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Prologue 

"Where does the moon shine?" 
One might ask oneself this question during childhood.  

And the adult might answer: 
"In the sky.  In space." 
And the child would further press: 
"How does it shine?" 
And the adult would necessarily give a very grownup 

response, feeling delighted with themselves that they had 
further enlightened this young, naive little soul.  And the 
child would naturally nod his head and go to his room and 
pretend, as if the adult had not spoken, that the moon was a 
crystal ball, powered by a magic man in another land, and 
the same moon he gazed upon every night not only shown in 
his land, but another magical one over which the powerful 
man of the mystical arts was king. 

And the grownup would see this and smile, thinking 
how pretty it was to be a naive little boy. 

And the grownup would never learn of her foolishness in 
doubting the child, because the child’s beliefs, though not 
correct in this world, bore more merit than she would ever 
get a chance to learn. 

And this is how the adult becomes wiser than the child, 
but, unlike the child, never knows the truth. 
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Chapter I 

"I’m almost home." 
The sun left behind white streaks as it shone through the 

early evening clouds. The different shades of green found in 
the trees that lined the highway were bright and soothing, 
filling Sarah with the comforting joys that spring brought.  
A sharp wind whistled and moaned as it forced its way 
through the open car window; Sarah leaned her elbow 
against it, her manner quiet and reflective as she tapped her 
fingers, letting the upbeat song on the radio better her 
wonderful mood. She had not a care in the world at the 
moment, for even the highway was devoid of the  usual 
midday traffic. 

Yes, returning home would be blissful.  She had a new 
apartment in New York, but if one asked her where her 
home was she always said "Highland Grove."  Sure, it was 
small and unnoticeable, hardly a dot on a road map, but she 
held her most important memories there.  Even as the sun 
glared through the windshield, making a partial silhouette of 
the scenery before her, she did not peel her vision from the 
horizon. 

Over that hill and beyond, she would vaguely say in her 
mind through images and feelings, beyond this futility I have 
left behind, beyond the constraints, beyond the labyrinth of 
confusion, there is my house, in the middle of that little town, and 
I am coming back to it, if only for awhile.  I am going to escape 
and forget what is there for me in New York and I am going to 
take full advantage of my visit.  If only for two days, I will no 
longer be plagued by the future. 

She imagined a little boy, pacing in his room, tugging at 
his mother’s shirt, begging, not in words (for her thoughts 
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were not that developed) but in expression, in motion, 
begging for his mother to bring his sister home more 
quickly.  A cake sat on the counter in the kitchen, and this 
little boy harboring on five years would make a sneaky 
approach to this cake and dip a small finger into the cloud 
like frosting; he would close his lips about the digit and 
reveal a satisfied smile, not so much for the flavor, but the 
mischief involved with the action of taking a forbidden taste.  
He would stare out the window, he would skip across the 
porch, he would turn hours into days while awaiting his 
sister’s arrival � all of these things she knew would happen in 
all of the detail she had vaguely pictured in her mind, for 
Sarah knew her brother well enough to predict every aspect 
of his character, every action he might take.  She pictured all 
of this knowingly, and still wondered at the complexity of a 
child; instead of turning a frown upon her lack of 
understanding, she smiled, reveling in the mystery that 
slowly solved itself each moment she was around him.  Sarah 
impatiently looked toward the short-term future as much as 
her young sibling, Toby, must have been on this day� his 
birthday. 

She couldn’t wait to give him his gift; she had run across 
it while browsing in a unprofitable craft shop in downtown 
New York. Her gaze had been idle, her intent not to spend 
money, yet, suddenly, there it had stood magnificently 
among the other plainer figurines, as if wanting her to see it.  
It was as if an implacable memory had reached its long white 
arm out to her and tapped her on the shoulder, the words of 
yesteryear blowing like a cool breeze through her ears, 
saying, "Take it, take it� this thing, you know he will like."  
Her hand had rushed to grab it, the movement independent 
of any conscious thought. She rubbed her fingers across the 
powder-fine grain of the ceramic, touched the rough 
gemstone eyes, caressed the soldered metal accents.  Nothing 
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in the world might have pried it from her grip at that 
moment, and she had instantly bought it, without any 
second thoughts. 

It was one of the few wonders that had presented itself 
in her new home.  New York was a daily growing 
disappointment.  When she had journeyed there five years 
ago in the old family station wagon, she had looked at the 
city streets in awe, imagining that she would someday be 
walking down those streets on the way to a movie shoot.  
Her aspirations were way over the top; she had ended up 
struggling through acting classes with a teacher that beat 
down her aspirations in an attempt to beat down the pre-
madonna in her, many studios had refused to even allow her 
an audition while none had even accepted her for even a 
small part, and she had ended up accepting a job as a 
commercial actress just to pay her increasing debts. 

Sarah looked at the clock on the dashboard and saw that 
she was only five minutes away from entering town.  It had 
only been five years ago that she had rushed away to New 
York in order to escape ordinary life; an ordinary life that 
had made itself painfully apparent after her encounter with 
the Goblin King. 

The Goblin King resided in a land called the 
Underground.  It was a special place that existed beyond the 
human realm� A place somewhat likened to a mirror image 
of the known world--not physically, but inwardly� An 
Underground in which magic was a vagrant looking for an 
employer, creatures were unafraid of giving vocal opinions, 
and the land sprouted forth castles, villages, forests, and 
bazaar circumstances� An alternate world whose black night 
sky revealed an immense, silver moon, while a flaming sun 
came to burn at the crack of dawn� 

Here had begun the incident, four years earlier, in which 
a fifteen year-old Sarah, believing the Underground was 
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merely fantasy, had held her bawling, baby brother Toby 
towards the sky, high towards the ceiling of his nursery, and 
called out the eternal words that would give the Goblin King 
permission to take the child away. 

Without hesitation, he had taken the burden of her baby 
brother from her.  With a horror-stricken face she watched 
as twittering little creatures crept into the room, a mad owl 
pounding upon the glass door of the nursery.  The wind and 
rain lashed at her face on that stormy night as the owl finally 
beat open the doors and changed into a human form much 
more menacing and mysterious.  She had pleaded to the 
silhouette of a man who had come to her balcony that night, 
begged with him to please return her brother� She hadn’t 
truly meant what she had said! 

But no words, no matter how many tears accompanied 
them, would sway the Goblin King.  He taunted a glass 
sphere before her on his dancing fingertips, the clock-like 
tick-tock of his hands entrancing as well as intimidating her, 
the glistening black pools in his eyes fixing her in place. She 
had two choices: take his offering of dreams and fantasies as 
a replacement for her brother, or travel through his 
Labyrinth with a maximum of thirteen hours in which to 
reach his castle at the center, and ultimately bring her 
brother home. 

Sarah had taken the latter of the two, thus embarking 
upon a journey she had never forgotten. 

The highway made a sharp curve, the strip of road ahead 
blocked by trees. Sarah turned the car left with the road and 
inertia caused her body to slant to the right. She lessened the 
pressure on the accelerator, warily watching the road and 
squinting her eyes against the strong glare of the oppressive 
sun. 

The turn in the road ended and Sarah could see the 
highway go uphill and disappear into the horizon, the sun’s 
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dagger rays scattering across the asphalt.  The light was 
blinding, allowing her to see only the small strip of road 
ahead.  She pulled down the visor to relieve her of the bright 
sun’s glare and she was suddenly rewarded with full vision of 
the highway. 

A dark, heavyset person stood at the center of the 
highway about a mile away, not showing any indication of 
moving.  Sarah anxiously stabbed at the horn on the steering 
wheel, but the person just faced her, not moving, not 
flinching.  The car was closing in, foot by endless foot; Sarah 
pressed firmly down on the brakes in short bursts.  The 
speedometer went from fifty miles per hour to forty, then 
from there to thirty and from thirty to twenty, until the 
needle pointed to zero and the car was a yard away from 
whom it had nearly hit. 

A few beads of sweat trickled down Sarah’s forehead as 
she let out a long sigh and rested her head wearily on the 
steering wheel, still gripping it with tense, white hands.  Her 
head continuing to lay on the wheel, she reached underneath 
it to turn off the car and hesitated in the middle of the task. 

"Need Sarah help," a familiar voice called from outside. 
Like so many peasants had done at the possible sight of 

a miracle from the tombs of saints, Sarah jerked her head 
with joyous reflex and stared in front of her.  As she saw who 
it was, her eyes widened beyond normal proportions and her 
knuckles became even more ghostly.  Her mouth suddenly 
went dry and she unconsciously worked to wet it.  Could she 
truly be seeing this figure in the road?  Was it a mirage 
produced by the hot sun beating against the ebony highway? 

"Ludo?" she mumbled uncertainly, afraid of stepping 
from the car to find that it was only the trickery of her 
imagination that brought this old friend back to her in the 
middle of this deserted highway. 
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Yet she saw that it was Ludo, in all of his magnificent 
detail.  The beast was about eight feet tall, the long, shaggy 
fur on his back a rusty red in the sunlight, his frontal features 
fighting against shadows.  His broad, wistful face was 
scrunched up in a pug nose while his large teeth protruded 
upward from his lower lip.  He indeed would look like a 
large beast, if it were not for his strange, wistful smile and 
ridiculously small eyes.  He stretched his hands out toward 
her, palms up. His warbling voice came out softly and bore a 
melancholy tone: 

"Sarah� Need Sarah help� Need friend�" 
She quickly opened the car door, having many feelings at 

the same time, but not quite comprehending any of them 
because extreme excitement overpowered them altogether. 
She stepped out onto the highway and veered around. 

Ludo was no longer there.  She ran earnestly to the front 
of the car and surveyed the deserted highway and the area 
around it. There was nowhere for him to have gone. The 
mirage had vanished as quickly and convincingly as it had 
appeared. 

As her mind cleared somewhat, she started to realize 
that she was standing in the middle of a highway and was an 
easy target for a crash. 

Sarah slowly removed her hands from her hips and 
walked back to the car, the entire time looking back, 
expecting him to be there as soon as she got inside. 

She eased in and gingerly closed the door, pulling her 
trembling hands in front of her eyes.  It had been another 
trying ordeal to accompany this suddenly trying day.  She 
put the key in the ignition and stared blankly at it as she 
turned the car on. Was it all in her mind? As she looked up 
from the steering wheel she blew a wisp of brown hair from 
her face. The road in front of her was still forsaken, 
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discluding the notion that Ludo would reappear as soon as 
she had returned to the haven of her vehicle. 

As she put her foot to the gas, the feelings that she had 
suppressed earlier started rushing back into her mind. Sarah 
began to question her sanity and asked herself why she 
would suddenly imagine that she had seen a friend from the 
Labyrinth. Maybe it was the excitement of coming back 
home. Splitting her attention between watching the road and 
thinking, she looked at the opposing side of that question. 
What if it wasn’t her imagination? 

She turned up the radio, a sudden uneasiness flooding 
her.  Where was that shred of evidence that would prove her 
sanity?  Of course, with things involving the Underground 
anything was possible, but she hadn’t seen her friends from 
the Labyrinth since her junior year of high school.  The years 
had passed and the dreamlike world called the Underground 
had faded into the misty depths of her memory.  Of course, 
she knew deep down that she had forced the memory away, 
trying to forget that she had once had another world at her 
fingertips and was made to sacrifice it for practicality and her 
love of Toby.  Nothing in the world would have made her 
change her decision and to have forsaken Toby so that she 
could live in the Underground, but she still wished there had 
been some other way. 

No, she had not forgotten, but life itself had crowded so 
tightly into her brain that there was little room for anything 
else.  Especially her hopes and dreams.  And, for her, the 
Underground was just a hopeful dream that had come and 
passed over a hazy period of thirteen hours. 

She looked down with weary eyes at the dashboard.  Her 
gas tank was empty.  "That’s strange," she remarked with a 
slight expression of confusion.  "I filled it only an hour ago."  
She looked up and, as if on cue, the gas station at the county 
border became visible on the edge of the horizon.  The 
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inclination to say "What luck" rose and fell within Sarah as 
she thought of the statement’s possible eerie and displeasing 
connotation. 

Is it happening again? she found herself asking.  If it is, I 
don’t think I could handle having to give it all up a second time. 

Just as she approached the station, a dull, white sign 
passed by her in a ghostlike flurry, its black cursive letters 
declaring, "Welcome to Highland Grove."  She had passed 
that sign numerous times within the past year and only 
noted its presence subconsciously.  Yet, with that mild 
acknowledgment came the thought that this particular 
journey did not make her feel so welcomed.  

Upon reaching the gas station she turned and pulled up 
alongside the gas pumps. A man in a grungy jumpsuit 
approached her from his workshop, wiping his hands on an 
oily rag.  He bent over to face her and said, smiling, "Can I 
help you, ma’am?" 

She forced a nervous smile and replied, "Fill-er-up, 
please." 

"Sure thing."  He tipped his cap and went to work at 
filling her tank. 

Sarah stared without focus through the windshield.  
Something was nagging at the back of her mind, but she 
couldn’t pinpoint what it was.  It was as if she was having a 
sudden recognition of something, but the object she 
supposedly recognized was not making itself apparent to her.  
It was deja’vu, melancholy and rueful in nature.  It made her 
want to reach out with her hands and grab that thing that 
had caused it, to hold on to it with all of her strength and to 
never let go.  To suppress her overwhelming urge to take 
hold of something substantial, she clasped her fingers 
together tightly, holding herself down in her foolish need. 
Yet, she felt that, if she could hold onto the eluding source 
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of her recollection, she would have an ultimate grip on her 
life. 

In an optimistic effort to relive that unknown piece of 
her past, Sarah gave the area around her a sweeping glance.  
She squinted her eyes against the glaring reflection of the 
sun that emitted from her side view mirror.  She unhooked 
her fingers and went to reposition the reflecting piece of 
glass; the light subsided and her eyes were drawn to the crisp 
image of the man who was filling her tank. 

He leaned on the back of her car as if it were his own.  
His head was bent downward as he waited for the tank to 
fill, the long, blond hair that covered his face pale in the 
sunlight.  He cupped his hands before himself, as if 
pondering a translucent sphere that was held there.  Her 
distraction must have been so strong earlier, because she had 
not noticed his striking air.  She felt that she might reach out 
towards him and pull a piece of the world from the canopy 
that surrounded him, as if the imaginary globe he held 
contained all of her hopes and dreams and he held it out 
before himself for the taking� 

She swung her head around suddenly and looked back 
through the windshield.  She heard the man pull the nozzle 
from the gas tank and head towards the side window.  The 
recognition’s source had been found.  The click-clack of his 
boots sounded like a drum in her ears and drowned out the 
sound of her own breathing.  Like a messenger of doom he 
came to her car window, standing silently in front of it after 
the abrupt ending of leather soles against concrete.  Still, his 
face was out of reach from her sight and only his torso could 
be seen through the window.  Each second was agony for 
Sarah as she wondered whose countenance the man 
possessed.  Slowly, carefully, he bent down, placing his 
crossed arms onto the edge of the window as his face eased 
its way into the image framed by the opening. 
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"Anything else, Sarah?"  His lips were thin and straight, 
but his eyes were flirtatious, humored by the sudden motion 
Sarah made to push herself back into her seat.  She stared 
anxiously at him and groped around for her keys. 

"What are you doing here?" she demanded tonelessly 
with widening eyes.  The Goblin King gave a coquettish 
smile and his whispery eyebrows slanted upward on his 
brow.  His accent was smooth and entrancing.  "Why, to see 
you." 

She ran her fingers through her hair and closed her eyes.  
It was all she could do to get a grip on her emotions.  Why, 
after five years, is Jareth visiting me?  Is he taunting me?  Is it 
just a game?  And what does Ludo have to do with it?  And are 
the others all right? And-- 

"Are you okay ma’am?" The voice that came was not 
that of Jareth’s as it had been a moment before. She 
hesitantly opened her eyes again, to find a different man 
standing there with a look of concern on his face. The 
nightmare was over. It wasn’t Jareth standing before her, but 
a normal man, hired to pump gas for waiting customers. 

Yet, had it really happened?  Was she going over the 
edge? 

She sighed and shook her head. "Um�yeah. I’m fine. I-I 
just felt a little dizzy." 

The wrinkle in his brow eased and he pressed her 
further. "You sure? ’Cause I can get some help if you need 
it." He stared at her as if she were a china doll tottering on 
the mantel. 

"Yeah, I’m okay�"  She gripped the steering wheel 
firmly to reassure herself that she was in reality.  "How much 
is the gas?" 

Hesitantly, he let go of his worried expression, yet he did 
not seem fully convinced that she had recovered.  "Thirteen 
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fifty-six," he replied, as if the money were no longer 
important. 

As she dug in her purse he commented with false 
alacrity, "You know, you had me worried there a minute, 
asking me what I was doing here, ’n’ all." 

"I’m sorry," she mumbled absentmindedly as she handed 
him the money.  "I thought�I thought you were someone 
else, that’s all.  I’m visiting my family for the weekend, 
and�" 

"Oh!" he exclaimed, forsaking his discomfort. "I see.  An 
old boyfriend, come to haunt you, I suppose." 

"Something like that," she replied distantly as she stared 
away from him and out of the windshield.  No, this had not 
been the first time that thoughts of the Underground had 
haunted her.  She had thought once before that time would 
drag them away, but time had only made them more 
persistent and troublesome in nature.  Though she tried to 
deny it, vivid dreams and nightmares had afflicted her for the 
past week, and the past two occurrences of the day had fit 
neatly in with the other disturbing reminders of the Goblin 
King. 

Sarah noticed that the gas station employee’s uneasiness 
was returning at her thoughtful demeanor, so she forced 
herself to return to the present situation.  "As a matter of 
fact, it was a lot like a boyfriend come to haunt me," she said 
in addition to her former answer to his question.  "I’m glad it 
was just my imagination."  Suddenly she realized that she 
was still holding the money, so she proffered it to him.  
"Keep the change." 

He took it earnestly.  His interest in the matter vanished 
as he counted the money, but he did not speak without 
warmth.  "Have a nice day." 

"Same to you," Sarah answered with a forced smile as 
she turned on the car and pulled out of the filling station. 



Judith Agrathea 

14 

After she was back on the highway the man stuffed the 
money in his pocket and stared at her departing car. 

"Odd girl.  Looks homesick." 
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Chapter II 

The engine of Sarah’s car fell from a hum to silence as 
she turned the key in the ignition.  She looked up from the 
steering wheel and out to the house in which she had spent 
her entire life.  Her car was parked in front of the garage, 
which occupied a third of the left side of the two-story 
house.  It was open, her father’s grey Buick on display amidst 
the clutter of old bicycle tires, tools, boxes, and other junk 
that should have been thrown away years ago.  As she 
wandered about the mess of a garage her eyes wandered to 
the rest of the building whose wooden sides were 
whitewashed.  She saw her window just above the roof of the 
house and wondered if somehow her childhood had been 
trapped long ago in the walls of her old room, never to be 
released. 

She got out of the car, taking Toby’s gift with her, and 
gently closed the door behind her.  Her dark brown hair 
shimmered in the bright sun of the summer day and 
contrasted sharply with her periwinkle silk shirt and beige 
shorts.  She put her keys in her pocket as she approached the 
garage.  An air-pump toppled over as she tiptoed her way a 
bit clumsily through the junk in the garage and surveyed the 
assortment of items.  Just as she was beginning to dig 
through things, she heard the screen door on the front porch 
slam and her brother running down the steps.  She looked 
up just in time to see Toby making an abrupt halt in front of 
the garage.  He hadn’t yet seen her, and his sienna-colored 
hair flipped about on his head as he turned his eyes from her 
car to the yard to the street, and finally the garage. 

He jumped suddenly and exclaimed, "Hi, Sarah!!" with 
the discovery of his sister’s location. His enthusiasm was as 
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Sarah had predicted it would be.  "What are you doing in 
there?" he asked, picking his own way through the 
menagerie of junk, but giving up when his short legs couldn’t 
climb over a box.  He abandoned his first question before she 
could answer and prodded, "Where’ve you been?  You took a 
long, long time."  He got a perplexed look on his face.  
"Mama said she would start growing grey hairs, how long it 
was taking you."  He paused a moment before continuing.  
"What does she mean she’ll grow grey hairs, Sarah?" 

Sarah laughed and climbed over to him.  Picking him up 
to hug him warmly, she answered him, "She’s just teasing, 
you silly.  She means that I’m taking so long that she’ll get 
old before I get here." 

She was still holding him when he pulled away from her 
close embrace to look at her and say with a shake of his head, 
"I don’t want her to get old, Sarah.  You don’t want Mama 
to get old, do you?" 

"Of course not!" Sarah exclaimed, putting Toby down as 
a broad smile took hold of her face.  "Why would you think 
that?" 

"Well, cause you took so long!  I was waiting forever and 
ever and ever for you to get here! Merlin jumped up on the 
table and almost gobbled up my cake.  He didn’t, though.  
Mama stopped him."  Toby giggled before continuing, "He 
got dog fur all over the table." 

Sarah took his hand and answered as they walked across 
the lush yard toward the porch, "I guess he got so hungry 
that he couldn’t wait anymore, huh?" 

Sarah looked down to examine her little brother.  He 
was taller than when she had last seen him and his cheeks 
were not as fat.  She had also noticed that his speech had 
improved; he was certainly getting older. 

Her mother and father were waiting on the porch to be 
the next to see their daughter after such a long absence.  
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Indeed, Sarah’s stepmother had grown grey hairs, but she 
doubted it was from waiting for her stepdaughter to arrive.  
Sarah’s stepmother was getting up in years, but it showed 
very little. Though her stepmom was not as beautiful as her 
real mother, she was still an attractive woman whose wisdom 
was not to be ignored.  Her father was tall, but not as much 
as usual due to his easy stance.  His smiling eyes hid behind 
glasses and his hands took refuge in his pockets; he slouched 
comfortably, as he had when Sarah was Toby’s age. 

"Did you find your sister?" Sarah’s father asked Toby. 
Toby nodded his head energetically and squeezed 

Sarah’s hand as tightly as possible in what Sarah thought to 
herself was probably an attempt to keep her from running 
away. 

"Are you sure it’s Sarah, Toby?  It doesn’t look much 
like her." 

"It’s Sarah, Daddy," Toby replied with a complete lack 
of humor. 

Sarah’s father took his hands out of his pockets and 
pulled back his daughter’s hair.  Both Sarah and her mom 
gave him a questioning look.  He examined her neck and 
finally seemed satisfied that he had discovered something.  
"Sorry, Toby, she doesn’t have a collar.  We’re gonna have to 
turn her loose." 

Sarah let go of her brother’s hand and shoved her father 
teasingly.  "Dad!!" 

"Come on, give me a hug," her father exclaimed warmly. 
Sarah did as she was bid, and hugged her mother in 

turn. "How’s New York?" her mother asked conversationally. 
"Everything everyone says it is.  Loud, smelly, dirty, and 

ugly.  But it’s home." 
"I told you it would be that way," Sarah’s stepmother 

reminded her. 
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"Yeah, I know, I know," Sarah replied teasingly.  "Mom 
knows best." 

"Oh, come on ladies, let’s not get started just yet," 
Sarah’s father quipped.  "You’ll have plenty of time to 
bicker."   

Toby tugged on the edge of his sister’s shirt to get her 
attention.  "I wanna show you somethin’ in the back yard," 
he declared. 

Sarah looked up at her parents and told them she’d be 
back.  Before following her brother she handed them his gift.  
"Ooh, what’s that?" Toby asked, grabbing for it as if he 
already knew it was his.   

"It’s your present," Sarah replied. 
"What’s inside?" he asked as his father held it above his 

groping hands teasingly. 
Sarah grabbed one of those groping hands and said, 

"You’ll find out soon enough.  I thought you wanted to show 
me something in the back yard." 

"Yeah," Toby said, his enthusiasm over the display in the 
back yard fading at the coming of his curiosity over his 
birthday present. 

He dragged her behind the house and into the forest 
that sat at its rear.  Sarah looked about her and recalled how 
she had once thought that magic lived here when she was a 
little girl. 

She felt the cool shade on her skin as it counteracted the 
effects of the hot sun, and she sniffed the nostalgic air.  The 
smell of the air itself possessed memories that were difficult 
for her to place.  There was her first climbing-tree, there was 
where she had her first drama club, and there was where she 
carved the name of her first boyfriend.  It pleased her to 
think that, soon, Toby would make his own memories here. 

She set aside her thoughts for the time being; her 
immediate problem was keeping up with her brother and 
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making sure she didn’t get lashed by the tree branches which 
his size allowed him to pass easily, yet made her way 
complicated. She almost fell over him when he stopped, and 
had to bend over to keep from bumping into a large tree 
branch. 

He was panting himself, and with the paranoia of a child 
who thinks that there are people hiding, listening to every 
word that he might say, he whispered to his sister, "I’m 
going to show you my secret spot, but you can’t tell anyone 
else about it." 

