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Chapter 1 

I was born in the fourth year of the emperor Coaan in the Royal Infirmary in the Imperial 

City of Leicester on Earth. My foster parents, whom I believed to be my real parents, were a 

well-educated and intelligent couple of pure human blood who had sworn life-long fidelity to 

each other and shared a cognomen: they call it marriage. Their names were Lindsey and 

Simon Burns. 

They were always very kind to me. They had never been able to have children, and when 

they were given the opportunity to take me they felt it was a gift from God. They did not 

know who my real parents were, only that when my mother – I mean, my foster mother – had 

been in hospital for infertility treatment she was offered the opportunity of taking a foetus 

and had accepted at once. That very evening she was taken in an ambulance to the Imperial 

Centre where the operation was performed. So she thought the child, me, was part of the 

Sacred People – the Rulers, the humans call us; but she knew no more. 

At that time it was thought best not to tell her. 

From the earliest days I was closely watched over. One of my earliest memories is of my 

foster father – I called him Daddy – picking me up in his arms and holding me up to see a 

tall, white-skinned lady with long black hair. She was smiling at me and I thought she was 

very beautiful because she had such lovely hair. My foster mother – I called her Mummy – 

was saying: ‘She recognises you,’ and I reached out to the lady and let her kiss me. I liked her 

very much, and I knew she had come to see me before. I remember she had brought me a doll 

that day, and I still have it; old and battered now. I once asked Mummy how old I was when I 

was given it and she laughed and replied: ‘Goodness! Not a year old, duck.’ 

This lady who used to come to see me was, I later discovered, an official in the Imperial 

service. Her name was Fahree, and she was a medic who specialised in the care of children. 

On Earth they call them pediatricians. She had the responsibility for watching over all the 

mixed blood human/Sacred People, because in the early days it was not known how 

compatible the two species would turn out to be. But in particular of course she had to keep a 

close eye on me, to ensure I came to no harm. But at this time my foster parents and I knew 

nothing of all this. They only knew that they were glad of her help and advice in dealing with 

their surrogate child, and I thought she was a princess. 

The humans are very fond of legends for their children. They call them ‘fairy tales’ and 

all children learn them. They are good, positive stories where good always triumphs and the 

Sacred People would do well to adopt them. There is a princess in these tales called Snow 

White, whose hair is black as coal, her skin white as snow, her lips red as blood. In my 

imagination I believed my lady was Snow White. She was very good and kind and wise. But 

she always called me Celoan, while my parents called me Caroline. I did not understand why 
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this was, and it puzzled me. 

My Daddy worked for a company in Leicester that manufactured knitting machines. 

Even today the knitting industry remains Leicester’s major employer. In those days, so soon 

after the conquest, the machine manufacturers were having to adapt their machines to the new 

energy sources – wind generated and solar generated – and there was much competition to 

come up with the most efficient machines. So Daddy worked long hours and my mummy 

found it difficult bringing up a child when she was so much on her own. So we went out a 

good deal visiting people; Mummy’s parents, whom I called ‘Nannie’ and ‘Granpa’, and 

Mummy’s friends and their children. 

I always found it difficult when we went out. Going out in itself was fun. At first I went 

in a chair on wheels which Mummy pushed along; then when I was older I walked and we 

went part of the way on a public vehicle my mummy called a ’bus, which ran on electric 

power. I enjoyed travelling, but when we arrived there were always problems. My nannie 

tried to love me, because she knew that my mummy had longed for me so much, but she 

found me an ugly child. My mummy had been a pretty little girl who loved to dress in frilly 

dresses, but I was thin and gawky and looked better in a long, plain, tunic dress. My hair was 

not curly like my mummy’s, nor her pretty blonde, but black and straight and coarse. Worse, 

it used to move around of its own accord. My lovely lady Fahree had told my mother this was 

normal for children with the blood of the Sacred People in them but my nannie hated it. She 

said it made her think of ‘that lady with the snakes on her head.’ Years later I discovered she 

meant Medusa, who was of course the Priestess who helped set up the Project. The fact that 

she and the emperor quarrelled during the course of the Project suggests to me the reason for 

her negative portrayal in Earth legends. 

My nannie tried to make me a pretty little girl, and I tried to please her, but I could not. I 

was even more of a disappointment to my human playmates. 

Now, all human children can read minds quite normally when they are infants, as one 

would expect; but as they grow older and begin to speak they lose this ability. This is 

something to do with their emotional instability – they have to distance themselves from each 

other. Most remain able to read their mother’s mind throughout life and also the minds of 

those they love most dearly – without of course realising that they are doing so. Now, when I 

went to play with my mummy’s friends’ children as a baby we read each other’s minds and 

all was well – but as we got older they began to speak and closed their receptors. This 

distressed me a good deal. They would no longer respond to me. So I spent a good deal of my 

time with them in tears of frustration, which caused my poor foster-mother great distress. 

Only after many years did I come to understand the great gulf that lay between me and 

my human friends in this respect. In the meantime I kept striving to cross the divide. They 

found me odd, ganged up against me and refused to play with me. Somehow they picked up 

my nanny’s complaints against me and called me ‘snake girl.’ I said, ‘My name is Caroline,’ 

and they laughed at me. 

My foster-mother at last resolved to send me to a sort of beginner’s school, called 

‘playgroup.’ She hoped that this would help me to mix with other children. It was here that I 

met Tonya, who was to be my best friend all her life. She was dark haired, like me, with hair 

to her hips, like mine (my nannie urged my mummy to have my hair cut, but my Lady Fahree 

forbad her even to think of it – it might kill me, she said) – and Tonya had dark eyes, like I 

did, and was tall and slim. The difference between us was that her skin was brown while 

mine was very white. She was the only girl with brown skin in the group, and I the only girl 

with very white skin. The others ostracised us and called us names, but we ignored them. We 

knew that we were queens and they were simply commoners. 

My mummy was very relieved that I had a friend and she and Tonya’s mother became 

quite friendly, which was a great advantage to them both because, unlike my mummy’s other 
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friends, Tonya’s family lived quite close to us. 

Tonya and I were together in playgroup and then in ‘reception class’ at school when we 

were four years old. It was here that I first learnt for certain that I was not like other human 

children. 

Some of the children in ‘reception class’ were quite rough. My mummy said that they 

came from ‘deprived backgrounds’ and I must be kind to them. I took her seriously, for 

although they were clearly only commoners they were people too. So I tried to be nice to 

them. However, this made no impression on them and they were always unpleasant to Tonya 

and myself. 

Then one day in the playground a group of the rough girls ganged up on Tonya. They 

called her a ‘dirty Pakky’ and ‘an immigrant’ and told her to ‘go back home to Pakkyland.’ 

This made me very angry because I knew that Tonya’s home was Leicester. She was born in 

the Royal Infirmary as I was and her mother had been born there too and her grandparents 

lived in Evington. Tonya, who was very gentlehearted, became distressed at the rough girls’ 

rudeness and began to cry. I told them to go away and leave Tonya alone. 

Then they began to shout at me too. They told me I was chalky and they said I had 

snakes for hair. They said, ‘We’ll cut the snakes off,’ and one of them grabbed my hair and 

pulled it. 

Then I was angry. I was so angry I wanted to kill them. I opened my eyes and I pointed 

my hands at them and I shouted: ‘Go away! Leave Tonya and me alone!’ And I pushed them 

away with all my mind and all my strength. 

Then everything was quiet, and no one was shouting at me any more. I looked at Tonya 

and put my arm round her and said, ‘Don’t cry, Tonya; I’m here. It’s all right. They’re gone.’ 

She hugged me and tried to stop crying but her aura was still all jagged with distress and I 

tried to calm it. I kept saying, ‘It’s all right, it’s all right.’ Then suddenly the playground 

attendants came up to us, shouting. They grabbed me and called me a murderess. I didn’t 

know what they were saying, but I was still angry and so I pushed them away. They seemed 

very upset. They ran away and screamed, ‘Call the police.’ Then a lot of people started 

running around. The headteacher came out. Tonya was sacred. She asked me what was going 

on, and I said, ‘I don’t know.’ 

Then some police came up in their uniforms and looking very important and they said to 

me and Tonya, ‘Don’t be scared. Come with us.’ They smiled kindly at us, so we went with 

them into the school. We went into a little room where there were big chairs and a low table 

and they told us to sit down. We sat in one chair together because we were frightened. 

The police sat down opposite us. There were two of them, a lady and a man. The lady 

asked us kindly what had happened. I told her that the rough girls had been saying bad things 

to Tonya and made her cry and I had made them go away. The man said, ‘You did that, all 

right.’ 

Then they talked together and decided to get our parents. And one of them spoke the 

name of Lady Fahree. I felt happier when they mentioned her because she would be able to 

solve everything. 

So we sat in the room, Tonya and I, and waited. The two police waited with us. At last 

my mummy came and Tonya’s mummy and Lady Fahree. Lady Fahree said to the police, ‘I 

would like to see the head. She ought to have foreseen that this was likely to happen.’ 

So they brought the headteacher in and Lady Fahree started asking her about the school’s 

policy on bullying and on promoting racial harmony and the head said that they believed in 

allowing the children space to develop in their own time. Then Lady Fahree said, ‘I hold you 

responsible for this. What did you expect a bullied child to do? Put up with it?’ The 

headteacher did not answer, but I saw, and Lady Fahree saw, that this was exactly what she 

expected. 
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Then Lady Fahree said, ‘Consider yourself suspended.’ 

The headteacher said, ‘I protest! On what grounds do you suspend me?’ 

Lady Fahree replied, ‘You must have known about the behaviour of these children, yet 

you did nothing to stop it. You must have known that they were bullying Lady Celoan, and 

you did nothing to stop them. Do you expect a dragon woman to submit herself to such 

treatment?’ 

The headteacher said, ‘Here she is simply Caroline Burns.’ 

Lady Fahree replied, ‘I briefed you fully on her status when you took her into the 

school.’ 

The headteacher said, ‘It is not our policy to isolate any child from the rest. They are all 

treated equally.’ 

Lady Fahree answered, ‘But they are not all equal. If you are raising chickens and 

dragons together you must warn the chickens not to attack the dragons.’ 

The headteacher replied, ‘I did not decide to mix chickens and dragons, as you put it. 

The responsibility rests with those who took the decision.’ 

