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It is written in the Chronicles of Sorrowing 

that one day there will come a child 

who will unseat a king.

The prophecy states that this child will be a girl.

Because of this, 

the prophecy has long been ignored.









nswelica was a goat with teeth that 

were the mirror of her soul—large, 

sharp, and uncompromising.

One of the goat’s favorite games was to lull the 

monks of the Order of the Chronicles of Sorrowing 

into a sense of complacency by arranging her features 

in a benign and indiff erent expression.

For weeks, she would bite no one.

When approached, she would merely stare into the 

distance as if she were considering something profound. 

And then, when the brothers had relaxed their guard, 

thinking that perhaps, somehow, Answelica had 

changed, the goat would come from behind and butt 

them in the backside as hard as she was able.

She was very strong, and she had a very hard head. 
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Because of this, the goat was able to send the monks 

fl ying great distances through the air.

When they landed, she bit them.

She was a goat who formed peculiar and inexplicable 

antipathies, taking an intense dislike to certain 

individuals. She would stalk a particular brother, 

waiting for him in the purple shadow of a building, and 

then she would leap out and make an unholy noise that 

sounded like the scream of a demon.

� e monk—terrifi ed, undone—would scream, too.

� e monk and the goat would then engage in a duet 

of screaming until the goat was satisfi ed and trotted 

away looking beatifi c, leaving behind her a trembling, 

weeping monk.

� e brothers of the Order of the Chronicles of 

Sorrowing would have liked to butcher her, but they 

were afraid of the ghost of Answelica.

� e monks agreed among themselves that the 

ghost of the goat would surely be more vicious and 

determined, more impossible to outwit, than the fl esh-

and-blood goat.

How would she seek her revenge from the afterworld?

It beggared the imagination to consider what the 

ghost goat would do.
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And so she lived.

Which is just as well.

Which is, in fact, wonderful.

Because without the goat, Beatryce surely would 

have died.

And then where would we be?
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Chapter Twoß

ll of this took place during a time of war.

Sadly, this does not distinguish it from any

other time; it was always a time of war.

Brother Edik was the one who found her.

� e world that morning was coated in a layer of 

hoarfrost, and the brother was late to the task of feeding 

Answelica because he had stood for too long admiring 

the light of the rising sun shining on the blades of grass 

and the branches of the trees.

� e whole world seemed lit from within.

“Surely, it is evidence of something,” Brother Edik 

said aloud. “Surely, such beauty means something.”

He stood and looked at the world until the cold 

made his hands ache and he came at last to his senses.

He trembled as he entered the barn, certain that 

Answelica—displeased at his lateness—was already 

plotting against him. But he was surprised to fi nd the 

goat asleep, her legs folded beneath her, her back to him.

What new ploy was this?

Brother Edik cleared his throat. He put down the 

bucket. Still, the goat did not move. He stepped closer. 

He gasped.
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His mind was playing tricks on him.

Or rather it was his eye playing tricks—his left 

eye, which would not stay quiet and still, but rolled 

around in his head, looking for something it had yet 

to fi nd.

“Some demon occupies that eye,” Brother Edik’s 

father had said, “and that demon has made its way into 

your mind as well.”

And now, in the early-morning gloom of the barn, 

Brother Edik’s wandering eye, his strange mind, was 

seeing a goat with two heads.

“Have mercy upon us,” whispered Brother Edik.

Answelica with one head was already more than the 

brothers could bear. How could they live with the goat 

if she had two heads and two sets of teeth?

She would upend the order of the universe. She 

would put the king from his castle. Answelica with two 

heads would be a creature capable of ruling the world.

� e brother took a tentative step forward. He 

squinted and saw that the other head belonged to a 

child curled up beside the goat.

Brother Edik let out a sigh of relief.

And then a new wave of terror engulfed him when 

he realized that the child had hold of one of the 

goat’s ears.
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Chapter Threeß

child. Next to the goat.

A child curled up and holding on to the

demon Answelica!

