
Princess
“Rosie is in foal?” asked Evan.

“Yes,” said Gully. He seemed to be a little embarrassed.
“How? Why? Erm, never mind.”
“Erm, you are going to find out more about Unicorns than I hoped you would need to know.”
“That’s OK, pal. We’re not going to blabbing it around.” Evan looked at the Lady and she 

nodded.
“I need to have a conversation with my peers,” said Gully. “There’s a place up here on the right. 

It’s a few hundred metres off the road.”
***

The Lady Lindis and Evan sat on a fallen tree trunk at the edge of the clearing. The five Unicorns 
wandered around the clearing, trotting in pairs, cropping grass, alone, or sometimes tapping horns. 
Now and then one or two would lie down on the grass and watch what their peers were doing. One 
rolled onto his back and wriggled as if he was scratching an itch.

Evan’s mount, Rosie, was just cropping the grass, as one by one, the Unicorns came up to her 
and sniffed her. They brushed up against her, but she just ignored them. Pairs of Unicorns ran 
around the clearing, leaning on each other, trying to direct the other’s path. One or two pawed the 
ground, and head tossing was common.

“They seem more agitated than usual,” said the Lady and Evan nodded.
One of the Unicorns trotted over to them. “I heard that, Lin. Yes, there’s quite a discussion going 

on. Don’t worry, it’s all quite amiable, but it might not seem so at times. You and Rosie are quite 
safe. I must get back to the discussion.”

Gully spun around and raced up to another Unicorn who also wheeled. They cantered across the 
clearing shoving each other as hard as they could, then they strolled to a walk and crossed horns.

All the while, the minds of the Lady and Evan were aware of the rumble of Unicorn discussion. 
They were used to hearing this, since they had seen several of these gatherings, but the tone of the 
current discussion was tense.

The rumble died away and four of the Unicorns trotted off into the woods and vanished. Gully 
trotted over to the Lady and Evan.

“You looked pleased with yourself, Gully,” commented the Lady.
“Yes, yes. It all went well. I got permission to take you home! You will be the first humans to see

where the Unicorns come from.”
“Thanks, Gully,” said Evan. He stood up and bowed to Gully. “We thank you for the honour that 

you are showing us.”
“Thanks, Evan. By the way, you haven’t been properly introduced to Rosie, have you?”
“What do mean, pal?”
Suddenly, in their heads, there was a fourth presence. A female presence, friendly and cheerful. 

She was curious, they could tell, but there was no verbalisation. Evan tried to respond in kind, but 
he wasn’t sure if he had pulled it off. The fourth presence faded away,

“Thank you, Gully. She’s lovely.”
“Thank you, Lin. Just so that you know, our mares, who are all horses of course, often stay at 

home, while the Unicorns, who are all stallions, travel. We might have to get a replacement for 
Rosie, when she has the colt. Unlike horses, Unicorns are almost monogamous. I’ll visit her now 
and again.”



“’Almost’?”
“Yes. And nowhere near as combative as horse stallions.”
“So how do we get ‘home’?”
“The same way that we get anywhere. We travel. We have about ten months.”

***
They were camped out in a barn, somewhere in a land of huge fields of corn. Rosie was restless. 
She had been snappy earlier, and Evan wondered if she was about to give birth. Rosie wandered 
around, sat down, stood up and generally seemed uncomfortable.

The Lady and Evan were anxious, but Gully was not worried. “Mares have given birth for 
millennia,” he said. But he didn’t stray far from Rosie’s side.

The foal was born. Evan and the Lady watched it as it made several attempts to stand. Eventually
it succeeded and was soon suckling from the mare’s udder.

“You’re a Dad, pal,” said Evan. “But you are wrong about the sex. You have a filly, not a colt.”
“What?”
They could feel Gully’s shock.
“That can’t be right!”
Gully shoved the Lady out of the way to get a better look at the foal.
“Gully!!”
The Lady Lindis picked herself up.
“This is not possible!” said Gully.
They could feel his shock. It was almost like a physical blow.
“Hold it together, pal,” said Evan. “Has this never happened before?”
“No, never.” Gully was still in shock. “Never, never, never...”
“Gully!”
Gully started. “OK. OK.”
“Yeah, Gully. Come on. You need to relax,” said the Lady.
“Yeah. Sorry, Lin. Sorry I barged you.”
“What do we do now?”
The stallion tossed his head. “I need to consult my peers, again, but it will have to wait until we 

get home.”
***

The plains stretched for mile upon mile. A human would want to know where it ended, but the 
Unicorns and horses who lived here didn’t care.

