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In Diplomacy of Wolves . . . 

  



Magic, in the world ofMatrin and especially in the Iberan lands where the last of thetrue humans 
live, has been a study both forbidden and reviled for athousand years — but Kait Galweigh has 
survived to hide thesecret Scars of old and dangerous magic. A daughter of the 
powerfulGalweigh Family and a promising junior diplomat, Kait is Scarred.Her nature causes her 
to skinshift, a trait which would lead to herimmediate execution even by members of her own 
Family. Chaperoningher cousin prior to the girl’s wedding into the DokteerakFamily, Kait 
overhears a plot between the Dokteeraks and theGalweighs’ longtime enemies, the Sabirs. The 
Families areplanning to destroy the Galweighs at the upcoming wedding. 

Kait survives a harrowing escape from Dokteerak House with herinformation, aided by a stranger 
who, like her, is Scarred by theskinshifting curse called Karnee. She is drawn to thestranger and 
is dismayed to discover that he is a son of the SabirFamily, her Family’s oldest and worst enemy. 
She returns tothe embassy, where she informs the Galweighs of the Dokteerak-Sabirtreachery, 
and tries to put her attraction to the Sabir Karnee outof her mind. Her Family takes both military 
and illicit magicalsteps to foil the conspiracy and crush the conspirators. TheSabirs, though, 
never planned to share power with the Dokteeraks;instead, they use them to get the Galweigh 
military out in theopen. Then, on two carefully managed fronts, they wipe out theDokteerak and 
Galweigh armies and use both treachery and magic tocapture Galweigh House back in the grand 
city of Calimekka. 

However, magic used forcefully against another always rebounds.Both Families’ wizards, who 
call themselves Wolves, expectedto strike unprepared targets with their spells. But their attackshit 
each other at the same time, and the magic rebounds, wiping outthe majority of both Families’ 
Wolves. 

It simultaneously does two other things as well, both seeminglyirrelevant. First, the magical blast 
wakes an artifact called theMirror of Souls. A beautiful and complex creation designed by 
theAncients before the end of the Wizards’ War a thousand yearsearlier, the Mirror has been 
waiting for just such a powerful rewhah. It signals that the world has returned to the use ofmagic 
. . . and more importantly, magic of the rightsort. The Mirror awakens the souls it holds within its 
Soulwell,and they reach out to people who might be able to help them. 

Second, the rewhah horribly Scars a young girl namedDanya Galweigh, a cousin of Kait’s, who 
has been kidnapped bythe Sabirs and used as a sacrifice by the Sabir Wolves when theGalweighs 
fail to meet the ransom. Danya is changed beyondrecognition, and the baby she unknowingly 
carries, a baby conceivedthrough rape and torture during her capture, is changed, too, butin more 
subtle ways. The force of the rewhah throws Danyainto the icy southern wastes of the Veral 
Territories, where, wereit not for the help of a mysterious spirit who calls himselfLuercas, she 
would die. 

Kait finds Galweigh House in Sabir hands and many members of herFamily executed. She steals 
the Galweigh airible and flies for helpto the nearby island of Goft, where the Galweigh Family 
has otherholdings. However, the head of this lesser branch of the GalweighFamily sees the 
demise of the main branch as his chance to advance,and he orders Kait killed. A spirit voice 
claiming to be herlong-dead ancestor warns her of the treachery, and she escapesagain, this time 
after stealing money from the House treasury. 



The spirit tells her another way she can aid her Family, eventhough it says they are now all dead. 
Following its advice, shehires a ship from the Goft harbor to take her across the ocean insearch of 
the Mirror of Souls. The spirit tells her that thisancient artifact will allow her to reclaim her 
murdered Family fromthe dead. She enlists the aid of the captain, Ian Draclas, bytelling him she 
is going in search of one of the Ancients’lost cities. Such a place would make any man’s fortune. 

Onboard the ship she runs into a man named Hasmal rann Dorchan,whom she once met briefly. 
Hasmal, a wizard of the sect known asthe Falcons, had been trying to escape the doom that an 
oracle hadwarned would befall him if he associated with Kait. He is notpleased to see her. 

Hasmal’s oracle mocks him and warns him that to protecthimself, he must teach Kait magic. She 
learns, but denies theexistence of the doom-filled destiny he claims they share. 

Kait is plagued by dreams of the Sabir Karnee; she becomescertain that he is following her across 
the sea. To break herobsession with him, she accepts the advances of the ship’scaptain, and she 
and Ian Draclas become lovers. But her obsessiononly worsens. 

As the ship nears its destination, it sails into the heart ofWizards’ Circle, a place where magical 
residue from theWizards’ War a thousand years before is still so strong thatit can affect and 
control anyone moving within its reach. Hasmalworks magic to free the ship, and Kait, in her 
skinshifted form,saves the life of the captain. In so doing, though, Kait isrevealed as a monster 
and Hasmal as a wizard, and the crew turnsagainst them. They reach the shore and discover the 
city, but whileKait, Hasmal, Ian, and two of his men set out to retrieve theMirror of Souls from 
its distant hiding place, the crew mutiniesand maroons them in the unexplored wilds of North 
Novtierra. 

 

       

  

Book One 



 

“Solander the Reborn will arrive 
in the wind of the Dragons’ breath. 
Wanderers and Steaders joined 
will slay the Dragons. 
Born of blood and terror, 
The opal city Paranne will rise at last.” 

FROM THE SECRET TEXTS, VOL. 2, SET 31 

BY VINCALIS THE AGITATOR 

 

       

  

Chapter 1 

  

The scream was Kait Galweigh’sfirst warning that something was wrong. The second, half an 
instantlater, was the hard metallic stink of human blood mingled with therank stench of predator. 

“Run!” she heard Hasmal shout. 

“The gap!” 

“Slings!” 



“Gods, I think he’s dead!” 

She heard running, and shouts, and animal howls. The smells andsounds and the terror hit her like 
a blow to the skull; her bodyresponded before her mind could. Her blood began to boil and 
herskin and muscles flowed like liquid, and the human part of her,which had been hunting for 
edible plants in the forest, Shifted toembrace the monster that lived inside of her; she became the 
thingshe both hated and needed. With the woman burned away, whatremained was beast, furred, 
fanged, four-legged, hungry for thehunt. Karnee now, blood-mad, she raced toward trouble. 

She came over the ridge at a dead run, and skidded to a stop atthe sight laid out before her. The 
attackers had her people backedinto a narrow crevice in the cliff that formed the north wall 
oftheir camp. Turben was down and bleeding heavily. The other threeused the plentiful shale 
scree as their weapon; they were takingturns throwing volleys against the enemy with makeshift 
slings,timing their fire in such a way that a constant rain of theknifelike stone shards filled the air. 

She couldn’t see her attackers, but she knew where theywere from the sound of them; they were 
using the ruin as theirshield. They were better armed than the humans. She could hear thetwang 
of bowstrings, the hiss of heavy arrows flying through theair, the rattle and clatter as the arrows 
rebounded off the cliffface and knocked loose more scree. Better armed and with their 
preycornered, they couldn’t help but win. 

Unless she found a way to shift the odds in her favor. 

She scrambled down the cliff, kicking loose scree as she did.But neither her friends nor her 
enemies would pay attention to her— four-legged, she moved differently than a human, and 
gavethe impression she was moving away from the trouble. 

Once into the valley and downwind of the attackers, she came inbehind them, running through 
the underbrush with her belly to theground. She was fast and quiet enough that they had no 
warning whenshe burst out of the brush to attack them. 

She got her first clear look at them as she charged toward thenearest. They were taller than any 
man and gaunt as specters, andgray fur hung from their frames in ragged, moss-festooned 
hanks.She guessed they massed twenty to twenty-five stone — morethan four times the weight 
and bulk of the average human. They ranon four legs but stood clumsily on two to fling rocks or 
shoottheir arrows, and they called to each other in rough syllables thatwere not far removed from 
wordless grunts. Yet they did speak, andthey did make weapons, and their faces, arranged in 
human fashionthough larger and more heavily boned, bespoke their Wizards’War origins. They 
were Scarred — monsters whose ancestors athousand years earlier had been men. 

She was terrified. All her life, she’d heard horriblestories about Scarred monsters and what they 
were capable of —and she knew what she was capable of, which made her givethe stories 
credence — but in the end it didn’t matter.Her friends needed her. 



She lunged in, keeping low to the ground and aiming straight forthe rear leg of the nearest 
attacker, and before any of the fourbeasts could react to her, she’d sunk her fangs into thetendons 
of the monster’s right leg and ripped throughthem. 

The monster screamed, and blood gushed in her mouth. She boundedaway, feeling the surge of 
the Karnee battle-lust boiling in herveins, fed by the raging river of her fear and determination. 

The beast she’d hamstrung was on three legs, turning toface her as quickly as he could. She could 
read murder in his face.Another Scarred had turned, too, and nocked an arrow. She spun,darted 
from the cleared circle, and burst out at one of the twomonsters still firing at the cornered 
humans. An arrow grazed herback and fire screamed through her body, but she kept going. 

She launched herself upward at the creature’s underbelly,her claws unsheathed and hooking 
forward, teeth bared. She rippedinto the unprotected skin and the slippery, stinking weight of 
gutrolled down at her. The beast shrieked, its voice far toohigh-pitched for its size, and flailed at 
her. Her momentum carriedher out of its reach, but into the path of the other twomonsters. 

One released an arrow in her direction; the other reached forher with dirt-crusted claws as long as 
her hands. The reachingmonster hampered the aim of the shooting one, and the shooting 
onescreamed at the grabbing one and startled him, and so both missed.She scrambled away 
before they could organize their attack, and ranout into the rain of shale. 

“Don’t hit me!” she yelled, and caught just aglimpse of the pale faces of her friends peering from 
theprotection of the crevice. “I’m going to lead them awayfrom camp. Hasmal — set a . . . 
aspellfire.” 

She heard them shout, “Kait!” Someone yelled,“Right!” and she hoped Hasmal had understood 
whatshe’d said. Her Shifted voice was deep and coarse, more thegrowling of an animal than the 
speech of a woman. Godsall, shehoped he could figure out what she planned, and that he would 
dowhat she wanted him to do. 

The monster she’d disemboweled was down. But the otherswere after her, their long legs 
covering a hellish amount ofground. 

She charged straight for the stream that fed into the bay andleaped it. On the other side, a game 
trail ran parallel to thewater. Kait followed it; browsing animals had cleared much of thestream 
edge, so for something her size, it made easy running. Thebeasts that pursued her, much larger 
than she, struggled withbranches and thickets overhanging the trail at eye level. She couldhear 
them crashing after her, falling behind. They started howling,and she could hear the frustration in 
their calls. 

She would make it. She was going to survive. She’d havetime to get down to the beach, to swim 
into the bay — 



Another monster appeared in front of her — another part oftheir hunting band, coming to assist 
its packmates. She shrieked,caught off guard, but it wasn’t surprised to see her. Itnarrowed its 
eyes and lunged. 

She barely evaded it; she was small and fast, it was large andslower. But not slow enough. It 
jumped sideways to block herescape, yelling as it did. From behind her, one of the othersshouted 
back. 

They talked to each other. It was too easy to think of them asanimals, but they weren’t. 

She shot straight up a solid tree, claws hooking into the bark.The monster stretched after her, its 
claws slashing into herhaunch, and she felt a single instant of blinding pain along herspine. She 
dug harder with her hindquarters and pulled free. Sheclung to an upper branch, out of reach of the 
things, wishing forthe safety of the bay. She was running out of time. She began thecareful 
process of moving across the network of interfaced branchesthat would get her there. 

She heard the flat twang of a bowstring, and an arrow burieditself in her flank. She screamed, 
feeling the hot gush of blooddown her leg and the weight of the shaft throwing off her 
balance.The pain was another weight, sucking the fight from her. She stareddown; one of them 
tracked her through the trees, waiting foranother clear shot. She flung herself forward, and heard 
another ofthem crashing toward her from the side. The ones behind her wereclosing. 

Hurry with the fire, Hasmal, she prayed. If he did, her friendswould survive; they would find a 
way to get the Mirror to theReborn even if she died. They had to succeed at that —Solander the 
Reborn had told her he had to have it. The Mirror,which was rumored to resurrect the dead, 
would one day give herback her murdered Family, but even before it did that, it wouldserve 
Solander’s purpose in creating his world of peace andlove — the world in which her kind would 
be accepted, nothunted down, tortured, and slaughtered. 

She never thought she’d discover something worth dying for,but a world that would not murder 
little children for being bornScarred was such a thing. Her family’s lives were such athing. If her 
friends could live to get the Mirror to Solander. . . 

She yanked the arrow from her flank with teeth and claws, and,fighting the agony, went 
scrambling on three legs along the branch.The Karnee Shift began closing the wound, but ate up 
her energy todo it. Her body would devour itself to heal; if she lived throughthis, she would have 
a hellish price to pay. 

Then she heard fire crackling behind her and caught the firstwhiff of smoke. The spellfire 
wouldn’t be stopped by rain, orby live, wet wood, or by unfavorable wind. It would burn 
everythingburnable in its path, carving a perfect circle of destructionthrough the forest, stopping 
only when the energy with which Hasmalhad fueled it ran out. It would burn faster than any 
normal fire,reducing a full-grown tree to ashes in mere moments. If shedidn’t get out of its way, 
it would burn her, too. 



The stream ran below her, within reach. But the monsters heldthe game trails to either side of it. 
If she wanted to live, shehad to get to the bay. She was out of time. 

The monsters sniffed the air, smelling smoke — but theydidn’t know how fast the fire would 
come. She did. Indesperation she threw herself into the center of the flooded, icy,boulder-studded 
stream. The water dragged at her legs as shescrabbled to touch bottom, lifted her off her feet, and 
flung herforward. 

She fought to keep her head up. The current was fast, brutallyfast, the normally negotiable water 
made deadly by days of rain. Itslammed her into boulders as it dragged her downstream. With 
everybone-cracking collision she could only remind herself that worsewas coming. 

The current spun her backward for an instant before sucking hercompletely under the water. In 
that instant, she saw the worldbehind her lit up like a blast furnace, blue-white fire advancingin a 
wall faster than the fastest man could run. 

She’d seen the monsters behind her outlined by thefire. 

And then she was under the muddy water, caught in the fiercecenter of the current, dragged 
headfirst through blackness. Sheheld her breath and kept her forelegs over her head, hoping 
toprotect herself from rocks, but the current jerked her into onefrom the side, and when her head 
hit, the pain hammered her. Sheinhaled water and choked as the current flung her upward 
again,playing with her. She spewed water into the air and pulledsmoke-poisoned, fire-heated air 
into her wet lungs. 

Then everything got worse. The stream became a waterfall thatplunged down the side of a cliff 
and poured into the bay. Thecurrent flung her over the precipice amid a torrent of poundingwater. 
The sensation of floating seemed to last both forever and notime at all, ending abruptly in horrific 
pain. Her body crashedagainst rocks, water slammed her, and ribs and hips and legs allshattered 
and screamed agony at once. 

She was with the pain, in the pain, made of pain for an instantthat was an eternity, while her 
blood boiled and her skin burnedand a fire erupted inside of her that was hotter than the 
spellfirethat had destroyed the world around her. 

Then . . . 

Nothing. 

 

       

  

Chapter 2 



  

The Veil joins all the worlds —those that are, those that were, and those that will someday 
be;they exist simultaneously within its compass. It is no-time,no-place, no-thing; infinite, 
terrifying, unknowable. Its windsblow through the realities, its storms twist them, and even 
itssilences cast long shadows. 

Through the Veil, galaxies and souls travel as equals. In it,stars and gods and dreams are born, 
live out their spans, and die.It is neither a heaven nor a hell, though men of uncountedrealities 
have named it one or the other or both, and have builtstories and religions and civilizations 
around their error. 

The Veil . . . is. Uncaring, unchanging, andunchangeable, it nonetheless offers much to those who 
know how toreach it and exploit it. 

Within the Veil, the Star Council regrouped in answer to thesummons of a single powerful soul, 
its members racing inward likestars in a tiny imploding galaxy — hundreds of brilliantpoints of 
light spiraling toward an ever-brightening center. 

The soul that summoned the Council was named Dafril. Dafrilyearned for the immortality of the 
Veil, the power of gods. . . and a body of flesh. When Dafril’s soul hadthought it would claim 
Kait Galweigh as its avatar, it had begunforming its thought patterns in female mode. Now things 
werechanging. Kait’s compliance was ever more in doubt, so itbegan to shape itself toward a 
male existence. A thousand yearsearlier, it, or rather he, and his friends had devised a plan 
thatthey hoped would bring them all they yearned for. At last they wereclose to achieving their 
dreams. 

We have two orders of business, Dafril announced when allthe councillors save one — a missing 
soul named Luercas —were gathered. First, we must prepare our avatars, for the hourof our 
return draws near. Second, we must decide how we will dealwith the forces that have risen 
against us in our absence. 

We’ve spent a thousand years in the planning of ourreturn, Mellayne said quietly. If we don’t 
know what wehope to do now, will we ever? 

At the last moment things change, Dafril said. Andthis has become the last moment. We could 
only speculate before nowabout the kind of world we’d find when we returned — nowwe know 
what we face. We could only guess what sort of people wouldinhabit it. And we never expected 
betrayal by one of our own —yet we must assume, since Luercas has disappeared, he has done 
soin order to oppose us. 

I thought the Mirror would only wake us when they’drebuilt a real civilization, Shamenar said. I 
cannot believethe primitive conditions we face. The filth of even their greatestcity stuns the mind. 
Raw sewage in the gutters; animal waste in thestreets; slaughtered animals hanging in open-air 
markets; rooms litonly by fire. And the sicknesses of the people . . .worms and boils and rickets 
and yaws, influenza and diabetes andrat plague and things I haven’t even heard names forbefore. 



They’re ignorant, Tahirin added. Superstitious,cruel, violent, dishonest — and as brutal as their 
short,uncomprehending lives, most of them. How can we work with thesepeople? 

Dafril drew energy from the Veil and grew more luminous, to givehis people courage. This is the 
world we come into. This is thelot we’ve drawn. They’ve built what they could — nowwe make it 
better. Only we can return civilization to our home. Wecan cure their diseases; we can improve 
their city; we can teachthem and set them on a new path. The white cities will rise again,and we 
will ride through their streets in skycarts and breatheperfumed air and feast on wondrous food. 
The wind will once moreplay the White Chimes, and a hundred thousand fountains will singand 
cool the breezes, and coldlamps will illuminate the darkestcorners. Remember. Remember what 
we did before, and know that wecan do it again. 

I wish I could be so sure, Werris said. 

Dafril felt their fear. A thousand years of passive waiting laybehind them, and that time had 
weight. In it, his people had grownaccustomed to the limitations of bodilessness and fearful 
ofchange, challenge, and danger. Now they faced all three, and hesensed in many of his followers 
a desire to continue as they were,to cling to the known. He felt the same fear and in some small 
waytasted the same desire, but he also recalled the hunger he’dbrought with him from life. 

Life was the only game worth playing. 

More than a million people inhabit Calimekka, he remindedthem. And the city grows daily. You 
can bring civilization to amillion souls far more easily than you can to a hundred, becauseyou 
have more people to work with. We shall . . . taxthem. We’ll apply a fair tax equally to every soul 
in thecity. With that little tax, we give them the good things theyhaven’t the talent or the 
intelligence or the imagination orthe ambition to give themselves. We will have our civilized 
city,and they will live healthy lives protected from violence in a worldthat no longer knows war, 
famine, or pestilence. What could be morereasonable? 

Well. Yes. Why would anyone object to our making their livesbetter? Except Solander, of course, 
Sartrig said. And hisFalcons. And evidently Luercas. 

Dafril felt the stab of truth there. Solander, who had fouledtheir work so completely a thousand 
years earlier, had somehow comeback. He’d found himself a body, an incredible body 
subtlyshaped by magic, hardened by magic the way fire hardened steel— a body worthy of 
immortality. He was not yet born, but heand that wondrous body were waiting for them, already 
watchful,already planning to oppose them again, standing as ever on the sideof dirt and disorder 
and chaos. They would have to deal quicklywith Solander. And Luercas . . . 

Luercas had been Dafril’s closest and most powerful ally athousand years earlier. He’d been a 
friend and a companion; hehad shared Dafril’s dreams of their shining white city and 
ofimmortality spent amid beauty, luxury, and art; he had struggledwith Dafril to save their fellow 
dreamers when everything went badat the end. But when the Mirror of Souls finally woke the 
hundredsit held within its Soulwell and set them free within the Veil,Luercas had vanished. And 
Dafril was left wondering what hisabsence meant — whether the cold and twisted things 
thatpreyed between the worlds had devoured his soul, or whether someunsuspected bitterness or 



treachery had turned it against the StarCouncil. He could not believe that Luercas, ever the most 
carefuland patient of souls, would carelessly allow himself to bedevoured. Which left . . . 
betrayal. 

Sartrig’s spirit-light darkened as the senior councillorbrought himself to the fore. I have a 
problem. I have chosen amarvelous avatar — a young Wolf named Ry Sabir — apowerful, well-
bred man with training in magic and a body shaped bymagic. But he has some knowledge of 
blocking and shielding, and hefights my direct influence at every turn. As long as he believes 
meto be the spirit of his dead brother, he at least considers mycouncil. But he is most intractable 
and strong. When the momentcomes, I don’t know that I will be able to penetrate his magicto . . . 
lead him. 

Dafril felt the fear behind Sartrig’s remark and its echoesshivered through his own soul. Men and 
women in this new time andnew place were not all purely human — an interesting result offallout 
from the last weapons in the final exchange between hispeople and the Falcons. He and his 
companions had just barelymissed seeing the first fruits of that fallout, he suspected. Athousand 
years had honed the changed people — the people theCalimekkans called the Scarred — into a 
host of lovelyspecies; some of the specimens in this new time offered options hehad never 
imagined a thousand years earlier. His preferredavatar was a young woman named Kait 
Galweigh, a strong, beautifulgirl of high birth with an interesting twist. She was askinshifter, 
thereby possessing a talent he found irresistible. Shewas well thought of, had the necessary 
connections toCalimekka’s ruling factions, and had for some time beenwilling — even eager — 
to listen to his advice, believingthat she heard a long-deceased ancestor when he spoke to her. 

But she had become increasingly suspicious in the last weeks,after falling in with unfortunate 
companions who had introduced herto magical training which allowed her to block out 
hispresence. 

He had therefore chosen a backup for his preferred avatar.Exquisite little beast though Kait was, 
he had accepted the factthat she might be out of his reach when the great moment arrived.So his 
second choice was another of those marvelous skinshifters— a powerful wizard who had friends 
in useful places, and whowas as beautiful as Kait. To his detriment, he was not as young. 
Hewasn’t female, either, and Dafril had been fascinated by theidea of femaleness. He was also 
cruel, and known for perversions ofa sort that Dafril found disgusting. And he had enemies. But 
Dafrilhad decided that he could cope with Crispin Sabir’s drawbacksif Kait failed to work out. 

Another fact made Crispin interesting to Dafril, though itwasn’t something he yet knew how to 
use. Crispin was father tothe body that Solander inhabited. Dafril could feel the faintresonance 
created by the link of paternity. He knew that if hefound a way to use it, his enemy could also use 
the link againsthim . . . if he knew of it. If he didn’t, well. . . it was, for the moment, something to 
keep inmind. 

Meanwhile, the avatar Sartrig had been drawn to was also one ofthe world’s few skinshifters. 
Those flexible bodies were sotempting, but offered special problems as well asopportunities. 

Prepare an alternate, he said. For that matter, eachof you should have at least one alternate. We 
will have only theone moment to reach our avatars once the Mirror draws us throughthe Soulwell 



into the world. If your avatar is beyond theMirror’s reach at that moment, or is in any way closed 
to you,you’ll be tossed back into the Veil without an anchor, andlost to us forever. 

The silence that greeted this statement echoed with fear. 

Someone from far in the back of the Council’s clusterfinally broke the silence by changing the 
subject. Which leavesus with the problems of Luercas and of Solander and hisminions. 

Dafril considered that for a moment. Serious problems, both,though I think Solander is the lesser. 
We have already defeated himonce, and though he is already embodied, and the body is truly 
his,in order to acquire it he is being born. He will be an infant, andthen a child, and while he is 
helpless, we will have time toprepare. We know of his presence and that of his followers; 
theyshould pose little danger to us. 

Luercas is another matter. We must accept that with everymoment he ignores our calls and hides 
himself, the likelihood ofhis plotting against us increases. Nor am I comforted by the factthat he 
is one and we are many, for though we have the strength ofnumbers, we cannot assume that he is 
alone — he has always hada talent for finding allies in unlikely places. 

We’d thought to show him mercy, to give him a chance torejoin us, Dafril continued, as suits 
those we love andwould call friends; but though I am loath to admit it, I must nowconcede that 
those of you who advocated his destruction were right.When you search for him, search in groups 
large enough that you canovercome him if you find him. He is old, and clever, and hesurvived 
things in the Old World that most of you cannot imagine.When you find him, don’t try to reason 
with him, don’twarn him of your presence. Annihilate him. For if you do not, Ifear he will 
annihilate you. 

 

       

  

Chapter 3 

  

The Wind Treasure cut throughrough seas, heading south along uncharted North 
Novtierrancoastline. Ry Sabir leaned against the curved bulkhead of the cabinand frowned out 
the porthole at the ragged black line of land thatlay on the horizon to the east, feeling sick dread 
in his belly.Kait was in trouble. The link that bound them, whatever it was andwherever it came 
from, had sent him fear, rage, pain. . . and now nothing. Nothing was the worst thing ofall. 

He turned back to his lieutenants and said, “I haven’tdiscussed it because there hasn’t been any 
need.” 



All five of his lieutenants, who were also his best friends, hadgathered in the small room. They’d 
locked and barred the cabindoor and now sat crowded on the two bottom bunks. 

Yanth, dressed for high drama in black silk breeches and a blacksilk shirt, with his long blond 
hair braided with black cord, said,“I’m afraid there is a need. Each time one of us hasmentioned 
what we’ll do when we get back home, you fallsilent. Or you look away, or change the subject, or 
make some mockof the idea of returning to Calimekka. And not once have you toldus how you 
expect to show up with a bride who’s a Galweigh.Surely that seems to us to require some 
planning, or at least somethought.” 

Trev, Jaim, Valard, and Karyl all nodded. 

Yanth continued, “You’re hiding a problem from us, andthe problem you’re hiding concerns us. 
We’re determinedto have the truth out of you, no matter what we have to do to getit.” He flushed 
as he finished speaking, and the verticalscars on his cheeks stood out like two stripes of white 
paint. 

This was the moment Ry had dreaded, the moment when his friendswould no longer be turned 
aside from asking their questions, themoment when he would have to face the truth. He pushed 
his worriesabout Kait to the back of his mind — they would still be therelater. He had immediate 
problems. 

“Doesn’t matter that you’re first-line Family andwe aren’t,” Jaim said. “Doesn’t matter 
thatTrev’s not Family at all. We’re going to know whatyou’re hiding from us before we leave 
here, or we won’tleave here.” 

Yanth would speak out of anger. It was his way. And he couldcool down as quickly as he heated 
up. Had it been only Yanth in theroom with Ry, he felt sure he could have avoided the 
confrontationhis friends sought. 

But Jaim arrived at no decision quickly. He weighed andconsidered and argued with himself until 
everyone was certain hewould never say either yea or nay . . . and then withoutwarning he would 
come to his conclusions. When he did, nothingcould sway him. If Jaim had decided he must 
know the truth, hewould starve to death waiting to find it out. And keep Ry starvingwith him. 
When Jaim spoke, Ry saw all his options fly out thedoor. 

They were his friends, had been for many years — but whenhe looked into their eyes, he saw no 
warmth, no willingness tolaugh and be turned from their questions. He smelled on them 
thebeginnings of anger and fear, and he knew he would finally have toface what he had done to 
them. He simply wasn’t sure how to goabout it. 

“My mother . . .” he began, and stopped. 

They looked at him, expectant. 

He swallowed, tasting shame. 



“The day we sailed, I went to tell her I was leaving. Allof you were already on the ship, waiting 
for me. But she refused togive me her leave. After all the deaths . . .” Heclosed his eyes, 
remembering that horrible confrontation with hisonce-beautiful mother, who lay in her sickbed, 
Scarred beyondrecognition by the fallout of his Family’s abortive waragainst the Galweigh 
Family. “She didn’t want to hearanything I had to say. She insisted that since my father was 
dead,I take over leadership of the Wolves. I refused, telling her that Iwas coming after Kait. She 
was furious with me, and asked if youwere all accompanying me. I told her that I sailed alone —
that all of you were dead.” He heard their indrawn breaths,saw the shock and horror on their 
faces, and he looked down, unableto meet their eyes. 

“You told her we were dead?” Karyl, Ry’scousin, fell back onto the bunk and covered his face 
with bothhands. “Dead? You . . . idiot!” 

“I feared her reprisals against your families if she knewyou were helping me defy her.” 

Yanth had gone so pale his scars disappeared. “Dead. Sowhat advantages did you feel you got for 
us by our beingdead?” 

“I told her that you died heroes . . . fightingthe Galweighs in Galweigh House.” He shrugged. “It 
seemedlike a good idea at the time.” 

He saw them wince at those words. 

They had the right, he thought. He didn’t even dare recallthe number of times he’d said those 
words before. So many ofhis disasters had seemed like good ideas at the time. 

In his defense, he told them, “Your families are now inhigh favor. High favor. Trev, your sisters 
will be presentedto first-rank Sabirs when they are of marriageable age and will beeligible to 
carry title all the way up to paraglesa. Valard, yourbrother and father will have already been 
given the title of parat.You other three — your families were already parats. But theywon’t be 
dead . . . and if my mother had any ideathat you were helping me defy her, they would have been, 
with theirheads on the city walls.” 

Valard crossed his arms over his chest and glowered at Ry, greeneyes blazing. “That seems 
exaggerated. How much trouble couldyou have been in? Meanwhile, while we’re dead and will 
neverbe able to go home without destroying our families, you’ll goback a hero, eh?” He had 
always been willing to do anythingfor Ry, but at that moment he looked like he’dreconsidered. 

“Either we go back heroes together or none of us goes backat all. As far as everyone knows, I’m 
as dead as youare.” 

That gave them pause. 

“They think you’re dead, too?” Karyl asked.“So how did you accomplish that? And why?” 



“I made it look as if the Hellspawn Trinity killed me,because they knew I was going to make my 
bid to lead the Wolves.That was as much to convince my mother that I intended to complywith 
her demands as to get out of the House without breaking myword to her. You see, she told me if I 
didn’t stay and fightfor leadership of the Wolves, she’d declare me barzanne. But she failed to 
consider that if I stayed and madea real bid for power, the Trinity would have killed me for 
real.And being ‘dead’ legally was better than being dead infact. And far better than being 
barzanne.” 

His friends were stunned. 

“Your own mother was going todeclare — ” 

“Barzanne — ” 

“By my own soul — ” 

“Had she known you were alive and helping me, I have nodoubt she would have declared you 
barzanne as well.” Helooked into their eyes. “Your families would not have fared sowell then.” 

“No.” 

They were nodding, agreeing, ready to forgive. 

“I’m sorry,” Ry said. “I never intended toinvolve you in such trouble. I never thought going after 
KaitGalweigh would be such a mistake.” 

His friends looked at each other, shrugged, looked at him. 

Jaim said, “The man who knows the future makes no mistakes.But such a man isn’t a man. He’s a 
god.” 

Yanth shook his head slowly, then grinned. “True. And youjust think you’re a god.” 

“You don’t hate me?” Ry asked. 

Valard sighed. “Not yet. Figure out a way for us to beheroes, and to go home again, and we’ll 
forgiveeverything.” 

Karyl leaned back on one elbow and smiled slowly. “At theleast find us an island inhabited by 
beautiful girls we can take aswives, and set us up like parats. With a beautiful young wife, 
myown land, and decent weather, I’ll forgive and forget almostanything.” 

“At the least, you say?” Now Ry was smiling. “Itisn’t enough for the five of you that all of us are 
alive andhealthy?” 



Yanth tugged at the front of his shirt, smoothing the silk. Hedidn’t bother to look up as he said, 
“Ah, but we knowyou. You’ll do everything you can between now and the time wefind a safe 
harbor to get us all killed. Yourself included.”Now he did look up, and his eyes were full of 
laughter. “Allwe want is moderate compensation for the hell you’re sure toput us through.” 

Ry decided to tell them what he knew, though not precisely howhe’d learned it. If his dead 
brother’s spirit had crossedthe Veil to offer him counsel and beg his help, surely that was asecret 
the two of them could keep. “I’ve discoveredthrough magic that Kait is going after an artifact that 
returns thedead to life. I’m going to take her home as my wife — butall of us are going to carry 
home that artifact, and anyother wonders we find in the Ancients’ city she’sdiscovered. With a 
ship full of such riches, my mother will be ableto resurrect my father to lead the Wolves again, 
and be able tohave my older brother back. And we’ll be heroes.” 

And he would be freed from the cloistered life of dark magic andintrigue his mother had planned 
for him. 

Yanth frowned. “I would think you would have said somethingbefore this, if only to let us know 
we had as much stake inreaching Kait as you do.” 

“I didn’t know if she would find her city, or if shewould find the Mirror of Souls — and why give 
you hope whenthere was none? Or, for that matter, why let you know how badthings were when 
we might yet hope for a chance of reprieve? Latelywhen I’ve looked through her eyes I’ve seen 
both ruinsand an artifact that I believe is the Mirror — so now you canfind out about the trouble 
we’re in and find out that we mighthope to get ourselves out of it at the same time. Meanwhile, as 
wetry, your families are safe.” 

What he didn’t know and would not tell them was whetherKait still lived. Perhaps he’d brought 
all of them to theother side of the world for nothing — that inexplicable linkthat bound him to 
Kait was as silent as if it had never existed. Hehad followed her across half a world, a madness he 
still could notexplain even to himself. He had thrown away his name, his Family,and his future 
for a stranger who was the born enemy of the Sabirs,a woman he had met in the flesh once, and 
that in a dark alley infront of the corpses of the men who would have killed her. He didnot know 
if she could love him. He did know she had every reason todistrust him, and perhaps even to hate 
him. 

And now he could no longer tell if she still lived. 

He stared out the porthole. She was ahead of him somewhere. Andhe would give anything to find 
her still alive. 

 

       

  



Chapter 4 

  

Imogene Sabir had placed her chaircarefully beneath the beam of sunlight that poured through 
the highwindow of her study. Though she couldn’t see the sunlight, shecould feel it; ever since 
the attack on the Galweighs, when the rewhah — the magical backlash that came from using 
magicas force — nearly destroyed her, her bones craved itsheat. 

Finder Malloren stood before her, but not in the attitude ofprofound obeisance required when one 
of his station faced one ofhers. He mistook her blindness for lack of ability to see,which was his 
error, and one for which she would eventually makehim pay. With her heightened Karnee and 
magical senses, she couldnot only determine his physical position, but also his mentalimpressions 
of her, while her sense of smell picked up a secret hethought he kept from everyone that she 
could, at some time in thefuture, threaten to expose. She thought doing so would make 
himvirtually her slave. 

When she had time for such amusements, she decided she wouldplay with the Finder a bit. 

Meanwhile, however, she listened to his presentation of hislatest hunt. 

“. . . This long after the fact, it was hard tofind anyone around the docks who remembered 
anything. I had to paya lot of money to people who might be able to put me intouch with people 
who might have been there. It wasdifficult — ” 

“But if you’d failed,” she interrupted, “youwouldn’t be standing here right now, expecting to be 
paid. Ialready know my son is alive. That humiliating scene Crispinorchestrated proved that 
clearly enough. I just want to know therest of the story.” 

“W-w-well . . . yes . . . but I wantedyou to know how hard — ” 

“Your personal difficulties don’t interest me. Yourresults do. I pay you for the results, and for the 
costs you incurin getting them. If you want to be paid for the dramatic way youtell your story, I 
suggest you change to a different line ofwork.” 

She felt him flush — from humiliation at being spoken tothus, and from having to take it, and 
finally from anger at beingdenied telling his tale the way he chose. She sensed in himfrustration, 
too. He had no doubt expected her to offer him a bonuswhen she heard how much work he’d had 
to do to bring her hisfindings. 

She smiled, and felt him recoil. That amused her, too. Shewished she could see what she had 
become in the wake of thedisaster. She could guess from touching her face and from thereactions 
of others that little of the human was left of her. Shesupposed she had become hideous, but she 
could not see her ownreflection — in her mind she was still as beautiful as she hadbeen the day 
she lost the last of her sight. She didn’t mindbeing hideous. Being beautiful had worked for her, 



but that wasgone. She had discovered, however, that terror peeled as muchcooperation out of 
people as beauty ever had. 

He said, “Yes. Of course. I cannot verify names — thepeople I have located were careful to keep 
their names from anyrecords. Or from even having them spoken. Ironically, it was thatcare which 
finally allowed me to find them. 

“On the night your son disappeared and was presumedmurdered, five young men spent the better 
part of the stations ofDard and Telt in a dockside tavern called The Fire-eater’sEase, passing the 
time drinking, playing hawks and hounds, anddicing and betting at fortuna. They were obviously 
of the upperclasses — four wore swords prominently displayed and the fifthwore two long 
daggers. All dressed well. From eyewitness accounts,I have that one was tall and slender with 
blond hair and scars onhis face; he was reported as being a boaster and a dandy, dressedentirely 
in silk. Another, somewhat shorter, wore brown hair pulledback in a long braid, and seemed to 
those who saw him to be quiet.Thoughtful. A doxy who works there says she sat on his lap 
andtried to talk him into going upstairs with her, but he refused eventhough he was interested. 
She says he said he was waiting for afriend, and that when the friend arrived, he would have to be 
readyto leave immediately. He refused to tell her anything about thefriend or where he had to go 
— refused so adamantly that sheremembered him. He called himself Parat Beyjer.” 

“Parat Beyjer, eh?” Imogene chuckled, delighted inspite of herself. “Parat Beyjer? And tell me, 
were hisfriends named Soin, Gyjer, Torhet, and, perhaps . . .Farge?” 

She’d shocked him. “How did you know? I mean,none of them was named Torhet, but there was 
a Gyjer. A Farge, too.Another was named Rubjyat.” 

“The boys had classical educations. Beyjer was the‘god of green’ in the classical mythos of 
ancient Ibera,when Ibera was still called Veys Traroin and included much of whatis now Strithia, 
back when it was a member nation of the Empire ofKasree. Gyjer was the ‘god of purple’ in the 
same mythos.Farge was the ‘god of blue,’ and Rubjyat the ‘god ofno color’ — I wouldn’t have 
expected one of the boysto pick him.” 

Imogene could tell the Finder was interested in spite ofhimself. She sensed him leaning toward 
her, heard a slightquickening in his pulse and breath. “Why not?” 

“The god of no color was associated with disasters. I wouldhave thought that the boys would 
have saved that name for my sonwhen he arrived. Disasters are, after all, his specialty.” 

“Then you’re sure these are the right men?” 

“I’d bet your life on it.” She felt him tense ashe caught the wording of her little joke, and she 
smiled again.“But just so I don’t make any irrevocable mistakes, tellme the rest of what you 
found out.” 

She heard him swallow. “As you wish. The one who appearedoldest to the witnesses wore his 
hair short — the doxyrecalled him as well. Said that she thought he was balding, and hadshaved 



his head to make the fact less obvious. He apparently wasrude to her, telling her he had no 
interest in women of her sort.Another was remarkably pale, and had, two male witnesses said, 
aface like a moon. He was apparently adept with fortuna — won agreat deal of money from them 
before he finally left the tavern.And the last no one recalled until I asked if they were sure 
thereweren’t five men together instead of four. Then variouswitness recalled a fifth man who had 
occupied a chair at the sametable.” 

“That would have been Jaim,” Imogene said. “Hehas the most remarkable ability to be 
unremarkable. It’s agift.” 

“It would be,” the Finder agreed. 

“Well, then.” She rubbed the silk hem of her tunicbetween her fingers, a nervous habit she’d 
acquired since shelost the last of her sight. She considered her options.“You’ve found them. I 
have no doubts of that. So whatbecame of them? Where are they now?” 

“The men who lost so much money followed them to theharbor, where the five men boarded a 
ship. No one recalled the nameof the ship. So I checked the harbor records. Several ships 
sailedthat night — the tides and winds were favorable. None wouldseem to be the ship they sailed 
in, for each listed a cargo and adestination, and none noted passengers, but one, the 
WindTreasure, claimed to be sailing for the colonies with a cargoof fruit and wood. The log was 
signed out by one C. Pethelley.Merchant Registry lists no Pethelleys, Sea-Captains’ Registrylists 
two Pethelleys living but both are accounted for, and the Wind Treasure had never received a 
cargo, and never arrived inthe colonies. It is a Sabir registry, a secondary ship that hadbeen in dry 
dock for repairs, had just been returned to the waterand recrewed, but was well-known to have 
had empty holds. I stillcannot prove a connection between your son and his friends and thisship, 
but every other deep-sea vessel that sailed that night —and for the next week, in fact — I can 
account for. They wentwhere they said they were going, and did what they said they woulddo.” 

Imogene snorted. “Oh, I doubt you can account for every ship. Piracy being what it is in these 
waters, I wouldexpect there are dozens of ships he and his friends couldhave left on. So, tell me. 
Where did they go?” 

“I don’t know. The Wind Treasure has not signedin to any harbor whose records I could obtain. 
I’m waiting tohear from Kander Colony, Finder’s Folly, and the settlement inthe Sabirene 
Isthmus, but I don’t expect the results will bepositive. All I can tell you for sure is where 
theyaren’t.” 

“I see. You can’t tell me what I most wish toknow.” She let him fidget for a long moment, 
consideringpossible outcomes for her displeasure. At last she said,“Still, you’ve been laudably 
thorough.” 

The Finder exhaled softly. “Then you’resatisfied?” 

She leaned back in her chair and sighed. “I’m convinced. All I requested of you was that you 
bring me enoughinformation to convince me. Satisfied . . . well. . . my satisfaction lies outside 



your influence.”She twisted the silk hem, imagining it as her son’s face,wanting to shred it. “Do 
go. I need to be alone to think. Mysecretary will pay you before you leave.” 

“Will you be needing anything else?” 

“If I do,” Imogene said softly, “I know where tofind you.” She made sure that sounded like the 
threat itwas. 

Finder Malloren scuttled from her study like a bug whose rockhad been lifted away, exposing 
him to the light. 

Imogene waited until she felt him leave the House, a matter ofonly a few moments. She stayed 
cautious around Finders — menand women who collected information for a living could collect 
itfor many buyers, and Imogene knew Calimekka was full of enemies whowould pay well for 
anything that could weaken or destroy her. 

Once she heard the outer door close, though, she rang the bellthat summoned her secretary. 

When he entered the room, she said, “Porth, I’m goingto require a talented assassin. The best you 
can locate. Not onealready contracted to the Family, however. I want anindependent.” 

Porth waited, saying nothing. 

“I have a bit of punishment to exact.” The Sabirparaglese — for the first time in two hundred 
years — hadremoved the Wolves’ right of self-governance by naming Crispinhead of the Wolves 
and creating assistant positions for Anwyn andAndrew. This elevation of the Hellspawn Trinity 
to power overImogene she could attribute directly to her son Ry’s actions.Because of him, she 
was shut off in a marginal corner of the Houseand relegated to near-powerlessness in the affairs 
of the Family.Now she found his friends far from being the heroes she’dbelieved them to be — 
heroes who’d died for the Sabirs atGalweigh House, as Ry had claimed on the day he was“killed” 
— his best friends had aped his lies andbetrayals. They had abetted him in fleeing the city and her 
orders.“Ry and his five dearest friends have been having a joke. Atmy expense.” 

“They are alive, then?” 

“All six of them are very much alive. And apparentlyvery much out of my reach.” 

“But you know where they went? You’re sending theassassin after them?” 

“Not at all. For now, at least, I cannot touch them. Butthey have thoughtfully left their relatives 
behind, and put me in aposition where I have come to know them. After all, as family ofthese 
‘heroes,’ I have given them everycourtesy.” 

Imogene chuckled, and felt her secretary shudder. 

“Then the assassin . . .” 



“I want to play a little game. I want this assassin to killoff Ry’s friends’ families, person by 
person, in creativeways. Let’s see how many of them we can annihilate before theboys get back 
home. Don’t you think that will beamusing?” 

Porth said nothing. 

Imogene let the silence run for a while, then said,“Porth?” 

“Yes, Parata. Amusing.” 

He didn’t sound amused at all. Poor Porth — he lied sobadly. 

 

       

  

Chapter 5 

  

The water simultaneously weighed herdown and buoyed her up as she slipped through a world 
marked byshifting, fluid light. Water flowed in through her mouth and outthrough the sides of her 
neck, and though something about thatseemed wrong, she didn’t know what it was. She heard 
thepounding of the tide in her bones and felt the movement of preythrough her skin, as if her 
entire body had become her eyes. Painlay behind her; ahead of her lay uncertainty. In her present, 
sheknew only hunger, a hunger so immense that it devoured her. Sheknew she was more than 
appetite, but she could not reach the partof her that insisted this. She knew that breathing water 
wassomehow wrong, but she didn’t know how she knew, and for themoment she didn’t care. 

She rolled, shifting fins to arch her body around, and caughtsight of a cloud of silver shimmering 
before her. With a flick ofher tail she was gliding toward it, hardly disturbing the waterthrough 
which she moved. She slammed into the center of the cloudand devoured a dozen of the fish 
before the school erupted, thenfollowed the largest group that broke away, pushing after it 
withthree hard thrusts of her tail, conserving energy. She hunted, andfed. When the school of 
silver fish scattered beyond convenientreach, she moved into a smaller school of large red and 
yellowones, and then another, and another sort of fish. She avoidedanything that created a bigger 
pressure line while moving than shedid, and when she tasted blood in the water, she stayed away. 

She refused to question her existence, avoiding her mind’snagging insistence that she was not 
what she seemed to be. She fed,because she had been weak and damaged and near death; and as 
shefed, she grew stronger. 

And when she was strong enough, her mind forced her body toacknowledge its presence. It 
named her to herself, and withremembrance of her name came the flood of other memories. 



She was Kait. 

She had friends who would need her help. 

She had a task she had to accomplish. 

And trouble was coming. 

*     *     * 

Shifted into human form, exhausted, waterlogged,naked, freezing, and with her senses dulled and 
slowed, Kaitdragged herself back to the camp. She could not guess how long shehad been gone, 
and she could only hope that she would find herfriends alive when she returned. The burned 
wasteland through whichshe’d come had been nothing but a sodden stew of ash, with theruins of 
the Ancients’ city suddenly standing as clear andobvious as if they’d been abandoned only the 
day before. 

In that sea of ash, the perfect circle of ground that Hasmal hadbeen able to protect from the 
spellfire stood like a vision ofParanne: heavy with evergreens, laced with the fine sculptures 
ofdeciduous trees picked out in black against the gray winter sky,carpeted with leaves that still 
retained some of their autumn colorand that lay like gemstones carelessly tossed upon the ground. 
Thecastaways’ camp lay within the center of that circle. Kaitheard voices inside the ruin they 
used as their base. She alsosmelled decay and death. She knew that when she stepped into 
theshelter, she was going to get bad news, but her nose refused totell her how bad it could be. 
Post-Shift depression, post-Shiftdullness. 

She went in. 

Her bad news greeted her by the door. Turben lay to the right inthe first room, his body pulled 
under the intact portion of theroof. She knelt at his side and touched him. His corpse was coldand 
rigid. He’d been dead for a while. 

A soft groan from the back room caught her attention next, andshe hurried in. Ian and Hasmal 
crouched at either side ofJayti’s bedroll. Jayti twisted and groaned again. 

“Not Jayti,” she whispered. She’d come to admirethe crewman, who had impressed her with his 
loyalty, his commonsense, and his courage. “What happened?” 

Jayti looked at her with pain-fogged eyes, and managed a smile.“You’re back,” he said. “Gives 
me hope that thecaptain’s prayers for me will be heard, too.” 

“Kait!” Hasmal shouted. “You’realive!” 

Ian leaped to his feet and ran over to her. He picked her up andswung her around, holding her 
close, unmindful of her nakedness. Hekissed her passionately, then pressed his cheek to hers. 
“Ah,Kait,” he whispered. “I thought I’d lost you.”He pushed her back from him briefly, studied 



her, then pulled herinto his arms again. “You’re nothing but bones,girl,” he said. And then, when 
he let her go, “How’dyou get through it? And where have you been? I . . . we. . . I gave up on you 
yesterday.” 

“How long have I been gone?” 

Hasmal had been digging through her bags; he handed her sparebreeches and tunic to her as he 
said, “Three days, twonights.” 

“That long?” She frowned, surprised that she’dstayed in Shift longer than a day. “I was . . .under 
the water. Lost.” She tugged on the clothing. “Lostinside my head. I was in the bay, but I’d 
forgotten who I was.I jumped into the stream to get away from those . . . thebeasts, and to escape 
the spellfire. I remember that well enough.And after I went over the waterfall, I just barely 
remember hittingthose boulders at the bottom. And then I don’t rememberanything else until this 
morning, when I suddenly recalled my nameand remembered that I wasn’t supposed to be a fish. 
Orwhatever I was. My body Shifted me into a form that would let meheal and eat, and I guess 
that’s all I’ve been doingsince I disappeared.” 

They looked awed. “You can do that?” 

“I’ve only done it one other time,” she said.“And that for less time than the passing of a single 
station.When I jumped into the bay in Maracada, the night I met you”— she looked at Ian — “I 
hit the water so hard itstunned me, and I nearly drowned. My body Shifted me then, too— partly. 
Left me human, but gave me gills so that I couldbreathe in the water. Until that happened, I didn’t 
know Icould take any form but the four-legged one.” 

Hasmal looked thoughtful. “To answer your question,Jayti walked past the corpse of the beast 
you disembowled after thespellfire stopped burning,” he said. “Except itwasn’t truly dead. It 
grabbed him by one leg, mangled the leg.We got him away from it and finally managed to kill it, 
but. . .” 

“Hasmal took the leg off for me. Did a good job of it.I’ll be back t’ myself soon enough.” He said 
it, andhe might have believed it, but Kait knew it wasn’t true. Shesmelled the stink of blood-rot 
— faintly, perhaps faintlyenough that human noses couldn’t detect it. Jayti wasn’tgoing to get 
better. She looked quickly at Hasmal and saw thebleakness in his eyes. He knew, then. 

Ian said, “Jayti will be helping us build our boat beforeyou can blink.” The pain was in his eyes, 
too. They werekeeping it from him, the fact of his impending death. Keeping itfrom him as long 
as they could. 

She turned back to Jayti, and knelt by his side. She looked intohis eyes, and willed him to fight 
off the blood sickness. “Weneed you,” she said in a voice pitched only for his ears.“Especially 
Ian. He’s lost his ship, his crew, everyonehe thought he could count on except for you. Don’t let 
himlose you, too.” 



Jayti, face gray and waxy, smiled a little, and in a voice evensofter than hers, said, “I smell it. I 
know — butthey’re happier thinking I don’t. So we play thisgame.” He patted her arm. “But even 
when I’m gone,the captain hasn’t lost everything. He still hasyou.” 

She returned his smile with a false sincerity that hid thepained awkwardness of the truth. Ian 
would need Jayti. Hewould need a friend from his past to stand by him in the days tocome. And 
sitting in the back of the room they all occupied was theone thing she could think of that might 
save Jayti’s life, andspare Ian’s friend. 

The Mirror of Souls glowed softly, its light rising up throughthe center of the tripod pedestal and 
shimmering into a lake ofradiance that pooled within the ring resting on the pedestal. Shehad 
crossed the uncharted vastness of the Bregian Ocean to thisabandoned continent to obtain it. It 
was an artifact from thelong-gone Ancients, the people who had once ruled all the world,and with 
it, she was supposed to be able to resurrect herslaughtered family. The spirit of her long-dead 
ancestor, AmaleeKehshara Rohannan Draclas, had insisted that her dead parents, herdead 
brothers and sisters and nieces and nephews, were not entirelybeyond her reach. That they could 
come back; that they could bebrought back; that she could resurrect them with this artifact,which 
she had obtained with terrible struggle and at terriblecost. 

But Kait did not know what to do with the Mirror now that shehad it — and she had been unable 
to find Amalee’s spiritsince she’d made the decision to take the Mirror to theReborn. When the 
Peregrine marooned her and her companionson the western shore of North Novtierra, she’d been 
sureAmalee would return, full of advice on what she had to do to gethome. But that yattering 
voice had fallen silent, and the sickfeeling grew in Kait that she’d made a mistake somewhere. 

Had she been wrong to trust her ancestor’s spirit ingetting the Mirror, or had she been wrong in 
ignoring Amalee’sassertion that if Kait got the Mirror and took it to Calimekka, theReborn and 
his needs would not figure into her future? Shecouldn’t know, and Amalee wouldn’t answer her 
silent callfor help. 

Amalee could have told Kait how to use the artifact to resurrectdead Turben and save dying Jayti. 
Instead, the Mirror sat thereuseless because Kait didn’t dare touch the glowinginscriptions that 
curved around the front quarter of its rim.Magical artifacts could be deadly. Without instructions, 
Kaitfeared she would unleash destruction on the survivors instead ofsalvation on the lost. Raised 
in Galweigh House amid its deadlymysteries, she’d learned that caution was the first and bestof 
virtues. 

“Hang on,” she told Jayti again, and took his hand inhers. “Please.” 

He smiled, and she rose and turned away. 

Ian pulled her aside. “I need to talk to you.Alone.” 

She nodded and followed him out of the ruin. 



When they were out of sight of the others, he embraced heragain, pulling her close and stroking 
her damp hair. “Ithought I’d lost you forever,” he told her. “Idon’t want to lose you again.” 

“We may not survive this,” she said. 

“I know. We probably won’t. But I know that I want tobe with you for the rest of my life. I love 
you, Kait. With all myheart and soul, I love you. I’d do anything foryou — ” 

She pressed her fingers to his lips and said, “Hush,”and pulled him close, praying that he 
wouldn’t say anythingelse. She stroked his hair and closed her eyes tight, and wishedwith 
everything in her that she could make him not love her.She cared about him, but whatever magic 
it took to create the sortof love he professed to feel for her did not exist inside of her.Not for him. 
Not, perhaps, for anyone. 

He held her close to him, rocking from side to side. Sheremembered her father rocking her like 
that, and for a moment shefelt both small and safe. Then he pulled away from her and lookedinto 
her eyes, and said, “Marry me,” and all feelings ofsafety fled. He said, “I have nothing but myself 
to offer you,but I’ll find a way to win back all that I’ve lost.We’ll get back to Calimekka, and 
you’ll want fornothing.” 

She closed her eyes, trying desperately to think of theacceptable excuse, the one that would let 
her refuse him withouthurting him. It came, and she thanked whichever god watched oversuch 
things. “I know we’ll make it back somehow.That’s why I cannot accept a proposal of marriage 
withoutknowing if either of my parents still live.” 

She saw him consider that and see the reason in it; if hermother or father still lived, a suitor 
would have to ask permissionbefore broaching the subject with Kait. This was the way 
thingswere done among Families. So she bought herself time, but didnothing to solve the 
problem — her answer led him to believeshe would find his proposal acceptable if her parents 
did. 

She turned away — and in that instant she felt a delicatetouch in her mind, and eyes looked out 
through hers, seeing thedevastation before her. Ry Sabir. Her heart raced; she felt hiselation, his 
relief . . . and his nearness. 

She snapped a magical shield around herself — one of thefew bits of magic Hasmal had been 
completely successful in teachingher so far — and the sensation of being watched, even 
inhabited, vanished. She turned to face Ian and said,“Trouble’s coming.” 

He laughed bitterly. “We’re stranded on the far sideof the world, probably the only humans on 
the continent, down tofour survivors and” — he nodded back toward the ruin— “perhaps soon to 
be three. We have no food stores, wehad to burn our ground, winter won’t be over for months, 
andwill surely get harsher before it gets better.” Ian leanedagainst a tree and rubbed at his eyes 
with his knuckles. Kaitrealized how exhausted he looked. “I’d say trouble isalready here.” 

“A ship will reach us soon.” 



Ian stared at her, his immediate disbelief clear on his face.She met his eyes, and saw that disbelief 
become hope. “A ship.Bad news? Please tell me you have more bad news.” 

“This ship doesn’t intend to rescue us. MyFamily’s enemy followed me across the ocean, using 
a. . . a link that the two of us share. Something relatedto the fact that we are both Karnee, I think. 
This enemy intends totake me prisoner. But you and Hasmal and Jayti. . .” She frowned. “I 
expect he and his menwill try to kill the three of you. You aren’t the reason thathe’s coming here, 
and if you aren’t his friends,you’re unknown, and unknown is often the same asenemy.” 

Ian turned away from her and stared at the blackened ridgebefore him. “Perhaps we can negotiate 
with them. Perhaps wecan work our passage. Perhaps we can do something to help you, andin 
helping you, help ourselves.” He glanced over his shoulderat her. “So which of your Family’s 
enemies are we talkingabout? Dokteerak? Masschanka?” 

“Sabir,” Kait said. 

Ian winced. “Ah. Sabir. That’s bad, or at least it could be bad. I have an unfortunate history with 
the Sabirs.Clever as I might be at offering my services as a navigator, orhelmsman, or whatever 
the ship might need, if I’m recognizedthe Sabirs aren’t likely to want my help.” He sighed 
andlooked back at the burned ground. “I wish we’d knownearlier that Sabirs were coming. We 
could have been preparing. Wecould have had ramparts in place, made some sort of weapons. . .” 
He frowned and shrugged. “Well, thatcan’t be helped.” He licked his lips. “Youdon’t know 
exactly which Sabirs are following you, doyou?” he asked. He put the question to her casually 
enough,but Kait heard the tension hidden below the surface. 

“I only know of one for sure. Ry Sabir. There may beothers, but he’s the only one who’s” — 
everybit of color had drained from Ian’s face as she spoke —“linked to me. Ian? What’s the 
matter?” 

“Ry?” he whispered. “Ry Sabir?” 

Kait nodded. “You know him?” 

For a long time he said nothing. Then he glanced at her, and hewas a changed man. Cold. Deadly. 
Full of hate. “I knowhim,” he said. “We have things to do. We’re going tohave to get his ship, 
and we’re going to have to beat him to do it.” 

“Three of us against a ship’s crew? We can’t takethe ship by force.” 

Ian rested both hands on Kait’s shoulders and stared intoher eyes. “If Ry and I meet, one of us is 
going to die. I knowmy chances of killing him aren’t good. But if I have to die,I’ll die fighting.” 

He stalked away from her, heading for the bay. 

She looked after him and considered the trouble that was tocome, and what she might do to 
prevent it. She ran through her headall the histories she could recall where smaller forces 



haddefeated greater ones. Somewhere in the past, someone she’dstudied about had found himself 
in a similar situation, and hadmanaged to survive. In most of the cases, like the Brejmen defeatof 
the Cathomartic hordes or the Marepori repelling the Jastinvaders, the smaller force was better-
armed andbetter-disciplined. 

With the right terrain and the right weapons and plenty of timeto prepare, Kait thought the three 
of them might have had similarsuccess. But without those advantages . . . 

There is always a way to win, General Talismartea hadwritten in his masterwork, The Warrior’s 
Book. If you arewilling to redefine winning. 

Ian had defined winning as taking over Ry’s ship andforcing the crew to sail back to Calimekka. 
But she knew that evenif she and her friends could wrest control from the captain,they’d have a 
hellish time keeping it — and if they lostit, they were dead. But what if they didn’t need to be 
incharge to win? 

She had to redefine winning. They won if all of them got back toIbera alive and free, with the 
Mirror of Souls in their possession.That was the only thing they had to have. 

If they didn’t have to take over the ship and control itfor months, they were free to consider any 
form of safe passage aswinning. They couldn’t hope to have safe passage given tothem. But they 
might hope to demand it. 

How? 

An idea came to her. She’d have to get Hasmal and Ian onher side, though she suspected from his 
reaction to Ry’s namethat Ian wouldn’t like her proposal. Then she’d needsubterfuge and 
negotiating skill and a bit of Hasmal’s magicand more than a touch of luck to make it work. She 
found herselfwondering if her years of diplomatic studies would serve her aswell as even a day’s 
worth of real experience. She closed hereyes and breathed in the ash-scented air, and hoped 
she’dlearned as much as she thought she had. 

 

       

  

Chapter 6 

  

After three days in which Ry had becomemore and more certain that Kait was dead, the tiny 
flashes ofenergy that linked him to her suddenly reappeared. He couldn’tguess what had 
happened to her to make her disappear, and hewouldn’t try. He was satisfied to discover that she 
was stillalive, and better yet, that she was close. Incredibly close. 



When the Peregrine marooned her, he’d seen throughher eyes that she was not alone, but he 
didn’t know if any ofthose who had been with her had survived. He wished he could getanother 
glimpse through her eyes, so that he could see what he washeading into, but she was wary, 
holding her magical shields astight around herself as a woman would hold her cloak in a 
blizzard.Only flickers broke through to guide him to her; he suspected thatshe hid herself as 
much from the dangers around her as from him,but he couldn’t touch her mind, so he wasn’t sure. 

At the moment when the tug he felt from her ceased to be“ahead” and became “beside,” he was 
standing atthe prow of the Wind Treasure, anxiously watching thecoastline that ran by off the 
port side of the ship. Hewouldn’t have been able to explain to the captain or any ofhis friends 
how he knew that the ocean had brought him as close toher as it could, but he did know. So he 
shouted, “Here! Thisis the place. Go inland here!” 

The captain sailed through smoke-laced fog into the bay anddropped anchor. 

For the first time, Ry saw the place where Kait hid. Rain-washedruins dotted the burned hills and 
cliffs that rose out of the bayon all three sides. Not a single tree, not a single blade of grassor 
scrawny shrub, offered reprieve from the sea of black ash thatcovered the ground. In his travels, 
Ry had seen the aftermath of avolcanic eruption; what he saw before him reminded him of that. 

He stared at the bleak panorama and smiled slowly. Kait’scity of the Ancients lay before him. 
Such cities existed in Ibera,as well. But an Ancients’ city that had not been known for atleast a 
hundred years — that had not been pillaged andplundered by a century’s treasure-seekers — a 
city likethat could exist nowhere but in the Novtierras. This city had beenvisited by one ship 
alone. Even after the fire, it would housewonders; ruins that had survived the Wizards’ War and 
theThousand Years of Darkness would survive fire. 

Hidden within those ruined buildings lay pieces of knowledgelost to humankind for the last 
thousand years, pieces of knowledgethat had waited for him and his men. With such treasures in 
hand,he could return to Calimekka in triumph, reconcile with his Familyand the Wolves, and 
reinstate his friends. He could force hisFamily to accept his Galweigh parata. 

Once he rescued Kait, he would have time to explore, but firsthe had to get her to safety. She 
waited somewhere within thoseburned hills. She was so near, he could almost smell her. 
Thepassion — the obsession — that had driven him to pursueher across half a world, through 
storm and disaster, acrossuncharted ocean to unmapped land, burned higher than ever. Hisblood, 
his bones, his very soul sang with her nearness. 

“Kait,” he whispered, “be safe. We’re almosttogether.” 

A hand dropped onto his shoulder and he jumped. “The menwant to go ashore to search the 
ruins.” The captain stoodbehind him, and Ry hadn’t even heard the man approach. Rydidn’t think 
anyone had ever successfully approached himwithout his being aware of it before. His mind was 
too taken byKait and too full of excitement. He needed to reach her, to haveher — then he 
thought he would be able to concentrateagain. 



“No. I go ashore alone first,” he said, and heard thegrowl in his voice. That growl worried him. 
He was near Shift,close to becoming the beast. The one time Kait had seen him, theyhad met 
Karnee to Karnee, in a back alley in Halles over the bodiesof seven murderers. This time he 
wanted to be human. He wanted tobe with her as human — to first taste her mouth inhuman form, 
to have the pleasure of undressing her, of hearing herwhisper his name in the silken tones of her 
humanvoice. . . . 

He breathed deeply, and fought to find the peace that would calmhis racing pulse. He didn’t try to 
cage his excitement bysheer force of will, for such an attempt would only set the Karneepart of 
him to beating wildly against the bars of its cage, andwhen it broke free, it would run out of 
control and take him withit. Instead, he acknowledged his desire, his hunger, the pumping ofhis 
lungs, and the shiver in his spine, and said to them, Later. Later, he would fulfill all his hopes and 
desires. 

“I’ll go ashore alone,” he repeated. “Idon’t want to frighten Kait away — if I take men with 
me,she might flee.” 

“And if she isn’t alone?” 

Ry was staring back at that hideous burned shoreline again, atthose blackened hills. “I can take 
care of anyone she mighthave with her.” 

As two sailors readied one of the longboats for him, Yanthstrode up to him, for the first time in a 
long time wearingsailors’ roughspun rather than dramatic silk and leather.“The captain said you 
intended to go ashore alone.” 

“I’m going alone.” 

“You aren’t. I know you think you’ll find yourtrue love there, but you have no idea what else 
you’ll find.And I won’t chance you getting yourself killed. I owe youbetter than that.” 

Ry glared at him. “You owe me the loyalty of respecting mywishes. I wish to go ashore alone.” 

“No.” Yanth rested a hand on the hilt of his sword andsmiled, but the smile was without warmth. 
“Friends never oweeach other complicity in suicide. Do you hear me? I’ll followyou ashore, and 
I’ll guard your back.” 

Ry turned away from Yanth and gripped the rail.“There’s only one first time,” he said. “Thisis it 
for us. The first time we’ll see each other as a man anda woman. The first time we’ll touch. The 
first time we’ll. . .” He closed his eyes, conjuring up the image ofKait standing atop a tower, her 
long black hair blowing in thebreeze. He’d conjured that image of her to show hislieutenants. It 
was still the way he saw her — chin lifted,eyes fierce, the blue silk of her dress barely able to 
contain hervitality, her passion, her beauty. After coming so far, he refusedto share their first 
moments together with anyone. 



“We knew you’d fight having all of usgoing,” Yanth was saying, “so we made a concession 
foryou. We drew straws, and I won the draw.” He smiled and saidsoftly, “I cheated in order to 
win, but you needn’t tellthe others that. I suspect that they cheated, too. I had to win,though. I 
trust my skills at sword and knife more than theirs, andI was determined that if only one of us 
went with you, I would bethe best. So. You may not want me, but you’ll by the gods haveme.” 

Yanth had cheated, had he? Probably broke his straw, palmed thelonger part of it, then glared 
down the rest of them whenthey’d challenged him — Yanth would do that. Well, Ry could cheat, 
too. He could keep the peace, get off the shipwithout argument, and then do what he wanted to do 
anyway. 