Lady Fahree answered, ‘You forget your position, headteacher. Your suspension is 

confirmed.’ Then she turned and said to me, ‘Celoan, tell me what happened.’ She sat down 

to listen. 

I wished she would not call me Celoan in front of all these people when my name was 

really Caroline. But I hero-worshipped her so I told her everything. Then she said gently, ‘Do 

you know where the rough girls went?’ 

I answered, ‘No. I was too cross to look for them. And Tonya was crying.’ 

Lady Fahree did not speak words then. She told me in my mind. She was the only person 

who would speak to me in my mind then, among all those humans. 

She said: Celoan, my Fair Lady of Dragon’s Blood, you have just shown your mettle in 

battle against evil and proved yourself your parents’ daughter. I should congratulate you for 

your courage and your fidelity to your friend. But, oh, my lady! You have killed five human 

girls. You have scattered their atoms to the winds where they will never be found. 

I sat very still for a moment and then I asked her, in her mind, not speaking: How did it 

happen? 

You were so angry, she answered, that you let your power rush out all at once. And 

because you are a dragon child brought up among chickens, you did not know what you were 

doing. These stupid humans who teach you did not take my warnings seriously. Now I will 

have to move you to another school and the parents of the ‘rough girls’, as you call them, 

must be compensated. 

I was very upset when she said that. Can Tonya come too? I asked. I want Tonya to come 

too. If I have to leave her, she will be very unhappy. 

She looked at us, sitting side by side on the chair, arms round each other, eyes still round 

with fright. She smiled gently and said, I will see what I can do. 

Then she looked at the other people in the room and said aloud: ‘Mrs Burns, take Celoan 

home and look after her. I will find her another school. Mrs Zarif, please take Tonya home 

and look after her. She will be very shocked. I will be round to see her later today.’ 

Then our mummies took us away and we never went back to that school. My mummy 

kept me in for a week. She was very quiet with me and rather distant. She seemed as if she 

didn’t like me any more and this scared me. I cried a lot. I didn’t really understand what I had 

done but I knew I had not meant to do it – I had only wanted to protect Tonya. 

One evening when I was in bed I heard Lady Fahree come. I mean, I felt her aura in the 

house. I was already awake because I had been crying because my parents no longer loved 

me. So I lay in bed and listened to my parents and Lady Fahree talking – I could hear their 

thoughts in my mind although I could not hear the words with my ears. 
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Daddy said, ‘We can’t keep her. If we had only known – ’ 

Lady Fahree said, ‘Every parent has to face problems with a child. Your problem is the 

greater because your expectations were higher, having waited so long for a child. And Celoan 

was never going to be easy. I warned you at the start.’ 

‘How could we have understood, then?’ my mummy asked. ‘You offered me a child. Of 

course I accepted.’ 

‘Easy come, easy go, is it?’ asked Lady Fahree acidly. 

They hesitated then. 

‘She is still your little angel,’ Lady Fahree went on. ‘She has just spread her wings a little 

and been badly burned. Clearly she must go to a specialist school – ’ 

‘We want her brought up normally,’ said Daddy. 

‘She will be – for a dragon child.’ 

‘I always wondered why you call her a dragon,’ said Daddy. ‘Now I know.’ 

‘Isn’t there anything human about her?’ cried Mummy. ‘You said her mother is human.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lady Fahree, ‘but a human very like the Sacred People. She is as much a 

dragon as she can be without being pure blood. I am sorry to upset your liberal ideas, my 

friends, but Celoan cannot be treated like a human except at the peril of the other children. 

Although a few more like her would stamp out bullying entirely,’ she added thoughtfully, at 

which I felt my mummy and daddy shudder. 

‘Who will pay for this “Special School”?’ asked Daddy. 

‘We will,’ replied Lady Fahree. 

There was a pause, then my daddy said, ‘All right, then. We seem to have no other 

option.’ 

My mummy said, ‘Are you sure she’s safe?’ 

‘Absolutely,’ Lady Fahree assured her. ‘As safe as any child.’ 

My mummy sighed, but seemed happier. 

Then Lady Fahree said, ‘I will go up now and speak to her, for she is awake and listening 

to every word we say.’ 

My foster-parents were astonished, but she came upstairs – for my parents’ house had an 

upper floor reached by stairs, as is the custom in Leicester – and she came into my room and 

sat down on my bed and told me I would be going to a new school for dragon children like 

me. 

I said, ‘Can Tonja come?’ 

She hesitated and looked at me gravely, but when she saw how anxious I was she said, 

‘Yes.’ 

Then I said, ‘Lady Fahree, what were you saying: my mother – isn’t my mummy?’ 

She grew very gentle then. ‘No, fair lady.’ 

‘Who is she?’ 

‘A very beautiful lady.’ 

‘And who is my father?’ 

She smiled. ‘You are a dragon, fair lady – and they can have more than one father.’ 

‘How many do I have?’ 

‘Four.’ 

I was stunned. I said at last, ‘Who are they?’ 

‘Fine and handsome dragon lords, far away.’ 

‘Why did they leave me here?’ I cried, in tears. 

‘Because your mother was too weak to carry you any further. We thought she might die. 

So we made her leave you here and your mummy and daddy promised to look after you until 

you are big enough to go and find your real parents.’ 

‘How can I do that?’ I asked, in wonder. 
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‘I will help you,’ she said. ‘All the Sacred People will help you because you are special 

to us because of your beautiful mother.’ 

I sighed deeply. It was just like a fairy tale. ‘Who are the Sacred People? Are they the 

Rulers?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Who have black hair like mine and yours?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘So I really am a queen?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Is Tonya a queen too?’ 

She laughed. ‘Not yet. But she may be one day.’ 

I was happy then. ‘Tell me about the country where my real mother lives,’ I said, 

snuggling down in bed. 

She sang me a song about a green land far away where dragons fly and a cliff of sapphire 

rock hides a blue flame which never fails and a priestess clad in bright sky blue goes singing 

through the singing trees. I fell peacefully asleep. 

But before she left, she warned me silently never to tell anyone about my real parents 

unless she gave me permission. Not even Tonya. And although I often wanted to, I found that 

I never could. 

 

After that I didn’t care whether my mummy loved me or not because I knew I had a real 

mother far away. At the same time my mummy started to love me again – and began to love 

me for myself, not just as the child she had longed for for so long. 

 

The new school was much better than the previous one. Tonya and I went together. All the 

other children were either very clever children who could not be catered for in ordinary 

schools – children like Tonya – or children who had the blood of the Sacred People in them. 

Our teacher was one of the Sacred People herself and was able to talk to us in our minds and 

see exactly our problem when we could not understand. I was delighted to discover that there 

were other children like myself in the world – children with long black hair that moved by 

itself, children who could talk to each other’s minds, children who preferred to run rather 

than go in an electric car, who loved trees and the outdoors. 

There I got to know Tihmee, the son of the governor of Earth and her human partner. We 

were soon good friends and one evening I was invited to his home for tea. My parents were 

upset by this invitation and did not want me to go, but at last consented for the governor to 

send a Gustu servant to collect me, take me to the Imperial Centre and bring me home 

afterwards. 

I wore my best white dress, that was calf length and straight but with loose sleeves. I was 

thrilled to be going out by myself. I had asked Tonya if she wanted to come but she refused. 

It was one of their holy festivals at her house and she ws busy. 

I had never spoken to a Gustu before, because they only serve the Sacred People, 

although I had seen them around and thought they must be the police of the Sacred People. 

Now I discovered that they are servants and work all the time. The Gustu who fetched me and 

took me back was very respectful and called me ‘Noble lady’ and made me feel very 

important, but my mummy and daddy did not approve. They said that having servants is 

wrong, but we cannot argue with the Rulers. 

In any case, I had a lovely time. Tihmee introduced me to his father, the governor’s 

partner, who played music for us and taught me some songs. He also told wonderful stories. 

The governor joined us for tea. She was very kind to me. She bent down to shake my hand 

and called me ‘Lady Celoan’ and said she was charmed to meet me and that I looked just like 
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my parents. I knew she meant my real parents and I was glad she said it. 

This was only the first of many visits I made to Governor Ra’haah’s residence. 

 

At school we learnt the language of our people, which some of us had not known before – 

such as I. And we learnt our law and customs and history and religion, how God gave our 

People the Flame which burns constantly in a cave at the Sapphire Cape on Thorion and 

which never goes out, as a sign of God’s presence with us, and with it the secret of 

interstellar flight. And we learnt cosmology – the study of the positions of stars and the 

possessions of the Empire. We learnt about the other planets of the Empire and the different 

races that live on them and their roles in the Empire. And we learnt about the history of Earth, 

how the Sacred People had made humans and put them on Earth, and how they had watched 

over them, and how they had had to come and rule Earth themselves because the humans 

were about to destroy the planet, and how now everyone lived in peace and had plenty to eat 

and there was no more crime because the Sacred People know how to rule them properly, 

whereas humans cannot rule themselves properly. And we learnt science in its many forms, 

especially what humans call physics, and the nature and forms of energy. Some of this was 

beyond the human children, and in these cases they had their own lessons. 

As we learnt our language I discovered the meaning of my own name, Cel-o-aan, fair 

lady of the dragon’s blood. We were told that only those of the imperial line are called ‘of the 

dragon’s blood.’ I then knew that I am related to the emperor. There were other children in 

the school with the oaan suffix to their names: Seroaan, Toaan, Aroaan, Herehoaan. I realised 

that I must be related to them, but I did not know what the relationship was. One day during 

break I was able to talk to Seroaan. He was only a few months younger than myself, I 

discovered, and he also had two human foster parents. Unlike me, however, he had not been 

sent to a human school – he said that Lady Fahree had advised against it. Like me he also had 

a human name – they called him Steven. The others were Tony, Angela and Heather. He told 

me that the others also had human foster parents, and I thought that this was very strange. 

The next time I saw Lady Fahree I asked her about these other dragon children. ‘We 

must be related,’ I said, ‘because they are of dragon’s blood and so am I. And they have 

human mummies and daddies like me. So their real mummies and daddies left them behind, 

too, like mine.’ 

‘Yes,’ she answered, smiling. 

‘Who are their mummies and daddies?’ I asked. 

‘I can’t tell you,’ she replied. 

‘Are they the same as mine?’ I persisted. 

‘I can’t tell you,’ she replied. ‘You will have to work it out for yourself, Celoan.’ 