At a point somewhere in those endless plains stood two humans, a Unicorn, a mare and a 
Unicorn filly. The Unicorn called his peers, by methods that the humans were unable detect.

The Unicorns came from all directions, flying like the wind. Some were in the guise of horses, 
but as they approached they all became white, blinding white, with shining white horns on their 
foreheads.

The foal was pure white, of course, with the nub of a horn on her forehead. Evan guessed that 
her horn would grow over time. He realised with a shock that a Unicorn horn would be dangerous 
while the foal was nursing! The foal was steady on her feet now, and could easily keep up as they 
travelled.

“How did you bond with Gully, Lin? I hope you don’t mind me asking.”
“Not at all, Evan. I’ve seen you looking at me and Gully, sometimes, and wondering.”

***



The girl crept through the woods, making as little noise as she could. She’d be in trouble for 
skipping out on her chores, but she didn’t really care. Her aunt and uncle were not strict, so she 
might get a few extra chores for a couple of days and that is all. She was looking for fireflies. One 
of her cousins had a firefly in a jar, but she felt sorry for the insect. She wanted to see a firefly in a 
tree, or a bush, or something. Her knowledge of the natural history of fireflies was limited.

A gleam in the darkness caught her attention. Navigating more by feel and instinct than by sight, 
she made her way towards it. It wasn’t a firefly. It was a Unicorn colt, lying down in a clearing, 
looking at her.

“Hello, small human,” said a voice in her head.
“Hello, white horse.”
The ‘horse’ snorted. “I am not a horse. I am a Unicorn.”
“What’s a Unicorn?”
“Well. A Unicorn is like a horse, but a Unicorn is white, and has a horn.” He tossed his head, and

moonlight glinted off his horn.
“It’s beautiful! Can I touch it?”
“No! It’s very sharp! The tip and the sides too.”
“OK. How old are you, Unicorn?”
“I’m quite old. I’m just over four years old! Almost grown.”
“That’s nothing. I’m ten.”
“Ten? Oh, yes, I see. Humans are different.”
“Humans?”
“What? Oh, yes, people. Do you want a ride?”
The girl had seen people riding horses, of course, but it didn’t cross her mind that they all used 

saddles. “Yeah!”
The Unicorn was not yet at his biggest, but he would still have been taller than the girl, so he let 

her climb onto his back and carefully stood up.
“Wow! I’m really high,” cried the girl. “Really high.”
The Unicorn trotted around the clearing, with the girl laughing and giggling on his back.
“Time to get off, girl. Can you get down from there?”
“Yeah.” She slid off his back but didn’t get the landing right and fell over. It didn’t worry her.
“What’s your name, Unicorn?”
“I do not know. What is your name, girl?”
“Lin.”
“Hmm. Nice to meet you milady Lin.”
“Lindis. The Lady Lindis,” she said, acting haughty. “And what shall I call you, sire?” Laughing,

she bowed to him.
“What do you think, Lin? What do you want to call me?”
“Mmm?” The girl had been told stories of knights, and dragons, castles and caves. Names like 

Arthur, Lancelot, Belvedere, and Mordred.
“I think that I will call you ‘Gullivere’. The Unicorn Gullivere.”
“Yes. I like it. It has a ring to it. Call me Gully for short.”
“OK. Gully, can I take you home with me?”
“That will be impossible. I can’t stop anywhere for long. I will be leaving in the morning.”
Before the girl could say anything one of the shadows moved, and she and the Unicorn tensed. 

The shadow was a blue wolf, one of an ancient race. Three other shadows moved.



“Face the same way as me, Lin,” said the Unicorn. “Don’t worry about the ones behind us. Do 
you have a sword?”

