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            To Ashley, 

            who knows just how long ago this story began;

            and to Stu, 

            who listened patiently to each and every ending. 

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous.

            —Aristotle
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            	Part One: La Bestia

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Author’s Note

         
         In the Château de Blois hangs a portrait of a girl. She is forever eight years old and crowned with flowers, with lace about
            her throat. Her face is covered all over in hair, and her painted hands hold the story with which she was born:
         

         
         
            
               
                  Don Pietro, a wild man discovered in the Canary Islands, was conveyed to his most serene highness Henri the king of France,
                     and from there came to His Excellency the Duke of Parma. From whom came I, Antonietta, and now I can be found nearby at the
                     court of the Lady Isabella Pallavicina, the honorable Marchesa of Soragna.
                  

               

            

         
          

         The story held by the girl in the painting is almost certainly familiar to you, though you may not recognize it in the words
            above. The story has changed, you see, rather dramatically over the years, the centuries. When it was finally written down
            and bound in leather, it had already become something else, a tale thick with magic, the sort wielded by witches and fairies
            in their shadowed hollows; by magicians in their towers. The very air in the version you likely know hums with this magic;
            it eddies around the ankles of the two people who inhabit the story, the animal-husband and his beautiful bride. He is fearsome
            or noble, depending upon the telling—sometimes both at once, a marvel of contradictions in appearance and temperament. She
            is always beautiful, dutiful, good. Perhaps courageous, if you squint.
         

         
         They are the only two people who inhabit the story, the only two people in the castle in the forest, the castle that does not exist as usual castles exist, on this plane, dug solid into the earth, built of stones and mortar and the good honest labor of muscles and minds. The castle in the story you probably know is insubstantial; a dream-world that comes and goes as it wishes, its stones so much milkweed fluff. The usual rules do not apply in this castle: a man lost might stumble upon it, his toes purpling with cold; might wade through snowdrifts up the great curving stairs, past gargoyles half-buried by the storm and rosebushes heavy with blossoms, bold with red, despite the season. He might find a meal and respite there, might be served wine and soup by servants made of wind. If he leaves and tries to return, he will not find the castle again, for it will be gone, entirely vanished, the forest closing around, trees pulling up their roots like tentacles, like feet, and moving upon them to crowd their trunks together, to hide the emptiness where the castle briefly rested. 

         
         But there is no history here, no weight. All is gossamer. The witch or fairy or magician transforms a man into a beast, and
            love transforms him back. In and out of forms, as the castle in which he imprisons himself slips in and out of time and earth-space.
            None of it is real.
         

         
         But the girl in the painting—and her parents, who are centered in the story you know—they were real.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One
La Bestia

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            Capodimonte, Italy

            1618

         

         
            Catherine

            It happens in the trembling time between night and day, long after the passing of midnight but well before the cock wakes
               to crow. The waiting hours. The witching hours. A fitting time for a man long assumed to be born of witchcraft to die.
            

            
            Many years ago, Catherine spent these same hours with her newborn babes, all four of whom wakened without fail at the same
               gray and blurry time of morning-night, mouths opening and throats keening for the breast; and then, when their hunger was
               sated, their eyes opening too, looking around at the darkness. Though she is past sixty now, Catherine’s arms still remember
               the weight of each infant; the center of her back, the ache of rocking. Her ears and throat hold the memory of cradle songs
               passed down to her by her mother, which devolved into broken, tuneless humming as the hours passed, and still her children
               stayed awake and watchful, as if to keep their mother safe from monsters in the night. That frayed-string feeling of waiting
               for the sun to paint the horizon all the colors of peaches, when at last they consented to sleep again and she, too, could
               finally rest.
            

            
            She does not want to rest now. She woke after a short sleep, as she has so often before, with a fragment of a dream ready
               on her lips, a fragment that unthreaded itself and slithered away when she saw how he exhaled, eyes closed, through his open
               mouth, and heard the great pauses between one breath and the next. And then she could not sleep at all, waiting with him through
               the hours for his final exhalation.
            

            
            Her mind skims now from those early days of motherhood—days that lasted for years and years, when she sometimes hated the man beside her for the completeness of his sleep, his deep insensibility to the world while he dreamed—it skims from there to the early days of love, when they lay together and fought sleep just for joy of one another’s wakeful presence, and for irrational fear of the parting sleep would bring. Now it is only she who struggles to stay awake, though her body subtly shakes with weariness and her eyelids draw down and down, like those of a corpse being gently closed by loving fingers. 

            
            A little earlier, she pushed open the window curtains, and in the light of the moon Petrus lies stiller than he ever did in
               sleep, and ageless, the silver of moonbeams brightening the silver of all his hair. Catherine lies upon her side facing him,
               facing his stillness. Holds herself nearly as still.
            

            
            Soon enough will come peach-tinted morning, and the necessity of announcing his leaving to their children and grandchildren.
               Madeleine and Henri, asleep now in their own homes, will wake and come to see their father, only to find instead the sealike
               sadness of his loss; and it will be Catherine who must comfort them. Then the washing of his body, and the wrapping. She will
               tuck bay leaves and rosemary sprigs between his body and his shroud to keep back the creeping scent of decay.
            

            
            She is strangely aware of her fingers now, at their fleshy tips, a restless sensation. Instinctively, she reaches for Petrus
               to alleviate it, puts her hand over his where it rests at his side. Moves her whole hand lightly up and down the length of
               his, that she might feel the familiar whisper against her palm of the fine hairs that cover the backs of his hands and creep
               up the tops of his fingers. His nails have grown long and ragged, and guilt stuffs her throat with sand. She must trim them
               before anyone else sees.
            

            
             

            Madeleine is predictably wet in her grief when she arrives to find her parents hand-clasped, her father’s fingers growing stiff. With a wail she clutches at Catherine’s legs like the child she has not been for decades, and Catherine pulls herself from the muck of the sleep that must have closed over her despite her best efforts. She sits, releasing Petrus’s hand without thinking, gathers her daughter into her arms and onto her lap, where Madeleine’s full-grown weight is both burden and delight. Catherine presses their cheeks together, furrowed flesh to long soft hair, and lets her daughter cry. 

            
            But after a moment, she turns her head to look back at Petrus. Her own grief rushes up very suddenly from her chest, catching
               in the slender opening of her throat, and she makes a terrible strangled sound, and would reach for him again, would apologize
               for letting him go at all; but no—there is no need. For she can see, in the bright of morning: he is more obviously gone than
               he was while they lay together in the in-between.
            

            
             

            The rest of the day is predictable, and predictably exhausting. Catherine prepares Petrus’s body with help from Madeleine,
               along with Girolama, her son Henri’s wife. Girolama is silent in the face of the weeping of her sister by marriage, Madeleine’s
               facial hair flattening against her cheeks as if she has been standing in a pour of rain.
            

