and again, till | am too frightened to do anything at dl. | mug find
my Beast and tdl him ... tdl him ... | must find him.

She opened her eyes and looked both ways up and down the corridor, and al she could see in ether
direction was more corridor, the dull figures of its wallpaper, the occasond loom of furniture or
ornament, and the driblets of light from the sconces. There were no windows and no doors. The hum she
fdt through her seat bones, through her back, through her entire body seemed suddenly both fiendish and
triumphant, and she got to her feet again aboruptly. “No,” she said, or rather, her mouth shaped die word,
but she gave no voice to it that she would not be able to hear. “No.” And slently in her mind she sad:
You will not have me so easily, nor will you have him.

She turned round and started to wak back down the corridor she had come up. No!' No! No!
dhrieked ... something. Some soundless subvibration of the hum thet filled the corridor demanded that she
turn round; but she had made her choice, and now she put one dow, heavy foot down after the other by
her own will and of her own choice, and while each footstep was very hard, dragged as it was in the
opposite direction, it was aso avictory for her, and the hum changed its inaudible note and became fury.

She closed her eyes againg it. She could not see it any more than she could hear it, but in this
darkness of her own choosing she could hug hersdlf round with her own thoughts, her own being, her
own knowledge of her sdf and of her existence, as she hugged hersdf round with the dressing-gown her
sger had made for her. She had none of her outer senses left: Blindness she had chosen, hearing and
touch were deadened by the noisdless vibration, and her mouth was full of the flavor and scent of the
rose-petal. She put one hand to her lips, touched the fingers with her tongue; here she fdt no dien
vibration, only the faint dir of her breath againg her own skin.

She walked forward, expecting & any moment to bump into a wall, but she did not. And as she
walked, hearing nothing but the Slent pressure of not-hearing, she thought she began to hear some faint
echo, as of wind, or footsteps in a cavern; and she listened, hopefully, and as she listened, she caught a
fant andl—like that of damp earth—and her toes struck againg something that was neither planed wood
nor tile nor carpet fibre, and in astonishment she opened her eyes.

She stood in complete darkness. When her eyes opened, and she dill could not see, she had stopped
automaticaly. She blinked severd times, waiting for her Sght to clear, but the darkness remained. She
held a hand up before her face and could see it no more than she had been able to hear her voice allittle
while before, and a little “Oh!” escaped her lips without her meaning it to and... she heard it. | am
returned one while another is taken from me, she thought. Well.

She put her hands out on ether Sde of her and fdt rough crumbly wal with her right; she moved a
litle to her left and found a amilar wal there. She faced left and ran her hands over the wall, and a few
little earth crumbs fdl away from her touch, and she redised she was waking on bare earth, and there
was grit between her toes. Her fet were dill half numb from the thrum of the corridor, and indined to
curl involuntarily away from what they stood on, without recognising thet the irritation was gone. She let
her hands dimb upwards and found the earth corridor was quite low, and over her head she fdt twining,
irregularly hairy surfaces that she thought—and suddenly hoped—might be the roots of trees.

She began to wak forward again, in the direction she had been going, with her hands held out in front
of her. She was waking much more dowly now, not from the effort of sruggling againg the intangible will
that had wished her to turn round but from a smpler fear of the dark, of blindness without choice. She
closed her eyes again, because she was meking her head ache by graining to see when she could not; the
darkness seemed a little less oppressive with her eyes shut, as the hum had been a little more bearable
when she did not try to speak.

But her heart had risen with that fird amdl of earth, and it beat more srongly now that there was no
foreign vibration trying to force it to follow some other rhythm; and in her mind she was trying not to let a



certain idea form itsdf too clearly, in dread of disgppointment.

Her outstretched hands touched a amooth surface. She stopped, both because she had to and
because that hopeful idea would no longer be suppressed. She ran her hands quickly over the surface
that blocked her way, found its squared edges, like a door strangely set inthe end of this corridor of raw
earth, and her heart beat very quickly indeed. Very wadl, it was a door, but could she open it? And
where would she be if she could and did?

A tiny depression hdfway down the left-hand edge, only about the sze of a fingertip, with a tiny
finger-curved latch or peg within it, as if the hole were a keyhole and a finger the key; and there was a
gmdl click, and she fdt the door give. She pushed it and saw sunlight outlining the crack of its opening,
and a few tears fdl from her dark-strained eyes, and she stepped out from behind the summer tapestry
into her roomsin the Beast's palace.

Her srength returned to her in arush at the Sght of her rooms; but she hesitated, and turned away
from her firg impulse, and instead alowed hersalf a moment to stand on her little balcony and look round
her. The glasshouse twinkled in the late-afternoon sun; but for the firg time the sght of it could noat lift her
heart, and her only thought was to wonder what day it was and how long she had been gone.

Then she ran out into the chamber of the star and found dl the doors open, and she chose one and
ran through it, running down the twisting corridor towards the door into the courtyard, to the glasshouse,
where she had I€ft die Beast.

But the corridor did not lead her there. It led her to other corridors, 1o rooms, hdls, staircases,
antechambers, and more corridors, more and more doors to choose, one over another, dways in hopes
that the door she sought lay just beyond. All the doors she saw were dready open, but she would not
have trusted any that chose themselves for her.

Late afternoon gave way to twilight; it would be ful dark soon. She plodded on. She began to
wonder if she were merdly going round and round the huge paace square, if the occasona apparently
pointless hdf flights of stairs up or down were carrying her unaware over the carriage-ways to the wild
wood and the orchard, though these came at no regular intervas, nor did any sairs seem to hold any
relaionship to any other stairs. She was increasingly oppressed by the vastness of the palace and the
dightness of her own presence in it, and she recdled the evil hum of the dream corridor changing to a
note of triumph; but she was near the end of her find srength now and of her hopes. One knee and one
ankle throbbed asif bruised, and vagudy she remembered, as if it had happened in another life, that she
hed banged hersdf panfully againg the ladder when the wind had seized her from beneath the Beast's
shdtering am.