So Ry sighed and said, “You’ll get in my way if Idon’t agree, won’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then get in.” 

They rowed ashore in silence, and dragged the boat up onto thebeach. Five cairns above the tide 
line marked five graves. One ofthem was new. Ry glanced at the graves and said, “You’dbest 
stay with the boat, so that something doesn’t come alongand take it. I want to make sure we have 
a way to getback.” 

“You’re a liar.” A half-smile twisted acrossYanth’s face, then vanished. “If something takes 
thedamned boat, our friends can row here in one of the other ones. Ifyou get killed while I’m here 
watching the boat, though, wecan’t undo that. Can we?” 

Ry sniffed; though the atmosphere was redolent of charcoal andraw wet earth, one swirl of clean 
air blew from somewhere back ofthe hills, carrying the faint and wistful promise of green 
andgrowing things. And . . . he breathed deeper. . . and the mouthwatering smell of food cooking. 
Thecookfire scents mingled with the burned-charcoal stink and so werealmost hidden, but when 
he closed his eyes he could catch thefaintest whiff of boiling greens spiced with pepper and rath, 
and meat braising slowly on a stake, the juices drippinginto the flames. The scent lay in the same 
direction as thestrengthening tug of the magic that drew him toward Kait. And shehad loosened 
her shields a little. She felt receptive. 

He smiled slowly. Perhaps she wanted this moment as much as hedid. He turned to Yanth. “Well 
enough. You can come with me,then. If you can keep up.” 

He took off up the hill at a dead run, dodging between thegutted ruins of the dead city, putting 
them between him and Yanth.He was Karnee, faster and more agile than any human, and 
withinhuman stamina. By the time Ry dropped over the first rise andcaught a stronger draft of the 
cook-scents, Yanth floundered farbehind. 

Yanth would follow his tracks, of course. But by the time hecaught up, Ry would have found 
Kait. And a well-hidden place to bealone with her. 



He ran easily through the ruins and leaped over a muddied,swollen stream, all his senses focused 
toward Kait. He ran alongthe face of a cliff and around a corner to find a perfecthalf-sphere of 
unburned forest awaiting him. And in the center ofthe half-sphere a ruin less ruined than most. 
And in the doorway ofthe ruin, a woman of average height and lean build, her hair blackas a 
jungle river, her dark eyes flashing, her white teeth bared inan unsettling smile. Kait. As he had 
seen her in his mind, and inhis magic, but never in person. 

She was — as he had dreamed, imagined, hoped — alone.His heart thrummed against the inside 
of his chest like an animalcaught in a trap, and he slowed to a walk. There could be only onefirst 
time. He wanted this moment to be something that both of themwould look back on in years to 
come — for the rest of theirlives together — and remember with joy. With passion. Hewanted 
perfection. 

He stopped outside the circle of greenery. Standing in the muddyash, he said, “Vetromè elada, 
Kait,”addressing her with the intimate greeting reserved for lovers,though the two of them had 
never truly met. 

Vetromè elada. It meant, Our souls kiss. 

Kait had known he was coming. She was braced; she told herselfshe was ready. But when Ry 
Sabir moved into view and she saw him asa man for the first time, she almost wept. He was 
beautiful —golden-haired, tall and lean and tightly muscled. His pale eyestransported her into the 
past, into the alley in Halles where theyhad met as Karnee. His scent caught her by surprise, as it 
had thefirst time she crossed paths with him. That scent was a drug toher, shooting straight past 
logic and upbringing and all herknowledge of her Family’s rules and her place within theFamily 
and her determination to do what was right, driving into herheart and her gut. She smelled the 
animal hunger in him, thenearness to Shift; she breathed his desire and felt matching desireflood 
her veins. 

He spoke to her, and his voice was the voice of her dreams, richand deep and smooth on the 
surface, with a raw edge that laybeneath, just at the limits of her perception. He said, Vetromè 
elada. If she could have picked the words thatcame from his mouth, she would have picked those 
words. Oursouls kiss. Her mind, her body, and her spirit all told her hewas the man she had 
dreamed of, the one she had hoped to find, andthe one she had believed did not exist. He was the 
love she hadbelieved she would never have. He was everything she had everwanted. 

And she was going to betray him. 

She had to — for the Reborn, for her Family, and for herfriends, she had to. She said, “You are 
Sabir, and I amGalweigh. We are enemies. Our souls can never touch.” Shelied, and knew it was 
a lie when the words were forming in hermind, before they ever passed her lips, and determined 
that shewould make the lie a truth because the lie was right and good, andher desire was wrong. 
She put distaste in her voice. Loathing. Shefound the distaste and the loathing easily, but though 
hewouldn’t know it, they had nothing to do with him. She hadnever hated herself as much as she 
did at that moment. She hatedher weakness, her desire, and her hunger for him; she hated thefact 
that she could want a Sabir with the overwhelming desire thatraged through her body . . . and she 



hated herselfbecause she was cold enough, hard enough, callous enough that shecould betray 
him, when all she wanted to do in the world was run tohim and lose herself in his embrace. 

She saw his pain reflected in his eyes, and noted hisbody’s change in posture. He denied what she 
said with rigidshoulders and clenched fists before he denied what she said withhis words. He told 
her, “I came for you,” and in thosewords he put his longing, and his passion. 

Tears burned in the corners of her eyes. She hungered for him asmuch as he hungered for her; 
their obsessions were equal, if notidentical. “I know. I wish — ” she said, the wordsblurting out 
before she could stop them. But she got control. Shehad not survived to adulthood — Karnee in a 
world where Karneemeant death — by giving in to her impulses. She straightenedher shoulders 
and swung her hair out of her face and glared at him,forcing herself to remember that he was 
Sabir, and that her familyhad died at the hands of Sabirs. She remembered the burning bodies,she 
remembered Sabir soldiers standing around the pyre laughing toeach other, and she forced herself 
to put him with those men in hermind. “What I wish doesn’t matter. I knew you werecoming. I 
knew from that night in Halles that you would be comingfor me.” 

“You want me as much as I want you,” he said. 

He took a step forward, toward her green haven, and she liftedher chin and crossed her arms over 
her chest. “I don’twant you,” she told him. “The Karnee part of medoesn’t control me, and I don’t 
want you.” 

She saw the ghost of a smile flicker at the corners of his lips;she realized that she had as much as 
admitted that the Karnee partof her did want him. 

He took another step toward her, and a third. 

She did want him, gods forgive her. She didn’t want to hurthim. She didn’t want to make him her 
enemy. 

He said, “You’re more beautiful in real life than youwere in my visions.” 

She licked her lips. “You are, too,” shewhispered. 

The rational part of her mind looked at the two of them standingthere and screamed insanity. The 
other part of her — the partthat accepted magic, however unwillingly — knew that what 
washappening between them fell within the realms of wizardry. She hadfelt lust, and this was not 
it. She had felt love, too, if only forher family . . . and this was not love, either. The worldhad 
narrowed down to her and him, and to the blood pounding in herears and the tingling in her skin 
and the sudden hollowness in hergut. 

He came to her then, hurrying, and for an instant she forgotherself in her hunger for his touch. 
For an instant, she forgotwhat she was about to do to him. 



He rested his hands on her shoulders and she exhaled once. Shecould never have found the words 
to describe the perfection of histouch, the rightness of their bodies together. She would have 
beenlost there, and all of her ideals and aspirations with her. 

But the knife materialized out of nothingness at Ry’sthroat, and behind the knife, Hasmal. She 
pressed the palm of onehand flat against his chest and said, “Be still.” 

His eyes went wide, and he froze. She felt the tremor thatjolted through his body. 

“Be still,” she said softly, “or you will die.This is not you and me, Ry. This is Galweigh and 
Sabir, and Wolvesand Falcons; this is the way things have to be.” 

Ian stepped out of the other half of the shield Hasmal had spunfor the two of them, sword drawn, 
smiling. Kait could seeIan’s hatred; she could smell it. Hasmal’s magic hadhidden everything 
about them — scent and form and mass andmovement and shadow, the sounds of breath and 
heartbeat and nervousmovement — but it could never have worked so well if she hadnot offered 
herself as bait. They had been truly invisible onlybecause Ry had all of his attention focused on 
her. They had becomecompletely invisible to her only when she lost herself in herdesire for him. 

“How — ?” Ry started to ask, but Ian snarled,“Silence, you bastard,” and Hasmal, more calmly, 
said,“Down on your knees.” 

Kait saw the shock and dismay and the hurt in his eyes, andsteeled herself to do what she had to 
do. She told him,“Don’t Shift. The blade is poisoned with refaille— you’ll die before you can 
complete yourtransformation.” She gritted her teeth and willed away thetears building in her 
eyes. 

We all decide what we will have in our lives, she thought. Wedecide what we will do; we decide 
what we will say. And when wedecide, then we pay the price. He is the price I must pay to getthe 
Mirror to the Reborn, to save my friends’ lives, toresurrect my parents, my bothers and sisters, 
and my Family. 

Ry kept his eyes on hers, and she made herself watch what Hasmaland Ian did to him. They 
forced him to his knees, and bound hishands and his ankles. She told them how to tie him so that 
the ropewould hold even if he Shifted. She never looked away from him. Shewould not be a 
coward. She would watch the consequences of heraction, the end result of her plan. She would 
not hide herself fromthe price she paid. 

He did not look away from her, either. With his eyes he told herI love you, even though you 
betrayed me; the look she gavehim in return said, I love you, too, but love doesn’tmatter. 

Something in the air caught her attention, and she turned away.She parted her lips and took in one 
slow, careful breath. Comingalong the ridge . . . being careful to make no noise. . . yes. She said, 
“Someone followed him.He’s trying to circle behind us.” She could smell him— a man who let 
himself get upwind because he wasn’t usedto thinking about people with senses more acute than 
his own. 



She looked back to Ry. “What’s his name?” 

She could see him toy with the idea of lying. But his eyesflicked downward, to the poisoned 
blade at his throat, and he toldher. 

She shouted, “Yanth! Stop where you are!” 

Hasmal said to Ry, “No words. We’ll do the talking foryou.” 

Ian added, “Or for your corpse if you give us reason.Please . . . give us a reason.” 

Ry twisted his head slowly, fractionally, until he could lookupward out of the corner of his left 
eye. Kait saw the initialbewilderment in his face give way to shock. 

“Ian?” 

“At least you remember me. And now the situation isreversed, isn’t it? After all these years, your 
life is in myhands.” Ian kept his voice low and said, “And I’vesworn to have your life . . . brother. 
So will you dietoday?” 

Kait stared from one to the other. Brother? Ian was Ry’sbrother? She closed her eyes for just an 
instant. What werethe odds that she could love the brother that she couldn’thave, and have the 
brother she didn’t love, all the while notknowing they were brothers? She would have screamed 
at thecoincidence, but it wouldn’t be a coincidence, would it? Thegods had their sticky fingers 
deep in her life, and they weretoying with her. Having fun at her expense. Planning traps for 
heras carefully as she’d planned this trap for Ry. 

“What in the hells did I ever do to you?” Rymuttered. 

“Pretend you don’t know and watch how fast I killyou.” Ian kicked him in the ribs. 

Kait grabbed Ian and snarled, “Stop it.” 

From the top of the ridge, Ry’s friend called down,“Let him go. We’ll kill all of you to get him if 
we haveto.” 

Kait reluctantly turned her attention from Ry and Ian and thestrange drama enacting itself 
between them. “Don’t wasteyour breath. First, I know you’re there alone. Second, theblade at his 
throat has been dipped in refaille. If wedon’t like the way you blink your eyes, he’ll die 
beforeyou can do it twice.” 

Yanth, after a moment’s pause, apparently came to theconclusion that he didn’t have the upper 
hand.“Don’t hurt him. I’m listening. Tell me what youwant.” 

Kait said, “Go back to your ship. Bring the captain andyour parnissa back to shore, and wait for 
us by the graves.We’ll meet you there.” 



“What guarantee do I have that you won’t kill Ry if Ileave him here with you?” 

Kait said, “If he’s dead, we’ll have no hope ofnegotiating with your people, nor any hope of 
surviving aconfrontation. As long as he obeys us he’ll come to noharm.” 

Under his breath, Ian muttered, “Not today, in anycase.” 

*     *     * 

The negotiators stood on the beach with therolling pulse of the incoming tide growling behind 
them. Kaitstudied the parnissa, a cold-eyed young man who looked as though hespent every spare 
moment in the study of the warrior arts, and thecaptain, who looked to Kait both sensible and 
patient. Theparnissa’s robes were of bright silk, in greens and golds,heavily embroidered with the 
sacred symbols of Iberism: the eye ofwatchfulness, the hand of industriousness, the sword of 
truth, thescales of justice, the nine-petaled flower of wisdom. The captain,too, had dressed to 
show his status: the green and silver silks ofthe Sabir Family but cut in the traditional Rophetian 
fashion, aheavy silver chain around his neck stamped with the insignia of thegod Tonn, and silver 
beads braided into his beard andshoulder-length hair. Yanth stood behind both of them, his 
silkshirt and leather breeches both black as an executioner’s. Hekept his hand on his sword and 
glared at her. 

Kait knew how she looked to them — a waif-thin woman in theworn and patched rags of the 
lowliest of sailors, wearing a deadman’s too-large boots. She rested her hand on the pommel 
ofher own sword, with its Galweigh crest and inlaid ruby and onyxcabochons, and pulled her 
shoulders back and lifted her chin high.She was no impostor. She walked forward, leaving Ian, 
Hasmal, andthe kneeling Ry behind her. “I declare myself Kait-ayarennedaughter of Grace 
Draclas by Strahan Galweigh. By virtue of mytraining in diplomacy, where I have reached the 
position of yanar in the Galweigh Family, I will state our case for mypeople. They are agreed, 
and my word is binding, sworn to the godsof Calimekka and Ibera.” 

The captain raised one eyebrow in quickly suppressed surprisethat she knew the formulas of 
negotiation, then nodded. “Ideclare myself Madloo Sleroal. By virtue of my captaincy of the 
Wind Treasure, which I have achieved by Tonn’s choice andgrace, and in the honorable service 
of the Sabir Family, I statethe case for my people. My word is binding, and sworn before 
Tonnand Tonn alone.” 

That was typically Rophetian. They wouldn’t swear on thegods of Iberism, only on the single 
Rophetian god of the sea. Kaitwould accept that, though — a Rophetian captain with a 
wholeocean lying between him and home would never forswear himself infront of Tonn. 

The cold-eyed parnissa glanced from the captain to Kait, undidthe cord that belted his robe, and 
held out the black silk rope. Hesaid, “I stand between the disputing parties. I serve only thegods, 
without loyalty to one party or the other, and the godsoversee through my eyes all covenants, 
pacts, and bonds made thisday. All words spoken before me are spoken before the gods, andcarry 
the force of soul-oath.” Kait held out her right wrist,the captain held out his right wrist, and the 
parnissa bound themtogether with the cord, carefully tying the negotiators’ knot.“Bound together, 



you swear before me to deal honestly witheach other for the good of all. Should either of you 
break thebond, your life will be forfeit.” He stepped back. “Menact and gods attend.” 

“Men act and gods attend,” the captain said. 

“Men act and gods attend.” Kait inhaled slowly and letthe breath out even slower, trying to calm 
the shuddery feeling inher belly. This, her first negotiation, was for her life and thelives of her 
friends, and that alone would have made it terrifying.But it was also to negotiate safe passage for 
the Mirror of Souls,and as such, what she did or failed to do would affect the futureof the world. 
She wondered how many other untried junior diplomatshad been faced with such high stakes and 
decided that she wasalone. 

The captain said, “Since you have” — he glancedbehind her at Ry, kneeling in the ashes with a 
knife at his throat— “called this negotiation, why don’t you tell mewhat you want.” 

“My needs are simple. First, the services of your physick.Second, guaranteed safe passage and 
freedom aboard your ship formyself, my three colleagues, and our possessions and cargo, to 
ourchosen destination.” 

“Which is . . . ?” 

“Southern Ibera. The harbor at Brelst will do.” Shedid not know how far south her cousin Danya 
was, but where Danyawas, the Reborn was — and that was where Kait and the Mirrorhad to be, 
too. From Brelst, she could get the Mirror wherever itneeded to go. 

“You ask a great deal of us: the diversion of our ship fromits intended destination; the disruption 
of our crewmen’slives; and an increased chance of encounters with pirates, storms,monsters, and 
reefs. What do you offer in return?” 

“Ry Sabir’s life.” 

The captain smiled at her. “He came across the sea torescue you. Had he not come with your 
good in mind, you would notnow have his life to use as a bargaining chip.” 

“And if he had come to rescue all of us, I would not beforced to use it.” 

“And you can be so certain that we would not have rescuedall of you?” 

“Never mind that you assume I knew you came to rescue me.Galweighs and Sabirs don’t share a 
happy past — knowing aSabir ship sailed into our harbor, how could I assume that myfriends 
would be your friends? And indeed, I’ve discoveredthat your Sabir and our captain are enemies.” 
She did notelaborate — the gods had drawn her to both Ian and Ry, thegods had brought the two 
brothers together, and now she was surethe gods had their bets placed on what would happen 
next. She,however, saw no reason to complicate her negotiations with thatinformation. 

“Fair enough,” the captain said evenly. “What isyour cargo?” 



She shrugged. “Bedrolls, the few possessions that themutineers didn’t steal, a single artifact that 
we came here toget.” 

“The Mirror of Souls,” Ry said. Kait heard the slapthat followed, and Ian’s voice saying, 
“Another word fromyou and you’re dead — and if we die with you, we’llat least send your 
friends to the grave first.” 

The captain snorted, clearly disbelieving what Ry had said, butthe parnissa was staring at her 
with wide eyes. “The Mirror ofSouls?” 

She could not lie — not bound in negotiation, with the godsher witnesses and her life forfeit if 
she failed. She said,“Yes. We found the Mirror of Souls.” 

She thought for an instant that the parnissa was going to dropto his knees before her, but then he 
steadied himself.“Captain,” he said, and she heard the trembling in hisvoice, “the Mirror cannot 
be allowed to go anywhere but toCalimekka. It is . . . it belongs to. . .” He swallowed so hard she 
watched the head ofhis windpipe bob. “Only the parnissas should be permittedanywhere near it. 
In the wrong hands it would be enormouslydangerous — it is the most magical of the old 
Dragonartifacts.” 

The captain looked from the parnissa to Kait. “Hmmm,”he said. “We seem to have a problem.” 

Kait stared at the parnissa, disbelieving. She said to thecaptain, “The parnissa’s neutral. By 
suggestingcourses of action to you or interfering in any way with thenegotiations, he voids the 
process and eliminates himself as thearbiter. Without an arbiter, we cannot negotiate. And if we 
cannotnegotiate, we will have to kill Ry. You cannot use anythinghe’s told you. You have to 
forget all of it.” 

The captain closed his eyes for a moment, thinking. Then hesighed. “I hate diplomats.” He 
looked over at theparnissa. “Just be quiet and observe, Loelas. The girl and Iwill work this out 
without any help from you. This is — thishas to be — between the two of us.” 

She caught something that surprised her then. The faintest ghostof a smile passed across the 
captain’s lips, and the slightestscent of admiration reached her sensitive nose. 

“Let’s dicker, girl,” he said. 

She nodded. 

“You want safe passage for your people, medical help forone of ’em — I’m guessing one that 
isn’there.” 

“Yes.” 

“Fair enough. I’ll give you that right away, forRy’s life. Agreed?’ 



“Let me hear the rest first.” 

“The rest? Well, yes, there is more.” His smile wasplainer now. He was enjoying something 
about this — he’dthought of some trick, or perhaps some loophole that would let himgo back on 
his word. “You want us to take you to Brelst. Icannot do that. By the time we get back there, the 
Wizards’Circle storms will be at their worst, and Brelst gets the blow fromfour circles.” 

Kait considered that, then nodded. “We’ll negotiatefor another port, then.” 

He pursed his lips and blew out his cheeks until he looked likea puff-fish. “Phah! The port isn’t 
the biggest problem.The Mirror of Souls is the problem. What I’ve heard about thatis . . . 
frightening. To take it on board my ship,I’m going to need something extra.” 

“I understand your position,” she said. “But Icannot permit the Mirror of Souls to stay with the 
parnissa or togo to Calimekka. If that’s your demand, we all diehere.” 

He chuckled. “I wouldn’t expect you to agree to givingthe parnissa your prize, girl. You came all 
the way across theocean and braved terrible dangers to get it.” 

She nodded. And waited. 

“Something you’ve gone through so much to get, youdeserve to have, don’t you agree?” 

She nodded again, slowly sensing a trap closing around her butnot able to see where it was 
coming from. 

“Good.” The captain smiled a tiny smile. “Becauseeverything you went through to get your prize, 
our parat wentthrough to rescue you. And if you deserve to keep your prize, youmust agree that 
he deserves to keep his.” 

Click. The trap snapped shut around her, and she had alreadyagreed with the captain that its bars 
were solid and its useacceptable. “You want me to . . . give myself tohim?” 

“No. I insist only that you share his quarters and remainhis companion throughout the return trip. 
Meanwhile, I will sailyou and your friends and Ry and his friends and your Mirror ofSouls to a 
neutral harbor: neither Brelst nor Calimekka. I thinkGlaswherry Hala might serve. Once you’re 
on land, all of youmay go where you please. Should he decide to go with you, he may.Should he 
decide to return to Calimekka with me, he may. In thatway, I will fulfill my duty to him and meet 
your needs aswell.” 

“You can’t let her have the Mirror!” theparnissa wailed. 

“You can’t force Kait into Ry’scompany!” Ian snapped. 

The captain glanced first at the parnissa, and for a moment Kaitsaw the hint of disdain that every 
captain she’d ever knownheld toward the parnissery. It was the look that men who were trulyfree 



and in charge of their own domains held toward those who chosethe path of bureaucracy. “I can 
and I have.” He turned toIan. “And you . . . you are not a captain on myship. You are less than 
nothing — you and the rest of yourpeople will be the parolees of this woman. As long as she 
speaksfor you, I’ll see you’re treated with courtesy. But youhave no voice of your own. You 
understand?” 

Kait watched Ian from the corner of her eye. He blanched andnodded. 

She wanted to refuse. Ry and his men would surely choose to“accompany” them once they were 
on land, and she and Ianand Hasmal and Jayti would be outnumbered, and would lose theMirror 
of Souls to the Sabir Family anyway. They would simply loseit closer to home. Meanwhile, she 
would have to share quarters withRy, when sharing a continent with him already seemed 
toointimate. 

She could not demand that the captain guarantee she and herpeople would keep the Mirror once 
they were on land again;Captain’s Law began and ended on the sea, and he could offernothing 
that would bind Ry and his men beyond the decks of hisship. Further, she had chosen to negotiate 
with him — shecould not now state that she wanted to negotiate with Ry, too. Ifshe tried to 
demand too much, she’d lose everything. 

She wanted to spit in the captain’s face and tell himshe’d sooner see him in hell. But she had 
defined winning asgetting her people and the Mirror safely across the sea to theReborn. The 
captain’s bargain would let her win, at leasttemporarily — and she would have the whole voyage 
in which tofigure out a way to win permanently. 

She stared into the captain’s eyes. “You swear toprotect my friends’ lives as if they were the lives 
of yourown family or crew, protect our cargo as if it were your own, getus safely to a harbor that 
isn’t Calimekka, and let all of usleave when we get there, permitting us to take the Mirror of 
Soulswith us?” 

“I swear.” 

She saw honesty in his eyes, and smelled sincerity in hisbreath. 

“And you will be satisfied that I have carried out myportion of the bargain if I share a room with 
Ry Sabir and attendhim as a companion during the day; you do not stipulate that Ibecome his 
mistress or his eylayn.” 

“Correct.” 

“I’ll kill you if you touch her, you bastard,”she heard Ian mutter to Ry, but that oath was spoken 
far too softlyfor the others to hear. 

Kait sighed. “Then I accept your terms for mypeople.” 



The captain now asked her, “And you will hold parole foryour people, and submit yourself to my 
judgment without question orargument if they violate that parole?” 

Kait turned and gave Ian a look that clearly stated, Put mein his hands and I’ll make you pay for 
the rest of yourlife, and said, “I will.” 

“Then I accept your terms for my people.” 

The parnissa glowered at both of them, but stood between themand tapped the knot in the center 
of the cord that bound them.“Gods attend these actions of men, for these two have actedfor the 
best interests of all, in the spirit of fairness, dealinghonestly one with another,” he said in a flat, 
angry voice.The words came out as hurried rote, the recitation of a furiousschoolchild made to 
perform against his will. “They are nowmade law and subject to the penalties of the laws of 
Matrin and theVeil.” He tapped the knot again. “I witness, remember,and record.” When his 
finger tapped the knot for the thirdtime, it undid itself as if by magic, but Kait could see that ithad 
only been cleverly tied. 

Kait turned to Ian and Hasmal. “Untie Ry and releasehim.” 

Neither man was happy about it, but both complied. 

Ry got to his feet, brushed the ashes from his face, and rubbedhis chafed wrists. He looked at Ian, 
and the hatred that passedbetween the two of them was visible. She had sworn that she 
wouldkeep Ian under control, at forfeit of her life if the captain sochose; she wondered if Ian’s 
love for her would be enough tomake him obey the parole, or if he would sacrifice her to get 
atRy. 

Ry’s eyes held Ian’s death in them, too. He smiled— a tight, ugly grimace of barely controlled 
rage — andstrode across the beach to join Yanth and the parnissa. 

The captain said, “Would you prefer to go to the shipfirst, parata?” 

Kait was afraid to leave any of her people alone, protected bythe captain’s sworn word or not. 
She glanced up at the ridgebehind her and said, “I’d rather get our injured man onboard first. The 
Mirror can travel with Hasmal and Ian andme.” 

The captain smiled. “As you choose.” 

Kait led her people and Ry’s back through the hills, towardJayti and the Mirror of Souls, and 
wondered how much of an ordealthe trip ahead of her would be. 

 

      

  



Chapter 7 

  

Shaid Galweigh, pretender to theGalweigh paraglesiat, ushered his contingent of diplomats, 
traders,and Wolves into the magnificent Palm Hall of the Sabirs. He was thefirst Galweigh to step 
within the walls of Sabir House as a guestin over four hundred years, and if he did not 
representCalimekka’s great Galweigh House, but only Cherian House inthe city of Maracada on 
the island of Goft, that was a fact thatboth he and his Sabir hosts were willing to overlook. 

He took his seat in the enormous gilded ivory chair at one endof the long table and nodded 
toward the two men who sat at theother end, in chairs of matching magnificence. One was the 
SabirFamily paraglese, Grasmir Sabir, old and leonine and majestic; theother was a handsome 
young man named Crispin Sabir, who hadbeautiful golden hair and a warm and ready smile that 
Shaidinstinctively liked. The two Sabirs had personally greeted eachmember of the delegation 
before anyone moved into the Palm Hall;now, finally, Grasmir gave a signal and the meeting 
began. 

“We have both old and new business to discuss,”Grasmir said with a wry smile. “The old 
stretches back overfour hundred fifty years; I think perhaps we ought to settle thatbefore we 
move on to those things which immediately interestus.” 

Around the table, various Galweighs and Sabirs chuckled. 

“As acting head of the Galweigh Family, I have to sayit’s about time we got around to that.” 

“Very well, then. Old business. Family records tellof an argument between Arathmad Karnee and 
his partner PerthanSabir over the dowry of Arathmad’s daughter. The daughter wasto marry the 
Sabir son when both came of age — at the timethey were still small children. Perthan accused 
Arathmad ofbelittling his son by offering such a small dowry; Arathmad saidPerthan’s son was 
ugly and spindly and that the only reason heoffered his daughter was because he was Perthan’s 
only friend,and Perthan’s son would never find a suitable bride otherwise.The dispute became 
bitter, the partners separated their business,which from all evidence was in the practice of black 
market magic,and — though history is vague on this point — one partnercast a spell on the other 
partner. The Sabirs have always held thatthe caster of the spell was Arathmad Karnee.” 

Shaid nodded. “And the Galweighs have always said the spellwas cast by Perthan Sabir.” 

Around the table, those who were hearing the story for the firsttime shook their heads. 

“That’s what brought about four hundred fifty years ofinter-Family war?” someone asked. 

Shaid and Grasmir looked at each other from opposite ends of thetable and smiled. Grasmir gave 
the nod to Shaid, who said,“Not entirely. Both Perthan and Arathmad died from the effectsof the 
spell — one from the spell itself, and one from whatthe histories refer to as rewhah, which is 
apparently somesort of magical backlash that comes from using magic.” He knewmore about it 



than that, and he assumed that Grasmir did, too— one didn’t command the Family’s Wolves for 
longwithout knowing what their strengths and weaknesses were.Susceptibility to rewhah was a 
big weakness. But one had tomaintain appearances at all times, and the appearance of being 
freefrom any taint of magic had saved more than one man’slife. 

One of the junior members of the Sabir Family asked “Thenif the two principals in the dispute 
died, why did the disputecontinue?” 

Grasmir said, “Because both children were also hit by thespell — not visibly, though. The effects 
didn’t becomeapparent until each of them took mates and had children. Theirchildren were 
Scarred. Someone called the Scarring the KarneeCurse. The children were skinshifters. 
Dangerous, deadly,unpredictable creatures. Calimekka already celebrated Gaerwanday— the Day 
of Infants — and of course all Scarred childrenwere sacrificed. Except the parents of the Sabir 
children and theparents of the Karnee children (the Family line that joined withand was 
subsumed by the Galweighs) neglected their duties ascitizens. They hid their children, and the 
monsters were permittedto grow and breed.” Grasmir Sabir sighed and shook his headsadly. 
“Both Families still carry a taint of this Scarring intheir blood. It was over the Scarred children 
that the long-termwar between the Families broke out.” 

The faces around the table had grown more somber at that; athousand years after the horrible 
Wizards’ War, its magicalfallout remained clearly visible to anyone who ventured to thedocks 
and saw the Scarred slaves at work on the ships, or watchedthe executions of those foolish 
monsters who dared to pretend tohumanity and who ventured within Ibera’s borders. No 
truehuman ever forgot that the Scarred had, after the war, hunted downhumans and destroyed as 
many of them as they could get. Justthinking about citizens in their own Family lines who had 
permittedabominations to live, rather than sacrifice them, horrified all ofthem. 

Grasmir looked from face to face, and finally sighed. “BothFamilies carry guilt in the matter, 
though at this late date wecannot hope to unravel which of the two principals, if either,might have 
been the more guilty.” He managed a faint, wearysmile. “And I say it no longer matters. Call the 
mattersettled, forgive the stupidities of the past, and moveon.” 

Shaid waited, just a beat, to make his impact greater. Then hestood and applauded. Around the 
table, other members of theGalweigh delegation followed his lead, leaping to their feet 
andclapping vigorously. The Sabirs rose, too. Grasmir’s smilegrew broad, and when the applause 
finally died down, he droppedinto his chair with an air of satisfaction. 

“I take it as agreed, then, that the Sabir and GalweighFamilies have put the past behind them.” 

More applause greeted that statement. Without making it obviousthat he was doing so, Shaid 
glanced around the room, looking forany dissenters. He saw none. Excellent. 

He rose in the silence that followed the applause and said,“Then perhaps now is the time to move 
on to the new businessthat brings us here today.” He waited until he noted nods ofaffirmation 
from around the room. Clasping his hands in front ofhis chest, he said, “Well, then. The Sabirs 
and the GoftGalweighs face both a problem and an opportunity, and as ourFamilies are resolved 



to put past differences behind us, we canperhaps work together to leap on the opportunity, and 
eliminate theproblem.” He cleared his throat, suddenly unsure about how tocontinue. 

He glanced around the room. The faces that looked back at himwere those of friends and of 
associates, and also of men and womenwho just the day before had been sworn to work toward 
his ruin. Noweach of them looked at him with some variation on the same theme— curiosity 
mixed with a tinge of avarice and a hint ofexcitement . . . and a pinch of fear. He 
especiallynoticed Crispin Sabir’s eyes — eager, fascinated,watchful. The eyes of a man ready to 
grasp any advantage and makeit work for him. 

Best play to the excitement first. 

“About our opportunity . . . well, no one hasdiscovered a new city of the Ancients in any of our 
lifetimes.Until now. A member of the Calimekkan branch of the Galweigh Familychartered a 
ship with money she stole from the Goft treasury, andacting on information that she stole from 
archives in the GoftHouse, sailed east. She was successful in locating the city shesought.” He 
leaned forward, resting his palms on thetable. 

One young Sabir woman looked stunned that he would admit to thediscovery of such a treasure 
by his own Family, even if by Familyacting without official sanction. Had he kept secret the fact 
thatKait had gone off on her own, the Galweighs would have hadunquestioned claim. A few 
members of Shaid’s own delegationappeared surprised and uneasy that he was being so 
forthright.After all, with those few words he’d abolished the Galweighrights to the claim, leaving 
it solely Kait’s if she lived andthrowing it into the hands of the strongest taker if she died. 

He had also, however, shown himself willing to be brutallyhonest. He thought an appearance of 
absolute honesty made for thebest negotiating, and had long ago learned that giving an enemy 
aconcession up front so often shocked him that he thereafter wasless cautious in his dealings. 

“We have . . . spies . . . who havebeen watching this young woman’s movements closely. 
She’sfound an artifact of enormous importance. We suspect, though wecannot be absolutely 
certain, that it is the Mirror ofSouls.” 

He heard a gratifying number of gasps. Not from either Crispinor Grasmir Sabir. Of course not. 
Their Wolves would keep them aswell informed of the situation as Shaid’s Wolves kept him. 

“From what we can determine in our archives, the Mirror ofSouls would be an excellent tool in 
the hands of friends, but adevastating weapon in the hands of enemies. Kait Galweigh, thefinder 
of this artifact, has made herself the enemy of Goft House.Because she stole both money and 
information from us to acquire theMirror, we can make a strong claim to it, and to the ruins in 
whichshe found it. We want that Mirror. For your assistance in theMirror’s recovery and for an 
uncontested claim to it, we offeryou half the ruins. Further, we offer our expertise and 
assistancein getting the one thing the Sabir Family most desires.” 

Crispin Sabir laughed softly and asked, “What exactly dothe Goft Galweighs imagine the 
Calimekkan Sabirs want most in theworld?” 



Shaid stood up straight and met the question with a calm smile.“Galweigh House. Controlling it 
would give the Sabir Familythe entire city of Calimekka. The Goft Galweighs will give 
youuncontested claim to the House and its contents. Of course,we’ll expect you to . . . ah, clear 
your claim byeliminating any members of the Calimekkan Galweighs who survivedyour last 
attempt to win the House.” 

For one long moment, the silence in the room weighed enough tocrack the stone walls of the 
great hall. Then all around the table,Sabirs exploded with questions. 

*     *     * 

“That went well, I think,” VeshreGalweigh said. She was head of the Goft Wolves, a wizard 
oftremendous talent and deceptive ferocity who disguised thatferocity behind a jovial manner and 
a pleasantly plump facade. 

Shaid pulled his attention from the enchanting view of thecountryside that slid beneath the 
airible, and leaned back on thecushioned seat. “Probably less well than it seemed;nevertheless, 
I’m pleased.” 

“You should be ecstatic.” Veshre snorted. “Theyagreed to supply their troops to assist us in our 
attack on one oftheir ships, to give us undisputed claim to the Mirror ofSouls, and to destroy that 
bitch, Kait. And they also agreed tokill off the only people who stand between you and Galweigh 
House.Meanwhile, you already have the Dokteeraks lined up to wipe out thesurviving Sabirs 
after they clear out Galweigh House but beforethey can claim it. That was the most brilliant bit of 
negotiatingI’ve ever seen.” 

Shaid sighed. “Perowin, the greatest of the Ancients’diplomats, once said, ‘Diplomacy is the art 
of getting yourenemy to cut his own throat for you, convincing him to do itoutside where he 
won’t leave a mess, and making him believehe’s getting the best end of the bargain while he 
doesit.’ I aspire to make that very bargain someday, but in themeantime . . .” He thought for a 
moment, thengrinned broadly, and finally began to laugh. “In the meantime,by the gods, I came 
pretty close, didn’t I?” 

*     *     * 

In the courtyard beside the Palm Hall, three blackfawns strolled between the fountain and the 
waterfall, grazing onhibiscus flowers. On a rotunda well away from the falls, a band ofRophetian 
musicians played dool dlarmas — traditionalRophetian dancing airs — for the entertainment of 
the Family.Crispin Sabir sat on the windowsill in the room above the hall andwatched the deer 
and the dancers and listened to the cheerfulmusic, which suited his mood. 

His brother Anwyn, rummaging around the shelves along the innerwall of the room, said, “The 
last bastard that was in herefinished off the paurel and didn’t replace thebottle.” 

Crispin laughed. “I think that bastard was you. You’rethe only one in the Family who’ll drink the 
vile stuff, andyou get so drunk when you do that you don’t remember havingdone it.” 



Anwyn squatted on his hocks, balancing delicately on his clovenhooves, and rubbed absently at 
the horns that curled from hisforehead. After a moment he said, “You might be right, come 
tothink of it. I brought a girl in here only a week ago. I might havedrunk it then.” 

After years of Scarring induced by the constant practice of darsharen — the sacrifice-magic of 
the Wolves —nothing human remained of Anwyn’s body. Besides the horns andthe hooves, 
spikes protruded from his spine and joints, scalescovered what had once been smooth skin, and 
talons curved from hisfingertips. Crispin’s body had taken as much of the rewhah, the rebound 
magic, as Anwyn’s had, but becauseCrispin was Karnee, his body had absorbed it and fought off 
thechanges the same way it reverted to human form after a Shift.Anwyn, without the benefits of 
the Curse, had been trapped in anincreasingly hideous form. 

Crispin raised an eyebrow. Girls were never with Anwyn bychoice. “A girl?” 

Anwyn was going through the shelves again, looking for somethingthat would suit him as well as 
the thick, bitter tuber beer that heliked best. He took his time answering. “Andrew found her 
forme — a street urchin with a bit of size to her, and anattitude. She thought she could handle 
anything.” 

“Until she met you.” 

“Until then, yes.” Anwyn chuckled. 

“And when you were done with her, Andrew . . .borrowed her?” 

Anwyn pulled a dark green bottle out of the back of the bottomshelf and said, “Hah! I thought I’d 
put this away forlater.” It was lakkar, green mango beer, and to Crispinit was as unpalatable as 
paurel. Anwyn uncorked the bottleand strolled over to the window, his hooves clipping sharply 
on themarble floor. He dropped into a seat opposite Crispin, took a swigof his drink, and sighed. 
“She wasn’t young enough tointerest Andrew. You know his tastes.” He shrugged. “Iplayed with 
her until I broke her. Then I put her in the WindGarden. The bellshrubs were going gray and 
dropping their flowersbefore they could set their seeds; I thought they could use somefertilizer.” 

“I’m glad you were paying attention. I’ve beentoo busy lately to notice any of the plants, but I’d 
hate tolose the bellshrubs. They’re charming when they’refruiting. I’ll take a look at them the 
next time I’m inthe West Wing — make sure the fertilizer did enough.”Crispin sipped his own 
drink and leaned back against the cool,smooth marble of the window frame. “At least I 
haven’tbeen neglecting them for nothing. All that work looks likeit’s going to pay off. The 
meeting went well, don’t youthink?” 

“Hard to believe it could have gone better. I wish I couldhave been there in person — I would 
have loved seeing thosefaces up close when your Galweighs were setting out theirbargain.” 
Anwyn took another gulp of his drink and shook hishead. “They didn’t see a problem with their 
plan atall?” 

“If they saw a problem, they certainly didn’t mentionit.” 



“Amazing. They’re ready to commit two of theirairibles to the attack against Ry and that bitch of 
theirs? Andtroops? And they’ll send in their troops against their ownFamily?” Anwyn chortled. 
“The question then becomes: Arethey genuinely naive, or do they think they’re beingclever?” 

“I read their paraglese this way: He’s a small-time,double-dealing manipulator, but he sees 
himself as the future headof a great Galweigh empire. He certainly doesn’t intend tohand over 
Galweigh House without a fight — I think he closeshis eyes and sees himself at the head of the 
table there,commanding armies and armadas across the known world with thetwitch of a finger. 
He may take us for fools, but perhaps hebelieves whatever double-cross he’s set up will be 
sufficientto get us out of the way.” 

“Then you don’t think he intends to honor hisword.” 

Someone rapped at the door. 

“To Sabirs? Of course not.” Crispin rose to unlock it,and found his cousin Andrew waiting on the 
other side. “I waswondering where you’d got to,” he said. The scent ofblood still clung to 
Andrew, as did the smell of child. Crispinwrinkled his nose and, disgusted, turned back to his 
brother.“Would you honor the word you gave to a Galweigh?” 

 

      

  

Chapter 8 

  

Down in the belly of the WindTreasure, Kait and Hasmal crouched beside the Mirror of 
Souls,padding the bulkhead behind it with rags and roping it in among theship’s other cargo. Ian 
and the ship’s physick weretending to Jayti, and most of the crew were searching the ruins 
forprizes to take home. Those on board the ship were sleeping orcarrying out necessary repairs. 

So the two of them were alone, though Kait felt sure someonewould come checking on them 
sooner or later. 

“They’ll never let us take this to the Reborn,”Hasmal whispered. 

“Not willingly.” Kait twisted her end of the ropearound the silver-white metal of the base. “I 
know that. Iknew it when I agreed to their deal. What they won’t permit,we’ll have to achieve by 
force.” 

Hasmal looked at her and rolled his eyes. “Force?We’ll still be outnumbered when we cross the 
sea. Vodor’sbones! The captain or Ry Sabir could send pigeons days in advanceof our arrival and 



have the whole of the Sabir army waiting for uson the shore when we arrive, no matter where the 
captain puts usin.” 

“Well, not force, perhaps. Maybe by guile.” 

Hasmal tipped his head and gave her a long, thoughtful look.“Ah. Planning on winning the Sabir 
to your side by love, Kait?You think he won’t take it back to his Family if he’spassionate enough 
about you and you don’t want him to?”Hasmal shrugged. “That might work, though I don’t 
likethe idea of the future of the world depending on it.” 

Kait stared at him, momentarily lost for words. Finally shesaid, “You . . . think I’d bed him to 
keepcontrol of the Mirror?” 

Hasmal frowned. “I’d hoped. It isn’t as ifhe’s diseased or repugnant. You’ll have the 
opportunity— the captain’s seen to that. And the Reborn needs theMirror; what matters to him 
matters to us and the whole of theworld. Women have futtered men they didn’t want for 
lesserreasons than the fate of the world.” 

At that moment she didn’t like Hasmal, though she couldunderstand that in his eyes the idea must 
seem practical. Shecalled on her diplomatic training and didn’t say what she wasthinking about 
him. Instead, she tempered her response. “Itwouldn’t work. If I loved him more than all the 
world,I’d still demand that the Mirror go to the Reborn, then to myFamily. He’s the same. He 
was raised to duty. No matter howinfatuated he was with me, he’d still demand that the Mirrorgo 
back to his Family, either exclusively, or else first — andonce it was in Sabir hands, his Family 
would make sure it neverwent to my Family, no matter what his arrangement with me or 
minewith him. My Family would do the same. That’s the way Familiesare — they take care of 
their own, and they never let privateagreements between individuals override the good of the 
Family as awhole. Never.” The Calimekkan Galweighs wouldn’t, anyway.Goft Galweighs might 
be another matter, but she never intended todeal with those traitors again. 

“So anything you swear to him or he swears to you isalready meaningless if the Galweighs or the 
Sabirs won’teventually approve of it?” 

Kait started to deny that. 

Then she thought about what he’d asked her, and whatshe’d said. 

She’d always considered her word a thing of value, and herhonor as solid as the rock on which 
Galweigh House was built. Butshe realized at that moment that no matter how honest she was, 
nomatter how hard she worked to keep her promises, her Family couldmake a liar of her with a 
single command. And if that was true,what value had her word to anyone? She stared down at the 
rope inher hands and said, “Yes.” 

She shook her head. People struck bargains with the Galweighsall the time. She’d always thought 
it was because of theGalweigh reputation for honor. Now she reconsidered. The Galweighsruled 
half of Calimekka and much of the world — only a foolwould dare refuse Galweigh business, 



and only a fool would renegeon a contract with a Galweigh. But did the men and women who 
markedwax with the Galweighs consider the Family’s mark worthless?If so, no wonder the 
streets stank of fear when she walked downthem. No wonder she smelled such hatred from 
strangers. No wonderwomen pulled their children from the streets, and little shops hadoften just 
closed their doors for the day, when she strode bythem. 

There had to be a better way. There had to be a way to protecthonor and the Family at the same 
time. 

Hasmal said, “Then we’re going to have to learn to useit before we reach land.” 

Kait, still thinking about her Family and the problem of honor,didn’t know what he was talking 
about for an instant. Then shestared at the Mirror of Souls, and shivered. Learn to use it?“I can’t 
read the glyphs inscribed on the buttons,”she told him. “Any of the Ancients’ artifacts can 
bedeadly if misused. The Mirror of Souls . . .” Hervoice trailed off to silence, and in her mind the 
bodies of deadlegions scrabbled from their graves and shambled across thedarkened face of the 
world, seeking revenge against the fools whohad trapped their souls in foul-fleshed husks without 
restoringthose husks to healthy life. She dreaded the idea of a mistake,even a small one. 

“I’ve dealt with the Ancients’ work before. Iknow the dangers.” 

“Have you learned to read the glyphs since I foundthis?” 

“No. But if Ry Sabir won’t come around to our side, wehave no other choice.” 

There were always choices. “If Amalee would speak to meagain . . .” 

“No. Don’t welcome her back.” Hasmal’s eyesstared faraway at nothing, unfocused. “Something 
was wrongabout her,” he said after a moment’s thought. “Shetold you that the magic that 
destroyed your Family released hersoul from captivity. But a soul held captive would race to 
theVeil, wouldn’t it? Beyond the Veil she could have claimed anew birth, a new life, all the 
things from which she’d beendeprived for so long. Instead, she satisfied herself with seeingthings 
through your eyes, hearing things through your ears, andexisting as a powerless, disembodied 
voice that meddled in affairshundreds of years after her death as if they affected herpersonally.” 

“She hoped the Mirror would raise her from the dead,I’m sure.” 

“Why?” 

She wondered if he was intentionally stupid sometimes. “Sothat she wouldn’t be dead anymore.” 

Hasmal shook his head. “That would make sense for yourbrothers and sisters and parents, Kait — 
they have you here,and everything from the life they’ve left behind. But if youraised her from the 
dead, your ancestor would have no one andnothing familiar in the world. Everything has 
changed. Whywouldn’t she choose to find the souls who shared her otherlifetimes with her and 
rebirth with them? Why wouldn’t shewant to return to her rightful existence?” 



Kait considered that. “I don’t know, really. Shetalked about helping me, about having her 
revenge on the Sabirs,about, well . . . She was interested in my life, in whatit was like to be me. 
She thought it would be exciting to be Karnee— she talked about that a lot. I don’t know why she 
wasmore interested in me and now than in going on. I didn’t thinkabout it.” She rocked back on 
her heels. Perhaps she’dbeen stupid. “I was so grateful to know there might be a wayfor me to get 
my family back, I didn’t worry about what Amaleewould get out of the deal.” 

“Don’t do anything to call her back, Kait. Idon’t know where she’s gone, but I think we’rebetter 
off without her. Even if she returns to you, don’t askher to help you work the Mirror. I think 
she’sdangerous.” 

“She’s the reason I came after the Mirror.” 

“I know.” He rubbed his head. “That’s justone of my many nightmares.” 

“Nightmares?” 

When he looked over at her, she noticed the dark circles underhis eyes and the tension in his face 
and realized that the serenitythat had molded his features the first time they’d met wasgone. “I 
haven’t forgotten the prophecy that sent merunning from you after we first met: If I allowed 
myself to beentangled in your life, I faced a horrible death. Now I amindubitably enmeshed in 
your affairs, and the two of us arecustodians of nothing less than the Mirror of Souls. Andyou’re 
haunted by a ghost, and we’re in the company ofSabirs. And I am and shall always be a coward. I 
sleep poorly thesedays.” 

“You’re still alive.” 

“That’s less comfort than you might think.” 

Heavy footsteps thundered overhead, and Hasmal rose. Kait stayedcrouched, untying a knot and 
beginning to retie it. Several of thecrew came down the gangway, arms laden with the toys and 
tools ofthe Ancients. They were laughing to each other, but they stoppedwhen they saw Kait and 
Hasmal. “Up you go, both of you,”one man said. “We have work to do down here.” 

Kait nodded. “We’ve just finished.” 

Hasmal met her eyes. “The rest of what we have to do willwait.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 9 



  

A hundred awkwardnesses, a thousandembarrassments: Kait carried her few belongings into the 
tiny cabinshe would share with Ry, conscious of the stares of the crew, hismen, and her own 
comrades, and stopped just at the door. Ry stoodbeside the bunk beds, the expression on his face 
carefullyneutral. 

“Don’t just stand there,” he said. “Bringyour things and come in.” 

She nodded and took the extra step that carried her across thethreshold. The hatchway closed 
behind her with a muffled thud— a sound that echoed the beating of her heart. 

She looked around the cabin. Ry hadn’t been there long— the little room lacked his scent, and his 
belongings wereall in his chest or a bag on the bottom bunk. “Where shall Iput my belongings?” 

“You don’t have much, do you?” 

“Not much.” She was still looking around the roombecause it was easier than looking at him. 
Well-done woodwork, awashbasin built into the starboard wall with a pitcher beneath it,a tiny 
skylight, the two narrow bunks one on top of the other (andshe was relieved that they were so 
narrow — two peoplecouldn’t hope to sleep side by side in them with any comfort),a built-in 
armoire, a tiny table hinged to the wall and stowed atthe moment, two small plank benches also 
hinged to the wall on oneend, also stowed. The floor was clean and polished, the wallssmelled of 
citrus and wax, the linens were clean and tucked neatlyinto place at the corners and smelled only 
of soap and sunlight andfresh air. 

“You can have the drawers beneath the bottom bunk.” Hemoved away from the bunks. 

She didn’t want to step any closer to him, but shecouldn’t just stand there holding her bag until he 
left. Soshe took a deep breath, walked over to the bunk bed, and knelt onthe floor. She gave the 
drawer a tug and it slid out smoothly; shewas so tense she pulled it clear to the end of its run, and 
onlythe fact that the carpenter who’d built it had included stopskept it from landing in her lap. He 
was behind her, so close shecould feel the warmth of his body, so close his scent became adrug, 
and her vision grayed at the edges and narrowed into a tunneland she could hear only the rushing 
of her blood in her veins andthe quick, sharp pace of his breathing. 

She stiffened her back, dreading his touch and half-expecting itat the same time. But he kept his 
distance. She shoved the bag intothe drawer, not bothering to unpack it, shoved the door closed, 
andmoved away as fast as she could. 

Through the wall, she heard someone begin to pluck the stringsof a guitarra. “My cousin Karyl,” 
Ry offered, noting hershift in posture as she listened to the music. 

His playing was sweet, his voice a mournful tenor as he began tosing. 



No, I’ll not for lads nor lasses. 
My dancing days are done. 
The bitter tide 
Is my final ride 
To the sea I am now gone. 

And I follow the rush of the water 
For the water flows to the shore 
And I have cried 
Where the pale tides died 
And wept to weep no more. 

I lost my faithless lover 
To the sea, my faithless friend — 
For the one devoured the other 
Leaving nothing but pain at the end. 
Now I hear her song in the wave 
And her voice in the water deep. 
She is gone but her music lives on 
And it’s all that I can keep. 

And I follow the rush of the water 
For the water flows to the shore 
And I have cried 
Where the pale tides died 
And wept to weep no more. 

When that song was finished, the unseen singerpaused for a moment, then launched into another 
one, equallymournful. 

“Sad songs,” Kait said, not wanting to listen to anymore wistful, yearning ballads. 

“If he knows another sort, he’s never shownit.” 

“I’ve never heard that one before.” 

“You won’t have heard any of them before. He onlyplays the songs he writes himself. A hundred 
variations on thetheme of grief.” 

Kait had no wish to discuss love, or longing, or grief. She saidnothing, and the stilted 
conversation died there, and the two ofthem were left looking at each other. 

The silence was becoming unbearable when Ry said, “I havesome things for you — I picked 
them up when we took onsupplies in the Fire Islands.” He unlatched the doors of thearmoire and 
pulled them open. Opulent, gauzy silks and fine linensin rainbow colors hung on the rack to the 
left and lay folded onthe shelves to the right. She caught a glimpse of tabards andblouses and 



skirts and dresses, soft robes and dressing gowns,nightshirts, leg wrappings, and stockings . . . 
evendelicate underthings. The people of the Fire Islands were famousfor their fine fabrics and 
remarkable stitchery — and itappeared that Ry had picked only the finest of what the 
islandmarkets offered. 

Kait felt her face grow hot. She could not imagine allowingherself to wear any of those things — 
to let the silkundergarments that he’d picked out for her touch her skin, orto pull on one of those 
filmy nightshirts before climbing into herbunk for the night. “No,” she said. “I have my 
ownclothes.” 

Ry arched an eyebrow. “You have hardly anything.You’re wearing a sailor’s work clothes. A 
woman of yourbirth should wear fine silk dresses, not cotton shirts androughspun breeches.” He 
smiled, and she shivered. He was tooclose to her, and too near Shift; from across the room his 
bodyheat was a pressure against her skin, simultaneously drawing theKarnee part of her forward 
and pushing the human part of her towardthe door and flight and the dubious safety of the deck. 

“I have enough.” Her voice sounded husky in her ownears. She was responding to him even 
though she didn’t wantto. 

Shield, she thought. Magic drawn close and held in place willmake a wall between us. Magic will 
give me control. 

She offered her own energy and strength to Vodor Imrish, andwith the power she gained from 
that quick, bloodless offering, drewthe shield around herself. Instantly she could breathe 
easier.Although his scent remained seductive in her nostrils and his heatstill touched her skin, a 
calm silence blanketed her racingthoughts. 

He was staring at her, astonishment evident in his eyes.“What did you do?” he asked. 

She shrugged. For the moment — for as long as her strengthfed the shield, anyway — she would 
have peace.“Doesn’t matter. I want to sleep. Which bunk will bemine?” 

“The top one.” He moved toward her. “You seem. . . gone . . .” he whispered.“Don’t do that. 
Come back to me.” 

With her courage supported by the shield, she was able to say,“We are going to be nothing but 
roommates, Ry. Not friends.Certainly not lovers. I’ll obey the conditions of my agreementwith 
the captain, but . . . that’s all.” 

“I came so far to find you. I gave up somuch. . . .” 

She nodded. “And for the rescue, I thank you. Truly,I’m grateful. My Family will certainly 
reward you. But Icannot forget — and neither can you — that I am Galweighand you are Sabir. 
We have our duties.” 



His face twisted with bitterness, and for the first time sinceshe’d used herself as bait to allow Ian 
and Hasmal to take himprisoner, she saw both pain and anger slip across his face.“Ah, duty. The 
cage of cowards afraid to live. You may haveyour duty — I have already taken a different road.” 

He moved past her, still angry, and left the room. When he wasgone she sagged against the wall 
and closed her eyes. She wonderedhow long her obligations to duty would keep her from 
touching him,from stroking his hair or kissing his lips. 

She built her shield stronger and, removing only her boots,climbed into her bed. Then she lay 
staring up at the plank ceilingand listening to the slow creaking of the ship. Sleep would be 
longin coming. 

 

       

  

Interlude 

  

From the eighth chapter of the Seventh Text ofthe Secret Texts of Vincalis: 

13Solander sat in the Hall of Wizardry and taught theapprentices, saying, “These 
are the Ten Great Laws of Magic,known from old. 

14“The First Law — the Law of MagicalReaction — states: Every action has an 
equal and opposite, butaligned, reaction. 

15“The Second Law — the Law of MagicalInertia — states: Inertia holds; spells in 
force remain inforce unless acted on by an opposite force. Latent spells 
remainlatent unless acted on by an opposite force. 

16“The Third Law, which you know as the Law ofMagical Conservation, states: 
Magic, mass, and energy allconserve. 

17“The first iteration of the Fourth Law —the Law of Magical Attraction — says: 
Aligned spells attract,18whilethe second iteration of the Fourth Law — the Law of 
MagicalRepulsion — says: Unaligned spells repel. 

19“The first iteration of the Fifth Law —the Law of Spellcasting — says: The 
force of the spell castwill be equal to the energy used multiplied by the number 
ofcasting magicians, minus conversion energy, 20while the second iteration ofthe 
Fifth Law, which is the Law of Spellshielding, says: The damagedone to the 
casting magicians by a spell or spell recoil — rewhah — will equal the energy 



sent minus the capacity ofthe buffer or sacrifice, divided by the number of 
spellcasters. 

21“The Sixth Law, the Law of Alignment, tells us:Negative magic begets negative 
reactions. Positive magic begetspositive reactions. 

22“The Seventh Law, which is the Law ofCompulsion, says: Every spell used to 
compel the behavior of anyliving creature against its will carries a negative 
alignment. 

23“The Eighth Law, or Law of Harm, says: Everyspell used to inflict harm, 
damage, pain, or death, no matter thenature of the target, carries a negative charge. 

24“The Ninth Law, the Law of Souls, states: Themortal representative of an 
immortal soul carries the charge of thesoul, whether positive, negative, or neutral. 

25“The Tenth Law, or Law of Neutrality, says:Anything that carries a neutral 
charge will be drawn to thestrongest force around it, whether that force be positive 
ornegative, for neutrality is a position of weakness, not ofstrength. 

26“These are the Ten Great Laws, which are thelaws of the nature of magic, and 
which nature enforces. 27But I giveyou another law, and this is a law of the nature 
of man and of thenature of Falconry, enforceable only by yourselves. 28This law 
is: Payfor your magic with nothing but that which is yours to give. 

29“Ka-erea, ka-ashura, ka-amia, ka-enadda,and ka-obbea: your will, your blood, 
your flesh, yourbreath, and your soul. These are the five acceptable sacrifices,and 
acceptable only if offered freely. 30Magic drawn from yourlife-force, from these 
five acceptable sacrifices, will be pure,and free of rewhah, and will not scar lives 
or land. 31That youoffer only these sacrifices is the Law of Ka, the Offering of 
Self,and I declare it the highest law of the Falcon, and the law bywhich Falcons 
will be known. 

32“For the Law of Ka is the Law of Love —love of humanity and love of life — 
and my greatestrequirement of you is that you love all living things, and liveyour 
lives in demonstration of your love.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 10 

  



Solander the Reborn waited in the bellyof his mother for his time of birth to arrive, but already 
thefaithful reached out to him, and he reached back. From hidden roomsin forest houses, from 
scholarly studies, from the decks of fishingboats and the ever-moving wagons of the peripatetic 
Gyru-nalles,faithful Falcons drew a few drops of their own blood to form thelink that let them 
touch him, and he reached into their souls, andgave them acceptance, and gave them love. 

He spent the stations of darkness and growth in the deepmeditation of the soul, focusing not on 
the future, when he wouldat last give the people he loved a world worthy of them, nor on thepast, 
wherein lay the pain of torture and his magical escape fromhis enemies at the moment of his 
physical death: Those werememories and thoughts that gave back nothing. He could not plan 
forwhat would come, and he could not change what had already been. Butfrom the warm safety 
of the womb, he could begin his work, reachinginto the souls of those he had left so reluctantly a 
thousand yearsbefore and showing them that hope existed, that their lives couldbe better, and that 
the secret that would bring about the new andbrighter world was a simple one: Accept each 
others’ faults,be kind, and love one another. 

But he did draw himself from the peace and the joy of that longgestation to touch his sword, his 
Falcon Dùghall Draclas. 

*     *     * 

Dùghall. 

The voice came from all around Dùghall Draclas as he kneltby the embroidered silk zanda, 
preparing to throw his futurewith a handful of silver coins. The quadrants of House, Life,Spirit, 
Pleasure, Duty, Wealth, Health, Goals, Dreams, Past,Present, and Future lay empty, awaiting the 
patterns that the zanda coins would make within them. 

Dùghall. 

He put down the coins and took a deep breath. His heart knewthat voice. 

“Reborn?” he whispered. 

My faithful Falcon — you have listened with your heartand with your soul. You’ve gathered 
allies for me, you’vereadied them, and I can see that they’re strong andcourageous. Send them to 
me now, in secret. 

“I’ll bring them to you,” Dùghall said. 

No. You’ve gathered good men and you’ve trainedthem well, but you aren’t a soldier, Dùghall. 
Wait whereyou are. 

The Reborn’s dismissal crushed him. He’d thought thathe would accompany the army that he’d 
gathered for the Reborn— in fact, he’d thought that he would lead it. Now he wasbeing told to 



send the men — many of them his sons — offalone, while he waited in the middle of this 
nowhere he’dchosen as a training ground. 

He was a sword unsheathed and hungry for the blood of theReborn’s enemy, and he’d been 
waiting for this call fromthe moment he left Galweigh House in secret to follow the dictatesof a 
throw of the zanda. He’d suffered deprivation andhardship, pain and fear; he’d served with his 
whole heart,he’d offered everything he had. He was an old sword, he knew,and one with rust on 
the blade — but that Solander the Rebornwould call the men he’d gathered and not call him. . . 

Solander’s soft voice whispered in his mind and heart, Dùghall, I have other plans for you than to 
have you die on abattlefield. The Dragons are returning. They move among theCalimekkans 
already, preparing a place for themselves there. Youwill wait where you are, for I foresee a 
disaster, and I also seethat your presence can overcome it. But only if you wait where youare. 

“What disaster? What can I do here? There’s nothinghere but a fishing village.” 

If I were a god I could tell you the future, but I’monly a man. The future is as opaque to me as it 
is to you. I knowonly that if you wait where you are, you will avert the destructionof everything 
the Falcons have worked for in the last thousandyears. 

Dùghall said, “Then I will wait. I serve as you desire— I ask only that you use me.” 

You are my sword, Dùghall. Without you, I amlost. 

Then the Reborn was gone. The warmth that had surroundedDùghall vanished, and with it the 
cocoon of joy and love andhope. He rose, his knees creaking as he did, and walked to thewindow 
of the grass hut in which he’d been living, and staredup at the smoking cone of the volcano to the 
north. Life was likethat volcano — calm on the outside, while underneath it wasseething and 
deadly and able to explode with unimaginable violenceat any instant. What could destroy a 
thousand years of planning?What could go wrong with Solander’s triumphant return? 

In the field to the north of the village, the men he’dgathered drilled together, preparing for a 
battle that he’dconvinced them was coming. He needed to send them to the Reborn.The little fleet 
of islander longships he’d gathered wouldneed to sail away without him to the south, to the edge 
of Ibera,where the Veral Territories met the Iberan border. His magic hadpinpointed that place as 
their eventual destination. From there,they would meet the Reborn, and he would take them to 
fight againstthe Dragons in Calimekka. 

And when his troops were gone, Dùghall would wait in thislittle fishing village until a sign told 
him that his moment hadcome. He would fast. He would prepare himself physically, as he 
hadbeen doing. He would study the throws of the zanda, andsummon Speakers to tell him what 
they saw moving within the Veil.He would serve. 

He only wished he had some idea what sort of disaster wascoming. 

 



      

  

Chapter 11 

  

Hasmal crouched in the aft bilge,dabbing filched oil of wintergreen beneath his nostrils and 
tryingto ignore both the stink of the bilge and the rolling of the ship.He’d have a hard time 
controlling his magic if he wereretching all the time he cast his spell. 

He felt lucky he’d found a place where he could workunwatched. The Wind Treasure boasted 
three separatebulkheads in her bilge — an aft bulkhead, a middle one, andone at the fore. All 
three had access hatches, but the aft one hada hatch that lay just beyond the head. He could go to 
the headwithout raising suspicions, especially now that the ship had sailedand the crew had seen 
him both seasick and gripped with bowel flux.If he bolted toward them, a pained, half-panicked 
expression on hisface, they scattered, clearing his path. 

He could be gone as much as a station after such an act, and noone would come looking. 

Kait crouched beside him. “We aren’t going to havelong. Just because your spell got me in here 
without being seendoesn’t mean he won’t notice I’mmissing.” 

“He’s with his friends. He won’t look for you fora while.” 

“We can hope.” She refused the oil of wintergreen whenhe offered it to her, wrinkling her nose. 
“I’d rathersmell the bilge,” she said. “I hate perfumes.” 

“Sorry.” He got out his magic bag and pulled out ahand mirror, blood-bowl, thorn needle, and 
herbs. “I haveeverything you need. You’re going to have to link to theReborn and get him to tell 
you how to work the Mirror ofSouls.” 

Her eyebrows went up and she shook her head. “You said youneeded my help . . . but I’m no 
wizard, Hasmal.I’m just now getting a feel for the simple magics. Linking. . . that’s big.” 

“Not as big as directing a shield around as much of yourspell as I can, and watching over you to 
make sure that no otherwizard notices the movement of magic, and holding a spell ready 
toprotect you if you’re attacked. You or I could link toSolander, but only I can make sure you 
don’t die whileyou’re doing it.” 

She looked queasy. “Isn’t there some otherway?” 

“I’ve tried the other ways. I’ve summonedSpeakers, I’ve spirit-walked the past, I’ve gone 
throughthe Texts looking for anything that might tell how the damnedMirror works or what 
Solander intended the Falcons to do with it.I’m not strong enough or talented enough to reach the 



place inthe past where the Mirror was last used, the Texts are mute aboutthe Mirror, and the 
Speakers just laugh at me. I’m out ofoptions.” 

She shivered and nodded. “Then give me the thorn and theblood-bowl and help me through this.” 

“You have to ask Solander how to use the Mirror —exact steps, exact words, what we should 
expect it todo. . . .” 

Kait nodded again. “I’ll get everything.” 

He waited while she stabbed her finger with the thorn anddropped her blood into the blood-bowl. 
He coached her through theceremony that would link her to the Reborn. She was afraid, and 
hecould understand that — but she had a courage that he envied.She did what she had to do. 

He started casting his own spells even before he saw the changecome over her body; by the time 
the blissful smile spread acrossher face, he’d formed the shield that surrounded her, a sphereof 
energy flawed only at the point where Kait’s life forcecurled out from her in a thin tendril that 
connected her acrossuncounted leagues to the soul of the Reborn. He set it so that ifanything 
attacked that delicate connection, the shield would snapshut on its own. Kait would lose her 
connection to Solander, butshe’d survive. 

