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Editorial
by
Gweoyth Hood

Mythic Circle #25 is late. Reasons for
its tardiness are many, among them banal
academic plagues and newfangled
administrative initiatives, both exacerbated
by shrinking budgets. In the shadowy
background lurked fear and war, the war
which actually happening, putting friends
and students into actual combat or danger of
it. and the fear of terrorism which faced us
all.
Still, it was not really the great forces of
demonic hate and evil which delayed this
publication.
Lesser matters had more direct
influence. Perhaps the indefatigable
Squidgeboodle, whose correspondance
found its way into issues 21 and 22, finally
did gain the talented recruits he wanted for
his Department of Petty Nuisances.
Anyway, I found myself trying to do
preliminary layout without an operational
printer, either at home or in my office.
When I got a new printer, my monitor
started slowly blinking out. These things,
my readers understand, are onJy funny when
they happen to somebody else.
More troubling to me than my failing
equipment is my inability to keep up with
the correspondance Ireceive and to respond
to submissions in a timely manner. I have
felt, now and then, like a lost soul, doomed
to eternal burial under a heap of unanswered
and unanswerable correspondance. If there
is anyone reading this who had sent a
submission and received no reply, please
know that polite inquiries are most welcome
and are likely to get quick replies during the
summer months.
But there is a bright side. Here Is
Mythic Circle 25, appearing at last due to

the help of several wonderful people. Many
thanks to Tim and Bonnie Callahan,
Kathleen Edwards, Timothy Hodges, and
Jef Murray, who responded quickly and
patiently to my requests for help. Without
them, this issue would have been pooer and
later, or might not have appeared at alt
There is good news, too, from former
contributors. Douglas Rossman, who
published several short stories in previous
issues of Mythic Circle, writes to say, "My
eight Norse-related stories that first
appeared in your magazine during the late
80s and early-to-mid 90s were published in
book form in 2001 (along with four other
stories) under the title Theft of The Sun and
Other New Norse Myths. The publisher was
Skandisk, a small press specializing in
Scandinavian-relatedmaterial." We Mythic
Circlers wish you much success with your
writing, Douglas. May we hear much
similar news from our writers and artists.

••••

Co11 ectioo:
LaJa Beine-Koehn kindly and indulgently
corrects some errors in.the publication of her
poems in Mythic Circle 24. She writes, "I
am glad that there is stillenough phantas.y
left in this somber world of ours. It was
gratifying to see several of my poems appear
[... ]. Alas, I would like (though reluctantly)
to point out a few errors in printing. L .. 1
They are: "The White Queen Soliloquy": 1st
stanza, 9111 line, should read "on each horse
one black, one white" [not "on black"]; 2nd
stanza., 2nd last line, should read: "pushing a
silver arrow into her hair, I coiling her plaits
around it" [not "plans"]. "The One-Eyed
Rooster": 2nd stanza, 10th line: it should
read: "She listens to the rooster crow sad
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and happy/children soni8" [not "song"]. "It
Was Rather Strange": 4 stanza, last line,

her/ white neck peeking through yards of
silk" [not "years"].

should read "her hat bowed in deep reverie,

The Mythic Circle
The Mythic Circle is a small literary magazine published by The Mythopoeic Society, which
celebrates the work ofC. S. Lewis, J. RR Tolkien, Charles Williams, and other writers in the mythic
tradition. For more information about the Mythopoeic Society.and its publications (including Myth/ore
and Mythprint), and for information on the annual Mythopoeic Society Conference (Mythcon 34 is at
Nashville this year) see our web site, <www.mythsoc.org>
The Mythic Circle has become an annual. The next issue, #26, should appear, barring delays, some
time before the end of 2003. It costs $8.00 to pre-order a copy, which will be mailed when printed.
Copies of previous issues are available through the Mythopoeic Society Orders Department. For preorders and past issues, write to: Mythopoeic Society Orders Department, 920 N. Atlantic Blvd. #E,
Alhambra, CA 91801. Submissions and letters of comment should be scot to: Owenyth Hood, English
Department, Marshall University, Huntington WV 25701. E-mail ishood@marsball.edu. If'e-mailing
about Mythic Circle matters, kindly state this in the message heading, to distinguish yourself from spam.
We have, as yet, no hard and fast length limits, but we are a small publication. We have to think
very well of a story 5000 words long to publish it. Shorter stories have a better chance. By editorial
policy we favor our subscribers. We also favor those who show their desire to improve their work by
revising their submissions and submitting them again, even if they do not exactly take our advice.
Printed submissions should be double-spaced and should include a stamped. self-addressed envelope. If
you wish to e-mail submissions, check in advance for format requirements.

ABOUT OUR CONTRIBUTORS
[Note: of the following entries, those in italics were composed entirely by the contributor whom they concern; in the
others, editorial comment and authorial quotation are distinguished in the usual way.]

John Adcox is an Atlanta-based writer and marketing/communications creaiive director and
experience architect. He's also an avid reader, baseball fan, Arthurian emhusiast, and Disney
buff. He is single, cute, and available. John is one of the two founders of the Mythic Journeys
conference (http://www.mythicjoumeys.org) to be held in Atlanta in June, 2004. He has just
finished his first novel, a contemporary mythic fiction piece called The Widening Gvre.
[continued on page 48}
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RESURRECTION
by
.Melanie.Arrowood

In the beginning,. there was night.and a
solitary star. and a young earth. Water fell
from the heavens, touching the darkest
places in the earth's heart, and from the flash

point of sound and light within their
embrace there fluttered life so beautiful and
fragile that it could only survive in the cool
green depths of the pool where it was born
or the quiet darkness of the forest
overhanging the water's edge.
It made no sense that she survived, but
she did. Shelteredbyher mother's rocky
form, fed on the sacred waters of her father's
love, she gained strength and, in time, her
wings grew powerful, her talons sharp.
Young, strong, lithe.tshe was breathtaking.
'Her feathers shimmered gold in the sunlight,
silvery-white under themoon's gaze.
Sometimes when she rested on the
outcropping of her mother's shoulder, she
seemed to be on fire, yellow, white, red, and
blue. Coal-black eyes would close lazily,
then peer through thick dark lashes at the
sun's reflection beneath her.
At first she struggled in the updrafts high
above the tumbling waterfall. From her
accidental banks and freefalls she learned to
dive through sun-warmed air, disappearing
into the spray where water met stone, then
surfacing through the open water into air
again. Her grace and easy acrobatics would
shame the tumult of water into momentary
silence.
Her initial attempts to leave the pool and
its protective forest were clumsy, often
leaving her exhausted and ragged, sleeping
in the trees far from ber birthplace. And, in

W.ilcox

the beginning, she. could not.bear.to be.
parted from her home. Driven by
inexplicable hungers to explore farther and
farther from the pool, overwhelmed.by
longing for its safety when she was away,
adolescent conflicts devoured her heart.
It was during one of these t.entative
explorations of the forest that he first saw
her. Alone, inexperienced, she was
nevertheless awe-inspiring. He watched her
effortless ballet in the air above the oaks,
catching his' breath when she seemed to "lose
all concentration and fall like a stone
headfirst into the grove across the river from
his aerie.
There, there. ·She is safe: He wassmitten,
he knew it at once. So young. Vulnerable.
He·watched her for weeks before be bad
the courage to approach her. She had. already
seen him, he was sure of it. One evening
she tumbled into the grove of trees, tired and
obviously frustrated by her inability to
perfect a soaring dance she bad been
working on that afternoon. He had marveled
at the difficulty of the moves.a twisting fall
from a high cliff into nothingness, ending in
an audacious upwards sweep to avoid
crashing into low shrubbery. She nearly
missed several times, catching her wingtips
on the briars as she struggled to regain
control from the deliberate descent.
Catching his gaze, she glared back, then
·began preeriing. 'Notjust preeningbut
defiantly displaying herself, daring him to
look more, becoming more arrogant with
each glance they shared.Fatigue finally
caught her; unable to resist.sheslipped into
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sleep .. He didnet.sleep that night, worried

about.her.safety for the first time.
Realizing how dangerous her travels
were, he began seeking her out, watching
over her. Once he had to warn her of a lion's
presence above her on the rocks; she bad not
yet learned to beware of ground-level
attackers. He began leaving tidbits for her to
eat, frankincense and sweet nectars from
trees that she seemed to favor. At first she
refused to even look at the gifts he left on
'ber favorite perches. One night he was
awakened from a light sleep by soft noises
from across the river, she was eating, though
she was clearly loathe to have him know it.
··she was so young, 'so beautiful. The
fragrance of her, sun-warmed spices and
softly enticing green leaves, obliterated bis
senses. His love for her was impossible; he
accepted that But he could not stay away,
could not bear to think of her alone; he
feared for her.safety without his protection.
Time consumed him, racing through his
days. More troubling was time's gentle hand
on his beloved; she aged one day for his ten.
His time would soon end, hers seemed
endless. They never spoke of it, though
sometimes she teased him when he could no
longer keep up with her on long flights
across the forests to the edge of the great
desert. Almost a week of alternating flight
'and rest was needed for him to show her the
sea beyond the endless dunes, the delays
caused mostly by his fatigue.
Impatience, the hallmark of inexperience,
nibbled at her facade of indifference. He
knew she tried to respect his needs, but the
effort seemed to annoy her more often of
late. Once she chided him for not trying
harder, for letting his wings become weak
and his muscles soft. It angered him, but be
kept his tongue.
That night, when they rested in the winddwarfed oaks near the sandy shore, he
warned her of the arrogance of youth. Of

course, she didn't listen. She was, after all,
young. "You are young enough that you are
still looking for perfection. Perfection isn't
all that difficult to find. But,. trouble ..is, .once
you find it, you can't usually have it And, if
you can have it, it soon becomes predictable
and boring.
With a little more experience,you'll learn
that imperfection is far more interesting.
Imperfection can wake you in the darkest
hours in a cold sweat, a silent scream
clutched in your throat, and you're not sure
you want to remember the dream that woke
you because you know it's still lurking in the
shadows of your bead, waiting to spring
'some unmentionable imperfect desire on
you when you least expect it:11
Both were startled by the urgency of his
rebuke, and they withdrew from each other
that night. Whether she slept, he did not
know. Listening to the surf rushing the
shore, he wondered what imperfectionof
hers tormented his dreams.
She was so beautiful that, sitting next to
her, he sometimes forgot to breathe..on
those occasions, he would suddenly gasp out
loud, causing her to laugh at his odd
struggles. She embodied the contradictions
of'youth: haughtiness, insecurity, arrogance,
compassion, love, cruelty. But these were
not imperfections. These were mantles not
yet chosen nor yet cast off. She was a workin-progress.
Perfection can, itself, be an imperfection,
he thought It blinded her to the reality of
those around her, the impossibility of her
aerial achievements, the beauty he found
literally breathtaking. And her youth seemed
to have no end, surely that was an ·
imperfection.
At some point he realized that she needed
no companion, that she was solitary and
always would be.
And so, though bis soul ached for her, he
took a mate. A brief affair, really, but there
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would be more of his kind in the skies long

after he was gone. He hoped that she would
look after his young as he had looked after
her, offering protection and wisdom and
undemanding love. It was difficult to
imagine that from her, perhaps age would
sweeten her temperament
One morning he was so tired he could not
rise. She came to him when the sun was
halfway across the sky, intending to tease
him about his late awakening. When she saw
him weakened and frail, she settled quietly
beside him in his aerie, trying to keep him
warm, talking softly of his children's
progress in flight, their last trip together to
the sea, anything but what was happening.
'Neither of them could face the truth. She
was barely adult; he was dying of old age.
Together they watched the sky go from
the blue-white of midday to indigo. When
blackness began to creep across the heavens,
she nestled her head cm his neck so close
that she could feel his breath on her face,
and whispered, "I will Ieek after them. I
know you must leave me soon."
She felthim relax, and. wished be were
powerful and young. She needed him still.
.For .a.time.the.quietness of impending
death enveloped them. She tried to comfort
him when he grew restless, burying her head
in the soft down between his wings. When
the sun danced over the treetops, a single
golden ray striking his face, his eyes met
hers and he sighed, his last breath.
"And now you have taught me
loneliness." She lowered her head and cried.
Two days and nights she mourned. Then
she gathered myrrh, cinnamon, and oak and
laurel branches, and built a pyre. Fiery tears
ignited the flames, freeing his spirit to
follow her forever.

