
   [image: Cover: The Gardens of Dorr by Paul Biegel and Eva Johanna Rubin]


   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	The Lost City 

                  	Yiri, the Gate-Keeper 

                  	Jarrick 

                  	The Stone City 

                  	The Black-Finger Pass 

                  	The Blind Magician 

                  	A Song for Jojo 

                  	Epsie 

                  	The Wild Dance 

                  	The Shadows 

                  	The Old Tower 

                  	The Statue’s Dream 

                  	The Thousand Chronicles 

                  	The Dark Room 

                  	In Glop’s Trap 

                  	The Jester 

                  	Mr Dill 

                  	The Seventh Summer 

                  	The End 

                  	The Last Crossing 

                  	Also Available from Pushkin Children’s 

                  	About the Author 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      5
         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

         
      6
    

      

   


   
      7
         
            
               [image: ]

            

            The Lost City

         

         The only way to cross the black water was by the dwarf’s boat of woven reed.

         ‘It’ll cost you a kiss on your left cheek,’ said the dwarf with a grin. He had a hump on his back that weighed him down like a heavy load he would always carry.

         ‘All right,’ the girl said in a whisper.

         The dwarf turned and hobbled towards the bank. ‘Get in,’ he said.

         The girl wore silver shoes. The woven reed scarcely creaked as she stepped into the boat.

         ‘In the stern,’ growled the dwarf, and seizing a punt-pole, jumped in after her, making the whole boat creak 8and groan. The water was so black that not even the moon was reflected, and so wide that even by day the far side was not visible.

         The dwarf thrust his punt-pole into the water, put the end against his shoulder and began to push, leaning forward and pacing slowly from bow to stern, where the girl was sitting. She had to move her head aside to let him pass, and she felt his boots scrape against her knee. But then he turned and began the whole business over again, pacing step by step, while all the time the reed bottom scrunched and creaked under his feet.

         The water was getting deeper. Each time the dwarf had to lean farther forward to get the pole against his shoulder. The seventh time brought his face level with the seated girl’s, and with the last step his bristly nose almost touched her cheek.

         ‘He, he, not yet!’ he sniggered. ‘The kiss comes later. First the trough.’

         The girl stared into his watery eyes.

         ‘The trough is the deep,’ the dwarf said, panting. ‘Below us now. Fall in here and you sink three hours down. No use punting.’ He laid his dripping pole across the boat. ‘If we’ve picked up enough speed the boat goes on its own.’ He grinned again. ‘Fancy shoes you got! Silver. Real silver?’

         The girl looked down but caught sight of something else. Water was streaming through a hole in the woven reed. 9

         She uttered a cry.

         ‘Hush!’ hissed the dwarf. ‘It’s only the water being curious. Put your foot there. Silver stops it.’

         The girl pressed her foot over the leak and the boat floated on. After a while the current began to drag them towards the far bank.

         ‘No go!’ muttered the dwarf. ‘We’re all askew.’ He began punting again, for now they had passed the trough, but as he paced towards the girl for the third time, his heel tramped a new hole in the bottom.

         ‘Other foot!’ snapped the dwarf.

         To do this, the girl had to stand up, feet apart. More and more water poured into the boat.

         The dwarf started to hum, mumbling words from time to time:

         
            
               ‘To and fro

               Across the dark lake

               Every time

               Another I take.’

            

         

         ‘Are we nearly there?’ asked the girl.

         The dwarf made no answer but went on humming and punting, pacing slowly to and fro, while all the time the reed bottom creaked under his boots.

         The girl tried to peer ahead, but there was nothing to be seen, only the wide, black expanse where no ripple stirred and no glimmer of light was reflected. 10

         ‘In front of you!’ snarled the dwarf. ‘Another leak.’ He went on punting as if it were of no consequence. ‘Your hand,’ he growled. ‘Go on, stoop!’

         She could just reach without shifting her feet, but it was an awkward position and the cold water pricked her hand like needles. Each time the dwarf passed, his boots scraped her shoulder. They stank of rancid grease.

         ‘We’ll never get there,’ thought the girl. ‘We’ll sink and drown and it will all have been for nothing.’