            
            Catherine clips her husband’s fingernails and toenails, washes and combs his body, listens to her daughter’s mournful wails, and feels detached from all of it, her earlier grief stuffed back down deep among her dark insides. Never before, in all the times she prepared someone she loved at death, has she felt so far away from her task, her hands working entirely on their own. She thinks of Maman, over whose body she wept as helplessly as Madeleine weeps now for her father. Of Ercole, whom she cradled in his shroud, swaying and singing to him as she had every night of his brief life, raising her voice in spikes of fury to drown the voices of anyone who tried to take him from her. Of Henri and Girolama’s dear Giacomo, dead before his second birthday, how terrible, how unnatural, it seemed to stitch his shroud closed over his round-faced sweetness. The feet, which carried him running before he was twelve months old, stilled; the voice, which was so joyfully raucous, silenced. 

            
            Every single time, a knife stab. But she was there in every instance. When it was Girolama who would not release her son, who stroked his softly furred back for hours as if
               he merely lay sleeping, it was Catherine who kept others from disturbing her. When it was her own child dead, she was present
               for every slicing wound. She honored them with her pain.
            

            
            She pauses, palms pressed to the tall arches of Petrus’s feet, and breathes to anchor herself here, in these last moments
               with this well-known flesh, though already it begins to turn unfamiliar as death makes itself comfortable. She tries to feel, knowing that if she does not, she will wake in the night reaching for his toes with her own.
            

            
            The last thing she does, once all the rest is finished, is to take up a sharp knife, the best of the kitchen knives, with
               its handle of bone and its blade whetted to a keen cutting edge. Petrus kept it so for her, knowing that it was her favorite
               knife, that it sliced through meat like a sword through an enemy. She takes the knife now, feels the familiar weight of it
               in her hand, and looks at him where he lies. Soon he will be stitched into a shroud, but now he is there for her to look at,
               and she takes her time choosing where to cut. His head, she decides at last; his head, as if he were any other man, as if
               it were the only possible place to do this. She moves to his head, looks not into his face but at the hair that grows so thickly
               from his scalp; takes a soft lock of it between her fingers; slices it off with the knife he sharpened for her when he sat
               there, just there beside the hearth, the grating sound of the whet stone, the calm concentration on his face. So many nights.
            

            
            She puts the knife carefully away and ties the lock with a bit of ribbon, knotting it firmly, that not a single hair might
               escape.
            

            
             

            Catherine lies easily to the priest when he comes to sit with them in their grief. How terribly unfortunate, he says, gently admonishing that she was too stricken by shock and sadness to send for him in time to administer the last rites. 

            
            Yes, Catherine hears herself say. I should have, Padre.
            

            
            In this one thing, she honors her husband. If she cannot manage tears or wailing, she has at least kept the church’s hand
               from his brow, though it would have given her some comfort to know he was blessed before passing on to whatever awaits the
               dead. Heaven, she still likes to think, though Petrus had reason to think otherwise. Wherever he is now, she imagines his quick, conspiratorial
               smile at her complicity in keeping the priest from him, and something bittersweet fills her mouth.
            

            
             

            The sun falls in a brilliant flare to sleep, and, together with Madeleine, Catherine sits beside her husband’s body. Untouched
               plates of white beans in herbs and oil sit congealing beside them both, left there by Girolama. Earlier, Henri came to sit
               beside his father, his face running with tears as easily as Madeleine’s. But he went away again to his own home, leaving the
               women alone with the body.
            

            
            Her other daughter should be here, Catherine thinks. The thought is a little knife-stab of its own. Antoinette—
            

            
            But she cannot think of her youngest girl just now. She will not.

            
            Instead, she sings. Her voice is not what it once was, age stretching it thinner even than it was when she sang to their children,
               but Petrus would not mind. After a moment, Madeleine joins her, Madeleine who never sings, for embarrassment of how her voice
               cracks like plaster on both the highest and the lowest notes. The song is a ninnananna that Catherine’s mother used to sing to her when she was small, an old, old tune that must have soothed thousands of babes to sleep. The firelight flickers lower and lower, and they sing in deepening shadow until their voices grow hoarse, heedless of the rasping, with no one but themselves and the dead to hear it. When at last they fall silent, the creases of Catherine’s face are filled, like the many branches of a river, with wet. 

            
            “Another,” Madeleine says, and then begins without awaiting a reply, her voice straining to reach like a child wavering on
               her toes, fingers stretching toward the sugar on a high shelf. Catherine pauses a moment, listening. From far away, she almost
               hears something, sweet and improbable as songbirds after dark—the echoing voices of their collective lost. Even Petrus, in
               that instant, seems about to stir.
            

            
            There! There is Antoinette, who shouted even when she meant to whisper; Giacomo’s trill; Maman’s hum. Papa, too, who never sang,
               only spoke, long and often; but whose voice in music Catherine knows all the same. All of them a distant, joyous, discordant
               racket.
            

            
            Madeleine trips a little on a note, as if perhaps she can hear them, too.

            
             

            She is veiled during the funeral Mass, pretending to watch and listen to the priest from behind a skim of gossamer black.
               This is to the good, for the film of it hides the wandering of her thoughts, which dart like startled sheep from one side
               of her mind to the other. Long ago, at the beginning of their marriage, she had clutched at the daily Mass, which all courtiers
               were expected to attend, as if it were a rope thrown as she slipped beneath a roiling sea. Those mornings the rituals and
               rhythms she had known since infanthood were soothing, as soothing as her mother’s songs when she was a child.
            

            
            Now, she does not want to hear the priest’s intonations, does not want to think about the reason they are here; about Petrus’s
               death. She will dissolve if she does, all her bones turning liquid, her spine running in drips down the bench and making a
               murky pool on the floor.
            

            
            She thinks instead of things that make her smile, safe, behind her veil, in the knowledge that no one can see her clearly. Petrus’s love of melon, eager as a little boy’s, though the juice ran sticky down his beard. How he taught her to read, long after their children were grown, in spite of her protests that there was no reason, no point; and how he kept his frustrations with her slowness at fifty tucked into his cheeks like a squirrel with a walnut, too big
               to be hidden, though he tried anyway. The way he slept, noisily, all rumbles—he made her think of a bear in its winter cave;
               though that was not a comparison he would have appreciated, and so she kept it safe inside herself. She liked his rumbles,
               once she knew him better, just as she learned to like, to treasure, the soft hairy bristle over his flesh and muscle and bone.
               Strange to think how two people can be such utter strangers to one another and then so intertwined, as threads of silk weave
               together to make cloth. The cloth of their life together has unraveled in the days since his death, and she’d have thought
               she would unravel, as well, all the fibrous parts of her pulling in opposite directions until there was nothing left. But
               here she still is.
            

