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Chapter 1
The Clever Baby with the Metal Voice

HEN Antimony was born, her mother called her

“Antimony”, which worked out well as that
turned out to be her name. Of course, her
mother didn’t know her name was Antimony at
the time, she called her that because her eyes were gray and
lustrous, the color of tin, and her voice, when she cried, was
the sound of two pieces of metal, which shriek when they
embrace! .

Fortunately for her mother and father, and anyone else
who happened to be in ear shot, Antimony did not cry too
often, and even less so when she was a bit older and learned
to express her needs with words instead of cries.

But babies and small children, even those with cries like
shrieking metal, are generally rather dull except to their par-

ents and perhaps a few other people who love them. For the

! Antimony is the name of a chemical element which looks somewhat
like tin. It has atomic number 51 and the chemical symbol Sb.
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sake of the story, we’ll skip ahead to when Antimony is old

enough to be interesting to those who have not met her.

* %k X%

Antimony was a clever girl, and her father told her that
often. But he also told her that being clever requires practice,
and so she practiced being clever as often as she could. When-
ever someone had a stubborn knot to unwork, Antimony was
always eager to lend a hand, which was being helpful and was
good practice at being clever. Soon she became very good at
tieing and untieing knots and was often sought out by those
who knew her to help with a tangle.

Antimony practiced being clever in other ways as well.
Her father often posed puzzles for her to solve, and she always
solved them, even if she had to work for days to find a
solution.

“What would do,” he asked one day when they were walk-
ing through the market, “if you had a wolf, a sheep, a cabbage,
and a boat, and you had to get them all across a river, but
there’s a catch...”

Antimony waited anxiously for her father to reveal the
catch to this particular puzzle.

“And the catch is that you can only fit one of those things
in the boat at a time.”

Antimony thought about it for a second. “Well I can’t
leave the wolf alone with the sheep,” she thought aloud. “be-
cause wolves eat sheep. And I can’t leave the sheep alone
with the cabbage, because sheep eat cabbage.”

Her father smiled proudly at her.



She continued. “So the puzzle is how to get all three across
without anything eating anything else.”

They continued through the market as Antimony pon-
dered this latest ponderment. As they approached the fruit
stand—with the little fat Italian man with the big black
mustache and the twinkling eyes who always let Antimony
have a strawberry or an apple or some cherries—she threw
up her hands triumphantly and shouted “Eureka,” which is a
word her mother had taught her for when she has a sudden
insight.

The sudden gesture took the little Italian man by surprise
and he dropped the arm load of apples he was carrying. The
tart green fruits skittered across the ground and Antimony
and her dad knelt down to help him collect them. Antimony
had to crawl under the cart to get an apple that had rolled
away.

When the apples were safely back in their crate, Anti-
mony’s father looked expectantly at her. “It’s so obvious,’
she declared. He waited patiently for her solution. “Wolves
can swim, and cabbage leaves float. So I would put the sheep
in the boat, tear up the cabbage and build a little raft out
of leaves, and just float it across the river. And the wolf can
swim along the side of the boat.”

“Ha!”  bellowed her father emphatically, clapping her
proudly but a little too hard on the back, which he sometimes
did when she did something so clever that he forgot how small
she was. “What a clever young girl you are,” he gloated. “A
remarkable girl.”

“Am I right? Is that how you would do it?”
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He looked down at her warmly, his eyes glowing. “No,
that’s not how I would do it, because I never thought of
doing it that way?. But that doesn’t mean you’re not right.
I suppose some day we should get a boat, a wolf, a sheep,
and a cabbage, and test it out.”

Later on, he refined the problem so that the water was
moving too swiftly for the wolf to swim, or for the cabbage to
float, and Antimony had to work out another way to get the
animals and the vegetable across without loosing anything,
which she did after working on it for a few hours.

* %k X

Antimony’s mother also gave her puzzles and helped her
practice being clever. Antimony and her mother were often
clever together in the kitchen, concocting elaborate recipes
and outrageous desserts. Antimony’s mother was a wonderful
cook and a brilliant mathematician, and she taught Antimony
how to be clever with fractions.

“Numbers are still numbers whether they’re on the top or
the bottom of a fraction,” her mother explained one day as
she lined up the measuring cups on the counter. She picked
up the half cup and the quarter cup. “Four is still twice as
many as two,” she said, “but since they’re on the bottom,
it means we have to split up a whole into twice as many

portions.”

2The solution her father was thinking of is to bring the sheep to the
other side and leave it there, then go back and get the cabbage. Swap
the cabbage for the sheep on the far bank, and then swap the sheep for
the wolf on the near bank. Lastly, leave the wolf and cabbage on the
far bank, and come back to fetch the sheep.



“So each portion will be two times smaller!” concluded
Antimony excitedly. She and her mother continued to play
with fractions all afternoon. First they made a half-batch of
cookies, so they had to make all of the portions two times
smaller by doubling the numbers on the bottom. Then they
made a triple batch of soup and had to make all the portions
three times bigger by tripling the numbers on the top. Then
they made one-third of a batch of brownies, which was tricky
because they didn’t have all the right measuring cups, so
they had to approximate. The brownies tasted terrible, but
Antimony and her mother had a lot of fun making them.