         Water was now gushing through a fourth hole in the bottom.

         ‘On your knees,’ cried the dwarf.

         The girl knelt on the holes where her feet had been, and covered the other two with her hands. The water came up to her sleeves and her skirt was wringing wet.

         The dwarf went on pacing up and down with his pole, his boots splashing through the water on the bottom. A drop fell on the girl’s lips, it tasted bitter. All the time she was afraid the dwarf would tread on her hand, but she dared not move it for fear the boat would immediately become waterlogged.

         ‘Sing us a song,’ said the dwarf. ‘Singing goes well with punting.’

         But the girl was silent.

         ‘Come on, sing!’ he ordered. ‘I’m partial to a pretty voice.’ 11

         So, crouched on all fours in the sinking boat, the girl began singing a strange song. Her voice rang out clear and sweet, and the water seemed to grow even stiller as if anxious to hear the words:

         
            
               ‘On Sunday I sow him

               On Monday I grow him

               On Tuesday I claim him

               On Wednesday I name him

               On Thursday I see him

               On Friday I free him

               On Saturday…’

            

         

         Then her voice faltered. The dwarf’s heel had tramped another huge hole in the bottom and water came flooding in.

         But the boat didn’t sink. It touched the bank and the dwarf jumped ashore. ‘We’re there,’ he said. ‘What happened on Saturday?’

         The girl stepped out of the boat. ‘I don’t know,’ she said, staring wide-eyed at the dwarf. ‘I don’t know how it goes on or how it ends.’

         ‘Peculiar song that,’ muttered the dwarf. ‘Dangerous too, I shouldn’t wonder. Better not sing it down there.’

         The girl was still staring at him. ‘Thanks for the trip,’ she said.

         The dwarf grinned. ‘Aha, time for my fare!’ he said. ‘Left cheek.’ 12

         The girl turned her face.

         The dwarf stood on tiptoe, one hand clawing her shoulder. ‘Closer, my little dear!’ he panted, his mouldy breath puffing in her face, and she had to stoop still lower down before he could reach up to her face.

         Then he pressed his lips to her cheek and kissed her. It pricked. With a grin he let her go. ‘There!’ he said with a leer. ‘That looks fine on the young lady!’

         The girl had no idea what he meant, quite unaware that the imprint of his lips was engraved on her cheek. Pitch black, indelible.

         ‘What’s that hanging on your necklace?’ asked the dwarf with a cunning look.

         The girl touched her throat. ‘It’s none of your business,’ she said. ‘Go away.’

         ‘Secrets, eh?’ mocked the dwarf. ‘Better be careful down there, my girl,’ and he hobbled back to his boat to mend the holes with fresh reeds, spittle and pitch.

         The girl turned and took the path that led away from the bank. Her silver shoes were soaked, and her skirt clung about her knees.

         There before her, wrapped in a deathly silence, lay a city. Its high walls and lofty towers looked drab in the darkness, and no light shone.

         This was the lost city of Dorr. 13
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            Yiri, the Gate-Keeper

         

         The entrance to the lost city of Dorr was a dark gateway smelling of past ages. Beside it stood a small lodge where the gate-keeper was on guard day and night. This was the old soldier, Yiri.

         That evening, on hearing the girl’s footsteps on the path, he called out: ‘Halt! Show your pass.’

         As he came towards her the girl hung her head. ‘I haven’t got one,’ she said.

         ‘Why not? Didn’t the dwarf ferry you over?’

         ‘Yes, he did,’ murmured the girl.

         ‘Well then where’s your pass?’ said the soldier. He raised her head and tilted her face sideways. ‘Can’t see 15a thing in this pitch dark,’ he muttered. ‘Come to the light.’ He pushed her into his lodge where he lit a candle and held the flickering light close to her face.

         ‘The villain!’ he exclaimed. ‘No name, just a kiss. A black kiss on your smooth little cheek. Expensive pass. Haven’t you got a name?’

         ‘Oh…’ said the girl, ‘call me what you like. I don’t mind.’