With that set, he opened himself to the ship. He loosed hisconscious self from the confines of his 
body and connected himselfto the boards upon which he sat; his mind traced the connections 
ofeach board to the next, flowing outward, stretching, cautiouslytouching each new structure and 
noting the presence of each livingthing until the ship became his body, with his human body only 
atiny appendage. He “knew” the ship the way he knew hisown body — felt its movement, saw 
the water stretching awayfrom him and beneath him, heard and followed every conversationgoing 
on in the ship simultaneously. 

Such openness put him in tremendous danger — he could notshield or protect himself in any way 
while his soul stretchedoutside of the confines of his flesh — but in no other waycould he be sure 
that his and Kait’s activities had aroused nocuriosity. 

In one of the forward cabins, Ry and his lieutenants playedcards. The crew did their work. Ian 
stood on the aft deck, staringback toward Novtierra. Hasmal watched his eyes — Ian lookedlike 
he contemplated murder. Not at that moment, however. The shipwas quiet . . . the activities of its 
passengers safe forthe present . . . and yet . . . 

He felt something wrong. Something marked the ship;someone tracked it from a distance. He felt 
around blindly,as a man would feel for a door in a dark room. A link lay withinthe ship’s wooden 
body — a physical focus for distantmagic. Before he could find out who watched the ship, he had 
tofind that link. 

*     *     * 

Welcome, Kait. 



Reborn. . . . In the wordless exchangethat followed, Solander’s touch filled her soul. Again 
shefelt his complete acceptance of her, his unconditional love forher. For a long and blissful 
moment, she asked nothing of him,feeding herself instead from the simple joy of being in 
hispresence. 

Her task couldn’t wait forever, though, and at last sheforced herself to the unpleasantness of her 
reality. We’rein trouble, she told the unborn infant. We’ve beentaken by the enemy, and we have 
every reason to believe that whenwe reach the shores of Ibera, the Sabirs will take the Mirror 
fromus. If we have any hope of getting it to you, we have to know howto use it now. 

No, Solander said. Kait felt fear suffuse featurelesslight in which she floated. Do nothing with the 
Mirror of Soulsexcept bring it to me. It is the vehicle through which the Dragonswill return to 
Matrin. 

Kait felt the chill of his words. If we can’t get it toyou, then we should destroy it. 

No. A failed attempt to destroy it could well free theDragons through you. And even if you could 
manage a successfulattempt, you would do so at the price of the destruction of yourown soul. 

Why? 

Because you would be destroying the souls of those within it.Those who destroy immortality pay 
an eternal price. 

Kait thought of the smooth platinum-bright curves of theartifact, of the warm light that spiraled 
up through its center, ofthe feeling of comfort she got from being near it. She had beensure it was 
something good in spite of the faintly unpleasant scentthat emanated from it. And that, she 
thought, made sense. TheDragons wouldn’t find any advantage in creating something thatlooked 
evil; people would be far too willing to destroysomething like that. But things that looked 
valuable, that gave offpleasant sensations . . . 

And that brought to mind Amalee, who had suggested to Kait thatshe cross the ocean to retrieve 
the Mirror. 

The soul you know as Amalee is one of the wakenedDragons, the Reborn told her. But she set you 
to a task asimportant to me as it is to her. When I have the Mirror, I canrelease the souls it holds 
directly into the Veil, where they willbe judged by the souls of their peers. Then I can destroy 
theMirror, so that the Dragons’ evil will not return to Matrin inany form 

Kait started to ask him if he could offer her some help, someadvice, on getting the Mirror safely 
to him, but without warning,she was torn away from the warmth of the Reborn’s presence.His 
light vanished and for an instant she hung in the absolutedarkness of void, her body consumed by 
pain so fierce she feltcertain she was being ripped apart. 

Then she was in her body again, in the bilge, racked by nausea,blinded by pain, with Hasmal 
shaking her and slapping her face andwhispering, “Kait! Kait? Wake up! Are you hurt?Kait?” 



His face was right against hers when she came around enough tolook at him, and she could see 
stark terror in his eyes. 

“What happened?” She groaned and held her belly; thepain receded slowly but the nausea 
remained. 

“The shield I set around you snapped shut,” he toldher. 

She shook her head, not understanding. 

“You were attacked. Someone was watching you —watching the whole ship — and when you 
reached for the Reborn,whoever it was attacked.” 

“Ry attacked me?” she asked. 

“No. The attack didn’t come from anyone on theship.” 

“Are we in danger now?” 

“Not for the moment. I’ve shielded both of us.We’ll be safe for a while yet.” 

“So who found us? Who tried to get me?” 

“I’m not certain. I managed to trace the trail of thewizard who was spying on us as far as 
Calimekka, but when I got tooclose, something about my presence alerted him. He came after 
mefast; I had to break off my connection with the ship. I barelyshielded myself in time — and 
while I did, he attackedyou.” 

She noticed that Hasmal’s hands were shaking. Even in thedarkness of the bilge she could see his 
pallor, and even over thestench of stale water, dead rats, and refuse she could smell hisfear. 

He added, “I’d guess Wolves were watching theship.” 

“Then they may know about the Reborn. And theMirror.” 

“Almost certainly.” 

She pressed her fingers to her temples to ease her aching head.“Oh, gods. Then what do we do?” 

“We use the information you got from the Reborn to activatethe Mirror. We — ” He saw her 
shaking her head andstopped. “What’s wrong?” 

“We don’t touch the Mirror of Souls,” she said.She quickly gave him the rest of Solander’s bad 
news. When shefinished, Hasmal buried his face in his hands. 

“Then what do we do?” 



Kait took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “We keep oureyes open. We do what we can to win 
Ry over to our side. If we seethat things are going badly, we steal one of the longboats in thedead 
of night and row ourselves and the Mirror to an island, ortrust ourselves to the currents.” She 
leaned forward andrested a hand on his knee. “We are going to do what we have todo, Has. The 
Mirror is going to reach the Reborn. The Wolves arenot going to get it.” 

He looked into her eyes and saw calm in them. A ferocity that helacked. A determination that he 
thought he could find withinhimself. He felt answering echoes of it already. He put his handover 
hers. “You’re right. We will. And theywon’t.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 12 

  

Ian stopped Kait as she stepped out ofthe ship’s shower, having just finished rinsing the stink 
ofthe bilge off of herself. “Jayti’s been asking to seeyou.” 

Kait felt a quick, sharp anxiety, and after an instant’sconcentration, understood why. Ian carried 
the smell of death onhis skin and in his clothing. “He’s gottenworse?” 

Ian met her gaze angrily. “He’s dying. All thephysick’s promises to do his best are come 
tonothing.” 

Kait said, “He was dying before we boarded the WindTreasure; we didn’t think he was going to 
live. Ifanything, the physick has given him time and eased the pain of hislast days.” 

“You can be satisfied with that. You seem satisfied witheverything right now.” He turned away 
from her, every motionhe made and every line of his body charged with his pent-uprage. 

“I’m doing what I have to do to get us all tosafety.” 

He stalked toward the gangway, turning only before he ascendedto the top deck. “Of course you 
are. Well, do whateveryou’re going to do for Jayti soon. He’ll be dead beforethe day is out.” 

Then he was gone. His anger hung in the air like a poisoncloud. 

Kait twisted the ends of her hair to wring out the water andstared after him. He was trouble 
waiting to happen. 

*     *     * 



“You look worse than me,” Jayti said. Helay in the bed, his skin white as bleached linen, his dark 
hairsweat-drenched and plastered to his skull. His eyes, sunken intheir sockets, burned with 
feverish brightness. The smell ofblood-rot and decomposition in the room overwhelmed her. 
Greenishstains marred the sheets where the stump of his leg lay. Ian hadbeen right. He wouldn’t 
survive much longer. 

“I haven’t been sleeping well,” Kait told him. Itwas true. Her dreams in Ry’s cabin became far 
too seductive,and bled over into her waking moments with maddening constancy. Soshe fought 
sleep. 

She didn’t comment on Jayti’s appearance. Instead shesaid, “I was . . . surprised . . . thatyou 
wanted to talk to me.” 

“Because I’m afraid of you?” 

“Because I don’t think you like me much.” 

Jayti managed a twisted smile. “You’re right. Idon’t. Skinshifters . . .” He shrugged, andeven that 
tiny movement seemed to suck a bit of the remaining lifeout of him. “You can change, disappear, 
pretend to be normal,but inside you’re hiding themonster. . . .” He sighed. “But what Ithink about 
you doesn’t matter. The captain lovesyou.” 

Kait cringed, hearing those words presented so baldly. “Iknow.” 

“You don’t love him,” he offered as a statement,not a question. 

She considered lying, telling the dying man something to makehim think better of her for 
whatever time he had left. He alreadyknew the truth, though. “No. Ian is . . . ah, well,I . . . I want 
good things for him. But I’m not surethat I can love. Not him . . . not anyone.”She considered her 
obsession with Ry, and again wondered ifanything so consuming and so painful could be love. 
She sometimesfelt it could only be the early stages of madness. “I wish Icould. It would make 
everything . . . easier.” 

Jayti grinned briefly, a death’s-head smile that onlyaccented his gauntness. “Life doesn’t give 
you easy.Honor only makes things harder. But for the sake of honor, and ifyou really care what 
happens to him, you have to tell him. He talksabout getting you away from Ry, making you see 
that he’s theone who’s best for you. He thinks he has a chance to win yourheart. I don’t.” 

Kait considered that. 

When she said nothing, Jayti added, “It’s eating himinside. As long as he believes he has a 
chance to have you, hewon’t think of anything else. He talks about finding a way tothrow Ry 
overboard when no one is around, or of running him throughwith a sword and claiming it was an 
accident. He’s. . . obsessed.” 



Kait knew what he said was true. When she looked in Ian’seyes, she saw a feverish brightness not 
that different from whatshe saw in Jayti’s, and a fixity of gaze she’d seen inthe steady stares of 
hunting wolves evaluating their prey. 

“Telling him I don’t love him won’t change theway he feels.” 

“It won’t. But if he knows he has no hope, it mightkeep him from doing something that will get 
him killed.” 

She sighed. 

Jayti said, “He’s my friend. He lost everything elsethat mattered to him — his ship, his crew, his 
treasure. Hedoesn’t know it, but he’s lost you as well. If he diestrying to win you, and you could 
prevent it by telling him now thathe has no hope . . .” Jayti looked away and fellsilent. Kait, not 
knowing what to say, said nothing. 

The dying man finally looked at her again. “If he diesbecause you let him think he still might win 
you, my ghost willhaunt every instant of the rest of your life. I swear it onBrethwan’s eternal 
soul.” 

The hair on Kait’s arms stood on end, and a shiver crawleddown her spine. She looked into those 
eyes, so near death, andwondered if he could already see the Veil before him.“I’ll tell him,” she 
whispered. 

“Swear it.” 

“I swear it.” On my word as a Galweigh, shealmost said, but stopped. “On my own soul,” she 
said,“I swear I’ll tell him.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 13 

  

Kait stood on the deck of the WindTreasure, staring out at the endless ocean. The ship 
rockedwith the waves, its sails for the moment furled. Sunlightilluminated everything with a haze 
of gold; the water sparkled, thebrass fittings gleamed, the soapstoned deck shone like 
polishedivory. The crew wore their best clothing and stood in lines alongthe port and starboard 
sides of the foredeck, and one of themplayed a soft drumroll. 



Loelas, the Wind Treasure’s parnissa, led the smallprocession that stepped out of the aft cabins. 
Hasmal and Ian andfour of Ry’s men followed, the black-shrouded form carriedbetween them. 
She watched Ian closely without turning her head. Shewould have to talk with him soon. The 
weight of her oath bore downon her, and she felt Jayti’s ghost watching her. 

“The gods are smiling on his spirit, to give him such afine day for a funeral,” Ry said. He stood to 
her right,dressed in his Sabir green and silver, with his black bootspolished until they mirrored 
the sun and his sword unsheathed andraised before him in a salute. 

Kait held her own sword in the same attitude. For this occasion,she’d finally put on some of the 
clothing that Ry had broughtalong for her. She wore a heavy cream silk tunic that reached toher 
knees, embroidered in blackstitch at each hem and layered overa black silk underblouse; a wide 
black braided leather sash as softas a summer breeze that held the folds of the outer tunic 
preciselyin place; a narrow black silk skirt; embroidered cream silk legwrappings; and soft split-
suede shoes. The clothing was as fine asany she had ever worn, and she wore it to honor Jayti. 
When thefuneral was over, she would rid herself of it and go back to coarsesailors’ breeches, 
tunics, and deck shoes. Wearing those was abarrier between her and Ry, however thin. She 
needed every layer ofseparation she could get. 

She kept her gaze fixed on the funeral procession and under herbreath murmured, “Fine as the 
day is, I think he’d ratherbe alive for it.” 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Ry turn toward her forjust an instant, annoyance clearly 
marked on his face. She almostsmiled at having goaded him into a social error. But the 
smilewould be as inappropriate as his gesture of inattentiveness hadbeen. She kept her eyes 
forward, her face blank, and her swordsteady in front of her. 

The procession came to a halt in the center of the foredeck, andthe parnissa turned and knelt, and 
unfolded a deep green cloth, itsedges weighted with lead, across the white boards. The men 
carryingJayti’s body lowered it carefully to the center of thecloth. 

The parnissa stood, and one of the cabin boys hurried to hisside, carrying the censer and the 
lamp. Loelas took the censer andcrossed it over the body five times. “Jayti of Pappas, 
calledCousin Fox, you have left the realm of the living this day totraverse the Veil. I commend 
your spirit to Lodan, she who rulesboth Love and Loss, and to Brethwan her consort, he who 
rules Painand Pleasure, Health and Illness, Life and Death. Release your lasthold on the flesh, 
follow through the Veil, and find peace and newlife.” 

He would not, she thought. Not until she had kept herpromise. 

He handed the censer back to the cabin boy and took the lamp. Hecrossed it five times over the 
corpse, and when he had finished,rested it on the cloth above the head. “Jayti of Pappas,called 
Cousin Fox, you have left the realm of the living this day,and your flesh lies empty. It has served 
for your good, but nowmust nourish all those who follow. As you served the sea in life,so you 
will serve the sea in death. I commend your flesh to Joshan,she who rules Silence and Loneliness 
and Solitude, for the sea isvast and lonely, and all return at last to its embrace. May shelight your 



flesh through the darkness to its best service, that ahuman body will await your spirit on its 
return.” 

Loelas picked up the lamp and handed it to the cabin boy. Hestepped back, and Hasmal and Ian 
knelt and folded the green clothover Jayti’s shrouded body, tying the ties sewn along the 
backwhen they’d finished. 

The parnissa turned and looked at the men and Kait gathered onthe deck and said, “This same 
passage each of us will one daytake. Contemplate your mortality, and thank the gods for 
eachmoment of each station, living neither in the past nor the future,for the moment of now is the 
only moment you will ever have.Contemplate the value of your life in its service to gods 
andhumankind, and serve now in whatever form you would, knowing thatyou cannot serve 
tomorrow. Hold Jayti, our fallen brother, in yourheart and thoughts, and find a lesson in his death, 
for in thisfinal way you can assist him in serving his fellow humans, andfinding his humanity in 
another life.” 

The parnissa nodded, and the six men picked up the corpse againand carried it to the starboard 
side of the foredeck, walkingbetween Kait and Ry. Kait and Ry turned to present their swords 
asthe body moved past them and finished their quarter turns facingeach other, swords forming an 
arch. 

“You came from the sea; return to the sea,” Loelassaid. 

The men dropped Jayti’s body over the side. The bodysplashed, throwing sparkling beads of 
water into the air, and thegreen lead-weighted shroud pulled it down; out of the corner of hereye 
Kait could see the way that the sunlight illuminated the streamof bubbles that trailed like silver 
coins behind it. 

Ian wouldn’t look at her. He strode past her off theforedeck, followed by the crew, the parnissa, 
and the captain, andfinally Hasmal. 

As the last man save Ry walked off the foredeck, Kait gave Ry acold nod and resheathed her 
sword. She had done her duty to thedeceased, honoring his spirit with Family steel since he had 
diedfighting with her. Ry slid his sword back into its scabbard, too,though still not bothering to 
explain why he chose to pay tributeto the dead man in that formal way, and rested a hand on 
hershoulder as she turned to go to their shared cabin. 

“Wait,” he said. 

She turned back to him, tensing at his touch. He had kept hisdistance in the cabin, and after a few 
attempts to speak to her,had accepted her silence. The heat of his hand through the softsilk 
seemed to brand her. 

“I don’t want to talk to you now.” 



“I know,” he said, his voice calm and reasonable.“I can see that you would choose to never speak 
to me, neverlook at me, and never touch me, in spite of what you reallywant.” 

“What I really want? I’d love to know what you thinkyou know about that.” She glared at him, 
wanting to hate him,despising herself for wanting him. The wind ruffled his hair, andthe sun 
burnished the dark gold strands until they matched theheavy gold hoops in his ears. His pale blue 
eyes with theirblack-ringed irises seemed to pull her toward him, as if theyexuded their own 
gravity. He was fiercely beautiful, as a wolf inhis prime or a stooping falcon was beautiful — the 
air ofbarely leashed ferocity about him only made him more compelling toher. 

She held her magical shields tight around herself as Hasmal hadtaught her and willed herself to 
hate him, to see him as thedestroyer of her parents, her siblings, and her Family, and theenemy of 
everything she believed in. 

He watched her closely for a long, silent moment. Then he shookhis head. “We have a long way 
to go, and a lot to accomplish.If you won’t follow your heart — and your dreams —at least talk 
to me when we’re alone. I’ve done nothingto deserve the unending silence.” 

She wanted to believe him. Gods all forgive her, she did.“You had nothing to do with the 
slaughter of theGalweighs.” 

“No.” He sighed. “I went into your House with mymen, but that was to rescue you. I believed 
you would be there. Iknew the attack was planned, but I had no part in theplanning.” 

“And it was sheer coincidence that you and I crossed pathsat the Theramisday party in Halles?” 

“Of course not.” He shrugged. “I was myFamily’s messenger to Paraglese Dokteerak.” 

“Then you were involved in my Family’sdestruction.” 

“I was the messenger. I served the Sabirs as theydirected me. I was of minor importance — the 
son of the headWolf, in training for bigger things, but still too young andinexperienced to be 
anything but a go-between.” 

Kait arched an eyebrow. “Messengers are never chosen fortheir lack of experience.” 

Guilt flashed across Ry’s face, quick as a bolt oflightning. She could have imagined that she saw 
it there, itvanished so rapidly. But it hadn’t been her imagination. 

Ry held out his hands palm up — a gesture both placatingand confessional. “You’re right, and we 
both know it.Kait, I can’t claim to be completely blameless. I had no morelove for the Galweighs 
than you had for the Sabirs. You and I spentmuch of our lives learning to work against each 
other. But thatchanged when we met.” He paused and leaned against the railand studied her. The 
sun hit him full in the face, making himsquint. “At least it changed for me.” 

She thought, It all changed for me, too. But she didn’t saythat. She couldn’t. 



He waited a long time for her to respond, and when he finallyrealized that she wouldn’t no matter 
how long he waited, henodded again. “Well enough. Your feelings for the Sabirshaven’t changed. 
But consider this: I’ve been cut offfrom the Sabirs. If I return home now, with things 
unchangedbetween me and my Family, my mother will declare me barzanne. That sentence will 
rest on my head because I chose tocome after you instead of staying with my Family and taking 
myfather’s place as head of the Wolves when he died. No matterwhat I once was, I am not a 
Sabir any longer.” He turned hisface away from her, either wearying of the sun in his eyes 
orwanting the small measure of privacy that turning away affordedhim. “I won’t beg you to find 
room for me in your heart,Kait. Begging isn’t in me. If that’s the only way youcould accept me, 
then you aren’t the woman I think you are. Iwill appeal to your reason. Consider what a team the 
two ofus could make. Both Family, both magic-trained . . . bothKarnee. Imagine what we could 
do together.” 

Kait had done nothing but that since she’d come aboard theship. 

“I dream of you,” she said quietly. 

He turned back to her, looking at her sharply. “And I,you.” 

“We’re dancing,” she added. 

He flushed. Nodded. “In the air.” 

“In the darkness.” 

Naked. 

Neither of them said that word, but that was only because theydidn’t have to. The image from 
those nightly dreams hungbetween the two of them, as real and vivid as life. Kait felt theheat in 
her cheeks and the racing of her pulse. She smelledRy’s excitement, sensed his arousal, felt her 
own breathcoming faster. 

“I don’t think they’re dreams,” Ry said. Hisvoice dropped to a rough murmur. “I think our souls 
give uswhat our bodies will not.” 

Kait felt herself moving toward something irrevocable. She tooka step back from him, needing 
physical distance and somereassurance that she was still in control of herself. “Why didyou come 
after me?” she asked him. “If you had duty toyour Family, if you knew you would be declared 
barzanne, whydid you not stay and carry out your duty?” 

His hands balled into quick fists, the knuckles whitening beforehe took a breath and stared out at 
the sea. He was forcing himselfto relax. Pushing back the hunger that had been there an 
instantbefore. So control did not come easy to him, either. She hadwondered about that, lying in 
the darkness every night staring upat the cabin ceiling, listening to him breathe. After a 
moment,when neither his stance nor his scent betrayed anything of hisemotions, he said, “I have 
no good answer. Not for you, notfor myself. I can tell you only that from the moment that you 



and Icrossed paths, something about you compelled me. Or maybe it wassomething about us.” He 
shrugged. “Until then, Ialways believed I could control everything about myself.” Shecaught a 
glimpse of the rueful curve of his smile at the corner ofhis mouth. 

They shared their dreams. They affected each other in ways shecouldn’t understand. She wanted 
him. 

And her Family was gone. From what she’d learned, so wasmost of his. Perhaps that meant that 
the battle between the Sabirsand the Galweighs could end. 

“I’ll . . . I’ll think about whatyou’ve said.” She smoothed the tunic. “I’llpromise nothing, except 
that I’ll . . . consider. . .” She tested the word, and found that itoffered only as much as she 
wished to offer. “Yes. I’llconsider . . . a truce.” She turned before he couldsay anything in 
response and hurried toward their quarters. Halfwaythere, she turned back, and saw that he still 
stared out at theendless, hypnotic sea. “I think . . . I’d liketo talk.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 14 

  

The Mirror has almost reached us,Dafril said. But my chosen avatar has been led to direct 
ittoward the south — toward the cold lands. Solander has calledit to him there. 

Only the heads of the Star Council gathered in the cold infinitybeyond the Veil — Dafril hadn’t 
wanted to deal with thepanic that would ensue with the younger members if they 
realizedSolander had returned. 

We’ve already taken steps to deal with the Mirror,Mellayne said. It will reach Calimekka. 

Yes. Unfortunately, Solander won’t be so easy to takecare of. He nears the time of his birth, and 
he has already startedgathering his Falcons together. 

But if Solander returns in the body of a babe — memoriesor not — we’ll have years before he can 
stand againstus. 

Dafril sighed. Solander had nearly destroyed them once. Hecouldn’t believe the bastard found a 
way to get himselfembodied without having his memories scrambled yet had failed totake into 
account the time it would take for that body to reachusable age. We cannot count on that. I have 
to suspect thatSolander has a plan. He always knew what he was doing. 



I wish we did. 

So do I, Mellayne, Dafril said. So do I. 

 

      

  

Chapter 15 

  

Kait woke to darkness, to the sound ofRy’s steady breathing in the bunk beneath hers and to 
hisscent in the room. Shreds of the nightmare that had awakened herstill clung to her, twisting in 
her gut. 

She’d been dancing with Ry. That same maddening, tempting,passionate dance — the embraces, 
the kisses, the touching. Andthen someone else had been there with them, watching. Waiting. 

She sat up, not soothed by the steady rocking of the ship, orthe rhythmic creaks and murmurs of 
boards and sails.“Ry?” 

He was already awake — had, in fact, awakened just aninstant after she did. After she left the 
dream, she realized. Sheheard his breathing catch, and smelled wariness about him. . . and 
anticipation. “Yes?” 

“Someone is hunting for you. Wanting to kill you.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“We were being watched. In the dream. In the dance. Thewatcher was . . . malevolent.” 

“I felt nothing of the sort.” 

“He was shielded from you, but some sort of current runsbetween the two of you — either a 
blood tie or somethingmagical. I could see the current. A tiny black stream. I followedit back to 
its source, and when I did, I saw his eyes looking outat you through the darkness. I don’t . . . 
I’mnot sure, but I don’t think he knew I was there. Hewasn’t shielded from me.” 

Ry was silent for a moment. “What could you tell ofhim?” 

“That he hates you. That he wants to see you dead. Thathe’s waiting for you to move within his 
reach.” 



“Sounds like Ian,” Ry said, and chuckled. 

“But it wasn’t.” Kait had actually consideredthat. “The stream that binds the two of you — it 
runsback to Calimekka.” 

“It can’t.” She heard Ry moving in the bunkbelow, and an instant later, his head and shoulders 
popped up atthe side of her bunk. “Everyone who has reason to want me deadin Calimekka 
already thinks I am.” Except the Trinity, ofcourse, he thought. But surely they had been executed 
already formurdering him. He told her about how he had faked his own murderand the 
disappearance of his body. 

“Someone knows,” she said when he finished.“Someone knows, Ry.” She wondered if the one 
watching Rywas the same one who had nearly caught her and Hasmal when theycommuned with 
the Reborn. That the one who hunted Ry also huntedthe Mirror seemed at least possible. She 
couldn’t say anythingto Ry about that, though. 

He pressed his lips into a thin line. “That would be. . . Brethwan’s soul! That would be a 
disaster.Because if someone knows of my survival, he could know I left bysea. We were careful, 
but we assumed no one would look for us.Someone who was looking would discover that I left 
with my friends.My enemies would pay for that information. Hells-all — my mother would pay 
for that information. She thinks my friendsdied in service to the Sabirs. Their families have been 
honoredbecause of their sacrifices.” 

“Your mother honors your friends’ families? The womanwho would declare you barzanne?” 

“If she knows I’m alive, then I’m already barzanne. And my friends’ families . . . aredoomed.” 
He looked at Kait with haunted eyes. “This dreamof yours — it had to be just a dream.” 

Kait couldn’t manage much of a smile. “Our spiritsdance while we sleep, Ry. Is that a dream?” 

He didn’t answer her. He didn’t need to. The strickenexpression on his face told her more than 
she wanted to know. 

“So what are you going to tell them?” 

He winced. Thought a moment. “Nothing. Even if what youdreamed is true, we can’t do anything 
to protect the people weleft behind in Calimekka. But if I tell them, I could cause myfriends 
endless unresolvable fear, and I could chance them throwingtheir own lives away.” 

“How so?” 

“We’ll pass close to Calimekka on the run towardGlaswherry Hala. We’ll sail through the 
Thousand Dancers, turnsouth just off the point of Goft, and follow the coast down. Theymight 
jump ship in Goft to get home; if they reach Calimekka,they’ll be executed for sure.” 



Kait considered that. She had once held some hope of seeing herown dead relatives again; now 
she knew that would never happen. Herbeloved family was dead, all of them lost to her as surely 
as theywould have been to anyone else. Their souls had already crossedthrough the Veil, their 
bodies fed the earth, and she would neversee them again in this life. That was the hard truth. 

She said, “I hope for their sakes that whoever pursues youknows nothing of them.” 

Ry nodded. He dropped into his own bunk again, and she heard himadjusting his covers. He said 
nothing for so long that she thoughthe wouldn’t say anything else, and she let herself drifttoward 
the hazy borders of sleep. So when he did speak, itsurprised her. 

“I owe them my life several times over,” he said.“I owe them the safety of their families. If 
I’vebetrayed them, even unknowingly — if I’ve cost them thepeople I promised I kept safe . . . 
how then do I paythem what I owe?” 

 

      

  

Chapter 16 

  

Long weeks passed, and storms followedfair days, and winter winds filled the sails, but little 
changedaboard the Wind Treasure. Kait had not yet found the wordsto say to Ian, and since he 
avoided her, even refusing to look ather, she let herself accept his distance. 

Nor had she made peace with her close proximity to Ry. She hadhoped at the beginning of the 
voyage home that she would becomeused to his presence, and that familiarity would breed, if 
notcontempt, at least indifference. But her desire for him only grewstronger with every passing 
day, and the effort she had to put intomaintaining magical shields to buffer his effect on her 
doubled,then tripled, then quadrupled. She’d spent two full Shiftshiding out in the bilge, 
subsisting on rats; she had made Hasmallock her in because she knew that, in Ry’s presence and 
inKarnee form, she would not have the self-control to avoid him. Shebecame thin, then gaunt, 
and her eyes hollowed and shadowed untilthe image that looked back at her in the cabin’s brass 
mirrormight have been Jayti’s specter. 

Finally Hasmal said, “You can’t live like this anylonger.” He was sitting on his bunk, restitching 
the seams inhis boots. “You’re killing yourself fighting against himthis hard.” 

But she shrugged. “We’re almost to Ibera. We’llleave the ship with the Mirror before it makes 
landfall, andI’ll never see him again. Once I’m away from him,I’ll be better.” 



His fingers looped the gut cord around themselves skillfully,worked the needle through the holes 
where the old seams had been,and tugged firmly, and the cord disappeared into the boot like 
asnake down a rat hole. “I wish I knew that were true. But Idon’t think distance will have any 
effect on this thingbetween the two of you. It’s magic, Kait. Part of a spell thatis bigger than both 
of you, and as powerful as any spell I’veever seen. And it’s growing stronger. I noticed the 
firstedges of the spell even before he . . . ah, before he rescued us. For lack of a better word. Now 
it binds the two ofyou together like a rope — visible to magic-sight, and sothick and strong that 
there are moments when I imagine I can see itwith my eyes.” 

“Ropes can be cut.” 

“So can arteries, but you die when you sever them. Thisseems to me to be something that will kill 
you before it lets yougo.” 

“No one lives forever. I have my Family to remember,”she said quietly. “Ry admitted to having a 
part in theirdestruction, though he claims to have only been a messenger. Idon’t entirely believe 
him, and even if I did, how will Iexplain to their spirits that I have chosen him as mylifemate? 
How could I so dishonor my dead as to love aSabir?” 

Hasmal shrugged. “Life is for the living,” he said.“The dead made their choices and had their say 
while theystill lived. Once they’re dead, both their tongues and theiredicts fall silent.” 

She glanced at him and raised her eyebrows. “Thatisn’t what Iberism teaches.” 

“Pah! Iberism is a government religion created by thosealready in power — men who intended to 
have the gods keep themin power. Of course it’s going to support the idea that yourdead 
ancestors have a say in your actions. What better way tostifle change and command the future 
from the grave?” 

The breathtaking sweep of his heresy left her speechless for amoment. Then she hid her face in 
her hands and tried to muffle thelaugh that burst from her. “You’re right,” she saidwhen she had 
herself under control. “Godsall, but you’reright. My Family used Iberism as a tool, and the 
parnissas as theirspokesmen. The Sabirs, the Masschankas, the Dokteeraks, and theKairns all did 
the same. No matter how much we hated each other, weall worked through Iberism — and the 
gods spoke in favor ofthe Families time and time and time again. Though you could bebeaten in 
Punishment Square for saying such a thing.” 

The tight smile he gave her and the fleeting, pained expressionthat crossed his face — an 
expression he hid quickly —made her wonder what truth she had inadvertently uncovered, but 
hedidn’t give her the chance to ask him any questions. He said,“Right. So if you know the truth, 
face it. Apply it to yourlife. Don’t kill yourself over what the dead will think. Ican’t say that I 
have any great love for Ry, but the two ofyou were made for each other. Truly.” 

Kait rested a hand on his chest and leaned forward to peer intohis eyes. “Matchmaking? You? So 
a heart does beat inside thatarmored breast after all. I’d thought you immune to the pullof 
passion.” 



He smiled. “Why? Because I didn’t fall foryou?” 

“Perhaps. Most people do.” She shrugged. “TheKarnee Curse pulls them all to me, you know.” 

“I do know. I see the effect you have on the men aboard theship. I saw what you did to the crew 
of the Peregrine, too.And Ry shares with you the same sort of all-encompassing appeal— his 
friends will be his friends forever, and women willflock around him like gulls around a 
fisherman’s catch.”He smiled. “I’ve often wondered what that would be like— to be able to have 
any woman just for the asking.” 

“When you know it isn’t you they desire, theappeal dies quickly enough.” 

“I suppose you’re right. Though, if someone offered methe chance to find out, I’m not sure I’d be 
man enough torefuse. Anyway, your curse doesn’t affect me. My shields makeme immune . . . 
which is why you and I can be such goodfriends. You don’t compel me” — he paused 
andgrinned impishly — “and you don’t attract me. Youaren’t my sort. You’re too young, and too 
uncertain, and. . . please don’t take this wrong, but. . . too unfinished.” 

Kait snorted. “Ouch. Unfinished? You wound me. But nowI’m curious. What is your sort? I’ve 
imagined you losingyour heart to some tiny, delicate girl with birdlike bones and adiffident 
manner.” 

“Thank Vodor Imrish you aren’t in charge of pickingout a mate for me. No. My taste has always 
run toward. . . ahhhh . . . interesting women. Imet the one I could love forever when I was 
escaping from Halles. . . trying to get away from you. She . . .well, her people were the ones who 
bought me from the thieves whorobbed me and were going to hang me. The Gyrus were going to 
sellme as a slave, but she came to see me. Like me, she was a Falcon.Gorgeous. Older than me by 
a few years. Long red hair. Fantasticlegs, a strong, lean back. She . . . ah — ” heblushed, and his 
voice went soft — “liked to bite.Damnall, but I’d give the world to be with heragain.” 

“She liked to bite?” Kait was intrigued. “Soundslike a difficult sort of thing to explain to your 
mother.” 

“Which is probably why men don’t tell their mothersabout their sex lives.” He stared off into 
space, his eyeswistful. “Alarista knew all about sex.” 

Kait snorted. “So does a cat, but that doesn’t make itan ideal partner.” 

Hasmal leaned back and put the boot on the bunk beside him. Helooked into her eyes and said in 
an even voice, “When youaren’t killing yourself avoiding the one man in the world youthink you 
can love, feel free to comment on my romantic life. Inthe meantime, I’ll trust my own judgment 
on who’s rightfor me and who isn’t.” 

*     *     * 

Ry paced the deck, Trev at his side. Trev said,“I’m worried about our route.” 



“Why? It’s the safest one this time of year. Most ofthe pirates are going to be harbored along the 
Manarkan coastriding out the last of the storms, and running close in will giveus harbors against 
the squalls that come up.” 

“I have to tell you, Yanth and I have been checking omensthe way you showed us. We’ve seen 
things that make this seem abad time to be near Calimekka. Even the harbor in Goft 
seemsdangerous.” 

Ry stared at him, startled. He’d taught them as much simplemagic as he dared, but he hadn’t 
considered the possibilitythat they might be using it without his supervision. Sailing outfrom the 
Thousand Dancers toward deep water would be dangerous, butit would keep them away from 
Calimekka and Goft. And from anytemptation any of his friends might have to send word to 
theirfamilies. Families which might well be dead. 

“We were still going to go to Calimekka,” he said. 

“I . . . we . . . all of us think youshould reconsider trying to take her and her artifact to the 
citywhen we land. We think all of us should go with her where she wantsto go. Brelst. Or even 
farther south. The omens seem to point thatway.” 

Ry was startled. Weren’t you counting on seeing yourfamilies? he wondered. But he didn’t say 
that, of course. Theodds were too good that his friends’ families were dead.“I had a reason for 
wanting to go to Calimekka,” headmitted. He never looked up. He didn’t think he could 
meetTrev’s eyes and still say what he had to say. 

Trev waited. And waited. Finally he said, “You’ve beenacting so distant lately, I wondered if you 
didn’t have somesecret you were keeping.” 

All sorts of secrets, Ry thought. “I was going take theMirror to the Potter’s Field outside the 
South Wall. Mybrother is buried there — my brother Cadell. You never methim. His ghost came 
to me the night we left Calimekka. He died whenI was a boy.” Ry fingered the medallion he 
wore, which hadbeen a final, posthumous gift from his much older brother. “Hewas my hero, and 
my friend, and he was Karnee like me. The day hedied, he had been found in beast form out in 
the streets of thecity. I still believe my cousins Crispin, Anwyn, and Andrewbetrayed him. City 
guards captured him, and dragged him toPunishment Square, and tortured him publicly. He never 
confessedhis family; never said anything. So the parnissa passed immediatesentence and had him 
drawn and quartered right then. Had headmitted anything about us, I don’t doubt but that my 
motherand father and my sisters and I would have been sacrificed, too.But no one claimed to 
know him, and . . . he had noidentifying jewelry or insignia on him. . . .”Ry touched the 
medallion again, and felt the lump rise in histhroat. “He left this with my mother, as he did every 
time heShifted, telling her that if anything happened to him, she was togive it to me.” 

He swallowed hard, and Trev rested a hand on his shoulder.“You don’t have to tell me.” 

“I don’t. But if I don’t tell someone, I thinkI’ll go mad.” Ry took a deep breath, then 
continued.“Anyway, his ghost came to me in my room the night all of ussailed from Calimekka. 



He told me Kait’s name, and that shewas searching for the Mirror of Souls. Later, he told me that 
if Icould get the Mirror from her, and take it to his grave —it’s unmarked, but I know where it is 
— I would be ableto bring him back. Give him life again.” Ry clenched his fistsand blinked back 
the tears he refused to cry. “I could have mybrother back.” 

Trev was silent for so long that Ry finally did look up. He wassurprised to see his friend, wetness 
glistening on his cheeks,staring out at the sea. 

“Trev . . . ?” 

“I’m fine,” Trev said. “I didn’t knowabout your brother. Didn’t even know you had anyone but 
yourtwo sisters, and I know you were never close to either of them. I. . . didn’t know what you’d 
lost.” 

Ry said softly, “But that’s just it. If I could takethe Mirror and go back, I wouldn’t have lost 
anything. Time. . . of course I would have lost that. He would be. . .” Ry stood and shook his 
head, startled.“He would be younger than me now, instead of my older brother.He was . . . twenty 
when he died.” 

“He must have been very brave, to keep from revealing whohis family was.” 

“He was the bravest and best person I’ve everknown.” 

Trev said quietly, “I’m going to tell you somethingyou aren’t going to want to hear, Ry. I’m 
going to say itbecause I’m your friend, and you can make of it what you will.There’s an old 
saying that keeps running through my head asyou tell me this, and I can’t silence it, even though I 
havesisters who are my world, and if I put myself in your place, I canunderstand why you feel the 
way you do.” 

Ry waited. 

“It’s, Let the dead stay buried. I know youwant your brother back, but something about this feels 
wrong to me.I can’t point to the wrongness in what you tell me and say,‘There, that’s the 
problem,’ but my gut sayssomething is wrong.” He turned to face Ry, and looked up athim. “I’m 
your friend. I will help you in every way Ican, with anything you need; if you need me to die for 
you, I will.But please, Ry, for me, consider what I’m saying. I don’tknow why this is so 
important, but I believe it is. Let the deadstay buried.” 

Ry watched the waves falling away behind them. Calimekka drewcloser every day, every station, 
every moment, and Cadell drewcloser, too. Once the Mirror was in the hands of the Reborn 
Kaitspoke about, his chance to get his brother back would be goneforever. He would have this 
one opportunity. Cadell’s ghostlyvoice still sometimes whispered in his mind, begging for 
rescuefrom his beggar’s grave. 

And the hidden enemy still watched Ry as he slept. 



His mind said, Only a coward would leave his brother in thegrave. 

His gut said, Let the dead stay buried. 

He turned to Trev. Would he advise me this way if he knew hissisters were probably dead? he 
wondered. If we could take theMirror and bring them back to life as well? Probably not. 

Which changed nothing. The omens said he should avoid Calimekka.Kait said danger waited for 
them there. His gut said he should headsouth as quickly as he could. What he wanted to do 
probablywasn’t what he needed to do. 

He gripped the brass rail with both hands and gritted his teeth.“I’ll tell the captain to run for deep 
water,” hesaid. 

*     *     * 

The captain shrugged. “We can avoid theresupply in Goft; I have no problem with that. We can 
turn out ofthe Thousand Dancers early if you wish, and run farther from thecoast. If you truly 
wish to take the girl and her friends to Brelstinstead of Glaswherry Hala, I can do that, too. We 
can resupplyfarther on and we’ll be fine. But we can’t turn southnow. You see the horizon?” 

Ry looked to the south, where the captain was pointing. A dullgreenish haze blurred the line 
between water and sky toinvisibility. “Yes.” 

“That’s a storm brewing. The mercury is falling in theglass — we’ll outrun it easily enough if we 
keep headingwest for now, but I’ll not sail us straight into it.” 

Ry let out a slow breath. He might be Family, but the captainwas a captain — in his ship he was 
powerful as a paraglese,subject to the orders of no man, and answerable only to his god,Tonn. If 
he would not take them through the deep water by choice,Ry could not compel him by force, 
threat, or cajolery. 

And he wasn’t fool enough to try. 

“Well enough. Then just keep us as far from Goft andCalimekka as you can, and keep us on the 
shortest path to Brelstthat you can manage.” 

The captain tipped his head and stroked one side of his beaded,braided mustache thoughtfully. 
“Any particular thing you wishto avoid?” 

“Only that I don’t want to find out in person why theomens are bad.” 

“That’s a good enough reason for me.” 

Ry had to leave it at that, and hope it would be enough. 



 

      

  

Chapter 17 

  

For two days the storm lashed them, amad and screaming thing that kept them anchored to the lee 
side ofone of the tiny islands of the Thousand Dancers. When it passed,though, it passed 
completely, leaving the sky clear as crystal, thebreezes cool and clean, and the sailing smooth. 
Kait stood on thestarboard deck of the Wind Treasure, watching islandsslipping by. 

Ry joined her, and because she couldn’t think of a goodexcuse to leave, and because there were 
plenty of other people onthe deck, she stayed where she was. He said, “This is thebeginning of 
the Thousand Dancers. The chain runs all the way in toGoft, but the captain says we’ll turn out of 
it and bear southlong before then. You see the tall island with smoke spilling fromthe top?” 

Kait nodded. 

“That’s Falea. She was supposed to be the daughter ofone of the local goddesses, back before 
Ibera claimed theseislands. Thrown to earth and sentenced to burn from the inside outforever in 
punishment for some sin or other. Seducing the lover ofanother goddess, I think.” He shrugged. 

Kait stared out at the water, without warning as sick as if shewere trapped on a storm-tossed ship. 
“How much longer until weturn out of the islands?” 

Ry didn’t seem to notice her distress. “Captain saidif the wind keeps up like this and he runs the 
sails the way he isright now, he could reach Merrabrack by late tomorrow. That’sthe best place to 
head south.” 

Late tomorrow. Kait hadn’t realized they were so close toGoft. To Calimekka. To the danger that 
had been plaguing herdreams. 

By tomorrow, they would reach the turning point, they wouldbegin to increase the distance 
between themselves and the facelessdanger that waited in Calimekka, and the sick feeling in 
herstomach would leave. Perhaps she would be able to sleep nightsagain without being haunted 
by the hunter who watched Ry throughher eyes. 

She sighed and leaned against the ship’s rail and staredout at the islands. She turned forward, to 
catch the wind full inher face and to look at where they were heading. It was then thatshe saw the 
airibles. 



They were two round white circles on the western horizon. Ifthey’d been running north-south, 
she would have seen them astwo long ellipsoids. Since she saw them as circles, they raneast-
west, their course parallel to that of the WindTreasure. 

Her heart skipped a beat and her breath caught in her throat.Airibles. Airibles were Galweigh 
devices, massive lighter-than-airairships built from designs patiently and laboriously culled 
fromthe records of the Ancients. She had flown in them, had flown themherself, had known many 
of the Family pilots, had been friends withone of them. She thought wistfully of Aouel, now 
certainlydead. 

And what of the other pilots she had known? What of theFamily’s fleet? 

The circles of the airible envelopes were getting bigger, whichmeant they were heading east. 
Toward her. 

She bit her lip, staring at the oncoming airibles. When GalweighHouse fell, what had become of 
the airible fleet? Had the Sabirsclaimed it, or had the corollary branches of the Galweigh 
Familymanaged to keep it within their possession? Were those aboard thetwo great airships 
friends? Enemies? 

The airibles rarely ran to the east of the Iberan coast. Kaitdid not know of any instances where 
they flew through the ThousandDancers — the easiest way to reach the colonies in Manarkaswas 
to fly due north across the Dalvian Sea, and no one but amadman would try to take one across the 
Bregian Ocean to theGalweigh colony in South Novtierra. They weren’t yet reliableenough. 

So what were these two doing, coming to the end of the ThousandDancers, beyond the edge of 
the civilized world? 

Kait’s nerves jangled at the sight of them, and fearcrawled beneath her skin. 

“Ry . . . ,” she said, “do you seethose?” 

He glanced in the direction that she pointed and froze. Hedidn’t answer. He didn’t have to. 

Kait could make out the gondolas strung beneath the hugeenvelopes, and the catch-ropes trailing 
like a hundred spider legsbeneath. “They shouldn’t be out this far, or headed thisway,” she said. 

“I know. But we still have leagues until they come levelwith us.” Ian, standing on the other side 
of the deck withHasmal, had noticed what they were looking at. He squinted,frowned, and after a 
moment’s hesitation, came over to them.“Airibles?” he asked. 

The advantage of Karnee eyesight. They were perfectly clear toKait. “Yes.” 

Ian nodded. “You think they’re a threat?” 



“I don’t know,” Ry looked at Kait, a worry creasefurrowing his brow. “They’re making straight 
for us. Ifit’s coincidence, and we take evasive action, we’re a fewstations behind schedule, and 
we make Merrabrack Island the dayafter tomorrow. If they are coming for us and we don’t try 
toescape — we give them what they’re after without afight.” 

Ian closed his eyes and it seemed to Kait he turned inward. Hestood that way for a long moment, 
his arms crossed over his chest,his body swaying with the movement of the ship. Finally he drew 
adeep breath, straightened his shoulders, and opened his eyes. Kaitcould tell he’d come to some 
sort of decision; the anger thathad been in his eyes since she’d accepted the captain’sbargain was 
either gone or well hidden, and some of the tension hadleft his face. He said, “If we turn south 
now, we’ll bepushing straight against the Deep Current. This time of year itruns close to the 
continent. We have to get to Merrabrack before wecan catch the shelf countercurrent. If it were a 
few months on. . .” He shrugged. “It isn’t a few monthson. We try to run south now and we’ll be 
as good as sittingstill, and those airships will have their way with us. And if theairships aren’t 
here for us — and why would they be?— we’ve run for nothing, cost the Wind Treasurestores 
and time, and put ourselves right into the path of seasonalstorms.” 

Ry and Ian both looked at Kait. Ry said, “Your Family, yournightmares. Your call.” 

Kait thought for only an instant. “I say we get out oftheir way.” 

Ry left them without another word. Within moments, the sailorswere scurrying in the rigging 
giving the ship more sheets, and thecaptain at the wheel was taking the Wind Treasure hardnorth, 
straight into the heart of the Thousand Dancers. 

Kait, Ian, and Ry moved to port and stared west again, watchingthe airibles. After a few 
moments, Hasmal joined them. 

The four of them were silent, waiting and watching. The airiblesmaintained their swift, majestic 
course, heading due east. 

“We’ll be out of their path soon,” Ry said.“We’ll skirt a few of the islands and when they’vegone 
past us, we’ll resume our previous course. The captainwasn’t thrilled, but like you, he couldn’t 
think of atime when he’d seen airibles this far east.” 

“Thank you,” Kait said. She leaned against the rail,weak-kneed with relief. She wouldn’t have to 
face the doomHasmal had warned her about. She would, perhaps, survive theadventure, give 
Solander his Mirror of Souls, and then. . . 

And then, find a way to return to whatever might remain of herFamily and resume her life. 

They stood that way for a long time, watching the islandsgrowing larger off the ship’s bow, and 
the airibles growinglarger off its port side. The airibles kept their course, runningdue east, giving 
no notice to the Wind Treasure. 



Finally Kait let out her breath, only then realizing thatshe’d been holding it, only taking the air in 
scared littlesips since she first saw the dots on the horizon. 

Hasmal to that point had said nothing. Now, however, Kait heardhim whisper, “I thought so.” 

The dismay in his voice was warning enough. She turned to thesouthwest. 

Both airibles were turning. Northeast. A course designed tointercept the Wind Treasure. 

“Not our shadows after all,” Kait whispered. 

“Ah, Brethwan,” Ry muttered, at the moment that Hasmalsaid, “Help us, Vodor Imrish.” 

Ry turned to Kait. “Do you know anything about those shipsthat might help us survive what’s 
coming? Can you even tell uswhat’s coming?” 

“I recognize both airibles,” Kait said. “Thoseare the Galweigh greatships. Galweigh’s Eagle and 
Heart of Fire. Each holds fifty armored men plus armaments, acaptain, a first mate, and eight 
engine crew. I might even know thecaptains and crews — or I would have before the 
Sabirsattacked our House. In any case, they’ll be carrying firepitch and quicklights, and they’ll 
have stones in the ballastthat they can drop on us to hole us. They can take those shipshigher than 
this ship’s catapults can fire, and they candestroy us from that height.” She looked at one island 
not toodistant, where umbrella trees grew down to the shore and theircanopy overhung the bay, 
forming an arboreal cave. She pointed.“They couldn’t get in among thetrees. . . .” She looked at 
the WindTreasure’s three masts and forest of yards, sails, andrigging. “But then, if we got into 
them, we probablywouldn’t be able to get out. But we can’t outrun theairibles.” 

“You know a lot about them,” Hasmal said. 

Kait nodded, still watching the approaching ships.“I’ve flown smaller ships. There’s nothing we 
can doto them that they can’t do to us first. And worse.” 

Ry laughed — a dry, humorless sound. “Then what do we do?” 

The airibles could cover as much as three times the distance ofthe fastest sailing ship running flat 
out in open water, and theWind Treasure wasn’t going to get to go flat out. Shewas already in the 
nest of islands, and having to watch her channelclosely. 

“Die?” Kait sighed. “Make it a little harder forthem to kill us? The best we can do is get in under 
the trees— force them to come at us from the side to board. If theyhave to do that — get within 
our reach — we can hurt themwith our catapults. Maybe shoot the envelopes with fire arrows— 
though the cloth has been treated to keep it from burning.I’m guessing that they know we have 
the Mirror of Souls. Thatfact should keep them from sinking us until they can get it.”She’d kept 
her eyes on the airibles while she talked, but nowshe turned to Ry. “I’m also guessing that once 
they getthe Mirror, they’ll want us dead, so anything we do to them,we have to do before they 
board us. We can’t fight them oncewe have nothing they want.” 



Ry ran to talk with the captain. After a moment, the shipchanged course and nosed in toward the 
island Kait had pointedout. 

Hasmal was at her shoulder again. “Kait? Would a hard winddispel them?” 

“It might.” 

“Well, I might be able to conjure a wind. The way Idid on the Peregrine, when we were trapped 
in theWizards’ Circle. Perhaps.” 

Kait turned to stare at him, feeling a sudden, impossible hope.“I’d forgotten about that.” 

“Yes. Then, I offered my blood and my flesh and my life andmy soul in exchange for getting us 
out of the Wizards’ Circle,and Vodor Imrish got us out. But there’s a problem. I cansacrifice my 
blood again, but he already owns my life and my soul.So perhaps he’ll feel that I’m already in 
debt to himwith everything I have, and he may choose to collect rather thanlet me go even deeper 
into debt. What else do I have to offerhim?” 

Kait frowned thoughtfully. “I don’t know. He’syour god. What does he like?” 

“Mostly, he likes to be left alone.” 

“Then I suppose all of us had better hope he likesyou.” She put a hand on his arm. “Will you 
summonhim?” 

Hasmal said, “I’ll try.” 

“I’ll go with you. Last time, you almost bled yourselfto death making your offering. I’m still 
surprised youlived.” 

“He wasn’t done with me yet.” 

The airibles were close, close enough that it would be a race tosee whether they could get above 
the ship before the ship could getunder that tangle of umbrella trees that grew down to thewater’s 
edge and arched far over it. 

“Let’s hope he still isn’t,” Kait said asthey ran for the hatchway and their cabin. 

 

      

  

Chapter 18 



  

Ry stared at the oncoming airibles, andtried to think of what he could do to turn them around. 
They wereGalweigh ships, true, and within them he felt the touch of Galweighmagic — but with 
it, he felt the touch of the Sabir Wolves aswell. That mix felt foul . . . greasy . . .tainted. What sort 
of alliance had sprung up in his absence. . . and why did it stink of the Hellspawn Trinity? 
Hecould feel the influence of his second cousins, the brothersCrispin and Anwyn and their cousin 
Andrew, dripping through thespellcastings like poison. 

They knew he was aboard the Wind Treasure. Perhaps one ofthem was the hidden watcher who 
had haunted Kait’s sleep. 

He joined his lieutenants, who had been assisting the crew, andsaid, “There are Wolves aboard 
those ships. Some of them areSabir Wolves, and some are Galweigh Wolves, but we are going 
toshield the Wind Treasure from their attack. All of you tothe foredeck now.” 

*     *     * 

Ian Draclas had been a ship’s captain toolong to avoid the action; the fact that his ship had been 
stolenfrom him and that he found himself virtually a prisoner aboard theship his half-brother had 
chartered mattered not at all to him. Heknew how to fight, and he knew how to survive, and he 
intended tosurvive this encounter. 

He hammered volley shields into place beside the catapults alongwith the crew, and when that 
was finished, went to stand besideCaptain Sleroal, who held his place at the ship’s greatwheel. 

“They’ll be overflying us soon,” he said.“We aren’t going to make the trees before they get 
offtheir first volley.” 

“I can see that,” the Rophetian said quietly.“You got anything you can do besides tell me 
theobvious?” 

Ian kept his temper. Sleroal flew the Sabir flag on his topmast;a flag that would ward off most 
enemies before they even attacked.The Sabir reputation for retribution protected them as surely 
as ifthey rode protected by an armada. Ian, who had been both attackedand attacker throughout 
his years captaining the Peregrine,figured himself to have much more experience in actual battle 
thanthe older man. 

He said, “They’ll most likely hit us with burningpitch first. But if you have your men fill the 
scrub buckets withseawater while there’s still time and soak our stores ofcanvas in the sea, we’ll 
be able to put out the worst of thefires before they can spread.” 

The captain glanced at him. “Decided to join our side,eh?” 

“I’d prefer to live through the day.” 



“I, too.” Sleroal shouted at several of his sailors,“You . . . and you . . . fill every bucketon the ship 
with seawater. You and you . . . below forthe stores of canvas and soak all of it. Ready it for the 
fires.Everyone, stand ready to run for buckets.” 

Both Ian and the captain looked up at the airibles. They blockedoff what seemed like half the sky. 
One had moved itself neatlybehind the other; he assumed this was so one flying ship could 
pourfire and arrows down on them and then move to reposition while thesecond took its place. 

“You have any other ideas, I’ll be more than happy tohear them now,” Sleroal said. 

“Not until I see what they do.” The WindTreasure couldn’t hope to win. Ian didn’t givehimself 
much chance of survival, either. But he was determined togive the bastards as much fight as he 
could muster.“They’ll be over us in just an instant,” hesaid. 

“Aye.” The captain stared around his ship andgrimaced. “Best get under the volley shields.” He 
lockedthe wheel and shouted, “Men! Under cover!” 

Like a school of fish in front of a shark, the sailors pouredinto the hatches and beneath the volley 
shields. Ian and thecaptain were last under. Ian peeked out from beneath theshield’s edge and 
watched as the leading airible’sgondola moved toward the Wind Treasure. Anytimenow. . . . He 
braced himself for the burning pitchthat would come pouring out of the base of the gondola, or 
for thestream of rocks that would begin to pound the ship’sframe. 

The airible sailed gracefully overhead, dropping nothing. 

A sailor next to him growled, “Y’ mean t’ tell mewe did all this scramblin’ an’ worryin’ an the 
damnthings were na’ after us at all?” 

Someone laughed, and then someone else. Everyone still waitedunder the shields, watching, 
because caution only made sense. Butthe second airible soared overhead, doing nothing more 
than thefirst had, and the laughter got louder. 

The sailors poured out from beneath the shields and started fortheir stations, and the captain 
murmured, “I told him it wasjust coincidence them being here when we were.” He returned tohis 
helm. 

Ian felt like a fool, and figured Kait felt twice the fool,since she was the one who had finally 
declared the airibles athreat. She deserved to feel a fool. She was a paranoid, a freak,not even 
human. 

He wished he didn’t love her. He wished he could excise herfrom his mind. 

The first airible reached the island to which the WindTreasure had been running. The ship 
changed speed, so that ithung over the canopy of trees that would have sheltered the ship.Hatches 
in the rear of the gondola opened, and dark streams ofliquid began to pour out. It spread as it fell, 



turning into afaintly green cloud that covered the area — they weren’tpouring unlit burning pitch, 
then, but something else. Ian wonderedwhat it was and what it did. 

The torrent of liquid stopped abruptly, and an instant later thesingle flaming arrow launched 
toward the trees from the front ofthe gondola answered his questions. The air itself caught 
fire,that one arrow spreading flames through the deadly rain faster thananything Ian had ever 
seen. In an instant, the entire island forestwas alight, and their hope of sheltering there gone. 

Bastards. Filthy bastards. Not just attacking, but cutting offthe Wind Treasure’s only escape route 
first. 

“About!” the captain screamed. “Give me mains andforecourses. Fly, you whoresons! Fly, or 
we’re deadmen!” 

The Wind Treasure hove hard to port, her bow digging intothe choppy strait, turning back the 
way she’d come. The men onthe ratlines unfurled sails with frantic speed, and the sailsdropped 
and caught and filled, bellying out with a wind thathadn’t been there a moment earlier. A hard 
wind. 

By the gods, a hard wind couldn’t have come at a bettertime. Ian stared up at the airibles — they 
were taking ahellish buffeting. One had been caught sideways; the wind tore atits envelope, and 
he saw the side ripple as if punched by aninvisible first. The sailors cheered, and Ian cheered with 
them.The other airible managed to keep its nose into the wind, but thesudden gale pushed it off 
course, away from the WindTreasure. 

Sleroal saw what was happening and reversed himself. “Furlsails and drop anchor,” he bellowed, 
and as quickly as thesails had appeared, they disappeared. The anchors splashed into thestrait, 
and in an instant the Wind Treasure was tugging atthem, fighting the rising waves, but watching 
the two airiblesblowing away. 

Every man on the deck screamed defiance at the airibles, andthey cheered their fantastic luck . . . 
and then a flashof brilliant green light in one of the airible gondolas shot out ofa near-side port, 
lobbed gently through the air, and struck thecenter of the Wind Treasure. Fire blossomed, an 
eerie,silent, green chrysanthemum in the center of the deck. It consumedthe mainmast and the 
men on its riggings, the captain and thewheel, and a perfect circle of deck in one burst of light. 
Thestricken men hadn’t even had time to scream before they ceasedto exist. The fire didn’t 
spread, it didn’t die outslowly, it didn’t leave embers in its wake. As quickly as itappeared, it was 
gone. The sailors were too stunned to react. Ianstared at the airibles, where another flash warned 
him that anothervolley of the deadly fire was on its way. 

“Cover,” he screamed. “Take cover!Incoming!” 

Men fell off the ratlines in their hurry, and lay stunned on thedeck. Others, more graceful or else 
just luckier, pounded over andaround their fallen comrades and flung themselves down theship’s 
hatches as the second green fireball descended. Ianjudged arc and trajectory and guessed the 
thing would hit theforemast; he raced aft and was under cover in time to see foremast,forecastle, 



yards, sails, ratlines, part of the cabins, and anothercircle of deck disappear as if they’d never 
been. But the galekept blowing, and the next fireball one of the airibles launchedfell into the sea 
short of its target . . . and the nextfell even farther away. 

The ship hadn’t been holed. That was a mercy — or elseplanning on the part of the attackers. 
Boring clean through it withthat green fire of theirs could have destroyed the thing Ian wascertain 
they had come to get: Kait’s artifact. Theywouldn’t risk that. They’d just disabled the ship. 

But they hadn’t counted on that lovely, sudden, wonderfulwind. The airibles blew out of range of 
their target and, while thesailors watched, almost out of sight. That was a hellish wind. Ianwould 
have cheered, and certainly felt that his own survivaldeserved a cheer, but the survivors had much 
to do. The WindTreasure was a wreck. They might manage to limp the ship to asafe port on just 
spritsails and mizzens, but they’d have toshore up the bowsprit to do it. They’d lost all but their 
aftsquare sails, all their jibs, and even the top spritsail, andthey’d have to rig a tiller to the rudder 
since theship’s wheel was gone. Nevertheless, with sufficient time, Ianthought he could get them 
to safety. To do it, the wind would haveto remain in his favor and keep the airibles at bay. 

A wave of nausea overcame him suddenly. It felt like it hadrolled over him from outside, and 
when it left him, he was weaker,and plagued by a nagging feeling of sickness that hadn’t 
beenthere before. 

But he’d no more than gotten control of that strangemalaise than the wind died, cut off as if it had 
been the breath ofa giant who had ceased to find amusement in blowing his toysaround. Ian 
prayed that the stillness was just a pause betweengusts, but before his eyes, the chop in the strait 
died away,leaving the water smooth as rolled glass. The Wind Treasurequit tugging at her anchor. 
The air took on a hush of expectancy.And in the far distance, tiny as minnows but graceful as 
eelsswimming through the sky, the airibles got themselves under controland slowly turned back 
toward the Wind Treasure. 

The battle was as good as lost. With the captain gone and thefirst mate nowhere to be seen, Ian 
declared himself temporarycaptain of the doomed ship and the lost fight and shouted,“All hands 
on deck! All hands on deck! Prepare to abandonship! Prepare to abandon ship!” 

They came running then, streaming from the hatches like micefrom a flooded burrow. The sailors 
were first, and they swung thelongboats free from their tie-downs and moved them over theship’s 
rails with amazing alacrity. Behind them came Kait,dragging Hasmal, who — bleached white as 
death, and with hiseyes rolled back in his head — looked like he’d alreadyfought the losing half 
of a war. Ry came next, sword already inhand, with four of his five lieutenants carrying the 
halved,bloodless body of the fifth. They, too, looked drained, though notas near death as Hasmal 
— and they looked terrified. 

“What happened?” Kait yelled as she dragged Hasmaltoward the nearest of the three longboats. 
“Hasmal sacrificedto his god and raised a wind, and the airibles were out of range.We’d beaten 
them, and then suddenly the spell snapped like anoverstretched cord. It whipped back on him and 
knocked him out— I thought he was going to die on me.” She looked at Ianand growled, “He still 
might.” 



Ry stopped and stared at her. “The two of you summoned that wind? Ah, gods’ balls. . . .We set 
up a shield that blocked their spellfire. But we shieldedthe whole ship, so of course it broke your 
spell. We thought thewind was natural — I couldn’t feel the magic.” 

“Damned fools.” 

Ry and his lieutenants claimed one of the longboats and swung itover the side of the ship into the 
glass-still sea. “Get inhere,” he told her. “We’re going to have to run forit.” 

Ian looked at the corpse they started to ship into the boat andsaid, “Leave your dead behind. The 
smell of death will havethe gorrahs on us before we can commend his soul to the gods.”He 
couldn’t bear to look at the body. It had been sliced inhalf, the right side of the head, the right 
shoulder, right chest,and a portion of the outer right thigh removed neatly andbloodlessly, and the 
wound had been cauterized black and hard andshiny. 

The sickness in Ian’s gut twisted tighter as he looked atthe body and he turned away. The man 
had been Karyl —Ry’s cousin, so his as well, the player of the guitarra, thewriter of insipid love 
songs. He’d been decent enough to Ianwhen they were children, and he’d been decent enough to 
himaboard the ship. 

Ian felt only relief, though, that Karyl was dead and hestill lived. 

Kait said, “I can’t get aboard yet. Take Has. I haveto go back and get the Mirror of Souls.” 

Ry grabbed her arm. “They’re coming. Coming.And the thing they want — at least as much as 
they want to seeyou and me dead — is the Mirror. If we take it, everythingthey want is in one 
neat package. They get it, they kill us. . . and one, two, three, everything is tied up prettyas a 
Ganjaday present.” 

“If we leave it, they’ll have it.” 

Ry picked her up and flung her over his shoulder. “I haveas much reason as you to want to keep 
the Mirror with us. But if wetake it, they’ll still have it, only none of us will bealive to try to get it 
back.” 

Kait twisted, braced her feet against Ry’s stomach, andshoved free. She landed on the deck on 
her back, but sprang to herfeet faster than a cat could have. “We’ll take it.We’ll shield it, and us 
with it. But I’m not leavingwithout it.” 

The two of them glared at each other, deadlocked. 

“We’ll get it,” Ian said. “The three of us.But we have to hurry.” 

While Ry’s surviving men lowered the unconscious Hasmalinto the longboat and lowered the 
Allus ladder over the side intoit, Ian, Ry, and Kait raced down into the hold and cut the 
bindingsthat held the Mirror of Souls to the bulkhead. They hauled it upthe gangway and out onto 



the deck, careful to avoid touching thecolumn of light that flowed upward through the center and 
also thejeweled controls on the rim. They ran a rope around the base andlowered it into the 
longboat. Then they scrambled down the Allusladder. Both other longboats, and all of the 
WindTreasure’s crew, were already gone. 

By the time Ian cast them off from the Wind Treasure,Hasmal lay on the bottom of the boat in 
front of the thwarts, theMirror of Souls beside him. Ry’s lieutenants had alreadyunshipped the 
long, two-man oars — the sweeps — andfitted them into the oarlocks. Ry, who had clambered 
down the Allusladder before him, had taken the seat at the tiller; he glanced upat Ian as he 
dropped into the boat, then back at the sky. 

Ian was the only sailor in the bunch, and the others’inexperience showed. There were eight of 
them in a longboat thatcould have accommodated twenty; it had thwarts and sweeps fortwelve — 
three sweeps on each side — and the escapees hadreadied all of the sweeps and sat facing the 
front of the boat. Theempty sweep waited for him. 

Ian snapped, “Face the rear, not the front — you canput your back into your stroke that way. The 
sweeps were made to bepulled by two — you’ll have Brethwan’s own timepulling one alone, 
much less trying to do it facing forward.”His eyes locked with Ry’s. “You’re going to take thelast 
sweep. I’ll take the tiller.” 

Ry said, “I’m already here, and I understand how atiller works.” 

“I’ll take the tiller because I know theseislands,” Ian said. “I know where to hide in them, 
andwhere to get help and find friends. I sailed along these waters allthose years that you were 
conniving in your little rat hole in ourfather’s House.” 

Ry held his position for a moment and Ian began to think thatthey were going to have to fight 
each other right there. Then Rynodded and took a seat at the sweep. 