••••••••••••
She spent so much time staring into the
- lake. What did she -see there? -He watched

her, wondering if he should bother asking
again. It wasn't as if he hadn't asked her
before, several times. Each time she had
ignored him. Once she turned and gazed at
him the way you look at something .so outof-place that you can't really accept its
existence. Not revulsion, not disbelief...more
like a vision or dream-state, something
accepted as unreal and, therefore,
inconsequential. He was half in love with
her, with her wisdom and grace. She was
beautiful beyond time. He had no idea how
old she was. Some said five hundred years
had passed since her birth, but that seemed
impossible.
He had spent most of his short life with
her; he could not remember, in fact, a time
when she had not been part of each day he
measured.
"I will not come back this time." Her eyes
were sad, her voice warm and low. It
frightened him; he had never seen sadness in
her eyes.
She watched him discreetly, staring at the
setting sun and looking from the comer of
her eye towards this child. He looked-so
much like her old love that sometimes, when
.the sun .caught his face, she had .to look
away to keep from crying out in loneliness.
More than four hundred years he had been
gone, and still she cried.
"I am here. Why do you weep?" The
wind whispered at her neck, ruffling golden
feathers.
She thought she might be losing her
mind.
Always he had talked to her this way:
soft words in her ears when she felt fear,
laughter as she soared among the clouds,
two reflections beneath her; warm breath
against"her cheek when the loneliness
brought tears to her eyes .
His spirit had never left· her; it was true:
But there had been a difference recently, a
shift -in the prevailing winds that ·only an
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aerialist would notice: The· whispers were·
louder, more insistent His voice no longer
-seemed so-far away.
"It is not a difficult crossing, little one.
And- J. will be with ·YOU; as-lam-now. As.I

always have been."
. She shook her. head, ..doubting what she
heard, and stared at the young eagle next to
her. He had not spoken and, in fact, seemed
to think she was about to speak again.
"I am old I have made a bower, a cradle
if you will, at my waterfall. My body is
worn out and will soon return to the flames
from which it was created. Another of my
kind will come. She will need your help."
She spoke matter-of-factly, wondering how
she knew these things to be true.
She looked at her earthly companion, his
heart so close to breaking, and wondered if
he had the strength, the wisdom.he would
need. Or the capacity to sustain for a
lifetimea Jove for one who cannot give Jove
in return.
"He will find the way. He is my blood,
after all."
Did the wind still rustle her cheek
feathers? Whose shadow had crossed her
back, flickering momentarily on the ground
beneath?
"Why must you leave? Your time cannot
have come so soon .... " His young eyes
pierced her own, seeking consolation she
could not truthfully give. For a moment, it
seemed to him that her body was melting
into the morning sun that floated above the
trees behind her.
"My time will come in two nights. I trust
you will care for my child as I have cared
for you." Again she marveled that she knew,
absolutely, that this was true.
His head fell to his breast, and she
struggled to find the right words to console
him, but none came. And so she Tet him cry.
How many times had she looked up and
seen death sitting comfortablybesideher,

watching·another of her companionsdie? A
dozen? Two dozen? More? Why did it never
-become-eesierf-It-wesne less-painful when
it came after a long well-lived life than.when
itcame too-soon or- with too-much-wrath.Many times she had tried to defeat its
.endings •. nev.er.succeeding..She had pleaded
with its dark specter, huddled in its shadow,
to take her as well. Sometimes the loss was
so overwhelming that she could not even
qy, only sit alone and lost and wondering
why there had to be a next time.
And now, finally. death had come for her,
There had been so many who stayed with
her for a time. All loved her unconditionally,
sharingjoys and battles and lives. And she
returned their affections as best she could
How do you explain that your heart is
weak, lonely, too filled with the pain of
other·losses to accept another'i'Each time
one joined her she wanted to drive him
away, wanted him to understand the
impossibility of the situation. She could not
return their love, so freely offered. Each loss
took some piece of her soul, and left her
.,
empty and heartbroken.
"But each time you felt empty, your
capacity to love was increased." .His wings
brushed across her back, and his voice, deep
and soft, no longer seemed distant.

"It wasn't fair that I should have so many
losses. You nevergaveso much of yourself
as l did, over and over again." She was
angry r resentful.

"No, that is true. You experienced more
pain than most could bear. But you are

stronger for it"
"Why do I need strength now? I am
dying."
"Death is another crossing, a desert
before reaching the sea. You will have much
to learn here."
She stared into the forest, listening to the
sounds of the misty waterfall by the cool
The MythicCircle#25, pg. 8

greenpoolwhere she hadbeen bom:Where·
she would soon return to die.
"You wiU teacb me again"?"
He didn't answer. She felt the night
breeze drifting past her, steady and endless.
That morning, she left for her birthplace,
accompanied·by·her·forlom ·hawk. He
refused to leave her side, except to find
sweet fragrant· things to-entice her teeat,
She became much weaker in the darkest
hours.of'the second.night.and remained
wakeful and restless until dawn of the

secondday .. Fever consumed ber.icreating.a,
heat so intense he could not bear to touch
her for more than a few seconds. He
sheltered her from the sun with his wings
until, looking up at midday, she began
talking nonsense, or so it seemed to him.

"T am ready:w
She could see her beloved old one above
her, casting a shadow across the treetops.
"Is it time, little one?"
His voree came from withirr her heart
now, though she could clearly see him
circling just ·in frontef her. blocking ·the sun
with his wings.
It seemed as if she were once again·
falling through the waterfall into the depths
of.the pool,.buntiQg.thro~gh.the surface into
the light and air. And she realized that she
was flying with.him,.almost touching in.
midair, the brilliance of the sun splashing
like water from their wings. Below, her
young eagle, her lover's descendent. circled,
weeping over her flaming body.

..·;. ...

·:</;'. .\ •: .;.:

Crossings
:byJcihn Savoie

l

Toward Sestos
Marvel not that Leander swam
to Sestos, guided by light
sharp on the shoreline, blur
in eyes, blooming in mind,
the r3dimt" fiR:e' of low
just one strong stroke away,
birds and dolphins singing him

oe:war.d. rmougt.i. wild-immC$Sioo,.
through ecstatic salt spray.

die hypnotic hours·witbout yo\L·
I stroke your long still body,
-feel your:twitc::h 'like-a stone
kicked· carelessly from.the cliff,.
and know you are somewhere other
than -this -exhaustioa .and sleep.
Stars tremble, black wind blows,.
and so the secrets of my heart,
for _years forbidden even to me,
I whisper now in your unlis~ening ear,
my own voice a dream, turrung
just ahead, leading into sleep.

'Up the strand 'he staggers
and she gathers him in
to her- blanker and· breast.

Thc·Deep-

· M~ificcnt,;nt>·.doub~ough
nightly innumerable lovers
plunge against blacker seas.

A ·v0ie~·not·his·0wn, riddles
wordlessly under the tongue.
Dcifti.og on. the rise and. fall

-I.I
Hero Musing
How strange you lie beside me-. the face Ldreamed. to. see,
the voice 1 ached to hear,
in darknessand the-mesmer
of your breathing, no different
. 'from: the ·familiar. rasp

of waves. rc:ceding,.tb.c:soun.d·.
of sun too bright, day too long,
.countless weavings .in .andout,

III

he can swim no more, sinks through wannth
of wine and skin,
whirls inward, downward, deeper
than he bas ever go11e before .
Sky lost, breath spent, blood
screams to burn or cl.towntill cool translucence floods the soul.
All night he.glides the ocean
floor pat cave and blushing coral,

fingers· the trembling wake
of what has vanished
down corridors of bluish light
The Mythic Circle #25, pg. 11
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too slow to cast a shadow,
eases over- treasure-sprawled
in sway grasses, a sword sunk

toitsjeweledhilt in sand·
and slips a crusted key
. from the ·Stai:r}'·clutch- ofthe .sea,

IV
Going Back
But marvel that Leander rose
trailing blue orphean g~ury,
held consciousness cold
as a blade in hand, and slit
the web 0£ drowsiagwarmth,
For what?.
Abydos? tor

and on.thefourth night, unmet,
waking alone in the chill
dark. I felt myself begin
this slow interminable fall.

The wasted face gave no clues,
no one was missing.but as
the weave of cloth was ours,
the elders took no chances
and had the body pulled up
on shore, posting-a b(;Jy
armed With rocks, till late
in afternoon·of the second· day,
stench unbearable, the mess
at .last -no-longer-dripping,
a crude pyre was lit.

rot:

blinding salt and slapping waves?
for the bone chill, for duty
vague and maddening as dawn ...
'hervoice tugging backwards,
a woven sweater sopping
with the weight of the sea
.Lcaader.drowocd, as:many .do,
but surely the legend crossed
when and. where he was. going.

·Hero Alone
As soon as the fisher boy
came running.and .shonting

about the body he found
slogging against the rocks
I knew with neither hope
nor sorrow that it was yours.
What really hurt were the nights
I lit my lamp and waited
for you; throwing myself out
like half a bridge across the gorge,

High on the cliff I watched
flames rise. timbers fall,
sparks soar and ashes drift
close enough to catch if
I cared to lean and reach.
Long after the others had gone
I went down and held my open
hands toward the fadingheap
and a cold gust from the sea
set the embers glowing.
I had· always known
that you would lose
·your life ·in the waves,
but what will become
of me? what is left·
after believing in belief?
There-are no more tears
to cry, only the stars
sheddingtheir dry sorrew,
this spectral drift of dust
like the smooth blind veil
between the living and the dead
shimrneringjust this once.
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Soulshredder
· By Lee Clark Zumpe
In the Age of the Blood-wyrm, long before
the spell-weavers had been cast into the blue
'flames of the· Inquisitor's Pitin Zharm'Edin,
a young cavalier from the province of Umir
gained the-erown·through· his cunning and·
his courage. Ghallard the Virtuous and an
-army-of brave peasants-lay·siege-to- King
Huy's castle at Abrier-Umir and at length
captured the throne and.put the wicked
despot who there presided to the sword In
the elated revelry that ensued, none took .the
time to consider the whispered portents of
Ghallard's own oracle as the young
nobleman took possession of the· bejeweled·
crown and of the ancient sword known as
Soulshredder.
There, in the shadowy chambers of the
former king's citadel, Ghallard found that
marvelous sword abandoned behind a
heavily-bolted door, sadly neglected and left
in the bony hands of a rotting old skeleton.
No man knows for certain who's hands
first bore that blade no more than the most
learned scholars of history can tell where lie
the unholy fires of the forge that begat it.
Since the first barbarian-kings swept down
from the mountains to conquer the rich and
fertile lands along the churning Umir River
that sword had been a symbol of their
sovereignty. Yet Soulshredder certainly
predated their well-chronicled rise to power,
for a verse from one of their own ballads
recounts that it only came into their
possession at the sack of the fabled desert
keep· Inem'Ot. There can be little doubt the
great dwarven cleaver Darkedge was kin to

this sword; and certain mystics claim that
the blade was born in the vast caverns
beneath distant Flentmah Shaggahn,
possibly brought into being by the infamous
sorceress Rubikkah:
Although Soulshredder had been carried
and cendueted-by-former rulers-of'Umir,
never once did any one of their kings wield
the sword in battle. Upon-liberating it from.
its dank tomb, Gliallard vowed to put an end
.to .its.dormancy.during the.course .of his
reign, and he took custody of the blade with
the utmost pride. It symmetry and grace
went without equal in all the lands, and the
cold keen steel excited the new king. He
turned at once to his oracle and told him that
he felt destined to greatness the moment he
lay claim to Soulshredder.
"Again, I must warn thee," spoke the
soothsayer somberly," Soulshredder is
known to possess a most unappeasable
appetite. It is best kept from the field of
battle, 'lest its hunger be roused once more.
Heed not these words, and you shall 'bind
both our fates to this cursed blade for
evermore."
"How better to forge an empire," the
king quickly responded, a childlike
expression of innocence washing across his
face with a handsome smile, "Than by
quenching the thirst of a sword?"
Soulshredder's quiescence came to a
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quick end, for within days it had fain to rest
a dozen loyalists of the deposed King Huy.
Ghallard soon surprised his most-favored
knights and struck out alone across the
rolling fields· of Umir, huntingdown
members of the aristocracy whom he felt
might stand or speak against him. Those

who refused to pledge their allegiance to his
lordship met their deaths as his ravenous
weapon zealously spilled their blood.
Few questioned his severe actions. The
commoners - angered by years of
suffering at the hands of the cruel royal
house -- applauded the new king's harsh
treatment of their former overlords.
Ghallard the Virtuous began his famous
campaign of conquest a season later,
pushing his armies across the northern
border ofUmir and through the dark, goblinhaunted forests ofBazahm. Therein he
erected a series of well-fortified outposts
and laid the foundations that would later
become the first direct caravan route
between the his kingdom and the dwarven
territories. What began as a mission to
carve a safe passage through the dense
woodlands, however, quickly ripened into a
·crusade to subjugate or annihilate all the
barbaric races that flourished in the wilds of
Bazahm. The goblin clans, the weird of the
wood, and the forest trolls all trembled
before the advancingJegicas ofUmir
eventually -- and they all faced their doom at
the hands of mighty King Ghallard and his
hell-spawned sword Soulshredder.
When at last all ofBazahm had been
tamed, the king turned his gaze toward the
lowly elven clans whose raiding parties
often struck mercilessly villages strung
along the western borders. More than once,
an estate had been sacked and an innocent
baron's blood shed to appease the thieving
elves of the steppes. King Ghallard
promised that never again would the spawn