Sarah played along. She understood how important the 
few places of childhood magic were to all children.  "I 
won’t," she assured. 

"You promise?" 
"Cross my heart and hope to die." 
"Okay," he said as he pulled her along once again, as if 

she were a dog on a leash. 
They walked through the area a short while longer when 

Toby finally stopped before a small clearing. Sarah gasped at 
the sight that stood before her.  An opening showed in the 
trees and the sun fell through, teasing the colors and 
mingling them, throwing the shadows of the leaves on her 
face. Honeysuckles crawled up the trees, like beautiful snakes 
with sweet aromas.  The ground was covered in rich soil and 
fallen acorns, and the roots made twisted shapes as they 
formed askew seams in the ground.  Sarah closed her eyes 
and inhaled the air, the smell of memories being much more 
intoxicating than it had been anywhere else.  Warmth and 
serenity wrapped about her, making her want nothing more 
than for the present to continue forever.  This was indeed a 
place of magic. 

She opened her eyes and felt a smile cross her lips.  "It’s 
so beautiful."  Toby looked up at her from her side, and 
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smiled at the approval his haven had gotten from the 
audience. 

She looked around to see some of Toby’s toys scattered 
about the clearing. Between some old toys of his she spotted 
a box.  Immediately, her curiosity was instigated, and she 
went to pick up the object.  It turned out to be a jewelry box, 
depicting carved images that had been lined in gold leaf. 

"Toby, where did you get this?" 
His young face scrunched up in puzzlement. "I don’t 

know. What is it?" 
"It’s a jewelry box," she replied absentmindedly as she 

gazed intently upon it. 
"Haven’t seen it before," he said, quickly shrugging off 

the question. 
She examined the beautiful designs and golden 

highlights with complete wonder and amazement. It was 
engraved with flowers of all sorts � all unlike any flower she 
could remember having seen in her lifetime.  There was no 
apparent method of opening the box; she slid her hands 
across its rough exterior and traced the outline of its one 
glistening sapphire with her finger.  With a soft mechanical 
sound, a panel on top slid aside due to her pressure on the 
gemstone button.  Like the quickened blooming of a flower, 
a mirror formed itself by constructing panels of reflective 
glass into a curved wall.  A hole opened in the bottom and a 
twirling figure emerged; it was a girl in a white, glistening 
gown.  It teased Sarah’s memory, and then the recollection 
instantly vanished.  Sarah gazed up suddenly, an unprovoked 
feeling of paranoia coming over her.  She jerked about in all 
directions, filled with dread, feeling as if someone would 
pounce on her at any moment.   

"What’s wrong, Sarah?" Toby asked. 
Sarah looked down at him and gave him a wan smile.  

"It’s nothing, Toby." 
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The anxiety began to die away, but not without leaving 
Sarah with the feeling that something had been stolen from 
her.  She looked back down at the dancing figurine and 
realized that she had been mistaken about the figurine’s 
place in her past; the girl in the dress had no connection with 
her. 

In the two small compartments of the box were some 
pieces of jewelry. One she recognized as an old ring that she 
had possessed ever since she was a little girl -- the other a 
bracelet � a bracelet she had given to a friend from the 
Underground whose name was Hoggle.  He was a dwarf 
whom she had met at the start of her journey into the 
Labyrinth.  She had met him once again while trapped in an 
oubliette, and he had promised to show her the way out in 
return for her bracelet, which was made of plastic beads 
resembling polished stones.  The ring, she had given to an 
old man with a long mustache and beard in return for an 
answer to her question of how to solve the Labyrinth. 

The way forward is sometimes the way back, he had said. 
Toby let go of Sarah’s hand and went over to a 

honeysuckle vine.  As she began to recede into her thoughts, 
he plucked flowers from the vine and sucked the honey from 
them.  She broke out of her reverie to watch him.  Five 
flowers had been plucked before he got one solitary drop to 
fall on his tongue.  She laughed inwardly at his innocence 
and began to wish that things could again be simple in the 
manner they had been when she was a child. 

Toby’s present occupation only broke her train of 
thought for a moment; she continued to think of her past 
experiences with the land of the Underground.  Old bedtime 
stories of the land drifted through her mind; they were the 
same ones she had told her younger brother when he had 
learned to talk.  Toby was a great deal like she had been as a 
child in some respects; one of the things dearest to his heart 
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was the concept of magic.  Since he was so eager to listen, 
she found no difficulty in reciting the stories to him.  He 
believed they were only fictional, which made the situation 
an easy one for her.  Besides, her thoughts of the 
Underground had been plaguing her then as they were now, 
and she needed the storytelling as a relief from her obsession 
with the past. 

She glanced back at the box. To her amazement, another 
necklace was now there. 

"This wasn’t here before," she whispered to herself. 
Just like at the gas station and on the highway, 

something had appeared out of nowhere.  Then she began to 
wonder�had it been there all along?  Had she just missed it 
the first time?  

As she pondered the origin of the necklace, she 
examined it, as well. It had a silver chain, with a pendant of 
the same sparkling silver. The pendant was a single hand 
holding a glass sphere. The glass was so thin that Sarah was 
surprised that it had survived any type of handling, gentle or 
not. She remembered a glass sphere; yes, Jareth had offered a 
glass sphere to her in return for her brother. The same five 
year old brother who was kneeling across from her, playing 
in the dirt and celebrating a birthday. An experience, she 
realized, she was lucky to take part in. 

She held the necklace up to the break in the trees. The 
sphere turned black, as if flinching from the light. Then it 
turned red, as did the chain. A wave of tremendous heat 
seared through the metal and surprised her so that she 
immediately let it go. She looked at the necklace as it was 
sprawled over the dark carpet of earth; the sphere had not 
broken and the red color had died away. 

Without provocation, the sphere took on a new glow 
and a slight tint of blue emerged. She hesitantly picked it up 
from the ground and gingerly touched the sphere with her 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

23 

forefinger. It glowed a brilliant blue in response, causing her 
to retrieve her hand, only to test it again with the same 
results.  Convinced that it couldn’t harm her in any way, she  
placed it in her pocket. 

One more time, she looked at the jewelry box, the tune 
of Greensleeves tinkling mystically from its machinery.  The 
princess danced alone, twirling left, then twirling right, 
bowing, then doing it all again.  Suddenly, another 
compartment opened, and a man appeared, his hand raised 
just enough to touch the girl’s waist.  His blond hair flowed 
to his shoulders and his silver frock sparkled as he danced 
with her. 

"Jareth," she murmered, shaking her head.  "Some nerve 
he has." 

She looked at her brother and wondered why he hadn’t 
noticed the events that had taken place over the past few 
minutes.  He was usually very curious.  The mysterious 
jewelry box would have interested him under normal 
circumstances; maybe, somehow, circumstances were not so 
normal.  Or, maybe, he had just grown up.  She pocketed the 
bracelet and ring, and as she put the jewelry box back on the 
dark ground that it had come from, she heard her mom call 
in the distance.  "Sarah! Toby! Come on in, kids!!" 

Getting up, Sarah repeated the call for her brother, who 
was so engrossed in his play that he had not heard his 
mother shouting in the distance.  "Come on Toby, let’s go," 
she said as she left the clearing.  She turned around to see 
Toby getting up while wiping his dirty hands on his pant 
legs.  Sarah smiled to herself; everything was fine, no matter 
how strange things seemed�or how many cruel jokes Jareth 
played on her. 
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Chapter III 

The East Wing of the castle was known as Sun’s 
Descent and the uppermost room as the Owl’s Perch.  The 
Owl’s Perch possessed the most splendid view in the entire 
castle, for it was aligned just so that the setting sun would be 
centered on the horizon.  In the day, the orange sun would 
make a zigzag of light along the tops of the distant 
mountains and put a pale orange wash of color on the forest 
below.  Yet, to watch this daytime beauty, a certain mood 
had to take hold of him. 

Today, the mood was not upon him.  So he sat in the 
Owl’s Perch to reflect, the doors to the balcony closed, and 
the only light sorting the room out into its separate masses 
being the moon, which was given special holes in the wall 
through which to shine.  He arranged it this way so that, 
when the moon fit perfectly into the hole, he would know 
the time.  When he was in such a pondering state as he was 
now, he did not wish to be bothered with the sound of 
chiming clocks. 

As of late, only the night seemed to comfort him.  
Darkness was the cure to his nameless disease.  And, even 
then, darkness did not do its work completely.  He put his 
fingers together thoughtfully and leaned back in his chair. 

Not all was right with his physical state, but his plans 
appeared to be going well.  They would continue to do so, 
only if his magic did not fail him. 

"Where have you gone?" he asked the air. 
The air did not respond. 
"I own you. You are part of me." 
Silence. 
"I will own her. She does not belong to you." 
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He looked to the sliver of the moon that was visible 
through the opening in the clay, brick walls, knowing full 
well that the moon could not answer him either. The magic 
only spoke when it would, but not in words� instead, it 
spoke through physical and emotional feelings.  Sometimes 
it would choose pain as its means of communication, 
sometimes depression.  The sad truth was that, somewhere 
deep inside of himself, he knew that he did not own the 
magic.  It had mood swings, so to speak.  It came when it 
chose.  And that was why he needed another source of 
magic.  The one he possessed had stretched him so that he 
could see its effects through the new lines in his face.  It only 
gave him youth when he catered to it�and, of late, he had 
not catered. It knew his plans of replacement.  And it was 
fighting his plans through the constant torment of his body 
and mind. 

His control was slipping�he could feel it with each 
passing moment. 

He rose from his seat and stretched luxuriously as he 
watched the moon begin to completely fill the hole in the 
wall.  It was time for rest. 

He opened the large door to the chamber, and nodded 
to a guard whose watch had been over it.  The guard easily 
knew the meaning of the nod, and retired to his own room.  
The Goblin King was ready for sleep. 

Only in sleep was he sure of himself. 
In wakefulness, he knew not what he would do next. 
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Chapter IV 

Sarah was sitting on the couch, watching an especially 
funny commercial while taking a rest from all of the family 
party preparations.  Her mother was baking in the kitchen 
while her father washed dishes.  She chuckled at the 
clanking that had been going on for the past half hour. 

She was completely and mindlessly engulfed in the 
television, happy to have something to occupy her restless 
brain, when Toby bounced in front of her, holding the gift 
that she had given to her parents to hide. 

"Now, where did you get that?" she exclaimed without 
anger.  "I thought Dad had hidden it from you." 

"’Found it in his closet," Toby replied, short of breath 
from having bounded down the stairs. 

"Be more careful with it," she declared as she took it 
from his grasp.  "It’s breakable, you know." 

"Is it glass?" he asked. 
"You’re not gonna pull a fast one on me!!" she retorted 

with a chuckle as she rose from her seat.  "You won’t know 
until you open it, now will you?" 

Sarah’s stepmother had left the kitchen by now, and was 
standing in the doorway, drying her hands with a towel as 
she observed the reason for the commotion. 

"Oh! C’mon!" he cried with reaching hands. 
"What’s the big deal, Toby?" she said teasingly as she 

rose it above his head.  "You’ll get to open it, soon enough." 
"Please?" 
"You’ll have to wait, I think," she said, pretending to 

think it over and raising the gift above her head in order to 
elude his bouncing grasp. 

"Come on! Can I open it now? Pleaasee?" 
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His mother silenced him with strained patience. "No, 
Toby, you’ll have to wait�" 

"That’s alright," Sarah said chuckling. "He can open it 
now." 

Sarah watched with an entertained grin as her little 
brother ripped the wrapping paper off of the irregularly 
shaped gift. The paper was adorned with scrawny red birds 
against a leafy green background, the words "Happy 
Birthday, Kid!" spread about it in blue. It fell to the ground 
in ragged-edged strips as her brother fervently tore it off. 
After a great struggle, he finally got it unwrapped. 

"It’s beautiful, Sarah!" her mother exclaimed, gently 
clapping her hands together once to accentuate the 
statement. 

The unicorn was a dazzling white color, with a crystal 
horn that sparkled with mystical brilliance as Toby held it up 
to the light. The sapphire eyes were a deep blue�a depth-less 
ocean, an unfathomable firmament.  In Toby’s hands the 
replica of the mythical creature stood � reared up on its hind 
legs, caught, as if once alive, in the middle of anger and fear 
then shrunken to the size of a fist. Its tail was streaked with 
melted silver, its hooves with a thin veneer of gold. It was 
everything one would imagine a unicorn to be, yet so much 
more. Beneath the glaze and metal and gleaming precious 
stones there was only hard ceramic, but that was not the 
thought of the admirer. Only its outward beauty was taken 
into account. 

Toby looked at his treasure with hungry eyes and then 
up at Sarah, a somewhat perplexed look on his face.  "What 
is it?" he queried. "A unicorn or a Pegasus?" 

"It’s a unicorn," Sarah replied to him, smiling at the 
return of his curiosity. 

His face lit up more brightly as he began to make the 
connection. He examined it carefully and with complete 
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wonder; the kind of reaction Sarah had been hoping for.  
Her brother’s love of magic had grown. 

"If you do loving things," she added, "and use its magic 
for good it will grant any wish you have." 

This added dramatically to his wonder.  "Really? I’m 
going to clean my room from now on!"  

Sarah and her parents laughed with good-natured 
amusement. Sarah ruffled his hair as he walked over to the 
dining room table and put the unicorn down in front of him. 
He sat in the chair across from it and stared intently at his 
new possession, turning it around slowly to examine it from 
all angles. 

Sarah’s mother began talking to her. Her daughter 
nodded occasionally, but she was paying her stepmother only 
partial attention. She glanced frequently over her mother’s 
shoulder to see what Toby was doing. The entire time her 
mother had been talking to her, her brother continued to 
stare at the unicorn statuette, his eyes fixed mainly on the 
gemstones that served as eyes for the figurine.  The five 
year-old seemed almost hypnotized. 

"I wonder what could be making him look at it for so 
long?" Sarah’s stepmother asked as she finally decided to 
turn around and find out what was distracting her daughter’s 
attention. 

"I wish I knew�" Sarah mumbled with frowning 
preoccupation. 

"Well," her mother said, turning around with a mild lack 
of interest, "we should get everything ready." 

Sarah nodded, hesitantly pulling her eyes away from her 
brother’s profound concentration. She went with her mother 
into the kitchen to help put candles in the cake and do those 
other odd little things that needed to be done to prepare for 
the party.  Now that she was home, she wondered if there 
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would be any way that she could see her friends from the 
Labyrinth again. 

’Let’s see � there was Hoggle and,�and�,’ Sarah paused 
for a moment,’and there was, um� Ludo! That’s it! And I 
remember there being someone else�’  She stopped in 
mid-thought, distracted by her mother and father leaving the 
kitchen to set the table, the room’s doors swinging loudly 
behind them. 

’There was someone else, I know it,’ she thought. She 
felt like crying. The most memorable friends she had ever 
had, and she could not immediately bring their names to 
mind. Through her mind’s eye she traveled back in time, 
with only the smooth counter top to make reality manifest 
itself within her incoherent brain. Back and back she went, 
back to the time the Goblin King had taken her brother 
away due to her request; slowly she inched her way through 
those moments when she had gone to save her brother, 
finding adventure and friendship in the world entitled the 
Underground. She had given those new friends a short 
farewell, neither satisfying her need to make proper amends, 
nor giving her time to embrace them and give them a proper 
good-bye. Yes, she had gotten to see her friends after that, 
but that moment in time had always made its impression 
upon her, for at that time her heart had been filled with 
emotion, torn between the longing to stay and the need to 
complete her quest. Her final moment of life, the imminent 
moment that she would be aware of her ceasing existence, 
that image, she concluded, would be the last image that 
passed through her mind’s eye while in this world. She 
would never forget the pictures, the words of her friends�  

Should you need us? asked�Sir Didymus! That was the 
name she couldn’t remember! 
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Yes� should you need us? Hoggle had added, the dwarf 
gazing forlornly up at her as she had begun the ascension of 
the stairway that led to the Goblin King. 

"Then I’ll call," she added to herself out loud � in the 
present � as a tear swelled in her eye. 

"What was that, honey?" her stepmom asked as she 
came through the doorway. 

Sarah swallowed and forced back the tears. "Oh, 
nothing, Mom," she replied as she turned around. 

Her stepmother smiled at her. "I’m so glad you’re here, 
even if it is for only a couple of days," she said to Sarah as 
she put the candles in Toby’s cake. Sarah felt better and felt 
like crying harder, all at once.  She remembered how, at first, 
she had disliked her stepmother. But their relationship had 
grown to a friendship and a sistership over the years, and she 
felt absolutely comfortable in calling her "Mom". 

"Okay, we’re ready," her mom said from the other end of 
the kitchen. 

Everyone proceeded into the dining room, singing a 
birthday song as they made their way to the low-lit area. The 
cake, with its flaming candles, was placed onto the table. 
The song was completed and Toby blew out the candles; one 
stayed lit contrary to his hard blow. It affected him none 
whatsoever, and he tried again. It went out on the second 
try, and everyone clapped. Sarah wondered what he had 
wished for. 

 
Everyone had eaten their fill of cake and ice cream, and 

since mouths were no longer full of food, conversation 
began. 

"When are you leaving?" Toby asked from across the 
table. 

"The day after tomorrow," Sarah said unhappily. 
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"Awe, shoot," Toby said emphatically, "I was hoping 
you’d go to the fair with me." 

I knew how much he was hoping to go to the fair, Sarah said 
in her thoughts. But, of course, my boss doesn’t understand what 
having a loving family is like. He probably disowned them in 
order to get a pay-raise. The truth was, Sarah just did not like 
her job.  It had been nothing she had been hoping for.  Yes, 
she was an actress, as she had always hoped, but, somehow, 
the reason for her acceptance of this career had been 
misguided.  She hadn’t quite figured it out, but the thought 
that her unhappiness was due to a fault of her own could not 
leave her. 

Her mom looked at Toby then at her. "Don’t worry," 
her mom said comfortingly, "I’m sure we’ll do something. So 
how’s that job at the studio, Sarah?" 

Sarah took a sip of her milk. Suddenly, she had begun to 
feel tired.  She couldn’t seem to fight off an overwhelming 
fatigue.  She wasn’t sleepy, she was just tired. Plain tired. 
Tired of hallucinating, tired of worrying, tired of 
remembering, tired of not remembering� 

What’s going on here?  I’m not having a nervous breakdown, 
am I?  Have I worked that hard? 

"Working you hard, no doubt," her father added, 
teasingly. 

Sarah forced a smile. Her dad had always had a way with 
timing.  "I guess so. My week of vacation was cut down to a 
couple of days because of a rehearsal, but," she added, almost 
reluctantly, "I like my job."  She would not admit her 
mistake to them.  They had warned her time and time again 
about the disappointments involved with her choice of 
career, but she had been unwilling to listen.  She would find 
a way out on her own, even if it put her through perilous 
journeys, trials, and emotional hardships galore. 
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"I think you’re working too hard, Sarah.  I knew you 
were going to be unhappy from the moment you moved up 
there�  You barely made it to your own brother’s birthday, 
for goodness sake� I mean, we haven’t seen you since 
Christmas, Sarah�" The preaching of her overprotective 
stepmother had finally begun. 

"Oh, she’ll be fine," her dad said.  "Don’t worry so 
much. She can take care of herself." 

Sarah was beginning to wonder. Can I now?  You don’t 
really think so, I’m sure. 

"It’s okay, Mom. I get a lot of important jobs.  I’m 
supposed to get a  small part in a really great movie soon.  
I’m really moving up." 

At a snail’s pace, she added silently to herself. 
Unfortunately, she was a big girl and couldn’t complain 
anymore.  Fortunately, she didn’t have to listen to her 
mother’s daily reality checks.  Reality seemed so futile, but 
imagination was not to be lived.  Not even in acting. 

Her dad pushed the plate from himself and slumped a 
bit in his chair.  "Well, I think I’ve had enough," he said as 
he patted his stomach. 

"Me too," Sarah said. "I’m going to move my bags to my 
room, okay?" 

Her mom nodded. Her dad got up from his seat and put 
his napkin down. "I’ll help," he said. 

"Na," she said looking back as she approached the 
doorway, "I can handle it." 

He shrugged and sat back down. 
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Chapter V 

The cliffs hung over the countryside, their red-clay 
towers standing like a citadel above the sandy plains. They 
were part of nature, yet not natural to the human observer. 
They were eerie and foreign. Their tops went too high into 
the sky. They jutted out in too many places. The shadows 
they cast were too large, dark and cool. Their sun-lit sides 
too bright and hot. 

But, most of all, the treasure within the largest one was 
so valuable that it could be accurately described as being 
dangerously valuable. The small-minded would only see its 
beauty and their thoughts would go no deeper. But the 
treasure’s beauty was not only skin-deep. It had more powers 
than a mediocre mind could comprehend. Only the 
intelligent and clever would understand once told, and even 
they had to be told of its power. Their minds would not 
comprehend something as it to be a tool of magic. 

The hot wind blew up the red dust in gusts. Its force, 
over the years, had carved amazing shapes into the hard rock. 
The clay had once been soft, but those were the old days. 
One day, the sun had become brighter, the wind had become 
hotter, and the clay had been baked as a pot would be in a 
kiln. 

That day, the creatures of the country looked up. They 
believed that they had been blessed. The gods were happy 
with them. They would now have warmer summers, the 
trees would be greener, the sky would be bluer. Later, they 
rejoiced even more, because one of the gods had seen fit to 
come down from the heavens and rule them. He came down 
the dusty roads, looking no more than a mere traveler at 
first. He then told them the purpose of his visit. The citizens 
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now realized that, while coming down the wind-blown road, 
his loose garments had not been whipping against the wind 
as it should have been. The entire countryside had come to 
the beautiful city to throw a celebration in his honor. It was a 
lovely sight. 

The stars shined their brightest, the moon was its fullest. 
The city was bathed in light from lanterns hanging from 
wires that cris-crossed every street and every turn. The town 
square was full of food. Everyone brought their most valued 
possessions � that is as the god had wanted it. He had said, 
that, in order to share a kinship with his followers, he would 
need to keep something they valued. Were they fools? 

No, this god had bestowed upon them many pleasures, 
and now he wanted to be close with them! He wanted to 
share a kinship! He was a most wonderful god indeed! They 
would give him whatever he asked.  

Their god was a kind, giving god. He had insisted that 
they not call him a god � king would be good enough. What 
a humble god this was! This god deserved a throne atop the 
highest mountain in the East. No, no. One in the palace 
would be good enough, he had said. What a gracious god! 
He wished to live among the common mortals instead of 
close to the heavens where he could speak to his heavenly 
companions whenever he liked. They were insistent that he 
should not eat the poor, earthly food. It was not worthy of 
his greatness. Instead, they suggested, they would send out 
their best men to find the greenest leaves atop the highest, 
most sun-lit trees. That’s what the old stories had stated as 
the foods of the gods. Oh, no, he said. He would eat the fine 
food that they had prepared there. He wanted to learn their 
ways.  How considerate he was! He wished to know about 
them, live with them, and eat with them. They were 
convinced that he would be the best king they had had in 
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ages. The former king handed over his crown and placed it 
atop the god’s head with the utmost pleasure. 

The day the god came � they called it The Day the Sun 
Came Closer � was a day placed in the city’s books of 
history. That night, they all bowed to him as he sat, for the 
first time, on his new throne. 

The next day, the sun burned bright, but the sky was not 
blue. 

It was now a dusty red. 



Judith Agrathea 

38 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

39 

Chapter VI 

Jareth was bored. Ruling over these simple-minded little 
creatures had become an uninteresting and very tiresome 
chore. Their minds had become so accustomed to their 
simple forms, that there was not much left of them to 
control. This once lovely city had become wild and unkempt.  
Chickens and cats without owners ran loose around the city, 
sniffing garbage left by careless homeowners. It was 
becoming as bad as the junkyard beyond the city doors. 

Jareth watched all of the goblins performing cleaning 
chores within his throne room with disgust, and his eyes 
came across one that turned his tide of thought.  In a corner 
of the room sat a goblin female, whose countenance 
interested him upon occasion.  She even intermittently 
caused him a feeling of amusement.  Her name was Sooty, 
for she was covered in the dust from the coals that she 
carried daily to each of the fireplaces of the castle.  Unlike 
the other goblins, her face was not completely deformed and 
barren of a smile� in fact, it was a kindly face, one of peace 
and understanding. It often perplexed him, for how could 
one bear such a countenance in this hellish place? 

He did not hear the words she spoke as she combed a 
young goblin child’s hair� 

"The mood has come upon him again, my child.  Do not 
disturb him." 

He smiled at the young girl she was tending to. Also 
another lovely part of his kingdom�she offered him 
amusement daily as he gazed at her innocent face.  She was 
an enigma, a fluke creation of the heavens�even her life was 
a wonder to him. 
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A sharp pain went down his spine, and he pulled his 
mind away from his examination of the goblin to concentrate 
again on problems at hand. 