Brother Edik’s heart thumped with dread. � e goat’s 

terrible teeth fl ashed through his mind. He knew those 

teeth more intimately than he would wish.

On a summer day the year before, Brother Edik 

had spent what seemed an eternity being chased by 

Answelica through a fl ower-studded meadow.

What the goat was doing in this meadow, miles from 

the monastery, close to the castle of the king, was a 

mystery that Brother Edik had never solved.

Brother Edik should not have been there himself. It 

was only that a traveler had told him of the fl owers in 

the fi eld, of their glory and profusion, and Brother Edik 

thought that he must see this beauty for himself.

In the meadow, the goat had come up behind him, 

silently, stealthily. She breathed her terrible breath 

upon his backside; then she gave him a gentle, almost 

playful, butt with her head.

Brother Edik began to run.
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He ran, and the goat followed him. � e two of them 

ran together through the fi eld of fl owers. And when, 

at last and inevitably, Brother Edik tripped and fell, 

Answelica came up to him and stood with one cloven 

hoof on his chest, looked deep into his eyes, and opened 

and closed her mouth.

She drooled on him.

She gave him a good amount of time, another 

eternity, to consider her teeth in every particular, and 

to consider, too, the atrocities of which he knew them 

to be capable.

Just when Brother Edik thought that he could bear 

it no more, the goat pressed her hoof down upon him 

very, very hard, then lifted it and walked away from him.

He bore the mark of that afternoon still—the sullen 

partial outline of a goat’s hoof on his chest. � e mark 

would stay there for the rest of his life, a red arrow 

pointing to his heart.

As if anyone would need help locating Brother Edik’s 

heart!

“Here,” he said now. He took a step closer to the goat. 

“We must be very careful.”

� e goat ignored him. � e small form nestled up 

against the goat did not stir. Brother Edik saw that the 

child’s feet were bare and covered in blood.
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He shivered. Should he go and get help?

“You coward,” he heard his father say. “You broken-

eyed coward.”

And it was true. He was a coward.

But still, he could not walk away and leave this child 

alone with Answelica. He would have to confront the 

goat.

“You goat-fearing fool,” he heard his father say.

Brother Edik sighed.

He wished his father’s voice would leave him alone. 

He wished it could be silenced once and for all.

Brother Edik gathered his robe and made to climb 

over the gate and into the goat’s domain.

Answelica stood. She emitted a high-pitched noise.

� e child sat up, and Brother Edik saw long hair, 

astonished eyes, a face shaped like a heart.

A girl child.

She was crying.

It was not outraged crying or sorrowful crying. It 

was the crying of someone who was tired beyond all 

reckoning, the crying of someone who was trying very 

hard not to cry.

Tears rolled down her face as she looked into his 

eyes, both of them—his steady eye and his wild and 

wandering eye—and did not look away.
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Brother Edik looked back at her. He felt his heart 

shift inside of him.

He felt it open.

“Oh,” said Brother Edik.

Answelica let out another high-pitched noise.

“Shhh,” said Brother Edik to the goat and the girl. 

“Shhhh. All will be well. All will be well.”

And yet, even as Brother Edik spoke t hose words, other 

words, more ominous words, were being spoken not far 

away.

In the drafty throne room of the king’s castle, a soldier 

bowed before the king and said, “Sire, the woman is 

secured in the dungeon, as you commanded. But I must 

tell you that the child is missing. I have searched all of 

Castle Abelard and its environs. I could not fi nd her.”

“What do you mean you could not fi nd her?” said 

the king.

“I mean, sire, that she is not there. Her body was not 

there. The girl is gone.”
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Chapter Fourß

nswelica stood next to the child in a ferocious, 

protective pose.

Brother Edik had one leg swung over the gate and 

one leg still on the ground.

“Please,” he said to the goat.

Answelica looked at him, and then she turned and 

looked at the child, and then she looked back at him. 

