beautg Marl( of the Beast
JR Fainc

Bcauty Mark of the Bcast
53 Jeﬁcreg R. Paine

Once upon a time, although not nearlg sugicientlg !ong enough ago nor

far enoug}ﬁ away, there lived a beast.

Not a natural beast, mind you, like a wolf or a bearora baclger or an
auroch, but a magical beast, an enchanted beast——okag, avain, look-down-his-
nose-at-everyone Prig of a young man. e was noble~bom, infact a Princc
(second cousin twice removed) in the 1005619 bound and Far~1qung kingdom ruled
}33 King Reginald The Rea”g Nice, but he was not very noble. [ e sneered at
his fellow lords who Practiced noblesse of;/{gc with their subjects. [e mistreated

anyone and everyone and evergthing of lower rank.
E_ven among his equals or betters) he was mostlg rude and arrogant.

“What a rude and arrogant little bastard,” King chinal& the Rea”y Nice
said to his closest sgcop%ants during a hunt one c!ag. “ Are you sure he’s one of

ournobles?”
“Urncortunatelg yes, my Iiege,” replied one of his councilors.

Thc King thought fora moment, then said, “| et’s see if the King of
Aba]on would be interested in invading t}wrough the Prince’s va”eg when next he

tests our borders, ch?
“\/exy good, my liege,” the councilor repliec!‘

T he attack was arrangcd, but onlg a bit of bad weather, which c{elaged
the timely arrival of King Regina]d The Kea”g Nice’s forces, and a fusillade of
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AK~4~75 (i”ega”g acquired through some of the Prince’s darker connections to
a more-recent nonfiction article)J Preventecl a ]ong and Eardﬂcought battle that
would have reduced the Prince’s Polit9 to rubble and allowed Mig]‘ntg King Mi]t9
of Aba]on to liberate the realm from the Prince)s unkinc”g rule.

The Frince’s humor was clark, capab]e of glee onlg at the expense of
others less fortunate, delighting in such Pas’cimes as overcharging toll on
travelers on the road throug}‘n his Principa]ity, mugging King Reginalc{ The

Rea”g Nice’s messengers and tax Co”ectors, and mistreating his own sufpjects,

The Prince was a ruthless businessman, taking ac{vantage of hisland’s
strategic location near the crossroads between several other kingdoms and
Principalities: the majorit9 of his wealth derived from his thriving toll-and-

Protection business.

One dag some months lco”owing the failed invasion, one of the Prince’s
To” Fatrol, a sPecial unit of hisjoint militarg/Police force, sPied a haggarc{ old
crone hobbling down the roadwag.

“Olc] woman,” he said, accosting her. “You must pay the toll to use this

road.”

“Must ]?” asked to old woman, “] seem to be doing Prctty well. ]’ve walked

several miles so far, and | haven’t Paid yet.”

“Sarcasm doesn’t help you. Allow me to rephrase,” said the soldier, with
a grimace at the old, omct~repeatedjol<e. “The Prince pays to maintain this
roadwag. ]n order to cover those expenses, those who use the road are

expected to pay to Frince a minor sum in recompense...”
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« And what minor sum might that be?” the old woman asked, leaning back
as far as she dared before she mig}‘st tumble over backwarc{s, to peerup into the
face of the rather ugly ruffian in a smart blue suit before her.”

“Three ducats,” he said.
“Ducats?” she asked.

“Ducats,” he replied. “Three of them. One hundred and twenty
pestasters, or ict3~one Farlings.”

“]’m sorry,” reP]ied the old 1a&3, shaking her head. “]’m from the old
country. What's that in Re&ji]s’?”

TemPorarilg taken aback, the low~rani<ing officer mumbled something.
“What’s that, sonng?” she asked.

“Wc”, let’s see, there are three rods in a Furlong and sixteen ounces in a
Pint——or is that eight ounces in a cup?——uh, no wait, it’s eight Pints to a Pound,
ism’t it, so that a Pound is four shi”ings, or a hundred pence, which converts to a

quarter hectare. Multip]g that by 454 grams in a kilogram....”

“Oh, never mind,” rasped the old woman, ro”ing her eyes. “AWhat a Public
education gets you these days,” she mumbled under her breath. Thcn, to the
Policeman, she continued, “| have no intention of Paying a toll. The Frince has
no right to charge to maintain the road and ‘protect’ travelers in the woods.”
The way she said it, the officer was sure that he could hear the quotation marks

around the word “Protcct.”
“So you refuse to Pag?” asked the toll officer.