Once she paused in a corridor that seemed familia—but so many of them seemed familiar—paused
by what appeared to be a gan on the carpd. There were never dains on the carpet in the Beadt's
palace, any more than there were marks on the walpaper, smudges on the furniture, or chips off the
statues. The carpet here was crimson, solid crimson, and unfigured, which was perhaps how the gain had
caught her eye; it was not very large, much nearer one edge of the carpet than the other, and looked a
little like a three-petalled flower or the firg unfurling of a rose-bud. The stain was brown, perhaps a rusty
brown, but difficult to tdl againg the crimson of the carpet. It might have been blood. She kndt and
touched it gently, not knowing why she did so, and opened her right pdm and looked again a the three
grdl scratches there left by the Beast's rose.

She was now ganding in a huge room with windows on opposite wals. She had been mindful
heretofore of the Beast’s advice not to look directly out any windows, and the wearier she became, the
more careful she had been not to look round her unless she was standing ill. She thought now that she
would risk looking out a window—because she could think of nothing ese to try. At leest she could
discover on which sde lay the courtyard, after the palace’'s maze of corridors and smdler rooms which
threw windows at her from unexpected directions. The courtyard had to be on one sde or the other,
whether the outer wal faced garden, orchard, or wild wood, and perhaps, at least before the palace
confused her utterly again, she could concentrate on that courtyard wall. Perhaps the door to it now lay
hidden behind some drapery or arras, like the door to the earth corridor in her rooms, invisble behind the
summer tapestry. Perhaps, before the palace lost her again, she would be able to turn round, and ding to



that courtyard wait, and search every finger’ s-breadth till she found what she was looking for.

She stood 4ill, and spread her feet a little, and put her hand on a torchere to steady hersdf, and
looked towards a window. But her eyes shied away from looking out and paused on the curtain instead.
Her gaze traced the sweep of drapery, which led back towards the wall, awvay from the dangerous
window. There was asmd| square table tucked againg the curtain’s outer edge.

Hadn't she just seen—in the room before this one, or the room before that, or perhaps even the
room before that one, which had been, hadn't it, tucked in what should have been a niche between the
angled walls of two other rooms, except that there was not space enough for it to have existed a
dl—hadn’t she just seen that little end table, that very table, with its checkerboard of marble squares of
different coloursinlad in its ebony surface? And hadn't it, in that room that could not have been where it
was, stood next to just that same painting of that handsome, haughty young man? He was wearing a deep
blue robe and a large soft hat. that hung down towards his shoulder, with a feather that curved from its
crown degantly benesth his chin, and over his other shoulder a bird face stared with angry, intdligent
eyes above its great curved beak. She did not like the young man's face. It was not the face of a men
who would help you if you were in trouble,

She turned her eyes with a jerk and looked directly out the window next to him and saw the wild
wood just beyond the panes, awind blew, and the branches nodded to her like bony flgoping hands.

She let go her torchere and walked across the room to be nearer the windows on the other sde. She
found another torchere and planted hersdf beside it, halding on its slem rather too tightly with one hand.
There was another familiar painting near this window, of alady who held a pug dog in one hand and a fan
inthe other, and her discarded needlework lay on the arm of her chair.

She was amiling. It was not a dl anice amile

Thewild wood pressed againg this window too.

Beauty closed her eyes. She thrugt her tongue againgt the roof of her mouth, but the rose-petal had
dissolved long ago. She opened her eyes again and gave a brief glance to the torchere she dill dung to. It
had been brass, with Sx curving ams when she had firg touched it; the upright where her hand rested
was smooth, but the 9x arms each held three candles, and each candle rose from a waterlily, and each
am was made as of three waterlily ssems wound together, and its base, below the upright, was wide and
shdlow, like weterlily leaves flogting in a amdl pond. The smooth brass upright remained, but she now
clutched a torchere whose crown held eght plain upright candlesticks bound in slver, and whose base
was a 0lid conic pedesta of brass laid round with Slver bands.

Shelet go of it asif it had produced teeth and hitten her. She took a step away from it, and turned,
and looked behind her, towards the portrait of the young man in blue. He looked older now, and his
posture, proud and haughty before, was now magisterid, the supple pose of known and proven power.
His fingers were dightly curled, and the pdms shimmered, as if he held sorcery there. His eyes were
daing into hers, and for a moment she fdt a thrum in the floor beneeth her fet, fdt her memory
beginning to grow dark, like a landscape under a sorm cloud. She jerked her eyes free of his and saw
that the bird that stood behind his shoulder had half spread itswings and that it was astal as a man.

Beauty walked to the nearest window, which lay beside the lady with the pug dog, threw up its sash,
climbed through the narrow gap, and did down the outsde wall. Even the palace's ground floor, where
she had been, was built up high above the red ground, and she had to hang by her fingers and findly let
go without knowing where her feet would strike. She landed heavily, her injured knee buckled, and
because she was 0 tired, she fdl.

Shelay dill for a moment, amost tempted not to move. But the ground was cold and hard, and her
urgency was dill on her. She gtirred, with an effort came to her elbows, and looked round. A great tangle
of wild wood rose dl round her. She looked up, at the building she had just fled; she had no way back.
The white stone gleamed vagudy in the light of the risng moon, scattered by leaf shadow. She could not
fed the wind from where she lay upon the ground, but she could hear it anging through the trees. She
refused to hear if it sang words; she was sure she would not like them.