In the dim barn, it was hard to gauge subtleties of 

emotion, particularly in the eyes of a being who had 

seldom before evidenced subtleties of any sort, but 

Brother Edik thought he recognized the fl icker in the 

goat’s eye. It was both a light of aff ection for the child 

and a light of warning for him.

� e goat lowered her head in a threatening gesture.

“It is cold,” said Brother Edik from atop the gate. “It 

is very cold. Too cold for a child. I mean her no harm. I 

only want to help.”

� e goat and the monk stared at each other. 

Meanwhile, the child quietly cried.

Outside, the sun rose higher and higher. A wedge of 
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light entered the barn—golden and warm. Dust motes 

danced in the air.

Beauty, again.

“Let me in,” said Brother Edik to the goat. He spoke 

softly.  “You must let me tend to her.”

Answelica took one step back.

For what was surely the fi rst time in her life, she 

retreated.

Brother Edik swung his other leg over the gate. He 

stepped into the goat’s enclosure.

“Are you injured?” he asked the child.

She was young. Not more than ten years old, 

although it was impossible to tell for certain, dirt- and 

blood-encrusted as she was.

� e girl did not answer him.

“What is your name?” asked Brother Edik.

Tears continued to roll down her cheeks, clearing a 

path through the dirt.

Brother Edik took a step toward her. Answelica 

growled. You would not think a goat could growl, but 

this goat was forever full of surprises.

“Will you let me carry you?” Brother Edik asked.

Again, the child did not answer. Perhaps she could 

not speak?

Answelica glared at him. She lowered her head. She 
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off ered her ear, and the girl took hold of it. � e goat 

stood quietly, head bowed.

“I am going to carry you,” said Brother Edik. And 

then he announced his intentions to the goat: “I am 

going to carry her.”

� e child let go of Answelica’s ear.

Brother Edik bent and gathered her in his arms. Her 

skin was hot to the touch. She was burning with fever.

“She is very sick,” Brother Edik said to the goat, who 

was staring up at him. “� e fi rst thing we must attempt 

to do is to bring the fever down. And we must wash 

her. We must remove the dirt and blood. She has come 

from some war, I suppose. Do you not think it so?”

Answelica nodded.

Lord help me, thought Brother Edik. I am conferring 

with a goat.

He walked out of the barn and into the light of day 

carrying the child. � e frost had melted. � e world no 

longer shone, but it was very bright.

Answelica was at his heels.

He turned and looked back at her. He saw that the 

goat’s eyes were gentle, full of concern.

Strange world! Impossible world!

Brother Edik felt his heart, light within him, almost 

as if it were fi lled with air.
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Answelica butted her head against his legs. It was 

not a warning, but a request: “Go faster. Please hurry. 

Tend to the child.”

Oh, this strange world.

� e sun was warm on Brother Edik’s face.

� is impossible world.



19 ?

Chapter Fiveß

he dreamed.

� e tutor held something in his hand, curled

in his fi st. “It is for Beatryce,” he said.

“What is it?” shouted her brothers. “Let us see, let us 

see!”

“Tap my hand,” the tutor told her.

She touched his fi ngers, and he uncurled them slowly 

to reveal a strange creature.

“What is it?” she said.

“A seahorse,” he said.  “A horse of the sea.”

“Does it live?” she asked.

“It is dead,” the tutor answered her.

She took the seahorse from his hand. It was light, 

so light that it felt as if she were holding someone else’s 

dream cupped in her hand.

She admired the seahorse’s curled tail, considered his 

long nose. She turned him over and saw that he had 

only one eye.

“Is he made so?” she asked. “With only one eye?”

“No,” said the tutor. “Some trauma happened, I 

suppose.”

SSS
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“It’s broken!” shouted Asop.

“I want to hold it,” said Rowan.

“In a moment,” said Beatryce.

Rowan jostled her elbow, and the seahorse fell from 

her hand.

� is happened slowly, so slowly that it seemed as 

if the seahorse fl oated through the air, twisting and 

turning, his one eye appearing and then disappearing—

winking at her.

And then there came a fl ash of light.