Ian gripped the tiller with both hands and said,“You’ll row on my count — ” 

Kait, at the middle port sweep, said, “Hasmal had a spellthat might keep us unnoticed. Not that 
he’ll be able to doanything for us now . . . in his condition.”Hasmal’s eyes had opened, and his 
head lolled from side toside, but he still showed no sign that he understood anything thatwas 
happening around him. 

“I can’t do anything that will make usdisappear,” Ry said. “I can only create an energy wall 
toshield us from the magic they throw . . . and Idon’t know who we’d ask to take the rewhah. 
Wespread it out among everyone on the ship before.” 

Ian, like most Iberans, had spent his life thinking that magicwas dead — a banished perversion of 
the past. He didn’tknow what rewhah was, and he didn’t want to know. 



Kait said, “That’s why we all feel so sick,then,” and glared at Ry’s back again, and Ian’snausea 
reminded him that it was not yet gone. So rewhah wassomething that made people sick. It 
figured. 

Kait continued, “I was going to say, I know his spell,though not well. If you’ll give me a 
moment, I’ll do whatI can to cast it for us, though I can’t promise it willwork.” 

Ian considered only for an instant. “We won’t reachcover before the airibles have us in sight. As 
we stand now,we’ll only survive if they pursue the other two longboatsbefore us. If you can do 
something to change our chances, doit.” 

Ry twisted to look over his shoulder. He said, “Idon’t know farhullen, but if you’ll tell me how 
tohelp you, whatever I can do, I will.” 

“I’ll need a peth — a blood-gift.”Kait hurried to Hasmal’s side, took his pouch from him, 
andfrom it extracted a wooden bowl with its interior surface plated insilver. “You can only give 
what is yours to give,” shesaid, working her way back to her oar. “Hasmal told me theWolves 
always draw their magic from the lives of the people andthings around them.” 

Ry nodded. “That’s the essence of magic. If we drewonly from ourselves, we’d 
depleteourselves — ” 

He stopped at the vehement shake of Kait’s head. “Ifyou do that, we will have to fight the 
rewhah, and we mightall die anyway. Farhullen has no backlash — part of thereason that you 
can’t see it, I suspect — but we’llavoid the rewhah only if you do as I tell you. Give me onlywhat 
is yours to give. Your blood, your will, your willing life-force. Nothing more. If any of your men 
knowhow to draw energy from themselves, I can use that, too. But onlywhat belongs to you, and 
only what you give freely.” 

Ian saw every other head on the boat nod in understanding. Howcould he be the only person 
aboard the boat who was ignorant ofthis forbidden spellcasting she spoke of? It was as if he was 
theonly one present who knew one vast sea, and the only one who knewnothing of another. 

Kait had drawn her ornate Galweigh dagger. She sliced the sideof one of her fingers lightly, and 
let three drops of her bloodfall into the bowl. She whispered something, and Ry, turned aroundon 
his thwart, watched her intently. When she finished, he drew hisown dagger. She passed him the 
bowl and he followed her lead. Eachof Ry’s men cut a finger and contributed to the little 
puddleof blood in the bowl, and to the whispered words. Trev, the last tohold the bowl, nodded 
toward Ian, but Kait said, “No. Ian seesonly the outward form of what we’ve done. If he gave, he 
wouldnot know what he gave, or how to limit his gift. Pass the bowl backto me.” 

Ian thought briefly of protesting, of insisting that he couldgive his blood, too. He didn’t want to 
be seen as a coward,even if he hated the idea of magic. But she was right; he’dseen them drip 
their blood into a bowl, but he had the feelingthey’d done much more than that just beneath the 
surface ofperception. He couldn’t duplicate what they did, so hecouldn’t offer them any help. He 
could only sit and watch andhope that the airibles would not spot their longboat before 



Kaitfinished whatever she had to do. He could now hear the steady thupp, thupp, thupp of the 
approaching engines, and the shoutsof the men in the other two longboats. 

Kait sprinkled some sort of pale powder into the blood, andbegan to chant: 

We offer what we have — 
Purity of intent, 
Willingness to serve, 
Desire to survive. 

We ask what we need — 
A shield with no shadow, 
A wall with no window, 
A road unseen. 

So we say, 
So shall this be. 

Light sparkled up out of the blood-bowl and spunitself into a ball; the ball expanded like a bubble 
blown by achild. The light dimmed as the ball expanded, and as it reached outto cover the whole 
of the boat and its crew, the bubble vanishedcompletely. 

Ian looked at the boat, at the people in it, at the wateroutside of it. He glanced behind him at the 
Wind Treasure,and at the white curve of the first airible, rising over the edgeof the hull. He 
couldn’t deny that she had done something, but it seemed to have failed. Nothing looked 
anydifferent to him. 

“Did it work?” Ry asked. “I can’t feelanything.” 

Kait’s face was tight with worry. “I’m not sure.I think I can feel the edge of the shield around us, 
but ifit’s there, it’s thin. I don’t know if it will dowhat we need it to do.” 

Ian’s mouth went dry. 

Ah, gods. They’d lost the little lead they had, andmeanwhile the other two longboats, fully 
crewed with experiencedmen, were shooting across the water toward cover. 

“Man your sweeps,” Ian snapped. Everyone gripped theiroars. He shouted, “Row! Back to my 
count; oars in the water.Ready! Pull . . . and lift . . . and forward. . . and dip . . . and PULL! 
. . .and LIFT! . . . and FORWARD! . . . andDIP!” 

He leaned into the tiller and swung the boat back toward thewest, angling their path until the 
anchored Wind Treasureblocked out all sight of the oncoming airibles. 

“Pull . . . and lift . . . and forward. . . and . . .” 



Behind him, the great engines of the airibles thundered. Healone would not see them when they 
rose over the false horizon ofthe Wind Treasure. But he wouldn’t need to. Six pairsof eyes stared 
over his shoulders at the scene behind him, whilesix backs pulled the longboat across the strait. 
He saw where hetook them, but the faces before him would tell him all he needed toknow about 
where they had been. 

 

      

  

Chapter 19 

  

Shaid Galweigh, from his velvet-coveredchair in the Galweigh’s Eagle, surveyed with 
deepsatisfaction the wreckage of the Sabir ship and the wild rowing ofthe men in the longboat the 
Eagle pursued. The Sabirs lookedlike they were going to go through with their half of 
theagreement. Their job had been to locate their ship, take it over,find the Mirror of Souls, and 
bring it on board one of the twoairibles. When they did that, the Galweighs were to be 
responsiblefor getting them all back to the city and for attacking GalweighHouse. 

Of course Shaid had no intention of following through on thesecond half of that bargain. Once he 
had the Mirror of Souls inhand, everything was in his favor. The airibles were his, and thecrew 
that worked on them, and the pilots who flew them. TheSabirs’ sole contribution had been that 
they knew how to findthe Mirror and Shaid didn’t. 

His Wolves were already primed to kill their Sabir counterpartsthe instant the Mirror came 
aboard the Eagle. His soldierswould take care of Crispin and Andrew and that monster Anwyn. 
Andhe, being Galweigh, would land in the great yard of Galweigh Housein Calimekka with men 
and Mirror and claim it for himself. By theend of the day, he intended to be a god. 

And so you shall, the reassuring voice whispered insidehis skull. I have promised you the 
immortality that the Mirrorcan confer . . . and you shall have it. 

*     *     * 

Crispin Sabir leaned against the gondola windowand watched the airible drop down to the Wind 
Treasure. Henoted with pleasure the leadsman’s facility with thecatchropes, which he latched 
onto the ship’s bowsprit andmizzenmast with only one throw apiece. Another toss to attach 
theridewire, and then a few moments’ wait while the leadsman rodea pulley down the ridewire to 
the ship and attached the anchorropes. Once the man finished and signaled, the airible’smotors 
fell silent, and the great ship hung in the air over itscaptive, a spider above downed prey. 



Competent crew — Crispin already thought of the ships andthe men as his own. The one thing 
the Galweighs had that the Sabirsneeded in order to take Galweigh House: Galweigh airibles. By 
theend of the day, Crispin would have everything he needed. 

Ladders unrolled from the gondola, and the soldiers waiting inthe Heart of Fire swarmed down 
them. They’d search forany crew or passengers who hadn’t taken to the longboats,question them, 
then kill them. The other airible and her crew andcomplement of soldiers would take care of 
those who had chosen toabandon ship rather than stand and fight. 

Crispin grinned down at the wreck of the Wind Treasure.He was always fond of an unfair fight in 
his favor. He wondered howhis young cousin Ry was feeling at that moment. 

Crispin didn’t think he’d find Ry aboard the ship. Thelying, manipulative bitchson would have 
done the sensible, cowardlything: He would have run, just as he ran from Calimekka.Crispin’s 
people would find him, of course — provided thegorrahs didn’t devour him first. Those 
longboats were slow andawkward. And Crispin had time. Even if Ry managed to elude thefirst 
roundup, he wouldn’t escape. Once they’d taken theMirror of Souls aboard the airible, Crispin 
could afford to spend afew days thoroughly searching the area. He’d make sure Ry wentback 
with him — Crispin had a ceremony planned in thePunishment Square that would make the one 
he’d pulled off withRy’s brother seem like an afternoon’s chat withfriends. 

Meanwhile, though, the Galweigh’s Eagle chased downthe second longboat. Let Andrew giggle 
and squirm over thespectacle of the gorrahs’ feeding frenzy while they devouredthe capsized 
crew on the first longboat; Crispin had things hecould be doing. 

He went forward to the pilot’s cabin, and followed the lastof the soldiers down the ladder to the 
deck of the WindTreasure. He had a few bad moments — he didn’t likeheights, and he 
discovered that being inside the Heart ofFire was much less disturbing than dangling on a rope 
ladderhalfway to heaven, with that crazed pack of feeding gorrahs beneathhim and nothing 
between him and his death but the tiny, distantdeck of a damaged ship. 

He almost climbed back up the ladder, but he didn’t trustsoldiers to be able to find what he was 
looking for and transportit to the Heart of Fire. So he steadied his breathing, driedhis palms — 
one at a time — on his shirtfront, and workedhis way down the ladder one wobbly step after 
another. 

“Had a bit of trouble with the ladder, eh?” a Galweighsoldier asked, grinning. “Most do that first 
time.” 

Crispin memorized the boy’s face. Dark-haired, dark-eyed,dusky-skinned: typical Zaith. They all 
looked alike to Crispin,except when they were screaming and dying. Still, he noted the 
gapbetween the front teeth, and the mole at the corner of the mouth.He would make a point of 
remembering that face. He said, “Thesoles of my boots are plain leather, and too thin and slick 
forsuch a climb. Unlike yours, which have rubber soles.” Heturned and walked away, thinking of 
ways that he could be sure thesoldier would meet his death before the crew returned to theairible. 
He hated having people laugh at him. 



When the boy went back to his duty, Crispin closed his eyes andsmelled the air. Honeysuckle and 
rot, the scent that his silentpartner told him was the scent of the Mirror of Souls. It wasclose. The 
scent permeated the ship. 

The voice said, If they’d taken it with them, the scentwould be stronger over the water. You could 
follow it straight tothem. But the smell of its magic ends here. 

He walked aft, following that compelling odor. He closed hiseyes, tasting the air with Karnee 
senses. If he Shifted, he thoughthe would be able to track it down faster. In Karnee form, his 
nosewas a thousand times as sensitive as it was in human form —though it was good when he 
was human. But if he Shifted, he wouldshow what he was to the watching Galweighs — and 
hedidn’t wish to give them that much information about him, evenif he did intend to see them all 
dead at the end of the mission.People had a nasty habit of surviving no matter how carefully 
oneplanned; he always kept that in mind and acted accordingly. 

He smelled its presence faintly in one of the cabins, but onlyfaintly. So in human form he 
followed his nose to the hatch, anddown the gangway, then through the crew areas and at last into 
thecargo holds. His eyes lit up and he laughed out loud at the sightthat greeted him there. Row 
after row and shelf after shelf ofartifacts from the Ancients. In the first two rows alone, 
herecognized a distance viewer that didn’t look too far fromserviceable, an eavesdropper, a 
marvelous matched set oftransmuters, and half a spell amplifier that would at least serveas a 
source of repair parts for the broken one he had back home. Ofcourse there were plenty of things 
he recognized as useless ormerely decorative, and another, larger mass of things hecouldn’t 
recognize at all. 

“Mine,” he whispered. A wondrous trove all in itself,he thought — worth a paraglesiat, worth a 
House, worth powerand more power, and all of it was his. But the trove was nothingcompared to 
the single final treasure he sought. The Mirror ofSouls might rest in such an obvious hiding place, 
though he doubtedit. The scent of it lay strongly in the hold, but he felt certainRy would have 
hidden it before he abandoned the ship. 

He cast around the room, and on the far forward bulkhead hefound proof that his instincts were 
good. The scent of the Mirrorof Souls was strongest there, but the ropes that scent permeatedhad 
been hastily cut, and lay in a tangle on the decking. 

Crispin smiled. He would have to backtrail. He smelled Ry’stouch on the ropes, and that of 
another Karnee — this one astranger to him — and a third person. Human. He decided totrail the 
Mirror first, and to focus on the people second. 

Then he had a thought that both startled and amused him. SupposeRy knew that he, Crispin, was 
the one who would come after him.Recently Ry had seemed to be aware that Crispin spied on 
him whilehe slept. If he knew that, and if he were trying to be cleveragain, he would hide the 
artifact someplace where Crispin wouldhave an especially difficult time finding it. 

Ry hunted with his nose, and he knew Crispin did, too. He’duse that. He would hide the Mirror 
down farther. In the bilge. 



Crispin wrinkled his nose just thinking about it; his exquisitesense of smell came with a few 
drawbacks. It would be almostuseless in the conflicting sea of stinks that would fill aship’s bilge. 
And he was fastidious, having nearly conqueredhis animal nature; he was proud of that fact. But 
he could, whennecessary, get a bit dirty. He sighed and headed for the stinkingbilge. 

A third of a station later, soaked in fetid, slimy water, hisfine clothes ruined, he had to admit that 
the Mirror of Soulswasn’t in any of the three bilge compartments. 

He climbed onto the deck, sent the crewman with the mole and thesmirk up the ladder to the 
airible to fetch him clean clothing, andretired to the ship’s bath to clean off. When he was alone, 
heasked the voice that traveled with him in his mind. “So whereis it?” 

It isn’t on the ship, the voice said. 

Crispin snarled out loud, “It must be. You said I’dsmell its trail leading across the water if they’d 
taken itwith them.” 

You would. And I would clearly see it. The Mirror. . . calls to me. 

“But I’ve checked the cabins, the holds, and even thebilge. It isn’t here.” 

No. It isn’t. I already said that. 

“Then where is it?” 

If they didn’t take it with them and it isn’taboard, there’s only one place it can be. 

And Crispin saw the truth and hated it in the same instant. 

“They threw it overboard.” He stood against a bulkheadand leaned his head against a stanchion as 
realization hit him.“Damn them,” he said softly. “Damn them, damn them,damn them.” 

He threw his clothes on and raced upward through the ship untilhe reached the main deck. There 
he called to attention the Galweighsoldiers on loan from the Goft Galweighs, and said, “The 
onething that we must have from this ship our enemies have thrownoverboard. You are going to 
go out in boats with a grappling hookand get it back.” 

And of course they asked what it was, and how they would knowwhen they’d found it. They 
pointed out that they didn’thave a boat, since the ship’s crew had taken the longboats.They 
complained bitterly about the gorrahs that circled in thewater below the Wind Treasure hoping 
prey would fall withintheir reach. 

Crispin accepted no excuses, and put a quick end to complaintsby assigning complainers to the 
first shift. He pointed out thatthe other airible would be bringing back its boatload of 
captivessoon, and with them the boat. He smiled. 



And then he assigned the Zaith boy who’d taken suchpleasure in his awkwardness on the ladder 
to handle the grapplinghook. He watched the dark forms of the gorrahs circling in thewater 
beneath the ship and thought they would make the boy’schances of seeing his home in Calimekka 
again slim ones. 

With his orders given, he climbed back up the ladder into theairible — an easier task than 
climbing down. There he sat downto a pleasant meal with the airible’s pilot and Andrew and 
thecontingent of Galweigh Wolves who had insisted on accompanying theexpedition. 

“Did you find Ry?” Andrew asked as the servant passedout plates. The men and women loaded 
them from dishes of chilledcubed monkey and dipping sauce, fingerling trout, sweetmeats, 
andfried goldbeetles over strips of jellied mango. 

“No one stayed aboard the ship.” Crispin took a sip oficed wine and tried the goldbeetles. 
Deliciously crunchy, and nottoo salty — a tricky balance to get right. He would have likedto keep 
the Galweigh cook — easy enough to do once theGalweighs were dead. But cooks did taste their 
cooking, didn’tthey? Such a waste. “So either he’s already been eaten bythe gorrahs, or Anwyn’s 
crew is picking him up now.” 

Shaid Galweigh took a few of the goldbeetles and sampled them,then settled on the monkey and 
sauce. “Disconcerting thatthey’ve hidden the Mirror so far.” 

“We’ll have it in our hands before the end of theday,” Crispin said. 

Andrew said, “When we overflew them, I thought I saw threelongboats on their aftercastle. But 
after the wind, I’ve onlyseen the boat the gorrahs destroyed and the one the Eagle ischasing. So 
what happened to the third?” 

Crispin put down his knife and pick and stared at his cousin.“Three longboats. No. I’m sure there 
were onlytwo.” 

Andrew grinned. “That’s the funny thing about you,Crispin. You’re always so sure about 
everything — eventhe things you’re wrong about. That ship is a Rophetiangalleon. They carry 
more than forty people, and the Rophetianlongboats’re built to hold twenty. If you look at 
theaftercastle, you’ll see the tie-downs and the spaces for threeboats. And three places where the 
wood isn’t bleached as light— all three in the shape of longboats.” 

Crispin looked down at the back of the ship, at the broad deckwhere a mast had once risen, and 
where, clearly, three boats hadonce rested. Three. 

Andrew tugged at the long black braid over his left ear, theonly hair on his otherwise shaved 
skull, and said, “Remember,I earned this braid.” 

“You skulked around docks with a bunch of illiteratebums,” Crispin said, forgetting for the 
moment the Galweighswho sat observing the two of them. 



“I sailed with the Sloebenes. We pirated any number ofRophetian galleons, and they had one 
longboat for everymast.” 

Crispin leaned toward his cousin, meal forgotten. “Then youtell me, you who know everything 
about ships and the sea: If therewere three boats, why are there only two now? Eh? You have 
ananswer for that?” 

Andrew shrugged his massive shoulders and giggled. “Me, Ijust figured some of the people got 
away.” 

“We would have seen them, you mare-dick. Look down. We cansee everything that happens in 
the whole region — that’sthe advantage of approaching by air. We can’t missthings.” He rolled 
his eyes and leaned back on his couch. 

Andrew had proven time and again that he was an idiot —useful as brute muscle, with the 
occasional moment of cleverness.But he was never reliable. Never. The streune-bolt that 
haddisintegrated the mast and part of the decking had destroyed one ofthe three boats as well; 
that seemed obvious enough to Crispin. Rywas in the boat that had been taken captive, or he was 
in the onethat had been capsized by gorrahs. Either way, he was dead. Deadalready or dead in the 
Punishment Square, and Crispin was willingto consider either a happy outcome. 

Wasn’t he? 

“We disintegrated the third boat with magic,” hesaid. 

Andrew giggled. “Did we, did we, did we? Are you so surethat you’d bet your place as head 
Wolf? Eh? Are you that sure,cousin? Because if you’re wrong, it’ll come to that erelong.” 

The Galweighs were making a show of eating their food andignoring him and Andrew, but they 
were, Crispin knew, hanging onevery word. Dissension between Sabirs could only work to 
theirgood. And Sabir failures in carrying off the joint mission wouldonly make them look better 
when they got home. Their smiles werehidden, but Crispin knew they were there. 

So he ignored Andrew’s question, instead asking one of hisown. “Why don’t you think we 
destroyed the thirdboat?” 

Andrew’s grin grew broader. “Don’t want to betme, eh? Don’t want to take a little chance that 
stupid Andrewmight know something you don’t know? Smart of you, Cris.Smart, smart, smart.” 

“Why, Andrew?” He spent a moment imagining Andrew inthe Punishment Square, the four 
horses ready to leap toward each ofthe four points of the world. That calmed his temper enough 
that hecould say, “I’m willing to concede you might beright.” 

“How generous.” For just an instant, Andrew’sdark eyes looked at him with unnerving 
intelligence — but thatpenetrating gaze vanished, shattered by another idiotic giggle.“I know we 
didn’t get one of the three ships because noone would have tried to swim to safety through all 



those gorrahs.And there were no people on board when you got down there —you said as much 
yourself.” 

Andrew was right. That was something new. 

“But perhaps the ship didn’t carry a full complementof crew. Perhaps there were only forty 
people on board. Orless.” 

“Rophetians have no trouble keeping crew,” Andrewsaid. “No trouble, no trouble, none at all. 
Lads sign with’em when they’re juicy boys, and die with ’em asold, old men. Rophetians don’t 
run ships light — theyfigure long shifts make the men unhappy, and unhappy men getcareless. 
They might be light on crew if they ran into troubleacross the sea, and you could bet that way and 
maybe you’dwin. But me . . . I’m betting the third boat is outthere. I am, I am.” He took a huge 
bite of fingerling trout,chewed it, and grinned around the food at Crispin. “I’mbetting Ry got 
away.” 

Crispin studied his cousin from the corner of his eye, andconsidered what a problem he was 
becoming. He wasn’t reliable,but Crispin began to believe that the perverted bastard wasn’tas 
stupid as he usually seemed, either. He might be smart enough todouble-cross Anwyn or Crispin. 

Before long, perhaps Andrew needed to have an accident. 

Meanwhile, Crispin could enjoy the predicament the Galweighswere finding themselves in. Their 
eyes drooped — he knew theywould feel like they had eaten too much, like their bellies werefull 
and their heads were stuffed with rags. He felt a mild versionof those symptoms himself. Already 
Shaid yawned and murmuredsomething about having eaten too much, and one of his 
Wolveschuckled and said she felt like she could sleep for a week. 

Crispin grinned and said, “Don’t leave this marvelousfood uneaten. Your cook deserves a reward 
for his magnificentrepast.” It would probably have to be posthumous, ofcourse. 

Veburral tasted almost pleasant — nutty, in fact. Itstood up well to heat. Unlike some poisons, it 
remained deadlyafter frying, baking, or boiling. Unlike some venoms, it did nothave to be 
injected into the bloodstream to be effective — aman eating it in moderate quantities would die 
nicely. Best of all,however, veburral, derived from the venom of the copperflying viper whose 
range was to the Sabir settlements on theSabirene Isthmus, could be taken in increasing doses 
over a periodof months or years, and the taker could build up a completeimmunity to it. Most of 
the Sabirs took regular doses as a matterof course — and since the Galweighs didn’t have access 
tothe snakes, they didn’t have access to the poison. 

They would drift off to sleep one by one, and Crispin and Andrewwould carry them off to the 
sleeping quarters and tuck them in.Alone in their darkened rooms, they would die quietly, 
withoutalerting the Galweigh loyalists, who wouldn’t suspect thatanything was wrong until the 
Sabir loyalists and those Galweighswho could be bought killed them. 



Their impending deaths had already cost Crispin a small fortune.A double agent deep under cover 
in the Galweigh household hadplaced a bottle of veburral-laced nut oil into thecook’s traveling 
supplies just before he boarded the airible,replacing the bottle that should have been there. The 
agent hadbeen in place in the household of the Goft Galweighs for fiveyears, and this was the 
only service he had rendered. He had beenworth his price, though. When Crispin and the Sabir 
army flew theGalweigh airibles into the landing field behind Galweigh Housewithout challenge, 
and swarmed out to claim the House andeverything in it, the Galweighs would fall and the Sabirs 
wouldhold Calimekka alone. 

 

      

  

Chapter 20 

  

Night buried the escaping longboatbeneath its cloak, and Ian’s voice, long since reduced to 
acroak, called out the beat of the sweeps in slower and slowermeasure. Kait’s palms wore blisters 
beneath blisters, the skinragged and weeping. The muscles in her back burned, her thighsached, 
her calves cramped, even her gut felt like it had been setafire by a sadist. 

Ian called, “Ship sweeps and rest. Trev, dropanchor.” 

The chain rattled out of the front of the boat; it tugged as itbit into the sea bottom, and the boat 
drifted lazily with theunseen current until it swung around to point them all back in thedirection 
from which they’d just come. 

Kait sat panting, her head between her knees. “I’mstarving, but I can’t swear that I wouldn’t be 
too sickto eat if we had food,” she said. 

“I could eat,” Yanth said. “If I puked it up,I’d just eat more. I feel like I’m dying rightnow.” 

“I want water more than anything,” Trev moaned. 

Water. Everyone agreed with that. The boat had a small barrel ofwater on board for emergencies, 
of course, but it hadn’t beenchanged in a long time, and it tasted as bad as bilgewater 
smelled.Clear, cold, fresh water from a spring . . . that,everyone agreed, would be the true gift of 
the gods. 

“We’re half a station’s hard rowing from ourdestination,” Ian said. “All the sweet water there 
thatyou could drink in a lifetime. But I think we can afford to restjust a bit before we go on. The 
airibles haven’t come after usin spite of the fact that we were in clear sight for more than astation. 
So I suppose we’re safe to assume the spellworked.” 



Hasmal spoke up from behind Kait. “There’s a solidenough spell around the boat right now.” 

She sat up in spite of the agony in her back and turned aroundto look at him. He lay with his head 
propped against the forwardbulwark, taking a careful sip of water from the barrel. 

Ry twisted toward the front of the boat, too. “You can. . . see . . . the shield?” 

Hasmal shrugged. “No. It isn’t like your kind ofmagic, which leaves marks everywhere. 
Farhullen doesn’teven leave marks that those of us who practice it can see. But Ican, um, see 
what isn’t there.” 

“And what would that be?” Ry asked. 

Kait was curious about the answer, too. 

Hasmal said, “Look at the glow the Mirror of Souls givesoff — but don’t look with your eyes. 
Look with yourmagic.” He waited. Kait closed her eyes and focused on theartifact as Hasmal had 
taught her. After a moment of concentration,she thought she saw what he meant. The faint, warm 
light that shecould “see” with her magical senses glowed around theboat in a perfect sphere. And 
ended abruptly, which she knew, aftermonths of sailing with it, was unusual. The soft glow had 
alwaysspread to fill most of the Wind Treasure, fading as itneared the periphery — but there had 
never been a clear linebetween where the magic was and where it wasn’t. 

“You see?” Hasmal said. 

Kait nodded, as did Ry. The others who’d tried to look onlyshook their heads. “Seeing” magic 
was a matter ofpractice, and Kait had only recently reached the point where shecould do it with 
any certainty. 

“If you hadn’t put that shield up, the Mirror wouldleave a trail behind us that any of Ry’s Wolves 
couldfollow.” He studied Ry and said, “And if she’d doneit with darsharen — Wolf magic — the 
rewhahwould have marked us so that they would still have seen us anywherein the Thousand 
Dancers.” 

Ry said, “You know darsharen?” 

“Of it — its strengths, its limitations, the ways itworks. I know many of the same things about 
kaiboten.” 

“Kaiboten?” Kait asked. 

“Dragon magic.” 

“What is that like?” Kait asked. 



Hasmal shrugged. “It’s best explained in comparison.Farhullen is the magic of the individual. It 
draws itsstrength from the resources of the practitioner alone, thoughwizards can band together to 
cast stronger spells. It is entirelydefensive, and because of this, doesn’t create rewhahor leave 
trails. Darsharen is the magic of contained groups.It draws its strength from sacrifices held 
within a spell circle,and is more powerful than farhullen. Wolves have found waysto use the 
blood, the flesh, and the life energy of theirsacrifices, and can create either offensive or defensive 
spellswith that energy. Darsharen, though, always leaves a trailand almost always creates 
rewhah.” 

He took another sip out of the water barrel and propped himselfagainst one of the curved ribs of 
the longboat. “And thenthere is kaiboten. It’s the magic of uncontainedgroups, and the most 
powerful of all. The Dragons discovered waysto use everyone around them as unknowing 
sacrifices, at any time,without needing to prepare their victims or even identify them.They could 
sacrifice entire populations of cities, and according tohistories and brief references in the Secret 
Texts, toward the endof the Wizards’ War, they did. Further, kaiboten offersaccess to something 
no other magic has ever touched.” 

“Which is?” Ry asked. 

“According to Solander, the Dragons learned how to harvestsouls for their sacrifices. They didn’t 
satisfy themselveswith stealing blood and flesh and life energy, but stole the energyof 
immortality itself.” 

Kait frowned. “Farhullen uses the soul energy,too.” 

Hasmal shook his head wearily. “In farhullen, youmay offer your own soul to the service of 
Vodor Imrish, and he mayaccept your offering, or not, as he chooses. But even if he acceptsyour 
sacrifice, he doesn’t destroy your soul. The Dragons werecrueler than the gods in this respect. 
Kaiboten uses thesouls of its sacrifices the way a fire uses wood. It burns them forthe energy they 
give off, and destroys them utterly in theprocess.” 

Kait considered that. She had always believed in the immortalityof the soul, and in its sanctity. 
She had faced the ever-presentfear of her own death when she was a child by consoling 
herselfwith the knowledge that her soul would go on, and with the hopethat in another life she 
would be found worthy to be a true human,and not a Cursed Karnee. She had believed then — in 
fact hadalways believed — that the soul was safe from allassaults. 

And now Hasmal told her that the Dragons destroyed their victimsboth body and soul. 

Ian cleared his throat and rasped, “Hasmal, you’vebeen talking about the Dragons returning. 
Your religion — itknows this is going to happen?” 

Hasmal nodded. “I believe it’s already happened.They’re back, and trying to get the Mirror of 
Souls toCalimekka. We’re trying to get it to Solander, becauseSolander and the Falcons will 
stand against the Dragons, as theydid in the Wizards’ War.” 



Kait turned to look at Ian — she’d never heard a soundfrom a human throat like the one he’d 
made right then. He wasstaring at the Mirror of Souls. “That thing — it burnssouls?” 

Hasmal shrugged. “I don’t think so, but I don’tknow what it does. All I know is that Solander 
says he needs it,and Solander and the Falcons are all that stand between humanityand a return of 
the Dragon Empire.” 

Ry had been silent while Hasmal talked, but now he said,“Hasmal, when we’re safely out of this, 
I want you toteach me farhullen.” 

Hasmal’s mouth twitched in the faintest of smiles. “AWolf approaching a Falcon for help. These 
are surely the latterdays of the world.” He closed his eyes wearily; in the dimlight he still looked 
pale as death. 

“We’re already safely out of it, aren’t we?”she asked. “We’re shielded, we’re well away from 
theairibles and hidden from them now by islands, and we have theMirror.” 

Ian looked at the setting sun and frowned. “I don’tknow that I’ll ever feel safe again. I liked the 
world betterwhen magic was dead, and swords and speed and cunning made aman.” 

Hasmal said, “That world has never existed — butI’m sure it was comforting to believe it did.” 

Kait closed her eyes and leaned forward, letting her head dropdown over her knees and her arms 
and shoulders hang loose. Herspine popped in a dozen places, and for a moment burned with 
freshpain. She sympathized with Ian. She, too, had preferred the worldwhen she hadn’t known 
that magic still ran beneath its surfacelike thick poison in the bottom of a glass of wine. 

Ian said, “We need to get moving again. I don’t likebeing on the water any longer than we have 
to. Since my handsaren’t blistered, if you’ll give me your shirts,I’ll tear them into rags for you. 
You can wrap your hands withthem. It will ease the pain and keep you from breaking any 
moreblisters.” 

Kait groaned. “Why didn’t you think of thatearlier?” 

“I did. But all of you had two choices — blisters onyour hands or sunburn and blisters on your 
shoulders and backs andfaces. And with the sunburn, you’d have gotten sun poisoning,and you’d 
have been sick and feverish, and have slowed us upwhen we reached our destination. I know your 
hands hurt, but atleast you don’t have to walk on them.” 

He tore strips for them. Trev told Kait, “You don’tneed to use your shirt for strips. I’ll give you 
someof the cloth from mine.” 

She smiled at him. He had always been pleasant to her, where theothers among Ry’s lieutenants 
limited themselves to beingcautiously polite. 

“Thank you,” she said. 



“I’d want someone to do the same for one of mysisters,” he told her. 

She managed to smile. “Me, too,” she said, trying notto think of her own sisters. They were gone, 
and the part of herlife that had contained them was gone, and nothing she could dowould change 
that. 

Valard asked Ian, “Where are we headed?” 

Ian said, “There’s a village on the island of Falea,right at the base of the volcano. It’s called 
Z’tatne,which my friends there tell me means ‘good mangoes.’It’s a hard place to reach, easy to 
defend, and my friendswill be happy to take us in and help us on our way. They’refishermen, 
hunters, sailors, and farmers most of the time, andpirates when the crops aren’t good or the fish 
aren’trunning.” 

Kait was wrapping strips of linen around her hands when the hairon the nape of her neck started 
to stand on end. Her gut tightened,and the air around her seemed to get thicker. And she felt 
agreasiness she hadn’t felt since . . . since. . . She closed her eyes. When? 

Then it hit her. She’d felt that precise sensation in theairible on the way home to Calimekka. 
Right before the magic attackthat heralded the onset of her Family’s destruction. Shelooked at 
Ry, and found he was staring at her, his face marked withfear. 

“Not you?” she asked him, and he shook his head. Theyboth looked at Hasmal. 

He wasn’t creating the feeling, either; he was staring atthe Mirror of Souls. 

Yes. That was where the magic originated. The air grew thicker,and filled with the stink of 
rotting meat, the stench sweetened byhoneysuckle, but only slightly. “What’s it doing?”Kait 
asked. 

Hasmal shrugged. “I don’t know. Nothinggood.” 

“What did you do to it?” Ry stood, and began makinghis way back to the back of the boat. 

“I didn’t do anything to it. I was sitting beside it,and Ian was talking about where we were going, 
and I felt it startto . . . to hum, after a fashion. Like a catpurring with its side pressed against my 
skin. And now. . .” He frowned and rose, and stood staring downat it. “It isn’t humming anymore. 
I don’t know whatit’s doing now, but I don’t like it.” 

“We need to figure out how to turn it off,” Ry said.“I don’t trust an artifact that starts working on 
itsown.” 

“It’s been working,” Kait said. “Thecolumn of light in its center already glowed when I found it. 
Ijust don’t know what it’s been doing.” 

Ian said, “You’re sure your Reborn needs it?” 



“Yes,” Hasmal said, and Kait echoed him with a soft,“Yes. He told me so, too.” 

“Because I’d be for throwing it over the side andleaving it to the gorrahs,” Ian continued. 

“We have to take it,” Hasmal said. 

“It was waiting for something,” Ian insisted. “Asif it wanted to know where we were going, and 
once it knew that. . .” His voice trailed off into silence and hestared at the glowing Mirror. 

“We have to take it,” Kait said. 

“Shang!” Ian clenched a fist tight and stared out atthe dark hulks of the islands that rose around 
them. “Thenlet’s get going before it does something else.” 

Everyone turned to the sweeps, and gripped the sturdy oak withwrapped hands. Hasmal pulled in 
the anchor, then settled himselfbeside Trev on the front thwart and gripped the oar. 
“Forward. . . ,” Ian said. “And down. . . and pull . . . andlift. . . .” 

Her back was an agony, and fire lanced through her palms,partially healed though they already 
were. She tried to think aboutpulling her sweep, about finding safety. But Kait shivered. She hada 
premonition that they were doing the wrong thing by moving oninstead of staying and finding out 
what had gone wrong with theMirror of Souls. 

She started to say something, but the air changed again. Itfilled with crackling energy, with a 
current so powerful that itconstricted her chest and made each breath feel as if she wassucking 
through a narrow straw. 

“Motherless Brethwan!” Ry swore. “We have to stopthat thing.” 

If they had ever had the chance to stop it, that time hadpassed. The light in the center column of 
the Mirror of Souls— that lovely golden light that had poured silently upward topool in the center 
of the ring — turned the red of blood, andburst out through the top like a whale leaping from a 
puddle. Ithit the shield that all of them had created with their wills,blood, and magic, and for an 
instant strained against it. Everyonecould see the fiery light filling up the invisible sphere Kait 
hadcrafted. But that shield had been created to keep things out, notto keep them in — so when the 
crimson light finished fillingthe space around them, it grew brighter, and then brighter yet. . . and 
then it shattered the shield and erupted intothe clouds, a beacon in the blackness more brilliant 
than a pillarof fire. 

“They’ll find us fast enough now,” Valardgrowled. “I knew all along we wouldn’t getaway.” 

“Throw the thing overboard,” Yanth said. 

Kait and Hasmal stared at each other. Hasmal said, “If welose it, all the souls on Matrin and in 
the Veil standforfeit.” 



A long way away, she could hear the engines of the airiblesstarting up. The wizards aboard them 
would have felt the magicbursting free of the shield, and everyone would have seen thebeacon. 

Kait said, “They’re coming. We have to decidefast.” 

Lit from below in bloody hues, Hasmal looked like a fiend fromthe nightmare realm. He frowned 
and stared back the way they hadcome. “If we could save it, it would be worth dying for. 
Butthey’ll come, and we’ll die and lose it to themanyway.” He shook his head. He buried his face 
in his hands,and sat that way for a long moment. Kait heard him sigh, heard himmutter something 
she couldn’t make out — not because shecouldn’t hear it, but because she didn’t recognize 
thelanguage — and finally saw him shrug. He looked at all ofthem. “We have to throw it into the 
water. Deep water, if wecan find some. Tricky currents would be best, a reef would be good,and 
if you know of such a place within our reach, someplace wherethe gorrahs are especially 
dangerous . . . maybe we cankeep our pursuers from retrieving it.” 

Ian said, “And while we’re trying to find the perfectplace to throw it overboard, the airibles are 
closing on us. No.Pitch it over the side here. It will have to do.” 

Kait half-rose from her seat. “No, Ian. We have to do whatwe can to keep them from getting it —
 ” 

Ry cut her short. “We have to save our own skins. If welive, we can, perhaps, get the damned 
thing back from them beforethey figure out how to use it. We’ll have some time,” hesaid. 
“You’ve had the thing for — how long? —and you have no more idea how to use it than you had 
the day youfound it. Am I right?” 

Kait didn’t know if he was right or not. But the sounds ofthe airibles were becoming clearer, and 
there was an undeniablesweetness in the logic of dumping it into the sea and hoping herenemies 
wouldn’t find it, or that if they did find it, theywouldn’t know how to use it. 

But that hope didn’t hold water. The ghost of a Dragon hadmasqueraded as her ancestor, and had 
told her how to find thething. That ancestor could tell whoever retrieved the Mirror how touse it. 

Ry, Yanth, and Valard had moved to the front of the boat. Valardpushed his way between Hasmal 
and the Mirror. Ry and Yanth grabbedthe Mirror. 

“One, two, heave!” Ry said. 

The Mirror arced through the air, tumbling, the blood-red beaconcutting a swath through the sky 
and through the water like asword. 

It splashed into the glass-smooth strait, the water hissed andboiled, the light illuminated a 
spinning path as it dropped towardthe sea floor far below. Hideous, hideous, that light — as ifthe 
islands were bleeding. Kait couldn’t take her eyes off ofit. It burned through the murky water 
below and set the surfaceablaze. 



“Man your sweeps!” Ian shouted. “Now! And row!And maybe we’ll live to see the sun rise.” 

Kait stared at the cold fire that burned across the surface ofthe sea while she pulled her sweep. It 
was as if the Mirror had chosen to betray them all, she thought. As if, having gottenwhat it 
wanted from them, it had chosen to rid itself of them andsummon new allies. 

Her heart was hollow, and her bones ached with dread. They mightlive out the night, she thought. 
They might reach Ian’sisland. But even if they did, her enemies — and theReborn’s enemies — 
would have the Mirror of Souls. 

And then what price would the world pay for her survival? 

 

      

  

Chapter 21 

  

The sun beat down on the ThousandDancers, hot as rage and heavy as sin. Crispin stood at the 
frontof the Heart of Fire’s gondola and stared at the redblaze that called out to him from beneath 
the water, and sworeagainst Ry’s soul that he would make his devious cousin payfor throwing the 
Mirror into the sea. He could see its light downthere, even in daylight, as brilliant as a sun. He 
justcouldn’t reach it. 

Three of his own men had died in trying to raise it, along withseven Galweigh soldiers. The 
gorrahs schooled above the thing,circling . . . circling . . . and every timeone of the crewmen tried 
to grapple it up from the bottom, one ofthem would grab the chain and pull, and about half the 
timethe monster would drag the man into the sea. One dead gorrahfloated belly-up in testament to 
the fact that the monstersdidn’t win every round; it was a small one as such creatureswent, which 
meant that it ran the length of ten men laid end toend, and the sea vultures and gulls and 
blackbeaks covered it likelarger cousins of the flies that swarmed around it in clouds. Itsmouth-
talons hung limp to either side of its huge maw; its bony,armored body stank in the oppressive 
heat; and its twospine-tipped, clawed forearms floated above its head in a gestureof surrender. 
That one had caught its jaw on the grappling hook,and the crew had locked down the chain, and 
the pilot, thinkingfast, had taken the Heart of Fire straight up and, when itwas as high as it would 
go, they’d snapped the chain free andthe bastard had fallen back into the sea and smashed itself 
flatwhen it hit the water. 

Which hadn’t been as satisfying as it should have been.They’d lost the first of two grappling 
hooks then. The second— the one they’d salvaged from the Wind Treasure,along with the 
replacement chain — they lost when one of thebig gorrahs hooked onto it and nearly pulled the 
Heart ofFire into the sea. They’d had to cut that monsterloose. 



So Crispin had sent the Galweigh’s Eagle, which hadbeen trying to find Ry’s boat and its 
occupants, back to Goftto get replacement grappling hooks, and more chain, and a 
grapplingboom to mount on the front of the gondola, and more soldiers towork the equipment. 
He’d spent the better part of the daywaiting while Anwyn loaded the supplies and came back. 
Anwyn hadbeen in a foul mood when he returned, too — the pilot hadtried to alert the Galweighs 
to the fact that the airibles hadfallen under the command of the Sabirs, and Anwyn had to hurt 
him.Crispin thought he was lucky he didn’t have to kill the man;that, unfortunately, would 
probably be necessary at the end of thiswork. 

For now, he concentrated on the job at hand. The Mirror of Soulscalled to him. He could smell it, 
he could taste it, he could seeits radiant light; it knew his name and it sang a song that only 
hecould hear. If not for the dark shadows of the gorrahs circling it,he would have Shifted and 
dived into the water to bring it uphimself. 

As it was, he stared down at it and sweated and slapped atseaflies and bloodflies, and he worried. 
He suffered doubts. Hedidn’t mind that he’d lost men — most of them hadbeen crew belonging 
to the Goft Galweighs anyway, and men wereeasier to replace than grappling hooks or chains. 
What worried himwas that perhaps he would never get his hands on the Mirror —that maybe 
nothing he tried would successfully bring it to thesurface. Or that if he did, it would no longer 
work. Or that if itworked, it would not work as the voice had promised. 

But, oh, if it worked the way the voice had sworn it would. . . then he would be a god. Power, 
immortality, moremagic than he’d ever controlled before: He could tolerate hugediscomforts and 
worries with those images to sustain him. 

From the boom, two of the crew began to shout. “We havesomething, Parat! We’ve latched on 
and we’re bringing itup.” 

The gorrahs were everywhere. They were following the line as ifthey were bait on the hook. The 
chain clanked on the winch; thegrappling boom swung left and left and harder left, dragged by 
agreat weight; the nose of the airible swung to follow the boom; themen on the deck strained at 
the crank, and sweated, and swore. 

The brilliant red light rose through the depths, eclipsed by theschools of gorrahs. Crispin moved 
closer to the ship’s railsand looked down into the water, squinting against glare and wavesand 
clouds of stirred sediment to see what he had. His gut writhedand his heart began to race. The 
smell of honeysuckle grewstronger, and with it the reek of death that underlay it. 

For a long moment he fought back the urge to puke. His stomachheaved against the stink. He 
shuddered, and his instincts told himto cut the thing loose — that he would regret claiming it. 
Hisheart told him to turn away, to go home content with the treasuresfrom the Wind Treasure’s 
hold, to forget about theMirror of Souls. 

Crispin wasn’t in the habit of listening to his gut or hisheart. If men were meant to listen to them, 
they wouldn’t haveminds. His mind told him that with the Mirror of Souls, he would bea god, 
and without it, he would be mortal, and would someday die.He yelled, “Keep at it! Haul it! Haul 
it!” 



His skin felt tight, his muscles ached, a chill ran down hisspine, and his pulse raced. Magic unlike 
any the world had known ina thousand years, unlike anything it would ever know again 
withouthis efforts, was about to become his. He grinned and shouted as hesaw the first light in the 
depths begin to grow brighter.“That’s it! Bring it up faster! Faster, damnyou!” 

He could begin to make out its shape. Big as a horse. . . no, big as a house, and black as moonless 
night,with a ring of fire around it. Almost alive, with tendrils trailingout from all around it like a 
— 

Gorrah! he thought, and leaped back from the rail of thegondola’s catwalk. 

The gorrah came up out of the water ahead of the Mirror ofSouls, twisting its whip-lean body as 
it rose to gain morealtitude. Its red eyes focused on Crispin, the fingers of itsmouth-talons spread 
wide to embrace him, the wreath of tentacles itwore behind its head whipped upward to the place 
where he had stoodonly instants before, and easily half of them curled around therail. The airible 
gondola creaked, the rail cracked, Crispinscrabbled uphill along the catwalk as it started to peel 
away, withthe metal bending and screaming beneath the monster’s immenseweight. 

Crispin reached the back edge of the gondola and stared down atthe thing. Its maw, big enough to 
swallow a tall man standing up,snapped and opened, snapped and opened, and it thrashed and 
glaredat him. 

A sign, he thought. Danger from the depths. 

Then he grinned again, because if it was a sign, it was one thatwould turn to his benefit quickly 
enough. 

The rail broke away at last — mere moments that had seemedlike entire stations passing — and 
the living nightmarecorkscrewed back into the sea. 

The crew cheered . . . though Crispin suspected theywould have cheered twice as loudly if the 
beast had devouredhim. 

It had followed the chain up to the ship, blocking outCrispin’s view of the Mirror of Souls. Now, 
though, when helooked over the edge, the men on the winch seemed to be raising asmall sun. 
Other gorrahs circled the artifact, all lesser kin ofthat great monster who’d burst from the sea. 
Crispin, whohated the sea and everything in it, watched them with loathing.Giant sharks circled 
among them, looking like minnows among trout.He’d never seen sharks act in such a fashion — 
gorrahsgenerally ate them with enthusiasm, and sharks avoided the bigger,more vicious 
predators. And gorrahs didn’t usually school,either; they were solitary hunters. 

The Mirror seemed to bring out the worst in everything. Uncannybehavior from deadly beasts, 
the insistent crawling of his skin,the feeling he had that he was being watched — he studied 
theapproach of the Mirror of Souls with less certainty. What, afterall, did he know about it? 
Nothing but what he’d been told bya ghost. He could order it dropped back into the sea, or let 
Anwyntake it back in the Galweigh’s Eagle, or. . . 



Then he stopped and laughed at himself. His cousin Ry hadtouched the artifact last. It would be 
like that treacherousbitchson to put some sort of spell around it so that it woulddisturb anyone 
who tried to claim it. Ry and whoever of his friendshad survived would undoubtedly be thrilled if 
they returned to thisplace to find their prize intact. 

No thrills for them. Crispin smiled slowly, savoring hisvictory. The Mirror of Souls broke the 
surface and with it rosehalf a dozen gorrahs, but they fell back into the sea, and theradiant Mirror 
continued to rise. 

It was a lovely thing. Godsall, but the Ancients knew how tocraft tools! It looked to him like a 
giant metal lily growing on astalk of light. Five connected petals of luminous platinum-
whitemetal formed a ring around a circle of blazing red light; thelargest of the petals bore incised 
markings that appeared to beinlaid with precious stones. The base supporting this ring, 
whichmimicked the smooth curve of three long, swordlike leaves, had alsobeen fashioned of that 
glowing white metal. And in the center ofthe leaves rose the stem, which was nothing but more 
light, born ofnothingness, flowing upward to feed the center of the flower in aspiral that swirled 
outward from its heart and vanished as ittouched the inner aspects of the petals. 

He had envisioned something different. Something moremirrorlike, and more ominous. 
Something with buttons and levers andcomplicated gears, something that looked like it 
didsomething. Not a fancy light fixture for a room, nor a work of art.He couldn’t get any clear 
idea of how it worked from lookingat it, and he couldn’t imagine how he would make it grant 
himimmortality. 

Those concerns would have to wait, though. Now he had businessto take care of. At his direction, 
the captain of the Heart ofFire signaled a midair rendezvous with the Galweigh’sEagle. He and 
Anwyn would direct the airships to Calimekka andwould take on the Sabir soldiers who would be 
waiting, armed andarmored, at Sabir House — and by the end of the day, ordaybreak of the next 
day at latest, Galweigh House and itsstrategic position, vast wealth, and surviving population 
wouldbelong to him to do with as he pleased. 

The women and children would make entertaining slaves, hethought. The men . . . they would 
become fodder forexecutions in the public squares. He would erase the Galweigh nameand the 
Galweigh crest from Calimekka, and eventually from theworld. 

And he would become a god. Sometimes he was amazed at howwell his life was turning out. 

 

      

  

Chapter 22 

  



Kait and the other survivors came ashoreat the base of the volcano on Falea in the lengthening 
shadows oftwilight, weary, thirsty, hungry, and afraid. They’d spent theday hiding from one of 
the airibles, which had plainly beensearching for them. The Thousand Dancers, however, offered 
somecover from visual searches, and a second blood-drawn shield spellhad given them equally 
effective cover from magical searches. 

They had survived — so far — but they’d lost theMirror. Kait had failed the Reborn. She dreaded 
the future. 

They dragged the boat into the underbrush at the shoreline, thentrudged single file along a narrow 
path that Ian pointed out. Theywere a quiet group, downcast and despairing. Ry and 
hislieutenants, no longer pressed by immediate fear of capture, hadbegun to talk softly of Karyl’s 
death. Hasmal and Kaitdidn’t speak at all; Kait still saw the Mirror of Soulstumbling beneath the 
surface of the water, the blood-red ray oflight that burst from its center spinning as it fell. Her 
memorystill heard the thrumming engines of the airibles growing closer,and though her heart 
wanted to believe those aboard the airibleswould not be able to retrieve the Mirror, it did not. She 
knew, assurely as she knew her own nature, that they — whoever theywere — had the Mirror 
already and were on their way toCalimekka with it. 

Ian alone had lost nothing in that last exchange, but he was assubdued as the rest of them. 

“The village is up ahead,” he said at last. “Wehave to stop here, or risk being shot by the 
sentries.” 

Kait came to a halt with the rest of the small band, and sniffedthe air. She smelled the village 
ahead, the scents carried lightlyon the breeze. Along with unmistakable odors of human 
habitation— composting human waste, cookfires, sweat, and domesticanimals — she smelled 
flowers, overripe fruit, and the richsweetness of caberra incense. 

“Hayan, etto burebban baya a tebbo,” Ian calledinto the darkness. 

They waited. Kait listened, Karnee senses straining for thesound of the sentry, but she heard 
nothing. She could not smell hisposition either, though they had approached the village 
fromdownwind. 

“I don’t think anyone is watching,” she said whenthey had stood in the darkness for a long time 
with noresponse. 

“They’re watching,” Ian said. “They’realways watching.” 

A cool breeze moved through the treetops, and Kait suddenlyrealized he was right. She didn’t 
smell humans, but shesmelled . . . something. And she could feel eyes watchingher in the 
darkness — eyes as sharp and wary as her own. 

A shrill, high-pitched voice directly over her head trilled, “Hayatto tebbo nan reet. Bey 
hetabbey?” 



Kait jumped, startled by how close the sentry was. Nothing hadmanaged to get so close to her 
without her knowledge since. . . she couldn’t recall a time when anyone hadgotten so far inside 
her defenses. The sentry wasn’t human,but that didn’t excuse her carelessness. 

Ian said, “Ian Draclas, ube reet.” 

“Hat atty.” 

“The sentry says to go ahead. They know me here. Don’tput your hands near your weapons as 
you go toward the village,though, or do anything that looks threatening. Some of them will 
befollowing us all the way in.” 

“What are they?” Kait asked. 

Ian shrugged. “They’re Scarred of some sort. Allies ofthe villagers here. I’ve never seen them; I 
don’t knowwhat they look like or how the villagers came to reach an agreementwith them. All I 
know about them is that they are deadly shots withthe poisoned arrows they carry, and that they 
slaughtered more thana hundred men who attacked this village in the length of time itwould take 
me to sit down. One instant the war party was chargingforward, screaming, weapons raised, and 
the next instant every oneof them had fallen to the ground, dead from the wounds of 
singlearrows.” 

No one spoke the rest of the way into the village, for fear ofhaving some sound or movement 
mistaken as threatening. 

Two men, both holding torches, waited for them at the villagegate. They spoke Iberan, though 
with a heavy accent. 

“We knowed you for to be coming,” one of them said. Hewas stout, middle-aged, his face laced 
with knife scars. His cloudyeyes squinted through the flickering light at them. “The oldwarrior, 
he telled us for to be watching for yourselves.” 

“This is to being Ian Foldbrother, Father,” the otherman said. “The old warrior was not to be 
saying IanFoldbrother would come.” 

“He never was saying who maybe to be coming. Only sayingsomeone, and that the fire we was to 
be seeing last nightwas for being a sign.” 

“Bad sign, he saying.” 

“Bad sign,” Kait agreed under her breath. “It wasthat, for sure.” 

“To be coming in, all of you,” the younger man said.“The old warrior is to be waiting.” 

Some weary old village chief, Kait thought, had watched the skyand guessed the red beacon of 
the Mirror of Souls slashing throughthe night sky had portended trouble. And had warned the 



sentriesand the villagers to be on the lookout for anyone it might stir up.Now they would go 
before him and try to convince him that theydidn’t mean trouble. And after that — 

Her mind was too tired to try to guess what would happen afterthat. She and Hasmal would have 
to try to get into Calimekka tofind the Mirror, she supposed. They would likely get killed in 
theattempt, but they were going to have to make the attempt. 

Meanwhile, she followed the old man, who, in spite of his nearblindness, led them through the 
narrow streets of the tiny villagewith swift confidence. “To be following me,” he keptsaying. 

He stopped in front of a house that looked no different than anyof the other houses. Whitewashed 
baked mudbrick walls, a roofthatched with bundled palmetto, windows covered with cloth mesh, 
abamboo door that would keep out nothing but chickens or ducks. . . or goats, but only if they 
weren’t interestedin getting in to begin with. The house smelled of caberra incense.And of 
something else. Something familiar, or perhaps someonefamiliar, though her mind refused to 
connect the smell with aname. 

Their guide shouted into the house, “They are here! Theyare here, Foldbrother!” 

She heard a softly muttered oath — but an Iberan oath, saidin accentless Iberan — and the hair on 
the back of her neckstood up, and she braced herself. 

In the next instant a face peered through the door, and face andname and scent all tumbled into 
one familiar picture, and the restof the world fell away. 

“Uncle Dùghall!” she shrieked, and burst past theold man and her traveling companions. She tore 
the flimsy door offits leather hinges in her haste, and threw her arms around thestill-drowsy man 
who stood before her. 

 

      

  

Chapter 23 

  

Crispin still couldn’t believe hisluck. The Galweighs of Galweigh House, invaded from within, 
hadsurrendered within moments of the landing of the airibles. Lessthan a station had passed since 
he had stepped out of the airibleinto his new House, and already he had claimed an apartment, 
sentthe new Galweigh slaves to Sabir House, and sent both Anwyn andAndrew in search of 
whatever interesting treasures they could findwithin the House itself. 



The Dragon’s voice in his head had spent much of the tripback to Calimekka telling him the other 
things he needed to do. Nowhe paced in his apartment, feeling the press of time at hisback. 

It is essential that you have a crowd around you, thevoice told him. The moment you activate the 
Mirror, it will drawits magic from the lives of those within its reach. If you arealone, it will have 
no one else to draw on, and will draw from youand suck you dry. It has safeguards built in to 
protect theoperator, but those safeguards are useless if you’realone. 

How many people did he need? he asked. Ten? Twenty? 

The more people around you, the more power you’ll drawinto you, and the more godgifts you’ll 
receive. You don’twant ten. You don’t want a hundred. You want thousands —tens of thousands. 

That was how Dragon magic — kaiboten — worked.All the books he’d read about it had been 
clear on that. Kaiboten was the magic of masses; it could draw power fromeveryone at once, not 
just from those few who had been speciallyprepared and offered as sacrifices. To the practitioner 
of kaiboten, all the world could become an unknowing, involuntarysacrifice. 

And he was about to acquire the secrets of that ancient,wondrous magic. He needed someone 
who could give him the crowd herequired, though. 

A knock sounded on his door, and the servant stepped into theroom. “Nomeni heo Tasslimi,” he 
said, and bowed. 

Calimekka’s head parnissa, Nomeni heo Tasslimi, steppedinto the room behind him. Nomeni had 
been Crispin’s instructorwhen he was young. The parnissa, a lean old hawk of a man, lookedlike 
he had come directly from his prayers; he breathed hard andstill wore his parnissal robes, though 
the parnissas never wore thesacred robes into the streets. 

“Crispin!” He smiled and patted his old student on theshoulder. “How odd it is to hear from you 
at this late hour,and how strange the circumstances: I had just been thinking of you.A rumor had 
already reached me of your . . . acquisition. . . of this fine House.” He glanced around theroom, 
noted the glowing artifact sitting in the corner, and raisedan eyebrow. 

Crispin smiled. Nomeni had always maintained good sources, whichwas essential in his line of 
work. “I found treasure,” hesaid. 

“So I see. I’ll hope that will be good news for theparnissery, too, of course. The generosity of the 
gods deservescommemoration with a suitable gift.” 

“I have such a gift, I think. But only for you.” Henodded at the artifact. “That’s the Mirror 
ofSouls.” 

Nomeni’s shocked expression gratified Crispin, and heelaborated. 



“It’s better than anyone could have imagined, Nomeni.It’s a wonder; the greatest of the 
Ancients’creations.” He watched the old parnissa from the corner of hiseye. “It can make men 
immortal and give them the powers ofgods.” The old man’s eyes grew hungry at that, andCrispin 
smiled inwardly. He turned to the old man. “I want tobe a god.” 

“I’m old. I’m sick . . . I suspect thatI’m dying. Will you give me immortality, too?” 

Crispin nodded. “That’s why I asked you to come here.I won’t share this great power with 
everyone. Gods must havetheir subjects, after all. But two gods could share the vast worldwith 
little problem, don’t you think? The two of us. . . and eternity.” 

The parnissa looked down at the floor and said softly, “Ifear death. There is little peace for me in 
the thought of dyingand being reborn, of struggling through helpless childhood again,of creating 
myself anew, of fighting my way back to power. I’malready where I want to be, doing what I 
want to do.” Helooked at Crispin and said, “Tell me how I can helpyou.” 

“At daybreak, call a holy day. Ring the summoning bells,require all businesses to close, and 
demand that the people gatherin the great square to hear your prayers. Say you had. . .” Crispin 
shrugged. “I don’t know.Say you had an omen, or words from the gods, or something. 
Whateveryou want. Just get as many people into the square as you can. TheMirror will draw its 
magic from them to give us life andpower.” 

“You’re of Familied blood, Crispin. The Sabirs couldcall such a gathering on their own.” 

“The Sabirs could,” Crispin agreed, “but Icouldn’t do it now, without the consent and blessing of 
theparaglese. He would want to know why, and he would insist onbenefiting the entire Family 
with this treasure. And I have no wishto confer immortality on most of my relatives. If we do this 
now, you and I need not share our secret with Andrew or Anwyn,with the paraglese, with the 
Wolves, or with the rest of theparnissery. If we act now, we two will hold the world in ourhands.” 

“Ah.” The old parnissa nodded. “So that is why Icome into your scheme. I can call a gathering 
without involvinganyone else.” 

“Precisely.” 

“And these gathered thousands . . . what ofthem?” 

“Their lives will feed the magic.” 

“Will they die?” 

Crispin shrugged. “I don’t know. They might. Does itmatter?” 

The parnissa smiled at him. “I taught you. I molded you inmy own image. You are the man I 
created. Why do you even asksuch a question?” 



Crispin returned his smile. “You asked what would happen tothem, when I could not imagine you 
worrying yourself with such aquestion back when I was younger. I wondered if perhaps you 
hadgrown tender with age.” 

Nomeni threw back his head and brayed. “Old birds only growtougher with time — never more 
tender. Let us go, then. Youand I and your servants and the Mirror of Souls will creep fromthis 
House like the thieves in the tale of Joshan and the fivewinds. At daybreak the sheep will pray. 
And you and I shallprey.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 24 

  

The cry spread out from the centralparnissery tower in Calimekka to the hundreds of outer 
towersthroughout the great city, “Kae ebbout!” 

Come to prayer. 

The city echoed with the calls, and men slogging their goods tomarket over the rough-paved back 
streets hurried their burros oroxen along, hoping to get their goods to warehouse before 
sunrise;and women setting up stalls in the markets sighed and beganrepacking their wares; and 
servants in the great Houses groaned androse from their hard beds and began readying the fine 
silks andlinens that their parats and paratas would require in the nextstation. The city breathed in, 
an expectant little gasp, and didnot exhale. The air itself seemed to shiver with anticipation. 

In the darkness before the dawn, the cries of the shevelsbrought sleepers out of sleep and warned 
the night workers thatthere would be no pleasant bed for them at daybreak. Those whocould ate 
lightly of the foods permitted before a day of prayer andfasting. 

Crispin stood in the great parnissery square, staring out at thecity that lay beneath his feet, feeling 
his heart race and hisblood pound through his veins like floodwaters overfilling astream. Soon 
. . . so soon . . . 

What does a god wear to his inauguration? Crispin wondered. Heconsidered the green silk, but 
chose the cloth of gold, and hisbest emeralds. His best sword. The Fingus headdress, with 
theemeralds inset in the gold cap, and the two oxbow-cock feathers ateach side. And his 
comfortable dress boots. No god shouldhave to suffer aching feet. 

The Mirror of Souls already occupied its place just in front ofthe main altar in the central 
parnissery. He stood behind it,smiling down at the men and women and children who began to 



fillthe square. They were his meat. His fuel, all of them. Hecould already feel the energy from 
their miserable little livescoursing through his blood. 

The sun rose over the horizon, barely making its presence knownbefore vanishing behind the 
swollen bellies of the rain clouds thatblanketed the sky. The bells began pealing out the single 
alto noteof Soma, and as they did, the first huge drops of rain spatteredthe pavement and hit the 
carriage, and the low rumble of thunderrolled through the jagged hills. Crispin watched hundreds 
of heavypaper umbrellas blossom like desert flowers, and smiled to himself.How many fewer 
people would walk home than had hurried toward thesacred square? How many of them would he 
bleed dry to createhimself as god? 

Nomeni took his place on the step in front of the Mirror ofSouls and began leading the sheep in 
the first of the prayerdances, spinning slowly on one foot, bent all the way over with hiswrists 
dragging the stone stair. He was still a limber bastard,Crispin thought. Old, certainly, and perhaps 
truly dying —Crispin had heard rumors to that effect for months — but notout of the game yet. 

Watching him, Crispin could regret the lie he’d told to winthe old parnissa’s cooperation. 
Nomeni would not be joininghim in godhood. No one would. Crispin didn’t care to share 
hispower with anyone, so only he would rest his hands in the pool oflight that swirled in the heart 
of the Mirror — the pool oflight his Dragon told him was the key to immortality. Only he 
wouldbe fed when the Mirror drew life and magic from the assembledthousands. Only he would 
live forever. 

The old man finished his prayer dance, and Crispin moved outfrom behind the Mirror and down 
the stairs. There he knelt in frontof Nomeni, to all appearances the dedicated son of Iberismhe’d 
been trained to emulate. 

“Rise,” the old man told him. 

Crispin kissed the hem of Nomeni’s robe — simple,pious black silk this morning, that made his 
own cloth of gold andemeralds and feathers look like the cheap gauds of a concubine 
bycomparison. He felt silly for a moment, as if he’d seen in theold man the true definition of 
power with grace. But when he rose,he allowed only a warm smile to show in his face and his 
eyes, andhe whispered, “Are you ready, old friend, to join me ingodhood?” 

“Wait,” Nomeni whispered. “The square is not yetas full as it can be. I’ll tell the cattle why 
they’rehere — by then, it should be packed.” 

Crispin nodded and tried to relax. He reascended the platformand stood behind the Mirror of 
Souls with his hands at his sides.The parnissa took his place directly in front of the Mirror 
asCrispin had told him he should. 

The parnissa raised his arms and pitched his voice to the backof the square. “Iberans, 
Calimekkans, sons and daughters ofIberism, hear now the words of the gods as they spoke them 
to me.As you watch, the sky darkens and the gods who hold Matrin in theirhand crush the clouds 



in their fists and squeeze out thunder andlightning. They stare at you in anger and send forth foul 
omens ofdeath and disease, of the destruction of this city and all whoinhabit it.” 

Nice opener, Crispin thought. Good attention-getter. The peoplein the square were staring at the 
sky, crowding together tighterand tighter as more of them squeezed their way in. They were 
packedlike pickled herring, and their faces wore expressions of fear.Their fear-stink rose from 
them in great waves, and touchedCrispin’s nostrils like the sweetest of perfumes. 

He heard above their cattle moans and sheep bleats the rattle ofother wheels on the pavement 
outside of the square. Othercarriages, coming fast. He frowned. Only members of Families 
werepermitted to ride in carriages to the parnisseries. But Familieshad their own parnissas, and 
their own private chapels, and wouldbe meeting in them to hear the words of the parnissa 
broadcast fromthe Ancients’ tower in the central parnissery square of eachlesser parnissery. So 
which Family members were out in the dreadfulweather, fighting through the crowds to attend 
the prayers with amob of the unwashed? From which Families? And why? 

“Your sacrifices,” Nomeni growled to the listeners,“have been shameful. You have not offered 
your best ofanything to the gods. Your penitences have been false; you havehidden secrets deep 
within the dark corners of your lives; and youhave lied to Lodan, who gives and takes, and to 
Brethwan, whorejoices and suffers.” 