He looked to his right at the covered painting that took 
over a large portion of the wall.  The subject of the painting 
was not visible, but he thought upon it often, knowing by 
now each detail present upon the canvas.  He swallowed 
with difficulty�something was at work inside of him. 

The plan�his mind constantly went back to the plan�  
A plan concocted to do something to improve his current 
standing.  Anything was an acceptable action, but nothing 
was everything else unworthy of acceptance.  The boredom, 
the constant buzzing of flies as they fed off the carcasses of 
boiled chickens, the sound of ill-tuned banjos as numbskulls 
eased their own boredom by playing them.  It was a sorry 
sight that had to be remedied. 

And the burning in his chest had grown� a desire to 
have something that was not his, a desire that had not been 
satiated for several upon several years; it had come over him 
again, and he longed to quench it.  She was only a part of it.  
At least, having her as his own was only a fraction of his 
driving force.  He thought he could do without her if it 
weren’t for the wonderful pout she gave when he put an 
obstacle before her.  That little pout of frustration, that 
feeling of mistreatment she claimed each time she puckered 
her lips.  He loved to torture her, just to see her poke her 
chin up in the air in that haughty way she had, in order to 
tell him that he wasn’t phasing her in the least.  He 
remembered gazing into her eyes long ago, seeing the flames 
his spark had ignited within her teenage emotions, and 
tingling at the thought of making her become so fraught 
with indecision that even her pout and haughty chin could 
do nothing to remedy her feelings. 
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Torturing her, offering cruelty was an unnecessary cure 
for his viral boredom, but it was a very large part of his plan.  
He had been torturing her for some time now, without her 
knowledge, and all to gain an end.  Weakening, she had 
watched things fly by that she had viewed as sacred, and 
then, in a puff of anxiety, he would take away her memory of 
the loss.  Piece by piece she became a small refuge of 
memory, all the more easy to control for his own purposes.  
She would be the one to renew his power, and then he would 
allow her to share it, as a beautiful example of his will. 

He swallowed with difficulty. 
A tremendous feeling of fear and uncertainty came over 

him.  His control was slipping in a situation of no worries.  
He knew his plan would work, and everything was going so 
well�it was not the plan that inspired this feeling, but he was 
unsure of the true source. 

He doubled over in pain, but quickly recovered, 
managing to slip past the gaze of the few goblins in the room 
as he ran into the hallway.  Something gargantuan and 
beautiful fluttered in his mind and eluded him, replacing 
itself, and almost covering itself with the anger and disdain.  
He pulled himself alongside the wall, bracing himself with 
the stone structure as he moaned, not in pain, but in 
remorse. 

The magic was rebelling again, but why would it rebel 
now?  Had he not been thinking about the plan for some 
time now?  Why would it suddenly agree to his scheme?  
What did it want from him? 

He clutched his amulet to his chest and spat, "I have 
control over myself�I have control over her�I will have 
control over you." 
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Chapter VII 

She walked up to her old room, anxious in her travels. 
She hoped that it had been left as it was when she had gone 
to seek out her own life. The suitcase she carried was light, 
as it should be for a two-day stay, reminding her again of her 
childish foolishness. 

She was beginning to think that she was wrong about 
how she would feel better once home. As a matter of fact, 
she was feeling worse.  The little confrontation with her 
mom, for one, had not helped; for two, she felt even more 
fatigued, and it seemed that, once she got to the end of the 
stairway, she was going to have to face a leviathan of power � 
one that she had no hope of conquering. Sarah knew that, 
more likely than anything, she’d be fighting against the 
numerous memories harbored there. 

She opened the door and smiled to herself. Everything 
was as it should have been, including the cleanliness the 
room had lacked her Senior year of high school. All of the 
scattered papers that used to be on the dresser were now 
gone,(probably in the drawer where they should be) and her 
jewelry was put away. The bed was made, as it had always 
been, but done properly, unlike when she had cared for it. 
There were no wrinkles in the bedspread, and the pillows no 
longer poked out of their covers. 

Sarah put her suitcase down on the bed. She looked at 
the doll rack above her bed and noticed that her old stuffed 
bear, Lancelot, had been put back into its place. She had 
given it to Toby upon returning from the Labyrinth, and it 
seemed he had grown out of it a lot faster than she had. Yet, 
it did seem odd for it to have eluded his grasp; it was only a 
year ago that he was dragging it after him in the hall.  Maybe 
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he just put it there for the time being, as a welcome-home 
surprise. He did do those sort of things. 

She took the bear and held it close to her. Sitting on her 
bed and looking around the room was so comforting. Her 
mind drifted momentarily to worlds that were not her own, 
places of high adventure and romance, places of elves and 
fairies. To go someplace where she would never have to grow 
up, and all of the things necessary for survival would be an 
imagination’s stretch away� To do so would be such a 
pleasure and relief to her. 

But this is the real world, Sarah, so live with it, she 
scolded herself. 

She put the bear back in its place on the rack. She 
opened her suitcase and removed the diary from beneath her 
clothing; it was one of her most guarded possessions. One 
who could read her diary would know the way she thought 
and that would lead to knowing about all of her little quirks. 
A person’s thoughts are as private as you can get, she used to say 
when she was in high school. She had always hated the 
concept of mind-readers and fortune-tellers; though she 
believed they were all a hoax, the idea was frightening to her. 

Ever since she had returned from her trip to the 
Labyrinth, she made it a habit to keep a diary. She wanted to 
remember all of the details of every important moment of 
her life. The story of the Labyrinth took up half of the cloth 
book.  Due to her frequent writing in this journal, every 
picture had stayed vivid in her mind for the past seven years; 
she couldn’t understand why she was forgetting the most 
important ones. 

She gazed mawkishly at the diary, and suddenly wanted 
to read of her adventures in order to bring back the 
memories of them. She was going to fight this amnesia with 
every ounce of her being. 
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Page after page flew between her fingers as she skimmed 
the familiar words, but it was not long before her reading 
slowed.  Each page began a descent into incoherence, for 
several words were missing.  It began to dawn on her that 
each gap represented a missing name, and that each name 
must have belonged to a friend.  All of a sudden, the words 
dribbled and whirled into a bluish pool on the page, sucking 
away at the center.  When she turned the page, the same 
process began, only with the sudden awareness that, as it left 
the page, it left her mind, as well. She was sure that someone 
was trying to make her forget her friends, and, though she 
knew in the back of her mind who her likeliest suspect was, 
she could not get his name off of the tip of her tongue. 

Well, she was determined not to forget. 
She turned to a clean page, and wrote with ferocity: 
 

It’s nice to be back home and see my old room again. 
Toby has grown up quite a bit in the past year. The 
only thing that troubles me is the strange goings-on 
that have occurred ever since I got within the city 
limits. I have been having my dreams again, about 
the Underground, but I have never actually seen 
things from the Underground, until today.  All of the 
things I see (or think I see) seem to relate to my trip 
through the Labyrinth. The main problem is that I 
can’t remember most of those happenings. I can’t 
even remember what happened on the way into 
town. I know there was something. It only happened 
a few hours ago! Why can’t I remember, dammit!? 

 
She paused a moment and calmed down. She continued: 
 

Toby showed me his hiding spot today. It was in the 
forest that I played in as a child. Now that I think 
about it, it was a strange sight. There wasn’t a 



Judith Agrathea 

46 

clearing there before, as I remember it. Even 
stranger, there were no signs that trees had been cut 
to clear the area away. It was as if it had appeared 
from nowhere. I also found a curious jewelry box in 
the clearing. It contained two pieces of jewelry that I 
had given away in the Labyrinth. And a peculiar 
pendant. 

 
She continued on the next page: 
 

It reminded me of� 

 
What reminded her of what? Had she forgotten already? 

She was beginning to feel nauseous. Her head started to 
spin. No! she exclaimed in her thoughts. I will not forget! 
Whoever you are, leave me alone! 

She had the slight sensation that this pain was not her 
own.  Her body tingled with anxiety as she felt it become 
violated with the essence of another human being�a human 
being in tremendous pain.  A hungry tremor passed through 
her, eating her very thoughts, causing her to pace the room 
with agitation.  It was making her forget everything that was 
sacred to her.  And she wanted to stop it. 

She turned back to the last page of the diary. She would 
remember, come hell or high waters. 

The page was empty. No writing on it whatsoever. She 
flipped through the entire book, but every page was suddenly 
empty. She stopped on one particular page that contained 
one word, written in the center. 

"Jareth," she read out loud. 
Then it vanished, as if tucking tail and heading for cover 

due to her discovery of it. The documentation of her entire 
life had disappeared just as easily as his name. For her there 
wasn’t a past any longer, because it had been taken from her 
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in both word and thought. All that she had was the present; 
she didn’t remember a single thing. Only three words 
lingered in her mind:  Toby, Jareth, and me,� Sarah. 
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Chapter VIII 

"Put them in the dungeon," he ordered in a forceful 
tone. 

He laughed inwardly as he faced the group that stood 
before him.  Hoggle, the grotesque looking dwarf was 
shivering so much that the jewelry that hung from his belt 
began to rattle.  The beast, Ludo, had stepped on the dwarf’s 
foot numerous times in his confusion, and the fox was 
yelling valiant obscenities at the goblins. 

The Goblin King’s throne room glowed with a dusty 
reddish light and cast ominous shadows across his 
countenance as he faced Sarah’s friends with his back to the 
window. 

"Put them into," he said as he slowly eased closer to the 
dwarf’s face, "the dankest, darkest, most loathsome dungeon 
you can find. I don’t let traitors see the sunlight." 

He remained inches from the dwarf’s face, and waited 
silently until the dwarf shivered so much that he could barely 
continue to stand.  Once he was satisfied that Hoggle was 
thoroughly frightened he retreated calmly and smoothly to 
his throne at the back wall. 

Everyone, prisoners and goblins included, remained 
quiet until Jareth had become comfortable.  Jareth eyed them 
all thoughtfully before quickly waving his hand towards the 
door to the right of his throne. 

The goblins acted immediately and began to shove their 
new prisoners into that direction. 

And then all hell broke loose. 
The dwarf began to make a fuss, commanding, "Put me 

down! I ain’t done nothin’! Put me down!" 
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The beast suddenly became disagreeable to the idea of 
being bound in shackles, and started to flay about wildly, still 
confused and acting as a bound animal might.  The guards 
had a time keeping the beast chained up. He knocked many 
of them over with ease, even though his wrists and ankles 
were tied together.  He went towards Hoggle and Didymus, 
attempting to grab them in order to make an escape, but the 
goblins ganged up on him and used all of their strength to 
push the overwhelming creature over. He fell to the ground 
with a loud thud, his agonized cry echoing throughout the 
entire castle. 

The fox was very noisy and sent a lot of idle threats to 
many of them. "I say, put me down or I’ll be forced to put 
Ambrosius upon you!"  Ambrosius, his "trusty steed" (which 
was a white shaggy dog with a saddle), heard his name 
mentioned and found someplace to hide.  Sir Didymus 
didn’t notice, for he was too busy dealing with a small goblin 
that had snuck up behind him and decided to treat his tail to 
a nice yank.  "Oowch! Don’t pull my tail like that, you 
ruffian! There you go! Your foot hurts, doesn’t it? That’ll 
teach you a lesson about pulling my tail! Aaah! So it’s come 
to that, has it? Well, here’s one for your memoirs! You’ll 
think twice about � Oowwwch! I have a very sensitive nose! 
How does it feel when I pinch your nose, like thiisss!? Haha! 
Not very good does it? Ah, so you’ve decided to join the 
battle, my friend?! No matter, I can take the both of you!"  
Finally one goblin got smart and gave him a nice club on the 
head with a big stick, sending Didymus to the ground with 
only minor consciousness left in him.  "That’s not fair," he 
protested with a great deal of effort.  "You goblins don’t 
know how to fight man to man." 

The dog caused an equal amount of trouble. He 
whimpered and whined, running and hiding in every nook 
and cranny that he could find. When he was discovered, he 
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hid somewhere else. The guards were running back and 
forth. The throne room and all of the areas around it were in 
mass confusion. The chaos continued even after the 
prisoners were put into their cells. 

Jareth did not participate in or concern himself with the 
foolishness.  He watched with little interest as the noise 
continued before him, knowing, whether or not his goblins 
could contain them, that they would not escape him.  They 
were easy game. 

A goblin guard eventually returned and bowed before 
Jareth.  "They are imprisoned, your majesty." 

"Finally," Jareth replied absentmindedly.  He closed his 
eyes and motioned away from himself.  "Get someone in 
here to clean up this mess." 

"Your majesty, it’s always this messy�" 
Jareth swiveled about with a sudden direction of one 

hundred percent of his attention toward the guard.  His eyes 
narrowed angrily.  "Just get someone in here to do it."  He 
stared at the guard silently for a few moments before 
continuing.  "I don’t want to ever have to repeat myself 
again.  Asking once should be good enough.  Do you 
understand?" 

"Yes, your majesty." the guard bowed again, and left to 
comply with the king’s orders. 

He put his hand to his forehead in an attempt to ward 
off a headache.  As he did so, he thought better of it and 
swivelled his hand about on his wrist.  A crystal sphere 
appeared within his palm. Slowly an image coalesced from 
the center. 

He looked into the glass sphere. The scene placed before 
him by the sphere’s power was as he had hoped it would be. 
His plan was working perfectly. It was almost time. 

"Isabelle!" his voice rang clearly throughout the castle. 
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A small figure rushed into the room and bowed before 
him. He noticed the fear and reverence in her eyes and it 
made him tingle in his overwhelming fatigue. She was a 
simple soul, naive in her ways, but she was the only creature 
in the whole wretched kingdom that he had felt no complete 
boredom in powering over. 

"Yes, sir?" she replied timidly. 
"Is the room ready for our guest?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"And the garments I asked to be prepared � are they in 

the closet?" 
"Yes, sir. All is as you asked for it to be." 
"Wonderful.  Tell the guards in the dungeons to make 

sure our prisoners are not going to be able to escape.  It is 
time."  His fatigue eased away and was replaced with a 
feeling of excitement.  The boredom would go, the pain 
would cease, and there would be no more questioning 
himself.  Jareth was ready for Sarah this time.  He finally had 
her� 

In her weakest state. 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

53 

Chapter IX 

Sarah threw the diary across the room with all of the 
force she could muster. The book hit her doll rack and it 
knocked off many of her stuffed animals. She felt desolate, 
lost, and angry. She searched her scrambled brains for some 
means of finding out where she was. Yes, this was her home. 
Toby was her brother and Jareth her� her what? She met 
him in this maze thing. He was� 

I AM GOING TO REMEMBER! 
She gripped the sides of her head and fell back onto her 

bed.  Her brain felt as if it were going through a meat 
grinder over and over again, not giving her a tremendous 
headache as well as turning her thoughts into ground beef.  
She rocked back and forth on the mattress and tried to retain 
some kind of grip on herself.  Her heart pounded furiously in 
her chest, and an instinctive fear washed over her, filling her 
with the need to run.  It was a feeling that something had 
been stolen from her. 

Then a twig cracked in the recesses of her mind.  She 
knew everything, for only a second, but in her memories’ 
quick passing she was able to grab a few thoughts. 

Jareth was her sworn enemy. She had cereal for breakfast 
that morning. She greatly missed her three friends from the 
Underground. There was a necklace in her pocket. 

A necklace in her pocket. She took it out and examined it. 
She poked at the glass sphere. It glowed a such a brilliant 
blue that the light blinded her momentarily. She covered her 
eyes with one hand until the light ceased. When she 
removed her hand from her eyes, she saw a man’s face 
staring back at her from the sphere. 

"Jareth," she spat. 
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As she stared at his image, she became infuriated.  
"No!!" With that, she threw the amulet against the wall with 
all of her strength. It clanked and fell to the carpet with a 
thud. 

She walked toward it slowly, hoping with each step that 
she had shattered the glass.  She knew that she could not 
face him again. Not in her condition. 

Once she reached it, she warily bent over and picked it 
up from the ground.  It was harmed none whatsoever. 
Thankfully, she noticed that his image no longer haunted 
the sphere. 

Before she could count her blessings, her strength 
suddenly left her, and the sphere fell from her unresponsive 
hand.  Sarah stumbled over to her dresser and maneuvered 
into the chair beside it.  It was getting too much for her to 
handle.  Jareth was stretching her nerves on purpose.  But, to 
what end? 

She propped her swimming head up with her hand and 
stared thoughtlessly at the surface of the dresser.  Waiting 
for her was the necklace, no longer on the floor where she 
had left it.  Instinctively she jerked her eyes over to the spot 
on the floor where it had once been, but knew, even before 
she attempted to look, that it would not be there.  She would 
not be able to escape it.  She would not be able to escape 
him.   

Damn him! I should’ve just left it in that wretched box! She 
didn’t feel like screaming anymore. She was drained of all 
energy. 

"What are you doing here?" she asked it listlessly.  "I left 
you on the floor over," she pointed across the room, "there." 

"You know you can’t get rid of me that easily, Sarah."  
Jareth’s face arose within the crystal once again and taunted 
her with a flirtatious grin. 
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She felt frustrated. She felt tired. She felt hysteric. But, 
most of all, she felt angry. The adrenaline flowed into every 
vein in her body, and she found new strength. She flung the 
necklace, even harder than before, against the wall. It hit 
with a mighty clank. 

And to her amazement, the necklace merely bounced off 
of the wall, threatened to hit the ground, and stopped a 
couple of inches from it to hover. It hovered for a minute, 
standing still in midair like a black wraith foreshadowing a 
death to come. 

She began to approach it, and, in response, it shot high 
into the air and began to shiver. The shiver turned to a shake 
and then to a violent rattle. It swooped from side to side of 
the room as a possessed demon would in insane frustration. 
It stopped with a jerk, a yard from Sarah, startling her and 
causing her to jump in reflex. 

Then it swirled and swirled before her, round and round, 
creating a whirlpool of blue light. It stopped in the middle of 
the six-foot-high cylindrical funnel it had created. With a 
bright and silent explosion, the light fled from its position 
and into nothingness, to reveal the figure of the Goblin King 
standing before her. He held the amulet in his hand. She 
noticed that the sphere of the pendant was glowing a bright 
blue at his touch. 

He looked at the necklace in his hand, then turned his 
gaze to Sarah.  "I’m kind enough to give you a gift and you 
carelessly toss it to the ground? You’re lucky," he held it out, 
"that I’m going to let you keep it." 

He walked over to her and placed the necklace in her 
hand. 

That was it. Amnesia or no amnesia, strength or no 
strength, she would no longer be intimidated by him and his 
parlor tricks. They were parlor tricks. She knew from 
experience that he had no way of keeping her memories just 
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as long as she wasn’t ignorant enough to believe that she had 
no way of getting them back. His power was just magical 
imagery in her world. He was on her turf right now, 
wherever her turf was, and she wouldn’t take what he was 
trying to force down her throat. Not now, and not in a 
million lifetimes. 

She dropped the necklace to the ground and kicked it 
into his direction. 

"I don’t want your worthless gifts," she stated to him in a 
forceful tone, veneered with disgust and layered with 
contempt.  "And I especially don’t want you playing with me 
or my brother’s mind. The battle is over, so leave me alone."  
When he did not immediately reply, she became nervous, 
wondering what would happen next. 

"On the contrary," he finally said with a smirk, "You still 
owe me." 

She could not believe the gall of this man! First he 
scrambled her mind, then he invaded her home, and now he 
was asking favors of her!  The sudden urge rose within her to 
raise her arms up and squeeze her hands tightly about his 
neck.  It fell when she realized the utter futility in such an 
action. 

 He winced slightly at her facial expression. 
That was the last straw. Even if she couldn’t remember 

who she was and what she was fighting for, she knew who 
she was fighting. Like a candle in a pitch-black room, he 
shone through her entire mind and cast flickering shadows 
over everything. She would never be able to forget her hatred 
of him.  Never. 

"Owe you?! For what?!!" 
He placed one hand on his hips, passing the other 

through a wide arc, and smiled slightly. "For all of my 
generosity." 
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His generosity. His never ending generosity. She had 
had enough of him and his false generosity. "I forgot about 
my infinite debt to your generosity," she replied sarcastically.  
"I don’t want your generosity or your necklace."  She threw 
the necklace once again, and he caught it with a graceful 
sweep of his gloved hand.  "You may have taught me a lesson 
about myself, but it was not through your  generosity.  The 
lesson I learned was no part of your plan before, and I don’t 
thank you for it now.  I don’t owe you anything." 

 
 
 One question played on Jareth’s mind. One he had been 

pondering for a long time now. Many years ago, he had 
placed a Labyrinth before her. Virtually impossible for one 
so young to get through without giving in. Yet she 
succeeded. Now he took her every means of strength from 
her and she still resisted. 

Would you look at that? he thought with amusement.  
There’s that little pout� He paused in his thoughts as he 
examined her.  Well, no, he decided, frowning.  It’s changed 
somehow. 

How could she stand before him in such a state and still 
not give in? He felt respect. At first he felt respect. 

  Then he felt anger. Anger at himself for feeling any 
respect toward her, then anger at her for so easily trampling 
on his plans. 

He swept his hands out skillfully with his rage carefully 
painted onto his face. 

"You’ll have the necklace whether you want it or not!" 
 
 
She winced. It was if he had commanded the very air to 

strangle her.  The pressure ceased, and she felt the weight of 
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the necklace dangling from her neck. She yanked at it 
forcefully, but to no avail. 

"Take it off!" 
He grinned wickedly. "As you so quaintly put it, so 

many years ago, ’You have no power over me.’"  
She watched in complete and utter disgust as he turned 

his attention away from her and walked over to her mirror to 
straighten his jacket. 

She glared at him, her hatred growing more each 
second. Look at how smug he is! 

"Come see how beautiful the necklace is," he requested 
with a slight grin. 

She spited the way he stared at his reflection, but, most 
of all, she spited the way he looked at her.  Part of his 
expression mirrored amusement over a toy, while the other 
clearly reflected a sexual interest.  She hated him and the 
necklace with all of her being, and she did not want to see 
either of them united in any way with her. 

"I don’t want to see!" she exclaimed viciously. 
He grabbed her by the arm with a violent snatch. She 

knew him to be insane, but she had expected no violent 
physical contact.  It took her totally by surprise.  She felt the 
blood in her arm shut off from its course and begin to curdle 
as she looked up at him, her eyes wide with terror.  His eyes 
unsettled her further, their deep blue so engulfing and 
ferocious, she thought she might get sucked in by them.  As 
she jerked her head away to escape their trance-like nature, 
he pulled her by her arm toward the mirror.  She became 
frantic at his display and pulled away from him with all of 
her strength, but, try as she might, she could not elude his 
painful grasp. She decided, instead, to defy him, despite her 
utter amazement at his actions.  She didn’t have to look. She 
turned her head the other way and shut her eyes. 

"I said look!" he exclaimed with venom. 
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The pressure from the pinch of his fingers was now also 

on her chin and he pulled at it so that she was facing the 
mirror. Despite her efforts to keep her eyes shut, she felt a 
tingling and stinging sensation of magic in her eyelids, and 
they began to open against her will. 

Sarah�don’t defy me. 
Those words that Jareth had said so long ago at the 

beginning of her journey into the Labyrinth rang again 
through her mind as she realized his capabilities. When she 
was young, he only required words to frighten her. Now that 
she was older, threats were acted upon. She was no longer 
scared so easily; new tactics with more critical outcomes were 
being used. Things were ten times more crucial as they had 
once been, and mostly because his power had grown. 

Grown and changed. 
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Chapter X 

Hoggle, Sir Didymus, and Ludo all sat on the edges of 
their grimy beds, their heads propped up by their fists, and 
their eyes gazing emptily at the ground. 

Hoggle had the urge many times to jump up and bang 
on the metal bars on the opening in the door that served as 
the only light source for their room, but the urge was soon 
quenched when he realized the futility in such an action. 

The only interesting thought that passed through his 
mind within the dark and mindless scenery of the room was 
a question that had been plaguing him for many years. 

Why did Jareth wait ’til now to come’n get us? 
Four years Hoggle had hidden in the forest, waiting with 

apprehension for the moment in which the Goblin King 
would carry out his revenge.  Hoggle had almost forgotten 
about his troubles, when, for no apparent reason, goblins 
infiltrated his home two days preceding his present situation 
and roughly dragged him before Jareth.  Back to the Goblin 
City.  Back to face his former stupidity. 

I should’ve listened to my father. 
Not only was he surprised that Jareth had waited so 

long, he was also troubled by the capture of Ludo and Sir 
Didymus.  Yes, those two had helped Sarah defeat Jareth 
four years ago, but it was only Hoggle who had betrayed the 
Goblin King.  Hoggle had been Jareth’s right-hand-man, so 
to speak, and Hoggle had become a traitor by helping Sarah, 
who had shown more concern for him than the Goblin King 
ever had. 