of the Khan Krius Fahr plunder the
possessions of his countrymen, and that he
would nourish the barren grasslands with the
blood of the elves.
Ghallard the Virtuous never once
reigned in his armies when they pushed deep
into the steppes, slaughtering each and every
elf their war-parties chanced to discover.
Within three seasons, the elves had been
annihilated, their seed banished from the
lands. Still, Soulshredder hungered -driving Ghallard to seek new foes to crush.
At length, the once-noble son of the
Umir valley turned upon those who had long
supported him claiming treason plagued his
empire. Lords and ladies alike found
themselves sacrificed to feed the bloodlust
of the king's baneful sword, and members of
the nobility at last recognized the scourge
which had beset the realm and which
threatened to consume it bit by bit. They
knew, too, what must be done to stop it.
One late winter evening, as guards
shivered at their posts in the watchtowers
surrounding the castle at Abrier-Umir,
Ghallard the Virtuous shuffled angrily
through the snow-blanketed inner ward
toward the keep. His fingers twined like
angry vipers around the tang of
Soulshredder,his knuckles white. Word had
reached him that his trusted oracle was
plotting against him.
The bloodthirsty king burst into his
throne room snarling, and his eyes quickly
found the soothsayer kneeling before a
crystal ball within which green flames
danced
"You have betrayed me!" the king
roared as he drew closer, raising his blade.
.. you have betrayed your king and your
kingdom!"
"Aye," the oracle said as the door to the
chamber slammed shut. The king spun
about as the first of seven bolts slid into
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pf ace outside. "T did indeed betray my
kingdom. for I knew well what would follow
once that blade tasted your soul ."
"What have you done?" Ghallard
barked, throwing himself against the door.
"My own subjects have all turned against
me?"
"Not you, my Lord: They stand against
that abomination you wield in your hand."
He eyed Ghallard with more than a trace of
pity: His soul bad been ravaged by the
sword, so much so that his physical form
had. begun. to. deteriorate. Though outwardly
he still retained his youthful charm and
comeliness, shadows of horror lurked just
beneath the skin and threatened to malign
his features at any moment. "You cannot
help what you have become - you cannot
control the urge to spill blood which that
sword has instilled in you."
"Most assuredly Ican control such
urges, old fool r" cried out the possessed
king. ''Now see to it that Iam liberated from
this chamber - I'll not have my throne room
become my tomb!"
"There is a way out." said the
soothsayer calmly. Well-aware that the
faceless autOOrs of destiny now conducted
his every action, he stood and approached
the raging king. Outside, members of the

king's own kin were sealing the doorway as
they bad been instructed; the hallway itself
would soon be bricked over so that none
would be tempted by that vile blade again.
"I discovered a secret passage that leads to
the blacksmith shop - an escape route
engineered by some former resident. But it
is hidden so well that it would take a man
less familiar with architecture a lifetime to
come upon it"
"Tell me now!" the king insisted,
growling angrily.
"I will tell you," the oracle said calmly,
"When the first light of dawn fingers the
morning sky, and the royal heralds sound
their trumpets to announce daybreak."
Ghallard the Virtuous raised his sword
instinctively, anger and fury drowning out
all trace of rational.
"Tell me NOW!" the king repeated.
"I will tell you," the oracle said finnly,
"When I have broken you of your addiction
to killing. and when I know that you can put
that sword to rest for ... "
Soulshreddcr reveled in blood for the
last time on that late winter evening, and
though none have ever dared set foot in that
chamber it is widely believed that the cursed
blade eventually found its way into the heart
of.Ghallard the Virtuous.
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Birds And Bodbglines
1>y1. A. "Rowe
The dwarf remembered very little about
when he was young.
-.u.y ou were partly stone still, partly
awakened," ·the wizard Brill, who named
h:inr, told Orvin; when he was· otctenougtr:
"Hard as stone," he said it meant.
"That's what your people-call -someene who
comes through impossible odds." He'd
found the dwarf alone inthe mountains,
"They had you carved, and seem to have
been.chanting your awakening spell when
the village was attacked. It was likely
goblins." Orvin's leg was lame; the wizard
said it was probably because he'd been stuck
in the rock for so long before he was found.
The dwarf only knew that he loved the
caves, with their deep warmth spotted by
unexpected drafts. He loved their noises: a
flock of bats rising from walls; water
dribbling down; soft plunks in pools he
couldn't always see; knocks and echoes.
Every so often he would hear the sounds of
other life: marching feet; the dim boom of
drums; a faint yell hoarse or high or
screechy. What he loved best, though, was
the· stone and its formations: how it would
sprout out from the walls in a soft fan; how
it rolled together into perfect balls or
flowery shapes; or how the stalactites and
stalagmites reflected in his favorite pool.
Brill told him that dwarves molded this
substance and made it into other shapes. He
taught Orvin as best he could to do so
himself. The dwarf's favorite thing to do
was to simply wander among what was
already there and admire its natural beauty.

Brilltold him many tilings about his
own kind. One day, he said, he would
introduce 'Orvin 'tothem, -"The dwarf'king
lives far up the mountains, and is very wise
amt good;" said he: Butbe'also spoke of the
world outside the mountain: be told of the
-sky that ·was ·not made ofstone·but-softer
and which changed color all the time; of
trees- that· peeple eut down te make fire like
the flames the wizard could make with his
staff. He told.of.the creannes.of.this world:
birds and bears, deer and unicorns, rabbits
and mice and human beings.
"They all seem so fragile, like flint,"
said Orvin. "They must always be worried
about damaging themselves."
"Not always, but they do take hurt and
die more easily."
"I would like to see this world of
breakables. It's a little delicate for my taste
but rd still like to see it,"
"Someday you wiJl see the outside of
these mountains," said the wizard. "Your
people often have dealings with folk out
there, different as they might be from you.
You are about the age when young dwarves
are taught to be able to stand the airy
elements, as they call them."
"Sheet rock! I could take it now,"
puffed the dwarf. ''It is only air."
"Yes, but air and light of that kind do
strange things to a person. if.be is.not.used.to
them. It will happen, do not worry."
Every day now, Orvin sculpted and took
walks with Brill. They wandered far in the
mountains, the dwarf stoutly limping behind
The Mythic Circle #25, pg. 18

the wizard. Once they came to a ledge.
Below ran a smoky lava river. Tiny figures
pounded and howled and there was atinny

smell in the air. The wizard told him these
were· goblins.
Orvin became more and more antsy as
time passed, begging the wizard to let him
go out. But they did not go near any road to
the outside. He'd only caught a glimpse of
that once; it was a broken down strip used
by goblins to get in and out of the
mountainside.They were walking oneday
when suddenly they heard a deep rumbling.
The wizard pulled the dwarf to a side but he
tripped. Just as something crashed through
the cavern wall he fell, many stones landing
atop him. Orvin hid as a band of cackling,
grunting goblins marched through the new
hole in the wall and passed him by.
When they had left, he limped over.
Brill was half buried. The dust was still
settling on the rockfa11; he peered into the
hole the goblins had made and saw a path.
A hand and foot were all he could see of
Brill and even that was disappearing. Soon,
a weary and weak raven appeared from
between the rocks. The wizard had told him
that when his own kind died, they became
birds. Even so, it was a shock to Orvin to see
the transformation.
Now, Orvin gently picked up the weak
creature, staring half in disbelief. "You
won't last for long in here," he said to it.
"I'm going to find my way outside so that
you have a chance in this skin; I have a
feeling that road might help. You always
said I'd try it one day."
Carefully, he made his way over the
rocks and through the opening, with the bird
in his arms. Every so often be had to put it
down while he climbed. They got some
water at a little drip and that seemed to make
it feel better.
The goblins' road glowed greenish.

Orvin could hear strange noises and echoes,
clangs and sickening thuds. Every so often
a cavern would opento either side. 'Orvin
once passed by the very cliff he and the
wizard had ·come upon once before. "We
must be near the mountainside," he thought.
They went slowly up onto the cliff and
here Orvin stopped when the bird squawked
in protest. "You have to get out of here," he
said to it. "You need air now and wind."
Slowly they made their .way back.to the road
the wizard had shown him once long ago.
Orvin had lived in the dark for so long
that he found the light blinding. He'd only
seen the soft firelights of the inner
mountains: spitting lava sparks, the glow of
the wizard's light, or the spark of flint.
None of it was like this brilliance that now
attacked his eyes. He sat for a long while, as
bright blobs swam in his vision. "Now I
understand why young dwarves must be
taught to stand this," he said.
The little crack through which he had
come was only a small opening to a vast
world now, Orvin saw, staring as his eyes
adjusted. He looked in amazement at this
fragile place he'd begged to see so many
times. Trees by the thousands roamed up
and down the mountainside; shadows
stalked between them. Above glowed the
pale blue sky scattered with wispy.clouds
and birdsBirds! Orvin found the raven nudging
him again. He heard now from in behind
him rumbling in the mountain and the
shouting of the goblins. "This is their road,"
he recalled. "All right, yes, I will get away
from it. But I'm not going back inside the
mountain now, Wizard; I have to find my
people. I'm of age, it's time." The raven
squawked. "I give you thanks for all your
help, If you ever need anything from me, let
me know. You were a great wizard; may
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you be a great bird" He gave it one final

squeeze and set it aflight, watching till it
winged into the distance. Then he turned
westward, heading up the mountainside.
Orvin soon discovered that even in such
a short time the sun had given him horrible
blisters. He found that moving by night was
only marginally better. The dots that
covered the sky confused his sense of
direction. The dwarf limped onward,
determined. He found glades of trees and
the cold substance that the wizard had called
snow. He bathed his wounded skin with the
sap of a fallen log, and he found hidden
ponds and pools where fish leaped sparkling
in the light. Once, he hid behind a tree as a
fish hopped in the water. As it reached the
air it took the form of a human-like being.
She, laughing as from some personal joke,
dove back in to become a ftSh again.
Another night, Orvin was resting, looking up
at the sky, and saw a brilliant shower. of stars
passing overhead, sparkling like jewels.
One <lay he was walking along when he
heard a cry for help. "Oh, anyone ...
please ... " He'd been following a small river
for some time now, listening to it trickling
. and giggling to.itselfl.the.sound came from a
little way up the water. The dwarf hurried
forward, to find a female who looked much
like his fish person from before. She was
tangled in a briar tree. The tree seemed
determined to strangle her.
Fast as he could, the dwarf yanked and
cut with his broad knife and his axe to free
the girl. The tree waved thorny branches at
him, many of them thin as strands ofhair.
Orvin only growled back at it, "Save it for
creatures of less tough skfu, bush; l could

fell you in a minute," and he waved his axe.
The-tree .recoiled and ·the woman Jell ·to ·the
ground.
"Oh, thank you, sir," she said, rising;
her luminous eyes bright as she bowed in

thanks. ''I have never met one of your kind;

I thought all dwarves rough and churlish."
He shrugged "That makes two of us.
I've never met another of my kind either. I
am beading for the dwarf kingdom now to
see if they will accept me."
''Then I wish you luck," she said, and
walked into the water. She turned back to
him when she stood waist high in it. "If
ever you need assistance, the water folk will
be at your call." Then she smiled and dove
. underneath the ripples again, becoming a
fish as her sister had.
Farther up, Orvin found a lone ash tree.
It was on the edge of a long cliff. Below

stretched a forest, vast and imposing; the
tops of its trees rippled towards a bare, hilly
area. To the east, he could see a small strip
of meadow before the trees took over there;
smoke rose over a few treetops and he knew
these. must be the homes of Men..
Orvin turned back to the tree. It was
not covered with normal tree growths like
mushrooms, leaves and vines. Instead, this
plant was decorated with flowei:s and
feathers, bits of twine and an even thinner
.substance that waved .in the breeze, gems
and jewelry and a few bones. He frowned at
this puzzle, shaking his bead.
"Want to give-give something nice to
the tree?" a voice said eagerly behind him
and the dwarf whirled to find a strange
figure. Its stooped body was covered in
patches of greenish-brown hair. Its wild
face was somewhat goblin-like, with
yellowy fangs and a long nose, but it didn't
look exactly like any of the goblins of the
mountains he knew. The face was· kinder,
for one thing, and only dirty from real dirt of
the-euter-greuad. -lt-d:idn 't-sneer at him,
either, as goblins supposedly did One ear
was pierced.in.many places.andhe:saw a.
feather hanging among the jewels. The
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creature,. othet:wise.:dressed.in.a.poorly

tanned and many-patched jerkin and
breeches-of leather· and cloth,_pointed-a
double-jointed, plump finger at the tree,
smiling bizarrely. at it "Yes? FOJ: spices?"
The nails of that hand were painted, Orvin
saw.
"Spices? What part of the mountains am
I in?" he said.
"The pointy section?" the thing
wondered "AHA! You are invader, come
to take spices away!" and with an
unbelievable speed it produced a Jong
branch from nowhere and· pointed. it at liim.
"Or maybe you're illusion ... "
""I am neither," Orvin sighed. ""I am
only Orvin the dwarf, and I'm traveling
here. Nothing more:"
It frowned at him. "But you're heading
straight into bodbgline·country, not-out."
"Bodbgline country, is it? Thank you.
I'm.just.passing through." So that.was it ..
The wizard had told Orvin about the
bodbglines, how they were originally elves
who had come upon a certain plant long ago.
The plant had· mutated them longago, when
they began chewing it. They became a kind
of elf-goblin hybrid, but most of the ones in
the mountains were bannJess, he said,
because it also made them crazy. Orvin
didn't know about that, but he did think the
creature very strange. Jt was odd in the ~Y
that the lovely, so delfoate-looking female of
the water had been odd, strange like the
trees, like the air out here, like the stars tliat
sparkled like crystals of the sky.
This bodbgline hopped infront of'him
again. "Want to come home and eat some?"
it offered. "Dwarves aren't often seen here;
under this sun. My mates will be thrilled. I
will have much honor and luck!"
Orvin finally agreed and followed the
bodbgline away from the tittle river, toward
his little land.