Antimony and her mother were also very clever at making
toys from things they found around the house, which were
always Antimony’s favorite toys to play with. Bottle caps,
and pieces of paper, and scraps of old fabric, and paper clips,
and pieces of broken old toys made great materials for collage.
When Antimony was a little older, her mother showed her
how to put different pieces together with tape, or glue, or
nails, or screws, to come up with something brand new. Old
bobbins from the sewing machine were excellent for making
cranes and pulleys, and almost anything could be cut and
glued or worked in some way to add to the wooden doll house
her mother made her in the workshop.

When Antimony was a bit older and a bit brighter, and
had better control over her fingers, she started being clever
with little mechanical puzzles: nails bent into loops around
each other that you had to separate; joined rings that could
be unjoined if you worked them just right; puzzle boxes with

sliding panels that her mother made for her; and anything
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else that she could play with and fidget with and practice
being clever with.

One of the things she fidgeted with was an old padlock
her father had given her that he lost the key to. It was old
and rusty, and probably not very safe for a child to be playing
with, but it was damaged enough that she was able to pry the
back off with a flat-head screwdriver and look inside to see
how it worked. Inside the lock, she could see the tumblers
and pins moving up and down, and the little fence which
would have to move in order for the lock to open. When
Antimony thought that she had a pretty good idea of what
was supposed to happen inside the lock, she used an old paper
clip and a screw driver to pick all the tumblers and open the
lock.



Chapter 2
The Ship with the Golden Flag

F ALL the ways in which Antimony was clever,
one of her favorite ways to be clever was hav-
ing adventures. She had many of them, some-
times even with her parents. Once on a hike
through the woods, the three of them had an adventure in
which the Squirrel King’s acorns had all been stolen by imps
and Antimony and her parents had to find the imps and get
back the acorns. Another time, on the beach, Antimony’s
father helped her build a terrific castle made entirely of sand
and they had an adventure of defending the castle from the
Seahorse Army which attacked with the rising tide.

Many of these adventure’s took place in their imagination,
but that was okay, because her father explained that the
imagination is a very important place where your brain can
works things out that are difficult to understand in the real
world.

At the rather young age of ten years old, Antimony began

7
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a rather large adventure which was not in her imagination at
all and which, you may have guessed, is the focus of this
story.

It began on a sunny Sunday afternoon in autumn, which
was Antimony’s favorite season because the air was so crisp
and clear and the leaves on the trees began to paint them-
selves with the most beautiful colors they could muster. In
solidarity with those leaves, Antimony had adorned herself
in the most beautiful yellow dress she had in her closet, and
her favorite pair of lovely purple shoes, even though purple
wasn’t a very autumnal color.

Her dress up was for the sake of a walk she took with her
parents along the waterfront, where all the boats come to load
and unload freight and cargo and passengers and supplies and
all manner of fascinating sea life. This inspired Antimony to
have a new adventure in her imagination, one in which the
great flopping crates of mackerel and cod and other fish were
prisoners of a terrible war between the kingdoms of the land
and the kingdoms of the sea. Antimony had been tasked
with negotiating a peace between the two mighty forces, a
prestigious role to which she was well suited.

Madame Ambassador was quite occupied with hammering
out the details of a cease fire with the delegates from the
Lobster Republic when she heard a commotion from a short
distance down the pier. She looked up to find the pier was
quite abandoned, all the fishermen and sailors and other
people of the sea having retired to their cabins, or local pubs,
or the open water.

The commotion continued from the other end of the pier:



Antimony heard the indignant gravel cries of her mother, and
the stern lumber yard consternations of her father. Her head
whipped around and her eyes landed on an indistinguishable
tussle of shadows occupying a location on the pier where the
low autumn sun cast everything in silhouette.

Antimony forgot about her dealings with the lobsters and
leapt instantly to her feet, landing with her legs already
moving. But her young stems were as yet quite small, and
could not carry her half as fast as she wished to be carried.
None the less, they did everything they could, and a bit that
they shouldn’t, as Antimony raced towards the quarrelsome
noise.

As she got closer, she began to discern figures amongst
the shadows, though it was still quite hard to keep track of
them as they tugged and jerked and ripped and struggled.
Two of the figures made themselves apparent as Antimony’s
parents, most often in the center of the mass but occasionally
breaking free and reaching what might be called the border
of the amorphous blob. Antimony eventually counted five, or
possibly six other figures—great bulky figures, in great bulky
sailor’s sweaters—who were surprisingly, but unmistakably,
assaulting Antimony’s parents and struggling successfully to
drag them away down the pier.

Antimony’s legs were quite small and pathetic compared
to the hulking limbs of the five or six wicked sailors, but she
had the advantage of only having to move her own small body,
instead of her own and those of two struggling grown ups. She
closed the distance to the melee and had soon caught up to it.

Immediately, she began pounding her small fists into the bulk
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indiscriminately, hoping not to hit her parents, but focusing
primarily on simply delivering all of her energy into the mass
in order to split it up.

