








He sighed. “That’s true. My speeches are nothing
but timeworn phrases, welded together with a
thin mortar of originality.”

“Even that’s old,” she said nastily. “Clemens,
from Tom Sawyer. "

The Minotaur glanced evilly at her. “Watch out
where you’re going. There are skeletons on the
ground. And you might. . .trip over one.”

They walked in that silence for a while.

“When | lived at home,” she said suddenly, “I
used sometimes to come home at midday and
turn the television on. But | didn’t want to
watch it, you see. I’d go upstairs and read while
the television was on downstairs. And | was less
lonely. | don’t mean that the television set—
hearing the voices—made me feel that someone
was there with me. But somehow it made me
feel that someone was coming.”

“And no one ever came.” said the Minotaur.

“How are you so certain of that?” She didn’t
know why she had to know.

“If someone had come, you would not have
been here,” the Minotaur said, off-hand.

“No,” she said positively; then, “Is there some
reason why you keep insisting | knew | was
going to come? | know why | came. I'll tell you
why | came. It was because | was afraid the
wind...”

“Would blow the stone through your forehead,”
the Minotaur finished for her. “Yes,” he said,
with heavy politeness.

“Now | am shocked,” she said. “How did you
know?”

“There have been others here before you,” he
said. “You know that.”

“Well, of course.” She began to recite, mocking-
ly, “Seven youths and seven maidens were sent
as tribute from Athens to Crete every nine years
because...”

“Wrong on all counts,” said the Minotaur. “First
of all, there were no youths, just maidens. And
also, they weren’t sent, they came—by them-
selves.”

“A likely story,” she said, nastily again. “Why
would a maiden come here?”

The Minotaur looked at her, and said nothing.

She flushed, and put her hand to her forehead as
before.

“That’s getting to be rather a habit,” the
Minotaur observed, “or did something | said
offend you? If so, | apologize.”

“No, no,” she said, hastily, and then, “I hope, at
least, |1 was right as to the number of victims—
pardon me, maidens?” She was having difficulty,
for some reason, keeping any outward compo-
sure. “Seven maidens, or perhaps, since there
were no youths, fourteen?”’

“I don’t know,” the Minotaur said carelessly, “|
never bothered to keep track. They were...suf-
ficient, that’s all | know.”

She did not ask him the next question then, just
walked a little faster.

“l realy don’t know where I’m going,” she said,
and gave a strained laugh.

“Why don’t you admit what you’re thinking?”
said the Minotaur, smoothly. “You wanted to
know at first. Do you realize it now?”

“About the maidens,” she began, then broke off
and looked at the Minotaur. “You know, | never
thought about it before ('oh, to be sure,
mumured the Minotaur) but—it’s so funny.
Centaurs, | know, had the—body of a horse and
the, uh, torso of a man. But you’re like a bull
from the waist up, and a man from the waist
down.”

The Minotaur eyed her thoughtfully.
“Why is that?” she demanded, suddenly urgent.

“Because I’m the Minotaur,” he said. “And you
knew who—or what—I am.”

Then she began to scream. “But which half of
you is the beast, which half of you is the beast,
which half of your is the beast, which half of
you...” []
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((CUT})

I ' was carving some meat
when the knife slipped
sliced open my finger
and cut it to the bone
the skin parted

and blood spilled
bubbled

oozed

onto the plate of meat
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