“Olﬁ, you are a quick one, you are, sonngi” she said.
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“Then | must arrest you,” he said, slapping a Pair of handcuffs onto her
wrists. [ e also d@ctly, as a man with great Practice in the Procec{ure, bound her
feet and gagged her, and set her into the back of his wain. Ata fair pace, t}‘nen,
he trundled off toward the Frince’s casth deeP within the forest.

At the cast!e, he carried the woman swhctlg into the Frince’s hearing
chamber. [ e Pu”ed on a cord, which caused a great bell to ring,. A few
disinterested citizens, obviouslgjust roused from a slumber, entered from a side
door and took their seats as observers or in t}‘;ejury box. A moment later, the
Prince, in his full court regalia, entered from a hidden door behind his throne,

anc] sat down.

“Bring the Prisonerlcorward,” 9awnecl a half-hearted crier, “and may (God
and the Prince have mercy on you,” he added with a chuckle.

belcore the Frince or the Policeman had a chance to speak) the foreman
of thejurg stood up and said in a loud voice, “We thejurg find the defendant
guiltg.

»

“Now, Harry)” intoned the [rince. ¢ know you’re imPatient, this being
5our1cirst trial and all as headjuror, but Please wait to pronounce your sentence

until after we take care of the formalities.”

Abashed, the headjuror sat back down. “] don’t know whg we go though
all this every time,” he mumbled in a loud whisper. « Just trying to speec] things up
around here. |t's alwags ‘Guilty! Guilty! Guiltg.,’ butjust try to make things
more efficient, to speed things up, and what do you get? You get your cars
pinned back!”

The Prince, well able to hear fﬂarrg’s remarks, ignorec{ them. e turned
to the old woman, who was now Prccariou519 balanced on the end of the bench,

next to the officer of the law. [1e smiled Pleasantlg.

1},
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“| think we can do without the binclings on this one, | om,” he said to the

Po]iceman.

“But, sirl” the lawman Protestecl. “This one’s a c{aﬂgcr, she is. She
blasphemed you?”

“T om,” the Frince said, ajovia] qualitg entering his voice. “You mean to

tell me this fine old ladg actua”g spoke my name invain?”’
“UH, no, wait, | mean, it’s, uh....”
“What did she say, T om?” the Prince asked.

“She said that you dor’t have the right to charge forroad use orto levy
‘Protection’ on travelers, she did"” ] om blurted out.

«Oh, you mean ‘treason,’ not }Dlasphemg,” the Prince exPlained. “She’s no

c]anger) unbind her at once.”

“Yea]ﬁ, treason, that's the wor&,” said Tom, Now ]ooking thoug}w‘mcul and

turning to unbind the woman.

“Olc] woman, we believe in the rule of law here in my little Princedom.
T herefore, Please allow me to advise you omcgour rights,” said the Prince.
“First, and onlﬂ, you have the right to remain silent. |n fact, you have the
responsibility to remain silcnt, because angthing you say will count against you

in the eyes of this court. We have aPPointed an attorney to Plead on your
behalf

[Te turned from the woman towards a vibrant young man standing to the

side. “Does she understand this, Georgc’?”
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“Of course | understand this, you dolt,” the woman said. “fJow can he

know if | understand or not?”

“Ooo s!” intoned the bailiff. “«A arently she doesn’t understand at all.
P PP Y
T}‘nat’s an additional three years added to any sentence the court will imPose.”

“| don’t think she understands, your eminence,” said George. “But | do.

She enters a P]ea of guiltg.”

“George, George, George,” scolded the Frince. “We haven’t even read
the charges yet. Why is everyone but me so rcady to convict this woman
without giving her a fair hcaring’?”

“Because we all know that we’re going to find herguilt}j,” said Harrg, ina
loud stage whisper. “So why dorn’t we c{isPense with this charade and geton
with it.”

“Byecause, fjar/y,” the Prince said, turning to g]ower at the foreman, “It
just wouldn’t be right. [How would you like for us to try you forinsubordination
right now? [Immmm? [Flow about if we dispense with the niceties of a trial and
just ‘get on with it?”

Harry blanched, said “]’m sorry, Your Gracc. ] beg 3our1corgiveness,
Sire,” he added, Fa”ing to his knees. “Flease, My | ord,..”