A soldier burst into the hall.

� e seahorse never reached the ground.

� e dream ended before he could complete his fall, 

and then it began again: the tutor’s closed fi st, the 

tutor’s long fi ngers uncurling to reveal the creature, his 

voice saying, “A seahorse. A horse of the sea.”

� en came the word dead and the lightness, the 

weightlessness, of the seahorse in her hand, the creature 

falling and falling, the soldier bursting in.

� e dream repeated. It repeated and never changed.

� e seahorse, it seemed, would never do anything 

but fall.

Beatryce, caught in her fever, captured by her dream, 

turned from side to side, working to escape.
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She sat up and cried out.

Someone put a hand to her forehead.

� ere was a snuffl  ing sound, warm breath.

She reached out and found the comfort of a densely 

furred ear.

I must hold on to this, she thought. � ere is nothing 

else to do but to hold on to this.

And then she was asleep again, delivered back to the 

dream, delivered back to the tutor’s slowly opening fi st 

and to the seahorse falling, falling, falling.
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Chapter Sixß

rother Edik’s task in the Order of the  

Chronicles of Sorrowing was to illuminate.

He made glorious golden letters that began the text of 

each page of the Chronicles.

It was both a relief and a joy to him to make the 

letters match the world as he so often saw it: brilliant, 

luminous. He went to sleep at night with the letters 

glowing in his mind and woke with them there, too—

elegant, intricately formed shapes that shone and shone.

Sometimes, as he worked, the letters revealed some 

truth to him—a line of prophecy that would repeat in 

his head until he knew it to be true.

He would then go to Father Caddis and say, “� ese 

words were delivered to me as I worked.”

Father Caddis would nod and solemnly write the 

prophecy down so that it could be entered into the 

great book, and then he would stand and put his hand 

on Brother Edik’s head and speak the words that had 

been said to all the many prophets of the Order of the 

Chronicles of Sorrowing who had preceded Brother 

Edik: “I thank you for your vision. � ese words will be 

recorded.”

BB
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And after, as Brother Edik went through his day, the 

objects of the world itself glowed—the bowl on the 

table, the fl owers in the fi eld, the hoe propped against 

the side of the barn.

� is glowing must be the product of his wayward, 

broken eye—his crooked, strange mind. Or that, at 

least, was the explanation his father would have given.

Whatever the reason, Brother Edik saw beauty 

everywhere. He painted that beauty into his letters; he 

listened for the words of truth.

He wished, often, that his letters illuminated a 

manuscript less grim, less full of beheadings and 

treachery and war and prophecies of doom and 

suff ering.

Brother Edik was very sick, supremely sick, of war 

and violence.

Yet it was war and violence that had brought him the 

child.

Who could understand the world?

“I do not understand,” said the king to the soldier.

“Nor do I,” said his counselor. “She cannot have just 

disappeared. She cannot simply have magicked herself 

away.”
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“If the prophecies speak of her,” said the king to the 

counselor, “who knows what powers she has.”

“Where is the one who was sent to dispatch her?” 

asked the counselor.

“He, too, is missing,” said the soldier.

“Find her,” said the counselor. “Find him. Find 

them both. She must not live. The very kingdom is at 

stake.”

“Yes,” said the king. “The kingdom itself is at stake, 

for the prophecies say it is so. Do they not?”

“They do,” said the counselor. “So say the 

prophecies.”

For a long time, her fever burned so hot that Brother 

Edik did not know if she would live. He dribbled water 

in her mouth. He bathed her in cooling herbs. He 

prayed over her.

� e goat watched his every move, her eyes both 

suspicious and worried.

� e whole of the order watched him.

“It is a time of war,” said Father Caddis. “� ere are 

many in need. We cannot hover over every refugee who 

wanders our way. We must feed those in need, bless 

them, and send them on.”
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“But she is a child,” said Brother Edik. “And she is 

so ill.”

“She occupies your mind,” said Father Caddis, “and if 

your mind is occupied, it cannot properly concentrate 

upon the work you must do, the words you must receive. 