The carriages rolled into the square, parting the already packedcrowds as they moved forward. 
Galweigh crests decorated theirdoors, and Galweigh colors caparisoned their horses. For a 
momentCrispin was bewildered. Then his cousin Andrew stepped out of thefirst carriage. Anwyn, 
cloaked and masked, his deformitiesdisguised as parts of a costume, jumped down from the 
second. Bothhad disguised themselves in Galweigh finery, red and black; theystalked through the 
crowd like scythes through grass, the coweringpeasants scrambling out of their way in fear of 
their lives. Withreason, of course — the unfortunate un-Familied peon whotouched a Family 
member without prior permission would find himselfa featured attraction in Punishment Square. 

His brother and his cousin had discovered what he was up to,Crispin realized. But how? 

It didn’t matter — Crispin had enough time to do whathe needed to do if he acted immediately. 
He wouldn’t have toshare godhood with anyone. 

He slipped his hands over the colorful incised symbols on themain petal of the Mirror of Souls. 
He followed the pattern hisDragon had carefully described to him. His fingers touched thecool, 
polished surfaces of the gemstones inlaid in the metal.There, and there, and there — pressing, 
watching thegems light up from within, watching as the light swirling in thecenter of the Mirror 
began flowing faster, and faster, bulgingupward in the center. It changed color, becoming first 
pale blueand then deeper blue and finally a blue so deep it was almostblack; and at that instant, as 
he’d been instructed, heplunged both his hands into that darkly glowing dome of light inthe heart 
of the Mirror of Souls. 

I win, he thought. 



You lose, the voice in his head shouted gleefully. 

Light poured upward and outward, a dark blue waterfall invertedand shot at the sky. It arced over 
the people in the square, overhis brother and cousin, over the lesser parnissas that stood atopthe 
altar behind him and at points around the square. It boundedfrom person to person in the crowd, 
touching all of them,connecting them, illuminating them. It shot into the centralparnissery tower, 
and Crispin could see the light streaming fromthere toward other towers throughout the city. He 
could see. . . but he could not affect. He could not move, notbreathe, not cry out — he could not 
even fall down and breakcontact with the Mirror of Souls. 

Inside his skull, the screaming of demons. 

Pain that lit up the backs of his eyeballs, seared the roots ofhis teeth, burned his tongue until he 
was sure it was a charredcinder in his mouth. Screaming white-hot pain shot through hisspine, 
and from his spine burrowed outward, tearing him apart. Hefelt his awareness — his soul — rip 
loose from his body.He tried to resist the ripping, tried to fight the terror that hefelt, but he was 
helpless. Utterly helpless, while the mercilesslight stripped his soul in tatters from his flesh and 
flung it infrightened, howling gobbets into the blazing maw of the Mirror ofSouls. Sucked out of 
himself and tossed into the terrifyinginfinity of the Veil, left to float in the darkness — a 
mindwithout senses, a soul locked inside the impenetrable walls ofitself. He screamed silently, 
pled for mercy or a second chance,begged the forces that had destroyed him to return him to his 
bodyand his life. 

The gods weren’t listening. 

*     *     * 

In the square, the light retreated from the peopleit had touched; a sea swallowing itself at ebb 
tide. The parnissa,Nomeni, lay dead on the steps leading up to the altar, his corpsedesiccated, 
mummified, his twisted body and horrified face lockedinto a hideous rictus, a silent testament to 
the pain and terrorthat had preceded his death. The crowd held a few other corpses,their locations 
marked by the movement of the living away from them— they were pocks in the complexion of 
the crowd. Surprisinglyfew — in a crowd of close to fifteen thousand people, therewere fewer 
than twenty such pocks. 

Crispin stood with his hands still immersed in the light thatswirled in the center of the Mirror of 
Souls. His body was stiff,his head bowed, his shoulders straining against invisibleforces. 

Then the last pale strands of light spiraled down through thecenter of the Mirror and vanished. 
The artifact sat dead, dormant,silent. Crispin staggered backward and yelled, then caught 
himselfand shook himself as if awakening from a nightmare. He flushed,embarrassment clear in 
his expression. 

With a deep sigh, he walked forward and down the steps, to kneelbeside the corpse of the 
parnissa. As he did, a single beam ofsunlight broke through the clouds and illuminated him, and 



the goldof his clothing and the gems he wore caught the light and scatteredradiance around him 
as if he were a prism. 

He rose, and lifted a hand, and the panicked sounds in the crowddied down. “My people,” he said 
softly, though his voicecarried clearly, “the gods brought us here to witness theirjudgment against 
the unfaithful, the unworthy, the dishonest. Manyof us have been fooled by those we trusted; 
many of us havefollowed with pure hearts the edicts of the wicked; many of us havebeen victims 
of our own trust.” He stepped backward one step,up the stairs, placing intentional distance 
between himself anddead Nomeni. “I was made a fool; I allowed myself to bebrought here at the 
insistence of a man I believed in, to offersacrifice. But our gods have spoken for themselves, and 
have chosentheir own sacrifices. And we who have been judged by fire, and havebeen found 
acceptable in the eyes of our gods, must now go back toour homes and reflect on those who have 
died for the evils theyhave done.” 

The people stood staring. Sheep. Stupid sheep. He waved a handat them. “Go home,” he said. 
“Go back to your homes,to your work, to whatever you would have been doing. The gods 
havehad their amusement, and have made their point. We must be vigilantin our care of our own 
piety — and the gods will be vigilantfor us in guaranteeing the piety of those they set over us to 
servethem.” Bitterness tinged his voice. “For now, go home.Begone.” 

Anwyn made his way through the crowd that finally began to moveout of the square, fighting the 
tide of humanity. “Youdon’t sound happy,” he purred. “Dear me, youdon’t sound happy at all.” 

Crispin stared at him coldly. “How perceptive of you tonotice, brother.” 

“Didn’t your little toy work the way you hadhoped?” 

“Had it worked the way I hoped, I would have been a god,and you and everyone else in this city 
would have been bowing onyour knees to me,” he snarled. “I don’t see anyonebowing.” 

Anwyn laughed, and the laughter echoed hollowly behind his metalmask. “Poor Crispin — being 
so clever and failing somiserably. You should have waited for us — perhaps the threeof us 
together could have made the Mirror do what it was supposedto do.” 

Crispin shook his head. “It . . . failed. Somecomponent inside of it shattered — I heard it go — 
andwhen it did, the magic fell back on itself.” He shrugged, alook of resignation on his face. “I 
lost nothing by theattempt. We’ll take the Mirror home, and you and Andrew canplay with it, and 
see if perhaps you can get it to work.” Hepointed to one of the junior parnissas who had been 
hovering wellbehind the altar. “You — have that taken to SabirHouse.” He jerked his chin toward 
the Mirror of Souls. 

“Not to Galweigh House?” 

“It’s too remote for convenience. I’m having thetreasures from its vaults brought to Sabir House. 
You will havealready received the slaves. The furnishings . . .”He shrugged. “We can use the 



place as a fortress, perhaps, orfor entertainment. But I’ve discovered that Sabir House ismuch 
more convenient for everyday use.” 

“I see. Just as well you’ll be rejoining us,”Andrew said. “We need to watch you better, Crispin. 
Idon’t trust you.” 

Anwyn laughed; then Crispin laughed, too. 

“Trust. A concept the three of us are far too civilized tobe seduced by,” Crispin said. “Trust is the 
domain ofcattle — watchfulness the purview of the cattleman who raisesand slaughters the 
cattle.” He walked down the steps, brushingpast his brother and his cousin, and strode to his 
carriage.“I’ll see both of you back at the House. At your leisure,of course.” 

He got into the carriage; the driver whipped the horses; theyclattered out into the street. 

Crispin sat with his face to the window, staring out at thepeople leaving the square. A beautiful 
young woman caught his eye.She stared straight at him, gray eyes coldly curious. He touchedhis 
cheek with his little finger, and her lips curled into a smile.She nodded curtly and turned away. 
Then he spotted a man, tall andbroad-shouldered, with a flat belly and jet-black eyes. The 
mangave him the same intent stare, raised his little finger to hischeek. Crispin nodded. 

A slender girl with the build of a dancer turned away from theboy who held her hand; at the 
sound of the approaching carriage shestepped back and lifted her chin and stared at Crispin, and 
hersmile was feral. A quick gesture, hand up to brush a stray lock ofhair from her forehead . . . 
and the little fingerdragged for just an instant across her cheek. She turned awaybefore he could 
even respond. It didn’t matter. They would allcome together. He and she and the rest. Hundreds 
of them throughoutthe city, returned from the dead, invested into the youngest,strongest, most 
beautiful bodies available, and into bodies withaccess to power. 

Within a week, they would meet. Within another week, they wouldhave gained control of the 
resources they needed to beginrebuilding the life-pillars that the Great War had destroyed. 
Andwith the life-pillars re-created . . . 

. . . Well, then they truly would be immortal. 

Dafril, the Dragon who wore Crispin’s body, smiled andflexed his arms, and stretched his legs, 
and arched his back. Hecouldn’t believe how good it felt to be embodied again; aftermore than a 
thousand years, he’d forgotten many of thepleasures of the flesh. He’d have plenty of time to 
reacquainthimself with them, though. The Dragons were back. And this time,they intended to 
stay. Forever. 

 

       

  



Book Two 

 

“There is noday so dark that it cannot grow darker, and no man so strong thathe 
cannot be crushed. Or are you immortal, Rogan?” 

ALLIVITA, IN ACT II OF THE LAST HEROOF MAESTWAULD 

BY VINCALIS THE AGITATOR 

 

      

  

Chapter 25 

  

“. . . and that’s how we cameto be here,” Dùghall said. 

Kait sipped gratefully at the mug of plantain beer and leanedagainst the bolster on the floor. Of 
all the rest of her fellowsurvivors, only Ry was awake. He sat to her left, devouring themeat-
flavored rice dish that Dùghall had offered. The rest ofthem were sleeping on the floor in the 
back room; she could hearsoft snores and the occasional rustle as someone rolled over.“But that 
explains nothing of how you arrived here, or whyyou’ve changed so much.” 



Dùghall smiled. He was thinner and harder — to Kait helooked like he’d been put in an oven, 
where the fat had meltedoff his body and left him tough and brown and wiry. Gone were 
theround belly and full jowls that were the mark of the wealthy man inCalimekkan society. 

“I’ve told you how we escaped from the Sabirs, thoseof us who survived. Perhaps others lived 
that I didn’t see, ofcourse — the House, after all, is the friend of those who knowher secrets.” He 
shook his head, and Kait saw pain in hiseyes. “I hope more live than the few that spent the night 
inthat room with me. After the walking dead rid the House of itsinvaders, I returned to my 
quarters. I’d thought to help theFamily rebuild — regain its foothold in the city. But I 
soughtguidance on how I could best do that; I threw the zanda, andit gave me a message I’d 
thought never to see in my lifetime.I was to leave the House, taking nothing with me but what I 
couldcarry on my back and telling no one of my departure, becauseaccording to the zanda, there 
were traitors among oursurvivors. I was to journey in secret. I was to go home and fromthere seek 
allies to stand with the Reborn and the Falcons againstthe Dragons. 

“So I did exactly that. I slipped out of Galweigh Houseunseen and unremarked and placed myself 
aboard the first ship Icould find that was sailing for the Imumbarras. Once there, Iemptied the 
embassy treasury, sent out a call to my adult sons tojoin me for battle, hired the best soldiers I 
could find on theislands, claimed the Galweigh ships in harbor under martial law,and sailed ships 
and men through the Imumbarra Isles, the FireIslands, and the Thousand Dancers. Along the way 
I hired more men,stocked my ships, trained them — ” 

“Then you have a navy hidden here?” Ry interrupted,his voice eager. 

“No.” 

“No?” Kait was puzzled. “Then what happened tothe ships and men and supplies?” She kept 
seeing herselfsailing into Calimekka with a trained, eager marine force toreclaim the Mirror of 
Souls. 

“When we reached Falea and began to add to our supplies,the Reborn spoke to me. He told me 
that I was to send my greatforce on to Brelst under the command of my oldest son. He said Iwas 
to wait here.” 

Ry said, “If you hadn’t sent your fleet off,they’d be here now to help us retrieve the Mirror of 
Souls. Orperhaps they could have prevented the Mirror of Souls from beingstolen in the first 
place. We, after all, were also on our way toBrelst.” 

“The ways of Vodor Imrish are . . . well,convoluted at best, and his motives are rarely clear to the 
mortalmind.” Dùghall managed a wry, wan smile. “I suspectI’m here to help you reclaim the 
Mirror of Souls. Though whythis could better be done by the few we have now instead of 
themany we would have had a month ago, I don’t know.” 

“I would have sailed with the fleet,” Ry said.“To cold hell with oracles.” 



“And had I done that, I wouldn’t know my niecelived,” Dùghall said, “and I wouldn’t be ableto 
travel back to the city to assist you in regaining theMirror.” 

“I doubt a diplomat will be of much use to us,” Rysaid. 

“And if I were a diplomat, I’d have to agree with you.But I’m a wizard, son — your better by far, 
even with allyour men assisting you; better than young Hasmal in there; betterthan my little 
Kaitcha here who I can see has been doing diligentstudy in the science since I saw her last.” 

Ry flushed. “How did you know . . . ?” 

“That you were a wizard? A Wolf?” His smile was sly.“I’m a Falcon. An old Falcon. I’ve 
beenwatching your sort all my life, and not one of you has ever so muchas suspected that I was 
anything but the diplomat I claimed to be.I can smell Wolves the way Kait . . . or you, I 
suspect. . . can smell the animals creeping through theunderbrush outside the village walls.” 

Kait watched Ry’s eyebrows slide up his forehead, though helooked away before he could betray 
his surprise to Dùghall.“You’re an observant man,” he said quietly.“Observant enough that I’m 
surprised someone hasn’thad you killed.” 

“Observant enough that I’m still alive, in spite ofthe fact that more than a few have tried.” 

“Perhaps you’ll be an asset to our mission afterall.” 

Kait glanced at Ry. “When did it become our mission?I don’t recall asking you to help me 
retrieve the Mirror ofSouls.” 

He looked straight into her eyes and said, “I have myreasons for going with you.” 

“I need to know what they are,” Kait said. 

Dùghall nodded. “I’m afraid I have to agree.Sabir reasons and Wolf reasons are unlikely to mesh 
well withGalweigh reasons and Falcon reasons.” 

Now Ry faltered. He looked from her to Dùghall, then backto her again. Kait saw long-buried 
pain in his eyes. “Thetruth?” he said. “Aside from being with you, that is? Ineed the Mirror of 
Souls as much as you do.” He looked awayfrom her and his voice went both quiet and hard. “I 
want mybrother back.” 

Kait’s stomach lurched. “He’s . . .dead?” 

“For a long time.” 

Kait worded her question carefully. “What makes you thinkthe Mirror of Souls could give him 
back to you?” 



Ry managed a small smile. “He told me so himself.” 

“A voice inside your head, you mean? One that claimed to beyour brother? One that came to you 
not long ago . . .maybe after our Families fought?” 

He nodded. 

“That wasn’t your brother.” 

“He was Cadell. He knew things only Cadell couldknow.” 

Kait shook her head. “He read your memories. Such a spirittold me how to find the Mirror — she 
told me she was anancestor of mine, martyred by your Family hundreds of years ago.She lied, 
because she wanted me to bring the Mirror of Souls toCalimekka. She was a Dragon.” 

She thought his face went pale. “And how did you discoverthat?” 

Kait didn’t know how he would respond to her story ofseeking out the Reborn in the womb, or 
how reliable he wouldconsider the information. So she said, “Hasmal performed aspell. From it 
we discovered her origins.” 

Ry frowned and sat quietly for a moment. Kait felt a tinytendril of magic curl out from his body; 
she tightened her shieldsuntil she could feel nothing. His sort of magic would pull itspower from 
the people around him, and might rebound to him andanyone he involved; she wanted nothing to 
do with that. 

“Cadell won’t answer me,” he said at last. 

“That’s because he isn’t Cadell,”Dùghall said. 

“So you have no reason to go with us when we retrieve theMirror.” 

Ry looked long and hard at her. “I still have reasons. Ileft my Family and crossed the ocean to be 
with you, Kait. I stillwant to be with you.” He looked away from her and said,“Maybe you think 
I’m a fool.” He shrugged.“Maybe I am a fool. But I’ll see you safely whereyou’re going. And my 
men will stay with me. They’re loyaland brave — they’ll be good to have along.” 

Dùghall said, “Events fall into place.” His tonewas enigmatic, his expression troubled. Suddenly 
he stiffened andturned toward the west. “Shield yourselves!” hesnapped. 

A wave of pure malevolent magic rolled over Kait, overwhelmingthe light shield she already had 
in place. The pain of the magicblinded her, threw her to the floor, and drove into her belly likea 
knife. 

Blind. 



Deaf. 

Mute. 

Paralyzed. 

Devoured by agony. 

She fought for a handhold in that sudden sea of horror; a singlepoint upon which she could 
concentrate, a single piece of debris inher shattered world that she could use to keep herself 
fromdrowning in madness. 

Focus. 

She found a place of calm energy beneath her. 

Drew in protective magic. 

Rebuilt her shield. 

Fed it, a slow trickle at a time, then faster as the shieldbegan to buffer her from the maelstrom 
around her. She expanded it,let it meld to Ry’s shield and Dùghall’s, thenexpanded it carefully 
over the men in the other room who had beencaught sleeping and had been crushed by the 
wizardstorm. 

She crouched, huddled and shivering, on the floor. Blessedstillness cradled her, and slowly, 
slowly, the pain subsided. 

Her hands trembled, and cold sweat beaded on her forehead anddripped down her nose and off 
her upper lip. But she had herselfunder control, and the evil could no longer touch her. Her 
visionbegan to clear, and she saw Dùghall and Ry curled on the floorbeside her, both pale and 
sweating and shivering. She rose, shockedat how weak her legs were and how wobbly her gait, 
and totteredoutside. She looked west, toward the birthplace of the evil shefelt. 

The cloud-smeared sky glowed impossibly blue, the blue ofsapphires illuminated from inside, 
their light sent streakingacross the horizon in tight arcs. Lovely. But the poison thatpoured from 
the beautiful light pounded at her, even as shetightened her shield. She knew the evil — knew its 
shape andits appearance, knew its name, and how it had come to be summonedforth. 

She leaned against the cool, whitewashed wall and closed hereyes. That light came from the 
Mirror of Souls. They’d usedit. She could feel the artifact’s imprint in the magic; shecould 
recognize its signature. After months of living on the shipwith the damned thing, feeling its 
energy permeating the cabin,hearing the almost-imperceptible hum of its light core, she feltshe 
knew it better than she knew her shipmates. And it was awake,and alive, and exultant. 



Evil. The artifact was inherently evil; she did not think therewould be any way to use it for good. 
She hadn’t been able tosense that before, but now, with it fully awake, she couldn’tmistake the 
Mirror’s essential nature. It had been created tocause pain, to maim and destroy in some manner 
that she could not,from her great distance, fathom. It had waited more than a thousandyears to 
carry out its evil. It was . . . happy. 

I brought it here. If I hadn’t gone after it. . . if I hadn’t listened to the voice that told methe only 
way I could hope to see my Family alive again was toretrieve it . . . 

But no. Down that path lay madness. She had acted in good faith,using the best of her knowledge 
at the time. She had done the onlything she believed she could do. And if she had not been 
willing toundertake the arduous voyage, the same voice who lured her acrossthe ocean would 
have found another person with equally compellingdesires. 

Others had crawled out into the daylight to stare at the distantlight show. Kait heard Hasmal 
nearby, and Ry, and Dùghall.Dùghall stood staring at the sky, and frightened villagershurried to 
surround him, babbling questions in panicked voices. Heshook his head and pointed his finger at 
those glowing blue arcsand answered them in their own language. She heard his attempt tobe 
comforting and, underneath that, his fear. 

She walked to his side. “We’re too late. They’veused it.” 

Dùghall looked from her to the sky, where the lights hadfinally begun to flicker out. Back to her, 
to the sky, to her.Finally he said, “We’ve known for a thousand years andbetter that the Dragons 
would return, Kait. We’ve been waitingfor them. We knew they would find the Mirror, though 
we didn’tknow how. Vincalis predicted all of these things in his SecretTexts, and warned us to 
watch — that these evil things werethe signs that foretold a good outcome. The Dragons are 
back, theirmagic has returned, and the Mirror of Souls is in their hands. Butprophecy said all 
these things would come to pass before Solanderreturned to us. He’s ready to be rebirthed — and 
when hereturns, he’ll lead all of us against the Dragons, and we willwipe them utterly from the 
face of the earth and raise the city ofParanne for everyone.” 

“Danya carries the Reborn in her belly,” Kait said.“But she has closed herself off from him, and 
won’tanswer me when I try to reach her, either.” 

Dùghall’s eyebrows slid up his forehead, and she knewshe’d stunned him. 

“Danya?” he whispered. “Danya! Is alive? Sheescaped from the Sabirs? How?” 

Kait cut him off. “I don’t know how she’s doing,and I don’t know how she got away from her 
kidnappers. All Iknow is she’s pregnant with the Reborn. I can feel her angerand her hurt, but I 
can’t reach her. Either I don’t haveenough control of magic to get through to her, or else sheisn’t 
listening.” 

Dùghall looked worried for a moment. “I’d feelbetter if I knew where she was. How she’d come 
to be there.How she was doing.” He sighed, and stared toward Calimekka,where the last of the 



lights had vanished, and the overwhelmingfeeling of evil had dissipated. “Whatever they did 
there,it’s finished now. But we have Vincalis’s assurance thatthe Reborn will set things right. 
We’ll follow his guidance;with his help we’ll destroy the Dragons. And when it’sdone, the 
Reborn will build an eternal empire of love better thanany empire the world has known before.” 

Kait nodded, hoping the future’s outcome was as certain asher uncle believed. “What about 
Danya?” 

“The Reborn will protect her.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 26 

  

The horrible darkness and the bittercold of winter had given way to a short, startling spring, and 
thento a summer where the sun never set. The bleak tundra bloomed,suddenly and shockingly 
fertile, covered with berries of a dozenvarieties, short-lived flowers in colors Danya had never 
evenimagined before, sturdy greenery that grew so fast she keptthinking if she sat down and 
watched just a little longer, shecould see the plants move. 

Birds flocked to the just-melted waterways and filled the skieswith their chatter and themselves 
with the larvae of mosquitoes andburstbugs. Blackflies and coppergnats filled the air in clouds, 
andspawning salmon and firth and grayling raced into the pure, cold,shallow streams to mate. 
Wolves and bears trailed their young,foxes trotted ahead of round-faced kits, caribou and wixen 
swungacross the spongy ground in huge herds with their calves at theirsides. 

Danya swelled, too, as fertile as the rolling tundra. The babywas huge inside of her, all angles and 
lumps and kicking, squirmingprotrusions. She waddled when she walked, fought for balance, 
sleptsitting up because she could no longer breathe when she lay down. Asmall part of her 
embraced the changes, because they made her feelnecessary and vital and somehow more alive 
than she’d everfelt. That small part of her was the Danya she had been before theSabir Wolves 
kidnapped her, tortured her, raped her, and used heras the buffer for the spell they launched 
against her Family. Thatsmall part of her had always wanted a baby, and found the life ofthe one 
inside her enthralling. 

But she was no longer human, and she felt sure that the magicthat had twisted her into a monster 
had done the same thing to theunborn infant. And she could not forget the rape that had forcedthe 
child on her, and the three detestable Sabirs, one of whom hadfathered it. Luercas said that the 
father was Karnee — thatmeant that he was either Crispin or Andrew, both of whom hadchanged 



into beast form at one time or another while torturing her.So the infant would have their beast-
nature, too. 

Had she still been human, she might have been able to forgivethe unborn creature for his 
existence; after all, he haddone nothing to her. But she looked at the monster she’dbecome, and 
her ugly, ravaged body twisted the joy she found in thewonder of pregnancy and poisoned it. 
When the magic made her into amonster, the people who cast it took away everything she’dever 
wanted in her life: home, friends, Family, position, wealth,and future. 

She shifted her weight to her other hip when the baby kicked,trying to find a position that didn’t 
hamper her breathing orhurt her back and at the same time trying to find a comfortableposition 
for her thick tail. She sat among the hummocks on the edgeof a high bluff, watching the light 
glint off the water below her,though her body was no longer designed for sitting. 

No. The Sabirs hadn’t taken away everything. She wasstill a Wolf. She still had her magic. And 
Luercas promised herthat with her magic and his help, she would have her revenge. Shewould 
bring about the deaths of the Sabirs — she would feelher hands wrapped around their cold, 
silenced hearts, and theirblood would congeal on her fingers. She would see her own 
Familyhumiliated, subservient before her, made to suffer for theircallousness, for their 
unwillingness to pay the necessary price torescue her. 

The baby stilled in her belly, and she felt it reach out to her.Mind-touch to mind, soul-touch to 
soul. It felt like sunlight— hope and warmth and still, soft brightness that radiatedoutward from 
her center, blurring the edges of her pain andpromising her peace. Hope. Love. 

I am your reward for surviving all that pain, itwhispered. I will make you whole again. 

As she did every time, she blocked its delicate touch andtentative contact. She pulled her magic 
around her like a wall,holding herself separate from the intruder in her body. She wouldnot love 
the thing. She would not. If she allowed herself to loveit, she would lose the keen, fine edge of 
her hatred. . . and she would not lose that. Without hatred,she could not keep herself keyed for 
revenge. And she had sworn onher immortal soul that the Sabirs would pay for what they did 
toher, and that the Galweighs would pay for what they failed todo. 

She rose awkwardly and stretched. Below her lay the riverSokema, and her little boat waited on 
the sandbar. Across theriver, the Kargans worked in their fish camp, gutting the fish theydrew 
from the river, spreading it flat, drying it on lines the waywomen back in Calimekka had dried 
their clothes, or smoking it overgreen willow fires in smokehouses to make the tough fish jerky 
thatsustained them through the winter. 

She watched them from her perch on the bluff. Brown in theirsummer fur, squat and rounded, 
they bounded from task to task withthe energy of cubs. The Kargans. Her people now. They had 
given hera house, a name within their clan — Gathalorra, or Master ofthe Lorrags — and their 
friendship. She would have traded allof it for a single room in the servants’ level of 
GalweighHouse, if she could once again be a true human. 



She heard steps behind her and turned. 

“We are finished, kind Gathalorra,” one of thechildren said. He held up his berry bag to show her. 
The otherchildren nodded, and made the grimaces that she’d learned toidentify as smiles, and 
held up their berry bags, too. “Do youwant some berries before we go home?” 

“No,” she said. “I had all the berries I wantedwhile I waited for you, and you worked hard for 
those. Save themall for night-meal.” The charming Kargan children, who wereunfailingly polite 
and helpful and who treated her like a crossbetween their big sister and their favorite aunt, 
bounded down thebluff like wolf cubs released from their den. They yipped andsnarled at each 
other, bared teeth and laid ears flat back, raisedthe fur on their spines . . . then laughed wildly at 
thefierce creatures they appeared to be, and pounced on each other.Two-legged puppies. 

In Calimekka, they would have all been murdered in the publicsquare for being abominations 
against the gods. 

She thought about that sometimes. 

She waddled down the bluff so slowly that all of them werealready in the long, flat boat and 
seated with their berry bags ontheir laps when she arrived. She shoved the boat into the water 
andclambered in, thinking that she wouldn’t be able to take themacross the river for berries many 
more times. Her body was becomingtoo ungainly. 

She paddled carefully — she had only learned the art ofboating the month before, and she still 
felt uncertain of herskills. Her taloned hands scrabbled to keep their purchase on theshort, flat 
paddle, and her tail, which she tried to keep coiledaround her while she knelt in the back of the 
boat, kept uncoilingon its own and striking the boat’s ribs and clinker-lappedboards, as if it were 
a thing apart and desperate for escape. 

“Da says the hunters are meeting tonight for theSpirit-Dance, and I mustn’t forget to invite you, 
in case youwish to hunt,” one of the children said. 

The men loved to have her hunt with them, because her keen nosetook her to game not even they 
were aware of, and because her speedallowed her to run down the heavy golden caribou and the 
bulky,violent wixen, and her teeth and claws gave her the tools sheneeded to bring them down. 

But now, of course, she didn’t have much speed or muchstamina. 

“Offer your Da my thanks for me if you see him before Ido,” she said. “But I’m too near my time 
tohunt.” She’d been pleased with herself for the skill withwhich she’d negotiated the complex 
Karganese tenses, but froma few soft giggles toward the front of the boat, she guessed shehadn’t 
gotten them right after all. 

One of the older children, who would be hunting within the nextyear, ducked his head diffidently 
and said, “You mean,‘If you see him before I do.’ ” 



“That’s what I said, isn’t it?” 

The child shook his head and said, “You said, ‘If yousee him before I do.’ ” 

Danya sighed. She couldn’t hear the difference. She’dalways thought she had a good ear for 
languages, and she’dspent much of her life learning the handful of major tongues thatserved 
Ibera, but the subtleties of Karganese eluded her. 

“Say it again,” she said. “Your way. The right way.” 

The child’s ears perked forward, and he repeated thephrase. Danya said, “Now say what I said.” 

The child flicked his ears back and tipped his head and saidexactly the same thing he had said 
before. Danya heard nodifference at all. None. 

“I don’t hear it,” she said. 

She’d learned the Kargan face that meant puzzlement —lifted upper lip, lowered brow, fur 
around the eyes erect so thatthey seemed in imminent danger of disappearing. “Hear?”the child 
asked. Now the other cubs began to giggle. 

The Karganese were polite to the point of pain sometimes.She’d had the feeling before that she 
was missing somethingimportant when she spoke; she got that puzzled look more often thanshe 
could explain. But none of the adults would admit she was doinganything wrong. They invariably 
ascribed their puzzlement to theirown stupidity. 

Perhaps she would be able to get something out of the kids, whodidn’t seem as inclined to call 
themselves stupid. 

“What am I doing wrong?” she asked. “Idon’t understand.” 

She looked at the kid and he looked back. 

He flicked his ears forward. “If you see him before Ido.” He flicked his ears back and tipped his 
head to the side.“If you see him before I do.” He flicked his earsforward. “If you see him before I 
do.” He flicked hisears back and tipped his head. “If you see him before Ido.” 

She was staring at him, suddenly beginning to comprehend thescale of what she had been 
missing. She swiveled her own huge earsforward and made sure she kept her head straight, and 
she said,“If you see him before I do.” She swiveled her ears backand tipped her head. “Not, ‘If 
you see him before Ido.’ ” 

The kid grinned. “Almost. But it’s. . .” He perked his ears stiffly forward.“Like that, not . . .” He 
relaxed themslightly. 

She groaned. “What’s the difference?” 



He shrugged, a gesture that meant the same thing to him that itdid to her. “My way is right, yours 
was . . . ah. . . rude.” 

That was the way of it. The kids would tell her what she didwrong, but couldn’t explain why. The 
adults probably couldhave explained why, but were too polite to admit that shewasn’t perfect. 
Now she knew why they never looked away fromeach other’s faces when they talked. Now she 
knew, too, thatshe had a second language she would have to learn, and perfectly,if she was ever 
going to communicate with the Kargans the way sheneeded to. A woman who could not speak 
fluently could not raise anarmy with eloquence, and Danya had nothing but eloquence with 
whichto move her adopted people. 

She was resolving to never look away from the face of a speakeragain when more giggles roused 
her from her reverie. She glanced atthe children, and saw them looking ahead, to the bluff 
they’djust left behind. She’d been paddling in a circle. 

With a sigh, she shifted the paddle and fought the boat back toher original heading. 

Revenge would take time. Lucky for her it was the one thing shehad in abundance. 

 

      

  

Chapter 27 

  

The Z’tatnean blade-hulled ketchslipped along the last stretch of the north coast of Goft, 
itstriangular sail making the most of the sparse night winds. Blackagainst black in the cloud-
blanketed night, it drew no notice fromthe tenders of the watchfires on shore. Its destination was 
notCalimekka’s great harbor, but rather a rocky bit of shorelinefifty leagues to the north of the 
city. There it would drop itscargo; then it would return to Z’tatne. 

Its cargo, huddled in the bottom of the ketch and dressed instolen Salbarian paint and finery, 
conversed in hushedwhispers. 

“It’s going to be a long way to walk with us dressedlike the gods’ damned harem dancers.” That 
was Yanth, whohadn’t been happy since he had to paint over his cheek scars,and who didn’t 
think the baggy, stiff, broidery-laden fashionsof the Salbarians flattered his lean frame, and who 
had gotten loudand threatened violence when Dùghall hacked off his long hair.“I’d rather sail 
into the bay and take my chances atbeing recognized than prance down the coast in this 
ridiculouscostume.” 



Kait studied him. She found herself liking Ry’s firstlieutenant, even if the man did stand loyally 
in the Sabir camp.“The Salbarians always pack their goods overland from Amleri.If we go into 
Calimekka through the west gates, we’ll just bemore of what the guards see every day. No one 
will notice us; noone will remember us. If we sail into the bay, we might as wellpaint, Look at 
me, I don’t belong here, on ourfaces.” 

“How can it matter that much?” Yanth asked. “Whowill pay any attention to a bunch of traders?” 

Dùghall laughed. “Spoken like a fighter. If theydon’t carry swords, they must be invisible.” 

“I am a fighter. Not that anyone will believe itnow.” He snorted. “Looking like this, not even my 
bladebrothers would know me.” 

Ian, equally garish in Salbarian dress, sighed. “First, wedon’t want your blade brothers to 
recognize you, and weespecially don’t want people to believe you’re a fighter.If you’re a trader, 
you don’t have to pay warrior’sbond to enter the city, and your name won’t go in the 
RedRegister. When you’re trying to be inconspicuous, that’sa good thing. Second, if you’re a 
trader in the wrongplace, people will notice. But they’ll be people youaren’t used to noticing, and 
that will be bad for you.”He shrugged. “Believe me on this if you believe nothing elseyou ever 
hear from me — people know their own. You’ll beable to pass as a Salbarian trader only if you 
never speak, andrarely move. If you can do it long enough to get through the Circleof Gates, 
we’ll let you stop pretending to be a Salbarian anddress up as something closer to your nature.” 
He closed hiseyes and leaned back against the hull of the boat. “A gamingcock, perhaps,” he 
muttered. 

Kait suppressed a smile. The idea of Salbarian disguise had beenIan’s, and even when he’d 
presented it, he had been lessthan optimistic about their success in infiltrating the citywithout 
drawing unwanted attention. Now Kait thought he lookedresigned. “Third,” he said, “we won’t 
bewalking down the coast road. That would draw attention. Ihave connections — friends from 
years ago — not too farfrom where we’ll be putting ashore. They used to take some ofmy cargo 
for me, in exchange for favors I did for them.They’ll take us into the city the same way they 
transportedsome of the larger cargo.” 

“I always suspected you went into piracy.” Ry gave hisbrother a disgusted look. 

Ian narrowed his eyes at Ry, and Kait could see the hatredthere. “Smuggling,” he said. “I didn’t 
have thestomach for the cold-blooded murder that pirates and Familyindulged in. I provided 
goods that were hard to obtain to peoplewho had a need for them.” 

“You’re saying I’m a cold-blooded killer?”Ry asked. 

“I know you are.” 

“If I were, you would have been dead long before now: Iswore your death when my magic 
revealed your . . .liberties . . . with Kait, before I even knew it was you who had taken those 



liberties. Only the fact that I honorKait’s agreement has kept you breathing until now. I’venever 
killed in cold blood.” 

“Not by your own hand, perhaps. But when you hired theassassin to slaughter my mother and my 
sibs, her knife marked youwith their blood as surely as if you’d spilled ityourself.” 

Kait could see the shock in Ry’s face. “They’redead? Delores and Jaine and Beyar?” he 
blurted.“When?” 

Ian faltered for an instant. Then his lips stretched into aferal smile. “You’re good. A man could 
believe youinnocent if he didn’t know better.” 

“I am innocent. I never wished your mother or yoursiblings any harm, and certainly didn’t pay to 
have themkilled.” He frowned, puzzlement creasing his brow. “Ididn’t like you, Ian, and I 
thought Father showed questionablesense in choosing a mistress who was so young and pretty, 
andterrible lack of judgment in trying to hide all of you in SabirHouse . . . but I also know 
Mother. If I’d beenFather, I would have kept a mistress, too.” 

“And when Father told my mother he would legitimize the lotof us, you thought that would be 
just fine, did you?” 

“I never knew of it.” He shook his head. “I swear. . . if Father had taken Dolores as his na-parata 
andmade all three of you my full sibs, I would have been relieved.Then one of you could have 
moved into the line of succession and Iwould have been . . .” He faltered and his facebleached 
white. “Ah. I would have been free to pursue thethings that interested me. And that would not 
have suitedMother’s ambitions at all.” 

“Your mother’s ambitions?” 

“My mother was determined that I would succeed my father ashead of the Wolves, and that she 
would guide them throughme.” 

“Then you’re saying that Imogene hired the assassin?But when I caught him, he said you had 
done it.” 

“And you believed him?” 

“He was bargaining for his life at the time.” 

Ry managed a harsh chuckle. “You spent much of your lifearound Family, Ian. Do you think a 
hired killer would dare betraythe Family member who hired him? More to the point, do you think 
hewould have been mad enough to betray Mother? Even had you let himlive, she never would 
have. And the things she did to him before hedied — and to anyone he’d ever cared about — 
wouldhave made your threats meaningless.” 



Ian stared at his hands, his expression both thoughtful anduncertain. When he finally looked up, 
Kait thought he lookedpeaceful. “You believe Imogene knows you’re alive, andthat she has 
declared you barzanne?” 

“Almost certainly.” 

Ian nodded. “And if she knows I am alive, she will surelystill have her price on my head. You 
agree?” 

“Yes. She would never rescind an order forassassination.” 

“Then we find ourselves on the same side.” 

“Not precisely. We find ourselves standing against mymother. And we both want to get the 
Mirror of Souls back fromwhoever has it. But so long as you still seek Kait’s favor, weremain 
enemies.” 

“Agreed. But enemies with a common cause. Before the godsthemselves, I revoke my oath to 
have your life.” 

“If you would also swear to remove yourself as Kait’ssuitor, we could be friends.” 

The corner of Ian’s mouth twitched. “No. Not that.Kait will choose one of us, or neither of us, but 
I won’tclear the field for you without a fight. I could ask you to dothat, but I suspect your answer 
would be the same. So Iwon’t.” 

Ry’s smile was thin. “It would.” He shrugged.“Then we won’t be friends. But nevertheless, 
before thegods, I revoke my oath to have your life . . . and thuswe can be allies, at least until Kait 
makes her choice.” 

“Allies, then. For now.” Ian reached out his hand, andRy clasped it. 

Both of them looked at her, and from their expressions, shethought perhaps they expected her to 
declare one of them winner atthat moment. She wouldn’t play their games. Kait turned to 
heruncle and asked him, “Do you truly think we’ll be able toreach the Mirror?” 

Dùghall nodded. “Prophecy was clear. The Falcons willtriumph over the Dragons. In order for us 
to triumph, we mustacquire the Mirror of Souls and undo the evil the Dragons have donewith it. 
Therefore, we will prevail.” 

“Well, not us, necessarily,” Hasmal said.He’d been quiet until then, lying with his head resting on 
hisrolled-up cloak. Being short, blond, and heavy of bone and muscle,Hasmal could never have 
been mistaken for a Salbarian. Instead, hewore clothes intended to make him look like a 
homesteader from theNew Territories: a much-patched homespun broadcloth shirt dyed adull 
mustard yellow, ankle-wrapped breeches of tight-woven graycotton, boots that were plainly both 
handmade and ill-fitted, and amuch-patched cloak. Yanth, on seeing the costume Hasmal had 



beengiven, offered to pay him to trade. Kait had found that hilarious.Hasmal continued, “If any 
Falcons reach the Mirror andwin it back from the Dragons, the prophecy will be satisfied. Butwe 
might all get killed.” 

“Thank you so much for your encouraging words,” Kaitsaid. “That’s exactly what we needed to 
hear rightnow.” 

“It is,” Hasmal said, his voice thick withstubbornness. “If you get to thinking that the 
prophecyguarantees you’ll survive, you’ll do something carelessand get yourself killed. And 
maybe everyone with you, too. Theprophecy only promises that the Falcons will triumph overthe 
Dragons and that the Reborn will be restored to his place asthe leader of humanity. Nowhere in 
the Secret Texts does it say‘Kait Galweigh will go into Calimekka to steal the Mirror ofSouls 
back from a whole nest of furious wizards and walk out aliveand in one piece.’ ” 

Dùghall said, “He’s right, Kait. All of you. Iprefer to think of our mission as being divinely 
planned anddivinely protected, but we have no assurance that we will succeed.Our only assurance 
is that someone will — that theReborn will ultimately crush the Dragons.” 

Valard, darkly pessimistic, said, “If you ask me, we shouldjoin the Dragons. No matter what your 
prophecy says, they soundlike they have a better chance of winning this than we do. You saythere 
are probably hundreds of them and possibly thousands, and youthink they’ll have managed to put 
themselves in positions ofpower. They have the resources of Calimekka at their disposal, 
andprobably, because of that, the resources of all of Ibera. Andyou’ve already admitted that their 
sort of magic is betterthan yours.” 

“Stronger. Not necessarily better.” 

“If you ask me, stronger is necessarilybetter.” 

Kait had spent the last two days in the Z’tatnean shiplistening to variations on this argument. “We 
aren’tstrong enough to beat them in a fight,” or “We don’thave enough people to get through 
their guard,” or “Nomatter what your prophecy says, this whole mission is doomed tofailure,” or 
“Why can’t we just get our families outof Calimekka and take them somewhere safe to live in 
peace for therest of our lives?” Ry’s lieutenants seemed to have fewloyalties or interests beyond 
maintaining his friendship. When hehad volunteered to come with her to get back the Mirror, 
they hadimmediately exerted every effort to get him to change his mind.When it became clear 
that he didn’t intend to back down, theytold him that they were going with him to help him. But it 
wasclear to Kait that they would help only as long as Ry was involved— that they had no interest 
in the Reborn, and that their realinterest, outside of Ry’s goodwill, lay with their families 
inCalimekka. 

She let her eyes drift shut and listened to the back-and-forthbickering, the questions and answers, 
restatements and rebuttals,and all of them began to float away from her, as if the 
wordsthemselves had been put on a boat, and the boat had been set into adifferent current that led 
far from her. She allowed her shield todissipate, and focused on the thin tendril of magic that 
curledtoward her from the still-distant Reborn. She followed it, watchingas it grew brighter, 
feeling its increasing warmth, and at last shetouched the Reborn’s soul. 



Love and acceptance enveloped her, and hope filled her heart.She would be able to get the Mirror 
of Souls. She would survive.She would live to touch the Reborn, and she would help to 
bringabout a world filled with love and goodness — a world thatwould rise out of the ashes of the 
Dragons’ evil. 

*     *     * 

She woke to a change in the rhythm of the ship andthe tone of the voices around her. Now 
everything was hushed, thewhispers urgent in character and brief in nature. The ship buckedfore 
and aft, and waves slapped loudly at the hull; the longrolling swells of the deep sea were gone. 
She opened her eyes tofind herself alone. So they’d reached land. She rose andpeeked over the 
hull, and saw a rocky shore rolling into gray mistand tattered fog in both directions. The clouds, 
thick and black,bellied near the ground, crowding into the steep sides ofmountains, obscuring 
their peaks. Hooded strangers stood among themen with whom she’d traveled and whispered 
prices and dates ofdelivery and return, and never asked questions about what waswanted, or why. 

She clambered up to the edge of the hull, judged her distancefrom the deeper water where the 
ship lay at anchor to the shallowsand the shore, and before she thought about it, bunched her 
musclesand jumped. She was in the air and irreversibly aimed for dryground when she recalled 
that neither the strangers with whom heruncle bargained nor the Z’tatneans who had brought 
them toIbera’s shore knew her secret. Carelessness. Damnallcarelessness. She should have waited 
for someone to row back to gether, or should have let herself fall short of dry ground if 
shejumped. 

They were watching her when she landed. Expressions of surprise,curiosity, instant distrust. One 
of the strangers turned toDùghall and said, “Athletic, isn’t she?” buthis voice asked more than his 
words. In a land where any differencewas suspect of being both a curse of the gods and a 
crimepunishable by death, even criminals sometimes had their own brandof piety. 

Kait gave him a cold, calculating look and said, “I oughtto be. I’ve spent my entire life training in 
gymnastics. Itmakes my . . . work . . . both safer andeasier.” 

The curiosity vanished, and the man said, “Ahhh. Practical.I ought to consider having some of 
our young women trained the sameway. They stay small enough that agility would be a real asset 
evenonce they become adults.” He looked back to Dùghall.“Now, about the horses . . .” 

She turned away from him, pretending to study the sea, and feltthe gorge rise in the back of her 
throat. Carelessness. She couldlet it kill her if she chose. Or she could remember that she wasonly 
lucky that the people with whom she traveled did not exercisetheir right to kill her for being the 
monster that she was. Shecould reclaim the wary, fearful, life-preserving habits of alifetime, 
happily discarded in the last half year, and by so doingchoose to survive. 

*     *     * 

They spent two days waiting for the arrival oftheir horses, their clothes, and their supplies, and 
four days onthe road just to reach the outer edge of Calimekka. They spentanother three days 



riding into the center of the city, signingfalse names to the documents at each gate, providing 
falseidentification, working out their stories bit by bit. 

By the time they reached the center of the city, where theHouses of the Families marked the 
hilltops and the wealthyclustered together in their tall apartments and stately homes, theyhad 
discarded their stolen finery and bought more ordinaryclothing, and had gone from being 
emigrating Salbarians andTerritory failures returning from colonial disaster to well-to-doforeign 
traders looking for new markets. 

Thank all the gods for diplomatic training, Kait thought. Shespoke accentless Donneabba, the 
primary language of the ImumbarraIsles, and looked enough like a short, thin Donneai to 
convincinglyact the part of Dùghall’s assistant. Ian turned out to bebrilliant in Hmago, the trade 
language of the Manarkans. Hasmalclaimed to be Hmoth by birthright, and his Hmago was 
perfect, too.Jaim and Trev looked like cousins; they pretended to be from theVeral Territories, 
since they spoke only the normal Iberan tongues.Yanth, who had skipped language studies as 
much as he could, couldpass for nothing but a Calimekkan when he opened his mouth, so 
heplayed the part of the locally hired guard. Valard, too, wasunmistakably Calimekkan; he 
donned scruffy leathers and joinedYanth in pretending to be a mercenary. Ry, tall and golden, 
withhis exotic pale eyes and fierce blade of a nose, might as well havehad the Sabir crest tattooed 
on his cheeks. But he’d dyed hishair with ecchan stain, which turned it a muddy, dismal shade 
ofbrown, and he’d changed his walk, slumping his shoulders a bitand shuffling to make himself 
appear both older and lessthreatening. His story was that he was back from the Sabirterritory in 
western Manarkas. 

They called themselves the Hawk-Kin Trading Alliance, and splitup to work their way through 
the commercial districts of the citynearest the centers of power, Sabir House, Galweigh House, 
EmbassyRow, and the Great Parnissery. They were hunting for Dragons, butin the week that 
they’d conducted their search, they’dfound no sign, no rumors, no obvious marks of new magic. 

Kait heard from a number of sources, just in passing, that theGalweighs were no more, and that 
Galweigh House had fallen and layempty. She thought about that at night when she listened to 
Rytalking to his lieutenants in the room next to hers. The inn’swalls were thin; sometimes when 
he slept she could hear himbreathing, and she thought about the rumors then, too. If theGalweigh 
Family was no more, what did she owe to its memory? Hadthe Sabirs overrun the Galweighs in 
the New Territories? InGalweigia? In the scattered cities and towns of Ibera? Had thosedistant 
Galweighs renounced their interest in Calimekka, or in herbranch of the Family? She did not 
discuss the matter withDùghall. She had a job to do, and any personal matters wouldwait until 
she had successfully completed it. Or died trying. 

She had little success at that job, though, until she entered agem shop on Amial Throalsday and 
started selling her story to thegauntest specter of a gem merchant she’d ever seen.“Hawk-Kin 
Trading Alliance offers you finest goods,” Kaitwas telling him. She leaned forward on his 
counter, simultaneouslytucking her upper arms against her rib cage to deepen her cleavage,giving 
him a good opportunity to take a look. She wished shewasn’t so skinny — in general, men in 
Calimekka preferredplump women — but the stress of being in constant contact withRy and not 
following her body’s desires had worn her to astick-thin shadow of her already lean self. This 
particularmerchant didn’t seem to mind, though. She was taking pains tokeep her Imumbarra 



accent authentic, but from his glazed eyes andquickened breath, she figured she was probably 
wasting the effort.On him, anyway. His mournful gaze had never reached all the way upto her 
face. 

The customer at the back of the store was straining to hear,too, though, so she stayed in character. 
“Goods from secretharbors, from our own places. Top quality, low prices, nothing likeyou get 
from anyone else. Best-best stuff. Dream-with-eyes-opensmoke, firestones and filigree, fine 
caberra, worked terrapin-shelland durrwood incenses and perfumes, the best ivory and 
greenstoneyou ever see, excellent white nalle pelts. Artifacts andAncients’ books, too, if you 
know anybody want that sort ofthing.” 

“And how much do I have to pay up front?” 

Kait shook her head. “We small, you small. Right now Ilooking for big fish.” She winked at him. 
“You know anybig fish you can send me to, if he buys from us then you just giveus order and, 
like magic, the big fish gonna pay expedition costfor you. You no tell, we no tell.” 

The man’s gaze finally rose from her breasts to her face,and he smiled broadly. “Really? You’d 
do that?” 

“Sure-sure. We got our own ship, got our return cargomostly ready, but we need big spender to 
pay supply costs and covertrade expenses. You know what I mean?” 

He nodded. “You need an investor.” 

“Yah. In-vess-tor. Deep pockets, new money . . .somebody who not minding take chances to get 
a nice return. He getgood stuff . . . you not have to worry you tell your richfriends about us. They 
still be your friends after. But you helpus, we help you.” 

“Firestones, you say? And ivory and greenstone? I suppose Iknow a few people . . . they probably 
know a fewpeople.” 

“We make meeting, your people and my people, yes?”Kait had given him the bait, which he 
didn’t take. No interestin books or artifacts from before the Wizards’ War. Butshe’d heard the 
spy who was studying the goldwork in the longcabinet across the room catch his breath when 
she’d mentionedthem. 

She thought her best chance to flush the eavesdropper would beto leave, and not to leave any 
contact information with thismerchant. So she told the man, “You think at what I say, youtalk 
your friends. I come back in day, maybe two days, and if theyinterested, Hawk-Kin and your 
people meet someplace.” 

He nodded. “Anyplace I could reach you to let you knowearlier?” 

She shook her head. “Easier for me find you than for youfind me.” 



“Well, then. I’ll look forward to seeing youagain.” He said that mostly to her breasts, but Kait 
suspectedhe was telling it to the promise of firestones delivered withoutshipping costs, too. 

She sauntered out into the street and heard the customer slipout the door behind her. She kept her 
pace jaunty and confident,but allowed herself to do a bit of gawking, the way she’dnoticed most 
tourists did when they came to Calimekka. Shedidn’t want to go so quickly that he lost her before 
he workedup his nerve to approach her. 

As she was staring up at the six-story stone apartment buildingsthat rose above the street-level 
shops, and admiring thewaterspouts carved in the shape of leopards and pythons, hiscourage fired 
to the catching point. 

He cleared his throat and tapped her elbow. A light tap, butinsistent. She had already begun to 
learn things about him beforeshe turned — things that made her dislike him. He smelled 
ofdeviousness, and he walked like a thief. But when they wereface-to-face, she managed a polite 
smile. She took in his narrowedeyes, the shiftiness of his stance, and the way his smile 
neverrevealed his teeth. 

“I meet you before?” she asked him. 

“We haven’t been introduced. But I heard that you werelooking for investors. For a trading run.” 

“You heard that listening, eh, but I not talking to you. Noone ever telling you it not a good thing 
listening to peopletalking each other? No one ever tell you if you do then you hearingthings you 
not like? Eh?” 

“Sorry I was eavesdropping. And really, I don’t thinkany large investor would begrudge you 
giving free shipping to theman who hooked you up with your major investors. That’s 
notnecessarily an everyday practice, but it isn’t as uncommon asyou might think. However . . .” 
He raised one fingerand his smile broadened and became even oilier.“However, I believe that I 
can give you all theinvestors you need without you having to resort to cutting prices.If you would 
be willing to talk with me, I can offer more than youmight imagine.” 

She stopped and leaned against the wall of the shop beside her.People hurried by, glancing at her 
and the man and then lookingaway. The street was packed, the noise tremendous. She waited 
withher arms folded tightly across her chest until a peddler hawkinghis tin wares had rattled by 
and rounded the corner. Then she said,“So, then. I sure-sure love to fill my hold and get back 
tosea, but you don’t look like rich man to me.” 

She looked pointedly at his clothes, which were of fair cut anddecent cloth, but nowhere near the 
quality of the clothing she hadworn as a daughter of the House. They were painfully new. His 
handswere callused and bore old stains, though they were raw fromscrubbing, and the nails had 
been carefully cleaned and manicured.He had a new and stylish haircut, something drastically 
differentfrom what he had worn before; his skin was still pale on hisforehead and above his ears 
and in a broad band across the upperhalf of his neck. 



He was, she realized, terrifically handsome, and young, andpowerfully built. But he didn’t seem 
completely at home in hisown body. 

Interesting. 

He smiled — again, that oily, lying smile. 

“I’ve come into some money. And I intend to make agreat deal more. But I’m especially 
interested in the booksand artifacts you mentioned. Things from the . . . theAncients. And I have 
a number of wealthy friends who would also beinterested in hearing what you’ve found. We’ve 
decidedto, ah, specialize in that area of investing.” 

She smiled and waited. 

“Have you located a hoard? Or even a city? You have a city,don’t you? One that hasn’t been 
found by anyoneelse?” 

She kept smiling. 

“Which one?” 

She waited. 

He looked at her, then nodded and chuckled, and looked at hisfeet. “If I were sitting on an 
undiscovered city, Iwouldn’t say anything about it, either. Well enough.” Hereturned his attention 
to her. “Will you arrange to meet withus? Let us make you a fair offer for your services, and a 
promiseto pay excellent prices for your trade goods. I assure you wewon’t waste your time.” 

He fit the Dragon profile Dùghall had given her. Hershields were up, which prevented him from 
sensing her magic —but the same shields also prevented her from telling whether he hadmagic. 
That would be the final identifying factor, but shedidn’t dare use it. She would have to content 
herself with thefact that he was a strong, handsome young man who showed signs ofhaving 
suddenly and recently come up in the world, and who had adangerous interest in artifacts of the 
Ancients. 

She gave him an appropriate Imumbarran bow, head ducked andhands palm down at hip level, 
parallel to the ground. “Oursenior traders meet with you. Give me place where I can reach 
you.You talk with your people, and I talk with mine. And when everyoneagree, we set time for 
meeting.” 

“Your name?” he asked. 

“Chait-eveni.” It was the Imumbarran equivalent of thediminutive for Kait. A name she’d heard 
often enough toremember and respond to, thanks to visits by a multitude ofImumbarra-raised 
cousins, but one different enough from her realname to prevent uncomfortable connections. 
“Andyours?” 



“Domagar. Domagar Addo.” 

It was a field hand’s name. A name with not even theslightest connection to Family, to the upper 
classes, to wealth orpower. She said, “I will tell my partners.” She got himto give her an address 
where she could contact him, then left asquickly as she could. 

*     *     * 

Yanth and Valard sauntered into the inn just aheadof Jaim and Trev. All four of them were grim. 
Ry, alone at thetable, beckoned them over. 

“Trouble?” 

Valard waved one of the serving girls over and ordered plantainbeer for all of them. When the 
girl left, he said, “I’dsay yes. And I’d say it was trouble we could get out of ifyou’d take your 
woman and get the hell out of this city withus.” 

Ry looked from face to face. “What sort oftrouble?” 

The four of them were quiet for a moment. Then Jaim said,“We can’t be sure. You’re barzanne 
— wefound notices posted on the doors of the Great Parnissery today,and in the slave markets. 
There’s no mention of any ofus. . . .” 

“But I’m not soothed by that,” Yanth said.“We made cautious inquiries after our families, hoping 
to atleast get news of them. But none of them are in the city anymore,and no one knows where 
they’ve gone or why they left. Ourfamily homes are empty, the belongings stillinside — ” 

“You went in?” Ry couldn’t believe what hewas hearing. “Believing that your families were gone 
andknowing that if they fled Calimekka to save their lives, theirhomes would surely be watched, 
you went in? You’reinsane, the lot of you.” How fast would Imogene have hersoldiers on them? 
He stared at the inn’s front door. Men inSabir green and silver probably already had the place 
surrounded;he and his friends would have to fight their way out, and they weresure to die in the 
process — 

Yanth rolled his eyes and gave an exasperated sigh. “Ofcourse we didn’t go in. We didn’t go 
anywhere near ourold homes — we aren’t madmen. But people were only toohappy to tell us 
what they knew.” 

“That your families have fled Calimekka.” 

Jaim said, “As best anyone can tell, yes.” 

The darker possibility — that their families were dead— Ry left unspoken. His friends would 
have already consideredit, and they would deal with it in their own ways. While hoperemained, 
however, he and they would act as if the happiest outcomewere also the only outcome. 



Valard said, “You could take Kait with you and we couldleave. Follow our families wherever 
they went, start a new lifethere. There’s nothing for you here anymore — you’reforsaken and 
cursed now, and this city is dead to you.” 

The shock of being barzanne for certain, instead of justconsidering the possibility of it, burrowed 
into Ry’s gut likea knife. Taking Kait with him and leaving Calimekka would be botheasiest and 
safest. The city could never be his home again.Nevertheless, he shook his head. “I stay. If you 
want to goafter your families, I release you from your promises to me, and Iwish you good speed 
and good health. But I won’t take Kaitfrom Calimekka against her wishes, and as long as she is 
here, Iwon’t leave.” 

His friends glanced at each other and nodded, as if he only saidwhat they expected. “I told you,” 
Jaim said.“He’ll stay here until they catch him and skin him andmarch him through the streets.” 

“Then I stay, too,” Yanth said. 

“And I.” Trev nodded. 

“I’m not going to abandon you fools here withoutme,” Jaim said. “You wouldn’t survive aweek.” 

They all looked at Valard. “Which leaves me.” Helooked at the door of the inn, and Ry saw a 
dark, dangerous hungerflash across his face. “I want to be away from here,” hesaid. “This isn’t 
the city I know anymore —it’s full of secrets and ghosts.” He looked back at Ryand slowly 
smiled, but the smile couldn’t erase that ominousstrangeness from his eyes. “We’re all 
friends,though,” he said. “So I’ll stay.” 

Ry said, “Thank you. We’ll do what we have to do here,and find your families as soon as we 
dare.” 

And while he smiled and bought another round of beer and sattalking about the day’s many 
failures, he watched Valard outof the corner of his eye and wondered when his old friend 
hadbecome a stranger. 

 

      

  

Chapter 28 

  

A week to the day from Kait’smeeting with Domagar Addo, the traders met with the would-
beinvestors. Dùghall had chosen the site, and he and Kait wentin early by separate routes, 
carefully shielded. 



The Bradenberry Inn squatted at the base of Palmetto Cliff,nestled into the bones of the 
Galweighs’ mountain, positioneddirectly beneath Galweigh House. As she walked up the street 
towardthe inn, Kait looked up at her old home with both longing andregret. Galweigh House, the 
part built into the face of the cliff,soared toward the clouds, a gleaming white fortress sparkling 
withsemiprecious stones and mosaics of colored glass that blazed likegemstones in the midday 
sun. It was an Ancients’ artifact madea part of the mountain, haunted by the horrors of its past; it 
wasa treasure house locked away above the rest of the world; it waslike a beautiful woman who 
flaunted her riches but held herself inhaughty disdain over the heads of the poor and the 
powerless. Andif the rumors were true, it lay empty, home only to vermin andghosts. She longed 
to climb up to it, to walk through its gate andenter its great hall and run through its corridors. She 
longed totouch its walls and call out the names of her mother and father,her brothers and sisters 
— and she longed to hear their voicesshout her name in greeting. 

But she wouldn’t make that climb — only dust and theghostly whisper of the wind and the 
echoes of her voice would greether if she dared return. 

Ahead of Kait, the translucent half-arch of the Avenue ofTriumph rose from the center of 
Celebration Square to the westernend of Palmetto Cliff Road, looking like a thread spun by a 
spiderto connect the mundane world with the magical House above. Behindher, the obsidian Path 
of Gods switchbacked up the cliff face, uglyand solid and imposing. 

She was as close to home as she dared to get. She might neverstep inside Galweigh House’s 
translucent white walls again,might never again sleep in her own bed, might never watch the 
sunrise through her window or reclaim her belongings. She had toassume that everything she had 
lost was gone forever. So sheindulged herself with only that one wistful look at the 
whitebalconies stepped down the cliff face, and then she returned herattention to her task. She 
reached the inn and pushed through thethick, carved mahogany doors into cool dimness. 

Dùghall, already in place, sat at a table near the interiorarches, which framed a lovely garden. He 
sipped at a tankard oficed papaya beer, and nibbled at a plate of steamed maize, peppers,and 
Rophetian beans. He was staring out into the garden, and hedidn’t look in her direction when she 
entered. Her shieldswere as tight as she could hold them, so he couldn’t feel herpresence. He 
gave no sign that he was aware of her arrival. 

She stood along one thick adobe wall, studying him. Eight monthsbefore, in the month of 
Maraxis, the two of them had been inHalles, celebrating Theramisday and preparing for her 
cousinTippa’s upcoming wedding. Then, Dùghall had been plumprunning to fat, to all 
appearances an amiable jester happilyserving his Family by smoothing out little diplomatic 
difficulties.Now, on the first day of Nasdem . . . 

The angle of the light coming in from the garden only accentedhow much he’d changed. He’d 
grown lean and hard. He saidit was because of the work he’d done while he was waiting inthe 
Thousand Dancers for the gods to let him know what they wantedof him. But there was more to it 
than that. The way he held hisbody made him look dangerous. Predatory. She had seen 
shrewdness inher uncle all her life, but never anything that made her identifyhim as a fellow 
hunter. Until now. 



He’d told her that he was the sword of the gods, temperedover time and only recently unsheathed. 
Watching him waiting forhis prey, she could believe him a good blade. 

She took a seat at one of the common tables, making a space forherself among strangers. They 
made room for her without a word— all of them were evidently strangers to each other, as 
well,for everyone sat in silence, each diner carefully not touching anyof the others, all eyes 
intently focused on the food and ale beforethem. 

With fair promptness, one of the tavern girls came over andasked what Kait wanted to eat. She 
studied the listings of theday’s food posted on the wall in four languages, and said,“Haunch of 
monkey, blood-rare, no spices. House beer. Sweetyams.” 

The girl said, “Cook’s got a good parrot brothtoday.” 

“No.” 

“Got fresh cane-and-nut tarts, hot out of theoven.” 

“Large or small?” 

“About so.” The girl made a smallish circle with bothhands. 

“Two, then.” 

“Anything else?” 

“No.” 

Kait had positioned herself to face the entryway, far enoughbehind one of the columns that she 
would be hard to spot. Inpreparation for this meeting, she’d bleached her hair to apale yellow, 
and traded her gaudy Imumbarran trader garb for thebreeches and light shirt appropriate for a 
woman working in a shop.She had bathed in nabolth and verroot, which would, at least for 
awhile, hide her Karnee scent — Ry had warned her that hisFamily had a number of Karnee 
members, and since Dùghallbelieved that the Families and the parnissery were the two 
segmentsof society most likely to have been infiltrated by the Dragons, shehad taken the step of 
disguising her own affliction. Her shieldwould hide her Karnee magic from any wizards. She had 
gone to sometrouble to make herself look plain and dowdy, so that any men whomight notice her 
in spite of her shield wouldn’t react to heras they otherwise did. By shield, appearance, and 
movements, shesaid, I’m no one of importance. Ignore me. 

Two diners at her table rose and left. Another entered the inn,squinted into the darkness, and 
sauntered over. He settled himselfbeside her, glanced at her once, dismissed her, and began 
readingthe posted menu. 

Her food came. She ate, taking her time. If necessary, she couldnurse the tankard, or even order 
another, but she didn’t wantto be obvious in her loitering. 



Across the room, Dùghall emptied his drink onto the sawdustfloor so quickly she almost missed 
it, and would have if shehadn’t known what he was doing. He then pretended to take afew more 
long draughts from the tankard. And then he shouted formore. When the tavern girl brought it to 
him, he tried to pinchher. He was loud and jolly and rude — clearly on his way to amemorable 
drunk. He resumed his silence when the girl left, andburied his face in his tankard, and again 
seemed to disappear. 

The doors swung open again, and Hasmal and Ian entered, bothwearing Hmoth trade garb. 
Dùghall had made them the designatedhead traders because no one in Calimekka would know 
Hasmal, andthose who might recognize Ian were unlikely to be in the heart ofthe city so far from 
the docks, and were even more unlikely toacknowledge him if they did see him. Ian said his 
fellow smugglerswere, by necessity, a circumspect lot. 

Hasmal and Ian requested a cleared private table, explaining tothe tavern girl that they needed to 
conduct business while theyate, telling her in loud voices that they had important friendscoming. 
Kait saw money change hands, and the girl went to workcreating a private table. Moments later, 
when Domagar Addo and histwo companions arrived, both Ian and Hasmal were seated in 
isolatedglory beneath an arch, their table half in the inn proper and halfin the garden. Kait 
couldn’t have chosen a more perfect spotfor spying on them. 

Hasmal rose and waved to Domagar and his friends, and the threeinvestors strolled through the 
press of tables to the clearedspace. “Greetings, noble Parats, most excellent Parata,”he said. He 
pressed his hands together, touched fingertips to hischin, and executed the step-and-duck bow of 
the Hmoth wellborn.“I am Ashtaran, second son of Dashat, of the White FoxVillage. This is my 
chief partner, Ibnak, third son of Muban, ofthe Storm Bear Village.” Ian bowed in flawless 
imitation ofHasmal. He had bleached his hair, too, and had had it cut in thesame style as 
Hasmal’s. With both of them decked out in theflowing tunics, baggy pantaloons, and wildly 
patterned sashes ofthe Hmoth, the fact that one of them was tall, lean, and dark andthe other was 
short, pale, and powerfully built became almostinvisible. 

The man beside Kait watched the five of them, and said,“More money at that table right now than 
in the rest of thisinn put together. Probably more than in the rest of the street.Rich bastards.” 