Momentarily she put her head down on her forearms and fdt despair waiting outside the weakening
barrier of her resolve. She was tireder than she could ever remember being, tireder even than she had



been during the first days of ther father’s business ruin, before she found the paper tdling them of Rose
Cottage, and giving them something—whatever it would prove to be—to make their way towards.

She looked up again. She had fdlen in a gap between trees; there was not so much of it even to be
cdled agmdl dearing. Her dressing-gown had been wrenched open by her fdl, and amdl sharp edges of
forest floor clutter dug at her through her thin shift. She sat up and crept a little way to lean her back
agang atree; she was curioudy loth to touch the palace wal again. She did not St long; she did not dare,
for she was too tired—and she did not like the sound the wind made. It no longer sounded like singing; it
sounded like the far-off baying of wolves. She pulled hersdf to her feet, hand over hand, up the bole of
the tree, faced away from the palace, and began to force hersdf through the low prickly branches of the
trees.

There was no path. She was logt again as soon as she had pushed her way through the fird trees, as
soon as she could no longer see the white wall of the Beast' s palace behind her.

She probably did not go very far. She was too tired to go very much farther, and even driving hersdlf
to expend her lagt drength was only barely keeping her moving through this harsh, intractable
undergrowth. Slender, whippy twigs dashed at her face, hooked the collar of her dressng-gown, and
snatched at the slk cord round her neck. She sumbled again and pitched forward into an unexpected
clearing. As she turned her head, protecting her face from the ground that had struck up at her with such
daming speed, she caught a gleam of mation in the corner of her eye.

On dl fours, her foot 4ill trapped by die root which had thrown her, she looked in that direction. She
just saw the unicorn tuming away from the heap on die ground it had been guarding; she just saw the
iridescent gleam of its long horn before it disappeared into the trees on the far Sde of the bonfire giade.
She could see, now, beyond the hegp on the ground, a glitter of moonlight tdling her where the
cariage-way was.

She worked her ankle loose but had no srength to rise. She crept forward towards the hegp on the
ground, haf knowing what she would find. It was the Beast.

He lay quietly on his Sde, one arm flung sraght out above his head, and his head rested on it. The
fingers were softly curled; his face, as much as she could see of it, was peaceful. His other hand held
something to his breast. His beautiful clothes were gone asif torn from him; he wore only some ill-damp
shreds of his shirt, the rags of his trunk-hose, and one shoe.

She crept dowly round him, came to a hdt just by that hand againg his breast; his knees were dightly
drawn up, so his body was curved like the crescent moon overhead. She reached out to touch his hand,
and a rose, so dark in moon—and garlight as to look black, fdl to the ground, the flower head
digntegreting into a scatter of petas flung across the little space between the Beast and Beauty; the
outliers rode up the edge of Beauty’s dressing-gown skirts, like the crest of a bresking wave. She took
his hand, and for a moment she thought he was dready dead, for it lay heavy and motionless in hers,
dthough it was gill warm. And then, as she hdd and stroked it, she fdt the fingers move and take hold of
hers, and she heard him Sgh.

“Oh, Beadt,” she said, and her voice was rough and husky, as if her throat were sore from dl the
gasping breaths she had taken over dl thislong day and dl the tears she had shed. “Oh, Beast, my Beadt,
don't die. | have come back to you. | love you, and | want to marry you.”

There was a noise like a thunderclap, and the ground shook, as if the lightning bolt it heralded had
struck within the glen where they lay. She shrank back againgt the Beast’s body, and his am reached up
and drew her down next to him, and they both pressed themselves againg the earth as the sorm broke
over thar heads, and yet an ingant before the sky had been clear. There was acrying in Beauty's ears as
of wind and wolves and birds of prey.

But the Beast’s arms were round her, and they were both dive, and she would not be afrad. She
thought, Thisis the baying of wicked magic, but we have won. | know we have won. It can do nathing to
us now but howl And she did her arm under the Beast’s neck and held him close. It will be over soon,
and | will tel the Beast again that | wish to marry him, for | am not sure that he heard.

A voice in her ear, or in her mind, for surdy the wind-wolves howling was too loud for any red
voice to be heard, said to her: “That is not quite the truth, my dear, that you—we—have won. | would



that it were, but I—I have had my hands full, even keeping a few little doors open—I and my
moon—and garlight friends—and that is as much as we have done, and it has grown harder, over the
years, for the Beast's poor heart was dying, till you came.... | have put a Sngle red rose on every logt
traveller's breakfast table here, snce your Beast’s exile began, but it was your father who was firg
moved to pity his great and terrible host. Ah! Strix would hate it if he knew how his cleverness—and his
hatred—had worked out a last! But | am afraid that enough of him remains in the sorceries that ill hold
and hobble usthat it is your very words now of victory, and, more dangerous yet, of love, that bring the
find cataclysm towards us.

“Beauty, you must choose for the both of you, you and the Beast, and he cannot help you, and | can
only help you avery little. | am only an old woman with dirt on my hands, and | will tdl you, my dear, |
am glad to be laying this respongbility down at lagt, for it has been a long and weary one, though it is
much of my own doing that has made it so.

“So, my dear, ligen to me now. You may return your Beast to what he was before, if you wish. He
was a good and a wise men then, and he will have you with him, and you will keep him mindful of the
world outside his studies. He had great wedth and influence, you know, and you will have that wedlth
and influence again, and you will be able to do great good with it, and your nameswill be spoken in many
lands, and you may raise your ssters and your father to greatness with you. And—have | told you that
your Beast was beautiful? He was the most beautiful man | have ever seen, and | have seen many men.

“Or... you may take him back to Longchance, and be the sser of the baker and the squire's
horse-coper son, and daughter of the man who tots up sums for anyone who hires him, and make your
Beadt the same,

“You choose”

Beauty was dlent, her face pressed againg the Beast's shaggy throat, and the wind pouring over
them like ariver in flood. “I think you are not tdling me dl of this story,” she said a lag, tentatively, and
the voice laughed.