Also, there is the matter of the goat.”

Here, Brother Edik remained silent, for there was 

nothing to say.

Answelica had installed herself in the monastery, in 

the sickroom, at the head of the girl’s pallet, and she 

would not be moved. Anyone who attempted to unseat 

her was attacked.

� e goat would bite, snarl, and snap—making very 

fi ne use of her terrible teeth. And then, having subdued 

her attacker, having—more often than not—made him 

bleed, she would turn back and consider the child.

� e look on her face would miraculously transform 

from malevolence to adoration.

It was terrifying to behold.

When the girl was obviously distressed, when she 

cried out, Answelica tended to her. She put her head 

close and off ered her ear, and the child took it and was 

calmed.

“I believe . . .” said Brother Edik to Father Caddis. 

He cleared his throat. “It is possible, it could be, 
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that the beast has had a change of heart.”

“If it is a change, it is an extremely limited one,” 

said Father Caddis. “And in any case, I do not care if a 

change has occurred. We are not in the business of 

saving goats’ souls. Another week—that is all I can 

allow, Brother Edik. Another week, and then the 

child must go. Ideally, most ideally, the goat would go 

with her.”
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Chapter Sevenß

n those moments when she was awake, she

remembered.

And she did not want to remember.

She thought that if she remembered, she might die. 

And she had made the decision to live.

So she climbed willfully out of the clutches of the 

fever and left everything behind her: her brothers, 

the tutor, the seahorse, and whatever it was that had 

happened when the seahorse at last hit the fl oor.

She gave those memories to the fever. She off ered the 

forgetting as a gift, as a way out, a way to survive.

And when the fever broke, when she woke at last to 

the real world, she brought only one thing with her—

her name.

Beatryce.

It was a small thing to bring, but it was also 

everything, for it was a name that would appear often 

in the Chronicles of Sorrowing.

II
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Chapter Eightß

hat she saw when she woke was sunlight 

streaming through one small window that

was up very high. She was in a narrow room on a 

mattress of straw. A goat was beside her, and outside 

the window, there was a bird calling—singing two high, 

sweet notes over and over again.

She lay and listened to the bird sing.

She allowed herself to think that the bird was 

searching for her, singing her name.

Beatryce.

Beatryce.

Beatryce.

“Listen,” she said to the goat. “� e bird sings my 

name. Beatryce is my name, and the bird sings it, does 

it not?”

� e goat stared at her from golden, light-fi lled eyes.

“Beatryce,” said Beatryce. “I am Beatryce.”

� e goat nodded. Beatryce sat up.

“Surely, you have a name, too.” She put her face very 

close to the goat’s. “Massop,” she said. “Is your name 

Massop? Or is it Blechdor?”

WW
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� e goat gazed at her lovingly.

“Perhaps it is Morelich. Am I right? Are you 

Morelich?”

� e sun streaming in through the small window 

outlined the hair on the goat’s ears. � e bird sang.

Beatryce wondered if she was dreaming. If so, it was 

a pleasant dream.

She put her hand on the goat’s head. It was knobby 

and solid and warm. It seemed real enough. She grabbed 

hold of one of the goat’s ears. She gave it a tug just as 

the door to the room opened.

A monk entered.

“Oh,” he said. He stood unmoving and stared at 

her. Or rather, his right eye stared at her, and his left 

eye wandered of its own accord, looking around the 

room—at the goat, at Beatryce, at the sunlight and the 

window.

“Your left eye does as it will,” said Beatryce. “It dances 

in your head.”

� e monk raised his left hand and covered the roving 

eye.

“No, no,” she said. “I did not mean you should hide 

it.” She smiled at him.

He smiled back. He removed his hand. “I am Brother 

Edik,” he said.
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“I am Beatryce.”

“Beatryce,” he repeated.

And she was glad to hear it, glad to hear him say her 

name. She felt a wave of relief go through her. It was as 

if the monk were confi rming something.