So I made a point of talking to the others and trying to find out about them. They knew 

even less about their real parents than I did, but after a while we decided to pretend that we 

were brothers and sisters. I was an only child; Seroaan and Toaan had younger human 

siblings (a brother and a sister), born after them, who were now favoured over them. Aroan 

and Herehoaan had a younger brother and sister each, and had been completely pushed out, 

so much so that Herehoaan was talking of running away from home. 

‘They don’t love me now,’ she said, almost in tears. ‘They let the others have all my toys 

and spoil my clothes and pull my hair. They really loved me when I was little and now the 

others are here they don’t love me at all.’ 

I asked Lady Fahree what would happen to Herehoaan. Could she go and live 

somewhere else? Lady Fahree said that she was trying to find one of our own people to look 

after her, but it was difficult because career women have no time to have children. 

‘Her foster parents had wanted children for so long, and could not have them,’ she said 

sadly. ‘Then they had Herehoaan. And then they were suddenly able to have children. It 
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seems to have happened the same way with the others too. We did not expect that.’ 

I wanted to ask who ‘we’ was, but the image in her mind was vague. 

‘We cannot have our imperial children treated in this way,’ said Lady Fahree, with a 

sigh. 

‘Why can’t we go to Thorion?’ I asked. 

‘It is hardly safe,’ she answered sadly. ‘The old priestess hates all of the dragon’s blood. 

You are much safer here.’ 

‘Can’t our mother look after us?’ I asked. 

She looked sadly at me. ‘It is not so simple,’ she said. ‘Lady, believe me – I do all I can.’ 

In the end it was Tonya’s parents who suggested the solution. ‘You need a boarding 

school,’ they said, and explained that this is a school where the children live in a house next 

to the school. Wardens, called ‘house parents’ look after them, and they go to the school 

during the day. They go home during holidays. 

This was arranged and our school on what had been old industrial land on the banks of 

the River Soar in Leicester became a larger complex with a low, single storey dwelling where 

the children whose human foster parents no longer wanted them could live. I, however, 

continued to live with the Burns – for as I have said they had decided to keep me even after 

the incident at my first school, and they had no more children. 

 

So my early school years passed. When I was ten I remember on one occasion when I went 

shopping with my mummy we stopped for a rest in Town Hall Square. It is a large, open area 

with trees all around and a fountain in the middle, and benches where people sit and watch 

the fountain and the pigeons that live in the square. For the first time I noticed a statue on one 

side of the square, near the Town Hall. It was in bronze or some similar material and showed 

a young woman in a simple flared dress beckoning to onlookers. Behind her stood one of the 

Sacred People in tunic, cloak and circlet of office. One arm was about her in a gesture of 

affection – the other hand pointed to the sky. 

At the base was an inscription, in the sacred pictogram script and in Roman lettering in 

English. I went over to read it. 

The pictograms said, in the sacred tongue: ‘Hail Julie Smythe saviour of Earth who led 

us to the stars!’ 

The English said: ‘Julie Smythe, saviour of Earth, who led humanity to the stars.’ 

The English are not given to outpourings of loyal acclamation. 

I said, ‘Mummy, who is Julie Smythe?’ 

My mummy looked at the statue and said, ‘Heavens, Caroline, I was at school with her! 

She was in my class. We were quite friendly for years.’ 

We stood and looked at the statue for a while. My mummy said: ‘I wonder where she is 

now? I heard she went to Thorion. I hope they are looking after her.’ 

Suddenly another voice interrupted us. It said: ‘So they’re erecting statues to her now. I 

hope she appreciates it.’ 

I looked round. I felt my hair prickle, as if the person who spoke was not a pleasant sort. 

I saw a human woman, elderly, straight-backed and square-shouldered with greying hair. 

My mummy turned round also to see who was speaking and exclaimed: ‘Mrs Smythe! 

Fancy seeing you. How are you?’ 

‘All right,’ the woman replied. ‘I’ve forgotten your name, dear.’ 

‘Lindsey. Lindsey French I was – Lindsey Burns, now. I married Simon.’ 

‘How nice, dear,’ she said in an unconvinced tone. ‘I wish she would hurry up and get 

married,’ she went on, nodding in the general direction of the statue, ‘gallivanting round the 

galaxy with her boyfriends – it’s an embarrassment to the family.’ 

I felt my mummy’s astonishment at this outburst. She said, after a pause, ‘And this is my 
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daughter Caroline.’ 

I smiled my nicest smile and willed Mrs Smythe to like me. She smiled at me in an 

offhand way and asked my mummy, ‘What does your husband do?’ 

‘He designs knitting machines.’ 

‘I shouldn’t think that’s very profitable just now, is it? These aliens don’t want knitwear. 

Why Julie couldn’t marry some sensible young man I don’t know.’ 

I could see my mother was very embarrassed and wanted to get away so I pulled at her 

sleeve and said, ‘Mum, can we buy some sweets?’ 

‘Yes, duck – of course,’ she said at once. ‘Well, goodbye, Mrs Smythe, nice to see you 

again,’ and we escaped. 

We ran until we were safely in the market place and then Mummy said, ‘What sort of 

sweets do you want, Caroline?’ and I replied, ‘I don’t really want any, Mum. I just wanted to 

give you an excuse to get away.’ 

She laughed and said, ‘Thanks, duck,’ and squeezed my hand. I felt she loved me then – 

her aura glowed with affection for me. 

I asked her, ‘Who was that?’ – although I had already sensed who it was. 

‘Julie’s mum,’ confirmed my mummy. 

‘Isn’t she horrible! She made my skin creep.’ 

‘I know, she’s always like that. She made Julie’s life a nightmare. She said, “I never 

want children, in case I end up like my mum”.’ 

I suddenly felt an awful grief then, as if someone had turned a knife in my heart. I was 

lost for breath. At last I said, ‘So has she never had any children?’ in a very small voice. 

My mummy looked down at me and saw my sad face. She said, ‘I don’t know, duck. I 

expect she will have now. I heard the general married her, but then he gave her to the 

emperor because the emperor fell in love with her. So now she lives on Thorion and she must 

be very happy. She can forget about her horrible mother.’ 

‘I see,’ I said, and tried to gulp back my tears. Why was I crying? What was wrong with 

me? 

‘Are you all right, duck?’ my mummy asked, and there in the busy marketplace, as the 

crowds pressed past us, she bent and held me to her as the tears streamed down my face and I 

shook with grief over a woman whom I thought I had never known. 

‘What’s wrong?’ she asked, wiping the hair back from my face, trying to comfort me. 

‘Caroline duck, what is it? What’s wrong?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I wept, ‘I don’t know.’ I wept and wept until there were no more tears in 

me. 

My mummy said, at last, as she wiped my face, ‘forget the sweets. We’ll have a cake in 

BHS.’ So she took me through the market to Gallowtree Gate and across the road and 

upstairs in the store that they call BHS where there was a clean, light restaurant and we could 

sit by the window and watch the shoppers hurry past in the busy precinct below. As I sat 

there, sipping a fizzy drink and eating a sticky cake, I felt a little better. 

That night, however, when my daddy had put me to bed – he often did this, because he 

liked to sit and talk to me a little and I liked to see him – and he had put the light out and 

gone – I lay in my bed cuddling my favourite toy and thinking of the beautiful lady in the 

statue. I wondered who the Person was who was with her. The general, or the emperor, I 

thought. He was very handsome. 

Then once again I felt so sad that the tears came to my eyes. Yes, I thought, I will go to 

the stars, I will follow Julie Smythe. I will go and look for her. I will go and find my parents. 

As I lay there, sobbing into my pillow, I felt a shimmer, as if another aura had entered the 

room – but I heard nothing and saw nothing. 

I stopped crying and looked round. I felt strangely fuzzy-headed, as if I were half asleep. 
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What was this? I tried to toss my hair to clear my head, but my head was too heavy, my limbs 

too tired. I had to lie still. I felt utterly exhausted. Then in the darkness, where I could only 

see as one can see in the dark – energy fields – I felt a voice in my mind, saying, ‘Don’t cry, 

Celoan, don’t cry,’ and I felt as if a hand brushed my cheek, wiping away my tears. 

Who are you? I managed to think, and I felt as if someone laughed – a merry, 

mischievous, loving laugh. Then I knew it was a male, because only males laugh like that and 

it drives me mad. It always drove me mad, even then, when I was only ten. 

Then again I felt the voice say, ‘Go to sleep, child; you are tired,’ and I felt myself 

falling asleep. When I awoke it was bright day and my mummy was calling me to get up. 

I wondered about this incident but I did not dare tell anyone about it. I feared they would 

all think I was mad. 

 

[The next part of the autobiography is not relevant to this work.] 

 

By the time I was sixteen most of my peers – I mean the human ones – were busy seeking 

partners. Humans always think in terms of permanent partners, although they may have a few 

temporary ones first. For them, of course, ‘permanent’ means only around fifty years for they 

are very short-lived. So the children of my mummy’s friends were out most evenings with 

their friends, but Tonya and I used to go to each other’s houses and read or write or play 

games. 

My nannie was upset about this and began to tell me that I ought to find a husband. 

I said, ‘Nannie, but I’m only sixteen!’ 

She said, ‘I want great-grandchildren.’ 

I said, ‘My cousins can get great-grandchildren for you.’ 

She said, ‘But they’re in America. You’re here, Caroline, and I want you to have great-

grandchildren for me.’ 

I was dismayed. I had no intention of letting any human male anywhere near me. I had 

only ever set eyes on one male I liked: the one standing behind the statue of Julie Smythe in 

Town Hall Square. I still had no idea who he was. 

I told Lady Fahree about Nannie. She laughed and said, ‘If only you could, lady! You 

know our infertility problems. But no, you must study if you want a good position in the 

Imperial administration or the military.’ 

I said, ‘I want to go to Thorion.’ 

She said, ‘The best way of doing that is to get that position.’ 

I knew that Tonya wanted to go to Thorion too. She wasn’t under pressure to have 

children. Her mother and father had decided that she would be a famous scientist. When she 

had done that she could marry and have children. 

I lay on my bed at nights and cried because of my Nannie. My mummy never said 

anything but I knew she would really like grandchildren too, and I was her only hope. 

I passed my first set of exams without any problems and went on to the higher grade 

exams. After these I hoped to get a post in the Imperial administration. 