“You areright, but I am congtrained by the. . . the strength of Strix’s ancient mdice, that entangles us
dl here. My dear, you may ask me questions, and | will answer what | may, but you have . . . released
some great energies when you turned and walked the wrong way down that corridor, and even my
moon—and garlight friends will not be able to maze the wind-wolves for long, and you must be gone
from here before they come.

“AsK, then”

Beauty struggled with her weariness for questions to ask; but her thoughts and suspicions were as
vague as smoke, and as inaticulate. She grasped a her memories of Mrs Oldhouse's tde, and Jack
Trueword's; but they wove themselves together like reed straw in a caner’s hands, and she could no
longer tdl one from the other, nor what of either she believed. “How—how isit that we are dl held by
this magic?’

The voice seemed to Sgh. “Itis your right that you know what | can tdl you, and yet little of whet |
can tdl you is what you would wish to know, and what | can tdl you mogt of | wish not to speak of a
dl—" The voice laughed again, but it was a sad laugh. “That sounds like a spdl itsdlf, does it not?

“Thereis some truth in both the stories you heard about the three sorcerers. Young Jack was right,
by the way: The woman was only a greenwitch, and no sorcerer, but she never caled hersdf anything
other than what she was.” The voice went on more dowly, the words shaping themsdaves reluctantly,
hezy as images in alow grey bank of cloud; Beauty had to ligen with dl her attention, haf afrad the
voice might become merdy something she imagined. “1 have earned, as | say, my placein this magic, and
that | have found more peace in it than has our Beast is perhaps only that... wdl, 1 was old long ago,
when he was dill young, and | have my moon—and darlight friends, and he—he had sought perfection.
He knew he would not etain it, but the griving towards it was exhilarating, and he thought he might view
it and know it existed. He did not know that the viewing itsdlf would bring him such trouble, and he has
not been able to forgive himsdf that he was not wise enough to handle mere mortd trouble.

“There were three of us—that is true. And the man who became your Beast was my very good
friend.



“He was a great sorcerer. But he was not interested in the usud sorts of power, and he cdled himsdf
aphilosopher. But it isnot for any human to learn the firg and lagt secrets of the universe, as other men
have discovered before your Beast—before he was a Beas—did. You have heard the legends, |
imagine But your Beast was a different sort of man, and the Guardians of those fird and last secrets
whom he awoke were confused by him. They, who were set there when the world began, had come to
bdieve that any man who came near enough to disturb ther solitude can have got so far only through
greed and pride, and they therefore are free to eat him up, hair, toenails. and dl. But your Beast was not
only greedy and prideful; he was dso kind and paingaking and responsible, and he knew tha his
weaknesses were mortd and never pretended they were not.

“The Guardians did not know what to do, and when they reached out merdly to block his way into
the fortress they protected, and not knowing that anything would come of it but that he could come no
farther into their domain, they touched him with their paws. And he, who had been a man, became a
Beast—though his heart remained a man’s heart. And there, | guess, iswhere dl the trouble came.

“| believe the transformation was very painful. | did not see him till after it was done. He knew what
he had become, and he was, as | said, a great sorcerer. He it was who hurled himsdf into this exile,
before any ordinary human saw him, and | fear be was right to believe that the sght of him ... would be
very difficult to bear. But when there is too much going on at once, it is impossble to get one's dls
exactly right. His exile from the human world was not absolute. Other sorcerers could dill vist him. As, |
admit, could one green witch, though this had less to do with my magicd ill than with my friendship for
him.

“The story of the philosopher-sorcerer who had become a Beast was soon told among dl the
megica practitioners at. this end of the great world, and perhaps & dl the other ends too. And I... grew
darmed at the series of sorcerers who found ways to have speech with him, for it was not merdy speech
they desred. They saw his trandformation as a usful step on the road—their road—to power, an
dternative to being eaten up, hair, toenails, and dl. To be made into a Beast in exchange for power,
power greater than any sorcerer had yet possessed—it was a price they were eager to pay. | think some
of them fdt thet to be a Beast the 9ght of whom drove other men mad might not be a price & dl,

“He would not tdl them anything they wished to know, of course. And the change had ... changed
him, for he studied his philosophy no more, and what he knows, or does not know, or knows no longer,
he has said to no one, not even me. And his life became a burden to him, for philosophy hed filled his
heart. When the sorcerers grew angry and began to plot among themselves, he could not be made to
care; he would not ligen to me when | told him that they believed him to have won more, in that mesting
with the Guardians, than he had told, and was working some grest magic in secret to ensnare them dl.”

Agan the voice broke off. “And then . . . one sorcerer came to the Beast who was different from the
others. The Beast was polite to him, as he had been polite to them al, but this one was clever enough not
to ask what he wished to know, but to wait, and to watch, and ... | knew what he was. | knew wel
enough. But | tdl in love with im anyway. | was old even then, and | have dways been plain.

“The story from this point is much like what you have heard. There was a Smulacrum, except | took
my own heart to beat in her breast, for | am only a greenwitch and could not do what | had done, and
besides, | loved him. And it is not true that the dying sorcerer struck at the Beast for his betrayd; he
gruck at the Beast infury, for vengeance; he had forgotten the smulacrum entirdy, had forgotten me. ...

“The Beast had not used his sorcery, | believe, for many years, and sorcery, Like any other ill,
mud be often used, if askill itisto remain. That too may help to explain why certain things came about as
they did. Wel, he had little enough warning, but he wished to save Longchance, if he could, and he threw
his own grength into the destruction Strix had brought down upon him. Longchance survived, in the
shape you know, where the earth and ar and water are too restless for any magic to take root. And the
weather vane—and Mrs Oldhouse' s ghost—are what is left of my poor smulacrum, for she had lived
too long with a human heart to return hersalf completely to rose-petals. And yet | think it may be she,
with her hdf connections to both worlds and to neither, who is the heart of the magic thet let you enter
here.