Only the mass didn’t seem to notice, and it wasn’t until
she began kicking at shins that one of the big sailors reached
down without even looking and swatted her away like an
irksome gnat. His great ham fist landed like a sledge hammer
on Antimony’s slight frame and sent her hurling through the
air. She landed with an ear splitting crack on the weathered
old deck boards, and simply laid there stunned for several
seconds.

By the time she was back on her feet, all she could do was
stand with her mouth hanging open as the five or six burly
sailors carried her still fighting parents up the gangplank
and over the side rail of a grand old wooden sailing ship.
Antimony cried out as her parents were dropped roughly onto
the deck, and gasped as one of the sailors rudely pulled the
plank on board.

Antimony raced to the edge of the deck, and briefly con-
sidered lunging after her parents, but the gap was formidable
and the drop to the water below treacherous. She stopped
abruptly at the edge of the pier and had to dig in her heels
to keep from flying right off.

Standing alone on the soggy wooden planks, Antimony
whipped her head frantically left and right and all over search-
ing for some way to get herself onto the ship, but there were
no long planks, no ladders, no ropes with grappling hooks
that she could find. She cried out for help, so loudly and so

desperately that even her own ears burned with the sound of
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metallic abrasion.

Without any permission from Antimony, the ragged cream
sails were hauled up the masts, and the rusty, barnacle coated
anchor was raised up from the briny depths. Before she
could get her head around anything at all, the ship was
cast off and making it’s way away from the pier, away from
Antimony. Through tearful eyes, Antimony stood on the dock
and watched the antique vessel sail away with the only life
she’d ever known, and the last thing she saw before her eyes
were drowned in a salty ocean of tears, was a shimmering
gold flag flying boldly from the main mast.






Chapter 3

A Harrowing Voyage across the Sea

break and notice that our story occurred in the
past, which you can tell because so many of the
action words end in “-ed” or take the kind of
forms you use when recounting how you spent your summer
vacation, like “did”, “had”, and “was”. This is worth noting
because, with high probability, stories that occurred in the
past also have endings which occurred in the past, which
means we can know what those endings are, as is the case
with this story.

So I'll take this opportunity to tell you that this story has
a very happy and pleasant ending, at least with regards to
Antimony and her parents and all the other characters we
will come to care about, and perhaps even a few we shant
care about at all.

I don’t think sharing this information now takes away

from the story, since all good stories have endings which

13
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are happy and pleasant for the heroine. And I hope you’ll
agree, even though it’s very early yet and the plot has only
just begun, that this is shaping up to possibly be a rather
good story. And at any rate, even if it turns out to not be
a very good story, even if it turns out to be a rather poor
story (in which case I apologize in advance), you can at least
rest assured that it will not be so poor as to have an ending
which is unpleasant or unhappy for the heroine or her parents.
You can therefore focus your energies on wondering about
important things, like how Antimony manages to stay safe
and how her parents come to be rescued, instead of if she
stays safe, and if they come to be rescued.

With that said, we get back to our story, of which we’ve
only missed a small and insignificant trifle:

...should have billowed steadily in the wind, but instead
they whipped about angrily and bound up the mast and
slapped and wrenched and tugged at the lines like they want-
ed to break free. And because of their actions, Antimony
began to cry, slumping over the gunwale and sobbing into
the choppy sea, so sad she was that her parents had been
parent-napped and that she couldn’t even muster this little
boat to follow the big Ship with the Golden Flag across the
sea and save her parents.

The tears streamed down her soft cheeks and dripped over
the edge of the boat, adding more salt and more water to the
already briny and already wet waters of the little bay, and
she thought about other times she had cried.

Like when she was learning to ride a bike and she fell and

scraped her knee and cried because it bled so much and that
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scared her. Then her father told her that sometimes blood
gets spilled and it’s nothing to be so worried about, it’s just
your bodies way of delivering the healing cells where they’re
needed most. And then he bandaged her knee to help with
the healing, kissed her forehead with his rough, dry lips, and
asked if she was ready to try her bike again.

But Antimony was afraid to try her bike again, and he
told her that it was alright and reasonable to be afraid, but
that she shouldn’t let that cloud her judgment, and he helped
Antimony imagine her life if she did or didn’t ever learn to
ride her bike and she judged that it sounded better if she did,
and so she did, and her life was better for it.

And once in the kitchen, when Antimony devised what
she thought would be a very clever recipe for a cake which
she wanted to make for her mother’s birthday, where instead
of using baking powder, she would use paprika so the cake
would be all red and beautiful, and instead of eggs and milk,
she would use eggs and orange juice because everyone knows
that orange juice goes better with eggs than milk does.

Only the oven, or maybe the cake pans, or maybe some-
thing else, didn’t agree with her and the cake wasn’t a cake
at all, just a red-orange pile of flat, burnt, and soggy mush.
And when the timer dinged and Antimony opened the oven
and carefully pulled out the oven rack and saw what had
happened, she cried because she had been so excited about
her clever recipe, and because she wanted so badly to surprise
her mother with a nice birthday cake, and because it had
taken so much work and she was very tired and now she had

nothing to show for it, and because anyway she didn’t even
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have a present to give to her mother now.