“That’s enough grove”ing, Harrg,” the Prince said Iightlg, smiling again,
and added, for now.” | hen he continued, “Kemember, iFyou ever get made
Prince, which is of course very unlikclyj you can do things the way you sece fit.
Me, | like to follow the law. Make sure evergthing is done right and proper the
first time, that's what ] always say, sO there are no mistakes, no grounds for

aPPeals. Now then, what has this old hag done, 1 om?
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T om cleared his throat, and then Pronounced in his most officious tones,
“This woman.,.ch, what’s your name, ma’am? Gladgs’? Kea”g? Me mum’s named
Gladgsl No, rea1191 We”, it is a small world. Oh, anyway, Gladgs here did
refuse to pay toll upon the Frince’s roac{, after having aPParently come some
distance alreacly upon it, and did blas...no) wait...Pronounce treasonous words
against you, Mg | ord, and in addition to that she is short and uglg and

obvious!g unclean, and therefore is a member of the lower class...”
“T om,” the Prince interrupted.

“Yes, Sire?” answered | om.

“Being from a lower socioeconomic class is not a crime, | om,” said the

Prince, leaning forward on his throne.

“No, Mg Lord,” rePlie& T om, “But it does count against herin

scntencing.”

“Ohl Right you are. | {:orgot,” said the [rince, sitting back with wry smile.
“Now then, GeorgeJ how does she Plead?

“Guiltg, my | ord, on all chargcs,” George said.
“l do not...” Gladys started to say.
“Six more years, Sire,” the bailiff intoned.

“We of thejury also find hcrguiltg, My Lord,” f"larry added.

“T hat’s nine years for sPcaking out in court, Plus nine years in the
Prince’s service for rexcusing to pay the toll, Plus another six for treason, and five

more for the aggravating circumstance of bcing a Peasant...that makes 29 years
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total. Sentence is Passed,” said the Frince) bringing his gavel down on the arm
of his throne. “Bailig) take her away!”

“All right, that Will be QUITE. ENOUGHY

A voice shook the courtroom. | he Frince’s citizen’s looked about, trying

to find the source.

Tom, who was closest to the source, took two stePs backwards. A” eyes
went first to T om, then to the beautiful young woman in the sharP carth-tone
business suit that Pcrfectlg set off her striking green eyes, who stood where the

OICJ crone !"la& bCCﬂ.

T hen, it seemed that everyone was trying to talk, or more Iikelg) shout, at

once.

“QU]ET!” her voice casilg ascended above all othcrs, drowning them
out. Silencc returned to the chamber.

“| have seen enough,” she said, leveling a glare at the Prince that would
have slain Puppies. “You, M’ ord Frince, and all your citizens, are found
wanting,. You have abused the Privileges of being royaltg. You have enriched
5ourselvcs 53 overcharging toll on your roads; and 133 charging for ‘protection;’
then having your own staff act as highwagmen to rob and enslave those who
refuse to bug Protection from you. You have thus enriched 90urse|1C at the
expense o{:gour neighboring kingdoms and Principalities, while Providing
nothing to them in return. You have mockedjustice and umcairlg treated
travelers to hard laborin 3our1Cields from your unfair sentences. | will now

pronounce sentence upon 9ou1”

ANait!” cried the Frince. “Who are you to Passjudgment’?”



beautg Marl( of the Beast
JR Fainc

“] might ask the same ques’cion omcgou,” the woman replied with a tight, cold
smile. “But it could be that | have the rigEt to do this because | have the power
and authoritg to do it. ]5 this not t}‘sejusthcication you use for your ‘assessment’

of tolls upon travelers? 50 from whence does your authoritg extend?”
“| am a Frince, righhcu] ruler of this land...”

“| see,” she said. “So being of roga] b!ood) however remote and thin, and
having succeeded to the Position }39 nePotism, gives you the rig}'nt to be an

arrogant, umcccling, oPPor’cunistic tyrant?”
“Wc”, ]...” said the Frincc, uncertain what all the largcr words meant.

“Angwag) | will tell you who | am that | can do this,” said the woman. ¢ am

the Witch Aruedel, of the Continenta] Association of Witches, War]ocks and
Magicians. Thc CA\/\/WM has been retained }35 Amalgamatcd Contincntal

Rogal Families, ]nc., Ltd., to rid the land of those nobles that are abusing their

positions and powers, and gencra”y giving royalty a bad name.”

“M9 credentials,” she added, Pu”ing a thick manila folder from a magjc
Pocket in her blazer and dropping it on the table before the Prince.

“Mg great aunt, once remove&, is President of ACRF” the Frincc
bcgan.