“And the Beast hmsdf survived. But he survived in what had become a dungeon of solitude, where



no living creature could come. The smulacrum is a wisp and a westher vane and a breath of rose scent
where there are no roses, and |, now, could not vist him as 1 had done.”

“Not solitude,” whispered Beauty. “For you are here, and so is Fourpaws.”

“He does not know about me,” the voice said, and there was great sorrow in it. “He does not know,
for he would have tried to stop me, and in the beginning he would ill have been strong enough to do so,
like a man blocking up mouse-holes. His strength has waned—it was only the last rose, was it not?—for
no human being can thrive in such solitude, not even with a cat such as Fourpaws, and 1 have told you
his heart isdill aman's. It isonly because heiswhat heisthat he has lived so long—the man he was who
became the Beast heiis”

“But my father—the other travelers—the butter and milk from your cows, and from—and—and the
orchard that chooses to bear itsfruit dl year—’

The voice tried to laugh. “His dungeon is not perfect, for it is gill morta. There have dways been
gaps. He does not know | have widened them, pegged them open, thrugt stones in ther frames so they
cannot blow shut.... | am an enterprisng mouse.

“And the orchard .. . Treesfed kindness just as animds do, but they live dowly, and it takes longer
than most humans live for a tree to fed humean kindness and respond to it. Trees think we humans are
modly little, flashy creatures, rather the way we think of butterflies. But the Beast has lived here long
enough for the trees to learn to know him.”

The voice paused and then went on, sadly, reluctantly. “Y our Beast also does not know that 1... for a
second time. nearly |—”

The voice stopped, and began again: “I had once hoped for a child, but | was not pretty enough, and
my smulacrum could make love like a woman, but she could not bear a child. Your mother looked as if
she could have been Strix’s daughter—or his great-granddaughter—I do not know. Perhaps she was. It
would explain why she was o interested in ... but | would not tel her; it was then she reminded me too
much of the man who had never been my lover.

“When she ran away from me. | never imagined she would marry and have children, and | amost
leant of you too late. The dream you have had since you were very smdl... | am sorry, my dear. | would
have spared you it if | could have done.”

“‘It was you, not my mother, the firg night of my dream,” sad Beauty, with a sudden, grieving
certainty, and the voice in answer sounded sad and weary: “Y es—it was 1, and not your mother,”

“It was you who gave us Rose Cottage,” said Beatty.

“Yes—yes—that was | dso. But ligen to me. my dear. Ligen. It was none of my doing that a
blizzard brought your father to this palace; | am no weathercaster. That is sorcerer’s work, and | am only
a greenwitch. And dill lesswas it | who girred your father's heart to pity, nor was it | who gave him
words to spesk to the Beast which would bring you here. Nor have 1 anything to do with your own
decison to come and then to stay. Nor, indeed, could | have saved you from your firg took into the
Beadt's face, tha fird, ordinary human glance snce he had ceased to be an ordinary man. You had to
withstand thet yoursalf. Bless your friend the sdlamander! But you see, what little | could do, | have done,
and | have told you dl of it.

“Your Beast's heart came to you, my dear, to you and no other, just as the animds have come to
you, because you are what you Eire. Nor would | ever ask.—nor tdl—my moon—and darlight friends
whom to greet. Do you not know what the breath of a unicorn is worth?’

In a gentler tone the voice continued: “I had been wandering a long time when | came back to
Longchance my old cottage was very nearly a ruin. But after your mother left—and especidly when |
discovered your dreaming—I began to fed that there were too many sorrows in this world that were by
cause of my medding and that 1 would be better off not in this world. And | have grown very old; the
moon—and garlight shines through me now amog as it shines through my friends”

The voice fdl dlent, and Beauty thought the howling was nearer. “And the curse?’ she sad, or
thought, for she did not put the question into words, but only fdt it lying painfully in her mind.

The voice laughed, and it was a grandmother’s laugh, amazed and indulgent at the antics of the
young. “It is no curse! It has never been a curse! Children are more sengble then adults about many



things can you suppose that generations of children would have used it as a skipping-rhyme if it were a
curse?”

Sowly Beauty found the words for her find question: “You said that if | chose that my Beast keep his
wedth and influence, we should use it for good and that our names should be spoken in many lands.
How will our names be spoken?’

“Ahl” said the voice, and it sounded as light and merry as a little girl’s. “That is the right question.
Y our names shdl be spoken in fear and in dread, for no sngle human being, nor even the wisest married
pair, can see the best way to dispense justice for people beyond their own ken.”

“Then | choose Longchance, and the little goodnesses among the people we know,” said Beauity.

At that moment she opened her eyes, and she saw three unicorns legp into the bonfire glade and turn,
asif a bay, and she saw the wild wolves legping after them. And there was another shock and crash of
thunder, but the thunder seemed to crack into a thousand sharp echoes, and each of the echoes was the
scream of afacon or of some grest owl.

But the lightning bolt was a bright blue, blue as sky on a summer’s day, and it shattered as it struck,
and the fragments whirled up and became blue butterflies. The butterflies converged in great shimmering,
radiant clouds, and their wings flickered as they crowded together, and it was as if they were tiny
fractured prisms, ingead of butterflies, throwing off sparks of dl the colours of the rainbow.