And when her mother found her standing in the middle
of the kitchen staring tragically into the open oven at her
disastrous attempt at a birthday cake, the first thing she
did was turn off the oven and the second thing she did was
scoop her up and hug her and kiss her and coo her and
shush her and tell her that it was alright and that it wasn’t a
waste at all because she had learned some very useful lessons
about baking and that she shouldn’t be upset at all that
her experiment didn’t work out because most experiments
don’t work out and that’s how people learn things and that’s
how progress is made, and then the third thing she did was
scold Antimony for using the oven without permission, and
almost cry a little because Antimony could have been badly
hurt and maybe because she caught a little bit of crying from
Antimony.

Staring into her broken reflection, Antimony suddenly
stopped crying. Well, mostly.

77

“Enough, now,” she thought. “Look at yourself, sobbing
like a child. Nows not the time for being a child, you’ve got
parents to save.”

She sat up and wiped her snotty nose and rubbed her
leaking eyes and sniffed and snorted and blinked a few times
and looked up at the sails, still whipping about like a toddler
throwing a tantrum.

“This is not arbitrary,” she thought insistently to herself.
“This is science.” And although she didn’t know much about
the science of wind or the science of sailing, she knew that

science followed logic, and the world followed science, and so
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these sails and this boat and her journey across the sea which
would be powered by the wind and the sails, must follow logic.

So Antimony watched the sails as they whipped about in
the wind, and studied the many ropes and lines and pulleys
suspended and hung and dangled from different parts of the
boat, and after several minutes of quiet contemplation, she
began tugging on some of those ropes and lines and watched
to see how the other lines tightened and sagged and shifted
and tugged back and how the sails responded to all of this
and how the wind effected it all and after some time, she
felt like she was starting to get a feel for how this all worked
together. Enough, at least, to get the sails mostly billowing
in one direction, and get the little boat making some definite
progress in a particular direction, which happened to be the
direction in which the Ship with the Golden Flag had sailed.

Hello-Narrator here, again. Please excuse the interrup-
tion, and I promise this will be the last, but it feels important
just now to point out that this is a story, and so it’s reasonable
that in this story, Antimony should do some rather remark-
able things for a girl of her tender years, remarkable even for
a girl as bright and as clever as all that. That is, after all,
the point of a good story, to remark on remarkable things. It
would be a rather dull and rather poor story if nothing at all
remarkable happened, so poor in fact that it would probably
have an unhappy ending, which we’ve already established this
story does not.

So if you find yourself unable to do some of the remark-
able things that Antimony is able to, don’t feel badly about
it. Some things—Ilike sailing, and picking locks, and baking
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cakes, and tricking dragons—are very difficult and complicat-
ed things and it may not be reasonable to figure them out on
your own. But, as Antimony will soon learn, sometimes the
cleverest thing is to learn from someone who already knows
things.

Okay, enough of that, you didn’t start reading this story
to get advice from a lowly narrator. Back to the story now,
of which we’ve hardly missed any at all.

...soon had the sails billowing nice and steady and the
little light boat, with its disproportionately large sails, was
making swift progress in pursuit of the Ship with the Golden
Flag, and at times, when the winds were favorable, even made
gains on it so that it mostly grew closer and closer the further
they sailed.

* %k X

Just when it started to feel like Antimony and her lit-
tle boat were getting reasonably close to the Ship with the
Golden Flag, and like Antimony might after all be able to
see her parents again and perhaps, if she was terribly clever
and perhaps even a little conniving and a lot brave, rescue
them from the five or six wicked sailors, just when Antimony
started to feel a bit hopeful—just at that moment the terrible
ocean winds began to whip the seas up into something that
might reasonably be described as a frenzy.

The little boat began to rock and bob in the waves, and
if that wasn’t enough, the clouds in the sky grew bigger and
darker and ever so menacing, and at last began to leak and

drip and drizzle and finally pour outright, so heavy and so
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drenching that Antimony could barely see the bow of her own
little boat, let alone the Ship with the Golden Flag.

If Antimony actually did know anything at all about sail-
ing, she would have known to trim her sails, bring them down
all together, so the wind would have less to grab on to in
ravaging her little vessel. Alas, as has been stated, Antimony
didn’t know anything at all about sailing, and her sails were
left up, for as long as the wind would let them, which wasn’t
long.

Antimony and her little boat were whipped and tossed
about the raging seas, and all she knew to do was hold on
tight to the boat and cry and cry and cry into the dark night.
It was a long and harrowing night for our little adventurer
and there were many times when Antimony fully expected
to be drowned under the crashing waves, or dashed to pieces
against a rocky shore or even the walls or mast of her own
little boat. Sadly for Antimony, she had no reason to assume
that she would make it through her endeavor intact, and she
was forced to spend the night in utter terror. Fortunately
for us, we know that Antimony makes it overall safely to the
end of the story, and so we can skip over the dire details of
that stormy night to the point where she is knocked right out
of her boat, very nearly but not quite drowned, and finally
washed up onto a sandy and deserted shore.

* % Xk

As you may know from other stories, when one is nearly
drowned and washed ashore onto a sandy beach, one tends

to loose consciousness and has to wait for an indeterminable
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amount of time before coming to. When Antimony came to,
she found herself soaked and alone in an unfamiliar place,
covered in wet gritty sand and more than a little bit of
seaweed.