The girl picked up a stout stick, and brandished it at the nearest wolf. The wolf slowed its 
approach but didn’t stop. Suddenly the Unicorn lashed out with its hind legs and connected with the
wolf behind them. It flew through the air and landed with a thud and tried to crawl away.

The Unicorn twisted and kicked the second wolf to his rear, striking its skull, It collapsed and 
didn’t move. The two remaining wolves attacked together, one striking for the Unicorn’s neck, the 
other charging at the girl.

The Unicorn reared and the wolf missed its target. It retreated a few metres. Meanwhile, the girl 
had struck the last wolf around the head with her stick. Its claws stuck her arm which started to 
bleed. The wolf knocked her down and prepared to tear out her throat, but the Unicorn impaled the 
wolf on his horn and tossed the body away.

The last wolf had had enough and disappeared into the woods.
“Come here, girl,” said the Unicorn. He carefully laid his horn on her wounds and the bleeding 

slowed and stopped.
“You’re hurt too,” she said, but as she watched the scratches on the Unicorn’s shoulder stopped 

bleeding and the wounds slowly faded.
“I’m hard to hurt,” he said. “But your wounds will itch for a day or two.”
“Thanks, Gully.”
“Erm, I need to leave. I’ll see you safely back home, first.”
“Can I come with you? I’d like that.”
“You can never come back.”
She looked in the direction of home. “That’s OK. I’ll miss Auntie and Uncle, but…”
“If you are sure, let’s go. There may be other wolves out there. I can handle a few, but I can’t 

handle a whole pack.”
She climbed onto his back from a convenient fallen tree, and they set off.
When her Auntie and Uncle came searching they found the dead wolves. They concluded that 

Lin had been taken by the other wolves, and they mourned their niece. The big puzzle was how she 
had managed to kill three of them.

***
“So you bonded with Gully in a fight with some wolves?”

She laughed. “No. That was just how we met. We started bonding then and finished the process a
few years later in another fight.”

She looked around. “That’s an amazing sight,” she said.
The Unicorns were not approaching them, so they had a ring of Unicorns around them. They 

were in the eye of a storm of Unicorns. The Unicorns were trotting from place to place in pairs and 
in triples and in small groups. Others were sitting on the ground, while some were cropping the 
grass. They did the usual horn crossings, and there was quite a bit of barging and shoving. A few 
reared and waved their heavy hooves at each other, but there was no real fighting. In the minds of 
Evan and the Lady, there was a constant hum of Unicorn conversation.

“Gully, can you tell us what they are discussing?”
“The foal, of course. It’s the first time that a Unicorn filly has been born. They’re discussing 

what to do. The options range from just accepting her through to destroying her.”
“Destroying her! Surely not!”
“Yes, and that faction seems to be winning.”
“No! I’ll not let them.”



Evan drew his sword, but Gully shook his head. “What can you do against hundreds of Unicorns,
Evan.”

“I don’t know! Come here, Princess,” he said. The filly trotted over to him and let him stroke the 
nub or bud of her future horn. Suddenly he felt her mind in his. No words. It felt like a warm 
cuddle, a friendly lick, a taste of milk, and the joy of living.

“Don’t worry little one. We will find a way.”
But the foal was not worried. She didn’t know what was going on.

***
The horde of ogres swept down the hill towards the defenders. Gully shifted underneath her. 
“There’s a lot of them, Lin.” he said in her head.

“Yeah. This is going to be tough.”
The Khan raised his curved sword, and the sun glinted off the razor sharp weapon.
“They will not fight, as such, though if they grab you they will pull you apart. They will push us 

back. If we kill a few they will move sideways, to avoid the bodies. We can divert them towards the 
quarry, I hope, and most will die there. They might get behind us, but probably won’t turn back 
towards us. They will just carry on. You people on the right, your job is to get them to move left. 
You on the left, you can fall back a little, but not too much. OK. Pass the word along.”

“The Khan’s seen these creatures before,” said the Lady.
“Yes. We will trust his knowledge.”
Then they were into the thick of it. They quickly found that the Khan was right. The ogres did 

not really fight. Lin and Gully killed two or three and the following ogre horde split into two 
streams, one to each side of the bodies. Lin and Gully advanced a little and killed more of creatures 
on the right-hand side. Things were going to plan and the ogres were being diverted into the trap.

