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Things were not at all the same when Ten-Puppets returned to the Mulberry Grove with her father. 

Court Officials had ordered harsh treatment in the cell for her father, to persuade him to sign off the 

Grove. He was too stiff to work amongst the trees and fields, and his tools gathered even more dust. 
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Two-Ribbons tried to gently nurse her father to health, with warm broth and fine pudding. Just when a 

sparkle she recognized in his eye, Court sent for his órehabilitationô. 

ñBut heôs getting better, Iôm taking care of him,ò pleaded Two-Ribbons. 

ñIt is for both of your good, we know how to make him better, and you will back together in no time.ò 

Was what she was told. 
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Some weeks later her father was indeed returned, and he had grown talkative. Still, he would not work 

as before, and he was visited regularly at various institutions, a procedure, Two-Ribbons still hoped, 

would bring her father back. She quickly abandoned that hope when she saw her father get to work ï 

cutting down trees to make weapons. 
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He made arrows, crossbows, and shillelaghs. At first, he shot down crows and owls to feather the 

arrows, and when they were gone, a ófriend from Courtô moved into the edge of the field to run a 

poultry farm, stinking with noise. Other ófriends from Courtô arrived to carry away the weaponry, as 

quickly as it was stocked. He even cut down an old motherly mulberry and fashioned it into catapult, 

but which was too heavy to be carried away.1 

 

 
1 Mu later moved into its cusp. He called it, and here he gestured with one trotter sideways across his head, and 

then with both trotters describing an arc away from his head, indicating óopen sty cuspô. 
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When all the trees were gone, father and his ófriends from Courtô would spend the day, and more than 

bit of the night, sitting around and discussing. It was not like the discussions Two-Ribbons knew from 

town and village halls, where a priority would be in mind. These discussions seemed to be without 

priority, or reflections of a determined priority, like turning a figurine this way and that in the light. 
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One day, he told Two-Ribbons she would be giving a performance at the city opera, to commemorate 

the day of their release. 

ñThere are many capable puppeteers now,ò Two Ribbons argued.  

ñShould we not make a big deal out of it?ò 

Her father would not hear of it. He would not be able to show his face again if Two-Ribbons declined 

the performance. Fearing for his health, she agreed. 
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That night, Two-Ribbons dreamt of the puppets. They jumped one on top of the other until a totem 

writhed at her with lovely hate, with courageous greed, where foolishness looked wise, and the only 

official sincerity was hypocrisy. 
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Come the day of the performance and Two-Ribbons hid herself in the coop above stage. She was 

midway through the third partita when the opera exploded into mayhem. A group of armed people, 

who would later be called terrorists because they terrified everyone, had lain in wait in the opera. At a 

prearranged signal, they jumped out from the vases and niches littered around the main hall, the 

lobbies, and the restrooms. They threw grenades which burst in fatty flames, shot indiscriminately 

with their crossbows, and swung at one and all with their shillelaghs. 
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The opera became a battlefield, spectators, terrorists, and for a short while, Court police. After the 

first few moments of mad chaos, Two-Ribbons unfroze. The puppets broke their strings and fanned 

from the stage to the crowds. 
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Wisdom and Foolishness were the first to act. Wisdom projected itself into the curtain mechanism and 

used its own form to pivot. This had two quick consequences: first, a beam fell before the coop 

holding Two-Ribbons, shielding her from malicious projectiles should she be spotted; second, the 

sandbags holding the curtains up crashed on the heads of two terrorists hiding backstage, killing them 

instantly.2 Foolishness was the last to fall but one. It danced along the railing exactly between gallery 

and salon taunting the terrorists and pointing to where they were, so the spectators could find them. 

When it had enraged one terrorist, it would move on to the next, and though the circumstances are 

understandably imprecise, it is not unlikely that Foolishnessô taunts may have caused a terrorist on 

one side of the railing to kill another terrorist but on the other side of the railing. What is certain is 

that Foolishness dance not only gathered the spectators around the terrorists, but it also saved his own 

wooden bottom dodging what the terrorists threw. 

 
2 Despite several renovations and accidental fires burning the opera to the ground, the pivot Wisdom formed is 

still being used to manipulate the opera stage curtains to this very day. 
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Hate ran straight to a higher stall shouting blue murder. The terrorist he pointed out was quickly 

apprehended by Court police, and rushed out of the opera, crushing Hate in the melee. Love went 

around the corridors silently gesturing to spectators where terrorists where hiding, until one saw her in 

the mirror of a niche and smeared her on the wall with mace. 
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Greed went around biting terrorists, and the louder they screamed, the bigger it grew. Even though it 

was already as big and lumpy as a sack of potatoes, Greed moved with incredible speed and cunning, 

getting more and more vicious in biting, and bigger and bigger as the terrorists screamed hysterically. 

Cornered by a group of terrorists who had turned their attention on it only, Greed pulled its own finger 

and blew itself and its attackers. Courage summersaulted around the opera, firing the spectators with 

enthusiasm. Leaping into a group of terrorists, Courage stood in front of one terrorist just long enough 

to avoid a thrust aimed at it, and in panic the group killed each other, before Courage, straddling the 

last of that group, had the terrorist split his own head like cabbage. 
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Sincerity was the first to die after Wisdom, and Hypocrisy the last. It made no sound at all, it tugged 

at the robes of spectators and pointed to where a terrorist was hiding. In fact, it was a spectator who 

stomped on it, thinking it a strange weapon of the terrorists. 
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Official and Unofficial also helped finding out the terrorists by standing over one hiding and 

declaring, ñHere stands an official murderer.ò or, ñHere sits an unofficial murderer.ò as the case may 

have been. Both were eventually beheaded. 
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Two-Ribbons was devasted. She did not know when the blackness descended. She gathered the 

remains of her puppets, put them in the box, and left.  

What was worse ï her father had gone missing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


