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​The truth of the legend had never been tested; therefore, it could not be confirmed. Nonetheless, Perisso could vouch for the last three centuries. With clarity, he could account for the last three hundred thirty two years, eleven months and twenty-nine days because that was how long he had lived and dined among the Polycerate clan. 
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It was unnatural for an herbivore to eat flesh, so the Dactyla family ate just enough to sustain them as they counted down the days, two remained, give or take one sunset. The three hundred thirty three year cycle of the curse would soon be complete and they would be grazers once again. 

It is almost over. Perisso thought, as the wild oats he had nibbled the day before sat like lead in his stomach. The souring grain gave his breath a rancid air, more rank than the slow decaying flesh of his herd, a stench he had never grown accustomed to.  If we can just hold on. 

Christened: Uno Perisso Dactyla, a proud noble steed, firstborn to Keratin and Arteeo Dactyla and companion to Shofar. Perisso was the strongest unicorn in Zomb Valley, as well as the most sought after stallion in all the land, a truth that made every mare in season compete for his attention. The attention irritated Shofar. She knew without a doubt that Arteeo Dactyla would not permit his son to mate with an accursed unizomb, not even her – not until the change occurred. But what if he is unable to control himself? She wondered, as she studied the other females. It would only be natural...

The winter had been harsh and the spring heat made them senseless. The mares vied for affection with their hips raised and their tails swishing seductively from side to side, most of which were hairless, some with only bare vertebrae but not Blee Polycerate. The matriarch of tramps managed a long elegant tail and a mane that framed her smooth ivory horn. 

Keratin had once explained Blee’s almost pure unicorn appearance. “She is the progeny of the misplaced ones... she and Anak alike. They are the posterity of a rebellious creature that left his celestial place. Their poor mother, weak and desperate from the curse mistook him for Pegasus and after they were born the fiend devoured her.” 

Blee trotted beside her brother until he slowed to a plod, at which time she stopped. Within a few feet of Perisso, Blee winked, flexed her withers and tossed her tail across her back. He in turn nuzzled Shofar and assured her that what remained of his enchanted heart would always be hers and hers alone. 

Anak Polycerate was skillful in the art of manipulation, yet he could not persuade his opponent nor could he disguise his outrage when Arteeo refused the marriage of his son, Perisso, to the Polycerate tribe. 

Anak whinnied with contempt, his boney nostrils steaming against the evening chill. “You are a fool! Your selfish dreaming will stir consternation among the herds.” 

“That is not my intent.” Arteeo answered the half-dead gelding with meekness, knowing his true concern. “I am not your enemy. Why do you snort as if I were a wolf, or worse still, a man? When the days are up I – my family and I long to graze the meadows; to walk in the light and to be proud once again, as were our ancestors.” 

“Eating straw and hiding your selves at the sound of footsteps? Do you call that proud? I call it preposterous!” shifting his weight between balding fetlocks Anak pranced in circles mocking the old unicorn, “Indeed you are a fool Sir Dactyla, nothing more than a bleating lamb longing to be slaughtered.”

“Consider me a fool if you wish, so be it, but your words will not persuade me.” Arteeo answered with a dip of his chin, offering a rollkur of respect before continuing. “For us, this is not living.” 

Perisso sensed the rising tension though he remained respectfully quiet; standing the proper distance, he offered no more than a polite nod when his father spoke. 

“We continually tear at flesh yet we are never full. There is not enough meat in the universe to satisfy the endless lust, do you not see that? We are an abomination.” Arteeo shook his head, his milky-gray eyes like mirrors. If it were possible for him to shed a tear, he would have flooded the valley. “Do you not find it repulsive that instead of guarding man and beast we consume them?” 

“It is far better than being hunted by man and beast.” Anak Polycerate answered brazenly, “Do you not recall those days old friend?”

“I do.” Arteeo nickered with fond recollection, “and if the legend bears truth I will see them again.”

Anak pawed at the ground; flippantly breaking flank-high blades
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