         The old soldier looked at her. ‘Ah,’ he said, ‘you somehow remind me of… of flowers.’ The girl started, but the soldier didn’t notice. ‘Yes,’ he went on, ‘of the fresh green sweet balm we used to find in the woods in times past. Melissa, they called it, and that’s what I’ll call you. That’ll be your name in this city.’ He shook his head. ‘But this is no place for you. Why have you come?’

         ‘To look for the Gardens of Dorr,’ she said.

         ‘What?’ The soldier’s mouth fell open and he dropped into a chair and began to laugh. Laughter came bellowing from the depths of his throat. ‘Gardens?’ he cried. ‘Gardens in Dorr? You won’t find any gardens, even small ones, not a flowerpot, nothing! Did you think anything grew in Dorr?’

         The girl turned pale. ‘I was told so,’ she said.

         ‘Who by?’ asked the soldier.

         ‘Oh, some people,’ said the girl.

         Yiri gripped her arm. ‘Then you’ve come from far away,’ he said. ‘Won’t you stay a while and talk to me? I’m 16always alone here. I’ve got a bit of brown bread and cheese, wouldn’t you like some? There is enough for both of us.’

         ‘Yes, please,’ said Melissa, and sat down.

         Yiri went to fetch the bread and cheese. He walked with one foot booted and one foot bare.

         ‘What happened to the other?’ asked Melissa.

         ‘Lost in my last battle,’ said Yiri.

         ‘Were you very brave?’ Melissa asked.

         ‘Oh, always,’ said Yiri. ‘I’ll tell you all about my bravery.’ He took an enormous bite of bread and cheese and when he had finished munching he began:

         THE STORY OF THE BRAVE SOLDIER YIRI

         We shared a cannon, my mate and me, and we shared a horse. We served in General Tsem’s army and waged war against the enemy. ‘Blackguards!’ the General would roar every morning, pointing to them in the distance. ‘They’re out to capture our city. Up and at ’em!’

         Sometimes it was an enemy in red uniform, sometimes in green, and sometimes even in white. But it made no difference to us. All we had to do was to aim our cannon and keep firing.

         My mate was best at aiming. I rammed in the cannon balls and lighted the fuse. We called our cannon Brenz, 17and it roared so loudly that we had to stuff our fingers in our ears and hold our noses because of the smell. Then, after a good day’s banging away, we’d mount our horse, my mate and me, and ride to the city in the evening, because in the city there was wine to drink and pretty girls to dance with. We’d drink from the same glass and hang on to each other’s shoulders to steady ourselves, then we’d dance with the girls and kiss them, each of us kissing a cheek. They’d giggle and say we smelled of gunpowder smoke. Ah, those were happy days in the life of a soldier! And when we rode homewards on our one horse, my mate in front and me hanging on behind, we’d sing to the moon. Then I’d say: ‘You reek of wine!’ and he’d call back: ‘Tomorrow it’ll be of gunpowder smoke!’ And so the days and months and years rolled on, while all the time a new enemy appeared in the distance, sometimes in black uniform.

         But one morning the General, his eyes blazing, shouted to us to bring our cannon across the hill because the enemy was advancing from the other side. We harnessed the horse to our cannon and led it over the hill outside the city. There we saw a terrible enemy all in silver marching one-two, one-two. We opened fire at once. My mate took aim and I fired, and cannon ball after cannon ball flew screaming at the marchers. But on they came, one-two, one-two. 18
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         19‘Get a move on there!’ roared the General, and I rammed two balls at once into the cannon, and a double lot of powder, and my mate aimed with both eyes. But still the enemy advanced, getting closer all the time.

         ‘Fire!’ roared the General. ‘Fire!’ roared the General. ‘Fire!’ roared… But then the General fell dead, shot by the enemy. Our army was soon in terrible disorder: no more commands were given, and nobody wanted to be General, so the soldiers began running away.

         But my mate and me, we kept on firing. We didn’t stuff our fingers in our ears now, and we didn’t hold our noses. We ourselves were bang and smell all over, and we forgot the pretty girls as we aimed at the silver enemy that we never, never could hit.