Yes, her name was Beatryce.

Yes, she existed.

“And the goat?” she asked. “What is the goat’s name?”

“She is called Answelica.”

“Answelica,” said Beatryce. “It is not at all the name I 

expected.”

“What name did you expect?”

“I had settled upon Morelich as the most likely.”

“Morelich?”

“Yes.”

“Why Morelich?” asked Brother Edik.

“Because she did not answer to Massop,” said 

Beatryce. “Or Blechdor.”

Brother Edik smiled at her. She liked his face. She 

liked his wandering, searching eye. She liked his steady, 

quiet eye, too.

“You have been very sick,” he said to her. “Answelica 

stayed with you all the while.”

“Yes,” she said. She remembered the fever, the heat 

and despair of it. “Where is this? Where am I now?”
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“You are with the brothers of the Order of the 

Chronicles of Sorrowing.”

“And what are the Chronicles of Sorrowing?” asked 

Beatryce.

“� e Chronicles tell the story of what has happened 

and of things that might yet happen, those things which 

have been prophesied.”

“Sorrowing,” said Beatryce. � e word was a heavy 

one. “It does not sound like a happy book, a joyful 

book.”

“Alas,” said Brother Edik, “it is not.”

“Well, then,” said Beatryce, “that is not a book I would 

care to read.”

Brother Edik stared at her. “You would not care to 

read it?” he said.

His wild eye danced. His other eye remained steady 

on her face—serious, concerned—and some small bell 

of warning, some bass note of doom, echoed within 

Beatryce.

“Who are your people?” Brother Edik asked. “� ey 

will want to know that you are alive. � ey will want 

you home.”

And here, whatever brightness Beatryce had felt 

disappeared.

Who were her people?
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Where was her home?

She could not say. A great black emptiness suddenly 

yawned inside of her.

It was as if she had been walking down a path and 

turned to look behind her and found that all the things 

that should have been there, all the things that had been 

there only a moment ago—the trees, the bushes, the 

birds, the path itself—had suddenly disappeared.

“I’m Beatryce,” she said to Brother Edik. “Beatryce.”

It was all she could think to say, all that she knew. 

She started to cry.

Answelica made a goat noise of comfort. She leaned 

up against Beatryce, and Beatryce wrapped her arms 

around the goat’s neck and wept.

She wept for something she had lost but could not 

name.

Brother Edik stepped forward. He put his hand on 

her head.

I am sorrowing, Beatryce thought. I am with the 

brothers of the Order of the Chronicles of Sorrowing, and 

I am sorrowing.

� is thought—the circular truth of it—made her 

laugh.

“What is it?” asked Brother Edik. “Why do you 

laugh?”
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“Will you write of this in the Chronicles?” she asked. 

“Will you say that a girl named Beatryce, who does not 

know where she came from or who her people are, held 

on to a goat and sorrowed?”

“Yes,” said Brother Edik from above her. “It will be 

written so.”

“As something that happened?” said Beatryce. “Or 

as something that has yet to happen? Will I become a 

prophecy?”

“Oh, Beatryce,” said Brother Edik.

And in the castle of the king, in the throne room, the 

counselor reassured the king.

“This is nothing but a small delay, sire,” said the 

counselor.

“It is quite worrisome,” said the king. “I have been 

thinking. What if we have mistaken the prophecy as it 

was written? What if we have the wrong child?”

“Mistaken, sire? I would remind you that if we had 

mistaken the prophecy as it was written, if we had 

misunderstood those great words of wisdom, you would 

not now be upon the throne.”

“True, true,” said the king.
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“We do not have the wrong child. She is the one of 

whom the prophecies speak. I am certain of it.”

“I would not, though, have her killed,” said the king. 

“I want her brought to me alive. Yes, alive, so that I 

may question her.”

The counselor rubbed his eyes. He sighed. “Very 

well,” he said. “You are king. We will do as you 

command. We will instruct that she be brought back 

alive.”
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Chapter Nineß

rother Edik’s problems were compounded.

