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The crandolin wakes

The luminous stain on page 67 contained traces of quince, rose, 
grains of paradise, ambergris, pearl, cinnamon, and what could 
only be surmised. Kippax surmised, all right. Blood. The colour of 
the stain (livid pink) confirmed what he had read, though no test 
could. This cookbook was indeed, as the frontispiece said, For the 
Adwentoursomme.

It had once been common knowledge that drinking crandolin 
blood cursed the drinker to a long life of madness, and the 
recipes on the two pages driving Kippax mad were for Crammed 
Amphisbaena, and A Pudding Mayde of Crandolin. The recipe for 
amphisbaena added only butter, no spyce, and said serve with no 
sauce but onely salte. 

This morning Kippax fed a miserly scrape of the stain, 
smuggled out under his fingernail, to his portable electronic 
tongue. The gas chromatograph, as sensitive and stupid as a 
bloodhound, tasted spyce compounds aplenty but no butter, and 
then ran just to look like it was doing something. It was clueless.

The sauce had to be crandolin. 
Amphisbaena was a daring catch, this serpent with a head at 

each end. But crandolin cost at least one life. It was once-upon-
common-knowledge that crandolins were light pink as the dawn 
they imitated as they probed cracks in the shutters protecting pink 
virgins in their beds. They could only be caught when Crikey! This 
blood is also ancient virgin blood.
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He felt an attack of dizziness coming on, but a quick double 
punch made his ears ring—that problem solved, the better to tackle 
the big one. 

The temptation to taste the crandolin had been terrible before 
(he was confident that his palate could sieve the spices from the 
meat). But the temptation was too much now, for any mortal. And 
in some moods, Nick Kippax did tell himself that he was indeed, a 
mortal. 

He wet his finger and touched the stain—almost.
At the last millimillimetre, he drew his finger back into his 

meaty palm.
He felt his blood rushing around his body. It moved with as 

much purpose as a crowd of people released by a crosswalk light. 
Fascinating? No.

He picked up the open book and sucked the parchment.



3

A honey-lake in suspension

White honey was the only honey that would do. The honey delivered 
was brown as wet leather, and smelled like a stables. Burhanettin 
the confectioner showed the merchant the whites of his eyes. 
“Drown him,” Burhanettin implored. “In a honey lake.” 

The donkey snorted, eager for its load to be removed, yet the 
sweetmaker hadn’t finished his wish. “Drown him in a lake of honey 
from the flowers that grow around the cesspit!” 

The fat little honey merchant squirmed like a newborn maggot. 
“The season for white honey has end—”

“As your life will, if you say another word.”
The merchant showed the confectioner an obsequious 

mouthful of rotten teeth. “I’ll try—”
“By my Will, you’ll do more than try!” 
No mortal soul in the town had the confidence of Burhanettin. 

The sheer blasphemy would have stolen most men’s breaths. 
Not Ekmel the honey merchant. “This afternoon,” he smiled. 

“Go feed your nightingale and settle your nerves with its song, dear 
friend.” 

Burhanettin leaned over and shook his fist in the man’s face. 
His forearm was thick and gnarled as the trunk of an old carob tree. 
“Move,” he said. 

The honey merchant stepped to the side, and the confectioner 
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reached into a bag suspended from his belt. 
Out came a long stick of nougat. 
The donkey’s lips opened like a flower at sunrise. 
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Moans of the bladder-pipe

The bladder-pipe player’s eyelids flutter like a virgin’s heart upon 
awakening. The sheep’s bladder crackles faintly, but the voice of the 
pipe is all that the guests will hear, if they listen over the din of their 
own lips. Faldarolo doesn’t care if they listen or no; only that they 
will pay him enough to eat, or toss him a scrap of something before 
they are too drunk to know he exists—a few piastres would be nice. 
A small gold necklace shouldn’t be too much to expect—but a 
gnawed bone would be luckier than some nights.

In the meantime, the music keeps him fed. The bladder-pipe 
has a will of her own. Sometimes she sounds like a great swarm 
of bees, sometimes a goose, a magnificent goose; and sometimes 
she’s a woman with a voice that could skin a man with one long 
sigh. 

She has ruled the poor musician from the first moment that 
he, having grasped her sides, put his mouth to the pipe that leads 
at right angles but as straight as beauty to grief—to the bladder, 
and then down, following the line of his torso to his lap where her 
moans emerge, mingled with his hot, wet breath.

His eyelids are the colour of bruised violets. Above them, 
great black eyebrows dance, left, right ... left, left, left, right. 
He had never trained them to do this, but over the years they 
developed an incapacity to sit still. Smitten with song, they leap to 
its command, arching, flattening and stretching, sinuating. Now, 
when the bladder-pipe sings with the speed of a flow of honey, the 
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eyebrow dance is strange but dignified, with the hauteur of a great 
moustache soaking up fat. 

But wait.
The poor musician’s eyelids now dance as if they walk on fire. 

And his eyebrows! The muscles around his eyes are slaves to their 
command, but his eyebrows are slaves to the bladder-pipe. 

How ridiculous Faldarolo looks. But even the deaf man doesn’t 
notice, his feet soaking up the sound of spoons, hands, wooden 
bowls hitting the table; wooden clogs pounding the dirt. 

The evening progresses...
And now is the time for the songs to those guests who aren’t 

dead to the world from drink. They waited for this—the time of 
magnificent torture. They sit, the old men, lips slack as a donkey’s 
whose ears are being stroked. The music grips their memories, and 
shakes. 

The young hunger for something not on the table, but under it. 
By ones and twos, they follow the suggestions of the wordless song, 
and slip away. O heartless bladder-pipe! Even as Faldarolo fills her 
to repletion, she cares nothing for his insides. 