         Then I grabbed my last cannon ball. ‘Let’s aim together!’ I cried to my mate. ‘You in front and me behind!’ But as he narrowed his eyes to take aim, and put his cheek against the barrel, he fell backwards. I caught him. His head bumped against my shoulder and I turned his face towards me and looked at it. His eyes were still aiming, but they had stopped seeing me or the enemy. He was dead like the General.

         I laid him down and cried out, louder than the cannon. Alone I fired the last shot at the silver enemy. Then, because I had no more cannon balls, I took off my boot and rammed it into the cannon with thirteen 20pounds of gunpowder. I fired. With a terrible howl my boot tore through the air and hit the enemy leader full on the chest.

         But he just laughed and came on still, the black print of my boot on his silver chest.

         Then I dropped down on my mate to shield him, clinging to his shoulders, but the enemy dragged me to my feet and took me prisoner.

         They blindfolded me with a silver bandage and put me on the back of our own horse and led me away. But now I had nobody to hang on to, and whenever I smelt gunpowder smoke, tears smarted in my eyes.

         We rode on until I grew old. Then I was allowed to dismount, the bandage was removed and I found myself here, at the gate of the city of Dorr. I thought I must have been riding in a great circle because it looked so exactly like our own city. But it isn’t. All life has vanished from it, and it is still occupied by the silver soldiers. Ever since then I’ve been gatekeeper here, with one boot on and one foot bare.

         
             

         

         When he had finished his story, the brave soldier Yiri was silent for a while. He took another huge hunk of bread, put a thick slice of cheese on it and began to munch. Then he saw Melissa’s shoes.

         ‘You’ve nothing to do with the silver soldiers, have you?’ he asked suddenly. 21

         Melissa was startled. ‘No,’ she said. ‘Oh, no, I know nothing about them.’

         The old soldier stared at her and saw she was telling the truth. ‘Then where do you come from?’ he asked.

         ‘Oh,’ said Melissa, ‘from long ago. I had a mate then.’

         ‘Did you?’ said Yiri.

         ‘But not any more,’ said Melissa.

         ‘Was he caught by the Silver Ones?’ asked Yiri.

         ‘N-no,’ stammered the girl.

         The soldier took another bite. ‘Well, why are you here?’ he asked.

         Melissa stared at the ground without answering.

         ‘Why are you looking for gardens that aren’t there?’ Yiri went on.

         But still the girl didn’t answer. When at last she looked up, the soldier noticed that her eyes were unseeing, gazing into the distance at something she had left behind yet was seeking still.

         ‘Your mate isn’t dead then?’ he asked suddenly.

         Melissa seemed startled. Her hand flew to her neck where the silver chain was hidden. ‘N-no,’ she said, and got up. ‘I must go now.’

         ‘Don’t!’ Yiri said. ‘Turn back while there’s still time. You’re so young and fresh, Melissa, the only growing thing in this city. But you’ll just wither.’

         ‘I must go on looking,’ she said.

         The soldier shrugged his shoulders. ‘You’ll find cellars 22and domes and dungeons, all of stone,’ he said, ‘but no gardens. And you’ll lose your way, lose it for ever and become one of them.’

         ‘Them?’ said Melissa.

         ‘A Dorridian,’ said the soldier. ‘An inhabitant of the lost city. Oh, you’ll come across them all right! But what a pity! You’re such a dear little soul.’

         But Melissa didn’t hesitate. ‘Goodbye,’ she said, and walked out of the lodge and through the gates without once looking back.

         It was just before sunrise, and grey clouds were gathering to hang all day over the city of Dorr. The high walls and towers were slowly taking on a greyish tinge. No bird sang, and there was not a single leaf to rustle in the dawn wind.
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            Jarrick

         

         The dwarf had mended the holes in his boat with fresh reeds, spittle and pitch. He went back across the black water, but when he reached the other side he stopped dead. From the woods in the distance stopped dead. From the woods in the distance came a sound of singing.

         
            
               ‘I follow my dear, I follow my dear,

               Year after year after year,

               My legs are lame,

               I forget my name

               But never hers, but never hers,

               For she is to me my dear.’ 24

            

         

         The thrumming of strings that followed was drawing closer.

         ‘Here comes badness,’ growled the dwarf. He jumped ashore, and bending his head lower than his hump, he crept into the bushes.