Looking around, she saw her little boat had also washed
up, just a short distance down the beach, miraculously in one
piece, at least mostly.

She looked about some more and found that the beach
was rather narrow, just a few yards of open sand, and beyond
that, the sand cut off abruptly in a dense, shadowy forest.



Chapter 4
Antimony’s First Night in the Forest

NTIMONY knew very well that a forest could be a
= th dangerous place, but the forest at the edge of the

beach was rather more flagrant about it than

i

she cared for. The image of a forest she kept in
her head hid its many dangers behind the bright colors of
poison arrow frogs and the furry majesty of Bengal tigers.
The forest before her seemed to display its danger right out
in the open, with its deep sinister shadows, its mysterious

haunting calls, and its ominous spindly trees.

Antimony supposed there was probably some virtue in
being so frank about ones dangerous side, but it didn’t make
her feel any better about venturing into the wood. She’d have
preferred to stay the night on the beach, but it appeared to
her that the tide was coming up rather quickly and there
may well not be any beach left before much time had passed.
Defying the shadows and the spindly trees, ignoring the mys-

terious calls and keeping her eyes out for imminent threats,
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she hiked up her pretty yellow skirt and marched her lovely
purple shoes forward across the loose sand of the beach, and
into the loose top soil of the forest.

* %k X%

Inside the forest, it didn’t seem so scary. Not quite so
scary, anyway. Antimony considered the shore the safest
place to be for the moment, but wanted to make sure she was
far enough away that she wouldn’t wake up to find herself
drowned by the rising sea, so she forced herself to go far
enough into the woods that she could feel confident about
that. Even so, this was a strange land she could tell, and
maybe their tides act differently than back home, tides being
such tricky things as it is, so she would have to keep her eyes
out in case it decided to encroach further than she supposed.

The first thing she decided to do was build a fire, which
her father had taught her how to do on their many camping
trips. Antimony and her mother and her father used to love
to camp, though never in quite such a remote place as this.
Still, the lessons she learned there must certainly apply, at
least mostly.

Antimony found sound dry twigs, and some rotting crum-
bling logs, and some leaves, and bark that looked a lot like
the birch bark they had back home, only with strange red and
gold coloring. She gathered some larger sticks, and then some
even larger sticks, and finally some small logs that would keep
the fire going longer once it was hot enough to catch them,
and she set to work building and starting a fire just like Father
had taught her.
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The work was good to focus on to keep her mind off her
troubles—especially once she was done gathering the wood
and no longer had to wander around so much—and in no time
at all she had a small fire going, which turned into a bigger
fire, and then an even bigger fire, and then a fire which was
a bit too large and she had to poke at the logs with a long
stick to move them about the right way so that it would settle
down. Finally she had an appropriate fire that would burn
brightly but not too fast, and that would keep her warm, but
not too warm.

The next order of business was shelter, which would be
tricky without tools or ropes or anything at all. Daring a little
ways away from the fire, she gathered many long branches
that she could lean up against a very low branch and construc-
t a type of shelter called a lean-to, because covering herself
from above was the most important in case it started to rain
or thunder or snow or some other such thing, and because
sometimes dangerous things fall out of trees like heavy fruits
or hard nuts or poisonous spiders or even droppings from
birds and other animals which she didn’t want to wake up to
find herself covered with. When her lean-to was big enough
for her to lay down under, she gathered up lots of large leaves
and some mud and used it to cover her lean-to and fill in the
worst cracks and openings to keep more things out.

She wished she had a sleeping bag or a mattress or even a
cot to sleep on, because creepy dangerous things creep across
the ground as much as dirty dangerous things fall from the
trees. But she wasn’t fortunate enough to have any of those

things, and she thought that it would have been clever to
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collect some things off of the boat that might prove useful,
but she had not been feeling very clever after nearly being
drowned by the storm, and now the rising tide had carried her
broken little boat far out to sea. So Antimony used a fallen
branch to sweep some debris out from under her lean-to, and
then found a very large leaf that was just about big enough
for her to lay down on if she curled up very tight, and so she
did and fell asleep quickly, but not very well, and spent a fitful
night dreaming about parent-nappers and terrible ships with
golden sails, and creepy things that crept across the ground,
and dirty things that fell out of the trees. When she woke
in the morning, she was even more tired than when she had
fallen asleep.



Chapter 5
Antimony’s First Day in the Forest

HE BREAKING light of dawn brought a small but

not insubstantial amount of reassurance to our

lonely heroine. She had made it through the

night, without suffering any rain, or snow, or

storm, or droppings from the trees or even, as far as she

could tell, any creepy crawly things creeping or crawling over
her. But there was still much to be done.

Antimony was eager to find and rescue her parents, but
she forced herself to acknowledge that in order to do that,
she would need to keep herself safe, and strong, and above

all else, alive, or she’d be no good at all as a rescue party.