One evening I was having tea with Tihmee, or Tihm as he was called now. The governor 

asked me how I was getting on and I told her that my studies were going well but that my 

foster mother and nannie were angry with me because they wanted me to get married and 

have children. 

‘How sweet,’ said the governor, smiling in amusement. 

‘I don’t want children,’ I said, defensively. 

‘You must,’ she said at once, quite firmly. ‘We need children. Don’t go telling people 

you don’t want them, either. That way only leads to trouble.’ She looked quite anxious for a 

moment, and I was surprised, because she always seemed so positive and strong. Then she 
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said: ‘You can easily find a partner on Earth. There are so many sweet males.’ 

‘I don’t like them,’ I said. ‘I want one of our People.’ 

‘Those are more difficult. You don’t know any pure-blood males. My Tihmee is sweet-

natured, like his father, and your brother Seroaan is mixed blood like you.’ 

She knew we called each other ‘brother’ and ‘sister’. 

‘But the pure-blood Sacred People are difficult mates. And I warn you to steer clear of 

dragons.’ She smiled meaningfully. 

At that moment I knew that the male on the plinth behind Julie Smythe was a dragon-

blooded Person. I knew it for certain. And I wanted him. 

I said, ‘Lady governor, you know the statue of Julie Smythe in Town Hall Square?’ 

She said, ‘Of course; I had it set up.’ 

‘Who is the male with Julie Smythe?’ 

She shook her head. ‘One of the Sacred People.’ 

‘But who is it? It must be someone. It looks so realistic.’ 

She put her head on one side and looked at me consideringly, and I could see that she 

was wondering whether she could risk telling me. But I could not see anything more. In the 

end she said, ‘You will know soon enough,’ and changed the subject. 

I had an idea, which I told no one. I went to the Central Reference Library in Leicester 

and looked up the newpapers for the period when Julie Smythe was on Earth just after the 

Conquest. I thought they would tell me whom she was with. They told me only of the 

general. I had seen General Haacleh on the television, as he was by then supreme commander 

of the Fleet. His looks were pleasing enough but he was too broad for my liking. He had a 

heavy look about him. And he was not the statue. 

I wondered then if it was the emperor. I looked up the records on the emperor. He was 

extremely handsome, but it was not the emperor. 

I went through all the records I could find but I found no pictures that looked like him 

and no information to guide me, except one thing. 

Julie Smythe had been engaged before our People came to Earth, to a man called Colin 

Redfern. 

I looked him up. He was now living in Thurmaston, north of Leicester, and was the 

Reverend Colin Redfern. 

So one day I rang him up on the telephone and pretended I was from the newspapers and 

was writing a piece about the conquest of Earth and I wanted to come and ask him about Julie 

Smythe. 

He agreed – rather reluctantly, I thought, but I fixed a time and date to be at his house 

and rang off. 

I ran over next Saturday morning. I wore my plain blue tunic dress and a blue band round 

my hair, so I looked a little like a human and a little like a Sacred Person. I found his house, a 

semi-detached 1960s house, as they call them in Leicester, on a busy housing estate. When I 

rang the doorbell a girl of about ten opened it. She called: ‘Dad! The reporter’s here!’ 

I was ushered in to the lounge. I seemed that the whole family wanted to watch the 

interview. 

I had explained that I was a student journalist doing this for a student newspaper. I sat 

with a notepad and asked the Rev. Redfern if he could describe Julie Smythe to me. While he 

talked, I noted his appearance. He was a tall, skinny man, slightly greying, with an anxious 

expression. His clothes were worn and baggy. His voice had a slightly wining tone. He spoke 

carefully, saying that he and Julie had been friends for many years and had hoped to marry. 

She was not beautiful, he said, but very clever and he had been very fond of her. ‘She had a 

sad childhood,’ he said, ‘her father died when she was young and she never got along with 

her mother. Her little brother was the favourite.’ 
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Then came the Invasion. He paused, wiped his nose and went on. Julie was kidnapped by 

the Invaders, who thought her very beautiful. The long face and long straight hair that made 

her plain to human eyes made her lovely in theirs. ‘A perfect specimen,’ he said bitterly, ‘no 

more. No thought for her character or her brains.’ They held her prisoner. Colin and a friend, 

Steven Balton, had hoped to release her with the help of one of the Rulers, but she had been 

recaptured. He had gone with the other Christians of Leicester to demand her return, but this 

had been refused. 

‘Then they took her away to Thorion and I never saw her again,’ he ended. ‘I think she is 

dead. I think they killed her.’ 

I felt my heart miss a beat. I lowered my notebook – in which I had been writing all this 

down – and I said carefully, ‘Why do you say that, sir?’ 

‘Because we’ve never seen her or heard from her again.’ 

I licked my lips, which had gone dry with fright. ‘But we keep her birthday as a holiday,’ 

I said, ‘and there’s the statue in town.’ 

‘I know,’ he said, with emphasis, ‘all this in memoriam, but no Julie.’ 

His wife spoke up. She was a medium-height, business-like woman who had been 

introduced to me as Alison. ‘We have tried to write,’ she said. ‘We sent several letters to 

Thorion. But we have never had any sort of reply.’ 

‘Julie would have replied,’ said Colin. ‘I know she would.’ 

‘Why would they have killed her?’ I asked, haltingly. 

Colin clenched his fists and said nothing. His wife said: ‘Her friend. The one who helped 

you. The one who took her things to her. He disappeared too.’ 

Colin nodded and said hoarsely, ‘Yes. He was kind. He was – a leader worth having.’ 

‘And he disappeared?’ I prompted. 

Colin nodded wordlessly. 

‘What was his name?’ I asked. 

Colin shook his head. ‘I don’t remember,’ he muttered. 

Alison put a hand on his shoulder. ‘You do, duck. You do. He was – it was one of those 

oaan names...’ 

My heart missed another beat. A relative of mine! 

‘Wiroaan. It was Wiroaan,’ said Colin suddenly. He sat up straight and looked at me. 

‘The only human one of the lot of them,’ he said. 

‘When did he disappear?’ I asked. 

Colin began to count on his fingers. ‘Let’s see – they came in March. They took Julie 

away in April. They were back in May. I didn’t see her but Sue Simpson did. She said Julie 

looked ill and didn’t seem to recognise anyone. She said he – Wiroaan – was looking ill too. 

Then they left Earth. We heard the emperor was touring the empire. Then we never saw Julie 

again.’ 

‘The general came back,’ said Alison. 

‘Yes,’ agreed Colin. ‘The general came back, but Julie never did and neither did Captain 

Wiroaan.’ 

‘So that was May,’ I said, scribbling madly, ‘May third year of Coaan.’ 

Colin nodded vigorously. 

‘I’ll follow it up,’ I promised. ‘I will, sir. Thank you, sir and madam, for your help. I’ll 

tell you if I find anything out.’ 

 

I was at Tihm’s for tea that evening. I waited until I was alone with the governor for a 

moment and then I asked, ‘Lady, is the male with Julie Smythe named Wiroaan?’ 

She looked at me calmly and answered, ‘I told you that you would know soon enough.’ 

‘Where is he now?’ I asked. ‘Is he dead?’ 
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She looked away a moment, then said shortly, ‘No.’ 

‘So where is he?’ 

‘I do not know,’ she said. ‘And you must not mention his name to any but me, Celoaan. 

He never had many friends and he has even fewer now.’ 

‘Is Julie Smythe his friend?’ I asked. 

She suddenly smiled broadly. ‘I told the emperor that I put Haacleh on the plinth,’ she 

said, and began to laugh. ‘I know they will never come to look. That is my joke, Celoan. My 

last joke for my comrade. I will tell you this much, and this is all I know – the last person to 

see Julie Smythe in this creation was Lord Wiroan, and only he knows where she is. But she 

is alive and well. I believe that as I believe in God.’ 

 

That night I lay awake a long time, thinking about Julie Smythe and Lord Wiroan. Where 

were they? Were they still alive? How would the governor know? I felt very, very sad. I still 

longed for Lord Wiroan. He was the only Person I had ever set eyes on whose appearance 

attracted me. 

I lay in black despair. What am I going to do? I asked myself. Everyone says I must have 

children but there is no one to help me. Of course I was exaggerating, but the mind of the 

adolescent is like that. I need someone to love me, I thought. Whom do I know? 

I thought of Tihm, and Seroan and Toaan, but they were my friends I had grown up with 

– I could not love them. They were like brothers to me – I called Seroaan and Toaan my 

brothers. There were other males in our school but no one I really liked. No one at all. 

Then a thought came to me: soon you will go to Thorion and you will find young males 

there. 

I won’t be able to go, I said to myself. I can’t go – Lady Fahree says that the priestess 

will try to kill me. 

You see, I was in a black, despairing mood. 

You will go, came the thought, because the priestess is dead – she died this morning. 

I shook my hair and thought, don’t be silly. Then I fell asleep. 

In the morning when I reached school I was greeted by Tihm and Seroaan crying: 

‘Celoan! Celoan! News from Thorion! The priestess is dead.’ 

I stopped in my tracks and felt my hair rise up. I said in astonishment, ‘No, she can’t be. 

I dreamt last night she had died.’ 

You see, I thought it was a dream. 

‘You dreamt it?’ Tihm said. Then he and Seroan grabbed my hands and pulled me into 

the school, crying out: ‘Lady Fahree! Celoan dreamt the priestess was dead.’ 

Lady Fahree was already there. She must have brought the news. 

She sat in the teacher’s seat in our main hall. She sat on a flat seat and we sat on cushions 

on the floor. Our teacher was sitting on the floor. The other children in the school were sitting 

with her. There were about a hundred of us altogether. 

Lady Fahree said, ‘Celoan, come and sit by me. And you, Seroan, and Toaan, and 

Aroaan, and Herehoaan. Everyone else, listen. Is everyone here?’ 

We agreed that everyone was here. Tonya was already there and sitting with the other 

human children. I went and sat by Lady Fahree. 

Lady Fahree said: ‘Last night I received a message from Thorion. The same message 

went to the governor, Lady Ra’haah. It was from the Lord Emperor and informed us that the 

priestess is dead. He has chosen the new priestess. For the first time in many centuries the 

priestess will be as she should be, of the dragon blood. She is very young and is untrained but 

she is intelligent and will learn quickly. Celoan, stand up.’ 