He was talking more about the investors than about Hasmal andIan, she decided. The investors 
wore their wealth as plainly asthey could. One of them was a Galweigh by birth — Kait knewher 
as Cousin Grita, one of the second cousins on her father’sside, and a member of the trade branch 
of the Family. She and Gritaweren’t friends, but Grita would certainly have recognizedKait’s 
face. However, Grita wasn’t wearing Galweigh redand black. Instead, she wore a fine pale blue 
skirt of embroideredsilk and a blue and white tunic over a blouse woven entirely of theGalweigh 
Rose-and-Thorn lace . . . but the lace, whichshould have been black, had instead been bleached, 
then dyed a deepcobalt blue. She still wore her Galweigh rubies and onyxes, and theGalweigh 
crest was clearly visible on the pommel of her dagger. Herhair was bound back in a simple twist 
and held with a heavy goldpin worked in the shape of a tiny jeweled hummingbird. She 
stillsmelled like herself, but she moved like a complete stranger. 

Beside her stood a Sabir, a golden-haired man of lovelycountenance and dangerous aura, whose 
elegant silver and greentights showed off the fine lines of his legs. His low boots wereheeled in 



silver, and his casually tied emerald silk shirt was sosheer that Kait could make out every muscle 
in his overdevelopedtorso. He kept a hand at the small of Grita’s back, andoccasionally ran a 
finger down her spine in a gesture that was bothsensual and possessive. Kait couldn’t imagine 
Grita toleratingthe touch of a Sabir. Grita had lost a brother and a father toSabir depredations 
years earlier, and she had never forgiven orforgotten, and Kait was sure she never would. But 
when the mantouched her, Grita smiled up at him and kissed a fingertip andpressed it to his 
cheek. That alone would have convinced Kait thatshe was seeing Dragons. 

Dùghall had suggested the Dragons might be wearing familiarforms. She hadn’t imagined how 
familiar. 

The Sabir was more than just a Dragon, though. He was Karnee.Kait could smell the scent that 
marked pending Shift on him, darkand rich and earthy. She tightened her shields and prayed that 
herperfumed bath would mask her body’s instinctive response. Allthe other scents in the room 
grew faint next to that tantalizingmusk. 

Breathing hard, she picked up the monkey leg and tore meat offit with her teeth. Focus, she 
thought. Focus. 

“You all right?” the man next to her asked. 

“Mmmph.” She nodded a quick affirmative and gave thestranger no other response. 

Finding no encouragement for his familiarities, he turned to theman who sat to his other side and 
said, “You ever go to thegames?” 

The stranger regarded the man warily, then broke into a cautioussmile. “Oh, sure. Saw the 
challenge between Hariman’sLong-Legs and Lucky Ober’s Hero-of-Hills just lastnight.” He had 
a hint of some outlander accent — surelythe only reason he would talk at table with a stranger. 
Damnedbarbarians. 

“Make anything?” 

“A bit of copper passed my fingers.” Laughter.“But never in the right direction. You?” 

Kait blocked out the conversation, wishing bolts on the tonguesof both the chatterers, and 
returned her attention to her work. 

The third investor was Domagar Addo, but he no longer lookedlike a farmer dressed up for 
worship. His clothes were as rich asthose worn by his two associates, and a gold headdress with a 
tailof hornbird feathers cleverly disguised the last traces ofunevenness in the skin color on his 
forehead and neck. Ringscovered his hands, which still bore heavy scars of a life spentworking. 
Before too long, though, Kait thought even those scarswould vanish. Then only his name would 
betray him as someone whohad risen from poverty. And new names were easy enough to win. 
Orbuy. 



The blond man nodded at the bows, and said, “I’mCrispin Sabir of the Sabir Family. This is Grita 
Jeral of. . . House Ballur. Ballur is a new Family in Calimekka,eager to expand its contacts and its 
wealth. And this is DomagarAddo, with whom your other partner made our appointment. Where 
isshe, by the way?” 

Ian sniffed, his face displaying annoyance. “Chait-eveni isan employee, not a partner. She 
sometimes reaches aboveherself, and implies that she is more than she is . . .which is why she is 
unlikely to ever truly be apartner.” He chuckled. “She has the employee mind, if youknow what I 
mean; she wants what others have but she does not wantto earn it herself.” 

Hasmal shrugged and smiled and spread his arms wide.“Enough unhappiness. This is a happy 
occasion. We meet aspotential partners; we should become friends. So, sit and eat atour table, and 
we will treat you, and you will tell us how we canbecome your friends, and how we can bring 
you happiness.” 

“How you can bring us happiness.” Crispin Sabir satopposite Hasmal, with Grita beside him, and 
Domagar beside her.Perfect for Kait, because all three of them had their backs to her.Not so good 
for Dùghall; he sat facing all three of them. Andas ambassador to the Imumbarra Isles, and the 
main negotiator forthe wealth that flowed from the Isles to the House, his face wouldcertainly be 
familiar to Grita. Well, his younger, fatter face.Perhaps — if there were any part of Grita’s mind 
ormemories left in her flesh — she wouldn’t recognize himin this harder, older body. Crispin 
said, “What we want areAncients’ artifacts. Any of the books or manuscripts that youmight find 
would be useful, too, of course, but there are technothaumatars . . . er . . .” Heflushed and 
faltered, the alien word hanging in the air like apublic fart. A Dragon’s revealing slip — but 
onlyrevealing to someone who knew that technothaumatars was the wordthe Ancients had used 
for their magical artifacts. He covered hisslip as quickly as he could. “There are Ancients’ 
deviceswe’ve researched that we would love to acquire.” 

“We’re capable of paying,” Grita said. “Wehave the full support of the most powerful House in 
Ibera behindus, and the backing of Families both old and new.” 

Both Hasmal and Ian sat like polite idiots, smiling and waiting,oblivious by all appearances to the 
huge slip they’d justwitnessed. 

“Ah, yes. Families. Forgive me, please, but I was noticingyour crests,” Hasmal said. He did a 
neat job of changing thesubject. “In my dealings in Ibera, I have always thought thatSabir and 
Galweigh did not do business together, and I heard inthis last visit that Galweigh House was no 
more. But unless I ammistaken, she is Galweigh. You clearly are Sabir. Aren’t youenemies?” 

“She was Galweigh. She is Ballur. She made analliance with Sabir House when Galweigh House 
fell — she and afew others,” Crispin said. “We have discovered commonground, though, and 
common interests.” 

“Common ground? In broken toys from the Ages of the Damned,eh?” Ian laughed. 

Crispin tipped his head, curious, and said to Ian, “Youknow, I think that I know you.” 



Kait felt a sudden rush of horror. She’d forgotten that Ryand his lieutenants were not the only 
ones to grow up in SabirHouse. Ian, too, had spent some of his childhood there. Ian, 
theillegitimate son of Ry’s father, would be as closely relatedto the Sabir across the table from 
him as his half-brother was. AndIan certainly knew the man who had introduced himself as 
Crispin.When she and Dùghall and Hasmal had been figuring out how tomeet with the investors, 
she’d recommended Ian as one of thenegotiators. But she’d only considered his years of exile 
andhis years on the sea, and had been certain Ian would be safe actingas a trader in the heart of 
Calimekka. The thought that he mightmeet up with someone who had known him as a child, or 
that theperson he met might recognize him, had never crossed her mind. 

Evidently it had crossed his, though, for Ian’s reply wascasual. “You might have. I am a great 
traveler, and I seek outsuch amusements as our ports of call offer. If you also enjoy theofferings 
of this city . . .” He held his palms upand offered a self-deprecating smile. “My weakness.” 

Crispin shrugged. “Perhaps. In any case, our alliance isabout much more than the lost trinkets of 
a dead age. We intend tocreate a new Calimekka. A glorious city overflowing with riches,ruled in 
harmony; a city that can embrace the world and reshape itinto a place without wars, without 
disease, withoutsuffering.” 

Ian’s eyebrows rose. “The three of you?Ambitious.” 

Crispin, Grita, and Domagar looked at each other, and Gritasaid, “We have others who share our 
dream. And we’ve hadthese goals for a long time. But we have only just been able tocome 
together to begin bringing them to life.” 

“And you need our help.” 

“We desire certain works of the Ancients that would makeour task easier. If you can supply them, 
then yes, we need yourhelp.” 

Ian said, “We can add to your happiness greatly, dear newfriends. But you must know that the 
places we have to go to get foryou what you ask of us are dangerous places. They lie within 
theScarred Lands, where few venture and fewer survive, and where allmanner of monsters make 
their homes, and where even the earth andthe air conspire against the human state of true men. 
We would needmuch assistance to fuel our courage. . . .” 

“We weren’t looking for charity from you. If your goalis wealth, we’ll see that you achieve it in 
quantities youcannot imagine. If you want friends in powerful places who can dogood things for 
you, well, help us and you’ll have them.”He looked straight at Ian. “Amusements . . . hmmm. 
Ican assure you that we can share amusements with you grander thanany you’ve ever known.” 

They dickered back and forth about price then. The Dragonspassed their wish list of artifacts to 
Hasmal. Kait kept her headdown and her ears open, and started on the first of her tarts,savoring 
each bite. 

She sipped her ale. 



The negotiators agreed on a price for the outfitting of theexpedition. 

The talkative man seated beside her began regaling the manbeside him with a blow-by-blow 
account of a challenge that hadtaken place a week before. His loud tones got louder, and 
drownedout much of what was being said by the Dragons, even to herinhumanly sensitive ears. 

She took tiny sips of her ale, stretching out her meal as muchas she could without being obvious 
about it. Hurry up, she thought,but she didn’t allow her body to display any of the impatienceher 
mind felt. 

Then it began. 

Dùghall shouted to one of the tavern girls, his accentheavy, his words slurred by drunkenness. 
“Girlie! Hey. Youwit’ the honkin’ big jugs. Bring me s’moreale!” 

One of the girls hurried to his side, shaking her head. Shemurmured something, and his face 
twisted with rage. 

“Whatcha mean I’ve had enough? I got money. I can pay,damn you!” He lurched to his feet and 
stared at her wildly,his mouth gaping, his clothes disarranged, his face flushed. Heslapped a coin 
on the table and said, “See! I got the money.Bring me some more goddamned ale!” 

She shook her head again. Murmured something intended to becalming, in a low voice. Rested a 
hand lightly on his arm. 

The majority of the people in the room were watching the sceneby then. 

“No? No!” He made a grab for her, and shejumped out of his way. He lunged again. “I’m thirsty! 
Athirsty man with money deserves another drink!” 

“You need to leave now,” the girl said, this timeloudly enough that everyone could hear. 

At the taps, the barkeep had already fished out his peacemaker— a large cudgel with a brass-
bound head — and was movingcalmly toward the cause of the disturbance. 

Dùghall stood there for a moment, swaying as heavily as atree in a gale. Then he launched 
himself at the girl again, andmissed. He staggered, and veered wildly to his right, and trippedon 
the leg of a chair, and fell into Crispin Sabir. He toppled tothe floor, and lay cursing loudly. Then 
he grabbed the bench seatupon which the three investors sat, pawed Grita’s back, and ashe pulled 
himself to his feet, slapped Domagar on the shoulder withbeery camaraderie. He said, “Pigballs. 
You know a mandeserves a drink when he’s thirsty, don’t you? Hells-all!I’ll sit wit’ you people 
an’ buy you all drinks, andthey can bring me a goddamn drink, too.” 

Kait waited for Crispin or Grita to demand that Dùghall bekilled. They would be within their 
rights, being Family, andtouched by one who was not Family without having given 



theirpermission. Dùghall was ready, too. But the two of them onlylooked at each other while the 
rest of those in the inn held theirbreath, waiting for the explosion. 

It didn’t come. 

The tavern girls and the barkeep were on him by that time,though. “Have you anything you want 
us to do with him, Parat?Parata?” the bouncer asked. 

“Send him on his way,” Grita said. 

Not a first for Family — Kait had been bumped on occasionand had never requested punishment 
for the poor cowering personshuddering at her feet, and she knew of other Family members 
whohad also waived their privileges for the goodwill that it won them.But many didn’t, and this 
act of forbearance won a round ofapplause from the inn’s diners and staff. 

The bouncer and two of the tavern girls dragged kicking,swearing Dùghall to the front door and 
launched him out. Kaitcould hear him raging at them until the doors swung shut. The noisedied 
and the inn returned to relative calm. 

Hasmal and Ian rose, apologizing profusely for the incident, fortheir poor choice of eating places, 
for their shame in exposingtheir guests, even unintentionally, to such appalling behavior.They 
bowed, cringed, and even mentioned a discount on their price— though only a small one — as a 
way of makingamends. 

“You have no need for shame or guilt,” Grita said.“Such men are everywhere. But they won’t be 
oncewe’ve made things better.” 

Kait’s eyebrows rose when she heard that. She wondered howthe Dragons intended to rid the city 
of drunks. 

Hasmal called their tavern girl over and said he wanted to pay,telling her how displeased he was 
with the atmosphere provided byan inn he had only heard praised, and how poorly his guests 
hadbeen treated. The girl grew flustered and called the owner out fromthe back. He looked at the 
people the drunk had been pawing, paled,and told them that not only was the meal they were 
eating free, butthat he begged them to return on any other occasion forcomplimentary service. 

Interesting way to get free food, Kait thought. 

Hasmal waited until the innkeeper had gone back to his office.Then he told the Dragons, “We 
know what to look for.We’ll check our warehouse to see if we have any of theartifacts you seek 
in our possession yet. And we’ll notify ourother partners that they should also watch their stores 
andshipments for these things. In return, you’ll have yourmessenger bring your investment 
money to our ship three weeks fromtoday. No sooner, no later. Once we receive the money, 
we’llfinish outfitting for the trip out.” 

“Why can’t you leave sooner?” Crispin asked. 



Hasmal said, “We have business to attend to in the city. Iassure you we’ll work as quickly as we 
can, but some dates areunchangeable. We’ll be ready to begin outfitting in threeweeks, and our 
ship will be back in the same length oftime.” 

“Your ship isn’t here?” 

“No,” Ian said. “It’s taking the rest of ourcargo to Costan Selvira. It will be here when we need 
it.” 

The three Dragons looked at each other and nodded. 

Hasmal said, “I must ask you — do you have othertraders who are also searching for the same 
things?” 

The three Dragons looked at each other again. 

“Yes,” Crispin said. “Is that aproblem?” 

“Do you agree to buy the artifacts we bring back, even ifsome other trader has already brought 
you similarartifacts?” 

Crispin nodded. “If you find duplicates of any of thethings on our list, acquire all of them. We’ll 
pay ouragreed-on price for every one you can get.” 

“That, then, is all the assurance we need.” 

In Hmoth fashion, Hasmal kissed the backs of his hands, thenpressed them to the top of his head 
while bowing. Ian followedsuit. 

After the briefest of pauses, Crispin copied the Hmoth partingsalute. Domagar also imitated it. 
Grita turned and, smiling,stepped over the bench. She turned back to face the two faux 
Hmothtraders, kissed the back of one hand and pressed it to herforehead, and at the same time 
tucked her right foot behind herleft one and bent both knees sharply. “Tah hehhmer,” she said. It 
was in Hmago, the Hmoth tongue, and itmeant, “Walk in goodness.” The feminine version of 
thesalute, and nicely executed. 

Kait, picking at the last of her tart and watching the exchangethrough the fringe of her eyelashes, 
experienced a transitory flashof pride in her cousin’s grasp of the Hmoth customs. TheGalweighs 
required all their young people entering the trade anddiplomatic branches of the Family to take 
classes on customs,cultures, and languages. Those classes were grueling. But likeGrita, Kait 
could have done the salute in her sleep. 

“Tah heh entho nohmara,” Hasmal and Ianresponded. “In goodness breathe forever.” 

The blessing given, the Dragons headed for the door, Domagarglanced over at her table briefly, 
and for just an instant theireyes met. She almost panicked. Then she remembered that she 



wasshielded, and that her shield would keep him from noticing her eventhough he could see her. 
She relaxed and looked down at her food,and when she glanced up again, all the Dragons were 
gone. Ian andHasmal left a sizable tip for the tavern girl. Then they, too,left. 

She realized the chatty man had been watching them as theywalked out the door. The instant the 
door closed behind them, hestopped his conversation in midsentence, rose, and walked out 
afterthem, leaving food uneaten on the table and a stack of bronze coinsin the middle of his plate 
to pay his bill. 

Kait almost laughed. Him, eh? She should have known immediately.She had, after all, picked the 
perfect spot for spying on the room.What was perfect for her turned out to be perfect for 
anothersecret observer. Her fellow spy pretended to be rudely interestedin everything but the 
table. A bit different from her method, buteffective. 

She didn’t go after him immediately. She waited; after all,she had the benefit of knowing where 
Hasmal and Ian were going.They had agreed to amble when they left the inn. She would 
travelparallel to them, taking the inside track they’d planned inadvance, and moving faster. When 
she picked them up a block beforetheir destination, she would fall in and follow their follower 
backto his lair. She wanted to be sure, though, that the Dragonsdidn’t have another tier of 
watchers waiting to see if someonelike her was keeping track of their spy. 

Those levels of paranoia could nest indefinitely —followers of followers, spies spying on the 
spies who spied onspies. But one of the three Dragons had made a slight gesturetoward a table 
across the room as they left, and Kait had seen oneof the two men at that table nod 
acknowledgment. So Kait waited.She had a little time, and she wanted to know what they were 
up toback there in the darkness. 

When no one followed the Dragons out of the inn, both of themrose and walked toward the front 
door. “Home, or watch theirbacks, then?” the one said. 

“Watch their backs. I didn’t see anyone, but theymight have been waiting outside.” 

So they’d been planted to find anyone who was following theDragons. Kait’s job, but in reverse. 

She smiled. They were going to fail. Dùghall had plantedtelltales on Grita, Crispin, and Domagar 
when he fell. Thetelltales were tiny Falcon talismans that he’d made andshielded — when they 
touched the skin of their targets, theywere absorbed, and for the next week — or two — 
theywould connect the three Dragons to three viewing glasses thatDùghall had fashioned. Ry and 
his lieutenants could watch theglasses, see where their targets were going, and trail them 
withoutever coming near them. Their targets would lead them to the Mirror— or to people who 
would lead them to the Mirror.Either way, they moved closer to their objective. And neither 
theDragons nor the people they’d hired to guard them would knowthat they were being watched. 
Not even magic would betray thepresence of the talismans — created with only the energy oftheir 
creator, formed with pure intent to cause neither pain norharm but merely to report their location 
and surroundings, theywould leave no trace of their presence for even the most sensitiveof 
observers. 



Kait handed a bronze coin to the tavern girl as a tip andstrolled out of the doors. She turned left, 
heading for ThreeMonkey Road and the Furmian Quarter down by the harbor. The airsmelled 
especially sweet, the sun welcomed and comforted, the wholeof the world offered her a joyous 
embrace. She was on the hunt, andher heart beat faster and her breath came quicker and life 
feltbetter than it did at any other time. 

She caught up with Ian and Hasmal near the harbor, as they wereentering the Merry Captain, 
which was a hostel frequented bywell-off travelers and seamen from some of the richer ships. 
Shespotted her target leaning against the wall across the street fromthem. She found her own 
hiding place and watched him. The spywaited until they were inside, then crossed the street, 
steppedinto the Merry Captain, and moments later came back out, asatisfied smile on his face. So 
he’d checked to see that theywere registered there, and had discovered that they were. A roomhad 
also been reserved there for Kait, in the name of Chait-eveni,in case the spy had the presence of 
mind to ask after her. She hadnever been in her room and never would be, but it was there all 
thesame. Paid through the next three weeks. 

He scurried right by her, head up but eyes forward instead ofsearching the crowd. He never 
caught a glimpse of her. She fell inbehind him, staying well back. He was clearly in a hurry, but 
shekept pace while still managing to appear that shewasn’t hurrying. Longer steps, a slower 
stride, and a studiedair of relaxed interest in everything that went on around her. 

He led her by the shortest route straight to the gates of SabirHouse. He gave his name and was 
promptly admitted. She decided towait for a while, mingling with the street vendors that sold 
theirwares just outside the gates and with the customers that boughtthem. Maybe he would come 
back out again and she could track himfurther, to a place that would tell her something she 
hadn’talready known — because now she knew only what she had knownall her life: Trouble 
came from Sabir House. 

 

      

  

Chapter 29 

  

Danya fought back the scream. Painturned the world red; she closed her eyes tightly and locked 
hermuscles and held her breath, but that only made it worse. The babyfelt like it was ripping its 
way out of her with teeth and claws,fighting to birth itself. She could see the little animal in 
hermind. It would be a monster like her, scaly, with a mouth full offangs, with hideous spikes at 
its joints — a nightmare, abeast that would devour her entrails, then claw her belly open 
andswallow the two midwives who crouched beside her, holding her backup and helping her to 
squat. 



“Gathalorra,” one of the midwives shouted to Danya,“you must not fight the birthing. Breathe, 
and let the babycome. Shejhan, pull her forward. She’s leaning too much on hertail and it’s 
blocking her.” The senior midwife, whosename was Aykree, turned away from Danya and did 
something at thehearth. She said, “I’m making a steaming potion for youthat will ease your labor. 
It will be ready in a few moments, andthen the pain will not be so severe.” 

The pains had started two stations earlier. Danya, prepared bythe midwives for what would 
happen, had not been frightened.They’d told her she would hurt, and she had hurt. They’dtold her 
that her belly would tighten, and it had tightened.They’d shown her how to breathe, and they’d 
taught herthe mind exercises they used to control pain, and she had usedthem, and she thought 
she was doing well. The pain had been bad,but not as bad as the torture of the Sabirs; she had 
controlled it,and she had been proud. 

But in the last half a station it had gotten worse. Shehadn’t been able to keep it under control. She 
had cried out,had wept, had growled and begged for relief. Andnow — 

Now she hoped only that she would die quickly, before themonster inside exploded out of her, 
flinging the tattered remainsof her body in all directions. She prayed for quick death, but thegods 
who had abandoned her to the Sabir Wolves did not listen tothese prayers, either. She sobbed and 
shouted and swore, and thepain battered her, then receded briefly, then battered her again,each 
time getting worse, each time leaving her more frantic andmore frightened and more hopeless. It 
would not quit, and she couldnot make it quit, and the only way to be through with it was tohave 
the baby. And now she knew that having the baby would killher. Nothing survivable could hurt 
so much. 

The touches of a thousand strangers reached inside her head andtried to offer her comfort, tried to 
assure her that she wouldsurvive and that her baby would be special and that she was notalone — 
but they were the same strangers who had bound theirspirits to the damned unborn creature 
months earlier, and who hadtried to invade her mind as well with their false kindnessand their 
platitudes. She’d shielded herself away from them,but now she was too weak and in too much 
pain to maintain a shield.So they were all over her. 

The midwives were doing something that she couldn’t see.They were rattling things, and poking 
at a fire. She could hearwater boiling. 

Then Aykree was at her side. She sounded like she was speakingthrough a tunnel when she said, 
“That contraction has stopped.I want you to move on your hands and knees, and put your face 
nearthis.” Aykree and Shejhan pulled Danya onto her knees anddragged her face toward a 
steaming cauldron that they’d movedonto the board floor in front of her. The steam stank of herbs 
androtted meat and the bitter musk of civets. “Breathedeeply,” Aykree said. They draped a 
blanket over her head andthe cauldron, and the steam filled her nostrils and she gagged. 

“Keep breathing it. It numbs the pain.” 

Abruptly, she vomited, which left her feeling better. Sheinhaled more of the steam, and her 
anguish receded a bit further.So she sucked in the stinking steam greedily, and felt a 
deliciouslassitude invade her entire body. She started to let herself fallbackward, but the two 



midwives pulled her onto all fours again.“Don’t quit. Keep breathing it. Deep. Deep! 
Deepbreaths.” 

Deep breaths? Why? The pain was gone. She didn’t want toexpend the effort. She suddenly felt 
wonderful — her mind wasclear of the red haze of pain, and her muscles no longer foughtagainst 
each other. She didn’t need any more of the wonderfulsteam. 

“Did we give it to her too soon?” Shejhan asked. Shesounded like she was half a world away. 
“Did we stop herlabor?” 

“No. She’ll keep going. This will just relax herenough that she’ll leave off fighting her own body 
and let thechild be born.” 

Then the next labor pain began. That ripping, tearing anguishstarted at the top of her belly and 
seared its way downward, andshe sucked in the steam with the desperation of a drowning 
womanoffered air. She wanted to yell again, but she couldn’t dothat and draw the steam into her 
lungs at the same time. Shegasped, and trembled, and only at the height of the contraction,when 
the pain overwhelmed even the numbing drug she breathed, didshe cry out. 

Then that contraction subsided, and once again she feltgood. 

“How close is the baby?” Aykree asked. 

Danya listened with disconnected interest; she felt as if thetwo midwives were discussing 
someone she might have known once.Shejhan said, “I can see the top of the head. We have to 
tieGathalorra’s tail out of the way, though, or I’ll neverbe able to guide the baby out. She nearly 
killed me with it thattime, thrashing the way she was. Here . . .” 

Danya felt her tail being lifted and bound to the central postof the house. 

They could see the head? Interesting. She wondered what itlooked like. 

“Have her push with the next one,” Shejhan said.“She’s ready.” 

And Aykree leaned under the blanket and said, “With thenext pain, hold your breath and bear 
down. It’s time for thebaby to come out.” 

Well, that was good. She still vaguely recalled that once thebaby came out this ordeal would be 
over. She tried to imagine whatthat would be like, but she couldn’t. She had been like thisforever. 

She could form one question coherently, though. “Will ithurt worse?” 

“Gathalorra, when you have come this far, pushing feelsbetter than not pushing. You’re ready, 
and if you let it, yourbody will take care of you,” the midwife said. 



Then the pain slammed into her again, and the blissful haze inwhich she’d basked ripped away. 
Once again the world was realand harsh and drenched in red. Aykree said, “Now. Hold 
yourbreath and push the baby out. Push. Push!” 

She closed her eyes, and tensed her belly, and pushed againstthe agony of being ripped apart. 
Things shifted inside of her. Theunborn monster moved. She could feel her progress suddenly. 
Shecould feel her burden growing less. 

“Good! Good! Harder!” 

She gasped, took another quick breath, held it, pushed again.She was winning. She was getting 
rid of the thing. 

The pain exploded without warning; ten times — a hundred times — worse than it had been 
before. Shecollapsed forward onto her elbows and screamed and flailed andwept, and heard 
something else begin to wail as well. 

She became aware of the midwives shouting at her — yellingabove her screaming. “You’re 
almost done! Gathalorra! Gathalorra! Listen! The head is out. Push again and you’llbe finished!” 

The unbearable urge to push was building inside her,unstoppable, inescapable, and all she could 
feel was mute,anguished astonishment. Again? She had to do that again? 

She couldn’t . . . and yet, the next contractionhit, and she did. More pain — pain so terrible it 
seared andenveloped and overwhelmed. Then, as suddenly as it had overtakenher, it was gone, 
and the most wonderful feeling of warmth floodedher body. No pain. No pushing. No red haze. 
She was still alive,while in the background, even the thin, ragged wail ceased. 

Silence. 

Release. 

Shejhan said, “You have a boy-child.” She soundeddoubtful. 

Danya didn’t care whether she had a dog-child. She wasdone. Done. She was freed of the thing 
that had invaded her body.She could hear its cry begin again — fragile, punctuated, butstronger. 
She wanted them to take the little beast away, butinstead they were rolling her onto her back, 
onto cushions on thefloor, and propping her up, and pressing the thing into her armsand against 
her chest. 

She stared at it, and time stopped. The baby moved in her arms,stopped crying, and stared at her 
gravely. Her baby. Herbaby. 

Not it. Him. 

She stared at him. 



The world held its breath, and sounds, only loosely bound bygravity, spun away. In the silence, 
she stared into her son’seyes, and he stared into hers. He wriggled, blinked, blinkedagain. 

Not a monster at all. 

Not like her. No claws, no scales, no spikes, no teeth. 

She felt swallowed tears burning their way down the back of herthroat; her vision blurred as her 
eyes filled with water. 

Her son. Her human son. 

His bottomless blue eyes regarded her intently; his soft rosebudmouth made a tiny round 
soundless O. He had five tiny fingers oneach hand, five tiny toes on each foot, a soft body with 
perfectlegs and perfect arms. A perfect human baby, and he was hers. TheSabirs had twisted her, 
they had twisted everything about her, butthey had not managed to twist her son. 

She gently pressed one scaled, taloned finger into the palm ofhis hand and his fingers wrapped 
around it. He held on to hertightly and looked into her soul, and his love, the love she’dfought off 
and denied throughout her pregnancy, overwhelmed her. Hewas her gift. He was her reward for 
all the suffering she hadendured. He was wonderful. 

She put him to the nipple that protruded from her scaled breast,and he sucked. While he sucked, 
he looked at her. His free handclenched and unclenched, but with his other hand, he held on to 
herfinger. 

Shejhan said, “He doesn’t have any scales. Or anytail. Or claws. He looks . . . tender. Will he get 
themlater?” 

“No.” Danya ran the back of a finger gently over hissmooth, damp cheek. “No scales. No claws. 
No tail.” Shelooked up. “Can you bring me a blanket for him?Please?” 

She could see the length and delicacy of her hands — herhands as they had once been — 
duplicated in his. She could seein the roundness and the slight upward slant of his eyes her 
owneyes as they had looked the last time she admired herself in amirror in Galweigh House. 

She held him gingerly, afraid that her scaly skin might scratchhim, or that she might accidentally 
injure him with her claws. Butshe wouldn’t. She couldn’t. He was more magical thananything she 
had ever seen or known. How could she have thought shehated him? How could she have wanted 
to be rid of him? 

Some part of her deep inside looked at him with jealousy. He washuman, after all, the one thing 
she wished to be and could never beagain. Human. 

But the rest of her mind said, He’s mine. My son. Mybeautiful son. 



In the back of her mind, a voice that did not belong to herbegan to whisper, Danya? Can you still 
hear me? Are youlistening? 

Luercas. She hadn’t heard from him since she had gotten tooungainly to make her way across the 
river to In-kanmerea, thesecret House of the Devil Ghosts he’d led her to — theonly place where 
she could talk to him without being overheard bythe spirits that would not leave her and her baby 
alone. 

I can hear you. She spoke to him in her mind, not wantingto speak out loud with the midwives 
watching. 

Luercas sounded pleased. You did well, Danya. He’s anexcellent infant. Much better than I had 
expected. He’ll donicely. Very nicely. 

Danya accepted the compliment without comment. She was surprisedthat she wasn’t happier to 
hear from the spirit who had savedher life. She hid her mixed feelings as best she could, not 
wantingto offend him, and said, I’m glad you’re back.I’ve missed you. I was afraid you had 
abandoned me. 

You’re my friend. You’re my window to the world ofthe living. And I’ve missed you, too, all this 
time that Icouldn’t talk with you. But I won’t abandon you, Danya.I’ll never abandon you. 

No. He wouldn’t. He would be with her always. He would takecare of her, keep her safe, and 
eventually help her get her revengeon the Sabirs and the Galweighs, and on the world that 
haddestroyed her. She knew this — knew it with bone-deepcertainty. She should be delighted to 
hear his calm voice speakinginto her mind again. She should be. 

I know you’re my friend. She stared down at the babyin her arms, the lovely baby that she hadn’t 
wanted, andblocked out her reservations about Luercas. Isn’t hemarvelous? 

Luercas said fervently, He’s the most beautiful thingI’ve ever seen. 

 

      

  

Chapter 30 

  

Ry crouched over the viewing glassDùghall had fashioned, watching his cousin Crispin 
movingthrough Sabir House as if he were the paraglese of it and not aminor Wolf in the 
hierarchy. He could see that the other Wolvesgave Crispin deference — at least to his face — and 
thattheir expressions twisted with fear and distaste as he moved pastthem. 



What had happened in the House while he was gone? What couldhave placed Crispin into a 
position of authority? Why would anyWolf bend a knee at Crispin’s passing, or press fingers 
toheart? 

Bitter, evil changes had taken place; Ry knew it. But hecouldn’t imagine how they could have 
come to pass. His cousinCrispin had become a Dragon, or was possessed by a Dragon, or 
wasworking in tandem with a Dragon — Dùghall hadn’tbeen able to determine what happened to 
the host soul when theMirror of Souls inserted the Dragon soul into the host body. Butafter Ry 
had carefully laid out the scene of his own murder in hisroom, and had left clues blaming Crispin 
and his brother Anwyn andtheir crony and cousin Andrew, Crispin should have been 
disowned,and executed in Punishment Square long before a Dragon had thechance to possess his 
body. 

Dùghall stood behind him. “Have you seen ityet?” 

Ry stretched, and felt a dozen points along his spine pop. Helooked up at Dùghall, who remained 
obsessed with the Mirror.The damned Mirror that had betrayed him and his men and Kait, 
thathad drawn his cousins and trouble after them, that had almostgotten all of them killed. He 
wished he’d refused to let Kaitbring the accursed artifact aboard the ship when he rescued her. 
Orthat he’d found a way to throw it into the sea before theyever neared Calimekka. Then they 
wouldn’t be sitting andstaring at little pieces of spelled glass, hoping to find a way toundo 
whatever bizarre damage the Mirror had done. 

“No,” he growled. “I haven’t seen ityet.” 

For love of Kait, he had allowed himself to suffer under thethumb of her uncle. Do this, Ry. Have 
your men do that. Go here.Watch there. And he suffered without protest Dùghall’sunspoken 
opinion that he and his men were inferior because theywere Sabirs. He tolerated the distaste and 
distrust anddislike. 

Actually, he shared the distaste and distrust anddislike. He couldn’t give himself too much credit 
for histolerance, because he didn’t like Dùghall any better thanDùghall liked him. 

But in spite of everything he was doing to win her over, Kaitrefused to move past the boundaries 
of polite distance thatshe’d built between them. They were bound to each other,powerfully and 
inexplicably; he could sense her trotting throughthe city at that moment, tracing one of his 
Family’s servantsthrough Calimekka’s back streets. He was with her as if herode inside her head. 
When he was in the same room with her, hecould feel her bare skin against his even though a 
hundred peoplestood between them. In his bed at night he could taste her lipspressed to his, 
though she had never kissed him; when he closed hiseyes he could feel her dancing naked against 
his body —dancing beneath the moon. And when he managed to look into hereyes, he knew she 
felt what he felt, as fully and vividly andinescapably as he did. Yet she wouldn’t come to him. 
Shewouldn’t touch him. She wouldn’t give in to the passionthat rode them both. She would not 
accept Ian’s offers ofcompanionship and she avoided his embraces, but she avoidedRy’s attempts 
to charm and tempt her, too. 



She was as celibate as a novice parnissa; Ry passed her in themorning as she knelt in meditation, 
practicing the silent,traceless magic her uncle and Hasmal had taught her. Whilemeditating, she 
became invisible to him behind her shields. Whenshe did, he felt that she was cutting away a part 
of his soul. 

Ry kept staring at the glass while he said nothing, andDùghall took the hint. He wandered over to 
see if Jaim,working his shift on the glass linked to the Galweigh woman, hadanything to report. 

In the viewing glass, Crispin strode toward the center of theWolves’ domain. He moved 
purposefully down the corridor thatled to the White Hall, between the rows of arches filled 
withharlequin-patterned stained glass, and at last into the hallitself. He was alone in there. Alone 
with the incised pattern onthe floor, the Trail of Spirits. Alone with the solid goldsacrificial pillar. 

And there it was. The gods’ damned Mirror of Souls sat infront of the pillar like an altar before 
an idol. 

Ry suppressed a shudder. He hated going anywhere near the WhiteHall. At the best of times, the 
unhappy spirits of the sacrificeddead cried out from the walls for release. 

“Here it is,” he said, and instantly Dùghall wasacross the room and on his knees beside him, 
peering into the murkyglass. 

“Which of those things is it?” 

Ry had forgotten that Dùghall had never seen the Mirror. Hepointed it out from the other artifacts 
that sat in the hall.“The flower-shaped artifact on the pedestal. The last time Isaw it, it had light 
rising up through the central stem and poolingin the middle of the petals. Now it looks . . .dead.” 

Dùghall didn’t breathe for the longest time. He seemedfrozen in place, rigid, with his eyes locked 
on the shifting image.Ry felt a change in the air around him, a sense of leashed powermoving 
through the universe’s currents. Dùghall was doingsomething with that silent magic of his, but 
Ry couldn’t beginto guess what. Then, as Crispin left the room, the Mirrordisappeared from 
view, and Dùghall pulled back with asigh. 

“Ah. Clever. Incredibly clever. They did so much withsimple spells. . . .” Dùghall rose andstarted 
to walk away. 

“Wait,” Ry said. The old bastard lived to beenigmatic, but Ry didn’t have the patience to let him. 
Notafter crouching over the viewing glass until his feet went numb andhis back muscles burned. 
“You mean to tell me that by lookingat the artifact for just that short time, you can not only 
tellwhat it does but how it works? And what spells the Dragons used topower it?” 

“To some extent. I can tell the basics. Magical success, atleast success gained at the expense of 
others, leaves tracks. Ifyou had been taught an acceptable form of magic, and had studied 
itdiligently, you could have looked at the success of what theAncients’ Dragons did to create the 
artifact, and followedtheir tracks to the same conclusions.” 



Ry rose to his feet, ignoring the blatant insult to hisscholarship and his form of magic. He glared 
down at the old man.“If that were true, Hasmal would have known what the Mirrordid. He’s one 
of your people.” 

“He’s one of my people in that he was raised a Falconby his father, who is also a Falcon.” 
Dùghall crossed hisarms over his chest and smiled. “But Hasmal was anything but adiligent 
student. He learned what his father taught him because itwas expected of him, and because he 
was a dutiful son. But one doesnot get inspired scholarship from dutiful sons. Inspiredscholarship 
only comes from passion.” 

Ry waited for him to say something else, but the old man wouldplay his games. “What?” Ry 
snapped at last. 

Dùghall chuckled, apparently surprised by the annoyance inRy’s voice. He shook his head, and 
Ry felt the unbearable urgeto Shift and rip the old goat’s throat out with his teeth. Hedidn’t — as 
much out of healthy fear for the oldman’s magical ability as out of love for Kait. 

At last Dùghall answered him. “Though to the untrainedeye the Mirror of Souls doesn’t appear to 
be doing anything atthe moment, it’s feeding off the life forces of most of thepeople in this city in 
order to run itself. I won’t be partyto bringing another such evil into the world. But I believe I see 
away to create a small reverse of the Mirror — something strongenough to reverse the Mirror’s 
spell one person at atime.” 

Ry rolled his eyes. “One person at a time. Thatwould be useful. Then we could track down all of 
the hundreds— or perhaps thousands — of Dragons hiding inside thebodies of the city’s citizens 
. . . and do you know how many people paid parnissal taxes as citizens ofCalimekka last year? 
More than a million. Do you have any idea howeasily a hundred people, or a thousand people, or 
five thousandpeople, could hide within that crowd? So we could track them downone at a time, 
and revert them. If they don’t destroy usfirst. They were the greatest wizards of their age, after 
all. Iimagine they’re dangerous, don’t you think?” 

“Certainly. But we wouldn’t have to track down all ofthem. We’d only need to get one. One in a 
high position, withaccess to the true Mirror, and one who, rid of the Dragon whopossesses him 
and restored to his original state, would besympathetic to us. Who could let us into Sabir House 
and assist increating a diversion that would let us get the Mirror away from theDragons. The 
Mirror is feeding the Dragons now. If we could shut itoff or reverse it, they would be ripped from 
the bodiesthey’ve inhabited and thrown back into the void.” 

“And that would end the threat of Dragons to Calimekka andthe world, and leave the road open 
for you and the rest of theFalcons to bring in your Reborn god and set him up, right? Butaren’t 
you being terribly optimistic? From what I’veheard from Kait and Hasmal, the prophecies foretell 
a war to comebetween the Dragons and your Falcons before this issue can beresolved.” 

Dùghall grinned up at him and shrugged. “The wordingof the prophecies is subject to 
interpretation. Perhaps ourinterpretations have been wrong, and the battle, such as it willbe, will 
only happen between a few powerful adversaries, and notbetween great armies. If we’ve been 
wrong all these years, Iwon’t complain. Conquering the Dragons before they can strikewill only 



bring Solander to his throne that much sooner, and theworld will become a paradise that much 
faster. I’ll do what Ican to hasten the start of paradise.” 

Ry turned away from him, shaking his head. All of them —Dùghall, Hasmal, and even Kait — 
were irrational on thesubject of their Reborn. “You risk your life in the hopes ofbringing a 
nonsensical legend to life. You’re a fool,Dùghall.” 

“You want to see how much of a fool I am?”Dùghall rested a hand lightly on Ry’s shoulder, 
andturned him around so that they were face-to-face. “The Rebornis not a god. And he’s not a 
legend. He’s been born— he was born this morning, and I felt him come into the worldand draw 
breath. It was the greatest joy I have ever known. Hegrows stronger with every breath he takes. 
Would you like to meethim?” 

Ry laughed out loud. Meet the Reborn? What trickery didthe old man have planned to convince 
him that the Reborn was real?Better yet, how did Dùghall think he would benefit fromwinning 
Ry over? Had he been planning to convert Ry to theFalcons’ silly religion all along? 

Perhaps Dùghall had decided there weren’t enoughFalcons to rule the world. Maybe he’d 
discovered what apowerful wizard Ry was and decided he needed him as an ally in hisown right, 
not a reluctant ally helping the Falcon cause to stayclose to Kait. 

He looked at the old man and thought, What chicanery have youplanned for me, eh? Well, I like a 
good magic trick as well as thenext, and seeing yours will tell me more about you than you 
canguess. You want me to “meet” your great hero? By allmeans, entertain me. 

Aloud he said, “Certainly I’d like to meet yourReborn.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 31 

  

They sat cross-legged facing each other,the old man’s blood-bowl between them. “I won’t needto 
draw my own blood for the bowl,” Dùghall said.“I’ve already walked the light path many times, 
and mysoul knows the way. But you’ll need a link.” 

Ry shook his head. “If you don’t spill your blood intothe bowl with mine, I’ll leave now. I don’t 
trust a spellthat calls for my blood but not yours.” 

Dùghall shrugged, and pulled out a tourniquet and a hollowthorn, and quickly poured a few drops 
of his own blood into thebowl. “I have no tricks planned for you, son. I only want youto 



understand what we fight for, and why. You want Kait — youmake it plain with every word you 
speak and every gesture you makethat she is your only reason for standing with us. So I am 
showingyou the reason that Kait now follows the path of the Falcons, andthat she and Hasmal 
and I stand with each other.” 

“I told you I’m ready to see your little show. Justdon’t expect me to believe it.” Ry fumbled with 
thetourniquet Dùghall had used, and with the fresh thorn thatDùghall had given him; in the end 
he managed to add a bit ofhis own blood to the bowl, though it was nothing like theeffortless 
process it had been for the old man. 

Then Dùghall spread his arms wide and began to chant in oneof the old, old tongues. By listening 
closely, Ry could make outthe rhythms and patterns of the language, and categorize it as acousin 
of the Ancients’ tongues that he’d studied. But hecouldn’t understand a word of it. He could, 
however, feel theeffects of the words Dùghall spoke into the darkened room. 

A shield swirled into existence around them, at first invisiblebut then gaining radiance and 
luminous form as it strengthened.Within the shield, Ry felt peace descend on him. It was 
atranquillity he had never felt when in contact with magic before— it was truly beautiful and 
strangely gentle; to his mindbeauty and gentleness were the antithesis of magic. He sat withinthe 
shimmering globe, suspicious but shaken, and waited forDùghall to begin entertaining him with 
some clever light show.The old man, though, said, “There is nothing to see. Closeyour eyes and I 
will lead you along the golden thread.” 

He closed his eyes as he was told, and discovered that he couldclearly “see” a spiraling golden 
rope that led from theblood-bowl and away. Heading south. 

He sensed the old man with him, but with eyes closed, and withinthe shell of the shield, Dùghall 
didn’t feel like an oldman. He felt huge, as powerful as a force of nature, as terrifyingas the 
leading edge of an enormous storm sitting off the coast. Ryknew the storm could strike and 
destroy everything in front of it,but he had no way of knowing if it would. 

Follow, Dùghall told him as he moved into the coreof that glowing rope, then along it. Ry found 
that he could follow,and that as soon as he’d placed himself within the rope, itdrew him forward, 
impossibly fast. He had no control, but hewasn’t afraid. Love surrounded him and infused him, 
becomingstronger and more wonderful the nearer he came to its source. 

They arrived at the birthplace of all that love. Ry could seenothing, but he had no doubt what was 
going on. A newborn infantlay in his mother’s arms, quiet and at peace. Ry felt thepower that 
poured from the baby, magic already fully formed andtrained with skill and precision . . . but 
magiccontrolled by love. By compassion. By hope and optimism. Joy flowedthrough him, an 
internal radiance as brilliant as the light of thesun and as gentle as the kiss of a light breeze on the 
petals of aflower. 

The infant offered himself as a gift to the world. Newborn, healready knew that he would live his 
life serving others, teachingthem, leading the world toward the beauty of the place he 
alreadyinhabited. Ry could see that it was not beyond reach, that place ofperfect happiness. 



Inhabiting it, he could see that he could createsuch beauty within himself, though until that 
moment he would neverhave imagined such a thing could be possible. 

We do not fall in love, he discovered. We do not stumble intojoy, or trip over compassion on our 
way somewhere else. We choose the path of love, and joy, and compassion, andacceptance, and 
by following that path we leave the path of hatredbehind. They are opposite roads going in 
completely differentdirections, and those who walk love’s road will have livesfilled with love, 
and will have no room for hatred. 

He felt like an idiot for suspecting Dùghall of trickery.No one who had spent time in the presence 
of the Reborn could evenconsider wasting time trying to trick people into becoming theReborn’s 
followers. The Reborn reached out and touched, andhis love overcame all obstacles. No trickery 
could do what he didsimply by existing. 

I have a place for you, the Reborn told him. 

And Ry said, Take me, I’m yours. 

Welcome, friend. 

At last he had to leavethat peaceful presence and return to his body, and to the darknessof the 
little workroom. He opened his eyes, and sat in silenceacross from the old man, letting the tears 
flow down his cheeks. Hewas shocked at his reaction — but he could understand it, too.His 
meeting with the Reborn was his first encounter with genuinelove. He had been appreciated 
before that, but not loved. Hismother considered him a useful playing piece, his late father 
hadlooked at him as someone who would someday take his place and carryon his work, his other 
relatives saw him as a potential threat or apotential ally. But love, joy, compassion, hope . . .those 
were not feelings that had a place in Sabir House. 

The Reborn had come to change that. He had come to teachlove. 

Ry looked at Dùghall, and wiped the tears from his face.“I’m with you,” he said. “No matter 
what, nomatter the price, I’m with you. I understand now.” 

Dùghall nodded, and leaned across the again-emptyblood-bowl, and hugged him. “I’m glad to 
have you on ourside.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 32 

  



Inside the secret corridor within thewall that surrounded Sabir House, Domagar crouched at one 
of thespy-slits. “You see her? Lean girl, bleached blond hair in abraid, work clothes, moving right 
now past the fat sausage vendor.Bland girl — doesn’t catch your eye.” 

The spy who had followed the two traders to their inn squintedout his own slit and said, “Yes. I 
see her. What ofher?” 

“She’s the girl who was sitting next to you in theinn. I happened to get a good look at her face as 
I was leaving. . . met her eyes and I saw that she recognized me andwasn’t happy about it, though 
I was certain I’d neverseen her before. It took every bit of my concentration and most ofthe trip 
from the inn to here to realize that she’s the same girl I approached when I heard she was trying 
to sellartifacts. The one who said her name was Chait-eveni. When sheclaimed to be a trader, she 
had an Imumbarran accent and woreImumbarran clothes. Had black hair then. And she was 
pretty.Striking, even. But now she’s dressed like any Iberan laborer,plain as hell, and she damn 
near disappears into the street whileyou watch her. Did you speak to her?” 

The spy had to think about it. “She didn’t leave muchof an impression, really. But . . . yes. I guess 
I didspeak to her. Briefly.” He frowned thoughtfully, and he staredharder at the girl. “She had no 
accent. None whatsoever. Infact . . .” The spy who had followed the two Hmothtraders to their 
inn closed his eyes for an instant, recalling thewoman next to him. Her voice, her scent, her way 
of eating.“In fact, this is so odd that I should have made note of it atthe time. I heard traces of 
Family in her voice. And I should havenoticed it in her table manners, too, if I’d been 
payingcloser attention.” He looked down at his hands and muttered,“That isn’t like me, to be so 
inattentive. It isn’t.” He looked back out again, and started.“Where did she go?” 

“She hasn’t moved,” Domagar said. 

The spy kept looking, then said, “Oh, you’re right.She hasn’t.” 

“She slides out of the mind. I don’t like that. Ican’t see why, but she does.” 

“I was afraid it was just me,” the spy said. “AsI think about her now, I realize that she was the 
most interestingthing at our table — because of the contradictions. But Ididn’t see it at the time. 
She was a polite eater, if you knowwhat I mean. One bite at a time, didn’t speak with her 
mouthfull, sipped her drink instead of gulping it. Didn’t spit. Andshe had no stink of sweat or 
work to her, though the day was hotand the laborers around her smelled strong enough. She. . .” 
He paused, wanting to be sure he was right.“She smelled distinctly of flowers. And herbs. Good 
cleansmell.” 

Down two spy-slits from both of them, Anwyn Sabir stood besidethe captain of the Sabir guards. 
They had been watching the girl,too. “There’s something dishonest about the whole lot ofthem,” 
Anwyn said. “Whatever they’re doing, itisn’t about trading for the artifacts my brother wants.”He 
turned to the guard captain. “So let’s find out whatthey’re really up to. Bring her in.” 

*     *     * 



Kait sighed. She’d waited long enough; herfriends would begin to wonder where she was. She’d 
given theman she followed plenty of time to report what he’d done. Ifhe’d intended to leave by 
the gate through which he’dentered the House, he would have done so already. Therefore, 
eitherhe was a permanent resident of the Sabir House or he had gone outone of the lesser gates. 
Either way, there was nothing more shecould do. 

As a form of further disguise and because she was once againhungry and thirsty, she bought a hot 
sausage on a stick from a fatyoung man with a shaved head, and had an ale-monger fill her 
tinwork cup with a bronze fifth-preid’s worth of rice ale. Shesipped and nibbled as she started 
back to her rendezvous withDùghall. She concentrated on looking like a weary laborertrudging 
back to her job, however reluctantly. She kept her shieldstight, even though she had seen nothing 
that would indicate thatanyone in Sabir House was aware of her presence. 

She wished she had more to tell Dùghall. She wished shecould have thought of some way to 
follow her target clear intoSabir House. She was certain there were things in there that sheneeded 
to know. She wished . . . but caught herselfwasting her time on wishes, and turned her attention to 
the task athand. 

The street she was on pitched steeply down a hill. It was not,she suddenly realized, a normal 
street. Buildings on both sideshemmed in the horizon, while the street switchbacked left and 
righthalf a dozen times, leaving the person on it perpetually blind towhat lay before and what 
came up behind. The builders of SabirHouse had no doubt designed it that way. No alleys split 
offanywhere, making the street one long corral, and not even thebuildings would offer hiding 
places to someone in need. Every onewas a warehouse marked with the Sabir crest or with crests 
ofallied Families. All of the doors were closed and, in most cases,padlocked. Kait had been too 
intent on not being spotted by herprey to pay attention to the details of the approach on her way 
up,but on her way back down, she realized she didn’t like thesetup. Not at all. The advantages of 
the long, narrow, twisting,exitless street with its blind approaches lay exclusively with theSabirs. 

A few boys scurried into view around the sharp curve in front ofher. Their heads were down and 
they kept their eyes forward. Theysaid nothing to each other; they carried fenny sticks and a 
fennyball tucked under their arms. They gave no indication that theywere friends, though from 
the sweat on their faces and on theirclothes and the labored sound of their breathing, Kait would 
haveguessed they had been playing a game in the street only momentsbefore. 

Their silent, hurried progress set her teeth on edge. Suddenlyeveryone coming toward her seemed 
nervous to her. Chary. Watchful.She smelled the air, and she smelled fear. She dropped the 
uneatenhalf of her sausage into a gutter, poured her ale, and tucked thecup back into her belt. Her 
heart beat faster. 

A few old women appeared from around the corner in front of her,their scarves and skirts tucked 
up, their heads down. They scurriedup the street, carefully not looking around them. They stank 
offear. 

Now she was certain. Something lay ahead, and because of thedesign of the street, ahead was the 
only way she could go. Did thisstir have anything to do with her? Perhaps not. The Sabirs 
mighthave sent their guards out to collect an impromptu street tax fromthe vendors, but then why 



would the boys have ceased theirfenny-ball game? Why would everyone be hurrying toward 
theHouse instead of away from it? 

She pulled a few strands of her hair down over her face, slumpedher shoulders, hung her head, 
and tightened her“don’t-see-me” shield until people coming toward herbarely managed to avoid 
her before veering out of the way. Shethought of a story for why she was on the street — her 
foremanhad sent her to look for a mason he’d sent up the street toget his lunch. She swallowed, 
and tried to look inoffensive. 

Rounding the next corner, her heart slid up into her throat. Tenguards in green and silver had 
cordoned off the street, and wererequiring identification papers before they would let anyonepass. 

Kait’s falsified papers identified her as a black-hairedImumbarran trader named Chait-eveni 
Three-Fast, daughter of anImumbarran stardancer mother and a Gyru-nalle trader father. 
Shelooked as purely Iberan as she was, and that dichotomy was going tocause her grief. She 
knew within the Galweigh districts, travelingwith obviously falsified papers (or legitimate papers 
but anobviously falsified appearance) was a crime, punishable byimprisonment and hard labor. 
Within the Sabir district of the city. . . well, the Sabir district had a reputation for beinga tougher, 
meaner place to make a mistake. 

This was about her. Sometime in the last station, she’dmade a mistake. Somehow, she’d allowed 
the spy to catch sightof her. Or he had planted a telltale on her. Or . . .what she’d done wrong 
didn’t matter as much as what shecould do to get away. 

Some workers came out of a warehouse to her left. They lookedlike she did — equally shabby, 
equally weary. Any animationthey exhibited at leaving work dissolved when they saw 
theroadblock. The door swung slowly behind them, almost closing. Butnot completely. Kait 
could see that the latching mechanism hadcaught on the doorframe, keeping it from shutting all 
the way. 

Her first lucky break. 

She took a deep breath and ducked into the warehouse. Shequietly pulled the door closed behind 
her. Pins tumbled into placeas it locked itself. That didn’t bother her. Warehouse doorsoften 
required a key from the outside only. 

But the darkness inside was nearly complete — she’dexpected lights, movement, voices, some 
sign of life. The onlysmell in the air was dust, however, and the only sound that brokethe silence 
was her breathing. 

A crew had just walked out the door behind her. They’d beenin the warehouse for a reason. If 
they shut the place down behindthem, she should still find some sign that they’d been 
workingearlier — stacks of goods, or a smell of life in the air, orsomething. She sighed, and the 
emptiness echoed her sighback to her from all four directions. 

She didn’t even hear any rats. 



She looked around once her eyes adjusted to the darkness. Fourwalls rose up the height of five 
men, supporting a trussed ceiling;the walls to the left and right of her were unbroken by any 
windowor door. The floor between those walls was completely bare.Directly across from her, 
though, a single door like the one behindher pierced the wall. No light showed underneath, but 
perhaps thedoor merely fit its frame well. All sorts of activity might be inprogress on the other 
side. 

She leaned her back against the door that led out to the streetand pressed one ear to it. She heard 
shouting outside, andscreaming. If they were truly looking for her and they didn’tfind her among 
the people in the street, they would search thewarehouses. This one held no hiding places. But 
perhaps thelaborers had been working behind that other door. Perhaps there shewould be able to 
find a hiding place. 

She hurried across the bare floor and rested a hand on the otherdoor, and offered a quick prayer to 
Nerin, who watched over hisfollowers during his station, that the laborers had left itunlocked. 
Then she turned the handle. The door opened. 

Quick thanks to Nerin. 

More darkness, but now punctuated at intervals by distant light.She was in a long, curving 
corridor with tiny windows set highalong the outside wall. The corridor ran both to her left, back 
upthe hill toward the House, and right, down the hill and towardsafety. She paused in the 
doorway, holding her breath, every sensestraining for evidence that she was being pursued. The 
corridor wasempty for a long distance in either direction. Perhaps entirelyempty. She stepped into 
it, pulled the door shut behind her so thatshe would not make her trail obvious to anyone who 
might step intothe warehouse, and turned right. She passed other doors on herright. She tried 
each, hoping one would open for her, but all werelocked. She quickly reached a dead end — the 
place where theSabir warehouse district ended and lower Calimekka resumed. If shecould just get 
out through the wall . . . but it wasstonework of high caliber, and thick. She stood about parallel 
withthe place where the guards had set up their roadblock. Thehorrified realization grabbed her; 
she was standing in the corridorthrough which those guards had traveled to get ahead of her. 
Morecould come along at any time, or those could decide to go back. 

The warehouse had been safer, if only marginally. She ran backthe way she’d come, trying doors 
as she did. She didn’tremember which one had been the one she’d come out of, and inthe dim 
light, they all looked the same. 

It was only when she’d traveled twice as far up the hill asshe’d gone down that she realized she’d 
passed herwarehouse. The door had locked itself behind her. She was trappedin the corridor. 

She wished the doors were lighter, or the locks were simpler.She felt certain she could have 
kicked a lighter door in. But shefelt equally certain that the massive warehouse doors 
wouldn’tgive way for her. 

Which meant she could stay where she was, or she could head backtoward Sabir House, hoping 
to find another warehouse with an opendoor before she ended up inside . . . 



. . . the walls . . . 

. . . of the House itself . . . 

She stopped and smiled. She was an idiot. She’d wanted toget into the House. She’d fallen into 
her perfect opportunityto do so without being observed. The corridor was empty. Her 
Karneesenses picked up neither sound nor scent of anyone. If she justmoved quickly enough, she 
ought to be able to get into the Housethrough its service corridor without being caught. She broke 
into alope, no longer wasting time checking warehouse doors. 

The corridor switchbacked along with the warehouses it had beenbuilt to service. Kait stopped 
before every switchback to listenand smell ahead of her for danger. Her road stayed clear. Near 
theHouse, she passed sounds of activity within the warehouses to herleft, but she didn’t check the 
doors to those, either. She hadtaken the offensive. She intended to keep it. The Sabirswouldn’t 
look for her within their midst. 

Finally she reached another termination to the corridor, butunlike the blank stone wall at the 
bottom of the hill, this wallwas translucent, white with a hint of opalescence, smooth as 
goodglass. The narrow, delicately etched white door set into itpromised access to the Sabirs’ 
realm that lay beyond. If she could get through it. The door was, after all, of theAncients’ make, 
and for all its apparent delicacy, created tosurvive both enemies and eons unscathed. 

Kait rested her hand on the smooth curve of the openingmechanism and pressed lightly. The 
mechanism recessed and the doorslid open silently. She stepped into warm light that radiated 
fromeverywhere at once, and felt a brief pang of homesickness. Thesmooth, translucent white 
walls of an Ancients’ building rosearound her, reminding her of her suite of rooms in Galweigh 
House.Home — lost but not forgotten. She pushed the wistfulness tothe back of her mind and 
focused on her work. To her right, astaircase made of the same exquisite, indestructiblestone-of-
Ancients spiraled upward. While loitering beyond the gate,she had seen the top portion of an 
Ancients’ tower that stoodjust inside the walls of Sabir House. This had to be that 
tower.Excellent! She knew where she was. Beyond the stairs lay the onlyother door in the bottom 
floor of the tower, this one certainlyleading out onto the grounds of the House itself. Or perhaps 
intothe servants’ area, or the House storage rooms. No matterwhere it went, it led someplace she 
wanted to go. 

She listened carefully at that door and heard only more silence.Again, excellent. Eager to be on 
her way, she gripped the curvedmechanism and pressed. It failed to open. She tried it again, 
thistime keeping her pressure on the mechanism light. The door wasstill locked. 

She closed her eyes and swore softly but with great passion. Shecould go back the way she’d 
come, and go out through one ofthe occupied warehouses. But now, with the promise of Sabir 
Houselying like an uncracked egg in front of her, the thought of merelyescaping felt like failure. 

Well, she could tell Dùghall about the warehouses and thecorridor — perhaps he would think of 
some magical way to getpast the tower and its locked door. 



Frustrated, she retreated to the door through which she’dentered the tower, and pressed its 
opening mechanism. 

It, too, was locked. 

Nausea twisted her stomach and she felt lightheaded. She’dmanaged to trap herself. She took 
slow, deep breaths to ward offpanic. She closed her eyes. She had seen only one window in 
thetower, and that had been all the way at the top. High up, terriblyhigh up. High enough that she 
would kill herself if she leaped fromit. But perhaps if she climbed the stairs, she would find a 
lowerwindow facing inward, one she could safely jump out of. She couldonly hope. 

The sound of footsteps and voices reached her ears. Men, comingtoward the tower from the 
corridor. The guards? Perhaps. 

She started to panic again, then relaxed. They would have thekey that opened the tower door. 
They wouldn’t be looking forher. They would go out into the House, and she would find a way 
tofollow them. 

She slipped up the stairs and around the first complete arc ofthe spiral, out of sight. 

Their voices grew louder, and finally she could make out whatthey were saying. 

“. . . dasn’t seem right t’ me that shegot away. I reckon had we kept on, we’d ’a foundher.” 

“The cap’n says quit, I’m for quitting.They’re after something freakish, you ask me, an’ I 
wantnothing to do with it.” 

“Nor I.” The door opened and the first of the guardsentered. “They decided to let her go, I say all 
to the good.Tellin’ us she might have a weapon could kill us all with astroke, then sendin’ us out 
without telling us how. Letsomeone else get the reward. I’ll take my littledaughter’s hug when I 
walk through the door t’nightan’ call myself a rich man.” 

They started up the stairs. 

Kait swallowed hard, suddenly and completely scared. Theydidn’t know about her and they 
weren’t coming after her,but she had no idea what lay above her. There might be no place tohide 
between where she stood and the top of the tower. 

But there might be. She concentrated on that, and fled up thestairs, years of practice in sneaking 
through Galweigh House makingher flight nearly soundless. The guards behind her covered her 
fewscuffles and the sound of her breathing with their casual chatterand their heavy, thudding 
footsteps. 

They were in no hurry and she was running, so she gainedground. 



The ceiling neared, and she could see an archway ahead. She ranfaster, trying to think of what 
she would do if there were alreadyguards in the room. She lunged through the doorway in a state 
ofnear-terror. 

It was empty. 

Even better, it was clearly the guards’ destination.Uniforms hung from racks all around the 
room’s perimeter, anda lunch table stacked with papayas and melons and squashes sat inthe 
center. She could see nowhere to hide in the room, but thestairs continued upward, with another 
ceiling overhead and a door,standing ajar, visible from the stair on which she stood. 

With the guards’ voices ringing loudly behind her, sheraced upward again. 

She slid through the door, saw that no one was in the room withher, and pulled it almost closed. 
To keep it from closingcompletely — because her luck with closed doors had not beengood that 
day — she grabbed a stick of wood from the wood binand wedged it between the door and the 
frame. 

Then she stood shaking, her forehead pressed against the cool,smooth stone-of-Ancients, and 
listened to the voices below her. Themen were changing, gathering up their belongings and 
getting readyto go home for the day. They didn’t sound like they would becoming up that final 
flight of stairs. She turned, leaned her backagainst the door, and studied her hiding place. She was 
in thewatchroom she’d seen from the ground. The top of thetower. 

The wood bin sat to her immediate left. Left of that, a squat,ugly metal table hunkered between 
two arches, covered with a darkcloth held in place by lead weights at each corner. She frowned 
atthe lumps beneath the cloth, curious about what might be there, butshe didn’t investigate. The 
center of the room held a tall,long, heavy wood table edged with metal rings, upon which 
restedcoiled rope, chains, locks, and balls of wrapped gauze. Beside thetable were several chairs, 
none of them comfortable-looking; and inthe eastern corner a brazier that had a fire going in it, 
thoughthe fire was down to coals; and beside the brazier three buckets ofwater. The room itself 
was beautiful. Architecture with theAncients’ unmistakable preference for simplicity and 
elegance.Arched doorways punctuated the walls at intervals, and through themshe could see the 
delicate parapet that had looked so fragile andlovely from the ground below. A breeze blew 
through from thewestern arches, laden with the scents of jasmine and frangipani andfreesia. The 
wind was cool, and that high up, blew hard. She couldsee why anyone using the tower would 
need to have a fire going. 

The view through those arches was fantastic. The sun wasbeginning to drop below the mountains 
to the west, and the sky hadturned orange and blood red around it, with streaks of violetstabbing 
into the red and deepening into rich blue when theyreached the eastern edge of the sky. In 
minutes it would be dark.Already the city sparkled with lights, a million gems tossed onto avelvet 
cloak and glittering with inner fire. 

Kait missed the long twilights she’d discovered in NorthNovtierra — darkness there crept up 
quietly, and sunsets hungin the sky for what felt like forever. Had this scene taken placein North 



Novtierra, she would have had most of a station to enjoyit. In Calimekka, the night charged down 
on the day like an angrybull, tramping the brief, fragile sunset into oblivion in meremoments. 

She moved forward, drawn to the westernmost arch and to theflaring sunset. She stood for several 
moments taking it in. Then,below her, she heard the voices of the guards growing fainter. 
Theywere leaving. If she followed them down, she could wedge somethingbehind the tower door 
before it could completely close. She guessedthat they would head into the Sabir compound; she 
could follow themin and still find out something useful for her uncle. 

She hurried to the door. The stick she’d wedged into it wasgone. The door was shut, though she 
hadn’t heard it shut. Thewind? Could the wind have blown the wedge out of place and closedthe 
door while she stood watching the setting sun? She didn’tsee how, but she couldn’t think of what 
else might havehappened. 

She tried the mechanism. It was locked. She stood still, tryingto collect her thoughts, which 
began racing madly the instant sherealized she was trapped. 

I can use that coil of rope, maybe the gauze, tie everythingtogether, wait until dark, lower myself 
to the ground. 

There wasn’t enough rope to reach the ground — shecould already see that. 

I’ll get close enough that I won’t be too badlyhurt. 

Maybe. 

I’ll find a way out of here before someone comes. 

She rested her head on the door and closed her eyes. 

I’ll find a way out of this. 

Behind her, rhythmic clicking on the floor. 

She turned, and jammed the side of her fist into her mouth tostifle the scream that tried to burst 
free. 