The first thing was fresh water, she knew that much. Food
was important, and she would need it soon enough, but not
as soon as she would need fresh water. Fortunately, she
had learned some ways to track down fresh water, assuming
there was any to be found. For one thing, birds and animals

need fresh water, too, so Antimony kept her eyes open for
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animals tracks or birds in flight or other signs of animals
congregating in one place. Second, water always runs down
hill, so Antimony kept to low lying areas where water was
most likely to collect. Lastly, lush green plants and swarms
of insects usually indicate nearby water, so Antimony kept a
look out for those indicators as well.

It took a few hours, in part because Antimony was feeling
quite sluggish from lack of food and water, but eventually she
found her way to a small pond lined by mossy stones, and fed
by a small babbling brook trickling down the rocky face of a
mountain. She cupped her hands and drank the cool moun-
tain water, and when she had drunk her fill, she sat down on
a sunny rock and even managed to sleep for a short while,
waking up feeling slightly refreshed and somewhat ready for
adventure.

In her travels looking for water, Antimony had come across
a variety of exotic looking plants, but none that looked famil-
iar to her. Her stomach rumbled and roared with hunger, but
she knew better than to risk poisoning by eating unfamiliar
plants, at least before things got really desperate.

She decided that what she needed was a more strategic
position from which to survey the land, perhaps then she
could get a better idea of where to look for food. The moun-
tain down which the stream bubbled didn’t look too steep or
treacherous, and she imagined that a nice high vantage point
could only be of benefit, so she gathered up her wits and the
hem of her yellow dress, and began hiking up the mountain.

The hike was long but quite dull over all. Antimony was

tired and sweaty, and made slow but eventual progress up
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the mountain, falling and scraping her knees a few times, but
making it to the top more or less unharmed.

At the top of the mountain she could look out and see
for a great distance, but what intrigued her most was a dark
and foreboding cave, carved into the ancient granite of the

mountain.






Chapter 6

Cinnamon, Spice, and Rotting Decay.

HE CAVE was darker than anything Antimony had

seen before. Standing outside in the bright after-

noon sun, the gaping maw of the mountain top

seemed to exhale gloom and despair, which

draped around her and chilled her bones. The stalagmites

on the ground and stalactites on the ceiling looked like teeth,

and she could hear water dripping and gurgling from deep
inside. It was menacing and foreboding.

But it was also shelter. It was protection, assuming it was
safe inside. And it was in an advantageous location, giving
her a grand view over much the island from which she might
be able to spot the Ship with the Golden Flag.

Cautiously, carefully, Antimony went inside the cave.

She got as far as the light from outside could reach, and
then paused on that shadowy brink.

Actually, it wasn’t as bad as all that. The cave was

warmer than she imagined it would be, and out of bright
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sunlight, her eyes were actually adjusting to the darkness.
She remembered something she had read about pirates once
and closed one of her eyes, tight to block out all the light.
She could have closed both of her eyes, but she didn’t want
to be completely blind to her surroundings.

After many seconds with her eye closed tight, she opened
it back up, and closed the other one. Her eye had adjusted
even faster with all the light blocked out, and she could see
a little deeper into the cave. When she opened her other eye,
she could see still farther.

She ventured a little deeper into the cave. Awful, choking,
fetid smells wafted up from the bowels of the mountain. Ter-
rible, vile, pestilent smells like rot and decay, like waste and
putrescence, mixed with sulfur, urine, and deep, rank, sweat.
Antimony was almost sick several times, but her stomach was
empty and couldn’t even produce enough bile to wretch, so
instead she heaved and choked and coughed and had to brace
herself against the cool moldy walls of the cave.

Then something strange happened. Floating on top of
the horrible, putrid odors came the smell of something sweet.
Sweet, and fiery. Gently, at first, barely noticeable, then
stronger, and stronger, and stronger still, until all see could
smell were the sweet smells of her mother’s kitchen: Cinna-
mon and cardamom, nutmeg, ginger, pepper, and curry. The
familiar and welcome scents coated the inside of her nose
and dripped down to her tongue. She had the wild fantasy
of a fantastical kitchen buried deep inside the cave, where
three fat chefs in greasy white uniforms were gathered around

a wondrous pot of delicious stew, singing silly songs and
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concocting wonderful aromas to cover up the other terrible
odors. She closed her eyes to see the vision better and drew
the sweet and pungent flavors deep into her lungs.

“Aromatic, isn’t it?” boomed a voice from behind her, so
deep and rumbly that thunderclouds would shutter in jealous
awe. Antimony spun on her heel, and squinted against the
blinding light of the outside world.

She tried to make out the form in front of her, but it was
silhouetted against the mouth of the cave. She could only see
the outline of a great hulking mass, in a shape so confusing,
so unknown to her, yet so familiar that she couldn’t make
sense of the information her eyes were taking in.

“Cat got your tongue?” thundered the voice. “Or is it just
terror?” As the words swept the air between them, the bulk
shifted in an instant and the great broad, scaly head of an
incredible lizard shot out of the darkness and floated in the
space directly in front of Antimony’s own.

Great, round, yellow eyes, as clear and as big as crystal
balls, stuck out from under an enormous furrowed brow. Red
scales the size of her father’s hand and as thick and heavy
as armor, plated the long and narrow face right down to
the deeply warped mouth with fangs that looked like carving
knives and curled lips drawn back in a hungry sneer.