They.came into-a.small pass.and turned.
left, just as the mountains hooked making a
tiny fork. -At lastthe dwarf found ·himself
in the bodbglines' home. This consisted of a
group of rock houses; all circular in shape
with sticks and bits of cloth sticking out of
the chinks in their walls.
"Lovely," be said Orvin wondered if
that herb of theirs kept these creatures from
getting cold in this windy dale. The female
bodbglines, who were tall, seemed to be the
only ones wearing fur cloaks and these were
as co1orfu1as flowers, dyed a11 colors of the
rainbow. Several' wore a type of long jacket
tied around the waist with a belt from which
hung-feathersand semiprecious gems. The
males, like Ruinthe, simply wore a long
tunic-and breeches. The treeseemedtobethe main subject of their art; these people
bad trees roughly·carved·onto doorways,
they made clay bowls and cups resembling
trees, they embroidered their clothing with
trees. It was always the whole tree, never
just one part.
All were eager to see the dwarf who had
demeaned himself to come see their humble
world. That night as the stars came out the
bodbglines lit a huge bonfire .. He watched
them all dancing around it, inspired by the
hallucinogenic herb that they chewed on
constantly and burned into all their food.
"There's a Jot of good stone here," .he
said to Rumthe while they walked next day
around the complex. "This stuff, flint, is
used to make fire. See?" He struck a small
blaze and the bodbgline's eyes widened.
·"Amazing, so amazing- you show me
your magic!"
"No, ifs not magic; it's the-way of"
rocks," he said simply.
"The Way of'Rocks," breathed the
bodbgline.
They came around a bend between two
homes. "Here," said the dwarf indicating a
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"this.would be
good for carving. I'd like ifl may to carve
particularly large.formation,

something for;you-folk. in appreeiatien for
your kindness, you see." His fingers itched

"tt.woutdn't.bring.goblins or bad
weather?"
·Orvin assured 'him 'that it wouldn't. He
hoped he was right The wizard had told him

to sculpt.that rock.
u A carving would be something nice?"
"Oh yes."

that the goblins of these mountains
sometimes went on raids in the outside
lands. So farhe'd been lucky, had only
heard one group sniffing about one evening
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as they headed' down a pass between two
high clefts, in the opposite direction to that
which he was ·going. He wondered 'if they

ranged this far, Brill had said that once he
was up·in the-kingdom·ofthe-dwarves he?d·
be safe because the dwarf monarch was so
. powerful. - Elves· lived-near- there .as well; in
the Morewood beneath the mountains, and
they too. were vicious.to. goblins. 'Brill 'had.
said nothing about the bodbglines'
relationship.to this marter..however;
Ruinthe stayed with the dwarf the
whole time, even sleeping by the rock while
he worked at night. One day the bodbgline
asked about his knife. "You don't use
these?" Orvin asked, as his friend handled
the weapon cautiously, reverently. Brill the
wizard had given it to him; he had found it
in a barrow somewhere. ''How do you cut
things? Your herb? Food?" He knew they
had spoons.
"We whack and rip ... "
"When I'm done with this, I will show
you how to make one of these," Orvin
promised the bodbgline. "It will make your
life easier."
"And take away demons," breathed the
creature, nodding
"Um, sure."
Finally he finished. All the bodbglines
came to see it It was a group of four trees,
back to back, with a female bodbgline
wound all around them. They found it
exceedingly lovely and had to give him
many embraces for it, for their thanks. At
last Orvin escaped for a while, and now he
taught Ruinthe the basics of metalwork.
The creature found the fire made of flint, the
metal that became liquid when hot, the lump
that he himself had created all by himself,
was an amazing experience. All the other
bodbglines wanted one. "It is perfect for
fighting demons!" they cried, dancing
about, waving it in the air.

"Thank you, friend," saidthe bodbgline
tearfully, hugging Orvin. "If you ever need
.ourhelp, just .letme 'know."
At-last, Orvin· came-to-a-place that
could only be the dwarf holding. It was a
-hole-in thewall-ef'the-mountain, led tobyan
avenue lined with stone columns covered in
carven ivy.that looked-live. Above the
portal was a great fresco. It depicted strange
animals that Orvin .had never .seen before;
the fresco was gilded and jewels sparkled in
the eyes of the creatures. As he approached;
two large stones that be' d seen on either side
suddenly rose, and took the form of dwarves
like himself.
Orvin saw a strong creature of thick
limbs. Its long dark beard had been braided
with jeweled cloth. This looped around its
forehead to form a type of fillet, from which
bung a large gem that flashed in the
sunlight. Its clothes were simple bur rich,
dark leather under a breastplate and belt of
silver metal that were both decorated·'in
gems also. It wore leather boots of the same
color, with steel toes, and over all a cloak.
The doorwarden, on the other hand, saw
a stranger: a young dwarf,not even fully of
age, its hair ragged and its clothing patched
and tom. It was badly sunburned, in places
so badly that welts had formed on its skin,
and it was shivering with the cold of the
outer mountainside. Jts eyes were glazed
from weariness but there was a fierceness
also to them, and a determined tightness to
the mouth. It was barefoot.
Finally the warden spoke, uncertainly
keeping his hand on a broad axe handle that
was at his belt. "Who are you? Where are
you from?"
"I was told long ago that I was of the
same kind as yourself,sir," Orvin said. "I
have traveled this way to see if it was so. It
seems to be, since we look alike."
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"Men and elves look very similar," the
warden' s companion remarked
"Wizards, on the other hand, can take

many forms including our own. What's
wrong with your leg? I know no dwarf with
such an injury; dwarves are stronger than
that. How do we know you are not a
wizard?"
The first warden sniffed at him. "He
doesn't smell like a woz. His first scents are
of wood and tree and snow, but buried
farther back, his truescent is the stone of
these mountains. And he has known bats as
well; their spoor is about his history." Orvin
shrank back a little from the large nose but
the warden smiled. "It's all right, don't be
afraid."
"Goblins smell like the stone too,"
argued the other warden, .. and are you
forgetting the wizards? He must be
checked."
"Yes he must, but T believe him." The
first warden patted his shoulder. "I am
Pihnth Kris. Come with me; you will be
taken to the king that he may judge you."
The hall defied Orvin 's belief. As he
followed the warden into the cavern, he
passed walls covered in jeweled mosaics,
and inner gardens with figures and friezes of
trees and birds and flowers and beasts of the
world outside. They came to a pool, an eyecatching lovely ofliquid gold mixed with
another substance that changed colors as it
rippled, around lilies of white marble with
giant rubies inside of them. "That is the
king's pool," Pihnth said "We are on the
edge of his lands."
The dwarf king was thick in the waist,
with a short, neatly trimmed white beard that
contained a braid of jewels. He looked
intensely at the young dwarf while his
doorwarden told the story. "Well. At the
very least you should rest here, whoever you
are," he said, indicating a seat. "I am going

to· test you and your loyalty, You will 'serve
in my company for a week, and we will see
·whatyou·do."
"I - will do my best, Sir," Orvin
stammered.
That day, they went hunting. Orvin
was to go with the king as his page. They
were after a mountain goat, when Orvin and
the king became separated. He dashed about
blindly between pine trees. Suddenly, he
caught sight of a ram barreling toward the
king from the side. The dwarf king did not
see him. Orvin ye11edhoarsely but was too
far away. He could not run fast enough
because of his leg,
Then, up in the sky he caught sight of a
small black speck. All of a sudden a giant
eagle appeared., screeching, and took flight
after the ram, which was diverted into the
mountainside. The raven remained., circling
over the head of the dazed Orvin, the king
who had stopped to stare, and the goat, who
was peacefully nibbling at grass, seeming
not to care about the incident. From a Wa.y
off they heard the eagle screech as she made
her kill.
"So, you are a friend of birds," said the
king.
"No and yes, Sir," he said sadly; "he
was a friend of mine once. My tutor in my
youth."
"For a dwarf to be tutored by a bird,
that makes for a strange adult," said the
king.
Next day, a group ofbodbglines came
with a gift for the king, "What is this for?"
asked the king, staring at the cloak woven
with the most bizarre design of a tree of
unbelievable colors. They replied that it was
for the gift.
"For the houses, Sir," they said. "We
have never had such a lovely thing before."
The monarch's counselor advised that
he should take the gift for now. "Um, yes,"
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he agreed. "We11, it was we11 done. Of
course, I would like to - make a visit to the
gift I haven't seen it in a while."
"That you may do with our thanks,
Gracious Sir," they said, "and we hope that
the creator may come with you. He was a

young dwarf and stayed with us for a
while." The king eyed Orvin.
Two days later, they came to the
bodbglines' scattered land. Ruinthe came
running up and c1asped his arm. "You are
still solid! Good to see!" be said. He
sme11ed of ash and there was soot under his
nails. Orvin saw hes' d painted it on his
cheeks in circles.
"My lord, this is the town smith,
Ruinthe," said Orvin to the king. "He's
closest you could find to a leader here."
"A smith?" frowned the king. "I didn't
know bodbglines used weapons."
"Let me show you my sword," the
bodbg1ine said eager1y, and pu11ed out the
strangest looking piece of metal that they
bad ever seen. It was a half axe half sword
thing, thick and thin in strange places, with
jewels lwnped on it crazily. "This is for
hurting demons!" be waved it about wildly
while the dwarf monarch tried not to laugh.
"How did you learn to do this?"
"My friend here, the Stonelord, taught
me," he said proudly thwnping the dwarf on
the back. "He's famous in this place, you
know, Sir; the sculpture he made is in the
center of town."
"Show me."
They brought the king and the other
dwarves to the sculpture Orvin had made
only a week or so before. The dwarves eyed
it appreciatively. "Only a true dwarf could
create something like that," someone in the
crowd said quietly.
"Maybe," said the king. "It is lovely.
And you are a strange dwarf, my son, to be
friend to bird and bodbgline! Did you know

no dwarves in your youth? You seem to
know the outer mountain better than the
inner."
"In my youth, I came from farther
down, Sir," he sighed.
"There was a town down there - once,"
remarked Pihnth.
"Yes, but down there are also goblins and wizards," said the king.
The week was a1most over when the
king decided to give a party. "Everyone will
be there from the kingdom," he to1d the
dwarf, "and this will be your final test. You
are loyal enough, and strong, and friendly,
that I can see. But only a dwarf can do this
last. That night, you will make a sculpture
and bring it to life: no wizard has ever been
able to do that."
Orvin spent much of that day in the
doldrums. "I have never done it before," he
said to the raven, "how wi11 T manage?" he
threw a stone despondently into a pool.
The water sprite be' d befriended
popped up. "You will manage because it is
who you are," she said. "All my kind know
how to swim, simply because it is a part of
us. Your raven there flies because that is
who he is. And you are a dwarf"
"But ifs magic," he said. "I have never
done magic."
"Speech is a kind of magic," she
shrugged, "and so is flying. Each race of
creatures has their own special magics, that
thing that only they can do. Your carving is
your magic."
"But I can't bring it to life."
"Maybe not in the way that other
dwarves can."
"So even the water creatures are your
friends," said Pihnth, coming up. The sprite
winked at him, stuck out her tongue and
sp1ashed down again. The warden sat down
next to him, watching the bird. ''The king is
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right, you are a strange type of dwarf. But I
still believe you."
"You have always believed me. Why?"
"My family - once had cousins who
lived in a colony town far, far down the
mountain. They were cousin-creators of the

creator of my creator. They made a small
town, only for miners really because it was
so close to the goblin lands. One of the
king's creations had insisted on it; there was
good metal down there. Goblins attacked
them in their third month, and we didn't get
the message for help in time. We
discovered the wreck when searchers were
sent."
"I don't know where I'm from," said
Orvin shrugging. "I was told when I was
young that my family was attacked by
goblins and killed. Ihave little memory of
it. The one who raised me told me that's
why I limp; I was apparently in the process
of being brought to life when they attacked.
If this is so, then might it not be so that I
wouldn't know this magic everyone says I
should know?"
Pihnth frowned. "If you can create
sculpture such as that down in the
bodbglines • land. then for my part I say you
are a dwarf. No other creature could do that;
even wizards can only mock things of that

sort."
"You haven't asked who raised me."
"No, and l won't either. That is your
decision," said the warden getting up.
Orvin 's heart pounded all during the
fete. He watched the dancers wildly
stomping, heard the pipes of the elves who
had been invited. smelled the scent of the
bodbglines • spice on them as they wandered
around, proudly showing off their dress
weapons to any and all who would look.
They were as useless weapons as Rinnthe's
blade, but the bodbglines loved the strange

Jumps.
Finally the monarch clapped his hands
and the music stopped. "And now, my
friends, a special treat," he said "We have a
person in our crowd who has agreed to do
some magic for us. Orvin, come."
The dwarf took a deep breath and began
to carve. He began to sing, in a deep, sad
voice.
Who knows how long he carved?
Dwarves ten time in a different way than
you and l do, not seeing the sun and moon
generaJJy. He sang and carved and sang and
carved. and bis voice filled the hall, echoing
sadly. As he carved. the people gathered
there saw through his eyes the attack on his
town as he remembered it, the destruction by
the goblins. They saw his parents'
friendship with a wizard grow, and the
second attack that destroyed bis town and
them, that left him all alone. They saw the
wizard come and bring him out, make him
fully alive. They saw the death of the
wizard. the raven that he had become. Plain
as day, the crowd saw his story from his
memory, and they murmured in awe, even
the dwarves. Some of the elves wept for the
sadness of it, as the ghosts of bis past swept
around them.
u ... Gone, gone, stone and bone," his
words echoed mourning them, the people
he'd never fuJJy known but who created
him. As the swirling mists melted away,
they left in the ha11 a great memorial to his
lost town. It was a young dwarf, still a
statue; caught in a rock, still as yet not
brought alive. The dwarf was bound
between gargoyle goblins that swirled
around in fire, flames that held the faces of
other dwarves. Above it all was a raven,
wings outstretched as it prepared to take
flight for the first time.
"Oh- oh my," one of the dwarves irr
the crowd, said quietly. The elves stood. in
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silence, their snimng eyes a tributeto the
beauty of the sculpture, ~ life and silence.