Then one of the bodies moved. The dying ogre didn’t intend to trip the Unicorn, but Gully went 
down and Lin was thrown forwards towards the horde.

“Lin!” shouted Gulley, and he struggled to his feet.
His horn stabbed and slashed, as he fought his way towards Lin. She had recovered and was on 

her feet, but one of the ogres stepped on her sword. Gully noted that she had drawn her dagger but it
wasn’t an effective weapon against the brainless ogres.

Gully grunted as he pushed the ogre off Lin’s sword with his horn, and she grabbed it.
“Let’s get out of here, pal.”
“No,” he said. “We have a job to do.”
Lin waved her sword. “It’s almost done.”
The dead ogres formed a barrier, and the stream of ogres was diverted towards the quarry. All 

down the line people were stepping back. The Khan rode up and down the line, directing people 
towards the weak parts of the line.

“They’re stupid,” he said to Lin. “It’s easy to send them over the quarry edge, but we need to 
shore up the far right in case they back up and flow around the end.”

“We’ll do it, your Majesty.”
The Khan nodded. He knew horses, and he knew that there was something special about Gully, 

even though the Unicorn was disguised, and appeared to be a normal chestnut stallion.
“OK. I’ll send a couple of others up to help you.”
He wheeled away and headed back down the line.
Lin vaulted onto Gully’s back. “Right, let’s get back to it, pal.”
Gully didn’t move. “Lin, we need to talk.”



He walked slowly towards the end of the line, and the other defenders watched them go. There 
were gestures of triumph and delight which they returned.

“Talk about what, Gully.”
“We Unicorns need a human. We aren’t happy without a partner. We call it ‘the bond’.”
“You make it sound like marriage, Gully!”
Gully snorted. “It is like the human marriage contract, but then again it is different. A few 

Unicorns have bonded with humans who have married other humans, in fact. It does work, but is 
not common. Usually a Unicorn will bond with one human and that human will bond with the 
Unicorn, and will not marry. It works best that way.”

The Lady was thoughtful as they rode up the line. “You want to know if I want to bond with 
you.”

“Yes.”
“Well, of course I do, pal! Let’s ride!”
They galloped joyously up the line.

***
The discussion went on for a long time. The massed Unicorn stallions flowed from one place to 
another and then back again. After several hours had passed, one of them approached the small 
group.

“I’ll translate. Hello, Bandi,” said Gully.
“Don’t call me by that ridiculous nickname, please, brother! I am the Unicorn Brandigen!”
“Sorry, brother. So what can you tell us? Do we have a decision?”
“Us? So you align with the humans. Well, we are close to a decision. It looks like we will agree 

to remove that abomination.”
Evan drew his sword.
“So, you have the humans on your side. It’s to be expected. But what can they do? There are just 

two of them.”
Rosie was facing the stallion and pawed the ground.
Brandigen laughed. “Two human and a mare. Will you accept the decision of the herd? No? I 

thought not.”
There was a disturbance in the mass of stallions, and they parted. An ancient stallion hobbled 

into the open. He was old and obviously crippled by arthritis, his joints bloated and stiff. He held 
his head low as he painfully plodded across to the small group.

“Hmm. Is this the cause of all the excitement? She’s beautiful, but is she an abomination?”
“Of course, she is!” said Brandigen. “There’s never been a Unicorn filly before! It’s wrong!”
“Just because it’s never happened before doesn’t mean that it is wrong, Brandigen!”
Brandigen subsided. “Sire.”
“In fact,” said the old stallion. “This has happened before. Several times.”
A disturbance passed through the massed Unicorns. This was news to them.
“Yes, and unfortunately the filly was destroyed by the herd each time.”
Brandigen snickered. “As is appropriate.”
The old Unicorn ignored him. “But this time… This time, I believe that we should let her live. 

The Unicorns should move on. The split between the horses and the Unicorns should be completed. 
I believe that the Unicorns have a different destiny to the horses.”

The old stallion turned and hobbled into the herd and disappeared. Immediately the Unicorns 
started to mill about, streaming from place to place as before.