Two men and a monster stepped through the arches from theeastern half of the parapet to face 
her. One of the men was DomagarAddo. Beside him stood a burly ox of a man with massive 
shouldersand a chest sprung like a water barrel. He had shaved his head,keeping a single braid 
above his left ear in the fashion of theSloebene sailors. Either fights or bad bloodlines had given 
him anose like a squashed mushroom and eyes as cold and flat as asnake’s. 

But both men were handsome next to the thing that stood besidethem. 



Horns curled from its forehead, and scales covered its face andskin, and daggerlike spines rose 
from its shoulders and elbows. Ithad long claws on its hands, a thick, lashing tail, rows 
oftriangular, serrated teeth. It alone among the three of them smiledat her. She wished it hadn’t. 

“Looking for this?” it asked, and held up the piece ofwood she’d used to keep the door from 
closing. “Itdidn’t do the job very well, did it?” 

The instruments and ropes on the table, the lumpish thingsbeneath the cloth, even the fire left 
burning down to coals —all of those things suddenly took on a new and sinistercharacter. 

The monster said, “Nothing to say? Well, perhapsthat’s because we haven’t been introduced. You 
areChait-eveni.” Its smile grew broader. Its voice was the raspof a file on metal. Kait shuddered. 
“And I am Anwyn Sabir, ofthe Sabir Wolves. This is my cousin Andrew. And I believe you 
knowour friend Domagar.” 

Her hands twisted at the mechanism of the door at her back,trying anything to get it to open. But 
it held fast. 

Domagar said, “We began to believe that you would neverfollow the little path we made for you 
and find your way to us. Butwe’re so happy you did. We’re delighted to entertain sucha clever 
girl.” 

Anwyn said, “We are indeed. We have an interesting eveningplanned for you.” 

Andrew Sabir giggled, a sound that made Kait’s skincrawl. 

Anwyn said, “Come, don’t be shy. You might as welljoin us over here. That door won’t give 
way, and there is noother way out. We intend to know you well before you leaveus.” 

“If you leave us,” Domagar said. “Notsomething I’d count on.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 33 

  

Dùghall stared over Ry’sshoulder into the viewing glass. He could clearly see Kait,disguised still 
as a common laborer. He could see the table shefaced, and the instruments of torture that covered 
the tablesitting along one wall. He released his shield and sent a singletendril of his spirit-self 
crawling through the delicate strands ofmagic that connected the viewing glass to Domagar, the 
Dragon. Heput himself in danger, because with his shields down, Domagar couldfollow the link 



back to him, if he became aware of it. Thus linked,however, he could not only see through 
Domagar’s eyes, butexperience everything the Dragon felt and heard and knew throughhis other 
senses, too. 

He took a deadly risk, but he took it for Kait. He feared thathe was going to watch her die, but he 
was determined that if hecould do nothing else for her, at least he would find a way to makesure 
she was not alone when they killed her. 

The men Domagar was with were both Sabir Wolves. Domagarcontrolled them, though neither of 
them were aware of the fact.From Domagar’s mind, Dùghall could draw out littlesnippets of fact. 
That Domagar had been the name of the true ownerof the body, and that his soul had been ripped 
out and replaced bythe soul of a Dragon named Mellayne; that one of the two Wolveswith him 
was also Karnee; that they didn’t know the girlthey’d captured was a Galweigh or Karnee, and 
they had noawareness of the magic she controlled, but that they were sure shewas more than an 
employee of traders; that they intended to tortureKait to find out who she was, who she worked 
with, what she wanted,and what she knew. And then they intended to kill her. 

Domagar said, “If you cooperate with us, you have mypromise that we won’t hurt you,” and 
Dùghall becameaware of voices around him muttering, “Don’t you believehim, Kait!” and, “Kill 
them and get out of there,”and, “Shift! Shift!” 

He focused his attention on his physical surroundings for aninstant. Hasmal and Ian and Ry and 
all of Ry’s lieutenantswere now crouched around the viewing glass, talking to her as ifshe could 
hear them. 

He returned himself to his connection with Domagar. Kait had adagger in one hand and was 
saying, “Stay back and ask me whatyou want to know, and I’ll tell you. Come at me and I’llkill 
you.” 

All three men laughed. Through Domagar’s eyes, she lookedso frail, so helpless. A slender young 
woman surrounded by threewizards. 

The Scarred one limped to the table that held the tortureimplements and picked up a flaying knife 
and a set of fingerdicers. Dùghall shuddered and tried to think of something thathe could do that 
would protect Kait without leaving himself open toattack. He had to remember that his first duty 
as a Warden of theFalcons was to survive, so that he could rescue the Mirror of Soulsand get it to 
the Reborn; only if he didn’t jeopardize his ownsurvival could he take steps to save her. He was 
takingunacceptable risks just by linking into Domagar. 

“Do something,” Ian was saying. “Do some magicthat will save her.” 

“Magic doesn’t work that way,” Ry said.“She’s shielded so tightly nothing I could do would 
reachher. Maybe we could attack them, but hitting them hard enough tosave her would rebound 
an equal attack onto us, and we don’thave sacrifices to take the rewhah. We’d die, but 
shewouldn’t live.” 



Hasmal interrupted. “No sacrifice would be required formagic that caused no harm. If we could 
get through to her, we could. . . maybe we could lift her out of there, or dosomething else of that 
nature. But you’re right. Her shieldscover her so completely that no magic leaks out at all, and 
ifnothing can get out, nothing can get in.” 

Ian said, “But they’re going to kill her.” Hisvoice was anguished. 

Dùghall tried to keep his focus on the scene around him inthe Sabir tower. The Wolves, the 
Dragon . . . andKait. 

The Scarred Wolf, whom Domagar’s mind named Anwyn, said,“Girl, you’re not in a position to 
make choices. Not now.Not ever again. Come to me. If I have to come to you, I promiseyou’ll 
pay doubly for it.” 

The other Wolf began to laugh. His laughter was theuncontrolled, high-pitched tittering of a 
madman. Dùghall,looking at him through Domagar’s eyes, was overwhelmed by thehopelessness 
of the situation. Domagar’s memories insisted theshaved-skulled madman was Karnee, which 
made him the one among thethree who posed the most immediate physical danger to Kait. He 
wasmost likely to discover that she was the same sort of creature hewas. 

The mad Wolf, Andrew, said, “She’s not going to cometo you, cousin. Not by herself. You’re too 
ugly. She wantssomeone handsome to help her talk. Someone like me.” 

“I’ll kill them,” Ian was muttering. “Ifthey hurt her, I’ll destroy all three of them and the rest 
ofthe Sabirs, too.” 

Ry said, “Don’t make promises you can’t keep. Youhaven’t the skill or the power to destroy even 
one of them.They’re wizards.” 

“I’ll find a way,” Ian said. 

Dùghall’s mind kept racing in circles, looking forsomething — anything — that might allow him 
to save hisniece. If he could create a tiny reversed Mirror of Souls, he couldcapture the Dragon 
soul in Domagar’s body in it, which wouldreturn Domagar’s true soul — the soul of the devout 
youngfarmer — to its rightful place. He thought. Or it might killthe soulless body. Could that 
help her? A dead body in the roomwould be worthless — worse than worthless, because it 
wouldgive away the presence of observers, and alert the other two. But adevout young farmer 
might try to come to the rescue of a poortrapped girl. 

Could he create the Mirror quickly enough? 

He looked at the rings on his fingers. The form of the ring wasessential to the structure of the 
Mirror spell. He’d seenthat, had figured out that the purity of the metal the ring wasmade of 
mattered, too. He had good rings. But he would also needthree wires. He said, “One of you. Get 
me wires — threeshort wires. Fast.” 



A brief pause, while the men stood thinking. 

Yanth snapped his fingers. “Dagger.” 

Trev caught the direction his thoughts had taken. “Yes. Butyou’ll need two.” 

Both lieutenants shot out the door and an instant later wereback, prying wrapped silver wire from 
the hilt of one fine daggerwith the blade of another. “How long?” Trev asked. 

In the tower, Andrew Sabir was moving toward Kait from aroundone side of the table, and 
Anwyn, holding his torture implements,was approaching her from the other. 

Dùghall didn’t waste time listening to what they weresaying. He was fighting to get his most 
perfect ring, a plaincircle of refined electrum, over his knuckles. He’d lostweight over the past 
months, and the ring had been loose on hisfinger, but his joints hadn’t gotten any smaller. He 
said,“The length of your longest finger, all three ofthem.” 

By the time they’d broken off the wires, he’d gottenhis ring free. He quickly attached the wires to 
the ring andtwisted the three of them together, then fanned out the ends toform a crude tripod. He 
stood the little tripod on the floor andnibbled skin off of his lower lip. The tiny fragments of skin 
hedropped into the center of the ring. This was going to be crude.Terribly crude. 

He crouched over the tripod. Focusing his will and his attentioncompletely on the little band of 
electrum, he said: 

Follow my soul, Vodor Imrish, 
To the Dragon soul of Mellayne, 
To the usurper of the body of Domagar, 
Faithful child of Iberan gods, 
And from this body expel the intruder. 
Bring no harm to the intruder, 
The Dragon Mellayne, 
But give his soul safe house and shelter 
Within the unbroken circle before me — 
Unbroken that it may guard 
Mellayne’s immortality, and 
Protect the essence of life and mind. 
I offer my flesh — all that I have given 
And all that you will take, 
Freely and with clear conscience, 
As I do no wrong, 
But reverse a wrong done. 

He felt fire along the tendril of his spirit thatlinked him to Domagar. He wanted to scream, but he 
held himselffirm. And within Domagar’s mind, he felt first astonishment,then raw terror. White 
heat burned away the anchors by which thespirit of Mellayne the Dragon held itself within the 



body it hadtaken; white fire pursued that spirit back along the threadlikepath that connected 
Domagar to Dùghall. And whenMellayne’s spirit blasted through Dùghall,flailing for any crevice 
or crack in him that would give itpurchase, that angry fire surrounded it and absorbed it and 
burstfrom Dùghall’s chest in a blazing stream that poured intothe ring. The fire spiraled around, 
and the room filled for aninstant with fog and the scent of honeysuckle and the oppressiveweight 
of a wordless scream. 

When the air cleared and silence returned, light rose from thebottom of the tiny Mirror, crawled 
up through the center, andcircled into the ring, forming a little pool in the center. Aperfect replica 
in miniature of the Mirror of Souls. Mirror ofMellayne, Dùghall thought. 

“Ah, gods,” Ry whispered. “It’s doing whatKait’s Mirror did.” 

“Indeed.” He looked into the viewing glass, anddiscovered that it had not gone black. Domagar’s 
body, then,had not fallen to the floor in a lifeless heap. Domagar — thereal Domagar — was 
looking around the room, his gazeflicking from the men to Kait to the torture instruments, then 
backto Kait again. “The boy has his own soul back. The ring housesthe soul of a Dragon. Watch 
now,” Dùghall said, andeveryone stared into the viewing glass. 

Kait had her back to the balcony, the blackness of the gulfbeneath her clearly visible. Anwyn and 
Andrew closed on her slowly,playing with her. Through Domagar’s eyes, both of their backswere 
visible. Domagar had picked up a handful of knives. 

“Stop,” Domagar said, and Anwyn answered with asigh. 

“She won’t hurt herself — she isn’t sostupid as that. We may let her survive, but if she throws 
herselfover, the fall will surely kill her.” 

“I said stop!” Domagar shouted. He lifted theknife and aimed it at Andrew, who had started to 
Shift into afour-legged nightmare. 

Kait didn’t seem to realize she had an ally, though. Shegripped the rail with both hands and 
shouted, “I won’t stop.” And threw herself over the edge. 

Ry and Ian screamed, “No!” and Hasmal shouted,“You can’t die!” And Dùghall dropped tohis 
knees and stared at the tiny Mirror with its single captive.And he whispered, “Oh, Kait. Sweet 
little Kait-cha. I’msorry.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 34 



  

Danya tucked the newborn baby into thesling and wrapped him close, hiding him away from the 
eyes of thevillagers. In the middle of what should have been darkness, the sunstill glowed, low on 
the horizon and dull red but ever-present now,having become the unblinking eye of a 
meddlesome neighbor. In thewinter, she’d thought she would go mad from the 
unceasingdarkness, but in darkness at least she’d found privacy. Now,in the undying light, she 
felt herself constantly watched — bythe villagers, by the distant wizards who spied on her and 
thebaby, even by the uncaring gods who’d abandoned her when sheprayed to them. 

The baby squirmed against her scaly breast, nuzzling her. Hemade a faint, delicate mewling 
sound and drifted back to sleep, andshe touched the softness of his cheek with one scaled finger. 
Red,wrinkled, delicate, lightly covered in downy hair, he was the mosthelpless thing she had ever 
seen. She’d never paid that muchattention to the babies her cousins had — they’d seemedmessy 
and loud to her, always spitting up or crying or pissingthemselves, always needing to be held or 
fed or changed. She’dnever planned to have a child; she’d looked at her place amongthe Wolves 
and decided magic and power would be enough for her. 

But this baby touched her; when he looked into her eyes, shefelt herself become a better person 
than she’d been before. Hegave her a part of herself that she’d never been able to find— a 
warmth and a depth and a patience that she’d neverbefore needed. And he returned to her the 
assurance that she washuman, if only somewhere on the inside. That wasn’t enough tosoothe the 
pain she carried with her, but she thought it was astart. 

For the moment, at least, she could forget where the child hadcome from, and how he had come 
to be. 

She slipped down to the river’s edge and took a boat. Thewater was still, a mirror reflecting the 
lines and shadows of thetall bluff on the opposite shore, and the rich greens of thewillows that 
grew down to the bank, and the glorious fuchsia of thestand of fireweed that covered the bluff’s 
crown like abrilliant, man-high head of hair. With the baby resting between herfeet, she paddled 
gently across. She heard loons somewhere in thedistance, their mad laughing call eerie in the 
silence. Behind her,a few of the villagers’ dogs barked, but the barking was lazy,unexcited. The 
villagers were mostly asleep, keeping to theirwinter rhythms as best they could. She would draw 
the leastattention now, at what would have been the dead of night in a lowerlatitude. 

The boat slid across the river, disturbing the water onlyslightly in its passage, moving as silently 
as the huge pike thatinhabited the lakes of the tundra. A family of ducks, the ducklingspaddling 
in a line behind their mother, crossed Danya’s bowand took no notice of her. Their quacking 
amused her as she slippedup to the bluff and dragged the little boat ashore. 

She went to meet again with the spirit Luercas. In one of thehidden back rooms of In-kanmerea, 
the grand place of the Ancients,he waited — her savior, her friend, her link to the time whenshe 
had been human. This secretive trip fulfilled her promise tohim — they had agreed in their last 
conversation, beforeadvanced pregnancy made her too ungainly to travel across theriver, climb 



the bluffs, and hike across the tundra to the hiddenAncient hideaway, that once the baby was born 
she would return tothe shielding room, and she and Luercas would speak again. 

She’d missed him. Not as much as she’d thought shewould, though she wouldn’t admit this to 
him. She’dengaged herself in the village life, working to make friends,trying to find her place, 
and in many ways she’d succeeded.She’d created a sort of life for herself, even if it was poorand 
shabby, the sort of existence she would have scorned in herdays as a Galweigh Wolf. At least she 
wasn’t alone. She hadher friends — subhuman friends, true, but they cared abouther. 

But Luercas was — or had been, before his death —human. He was her only human link, other 
than her son, and the onlycreature in this bleak, flat place who knew what she really was. 
Healone understood the station in the world she’d been destinedto occupy before the Sabirs 
intervened. To him alone, she wassomething other than the scaly, Scarred monster who hunted 
andfetched and carried and took little children from one side of theriver to the other. To him she 
was Family, and Galweigh, and aWolf, a highborn young wizard who would have one day had 
the worldat her feet. 

Now . . . well, no world of wealth and glamour lay ather feet now. Only bluffs spongy with 
caribou moss and low-growingblueberry bushes and mouseweed and scrub willow. She made her 
wayacross them, and the baby began to cry; she sat on one grassyhummock and nursed him, 
awkward and frustrated with her body,wishing that she could be human again. If she had soft skin 
andfull breasts, she could hold him without worrying that she mightbreak him or scratch him with 
her claws, and she could nurse himwithout wondering if her milk was right for him, or if the 
magicthat had so completely twisted her might have altered that, too, sothat he would gain no 
nourishment from it. If she could only behuman again, her body would fit his. She would be a 
realmother. 

He would grow up with his perfect body, seeing the malformedbeast that had given birth to him, 
and he would never understandthat once she had been beautiful, too. That once she had 
beensomeone desirable. He would grow away from her, he would becomedisgusted by her, his 
perfect love would one day gutter out and diewhen he came to understand that he was perfection 
and she was anabomination. 

It would have been easier to bear if she hadn’t been ableto see herself as she had once been, 
mirrored in his tinyfeatures. 

When the baby finished suckling, Danya rose and hurried toInkanmerea. She hurt inside, and the 
shelter of the Ancients’House of the Devil Ghosts would soothe her and let her pretend, asshe 
strolled beneath its huge arches and through its fine halls,that she could be a woman again. She 
reached the main entrance andwent down the dark stairs without faltering, her feet now 
familiarwith the way. She hurried through the grand lobby, and down thehuge hallways, and 
finally reached the room she wanted, the roomthat held the shielding device. 

She wrapped her infant firmly and placed him on the seat nearestthe dais that held the Ancients’ 
magical apparatus, out of therange of the shield the device would create. He slept, his tinyface 
turned toward her. She could still feel the strangers touchinghim from afar, their magic stroking 
him, lulling him, caressinghim. She could still feel them trying to touch her, too. But 



shemaintained her magical shields, grateful that once she moved ontothe Ancients’ device, she 
would have peace from their attemptsat prying. 

She clambered onto the dais, and the apparatus came to life.Silence descended. Instantly, Luercas 
was with her. 

Danya, it’s so good to be with you again. I’ve beenbereft without you. 

“When you came to visit me just after he was born, Ithought you would stay with me. But you 
left again before I couldeven tell you how happy I was to hear your voice again. Why did 
youleave so suddenly?” 

Those who invade your child with their spirit-touch wouldgladly destroy me, and you with me, if 
they knew you were myfriend. I wanted only to congratulate you on the birth. You werestrong, 
and brave — and now you are free of the pregnancy atlast. But I dared not stay after that. The 
wizards who watch youare powerful and many, and I am weak and only one. 

She reminded herself that Luercas had been the only one shecould talk to honestly through the 
long months while the baby grewinside of her; he was the only one who knew the full tale of 
rapeand torture and horror that had visited the unwanted infant uponher. He’d sympathized, kept 
her spirits up, reminded her thatshe would have her revenge on those who’d hurt her, 
promisedher that one day she would see the Sabirs and the Galweighs bowbefore her while she 
passed sentence on them for their evils.She’d complained endlessly about the baby she carried, 
andabout the prying wizards who constantly watched him and watchedher, and Luercas had kept 
her calm, reassuring her that she wouldhave her revenge on them, too. He’d cared about her in a 
wayno one else could have. She didn’t think she would havesurvived the ordeal without him. 

But when he spoke of her being free of the pregnancy at last,her guts knotted and slight 
queasiness touched the back of herthroat. She didn’t feel that way anymore . . . thatshe was free 
of it. She’d . . . she’ddone something powerful, and terrifying and magnificent, andshe’d 
survived. She’d come out on the other side of theordeal changed — a fact that poor Luercas 
couldn’tunderstand. 

When she discovered that she cared about the infant she’ddelivered, she felt as if she were 
betraying Luercas, which wasridiculous. Luercas wouldn’t feel betrayed when he discoveredthat 
she was coming to love her baby. He would support her, as hehad supported her throughout her 
ordeal. “He’s a sweetlittle thing,” she said softly. Hesitantly. 

A sweet . . . Ahhh. Luercas paused for a longtime. Of course he is. How could he be anything 
else? 

She wanted to think he understood, but the way he said thatfrightened Danya. “What do you 
mean?” 

He’s a helpless newborn, and adorable as such creaturesgo, and you had to go through hell to 
bring him into the world. Soof course, when you look at him, you see a baby that you can 



love.You deserve love more than anyone in the world — you should beable to love your son. That 
is, to me, the saddest thing aboutthis. And surely why he chose you. How could you ever stop 
him,when you’re so needy? 

“Luercas, you aren’t making any sense.” 

Your infant is destined to stand against everything youdesire. He will destroy both you and your 
hopes and dreams, but hewill do it out of what he will claim is love. And you will help himdo it, 
because you truly will love him. Luercas soundedsympathetic, but Danya heard something else in 
his voice, too— something she hadn’t heard before, and couldn’tidentify. 

“He’s a baby. How can he be destined to stand againstme? Destined to destroy me? How can that 
be?” 

Look at him carefully, Danya. Look at him, not with humansight, but with Wolf sight. See him 
through your wizard eyes.He’s the product of two Wolves, changed by magics sooverpowering 
that when they were released they woke the dead andfreed spirits from traps that had held them a 
thousand years. Lookat that tiny, helpless baby, and tell me what you see. 

Danya did as Luercas asked. She looked down at her son tuckedsafely between the arms of the 
nearest chair, wrapped in a blanket,and she closed her eyes and summoned Wolf sight. After an 
instant,the baby appeared in front of her closed eyes, but this time as aglowing spirit form, and 
not what she would have expected. Hisspirit form was already twice as big as the infant body to 
which itwas attached. He radiated a serene glow, a pure golden light thatflowed without flaw or 
blemish in all directions. And tapped intothat glow were hundreds of multicolored tendrils, each 
connectingback to one more spy, one more meddler. The baby basked amid thoseforeign touches, 
content with the comfort of strangers. 

“He welcomes them, and they surround him,” Danya said.“He loves them.” 

Indeed he does. He loves everyone and everything, with thecomplete lack of discrimination you’d 
find in any idiot. Heloves the Family that abandoned you and the villains who torturedyou 
exactly as much — and in exactly the same way — as heloves you. 

“But he’s just an infant. As he grows, he’lllearn.” 

Luercas sighed, and said, Oh, how I wish that were true.Danya, my dear friend, I would give 
anything for that to be true,and for this child to be salvageable. But he isn’t. His soulis already 
set. It has been waiting in its current form for athousand years, unchanged, hoping for a body 
like that one to comealong. The soul in that body has not forgotten who he was, as thegods 
decree we all must when we are born into flesh form, so herecalls every bit of his life as a wizard 
in the days before theWizards’ War. And he aims to pick up his life from the pointwhere he left off 
when he died. His spirit claims noble goals— peace for the world, love for all creatures — but 
testhis goals against what you know to be right, and tell me if you canallow him to succeed in 
what he’s come to do. 



“What has he come to do?” 

He has come to force humankind to open its gates to theScarred — he’ll make Ibera welcome the 
monsters ofStrithia, and the crawling vermin from Manarkas, and the skinlesshorrors of South 
Novtierra, and he’ll make them the equals ofFamily. He’ll prevent all wars, no matter how just. 
He’llreward the Galweighs and Sabirs with riches and joy and long life.I tell you truly, under his 
hand no innocents will suffer unjustaccusations, and that I must concede would be a fine thing, if 
itwere not that under his hand, no guilty monster will suffer,either. He demands peace. Absolute 
peace, without thought ofjustice. Peace on his terms. 

If you permit him to become the man he will be, you willnever have your revenge on the Families 
that destroyed you. Youwill never see them crawl. Instead, you will see them grow fat withriches. 
You will see everything they touch grow fertile and sweet.Rich harvests will burst from their 
lands, children will fill theirhalls, and gold and gems and caberra spice will spill from 
theiroverfilled treasuries. It will not matter to him that you are hismother, or that those he aids 
destroyed you. He will not care aboutyour pain. 

“You can’t know that. He’s just a baby. He’s. . . helpless. Tiny. His future is as much a mystery 
asanyone’s.” 

If you think that, you play into his plans, and those of hisfriends, the Falcons. You know about the 
Falcons, don’tyou? 

She had read about them in her childhood studies, but not much.There wasn’t much to read. “A 
secret sect devoted to thereturn of the Age of Wizards. Worshiped a dead god and a martyr.Much 
persecuted hundreds of years ago, utterly destroyed in thePurges two centuries past.” 

Their main patron god, Vodor Imrish, has been far too busy oflate to be dead. And if the Falcons 
were utterly destroyed, thatsquirming infant would not be communing with them now. Who did 
youthink was touching him the whole time you were pregnant, eh?They’re still out there, and 
they’re happier thanthey’ve been in a thousand years. 

He’s their martyr, Danya. He’s the one who’sgoing to give them the return of their Age of 
Wizards, who’sgoing to make them gods and set them above humanity. He’s theone who’s going 
to wrest from you the revenge you so trulydeserve, and reward your enemies with joy. His name 
was Solander,and he is called the Reborn, and for all his seeming goodness,he’ll make you love 
him, then use your love to make you hisslave. 

Danya looked at the baby. He looked no different on the outside,but safely within the magical 
shield of the Ancients, she waswalled off from the touch of his love. He couldn’t move herwith 
his sweet gazes or fill her with the warmth of his acceptance.He was just a baby, just a thing that 
would soon cry andshit and demand food. 

She took a deep breath, staring at him. Not just a thing— her arms longed to hold him again, to 
feel his slight weightagainst her chest; she yearned to feel him feed at her breast, andto know that 



she fed him from herself. She desired his sweet scent,and the touch of his breath against her face. 
Not all the emotionshe felt for him had come from him. 

That’s the betrayal of your body, Luercas told her.All mothers hunger for those things, or else the 
species wouldnot survive. 

Danya blocked him out. She didn’t want to hear any more ofwhat he had to say. But she could 
not accept the future thatLuercas painted, either. She could not think of the Sabirs and 
theGalweighs rewarded when they had done her such evil. She couldsteel herself against her 
emotions for the moment. She could forceherself to form the question she had to ask. 

“Can I change this? Can I prevent the future you paint forme?” You can. Or I should say, you 
could. Now. Onlynow, only for this one moment, he’s still weak. He has notbecome the 
unstoppable monster that he will be a few days from now.Now, at this moment, his body is still 
too new and too delicate toact as the channel for the magic he will command. 

But you won’t do anything, because he chose you socarefully. He found someone who would need 
his love, some pitifulScarred creature who had once been someone of importance, and whowould 
cling to him as a link to the past she could never haveagain. The bastard won the moment he 
chose you as his mother, andnow the world will pay forever. 

“You can’t know that. You don’t know whatI’m capable of.” But she thought, The baby told me 
beforehe was born that he was my reward for having suffered so much. Thathe was coming to 
bring me joy. And love. 

Luercas heard her thoughts and laughed. That laughter soundedhopeless and hollow to Danya. 

You see? He has you. 

Danya closed her eyes. She knew that the baby wasn’t just ababy, no matter how much she might 
wish otherwise. EverythingLuercas told her had the ring of truth to it. She could look at himwith 
Wolf sight and see the truth. The infant in front ofher would prevent her from taking her revenge. 
He would changeeverything, and because of him she would remain hollow, trappedwithin her 
anger. She would never be set free from the prison ofher own memories, because the only key 
that would open the door ofthat prison was the blood of her enemies. 

She couldn’t even hold her own revenge up as the solereason for stopping him. He aimed to bring 
back the Age of Wizards.He aimed to put the Falcons into power, to make himself into a 
god.Civilization had been destroyed a thousand years earlier by theFalcons and their enemies the 
Dragons. She didn’t know if onegroup was better than the other, but she didn’t care, either;magic 
had come through time into the hands of Wolves like her. Herkind kept it carefully secret, and did 
not threaten the world withit. Letting the Falcons return to power would betray her world. 

She could not let him do what he had come to do. 



He was a beautiful baby — but now that she looked at himclosely, she could see the mark of his 
father on him. His hair wasgolden, his earlobes long, his skin pale. So his father had beenCrispin 
Sabir. She closed her eyes and summoned memories of thatmonster. She revisited her pain, her 
fear, her humiliation. Andwhen she opened her eyes again, she could see Crispin’s markmore 
clearly on the babe. 

“Tell me how to stop him, Luercas.” 

You already know. In your heart, in your soul, you alreadyknow what you have to do. 

“But tell me anyway.” 

I won’t. You seek someone that you can blame afterward.I won’t be that someone. Either you are 
strong enough to standalone, to act alone, or you are the weak thing he thought you werewhen he 
chose you. 

She breathed in slowly. Her hands were shaking. The baby lay onthe chair, sleeping peacefully. 
He was a beautiful baby. Herbeautiful baby. But he was Crispin’s baby, too, and theFalcons’ 
savior. He was an evil thing cloaked in beauty. 

And Luercas was right. 

She knew what she had to do. 

 

      

  

Chapter 35 

  

Kait felt the rail against the small ofher back. Her damp palms slid along the smooth, coolstone-
of-Ancients without finding purchase; the sweat of terrorsoaked her clothing. The night wind bit 
her through the loose weaveof her tunic, and she shivered. 

Andrew and Anwyn approached her from opposite sides, weapons inhand. Grinning. Domagar 
stood by the central table — thetorture table, she realized now — his face unreadable. He 
heldknives in both hands, and he stared at her, a strange wildness inhis eyes. He said, “Stop.” 

Everyone ignored him. 

Anwyn said, “She won’t hurt herself — sheisn’t so stupid as that. We may let her survive, but if 
shethrows herself over, the fall will surely killher.” 



Her magic shields and the scents she had soaked herself in kepther from revealing to them who 
and what she was, but they weregoing to find out too soon. She was going to Shift if shedidn’t get 
away soon, and all the scents in the world wouldnot hide her identity then. And the one with his 
head shaved wasKarnee. He would love to discover that she shared his Karneeform. 

She had no options. Her years of classes in diplomacy had taughther that the diplomat who 
endangered his mission would do whateverhe had to do to save it. The secrecy of the mission 
counted. Nowthe mission was to prevent those bastards from discovering thehiding place of 
Dùghall and Hasmal, who still had the chanceto regain the Mirror. She could be a coward and 
destroy them, anddie horribly. Or she could be brave, and die quickly. 

Domagar was screaming, “I said stop!” Perhapshe saw the intent in her eyes. It didn’t matter. The 
Karneewas Shifting, moving at her with that grin stretched across hisface, becoming the four-
legged killer. 

She tensed her body and gripped the rail and shouted, “Iwon’t stop!” as she launched herself 
backward intooblivion. 

She fell, her jaws clamped tight to keep herself from screaming— she was determined to die 
silently, to steal from the threemonsters in the tower even the slight pleasure they might 
havegotten from that proof of her fear. 

Her body flung itself into Shift, frantic for survival even whenthe situation was hopeless. She felt 
her muscles burn and her skinstretch and flow. Her clothes tore away as she mutated into a 
formshe didn’t recognize. She tumbled until she fell facedown, andthe city lay below her like 
stars in the sky flung to earth andspread on a bed of velvet. If she were to die, she would face 
deathlooking at the beauty of her home. 

The night wind caught at her and buffeted her, and the jewelsrolled beneath her. 

The jewels rolled beneath her. 

But they came no closer. 

Her heart thudded in her chest, and her eyes, sharper andclearer, made out the individual ships in 
the dark and distantharbor and the shapes of horses and men and beasts in the streetsbelow. She 
looked sidelong at her right arm. Behind a frame of boneso slender it looked like it would shatter 
at the slightest touch,a film of transparent skin billowed from distant fingers todelicate ankle. She 
flicked her index finger and her whole bodyfollowed her to the right. Her finger was twice as 
long as a tallman, her arm that long again. Wings. She had wings. She couldfly. 

This was Karnee, too? 

By the gods, she could fly. 



She was elated, but she made no noise. She let the wind fill herwings, and she pointed herself as 
best she could toward the quarterin which her friends waited for her. She didn’t want theKarnee 
in the tower behind her to suspect that she’d survived.He might know about this flying. Worse, he 
might be good at it. Shehad never thrown herself off a tall tower expecting to die before,so her 
body had never had need to take on this winged form. Themanuscripts she’d read didn’t mention 
it. 

She could fly. 

She wondered what she looked like. She wondered how much of whatshe did to keep herself aloft 
was instinctive knowledge, and howmuch was sheer dumb luck that could run out at any time. 
Shestretched her fingers and held the air in her hands and made itmove where she wanted it to go. 
She glided, and imagined herselfsoaring in the warmth of the day, with the sun on her back, 
withthe wind in her hair. She thought of hitting thermals in theairible, of watching the soaring 
birds using them to go ever higherwhile they hunted, circling around and around while they 
rosehigher and higher, and she knew instinctively that she could usethermals. But of course there 
were none at night; the ground wascool and the sun couldn’t warm columns of rising air. 
Wherecould she go to launch herself so that she could fly again? And howcould she be sure the 
Shift would work correctly? What if this werethe only time in her life she could fly? If it were, 
how could shestep on the ground and know that she would never leave itagain? 

She would fly again. She promised herself that. The air wasglorious. She held the night in her 
heart and embraced every slightsound, every scent that she’d thought she was losing forever.She 
was alive. Alive. And she could fly. The world was hers, andhope remained. Miracles happened. 
Somehow she and Dùghall andHasmal would get the Mirror, and prevail against the 
Dragons.Somehow good would win over evil, and the Reborn would bring hislove to all the 
world. She was alive, and infinite possibility layopen to her. 

She circled above the quarter where her friends waited for herand found a place where she could 
safely land. A large garden, richwith the scents of melons and ripening maize and palomany, lay 
atone end of the street. No one was anywhere nearby. At the thoughtof landing, uncertainty 
gripped her. How was she to land?She’d watched birds do it often enough. But even baby 
birdsrequired practice. 

Wouldn’t it be ironic to survive her plummet from thetower, only to die because she didn’t know 
how to safely reachthe ground? 

She dropped toward the field as slowly as she could, cupping theair beneath her wings and 
hoping for the best. She reached forwardwith her feet, trying to emulate the birds she’d 
watched,wishing she’d watched them more closely. Her cautiondidn’t help her. She hit the 
ground like a sack of rocksanyway, and tore the delicate skin on her right wing, and lay in 
atumble in a field of smashed melons and downed stalks. But when shehad calmed herself 
sufficiently, she managed to get up and tocontrol her Shift back to human form, and the wounded 
fleshhealed. 

So she had another miracle to credit to the night. She wasalive, and now on the ground and 
unhurt. 



Of course, she was also naked and in a field at the end of astreet that was busy even in the middle 
of the night, and sheneeded to get to an inn that sat three streets over and oneback. 

She grinned, unfazed. She was still alive, by the gods. Shecould handle anything. 

 

      

  

Chapter 36 

  

Danya stepped outside of the shield andpicked up the baby. He opened his eyes and looked at 
her, trustingher. Loving her. His love encircled her again, and she responded toit. She pressed his 
soft face lightly against her scaled cheek andblinked back the tears that threatened to spill from 
them. He madea soft, mewling sound. He’s hungry, she thought, and she puthim to her breast. 

She did not think about Luercas, about the future, aboutanything at all. She didn’t dare let herself 
think. While sheheld him and fed him, she lived for that moment only, kneeling onthe floor 
beside the chair that was still warm from her baby’spresence. He wriggled and her arm cradled 
his tiny body, and hissweet scent filled her nostrils, and his love encompassed her. Histiny mouth 
tugged at her nipple, and her flat breasts tingled asthey filled with milk. In that moment, she was 
a mother with anewborn baby, and she loved him and he loved her, and the futurewas nothing 
that mattered. In that moment, they were two bodies andtwo souls joined in a bond that 
transcended thought and mind andthe necessity of the world. 

The strangers — the Falcons — were all around her, butshe ignored them. Luercas hovered inside 
her head, but she blockedhim out, too. None of them had anything to do with this moment,with 
this beautiful thing that passed between her and her son. Thismoment was for her. It was 
something she could keep, something shecould cherish. It was beyond right or wrong, beyond fair 
or unfair.It simply was. 

The baby’s eyes drifted shut, and Danya brushed one scaledfinger along his skin, and leaned her 
face close to his again. Shefelt his breath on her cheek. She kissed him as best she could withher 
deformed face; her long muzzle and predator’s teeth madethe gesture almost impossible. He was 
already everything in herworld. A tiny scrap of flesh and breath and life, and she wanted togive 
him everything he desired, wanted to build walls around him tokeep him safe, and wanted to 
change the world to fit his needs. 

She rose and climbed onto the dais again, this time holding himin her arms. As she slipped within 
the walls of the Ancients’shield, she felt the hundreds of tendrils that connected him to thedistant 
Falcons snap, like the threads of a spiderweb when a handbrushed it away. He woke and looked 



at her again, but hedidn’t cry. He just looked, those round innocent eyessearching her face, 
uncomprehending. 

He would not have been allowed to live past his first Gaerwandayin Calimekka, she thought. He 
was Scarred by magic, even if helooked outwardly human. He was already growing visibly — 
notyet a day old, he already had the form of an infant two or threemonths old. He would have 
been sacrificed to the gods of Iberismfor the good of the people of Ibera. 

He lay in her arms, and a smile flitted across his face. Eyescrinkled, dimples appeared, a broad 
toothless grin flashed and thenvanished. He was a beautiful little boy. And helpless. He was 
stillhelpless. 

But only for the moment. 

She lifted a corner of the blanket away from his chest. Shecould see the lines of each tiny rib 
beneath his skin, could seehis breath moving through his body, could see the tremor of thechest 
wall where his heart beat. A drop of water landed on hissternum and beaded and trembled in time 
to the beating of hisheart, and she realized she was crying. 

I love you, he said into her mind. 

“I know,” she whispered, and stabbed two talons intohis skin, between those fragile ribs, into the 
tiny heart. “Ilove you, too. But you can’t live — for the good of thepeople of Ibera, you can’t 
live.” 

He screamed in pain, and bright blood welled up around hertalons. She held them in place and the 
first wave of magic rolledover her as he tried to heal himself. The magic flowed from himinto 
her, though, and she felt her body changing again — felther skin burning and her bones melting 
and her blood boilingthrough her veins. 

He screamed, Save me! into her mind, but she closed hismind-cries out the way she blocked out 
his physical shrieks. 

He thrashed and his tiny hands flailed against her talons, andhis round little feet drummed against 
her chest. 

She was doing the wrong thing. She knew it. She knew she waswrong to sacrifice him, just as she 
knew the people of Ibera werewrong to sacrifice their Scarred children. She could still savehim. 
He could still live, if she just pulled those claws free fromhis heart. He would still be her child, 
and he would forgive herthe evil thing she had tried to do. 

But she had sworn to the gods that she would have her revenge.In order to keep her promise, she 
had to make this sacrifice. Onebaby had to die. One baby. Her baby, and only because he 
stoodbetween her and the justice she owed to the Sabirs and theGalweighs. She had seen him in 
the future, standing at the head ofthe Falcons, with all the world subject to his edicts, and 
shecould not allow that, either. 



The second wave of magic hit her, and she hung on. She couldfeel his desperation even as her 
body melted and mutated — andthen she felt the thing that almost stopped her. She felt his 
love.He still loved her. 

She cried out and closed her eyes tightly and turned her faceaway from him. She pictured Crispin 
Galweigh, the rape, thetorture, her pain. She fought to find her hatred, and felt itslipping between 
her clawed fingers. “I have to do this!”she screamed. “You’ll ruin everything!” 

He stopped struggling. He was weak, now. There would be no moremagic. She opened her eyes 
and looked at him; she had to face thefact that she did this thing, that she chose to do this. Shehad 
to take responsibility for what she did. 

He lay along her arm, limp and barely breathing, with bloodcoating his chest. His eyes watched 
her, and in spite ofeverything, they were full of love. Poor Danya, he whisperedinto her head. 
Luercas lied to you. 

The life went out of him at last, and she pulled her talons fromhis heart and lay his tiny body on 
the dais and knelt over him,weeping. He was dead, and the love he had poured into her was 
gone,withdrawn beyond her reach forever. She shuddered and stared at herhand, the hand that 
had killed him. The talons of the first twofingers, the talons she had buried in her son’s 
heart,remained unchanged, as did the fingers out of which they grew. Butthe rest of her hand had 
become . . . her hand. Human.Smooth pale skin, delicately tapered fingers, a slender 
palmattached to a finely boned wrist, a graceful arm, a softly roundedshoulder. Beneath her 
leather wraps, full, soft human breasts heavywith milk. A small waist, a flat belly, lean, muscular 
legs. Herleft hand was perfectly human. She touched her face. It was onceagain her face. 

With his magic, he had given her back herself. Dying, he hadtried to give her back her life. She 
could have let him live, shecould have gone home. 

She stared at the two beast’s claws that had killed him— the Reborn — her gift. They marked her 
as Scarred, butshe could cut them off. She could take an ax and hack them off andgo home, 
except she had sworn to have her revenge on herFamily. 

Her Family would welcome her back now, but her oath to the godsstood between her and them. 

I could have let it all go. I could have begged the forgivenessof the gods. But I have sacrificed my 
son to my oath. I’mbound by his life. 

She stroked the soft cheek of her son. “I could have been areal mother for you,” she whispered. 
“I’msorry.” 

A sickly blue glow surrounded the baby’s body, and Danyapulled her hand away. Magic touched 
him again, but this time itcame from the outside, accompanied by the reek of rotted meat 
andhoneysuckle. The holes in his chest closed, though two black scarsremained to show where 
her claws had dug through him. His chestrose once. Fell. Rose again. 



She wanted to rejoice, but she couldn’t. She felt no lovewhen she reached out to touch him — 
instead she feltterrifying coldness and calculating watchfulness. The infant tookanother breath, 
and his eyes focused. After a pause, he tookanother breath, and then another, and then the fact 
that he wasbreathing again ceased to seem miraculous. His arms moved, butcautiously. 
Experimentally. He gave two quick kicks with his legs,then let them rest, too. Another smile 
crossed his face, but thissmile had none of the infant innocence she had seen in herson’s only 
smile. This smile was smug. Self-satisfied. Evil.Whatever spirit inhabited the body of her son, it 
was not herson’s. 

“I should think not,” the baby said in a whispery,thin voice. It struggled to sit up, but couldn’t. 
“Youknow me, Danya. I’m your friend Luercas. I’m going to beyour new son.” 

No. She couldn’t watch someone else grow in her baby’sbody. Not even Luercas, who had saved 
her life. Luercas suddenlyterrified her. She reached for him with her talons, determined thather 
son’s body would not be tainted by a stranger’sspirit. A flash of powerful, furious magic shot 
from thebaby’s fingers straight at her eyes. It drove her back, fireburrowing in her skull. She 
screamed and collapsed on the dais, andgripped her eyes. Pain roared through her head. 

“I didn’t hurt you permanently,” Luercas said.“This time. But don’t try that again. You wantyour 
revenge, and you’ll get it, but not without me. And Ineeded a body. No sense letting this perfectly 
good one go towaste.” A chuckle that made her skin crawl. “Until I canmake this body do what I 
want it to, you can take care of me. Feedme. Change me. So you see, you didn’t lose your baby 
afterall.” 

But she had. Her baby, dying, told her that Luercas had lied toher. She realized that was true, that 
Luercas had found a way tolead her in the direction he’d wanted her to go. But she hadfollowed. 
Willingly, she had followed, and now her baby was goneand something evil had taken his place. 
What sort of mistake hadshe made? 

One she needed to undo. She could leave Luercas behind, run awayas fast as she could, never 
return to In-kanmerea. He would diewithout her, and whatever evil he’d planned would die 
withhim. 

“Don’t even think it. You and I are going to dotremendous things. We are going to be immortal 
and own the world.We’ll need a little time, and a bit of effort, but togetherwe’ll manage. You’re 
just having qualms right now, andthat’s understandable. Infanticide is a nasty thing, and hardto 
get over. But you’ll put it behind you.” 

She lay on the dais, still blind, still in pain. “Iwon’t. I did something evil.” 

“Well, yes. You did. And you did it voluntarily.” 

“I can’t live with myself,” she whispered. Theanswer came clear to her then. She could kill 
herself, pay for theevil she’d done, and stop Luercas at the same time. 



“No, you can’t.” The little baby voice sounded sodelicate that she couldn’t understand how it 
could have such afoul undertone. “I won’t let you kill yourself any morethan I’ll let you kill me. 
You’re stuck with me.You’ll do what I want you to do voluntarily, or you’ll doit because I make 
you. I can do that. Either way, I’m going toget what I want, and you’re going to give it to me. But 
youcan make yourself as my ally, Danya, or you can find out thatyou’re my slave.” 

She cringed. 

“Now pick me up and feed me,” he said. “I’mhungry. And when you’re finished, take me back to 
the village.You’ll have to think of something to tell them about your newlook. The Kargans don’t 
like humans much.” He laughedagain. “But if you’re a good girl and don’t try togive me trouble, 
maybe I’ll fix those fingers ofyours.” 

She picked the infant up, wishing him dead. Wishing herselfdead. 

 

      

  

Chapter 37 

  

Kait crawled through the windowshe’d left open and dropped to the floor with a relieved sigh.If 
she ever had anything worth stealing again she might somedayregret it, but her bad habit of not 
closing windows came in usefulfrom time to time — this night she was grateful that shewouldn’t 
have to parade naked through the tavern that lay onthe ground floor of the inn, where men and 
women still sat eatingand drinking and watching the two dancers who twined and shimmiedto the 
smoky beat of the tala drums. 

But she only had an instant to be grateful. She realized shewasn’t alone, and a heartbeat behind 
that, she heardbreathing, caught his scent and felt, with that sixth senseshe could only think of as 
magic, that the darker shadow in thedarkest corner of the unlit room was Ry. He wore an air of 
waitingand anticipation around him like a heavy cloak. 

She froze and stared into the corner. “Why are you in myroom, Ry?” 

“I’m celebrating the fact that you’realive.” His voice was velvet, and her pulse quickened at 
thesound of it. “Waiting to congratulate you on your escape. Ihad to celebrate alone until you got 
here because your uncle andHasmal and damned Ian are convinced you’re dead. They 
tookoffense at signs of merriment from me.” 

“How did you — ” she started to ask, but when shethought about it, she already knew how he 
knew she’d survived.Part of him was bound as tightly to her as her own soul. She took adeep 



breath. “I — thank you for . . . waitingfor me. I’m amazed that I survived. . . . Ididn’t expect to 
when I jumped.” 

He rose, and took a step toward her. She took a step back inresponse. He said, “You were 
courageous. Even facing torture,I don’t know that I would have jumped to my death to protectmy 
friends.” He paused. “I like to think that Iwould have. My record for doing the brave thing hasn’t 
been sowonderful, though.” 

Kait realized suddenly that he could see her much more clearlythan she could see him — he stood 
in the shadows, but thelight from the moon and the stars shone in the window, and shestill stood 
clearly framed by that. She felt the heat rising to hercheeks, and said, “I have to let everyone else 
know I’mback. Leave just a moment for me, please? I’ll hurry, and wecan talk once I’m dressed.” 

“We could do that,” he agreed, but he didn’tmove. 

She waited. He still didn’t move. She cleared her throatand said, “I have clothes in the trunk 
behind you, but Ican’t reach them if you’re standing there.” 

He didn’t say anything for the longest time. Finally, hemurmured, “I know that,” and the dark, 
silky timbre ofhis voice made her skin prickle and her heart race. 

Weary though she was from Shift, hungry and worn and draggeddown, still her body responded 
to the fire she sensed in him. Everysound came clearer to her ears, every scent grew sharp 
andseparate, every form in the room seemed to glow with its own innerlight. Her long abstinence 
fed her hunger, but more than that, hispresence fed her. She wanted him, as she had wanted him 
from thefirst time she caught his scent in the air, and her body sang witheagerness. “Oh, no,” she 
whispered. 

“Why ‘no,’ Kait? Why always no? When I crossedthe ocean pursuing you, every night I dreamed 
that we danced, youand I. That we floated over gardens and fields and forests, nakedin each 
other’s arms; that I held you and that we movedtogether to music that we felt but never heard. 
Every night, Islept with your body pressed against mine, and every morning, Iawoke to nothing.” 

“I know,” Kait said after a moment. 

“It wasn’t a dream,” Ry told her. “It wasreal. It was the truth. You and I were made for each 
other. We arethe two halves of a single perfect soul, and our incomplete soulsreach out, when we 
sleep, for the only thing that will completethem. In our sleep, we are together because we are 
supposed to betogether.” 

Kait shook her head. 

She saw the quick flash of his teeth — a brief, stubbornsmile in the darkness. “Yes. You know 
we’re meant to be.You know. Yet you refuse this . . . this gift thegods have given us . . . even 
though you and I are theonly ones who suffer when you refuse.” 



“You’re Sabir.” 

“And you’re Galweigh. And I don’t care. Ididn’t care when my parents told me I couldn’t have 
you.I didn’t care when my mother told me she would make me barzanne if I pursued you instead 
of taking over as head of theSabir Wolves. Well . . .” He paused. “I didcare about that, but I came 
anyway. And I don’t care what myFamily thinks now, or what they will think in the future. I 
waiteda lifetime to find you.” He laughed softly, a mirthless laugh.“Mine was a lifetime of 
careful celibacy and painful restraint— partly to avoid the fate my Family planned for me, 
butpartly because I knew that somewhere you existed, and I didn’twant to be tied to anyone when 
I finally found you.” 

Kait felt the pain of her own past weighing on her then. “Iwasn’t so . . . circumspect.” 

“Ian.” She could hear the distaste in his voice; hecovered it well, but not perfectly. 

“Not just Ian.” 

A sigh. “I know. I accept your past. I had training incontrolling the Karnee drives from the time I 
was born. Youobviously didn’t.” 

“The Family would have demanded that I be sacrificedwith the rest of the Scarred children on 
Gaerwanday, had they knownabout me. My family hid me, and got me to a house in thecountry, 
and raised me on a farm away from sight until they’dtaught me what they could about hiding my 
. . . curse. Mymother and father had given birth to boys on two occasions who wereKarnee, but 
both were murdered in their cribs before they reachedtheir first month, so my parents knew 
nothing, really, about theKarnee Curse or how I could control it. They read Family historiesand 
gleaned what they could from those, and learned the rest fromtrial and error. They taught me 
what they could.” Sheshrugged. “As far as I know, I’m the only GalweighKarnee.” 

As soon as she said it, she wished she hadn’t told himthat. Better perhaps that he should think the 
Galweighs had anumber of Karnee, as the Sabirs did. 

But he seemed uninterested in the strategic import of whatshe’d told him. He shrugged. “I know 
about your pastlovers. They’re past.” 

It was her turn to laugh. “I haven’t had lovers.I’ve had encounters. Brief meetings with strangers 
whenthe curse drove me the hardest. I can only call one of the men frommy past a lover, and he 
. . .” She fell silent. Andhe was Ian, and he still loved her, and she still cared deeplyabout what 
happened to him. And the moment she declared herself forRy — the instant she told Ian of her 
choice — she hurthim in a way she could never undo. She would not make such adecision lightly. 

Ry said, “The past is the past. It doesn’t control thepresent unless you let it. My past is behind me 
forever.I’ve found the Reborn; my first loyalties can never be toSabir again, any more than yours 
can be to Galweigh. You and I walkthe same path now.” He looked at her, and in the darkness 
shecaught a change in his eyes. They began to reflect the light in theroom as a cat’s would. His 
voice when he spoke again wasdeeper. Huskier. “But that’s not all. Kait. I love you. Ineed you.” 



He took another step toward her, and she could feelthe burning edge of Shift pushing him. 
“Dance withme.” 

She could tell herself forever that she avoided him because shehonored her Family, but when she 
looked into her heart, she knewthat was only partly true. She also avoided him because he 
wouldtake her into an unknown realm. She knew pain, and loneliness, anddespair. She knew 
emptiness. She knew how to settle for less thanwhat she wanted; she knew how to pretend to feel 
something shedidn’t feel; she knew how to live on scraps and refuse. Shehated those things, those 
feelings, but she had survived thembefore and she knew she could survive them again. 

But she knew nothing of the realm of love. Of the banquet ofpassion. Of the feast of genuine, 
mutual desire. Those terrifiedher. “I’m not ready,” she said, and wasn’t surewhether she had said 
it aloud or only to herself. 

“Dance with me,” he whispered. 

He took another step toward her, and she knew that if she neverhad the courage to declare what 
she wanted, she would never reallylive. She could deny herself the love she wanted, but 
thatwouldn’t make her dead Family return to life, and itwouldn’t create in her the love that would 
be the only thingthat would satisfy Ian’s wishes. She couldn’t give Ianwhat he truly desired, and 
if she kept it from herself, they wouldboth be unhappy. 

He took another step toward her. 

And she walked into his arms and whispered, “Yes.” 

Their bodies pressed against each other, her skin against thesilk of his shirt, the leather of his 
pants. Their cheeks touched,and their hands twined together. They moved slowly, spinning 
aroundto the faint, sensual beat of the tala drums that rose through thewood-plank floor. 

The dance was the dance of her dreams, though this time her feettouched the ground. They 
moved together surely, confidently,knowing when to step, how to turn, as if this were the 
hundredthtime they had danced this way instead of the first. Perhaps herdreams and his dreams 
had been real, and it truly was. 

They stepped and turned, stepped and turned, gliding left,spinning right. His warmth surrounded 
her. She pressed her faceagainst his chest, liking the broad expanse of hard, flat muscle.She 
inhaled his scent — musk and spices, heat and hunger. Theydanced that way for a while, and then 
he kissed her once, lightly,at the point where neck and shoulder met. 

She shivered, but not from the cold. She slipped one hand freefrom his and with it undid the laces 
of his shirt while the two ofthem kept dancing. Leaned close and kissed the hollow of histhroat, 
and he made a sound halfway between a purr and a growl.Freed her other hand and slid both arms 
around his waist, andpulled the tail of his shirt loose from his pants, and let bothhands wander 
beneath the shirt, stroking the lean, hard muscles ofhis back, discovering the heat and texture of 
his skin, the softtriangle of silky fur between his shoulders at the base of hisneck. 



His hands in the meantime settled on her bare shoulders andslowly, slowly stroked down either 
side of her spine to the smallof her back. 

She lifted Ry’s shirt over his head and let it drop to thefloor. They danced skin to skin as they had 
in the dreams, thefullness of her breasts pressed hard against the furred breadth ofhis chest. 

In the tavern below, the beat of the talas quickened. 

She fumbled with the buckle of his belt, and he moved one handfrom her back to release it with a 
short, impatient tug. He loosedthe laces of his pants, too, but then returned his hand to herback. 
She got his message — he would go so far on his own, butno farther. She would have to show 
him she wanted him. 

Her heart pounded and her blood burned. In the dreams, they hadonly danced, but she wanted 
more than dancing. She wanted him,wanted to take him as her lover — wanted to meld with him, 
tocomplete herself. 

She stopped dancing and tugged his pants down. He kicked off hisboots, stepped out of pants and 
underclothes. Waited. The beat ofthe drums, resonating through the floor, mimicked the racing of 
herheart. 

He kicked his clothes out of the way, then enfolded her hands inhis and began to dance with her 
again. They moved slowly,sensuously, skin against silken skin, heat to heat, kissinglightly, 
nipping and biting, dragging fingernails down backs,always spinning close and then stepping 
apart, then pullingtogether again, tighter than before. 

At last they danced their way into a corner, and Ry stopped.“Now,” he said. 

And she said, “Now.” 

He stepped in closer and caught her around the waist and liftedher up, and pressed her back to the 
wall. She locked her legsaround his hips. And as the tala drums died away to silence, theydanced 
another, older dance. 

 

      

  

Chapter 38 

  

Hasmal began to sense the wrongness ofthe night even before Kait leaped from the tower. He’d 
carriedthat gut-wrenching premonition of pending disaster with him whilehe watched her fall and 



when he and Dùghall lashed out at Ryfor insisting she lived. While he and Dùghall knelt on 
thefloor of the common room, saying the offices for a dead Falcon— for though Kait had not 
taken the oaths of the Falcons, andthough she had not yet learned all the secrets, both of them 
agreedthat she had been a Falcon in truth — that sense of doom hadgrown worse. 

The sense of wrongness had become an inescapable horror as thenight progressed, until Hasmal 
asked Dùghall if he felt it,too. 

“Of course I feel it,” Dùghall had snapped.“She’s dead, and lost to us forever. How could I not 
feelit?” 

But Hasmal wasn’t convinced that his grief over Kait’sdeath was the demon that rode him. 

Ian joined them for the final prayers, and Hasmal wished hewould go away. In normal 
circumstances he would have been pleasedto share the burden of praying a soul safely through 
the Veil— in normal circumstances, it was a burden best shouldered byas many as would 
willingly assume the task. But the presence ofeven such allies as Ian grated on him like a rasp on 
bare bone. Thenight felt like it would never become dawn. 

When Yanth burst into the room in the midst of their prayers,grinning like an idiot, and Ry 
stepped in behind him holdingKait’s hand, Hasmal had looked at his clearly unharmed friendand 
had been unable to find any joy inside himself at theindubitable proof of her survival. He cared 
about her; she was adear confidante and a trusted colleague; and still the factthat she lived 
couldn’t even begin to penetrate the haze ofdread that gripped him. 

Ry stood staring at him and Dùghall and Ian, his facebewildered. “She’s alive, you asses,” he 
said.“You can put aside your mourning clothes and leave yourprayers for someone who needs 
them. She’s alive.” 

Dùghall rose, looking old and stiff and bent, and walkedover to Kait, a false smile on his face, 
and embraced her the way apolite man embraces the confused stranger who insists he is a 
dearfriend of years past. “You’re a sight for hurtinghearts,” he said. But Hasmal heard in the old 
man’s voicethe same pain he felt in his own soul. The entire universe vibratedlike strings tuned 
off key. 

Kait frowned and turned to Ry and said, “You said theydidn’t believe you when you told them I 
was alive, butI’d think they didn’t believe me.” 

Ry put one arm around her shoulders in a protective gesture andsaid, “I don’t know what’s the 
matter with them. Butyou have me.” 

“I do,” she said, and turned into his arms and kissedhim. 

Ian looked like she had slapped him, and Hasmal felt the manreverberate with an echo of the 
night’s wrongness. Ian staredat Kait with eyes gone flat and hard and cold, and said,“You’ve 
chosen, then.” 



She swallowed and nodded. “It isn’t as if. . . I don’t want you to be . . . happyor . . .” Her voice 
trailed off and she shook herhead. “Yes. I have. I’ve chosen. I’m sorry, Ian— I truly am.” 

His hand moved to his sword, seemingly on its own, and Hasmalbraced himself for sudden 
violence. But Ian only fingered thesword’s pommel and said, “You need not apologize to me.You 
were always free to take the path you desired. I had hoped Iwould be on that path, but I wouldn’t 
want to spend my lifewith someone who didn’t love me, no matter how much I lovedher.” His 
whole face tightened, and he looked at Ry. “Iwish you every happiness. Brother.” That was said 
in a voiceHasmal would have reserved for cursing enemies into Iberanhell. 

Then Ian stalked from the room, his movements angry and his backstiff. 

And Hasmal thought perhaps that was the heart of thedespair that clutched at his heart, but no — 
the wrongness ofIan’s fury was a single grain of sand on an infinite beachcompared to the 
hollow, foul fear that gripped Hasmal. He said,“Kait, your return brings me great joy, but 
I’mexhausted. Dùghall and I have been praying and performing theFalcons’ last offices since we 
thought you died.” Hehugged her and kissed both her cheeks. “I’ll be more ableto show my 
happiness after I’ve had some sleep, and more eagerthen to hear how you survived what I thought 
was a terriblefall.” 

Dùghall nodded. “As will I. Dear girl, you’vetwice returned to me from the dead, and I am 
overjoyed. And aftersleep and the morrow’s late breakfast, we’llcelebrate.” 

When everyone had left but Dùghall, though, Hasmal said,“Something weighs on my soul 
tonight. Some part of theuniverse has gone astray. I’m sick at heart, and I don’tknow why.” 

Dùghall said, “As am I. I fear, and don’t knowwhat frightens me. We must find peace. Sit with 
me, and we’llgo to the Reborn.” 

Hasmal dropped cross-legged to the floor and released hisshields. The darkness inside didn’t 
leave him. WhenDùghall got into position, both men closed their eyes andbegan spinning out the 
delicate tendril of soul-stuff that wouldconnect them to the Reborn. But this time, the magic 
didn’twork. 

Hasmal struggled to put his whole concentration into hismeditation; he cleared his mind and 
breathed slowly and focused onthe still center and on the clear bell-pure ringing that was 
thesound at the heart of the universe, and even when he held thosethings inside of him and his 
mind was still as motionless water, hecould not reach the Reborn. 

Dùghall’s voice broke his meditation. The oldman’s voice shook as he whispered, “We must 
offer ourblood.” 

They brought out blood-bowl and thorns and tourniquet, andspilled their blood into the silvered 
surface, and said the He’ie abojan, the prayer of those who waited in the longdarkness. They 
summoned the magic that would connect them toSolander. And they waited. The blood in the 
bowl lay untouched. Noradiant fire burned through it, building the bridge between theReborn and 



his Falcons. No warmth flowed from it, no energy filledHasmal, no love touched him. Where he 
had once felt the reborn hopeof the world, the fount of joy, now he felt . . .emptiness. 

He prayed harder. He pushed harder. His body stiffened and hisbreathing grew rough. He felt 
tears beginning to leak from thecorners of his eyes; he tasted their salt burning at the back ofhis 
throat. Finally he opened his eyes and stared down at theblood-bowl, at the dark puddle 
congealing in its center. He touchedDùghall, who opened his eyes. Dùghall, too, had beencrying. 

“He’s gone.” 

“I know.” The old man nodded, and his suddenly haggardface looked ancient. 

“Where has he gone? Why can’t we find him?” 

Dùghall wiped roughly at his eyes with a sleeve, thenlooked down at his hands. “We’ve lost, Has. 
We’velost everything, and the Dragons have won. Solander isdead.” 

“No,” Hasmal said, but he knew it was true. Some partof him had known from the moment it 
happened that the Reborn hadbeen taken from them. Stolen. Murdered. He couldn’t 
understandhow such a nightmare could come to pass, but he knew that it had.“None of the 
prophecies ever hinted that this couldhappen,” he said. “Nowhere did Vincalis give anindication 
that the Reborn would be in danger when he returned.Solander was promised to us. Promised. 
How could this. . . ?” 

But Dùghall waved him off, wearily. “How doesn’tmatter, son. Why doesn’t matter. The only 
thing that mattersis that the Reborn is dead, and the Falcons are dead with him. TheDragons have 
won.” 

The Falcons were dead. The hope of the world was dead. Thepromise of a great civilization that 
spanned the world, that roseabove war and evil, that based itself on love and peace and joy— all 
of that, too, had been murdered with a distant babe,while a thousand years of faithful, patient 
prayer and offeredblood became as nothing. 

Solander was dead. Hasmal rose, wondering how the world couldeven continue to exist. He 
plodded to the room he shared with Ian,stripped off his clothes and let them drop to the floor, 
crawledinto his narrow bed, closed his eyes, and wished himself intooblivion. If he did not wake 
to greet the new day, he wouldconsider himself no worse off than he was already. 

 

      

  

Chapter 39 



  

When morning came, it announced itselfonly as a slight lessening of the night’s darkness. 
Kaitshifted in Ry’s arms, listened to the drumming of a downpouragainst the inn’s shutters, and 
considered going back tosleep. But she felt surprisingly good. She’d Shifted the nightbefore, 
she’d had nothing to eat afterward, and because shehad spent the night in Ry’s arms she had only 
had a littlesleep, yet she suffered neither the exhaustion nor the depressionthat always plagued 
her post-Shift. 

She rolled over and kissed Ry’s neck, and bit him lightly.“Wake up. Let’s do something.” 

“We were doing something,” he murmured, his muffledvoice sounding eminently reasonable. 
“We weresleeping.” 

“I know. But I want to do something more interesting.Let’s go out and get something to eat.” 

“It’s pouring rain. The streets are knee-deep in water— listen. You can hear the roar of it running 
down to the bay.Let’s sleep.” 

“Don’t be dull. I feel too good to stay inbed.” 

Ry raised his head and grinned at her. “My beautiful love— if you insist on being awake, at least 
I can think of thingswe could do without getting out of bed.” 

“We can do those things, too.” She leaned over andnibbled on the lobe of his ear. “And then we 
can go getsomething to eat. I’m ravenous.” 

He flopped back on the pillow and sighed. “How ravenous areyou?” 

“I Shifted last night and I’ve had nothing to eatsince.” 

“That ravenous. Oh.” Ry jumped out of the bedand began pulling on pants, shirt, and boots 
without another word.He made his haste intentionally comical, and Kait laughedappreciatively, 
but the fact that he responded immediatelyunderscored something about their relationship that 
Kait had neverexperienced before. She was with someone who understood. Who knewwhat it 
was to be Karnee; who had felt the madness of Shift racingthrough his own flesh; who knew the 
hunger that followed asintimately as she did. 

Being understood was disorienting, but pleasantly so. 

Kait got out of bed and began dressing, too. “What aboutthe bed sports you mentioned?” 

He looked at her sidelong, and his smile teased her. “Yourlovely body and wondrous kisses will 
wait. I have no wish to becomeyour next meal.” 

*     *     * 



Kait and Ry negotiated their way along thequarter’s raised walkways and over crossing stones 
atintersections, while the muddy torrents of rainwater roared beneaththeir feet and sheets of rain 
poured down on them. They werenearing the end of the rainy season, but had obviously not 
yetreached it. Calimekka, however, did not let itself be distracted bythe vagaries of weather. The 
business of the city went on. 

In the market district, they found a few eateries already doingbrisk business with day laborers and 
merchants who would be openingtheir shops and stalls soon. Kait and Ry joined a few who 
stood,soaked and shivering, beneath the bright red awning of apie-seller’s shop; the two of them 
debated the merits ofadder, rattlesnake, venison, monkey, parrot, turkey, andgrasshopper as 
fillings before settling on a large combination piethat sat steaming on the shop sill. The various 
meats had beensweetened with chunks of mango and tanali and made richer withsliced manadoga 
root and coconut, and the thick crust had beenglazed with a savory nut butter. 

Kait forced herself to eat slowly. If she weren’t careful,she could give away her nature simply by 
eating in front ofstrangers. She thought of how often people said to each other thatthey were 
“dying for a good meal,” or “dying for anice,” or “dying for a big slab of juicy mutton,” 
andconsidered that, unlike most of them, she could literally die for ameal. The thought injected a 
little needle of unpleasantness intoher lovely morning. 