� ere was a child who was no longer hot with

fever, but who did not know who she was or where she 

belonged.

� ere was a goat who continued to refuse to be 

separated from the girl.

And worst of all, the girl—when discussing the 

Chronicles of Sorrowing—had said, “� at is not a 

book I would care to read.”

� at is not a book I would care to read.

As if she could read.

As if such a thing were possible.

Which, of course, it was not.

But still, a shiver of wonder and fear went through 

him at the possibility of a girl who could read.

Only brothers in service to God could read, and 

also the tutors and scholars who came and studied the 

prophecies.

And counselors to the king.

And the king himself.

In the whole of the world—from the great sea that 
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Brother Edik had never laid eyes on but knew existed, 

to the dark mountains that Brother Edik had heard 

described—there was only a handful of people who 

could read.

All of them were male.

None of them were female.

It was against the law to teach a girl to read, a woman 

to write.

It had been so for as long as Brother Edik could 

remember.

� e Chronicles of Sorrowing did not say that it had 

ever been otherwise.

Surely, the child misspoke.

He heard her voice again—playful, imperious. He 

heard her say, “� at is not a book I would care to read.”

His heart thumped against his rib cage.

No, he did not doubt it.

He had not misunderstood.

� e child, the girl child, could read.
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Chapter Tenß

e illuminated the letter B.

He decorated the letter with a twisty, turning

vine that was as green as springtime, as hopeful and 

insistent as the month of May. He made the B itself 

bright and gold like the sun.

And then he took the letter to her.

He held the B in front of his chest and said to 

Beatryce, “Will you tell me what this shape is?”

She looked at the illuminated letter. She looked at 

him. She said nothing.

His heart fl uttered in relief, and also in a strange sort 

of disappointment.

She was not, after all, who he had imagined her to be.

Beatryce looked at him for a long moment. “Brother 

Edik,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Brother Edik, it is in me that I should not say. I don’t 

know why. But I cannot lie to you. � at is the letter B, 

and it is the fi rst letter of my name.”

Brother Edik’s heart sank.

“If I were to give you a quill and parchment,” he said, 

hh
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and he heard his voice tremble, “would you be able to 

write your name?”

“Yes.”

“And what else?” he said.

“What else?”

“What else could you write?”

She gave him a great, grave look. “Anything,” said 

Beatryce. “Any word. All words. Is it right that I have 

told you?”

“Yes,” he said.

She smiled. “Will I work to help you write the 

history of the world, then? Will I join the brothers 

in chronicling the sorrowing? I would prefer to tell 

stories. Stories have joy and surprises in them. Do you 

know the story of the angel and the horse, and how in 

some trick of destiny, the angel was given hooves and 

the horse given wings, and the angel danced upon the 

roof of the palace with her hooves and so woke the king 

to good deeds, and the horse fl apped his wings and 

fl ew from this world to another and did not once look 

behind him?”

� is child!

“I do not know that story,” said Brother Edik.

“How could you?” said Beatryce. She laughed. 
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“I made it up just now.” She became serious again. “But 

I could, if you asked me, write it down for you, every 

word of it.”

� e B in Brother Edik’s hands trembled as if it were 

alive. It leapt from his grasp and fl uttered to the ground.

Answelica bent her head and snuffl  ed it.

Beatryce said gently to the goat, “No, my sweet. It is 

not for eating.”

� e demon goat being called “my sweet.”

� e girl being able to read. And write. 

It was too much. Too much.

What could he do? It was all beyond him.

Brother Edik stared at the top of Beatryce’s head. 

Her hair was snarled and matted. It needed a comb and 

brush.

He remembered, suddenly, being a boy and holding 

his mother’s brush. It had been a beautiful thing, 

made of wood, the handle of it shaped like the tail of 

a mermaid encr

his mother’s brush. It had been a beautiful thing, 

made of wood, the handle of it shaped like the tail of 
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� e back of the brush showed the mermaid’s head, 

with the long and fl owing curves of her hair, also strewn 

with jewels.