            
            Catherine looks down at her hands. They are still soft, though the skin now is lightly spotted, stretching thin as onionskins
               across the backs. She remembers when Petrus would not take her hands for fear of frightening her; remembers when she was frightened.
               It seems so long ago—another man, another woman. Another life entirely.
            

            
             

            The funeral Mass goes on and on, the warmth of the day bringing out the odors in people’s clothing. Or perhaps Catherine’s
               mind is drifting, perhaps she is gone from this place, gone away to someplace where time moves differently, where hours stretch
               slow and aching in the space of ten breaths here in the church. Under the concealing fall of her veil, she holds a little
               pouch of fawn leather, unadorned, the throat of it pulled tight by a darker leather thong. The lock of Petrus’s hair is inside,
               and she cups the bag between both palms, a prayer.
            

            
            Also in the bag is a folded bit of paper, creased, the ink faded. She has nothing left of her mother but the thimble from her sewing kit; even the hair powder she had once used, one of the few things that escaped being sold after the sinking of Papa’s ship, is long gone. Catherine had brought that powder, which smelled so like her mother that it made her weep, with her to Château de Fontainebleau, to her wedding; she wore it in her hair until none of it was left. And though she made more powder, doing her best to reproduce her mother’s recipe, it never smelled quite the same. 

            
            But she does have this one bit of her father—this letter, this paper, his words, his slanted hand, his love in ink. When she
               cups the bag, she can hear the paper rustle, just a little. She inhales, breathing in again the bodily odors of all the people
               around her, and oh, how she longs suddenly to be small again, to have known no sorrow, to have her father smiling into her
               face, palms full of rose petals that would one day be turned into scents for women’s wrists and throats, into powder, like
               Maman’s, for their hair. Smell, ma petite belle. Breathe them in. Would your mother like them?

            
            She rises at the end of the interminable Mass, all the words and rhythms that have comforted her all her life, and which she
               clung to so desperately for their familiarity in the midst of so much overwhelming strangeness when she arrived at court as
               a bride, sounding hollow now as poorly cast bells. Henri reaches her first from his seat a little down the bench, and offers
               her his arm; his wife remained behind at their home, laying out the food.
            

            
            Catherine finds herself faltering a little as they walk, round stones in the dirt street catching under her feet. She tightens
               her grip on her son’s arm, and feels really old for the first time in her life. Madeleine detaches herself from her husband
               and takes Catherine’s other arm in a firm grip; together, her two children steer her toward the funeral feast.
            

            
            The other mourners straggle out behind them, mumbling to keep their voices at an appropriate, funereal level. There are more of them than Catherine expected. Most, she suspects, will have come because Petrus enjoyed the patronage of the Duke of Parma, under whose protection the whole village rests. Only a few have come because they knew and loved Petrus himself; but then, he made himself difficult to know. 

            
            She finds herself looking back, as if her other children might have joined them—Ercole floating alongside from wherever it
               is the dead do go, Antoinette, grown now and richly dressed, following at a sedater pace than she would have set in childhood.
               Come from wherever she is now.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         
            Garachico, Island of Tenerife

            1547

         

         
            Pedro

            It was other children who taught him to bark when he was little more than a babe, to raise his piping voice, doglike, to the
               fat moon. They surrounded him and urged him on with their laughter until he felt like a dog in truth, and sometimes they ran
               down the town’s streets, always a little behind him, all yipping and growling in play. He thought them his pack.
            

            
            It wasn’t until he was a little older, his limbs lengthening and hardening and all the softness gone from his feet, that he
               understood that the laughter was jeering, and that the pack encircled him not as their leader, but as their prey. They poked
               him with sticks; sometimes they threw stones. When he was still small and round he thought this was how boys always played.
               Now he knows differently, knows enough to recognize the difference in the way they play together and the way they play with
               him.
            

            
             

            La Bestia, they call him. The boys, and everyone else: fishermen and merchants, priests and slaves, beggars and the wealthy
               families who live in the best houses in the town. Women cross themselves when they see him; children are sometimes frightened,
               sometimes taunting, and sometimes want to pet him, for the hair that covers him like a pelt is very soft. It is thickest on
               his head and face, and covers his shoulders, chest, and back like a cape drawn in against a breeze.
            

            
            Isabel tells him not to mind the taunts. And she never calls him La Bestia. She calls him Pedro, because that is his name, given to him by his mother and father.
            

            
             

            He does not know who his mother and father are. Or even if they still are, rather than were. Sometimes at night when the town is dark and quiet as a womb and all he can hear is the wind over the hills and occasional
               muffled laughter of drunken men stumbling home from the taverns, their voices echoing through the narrow winding streets,
               Pedro wonders whether one of them might be his father. Whether his mother waits up at night for her husband to return. Whether
               the two of them miss him, Pedro.
            

            
            Isabel’s mouth, usually soft and generous, turns thin and puckered when Pedro asks about his parents. She will tell him only
               that his mother was Guanche, like Isabel herself, and that his father was a Spaniard, like Isabel’s own husband.
            

            
            “One of them who came over years after our leaders surrendered to their soldiers,” she says, bending low over her work, a
               necklace of clay beads that she has painted bright with the dyes of plants. “No doubt he meant to make his fortune from our
               rich land.”
            

            
            “And did he?” Pedro asks, but Isabel just shakes her head, makes an irritable sound at the back of her throat, and will not
               answer; and from this he understands that they are probably still here, still in Garachico. He might pass them every day and
               not know it.
            

            
            But they—they must always, always know him. There is a small, hard satisfaction in that, in knowing that his hairy face is unmistakable; that if they are still
               here, they can never forget him.
            

            
            “Are they hairy, like me?” he asks on another day. He has come in from the rain, and his hair is all sodden, pressed flat
               to his skull and dripping puddles on the floor.
            

            
            He knows that she must know his parents. He is old enough now, nearly nine summers behind him, to realize that since he was not abandoned immediately after his birth, news of him, a hairy infant, must have traveled swiftly through the town. When Manuel brought him to her, Isabel must have known who abandoned him, and why, for the shame of bringing something so monstrous into the world must have been hard to bear. The only question is why they did not give him up sooner. 

            
            Isabel, who had snatched up a rag and begun rubbing it briskly over his head, pauses now. She knows, without asking, whom
               he means.
            

            
            “No,” she says, after a very long silence, during which Pedro stares down at the spreading damp. His feet, in their secondhand
               shoes, shift against the floor. Isabel catches his chin in her hand, tugs his face up and stoops to meet his eyes. Her smile
               is small and sad.
            

            
            “There is no one like you,” she says. “You are very special.”
            