         Pling-plang-plong he heard, in time to the approaching footsteps. The minstrel had hung his lute over his hip and was making straight for the place where the dwarf was hiding. He looked like some vagabond with a coat full of holes and trousers mended with straw. He went to the water’s edge, peered across, dipped the toe of his shoe in, jumped up and down several times, then stood musing. Suddenly he seized his lute, struck a ringing note and sang:

         
            
               ‘There once was a frog

               Whose friend was a dog:

               They were caught by a man

               And put in a pan:

               The hot dog he died,

               The frog was french-fried.’

            

         

         ‘Hey you!’ cried the dwarf suddenly coming out of the bushes. ‘I want no music hereabouts!’

         The minstrel turned: pling went his lute. ‘Hello, my good dwarf!’ he said. ‘I’ll wager you’ve stuffed all your misery into the back of your collar. It weighs you down, that’s easy to see.’ 25

         The dwarf spat. ‘I want none of your cheek neither,’ he said.

         ‘In that case, shall we dance?’ asked the vagabond minstrel. ‘Dancing with Jarrick makes you merry.’

         ‘Go to hell!’

         ‘I’d rather go across,’ said Jarrick. ‘Across the water, I mean.’

         ‘Swim then,’ said the dwarf.

         ‘I’m scared of frogs,’ said Jarrick.

         ‘There’s no frogs here.’

         ‘Oh?’

         ‘Everything’s dead round here,’ said the dwarf. ‘The water’s bitter. Nothing growing, nothing swimming, nothing creeping.’

         ‘Then why the devil do you live here?’ asked the minstrel.

         The dwarf half closed his eyes. ‘What’s that to you?’

         ‘Well, it makes you grumbly,’ said Jarrick. ‘All your answers are grumbly ones, and that does concern me because I want to ask you something.’

         ‘Do you indeed!’

         ‘Yes, I do. I want to ask if anyone has passed this way lately. A young girl. She’s wearing silver shoes.’

         ‘So that’s what you want to know, is it?’

         The minstrel smiled. He took his lute, struck seven notes at once and sang: ‘Ye-e-e-s!’

         ‘Stop that!’ screamed the dwarf. 26

         ‘Well, has she been here?’ (plingle-plingle-plingle went the lute.) ‘Has she been here, yes or no? Answer me or I’ll start a song that goes on for three hours,’ and he struck some chords.

         The dwarf pressed his hands over his ears. ‘Ye-e-es!’ he shouted. ‘Stop that! She’s been here all right.’

         Jarrick slung the lute on his hip, seized the dwarf by his jerkin and pulled him out straight, so hard that he seemed to have no hump. ‘When?’ he asked. ‘Where did she go? Which way? Speak up!’

         ‘Steady, mate,’ hissed the dwarf.

         But Jarrick shook him. ‘Speak up, I’ve got to find her. Where has she gone?’

         The dwarf grinned. ‘Happen she’s the dearie you been following year after year,’ he said with a sly look.

         The minstrel let go of him and stared at the ground. Mechanically he took his lute:

         
            
               ‘My legs are lame,

               I forget my name

               But never hers, but never hers

               For she is to me my dear.’

            

         

         The dwarf had kept silent, but now he leered at Jarrick with watery eyes. ‘You’re too late, mate!’ he said. ‘She’s crossed over.’

         ‘Has she? Well, what’s on the other side?’ asked Jarrick. 27

         ‘The lost city of Dorr,’ answered the dwarf.

         ‘Take me across,’ said Jarrick. ‘I’ll look for her there.’

         The dwarf’s eyes were slits. ‘You’ll have to pay.’

         ‘How much?’

         ‘How much nothing!’ said the dwarf. ‘I want that story, the one you were singing about. Tell it in the boat. If it isn’t good I’ll turn back.’

         ‘Ah,’ said Jarrick, ‘but that story will last longer than the crossing.’

         ‘We’ll see,’ said the dwarf. ‘Get in.’

         As the boat pushed off, the minstrel sat down and began his tale. His lute lay beside him. A lute with seven strings.