His father had once caught Brother Edik holding the 

brush, staring at it openmouthed.

“If she looks this beautiful from behind,” the young 

Brother Edik had said to his father, “then her face must 

be too beautiful to look upon.”

“Whose face?” said his father.

“� e mermaid’s. If only she would turn and look at 

me.”

His father had become enraged. He told him 

that he could not stomach the ridiculous notions, 

the outrageous fancies that the boy’s crooked mind 

conceived of.

His father had beat him. He had said that he was 

beating the nonsense out of him. It did not work. � e 

nonsense remained, and he was not allowed, ever again, 

to hold the brush. His father forbade it.

However, if his father was not home, the young 

Brother Edik could sit and watch his mother brush her 

hair—long, thoughtful strokes that made the jewels in 

the mermaid’s tail and hair wink and fl ash.

His mother had beautiful hair. She had told Brother 
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Edik more than once that women were judged for 

their hair and must work hard to maintain it.  “A woman 

and her hair are one and the same,” his mother had said.

“Beatryce,” said Brother Edik.

“Yes?”

“I have an idea.”
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Chapter Elevenß

he tried not to think about what she could 

not remember.

And this, of course, was easy to do. Because she 

could not remember what she had forgotten, could she?

It is like a riddle, she thought, a riddle that cannot be 

solved.

She could not think about what she had forgotten, 

but she could think about its great absence, the dark 

hole where all the knowledge of who she was should be.

For minutes at a time, she forgot this hole, and then 

she remembered it again, suddenly and terrifyingly—

as if some wind had come upon her and caught at her 

feet and tugged her violently toward the abyss of not-

knowing, not-remembering.

She ignored this tug.

She stood very still and let the blackness, the chill of 

it, pull at her. She stood as fi rm as she was able, and the 

feeling passed, and the world—Answelica and Brother 

Edik and the morning sun and the low murmur of the 

pigeons on the roof—returned.

SSS
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She thought about all of this as Brother Edik cut the 

hair from her head, as she watched the snarled clumps 

of it fall to the ground.

“Tell me again why my hair must be cut,” she said to 

Brother Edik.

“Because it is too tangled for anything but cutting,” 

said Brother Edik. “� ere is not a brush or comb in all 

the kingdom that could fi nd its way through such a 

snarlsome thicket.”

“But there is another reason,” said Beatryce.

Brother Edik was silent.

Answelica leaned up against Beatryce’s legs.

“What is the other reason?” asked Beatryce.

“If you do not fi dget,” said Brother Edik, “I will give 

you a moon.”

“You have not answered my question,” said Beatryce. 

“And I would like a star this time.”

Brother Edik had pieces of maple-sugar candy in 

the pocket of his robe. � e candy was made by Brother 

Antoine, who shaped the maple sugar into stars and 

half-moons and leaves and small, grim-faced people.

So far, Beatryce had consumed a moon and a leaf.

Answelica had eaten the people.

“In a moment,” said Brother Edik. He leaned toward 
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her. He smelled of maple sugar, and the room smelled 

of dust and straw. And goat.

Brother Edik cleared his throat. He said, “� e world 

is not always a kind place.”

“No,” she agreed.

“But there are sweet things to be had,” he said.

“Yes,” she said.

“I’m cutting your hair so you will be safe.”

“I don’t understand,” said Beatryce.

Brother Edik sighed. “My mother,” he said, “had a 

brush in the shape of a mermaid. � e mermaid’s tail 

and her hair were encrusted with jewels. � e brush was 

the most beautiful thing I had ever seen, and I wanted 

something impossible from it: to have the mermaid 

turn and look at me.”

“And did she ever?” said Beatryce.

“She did not.”

Beatryce closed her eyes. She imagined the mermaid. 

She could see her face. It was beautiful and sad.

She opened her eyes again. “What do you suppose 

the mermaid’s name was?”

“I don’t know.”

“I think it would be important to know her name,” 

she said.