            
             

            It was Isabel Gonzales who gave Pedro ahoren from her own pot when he was small and hungry and alone, the fine fern-root and barley flour dissolved in goat’s milk so
               it was thin enough to drink; and her grandson Manuel who showed him, when he was bigger, how to gather limpets and winkles
               and mussels when the tide was low. Pedro has become so good at gathering that he is able to supply Isabel and Manuel with
               an abundance of shellfish, freeing them from the task and letting him feel he has truly earned himself a place by their hearth.
               He glows with his ability to help them, to provide.
            

            
            Manuel brought Pedro home when he was just a babe—“Squalling and scrawny, left for the church to take in or dispose of,” he
               said. The clipped way he spoke about it later told Pedro that he thought it more likely Pedro would be disposed of than given
               shelter, had the priest been the one to discover him. Dropped from the cliffs into the sea, the waves swallowing him whole,
               the fact of him gone in an instant.
            

            
            Instead, it was Manuel who found him, hardly more than a child himself, then, hearing Pedro’s cries when he was passing the church in the night, on his way back from a night of mischief making with his friends, warm with cheap wine. The wind that whipped along the street, the creaking of the trees overhead, the rumble he could hear coming in from the sea—all of these must have aroused in him a strange, bruising tenderness, for he stopped at the church, picked up the child that lay on its step, hands fisted and face screwed in fury, and cradled him against his chest, carrying him home to the house he shared with his grandmother, Pedro’s hungry cries startling her from her slumber. 

            
            “Only a few weeks old, you were,” she says, whenever Pedro begs for the story of his coming to her. “Without all that hair,
               you’d have been the tiniest sack of bones.” She tells him how his mouth opened and closed around her finger as if it were
               a teat; how his tongue muscle thrust her finger away, disgusted, when it yielded no milk. How she laughed and cried together,
               the clench of sudden love butting up against the fear that he might not survive, this small draggled creature thrust so unexpectedly
               into her arms.
            

            
             

            They have lived together all the years since then, among the dusty streets and bright-painted houses. The tolling of the church
               bell calling them, all unwilling, to prayer. Their house is small and cramped, for all that the only sticks of furniture are
               the chairs and table built by Isabel’s husband so many years before, the plain bedstead he used to share with her. There are
               pegs by the door for hats and for Pedro’s woven palm bag, and shoved against the wall are his and Manuel’s pallets, stuffed
               with straw and only slightly softened by flock, bits of wool and fabric cut up fine. Pedro likes to sleep with the small,
               humped shapes of his wooden menagerie dozing beside his pallet.
            

            
            Manuel made the toys for him from spare bits of wood, during idle hours that could have been spent instead lazing with friends or wooing women. Instead, he chose to spend the time whittling for Pedro—the flash of knife, the curls of wood falling to the floor between Manuel’s sun-browned feet, leaving in their wake a horse with its tail carved in motion; a dog, tongue lolling; a pig, fat and round and fitting perfectly into the hollow of Pedro’s palm. A goat with wee sharp horns and swollen teats, her two kids gamboling behind her. Pedro loves to run his fingers over the little grooves in the animals’ bodies from the knife scrapes, the spindly delicacy of their legs and horns. 

            
            Manuel’s careless hand on Pedro’s head, not to pet him or test the texture of the hair there but to ruffle it in affection.
               Isabel’s playful scolding over the mess of wood scraps; her gentle glance when Pedro kneels in the dust, playing with the
               animals with the sun hot on his head and shoulders and the seabirds wheeling above. At night, he falls asleep warm and fed,
               toys beside him, the smiles of the only two people who matter filling his head and his nighttime breath mingling with theirs
               in the house’s single room.
            

            
            Every day, Isabel combs the hair on his head and face with her own wooden comb, the one her long-ago husband carved in a pattern
               of flowers that look just like the bright yellow ranúnculo that sprout wild all over the island in autumn. The hair on his cheeks droops especially long; though there is no looking
               glass in Isabel’s home, Pedro can feel its length with his fingers, and if he looks down he can see it, soft and brown.
            

            
            Isabel’s own hair is white and wispy as the clouds that are pushed across the blue, blue sky by the ocean winds. Her skin is roughly lined like the bark of a dragon tree, and she has little humps of skin, darker than the rest, in clusters on her cheeks and throat. The largest of these has a hair growing from it, long and black as a spider’s fine leg. Pedro’s chest feels warm looking at that hair, growing, proud and unapologetic, where it oughtn’t. 

            
             

            Isabel scolds him whenever he turns up with scrapes from his encounters with other boys. She prods at his swollen cheekbone,
               making him wince. “Cruel children,” she mutters, and then a few words that Pedro does not understand but whose meaning is
               unmistakable when paired with her scowl, white brows pressed together over the long straight bone of her nose. These are words
               she shouldn’t say; they come from a language that is now forbidden, the secret language of Isabel’s girlhood, which she stubbornly
               refuses to forget. Her own name wasn’t hers until after the island was finally overcome—her father, a goatherd, slaughtered
               like one of his own goats, and her brothers put on a great ship and taken away. Her new name—Isabel—may be a Christian name,
               and she may have been baptized by a priest’s holy water, but she still worships silently the god of her parents and grandparents.
            

            
            Yet to Manuel, her grandson by blood, and to Pedro, whom she calls el nieto de mi corazón—the grandson of her heart—she will not speak the name of her god or any of his intermediaries. She fears the boys will be
               clumsy and say the names aloud where someone else might hear.
            

            
            The bell of the new whitewashed church calls them to Mass every Sunday. Manuel, whose skill as a builder means he never lacks
               for work in their growing port town, points out the fine details to Pedro and Isabel—from the fitted beams in the ceiling
               to the graceful stone arches—as they wait for the service to begin.
            

            
            Pedro sits cushioned between Isabel and Manuel and listens to the priest while ignoring the sideways stares from the other benches. He recites the Latin prayers in a whisper, tries to feel their holiness on his tongue though he cannot understand them with his ears. The priest’s Spanish sermons at least are comprehensible, and Pedro sits straight and still as he speaks. His mind strains to fill with all the mysteries the priests have deciphered from their heavy holy book. 

            
            But no matter how closely he listens, the priest’s stories never answer the one question that drifts in an endless whirlpool
               through his head. Perhaps, he thinks, he can ask the priest himself one day, when he is older and feeling brave.
            

            
            Instead, Pedro begs Isabel for stories of her god, and even of the evil spirits who, Isabel says, caused all manner of illness
               and accident; but she refuses.
            

            
            “Evil did not cause you, cariño mio,” she says, understanding at once his unspoken worry.
            

            
             

            Pedro often goes down to the sea to harvest shellfish for their supper; but he also helps by scouring the beach for shells
               that Isabel can use in her work. Almost everything from Isabel’s girlhood has long since been forbidden by the Spanish who
               conquered the island, but the rulers have not entirely quelled admiration for traditional artistry. Isabel sits most days
               in the shade, stringing clay beads and shells into adornments that she can sell; it is Pedro’s job to make sure her pile of
               shells is always heaped high.
            