I stood up, completely bewildered. Why should I stand? What had this to do with me? 

Lady Fahree stood up and faced me. I was as tall as she now, but she was still as lovely 



14 

 
14 

as ever. I smiled at her. 

She put a hand on each of my shoulders and looked into my eyes. Then she smiled and 

stepped back a little, releasing me. She touched her right hand to her forehead and said: ‘In 

the name of the Emperor Coaan, and on his behalf, I appoint you, Celoaan, as priestess of the 

Sacred People. Discharge your trust faithfully. The Emperor Coaan sends his greetings to his 

daughter and instructs her to come to him at once. I have arranged a ship for you. You will 

leave today.’ 

I was absolutely astounded. My face grew blue and my hair fluttered. I cried, ‘Lady 

Fahree, what do you mean?’ 

‘You have all heard me,’ she said calmly. ‘Celoaan, ask me nothing – all will be 

answered on Thorion. Do you accept this trust?’ 

I could not reply. She must be joking. I said at last: ‘Could I see it in writing, lady? I 

don’t know what to say.’ 

She drew out from her belt a small roll of cloth and handed it to me. It was a transcript of 

an interstellar message, written in pictograms. It was from Thorion, from the emperor’s first 

minister Lord Eriwl. It reported the priestess’s death from old age and reported that the 

emperor had appointed the Lady Celoaan, his daughter, as priestess. Although she was young 

and untrained she was intelligent and would learn quickly. She was to be sent to Thorion at 

once. 

I said weakly, ‘It must be some other Celoaan.’ 

Lady Fahree answered, ‘The imperial names are never duplicated.’ 

I stared at the message. I said, ‘Do I have any choice?’ 

Lady Fahree said softly, ‘Not really, my lady.’ 

‘Then I accept,’ I said, and handed her back the transcript. She took it, then to my intense 

embarrassment she fell on her knees before me and kissed my hand. Then to my horror all the 

other children came up and crowded round and kissed my hands as well. I was wearing my 

sky blue dress that my mummy had bought me in BHS in town. Now Lady Fahree was 

saying, ‘You are dressed in the right colour, lady. Someone must have told you!’ and some of 

the others laughed merrily. 

But Tihm and Seroan looked at me and smiled big meaningful smiles. And I realised – 

someone had told me. 

Then I felt very frightened. 

Lady Fahree told me that the governor had already been to break the news to my foster 

parents. They had asked to be allowed to accompany me and this was granted. Tonya was 

also allowed to come as my assistant. I asked, not expecting this to be permitted, ‘Can my 

brothers and sisters come too?’ and Lady Fahree said, ‘Yes; I had thought it would be best.’ 

Tihm wanted to come too but Lady Fahree said it would be too difficult for him now 

because we would go and stay and he would have to come back with my parents. He should 

come later, when we were settled. 

So we packed what we could. My parents said they would bring anything I left behind 

along later. Tonya’s parents were delighted at her ‘career break’ as they called it and packed 

her off in record time. ‘You have to be ready to move when the opportunity comes,’ they 

said. 

At tea time we were bustled on to a small space cruiser at the Stoughton Spaceport 

outside Leicester and Lady Fahree and the governor and our other friends kissed us goodbye, 

and we set off into the stars to our new lives. 
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Chapter 2 

We reached Thorion late the following day. Our excitement can be imagined by anyone who 

has travelled to the Sacred Planet. We landed on the mountain top, and the door of the craft 

was opened, and we descended the ramp. 

There on the heather of the mountain top awaited many tall, black-haired figures in 

coloured robes that swirled in the wind. There were many in sky blue – the acolytes of the 

priestess. There were ‘ordinary’ People in white with cloaks of different colours. There were 

officers of the Fleet in white with maroon cloaks, and the general of the Fleet in white with a 

purple cloak, and lastly the Emperor who wore deepest blue dusted with silver, while his first 

minster wore black. 

We knew their offices and names from our studies. We knew their appearances from 

images we had seen on television and in the press. Now we saw them in the flesh for the first 

time. 

We were astonished at our welcome. We were greeted with cries of delight and hugs and 

kisses. People we had never seen before fell on our shoulders and embraced us. They grabbed 

the five of us dragon children and stood us side by side and said: ‘Can you see the 

ressemblance? Can you see it?’ and Tonya and my foster-parents were welcomed and fussed 

over. Then we were hurried down the mountain side to a meal in a clearing in the woodland 

on the cliff top: fish soup, flat bread and a nut cake and fruit. We had never eaten true 

Thorion food before and found it strange and delicious. At home on Earth I had sat on a chair 

and eaten with a knife, fork and spoon; at school I sat on the floor but still used cutlery; now I 

sat on the ground and ate with my fingers. We had to wash our hands before and after our 

meal, which again was strange to us. 

I looked around for Julie Smythe, but did not see her. I remembered Colin Redfern’s 

accusations, and Lady Ra’haah’s assertion that Julie Smythe was alive somewhere. I 

wondered whether she was alive or really dead and if so, who had killed her. I noticed also 

that Lord Wiroan was not present. 

As we ate the emperor talked with us, the dragon children, and we were made much of. 

They were all fascinated by Tonya’s brown skin and my foster-parents’ pink skin (like Julie, 

someone said quietly). They wanted to know why my foster-father had a beard and why 

Tonya’s hair would not move about by itself. They admired my foster-mother’s figure and 

asked if she had breastfed me – in fact she had. 

My foster-mother asked the emperor what I would have to do and he explained that I 

would have to guard the Sacred Flame, which in practice meant keeping its cave tidy and 

watching the movements of the Flame, through which God communicates with the Sacred 

People. I wondered whether it was God who had spoken to me to tell me that the priestess 

was dead – but I did not think that it was. 

He added that I would also be responsible for the care of those of the People who came 

to visit the Flame, and oversee the care of the sick and those in need of healing. There were 

competent officials in charge of all these things but I would learn to oversee them and to 

perform their tasks. I would have helpers and teachers. And my friend Tonya could learn with 

me – company and competition would be of benefit to me. 

My foster-father asked what the other children would do. 

The emperor answered that at first they would join my lessons, but all would be trained 

for specific services. 

We sat until late, talking, and then some of the People entertained us with songs and 

stories. At last we were taken to our rooms, which were caves carved out of the rock of the 

cliff top. Our blankets were woven from heru cloth, our pillows were cushions. We were all 
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exhausted and slept soundly. 

We all enjoyed those first few days enormously. Some of the late priestess’s officials 

took care of us. We found our lodgings rather basic after life on Earth, but they made things 

as comfortable for us as they could. They showed us round the complex of caves carved into 

the cliff – the cave of the Flame, the hospice for travellers, the hospice for the sick, and the 

caverns where records are kept inscribed on wafers, going back millenia. We were taken for 

walks along the cliffs, up the mountains, and down to the sea to swim. We toured the planet 

in a little air craft. 

At last my foster-parents decided that we would clearly be well looked after and left me 

with many hugs, kisses and tears. I wept copiously as they departed. Although in my 

childhood I had rejected them, as I grew older I had come to love them dearly. 

Only after their departure did we begin our lessons. 

We were taught sometimes as a group, sometimes as individuals. One day I was being 

coached by the late priestess’s assistant in how to watch the Flame’s movements and read 

them. She suddenly broke off and said: ‘That’s enough for now. The emperor wishes to talk 

to you, lady. I promised to send you down to him at midmorning. Can you find your own way 

down?’ 

I said, ‘I think so.’ 

She said, ‘I think this is family business, so I will send you by yourself – don’t tell the 

others you are going.’ Then she smiled reassuringly and waved me away. 

I left the cave and walked along the cliff top, down the slope through the singing trees, 

wondering what the emperor could want to say to me. 

As I approached his cave I saw him, sitting outside his cave under a singing tree. He had 

his first minister with him and the supreme commander. I thought he must be having a 

meeting and hesitated, but he looked up and said: ‘Welcome, Celoaan – don’t be afraid. 

Come here.’ So I approached. 

They did not get up, but the emperor indicated to me that I should sit. He offered me a 

drink from a bowl of fruit juice, which I accepted. In fact I was so thirsty that I drained the 

bowl, and returned it empty. Then he said, ‘There must be many things you want to ask, 

Celoan. Now is your opportunity to ask them.’ 

I looked at them. They were all males, all great men, all much older than me, and all 

handsome – but not as handsome as Lord Wiroan. I took a deep breath and said: ‘Where is 

Julie Smythe?’ 

Then the commander laughed! And the first minster tore his hair; and the emperor said in 

exasperated tones, ‘Her mother all through. I knew it.’ I looked at them, rather annoyed, and 

wondered why they did not answer. I said, ‘Colin Redfern says she is dead.’ 

‘Colin Redfern,’ said the commander in chief. ‘I remember him – a tall, thin man. He 

would keep chasing after Julie.’ 

‘I have had enough of people chasing after her,’ said the emperor. Then he said to me, ‘If 

you know more than I, Lady Celoaan, pray tell me; I do not know. Julie Smythe has been 

stolen from me.’ 

‘This lord should know,’ the first minister said, looking sharply at the commander, who 

replied, ‘Granted, but I do not. I cannot find it myself – I have tried.’ 

‘Who stole her?’ I asked, curiously – then regretted the question, for I realised that I 

already knew. The emperor looked at me, and nodded. 

‘I decline to speak his name,’ he said. 

I sighed. 

‘Is there anything else you wish to know?’ he asked. 

I shook back my hair to clear my head. ‘Yes. Tell me – who are my real parents?’ 

‘I wish you had asked that first,’ said the emperor. ‘Know, Lady Celoaan, that you have 
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– you had four fathers who are of the Sacred People and one mother who was human. Of 

your mother you have already asked.’ 

‘Julie Smythe?’ I whispered, startled but not surprised. He nodded. 

‘As for your fathers, three sit here – of the fourth I forbid his name to be spoken in my 

presence.’ 

Then I cried: ‘No, surely not!’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I thought that it would be a shock to you – that is why I made sure 

neither you nor your foster-parents asked before.’ 

I sat in silence, unable to say a word. I was completely stunned. 