The bodbglines fell to their knees.
Orvin .could..not do.any.more. He.had
worked .his-heart out. He simply stood,
quiet, beside his creation.
"I can't bring it to life," he said to the
king, "I was raised by a wizard; I've never
met a dwarf till this week past. I know some
of his spells, but not yours."
"So this is what you have been trying to
say all along," he said. Orvin nodded. "I
see that you do not know our spe11s. Jn the
time you have been here, none of our court
has seen you bathe in gold. dust for luck as
we do, or shape crystals in play, or even
<live in the lava pools. But I remember you
when you came here, all blistered from the
sunlight as a dwarfling not used to it would
be, and I recall your amazing sculpture for
the bodbglines." The dwarf king smiled "I
also know that you talk to birds and water
sprites, that you know how to light fires
without flint or even wood, and that you can
create visions in a room so that people can
see what you want them to see.
"You tell me that you cannot bring
stone to life like dwarves do, but I say that
this sculpture of yours was brought to life
here today as much as any stone flower or
young dwarf might be. I know now that you

are whoyou sayyouare; I wishI could
have. met this great wizard of yours."
The dw.arf remained with .his .people

after- that, and became a respected sculptor
for the monarch. Every so often he would
visit his friends the bodbglines. They now
sent their woowoopeople to do magic for
the king's enjoyment and traded herbs that
grew on their land for metal to make their
strange weapons. Orvin learned the
dwarves' magic then, and it only made his
amazing sculptures more wonderful. The
king honored the raven who was once a
wizard, for his good deed in helping one of
the dwarf kind.
The warden Pihrith was teaching his
first creation to walk one day when he saw
Orvin sitting outside talking to the water
sprite. "Who is that?"
"That, my boy, is a dwarf you will be
glad to meet one day. For he truly belongs
to all the mountain, inside and out. He has
in his time known wiz.ards and goblins,
sprites and bodbglines."
"A king of dwarfs!" exclaimed the
young one. "Who was his creator?"
"Nobody knows for certain," said the
warden. "Some say that he was simply
made by the mountain. Perhaps in a way it
is true for all of us."
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The Fishermanin• His Wife
by Lorraine To11iver
Here is an old Brothers Grimm fable,
known from Russia to America,
that will startled you
in the mercury of its message
which flows wickedly
through the ears of men-in-the-making
time down time
gliding on the theme
of the greedy dream of woman
flailing man for more and more and more
"Though I do not care for my wife'srequest,
I've come to ask it nonetheless."

It's for the witchy old bitch
the bitchyoldwitch

whose housing demands leap from the hovel,
to cottage, to castle, to palace, to Vaticanthat lady electing to be king, pope,
and then "be LIKE" God.
But here her hungry will rides out on a sea horse
That plops her caplunk smack and the range of
her unwilling benefactor whose life has been
saved by her
kindly husband. This magical flounder
a prince of a guy, enchanted of course,
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is a shrewd word merchant, knowing how to
turn a penny's worth of meaning
into a coin of substantial value:
"Be LIKE God? Then back you go to the hovel,

where God resides joyfully' -a conclusion satisfying to all little boys
who expect to someday grow up and many.

Tiie lew la1llsc1t1
by Lala Heine-Koehn

They laboured hard, pouring trees,
setting concrete branches into concrete
trunks, the sharp ends of their trowels
ridging bark. The leaves they left
to take care of themselves.
Pleased with the massive grey
shapes supporting the slate sky,
they rested underneath the new trees.
Drinking milk laced with honey,
they decided to fashion grass
and flowers. Yes, they knew a flower
had petals and a stem, the grass,
the shape of a blade, but could not
remember them well. We should ask a bee
they thought. Catching one inside
a mug, they listened to its buzzing,

then dropped it into the wet concrete.
Strengthened by the meal, they chipped
the bee out, its wings intact, and set
out to work.
They spread the concrete on the ground,
pained it a bright green, pushed in
clusters of iron discs held by wires.
Proudly they looked over the landscape.
What we need now is birds, they lured
the birds with cooing and breadcrumbs,
poured the concrete down their beaks.
They waited for it to set then split them
in half like moulds.
Now we can rest for a while they sighed,
there are only people left for us to make.
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[The piece you're about to read is the prelude to a new novel, Blackthome
Faire. Most of the story takes place at a modem-day Renaissance Festival just north of Atlanta.
The prelude opens on the same site, decades earlier .... ]

The Stolen Child:
Prelude to Bl.acleJJxmre Faire

by John Adcox

All Hallows Eve, 1936

Io later years, the vast suburban sprawl of
Atlanta will bleed outwards like kudzu to
cover the hills and hollows that surround the
O'Brien farm with subdivisions and minimalls. But not yet. Now the city is still too
much in the future to be a part of life here. It
is distant, a dream, like New York or Paris, or
the Pyramids in Egypt.
Look around you. The hills burn with rich
color, like cinnamon, and fire, and rust. Look,
see a thousand million shades of orange,
yellow, and apple red set against a deep and
enduring background of evergreen, and the
sky is the brilliant, sapphire blue of an autumn
long past. Breathe! The air is crisp and heavy
with the scents of pumpkin, sweet wood
smoke, dying leaves, and the last wild
blackberries. Breathe it in, and autumn fills
you like spiced wine. The old year has dressed
in its finery for one last hurrah before the
winter frosts come to soothe it away to
memory.
Come, human child, come, come closer.
Fear not, I am your handsome good neighbor,
the merry wanderer of the night, and I shall
be your guide. Hush! Hush now, hush and
listen. From below, hear the sounds of a

young girl singing and a child's laughter.
There! There comes the youngest O'Brien
girl, pretty Betty, dancing up the pathway as
she pulls her young charge behind her. Betty
O'Brien, with her long, thin legs, her freckled
nose, and her air the color of yellow hay. Oh,
I know all about her. The path she follows
leads to the meadow at the top of the hill,
where the woods give way to rocky bluff. On
a day as clear as this, you can see all the way
to town from the top of these cliffs. See?
There, where the top of the white church
steeple rises above the gentle slopes of treecovered hills. Come, let the wind car:ry you to
the meadow above the bluffs. The view is
breathtaking, no? This is a spot where lovers
meet.
Normally on Halloween, Betty O'Brien
would be at the harvest festival in town with
her family. Not tonight, though. No, not
tonight. Tonight the freedom of an evening
without parents and siblings seems sweeter
than all the caramel apples and spiced cider in
all the autumn festivals in all the world. But
that's not all, is it? No, of course not. Tonight,
she knows the thrilling anticipation of a
forbidden rendezvous, and the delicious
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danger makes her heart beat faster than a
thousand masked ghouls and witches ever
could, even if they leapt out at her all at once
from behind every hay bale and shop porch in
the county.
Betty has ammged everything carefully,
like a daring spy planning a aper. She started
by telling her parents the truth-she doesn't
like to lie. And if she doesn't tell the whole
truth, well, that's not the same as lying, is it?
No, my swectling, it's not the same thing at

all.
Betty is babysitting four-year-old . That's
the child you heard before, the one in the
wom overalls and dirty t-shirt, See how she
pulls him along? She should stop to wipe his
nose. Betty's parents don't think highly of the
Winklers--her father, farmer Job O'Brien, has
denounced the whole lot of them as shiftless
no-accounts on more than one occasion.
Everyone's heard him, yours truly no less than
any of the others. But Betty likes having
money of her own to spend as she likes, at
least when the Wmklers remember to pay her.
Job O'Brien scowled and muttered, but
agreed, in the end, to grant his permission. He
blustered and frowned, but he's secretly proud
of his daughter's ambition and self-reliance.
Besides, he reasoned, the ti.me spent among a
better class of people might do the poor child
some good. Lord knows it can't hurt him any.
Betty's doing exactly what she told her
father. She's not lying, not even the least little
bit.
Of course,Job O'Brien doesn't know that
Betty bas secrets, two of them, in fact. First,
he doesn't know that she's taking the straight
path that leads from the back gate of her
family's farm to the meadow above the rocky
cliffs. If he did, he would howl with rage,
wouldn't he justJ Betty isn't allowed to play in
the ancient forest or even to wander on the
path, even though she's now sixtcco and
practically a grownup. It's whispered that a
girl vanished in these woods once. That was

ages and ages ago, but folks around here have
long memories. Mine is longer still, and I
remember that the Indians shunned the forest
and the meadow long before the white people
came. But then, people also say that the
meadow is supposed to hide a secret, a secret
that's the source of the O'Brien family's luck.
Who will say? Not me, no not
For Betty, the whispers and rumors add
spice, like cinnamon and cloves in mulled
wine, and make the autumn adventure
delicious. She hums and sings a little as she
pulls little Keith along behind her. His handme-down clothes are tom and his nose is
runny, but he giggles with joy.
But if Betty's jaunt to the meadow in the
forest would make her father's jowly cheeks
shake and blaze red with blustering rage, it is
nothing next to how he'd howl ifhe knew her
other secret But I know all secrets, don't I? I
am the master of tricks and secrets. Come
closer, and I will whisper in your ear. Betty is
meeting her love, the oldest Winkler boy,
nineteen-year-old Seamus. There he is nowl
See how he waits for her, chewing the end of
a straw of yellow hay? Watch him push a curl
of his dark hair away from his dull brown
eyes. Sec him leaning against the trunk of that
twisted, knotted old oak tree? See how smugly
he smiles? The girls like that smile.
Shhh, watch. It is nearly twilight when
they finally come together in the meadow.
Their hands touch. Let the wind blow you
closer as you listen. Fear notJ They can't see
us. We flit like ghosts, unheard and unfelt, we
two spying spirits of the future. "Hey there,
Seamus," says Betty. She blushes and looks
away as she speaks.
Seamus laughs, and puts his hand gently
beneath her chin. He is sly and at ease. Why
shouldn't he be? He doesn't know that danger
is coming. He lifts her face until her gaze
meets his. Her mouth is open, like she almost
spoke but stopped herself. Look at her eyes:
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she is nervous. She wonders if he is going to
kiss her.
Little Keith, forgotten for the moment,
tugs on Betty's skirt. "Miss Betty?'' be whines.
He misses her attention. He tugs again,
harder. "Miss Betty!"
Seamus laughs again. He pulls a candy bar
from his jacket pocket and tosses it to bis
younger brother. "Here you go, squirt!" From
another pocket, he produces a tin fire cart,
complete with horses, and a second chocolate
bar. Keith squeals with delight. "Now you just
go on over there and play by those trees for a
few minutes, okay? Me and Miss Betty here
are goin' to go over to the other side of those
rocks there and have us a little talk. If you're
good, I might just have another surprise for
you, okay?"
''Y ayl" Keith settles down on the soft,
browning autumn grass and pushes his toy
around. When he isn't smearing the chocolate
on his tongue, lips, chin, and cheeks, he
makes noises for the horses and firemen. He
doesn't look up when Betty and Seamus steal
away. He doesn't notice when they slip out of
sight. But we do, though. Ho!
For a long moment, neither Betty nor
Seamus speaks. Look at the way Seamus slides
bis arm around her with practiced ease, and
shifts just slightly so that it seems only natural
for Betty to rest her head on bis shoulder.
Watch how he grins when he knows she can't
see. He shifts again, as though the rock
presses uncomfortably into his back, and
suddenly Betty finds herself in the perfect
position for a kiss. But Betty, suddenly shy,
turns away. ''Look at the sunset," she says, her
voice low. The brilliant blue has faded, but in
the west, the clouds near the horizon blaze
with golden-red light.
"Ain't it pretty," Seamus agrees with a lazy
nod. He tries to maneuver so that Betty's face
is close to his again, but she looks away, back
towards the path.