But then they became butterflies again, and now there were other colours among them, greens as well
as blues, russets and golds and scarlets, and they flew in great billows round the wolves. The wolves
recoiled, and shook their heads, and tried to duck under them, or dodge round them, and some of the
wolves stood on their hind legs and clawed at them with their forefeet; but the butterflies danced round
them, zedlous as bees defending their honey from a marauding bear. The wolves could not shake free of
them, nor see where the unicorns stood, and so the unicorns drove them from the clearing, smacking
them with the sides of ther resplendent horns as a fencing-master might smack an inettentive pupil with
the Sde of his sword, pricking them occasondly as a cowherd might prod his cows, but now prancing
and bouncing as if this were no more than a game, and so drove the wolves from the dearing, trailing blue
and green and russet and gold ribbons of butterflies.

“Quickly,” gasped Beauty, and lugged at the Beast, but he sat up dowly and groggily, moving like
one who has long been ill. They would dash through the carriage-way, Beauty thought, run for the
glasshouse; she did not believe any wolves would dare cross that threshold. But as she thought this, more
wolves legpt into the clearing, but they came from the carriage-way, and Beauty’s hands froze on the
Beast's shoulder, as she stooped beside him, trying to steady his attempts to rise to his fedt.

There was a brief soundless whirr just past her face, and a soft plop againgt her bent thighs. “Oh, bat,
bat, do you know where we can go?’ she said, and kndt, to give it a lgp. The bat folded its wings
together and made a funny awkward hop-hop-hop, and then it was in the air, and she looked up, and
there were many bats, more and more bats, sreaming through the trees like wind, and she saw which
way they flew. The Beast was on his feet a last, and she hdd his am, fdt him sway and check himsdf,
sway and check again. “Thisway,” she said, and drew him gently after her.

There were SO many bats now, they surged past them like a river of darkness, and she could no
longer see the wolves or the unicorns or the trees round the clearing. And then there was a amdl of earth
in her nodtrils, and she put out her free hand, and fdt the crumbly earth wal of the tunnd, and put her
hand over her head, but could find no tree roots, It is very kind that they should make the corridor this
timetal enough for the Beast to walk comfortably upright, she thought, and put her hand out to the sde
agan so she could guide them by touching the wdl. But the wal was no longer there, and the samdl of
earth was mixed with the amdl of roses, and she could tdl by the movement of ar tha they were no
longer in atunnd.

There was afant light like the beginning of dawn round them, and they were sanding in the middle of
the crosspath in the centre of the glasshouse, and the little wild pansies Beauty had planted there spilt
over the corners of the beds at ther feet, and the roses bloomed everywhere round them, silhouetted in
the fant light, and the white roses were shimmersin the gloom.

They waited, ligening, dinging to each other. There was the faint, angry baying of a fading storm—or



of a pack of wolves whose prey has eluded it, mixed with the occasiona hoarse cry of a hunting bird that
has missed its strike. But there was some other noise with it, a noise Beauty could not identify, a noise as
relentless as wind and rain, asif feet as numerous as raindrops were marching towards them.

They looked round them, and near the door to the glasshouse there was a shape, like that of a bent
old woman, except that the pale light shone through her, and she glowed like the horn of a unicorn, and
Beauty heard the Beast give alittle grunt of surprise and delight, and she thought there was a name in it,
but she could not hear whet it was. Her attention was caught then by other lucent shapes, standing on the
square path that led round the ingde of the glasshouse, and these were the unicorns themselves, waiting,
watching, poised and dert, lustrous as pearls.

And ganding near the rear of the glasshouse were two other Beasts, looking much like her own
Beast, huge and shaggy and kind, but as much bigger than her Beast as her Beast was bigger than she.
Nor were they terrifying to look upon, but were shaped into a wholeness, a unity, a clarity, and a
tranquillity that no mortd creature may possess, and Beauty fdt a Strange, shivery joy a being so
fortunate as to see them with her own eyes. Behind them, ingtead of the fourth wdl of the glasshouse,
there seemed to stand the facade of some immense dark fortress.

The sound of the gpproaching footsteps grew nearer, and Beauty thought camly: | cannot bear any
more. | cannot. She turned her face againg the Beast’s body and closed her eyes, but she saw them
anyway, the massed sorcerous army, the winged bulls, the manticores and chimeras, the sphinxes, not the
gmdl semidomesticated ones of her childhood, but the great wild ones, big as the bulls they marched
adongsde, who, like the bronze winged harpies that raged overhead, had wicked humen faces, and hair
of hissng asps. the stony-eyed badlisks, the loathly worms, the cerberi, the wyverns, like vast, deadly
versons of her mother’s pet dragon; and many more crestures she could not, or would not, name.

She had pressed harsdf againg the Beast, and the little embroidered heart made a tiny hole just
benesth her breast—

bone, guarded by her lower ribs. With every breeth it seemed to dig itsdf alittle deeper. And she lay
agang her beoved's heart and .., began to fed angry. We have come through so much, she thought. Is it
for nothing after dl? | want to attend my sisters wedding, 1 want to attend my wedding. If dl the hordes
of sorcery are here gathered to grind us to nathing, is this the way we shdl be denied the smdl homdy
pleasures we dedire, that we have earned? And she remembered a dry sorcerous little voice once saying
to her: | give you a small serenity....

She shook hersdf free of the Beast so quickly he had no time to react, shook hersdf free so quickly
indeed that her one hand did not undench itsf in time and carried a little of the remains of the Beast's
black shirt away with her, and ran to the door of the glasshouse. She ran at such speed that she had the
sensation of running through the shining figure of the old woman. She threw the door open and stood
there, facing not the palace but dl the worst-omened cregtures of the inner and outer worlds, and she
clutched the rag of shirt in one hand and her embroidered heart in the other and shook her fists over her
head and shouted: “ Go away! Can you not see you have dready lost? There is nothing for you herel”

There was another clgp of thunder asiif dl the thunder in the ether between the worlds had clapped
itdf a once, and Beauty had a dazzling glimpse of what had been the sorcerous army ralling about on
the ground in confuson and sorting itsdf out into baffled hedgehogs and bewildered toads, confused
spiders, flustered crickets, bumbling bees, disoriented ladybirds and muddled grass-snakes, and hogts of
other ordinary and innocent creatures.