Jareth would, thought Hoggle long ago, think of Ludo 
and Sir Didymus as mere nuisances, and not real threats, 
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while Hoggle would be an ever-present thorn in the man’s 
side.  He had thought so�until now. 

He got up from his seated position on the bed and paced 
anxiously about the room.  How long, he wondered, before 
Jareth would let them out?  Never was the most feasible 
answer. 

"I’m already sick’a this grime, this black wall, and this 
dark room," he mumbled as he walked.  Didymus and Ludo 
gave him an odd look before retreating back into their own 
thoughts. 

Yet, it wasn’t all blackness.  Which was quite odd.  
Hoggle had quickly taken note of the small mirror on the 
wall next to the door.  It wasn’t so much an odd occurrence 
to see a mirror in a dungeon, but this mirror was definitely 
unusual.  It was an oval-shaped mirror with a beautiful 
golden frame.  In the frame were carved various images, 
inlaid jewels adding to its beauty in various spots. 

Hoggle looked at his spotless reflection in the mirror.  
Even the world on the other side looked more pleasing to 
him than this one.  Left was right and right was left�perhaps 
things were different on the other side of the mirror.  
Perhaps it wasn’t really a dungeon in the place of his 
reflection’s inhabitancy.  Or perhaps he was just desperate to 
think of something besides his awful predicament. 

"That mirror really is quite beautiful," Sir Didymus 
suddenly remarked to Hoggle.  "It seems quite out of place, 
as well." 

Hoggle was surprised by the fox’s sudden vocalization 
and turned around.  "I was thinkin’ the same thing," he 
replied.  "Jareth didn’t use’ta have mirrors in his dungeons." 

"Did you once live in this wretched palace, Sir Hoggle?" 
the fox queried. 

"Yeah," Hoggle replied despondently as he thought of 
his past.  "Before you met me, I worked for Jareth." 
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"I didst not know of your former dealings with the 
Goblin King," Sir Didymus replied, his tone easing into one 
of curbed anger. 

"Well, I don’t talk about it much," Hoggle replied as he 
sat back down, displeased at Didymus’s bitter reaction 
toward his statement.  "I wouldn’t work for him again if my 
life depended on it." 

"I thought that our past dealings with Sarah were the 
prime cause of our being captured," Didymus said as he rose 
with dignity from the bed, "but it seems that our friendship 
with you may be the main cause of all of this." 

"Oh, don’t get all huffy on me," Hoggle answered the 
seething fox. He hid his face in his hands.  "I ain’t proud of 
nothin’ I done.  It’s in the past.  Leave it there, okay?" 

Sir Didymus seemed ashamed of his anger and sat back 
down.  After a few moments of silence, he declared, "I 
wonder why the Goblin King would put mirrors in his 
dungeons if he hast not done so before." 

"I don’t know," Hoggle sighed.  "Probably ’cause he uses 
it like his crystals to spy on folks in the castle.  Maybe he 
don’t trust no one after what I did.  For all I know, he just 
has’em so’s he can stare at himself whenever he wants." 

Ambrosius, Sir Didymus’ dog, began to whine.  Sir 
Didymus began to pat the trembling Ambrosius on the back.  
"It’s alright, boy.  We shall find a way out of here, soon 
enough." 

They all turned their heads as they heard the 
approaching footsteps of the guard. 

"I’m comin’ in so, duh-on’t try nothin’ idiotical or stupid 
such," came his gruff voice from the other side of the door. 
Sir Didymus’s ears perked up and he began to growl. 
Ambrosius whimpered in response and ran to the corner. 
Ludo looked up and back down again, for he knew as 
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Hoggle did that the meal ahead was just another form of 
torture. 

The goblin guard opened the door with a creak and 
carelessly dropped the plates of food to the ground. He 
kicked them to the prisoners. One plate slid in front of 
Ambrosius. Ambrosius slowly came out of hiding to sniff the 
gruel, and, even with his never-ending appetite, he turned 
his nose up in disgust before going back into hiding. 

"I will not eat this� this cruel concoction," declared the 
fox as he picked up his own dripping plate.  He watched 
Ambrosius’ reaction and added, "See, even Ambrosius won’t 
eat it. I will not reduce myself to something even a dog will 
not do." 

"Shuddup yous big ol’ squirrel yous. I not takin’ no lip 
from a big bal o’ hair, yous see now, and I’s don’ wanna hears 
a smidgety of a peeper from yous. Goddat?" 

To Hoggle’s surprise, Didymus said nothing in response. 
Perhaps it was because he knew as well that it would do no 
good.  Nothing would. It seemed they were stuck here for 
life. If they could not bear it after a few days, how were they 
going to stand it for what could possibly be the rest of their 
lives? 

The goblin began to chuckle to himself as he cleaned the 
mirror. "What’s so funny, wartface?" Hoggle asked 
mockingly. If he was going to be stuck here, he might as well 
get some fun out of it.  He knew the habits of goblins like 
the back of his own hand, and that meant knowing how to 
control them.  He might get something useful out of the 
creature; most likely he’d get something humorous. 

The goblin turned around clumsily, clearly full of fury. 
"Da smardmout eh? Yous a real funny one yous is. I’s 

goin’ to tell yous whad’ I laughin’ ’bout lumpy’o’nosy rosy. 
Here’s a real good haha for yous� hid majesticalness, da 
Gobblin’ King gots da pretty girl, Lady Sarah, and he’s a 
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goin’ to �"  He stopped short and covered his mouth, 
realizing his foolish disposal of information. 

Great flying warthogs! Hoggle exclaimed in his mind.  I 
did get something useful out of him!  Hoggle made gesticulated 
hand motions.  "Go on, go on you stupid troll, you’ve told us 
so much, it�d be pointless to stop now. What about Sarah?" 

"Oh noooos, yous not goin’ to pull da sheepbahh over 
my eye, oh noos yous don’. Yous tricked Hogwash and made 
tell da Kingdom’s secr- secr-� hush-hush story. I’s not goin’ 
ta say no more. For dat you gets no gobble-ups tonigh’. See 
how much you hahas den." 

With that he left the room and locked the door behind 
him. Hoggle could hear the goblin sing as his voice and 
footsteps faded away: 

 

"Lumpy’o’nosy rosy, 

Han’t got no penny fo’ a posy, 

Spend hid night in a dirty ol’ dungeon, 

Livin’ off seeweed and grungeon. 

 

Lumpy’o’nosy rosy, 

Sho’ hope yous cell’s rightful cozy, 

Cause you gonna be heres a long, long time, 

Probably untils you die!" 
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Chapter XI 

Sarah opened her eyes, looked into the mirror, and saw 
that Jareth was no longer there. His stage appearance having 
been made, he had, so to speak, receded into the shadows of 
the curtains.  Despite his absence, she felt as if she was still 
in store for something else.  She pulled her hair behind her 
ear as she gently prodded the sore spot on her arm where his 
iron grip had once resided. 

She looked back into the mirror, barely recognizing the 
face that was her own.  Has he taken my memories for good? 
she thought despondently. 

She closed her eyes and rubbed at them wearily.  When 
she opened them, her room was no longer reflected in the 
mirror.  Instead, the Goblin King’s throne room was 
displayed, grey and dismal� and magnificent.  He was not 
there, but she saw flickers of shadows that served as adequate 
replacements for his mysterious figure.  The air grew colder 
and darker, so she drew her arms about her as she turned 
toward her bed. 

She did not make it there.  The room began to plummet 
into an abyss of colors, swirling and swaying about her.  
Reality no longer resided in her world; she felt the floor 
dissolve beneath her to leave her floating in a colorful 
tapestry of light.  All of this happened in a split second�the 
other half of the second, the colors dissipated into greys and 
flaming oranges. 

She blinked at the completion of her turn.  The 
dizziness brought on by her journey caused her to fall to her 
knees; her half-clothed legs responded with messages of 
coolness and pain.  When her vision cleared, she saw that 
she was sitting on a stone tile floor.  She looked up from her 
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reddened palms to see the throne room of the Goblin King, 
illuminated on all sides by brilliant orange candles that 
glowed from green glass candelabra on the walls. 

Still, the room was empty of any life other than that of 
the flickering candles, and its vastness made her feel small 
and alone.  The thought of adventure taunted her as it 
permeated her spirit, its origin, she was sure, being the 
limelight of the greenish candlelight that surrounded her.  
Yet sensibility told her that she was in danger, in her life as 
well as her being, for she had never felt so out of control as 
she did now. 

And, as if to give this thought its proper emphasis, 
Jareth stepped into the room from the shadows of the 
balcony to the left of his throne and stood before the massive 
bone chair. 

Sarah stopped herself from nearly stepping into the 
circular indentation at the center of the room that served as a 
pool for exotic fish.  The fish were a new touch�as were the 
covered painting and oval mirror that sat side-by-side on the 
wall to her right.  Sarah looked at the clock beside Jareth’s 
throne�there were twelve hours on it now, instead of the 
thirteen he had created when she had first gone through the 
Labyrinth.  According to the clock, it was now the hour of 
eight. 

"Would you like something to eat or drink?" Jareth 
asked after having given her adequate time for examination. 

"I don’t want anything from you," she said with calm 
disgust, continuing to examine her surroundings.  "Last time 
you gave me something to eat, I started to hallucinate." 

"I see Hogwart told you of my less than innocent 
actions." 

"His name is Hoggle." 
"Oh, Hoggle," he replied with indifference. "Still 

harping on the past? I’ve always said, ’Let bygones be 
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bygones.’"  He paused and then added, almost as an 
afterthought, "You ought to eat. You have a long trip ahead 
of you." 

"A trip!" Sarah jerked her head about to face him, 
discontinuing her gaze about the chamber.  "To where?" 

"Just my little favor, that’s all," he replied as he settled 
back into his white, ivory throne. 

"I’m not going to grant you any favors," Sarah replied 
with moderate calmness in her voice, but fire in her eyes.  
She did not feel calm, but she was not going to let onto it.  
Besides, though she did not wish to admit it, she was afraid 
to speak with anger toward him.  She wasn’t quite sure of 
what he would do. 

"You will if your friends are at stake," he said.  The 
moonlight sifted through the green glass at his right and 
made his pale complexion more ghostly than it had once 
been. 

"Remember this?" he asked as he swept out his left hand 
toward the staircase, causing Ludo to slowly appear in front 
of it.  The beast looked up at her forlornly. 

"Need Sarah help," he pleaded in a downcast voice. 
Sarah’s eyes widened, though her sober expression did 

not leave.  "Ludo!!" she exclaimed with surprise. She ran to 
grab him, but, once she reached the spot, he had 
disappeared. 

"What have you done to them?!!" she screamed in a 
sudden loss of control. 

Jareth’s eyes widened at her response as he leaned back 
in the chair.  He put a hand to his chin thoughtfully before 
finally answering.  "Nothing�yet."  He let his statement sink 
in. "Of course, if you don’t help me�" he leaned forward, "I 
will be forced to do something drastic.  Perhaps toss them 
from a balcony�"  He began to think it over and finally 
continued, "No, no, that wouldn’t be good enough."  He put 
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a finger to his lips and tapped the arm of his throne with the 
other hand.  "I know!" he eventually declared with a start.  "I 
could turn them all into metal charms to go on your 
necklace.  Then you would be forever reminded of how you 
failed to rescue them."  He seemed pleased with his 
cleverness and became comfortable once again. 

Sarah finally let her worry show. She stayed silent a few 
moments.  He had been correct in his analyzation of her. 
Her greatest weakness was her friends. She had many other 
small weaknesses, but even she knew that the safety of her 
friends and family was the major one.  All of the anger in the 
world would not make her turn back on her friends.  Even if 
it meant facing Jareth for thirteen weeks instead of thirteen 
hours. 

She thought about his declaration and wondered if he 
was telling the truth.  Should she call his bluff?  But what if 
her friends were really at stake? She decided she couldn’t risk 
it. 

After a few moments she sighed and lowered her head. 
"What do I have to do?" 

He got up from his seat and approached her.  The 
echoing click-clack of his boots was the only sound to fill the 
hall. As he held out his hand to her, he replied, "First you 
will come to dinner with me." 

She began to protest but was cut short when he put his 
finger to her lips as an indication of silence. "Don’t forget 
about your friends," he reminded her with a straight face and 
lowering of his head. 

She swallowed and forced herself to place her hand in 
his.  He squeezed her hand tightly and brought it to his lips 
to kiss it ceremonially. She shuddered at the thought of him 
touching her at all. She knew his squeeze on her hand was a 
warning. He was putting far more pressure than needed to 
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hold her hand. What did he think he was? A prince? The 
prince of arrogance! 

He dropped her hand slowly and eased backward toward 
his throne, watching her constantly, a smile widening on his 
lips momentarily before disappearing as he sat. 

"Guards!!" he screamed. 
 
Sarah watched as three squat and ugly guards come into 

the room, stumbling over each other. 
"Take Sarah to her quarters. And make sure she doesn’t 

escape," he ordered them before nodding them off. 
Two grabbed her, one to each arm, and the other 

flanked her from the rear while prodding her in the back 
with a crude spear. Together they pushed her toward the 
door next to Jareth’s throne. 

"And Sarah�" 
She hesitantly turned her head to face him.  A cold 

breeze swept to her from the balcony window and made her 
shudder.  She wondered satirically if it had actually 
originated from the body of Jareth himself. 

"Last time I made the game easy. But this time you 
won’t be so lucky." 

With that, the guards pushed her through the doorway 
and into the corridor. 

*  *  * 

Immediately after Sarah and the goblins had completed 
their ascension of the stairs, Sarah’s vision blurred and 
darkened.  She could see nothing.  She stopped suddenly, 
despite the persistent shove of the goblin at her back, and 
flailed about a moment before it finally dawned on her what 
was happening.  Jareth had taken away her sight through the 
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use of his magic.  Most likely it was due to the fact that he 
did not wish her to see her surroundings and escape. 

The goblins snickered at her reaction to the loss, but 
kept on in their tunnel-visioned pursuit. 

She no longer fought the grotesque stooges, but allowed 
them to lead her through winding corridors effortlessly.  She 
felt a great deal of apprehension in entrusting herself to 
them, but, knowing she had no choice, she thought of her 
worry as little as possible. 

She heard the voices of goblins in rooms surrounding 
her and turned her head toward the source of a loud goblin 
scream.  At first she was taken aback by the deathly shriek, 
but felt no more apprehension when she heard it was due to 
the fact that someone had been hit in the rear end by a dart 
intended for a chicken.  "Serves ’em right for messing with a 
chicken like that," she mumbled to herself.  "No talkin’!" 
shouted her burly-voiced arm-gripper with, what Sarah 
could discern, was said with no covert pleasure.  Sarah 
replied in a similar tone, showing more contempt, "Oh, get 
over yourself."  The stooge entrusted with her other arm 
immediately took share in the masculine sport of verbally 
abusing the prisoner and added, "He told ya to keep quiet, so 
I advise that ya does so."  She saw no further profit in 
participating in their stupidity and remained silent. 

She heard the one to her left whisper to the goblin 
behind himself, "I ain’t over myself, am I?" 

"No sir," replied the one at the rear, whose voice was 
meekest of the two, "I should dare say that ye are a bit beside 
yourself."  Her left escort paused a moment before 
continuing, "Beside myself you say?  Then I am not standing 
here?" 

"That ye are, my good fellow, but beside yerself as well, 
as, I know you should take my word as good and true, there 
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appears to be two of you, and one is a bit to the right and 
over yerself." 

"Then I am over myself?" the other said. 
"Well, now that I rethink, you must be, because one of 

you is bobbing his head about in a dull fashion, spinning and 
dancing about the other, and looking down upon you as if ye 
are a knave.  Tis true what she says, ye must be over yerself."  
To her left came silence, and then a start, "You are drunk, if 
I do swear it!" 

"If you do not swear it, then I am not drunk?" the other 
asked mockingly. 

"You are drunk whether or not I swear it, for only a 
drunk speaks such foolery as you, and I would know, for I 
am quite drunk at the moment myself, and I thinks I see you 
spinning just as madly as you see me! So I am now beside 
myself, and you, and you," he pointed to the left of him, 
"and we are both over ourselves, so that what she says is 
true,�" 

"Aye, your logic astounds me dear sir," replied his 
cohort, "but how does that bring us to the chicken?" 

"Why, I don’t know, I think I sees her lay an egg at 
being shot.  What of the chicken?" 

"How comes you to know the egg came after the chicken 
was shot?  You are quite drunk, my good fellow, and the 
chicken could ha’ come before."  The left drunk began to 
shake profusely at the thought and said, "My poor brain 
can’t figure this one!  How is it for an egg to come before a 
chicken?  Or a chicken after an egg?  And what the hey does 
it matter anyway!" 

"Now, look, don’t rile yerself so, for you are twice beside 
yourself with anger.  I think I will leave you at peace." 

Sarah shook her head at their antics and perked her ears 
for the voices of her friends, knowing deep down that Jareth 
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would not make things so easy for her.  He had said he 
wouldn’t. 

The ground felt like mortared stone against the rubber 
of her sneakers, and there was a slight echo to every sound.  
As the goblins pushed her around a corner, she was taken 
aback by a sudden aroma of food.  As the hallway grew 
longer and some stairs were ascended, the aroma had 
strengthened and the sound of chatting voices became 
louder.  To spite Sarah’s curiosity, the Goblins turned her 
down another corridor, away from the smells and 
commotion.  Two more stairways were mounted before the 
long journey ended and the goblins halted in their endless, 
silent walking. 

The goblins took their firm grip off of her arms. Escape 
crossed her mind, but it would be impossible to run away 
while blinded. She heard the jingle of metal keys as they 
were turned in a lock; she shuddered at the piercing squeak 
of a door that needed its hinges oiled badly. They shoved her 
inconsiderately into the room and she landed on her 
backside, the cold floor stinging her hands.  She rather 
expected that she was in a slimy dungeon without a window. 

The door closed and she heard the jingling of the keys 
once again as the door was locked. With her ears she picked 
up a soft sliding sound and then a click. 

"Uh�Our king wants ye to get ready for dinner�Put on 
the dress in yonder closet and be ready by the time the clock 
strikes nine�And do not dare try anything foolish, or I shall 
apprehend thee�" the goblin explained from the other side 
of the door. She could here the other two snicker at his last 
remark. 

"I shall return for thee in a short while." 
She heard the sliding noise and then the click again, and 

all was silent. Just as she began to wonder if she was 
permanently blinded, her vision returned. 
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The quarters were nothing like what she had expected. 

The room was very large and extremely well lit. In the center 
of the room was a king-size bed with a beautiful canopy and 
curtains made of chiffon. The bedspread was of satin and the 
sheets, she noted with surprise as she approached the 
mahogany bed, were made of silk.  She caressed them 
wonderingly while looking about the room. To one side was 
a dresser and a carved, gold-framed mirror. On the other was 
a closet with the same golden carvings. Behind the bed a 
couple of yards was a wall made up completely of stained 
glass. 

Her eyes widened at the sight of the wall and she stood 
in front of it to examine the pictures. It was about thirty-five 
feet wide and twenty feet tall, and was enclosed by an 
intricately designed archway.  In the center of the bottom 
was a cut-glass picture of the castle and the Goblin City. It 
took up about a mere total of five square feet. It was 
surrounded on all sides by a lush, green forest which ran 
three feet from the castle in all directions. Behind the forest 
was a mountain that continued about three feet from the 
forest and then the last image, which took up the rest of the 
space, was one of three sandy-colored plateaus. The plateau 
in the center was the largest of the three, and directly above 
the largest the sun could be seen. The plateaus took up over 
half of the wall. 

Sarah couldn’t imagine why Jareth had put plateaus 
above his own castle. What was so special about them? 

She pushed the question aside and went to the dresser 
and sat down in the seat in front of it. She looked at the 
carvings on the frame of the mirror. In the center of the top 
was the castle and the Goblin City. The rest of the frame 
was covered with magnificent flowers and other little 
pictures. The frame itself seemed to tell a story with its 
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carvings, but, as she looked at the reflection of the clock in 
the mirror, she decided that she didn’t have time to examine 
them.  It was already 8:30. 

  One particular carving caught her eye, though. It was 
that of a hand holding a crystal ball. Sarah glanced at the 
chain hanging from her neck and the pendant the hung from 
it. The pendant was identical to the carving. Besides the 
castle, the hand with the glass sphere was the largest carving 
in the gold frame. It brought an idea to her. 

"Maybe�" she whispered to herself thoughtfully. 
"Maybe I can use the mirror to find out where Hoggle and 
the others are. Jareth used to use the glass spheres to spy on 
me, so maybe mirrors could do the same thing. It wouldn’t 
hurt to try�" 

She closed her eyes then opened them again. 
"Nothing. I guess I need to concentrate harder. I might 

need to keep my eyes open to catch it. Okay, here goes�" 
She thought of her friends, squeezing all thoughts from 

her mind and keeping those of her companions, but it still 
wouldn’t work. 

"Oh well," she said to herself with a sigh.  "I’d better get 
dressed. The sooner I find out what Jareth wants, the 
better." 

She rose from her seat at the dresser and slowly walked 
to the closet at the other side of the room.  She felt almost 
like a princess preparing for a ball� 

Almost.  The thought of the possible doom she and her 
friends were going to face crowded into her mind and fought 
any pleasantness associated with her surroundings away. 

"Reality suffocates me once again," she mumbled to 
herself in frustration.  Yet, she allowed herself one dramatic 
glance about the room, and imagined that she was truly the 
queen of the castle.  The room was familiar and she was 
about to pick her gown to wear to the ball that night� 
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Chapter XII 

Sir Didymus ran to the dungeon door as the goblin 
guard who had given them their gruel began to leave.  He 
started to beat violently upon the wooden structure, and, 
despite his effort, the result was a moderate pounding. 

"Let me out!" he demanded between poundings. "I 
demand that you scoundrels let me out!! If you don’t, I’ll let 
Ambrosius have you for supper!!! Right, Ambrosius?!!!" 

Upon hearing his name, Ambrosius ran and hid behind 
Ludo.  Hoggle sat back down after having fought with the 
goblin guard, and soon gave up all thoughts of escape, all 
thoughts of knowledge.  Even if Sarah was here, they would 
never get out in order to rescue her. They couldn’t even 
rescue themselves. 

"Oh, stop it," Hoggle bit out.  "They’re not going to let 
us out, no matter how hard you hit the door, or how much 
you holler." 

Ludo raised his head and said with a sorrowful moan, 
"Sarah�" 

Hoggle sympathetically patted Ludo on the shoulder 
and tried to comfort the friendly beast. "I know," he said. 
"I’m worried about her too. I wonder where she’s at right 
now." 

Sir Didymus turned around and started wagging his paw 
furiously. "I wonder what that scoundrel is up to."  He looked 
up at the ceiling and swung his fist about. "Did you hear 
me?!" he began to scream to the ceiling. "I called you a 
scoundrel! That’s what you are, a fiendish scoundrel! The 
king of indiscriminate insolence!" 

Hoggle put his hand over his face and began shaking his 
head. Who did that fox think he was kidding? 
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"Come and face me, O king of abhorrence!  Come and 
face me without your goblins and other grotesque creatures ! 
Come and face me, man to man!  I bet you are too 
frightened to tell us what you are up to!? Hmm!? We shall 
foil your plans, and you know it! Do not attempt to hide it!  
I am correct, am I not?!" 

"Be quiet, already!" Hoggle shouted as he jumped up 
from the bed. "Sit down and shut up. We’ll never get out of 
here in order to find out what he’s up to, anyhow, so don’t 
waste your breath." 

Sir Didymus discontinued the thrashing of his fist and 
began oscillating his finger back and forth toward Hoggle 
and Ludo. "Have you learned nothing from the fair maiden 
Sarah?" he scolded.  "She needs us now, and we cannot give 
up on her!" 

Hoggle brushed the canine’s remark away with his hand. 
"Whatever Jareth’s up to, he’s determined. It’s hopeless." 

Sir Didymus got atop one of the beds and began to make 
gesticulated hand motions, his tail wagging violently behind 
him.  "Aren’t we determined?!" he shouted. 

He looked around the room and was rewarded by long 
faces and hunched over figures. Neither of them were 
responding to his speech. Sir Didymus furrowed his brow 
and bit his lip. 

"I guess not," he answered himself as he dropped his 
gloved hand.  The fox became thoughtful in expression and 
paced the length of the bed before swinging about suddenly 
and declaring, "But, what if the maiden’s life is in danger?" 
His expression was hopeful and expectant. 

"Sarah�" Ludo moaned. 
Hoggle stood up decidedly. "He’s right," the dwarf 

declared in a sudden change of mood. "We can’t just sit here! 
We have to save Sarah!" he exclaimed. He hunched his 
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shoulders and began to frown as he added, "So what do we 
do now?" 

Sir Didymus looked around the room thoughtfully. 
"Maybe there’s a secret passageway," he suggested. 