It was night, and the moon, which had risen two hours before sunset, was high in the sky before 
Brandigen re-emerged from the mass of Unicorns.

“Brother,” said Gully.
“Brother,” replied Brandigen.
“The verdict?”
Brandigen shook his head. “She lives,” he said. Then he turned his head and galloped back into 

the herd. Several other Unicorns had to move swiftly to get out of his way. Then, by ones and twos, 
the Unicorns faded into the distance.

“Phew. That was tense,” said the Lady.
“Yeah.” Evan rubbed Princess behind her ears. “Gully, is he really your brother?”
Gully laughed. “Yes, as it happens, he is. We share the same sire. Different dams. But ‘brother’ is

a polite greeting between Unicorns.”
***

Gully, the Lady, Rosie, her foal, and Evan travelled. They returned to human lands, and Lin, Evan, 
Rosie and Gully returned to their troubleshooting role. This was complicated by the fact that they 
continually had to take care of the foal.

One day, as they were travelling, a Unicorn stepped out of the woods in front of them.
“Brother,” said Gully.
“Brother,” said Brandigen. “I find that I cannot accept the judgement of the herd. The 

abomination must be destroyed.”
“’Abomination’? ‘Destroyed?’”
“Yes.”
“We will defend her with our lives.”
“Wait, sire,” said Evan to Brandigen. “I will not let you touch her.”
He raised his crossbow, and Brandigen laughed.
“I am hard to hit. There is no bolt which can seriously harm me.”
“Oh, really? This bolt is special. It has already tasted Unicorn blood. I pulled it from Gully’s 

shoulder myself. I’ve kept it ever since. ”
Brandigen took a step towards them and stopped.
“Really?”
“Yes. I can confirm that,” said Gully. “Besides, if you go against the herd’s judgement you will 

be an outcast.”
“I will take that risk for Unicorn kind!” He charged, but Gully met him head on.
They fought rearing and stomping, inflicting wounds on each other.
“I can’t get a clear shot, Lin,” shouted Evan.
“Me neither.”
Suddenly Rosie dashed into the fray, hitting Brandigen on the hip and the big stallion went 

down. Rosie was hit by a flying hoof and started to bleed from her shoulder. Brandigen struggled to 
his feet but just stood there.

“I see. The mare denies her nature by attacking a stallion.” he said. He stood up and shook 
himself. “You are wrong, brother, to align yourself with this horse, these humans, and that, that 
thing.”

Princess stepped forward and looked up at the stallion. “I… hate… you…”
It was the first complete sentence that she had uttered.
Brandigen laughed. “So be it, filly. We will meet again.”



He whirled and galloped off into the distance. Gully watched him go, then he laid his horn on 
Rosie’s wounds, healing them.

***
“Evan, you are bonding with Princess.”

Evan looked at the Lady. “Am I?”
The question was superfluous. Princess was nuzzling Evan’s shoulder, and he was feeding her 

some sections of his apple. Rosie was standing near to Gully, grazing contentedly, and happy that 
her foal was with Evan.

“Yeah. If you two continue to bond, as I think you will, I’m afraid that we will eventually have to
end our partnership. Two Unicorns. Doesn’t work.”

Evan considered. “You’re right, Lin. I agree. I’ll have to make sure that Rosie finds a good 
home, I guess.”

“She won’t mind. The bond between a mare and her foal weakens after the foal is weened. 
Princess will be able to take care of herself before then.”

Evan laughed. “Yeah, but someone has to carry our kit, at least for now.”
“Brandigen will be back.”
“Yeah. But I still have that special bolt.”
“True. You will need to choose a name.”
Evan was confused. “For her? She’s Princess.” Neither of them knew where the name had come 

from.
“No, for you. The Lord something. You will become a Lord if you continue to bond with 

Princess.”
“Oh. Really?”
“Yes. You will be the same rank as me. Higher than a Duke. Lower than a Unicorn. Slightly less 

than a King.”
“I’ll think about it.” He kissed Princess on her budding horn. It was now five or six centimetres 

long and starting to form its spiral shape, and he would have to stop caressing it soon.
“You deserve it, Evan.”

***
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