
 

 

 

 

 

– CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR –   
 

 

Siren’s Song  
 

 

 “When the Maker made the world of the Domain,” Zeph began, 

“he looked at his work and saw that it was not yet complete. He 

was desperate to ensure that the King’s People remained in exile in 

his love-forsaken home, but knew there was still a danger they 

would wake from the Spell of exile and leave by the great Door 

that was eternally open. 

 “He had carved in everyone a deep, aching chasm: the 

emptiness made by the belief that Love had departed, the yawning 

hole that is the sentiment and conviction of evil, of something 

desperately wrong in the self. And he had hypnotized each person 

to believe that the only safe haven which now remained was his 

Prison Domain. He had filled our minds with a blinding terror, 

dominated by the belief that our ‘sin’ would be punished by a 

vengeful, violent – but, he failed to inform us, completely 

imaginary – Lord who dealt unforgivingly with his treacherous 

subjects. He had then ensured that we firmly believed the Door 

back to the Kingdom was barred and shut tight for our safety. 

Finally he had given us veiling and ridding, powerful mental 

weapons to defend these many myths and keep them from our 

conscious awareness.  

 “Yet the Maker understood he could still lose us. But how? 

Simply, he could not stop anyone from setting out for the 

Kingdom of Light whosoever deeply desired to do so, and 

believed it possible. He who felt the memory of the King within 
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him and heard his Song, this person would find a way. Such a 

person would find a way past all the seemingly impossible 

obstacles the Maker had placed on his path, and eventually free 

himself from his belittled mind. Listening to the gentle Silver Voice 

in the place of the shrieking of the Maker would reduce the terror 

in his mind and the guilt imprisoning his spirit. Then, even if still 

afraid of the guards and haunted by the myth of the evil King, he 

would nevertheless be able to enter into the bright light of the 

Kingdom – as you have done – and would realize that the Domain 

was always, entirely a lie.  

 “And so to counter such a possibility, the Maker set about 

fabricating a special contrivance, an artifice, such that not one 

single soul would ever again seek to part with his cherished world 

of darkness He would fill his world with such sublime hope of 

happiness that never would it occur to a villager that another 

world might offer more.  

 “Now, what could the Maker have fabricated that would have 

such extraordinary power of entrapment over us?” The wizard 

looked at the boy, holding the question in his sparkling eyes.  

 Paulo was at a loss. 

 “It was a diversion, my boy,” he whispered. “An exquisite 

distraction, a remarkable cover of smoke and mist. One that would 

so divert our attention away from our inner realms that we would 

never again become aware that such a magnificent Golden 

Kingdom might exist outside of his world. 

 “And of what, then, was this diversion composed? Of what 

remarkable substance and fabric was it woven such that it 

contained the power to render us unconscious, even to the point of 

mindlessness?  

 Paulo breathed shallowly, hanging on to each of the wizard’s 

words. 

 “Objects, Paulo. And situations.” The wizard pronounced the 

words slowly and carefully. “An entire universe of such 

exceedingly special objects and situations as would confuse and 

bewilder us, enchant us and astonish us. He spoke to us of such 
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things that would have extraordinary – no! – phenomenal power to 

make us happy; things to make us content and satisfied beyond 

even our wildest dreams – and eventually beyond our own 

hardened guilt and misery. Such was his promise.  

 “And so the Maker set about weaving a powerful binding spell, 

and the words he spoke reached our ears, tempting us, calling us 

to delve deeper and deeper into his kingdom of illusion. He 

whispered deep into our inner minds and his promises began to 

glow and shine, and stood out like golden beacons luring us 

toward magical circumstances brimming with attraction and 

potency. Toward brilliant, gleaming objects, astounding situations 

of recognition, comfort and influence, and positions of 

overwhelming reward and freedom.” 

 Paulo felt an ache grow within him, a desire to reach out and 

touch these remarkable imaginary things.  

 “Have you not ever thought of such things for yourself, Paulo?” 

the wizard asked temptingly. “What would they be for you, I do 

wonder…?  

 “Let us think a moment. We’ll begin with something simple, I 

think, like shiny new boots – yes! with leather thongs as laces, not 

nasty string that breaks and cuts your hands; and burnished, 

sturdy brass buckles, that would start us off nicely. What do you 

think?” Before waiting for an answer, Zeph rolled on. “And how 

about an embroidered waistcoat, of the finest lambs-wool lined 

with red and silver trim, fastened with buttons of gleaming black 

ram’s horn? Not bad at all, if I do say so myself. Something, my 

boy, you can be truly proud to wear and to be seen in, not like 

these old and worn things you’re wearing now.” 

 Paulo looked down at his patched trousers and faded shirt; and 

suddenly he felt embarrassed, which he never had before.  

 “I’m not finished!” The wizard commanded, pulling Paulo’s 

attention back to him. “Your stomach! Yes, to fill an empty 

stomach, we would need something truly delicious to eat, no? We 

should set before you a steaming, heaping platter of savory and 

tender meats, all simmering in a sea of turnips, potatoes and 
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gravy. And to finish off, something marvelously sweet – like, like, 

a basket of honey-coated pastries sprinkled with sesame and 

hazelnuts – there we are! – and a crusty baked pie of apple and 

peach and strawberry.”  

 Zeph surveyed the boy whose eyes had started to glaze, and 

continued. “But then let’s move on to something else. There is still 

so much more – so much more! Company, friends, yes! You will 

then obviously need good company, I should say; but charming, 

sympathetic and generous friends – only that kind will do, I 

believe, of socially important status, nothing less. And 

trustworthy, ever trusting and trustworthy; never let you down, 

these friends, no!  

 “But of course, we should not forget a special companion for 

you: one special, magnificent person. Let us imagine romance 

then, tenderness, sweetness, and loveliness; love to fulfill your 

heart’s most burning wish to be known and cared for. A soft hand 

to wipe your brow at work, a warm smile to light your cold nights. 

Why not?” 

  A haze had instilled itself in Paulo’s mind, a swimming feeling 

like desire and mystery and excitement all mixed up, and floating 

in the middle of it all were Francesca’s lovely blue eyes and 

strands of dark brown hair and soft olive skin. 

 “And then you should not go unnoticed within your 

community – that would not do! Yes, we would need you to hold a 

place of high public standing. A special new post in Towne – chief 

of market activities, there it is! And a rewarding position it is too; 

never shall you want for a silver crown or two to bestow upon 

those less fortunate than yourself. You shall rule the market with 

justice and benevolence. People will love you. And the Mayor 

himself shall come to fear the sway you hold on people’s hearts…” 

 Paulo’s mouth hung wide and his eyes gleamed brightly back 

at the magician at the mention of all these unbelievable things. 

 “…Yes, my young friend,” Zeph’s tone changed, becoming 

softer, slightly sad, “an infinite variety of spectacular and 

important things such as these, the Maker promised us; things that 
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would satisfy our insatiable need for feeling good about ourselves 

– safe and content within the insecure, impoverished little lives 

that he himself had bestowed upon us. Our secret hunger would 

impel us to strive for the myriad glittering things presented to our 

blinded eyes, with one pure intention: that we should think of 

naught else but this frantic search. A search that would begin … 

but never end.” He drew a breath, then repeated, in a whisper, 

“Never – ever end.”  

 Paulo continued to listen, rapt.  

 “Indeed, there seemed a means now, one last remaining way to 

find happiness once more in the midst of our desperate, wretched 

lives. But it would require our constant effort, our eternal striving 

to satisfy this aching need within us. And we strove, we strove… 

 

… 