The emperor began to talk, telling me about my mother, her beauty, her intelligence, that 

she conceived me but was too weak to carry me so I was given to a foster mother – and the 

others were conceived in vitro. I knew about this because in vitro fertilisation was still 

newsworthy on Earth at that time. I wanted to ask more, but he began to talk about the empire 

and about the old priestess who had been unwilling to help him in any way and had tried to 

prevent his attempts to raise fertility, and that as soon as she died he had sent for his children. 

So Seroaan, Toaan, Aroaan, Herehoaan – they really were my brothers and sisters. 

I felt most peculiar. 

When he saw I was not taking in what he was saying, the emperor instructed his minister 

to take me into his caves and find me somewhere to sleep. I followed him, lay down on a pile 

of cushions and fell asleep at once. 

And while I slept, I dreamed. 

I was in a dark place, warm and cosy. I was in my mother’s arms, held close to her heart. 

Then men came to drag me away. I heard my mother screaming: ‘No! No! It’s my child! This 

is my body! It’s my child! Leave me alone!’ But the men grabbed me, tore me from her and 

gave me to another woman. Then I heard my mother screaming: ‘Give me back my baby. 

Give her back, give her back,’ and then: ‘I hate you all. You’ve taken everything I ever had – 

everything.’ She was on a cliff top now, and running. The men would come after her to make 

her do – make her do something bad. She ran and ran and jumped off the cliff... 

I woke up with a scream. A voice said, ‘Celoan, what’s wrong?’ 

I looked around. It was dark, but I could sense with my mind the presence of – the 

minister. 

He said: ‘I am Eriwl. I was not a good friend to your mother, but I hope to repay a little 

of my debt to her in you.’ 

I replied, ‘What?’ 

He said, ‘It was largely my fault – I mean I could have prevented it. I went along with it. 

I should have tried to stop them.’ 

I said, ‘I think I’ve been dreaming your thoughts.’ 

He continued: ‘I think about it every day. She was so beautiful, Celoan.’ 

I said, very softly, ‘She jumped off the cliff.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, with awful hollowness. Then he went on: ‘Lord Wiroan caught her – and 

took her we don’t know where. It would not be so bad, but it was his idea.’ 

‘What?’ I said again. 

‘He said your mother would be fertile,’ said Eriwl softly. ‘We could use her to make 

children. He said one by one did not work, but four by one would. It did work, but it 

destroyed your mother. Lord Wiroan is an evil man, Celoaan. He seduces and destroys. And 

now he has gone and he has taken her with him.’ 

‘Can’t the emperor rescue her?’ I asked, astonished. 

‘We don’t know where she is,’ said Eriwl. ‘You see – this is hard for you to comprehend 

– Lord Wiroan is very powerful. He has created a world of his own – and he can hide it. Lord 

Haacleh could not find it.’ 
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I was silent a while, thinking. ‘A dark tower,’ I said at last. 

‘Pardon?’ said Eriwl. 

‘A fairytale on Earth,’ I explained. ‘The enchanter has a dark tower into which people go 

and are trapped, but no one can get out and no one can find them.’ 

‘Yes,’ Eriwl said, ‘that’s it.’ 

I propped myself up on one arm and looked at him. He was quite young, I now realised. 

Without the emperor, he lost much of his authority; he seemed pale and insubstantial. He 

was, I felt, the typical sidekick; without a mind of his own, unable to stand up for himself. I 

ran my eye over his features. He was handsome enough, but lacked something – strength of 

character? 

I had now had two stories of my birth and my mother’s disappearance. I was inclined to 

believe Eriwl over the emperor, but I wondered what Lord Haacleh’s story would be. 

‘Are you hungry?’ Eriwl asked. ‘You’ve been asleep a long time.’ 

I realised that I was, and thirsty too. I said so. 

‘I’ll fetch you something,’ he said, and went off to find me some supper. I was surprised. At 

home pure-bred People had Gustu servants. I did not know that Gustu are not allowed on 

Thorion. 

 

Over the next few days I spent a good deal of time in the company of the three great lords I 

must now learn to call my fathers. It was a strange feeling. They were very different and I 

was not sure I could respect any of them – after all, they were jointly responsible for the 

disappearance of my mother. 

Lord Haacleh was more distant than the other two. One day I sought him out – he was in 

one of the Imperial caves, with his hands over a computer slab, communicating with his 

officers throughout the empire. Two of his on-planet officers were with him. When he saw 

me waiting he nodded for me to sit down on the floor, which I did. When he had finished 

with the computer he left his assistants to carry on with other business and came over to 

speak to me. 

‘I wanted to talk to you,’ I said. ‘We’ve hardly met.’ 

He nodded. ‘Let’s go for a walk,’ he said. 

We walked along the cliff top. It was a cool autumn day, and there was the smell of 

damp rotting vegetation in the wind. The seagulls mewed and I could see something jumping 

out at sea – dolphins? 

‘Porpoises,’ he said. 

I jumped. I had not spoken. 

‘I can read your mind without looking into your eyes,’ he said calmly. ‘Not so well as I 

could when I first returned, but better than you can read mine.’ 

I was perplexed. I said, ‘I wanted to ask you about my mother.’ 

‘She was beautiful,’ he said, ‘but she did not love me. She said I did not try to understand 

her. She found me unsympathetic.’ He sighed. ‘I love her still,’ he said, ‘but Wiroan has her. 

That is my fault.’ 

I almost smiled. It was strange that he and Eriwl each blamed themselves! 

‘No, you don’t understand,’ he said sadly. He stopped and looked out to sea. ‘Wiroan 

and I go back a long way.’ He sighed heavily. 

I waited for him to go on. 

‘Wiroan wanted us to be partners – but I said I couldn’t – it was the priestess,’ he went 

on, leaving me hopelessly bewildered, ‘she wanted me to be her partner – and Wiroan was 

the heir, of course – I could hardly take him as my partner – she would have been so angry 

and that would have been the end of my career – then I found Julie – Wiroan was madly 

jealous – he took her. The emperor punished us both – he sent us into exile in the void – 
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when we returned I thought we would remain together – but Wiroan took her. He said we 

could not remain together – ’ he shook his hair back and his handsome face showed much 

pain. Then he suddenly turned to me. ‘I don’t suppose that makes much sense,’ he said. 

‘No,’ I admitted, ‘but I will think about it and sort it out.’ 

‘You children are all we have left of her,’ said Haacleh, seizing my right hand and 

squeezing it. ‘The empire goes well – we have children coming – our fertility is rising. But 

Julie is gone. She was so beautiful.’ He sighed a terrible shuddering sigh. 

‘Don’t you know where she is?’ I ventured. 

‘No,’ he said shortly, and shook his head violently. ‘I should know. I went there – but 

there was no planet. Wiroan is hiding from us. I miss him so badly,’ he added, plaintively. 

I was embarrassed now and wished I had never raised the subject. On Earth General 

Haacleh was a hero. The real item was a broken man. 

That was because of Julie, of course. Julie and Wiroan.... 

Julie and Wiroan. 

I lay on my bed at night and tried to imagine them together. I remembered the statue in 

Town Hall Square at home. Julie and Wiroan. 

Julie leapt off the cliff – and Wiroan carried her away to the dark tower. 

Were they, then, dead? The dark tower, I seemed to recall, was a synonym for death. 

How was everyone so sure that they were alive? 

 

The weeks and months passed and we approached the time of the mid-winter festival. This 

was a time of merrymaking for the rebirth of the sun and the soon-to-return life of spring. It 

centred on the Flame in the cave and so I was to preside over the ceremonies – with a lot of 

help from the older acolytes, because I had never even seen the festival before. 

There would be dancing and singing and I discovered that this is a time when the People 

choose their partners, if they wish to choose them. My brothers and sisters had already got to 

know other young People and were making friends but somehow I had not – perhaps because 

I was studying hard, or I was naturally reserved. Tonya was also less inclined to join in the 

merriment, but this was because the People are promiscuous by her standards – she was 

happy to marry, but only someone of whom her parents would approve, and she would never 

dream of giving herself to anyone before marriage. She had her dignity and independence and 

her honour to think of. 

I respected her in this, but I felt that I did want someone to love. I felt lonely and 

isolated. Perhaps the fact that I knew our mother was lost made me feel that isolation more 

than my brothers and sisters. They, younger and more lighthearted, had not even asked the 

emperor where their mother was. 

When Tonya was writing home, which she did once a week, I used to go for a walk alone 

up the hill among the trees. I had a favourite seat I would go to, where I had a good view of 

the sea, and I would sit quietly and try to be happy – and fail. 

I sat alone there one afternoon near midwinter. The deciduous trees were bare and the 

singing trees were laden with red berries. Everyone was looking forward to the festival – 

except me. I was terrified. I knew I would get it all wrong. 

‘If I fail,’ I said aloud, ‘I will run down the hill and jump off the cliff like my mother. I 

will not be able to bear the shame.’ 

‘But you will not fail,’ a voice said. ‘It is not in anyone’s interests that you should.’ 

I jumped and looked around. He had come up behind me – tall and lovely, dressed in 

dark blue. Deepest blue, like the night sky, dusted with silver like the stars and furthest 

galaxies of space. And his headband was the same, and his cloak was black. 

‘Don’t look so startled,’ he said, laughing. ‘Don’t you recognise me?’ 

‘Where did you come from?’ I asked, hedging. But I knew him at once; it was Lord 
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Wiroan. 

‘Out of space and time,’ he answered lightly. 

‘Where is my mother?’ I demanded. 

‘When I left her she was making daisy chains. She sends her love and asks you not to 

jump off the cliff – yet. Although of course I would catch you if you did.’ He sat down beside 

me. He was lithe and his movements were as smooth and agile as a tiger, as a deer. His body 

was warm and he was real. 

I am telling the truth and I do not lie. I put out my hand to touch his knee, to convince 

myself he was real. His skin was warm and smooth. And he took my hand and touched it to 

his lips and said, ‘Now Haacleh will be jealous,’ and smiled bitterly. 

‘Why did you go away?’ I asked. 

‘I went away to be with your mother. She wanted to go,’ he replied. 

‘Because you mistreated her?’ 

‘We all did, but I admit it was my idea.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Our race was dying. We needed children.’ 

‘The emperor keeps saying that the birthrate is up.’ 

‘It is now. It was not then. That is my doing,’ he said coolly. ‘I showed them how.’ 

‘Why don’t you come back?’ I asked. 

‘I am happy with your mother.’ 

‘Doesn’t she want to come back?’ 