            
            Today, Pedro hurries through the twisting streets. He keeps his head low, eyes on his feet as they scurry forward. If he stops
               even for a moment he is as likely to receive a coin as a kick; the merchants shoo him away when he lingers too long outside
               their shops and stalls, afraid that his strangeness will deter custom. Although thanks to Isabel he is no beggar, the wealthy
               always seem to assume he is one, anyway; they offer him coin if he lets them touch the fur of his cheek. Once, one gentleman
               cut a long lock of his hair to bring home to his wife.
            

            
            A pity, the gentleman said, rubbing the hairs between his fingers, that a little beast like you can’t be skinned like a goat. What a handsome coat you have.
            

            
            Pedro gives these coins to Isabel, and she takes them, though with a furious look when he explains how he came to have them.
               He much prefers the look she gives him when he brings her his gleanings from the sea.
            

            
            The sea is once again his destination, and he does not look up at all until he reaches it, even when he passes the monastery
               where monks’ voices thrum through the windows. At the beach he removes his shoes and places them on the sand, high enough
               that the tide cannot snatch them away. The sand is soft and black; Pedro amuses himself for a short while by marching up and
               down the shore, neck twisted so he can see the line of his own small shallow footprints before the waves lap them away. When
               he has tired of this, he finally crouches down to work.
            

            
            Always, the sea is generous. It daily offers an abundance of shells that have been abandoned by their occupants: large, spiny
               shells with insides as pink and smooth as palms; the rough dark shells of mussels; the curled shells of sea snails, as small
               and delicate as a fingernail. He picks through them all, putting the best ones into the sack Isabel made for him for just
               this purpose, woven tightly from the fibers of palm leaves.
            

            
            Two fishermen are at work far down the beach; one of them waves to Pedro, and Pedro lifts his hand in response, smiling with
               all his teeth. They are too far away to see him properly; he must look like any ordinary boy to them.
            

            
            He is still smiling when he throws the bag over his shoulder and makes for his favorite spot, a nook within one of the twisted
               rocks overlooking the sea. These rocks were formed, Manuel told him, long ago by fire from the tallest mountain in the area.
               Hills loom high around the town, but as far as Pedro knows, only this one ever belches fire.
            

            
            He used to fit perfectly inside this nook, nestled close enough to the water that when the tide was in, he could feel the spray on his face as the waves rushed forth. The sea is a deeper blue than the sky and filled with just as many mysteries; not just the fish and eels, crabs and urchins, but deeper mysteries of the sort that sailors like to describe, particularly to small boys with large eyes and eager questions. 

            
            These sailors, accustomed to all manner of extraordinary sights in the strange lands to which they journey, often seem less
               shocked than other people by Pedro’s appearance. They speak of monsters that lurk in the deepest parts of the sea, many-armed
               and many-toothed, all the more fearsome because they come from a place where humans cannot go.
            

            
            Pedro finds his nook, and though he has grown a little older, a little longer, and doesn’t fit quite as well as he used to,
               he still curls into it as best he can, like a winkle into its shell, and looks out over the water, his head full of sea monsters.
            

            
             

            He is dozing in his nook when a true sea monster comes for him. It snatches him up in its tentacles; covers his mouth so he
               cannot scream; rushes with him into the waves, great splashes of water soaking his clothes against his body. He bucks and
               struggles within the monster’s grip, but its arms are immovable.
            

            
            Then suddenly the waves are gone—Pedro thrashes, tries to bite the thing that holds him, finds himself smacked hard enough
               that if it weren’t for the monster’s tight grip his head would have snapped on his neck.
            

            
            He stops moving instantly, but not for the smack itself; because the smack was delivered not by a slimy tentacle, but by a
               human palm.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         
            Pedro

            Pedro has always known to be wary of pirates, those lawless sailors who came sometimes to the island and stole whatever they
               wished, then slipped away again in their fast ships. Everyone knows to be wary of pirates. But there has not been an attack
               for years, at least not in their port; the danger seemed, until this moment, as imaginary as the danger of being swallowed
               by a sea creature.
            

            
            Now he is curled in a ship’s damp hold, cheek pressed to a coil of half-rotted rope. He listens to the slapping of water against
               the sides of the ship, and the voices of the men above. They speak some tongue Pedro cannot understand.
            

            
            A man in a brown jerkin brings him hard bread and some fresh water, speaks to him in that strange ugly language, and looks
               angry when Pedro cannot respond. Pedro spills half the water down his chin in fear.
            

            
             

            All through the sea voyage, he is ill. He retches and retches, though there is little enough in his belly to bring up. The
               man in the brown jerkin shouts at him and makes him clean the mess, but the stench of vomit lingers, mingling with the smell
               of damp and the slick green-black mold that grows in ever-widening spots on the hold walls.
            

            
            In between bouts of sickness he lies on his side, eyes closed against the terrible sight of the ship’s walls heaving up and
               down with the waves, hands over his ears to keep out the sounds of men from above—the thump of their footsteps, the creaking
               of the wood, their voices raised in laughter and in anger—and drifts in and out of a restless sleep. In his sleep, he returns
               to the island, to his nook. The beach riddled with stones and shells. The water rushing in and out, offering treasures and
               taking them back again.
            

            
            Inside the ship, his eyes adjust to the dimness, to the shadows that creep and shift and cast out tendrils of themselves like tentacles, reaching for him, beckoning to him until he has pulled his legs as close to his belly as he can, clutched his arms around them, tucked his head down so that he occupies as little space as possible, so that he is more difficult to reach. He is surrounded by bulging sacks—supplies, he wonders, or items stolen from his town of Garachico, and from other towns, as well? Pedro stares at the sacks but dares not open them, though his heart pounds against his chest and his fingers curl into fists. Like other children, he was brought up on stories of pirate attacks, which left so many Guanche families in fragments and so many churches and rich houses looted. These pirates did not come only for him—they must have come for many treasures. The church’s silver candlesticks; wealthy ladies’ jewels. Manuel has teased Pedro for years about how soundly he sleeps—could he have slept that day through the screams from an attack? 

            
            No, he thinks. No, no, no. But still his fists long to punch. Instead, he puts his palm into his own mouth to stopper the screams trying to hurl themselves into the world.
            

            
            He weeps when he thinks of Isabel—stringing beads and waiting for him to return home. This thought is more substantial than
               his imaginings of what could have happened to the town during a pirate attack, and the tears stream and stream, mixing with
               snot from his nose and saliva from his open, grieving mouth. Manuel will calm her when Isabel grows worried about Pedro’s
               absence; Manuel will promise to find Pedro, without knowing how impossible the promise will be to keep. He will scour the
               port and the streets and climb the neighboring hills. He will ask and ask whether anyone has seen the hairy boy—the little
               beast. At last, perhaps, he will search the shore for a small washed-up body. But he will not find even that, only the bag
               of perfect shells and a pair of empty shoes.
            