Antimony wanted to jump backwards, to run and hide
in the darkness of the cave, or find the kitchen of the three
chef’s and hide in their pantry. But she was paralyzed with
fear.

The lips of the dragon’s head uncurled, and the corners

of its mouth turned down in a pout. The head drew back
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with a sigh that blanketed Antimony in warm, wet, breath
which, to her surprise, smelled sweet and spicy like the chef’s
kitchen, instead of foul and rank like the rest of the cave.

“Well,” said the dragon, lumbering forward out of the light.
“T usually prefer a little conversation with my meal, some
polite chit chat, some small talk. But I suppose a mute will
taste as good as a chatterbox.” He took another step forward,
then squinted and looked studiously at Antimony, keeping his
head at a slightly more comfortable distance this time.

“You’re much smaller than the other knights who’ve come
to challenge me,” he said.

“I'm not a knight,” Antimony declared petulantly. ‘T’'m a
little girl.”

“A little girl?” snorted the dragon. “I should say so. Y-
ou’re so puny and unprotected. Why you’re not even armed!”
He sniffed the air then, sucking air like a vacuum into a pair
of nostrils each big enough to stuff a coconut into. “Even
your fear smells different,” he stated.

“Well I should think I smell different then some surly old
knight trotting all around on the back of a horse in a suit
of armor,” she replied. “And what about you? What gives
you the right to be a nasty old fearsome dragon and smell so
delicious like my mother’s kitchen?”

“Raww hawww haww haww!” he bellowed with laughter.
“You’re quite the card, little one. If T wasn’t so hungry, I'd
seriously consider keeping you around for a while! But alas!”
He licked his lips and gnashed his teeth and prepared to
snatch up little Antimony’s small body in one big bite, pretty

yellow dress and lovely purple shoes and all.
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“Eeeeee!” she squealed with her buzz-saw cry. The dragon
drew back, squeezing his eyes and shaking his head.

“What sort of awful noise is that!” he demanded.

“Well, 'm sorry sir, it’s the only noise I could think to
make when I'm about to be eaten.”

“Where’s the dignity of it?” he asked. “Where’s your pride.
You’re about to have the honor of being eaten by the land’s
most fearsome dragon. Do you really want your last words
to be that terrible noise?”

Antimony thought about that. “I supposed there’s not
much dignity in it,” she agreed. “Have you any suggestions,
then?”

The dragon cleared his throat, which sent out great leap-
ing tongues of fire that nearly singed the lace on Antimony’s
dress. “Well, certainly no time for speeches,” he thought
aloud, “Oh I don’t mean to rush you, but it’s been ages since
I’'ve enjoyed a nice substantial meal of meat such as yourself.
“I suppose a short poem might do,” he continued. “A limerick,
or a sonnet, perhaps. Do you know any?”

Antimony shook her head.

“No, no, I suppose there wouldn’t be room for keeping
such things in such a small creature.” He sat back thought-
fully on his haunches, and Antimony waited patiently. She
flinched when he raised his claw to scratch his chin, which
made him chuckle.

“You know, there’s a lot to be said for silence,” he con-
cluded at last. “Silence is golden, as they say.”

“Who says that?” Antimony asked, stalling.

“Folk. Folk say that, I suppose. So then, silence?”
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Antimony thought as quickly as she could, which was
quite quickly thanks to all of her practicing.

“What do you eat otherwise?” she asked.

“What?”

“You said it’s been a long time since you’ve had much
meat, but I imagine an incredible beast such as yourself—oh
no offense, I hope!” The dragon shook his head. “A great
beast like yourself must need a great deal of food to sustain
such a physique. So I gather you must eat things other than
meat as well?”

“Well of course,” he said. “I'm a modern dragon, I partake
of a well rounded diet. Deep in these caves I have quite a stock
pile of fruits, vegetables, and grains that I’ve gathered from
the forest and surrounding lands. It’s what sustains me, as
you say.”

“Well isn’t that lovely!” commented Antimony. “It sounds
like you’re quite well off then, no need hassling yourself with
food that fights back.”

“Oh but you don’t know the torture of going so long
without meat!” he moaned. “Every day, all day, it’s grains,
and nuts, and fruits, and roots, and leaves. Have you ever
tried to live on just leaves and roots?” he challenged.

Antimony had to confess that she had never tried such a
thing, and admitted to herself that it sounded dreadful.

“Then you see my point.” he concluded. “Now then, if
you stop all these distractions and just stand still, I promise
T’ll kill you as quickly as I can, which I guarantee is as quick

as you can imagine.”
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“But Mr. Dragon,” Antimony pleaded, backing away from
him now. “You don’t want to eat me. I’'m such a small thing.
Barely more than a chipmunk!”

“Blech! Chipmunks!” He spat a great steaming lougie of
spit and phlegm on the ground. “Squirrels, rabbits, gophers,
woodchucks, hedgehogs! The only meat I ever eat are measly
little woodland critters, and a lot of effort for nothing! All
skin and bones!”

“Well the same goes for me!” Antimony exclaimed. “Why
look at me!” she said, hiking her skirt to show off her scrawny
chicken legs. “I’'m not fit for an appetizer! You’d waste more
energy chewing through my skin then you’d get out of me.
It’s not worth the trouble!”