They all began to scan the room for any signs of a latch 
or button that might control a hidden door.  Hoggle and Sir 
Didymus got on hands and knees in a survey of the floor and 
lower wall, while Ludo gave the ceiling and upper wall a 
thorough search.  When finished, their inspection revealed 
nothing. 

Hoggle had given up.  Now he was positive that it was 
hopeless.  "Nothing," he announced mournfully. 

Ludo walked unnoticed to the mirror and began to look 
into it awkwardly. 

"Well�" Sir Didymus proclaimed thoughtfully, "we have 
to think of something." 

Ludo tilted his head back and howled Sarah’s name with 
an intense and soul-penetrating moan. His voice echoed 
throughout the castle. 

*  *  * 

Jareth was distracted from straightening his leather 
dinner jacket by the echo of a far away howl.  It had been 
barely audible, but audible, nonetheless. 

"The beast," he mumbled to himself with a slanting of 
his eyes.  Jareth made a swift one hundred and eighty degree 
turn. "Guards!" he screamed out furiously. When no one 
came immediately to his summons, he yelled again, with 
greater ferocity. "GUAARRRDDSS!" 

The goblin guards came stumbling into the room 
nervously.  "Yes your majesty?" they rang out together with 
quavering voices. 



Judith Agrathea 

80 

"One of you go down to the dungeons and silence that 
beast! I don’t care how you do it, just make him quiet! The 
girl will hear it and try to escape! Go!" 

One of the goblins rushed out of the door and left the 
other two behind. They looked at the floor awkwardly and 
awaited orders. 

"Get out of my sight!� Jareth screamed. "I wish to be left 
alone!" 

In an instant, they had disappeared, as well. 
Jareth sat in his throne and tapped his fingers nervously 

against the arm of the chair. He already knew she had heard 
the cry. It was inevitable. The beast could have just 
whispered her name to himself and she would have heard it. 
She seemed to have a psychic connection with her friends. 

But why was he worried? She couldn’t escape his 
stronghold, no matter how hard she tried. Her thought 
process may have become more complex, but his was far 
beyond comparison to hers. Not only that, his powers had 
grown since she last encountered him. She had no chance of 
escape. 

*  *  * 

Many years ago, the new husband of Sarah’s real mother 
had enchanted the young Sarah with his lively personality.  
On one particularly splendid day that she had spent with the 
two of them, her mother’s love had given her a special music 
box. 

The music box was shaped like a golden gazebo, and, 
within the gazebo a princess in a white gown had spun about 
to the tune of Greensleeves� 

Four years ago Sarah had embarked upon the journey to 
rescue her brother and was traveling with Ludo, Sir 
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Didymus, and Hoggle when Hoggle had presented the 
starving Sarah with a peach. 

An enchanted peach. 
Sarah had thankfully taken it, but had immediately 

become dizzy after the first bite.  Hoggle had left with a 
curse to himself for betraying Sarah’s trust, while her other 
friends had continued to travel, unaware of her absence. 

The world had danced about her as four bubbles of glass 
bounced toward her on the wind� 

And, within one was the twirling princess� 
But, no,� it was Sarah� 
And, then, she was no longer in the forest, but in an 

elegant ballroom, and was pushing her way through the 
crowd to find Jareth� 

All of these memories rushed back into her mind as she 
gazed upon her image in the mirror, and the beautiful, 
glittering dress she wore.  It was an exact duplicate of the 
gown she had worn while in Jareth’s enchanted ballroom. 

And the sight of it gave her chills. 
Until she heard a familiar moan� 
"Ludo!? I could’ve sworn�" 
She had heard the cry of her friend. She was sure of it. It 

could be that, under the influence of the tension the 
situation was causing her, she might be hearing things. 
However, she was not quite so prone to distrust herself.  She 
sat down in front of the mirror and thought. 

"Maybe I can contact them. I’ve got to do it."  She took 
a deep breath.  "Okay, Sarah, concentrate," she said to 
herself. 

Her train of thought was broken by the sound of a 
goblin scurrying down the hallway. She listened to what he 
said as he passed the goblin guarding her door. 

"What’s goin’ on?" the guard asked. 
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"That beast won’t shut up! I gotta make ’im quiet the 
Goblin King says. Here, gimme your club. That ought’ta 
shut ’im up." 

With that, he continued down the hallway. 
Sarah couldn’t believe it! Jareth had ordered the goblin 

to quiet Ludo with a club! She hated him now, more than 
ever. She concentrated in silence on her hatred of him. The 
more she thought about it, the deeper her hatred became. 

And that was when the image of her friends appeared in 
the mirror. 

*  *  * 

Hoggle sat down and tried to think of something. He 
wanted to come up with an idea, but he was no good at 
plans.  

"Sarah!" Ludo cried out with excitement. 
"Oh, hush that moaning, I’m trying to think of 

something," Hoggle told him irritably. 
Ludo tried again. 
"Sarah! Sarah!" 
"Be quiet!" Hoggle cried out with impatience. 
Ludo finally grabbed Hoggle by his collar and thrust the 

dwarf in front of the mirror. Sarah’s shocked image awaited. 
"Sarah?!" Hoggle exclaimed in disbelief, struggling to be 

relieved of the beast’s grip.  "It is Sarah!" he concluded 
between grunts.  Once he had gotten free of Ludo’s grasp on 
him he exclaimed, "Look Sir Didymus! It’s Sarah!" 

Sarah’s face brightened up and she bent forward.  "Guys? 
I’m so glad you’re okay!" 

Sir Didymus rushed to mirror. He shoved the others out 
of the way so he could get a look. "Fair maiden! We were 
about to come to your rescue!" 
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Ludo spread out his arms and called out her name with 
simple affection. "Sarah!"  He then tried to hug her, but 
bumped into the mirror instead. Sarah covered her mouth in 
order to suppress a giggle, but quickly stopped her gaiety. 
Her expression became sober.  "Look, we don’t have much 
time. A goblin is coming down there with a club.  And 
goodness knows what else.  We have to get out now."  She 
looked up at the ceiling thoughtfully.  "Let’s see� I think I 
have an idea." 

*  *  * 

The goblin came rushing back, club in hand. He entered 
the throne room at a sprint and bowed before his king. 

"Your majesty, the beast has stopped howling," he said 
breathlessly. 

"I can hear that, you fool!" 
Jareth got out of his seat and calmly approached the 

goblin. He put his finger on the club. "What is this for?" he 
asked with false kindness and curiosity 

"Why, to silence the beast, your majesty," the goblin 
said, his voice beginning to tremble. 

Jareth’s face darkened suddenly.  "You stupid fool!"  He  
hit the goblin with the back of his hand. With a cry, the 
goblin went reeling to the floor. 

"You � you said to silence him your majesty. You said �" 
"I know what I said, you ignoramus! I said silence him, 

not kill him! If he hadn’t stopped howling before you got 
there �"  Jareth raised his hand, threatening to hit the 
cowering goblin again, but decided that it wasn’t worth the 
effort.  He bit back his anger and focused it into energy. 
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As he lowered his arm, he walked over to his mirror 
silently.  He would just see what was going on in Sarah’s 
chambers, just in case� 

And was surprised when the mirror did not respond. 
"She’s using the mirror," he whispered to himself, his 

entire body beginning to tense. 
The goblin got up and asked meekly, "What was that 

your majesty?" 
Jareth turned around swiftly, his eyes smoldering with 

anger, "I said that she�s using the mirror! Go and get all of the 
best guards and take them here! Go now!" 

The goblin scuttled off with amazing speed into the 
hallway that led to both the front doors as well as the 
sleeping quarters of the guards. 

Jareth had underestimated her. How had she learned to 
use the mirror on her own? 

He had misjudged her twice in one day.  Two mere 
pawns may have been lost, but at the loss of protection for 
the king.  Jareth swivelled about, his silken robes fluttering 
about him as he left the room.  He would have to turn the 
loss into a gambit. 

The game was afoot. 

*  *  * 

Sarah looked around the room she was occupying. The 
walls were made of rocks that had been plastered together 
with some sort of crude mortar. They were made of rocks, 
nonetheless. 

Ludo had made friends with rocks, somehow, long ago.  
One call for help, and they would come to his rescue in 
whatever way they could.  They had done so twice in Sarah’s 
adventures with him, and, once again, Sarah intended to put 
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their services to use. "Ludo, that dungeon is made of rocks, 
isn’t it?" 

Sir Didymus brightened up and his tail became a streak 
of red as it oscillated.  "Rocks! You’re brilliant, fair lady! My 
brother Ludo can call the rocks!" 

Sarah’s expression remained thoughtful. "Is there 
anything that you can hide underneath? Just so you don’t get 
crushed by the rocks?" 

Hoggle looked around and replied, "Just these beds. But 
Ludo wouldn’t fit." 

"Oh, he just needs to hold it over his head. You can 
handle it, can’t you Ludo?" 

Ludo nodded his head, his long, shaggy hair lashing 
Hoggle in the face. Hoggle slapped Ludo across the head 
and worked with exaggerated motions to get the pieces of 
hair out of his mouth. 

"Okay, Ludo, call the rocks to come down in my room, 
also. Let’s see if I can get out of doing Jareth any favors." 

Sir Didymus cocked his head to the side and looked 
confused. "Favors, milady? I do not quite understand." 

Sarah shook her head as she replied, "I don’t either."  
She explained no further, but immediately jumped back to 
the most immediate problem of escape.  "Okay, we’d better 
do this before the guards come to take me to dinner. You 
guys ready? I won’t be able to control the mirror anymore, so 
you’re on your own. I’ll meet you in the throne room."  She 
made a quick note of her surroundings and gained 
composure of herself.  "Well," she said as she slowly faced 
the mirror again, "let’s go." 

The image in the mirror disappeared as her friends 
began to hide under the beds. Sarah did the same. As she 
waited, she admired the stained glass window. She wondered 
again about the beautiful plateaus, and almost regretted the 
window’s imminent destiny. 
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Ludo’s howl echoed throughout the castle. Sarah saw the 
rocks begin to come down around her. She watched in 
silence as the beautiful stained glass window came crashing 
down with the wall, the sound of glass breaking ringing in 
her ears, and the rumbling of the rocks causing her heart to 
pound faster. The rocks crumbled and destroyed all in their 
path.  The dresser was covered, the floor was covered, every 
square inch was covered with rocks. When she heard the last 
rocks fall, she climbed around underneath the bed in order to 
find an opening through which to climb out.  She picked her 
way carefully over the fallen rocks and headed in the 
direction of the now nonexistent doorway, the dusty 
moonlight glowing upon her skin.  She looked behind her at 
the gaping hole in the wall, which was framed by shards of 
colored glass. 

She gasped.  It was almost as if the glass had not fallen.  
There, to her amazement, was the real-life image of the 
forest, the Labyrinth, the mountains, and the plateaus.  The 
exaggerations were not there as they had been in the stained 
glass window, but, in the distance, there stood a large 
plateau, the white moon above it instead of a brash sun, 
placing bluish shadows across the mountains and forest 
below. 

She stopped in her gawking and forced herself to make 
her way toward the hallway.  As she passed by the 
rock-covered dresser, she saw the mirror, undaunted and 
glistening in the dim, smoky light. 

She ran down the dimly lit corridor. It went on and on 
for about a couple of minutes, straight ahead, and then 
turned left and right. Sarah tried, without success, to 
remember as much as she could about the way the goblins 
had led her.  She stopped at the end and was about to try 
and decide which way to go, when she saw a very large guard 
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coming from each end, both charging toward her, and each 
possessing a club. 

"This should be easy enough," she whispered to herself 
with a smirk. 

They continued to charge at a steady pace. When they 
were within five feet of her, she stepped back into the 
corridor she had come from and got out of their path. They 
ran into each other and knocked each other out with the 
impact. They moaned in agony and continued to lay 
sprawled on top of each other, obviously in too much pain to 
get up. She pulled her dress up and jumped over them. 

"Sweet dreams, fellas," she exclaimed as she took the 
right-hand corridor. 

*  *  * 

Hoggle and his group had traveled throughout the castle 
and hadn’t spotted a Goblin Guard yet. There was the one 
that had been standing in front of their dungeon, but he was 
crushed by the rocks. Ludo had tried to help the goblin out, 
and Hoggle had  tried to explain to the beast that the 
creature was an enemy and wasn’t worth helping. He only 
had a matter of seconds in which to do it. He finally had 
successfully dragged Ludo from the site and throughout the 
winding corridors of the castle. 

They finally came upon a room with a table in the 
center. Hoggle knew his way about the castle fairly well, and 
this room was the nearest access to the hallway that lead to 
the throne room.  A group of three Goblin Guards were 
eating at the table, gobbling up mouthfuls of meat greedily. 
Hoggle held his arm out to block the others from going into 
the room. He put his finger to his lips to indicate silence. 
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After surveying the room carefully, he saw the door he 
was looking for at the opposite side of the circular room. 

"I’m not sure what we should do now. We needs to get 
past them," Hoggle whispered to the others.  

Sir Didymus straightened up and prepared to charge. 
"We fight, of course!" he exclaimed in a loud whisper. 

"Shh!" Hoggle exclaimed.  He paused thoughtfully 
before finally saying, "Wait here a minute. I have an idea." 

"Where are you going?!" Sir Didymus asked excitedly. 
"You’ll see," Hoggle replied. 
Hoggle crept up behind one of the guards. He waited 

until the goblin with the big nose had turned his head to face 
the goblin with the tangled hair, then the dwarf whispered 
into the former goblin’s ear. 

"You’re ugly!" he exclaimed, trying to hide the pitch of 
his own voice, then silently slipping back into the doorway. 
It had worked! The goblin thought that his neighboring 
mate had said it. The first goblin stood up out of his seat and 
cried, "I’m ugly?! You’re uglier than your mother!" 

The shaggy-haired one bolted out of his chair  when he 
heard this. "My mother isn’t ugly! Compared to you she’s 
beautiful!" 

Big-nose started wagging his chicken thigh furiously at 
the second goblin. "Oh really?!"  With that he stopped his 
threatening waggle of the chicken thigh and he hit the 
second goblin on the head with the piece of meat. 

The third goblin, who was a putrid green color, looked 
up from his plate and said,"Would you two be quiet? I can’t 
eat with all of this noise." 

He focused his attention back on his food. Hoggle 
prodded Sir Didymus, and without further ado, Sir Didymus 
snuck up behind the third goblin and whacked him on the 
head. With the greatest speed, Sir Didymus rushed back into 
hiding. 
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The muck-colored goblin rose from his seat and 
lectured,"That wasn’t necessary! I just said to be quiet!" 

With a clumsy swoop, he grabbed his plate and hit the 
second guard on the head with it. His victim obviously felt 
that he hadn’t deserved the beating and demanded,"What 
was that for?!" 

They all began kicking and shoving, and finally ended 
up in a brawl on the stone floor. Hoggle and his companions 
saw their chance, and snuck by the oblivious guards to exit 
the room through the opposite door. 

Hoggle could feel the tide turning. 

*  *  * 

Sarah had been running through the winding corridors 
for what had seemed like hours. She hadn’t the slightest 
notion where she was going. For all she knew, she could be 
heading back into the direction of her cell/bedroom. Jareth 
had been wise in blinding her during the trip to her room. It 
had proven very effective. 

 She came upon her first dead end. She saw herself in 
the mirror at the end. She needed a second to find her 
bearings. As she did so, she noticed the magical effect the 
dress created. It was if someone had taken her childhood 
fantasies of being Cinderella and turned them into reality for 
her. The sad thing was that she was too old to enjoy them 
now. 

She had just decided to go back the way she came when 
she noticed something strange about the mirror. She moved 
her arm; about a second too late, her image duplicated the 
move. Sarah waved her hand about again. There was still a 
delayed reaction in the mirror. It was as if Sarah’s image 
were mocking her.  Upon closer examination, she found that 
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her observation had been true. She moved her hand for the 
last time. There had indeed been a pause. 

Sarah put her finger to the mirror and touched it. The 
glass seemed to quiver around her finger. She tried to push 
her finger through the glass. It began to go through with 
little resistance; ripples oscillated from around her finger as 
she pushed through the liquid glass.  Once she had reached 
the other side of the magical looking-glass, she discovered 
with relief that she had made it to her destination.  She was 
on the other side of the oval mirror that resided in the 
throne room. 

As soon as she had finished pulling herself through the 
mirror, she saw her friends making their way from the hall to 
the left of the throne and into the room. 

"You made it!"  Sarah was tense with the excitement of 
the situation, and was suddenly awed that they had gotten as 
far as they had without hindrance.  "Let’s get out of here!" 
she exclaimed to her companions as she made hasty steps 
down the hall that led out of the throne room and into the 
main hall.  She wanted a great deal to stop and embrace her 
friends, but she reminded herself that now was a time for 
escape. 

"Glad to oblige," Hoggle replied sardonically. 
They all made their way to the large door at the south 

end of the hall. Sarah’s spirits flew. She was reunited with 
her friends and she was about to escape Jareth’s clutches. She 
had never felt more relieved than she did at the moment. 

Putting all of their strength into it, the group of friends 
began to push the tremendous doors open. Her heart sank, 
the more the door opened. The companions stopped midway 
in their work when they saw what had come of their efforts. 
They made careful backward steps to the center of the room.  
The object that had taken them all of their strength to open, 
swung open by itself with a colossal swish then thud! On the 
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other side of the entryway stood Jareth� leading a large 
group of goblin guards. 

The group moved forward slowly with Jareth, driving 
Sarah and her comrades back into the throne room with 
every step. Sarah felt a sudden sweep of defeat and sadness 
come over her. Their noble attempt to escape had failed. 

A spear tip stopped her backward travels. She turned 
around to see another group of Goblin Guards that had 
covered the group at the rear. She turned back to look at 
Jareth and his group; her face became pallid and drawn. She 
had underrated him; he understood her thoughts more than 
she did his. 

His eyebrows curved inward and a frown tugged slightly 
at his lips. "I warned you Sarah," Jareth commented in a 
calm and frightening tone. "We’re playing by my rules this 
time. When you break the rules, you pay the price." 

Sarah knew that his calmness was only for show. The 
pupils of his eyes flashed blue and he moved his hand in a 
throwing motion. Sarah followed the movement with her 
eyes, and saw that he had directed it toward Sir Didymus, or 
the spot that Sir Didymus had formerly occupied.  Once she 
realized her friend was not there, she looked frantically all 
about her to see where he had gone to, yet he was nowhere 
to be seen. 

"No!" Sarah called out wildly as she faced Jareth, a snarl 
making its way across her countenance.  "Where is he?" 

He came closer to her and replied, an arrogant smirk on 
his face, "Why, with you, of course."  He then pulled the 
necklace closer to her face so she could see the silver charm 
that now hung from it.  It was an intricate sculpture of Sir 
Didymus atop Ambrosius; he looked like he was preparing 
to attack.  Sarah could feel the blood rushing to her face. If 
the goblin hadn’t been holding her by her wrists, she would 
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have hit the pale-faced man that stood before her.  "What 
about our deal?" she demanded. 

 "You were the first to break the deal," he answered, "and 
now we’re even. Don’t worry," he added as he walked toward 
his throne. "After you do my favor, I’ll consider changing 
him back." 

She turned her face away from his direction; the sight of 
him sickened her. A proclamation of her hatred fell from her 
lips without vocalization.  A dual desire resided within her; 
one wished him to know how much she despised him, while 
another was afraid of his reaction to her feelings. 

Whatever she wished, he had heard her bitter remark. 
He let out a ground shaking and terrifying scream. Sarah 

felt her eyes widen with fear.  He has gone insane! she thought 
as she became transfixed by his blazing eyes.  What is 
different? she asked herself at the sight of Jareth’s new 
behavior.  It is the eyes� the blue fire that lives in them� like his 
very soul is on fire and is desperate to escape. 

All of a sudden, Sarah no longer felt Ludo’s 
shaggy-haired body brushing up against her. She looked to 
find him gone. She looked everywhere, but he was nowhere 
in sight. She took a glance at her necklace and found a new 
metal charm dangling from the chain. It was Ludo.  

"I tire of your insolence!" Jareth yelled as he turned around 
to face her.  He walked closer to her until his face and its 
burning eyes were only a few inches away from touching her 
own warming skin. She turned her head away. Strength 
enough to look him in the eyes did not reside within her.  
She could not face the demon that lurked within; it shook 
her cold. 

"After all I have done for you, you should be kissing the 
ground I walk on," he whispered to her in a deathly tone. 

 
"Look at me!" he commanded. 
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She would not look and it drove him crazy. He grabbed 
her by the chin and made her face him. He would not let her 
think that she would thwart his complaints so easily. The 
depth-less pools of his irises bore into her eyes as she 
mustered the strength to look into their waters. 

Both of them flinched, but only Sarah turned away.  Her 
hatred for him was overwhelming; it pulsated in the blood 
that reddened her normally fair face.  He could feel her skin 
prickle beneath his fingers as she began to shiver.  She was 
afraid.  Good, he thought.  You should fear me.  You will fear 
me thoroughly when it is all over.  He released her chin 
roughly and she tensed like an animal preparing to pounce.  
A cold stare formed on the Goblin King’s face as he waited 
for her to make a move, but she remained stationary; her 
body only shivered more violently, her down-turned face 
mirroring anger and fear. Yes, he began to think doubtfully, I 
expected her to be frightened and angry� But not to such a degree.  
Why is she shaking so? 

Jareth felt a warmth sweep through him, and it was only 
by the power of this warmth that he was able to realize how 
chilled he had been before.  He stepped back to re-examine 
the situation and suddenly felt pity for Sarah; it did not take 
a conscious effort for him to wish that she could pity him, as 
well.  She seemed to gain the strength to look up at him, her 
eyes widening somewhat in surprise.  After this initial 
glance, she stood up to her full height and returned his 
intent stare, hers hardening just as his had begun to soften.  
It appeared that she was analyzing him, confused, just as 
everyone else was, about the purpose of his silence. 

Let’s just see what she has to say, thought Jareth a bit 
sarcastically. 

She began to move her lips to speak, but hesitated.  Her 
mouth quivered a few times before she finally demanded, 
"Why don’t you say something?"  When he only responded 
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with the same penetrating stare she said, "So, you say you 
have turned the world upside-down for me?  What have you 
done for me?  You changed the hours of the clock once so 
that I could have more time to get back the little brother you 
kidnaped.  You plucked away my memories one-by-one� to 
weaken me?  I don’t know your purpose.  You gave me a 
necklace so that you could flaunt the capture of my friends, 
so that you could have a collar as a symbol of your control.  
You gave me a dress that reminds me of the time in which I 
was most vulnerable to you.  And I ask you again, What have 
you done for me?  You have done so much for me that the 
mere thought of you�"  She stopped in mid-sentence. 

His remorse dissolved away with the return of the cold; 
his curiosity had been satiated. He was done with listening, 
and she was now done with talking.  He would not tolerate 
her attitude anymore, and he would make it clear that his 
toleration had now come to an end. 

Jareth finally turned around and calmly returned, "You 
are wise to keep your remaining feelings to yourself.  I do not 
care how you feel about me, but you should care about how 
it appears you feel about me�You have one friend left. You 
do not want to tempt me to turn him into metal, also." 

*** 
She knew he wasn’t just threatening her. He was stating 

fact.  If there was anything she could count on Jareth for, it 
was for him to carry through with his threats.  She feared for 
her friends more than anything, but she also feared for 
herself.  If she angered him enough, he would not only 
imprison all of her friends in the pewter forms, but he would 
do the same to her; she would be a silent reminder of his 
power.  An unpleasant image flew swiftly through her mind 
of dangling from his neck, seeing everything around Jareth, 
but not being able to give a counterattack when he rose her 
charm to his face to taunt it.  He had brought her here 
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against her will, and she had thought it unlikely before. She 
no longer took him or his present for granted.  He was 
capable of anything. 

His face lit up as if nothing had happened.  "Now, are 
you ready for dinner?" he asked with a smile. 

Sarah continued to glower. She did not have to smile if 
she did not wish; he couldn’t do anything to her for that. "I 
guess I have no choice," she replied. 

"You can be sensible when properly persuaded," he 
declared as he approached her. 

With that, he looped his arm around hers and escorted 
her to the dining room. 



Judith Agrathea 

96 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

97 

Chapter  XIII 

Jareth led her down the hallway at a quick pace.  His 
mouth did not move in speech; only the sharp click-clack of 
his boots gave any sound to indicate his mood.  Sarah was of 
an equal silence, but her expression spoke adequately for her.  
The Goblin King had glanced once at her down-turned 
mouth and wondered why it was he did not feel overjoyed 
that Sarah had realized the imaginary leash he had created 
for her.  Out of the corner of his eye he watched her; her 
eyes stared straight ahead, her face indicating to him that she 
had stopped thinking about the situation entirely so that she 
might focus her anger.  She was lovelier in the dress now 
than she had been five years ago; her anger caused her 
loveliness to flow over into a very definite beauty.  He came 
closer to her side and tightened his grip about her arm as 
they walked.  She gave a startled look up at him, then 
examined her arm.  His eyes glowed blue as he tossed her a 
mocking grin.  The slender curls about her face fluttered at 
the sudden strength of her breath, her eyes becoming wide, 
as if she were thinking that he would perform a malicious act 
of passion on her youthful body.  He bent his had back and 
laughed at her foolishness, his laughter frightening her more 
so than his stare, and causing her body to tense visibly. 