''I can't stay out here too much longer.
My daddy .... "
''Won't be back for ages."
"No, they won't stay in town too late."
''Yes they will," Seamus says. Look at the
rascal, how he grins again! "One of your
daddy's horses done come up lame. You
know that old man won't risk one of his
prizes till be knows what's what!"
"Oh! What happened?''
''It ain't nothing," Seamus assures as his
sly smile widens. ':Just a pebble under a shoe."
"However could you know that?''
"How could I not?'' Seamus laughs again.
''I ought to, sure enough. I put it there
myselfl"
"Oh Seamus!" Betty raises her hand to
cover the round 0 of her open mouth.
"Don't worry, darlio.'. It won't hurt
nothin'. But it'll slow your old man down sure
enough I"
''You shouldn't have!"
"But Betty," he says. Mab's teeth and
garters, child, listen to the scoundrel! ''I just
wanted to spend a little time with you, that's
alll It's not like I get a chance too often, right?
Not with your old man around. Is that so
bad? I told you it wouldn't hurt nothin'.
You're just ... you're just so pretty and all."
He smiles again, and winks.
"Seamus, you're a devil" Betty smiles,
tucking her hair back away from her face and
looking up at him through her lashes. Hal
Look at her. She feels deliciously wicked.
"You know it, dadin'," Seamus says with a
grin. He pulls her close and kisses her, long
and deep. The second kiss is even longer, and
the third is longer still. The day fades to
twilight, but neither of them notices. The
wind changes, now it comes from the west.
Just then, there is a sound.
Betty and Seamus spin around, startled.
Seamus pulls Betty closer. Perhaps it is her
father; if so, he doesn't want to miss his final
chance (for such it shall surely be) for
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gratuitous contact. The sounds grow louder,
and closer. Do you hear it? Betty must know,
now, that this is not her father approaching.
He would never tie bells to the harnesses of
his horses-how gauche, he'd declare with a
disapproving frown, how ostentatious. And
he would never make such a commotion
when traveling. He couldn't if he tried!
Look at Betty's eyes as they dart hither
and yon, skipping like water bugs with
something that. may be fear, or may be
wonder. Or perhaps something of both.
Watch her; see how she trembles. The sounds
come closer, and now there is something else
rising above the din, something like music but
beyond it, courtly and ethereal, beautiful and
terrible. Perhaps Betty thinks of church, but
this music is both merrier and wilder than
what choir and organ can produce to fill the
whitewashed sanctuary. Mayhap she thinks of
the noise of a parade, or the circus. But no.
This music is more solemn-joyous and
sudden, but stately. Besides, these things
aren't a part of a farm girl's experience.
Parades and circuses are things from
storybooks, not the wood at dusk.
The sounds are closer. The strange,
unearthly music swells, and now our Betty and
Seamus can distinguish other noises as well.
Listen! What do you hear? Beasts, certainly,
hoofs and brays, and other sounds you can't
begin to identify, I dare say. Forgive my jolly
laughter, mortal, I don't mean to mock you.
And voices. Yes, mortal child, voices, many of
them. Hear them! Meo and women, laughing
and singing, ageless, merry and grave, young
and old all at the same time. Our Seamus
hears them too. See? His smile is gone, and
his face is pale, like a stump touched with
winter frost.
The wind lifts us higher now, even as the
day fades to dusk, and we watch from above.
There, there is the child, little Keith, all but
forgotten by sitter and brother. The sounds
have distracted him from his toy and he gazes

into the wood, searching for the source of the
strange tumult in the shadows beneath the
trees. His eyes are wide with wonder and his
mouth is open, frozen in the shape of a smile
half-formed
The commotion comes closer, closer.
Look! It is near-no, it is here! The uproar
comes at last! As sudden as a wink, the
twilight is filled with a galaxy of brilliant lights,
streaking hither and yon, like the brightest
fireflies ever bom, or like shooting stars that
have escaped the bondage of their patterns in
the skies.
Little Keith giggles and reaches out, trying
to catch the darting lights with his clumsy
toddler's hands. They are too fast for him, but
he squeals with delight. On the other side of
the rocks by the bluff, Seamus holds Betty
closer. They are dazzled, but afraid. As the
lights swirl closer, they see tiny shapes inside
- not insects, but figures that seem almost
human, naked, tiny, and perfect.
Now other shapes follow the lights into
the meadow. Look at the little manikin there,
the one with the tall black top hat and tails,
the one with the brass watch chain shining
against his silken blue paisley vest. Defying
the logic of perspective, he seems to grow
smaller as he comes closer.
There-see the wee knight in the polished
armor of shining brass and silver? Look at his
banner of cobwebs and summer leaves; see
how proudly he catties it tied to the end of his
tall spear. See how straight and tall he sits in
his saddle. His noble mount is a hedgehog
with bright tattered ribbons and perfect gait
There! His squire rides a mouse.
Look at those three there, the small naked
ones with gossamer butterfly wings. For a
moment, they seem young, barely pubescent,
don't they? Even innocent, hol But then they
tum, revealing a more mature curve of hip, a
generous swell of breast Which is it, then?
Don't be fooled. See the gleam in their eyes?
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They were ancient when your race first
crawled out of the caves.
Hal Notice the dandy there - the one
with the green doublet and the peacock's
feather in his red capl His face is like a fox's,
isn't it just? Look at how his pointed teeth
sparkle when he smiles, see how his marbleblack eyes shift and flit, look at how he spins
and prances as he marches. He wears that
shape often.
The fair folk, the good neighbors, arrive
one by one and three by three; their straight
path of shining twilight silver has led them all
to this place, this meadow above the rocky
cliffs. This is where the Ride ends and the
revels begin.
See those three there? The ones with
dresses of leaves and moss and acorns, and
wings like those of tiny hummingbirds? The
feathers of their wings and the hues of their
skins are as different from one another as
night from day, or winter from summer. But
they are sisters, the three of them, bom on a
single midwinter night. You can catch the
resemblance in the way their long hair swirls
and twists as they dance, in the wide smiles on
their pointed faces, and in the way their eyes
sparkle with merriness and mischief. Ho
there! Two of them have taken little Keith by
the hand-they are no taller than he is. The
third wild sister joins them; they all clasp
hands and dance in a circle, now stepping,
now floating when their wings lift them
briefly aloft. Look! Red-capped toadstools
spring up where their feet touch the soil.
Keith laughs and squeals with happy vertigo.
By the bluffs, our Betty buries her face in
Seamus's jacket and sobs. As for Seamus, his
eyes narrow as the terror fades to anger.
When confronted with the unknown, our
simple Seamus knows only two options. He
sees nothing here that he can't fight, so the
instinct to flee is slowly replaced with a darker
urge. Alas for him. How does the saying go?
What fools these mortals bel His fists clench.

The meadow is filled now with more
shapes than can be named or described-- the
tall and dust-small, Seelie and Unseelie alike,
Goblin and Pouka, Pixie and Sidhe. Some are
naked with skin baby pink, forest green, or
acom brown. Others are draped in wool or
silk or dewy cobwebs, or foppishly adorned in
fur-lined cloaks and gleaming silver armor, or
gowns woven from moonbeams and starlight.
Some are lovely and bright, others are strange
and terrible. They laugh, they sing, they fly,
they dance. The field in the wood has become
a city of miracles, a festival place alive with
color and dashing light. Behold the climax of
the Rade of the Court of Faery!
Now the air is pierced by a new sound,
haunting and deep, a noise that echoes
through the twilight and the ancient wood and
resonates in the very bones of the earth itself.
That call is answered by another, and another
after that. Hear them, human child, and feel
them stir the heart, for no one can hear the
Homs of Elfland and remain unchanged.
Now come the riders, the tall and shining
Sidhe folk, the oldest and the brightest, like
earth-locked angels. Look upon them all in
their finery, silk and gossamer, and see how
they leave trails of rainbows as they ride. 'Ibis
is the high court, the favored attendants of the
Lord and Lady themselves. Ah, you've noticed
me among them, have you? Yes, that is me
indeed, yours truly, my handsome and dashing
younger self, wearing jeweled rings and
feather in cap, there upon my own gray
donkey, as proud and true as any faery mount.
Now the last ones arrive, the highest of
the high, and the field becomes brighter, as
though the sun and moon deigned to descend
for the revelry. See them, clad in star-white
samite, their golden hair bound with circlets
of bright gold. These are the Lord and Lady
of the High Court of Faerie, stately and grim,
wild and merry. With their arrival, the revels
begin in earnest. Beware them, 0 mortal, for
they are beautiful and perilous. The homs call
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again, and the mighty sound reverberates
through the autumn-draped mountains and
hollows.
The child Keith tries to catch the golden
lights, each one no bigger than his tiny thumb.
He laughs and grabs, but they are too fast and
clever for him. The Lord and Lady dismount
as the carousing reaches the rocky bluffs
where Betty and Seamus cling to one another,
trembling. A figure approaches our friends, a
lady with long pointed ears and flowing hair
the silver hue of a river lit by moonlight. She
laughs and blows sparkling dust at them.
Their countenances change at once. A look of
dreamlike wonder crosses Betty's face. Poor
Seamus, he just looks rather dazed and
confused, doesn't he? Ah well, we mustn't
expect too much of him, I suppose.
A dandy, one of the Lady's attendants,
leaps nimbly atop a tall stone, one that stands
alone and juts out above the bluffs like a
sentry. He claps his hands sharply thrice. "The
Lady Mab commands dancesl" he cries, and at
once the meadow is filled with the strings and
homs and rhythm of riotous, unearthly noise,
music that mortal ears were never meant to
hear. Close your ears, human child! Close
them tight! Ah, it is too late already, alas for
you. You've heard the wild music echoing
from the long past. It will haunt you.
In the meadow, the fey court bows and
moves, touches and leaps. To Seamus, their
steps seem sudden and chaotic, but we can
see the dance from above, and Behold! To us
its wild precision is revealed in all its complex
perfection. Betty is swept away from her
Seamus, but she doesn't seem to notice. A tall
man with a green cap and a fox's tail bows to
her, and takes her by the hand. She spins, and
now there is another man waiting to guide her
into the dance. Seamus tries to follow, but the
dance pulls him away. "Betty! Betty!" His cries
are lost in the din of shouts and strange
music.

Two ladies of the Faerie court grab him
by the hands and tum him roughly around.
Before he can recover, two more are waiting
for him. One of them curtsies, but Seamus
doesn't see the sly gleam in her eye. The fool
is distracted; see how his gaze wanders
downward, to where the motion of her stoop
reveals the slope of her breast in her gown?
Now he is caught.
The leaping and spiraling faeries surround
little Keith, coming now close, now pulling
away. The dance turns, and brings to the child
a spindly figure in a tall stovepipe hat and a
black suit like a chimney sweep's. The man
grins and flips, then bends down to stick out
his tongue. Keith giggles and claps his hands.
Then, sudden as a bang of thunder, the man's
features change, becoming a snarling wolfs
face. The eyes flash with cruel hunger, and the
jaws with their dagger-sharp teeth gnash and
soap. Keith recoils and screams. He falls, but
rough hands catch and toss him.
For a brief moment, Seamus sees Betty
and remembers, suddenly, that he was
struggling to reach her. She seems far away,
and then she is lost in the turning throng of
dance. The fey women laugh and push him
along.
A tall Sidhe man takes Betty by the band.
The dance has caught her. She steps and
spins. The man bows, and spins her into the
waiting arms of her next partner - the Lord
himself. He takes her left hand in his right and
slips his left arm around her waist. He smiles
and Betty blushes, but she doesn't look away.
They twirl and step as the dance becomes
faster and wilder still.
Keith's cheeks are wet with tears, but his
shrieks are lost. The faeries laugh at this new
game, and each finds a new form, a terrible
shape with which to frighten the child anew.
They growl and snap and shout, then lift him
as their dance forms a circle. Keith screams.
Seamus cries out for Betty, but still the
dance pulls her away from him. He tries to
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force his way to her, but there are too many
twirling bodies, and the steps of the dance are
too frenetic. It is like fighting a tide; his
efforts pull him farther away. Fow: fey ladies
pull him this way and that, spinning and
twirling him like the winds teasing an autumn
lea£
"Betty! Bettyl" She does not hear him.
Already she is too far away. Desperate to
reach her, Seamus fights. It does no good; he
is helpless. His eyes are wide and his skin is
ashen, but I confess I am disappointed in his
performance. He is too great a fool for true
terror, more's the pity. His fright would be so
much richer, so much more delicious, had he
the wit to comprehend even a little of what
transpires around him. There is drool on his
chin. Ahl He is crying.
The golden Lord's steps are strong and
sw:e. He spins Betty faster and faster as the
dance reaches its culmination. Look at her
face, see the ecstasy there! Betty feels that she
is dancing on air--and now she isl The
pattern of the dance carries Betty and the
Seelie Lord off the edge of the bluff and
beyond; in his strong grasp, she twirls but
does not fall. The dance continues.
Keith's horrible screams grow louder and
more pitiful. The monsters draw closer; the
nightmare doesn't end. He screams, but no
help comes. The faeries lift the child as they
glide above the meadow in their spiraling
dance, but they forget him as the music
changes. They clap and spin as the new
pattern takes them, and the child falls hard to
the stony ground. Do you see how his tiny
legs are bent at such a terrible angle? They will
never heal properly, I fear. Poor creature.
How he wails! His tears smear the chocolate
on his dirty cheeks.
Look there! The dance brings ow: Seamus
to the Lady herself, Queen Mab of Faery,
fairest in creation, her terrible beauty shining
and vast beyond mortal ken. He stands
transfixed, unable to move. A smile crosses