And the ar dl round her was full of birdsong.

She heard the laughter of the old woman behind her and heard her voice for the last time, saying, “To
think you told poor Mrs Greendown that there was no magic in your family! Bless you, my dear, and
your Beast, and bless Rose Cottage, for it is yours now. | am happy with my moon- and galight friends,
and my cows, and my wild wood, and besides, | am too old now to make any more changes....” And
then Beauty lost consciousness and knew no more.

She woke to gentle hands putting cool cloths on her forehead, and she opened her eyes and amiled.
It was Jeweltongue who bent over her and stroked her forehead, but there was someone dse dtting at
her Sde and holding one of her hands, with Teacosy in his|ap, looking there as smdl as a day-old puppy.



“Your exits and entrances are so dramatic,” sad Jewetongue composedly. “This time you brought
with you the most exquisite amdl glasshouse—it looks asif it were entirdy made of spun suga—athough
it hes rather disrupted the centre of the garden, where it has chosen to root itsdf. But it will make the
mogt enchanting—if | dare use that term?—wedding pavilion, next week,”

Then she looked at the person who sat a Beauty’s Sde and said, “1 shdl have my work cut out for
me, finishing your wedding-suit intime. | do not think | have a tape that will reach round you. Fortunately
I’ve dmog finished with Beauty's dress, we have rather been expecting you, if you want to know. Cdl
meif you need help keeping her lying down. | am sure she should not get up today, but as you may have
noticed, sheis a bit impetuous and willful. And | suspect you of being overindulgent.” And she left them.

They were upgtairsin Rose Cottage, and he sat next to her on the floor by the wide lumpy mattress.
By her feat lay Fourpaws, her eyes hdf lidded and a haf-grown black kitten playing with her tail. “The
firg thing | will do is build you a bed frame” he said. “It is one of the drawbacks of living too deep-sunk
inmagic, that the homdy tasks are dl taken away from you.”

“Dishwashing,” said Beauty. “1 should be glad of never doing the washing-up again.”

“Then | shdl do it,” he replied. “But my second task will be to restuff that mattress.”

“No,” sad Beauty. “Thefirg thing you will do is marry me, and the second thing you will do is come
with me to Longchance, where we shdl scour the town for panting things, for you shdl not waste any
more of your time on roofs, and if Longchance does not have wha we want, we will go directly to
Appleborough, and if Appleborough does not have what we want, then we will mount an expedition and
go on a quest, and perhaps we will find the Queen of the Heavenly Mountain too. Everything ese can
wait alittle” She sat up gingerly. “How did we come here?’

“| carried you the last way, but it was not far. When my head stopped spinning on my shoulders, and
my eyes cleared of the stars that whirled round and round in them, | found us a the beginning of a little
track leading through the woods from the main way, and | thought we must be there for a reason. So |
picked you up and carried you here, and | understand there is to be a wedding here in a few days and
that there are more people about than there generdly arein preparation for it.

“But everyone rushed up to me as if we were what they were waiting fo—your ssters cdl me Mr
Beast—and welcomed me, even your father. Then | carried you up here—after | have finished with the
bed frame and the mattress, | will build a set of proper stairs—to be out of the bustle below. Not, you
know, that | am entirdy clear about where hereis, but | am sure you will tdl meintime”

“Thisis Rose Cottage, of course,” sad Beauty, “where my family and | moved from the city, when
our father’s business falled and we were too poor to do anything ese. Here Jeweltongue learnt to saw
dresses that made people happy to wear them, and Lionheart learnt the language of horses and how to
speak to them ingead of merdy to rule them, and / learnt to grow roses. And one Sster and our father
are going to live with her husband, the baker, because they do not love the country so much as they love
the town, and my other Sgter isgaing to live with her husband, the horse-coper, who is dso the squire’s
second son, and | hope we are going to live here with lots and lots and lots of roses.”

Beauty fdl slent, looking at him, and her mind and heart were so full of love for him she could &t firg
think of noth

ing ese. But then she remembered the firgt time she had looked into his face and remembered how
she had needed the sdlamander’s gift to do so, and she wondered where that terribleness had gone.
Perhaps it had dropped away when he had stood once agan in his glasshouse and seen his roses
blooming; perhaps it had been torn from him with his fine, sombre dothing—he was presently awkwardly
wrapped in a spare quilt, which made a kind of haf stole over his shoulders, and it was radiant with pinks
and crimsons and purples and sunset colours, for Jawdtongue had made it from bits Ieft over from the
Trueword women's frocks, and the bright colours woke unexpected ruddy highlights in the Beast's dark
hair. Perhaps, said atiny, dmogt inaudible voice in the very back of Beauty’s mind, perhapsiit left forever
when you told him you loved him and wished to marry him.

But then she remembered something dse she had done, and her heart smote her. “I—I had to
choose for both of us—where | found you, in the bonfire glade. I—I tried to make the best choice |
could. Did I—can you—are you unhappy with it?’



Her beloved shook his head. “1 am content past my ahility to describe. But...” And he hesitated.

“But what?' said Beauty, fearing the answer.

“But... the husband you would have had, had you made the other choice, would have been
handsome—as handsome as you are beautiful, | do not know if—"

But Beauty was laughing and would not hear what he might have said. She put her hands over his
mouth and, when he had stopped trying to speak through them, took them away only to kiss him. “I
would not change a—a hair on your head, except possbly to plait a few of them together, so as not
whally to obscure the collar and front of the wedding-suit Jaweltongue designs. But 1—I think | will
choose to beieve that you would miss being able to see in the dark, and to be careless of the weather,
and to wak as dlently as sunlight. Because | love my Beast, and | would miss hm very much if he went
away from me and left me with some handsome stranger.”