         THE STORY OF EVERMINE AND NEVERMINE: THE BEGINNING

         The garden was much bigger than the castle. Oaks and chestnuts grew there, and birches and old twisted firs that creaked and sighed in the wind. But there were no flowers. None at all.

         Right across the garden ran a hill, and behind this they used to play—the king’s daughter and the gardener’s son. They climbed the trees, fished in the lakes, and dug secret holes in the ground where they scratched their names or a magic word. 28
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         29The girl wore the dress of a princess. It was embroidered with flowers and she never tore or stained it. The boy wore the ragged trousers of a garden-boy, but every day he tore new holes in them, and the stains were three layers thick.

         And the princess would say: ‘I like playing with you just because you are so ragged and dirty!’

         And the boy would say: ‘I like playing with you—but I just don’t know why!’

         Then they would shout with laughter and chase each other, playing robbers or hide-and-seek. Or Sleeping Beauty. But when the boy woke her with a kiss, the girl’s cheek stayed clean.

         Nobody knew they played like this.

         Only Sirdis.

         The queen, the mother of the girl, had a beautiful room in the castle where she sat all day long, surrounded by distinguished ladies who waited upon her. But she was a sad queen, sad because Sirdis lived in the castle.

         Sirdis was a witch whom nobody suspected of being a witch.

         Certainly not the king. In his eyes she was a lovely woman, and he sometimes went to sleep in her room on her beautiful silver pillows. But the queen suspected, though she never said anything and just went on being sad. So did the princess, though she said nothing because she was afraid. 30

         Sirdis had eyes that could see right through the hill, so she knew what games the princess and the gardener’s boy were playing. She told the king as he lay beside her on the silver pillows that night.

         The next morning the king said to his daughter: ‘You mustn’t play with that gardener’s boy any more,’ and the princess was made to stay indoors and do her lessons. For weeks she was taught reading and grammar, deportment and history, geography, diligence and sums. She learnt everything by heart, but she began to wilt like a flower in a vase without water.

         ‘It’s no use,’ said the king to the witchwoman. ‘On Saturdays and Sundays she must be allowed to play with that boy.’

         At six o’clock the very next Saturday morning the princess ran to the back of the hill only to find that the boy had got there first. This made them laugh right away. Then they played as they had never played before, ending up with Sleeping Beauty, and this time he wakened her with the longest kiss yet. Then he sighed: ‘Oh dear! Even if you were mine-to-be, I could never, never be yours.’

         ‘What do you mean?’ she asked.

         ‘Well, when we grow up we could never stay together and be married, could we? I want you to be mine, but I could never be yours. You are going to be a queen.’

         ‘That’s just why you must be mine. For ever, ever mine!’

         ‘No, I shan’t. And you will never, never be mine.’ 31

         ‘Ever mine!’

         ‘Never mine!’

         They looked at each other and pealed with laughter.

         ‘Hello, Evermine!’ cried the princess. ‘That’s what I shall call you!’

         ‘Oh, Nevermine…’ said the gardener’s boy, but it was only a whisper as he turned away.

         ‘Let’s go to the lake!’ cried Nevermine. There they caught tadpoles and beetles and two salamanders, and one of Evermine’s feet slipped in, so they hung his shoe on a tree and lit a fire underneath to dry it.

         But Sirdis saw it all and said to the king: ‘This cannot go on. Those two are bejobbling the park!’

         ‘Keep that witch’s language to yourself!’ said the king, and it was as if he suddenly saw with new eyes. He sat for a long time staring into the distance. But he did order the little girl indoors again and she had to go back to her lessons day after day until the king noticed how she was wilting without her friend.

         Then he had another idea. He ordered the gardener’s boy indoors too and had him dressed in velvet trousers and a brocade tunic and made him do lessons with the princess.

         But the boy could never remember dates: his writing was a scrawl and his spelling was abominable. He made blue ink-stains on the map so that it looked as if there were oceans where none existed. 32

         Nevermine tried to help him, but Evermine kicked his chair, spilled tea on his tunic, and made a three-cornered tear in the leg of his velvet trousers.

         ‘What did I tell you?!’ said the witch.

         ‘Mm,’ said the king.