The dragon glared, inspecting her. “Don’t they feed you
where you come from?” he asked.

“I've been away a long time,” she explained. “Days and
days now with nothing to eat. I'm wasting away.”

“Raaaaahhhhhh!” he roared angrily. “I don’t care!” he
snatched. “A little meat is better than no meat!” he stepped
closer and bared his teeth.

“But I can get you more meat!” she said, holding her
hands up in fear.

The dragon paused. “How?” he asked, dubiously

“I make meat,” Antimony hinted.

“Make meat? What rubbish is this? Meat isn’t made, it’s
grown on animals.”

“But I'm an animal!” she insisted. “My body is a meat
factory, see. All the food I eat my body turns into meat.

Eating me now would be a waste, but if you keep me around
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and share your yucky plant food with me, I'll grow big and
fat and plump with meat. Then, in a couple of months, we’ll
agree to some dignified final words, and I'll close me eyes, and
you can gobble me right up.”

”

“Hmmm. ..” considered the dragon. He rocked back onto
his hind legs again and thought about her offer. “And you
promise you won’t try to escape?”

“How could I?” she asked. “I’'m so small and weak and
you’re so fast and powerful.”

“And you promise that once it’s time, you’ll let me gobble
you up, and you won’t fight or fuss or anything?”

“I promise,” she said, crossing her heart. And she didn’t
even have her fingers crossed or anything.

The dragon thought a little longer and then: “Very well.
T’ll fatten you up first.” He rolled forward onto all fours and
walked towards her, then past her.

“Come on,” he said. “I better get some food into that
meat factory of yours before hunger takes you on it’s own.”
He continued deeper into the cave, but Antimony stood still,
watching him.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, turning his head back to look
at her.

“It’s dark in there. I can’t see where I’'m going.”

The dragon whipped his long red lizard tail and stretched
it out behind him. “Grab a hold,” he said. ‘T'll lead the way.”



Chapter 7
Living with a Dragon

N THOSE early days in this strange place, Antimony
cried a lot. She cried because she missed her par-
ents, and she cried because living the lifestyle of a

dragon is a great deal of work and she was often
tired, and she cried because she was afraid of being eaten by
the dragon.

But never let it be said that children are not resilient.
Every day Antimony grew stronger with good food and hard
work, and every day the pain of her parents being taken
waned, even if it did feel as though the sharp sting of her
loss was being replaced by a dull aching melancholy deep in
her heart.

Even still, living with a dragon isn’t the worst thing that
can happen to you if you're a little girl on an adventure—right
up until the point that he eats you, of course.

But he hadn’t eaten her just yet, and in the mean time

they did many amusing and interesting things together, like
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gather edible plants, and dig up treasures on the beach, and
slide down the big rock faces that the little bubbling stream
ran down and polished smooth.

The dragon was even kind enough to wash her lovely
yellow dress for her, which he did very well, and give her
needle and thread to mend it when it needed to be mended,
which he couldn’t do well at all, but which Antimony could
do reasonably well since her mother had taught her how to
sew.

Her least favorite thing that they did was to hunt for
small animals in the forest. Antimony didn’t care for hunting,
and she especially didn’t care for hunting and killing, and
she really especially didn’t care to see the dragon killing
and eating things because it reminded her of his eventual
intentions for her.

“Rah!” laughed the dragon, coughing out black smoke.
“What a pathetic little snare that is! What exactly are you
trying to catch, a grass hopper?” He rolled back on his tail
and laughed a great, big, smoking, belly laugh

“It’s a fine snare!” Antimony yelled, embarrassed.

“Look here!” he said, pointing with his gnarly yellow
talons. “You haven’t even got a trigger mechanism. Why
this is nothing but a loop of rope.” He rolled back again and
laughed some more, smothering Antimony in a thick cloud of
smoke.

Antimony pouted and stomped her foot, choking on the
smoke.

“Don’t you know how to set a snare, child?” he asked,

a little warmly, but still chuckling under his great heaving
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breath.

“Of course I do! This is just a type of snare you’ve never
seen before!”

“Is that right?” asked the dragon, intrigued now by the
unfamiliar design. “How does it work?”

“Well. . .it’s complicated,” she bluffed. “You have to know
about sophisticated techniques and methods. It’s over your
head,” she concluded dismissively.

“Hrmph,” the dragon harrumphed. “Keep your secret
then, we’ll see in the morning how well it works.”

Antimony didn’t know how to set a snare, in fact didn’t
know the first thing about it and barely knew what a snare
was. But she wasn’t going to admit that to the dragon. She
fiddled a little more with it, mostly just moving pieces of rope
back and forth so it looked like she was making important
adjustments, then headed back to the dragon’s cave, her
stomach rumbling for meat.

In the morning, her snare was empty as she feared it would
be. The dragon had snared three rabbits and a fox, which he
hated, but ate anyway, because it was better than fruit and
grains.

“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” the dragon
asked earnestly.

She didn’t respond, but made some more “adjustments”
to her snare, trying to figure out exactly how this thing was
supposed to trap an animal while acting like she knew all
about it.

The next morning, her snare was empty again. The drag-

on had caught two more rabbits