“Then everything is exactly asit should be,” said the Beast.

Author’s Note

My firg novel was cdled Beauty: A Retelling of the Sory of Beauty and the Beast. It was
published dmost twenty years ago.

Beauty and the Beast has been my favourite fairy-tde snce | was a little girl, but 1 wrote Beauty
amog by accident, because the story 1 was trying to write was too difficult for me. Beauty was just a
sort of writing exercise—at fird. | very nearly didn’t have the nerve to send it to a publisher when | was
done. Everyone knows the fairy-tae, 1 thought. Everyone knows how it ends, no one—certainly no
publisher—will care.

But a publisher did take it, and alot of people have told methey likeit. And that was that. Of course
fwasn't going to tdl Beauty and the Beast again, even if it was my favourite fairy-tale. Even if it has been
retold hundreds of times by different storytellers, in different cultures and different centuries. Even though
| knew it had resonances as degp as human nature, as the best fary—and folk-tales do, induding a lot
thet | couldn’t reach, though | could fed they were there.

FHve years ago | moved to England to marry the writer Peter Dickinson. | was happy in Maine,
where | had been living, with my typewriter, one whippet, and severd thousand books, in my little
lilac-covered cottage on the coast. And then | found mysdf three thousand miles away, in another
country, living in an enormous, ramshackle house surrounded by flower-beds and covered in wigteria and
clematis and ancient dimbing roses whose names no one remembered.

Gardening in Maine is an epic druggle, where you can have frodts as late as June and as early as
Augud, where a spade thrust anywhere in the so-called soil will hit granite bedrock a few inches down
and rattle your teeth in your skull, and where roses are caled annuds only hdf-jokingly. In England
gardentvisting is the top item on thelig of tourigt attractions—before any of the cathedrals or any of the
museums, before Stonehenge or the Tower of London. | didn't plan to become a gardener, but 1 don't
think 1 could help it. Peter says that the disease had obvioudy been lying dormant in my blood, and
southern England and a gardening hushand have been a most effective catalyst.

It occurred to me, now and then, as | planted more rosebushes—because while | am a passonate
gardener, | am arose fanatic—that it sadmog apity I'd said dl | had to say about Beauty and the Beast.
There was so much about roses I'd left out. because | didn’t know any better.

Lagt winter | sold my house in Maine. | gill loved it, even though | knew | would never live there
agan, and | knew it would be a tremendous wrench to cut mysdf loose from that last mgor atachment
of owning property in the country where | was born. | was not expecting, when Peter and | returned to
Maine to close up, Sgn papers, and say good-bye, that everything | have missed about life in America as
an American—which | had ordered mysdf to ignore while | put down roots over here—would rush out
of hiding and start hammering me fl&t, like some of Tolkien's dwarves having a go a a recdcitrant bit of
gold ledf. 1t wasn't just awrench; it fdt like being drawn and quartered.

We came home to southern England in a late, bleak, cold spring, and | sat & my desk and stared into



space, feding asif | were barely convaescent after along illness

A friend of mine who runs an art gdlery in SoHo (New York, not London) asked me if | would
consider writing him a short-story verson of Beauty and the Beast for one of hisartigts to illudrate. | said
no, | can't; I've said dl | have to say about that story.

But as | sat at my typewriter—or looked over my shoulder a the black clouds and deet—I didn't
fed up to anything too demanding, like the nove | was supposed to be working on. | thought, I'll have a
go a this short story. Something might come of it. | can do alittle more with roses; thet'll be fun.

Rose Daughter shot out onto the page in about Sx months. I’ ve never had a story burst so fully and
extravagantly straight onto the page, like Athena from the head of Zeus.

I’ve long said my books “hagppen” to me. They lend to blast in from nowhere, seize me by the throat,
and howl, Write mel Write me now! But they rarely stand ill long enough for me to see what and who
they are, before they hurtle away again, and so | spend alat of my time running after them, like a thrown
rider after an escaped horse, saying, Wait for me! Wait for me!, and waving my notebook in the air.
Rose Daughter happened, but it bolted with me. Writing it was quite like riding a not-quite-runaway
horse, who iswilling to listen to you, so long as you let it run.

If you're a Storytdler, your own life streams through you, onto the page, mixed up with the life the
dory itsdf brings you cannot, in any ussful or genuine way. separate the two. The thing did tdls me
when one of the pictures in my head or phrases in my ear is a dory, and not a mere afternoon’s
digraction, isits life, its strength, its vitdity. If you were picking up stones in the dark, you would know
when you picked up a puppy instead. It's warm; it wriggles; it's alive. But the association between my
inner (orytelling) life and my outer (everything dse) lifeis unusudly close in this book. | don’'t know why
die story came to mein the firg place, but | know that what fuded the whirlwind of getting it down on
paper was my grief for my little lilac-covered cottage and for a way of life | had loved, evenif | love my
new life better.

1 think every writer fears doing the same thing again—and thus boring her readers. But what “the
samething” ismay be tricky to define. | dmogt didn’'t write Beauty; having written it, | had absolutdy no
intention of reusing that plot. | read somewhere, along time ago, a French writer, | think, saying that each
writer has only one story to tel; it's whether or not they find interesting ways to retdl it that is important.
The idea has stuck with me because | suspect it's true. Maybe | shouldn’t be surprised that my favourite
farytde came back to me, dressed in a new story, after twenty more years in the back of my mind and
the bottom of my heart—and the odd mgor life crisis to break it loose and urge it into My consciousness.

Maybe it'll come to me again in another twenty years.

—Hampshire. England October 1996



