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Elphonium
by Larry Heyl

The King was bored. The King
was restless. Peaceful times were
great for his Kingdom. His
subjects were happy and hearty.
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Trade flourished. But the
King was bored.

He thought of calling his
musicians with their lyres and
flutes but lately all their tunes
sounded the same. Even his fool's
raunchy jokes failed to amuse. He
would rather saddle his horse and
ride.

That's it. He would ride. A
real ride. Just the King, his
fool, and his groom. Not a ride
to somewhere. Just a ride. He had
purpose. A purposeless ride.

The King moved. "Come Fool.",
he bawled, "We ride."

Somehow the groom already knew.
Gossip in the castle travels
faster than thought. When the
King and his fool arrived at the
stables the groom was ready.
Three good horses saddled and
prancing. They were a sight for
sore eyes. The King, his fool,
and his groom mounted and rode.
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They stepped lightly across the
drawbridge and quickly broke into
a canter, the King in the lead.
He hadn't gone a quarter mile
before he veered off onto a
lightly used path into the woods.
They slowed and the King let his
horse pick the trail. Sometimes
the path disappeared but his
horse had a sense of direction
beyond human abilities. When the
trail forked his horse knew which
way to go. The fool and the groom
followed behind without effort.
Their horses followed the King's
horse. The King gave his horse
his head.

The forest changed. It was now
more open. Lighter. Brighter. The
leaves on the trees shimmered.
The grass waved in the breeze as
if begging to be trod on. The
horses slowed to a walk, a slow
walk, somehow barely moving. And
then they heard the music.



