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‘)rhz gqueen woke early thal reorning A week rom
) I:r|-|:|.1'!.-," shie sud alowd. “A week from lnd::,-, 1 sheall

be married.”

It aeemed bath unlikely and extrermely final. She wandered
how she would feel to be & marred woman. It would be the
andd of her life, she decided, if life was a time of choeices Ina
week from now, she would have no choices, She would reign
evir her people. She would have children. Pechaps she would
diz in childbirth, perhaps she wiounld die as an old woman, or
in battle. Eut the path 1o her dealy, hearthear by hearibsan,
wipaild bse 1mesdtable,

She could hear the carpenters in the meadows beneath e
castle, |:r-|.1.il|:|:'ng the seats that would allew her people to watch
hier miarry Fach hammer blow soumcded like a hearthnat,
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e three dwarles serambled out of a hale in the sde

aof the riverbank, and clambered up into the meadow,

agre, twe, theee. They climbed to the top of & granits
suterap, stretched, keked, jumped and stretehed themeslves
pnce more, Then they sprinted north, towards the cluser of
loww Baildings that made the sillage of Gill, and in pasticular to
the village inm,

The inpkeeper was thewr fiend: they had brought ham
a bottle of Kanselaire wine = deep red, sweet and rich, and
nothing like the sharp, pale wines of 1o parte — as they
always did, He would feed themn, and send thein on their way,
arudl advdse ki,

The innkeeper, chest ns huge as his barrels, beard as
buashy and as orange as a fox’s brush, was in the taproom, [f
wite early in the morning, and on the dwarle” previous viails
at that time of day the room had been empty, bot now there
musgt have been thirty people in that place, and not one of
them looked happy

The dwarfi, who had expected o adle in o an emply
taproom, found all eyes upon them.

“oodmaster Foxen,” said the tallest dweard to the innkeeper

*Lads,” eaid the innkeeper, whe thought that the dwarfs
were boya, for all that they wers four, pechaps five fimes hia
age, 1 know you travel the mountain pases. We need 1o gei
opur of here™

“What's happening®™ said the smallest of the dwarde

“aleep!™ suid the st by the window

“Plague!™ sud a fmely dressd woman.

“Doom!™ exclaimed a tinker, his saucepans rattling as he
spaoke, "Doorm ie comimg!™

"W travel 1o the capital,” 2aid the talleat dwarf, whe wae no
bigrger than a child, “Is there plague in the capatal®™

Tt is not plague,” said the sot by the window, whose beard
wiae long and grey, and stained vellow with beer and wine, “Ti is
sleep, 1 el yon™

“How can sleep be a plague asked the anallesd dwarf, who
wits beardless




“Aowaneh!™ smed the soi.

“A bad fary," corrected a fai-faced man.

“Bhe was an enchantress, as [ heard it,” interposed the pot-gird,

“Whatever she was,™ said the sot, “she was mol invited o a bimhing eclebration.™

“That's all tosh,”™ said the tinker. “She woubd have cursed the princess whether slie’™d
been mmated to the naming-day party or nod. She was one of those forest witches, driven
b i mmrging A thovsand vears apo, s o bad kot. She corsed the babe at hirth, soch
ihai when the girl was cighteen she would prick her finger and sleep forever,”™

The fa-faced man waped s freleead. He wos sweatmyg, alilsongls ot was not warm,
4 | heard st dhee weas gaing 1o die, bant another l':l.ir:.-; a F-n-nd one thiz time, commutecd
her magical death sentence to one of secp, Magical sleep.” he added,

5o, i the st “Shie pricked her finger on samcthing-or-other. Anid she Bl atleep
A the odfver |.|i:'v|‘.'l|.'|l|.-' i thee coatle — the lord aowd the ]ﬂll.i:r.. the baitclwer, hﬂ.kl:':. ||:'|.i]|.11|i|.in|],
ladyn-waitmg — all of them sept, asshe dept. Nooe of them hos aged a day since they
closed their eyes”

There were roses,” said the pot-gid, “Roses that grew up arcund the castle, And the
fomest grew thecker, wanl o became impasable. This was, what, a husdred vears agn®®

“Bixty. Perhaps enghty,” sad a womon who had not spoken until o, T know,
becanse my At Letita remembersd it happening, when she was a gird, and she was
o ke ihan seventy when she died of the bloody fu, and that was anly fee years ago
CLOTae &II‘I“'I'IEFIE E.Tld_l:

“ o Aml brase men," comtinnes] e potsgirl. “Aee, mnl brase woroen oo, they say,
i EIIII‘I1||_'IH.1 tor trpvel i the Foresr of Acaire, tn the casle al its heart, i wake the
prancess, amd, in waking her, 1o wake all the deepers, but each and every one of ilos:
Isercwes ended thear bves 1ozt i the forest, moedered by bansdus, o angaled upon the
thorns of the rose bushes that encircle the casbe ="

“Wake her how?™ sshied the middle-szed dwarl, hand sull cluiching his rock, for he
thouglt in essentials.

“Thie vsaal r:l:lhn-:':" saad ilse Pnl:-pjr'.. and she bhidhed. “Or 5o the tales have 1.

“Raghe,” said the tallest dward, “So, bowl of cold water poared oncthe face and a cry
of “YWakev! Wakey! ="

A kizs” said the sot. “But nobody has ever got that close, They've been trving for

sixly yeiwrs o moee, They sy e wandh -

£33 P “Fairy,” s the a1 mian
: “Enchaniress,” corrected the pot-gird,
L - “Wrhatever she is,” said the sor, “She s ill theere, Thats what they say: I vou ge
'__ .y thind clos=. I :.-'n::al.mahr i lhrmlg‘h ihe roses, e 1l be w:l'li.ngl;'.rr O, She's
" 4 ol as the hills, el as oo meke, all melevolence and mege and deash.”
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The mmallest chwarf tippeed his head on one side. %o, there's @ sleepang woman in o
castle, and perhaps a witch or fairy there with hee. Why is there also a plague®

*Oner e las yean” smd the fat-faced mamn, "I started in the nerth, beyex] the
capital. T heard about il frd from travellecs coming from Stede, which i near the Farest
ol Acaire.™

*People fell asleep in the towms,™ said the pot-mrl,

*Lois of people [nll asleep,” sid the tallest dwarf, Dowarfs desp rorely: twice a year
at mos, for several weeks at a tuose, but he had dept enough in b long Iifetme that ke
did not regard slesp as anything special or unual,

*Thay fall aslesp whatewer they are deing, and they do noed wake up,” sid the sei,
“Look at ws. We fled the towne (o come here, We have brothers and ssters, wives and
cluldren, sleepime now in their howes or cowsheds, af their workbenches, All of w.”

“Tt is MIoAng faster and faster,” said the thin, red-haired woman who had not spoken
previcusly “Mow it covers a mile, perhaps two miles, each day,™

“It will be here fomorrows” eaid the sot, and he drained hie Bagon, gedured to he
innkeeper to fill it ance more. “There 15 nowhere for us to go 1o escape it Tomarraw,
evervthing here will be agleep. Some of us haove resobved to escape into drunkenness
hefore the slaep takes ue™

“What 18 there to be afraid of in gleep?™ aaked the smalleat dwarck, “It% just sheep, We
all do ot.™

“Fo and book,” said the sot. He threw back hms head, and drank as much as he
eonld fromn his fAagon. Then ke looked hack at them, with ayes unfeoused, apif he wers
surprised ta atill see thein there, " Well, o cn, Go and look for vourselves,” He swallowsd
the remamming drink. then e By s head upon the table

They went and looked.
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