He shook his head. ‘She would grow old here. Now she will never grow old, and we will 

always be together.’ 

‘You are missed,’ I said, ‘sorely missed.’ 

He shrugged. ‘Oh, I will fetch them in time. When they are ready to come.’ 

‘And will you fetch me?’ I asked, grasping his hand in mine. 

He looked me in the eye, and smiled. ‘Yes.’ 

‘And are you always – in the dark tower?’ I asked cautiously. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘I go out from time to time to watch the empire and to keep an eye on our 

children. Of which you are the first, Caroline. Julie is particularly anxious about you, because 

I took you from her when she had told me not to do so.’ 

‘Doesn’t she get lonely when you are away?’ I asked. 

‘No,’ he replied. ‘I go through space and time. I am gone only for a fraction of a second.’ 

‘How do you do that?’ I asked. 

He smiled bitterly. ‘Coaan gave me plenty of opportunity to learn.’ 

Then he told me of how the emperor had banished Haacleh and himself to 

disembodiment in the void of space because of their treachery in taking Julie for themselves. 

But because of his love for Julie he was able to fight his way back and return to claim her. In 

the meantime they had lost their mortality and become embodied spirits. ‘But Haacleh has 

reverted to being much as he was,’ he ended. ‘He is only a commoner. His mind is too small.’ 

I listened to all this in silence. I supposed that it must be true. 

‘O untrusting one,’ he exclaimed, ‘of course it is true! I will show you and then you will 

trust me – ’ and he rose to his feet in a bound, gripped my right hand and pulled me towards 

him. At once we were sailing through space, then everything spun around me, and I seemed 

to be falling into emptiness. All was black. I felt something huge and scaly coiling round me. 

I shouted: ‘Wiroan, help!’ Then all seemed to rush away and I was sitting on soft grass under 

a warm sun and blue skies,  and he was standing over me. 

‘Get up,’ he said cheerfully, ‘and come and meet your mother.’ 

I got up, looking around me in wonder. I seemed to be in a meadow on Earth in summer. 

The air was fresh and smelt very sweet. Birds were singing in the sky above. I could see 
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rolling green countryside all around, and leafy green woods in the distance. Wiroan held my 

hand and led me across the grass, up a little slope. At the top I saw a woman seated on the 

grass, making a daisy chain. She looked up as we approached. She had long, straight brown 

hair and a beautiful face – big brown eyes and broad, welcoming lips. She jumped to her feet. 

I recognised her at once. It was Julie Smythe. 

Then I cried, ‘Mum!’ and ran to her, crying, ‘Mum! Mummy!’ and she met me and 

hugged me to her. She was slightly shorter than I, warm and soft and loving. She looked up at 

me with tears in her eyes and said, ‘Caroline,’ and kissed me warmly and then hugged me 

again. My eyes were all blurred – I think I was crying. She said, ‘You must have my daisy 

chain,’ and, picking it up, she fastened it off and put it around my neck. 

Wiroan stood by, casual, relaxed, laughing fondly at us. 

Julie looked severely at him. ‘Stop laughing,’ she said. ‘Sit down.’ 

He sat obediently. We also sat on the grass. ‘Now,’ Julie said, ‘I have very little time 

because Wiroan will tell you that too long here will do terrible things to your physiology. 

You will return home prematurely aged. This place is not really in the universe as you know 

it, you see – ’ 

‘It’s the dark tower,’ I said. 

‘Yes!’ she exclaimed, and laughed. ‘It is indeed. You have come over the stream, 

through the mountains to fairyland. And when you return you will never be able to return 

alone. And I cannot leave it – and I don’t want to, either.’ She glanced at Wiroan, who looked 

back at her, and the glance they exchanged was so sweet and erotic that I felt a terrible pang 

of loneliness. 

‘Caroline!’ Julie cried, and gripped my hand, ‘this won’t do. You poor creature! How 

can we find you someone to love? Wiroan, for all his attractions, is your father and therefore 

I think undesirable – ’ she glanced at her husband thoughtfully. ‘Wiroan, we must arrange 

something.’ 

He looked at me, and then at her. ‘Yes,’ he said shortly. ‘We owe our daughter a 

Christmas present.’ 

‘A Christmas present, my darling,’ she said to me, squeezing my hand. ‘And now you 

must go back. You have things to do at home, and they need you. You will come again – 

don’t cry.’ But she was crying herself. 

Wiroan bent and kissed her, and she and I kissed farewell, and then Wiroan took my 

hand and led me back down the slope. I turned once and waved, and then felt myself whirled 

through space, gripped in the tail of that dragon... 

Then I was on Thorion, in the wood, and my father let go of my hand and said quietly, 

‘In future you will believe me.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘One thing,’ I added. 

He looked at me, eyebrows raised, as if expecting something. 

‘I wish you were not my father,’ I said. ‘You are very beautiful.’ 

He gave me a grin, put his hands on my shoulders and kissed my mouth. Then he let his 

hands run down my arms to my hands, stepped back, smiled, released my hands gently and 

was gone. 

I walked back to my own room very slowly that evening. When I came to undress for 

bed I found I was still wearing a daisy chain. And there were red marks on my body where 

the dragon’s tail had wound about me as we slipped through time and space. 

I did not tell anyone about what I had seen or where I had been. 

On the day before the midwinter festival we had a rehearsal. It went moderately well, but 

not well enough to allay my fears. I went off alone afterwards and walked up to my rock seat. 

I had not been here since the day I met Wiroan. I kept hoping to see him again and I had 

some wild idea of persuading him to forget he was my father. 
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Or would he take much persuasion? 

On my rock someone was already sitting. I hesitated, and he turned to face me. ‘You 

must be Caroline,’ he said softly. ‘They said you would come here.’ 

He called me by my Earth name. Julie and Wiroan had also used it. I did not ask why, 

although it did cross my mind that perhaps Julie had given me that name herself. 

‘Who are you?’ I asked, amazed. 

‘I am Olerion,’ he replied. ‘I have been sent to please you.’ 

I looked him up and down. He was probably about my age. He was about my height. He 

was very handsome – more so even than Wiroan. He had the same litheness about him, the 

same slimness, the same agility, but he lacked the sharp edge, the bitterness of Wiroan. He 

seemed – all affection. 

‘Sent to please me?’ I repeated. ‘And do I please you?’ 

‘Very much,’ he said, smiling at me. He looked even more handsome then. 

I took a deep breath. This must be my Christmas present. Do the People have Christmas, 

I wondered? No, not at all, but my mother does, I realised. I walked up to him. ‘You please 

me very much indeed,’ I said, as boldly as I could. ‘Please kiss me and do anything else 

which you think would please me more.’ 

So he put his arms about me and kissed me. And I kissed him. And then we went on to 

do what People do when they become partners. And he pleased me very much indeed. 

This, then, is how I had my partner Olerion, who has been with me all my life until now 

and has never ceased to please me. When I took him back with me to my cave everyone was 

amazed because they had never set eyes on him before and no one knew where he had come 

from. But I said: ‘I am priestess, and I ask you to ask no more. Say only that God sent him to 

me to be my companion.’ 

Then they stopped whispering to my face, although in all probability they still whisper 

behind my back. But I do not care. As for Olerion, he laughs at them. He told me himself, 

after that dreadful Christmas was over (but no, I performed the ceremonies reasonably well, 

with him at my side to support me and my associates to guide me) – he told me that he had 

first woken to life only the morning before he came to me. For Wiroan and Julie made him 

themselves out of flowers and breathed life into him. And I have no reason to doubt it. 

The emperor was particular unhappy about Olerion, and for a short time I was afraid that 

he would demand that I give him up. Then I fell pregnant, and the crisis was over. As I had 

child after child over the years my father the emperor not only ceased to distrust my beautiful 

partner, but he declared more than once that we need more males like him. He even tried to 

persuade Olerion to sleep with other females, but of course he refused. 

So I ceased to hanker after Wiroan as my partner, for he and my mother had given me a 

more beautiful and fertile partner. He is intelligent, gentle and kind, but he can be strong and 

firm enough when necessary. He will stand up for me and defend my case, or tell me if he 

believes I am wrong. He is still beautiful and still my ideal lover. And he worships me – for 

after all he was made for me. 

I wrote to Earth, to Colin Redfern, to tell him that I had news of Julie Smythe, that she is 

alive and well on a far-off planet, far away from all that seek to hurt her, and that Wiroan is 

with her, taking care of her, and that they are very happy. And I sent him three daisies from 

the daisy chain, as a token. Not many years ago I visited Leicester on a state visit and I was 

shown around the New Walk Museum, and there were my daisies, in a glass case, at the 

centre of the exhibition on the life of Julie Smythe! And it said that they had been sent by 

Julie’s daughter (me) to Colin Redfern, and that his own daughter had bequeathed them to the 

museum. I thought it was so sweet of her to do that. 

Now, for a long time after Olerion came to me I did not see Wiroan, or hear of my 

mother. 
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I forgot to tell you that Tonya married. She married shortly after I did – and I am glad to 

say that she married my brother Toaan. They were very fond of each other. Their children 

were all white-skinned because the People’s blood is dominant, but they were more gentle-

natured, like Tonya. 

The years passed. 

 

[She tells of the death of her dear foster parents. There follow accounts of many events 

which are not relevant to this subject. She mentions Tonya’s death at an advanced age, which 

caused her great sorrow. 

About a hundred years later the following incident occurred.] 

 

I entered the cave of the Flame to find Haacleh on his knees before the Flame. I was surprised 

to find him there so early. He looked up and said, ‘Celoan, I have a favour to ask you.’ 

‘Ask away,’ I answered cheerfully. 

‘I cannot continue,’ he said. ‘Pray to God for me to bring me death.’ 

I looked at him in surprise. I had not noticed any change in his aura – but then it had 

always been ragged. 

‘I cannot go on,’ he repeated. ‘I think of Wiroan every hour. I want to end – but my body 

will not easily die. Pray to God for me, Celoan.’ 

I said, unhappily, ‘Toaan will be distressed.’ 

[Toaan was by now Lord Haacleh’s immediate inferior - Ed.] 

‘He is ready to take over from me. Celoan, I beg you.’ 

‘Very well,’ I said. ‘I will pray for you. Go away and sleep.’ 

‘I cannot,’ he answered. ‘I will go away and walk.’ 