“Yes,” rePlied the ladg. “She said 9ou’d bring that up. She wants you to
know that she told us to visit you first. You're 5omething of an embarrassment
to the Fami]g, you know. Thcy assignccl 3ourmcather to this backwater Princedom
to get him out of the way. Thcg never expcctcd him, or you, to Figure out how to
run a roga] scam. Franklg, thcg didrmt think 3our1camily was up to the task. And
more Franklg, you obviouslg have never learned the moral of the storg of the

(Goose with the (Golden Eggs. Which, }33 the way, gourgrca’&greabuncle,
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twice removed, learned in the original story, so ]ong ago. You've killed your

Golden (Goose. Now you must pay the Piper} to mix metaphors and Fairg tales.”
“].,.],..],..” stammered the Frince.

“Yes, you,” said the witch. “Now be quiet. Your Punishment shall be
threefold: first, all those you have imPrisoned and enslaved shall be released.
Theg will leave your Iand) taking with them any and every item of value, leaving
you and your logal subjccts paupers.”

So{:tly, in the backgrounc}, but growing louc{cr, one could hear the sudden
cries omcjog from thousands upon thousands of no~longer enslaved Prisoners)
followed bg !aughter and the thudding of running feet as theg took to the roads
out of the Princedom, carrying with them every item of value. Severa] Passed
throug]ﬁ the chambcr, removing ornaments and evergthing else that wasn’t Firm]g

a part of the builc{ing, inc]uding the Prince’s fine clothes and crown.

When the rush had subsided, the witch continued. “Second) your logal

subjects, those who have suppor’ced your vicious tyranny, shall be driven out
and c]ispersed throughout the nations. [Tor varying Periods, theg shall be
forced to conduct the lowest, hardest work, until thcg have learned their lessons

and repudiate& you and your abominable behavior”

T here was suc]c]enly a wailing sound, and a gnashing of teeth and rending
of clothes as the logal subjects, including everyone in the room, were forced
upon the road, Penniless and at the mercy of everyone else in the world. T he

dcjectcd stamping of their feet cvcntua”g faded from hcaring.

“Fina”g, and this applies sPcchCicaug to you, | ord Frince, you shall be
Persona”g set upon 55 triPlets.”
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The Frince’s Private door slammed open and the Frincess staggered into
the room, Pale and rather obviouslg with child. “M9 dear,” she said. “Our
P}‘;gsician informs me that ] am quite sudden19 pregnant. With triPlets, Close

your mouth, dear. ]sn’t it wonderful?”

Catching his breath, the Prince said to the witch, ¢ hate children. Whg
dont 3oujust turn me into a monster and leave me alone?” He, of course, had
intended the sarcastic comment as a rhetorical device. The witch, however, said,
« An excellent idea,” and with a wave of her wand, he was instaﬂtlg transformed

into most hideous beast one could imaginc.

With a shriek, his wife fled from the room, Proceecling at a great pace—
esPeciang for one so suddenlg and completelg Pregnant——right on out of the
Principality. “« And instead of bcing forced to live with your suc{c{cnly augmente&
Family, thcg shall be taken to saFetg, for rehabilitation and retraining.

“You, however, must remain here, until you have learned your lesson,
rePented your ways, and earned the love of a good Person.” She Pausec] fora

moment, then added, with a sardonic grin. “Iowever long it takes.”

“Now then, since the sentence has been Passed, ]’” be on my way,” the
witch said, aPProPriating a broom from a ncarbg closet. “\We'll be seeing you
restored to your rogal Place, Pm sure, injust a few years,” she said as she

levitated, her laughter echoing away as she c;isaPPearec] through a window.

As he realized that he had been striPPed of all the material things he
coveted, and abandoned bg all who were in his service, he grew angry and
frustrated, his rage mounting and growing until he became blinded 55 this one
emotion, acting trulg as a monster, dcs’croging cvergthing he touched, ki”ing

cvcrgthing he could reach, without consideration or regard.
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And here we leave the Frince and his Frincedom, because nothing much
of interest haPPens there until the rest of the story catches up, some decades
later. No one returned to the Principality fora gooc{ many years. Some said the
P]ace was haunted, while others noted its poor location and lack of services.
Sti” others said that lurking within the &eep darkness was a hideous beast that
would rend animals and visitors alike limb from limb, and then devour the remains.
[t is said that no one but the disturbed and the Foo]ishlg brave ventured into the

Principalit9 fora goocl many years. No matter: none who did came out again....

To Bc Continuec{....