her haughty face as she reaches out to take his
hand. He shivers at her touch; her light is
cold. Gently, irresistibly, inevitably, she pulls
him deeper into the dance.
All of this happens at twilight, in the
moment that is neither day nor night. But lo,
the first bright star of evening appears in the
dusk-gray sky. Slowly and solemnly, the circles
of dance straighten to lines and the faeries
begin to resume their march, passing at last
beyond the fields you know to return to those
beyond. One by one, the fey dancers start to
fade.
The steps of the dance hold Seamus like
chains of cold iron. He turns again, and for
the most fleeting of moments, he sees Betty in
the distance. Foolishly, he struggles again to
reach her. The Lady's smile becomes a frown
and her gaze grows colder. She is displeased.
The first of the riders remount their
beasts. As twilight dims to darkness, their time
is past Betty still dances, held fast in the arms
of her Lord. The last light fades, and the
dance carries her away.
Seamus fights and struggles, desperate to
reach Betty. He can no longer see her. For a
second, the way seems clear, but then the
dance tw:ns again, and the Lady's gaze holds
him once more. He tries to tum and look
away, but others are there to block his way.
The revels are ending. My handsome
younger self bows and mounts his gray
donkey.
Keith screams and cries.
Queen Mab allows Seamus to tum away,
but two more dancers with pointed ears
protruding from fine, pale-green hair are there
to block his way. Skipping like schoolgirls,
they take him by the elbows and pull him
back.
"Betty! Oh Jesus holy shit! Betty!"
At last the Lady allows her plaything to
tum, and he sees Betty clearly. He is close to
her, so very close! The dancers between them
are fading away from the mortal world.
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Seamus lunges, but the Lady is there, blocking
his way. He panics. She smiles, a cold and
cruel smile, and steps aside.
Seamus leaps forward, rushing towards his
Betty.
But he doesn't know that the Sidhe lord
carries her away from the world of dust and
mortals. He doesn't realize where the Lady's
dance has led him; he doesn't see that Betty
dances on air.

He races forward, and when he reaches
the edge of the bluff, he falls.
Once again, our Seamus disappoints, alas.
There is no flash of comprehension in his last
expression, no moment of understanding in
his final second of life. He never realizes what
has happened. He doesn't know he falls.

There is only mindless terror and hapless
confusion, and then he is gone.
Years later, when young Keith hears the
awful noise again in nightmares, he will
recognize the sounds of tearing flesh and
shattering bones. And then Seamus's final
scream is abruptly silenced.
The Lady smiles again. "Accept our tithe," she
says. Then she mounts her white steed and
vanishes.
Night falls. The Faerie Courts pass from
this world to theirs. Now the meadow is still.
Betty O'Brien is gone. She is a stolen child,
lost. The Lord of the Sidhe himself has taken
her.
Alone and forgotten in the meadow above
the cliffs, poor Keith wails in the darkness.
His cries echo unheard.

The Twelve
by Joey Madia

January, fabled prophet,
come westward in your hour.
Waiting in the catacombs,
fearing death in your impotence,
you worship tom tapestries in the halls of remorse.
February, child, hold onto dimension
shocked as His mother in an ether-fog stuck.
March, born in splinters,
to change is your gift.
To dwell in the mind rift
and dance in the sand shift.
You are the Keeper of Rhymes.
April, brave fe11ow
who loves fallow meadows
do not fall despondent
seeking new fruit too soon.
May or may not
while June plays to Jupiter,
whose priests are in session, preparing for war.
July, be a jewel,

a dark gem enticement,
a crown made of roses
and remnants of Spring.
August, draped palladium,
Golgotha stadium
where geisbas dance for coin of the realm.
Where are the gospels
and basins for handwashing
as soldiers succumb to their spe1ls?
September's golden silence
and October's revolutions
are lost in the warmth
of November's vast blues.
December's the dreamer,
our fine Father planter,
whose seeds are accepted when Satan's are not.
Come all, bless the Lady, who dresses in mourning,
for a son sadly sacrificed
and abandoned to time.
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The Six Dancing Daughters
·by MariaOtt Tatham

Once, at the tarrrof'the lasrcentury in
Italy, there liveda prince who had lost
everything -- castle, ·moat-and olive
orchards, all were .goo.el He now made a
living by writing and· lecturing. and on· this
he and his wife managed to keep their six
daughters. His object was to arrange good
marriages for them, and with this end in
view he moved.his family from. town to
town, keeping his true worth and the fact
that the girls had no dowries concealed, until
men of means might fall in love with them.
He hoped to remain in Italy and not to be
compelled to sail for America
Now they had fast moved to a fair-sized·
city in the beautiful Campagna, where there
were many opportunities of meeting the sons
of wealthy merchants. The family was
content with the move, but the apartment
they had taken was even smaller than the
last, and his daughters ilad to use thedining
room with its dumbwaiterand folding doors
as their bedroom. But, at least the room had
a·verandah from·which the girls could·see
the city park and its fountain, and hear the
band.
Now though he was poor, the prince
always dressed.as a gentleman and the
princess managed to keep them all dressed
well. But, because the six daugbters.loved.to
dance and walked everywhere they went in
high spirits, their shoes and boots were often
in need of being heeled or mended. The
cobbler then was in much demand.
As this was his bread and butter, Mr. G.
Valenti was always happy to see the girls in
his shop with their boots or slippers in hand.

But more than that, he lrad six sons; and as
everyone in .the city supposed that the girls
werewell-off(at least, better·offthan·a
cobbler) .he was always .insisting that one .of
his-SOD£ aceompany the girls back heme to·
carry their boots, or to hold an umbrella
when the .weather frowned, For .he
understood that in this way romance would
certainly blossom..
The cobbler's eldest son and the
prince's eldest daughter soon fell in love,
and they were always trying to find a way to
meet At first, the young man appealed
directly to her Papa, but the prince refused
to allow his daughter to have anything to do
with a cobbler' s son. In fact, he stopped
doing business with Mr. Valenti and the
girls were made to take their slippers and
shoes to another shop. What is more, at
night the prince locked the folding doors of
his daughters' ·room and ·kept 1he·key by·his
bed.
Not long after, their Mama began to
notice that things ·were not as they should
be, for each morning the girls' slippers
looked -more and more worn and the girlswere still sleepy after a long night's rest
Finally their Papa, angry .at being
outwitted, decided to act. That night, after
carefully locking the folding doors, he put
on his coat and hat, tucked his pipe into bis
pocket, and went down to wait out of doors
to see what would happen next He waited
and soon, as the moon arose, his six young
daughters, their dresses shining like clouds,
came out of the apartment door, and six
young men in suits as dark as night came out
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of theshadows to· meet them.
"Deceived in my own home!" he said,
and he put his hand into his coat pocket
where along with his pipe he had put his
revolver. But, he thought better of this, and
decided to follow his daughters and their
lovers. The twelve hurried off to the city
park where they danced all night. When the
moon had set, the young men took the girls
back to their Papa's apartment. Like
gentlemen, each cobbler's son bowed over
the hand of a daughter, and with smiles and
waves the girls bid them goodnight. With
the sons of the cobbler gone, the prince
again followed his daughters. Once inside,
they fled down the hall to the first-floor
kitchen. In a moment he heard the
dumbwaiter hauled up through the walls to
their room above. Six times the dumbwaiter
made the trip up to the girls' room and back
down to the kitchen. Their Papa hurried up
thestairs.
He listened outside the door and when
all the girls were back in their room, he
unlocked it and with their Mama clinging to
his coat and pleading for his understanding,
he came in and thundered to his daughters,
"So you think you have outwitted your
father! Well, we shall see! You have made
up my mind on a very important matter and
shall find out if you want to deceive your
father again!''
The daughters, all but the youngest,
cried themselves to sleep, and in the
morning their Papa declared to their dismay
that he was moving the family to America,
and that if they valued the lives of their
lovers they would never meet with them
again. When they understood that their
father's decision was firm, all were sad
except the youngest. "Let's go to the
fountain and make our wishes!" she said.
"Do we each have a coin?" And with lighter
steps the six daughters hurried to the

fountain in thecity park, and with· a hopeful
heart each cast in a coin.
After all had been made ready and the
proper papers signed, the prince, the
princess and their six daughters took a ship
to America. As they disembarked at the Port
of New York, the five oldest girls were sad.
The sky was draped with clouds and the
windows cold and gray. But the youngest
looked around her with interest. With
delight she noticed a tiny tree bright with
autumn color.
The eldest said to the youngest, "Little
sister, of all us sisters why are you alone
happy?"
"For my wish," she said, "was a prayer
that wherever we went we might all be
happy!"
The family moved into a tiny apartment,
the princess did sewing, and the prince took
whatever work he could The daughters
learned to take better care of their shoes, and
then the first tiny hole appeared in the boots
of the youngest. Their Mama sighed, but
their Papa smiled. For that very day he had
been hired to write for the Italian language
newspaper. He put two coins into the hand
of the youngest and told them all to go out
together, to take the air and walk into the
next street to the shop of the cobbler.
"Take your good time, girls," he said,
"and be happy, for remember we are in
AMERICA!"
The five daughters tried to smile,
thinking, Oh, for the days when we used to
dance! The youngest put the coins in her
pocket. Perhaps with Papa's new job ... , she
mused, and her prayer flew upward like a
soft-winged bird.
In the next street was the cobbler's
shop. He and his wife were mean enough to
help the girls remember to care for their
shoes. Arm in arm the girls walked there
together over a carpet of fallen leaves. As
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they turned the comer. they saw from a
distance a young man standing on a ladder
outside the cobbler's shop. Below him were
five other young men, handing up a freshly
painted sign ... G. Valenti & Sons,
Shoemaker", it read. Even the dull sky of a
New York autumn looked bright, as it shone
with the name of the cobbler from the
Campagna.

''My wish has COJYle true!" cried the
eldest astonished.
"And mine!"
..And mine!"
"And mine!"
"And mine!"
"And mine!" Said the youngest with a
smile.

for Helen Tore111 Thomas
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SH'.E IS A LADY WITH BREEDING
by Lala Heine-Koehn
The grey roof matches the fifty two
room manor, blends into the forever
grey skies.
It is the home of the widow,
whose husband is still alive.
Her weeds are those of a gracious
lady; white muslin, stitched with
the finest of thread, cutwork
medallions, ribbons and lace.
The lady is sad.
Her garments are turning an ivory
colour, her parlour to match.
Each seven days she gathers
her hem, her favourite silk
cushions, her books, and moves
into another one of the fifty
two rooms. In each one hangs
a portrait of her husband not
yet dead. She inclines her head
lightly, greets him with a shadow
of her smile and proceeds to
arrange the room according
to her status:
a sad lady with taste.
Camellias in fluted enameled urns
on the console under her husband's
gold-framed image; the air
perfumed with the finest of incense
from the Far East. A peacock fan,
swaying gently, distributing its
fragrance.
The lady's arms are alabaster.

Each night she dreams the same
fabulous dream: a man.
pale-skin, raven-black hair
implores her: "Gracious Lady
of my blood, leave this house
and come with me. I will build
another one for you. with fifty
two and one more rooms. We will
live in the last one, filled
with sunlight from morning till
night. and a singing bird for each
one of your fingers.
0 lady of my blood, my passion
for you is unequaled; exceeding anyone's
dead or alive. Leave this house,
come with me or I will perish."
The lady's heart is bleeding,
but she cannot She is a widow,
her days are divided and numbered
by the fifty two rooms; in each one
of them a portrait of her
husband not yet dead.
What would become of the fluted
enamel urns, who would fill them
with camellias?
Who would burn the incense
from the Far East?
Each morning the lady cries,
hiding her tears,
she is a lady with breeding.
She closes the window, lights up
the candles, cups her hands around
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the flames. Shadow play upon
flicker, focus on her bent-over
body. A pain rises between her

singed shoulder blades,
the lady is hurting.
0 my darling doe, my playmate
my joy, how I miss thee she sighs,
wiping stealthily a tear with
the hem of her dress. Quickly
she smoothes it into place, hiding
her ankles in the five-elbow-lengths
muslin. No one must see them,
not even she. When undressing for
the night, she closes her eyes,
the lady is modest.
Every forty nine days he feels
restless. Changing the fifty two
rooms in the manor at the end
of each week, she is left with
three days and no place to go.
Not long ago, during that time,
she used to walk in the garden with her pet
beside her, it was
easier then. But now, her pet is
gone, buried by the lilypond,
a grey rock for his pillow.
0 my darling doe, my playmate
my joy,
the lady is lonely.

the wans. her husband's eyes
Before the night comes, the lady
falls asleep, her bead, cradled
in her arm rests upon the window
sill. The night blows out
the candles, wraps her in his
cloak, tucking the ends around her
feet Beside her lies a small silver
scissors in the shape of a crane
stretching its neck toward her.
It slides between her fingers.
the lady is·slee~walking,.
from one room into another.
She greets her husband hanging
on the wall, raises her hand,
pushes the crane's beak into
his eyes; bowing politely,
she leaves. Goes to the next,
and the next room; the lady's
hem flutters around her ankles,
sweeping the floor. Around her
neck, a strand of precious pearls,
shaped like teardrops, swings
gracefully, becomes longer, longer.
Dawn comes, the lady is still
asleep; her head cradled in
her arms upon the windowsill,
a smile on her face,
the lady is dreaming
she is a widow.