         But that very night these two had a quarrel in the bed with the silver pillows.

         ‘That boy’s place is in the garden,’ hissed the witch. ‘And hers is in the palace. She is to be queen, and that’s the way I want it. She should be indoors, all in silk. She shouldn’t meddle with a common muck-raker!’

         ‘Oh well,’ sighed the king, ‘they’re still very young.’

         ‘Young?’ shrilled Sirdis. ‘Young? The young grow up, woo, get married. Then she’ll begruvvel and befrizzel herself into a prickthistle!’

         ‘Not that language!’ groaned the king.

         ‘If you say that again I’ll bedongulate you!’ threatened Sirdis, and her voice was malignant. In the darkness her eyes glowed. ‘But I know what I’ll do,’ she went on. ‘Yes, I know, ha-ha! I’ll put him in the garden so that he’ll never get out again. I’ll fix him—in the ground! And that will put an end to all this flim-flam-flummery. Then you,’ she added spitefully, ‘you will have a flower at last! That’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? A beautiful big flower in your garden!’

         ‘Well,’ said the king, ‘I don’t mind. You never wanted flowers.’ 33

         ‘But I do now!’ screamed the witch. ‘I want just that one flower—and at once!’

         She hurled the silver pillows on the floor and flounced out of the room. Along the corridor she went, down the stairs—down all the stairs—to the very deepest cellar where she had her witch’s den.

         Later that night a gust of wind howled through the garden. It was like a wail, a lament, and it woke everybody up.

         Next morning the gardener’s boy had disappeared. They never found him again, or his clothes.

         But under the birch trees in the garden a strange plant was growing. It was the height of a man, with ragged edges to its leaves. The flower was pale in colour, with two blue dots that seemed to look at you like eyes. When the princess saw it she burst into tears. ‘Evermine!’ she sobbed, and the king did not understand what she meant. But he now understood something else. Sirdis was a witch.

         A shock jarred the dwarf’s boat. It had bumped against the bank, but because of Jarrick’s story the dwarf hadn’t noticed where they were.

         ‘Ha!’ cried the minstrel, and with one agile leap he was on the shore.

         ‘Stop!’ cried the dwarf. ‘You haven’t finished the story.’

         ‘Not nearly,’ said Jarrick. ‘I told you it would take longer than the crossing, didn’t I?’ 34

         The dwarf also jumped ashore and seized hold of the minstrel. ‘You haven’t paid enough. I want to know more. Didn’t they see each other again?’

         ‘Now you’re just being nosy,’ said Jarrick.

         The dwarf dragged the minstrel closer. ‘You were going to tell me your own story,’ he cried harshly. ‘But you didn’t have any part in this one, not unless you were that gardener’s boy, eh? Bah! That flower bit was a load of fairytale rubbish! You made it up. She didn’t want you, but you wouldn’t want to put that in your story, now would you?’

         Jarrick smiled and shook his head. ‘Gardeners’ boys don’t make music,’ he said.

         ‘But you’ve got ragged trousers!’ cried the dwarf.

         ‘Oh, let go of me!’ shouted the minstrel. He tried to shake off the dwarf but in the struggle the dwarf’s fingers scrabbled among the seven lute strings. A discord rent the silence and the dwarf let go.

         ‘Spiddle it!’ he swore.

         Jarrick turned, and half running took the path that led away from the bank.

         The dwarf began howling after him: ‘I’ll get you yet, that I will! You won’t be let into the city without a pass. You won’t find your dearie neither! I kissed her, I did. Ha-ha! A soft little cheek has your dearie too. A nice soft little cheek. I’ve had a taste of it and now it’s printed black and you won’t get it off—not ever!’ In his rage he screamed the last words. 35

         But the minstrel took no notice.

         ‘And if you think you’ll find her in that stone city, bah! Just you try! Once inside you’re done for, lost, forgotten! People wither away in Dorr!’

         It was not certain whether the minstrel heard this, but the dwarf stopped shouting. He hurried over to his boat in case it should float off. He also wanted to get back to the other side because he hated to linger anywhere near the withered city. After all, what did it matter to him what these human beings sought there?
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