            
             

            When the ship docks at last, Pedro is thin and shaky from days and days of vomiting, his tongue dry and sticky. There was no sense of day and night in the ship’s hold, but he was given one meal each day, and he kept count of those—eighteen in all. Eighteen days away from home. 

            
            He is bundled roughly up the stairs, his wrists tied tight with rope. He cries out a question, but the man just shoves him
               up the last steps to the deck, where he stands, eyes squeezed shut against the dazzling sun and shoulders hunched against
               the stares of the other men, their tongues muttering and their throats laughing. His blood whooshes, loud but not loud enough
               to deaden other sounds. The tall mast creaks, seabirds scream above their heads, and the sea air blows cool over his face,
               fresh and salty as it was at home. He keeps his eyes closed and inhales it in great gulps. The salt that runs from between
               his lids makes the men laugh louder.
            

            
            There are people all around. Eyes everywhere. Pedro is used to having eyes upon him, but these press hard, encircling him
               like cage bars.
            

            
            Isabel, he thinks, and tries very hard not to snivel, though he has never been so frightened, not even when the boys pelted him with
               rocks. Not even when the new priest sketched the sign of the cross like a barrier before his own chest, eyes as wide as if
               he had just spied a demon, when Pedro came forward for the holy communion. Isabel, Isabel.

            
            There are other people in this square, men and women and even children, bound and drooping. Most have Moor-dark skin; others
               look like they should be pale, except that the sun has burned them until they appear almost cooked, red-brown and crispy.
               But none of them draws the attention that Pedro does; the man in the brown jerkin smiles with half his mouth, pulls up Pedro’s shirt to show his hairy back. Fingers brush, marveling, at his spine. Pedro tries to keep his head down, eyes upon his own bare feet, but the man will not let him, squeezing the sides of Pedro’s jaw until his mouth opens. Pedro’s own breathing rattles inside his ears, half-drowning the excited murmurs of the men who surround him, peering at his teeth. 

            
            He longs to run away; Manuel used to say Pedro darted like a fish. But the man in the brown jerkin holds his chin in one hand,
               and keeps his other hand on Pedro’s shoulder, gripping tight. So Pedro’s eyes dart instead, from face to avid face.
            

            
            He is too dulled by terror to notice when he is finally bought, a price negotiated, coins clinking into the pirate’s fat purse.
               He only knows that suddenly there is a new hand upon him, less rough, plump fingers with a gold ring. A voice speaks to him,
               the words lost to the harsh rustle of his own frantic breaths, and Pedro looks up into a pair of pale blue eyes.
            

            
            “Come,” the man says again, and this time Pedro understands the word, and could sob for the understanding.

            
             

            The man does not ask Pedro’s name, or give his own. He speaks Spanish badly and with a strange accent, and calls Pedro his
               wild boy, which makes Pedro want to bite. But the man feeds him well, better even than his own two servants. He gives Pedro
               meat from his own plate and says, “We want you glossy,” laughing and wiping grease from his fingers.
            

            
            This journey is jolting, over land rather than sea, and Pedro dozes through much of it despite his fear, his eyes drooping
               closed to the sounds of the horses’ hooves rhythmic upon the dusty, pitted roads. Though he is well-fed, his stomach recoils
               from food, rejecting much of what he eats as if he had drunk bad water; the blue-eyed man shouts in disgust the first time
               this happens, and begins demanding how long Pedro has been ill. Pedro forms a miserable curl. His belly doesn’t want food;
               it is too frightened.
            

            
            They make their beds in fields, at times, one or the other of the big servants standing watch for thieves; other times they all pile into a stable or room at an inn. The man who bought Pedro always gets the bed in the room; Pedro sleeps between the two manservants on the hard floor. 

            
            At one inn, in a town that teems with scuttling people as busy and numerous as ants, the man leaves Pedro alone with the servants,
               who chuckle and toss dice together on the floor of the room while Pedro watches. They do not speak Spanish but another language,
               enough of whose words are familiar that Pedro can cobble together a small understanding of their conversation, dull as it
               is—admiration for a serving girl they saw downstairs; irritation for the fleas that leap fearlessly among them all. Pedro
               scratches at his own flea bites and wonders where these men come from; on his island, there were people from many lands, but
               he never had reason to pay close attention to any tongues besides his own. He watches the dice fall and clatter, again and
               again.
            

            
            When the man returns, it is with two of the inn’s servants, who lug between them a rough wooden tub. As Pedro stares, they
               return again and again with buckets of steaming water. A serving girl scents the water with oil and herbs. And then the blue-eyed
               man who bought him directs Pedro to strip and get into the tub.
            

            
            No, Pedro tries to say; but one servant is already pulling his shirt over his head, and then suddenly he is in the tub, the
               scalding water making him hiss. The blue-eyed man laughs a little at his reaction, then sets about briskly scrubbing him with
               harsh soap. The scented water turns quickly gray and murky.
            

            
            After, he is dried and combed and stands naked before the man and his manservants, fists at his sides and heat that has nothing
               to do with the bath rushing up from his chest to his cheeks.
            

            
            The blue-eyed man brought new clothes back with him from outside, and now he orders Pedro to dress. The hose are yellow as
               ranúnculo, the buttercups at home that send out their runners all along the island and twine, painted, along the edge of Isabel’s comb. There is lace at the shirt’s wrists and throat; the doublet is a deep green, stitched with silver thread. Pedro has never touched, let alone worn, clothes so fine; his fingers fumble with the lacings, and he looks down at himself in disbelief, then up, smiling shyly, to the man for approval. 

            
            But the man is frowning. “No,” he says slowly, running a finger around his mouth in thought. “Take them off.”

            
            Tears prick, but Pedro obeys. When he is again bare, he looks back at the man, who nods and finally smiles.

            
            “Yes,” he says. “Wild as God made you. You are perfect.”

            
             

            When the big servants throw a blanket over him and bear him down the inn’s dark stairway and out, blinking, into the bustle
               of the street outside, he finds a cart waiting, not the coach they had been using; and in the cart, a cage.
            

            
            Pedro has learned not to ask questions, for the blue-eyed man never answers them, but he begins crying out questions now.
               “Where are you taking me?” he says, and then, when there is no answer, only the blanket whipped away and one servant lifting
               him up, the other holding open the cage’s hinged door, he begins screaming: “No! No!” But as ever, the servants and the blue-eyed man—who has come out through the inn door dressed not in his dusty traveling
               clothes, but in a tooled leather doublet and bright trunk hose, a snowy plume in his hat—pretend to deafness. The only sign
               that Pedro is not voiceless and invisible are the curious glances and startled exclamations from passersby.
            