The Mythic Circle #25, pg. 44

Papa Origami
by Christina Kloess
Once upon an age, in ancient Japan,
there was a vilJage called Selkai no Dansho
or "Quotations of the Stars . ., The viHage was
between two mountains, where the gray
peaks just brushed the sky in the morning
when the sun came up, and was powdered
by stardust when night fell. Selkai no
Dansho was beside a flowing waterfall that
cascaded down the rocky mountainside
smooth as a blue snake flowing over grass.
But Selkai no Dansho was only an average
fishing village, nothing special. The

potential was there-but why bother? The
vilJagers were content.
No one to this day in the village of
Selkat no Dansho is sure where Papa
Origami came from-one day, the town
woke up, and Papa Origami was sitting in
the village square, plying his trade. Now,
you must recall that this is when the world
was still new, and nobody, even the Elder of
the village. had yet seen origami, the
beautiful art of paper folding.
And here was this old man, this elder.
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taking out beautifully colored sheets that
must have been several thousand fish-sales
expensive, and folding and creasing and
snipping; until he bad a delicate monkey, or
a smooth fish, or a perfect crane. These he
laid out on the fountain where he worked, to
bask in the buttery golden sunlight that
cascaded down from the heavens.
The people at first stared at him-who
was this stranger? But when he proved to be

no threat, they merely went about their
business. What was a folder of paper going
to do? How could he change their lives?
In fact, the only person in the entire
village of Selkai no Dansho who even
glanced at Papa Origami after that first
morning was a little girl named Sashi.
Sashi was a perfect child, of glowing
moon-white skin and silky, black tresses that
she wore in simple hairstyle piled on top of
her head. The whole village felt sorry for
her because her mother had died when Sashi
was young, and left the father, Takashi, to
care for the little girl and their baby Kenji.
Sashi was playing with her friends
when she spotted Papa Origami, folding his
papers. Curious, Sashi left the group and
made her way over to Papa Origami,
watching his withered old hands crease and
fold, crush and smooth again.
By and by, Sashi finally spoke up, in a
tiny voice like the brush of a kiss: "I like
your monkeys," she whispered, hooking her
thumb in her mouth, her huge dark eyes
watching Papa Origami.
Papa Origami smiled, but said not a
word, merely continued to fold and tuck at
the black origami he held.
Encouraged by his friendly smile, Sashi
continued, "I've never seen anyone fold
papers before. It's ... they're very
beautiful."
A nod, another smile-the shuffle of
paper being crinkled, and then flattening.

"I wish I could do that," Sashi said,
wiping her hand on her robe front. "Willwould you=-could you teach me
sometime?"
Nod, smile; crease, fold, snap, tuck.
"Thank you-what do you caJI it. Your
folding papers?"
Shrug; smile; tuck, snip, fold, crease.
"You don't know? Do you talk,
honored folder of papers?" Sashi asked,
bravely.
"Do you have a name?"
Shrug; tuck, crease, snip, fold.
"Dunno? Than-I will call you Papa.
Like a grandfather. And-your papers,"
Sashi said, feeling shy again "I have a
word for them. Would you like to hear it?"
Nod; smile; crease. fold, snip, tuck.
"My baby brother-his name is Kenjihe has a word for when he thinks something
is beautiful-it's origami. Such a word,
don't you think? Like an angel's kiss or a
moon's first light; or the breath of ghosts."
Sashi sighed, and then continued, "I will call
your paper-folding origami-andI will call
you Pap-Papa Origami. Is that all right?"
Nod; smile, fold, crease, tuck, snip.
Papa Origami gave one last definite crease
of the silky black paper and then held it out
to Sashi for her to take.
Sashi reached out and looked down at
the perfect little animal cupped in her hands.
She gave a small gasp of joy, like stars
breaking out of the clouds on a wind-blown
night.
"A panther! Oh, Papa Origami, how
lovely! I thank you!"
With a squeak of joy, Sashi stood on her
toes and kissed Papa Origami on one
wrinkled cheek, and then tucked the delicate
little panther into her sash, before dashing
off to her friends again, growling softly like
a big cat.
Papa Origami smiled again; his quiet,
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secret smile, and then picked up a second
sheet of paper and began to fold once more.
Two women washing their clothes in
the fountain overheard this exchange. One,
whose name was Satsuki, turned to her
friend. "What an odd old man, that one!
Imagine, Masami, giving such a sweet, shy,
gentle girl a black panther!"
"Perhaps this Papa Origami saw
something more in our little Sashi," her
friend, Masami, said thoughtfully.
"Panthers are graceful and strong. This is
how Shi imagines herself in her
daydreams-I bear her telling that to the
other village children when they play. And
some day, she'll make that grace and power
hers. In this world."

Satsuki frowned, but didn't reply.
When she and Masami left, however, a
chattering red parrot was tucked away into
the folds of her laundry; and an elegant
crane in the laundries ofMasami.
And Papa Origami smiled and took out
another paper.
As the weeks past, the villagers of
Selkai no Dansho grew to accept, and even
love, Papa Origami. He folded countless
origamis, leaving them all around the village
for the people to discover. Each one
described the recipients, whether they liked
it or not-monkeys for the playful
pranksters-birds for those gifted in
speech-fish for the sporting-lions for the
regal-each villager received one.
Sometimes Papa Origami made two
origamis--one of the person as he were, and
one as he wished to be. Of course, perhaps
this is not why he made them-the villagers
of Selkai no Dansho would never know,
because Papa Origami never spoke a word.
But watching the people's reactions was to
see that it was true. They recognized
themselves in the first ones, and seemed
encouraged by the second. it was as though

Papa Origami was seeing the future inside of
them.
Watching Papa Origami fold his papers
was like watching magic. He would first sift
through his rainbow of sheets, selecting just
the right color, weight, and texture=-and
then be would go to work. It was as though
at that moment, a sudden drive and urgency
filled his hands, and be moved like a
windstorm, hurrying through a series of
valley and mountain folds, creased,
unfolded, refolded. His eyes would grow far
away; as if his hands took over for his brain,
allowing them to create without hindrance.
And then the animal would begin to
form-the sweet face of a monkey-the
sharp bill of a bird-the beauty and grace of
a fish in motion-and the origami receiver's
face would light up as he saw himself, his
dreams, reflected in that little tiny paper
creature.
Jn fact, the entire village began to
change. Slowly but surely, the people of
Selkai no Dansho found new meaning, even
in chores-because working hard might
chance Papa Origami's orgami creature
from a lazy sloth to a busy bee, or perhaps
something better--a noble lion, king of the
beassts! The people were so focused on the
origami creatures that they didn't even begin
to notice when their village changed-it
became the most prosperous in all of Japan,
where it had once been only an average,
small village.
One day, the emperor of Japan came to
visit Selkai no Dansho. After admiring the
efficiency, the emperor questioned what had
brought such a change. Eager to please, the
magistrate went to fetch Papa Origami-but
he could not be found! They searched high
and low for him, but Papa Origami had just
disappeared, leaving a paper clam behind.
A clam, the most secret of all animals-but
with a pearl inside-a treasure.
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Praise to Papa Origami and his little
origami creatures, who changed village's
dreams forever. Thanks to them, the simple
little village of Selkai no Dansho became
prosperous and achieved more than the
townspeople thought that they could, by
wanting to impress Papa Origami-and,
secretly, by wanted to change the origami

animals of their future dreams. Taking
action and working hard let them change
their lives forever.
Papa Origami and Selkai no Dansho are
the reason why origamis are still made in
Japan, and all over, to this day, to honor
Papa Origami. Honor to origamis, and to
Papa Origami as well!

ABOUT OUR CONTRIBUTORS (continued from page 2)

Tim Callahan, a graduate of the Chouinard Art School, boned his talents in the animation
industry, including Bakshi's Lord of the Rings, during the production of which he met his wife
Bonnie. In addition the illustrations in this issue and others in the past, he gave us the cover art
and the "Master Juggler" illustration for Mythic Circle #24.
Bonnie Callahan returns again, having recently contributed the cover art for Mythic Circle #23
and l other vivid and lively illustrations in that issue and #24. Trained as "background stylist in
the animation industry," she has been doing illustrations for Mythopoeic publications for more
than three decades. She also designs "logos, posters, and cards art painted on rocks."
Kathleen Edwards is an artist who has once more helped us out with a remarkable illustration.
She has a web site at <httpi//home.au.neu-ekathy> where she displays her work, some ofit for
sale.
Lala Heine-Koene was born in Poland but currently lives with her family in Victoria, British
Columbia, where she continues to write and publish her poetry.
Timothy Hodge lives in Southern California and does illustrations for small magazines, plus
astronomical artwork for the John Drescher Planetarium of Santa Monica.
(continued on page 51)
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The Lion and the Whale
by Joey Madia
It has begun.
The frozen beast has thawed.
Crystal in its stance, evil in its Wants,
it calls its sleeping children:
adder creeping, lion waking.

In the mindgravc, repulsed dragons
tip the scales toward an angry, sullen spite.
Traps are laid for the would-be trappers,
the new walkers,
proud-thought thinkers.

In the panther's stomach
the red whale seeks rebirth in Jonah's weak breathing.
The drums of his labor pains remind me of my own sharp change.

It has begun.
Simple considerations have given way
to the black dog of constant worry.
Something isn't right
and may never be again.

It has begun.
Half familiar dream-launched echoes
of an unknown fake frontier
seek the ears of the blessedly questing soul,
so secure in its search for grails tarnished by Megiddo's ashshrapnel-tongued and smelling of dung,
it is history and belief and cannot be discounted even so.

It has begun.
Upon its awakening, the leaking sun scorns the seeker's opened eye
and makes of tears a baptismal rite.

Do not seek cheap supper under combined

flags-

that is the lesson of a drowning Camelot.

Enter the new erathe time of the lion and the whale.
The age of Open Eyes.
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Jessica Howe states: "I've been writing science fiction and fantasy in the amateur market for
about nine years now. I have had both stories and poems published in the magazine Pablo
Lennis, and online in Demensionszine, Pariah, Schrodinger'sMouse, and Dark Moon Rising.
When I have free time I enjoy doing historical reenactments, which include story-telling and
Irish-Celtic studies. I currently am living in Worcester and working in Boston. I get lot of ideas
and do a lot of writing during my train commute every day."
Christina Kloess is a young author who lives in Indiana She won a prize sponsored by Farm
Insurance Bureau for her story, "Papa Origami."
Joey Madia, a 1990 graduate (Theater/English) of Arcadia University, has many honors and
publications to his credit. His opus includes poetry, essays, and dramatic productions. In
particular, he mentions that he "wrote the book for The Think it Thru Review, a musical
promoting teen pregnancy prevention that opened in Phoenix, AZ. in September of 1998 and
toured the country until mid-2001. The musical received special recognition from the American
Medical Association and President [George Herbert Walker] Bush's ThousandPoints of Light
program, and received a Phoenix Kids Choice award. "s He invites "comments and
correspondence" on his website, <www.newmystics.com>.
Jef Mu"ay has been sketching and painting natural and mythological wildlife and landscapes
since his childhood years. His paintings, sketches, illustrations, and logos are sought after by
private and corporate patrons and by non-profit groups such as the Nature Conservancy, the
Mythopoeic Society, and the Tolkien Society. He has developed black and white and color
illustrationsfor use with articles, poems, and children's stories, and is an enthusiastic supporter
of Mythic Circle. His website is at <www.Jefbdurray.com>.
John Savoie returns to Mythic Circle #25, after publishing a poem in #24. With a Ph. D from
Yale University, he teaches English at Southern Illinois University, Edwardsville.
Maria Ott Tatham states, "[tjhe last several months I have been caring for my Mother with the
help of hospice. My Mother died in April, and I am still at home trying to succeed at writing,
and with more free time than I had before. I have a BA with a major in English Lit, have done
some graduate work in creative writing at BGSU (years ago) and also in Christian Education at a
seminary in Ohio."
MelanieArrowood 'Wilcox, a native of North Carolina, is a writer and an artist. Many of her
recent stories explore adult conflictsthrough/ables and cultural archetypes.
Lee Clark Zumpe has by now completed his BA in English from the University of South
Florida in Tampa Recent publications include short stories "The High Priest ofTurmiz" (in
Mythic Circle #24) and ''The Spawning" (in The Edge). Poems by him have appeared in Wicked
Hollow and Dust Devil. His poetry chapbook, An Invisible Shimmer, should soon be available
from Anxiety Publications.
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