"Come now, Sarah, you do not think me to be that 
wicked, do you?" he teased.  "As if I would make wanton use 
of you, in front of a cheering horde of goblins?" 

"I�"  She seemed at a loss for words, her anger returning 
in place of her surprise.  "I don’t know what you’d do." 

He turned his face forward, his expression sobering for 
his next statement.  "Of course I wouldn’t.  I would take you 
to my chambers for that." 
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She looked up at him suddenly, wonder and fear dancing 
in her eyes.  He did not acknowledge her frightened stare or 
change his expression, so she faced forward, her angry 
countenance taking on a more terrified aspect. 

"Five years since our last encounter," he finally remarked. 
"Quite a long time."  She said nothing in reply.  "You’ve 
noticed that my castle has some new additions?" he asked. 
She still remained mute.  Her silence was a new method of 
rebelling, but it was just as well.  It would help him gauge 
the results of his next question. 

"How did you contact your friends, Sarah?" he asked, 
concealing the extreme curiosity and suspicion in his voice. 

Her eyes widened and she tilted her head.  "Contact 
them?" she eventually replied with caution. "What do you 
mean? They rescued me." 

She was responding to his inquiries. He knew why. 
"They couldn’t have," he deduced. "You came into the 

throne room through a different door than they did."  
"We were separated," she replied coolly.  
He smiled broadly at how easy it was; he could see 

through her like a pool of water.  "You’ve become a good 
liar. But not good enough. Those two passageways don’t 
connect." 

"I don’t have to tell you," she bit out. "I’ll do your favor 
because I have no choice, but that’s the extent of it. My 
responsibility stops there.  And it’s a responsibility I never 
asked to have." 

The problem with a pool of water is that it sometimes 
throws back one’s own image, leaving the inside obscure 
from the viewer looking in.  He was past anger. She was 
cooperating to the degree that he needed.  That was all that 
was important.  "Very well," he declared quietly. 

The absence of force in his statement left Sarah 
surprised and confused.  With the loss of her memories and 
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the constant fluctuation of her emotions, Jareth knew that 
she would soon be powerless to dispute with him.  She 
feared him enough for him to go to the next stage in his 
plan. 

*  *  * 

They finally entered the dining hall. Sarah observed the 
room in bewilderment. She had never seen such anarchy 
before! Goblins were everywhere, either stuffing their faces 
or having food fights. Jareth led her to the far end of the 
table; she stood quietly as he shoved two goblins from his 
and her seat. 

He pulled her chair from under the table and helped her 
to get seated before he did so himself. Obviously trying to 
charm her into doing whatever he liked, she thought; his 
counterfeit hospitality was not misleading her. 

He motioned for one of the goblins to come to him and 
he whispered something into its ear. The goblin left the 
room and came back a few minutes later with two trays. He 
placed one in front of Jareth and the other in front of Sarah. 
Jareth speechlessly began to eat the meal. Sarah did not. She 
continued to glance fixedly at the tray of food. Her body told 
her she was hungry, yet she did not feel like eating.  The 
day’s occurrences still plagued her mind, causing the appetite 
for thought to replace her appetite for food. 

Jareth put down his fork gave her a concerned look; she 
would not fall for his false worry.  "You are going to eat, 
aren’t you?" he asked. 

 
 
"I’m not hungry," she replied in a neutral tone. 
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Jareth watched her from the corner of his eye. She was 
not a child anymore and she did not act as one. She had 
grown up. Mentally and physically. She was obviously aware 
of the real world and had learned to deal with it. He had 
been watching her over the years, but only as if he were 
watching a motion picture. He only caught the most 
important glimpses of her life; he hadn’t often thought of 
her as a living person. The only time he regarded her as 
being human was when he remembered the way she had 
been in the past; that was the only version of Sarah he knew 
how to relate to. Now she was aware of his deceitfulness and 
caught on to his tactics, but she was also obviously not fully 
aware of them, or she would have been gone with her friends 
by now. He had to learn to relate to the Sarah of the present 
and put it to his own uses. He would find her new faults; he 
was already beginning to get an idea of what one of them 
was. 

"Are you sure you don’t want anything?" he asked again. 
"Dessert maybe�" 

She cut him off.  "No. Thank you," she replied softly. 
 
 
Her former depression came over her as she looked at 

the necklace. She might die on the journey, whatever it was. 
If she did, her friends would be stuck as charms forever.  

"What are you thinking about, Sarah?" Jareth asked 
warmly. 

Sarah clenched her jaw and replied, "Nothing important. 
May I be excused?" 

"You can’t escape. There are guards posted�" 
She cut him off. "You must be quite afraid that I’ll 

escape," she said quietly, almost to herself. 
Without another word, she got up from her seat and 

walked quickly out of the room. It makes me wonder who has 
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the most control here? she thought to herself as she made her 
way to the throne room. 

*  *  * 

He was tempted to scold her for her remark, but she had 
said it quietly and timidly, and it meant she was slowly 
breaking away. She was finally doing as he had hoped she 
would, so he had no complaints. If that was so, why did he 
feel a slight tinge of guilt deep down? 

"Hoggle! Come here!" he cried.  Two goblins entered the 
room, holding the dwarf by the collar. 

"Y-yes, your majesty?" Hoggle replied timidly. 
"Bring some rolls and refreshment to Sarah. See if you 

can persuade her to eat," Jareth commanded forcefully. 
"Yes, your majesty," Hoggle answered as he took the 

rolls and wine glass and started to leave the chaotic room. 
"And, Hoggle," Jareth called after him. 
The dwarf turned around, his body tensing.  Jareth’s 

expression softened and he quietly said, "Talk to her." 
Hoggle’s expression changed to one of confusion and 

shock, yet he obediently replied that he would. 

*  *  * 

Sarah had found her way to the balcony, a small area 
that outcropped from the throne room. She had just begun 
to appreciate the view when she heard the sound of 
footsteps. They could not have been Jareth’s, for they were 
soft and closely spaced. It was most likely a goblin in that 
case; she hadn’t much interest in anything that moment, 
least of all goblins. Neither did she have the curiosity to find 
out if her conclusion was correct. 
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She leaned on the banister and bolted upright when the 
footsteps stopped right behind her. 

"Sarah?"  The voice was familiar and comforting. 
"Hoggle! How did you escape?!" she exclaimed quietly as 

she turned to face her friend. 
"I didn’t," he replied. "Jareth sent me." 
Her eyes moved to the wine and bread in his hands. 

"Oh, he did, did he?" she said with lack of enthusiasm.  She 
turned around and leaned on the banister again, the 
incoming breeze blowing her hair away from her pallid face.  
The underground spread out before her, the pale moon 
highlighting the tops of the Labyrinth walls.  It was there 
that Sarah had met all of her companions; it was also where 
Jareth had sent Hoggle to thwart her once before.  Now, 
Hoggle was no longer the King’s ensign, for he had gained 
the courage required to listen to his conscience and betray 
the evil Jareth, but Sarah could not help but think of how 
much he resembled his former self.  Hoggle eased to her side 
and looked up at Sarah’s drawn face; Sarah saw out of the 
corner of her eye that Hoggle’s frown had deepened. 

He lowered his eyes and spoke.  "Sarah, I know’s that 
you’re thinkin’ what the resta them was thinkin’ whiles we 
were in Jareth’s dungeon.  I’m still scared’a Jareth; I admit to 
that.  But I ain’t his slave no more.  If I thought doin’ 
somethin’, anything, would help get you outta this mess, you 
know I’d do it in a heartbeat, missy.  I don’t wanna be turned 
into nothin’, but I value your safety more’n my own.  I’ve 
been missin’ yer company, but I’m sorry it had ta happen 
under these conditions." 

Sarah looked at him; his appearance was pitiful, but she 
loved him anyway.  "Oh, Hoggle, I’m sorry, too.  I didn’t 
think you were involved with Jareth anymore, but I apologize 
for thinking anything like that.  I know you’d do anything 
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for me� because I feel the same way about you."  She bent 
down on one knee and went to hug the dwarf. 

"You’ve got to eat something, Sarah," Hoggle remarked 
quietly. "You prob’ly haven’t eaten since you got here." 

"I haven’t eaten since� however long ago it was I left." 
Sarah remarked. 

"Then you must be hungry," Hoggle concluded.  Her 
stomach began to churn as soon as he finished his remark. 
She slowly turned around. 

"I suppose I am hungry. I’ll take the food." 
Sarah noticed that some of the strain had disappeared 

from Hoggle’s face, yet some remained. This ordeal wasn’t 
any easier on him than it was on her. 

She accepted the food and took a bite of the bread; she 
chewed the dinner roll slowly and swallowed. Anything 
would have tasted good to her at that moment. 

It began to strike her as odd that Jareth would allow her 
friend to bring her some food. A lot about Jareth’s attitude 
seemed odd, now that she thought of it. It was something 
more than insanity. She couldn’t quite place her finger on it, 
but there was something going on inside of him.  Were his 
rapidly changing emotions part of his plan, or were his 
emotions so totally out of his own control? 

"Whose idea was it, Hoggle?" 
"Whose idea was what?" he asked. 
"I mean, whose idea was it to bring this food to me?" 
"It wadn’t mine, not that I wouldn’t of if I had the 

chance, but I’as afraid Jareth’d pounce on me ’n’ chew me up 
if I’d-a opened my mouth-" 

"I understand, Hoggle," she interrupted, "but whose idea 
was it?"  Sarah could see that Hoggle felt embarrassed for 
not offering to bring her food himself. 

He swallowed and replied, "Jareth’s."  Her brow 
furrowed. Things continued to mystify her more and more. 
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"Jareth’s?" she asked.  "Why would he want to bring me 
anything? What exactly did he say to you, Hoggle?" 

"He says to me,‘Hoggle! Come ’ere!’ So I come and he 
says to me,  ‘Bring some food to Sarah. Sees if you can get her to 
eat.’ So I get the food and starts out of the room and he calls 
my name again. I turn around and he says, all 
concerned-like,‘Talk to her.’ I tell you, it gave me the creeps." 

"Why would he be concerned?" Sarah asked herself. 
"My sentiments exactly," Hoggle replied. 
Sarah went over the question many times before she 

came up with a viable explanation.  "He’s probably putting 
on an act," she said after awhile.  "He’s all concern and I’m 
supposed to be all putty in his hands. He must be insane if 
he thinks I’m stupid enough to fall for it. He can do a better 
con-job than that." 

"You’re prob’ly right," Hoggle remarked.  
"Look� do me a favor. Before you go back to him, get a 

new glass of wine and rolls," Sarah said. 
"What good would it do? He’s already got you booked 

on errands of his for no less than a week. It’d be a-" 
"You don’t understand," Sarah interjected.  "Whatever 

he has me here to do, I’m doing because my friends are at 
stake, not because I’m afraid of him. Don’t you see? I have to 
use every chance I have to let him know that he can’t make 
me back down. Do you understand now?" 

"No, but-" 
"That’s okay. You don’t really need to understand. I 

can’t explain it. Just do as I ask. I know I’m doing the right 
thing. I just can’t go so far that he turns you into a metal 
charm, also, because of my actions."  Hoggle gulped at this 
last remark.  "Don’t worry," she reassured, "I’ll be careful." 

An awkward silence followed. Somehow, Sarah felt she 
wouldn’t see Hoggle again for a long time. Her spirits 
dropped to an even lower level than they had already been, 
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and her heart ached over all the things that she would have 
to face over the next few days.  If only she and Hoggle could 
escape�  

She gave a glance over the edge of the banister. The 
distance it was to the ground seemed to get larger a few 
seconds after she began thinking of jumping off of the ledge 
and running away.  Jareth must have put a control 
mechanism in her head so that any chance she had of escape 
would be thwarted. She knew the distance it was to the 
ground wasn’t that far � that it was only an illusion � but she 
didn’t have the courage to jump.  Anyhow, she couldn’t leave 
Hoggle here. 

She thought of the trip to her room and how she had 
been blind the entire time. This was no different.  The 
height began to make her dizzy and she stepped back into 
the throne room. 

"You’d better go, Hoggle, before Jareth gets suspicious. 
Don’t forget to do what I asked." 

"I won’t. Um�take care of yourself, Sarah." 
Sarah began to smile in spite of herself.  "You too."  She 

happily watched as Hoggle waddled his way back into the 
dining room. 

She took a small sip of her wine as she thoughtfully 
walked about the throne room. Everything was so 
overwhelmingly different. The splendor of his castle was 
much more now than it had been when she last came.  
Either Jareth’s tastes had changed, or he was decorating for a 
special event.  Perhaps she was a part of that special event; 
God, she hated the idea of being a major part in any plan of 
his.  Why had she ever willingly asked him to come to her 
those four years ago? 

A door slammed down the hall, startling Sarah and 
causing her to drop the glass of wine.  Unharmed, the 
glistening glass of wine continued to trickle its contents in an 
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enlarging pool on the floor.  Sarah worried over the mess she 
had made, but soon replaced her worry with wonder when 
the wine did not stop flowing.  Just as she bent over to pick 
it up, a female goblin began shuffling across the room with a 
basket of dirty laundry.  Sarah glanced up at the goblin, her 
eyes wide with fear.  The goblin would surely run 
immediately to her king to disclose the knowledge that 
Sarah had once again foiled his plan.  Sarah did her best to 
mock innocence. 

"Oooh, great sky, that ’tis a mess, ain’t it?" cried the 
goblin, cheerfully.  She put down the basket beside Sarah 
and declared,"Well, dearest, looks like’n you’ll need some 
help to clean’t up."  She grabbed some of the filthy clothes 
and helped to mop up the pool with one hand, while 
hurriedly picking up the glass with the other.  Sarah had 
noticed her quick motion when returning the glass to its 
upright state, and was suddenly troubled by the goblin 
woman’s overweening kindness. 

"Thank you," Sarah finally managed to get out.  "I’ve 
been on edge." 

The goblin woman looked up at Sarah with a sincerely  
worried expression. "I know y’have, dearest, I know y’have." 

Confusion took over Sarah’s countenance; she had never 
known any goblin to be so gracious.  "Here, let me help 
you," she said as she picked up one of the garments and 
began to clean.  "I-I can’t believe I wasted a whole glass of 
such good wine." 

 The goblin continued to look down at her work as she 
mumbled, "Lass, don’t’cha be drinkin’ anymore o’that stuff." 

Sarah caught on to the woman’s effort to hide her speech 
and continued cleaning just as she was.  "It’s enchanted, isn’t 
it?" she whispered. 

"Ay, ’tis," the woman replied.  
"How so?" prodded Sarah. 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

107 

"I d’not know, dearest; you’d know better than I."  Once 
the job was finally through, the woman declared in a loud 
voice, "Well, I’d be guessin’ that’ll do the trick." 

Sarah picked up the wine glass and rose to her feet.  
"Thank you,ma’am, I really appreciate your help." 

"T’was nothin’, I assure you.  Take care."  The woman 
winked her eye and began to walk off. 

Sarah watched her travels, grateful for the help she had 
offered.  After she was finally gone, Sarah, knowing Jareth 
was probably watching, stole a casual glance at the wine 
glass.  It was no longer full; she was somewhat surprised at 
this occurrence, but soon realized that, if Jareth was 
watching, he would cover his tracks as best as possible. 

Her mind wandered to the enchantment of the wine; she 
was sure that it contained a spell that would draw her 
memories, or make her speak her thoughts at his will.  Her 
mind was what it seemed he wished to control. 

If only she could beat him at his own game. 

*  *  * 

Jareth had been watching Sarah vigilantly; he knew she 
was coming back to the dining hall.  He put away his crystals 
and awaited her arrival while he sat in the chair at the head 
of the table, his fingers touching in a thoughtful manner. 

The room was finally empty of the goblins and the mess 
they had created while eating their meal, giving silent way to 
the echoing footsteps of the timid, approaching Sarah.  She 
looked uncertain in her journey and  beautiful in her 
uncertainty.  Her glittering gown reminded him of past days; 
he wished he might have a second chance to dance with her.  
Unfortunately, the wine that would have allowed him some 
brief measure of control over her had been spilled, destroying 
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any pleasant possibilities.  He almost regretted that she 
would only be able to allow him closeness with her through 
his own manipulation. 

"Did you change your mind about dinner?" Jareth asked, 
his face expressionless.  The fingers of each of his hands 
closed about each other and he rested his chin on them. 

"I, uh, I spilled the wine," Sarah replied, proffering the 
empty wine glass.  "A goblin helped me to clean it up." 

She seemed more timid, yet less terrified around him; he 
didn’t know what to make about her change in demeanor.  
He took the glass from her.  "It is no matter.  I can provide 
you with more, if you should like." 

Sarah gazed at him with wide eyes for a moment before 
looking down at the floor.  "I am hungry.  I should like 
something to eat�" 

"Oh, so you are no longer feeling rebellious on the topic 
of dinner? Not planning to waste any more of my pantry�s 
fine meals, I hope.�  He looked at her knowingly and stood 
up. �Very well," Jareth began as he motioned toward a goblin 
sitting in the kitchen’s doorway, "I can provide you with any 
dish �" 

"But I would like to eat it in my chambers, if it’s all the 
same." 

Jareth stopped cold.  There was the rebellion again, yet 
in another of its ugly forms.  She would try to ingratiate 
herself through an appearance of fear, all the while planning 
away in that pretty head of hers. 

"It is not all the same," he replied icily, his mouth curving 
into a frown.  "You seem to ignore my warnings, Sarah."  He 
rose from his seat and stared into her eyes.  "Do you truly 
wish to eat in your chambers?" 

Sarah looked at him with confusion a moment.  Her 
eyes wandered the room, as if she were lost.  Finally, she 
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straightened and replied, "Yes, I do.  I see nothing wrong in 
that wish." 

The room was silent for only a few moments; Hoggle’s 
soft footsteps echoed in the hall as he approached the two 
rivals.  Sarah’s eyes widened in a sudden realization.  A 
fleeting grin passed across Jareth’s face.  Hoggle looked up at 
the two, and, upon noticing Jareth’s expression and the 
terror it seemed to invoke in Sarah, he stopped and 
grimaced. 

Jareth began to wave his hand toward Hoggle, but did 
not finish his spell, for Sarah grabbed his wrist, thus 
preventing him from taking her remaining friend away.  He 
looked at her with mild surprise in spite of the extreme 
shock that suddenly shook through his frame.  Her own fair 
face was frozen into a mixture of extreme anger and fear.  
For a split second he thought that he might be the servant 
and she the true queen of the kingdom.  His flesh pricked 
with the feeling of her nails unconsciously digging into his 
soft, pale skin.  A doubt zipped along his spine and into his 
mind, causing his reaction to her bold action to be delayed.  
But not for long. 

"You are correct, Jareth," she finally said with a sudden 
composure in her stance, glaring coldly into his eyes.  "I see 
nothing." 

With a sudden surge of violent anger, Jareth ripped his 
hand from her surprisingly strong grasp; his force was so 
strong that it sent her reeling to the floor, landing on her 
backside.  Amazement encompassed her countenance as he 
deliberately spat, "You will learn."  The blue fire raged in his 
pupils.  It surged and pulsated with his breathing.  It shook 
his entire frame to an eerie tune. 

Hoggle was shaking frantically by now.  He looked at 
Sarah; she seemed held captive by Jareth’s stare, just as Jareth 
seemed engulfed in subduing her.  The dwarf’s brow 
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wrinkled for a moment before he finally made a mad dash 
out of the room.  Jareth’s attention suddenly went to the 
retreating Hoggle; he threw his hand toward the dwarf 
swiftly and silently.  Sarah pleaded that the Goblin King 
cease, to no avail.  Hoggle’s running figure had been replaced 
by the very air; only a metal charm remained to remind 
Sarah of his existence. 

Sarah rose to her feet.  Jareth stood as menacing as ever, 
seeming unshaken by the entire ordeal.  He stepped slowly 
toward her, taking advantage of every tool of fear that he 
possessed. 

She remained unaffected by his intimidation.  The only 
evidence of weakness she displayed was the unending river of 
silent tears that rolled down her cheeks.  The Goblin King 
inched ever closer toward her, the muscles in his jaw 
tightening in resolution.  Mere centimeters away from her 
face, he stared into her brown eyes, but, try as he might, he 
could not stare her down. 

He raised his hands; her face became more bitter.  
"What are you going to do?" she asked with a spiteful 
grimace.  "Do you plan to hit me?  Do you think that you 
might hurt me more than you have?  Because you couldn’t 
possibly injure me anymore.  You’ve taken all away from me 
that you ever had any power to take away.  I might have lost 
all of my friends, but I’m no longer at your mercy." 

He had not intended the hand motion as a violent 
gesture, and was somewhat taken aback at her interpreting it 
as such.  Instead of acknowledging his surprise, though, he 
replied to her statement.  "On the contrary.  You are now at 
my mercy more than ever, Sarah.  Do you think I have 
wasted all of this time and energy for naught?  Come, now," 
he smiled flirtatiously at her, the blue escaping his pupils and 
the calm demeanor returning.  "You surely do not take me 
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for a fool?  You will wish to return your friends to their 
former states.  And you have only one method of doing so." 

She sighed, as if in capitulation to Death himself.  "I 
have to do your favor." 

He ran a finger against her chin; she pulled back slightly, 
as if it took all of her will power to keep from fighting him.  
"You are brilliant as well as lovely, if not too quick to catch 
on."  He suddenly took hold of her chin and forced her to 
look into his eyes.  "But, do not think for one moment, 
Sarah, that you are more brilliant than I.  I will ultimately 
win the battle." 

Instead of recoiling, Sarah declared, "And do not assume 
that you are superior to me.  I will ultimately win the war." 

 Doubt, confusion, and anger flooded into Jareth like a 
tsunami, defiant to his logic.  Yet, instead of pondering it, he 
succumbed to it, and, with a wave of his hand, Sarah’s eyes 
rolled up into their sockets and she fainted, falling into his 
arms. 

He looked down at her quiet figure as he cradled her in 
his arms.  "Lovely," he mused, "but delusional." 
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Chapter XIV 

The illusion room was a cube shape, each wall possessing 
its own stairway.  Gravity’s laws did not preside here; the 
laws of sheer will were master, as one could stand on any 
stairway on the six walls, and not fall.  Upon one wall was a 
clock, ticking away as a relentless bomb.  Jareth sat 
thoughtfully upon the steps, his arms pivoting about his 
knees.  This was his favorite place for reflection, and there 
was much to be considered. 

"She is human, simple to understand, simple to control," 
he mused quietly.  "If that is so, what is my trouble?" 

A timid knock came from the door to his left, and he bid 
whomever was on the other side to enter.  It was Isabelle, 
holding a chalice of wine.  "I brought you drink, sir, as you 
asked." 

He took the chalice and stared at it a moment.  "Thank 
you, Isabelle.  You may go now." 

She curtsied and made haste out of the room. 
Jareth drank fitfully, then gazed at the clock.  It swam 

before him, unconquerable.  Time always eluded him of 
late� His control was dissipating at an unbelievable pace; 
control over time, over others, over his very self had become 
difficult. 

His gaze shifted to the chalice in his hand.  It was full 
again.  He dropped it, and it hung suspended in the center of 
the room, the fluid it once contained dancing about it in a 
growing river.  With a sweep of his hand it disappeared, but 
the wine’s effects stayed nonetheless. 

Sarah had switched his wine glass with the one he had 
attempted to give her earlier that evening. How she had 
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done it was beyond him.  She must have made the switch 
just before she came to him in the dining hall.  But how� 

Jareth did not know whether to curse or laugh.  He 
began to feel lightheaded, yet somehow completely in 
control of his actions.  It was as if one part of himself had 
been put to sleep due to the wine’s spell, while another part 
was allowed to fully awaken with this partial loss in control.  
In his mind’s eye he pictured a dream, one in which he was 
dancing with Sarah. Sarah must see me for who I truly am, he 
thought, gazing at his hands, as if seeing them for the first 
time.  I do not have much time, and time, for once, is not under 
my control. 

The beautiful, elusive emotion that had once passed over 
him made another appearance.  It stayed, drifted through his 
being like frothy cream in hot cider, melting away and 
dissolving into his being.  He relished the taste, savored it 
like a fine wine, and tried to figure out what this strange 
liquor was.  He suddenly knew that this drink had always 
been with him, but had merely been locked away. 