So he went and I stood and prayed into the Flame. I opened my eyes and mind and 

projected myself in spirit through the Flame into infinity. I poured my energy through, and 

then withdrew. 

Then I felt a sudden urge to follow Haacleh, so I did so. 

I could still feel his mind, some distance off, and I pursued it. He was climbing the 

mountain, through the woods. I was coming close behind him when I felt him slip and gasp. 

Then I heard a dear, remembered voice. 

‘You hurry,’ said the voice. ‘Where are you going?’ 

I came into sight of them and stopped. Haacleh had stopped perhaps ten paces ahead. 

Wiroan was in front of him, facing him. 

‘I am looking for you,’ said Haacleh softly. 

‘You said you could not come with me – there was too much to be done,’ Wiroan 

reminded him. 

‘I cannot do any more. Let me follow you,’ said Haacleh. 

Wiroan took his hand, and half turned away, and they both vanished as if they had never 

been. 

I found myself weeping, which puzzled me, because I had never liked Haacleh. 

Of course I had to tell my father the emperor. I hurried back down the hill and found him 

with Eriwl outside his cave, eating breakfast. I knelt before him and gave my account. 

Predictably, he was displeased. He was displeased with me for not coming straight to 

him when I found Haacleh so distressed. He was displeased with Haacleh for giving up and 

he was displeased with Wiroan for taking him. 

He dismissed me with a wave of the hand and I went, chastened, away. 

I issued a statement of Lord Haacleh’s death and Toaan succeeded to his office. Yet 

somehow the story got out – perhaps Eriwl blabbed, for I did not – and it became a nine days’ 

wonder. Afterwards all was quiet again and the matter was forgotten. 
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[There follow various other events which are not part of this subject.] 

 

One fine winter’s day I went walking with my father the emperor along the cliff top. We 

came to a high rock where we stopped to drink in the winter’s sun. From where we sat we 

could watch seagulls wheeling and hear children playing below us on the beach. Coaan 

smiled. 

‘Children, my dear,’ he said, squeezing my hand, ‘children, our future!’ 

‘Yes,’ I agreed, smiling back. I knew how much it meant to him that the fertility of our 

race was now assured. 

‘I will soon retire,’ he said suddenly. ‘Seroaan will take my place. I will retire and sit in 

the sun and listen to the children play.’ 

‘You’ll get bored,’ I assured him. 

‘No, I will enjoy it,’ he answered, laughingly; ‘I will play games with my great-great-

great-grandchildren and tell them stories. I will be happy.’ 

‘And Eriwl?’ I asked. 

‘Oh, he must help Seroaan as he settles in. But then he can retire too.’ 

‘Good,’ I answered. ‘The dog deserves its rest.’ 

‘Hmmm?’ he asked, not recognising the proverb. 

‘My Earth-daddy used to say that.’ 

He sighed. ‘He was lucky. He had you as a child, Celoan.’ 

I thought, You could have had me if you had treated my mother better. But I kept the 

thought well hidden. Nevertheless, he caught enough of it to say, ‘I often think of your 

mother, Celoan. I wonder how that demon Wiroan treats her.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. 

‘And now Haacleh is there too.’ He sighed. ‘Will we be seen fit to enter their paradise, 

Celoan? Will we?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said again. 

‘Come on,’ he said, rising. ‘Let’s go back.’ 

 

My father the emperor made the arrangements to pass the imperial authority on to Seroaan. 

The ceremony was arranged. Father was the only person who really remembered the last one, 

when his father marked him as emperor. It was to take place on the mountain-top at noon. 

Father sat cross-legged on a red heru cloth embroidered with dragons. All the great 

officers stood behind him: myself and my three chief acolytes and Eriwl and Toaan and 

Aroaan. [Herehoaan was away in space overseeing sector three - Ed.] Great crowds of the 

People sat around to watch the ceremony. Then Seroaan approached, dressed in white with a 

black cloak, and knelt before Father. Father said to him, ‘Why are you here?’ and he 

answered, ‘I have come to stand before Heaven and the Sacred People.’ 

Father said, ‘Will you govern the Sacred People justly and with wisdom and mercy in the 

name of God?’ 

He answered, ‘By God’s help I will.’ 

Father asked, ‘By what right do you claim this trust?’ 

He answered, ‘I am of the Dragon’s blood.’ 

Father asked, ‘Are you ready to undergo any pain for your people?’ 

He answered, ‘I am.’ 

Father asked, ‘Do you swear never to misuse your power for your own advancement and 

the harm of the People?’ 

He answered, ‘I do.’ 

Then Father asked, ‘Do you offer yourself to your People in body and mind and spirit?’ 
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He answered, ‘I do, and in token of this I will wear them on my hands and on my 

forehead.’ 

Then he drew a knife from his belt and gave it to Father handle first. I had never seen it 

before – it is the sacred Dragon knife and Eriwl guarded it. Father took it and gestured to 

Aroaan and me. Then we came and knelt beside Seroaan, one on each side, and held his 

hands out, palms up, and Father cut the Dragon into them. Seroaan bit his tongue but never 

uttered a sound. Then we held his head and Father cut the Dragon into his forehead. Then I 

anointed the wounds with oil to stop the blood, and Father wiped the knife on the grass and 

replaced it in Seroaan’s belt and said, ‘God give you strength to complete honourably what 

you have begun.’ Then Aroaan and I led Seroaan away. I thought he would fall but he did 

not; he got to the resting place. He never wept or uttered a sound of pain. But he slept a long 

time afterwards, and I wondered whether he had drugged himself. 

The following day Seroaan held his first council. Eriwl was with him. Father and I went 

for another walk together and sat in the sun, listening to the children playing. It was lovely. 

My father was so relaxed. I felt I was getting to know him for the first time. 

As we walked back, he stumbled. I caught him and asked anxiously, ‘Are you all right?’ 

He answered, ‘Yes, of course I am,’ and smiled. He walked back strongly, but I was a little 

worried. 

Over the next few days he and I and my brothers and sisters had a number of pleasant 

walks. One evening Aroaan and I were walking back with him when he suddenly fell to the 

ground. We were by him at once, rolling him into the recovery position. He was gasping, 

trying to catch his breath. Now at last I did what I should have done at first - but I did not 

dare, for he was the emperor. I looked into him and saw that his heart was weak, and growing 

weaker by the moment. 

Then I began to wail. ‘Oh, Father! Father, you are dying.’ Aroaan took up the cry. ‘Don’t 

cry,’ he said impatiently, trying to get up, ‘Don’t cry, don’t be silly, children. I’ll be all right.’ 

He tried to rise, but could not. 

As we sat there in agony of mind I felt someone close and looked up and saw him. 

‘Wiroan,’ I said, through my tears. ‘Have you come for Father?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, and knelt by him. ‘Coaan,’ he said, ‘my proud cousin, once I bent to you. 

Will you bend to me now and come away?’ 

He looked at his cousin and tried to speak but could not. I thought he was trying to push 

Wiroan away. Wiroan held out a hand to him. ‘Cousin,’ he said, ‘please come. I can repair 

that body of yours and you will go on forever. You have overworked it. Please come and 

rest.’ 

He was very gentle and very beautiful. His voice was soft and lilting. My father looked at 

him and did not speak. 

‘Julie asks you to come,’ added Wiroan. 

Then my father reached out and put his hand in Wiroan’s. He turned his head a little and 

said, ‘Goodbye, my children.’ And in that moment he was gone. 

Then Aroaan and I began to scream and weep. People came running at once, but it was a 

long time before they could get any sense out of us. 

 

[The next few incidents do not concern our subject.] 

 

...Eriwl passed away this summer. 

I say ‘passed away’ because I doubt he died. I did not see him go – unlike the other two; 

but Seroaan’s little great-granddaughter says a lovely man came in to talk to Eriwl, who had 

been too weak to get up that morning, and when she went in ten minutes later they had both 

gone. She was very upset and I am sad about his passing, but he was four hundred and fifty 
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so it was only to be expected. I will miss him, for he was a faithful servant, even though he 

often got on my nerves. 

I wonder when it comes to my end whether Wiroan will come for me. He and Julie 

promised that he would but that was so long ago. Will they remember? It was so long ago 

that I fear I dreamt it; but Olerion says calmly that when our time comes he will come for us 

both. He has no doubt, and as he was born there I suppose I must trust him. 

I wonder how long it will be. All that generation has gone now, all who remembered 

Julie Smythe. I heard recently that governor Ra’haah has passed on also. I wept – she was 

very kind to me when I was a child. 

Sometimes now I feel very old. 

*    *    * 

[The following is the official account of the passing of the Priestess Celoan by her chief 

acolyte Mareharn.] 

 

This morning the Lady Priestess was tired and asked me to attend the Flame. Her partner was 

with her to care for her needs so I went down to perform the necessary rites. I returned an 

hour later to find her still in bed. She was complaining of a general weakness and slight 

dizziness. Her partner sat by her, reading to her from her favourite poetry. 

I asked her if she wanted a medic but she said, ‘No, it will soon pass,’ and sent me away 

to see to the pilgrims. 

I returned at noon. She was still laid in bed and her partner was anxious. I sat with her. I 

tried to appear cheerful and calm but my anxiety showed. I asked her to call the acolytes. She 

was unwilling but at last agreed. 

They crowded into her room. She smiled at them and spoke a few words of affection. 

She said, ‘I’m sure you can manage without me for a little while.’ Some of them began to 

cry. 

When they had gone I stayed with her. She talked a little, but was clearly tired. She asked 

me to fetch some more water as her jug was empty. I took the jug and went to fetch water 

from the spring outside her cave. 

As I filled it I heard voices in her room. I heard her say, ‘Welcome,’ and a reply, ‘I have 

come to fetch you both home.’ Then her voice again, ‘You have been such a long time,’ and 

then there was silence. 

I ran back into the room. It was empty. There is only the one door and they could not 

have come out of it without passing me. 

I am desolate. She has gone out of this world. They say she has gone to her mother, Julie 

Smythe. 

 

Author’s note 
 

The first redaction of the Ballad of Julie Smythe was composed between 1974 and 1986. The 

second redaction was composed between 1986 and 1996, and The Tale of Priestess Celoan 

formed an appendix to that version. However, The Ballad of Julie Smythe has been rewritten 

three more times since; in 1998, 2003 and finally in 2007. It was this fifth version that was 

published on Amazon Kindle in 2012. 
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