            
            He kneels inside the cage and folds himself low over his genitals. He has grown accustomed, over the last endless weeks, to terror. It has become his only constant friend, buzzing with an almost-friendly familiarity inside his chest. But this is an entirely new terror; it roars inside his chest like the beast the people of Garachico said he was. The cage has bars of wood, round and oiled smooth, which are nonetheless too strong for Pedro to shift, no matter how he rattles them. They won’t move—they won’t move—and as the cart lurches forward, the servants perched to either side of the cage and the blue-eyed man on the seat in front
               with the driver, the roaring terror bursts between Pedro’s ribs, up the tunnel of his throat and out of the hole of his mouth.
               He shouts and shouts, wordless and wild as the man wants him to be, his skin burning under the bristle of hair. But the cart
               rolls inexorably on, and his throat begins to ache, and the shouts turn to pleadings. First with the man who purchased him,
               who does not even turn around; then to the God who made him, and to his Son, and to the Holy Mother. When they do not respond
               he turns to Isabel’s god—to the god and spirits of his mother’s people.
            

            
            But, of course, he never learned their names, and so they cannot hear him.

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         
            Pedro

            He huddles, tense and shivering, in the center of the cage as the servants lift it from the cart. The cage is generous enough
               that he could kneel with his neck perfectly straight if he wished; instead, he makes himself as small as he can, a tight,
               furry ball, arms pressed hard to his ribs, sharp elbow-points in the hollows of his palms. He does not want to know where
               they are taking him; his eyes close. He pretends that he is in his nook.
            

            
            The cage bumps a little with the servants’ uneven steps. Pedro’s heart bumps, too, each time he hears a gasp or exclamation
               from someone they pass. He focuses on the little wind that ruffles over his body through the cage bars.
            

            
            And then, quite suddenly, the air changes, grows still and stagnant; and scented, too, like the air inside a church, as if
               the servants have carried him into a building, a closed-up place filled with the perfumes of the wealthy. The murmurs thicken
               around him. Pedro tightens his arms around himself, rocking slightly.
            

            
            He is unprepared, when the servants set the cage down, for the cacophonous swelling of murmured voices to suddenly cease.
               There is a faint rustling, like fabric or tree leaves, from all sides; and then a single voice directly beside Pedro, speaking
               in the language of the pirates but gently, and in a tone of wonder. Almost against his will, Pedro opens his eyes, one after
               the other, to find himself eye to eye with a man crouched on the other side of the bars.
            

            
            The man has a narrow face, and a beard that makes his chin look very pointed. His eyebrows tip up in the center; his eyelids
               droop down. There is a gold hoop in his ear, from which a pearl dangles. When Pedro looks at him, he makes a sound of delight
               and, gesturing excitedly, turns to say something to the man standing beside him.
            

            
            It is the blue-eyed man who bought Pedro at the market, who does not look at Pedro at all, though Pedro reaches out, folding his fingers around the bars of his cage, peering up between them. All around are other people, men and women both, richly dressed in cloth of red and black and blue and gold, whispering to each other behind their hands. The whispers echo, for the ceiling of the room is very tall, and all their staring eyes fix upon Pedro. His blood surges high and fast as a wave dashing itself against a cliff; the muscles of his legs bunch, as if they would spring. He breathes through his mouth like a winded dog. 

            
            The bearded man stands from his crouch, and he and the man who bought Pedro speak together over the cage for several minutes,
               their tongues whirring. Pedro’s fingers clench on the cage bars; his ears ache for something he can understand.
            

            
            Then the man who brought Pedro here bows low before the bearded man. And then he is leaving—Pedro swings around to watch as
               he walks briskly down the long length of the room, the two big servants falling in behind him—a call sticks in Pedro’s throat,
               choking him. But the blue-eyed man, who fed Pedro meat from his own knife and combed his hair as gently as Isabel once did,
               is gone.
            

            
            Pedro has only a moment to stare after him before he is surrounded by all the people who whispered at the edges of the room
               before. They bend down, pushing their faces close to the cage; their mouths spill forth still more words that Pedro cannot
               understand; their fingers, heavy with rings, reach curiously through the cage bars. Pedro shrinks back, pulling all his limbs
               in tight; his head moves in little frantic shakes. “No,” he says, a breeze of a word, and, “Please—I want to go home—”
            

            
            One of the women hears and exclaims, pointing. Pedro pushes himself as far away from them as he can, the cage bars hard against
               his spine.
            

            
             

            They put him inside a windowless chamber, filled with odds and ends—trunks and tapestries, heavy carved chairs and silver platters, their stacked forms casting bulging shadows across the walls. The cage is set down with a jarring thump. Pedro sits very still but for his chest and shoulders, which rise and fall with his rapid breaths. The servants who bore him into the room bend to get a better look at him, but he does not look up until they leave, the door clunking into place behind them with terrible solidity. 

            
             

            He is still naked, and a little cold, when the storeroom door opens abruptly sometime the following day. His stomach aches,
               with hunger and fear both. He dreamed last night of goat’s milk, hot from the teat.
            

            
            The man who enters looks wary. He opens the cage with a key, looking as if he would like to leap back as Pedro, after a moment’s
               hesitation, half-crawls from within, standing slowly. Muttering something Pedro cannot understand, the man slips a rope around
               his wrists, pulling it tight, tugging so Pedro follows as he leads him from the storeroom and into a maze of corridors. His
               shoes are loud upon the floors, Pedro’s bare feet softly slapping. Pedro keeps his eyes on his toes against the tiles, his
               back rounding against the stares of the few people they pass.
            

            
            There are men with swords at the door where they finally stop. The man with Pedro fiddles with his end of the rope. When he
               knotted it earlier around Pedro’s wrists, his fingers grazed the back of Pedro’s hand, and he hastily wiped them on his own
               hose. Pedro stares now at those fingers, long and white as bones. There is a buzzing inside his ears. He wills himself invisible.
            

            
            The door opens, and the rope is tugged, and Pedro stumbles forward, his wristbones creaking, his back absorbing the whispers
               from the guards like thwacks. Voices speak, but Pedro cannot hear them; the buzzing rises, bees swarming. His head whirls
               upon his neck, as if he stole too many sips of wine.
            

            
            And then one voice cuts through the rest—raised only slightly, but for some reason, everyone else in the room goes silent. Two feet in soft round shoes appear before Pedro, and he looks up, bound hands awkward over his nakedness. 

            
            The bearded man from the day before looks down at him. Like yesterday, he wears a pearl in one ear and shows no sign of fear
               at Pedro’s nearness, only a look of wonder. As if Pedro is a saint, or something from a story the man remembers from childhood.
            