He looked up and out into the room. 
"I love her," he whispered. "If only she could know." 
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Chapter XV 

Sarah awoke with a splitting headache.  The room did 
somersaults before her eyes, but her vision became clear after 
a few moments.  She found that she was in a new bed and a 
new chamber, one very much like her former bedroom, but 
possessing no stained-glass window.  A nightgown replaced 
the dress she had worn earlier that evening, and she had 
apparently been carefully tucked in for a night’s rest.  
Unfortunately, due to circumstances, sleep eluded her, even 
when she was under a spell for that very purpose. 

She pulled the covers off slowly, and went to the dresser.  
On it laid combs and brushes with inlaid jewels, make-up 
and jewelry boxes, perfume bottles and hairpins.  With a 
reverent gesture, Sarah picked up a silver brush and began to 
comb her hair.  Never before had she felt like such a 
princess� Yet, where was the prince that would sweep her 
off her feet?  Her prince had done nothing but sweep her 
friends away. 

"What is wrong with Jareth?" She posed this question to 
her reflection.  "Five years ago he was menacing, yes, but 
never was he so cruel.  He played with me, and made me go 
through trials, but never once did he raise he voice to me.  
Was he merely controlling himself for the game, or is there 
something different now?"  She almost expected her 
reflection to answer.  It did not. 

She resumed the brushing of her hair, and stopped 
abruptly as she heard the shuffling of goblin feet through the 
hallway.  In her sudden stillness, she became receptive to 
small details.  Daffodil and jonquil perfumes wafted their 
fragrances toward her, and the orange warmth of the hearth 
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swam about her frame.  Suddenly the footsteps stopped as 
the goblin guards at Sarah’s door awoke. 

Hurriedly, Sarah made her way to the door and quietly 
opened the slat to view the activities without.  A young 
goblin female, carrying coals in a dirty and ragged dress, had 
stopped due to the obstructing guards.  Her hair was 
tangled, but pretty, and her face held innocence and 
intelligence within its half goblin, half human features. 

"Hey Isabelle," the first goblin began, "why’nt you stays 
with us and keep us comp’ny?" 

She lowered her head and continued to walk. 
"You don’t need them coals," the other remarked, "come 

warm up wid us." Her pace quickened and her eyes fell to 
her feet. 

The other agreed, "Yeah, why not?"  They caught up 
with her and started playing with her hair. 

"Stop," she commanded timidly. They didn’t stop. She 
halted her travels and shrugged them off. "Leave me alone," 
she demanded more forcefully, yet ineffectually. 

Sarah opened the door with ease and stepped out. She 
rushed to the goblins and grabbed them by the scruff of the 
necks, tossing each against an opposite wall. "She said to 
leave her alone!!" 

One of the goblins got angrily to his feet and pointed an 
emphatic finger at her.  "Hey!! You’re da prisoner!! You can’t 
do that!" 

Sarah grabbed the goblin again and threw him against 
the wall, harder than before. "Pick on somebody your own 
size!" she exclaimed. She looked at Isabelle and rethought 
her statement. "I take that back," she corrected in a quieter 
tone.  "Don’t pick on anyone." 

Sarah looked at the spilled coals. She walked over to 
Isabelle and put her hand on the girl’s shoulder. "You 
alright?" 
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Isabelle nodded her head, her face full of shock and 
admiration. Sarah bent over and picked up some of the coals, 
then waited for Isabelle to pull up the bottom of her dress in 
order to make a cloth basket. Sarah dropped the coals in and 
replaced the remaining ones. 

One of the goblins got a little courageous and pointed a 
shivering, accusing finger at Sarah.  "You’re da one who 
needs to pick on someone yer own size."  Sarah gave him a 
menacing stare and raised her hand, causing the goblin to 
end his pointing and begin to cower.  She shook her head at 
his stupidity and withdrew her threat.  The little monstrosity 
was not worth the effort involved in dealing him a blow.  
Besides, only a true coward would pick on such a sweet little 
girl. 

The goblins got up from the ground with effort. This 
time the other goblin dared to talk back to Sarah. Isabelle 
found protection within the doorway of Sarah’s room. 

"I’m going to get the Goblin King," the goblin stated 
with a forceful point in Sarah’s direction before it stomped 
off angrily down the hall. 

That would be my luck, Sarah thought spitefully as she 
continued to assist Isabelle. Yet, she would not forbid that he 
bring the Goblin King, because, for some reason, she hoped 
that he would come.  Perhaps it was her curiosity over his 
reaction to this incident, or her deep need to prove to him 
that his intimidation would no longer control her. 

The goblin had made it halfway down the hall, and was 
yelling, "Yeah, yer in trouble, I’m gettin’ the Goblin King!" 
when Jareth appeared suddenly out of nowhere, blocking the 
goblin’s path. The goblin ran into him and looked up. 

"No need," Jareth remarked. "I’m already here." 
The goblin fell back, cringing. "She-she threw us up 

against the w-wall � him tw-twice. I was g-going to get you, 
y-your beautiful majesty," he said, bowing deeply. 
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Jareth walked past Sarah, and looked at her peculiarly as 
he passed, his brow furrowed. She stared at him wordlessly. 
Jareth bent over to Isabelle’s height; he whispered something 
into the girl’s ear and she nodded, then the king glanced up 
at Sarah. After giving her a peculiar expression, he looked 
down again and whispered something else into Isabelle’s ear. 
Isabelle nodded once again and he stood up. "Thank you, 
Isabelle," he said quietly. "You can go back to your work." 

Without a word, Isabelle scampered off down the hall. 
Jareth motioned for the two guards to move out of the way 
and they quickly fell back to the wall in compliance. He 
paced around Sarah and she turned with him as he studied 
her. He had blame in his eyes; he was blaming her for 
mistreating his guards. 

"They were doing awful things to her," Sarah argued. "I 
know you wouldn’t care, but they didn’t have the right."  
The venom in Sarah’s voice was sharp and had made a direct 
hit. He continued to pace around her, staring her down. 

"I wasn’t about to stand by and�" 
"Stop," he ordered. She stopped, tightened her fists, and 

prepared for his oncoming fit of anger. He ceased his endless 
pacing. After a long, calculating pause, he said quietly, "You 
are right." 

The words hit her like a ton of bricks. How could she be 
right? She was never right in his eyes. She glanced over at 
the goblins; they had obviously been surprised as well. They 
started a mad dash down the hall, to which Jareth replied by 
swinging out his hand and causing them to disappear in a 
puff of smoke. 

Slowly he faced her again.  "Thank you for protecting 
Isabelle.  I was not aware that she had been receiving such 
attentions from my guards.  Please forgive me for having 
such cretins in my castle." 
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A perplexed look took hold of Sarah’s features. "Why do 
you care?" 

Jareth took her hand carefully.  "I care about everything 
that effects you, Sarah, you know that." 

It did not take much instinct for Sarah to pull her hand 
away from his grasp, no matter how gentle.  "It wouldn’t 
appear that way to me.  You are acting pretty strange." 

"Don�t act so surprised, Sarah.  You know why it is I act 
this way." 

She laughed uncomfortably.  "I do not." 
"Try to remember," he said teasingly.  "You switched my 

wine glass�" 
Sarah stared at him in disbelief.  "You mean, with the 

one you planted on me today?" 
"Yes.  That one." 
"I did no such thing." 
He seemed to analyze her.  Her gaze was quite frank and 

mirrored no anxiety or uncertainty.  "I thought about doing 
it," she said, surprised at her own frankness, "but I have been 
asleep since you�" 

She looked wistfully up at Jareth, her emotions growing 
violent like a tossed sea.  Feelings of extreme hatred, 
confusion, and pity washed upon the same shore, leaving her 
with the only action she knew to take�  She walked barefoot 
through them and let the wet sand ooze between her toes. 

"I� I really didn�t do it, Jareth." 
He smiled at her softly.  "I know." 
She seemed taken aback.  "You do?" 
He pulled a hand forth and brushed aside her hair, his 

expression suddenly somber.  His milky skin was tinted by 
the yellow flame of a nearby candle, and his eyes shone a 
vibrant green as he stared at her face.  Sarah was planted to 
the spot, strangely enthralled and alarmed by his actions.  
His spindly fingers floated across her face, sending not a 
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tingling desire through her, but a warm sentimentality that 
she had never before felt from him.  Without thought, she 
grabbed his hand as he began to pull it away, and held it 
again to her face.  Maybe the magic that he had used to put 
her to sleep was affecting her currently, but she was not sure.  
All she knew was that years of emotions that had built up 
within her were exploding like fireworks in her brain, and 
she wanted to relish their unearthly light. 

"You see now�"  Jareth drifted his gaze away and slowly 
pulled away his hand.  "It is sad that� it is sad that I see 
now, too." 

"What do you mean?"  Sarah gazed into his amazingly 
youthful face as it wrinkled in mournful thought. 

"I am powerless, Sarah.  I am powerless against my past.  
I apologize that you, too, are a victim of it." 

He turned away from her and walked down the hallway, 
tall yet unassuming, proud yet grieving. 

Something struck within Sarah, and she knew that 
things would never again be simple.  Hatred, like a turncoat, 
had eluded her once again to leave her feeling emotions 
unwanted.  It seemed that Jareth had good in him that had 
been before unrevealed, but his display of kindness had not 
freed her friends.  She would still leave tomorrow to make a 
journey she knew nothing of, and chances were that Jareth 
would not be so benevolent in the morning.  Perhaps he was 
just drunk.  She would never know. 

*  *  * 

Somewhere deep within the castle, a goblin hummed 
quietly to herself.  She scrubbed clothes happily, minding her 
own business as she always did.  Only when asked did she 
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give her opinion, and never did she speak up against her 
master.  She was the everyday goblin. 

At least, that’s what everyone thought. 
Sooty, however, was quite the schemer. 
She had helped Sarah earlier that day in cleaning a 

puddle of wine, also instructing the girl not to drink the 
enchanted liquor that the Goblin King had sent her.  
Although Jareth acted as a tyrant, Sooty knew the intentions 
he had planted deep within himself, intentions that he did 
not even truly know existed.  She had watched the king over 
the years, heard the stories of the elves, and was the only one 
in that castle that had any inkling of how Jareth ticked and 
why he ticked the way he did. 

Today things had been a little different for the king.  
When Jareth had asked for drink, Sooty bade Isabelle bring 
the chalice with the enchanted wine.  Sooty was aware, 
through the passing of rumors, that Jareth had displayed his 
true feelings due to this exchange. 

The goblin woman continued whistling.  She felt quite 
proud of herself. 
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Chapter XVI 

Sarah felt misplaced within the ballroom and its masked 
dancers.  It was a masquerade ball, glittering and glamorous 
in nature.  Reality had no place in this ballroom, and neither 
did convention or propriety; it was a magical and sensual 
place.  The writhing, dancing, laughing, and lavishly dressed 
persons who crowded the room were aware of nothing but 
their own fantasies; indeed, they were even a fantasy in their 
own one-sided existence.  The room warmed tremendously 
with each second, due to the extreme heat generated by their 
active bodies, but even that was an illusion, for their minds, 
their very lives, were suppliant to the wishes of the crystal 
sphere and the one who possessed it. 

One figure stood out amongst all of the glamour, mainly 
due to the fact that she wore no mask.  Her young, gentle 
face not only portrayed the sole innocence to be found in the 
room, but her dress did as well � a glittering gown, the only 
white to be found amongst the cream and scarlet-garnished 
dancers. 

It was Sarah � Sarah, alone and timid amongst all of the 
vile displays that were presenting themselves to her.  The 
snake-like slithering of the dancers enchanted and frightened 
her, causing her to unconsciously pull her arms about herself.  
Everyone saw her discomfort and relished in it, their 
laughter bubbling over like poisonous pink champagne.  
Wherever she desired to tread, they made a combined effort 
to block her path, and when she squeezed her way through 
them, they laughed all the harder. 

It was Sarah � Sarah, older and wiser the longer she 
stepped through the crowd.  She was looking for something, 
but was unsure of what it was that she truly desired.  Then 
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she caught a glimpse of Jareth and found her purpose; she 
shoved through the crowd of dancers with more force and 
determination, only to reach the spot in which the Goblin 
King had stood and find it empty.  The eyes of the dancers 
glittered merrily from behind their masks, for they were 
amused anew at her chase of the very man that had created 
all of them.  It was at that moment that Sarah realized that 
these were Jareth’s playthings, and they were laughing at her 
out of spite.  They spited her because she was everything 
they were not ��she was still innocent, she was still in 
control, and she was not wearing a mask��and, because of 
all of these things, Jareth found her more intriguing than he 
did them.  They spited her because they had to fight for his 
attentions by degrading themselves, while all she had to do 
was avoid his attentions to receive them. 

Despite her realizations, she felt she must catch him, 
must beat him at his own game of cat and mouse.  She 
caught his image in a mirror before her and turned around to 
find him gone.  Then, yet again, she saw him at the center of 
a great horde of women, each fawning over him and pawing 
him as he stared ahead, unaware of their silent cries for his 
regard.  His gaze was fixed on Sarah, and, as soon as the 
women saw this, they looked at Sarah as well, and grimaced.  
Sarah stopped and became entranced by Jareth’s focused 
eyes, causing her to forget her purpose; her lack of action 
cost her, for someone passed before her, breaking her trance, 
and, once they had passed, Jareth and the throng of women 
had disappeared. 

Her disappointment did not have long to present itself, 
for a firm hand placed itself on her shoulder; she jerked 
about to find herself face to face with Jareth, the mask still 
covering his countenance.  He motioned for her to dance, 
and she did not protest, her confusion over his behavior 
ultimately overwhelming her.  Deja’vu swept over her and 
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persisted, yet she felt that something was not quite right.  
She looked at him, eye to eye, and brought a finger forth to 
run it down the sharp, cream-colored beak of the bird-like 
mask that he wore.  It all felt like a dream, yet there was such 
a strong reality to it all��not an image was blurry, everything 
was precise, exact; even the music was too real for it to be a 
dream.  Sarah looked longingly into his eyes; who was this 
silent man?  It was Jareth in body, but not in action.  He 
danced carefully with her; he was entranced, it seemed, by 
the very presence of this lovely woman he was dancing with. 
His grip was gentle and his manner subordinate, his face 
warm in color and his eyes a hazy green. 

"Who are you?" Sarah asked.  "Please tell me, I am 
curious." 

A sadness came into his eyes and he held her closer.  
"Do not ask that of me� just let it be silent awhile longer." 

"But I must know� you are surely not Jareth," she 
persisted. 

He gripped her hand firmly and passionately.  "Let it 
be," he begged in a whisper. 

"You sound so afraid, as if you are hiding from 
someone," she said quietly.  "Who are you?  I will help 
you�"  She brought forth a trembling hand toward the mask.  
His mouth turned down into a frown, but he did not fight 
her.  Just as she began to raise the wooden concealment, he 
whispered, "Good-bye�" 

Sarah was suddenly within the castle beyond the goblin 
city.  Her friends were before her. Hoggle stood and looked 
up at her while Sir Didymus was atop Ambrosius and Ludo 
stood between the two. They just stood there, staring at her. 
Sarah heard footsteps behind her and turned around; there 
was Jareth once again. He gazed at her as she did at him; the 
intense green eyes grew darker and blazed into a blue-white 
light.  He looked god-like and fearsome as the blinding light 
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that emitted from his pupils lit up the once-darkened space. 
His hand pivoted on his wrist and revealed a crystal within 
his palm.  It caught the light from his eyes and split it into 
several shards of different-colored light, as in a prism. He 
threw it to her and she caught it with ease. In response to 
her catch, a deafening crash sounded behind her. She jerked 
around to see what it was and discovered that her friends 
were now trapped behind an iron cage. 

"Need Sarah help," Ludo cried out desperately. 
Sarah turned to look at Jareth again. As she faced his 

expressionless countenance, she felt her face redden with 
bitter anger.  The violent impulse that had taken her over 
was more than she could bear, but she felt frozen in fear.  If 
it weren’t for the eyes, she might be able to fight him, but 
the eyes turned him into an icon, a thing which any harm 
upon would be blasphemy punishable by death. 

He chuckled at the sight of her fear; the chuckle became 
a laugh and slowly progressed to a mad cackle. Then, 
suddenly, the laugh ceased, and, to her horror, he began to 
melt. His molten body spread out over the floor and became 
one with the stone floor. The ground began to shake beneath 
her feet causing the rock in the ground to crack and crumble, 
forming an almost circular shape about its jagged edges.  
Sarah lost her balance and fell onto her knees; lucky for her, 
she was at the hub of the splitting ground, keeping her from 
falling over the edge of the great circular rift that had formed 
about her.  The ground beneath her began to rise, and rose 
higher and higher into the sky until she was far above the 
castle, far above the entire Underground. She gripped the 
crystal firmly against her chest as the air began to thin. She 
watched in silence as the clouds came ever closer, and as the 
gray, stone floor changed color and texture. She was now 
atop an orange, sandy plateau high above the lands of the 
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Underground. The plateau stopped rising and a cave rose 
from the sandy floor of the plateau. 

She got to her feet and cautiously looked over the edge. 
The land below was now just grassy plains that stretched to 
the horizon in all directions. She turned and looked curiously 
at the cave. She saw the silhouette of a man begin to emerge. 
Once completely out of the cave’s darkness, Sarah could see 
that it was Jareth. He slowly progressed towards her, but  
stopped a half a foot away. Sarah looked over the edge of the 
plateau and saw no means of escape, unless she wished to 
jump. She nervously watched as he raised his hand to her 
neck and touched the necklace that hung from it. He then 
retreated and proceeded to the cave again, taking slow, 
backward steps. She watched with relief as his figure 
disappeared back into the darkness of the cave. 

Just as she was counting her blessings, the necklace 
started to shiver and jingle. She looked down and saw that 
the links in the chain were disappearing one at a time, even 
though the chain remained whole. The length of the chain 
continued to become smaller until the chain disappeared 
from her sight and went beneath her chin. She felt it 
tightening. She grabbed it and jerked at it violently, but to 
no avail. It was now tightening around her throat. Her 
breathing became more complicated by the moment and she 
began to feel dizzy. She lost her balance and took one fatal 
step backward, finding herself suddenly plummeting down 
the side of the plateau in a deadly fall. She noted as she fell 
that she gripped the crystal firmly against her heaving chest, 
as if keeping it intact would be her last victory. She could see 
the land come frighteningly close as black and white spots 
came before her eyes, finally filling her vision. She checked 
once more that she was still holding the crystal before she 
blacked out due to lack of oxygen. 

Then she woke up. 
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Sarah bolted upright in her bed. She felt cold sweat 
trickle down her back. Her hair clung to her hot, sticky face 
as she held her hand to her heaving chest, trying to calm 
herself. The dream had been so frightening and real. It 
loomed in her mind like a prophecy of doom. Already, it was 
passing away from her memory at her sudden wakefulness, 
but she held onto it tightly, wondering at the content.  The 
dream had presented two entirely different sides of the same 
man, but she was only familiar with one.  Where had the 
kindhearted man she had danced with at first come from?  
And why did he not wish her to know his identity? 

She gripped her throat and felt the chain. It hung loosely 
about her neck. With a shaking hand, she pulled her hair 
behind her ears. She wet the inside of her dry mouth and 
licked her lips. She laid back down and tried to go to sleep, 
but sleep would not come. She twisted and turned in the 
unfamiliar bed and tried to get comfortable. She blocked 
thoughts from her mind, yet they continued to push their 
way through. Finally, she gave up and pulled off the covers. 
She moved to the dresser and looked at herself in the mirror; 
her hair was not yet messy and sleep hadn’t yet formed in the 
corners of her eyes, making her draw the conclusion that she 
hadn’t been sleeping long. She pulled her robe from its 
position on the chair and put it on. 

As she sat in the chair she examined the room from its 
converse through the spotless mirror. The room was really 
quite magnificent, and she almost wished that it could truly 
be her own.  Tapestries and paintings had always 
mesmerized her, and she had hoped throughout her lifetime 
that she might eventually own a home and decorate it so.  
She stopped in her examination abruptly when a certain 
painting caught her eye. It was a small painting of Jareth, 
almost hidden entirely by the undone curtains of her bed. 
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Then she noticed the most peculiar thing about the 
hidden painting. In the work, a goblin’s head poked out 
from behind the standing Jareth; the young, goblin face 
belonged to Isabelle. In her hands she held a crystal, and, 
though it was not depicted in so many images, Sarah could 
see, by his expression and that of the young girl’s, that the 
girl also held the heart of Jareth in her hand.  It now made 
sense to her! Jareth had made himself a substitute father to 
this little goblin. Sarah recalled the way Isabelle had looked 
up to him that evening with admiration; she also recalled the 
way that Jareth had, in his own awkward way, shown 
fatherly love to the young goblin. She had never seen him 
show such a human kindness. Even though he still seemed 
to treat Isabelle as a slave somewhat, she could never recall 
him to be that kind to anyone. She didn’t know why he was 
doing it, but she wanted to find out. Maybe this was part of 
that side of which she had gotten a glimpse that evening; 
maybe it was the instigation of her dream. Or, maybe it was 
another way of him trying to con her into faithfulness. She 
couldn’t tell. 

*  *  * 

Jareth sat in his throne, disturbed by the events of that 
evening.  He was unsure of his reason for behaving as he 
had, for, though the wine’s purpose was to make one lose 
control of their faculties, it should not alter one’s behavior to 
such a degree as it had. Sarah had behaved differently than 
he had expected, as well, giving him the desire to explore her 
feelings of him by reading her diary.  Over the years he had 
watched her fill it with words, and, throughout those years, 
he had planned to read it someday.  Today was that day.  He 
opened it to the first page of writing. It read as follows: 
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He isn’t kind to anyone. As�and I stood there, he 
moved the hands of the clock a few hours ahead. I 
cannot remember hating  him more. I said that it 
wasn’t fair and he said something like,"I wonder 
what you compare that to, or, "I wonder what your 
basis of comparison is." Something like that. I just 
wanted to� 

 
It stopped there. It was beginning to look as if she had 

done nothing but feed her hatred towards him during these 
five years. He sat back in his throne and closed the book, his 
line of vision drifting to the right-hand wall, the painting 
seeming much larger than it ever had before. The enclosed 
surroundings captured by his peripheral vision escaped his 
notice for many moments as he focused his attention on the 
covered painting. Although he was tempted to rise from his 
seat and uncloak the picture of the woman who had caused 
his feelings to become turncoats, his violent and resentful 
side overpowered the temptation. He rubbed his chin as his 
mind worked at the process of translating Sarah’s character. 

*  *  * 

Sarah went back to the dresser and focused an empty 
stare towards her reflection. She abruptly decided to spy on 
Jareth with the mirror. Her mind raced from one 
consequence to the other as she began to envision the results 
of him seeing her efforts to pry into his affairs. She finally 
decided that she had nothing to lose, for her friends were 
gone, unlikely to be brought back to life, and he still needed 
her for something. That something was bothering her. She 
needed to find out what that something was. 
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She closed her eyes and channeled all of her thoughts to 
the operation of the mirror. She pushed her problems aside 
and allowed herself only to think of the mirror. She 
frequently opened her eyes to check on her progress. Each 
time there were no results. 

She finally gave up. She didn’t know how she had 
received the vision of her friends before, but whatever she 
was doing at the moment was not the proper approach. 
Perhaps it had only been chance; maybe luck had been on 
their side. Sarah thought back to those hours ago; hours that 
seemed like days. She saw the image of her friends after she 
hade heard the goblin scurrying down the hall in need of a 
club to use on Ludo. She remembered the hatred she had 
felt towards Jareth at that moment and how the mirror had 
showed her her friends only moments after. 

It suddenly hit her that only hatred could power the 
mirror. That, or possibly strong emotion. Hatred was the 
strongest emotion she felt of late. 

Attempting to bring her most despised memories of 
Jareth to mind, she clenched her fists and gritted her teeth. 
Memory after memory flooded her scattered mind, only to 
leave her emotion neutral. The arrival of each horrific picture 
accompanied a vision whose sole content was the portrait of 
Jareth and the small goblin face that peered curiously from 
behind the king’s throne. At the slightest feeling of anger, 
Sarah unconsciously brought to mind an image of the recent 
past � the image of Jareth bringing his hand to her face, 
gazing into her eyes with intent emotion. 

Within moments, all anger had eluded Sarah and only 
sympathy and respect remained. A new battle had begun 
within Sarah, and the feeling that the battle would last for a 
long period of time filled her with trepidations and wonders 
that built within her at the passing of each moment.  Once 
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these feelings reached their climax, her mirror image 
shimmered and a vision of Jareth replaced it. 

Reclining in his throne, Jareth’s image stared emptily at 
the opposite wall. An amazing combination of serenity and 
frustration could be read from his pale, thin face as he 
propped his fist against his chin. Sarah observed with awe as 
the king she had so long known to be verbose and in control 
sat quietly and brooded. 

