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The king had a son, his joy
and his pride. He was a kind father but succession was foremost in
his mind. He had been an unlucky husband. His wives had been
special in their different ways but almost none proved capable of
giving him an heir which lived beyond childhood. He had loved them
all in turn and they had loved him but no child was forthcoming
until his last wife. He had consulted with all the wise men as to
why this was so but they could give him no answer. His friend, the
court magician had tried to advise him to follow the practice of
his subjects and not to seclude his wife during her confinement.
The king would have followed his advice if the wise men on the
council had not threatened to pass a law to forbid a pregnant woman
to be seen about in court. It is not called confinement for
nothing, they ranted! The court midwives who had supported the
magician shook their heads in disbelief.

 


The king’s last wife was a
commoner. She would not let her king call her his queen except in
the confines of their bed chamber. She was a goatherd or at least
had been one. She was a wild thing. The king loved her most of all
and married her despite all the advice he had been given to the
contrary. The only advisor who supported him was his magician. Some
say the magician found her and placed her in the king’s way when he
was returning from the shrine of his wives. This was not true. The
king had taken a detour of his own making and found her battling
with goat rustlers. He had joined her in her trouble and, between
the two of them, they routed or put to the sword the thieves. By
the time he had returned to the castle he had fallen in love. He
told the magician it was the way she clubbed a man twice her size
to the ground that did it for him.

 


She was strong and bore the
king a strong son but then was carried away by the closed
environment of the court. Some say she was poisoned by a jealous
lover. This was not true, she took no lovers and had nothing but
respect for her husband.

 


The king looked very haggard
when he came out of mourning. He knew why his wife was dead. It was
his weakness that did for her. He called his stonemasons to fetch
their hammers and chisels and follow him. He threw open the door to
the lying in chamber and directed the masons to let the light into
this place of sorrow. The mason set to, smashing open the bricked
up windows. When the largest window had been reopened to the
outside the king called a temporary halt. He looked around the
room. He stood still for a moment and then began to tear the
tapestries from the walls and roll them up. He threw them through
the open window and then began to gather up all the religious
images and objects. He threw them to the floor and stamped on them.
The shards soon followed the tapestries down into the moat. He fell
to his knees and wept.

 


The masons watched in horror
from the doorway. The master turned to his apprentice and sent her
off to find the magician. The magician was not long in coming. He
stood with the master mason in the doorway while he caught his
breath. He turned to the mason and whispered in his ear. The masons
withdrew further down the corridor and the magician entered the
room. He lifted the king to his feet and put his arm around him.
“Come,” he said. “Your son needs you.”

 


The king nodded and went with
the magician. As they passed the stonemasons the king halted. “You
have done well so far. Please complete your work. I want you to put
in windows of the finest, the clearest glass. I want to be able to
open them to the light and the sweet air.”

 


“Aye, sire,” said the
master.

 


 


****

 


 


When the king's son was old
enough and his seed flowing strongly his father sent out a
declaration to all the kingdoms that lay beyond his realm. Let them
send their daughters and their sons to meet his son with a view to
a wedding and the creation of a new united kingdom. Many kings
ignored the missive but many a duke and a duchess rounded up their
daughters, their sons and even some of their nieces and nephews.
They then sent them off to the king’s realm.

 


Now the magician had a
daughter as plain as plain could be but as kind and wise as any
queen. When she sang all who heard her would stop and smile. When
she spoke all nearby would stop and listen. When they looked upon
her face they would shake their heads and sigh. There were those
who whispered that the magician had lain with fairies and his
daughter was his punishment. Anyone seeing them together saw no
evidence of punishment, just a father’s love for his daughter. All
who saw her agreed she was not pretty. All that is except for the
prince who could see who she really was. He had no need to stop
what he was doing when she passed him by as he had a secret and
that secret was that she was the only one for him. He did not need
to look at her to know a fairy’s child walked in her steps, a child
of light and strength. He loved her face, her straight and narrow
nose, her strong chin, her ears with their little pointed tips.
Most of all he loved the smile and the laugh which she kept for him
alone.

 


The prince was handsome
beyond handsome. The prince was so beautiful that all who saw him
would stop what they were doing and sigh, even the knights and the
guards. All that is except for the magician’s daughter. She did not
sigh and she did not stop whatever she was doing when he passed.
She did not need to look at him to know a goatherd’s son walked in
his steps and that pleased her heart. She had a secret and that
secret was that the prince loved her and had pledged his love to
her.

 


And there was another secret
they shared and that was that she returned his love. No one else
knew these secrets which was all for the good. Both fathers would
have forbidden such a liason but, as both fathers knew nothing of
it, nothing was forbidden the lovers.

 


 


****

 


 


The prince and the magician’s
daughter had been friends since they first met. Her father had been
assumed lost at sea during a terrible storm. He had been returning
from a successful mission for the king and the king had mourned his
loss and the loss of all the crew. He knew them all by name and set
up a memorial in the church to them. Three years after that great
storm a ragged ship sailed into port just after dawn. The king was
woken by cheers and the sound of horns. He looked out over the
battlements and spotted the royal standard flying on the foremast
of the missing ship returned home.

 


The king was surprised but
gladdened to see the child carried by his old friend as he and the
crew were admitted to the throne room. In fact there was more than
one child and new spouse amongst those who returned. The magician
had no wife with him but he had only joy in his eyes when they met
the king’s own eyes.

 


 


****

 


 


The little princeling clapped
his hands the moment he was introduced to the magician’s child. He
was under four years old and she was as well grown as he. The king
turned to the magician with a raised brow. The magician was
troubled also. As far as he knew he and the crew had been gone,
been lost five years. They both shrugged and decided it must remain
one of the great mysteries of their lives. The magician told the
king that the ship had been driven into the arms of an immense
maelstrom and nearly foundered. Luck was with them and their ship
was spewed out becalmed but luckily close to the shores of an
uncharted island. There they remained, making what repairs they
could and waiting until the calm weather broke. That took almost
five years to happen and in that time they had made many a friend
and companion amongst the islanders. When a wind finally blew from
the right quarter they sailed out of the port and managed to chart
their way home.
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