            
            “I am told you can speak,” he says, in Spanish that is perfect, almost without accent. Pedro feels an echoing expression of
               wonder come over his own face. “Is this true?”
            

            
            “Yes,” Pedro says. He has to force the word over his very dry tongue. At the sound, the man’s eyebrows jump like delighted
               children, and his face, so long and solemn, suddenly transforms itself with a grin, his eyes rumpling at the corners.
            

            
            “Well, now,” he says. “Not such a savage, then, as I was told, if you can speak a Christian tongue. I swore I’d never again
               speak the language of my captors, but here we are.”
            

            
            But then something in his expression slackens. “You truly are just a child,” he says. “I didn’t realize—” He speaks over his
               shoulder to a group of men Pedro had not noticed, who huddle together, looking like goats in a storm despite their fine clothes.
               When he turns back to Pedro, he crouches so that their faces are level.
            

            
            “A child,” he says again, and the wonder is back in his voice, along with something else, something that makes Pedro think
               of Manuel’s voice when he talks about the building of churches. Pedro is silent, fingers knotting. His joints ache, every
               one, from holding them tight and ready. The man continues to look at him, then says, “I was told you would have been a king
               in your own country, once upon a time. That your father was a great Guanche king, slain in the last battle with the Spanish.
               Tell me—from one king to another—are all your people so hairy as you?”
            

            
            Bewildered, Pedro’s eyes flick from the man’s face, with its long, straight nose and neat beard, to his clothing. His hat, Pedro sees now, is sewn all over with pearls to match the one in his ear. Around his neck hangs a heavy chain, from which the largest pearl Pedro has ever seen dangles below a thick golden cross. 

            
            From one king to another. Nonsense words. Crazy words. Pedro opens his mouth to ask a question, then closes it again. The blue-eyed man who brought
               him here never answered any questions Pedro asked; surely questions would only anger this man, who says he is a king.
            

            
            “N-no,” Pedro says at last, stutter-tongued. For a moment, he is back on the beach, pirate hands clasped tight over his struggling
               limbs and seawater splashing. This man does not look like a pirate, but there is something in his face that matches the something in his voice, an eagerness at the thought of an entire island of hairy people. A king,
               or even a man rich enough to dress all over in pearls, could command ships to steal people. Pedro flounders up out of the
               wet, wrenches away from the hard fingers.
            

            
            “No,” he says again, and then stops, flustered. How is one meant to address a king? Or a madman? But the man just watches
               him, apparently unconcerned by Pedro’s confusion. So Pedro tries again. “They are not—we are not—” He shakes his head. “I
               am the only one like me.”
            

            
            In his head, he hears Isabel’s voice, warm and wry and very far away: You are very special. His throat catches, as if around a small spiny shell; under all the unblinking stares in the room, he does not feel special,
               only very naked.
            

            
            The huddled goat-men come forward when the king beckons them. They are tense and narrow eyed, their hands going to their knife hilts. One, braver or more impatient than the rest, stretches out a hand, ink settled into the vertical cracks and ridges of his fingernails, and touches the long hair that falls from Pedro’s cheek. Pedro stands very still; and then they all come forward, their fear of him withering when he does not feed it. They touch him, every one of them, and point to bits of his body, murmuring together, nodding. They examine his ears and nose and navel; they spread his fingers and toes and turn over his hands and feet one after the other to peer at his palms and soles. One of them puts his big, porous nose just behind Pedro’s ear and sniffs. The king-man watches, one half of his mouth curled up. 

            
            “Have you a name?” he says as one of the men nudges Pedro to turn around so that he can examine his back and buttocks.

            
            “Pedro,” Pedro says in a whisper.

            
            The man cocks his head, smiling again with all his long white teeth. “Only Pedro? A prince must have more name than that.”

            
            Pedro has no family name; if Isabel knew it, she never told him what it was. Certainly, he is not a prince. Bare and shivering,
               he almost says so.
            

            
            But he looks at the man, who stands very kingly, feet apart and elbows wide, as if to proclaim his right to more space than
               other men. If the man is mad, he seems to fully believe his own madness. How wonderful, to be able to turn king just by saying
               so.
            

            
            But kings have family names. Dynasties. Pedro licks his lips, which are dry and flaking.

            
            The man shifts his weight from one foot to the other. His eyes dull, just slightly, with impatience.

            
            “Gonzales.” Pedro forces the name out. Isabel’s name, and Manuel’s, too. He used to pluck finished beads from Isabel’s workbasket,
               rolling them between his fingers; this feels somehow similar. “I am Pedro Gonzales.”
            

            
            “Pedro Gonzales,” the king-man repeats, and then says it again, this time accompanied by other words in his own language,
               to the other men surrounding Pedro. They take up the name among them like congregants mumbling Latin prayers. His new name
               sounds handsome and proud, rolling off so many tongues. Pedro Gonzales.

            
            He hopes, clench-fingered and aching, that—as with the beads—Isabel would not mind the borrowing.

            
             

            The days from that point flow in and out like waves over the beach. The king takes great care of him—assigns him a chamber, all his own; and a gouverneur, a keeper just as his own children have, and the animals in the menagerie, too, someone to ensure their needs are seen to.
               His gouverneur, Monsieur de la Vacherie, speaks Spanish, though not so well as King Henri, and with the coins allotted from the king’s coffers
               he buys Pedro clothing, toys. A fine jointed horse, a top that spins madly with the flick of his wrist. He is brusque, but
               kind enough, with a distant sort of kindness, though Pedro wonders whether the kindness is his own inclination, or if it is
               the king himself who requires it of him, the king who is so delighted by his wondrous hairy boy. The clothing Vacherie orders
               made for him is tailored to fit Pedro exactly; accustomed to wearing Manuel’s old things, Pedro cannot stop marveling at a
               sleeve that stops just at his wrist, or a doublet fitted, glove-like, to his chest and belly. There is room for his toes to
               wiggle inside the soft shoes, but they are not so big that the heels flap.
            

            
            The courtiers will want to see your teeth, Vacherie warns him. They will want to touch your hair. Follow His Majesty’s lead in this; he is fond of children, and fond of dogs, so I imagine
                  he will be doubly fond of you, should you behave well.

            
            And fond he is. A stool is brought up beside the king’s own chair. Pedro perches there, back straight and hands on his knees,
               mouth closed and gaze unfocused against all the covetous eyes of the court. Embarrassment, anger, fear, wonder all wash over
               him, again and again, turning him prickling-hot and shivery-cold in waves as the king shows him off to dignitaries; lets his
               mistress tie ribbons in Pedro’s hair.
            

            
            “You are the most interesting gift I have been given for my coronation,” the king says, leaning close and whispering to Pedro,
               as if imparting a great secret. “Better even than the leopard.” He grins, sets a warm hand on Pedro’s shoulder
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