If only for a moment, she no longer felt as if she was 
looking at a man of insane delusions and violent notions � 
her eyes saw a man of great confusion and pain who was 
never brought to terms with his anger and frustration. Never 
dealing with it, he seemed to have battled it without progress 
or consciousness until he had finally made a compromise; he 
had accepted it as a part of his character that could not be rid 
of.  She saw the very man that she had danced with in her 
sleep that night; a man who was bitterly submissive to his 
own self. 

She followed his intense stare and saw that it was fixed 
on a covered painting.  He rose from his throne and went to 
uncover the painting.  Pulling a golden cord at its side, the 
curtain slid away to reveal Sarah, age 15, staring into space.  
She wore the gown from the masquerade ball, and her hair 
was drawn back at the temples.  A strange glow surrounded 
her figure, and gave her an angelic appearance.  Every detail 
was perfect. 

Having the chance to look him over without 
interruption, she carefully analyzed the king with great 
interest.  Age was not revealed on his face � he didn’t seem 
any older than when Sarah had last seen him.  His eyes were 
now an intense blue and stood out remarkably against his 
pallid complexion. His wispy, whitish-blond hair was drawn 
back into a pony tail, unlike earlier that day when it had been 
unrestrained and had eerily but majestically cascaded from 
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his head like a cream-colored fountain of water. The 
garment he wore was made of off-white and light grey silks, 
cut off at the waist in the front to show his white tights, but 
long enough to touch the ground in the rear. A silver amulet 
hung from a leather strap around his neck and could be seen 
easily due to the low-cut collar of his outfit; in his hands was 
an open book with a cloth cover. 

Sarah wondered what he might be reading.  Resembling 
something she had read once, the book poked at Sarah’s 
memory, but she couldn’t remember where she had seen it. 

Figuring out what role the book had played in her life 
plagued Sarah’s mind and caused her to leave all other 
thoughts in oblivion.  Within moments, the answer came to 
her. 

"My diary!" she exclaimed. 
The image of Jareth jerked his head to face her. 

Understanding of his reaction flashed through Sarah’s mind 
as she recalled the fact that sound could be transmitted by 
the mirror, as well as visual images. 

Jareth rose gracefully from his throne and walked toward 
the mirror, a blank expression on his face.  As he stopped, a 
glass sphere glistened in his formerly empty hand.  Glancing 
at it and then at Sarah, he brought it to eye level. Sarah sat 
motionless, curiosity and fear tensing her muscles and 
freezing her in place. Momentarily she came to her senses 
and prepared to run for her bed to escape the obligation of 
looking into the mirror.  As she pushed herself up, gripping 
the arms of the chair, Jareth lowered the crystal and gazed 
into her eyes. She let go of the chair and relaxed. Impulses 
were sent by her brain to her legs, commanding them to 
move, but the limbs never responded. 

Paralyzed, Sarah sensed Jareth prodding her mind, felt 
the light touches and breezes that blew through her head like 
those of a cool, summer night.  Jareth pushed the glistening 
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crystal sphere through the mirror, and it hung in the air like 
a thick bubble in front of Sarah.  As sweet music drifted 
slowly into the room, the sphere swished and swirled in 
transparent rainbow colors before her.  The ball bobbed up 
and down like a carousel horse in turns about her head, but 
never floated to the ground. 

The music filled Sarah’s mind, making her feel peaceful 
and calm, cushioning her mind and weighing down on her 
eyelids. Moving her attention from the bubble to the mirror, 
Sarah sleepily gazed at Jareth. 

Blackness began to swallow her surroundings and, before 
it could take in the mirror and the image of the Goblin 
King, Sarah saw a beautiful smile widen on his face. 

He mouthed two words. 
"Sweet dreams." 
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Chapter XVII 

The pandemonium of the busy throne room had 
somehow been shaped into a semblance of order, the goblin 
maids tending to the cleaning duties, the goblin guards 
continuing to do the exact opposite of their obligations.  
Jareth stood in the center of the small room, conveying 
orders and directing traffic. 

This was a day to celebrate triumph. The Goblin King’s 
plans were on the verge of being put into action and 
newfound power was almost at the tips of his fingers. 
Frustration swelled within him as he brought to mind the 
simplicity his task could have taken on; if only he could have 
merely transported Sarah to the plateau!  Even if she had 
refused him, he would have merely threatened to launch her 
friends from the summit of the structure.  Unfortunately, the 
stone enclosed within the shadows of the caves atop the 
plateau would interfere with the work of his crystals.  
Mediocre power and immense power could not mingle or be 
utilized in the same precinct without some type of 
catastrophe.  To make matters worse, his own power was not 
great enough to ferry Sarah to her destination at the 
moment.  Besides, as it was said by elfin legend, a great 
journey had to be made in order to retrieve the powerful 
talisman, or the magical item would not reveal itself.  Surely 
the elves had designed it this way so that the receiver would 
have proven their worth. 

He pointed to a stumpy goblin and called out to him, 
"You there!"  Looking around as if to see that he was the 
focus of attention, the goblin began to fidget.  "Find some 
rations," Jareth commanded cheerfully, surprising the victim 
of his attentions with his buoyant spirits. "And you," he 
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continued, finding a new dolt to point his finger at, "find 
some mountain-climbing equipment!! Hurry!" 

With an energetic burst, the Goblin King pounced onto 
his throne, standing tall above the creatures in the bustling 
throne room. "Everyone to work! If it’s at all possible, I want 
my treasure by the end of a seven-day turn! Then we will 
rejoice!" 

Isabelle skipped into the room from the archway to the 
left of Jareth. Her brown hair swung from side to side and 
glittered unusually in the light, capturing the sparkle of her 
warm brown eyes and blending with her cream-colored face. 
Holding the tattered ends of her skirt in her slender hands, 
she trotted happily across the floor and stopped to look up at 
Jareth. His happiness was reflected in her face as he towered 
over the room of servants, calling out demands and 
reprimanding idiocy. The black pupils of her glittering eyes 
expanded and swallowed the irises as she took in his sight as 
a child would that of a hero. 

Veering his concentration from handing out tasks to 
speaking with the small goblin girl at the foot of his throne, 
Jareth hopped smoothly from the large chair and bent down 
to Isabelle’s height. Jareth lifted her high above his head as 
she giggled with extreme pleasure, then settled in his throne 
and situated Isabelle on his lap. 

"How has your morning been, my dear?" he asked very 
dutifully. 

"Lovely," she stated happily as she brushed a wisp of 
long hair from her face. 

With a wistful smile he questioned, "And what is your 
fancy, my dear?" 

She was suddenly grabbed by Sooty, who declared, 
�Come child, put on your shawl, you�ll take cold in this 
place!� 
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�You know, dearest Sooty, I was speaking to her at the 
moment,� Jareth proclaimed without anger. 

�That’s all good’n well, yer highness, but I’d have to be 
takin’ care’o the girl.�  She looked away from the grinning 
Goblin King and whispered into Isabelle�s ear when he 
wasn�t looking.  �You could swear the man was in love, by 
the way he�s acting!� 

�You think so Sooty?� Isabelle asked excitedly, her 
sudden happiness briefly catching the wandering Jareth�s eye. 

�Shh...Child hush, doncha let him hear that; ain�t 
nothin� worse than tellin� a man he�s in love when he don�t 
wanta believe it.�  She put her hand on the girl�s shining 
hair.  �Doncha think nothin� of it, it�ll wear off by tomorra.� 

Jareth finally reverted his attention back to the girl.  
�Well, sakes woman, are you done with her now?� 

�All yours, yer highness.� 
�Now, what is your wish, dearest Isabelle?� 
"A wish, dear sir," she declared with poetic emphasis. 
A playful grin tugged at the corners of Jareth’s mouth as 

he prodded further, "What would you wish, my dear?" 
"To fly, if you please!" she exclaimed with delight. 
"Then, so be it," he proclaimed. 
Silently and gently he placed her on the floor as she 

gazed at him with wide, tender eyes; reverence was reflected 
in her facial expression. Jareth swept his hand gracefully 
through the air above, as if to catch something overhead.  As 
he lowered his hand to Isabelle’s height, a glistening crystal 
sphere was in his palm, spinning and twirling madly in place.  
A gentle blow released the crystal from his grasp and sent it 
on the wind, gliding through the air and veering around to 
Isabelle’s back. The young goblin turned her head to watch it 
as it oscillated between her shoulder blades, a gleeful and 
wondering look on her face. With a sudden discharge of 
illumination, the crystal globe burst as a bubble, causing 



Judith Agrathea 

138 

Isabelle to blink in response. The dazzling glow diminished 
to expose a pair of iridescent wings that had adhered 
themselves amidst the girl’s shoulders.  Effortlessly the wings 
began to flap, flitting with such speed that they no longer 
had linear definition, but were light-reflecting blurs against 
her back. 

She giggled with extreme pleasure as she escalated 
toward the ceiling, towering over the numerous gawking 
servants of the palace.  Growing accustomed to the 
luminous, housefly wings, Isabelle soared through the throne 
room, swooping low and grazing the floor with her 
fingertips, hovering in front of the mirrors to admire her 
wings, turning somersaults in midair.  As she did so, Jareth 
broke out into song: 

 

There once was a child, 

Whose wish was to fly, 

To pass all night entities in her flight. 

In one sudden blur, 

A star fell for her, 

And with that wish she owned the night! 

 
Isabelle swooped down and fluttered in rounds about the 

Goblin King’s crown, teasing his free-flowing hair as she did 
so. He was pleased to see such happiness in her expression. 
For once he found joy in causing another happiness besides 
himself. 

He continued to chant: 
 

Fly, fly high! 

Owner of the sky, 
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Bring down a star for me. 

Capture the moon,  

And the sky’s navy blue, 

In your eyes for all to see. 

 
Isabelle drifted along the walls of the room, finally 

floating back down and hanging above Jareth, her small, 
fragile hand stretched out for his. Tenderly he grasped her 
delicate hand as she navigated him and a procession of 
attendants through the grey stone hallways and into the 
tremendous dining room. Throughout the journey, Jareth 
sang: 

 

"Hello lovely maid!" 

A stranger once said, 

"What I would do to fly with you!" 

As she fin’ly did part, 

He called with a start, 

A request into the night so blue... 

 

"Fly, fly high! 

Owner of the sky, 

Bring down a star for me! 

Capture the moon, 

And the sky’s navy blue in your eyes  

and take them to me." 
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The parade of goblin servants formed an awkward circle 
around the long table at the hub of the banquet room, 
joining the king in his melody to the little girl: 

 

Oh my! 

She flies high! 

Pass on by! 

Touch the sky! 

 
Isabelle glided further into the air and perched herself 

atop the chandelier, causing it to jingle and sway a she rested 
on its wire frame.  She grinned contentedly at the onlookers 
gathered below her. 

Singularly, the Goblin King continued with the 
remainder of the tune: 

 

If she only could know, 

That the moon’s soft, warm glow, 

And the stars in their rhythmic dance of light, 

Belonged only to her, 

And were not meant to stir, 

From her dark, deep, and silent black night. 

 

Fly, fly high! 

Owner of the sky, 

Keep all the stars for you. 

Hold your white moon, 

And the sky’s navy blue, 

In your eyes so lovely and true. 

Labyrinth II: The Lands Beyond 

141 

 
Drifting from her position on the chandelier and its 

tinkling glass adornments, the young goblin zipped through 
the room and down the corridors, back to the throne room 
as a long line of servants stormed after her, Jareth in the lead. 

*  *  * 

Sarah awoke to the sound of music and laughter. 
Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, she laboriously rose from 
her reclining position in the bed and maneuvered her legs 
from under the restless silk sheets.  As she looked down at 
her bare feet, she tried to recall to memory occurrences of the 
night before. 

Only vague images of sweet dreams captured her mind’s 
eye. Astonished that she had not waken from her slumber 
because of the strangeness of sleeping in an unfamiliar bed, 
dilemmas that had been vexing her, and the enmity that had 
been seething within her, Sarah was tempted to pinch herself 
to confirm the fact that she was not dreaming. 

The most recent memory she had was that of the 
harassment the guards outside of her door had put upon the 
small goblin girl, the abrupt appearance of Jareth, and his 
show of concern for the young girl and her well being. 

Music wafted into her room from the floors below; she 
rose from the bed and sauntered toward the dresser and its 
mirror. The notion of using it to spy on the inhabitants 
below crossed her mind, but upon reaching the dresser she 
found the mirror to be missing. Inferring that Jareth knew 
that she had once used it to find her companions, Sarah 
cursed herself for having been so obvious the night before; 
during their walk to the banquet hall she had let him 
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manipulate her, and had watched with inactivity as he 
proceeded to take her friends away. 

He handled her emotions like playthings; swindling her 
out of the control of her own thoughts and memories was 
probably a mere diversion to him � like tossing a rat into a 
maze and seeing what it does.  She chuckled at the irony of 
her thought.  "Guess he’s already done that to me," she 
mumbled. 

Frigid rock stung her bare feet as she walked across the 
room in utter frustration, nervously moving her fingers and 
rubbing her hands, searching for a plan that would not be 
found. She shifted to the tapestry-like rug that was placed 
inconveniently about a yard away from her bed and restricted 
her pacing to the small region that it covered. 

Downstairs she could detect the various sounds of 
rejoicing, merrymaking, and the delight that accompanied it,  
wondering why she could not shed all of her troubles and 
feel their delight, as well. Her curiosity begged for her to 
find out the source of the jubilation that was occurring below 
her. A briskness took the place of the sluggishness of her 
walk; she snatched her robe and pulled it on and rushed to 
her chamber door. She slid the small panel aside and gazed 
out the narrow opening, only to find herself eye to eye with a 
repulsive-looking guard.  Jerking back and shouting in 
surprise, Sarah regained her composure and gazed through 
the hole, looking into the yellowish, bulging eyes of the 
guard once again. It seemed quite absurd to Sarah for the 
Goblin to be standing so terribly close to the door, 
apparently waiting for her to open it. 

"Whad’re you starin’ at?" it questioned as it scrutinized 
Sarah through the aperture. 

Sarah had learned that the only way to converse with 
these creatures was to bring her mind to an extremely low 
elevation. 
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"That’s what I was going to ask you," she stated plainly. 
"I asked first," it declared indignantly. 
"I was staring at you," Sarah replied. "Now it’s your 

turn." 
The guard rolled his eyes upward as if trying to decide 

what it had been looking at, but never had an opportunity to.  
Sarah poked her fingers into its revolting eyes and swung the 
door outward, ramming it into the guard as she raced down 
the hall. After turning the corner, she spotted an ornate door 
that was slightly ajar.  Time being her enemy at the moment, 
she did not glance within before she took refuge in the room.  
Luckily, Jareth, nor anyone else, was awaiting her arrival 
there.  She peeked through the crack and saw the goblin 
ricocheting against the walls, his helmet clanking as he made 
his blind search for his escaped prisoner.  Soon he found the 
stairway, and Sarah could hear him bouncing down the 
steps, letting out a yelp with each meeting with the ground. 

With one last glance at the goblin, Sarah silently shut 
the door of the room she was in.  A long sigh escaped her 
lips as she put her back to the wall and slid down against it, 
drawing her knees to her chest. She swept the hair from her 
eyes as she gazed in wonder at the contents of the room. 

The stone floor was lit from one angle by a stained glass 
window to the right of her; it was very similar to the stained 
glass window she had encountered in her first bedroom.  
Large tapestries covered the other two walls of the room, 
and the entire room possessed the closeness of a chapel.  On 
the opposing wall was an entrance made completely of a 
thick layer of cut crystal with two silver doorknobs placed in 
the center.  Patches of tinted light came in from the colorful 
glass windows and shed rays of light onto the dusty air.  The 
cut-crystal door captured these rays, giving it a shimmering 
iridescence. 
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Sarah rose from her location at the base of the wall and 
steadily made her way toward the majestic doorway, 
preparing for an attempt to peer through its exterior and see 
what could lie beyond.  Different hues of illumination 
flickered across her face as she passed the beams of color that 
had sifted through the stained glass window.  Stopping a few 
feet from the doorway, she bent over to glance inside. 

Suddenly, a stone from the ground raced up from its 
position in front of the crystal portal, creating a long column 
of rock that was stationed between Sarah and her 
destination. The stone column was her height and, with 
silent fluidity, the once flat surface of the cylinder-like 
formation shaped and molded itself into what resembled a 
face.  Its thick grey mustache covered the upper lip, the 
lower lip fat and comical, protruding from beneath the 
mimicked hair as if it were swollen; the rock column lacked a 
nose, but this was because its eyes were so enormous that 
they covered the area that a nose might occupy.  Its voice 
was deep and harsh, and it looked a lot like Hitler. 

"Don’t breathe on the glass," it commanded hoarsely. 
"Excuse me?" Sarah said, still in shock from the 

column’s sudden appearance. 
It twitched its mustache indignantly and replied,"That 

nose of yours, which you probably think is so adorable, is 
most likely full of all kinds of oils and germs and all of those 
other disgusting things that people carry, and, once you press 
it on this glass, it will ruin its magnificent splendor and 
someone will have to risk getting whatever diseases you 
might have when they rub it off."  It twitched its nose 
disgustedly.  "Then again, you probably wouldn’t care." 

Experience was on Sarah’s side, and she knew better 
than to let the creatures of the Underground cause her any 
hindrance. If she couldn’t defy them, she could always 
outsmart them; and Sarah was very certain of her own 
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intelligence.  She ignored the grouchy piece of stone and 
squinted her eyes to make out the shapes beyond the 
doorway; it was difficult, because they were distorted by the 
cut of the crystal.  Obviously displeased by Sarah’s lack of 
attention, the stone column went on to grumble to itself 
about all of the inadequacies that humans portrayed and how 
the world might be better off without the faulty creatures. 

Sarah slid to the right of the grumbling column and 
commenced to walk past it, when another stone column shot 
into position directly beside it.  The face that formed from 
the solid rock was more youthful and showed a softer 
expression.  Its thin lips broadened into a kind smile as its 
small, human-like eyes squinted above its blossoming 
cheeks. 

"Aw, come on Cantankerous � I’m sure she didn’t mean 
any harm," the shorter, gentler column countered on her 
behalf. 

"Of course she did.  Besides Altruist, the other avid 
human who says he rules this castle told us not to let anyone 
in," Cantankerous explained. 

"Avid?" Sarah said, cocking an eyebrow.  She smirked.  
"Jareth, of course.  Must agree with him there." 

Another column popped above level to the left of 
Cantankerous at this moment, seeming to be female by the 
full, grey eyelashes and feminine lips. 

"What he means by avid is greedy," the female column 
interpreted to Sarah. 

"I know," Sarah replied, chuckling at the situation. 
"I don’t need you to translate for me Consiliate. If the 

human wants to know what I mean she can use her 
microscopic brain to figure it out, or she can find a dictator," 
the gruff column argued. 

"That’s a dictionary, not a dictator, Cantankerous," 
Altruist pointed out. 
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Cantankerous almost seemed to blush in embarrassment 
as he replied, "Well, um...yes...that’s what I meant to say.  
But, back to the point � she needs to leave!  That is the main 
point! Like I said, the human with the unkempt hair told us 
not to allow anyone near the premises.  So, go away rude 
girl!" 

"You’re a hypocrite, and that’s not what the man said," 
Consiliate asserted.  "He said not to allow anyone near the 
premises who did not have the password."  She focused her 
attention back to Sarah.  "Do you have the password?" 

Sarah bit her lip and replied,"Well, I-" 
"See, she doesn’t know it," Cantankerous declared 

impatiently. 
"I bet she knows it," Altruist claimed, "she’s just having 

trouble remembering it." 
"In that case," Consiliate added with excitement, "we’ll 

have to help her along." 
"Oh no, we are bloody sure not going to help her along!" 

Cantankerous retorted. 
"What harm could it do? Even if she doesn’t know, 

giving her a clue isn’t going to help her guess it. However," 
Altruist continued, "it will bring it back to mind if she does 
know it." 

"Nothing doing!" Cantankerous cried. 
"Listen you grumpy old goat," Consiliate ordered, "if 

you don’t shut that fat lip of yours up I’m going to show you 
what for!" 

Sarah considered the unlikely triplet of stones: one being 
kind but short-tempered, the other grouchy and ill-
mannered, and the third having a loving nature that would 
not allow him to participate in any argument that involved 
two short-tempered beings. 

Watching the scene with a great deal of amusement, 
Sarah tuned back into the verbal confrontation. 
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"And how do you plan to show me what for?" 
Cantankerous snickered. 

Consiliate’s voice took on a sense of doom as she replied, 
"You don’t want to find out." 

Cantankerous’s sarcastic grin shrank, his facial 
expression went blank, and he became silent. It appeared she 
had well-know methods of biting back which left him 
speechless. 

"Now, how does three attempts at the password sound?" 
Consiliate asked Sarah with a sudden cheerfulness, looking 
to Cantankerous for opposition, but finding none. 

"And a hint," Altruist added, smiling.  At this remark 
Cantankerous looked as if he might argue, but he seemed to 
think about the female column’s threats and decided against 
it. 

"And a hint," Consiliate confirmed. 
Sarah thought about the number of possibilities for a 

password and wondered what would happen if she was 
incorrect all three times.  "What is the hint?" she asked. 

The two kinder columns looked to each other as if trying 
to think of one, and Altruist finally spoke up, "It’s a name." 

Feeling somewhat relieved that the possibilities had been 
narrowed down, Sarah furrowed her brow in thought and 
rubbed at her cool hands nervously.  Logical names ran 
through her mind as she rummaged for the most probable 
ones.  Unfortunately, her knowledge of Jareth’s personal life 
was limited and she had few names to choose from. 

"Toby," she guessed, almost certain that it would be 
incorrect. 

Consiliate looked doubtfully to Altruist and replied,"I’m 
afraid not." 

"Jareth," she stated hopefully. 
"Uh, uh," Altruist replied gloomily. 
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"I wonder if she even knew it in the first place. She’s not 
even close to getting it right," Consiliate said with disdain to 
Cantankerous. 

"I told you," Cantankerous declared scornfully. 
"I’m sorry dear," Consiliate said to Sarah sincerely, "but 

we’re going to have to turn you in to the owner of this castle. 
Just be cooperative and give me your name." 

Sarah paused and thought about the alternatives.  
Consiliate seemed to know what she was pondering for she 
added, "He’ll find you anyway if you don’t." 

There was a great deal of truth in this statement and 
Sarah decided to give them her name just for the sake of 
finding out the consequences.  "Sarah," she stated in despair. 

"Well, I don’t believe it!" Cantankerous exclaimed as his 
face flattened back out into the smooth rock surface and the 
column that bore him slid back underground, unexpectedly 
removing him from sight. 

"Good show!" Consiliate complimented with excitement 
as she too disappeared into the stone floor. 

"I was sure she’d get it right!" Altruist declared happily 
as he joined his friends and once again became a normal 
portion of the tiled, rock floor of the chamber. 

Suddenly alone, Sarah stared at the ground in disbelief at 
her incredible fortune.  Not only was she shocked to see 
them depart so quickly, but was astounded as well to 
discover that Jareth had used her own name as a password 
into what seemed to be an important room. 

Carefully stepping over the station that the stone 
characters had once been standing in, Sarah made her way to 
the front of the lovely door and apprehensively turned the 
carved, silver doorknob, swinging the heavy, crystal sheet 
with silence and ease.  

The vault beyond was of modest size, lined with golden 
bookcases that held knickknacks and other ornaments of all 
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sorts, including leather bound books, the spines of which 
were blanketed with elegant gold and silver letters.  An 
ebony, iron-rod sofa was positioned on the opposing wall, 
velvet cushions neatly placed against the arms and support of 
the dark, metal chair.  The object that seemed of greatest 
significance was the large crystal globe in the center of the 
room. It�s spherical surface was braced by a black and gold 
wire frame that rose about a foot from the granite tiled 
ground, the glass formation itself three feet in both width 
and length. Protruding from the wire frame of the globe’s 
support was a bowl-shaped apparatus, another small sphere 
resting in its nest-like design. 

Anxiety took over Sarah’s emotions as she approached 
the mysterious object.  She took in its existence with wonder 
as she circled the sphere numerous times.  The sound of 
music and merriment once again drifted into her once 
oblivious ears, allowing her to ponder its cause another time.  
Synchronized to her thoughts, the depths of the globe 
shimmered spectacularly and it revealed to her an image of 
the bustling throne room. 

Goblins scurried about the room as usual, Jareth looking 
on contentedly, the young goblin maid from the previous 
night sitting in his lap.  Man and girl communicated, 
laughing frequently at each others remarks, somehow 
dividing both an age barrier and jumping the hurdle of 
difference of origin.  No longer seeming cruel and 
coldhearted, Jareth baffled Sarah with his abrupt fluctuation 
of character. 

Sarah diverted her attention from the scene within the 
tremendous crystal globe and surveyed the shelves of 
ornaments. Bare feet silently touching the ground as she 
moved steadily toward the shelves, she noticed an oriental 
ebony box that looked much like the jewelry box she had 
encountered in the clearing behind her home.  Airy music 