She and Ry wandered hand-in-hand through the profit-gate intothe maze of covered stalls in the 
inner market. They found apeccary stand where the shopkeeper used netting to keep most of 
theflies off the carcasses he had hanging from hooks along the front.Kait thought this was a nice 
touch, and picked out a plump littlepiglet that had been roasted on a spit, and that the pig-man 
hadbraised in its own juices, without spices. She split that with Ry.Still hungry, she led him even 
farther into the increasinglycrowded huddle of shops, and brought them up to a place that soldone 
of her favorite treats — honey-dipped roasted parrots onsticks. The price was reasonable, and she 
ate two, wishing that shedared to have more, but knowing that she would draw too muchattention 
to herself if she did. 

By the time they reached the street again, the rain had let upand the sun was beginning to show 
through the clouds. The streetssteamed in the heat, and the arcs of three rainbows marked thesky. 

“Shall we go back to the inn now,” Ry asked, “ordo you think you need to get a sweet or two to 
hold you over tomidday? Say, a basket of melons or some lucky shopkeeper’sentire stock of 
sweetened ices?” 

She laughed. “You don’t need to sound so prissy.You’ll have your turn before long.” She looked 
down thestreet in both directions. There were other shops that sold thingsshe would enjoy, but 
though she could eat, she thought she’dlet her appetite regain its keenness before she did.“I’ll live 
till the next meal. We can go back to theinn.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, and 
hiswarmth and his scent made her suddenly hungry in other ways. Sheran a fingertip down his 
chest and flashed a wicked smile. “Infact, I’ll race you there. If you can catch me” —her grin 
grew wider — “you get to keep me.” 

He grabbed for her, but she leaped out of his reach and boundeddown the street, arms pumping 
and head up. She shot across thecrossing stones, touching down only in the center of the 



street,pounded along one raised walk after another, and careened aroundcorners, oblivious of the 
danger any obstacles might pose to her. . . or she to them. She ran flat out, puttingeverything she 
had into the race, exhilarated by the fun of thechase. 

When Ry popped up in front of her, not even winded, as shehurtled past the alley beside the inn, 
she burst out laughing. Hecaught her in midstride, wrapping his arms around her waist andlifting 
her into the air. Her momentum spun the two of them aroundin a circle. 

“Caught you,” he said. 

His fingertips touched at her navel; he held her with her backagainst his chest, with her feet 
dangling a hand’s breadthabove the ground. She lay her head back against his shoulder andlooked 
up at him. “So you did. Clever of you to find thatshortcut.” She was panting, still breathless from 
the run.“So now I’m yours. What are you going to do withme?” 

“Do you really want to know?” 

“Not really. I’ll be just as happy if you surpriseme.” 

He shifted her around, sliding one arm under her knees and theother along her back, and when he 
held her cradled, he kissed herslowly. 

“You can put me down now,” she said after a longmoment. 

“I could. But you belong to me now, and I don’t wantto.” 

He carried her into the quiet tavern, and through to the stairsthat led up to the rooms. Halfway up, 
they met Dùghall comingdown. 

Kait got one look at his face and something inside her grewstill and wary. In all the years she’d 
known him, she hadnever seen his eyes look lifeless; she had never thought of him astruly old. In 
that moment, however, he looked both ancient andunwell. 

“Put me down,” she whispered to Ry, but he was alreadyswinging her feet to the floor when she 
spoke. “Uncle,what’s wrong?” 

“I’ve been waiting for you to get back.” Hisvoice sounded like death. “We have to 
leave.Quickly.” 

“Leave?” She frowned. He was pushing past her, alreadyheading down the stairs. “What’s 
happened? Have theDragons discovered our hiding place here?” 

He didn’t even look back at her. “Worse. Come. Yourthings are already packed. I’ll explain when 
we’re on ourway.” 



She and Ry turned, and Dùghall led them out a side door,where Hasmal, Yanth, Valard, and Jaim 
waited. Trev drove up on arickety farm wagon pulled by a pair of spavined horses, his paleround 
face bleak and frightened. The wagon was full of strawbales. 

“We’ve hollowed out a place in the center,” Trevsaid. 

And Dùghall said, “In. Quickly.” 

They climbed over the outer row of bales and crouched down ontheir bags, which covered the 
slatted wagon floor; when all of themwere hidden, Trev tipped the inner bales toward each other 
andpiled a few on top to form a makeshift roof. 

The wagon lurched, the wheels rattled over the cobblestones, andeveryone jostled into each other, 
knees and elbows pokinguncomfortably. They hardly had breathing room. 

Lucky, Kait thought, that there weren’t any more of them.Then she realized Ian was no longer 
with them. 

“Where’s Ian?” she asked. 

The haunted look Dùghall fixed on her made her think thathe was dead. 

But Dùghall said, “He was gone this morning. . . took all his belongings with him. He left a 
notetelling Hasmal that he would be back after midday, by the end ofNerin at the latest, that he’d 
thought of something that wouldhelp us. I trusted him, but Hasmal suggested that we do a 
viewingon him to see what he was doing. We gathered a few hairs from hisbed and linked him to 
them.” 

He shook his head and fell silent. 

“What?” Ry asked. “What did you find?” 

“He sold us out. We tracked him to Sabir House. When we sawhim, he was telling a lesser 
functionary that he knew of a plotagainst the Sabirs headed by Ry Sabir and his inamorata, 
KaitGalweigh. He said if they would hire him, his first act as a Sabiremployee would be to give 
the plotters over to the Family.”Dùghall sighed and rubbed his temples. “If you had comeback 
any later, you might have found the Sabirs waiting for you. Ibelieve the only reason they weren’t 
was that Ian had troubleconvincing the House functionaries to grant him an audience withthe 
people he needed.” He leaned against the bale of strawbehind him and closed his eyes. “As it is, 
they might find usbefore we can get out of the city.” 

Kait pressed her head into Ry’s chest. Ry kept his armtightly around her. She’d made her choice, 
and Ian had madehis. 

Ry said, “I should have killed him when I had the chance.Then he couldn’t have betrayed us.” 



“He helped us,” Kait said. “You can’t killan ally because someday he may turn on you. Anyone 
could turn onyou someday.” She remembered Ian dragging the Mirror of Soulsacross the rough 
plains of North Novtierra, of him fighting side byside with Hasmal and the now-dead Turben and 
Jayti, of him takingcharge and getting them to safety in the Thousand Dancers — ofthe multitude 
of other things he’d done for them and withthem. She remembered, as well, the nights she’d spent 
in hisbed, in his arms, and his happiness when she was with him. 

Then Kait recalled the expression on Ian’s face the nightbefore, when he saw Ry’s arm around 
her shoulder. His eyes hadflashed from pain through anger to a strange, flat blankness thatmade 
him look hollow. She recalled the deadly coldness in his voicewhen he wished his brother 
happiness. 

She knew she’d hurt him then, but she hadn’t thoughthe would be capable of the sort of betrayal 
he’d committed.She’d expected him to accept her decision. Maybe be angry,maybe hostile. She’d 
considered that he might not speak toher, or that if he did, he would be cold. She even thought he 
mightchoose to leave their little group and return to the sea.She’d misjudged him badly, but from 
the start she had brushedaside her gut feelings about him and allowed herself to trust himbecause 
she needed him. 

She closed her eyes, seeing the choices she’d made andwatching them lead to the moment where 
Ian sold her out, and shecould see where she’d chosen badly time after time. She knewthe night 
she first approached Ian Draclas to take her across theocean in search of an Ancients’ city that he 
wasn’ttrustworthy. That night she’d expected him to try throwing heroverboard once he was sure 
of the city’s location; she’ddone what she could to eliminate any such attempt from his 
plans.He’d claimed to be a smuggler, but in her darker momentsshe’d suspected him of piracy, 
and she had always heard thatthere were no honorable men among pirates. She’d seen theavarice 
and the power-lust in his eyes from the first, and hadnoticed the way he looked at her when he 
didn’t know she waswatching — as if she were the gold prize in a contest.She’d seen the ease 
with which he assumed different charactersand acted different parts and became complete 
strangers, and yetshe let herself believe that the man he pretended to be around herwas somehow 
more real than those other faces he created. Knowingthat she was Karnee, and that her curse 
affected the way menreacted to her, she nonetheless let herself believe that he lovedher — and 
because she believed he loved her, she allowedherself to trust him. 

In that, she’d been a fool. 

She closed her eyes and wished she could hate him. He’dsold her out to her enemies; he’d sold 
her life. He hadearned her hatred . . . but she didn’t hatehim. She’d allowed herself to like him 
too much — sherecalled the way he’d rescued Rru-eeth and the slave childrenfrom torture and 
death at the risk of his own life, and the way hefought beside her against the airibles, and the way 
he had held herin his arms. She’d spent too much time discovering thingsabout him that were 
honorable and kind and courageous, and when shethought of him, those were the pictures her 
mind summonedfirst. 

The instant Ian discovered he wouldn’t get what he wanted— that he wouldn’t be able to marry 
her and acquire theGalweigh status and power and the rights to the Novtierran city sheowned — 
he went straight to the people who would pay the mostto get her. He hadn’t just turned on her, 



though. He’dturned on Dùghall, whom she believed he had liked a greatdeal. And worse, he’d 
betrayed the Reborn. More than anythingelse, she couldn’t understand how he could do that. 

“Dùghall, you helped Ian touch the Reborn, didn’tyou? Several weeks ago?” 

Dùghall looked at her with anguish in his eyes andnodded. 

“Quiet back there,” Trev said suddenly.“Checkpoint coming up.” Everyone in the cart fell 
silent.The cart clattered and shook, and came to a stop, and the citynoises flowed in. Bells rang; 
herders and farmers and craftsmenshouted to each other or explained their cargoes to the taxmen 
whowaited at the checkpoint to collect their transit taxes; in thedistance some crier from a minor 
sect of Iberism called herfaithful to prayers; children shrieked with laughter; and over itall, the 
city breathed with every door that opened or closed, andits arteries pumped with the people and 
their belongings that movedthrough its countless streets and alleys. 

Checkpoints. The gates that pierced the many walls of Calimekkawere remnants of a time when 
the city fit within smaller borders.They had, over the years, been claimed by the Families, 
whomaintained the walls around the gates and the strips of road nearthem, and who taxed those 
who passed through them for the privilegeof using the gate. The checkpoints also allowed the 
variousFamilies to keep an eye on everyone who entered or left theirdomains, what they were 
doing, where they were going, and whetheror not they were welcome on that Family’s land. 

Kait imagined the taxman at the upcoming gate demanding thatTrev unload the first bales from 
the wagon so that they could seethose behind. She could just see one of the big guard dogs 
shovinghis nose into the straw and barking the alarm that the cargo hidsecrets within. She closed 
her eyes and offered her own strengthand put that into a shield that she cast over the whole of 
thewagon, and everyone in it . . . and even the horses. Shedesigned the shield to make Trev and 
his cargo appear innocuous,and to deflect suspicion. She couldn’t understand why Hasmaland 
Dùghall had not already cast such a shield, but both ofthem looked sick. Perhaps they were too 
sick to manage themagic. 

She could tell they’d joined a queue waiting to get throughthe gate because the cart rolled 
forward and stopped. Rolledforward and stopped. Rolled forward and stopped. Each time 
theyrolled closer, she could hear the taxman at the gate more clearly,and each time she noted his 
hostility toward the people in line herapprehension grew. Everyone hidden within the hay 
huddled insilence, afraid to move or breathe. 

Finally they reached the head of the queue. Outside the cart, soclose she could have reached 
through to touch him, the guard dogsat and panted. 

“Family?” the taxman asked. 

“Ainthe-Aburguille, distantly. No Familyaffiliation.” 

“Cargo?” 



“Straw, thirty bales.” Trev sounded bored, as if thiswere something he did every day. Kait 
marveled at his control. Shewas certain that she would have been sitting there thinking aboutthe 
people hiding in the back of the wagon and what would happen tothem and her if they got caught, 
had she been in his seat. 

“Destination?” 

“Low Kafar-by-the-Sea.” 

She frowned. She’d never heard of such a place. 

The taxman apparently had, however. “That’s a farpiece to haul straw.” The taxman didn’t sound 
so hostileanymore. 

“Got to sell it. Doesn’t really matter where. So Ifigured to make the trip and see family out that 
way while I’mthere. The folks in Kafar will buy from me because they know me,and I can check 
in on my da and my ma and my little brothers. Gotone supposed to apprentice with me this 
season; maybe I can pickhim up this trip.” 

The dog snuffled along the baseboard of the wagon — happy,panting sounds. He could give them 
away at any time . . .and Hasmal had taught her that magic affected animals less reliablythan it 
did people. She put her concentration into maintaining theshield, and prayed it would hold. 

The taxman said, “Good to have a business where you can fitfamily into work. Spent my early 
years on the sea, I did, and thesea doesn’t offer such amenities. When the fish run, you runwith 
them.” 

Kait wished the fish had eaten the taxman; the longer he chattedwith Trev, the more likely 
someone hidden within the straw was tomove or sneeze or cough, and no magical shield would 
cover that.She could feel her nose and her back beginning to itch, all becauseshe didn’t dare 
scratch them. The straw poked and tickled her,and the mildewed, damp stink of it clogged her 
nose. She couldimagine how the others felt. 

“My da fished when he was young enough. Tough work,”Trev said. 

“It’s that. Thirty bales, you say? Wouldn’t havethought that cart to hold more than twenty-five.” 

“Some of them are small.” 

“Explains it. Tell you what — you can pay transit fortwenty-five. That’ll be three ox an’ habbut. 
An’,hey — what road you takin’ out of the city?” 

“Either South Great Pike or Shearing Head.” 



“Pah! if you take the Dally Furlong south to Slow Walk, youcan cut half a day and three gates off 
your trip. It’s the wayI take going home. You go that way, you want to stop at the RedHeach Inn 
your second day from here. My cousin owns it, can giveyou a deal if you mention I sent you.” 

“And who do I tell him sent me?” 

“You say Tooley. He’ll cut you a full ox off theseason rate.” 

“My thanks, Tooley. I’ll remember you to yourcousin.” 

Kait heard the slap of the reins and the snap of the whip, andone of the horses snorted. The 
wagon jerked and rolled forwardagain. Before they were out of Calimekka, they would face at 
leasthalf a dozen more checkpoints, and if the Dragons began aconcentrated search for them, 
each checkpoint would become moredangerous than the one before it. 

And that brought her back to thoughts of betrayal. . . and Ian. She’d been asking 
Dùghallsomething before they were interrupted. Something about just that.She tried to relocate 
her thoughts, and finally had them. 

She’d asked Dùghall if he’d introduced Ian to theReborn, and Dùghall had told her he had. 

“Dùghall,” she asked, “how could Ian havechosen to side with the Dragons after he met 
Solander? I understandfree choice . . . but how could he choose theirhatred and their evil and turn 
his back on the Reborn’slove?” 

“What difference would the Reborn make to himnow?” 

Kait frowned. “Every difference.” She was missingsomething — Dùghall didn’t seem to think it 
strangeat all that Ian could turn away to evil after having experiencedjoy, while she thought it 
would be impossible. “I could neverbetray the Reborn,” she said. 

Dùghall covered his eyes with his forearm. “Godsall,you don’t know,” he groaned. 

“I don’t?” She looked at Ry, who shrugged.“What don’t I know?” 

Dùghall just shook his head, and left his arm over hisface. Hasmal glanced at him, saw that he 
wasn’t going to move,and sat up straighter. He studied her with weary, swollen, redeyes. “The 
Reborn is dead,” he said. 

Kait tried to put those words into a frame that made sense. TheReborn dead? No. Vincalis’s 
Secret Texts had clearly andcorrectly described the return of the Reborn, the rise of theDragons 
against him. The Texts went on to describe a multitude ofthings that hadn’t happened yet — 
battles the Falcons andthe Dragons would fight, cities that would be born and cities thatwould 
die, and Solander’s eventual but total triumph over hisage-old enemies. 



If Vincalis had seen the future so clearly, he would have seensuch a thing as the Reborn’s death. 
He hadn’t. Hisprophecies didn’t even allow for such a possibility. 

“That can’t be,” Kait said. 

Dùghall muttered, “And you know, eh? You, whoaren’t a true Falcon?” He didn’t look at her. 
Hejust lay there, face hidden. 

“I know he can’t be dead, because if he is, then whatof the prophecies?” 

“You can’t let this alone, can you?” Her unclesat up slowly and stared into her eyes. “The 
prophecies aredead, too. The bright future, hope for Ibera and the rest of theworld . . . it’s all 
dead.” 

In short, harsh sentences, despair reverberating in his everyword, he told her what he’d found out. 
That other Falcons hadbeen with the Reborn at the moment when Danya had moved him 
withinan impenetrable shield. That, when she brought the baby’s bodyout of the shield stations 
later, the soul inside it had no longerbeen Solander’s — that it had belonged to a Dragon. Noone 
knew why she had done this thing. But she had, and the Rebornwas dead, and the future had died 
with him. 

Kait tried to hold that thought in her mind. It wouldn’tstay. She kept thinking of the wondrous 
radiance, the complete,uncritical love that had infused her when she touched thebaby’s soul, and 
she could not accept that he was gone. Thathis life had been snuffed out. That her own cousin, his 
mother, hadeither destroyed him or allowed him to be destroyed. 

“You’ve missed something,” she insisted.“You’ve overlooked something; he’s managed to 
hidehimself away; he was in danger from the Dragons and he discoveredit and shielded himself 
so that you can’t find him right now.Something of that nature. He isn’t dead.” 

Dùghall shrugged. “Believe what you wish. I havesought him, I have spoken through mirror and 
blood with others whowere there when this horror came to pass, and the Reborn isdead.” 

Kait tried to imagine what it would mean if what he said weretrue; if they had already lost the 
fight before it was well begun.She looked into the well of despair that had swallowed Dùghalland 
Hasmal, and for a moment experienced the simplicity thatdespair brought. If she admitted loss, 
she wouldn’t have to doanything else. If she admitted that the Reborn was dead and thatthe future 
was hopeless, she could give up and mourn the fate ofthe world, and she would be relieved from 
any responsibility. Itwas a seductive thought. She could find someplace to hide and letthe world 
take care of itself. 

But she wasn’t made for despair. She’d overcome toomuch just to survive; she couldn’t accept 
defeat withoutfighting. She decided to act as if the Reborn had survived and washiding to protect 
himself. If she found out for certain that he wasdead, she would reconsider the merits of despair, 
but not untilthen. 



She became aware that beside her Ry sat weeping. 

 

      

  

Chapter 40 

  

The Dragons clustered around the longtable in the Sabir meeting room and crowded back to the 
walls; morethan two hundred stood present, wearing the strongest, mostflawless, most beautiful 
bodies in all of Calimekka. 

Dafril, wearing the body of Crispin Sabir, stood at the head ofthe table — he would have been 
leader no matter which bodyhe’d chosen, but this one made his task easier. It waspowerful, it was 
attractive, and it was highborn. He raised a handand even the little whispers of fear and 
consternation ceased. 

“I know we swore not to meet until each of you reached yourdesignated target, but we have an 
emergency that threatens all ofus. Mellayne has been taken from us, and barring miracles, is 
notlikely to be restored to us in any form.” 

Dafril felt his colleagues’ unease, and knew it well. Hisown gut still twisted at the horror of this 
unexpected disasterthat had befallen them. 

“What do you mean, ‘taken from us’?” adelicate beauty with ebony skin and golden eyes asked. 
Dafrilcouldn’t place her yet — she was certainly one of thelesser Dragons, maybe Tanden or 
Shorre or even Lusche — butshe had good taste in bodies. Hers touched on every 
physicalpreference he had and improved on it. His thoughts flicked for justan instant to a picture 
of the two of them as the couple who ruledMatrin, and he liked what he saw. He thought that 
after hereassured himself that she was one of the agreeable young Dragonswho admired him, he 
would tell her he’d chosen her as hisconsort. 

He managed a smile for her that intimated his appreciation ofher intelligence in asking the 
question and said, “I trulymean ‘taken.’ Falcons are hiding in Calimekka right now,and last night 
they tore Mellayne’s soul from his body andtrapped it in a ring that belonged to one of them.” 

Their massed unease became outright horror. 

“A ring?” 

“What — some piece of jewelry?” 



“With no escape vector?” 

“How could they?” 

Dafril raised a hand and said, “According to our source,who has given us a tremendous amount 
of information, all of whichwe’ve so far been able to verify independently, the ring usedwas 
either gold or electrum, featureless in all respects except fora groove that ran along the 
circumference of the ring in the centeras a form of decoration. The ring bears no designs, no 
jewels, nowriting — in other words, no irregularities of feature that wecould use to draw 
Mellayne back out, even if we could acquireit.” 

“Why not create such a feature?” a tall, muscularblond with a huge, drooping mustache asked. He 
would house one ofthe sloppy youngsters who never bothered to learn the theory behindwhat 
they did — who worked the rote spells without mishapuntil one day he decided to be clever, and 
made a little change ortook a little shortcut and blew himself and everyone around himinto 
oblivion. Efsqual, perhaps, or Clidwen. Probably Clidwen. 

Most of the Dragons were glaring at the questioner — no oneappreciated dangerous stupidity. 

“What?” the young man asked, looking at all the angryfaces. “What would be wrong with that?” 

Clidwen, certainly. Pity it hadn’t been his soul caught ina ring. 

“Because,” Dafril snapped, “once the soul isbound, any alteration of its housing sufficient to alter 
its flowthrough the ring will throw it through the Veil. We wouldn’tget Mellayne back, you idiot. 
We’d just kill him, same as ifwe drove a knife through your heart. Where the soul is concerned, 
abody is a body. You destroy the flow, you kill the body.” 

He was tempted to demonstrate. The idiot had waited a thousandyears with nothing more 
pressing than planning for the day of hiseventual reembodiment, and he’d spent the time 
learningnothing. 

“This source of yours,” the first questioner asked,“why did he choose to help us? How did he 
know aboutus?” 

“We had a bit of luck. He was with the Falcons, but neverbecame one of them. And when the girl 
he loved chose his worstenemy over him, he decided the time had come to go where he wouldbe 
more welcome.” Dafril pushed his way through the assembledDragons and opened the tall, 
arched door at the end of the meetinghall. “Come in, please. We’re ready for you.” 

He smiled at the man who stepped into the room. Ian had shavedhis head since their first meeting 
— the false white-blondhair and false Hmoth hairstyle were both gone. He wore Sabir finery— a 
fine brushed cotton shirt embroidered with silver trees,coarse-woven emerald green silk breeches, 
fine black boots. Hiseyes were not the usual pale Sabir blue or the less common amber,but a fine 
shade of gray-green. “This is a body-cousin ofmine,” he said. “Long lost and surely thought dead 



—and we can count ourselves lucky that he wasn’t. Pleasewelcome Ian Draclas to our company 
— the first, but surely notthe last, of our willing allies.” 

Ian smiled at them. The smile was cold and bitter, and held init thirst for the destruction of his 
enemies; hunger for revenge;anger and shame and hatred at the humiliation he’d been dealt.It 
was, Dafril thought, a good smile. The sort of smile you wantedto see on an ally’s face. As long 
as the girl loved Ry Sabir,Ian would belong to the Dragons. 

Dafril rested a hand on Ian’s shoulder and added, “Ianhas sworn to give us the Falcons. And 
thanks to him, we alreadyknow where to begin.” 

The room erupted with applause. 

 

      

  

Chapter 41 

  

He grew visibly — sometimes itseemed to Danya that the beast-child grew in the time it took 
forher to turn her head. In two weeks he had become as big as babiesin their third month. He 
could already lift his head well, and heflailed his arms and legs constantly — exercising them, 
hetold her when she tried to get him to be still. 

She wished she could smother him and put an end to him, but heterrified her. She didn’t dare 
make any movement that seemedin the least threatening to him, or he would remind her that 
hecould destroy her between one heartbeat and the next. She hatedhim, and she hated herself, and 
she shuddered each time she pickedhim up. He looked at her with those ancient, evil eyes, and 
somehowturned his toothless smile into a leer. He pinched her breastswhile he fed, and told her 
how fine he thought they were, and whata lovely creature she was. He made her sick. 

She huddled in her little house with him, cut off from everyonein the village. The Kargans had 
not forgiven her for her reversionto human form — she’d shown them the two claws on herright 
hand as proof that she was still their Gathalorra, but shecouldn’t be Gathalorra anymore, of 
course. In thissoft, scaleless, weaponless body, she couldn’t hope to fightdown even one lorrag. 
She’d betrayed them by taking on theform of their most hated enemies, the humans. They 
recalled thegood she had done for them, so they still tolerated her in theirvillage, but she was no 
longer their friend. 

Danya rose and walked to her open door and stared out of it. Thevillage women were down by 
the river working. The men cleaned andmended the nets, preparatory to going out that night to set 
themfor the next morning’s run. The Kargans chattered and laughedwith each other, telling 



stories and gossiping about eachother’s lives, or about Kargans from other villages. From timeto 
time one of those furry faces would glance in her direction, andsee her standing in the doorway. 
Then those dark eyes would narrowand the muzzle would draw back in an expression of disgust. 
Andthat Kargan would look away and be silent for a moment, untilsomeone else could draw him 
or her back into the pleasure of theday and the day’s work. 

She was alone. She had to face that fact. In that village ofsixty-plus souls, she no longer had 
anyone except Luercas, and shedidn’t really have him. He had her. He owned her. 

She had herself, and only herself. But she was alive, and sheintended to stay that way. The wind 
blew through the door and shefelt the cold that the fierce terrain threatened even in its 
briefsummer. She looked toward winter, and knew that she would have toget tougher. Her human 
flesh wouldn’t withstand the rigors ofthe arctic terrain as easily as her Scarred body had. She 
needed tobegin planning. She needed to win the Kargans back to her side,because they had things 
she needed — furs, thread, needles,food, the protection that numbers offered. She wouldn’t 
forgetthat they had shunned her when her body changed; but shewouldn’t show her hurt or her 
anger, either. She would addthem to the list of people to whom she owed revenge. Their day 
andtheir time would come, and they would learn to regret theircallousness. 

They could be in the front lines of the army that she intendedto raise. They could fight for her — 
ostensibly to win a placefor the Scarred in the soft, fertile lands of Ibera — but infact to repay her 
for her pain. She had paid in blood and sufferingand shame; she had stupidly ripped out her own 
heart and destroyedit when she killed her beautiful son. She had been lied to, she hadbeen tricked, 
and love and beauty and hope were gone from her lifeforever. But she still had revenge, and she 
would have her triumph.The Sabirs and the Galweighs would bow before her and the warriorsshe 
would lead against them. They would see her on a great horse atthe head of a horde of barbarians, 
and they would know thatthey’d brought their destruction on themselves. And thenthey’d die. 

Time. It was all that stood between her and her desires.Everything would fall before her; 
everything would bend in thedirection she wanted; everyone would acknowledge her power and 
herright to command. With time. 

She turned away from the door and returned to the dark interior.Her Wolvish practice of the 
arcane arts waited. If shecouldn’t win the Kargans to her side with offered friendship,she’d win 
them with a force they couldn’t counter. Butone way or the other, she would have them at her 
side when shebegan to gather the peoples of the Veral Territories beneath herbanner. 

The banner of Two Claws, she thought. Proof that she was stillScarred. Her rallying symbol. 

And when she was done with them, she would destroy Luercas forhis lies, for his evil, for what 
he’d tricked her into doing.He had cost her all the good in her life, and she would see that hegot 
no reward for it, no matter the price she had to pay. 

 

      



  

Chapter 42 

  

Kait shook off the pack and dropped tothe ground next to Ry. A boiling sun had cleared away the 
last ofthe morning rain, but the road was mud that sucked at feet andboots and dragged at every 
step. That mud felt to Kait like anextension of the people she traveled with: dismal, dreary, 
anddragging on body and soul. 

They’d left Port Pars behind two days before, and hadanother three or four days’ walk ahead of 
them before theywould reach Costan Selvira, where they might hope to obtain passageon a ship 
heading south. Thirty days had passed since they’dfled their rooms at the inn, and in those days, 
she had meditatedand searched for any sign of the Reborn’s survival, and shehad tried to comfort 
herself with the thought that because he wasin terrible danger, he would have to hide from 
everyone, notjust his enemies. But the endless gloom was contagious, and Kaitwas losing faith. 

Dùghall trudged with his head down and most of the timesaid nothing. Hasmal snapped at anyone 
who went near him, and sleptapart from the rest of the travelers, and at night when he thoughtno 
one could hear him, he wept quietly. Even Ry had withdrawn. Hedidn’t want her embraces, or 
her comfort, or her suggestionsthat things might not be as bad as they appeared. He had come 
lateto the Falcon way of thinking, but he had come completely, and hewas, if anything, more 
bitter than Dùghall or Hasmal at havingthe Reborn snatched away when he had so recently found 
him. 

“Enough resting,” Dùghall said. “Back onyour feet, all of you.” 

“Why bother?” Hasmal muttered. “If we stayedhere, the Dragons would find us quicker and end 
our misery forus.” 

Dùghall snorted and kicked the biggest clods of mud off ofhis boots against the nearest tree. “I’m 
too old towelcome the horses in the square, son. Or boiling lead, orfirebrands, or being skinned 
and having my hide inflated withfloating gases and paraded through the streets, for that 
matter.I’ll live, thank you.” He swung his pack onto his backand stepped onto the road and into 
the mud again. “Butyou’re welcome to walk back and offer yourself as a sacrificeif a quick end is 
what you want.” 

Ry got up and trudged after Dùghall, so lost in his ownmisery that he didn’t even wait for Kait to 
put her pack on.She hurried after him, scowling, and Hasmal and Ry’slieutenants plodded after 
her. 

She was the only one not soaking herself in her own unhappiness;she suspected that was the 
reason that she was the only one of thegroup who heard the rider coming along the road from the 
south.Most times the whole party stepped into the jungle when they gotfirst notice of other 



travelers — meeting strangers in thewilds along the coast road could be dangerous. So Kait 
said,“Hai! Rider from the south!” as softly as she could. 

“Not much sense in hiding if trouble’s coming,”Ry said. “We’re the only ones on the road since 
this lastrain, and our fresh tracks would point right to us. If we jumpedbehind the brush, we’d 
look like brigands. Or worse.” 

Kait nodded. “I realize that. I just thought all of youmight like to know we have company 
coming.” 

By this time, even those with the poorest ears could hear thehorse squelching through the mud 
toward them. “We’ll beready,” Yanth said. 

Kait dropped back a few steps. As the rider came into view, thetravelers’ hands covered sword 
hilts instinctively. Kaitcouldn’t hide her surprise, though. The rider was a woman, andalone. That 
in itself would be enough to cause astonishment, butshe was Gyru, too, and as far as Kait knew, 
Gyru women nevertraveled alone. 

She rode a dapple gray gelding — a solid beast as high atthe withers as Kait’s head, broad 
through the chest, short inthe back, solid of haunch, with a nice length of pastern and a goodarch 
to his neck. He moved well and obeyed his rider’s cuesbeautifully, and Kait would have paid a 
small fortune for him rightthen. Horses generally didn’t like her, but she loved to ride. . . and 
after days of plodding along muddy roads, shewould have adored the comfort of a good saddle. 

The rider herself was sodden. Her beautifully embroideredcarmine shirt clung to her skin like 
paint, and her baggy leatherpants were streaked and soaked. Her boots, which from the looks 
ofthe top seaming and beading were of fine make, from mid-shin downbore a crust of mud so 
thick they made her feet look like treetrunks. So horse or no horse, she’d done her share of 
walkingover the worst of the road. Her hair, still fiery red, worn longand braided and beaded, was 
marked by streaks of gray. Her eyeswere . . . remarkable. Brilliant green, round as doeeyes, but 
with the intent gaze of a hunting hawk. 

When she caught sight of them, the expression on her face wentfrom wary alertness to pure, 
exhausted relief. She shouted,“Chobe!” and swung down from her mount with fluid grace.Kait 
would have guessed from the lines around the stranger’seyes and the gray in her hair that she had 
seen at least fortyyears come and go, but when she moved and smiled, Kait thoughtperhaps she’d 
misjudged, and the woman was graying early. Shemoved like a girl. 

She wondered who the woman had mistaken for “Chobe,”and got a second surprise. 

Hasmal’s eyes went wide and he said,“Alarista?” 

“Of course it’s me. I came looking for you!” HerIberan bore a faint accent, and the slower rhythm 
of one who spokeit as a somewhat unfamiliar second language. 



Hasmal jogged forward as fast as the mud would allow, and liftedher off the ground and hugged 
her fiercely. She was half a handtaller than him, Kait noticed. If she was as old as her eyes 
andhair indicated, she was at least ten years older, and possiblefifteen. Hasmal didn’t seem in the 
least put off by either ofthose things. 

“By damn, it’s good to see you,” he was saying,in between kissing her and hugging her and 
picking her up so thathe could swing her around again. She looked for just a moment likea tall 
slender tree being mauled by a short, blond bear. Kait likedthat image, but kept it to herself. She 
would have told Ry, hopingthat it might make him laugh, but he was so far lost inside himselfthat 
she doubted he could see the humor. 

Alarista finally pulled free of Hasmal, and turned to the restof the group. “I didn’t just come 
looking forChobe,” she said. “I was searching for all ofyou.” 

They made brief introductions, everyone supplying a nickname oralternate name in deference to 
the Gyru-nalle custom of neverrevealing a true name. The custom came from the Gyru belief 
thatknowledge of anyone’s true name made the knower responsiblefor the named’s soul. Kait, 
whose full name was Kait-ayarenneNoellaurelai Taghdottar Aire an Galweigh, never burdened 
anyonewith the full stretch anyway. That name, loaded with the memoriesof long-dead ancestors 
and the qualities of heroes her parents hadadmired, was more than she wanted to carry around. So 
toAlarista, Kait was comfortable still being just Kait. 

“My band has a camp two days’ hard ride fromhere,” Alarista told them once the formalities were 
done.“We can resupply you there if you wish to keep going. Or youcan stay with us.” This last 
she said specifically to Hasmal,and Kait saw hope in her eyes. 

Dùghall shrugged. “Doesn’t matter where we go. Wecan’t get far enough away to escape the 
disaster that’scoming.” 

The woman nodded. She turned to Dùghall and said, “Katarre kaithe gombrey; hai allu neesh?” 

They were Falcon words, Kait knew, though she didn’t knowthe ancient tongue in which they 
were spoken. Hasmal had taught herthat they were the formal Falcon greeting, and meant, 
“TheFalcon offers his wings; will you fly?” 

But Dùghall didn’t give the formal response. Instead,he said, “The Falcons are dead. Or didn’t 
youknow?” 

*     *     * 

When they made camp that night, Alarista soughtout Kait and took her aside. “The Falcons 
believe the futurehas died; that the world is coming to an end; that we are beyondhope, have 
already lost to the Dragons, and are destroyed.Destroyed. I would believe the same thing. I 
would.” Kaitwatched the Gyru woman’s lower lip tremble, and saw her starefixedly into the 
jungle and take a deep breath, lift her head, andpull her shoulders back. Every curve of her body 
spoke of fiercedetermination held together by the thinnest of hopes. “I livedfor the Falcons, for 



the prophecies. I rejoiced when I felt theReborn touch me for the first time, and I nearly died 
when he. . . when he . . .” She shook her head.Took another steadying breath. “But I’ve 
doneauguries,” she said. “My Speakers tell me that you arethe one who can save the Falcons; that 
you will give us hope.I’ve come all this way to find you. Is what they saytrue?” 

Kait sat on a fallen tree, peering in her turn out into thelayered tangles of darkness before her. “I 
havehope,” she said cautiously. “I haven’t yet managedto convince anyone else that there’s a 
reason forit.” 

“But you have hope.” Alarista managed atremulous smile, and sat beside her on the log. She said, 
“Youare the only one. Of all of us, you are the only one who has notalready seen the morrow to 
its grave. I’ve looked, I swear.Since . . . then, I’ve tried to contact any Falconwho could answer. 
Only a few will. So many killed themselves in thefew days after the Reborn’s death . . .” 
Sheshook her head and shivered. “And most of those who still livewon’t respond. I traced your 
uncle by blood offering weeksago, but couldn’t get through his shields. The same withHasmal. 
And you didn’t answer, either, though I didn’tget the feeling you were ignoring me. With you, it 
was more thatyou couldn’t hear me.” 

“I couldn’t.” Kait was surprised. “You weretrying to reach me?” 

“Yes. Then they haven’t taught you Falcon far-speechyet.” 

“No.” 

Alarista nodded. “I thought it might be that way. But Icouldn’t help thinking that perhaps the 
Secret Textsweren’t wrong, that perhaps this disaster was something otherthan it appeared to be. I 
know you aren’t fully a Falcon yet,but when I summoned Speakers through the Veil, each said 
you werethe key. That you could give the Falcons reason to hope again. Thatif you chose, you 
could see how the Falcons could yet break theDragons. That you . . .” She sighed. “That youhold 
the secret of our hope. When I couldn’t reach you byfar-speech, I came after you. I don’t know 
what you know,Kait. I don’t know how you are our key. Tell me, please. Ilost everything when 
. . . I lost everything I believedin, and everything I loved. I lost who I was, and who I 
wassupposed to become. Please tell me what can change allthat.” 

Kait rested her hands on her thighs and leaned forward, eager.This was validation that what she 
had thought must be true. Thespirits from beyond the Veil said she had the key. So theFalcons 
must be missing something. Kait had believed fromthe first moment when Dùghall told her of the 
disaster that hehad to be mistaken, that a thousand years of waiting would not endwith the birth 
and almost immediate death of the one who was tohave led the world to Paranne, Vincalis’s 
promised land. Noteven Brethwan and Lodan, the most ill-starred of the god-pairs,could be so 
cruel. “I almost gave up,” she said. “Ofthe Falcons, I only knew Dùghall and Hasmal, and you 
can seethem. They’ve given up. They see themselves as dead men whohave not yet fallen on their 
pyres. I couldn’t reach them.They wouldn’t let me talk to them. They’ve lockedthemselves into 
their shields, and they . . .” Sheshrugged. “You’ve seen them. You’ve seen others likethem, from 
what you say.” 

Alarista nodded. 



Kait continued. “But they can’t be right.” Shedared a smile. “A thousand years of true prophecy 
cannot endwith a falsehood. I’ve read the Secret Texts. I’vetracked the Seven Great Signs, the 
Hundred Small Signs, the ThreeConfusions. All of them came to pass. Vincalis spoke true 
inparticulars as well as generalities.” She narrowed her eyes.“Even in prophecies that speak 
directly to today, he holdstrue. ‘Dragons will lie down with Wolves and rise up with fullbellies,’ 
he said, and isn’t that exactly what happened?The Dragons’ spirits claimed the Wolves’ bodies 
and theirmemories, but the Wolves are gone, and only the Dragonsremain.” She clenched her 
fists. “Since the Reborndisappeared, I’ve been through the Secret Texts every day.Every day. I 
read while I walk; I study all the passages. Vincalispromised that the Reborn would hold his 
empire for five thousandyears, and that the world would learn in those five thousand yearshow to 
love, how to be truthful, how to be kind. Five thousand years, and Vincalis was right in every 
other prophecyhe made. Alarista . . .” She rested a hand on theother woman’s arm. “How can he 
be wrong in the mostimportant prophecy of all? Everyone is sure the Reborn is reallygone. But he 
can’t be.” She took a deep breath. “TheReborn is still alive. I don’t know where, and I don’tknow 
how, but he’s still alive.” 

Hope died in Alarista’s eyes. 

“What’s wrong?” Kait asked. 

Alarista’s head dropped forward, her shoulders slumped, herhands lay limp on her lap. In a voice 
so broken Kait almostcouldn’t understand her words, she said, “That was yourhope? That the 
Reborn is still secretly alive somewhere?” 

Kait didn’t understand. “What other hope could therebe?” Tears had started down Alarista’s 
cheeks. “TheSpeakers told me you could give the Falcons hope. So I’dthought . . . that perhaps 
you knew some magic that wouldreembody a spirit lost through the Veil. Or that you could 
reachthrough the Veil, at least, and speak to the Reborn, and perhapsask him what we are 
supposed to do without him. Or that you knewsomething we didn’t know about the Secret Texts; 
that hisdeath was a part of the prophecy that no one had understood, andthat he would return yet 
again. I’d thought you could give us. . . real hope.” 

“You’re so certain that what I’ve said is wrong?That the Reborn is truly dead?” 

Alarista nodded without looking up. “Even the Speakers saidthat he was gone. That we had lost 
him. That the prophecies werebroken. But you . . . they said you . . .”She lifted her head again, 
and once more pulled her shoulders back.“Well. They were wrong, just as the Secret Texts are 
wrong.You have no secret answer that will save us.” She turned toKait. “But that isn’t your fault. 
You’re young. Theyoung have a hard time believing in death, and in their ownimpotence in the 
face of disaster. ‘Old age stutters, whilereckless youth decrees.’ Isn’t that what they say?”She 
rose. “If this life and this world must end, at least Ican spend the last of my time with Hasmal. 
That’s somecomfort.” 

And she walked back to the camp before Kait could find anotherword to say. 

Kait found herself facing not just the darkness of the night,but the deeper, harsher darkness that 
welled up inside of her.Alarista had dismissed out of hand her secret hope that the Rebornstill 



survived. He was gone and the prophecies were broken —her Speakers had declared it, her 
experience had verified it, andsomething about her assurance drove a stake into Kait’s 
hope.Perhaps it was the fact that, unlike Dùghall and Hasmal,Alarista had dared to hope, had 
dared to believe that somethingmight yet be salvaged from the shattered ruins of the future.She’d 
looked for an answer, and her hope had brought her toKait. 

And then she had found in Kait the hope she had hungered for. . . and had discovered that hope 
sustained by somethingshe knew was not true. 

Kait closed her eyes. The scents of the jungle surrounded her— rich moist earth and meaty decay; 
the heavy sweetness ofnight-blooming flowers; the musk of nearby animals that crept pastthe 
human outpost in their domain, wary of men. No leaves rustled— the night was as still as if it 
held its breath. She openedher eyes and looked up. Above her head, the black canopy of 
leavesparted to show stars burning like the cold, unblinking white eyesof blind gods. They stared 
down at her, but they did not see her.They did not care. 

She felt the hollow place in her soul where the connection tothe Reborn had once been. She 
touched that place inside her the wayshe had probed at a missing tooth when she had been a 
child;sliding her tongue against the gap, tasting the iron tang of herown blood, worrying the raw, 
tender flesh. She let herself acceptthe truth. 

The Reborn was dead. 

She could not feel him, and he would not have hidden. His lifewas not to have been about hiding, 
about preserving himself insecret while his desperate followers wept over his absence. He 
hadcome to be a beacon. To show the world a better way to live. And hehad died before he could 
do that. 

But he hadn’t just died. He’d been destroyed, and hercousin Danya had killed him. Kait probed 
that other wound, thatother raw place in her soul. One of the few cousins she had caredabout had 
slaughtered her own child. Had given his body over tosomething evil. Had become something 
evil herself. Danya, whosesurvival had sustained Kait when she thought all the rest of herFamily 
was gone, was as dead as the soul of the child who had cometo give his love to the world. 

I knew the truth. I knew it, but I refused to believe it,because the truth was too ugly. I couldn’t 
face what my cousinhad done, couldn’t face the destruction of goodness by evil,couldn’t look at 
the death of the future. Dùghall wasright. Hasmal was right. We’re walking corpses, all of us. 

And Alarista’s Speakers were wrong. I have no hope to offerto anyone. 

Even Vincalis was wrong. The future will not be the home oflove, of joy, of the worldwide city 
of Paranne. We’re lost,all of us. Everything is lost. 

 

       



  

Interlude 

  

In Calimekka, a year marked by uneasy omens andeerie events suffered a final blow on 
Galewansasday — theFeast of the Thousand Holies. On that day, the twenty-first day inthe 
month of Galewan, the people of the city gathered to celebratethe Family gods and the old lost 
gods and remembered that not eventhe gods live forever. The day was the Throalsday of 
theMalefa-week of the month, and as such was a day that bore its owndubious omens: Chance of 
loss, waiting pain. 

But on that day, while traveling to the Winter Parnissery tolead the prayer of remembrance, the 
carais, who had named the yearby lottery at its birth, and who had been chosen by the gods to 
beits speaker, died of unknown but suspicious causes, and his year,Gentle Seas and Rich 
Harvests, died with him. The parnissascanceled the feast and convened in the parnissery, and for 
the lastsix days of the month, they read oracles and cast lots and prayed.They drew their new 
year, and found that the new year had been borndead — its carais, when they located her, had 
died the daybefore, of unknown but suspicious causes. 

Amial Garitsday, the first day of the month of Joshan, wasusually the day of Fedran, in which a 
morning of solitude andprayer, fasting and silence was followed by midday tithing at thenearest 
parnissery and the Breaking of the Silence, whereCalimekkans ate a traditional meal of plain rice 
and unspiced blackbeans on cornbread. But the parnissas declared Fedran void, and didnot even 
collect their tithes. No one in the city could recall atime when the parnissery had turned away its 
tithes, and the moodof the city grew panicked, and people spoke of the coming of theend of the 
world. 

On that day and the following days, all vows and all holidayswaited, as did all contracts, all 
marriages, all new ventures; nobusiness could be carried on in the dead time between living 
years.The parnissas, instead, after further prayer and divining, drewanother name from the great 
vat of yearnames. They went out insearch of their new carais, and this time found him alive, 
andhealthy. And that, perhaps, was the worst omen of all. 

The carais was a man named Vather Son of Tormel, who had only amonth before been charged 
with the deaths of his wife and children,all three of whom he’d slaughtered, cooked, and eaten in 
abrutal ritual the purpose of which he had refused to reveal evenunder torture. He had been 
sentenced to die on the first day ofJoshan in Punishment Square for his crimes. 

But the gods had given him their own reprieve — noexecutions could be carried out unwatched 
by a living year, so hisexecution had waited the conclusion of the parnissas’business. And no 
carais could be executed during his or her term,for the carais was chosen by the gods, and all his 
deeds, past andpresent, became the instruments of the gods. So the murders ofVather’s wife and 
children were automatically, entirely, andeternally forgiven. The judgment of the gods in 
choosing the caraisfor the new year was final, and not subject to questioning bymortals. So 



Vather Son of Tormel would be draped in gold cloth andparaded before the people of Calimekka 
like a hero, and he and healone would speak for the new year. 

Vather Son of Tormel named his year Devourer ofSouls. 

Dafril smiled from his place within Sabir House at theappropriateness of that name. Solander was 
dead, the Falconsleaderless, and Luercas still invisible and, it seemed increasinglylikely, 
powerless. He reveled in the helplessness of this newworld, at the unguarded souls that flowed in 
endless torrents pasthim, and he called his people together and laid out for them theplans for their 
new city — a city that would be built bynothing less than the devouring of souls. 

This was a good world he had brought them to. A good time. Andit would become their world 
and their time. 

A few more technothaumatars, a few more pieces of the puzzlefilled in, and they would become 
the new immortals. 

 

       

  

Book Three 

 

“It’svery large, the world, and that’s what is — and alwayswill be — its saving 
grace. So look to far seas and distanthills in your time of need, and welcome 
unlikely heroes, for helpcomes from the strangest quarter.” 



THE BEGGAR IN THE GUTTER, IN ACT III OF THE TRAGEDY AND 
COMEDY OF THE SWORDSMAN OF HAYERES 

BY VINCALIS THE AGITATOR 

 

      

  

Chapter 43 

  

In the last days of the month ofBrethwan, Kait ran through the snow-buried mountains 
thatsurrounded Norostis, Shifted to beast form and lost in beast mind.She hunted whatever moved 
— mice, rabbits, small birds, deerforced down from the peaks by the heavy snows above. She fed 
on rawflesh, blood, and entrails; she rolled in the carcasses of herkills; she slept in the hollows of 
dying trees, in banks of snow,on sun-warmed boulders above ice-clotted streams. She rode 
Shiftobsessively, fighting off her woman-form, seeking oblivion from theevents that touched 
humanity. 

She was, for the time that she could hold herself within thebeast body and the beast mind, beyond 
grief, beyond thinking,beyond regret and pain and loss. She exulted in the bitter sting ofthe wind, 
the violence of the weather, the pale hard blue of theday sky and the still-lengthening nights. Her 
hungers were thingsshe could fill with food and sleep; her regrets were the quicksharp pains of a 
missed pounce or a bit of game stolen by a largerbeast. 

But she could not hold Shift forever. When, bloody, gaunt,filthy, and stinking of dead things, she 
dragged herself back tothe camp where Alarista’s Gyru-nalle band andDùghall’s soldiers and her 
own people hid, she discoveredthat she’d lost a week. She had never been Karnee for so long.She 
would have been amazed, but she was too tired to feel anything.She gave herself a cursory wash, 
ate everything she could lay handson, and finally crawled into her cold tent and fell into the 
deep,miserable sleep of post-Shift. 

She woke two days later with the full weight of post-Shiftdepression riding her. Her fugue had 
solved nothing. The problemsher world faced remained unsolved, but were a week more 
firmlyentrenched. The Reborn was still dead; her once-beloved cousin wasstill a murderer not 
just of her own child but of the hopes of theworld; the Dragons still walked free and worked 
toward the day whenthey would rule the world as gods from the backs of a world ofenslaved 
mortals. 

“This won’t do,” she whispered to herself.“If I’m not yet dead, I can’t act as if Iam.” 



So she forced herself to get up. She ate hugely, then washed,ignoring the icy water, the howling 
wind. She dressed in the onlygood clothing she had — a fine winter suit of Gyru-nalles spunwool 
with heavy fur boots and a long fur coat. She plaited her hairand painted the symbols of devotion 
on her forehead andeyelids. 

She looked for answers as she had been taught by the parnissas.She prayed — to the Falcons’ god 
Vodor Imrish, who hadfallen silent with the death of his Reborn; to the Iberan gods whomshe had 
been taught to revere, but who had no place for amagic-Scarred monster like her; and even to the 
old gods that herparents had scorned as the superstitions of ignorant peasants. Fortwo days she 
fasted and prayed, but the gods had no word forher. 

She could have despaired then, but she didn’t. If the godsoffered no answers, she would find one 
for herself. She took foodagain, then meditated. She discovered that she did not wish to givethe 
world over to the Dragons without a fight, no matter howhopeless that fight might be. She 
discovered that she still hadbreath and will, the two things she’d had before the death ofSolander. 
And she discovered that action — even action shefirmly believed was hopeless — gave rise to its 
own strangebreed of hope. 

She began to wonder if she and the Falcons had overlookedsomething in their rush to declare 
their cause lost and the Dragonstriumphant by default. Another three days spent poring through 
theSecret Texts convinced her that they had. 

So she sought out her uncle. 

Dùghall lay in one of the Gyru wagons, wasting away. TheGyru girl who had taken over tending 
him said that he had onlyaccepted bites of food and sips of water in the last days, that hewould 
get up to relieve himself but that he never spoke or movedotherwise. She said she’d begun 
bathing him each morning witha bucket of cold water and coarse rags, partly because he had 
begunto smell, but mostly because she hoped the rough treatment wouldstir him to some sign of 
life. So far, she said, her plan hadfailed. 

Kait stepped up into the wagon and noted that, even after thebaths, Dùghall stank. He lay in a 
fetal position, curled underseveral blankets, face to the featureless wall. His hair stuck outat odd 
angles, unwashed, greasy, gone from black with a smatteringof gray to gray entire in the days 
since the Reborn’s death.Where he had been lean — the Reborn’s sword, he’dsaid — now he was 
scrawny. He looked like a sick old man, likea dying old man. 

“Uncle,” she said, “this has to end.” 

He said nothing. He didn’t move, didn’t twitch. Therhythm of his breathing didn’t even change. 
She counted hisbreaths for a moment and realized that he had put himself into theFalcon trance; 
he was far beyond the reach of her voice. 

She shook him hard, and felt his breathing pick up, then fallback into the slow trance-inducing 
rhythm. She considered heroptions, didn’t like any of them, and chose the leastoffensive. She 
slapped him. Again she jarred him from his breathingfor an instant, but again he escaped her. 



She was going to have to hurt him. A lot. She jammed her thumbunder his collarbone and pressed 
hard. He lost the rhythm of hisbreathing entirely; he growled and tried to push her hand away. 
Shewas stronger than he, though — Karnee strength would have lether best a stronger man than 
sick Dùghall — and shepushed harder; he whimpered with pain. 

“You can’t sleep yourself to death, and I can’thide inside the monster. There aren’t any answers 
there. Youknow that. You’re hiding out of fear, but you can’t be acoward anymore. We need you. 
Get up.” 

“Go away.” 

“Get up or I’ll break your collarbone.” Sheshifted her pressure from the space under the bone to 
the boneitself, and bore down. She could feel the grinding of the ends ofthe bone transmitted 
through her fingertips, and she shuddered andgritted her teeth and pushed harder. 

Dùghall yelled and flailed at her with his free arm. 

“I’m not leaving, Uncle, and you aren’t going tolie in here and die. Get up and face me.” He tried 
to fallback into trance, tried to regain the slow, steady breaths thattook him there, but she applied 
more pressure. She hated to hurthim, but she could think of nothing that would force him to 
actfaster than intense pain. Better a broken bone than death. Shehardened herself to his eventual 
wordless scream, and was rewardedfor her efforts — thankfully, before she had to snap the 
bonein two. 

He jerked himself upright in the narrow bed and turned to glareat her. “Get out of here, Kait.” 

“No.” 

“Let me die. The world is doomed, and I want to end beforeit does.” 

“I don’t care what you want. We have things to do, youand I.” 

“Things to do. Don’t make me laugh.” 

She stood over him, staring down, and said, “The Reborn isdead. He’s gone. His soul has slipped 
beyond our reach, andnothing we can do can bring him back. This is the truth, isn’tit?” 

“You know it is.” 

“Yes. I finally do. And a thousand years of prophecy havejust come crashing down around our 
heads; the Dragons returned aspromised, and the Reborn came when he was supposed to, but 
Danyahas destroyed the prophecies and we’ve lost him forever.Correct?” 

Dùghall sighed. “Of course it’s correct! Why doyou think I want to die?” 



“I think you want to die because you’ve become acoward. Uncle, think with me for a moment. 
The prophecies areshattered, the Secret Texts overturned in a single blow. What doesthat mean?” 

He stared at her, his face creased with frustration. “Itmeans we’re doomed, you idiot. With the 
Reborn gone, theDragons have already won.” 

“Who says so?” Kait asked. 

“What?” 

She asked again, patient. “Who says so? Who says theDragons have already won?” 

“That’s a stupid question. If the Reborn doesn’tlead us against the Dragons, then the Dragons will 
triumph. TheSecret Texts constantly refer to the doom that would come upon theworld if the 
Reborn did not conquer the evil at itsheart.” 

Kait nodded. “I know what the Texts say. I’ve spentthe last three days and three nights reading 
them yet again,looking for anything that warns of the possibility of theReborn’s premature 
death.” 

“He wasn’t supposed to die.” 

“No. He wasn’t. Vincalis never considered his death apossibility. Nowhere in all those 
prophecies does he say, ‘Ifthe Reborn’s mother kills him at birth . . .’or ‘If the Reborn dies before 
he can lead the Great Battle. . .’ or anything else of that sort. I’ve beenover every word again, 
Uncle. Such an occurrence doesn’t existwithin the Texts’ pages.” 

“I know that.” Dùghall’s evident annoyancegrew greater. “I knew most of the Texts by heart long 
beforeyou were born.” 

“Then answer my question. Who says that, because the Rebornis dead, the Dragons have already 
won?” 

He glowered at her. She crossed her arms over her chest,refusing to be cowed, and waited. 

He said, as if speaking to a particularly stupid child,“The Texts clearly state that the Reborn is the 
key toconquering the Dragons. So, if Solander cannot lead us, the Dragonsmust win by default.” 

Kait shook her head. “If the Reborn cannot lead us becausehe died at birth, then the Texts no 
longer predict the future ofour world.” 

“Clearly.” Dùghall shrugged. “The Textspromised us the leadership of the Reborn, the city-
civilization ofParanne, and triumph over evil. Without them, we face doom,destruction, and the 
Dragons’ hell on earth.” 

Kait smiled slowly, and asked him for the third time, “Whosays so?” 



As he saw her smile, a puzzled expression crossed his face.“The Texts warn — ” 

Kait held up her hand. “You and I have agreed that theTexts have become invalid. Something has 
happened that Vincaliscould not foresee. So we cannot trust the Texts to guide us fromhere on. 
Correct?” 

He nodded slowly. 

“So. What authority now tells you that the Dragons havealready won, that they cannot be 
defeated, that our world isdoomed?” 

Dùghall sat quietly for a moment. “It only stands toreason — ” he began, but Kait shook her 
head, and hestopped. 

“Uncle, the future is built by unreasonable men. Youtold me that when I was a little girl, and 
again when you stood mefor my place among the diplomats.” 

He took a deep breath. “That’s true. I have saidthat.” 

“So. Just tell me the name of the authority you now trustto tell us our doom is a foregone 
conclusion, and I’ll let yougo back to sleeping yourself to death.” 

He shook his head slowly, knowing what she wanted him to say,but not wanting to say it. She 
could see the stubbornness on hisface — the way his mouth compressed, the way his brows 
drewdown, the way his eyes tracked across the room, as if looking forhis answer among the 
wagon’s fittings and furnishings. Hisarms locked across his chest, shutting away the possibility 
that hemight have been wrong. 

She waited, patient as a cat at a mouse’s hole, and finallyher mouse came out. 

“There is no such authority,” he admitted. 

“I know.” 

“But how can we hope to win against the Dragons withoutSolander?” 

She shrugged, and her smile grew broader. “I don’tknow. But finally you’re asking the right 
question.” Shesat down in the little chair across from Dùghall’s bed.“I know this — we are only 
beaten for sure if wedon’t fight. And if we can’t count on the Texts, we canat least count on each 
other.” She took a slow, shaky breath.“And the time to act is now. A thousand years ago, 
ourancestors destroyed all of civilization rather than allow theDragons to carry out their plans for 
the world. They gaveeverything to make sure their children and their children’schildren wouldn’t 
be locked into eternal slavery, that our souls would not be the fodder that fed the immortality of 
afew powerful wizards. They fought and died so that we would live.Now it’s our turn to fight. 
We’ve suffered a bad loss,but we can’t let that stop us. We can’t just hand thefuture to the 
Dragons.” 



Dùghall looked at her warily. “So who else have youconvinced of all of this, dear Kait?” 

Her smile became lopsided. “You’re the first, UncleDùghall. You’re going to help me convince 
everyoneelse.” 

Dùghall gave her a wary smile and said, “Did you knowVincalis the Agitator was a playwright 
before he became aprophet?” 

“You told me something about that. That he gave up writingplays when the Dragons executed 
Solander, and for a thousand dayscast oracles and wrote the Secret Texts.” 

Dùghall nodded and said, “He created the road map bywhich a thousand years of Falcons have 
steered their lives. Butsome of the best things he ever said, and the truest, were not inthe Texts at 
all — they were in his plays. The Dragonsovershadowed the world he lived in for most of his life, 
and theywere hard masters, brutal, murderous, and evil. Most men feared tofight them in any 
manner. Vincalis fought them with words, butcarefully — he never plainly wrote about the 
Dragons becausethey would have killed him, and he taught that survival was thefirst duty of a 
warrior. He wrote about great villains, and aboutthe small bands of heroes who dared to best 
them . . .and he wrote many of those plays as comedies, because he couldalways claim the 
innocuousness of comedy if questioned.”Dùghall looked down at the gnarled hands folded on his 
lap,then glanced sidelong at her, and the ghost of a mischievous smileplayed across his lips. 
“Those who have no sense of humorrarely realize how deadly humor can be.” 

“So what did he say?” 

Dùghall closed his eyes. “The putative hero of one ofmy favorite plays, which he titled The 
Tragedy and Comedy of theSwordsman of Hayeres, was the swordsman Kinkot, a mighty-
thewedmaster of weapons and a great lord. Kinkot swore to protect hiscountrymen from a vile 
monster that ravaged the countryside. . . but the monster proved to be too much for him. Forthe 
first two acts of the play, every step he took against thebeast failed, and he became a 
laughingstock. He lost his lands, hiswealth, his title, even his sword, and by the beginning of 
thethird act he finds himself homeless, sitting on a street cornerholding a begging bowl and 
hoping to die.” 

“Sounds like a hilarious comedy,” Kaitsaid. 

Dùghall snorted. “Watching the cocky bastard gettinghis ass kicked by the monster in the first 
two acts ishilarious. But Vincalis never just wrote to entertain, and whenKinkot has had his 
comeuppance and is sitting on the cornerbegging, a fellow even worse off than he is lifts his head 
out ofthe gutter and says, ‘When you’re beaten, whenyou’re crushed, when you’re broken, you 
remember this,boy — nothing touches everyone in the world to the samedegree. It’s very large, 
the world, and that’s what is— and always will be — its saving grace. So look to farseas and 
distant hills in your time of need, and welcome unlikelyheroes, for help comes from the strangest 
quarter.’ 



“Kinkot, who has kicked this same beggar once in each ofthe first two acts, listens to him this 
time. He gives the poor sothis begging bowl and the few coins in it, and gets up to go off insearch 
of help, for humbled as he is, he finally realizes that hecan’t beat the monster alone.” 

“Right. Beggars are ever full of good advice and deepwisdom. That’s why they spend their days 
lying ingutters.” 

Dùghall shrugged. “The plays were a part of theirtime, and some of the storytelling is stylized, 
and some is a bit. . . predictable. Nonetheless, Vincalis knew hisaudiences. No sooner does 
Kinkot give the beggar the gift andfollow his advice than the poor sot transforms into a 
beautifulyoung girl, and the girl, after kissing him and blessing him,transforms herself into a tiny 
bird. The bird rides onKinkot’s shoulder, and the two of them, weaponless, go out toface the 
monster one last time. The bird plucks a flea from underits wing and flies to the monster and 
drops the flea on its back,at the precise spot where he can’t reach, and the monster,driven mad by 
futile scratching, doesn’t see Kinkot coming.Kinkot breaks its neck with his bare hands, thus 
winning backeverything he’d lost, plus the love of the girl who helped himslay the beast.” 

Kait tipped her head and eyed her long-winded uncle.“It’s a charming story,” she told him, 
“butI’m afraid I don’t see your point.” 

“You are the point, dear girl. Consider yourself— a death-sentenced Karnee coming to the 
salvation of the landthat sentenced you by rallying the Falcons who were supposed tosave it 
themselves. You’re the man in the gutter who becomesthe beautiful maiden who becomes the 
bird with the flea. You arethe unlikeliest of heroes. Vincalis would have loved you.” 

“I’m not a hero,” she said quietly.“I’m a coward like everyone else. I’m just a cowardwho would 
rather die fighting than die a slave.” 

Dùghall grinned slowly. “You’re a coward, then,if it pleases you to say so. And I’m a coward as 
well. ButI’m a coward who will rise and eat and dress myself, and whowill be about the work of 
the world. Have that nattering girl bringme some food. I’ve decided I won’t die today.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 44 

  

The sun crept over the horizon and asingle alto bell rang the station of Soma from 
Dogsister’sTower near the Cloth Market. But when the bell finished ringing, anew sound rolled 
across the region. The air rang like a crystalbell, the sound coming from nowhere and everywhere 
at once. Horsesand cattle shied and balked and rolled their eyes back; birdslaunched themselves 



into the air in great clouds; dogs whined andcringed against the legs of their masters, then howled 
and ran.Perhaps most ominous of all, a river of rats poured into thestreets and fled in all 
directions. 

The ringing grew louder, and the air took on a pale green sheen.Shopkeepers slammed the 
shutters of their just-opened shops andfollowed the rats through the streets. Young women tucked 
theirbabies under their arms and raced after them. Customers stoppedtheir bargaining in 
midnegotiation, stared wildly around them, andfled. No one knew what was happening, but 
everyone knew it wastrouble. 

The ringing grew even louder — painfully loud — and inthe center of the Cloth Market coils of 
green smoke crawled up outof the shop floors and twisted toward the sky. 

Only the old, the lame, and the foolhardy remained to see whathappened next. 

Gashes opened in the ground, and shimmering white spears grewout of the gashes like the fronds 
of pale ferns reaching toward thesun. These spears unfurled gracefully and flowed both outward 
andupward, spinning themselves into translucent towers and delicatearches and fairy buttresses, 
into shining walls and corbeledvaults, as if fashioned by the ganaan, the invisible folk ofold 
myth. The whitewashed, sun-baked brick buildings that hadoccupied the ground from which they 
grew crumbled around them, andthe new structures swallowed the debris — and all thebuildings’ 
contents — leaving no trace. The shining whitebuildings absorbed the people who had not been 
quick enough toflee, too, enveloping them while they screamed and dissolving themwith terrible 
slowness. 

White roads, softly textured, forgiving to the feet that wouldtread upon them, oozed up from the 
cobblestone streets and spreadinto lovely thoroughfares. Those who later would dare to step 
ontotheir pristine surfaces would discover that horses’ hooves didnot clatter, nor cartwheels 
rattle, nor falling cargo clank whenstriking them. The roads absorbed sound and gave back only 
agentle, restful hush that echoed the whisper of leaves in a coolglade, the delicate murmur of a 
tiny waterfall chuckling down astony hillside to the brook below, or the sighing of a breeze 
thattousled the tall grasses in a broad plain. 

The magical city opened like a death rose within the heart ofCalimekka. It slowly encroached on 
other neighborhoods and devouredthem, too, filling the Valley of Sisters from the Black River 
tothe Garaye Pass, spinning itself up the pass’s obsidian faceand crawling along the top, covering 
Warriors’ Mount andspreading from there to the old Churimekkan Quarter and 
theHammersmiths’ District. 

At the end of two days the city finally seemed satisfied withitself, for it threw out no more white 
feelers at its edges, and nomore roads shifted from cobblestone or pavingstone or brick to 
thatwhite, yielding, eternal stuff. 

The survivors — ten thousand left homeless, twice as manythrown out of the dissolved 
businesses and markets it had consumed— gradually crept onto those whispering white streets 
and downthe broad, gleaming thoroughfares, past new fountains that tossedsparkling diamonds of 
water into the air, past the tall whitepillars of gated walls, past mansions piled onto great 



housesbutted up against castles beautiful beyond all imagining, lookingfor some surviving shred 
of those things and those places that hadbeen theirs. 

Everything was gone. The survivors looked at each other andwhispered, “Devourer of Souls has 
spoken.” Theywondered at the fates of those who had not fled. And they silentlycongratulated 
themselves for having been wise enough to flee, forthey counted themselves lucky that they had 
survived at all. 

What they didn’t know was what to do next. Dared they knockon the great gates of one of those 
castles and demand reparationfor a lost home, lost belongings, a lost friend? The 
survivorshuddled in little knots, discussing with each other the probableoutcomes of such action. 
In an ill-omened year, with an evil caraissinging like a madman from the balcony of his palace, 
showeringdown curses on the city and all who inhabited it, they thought theywere likely to find 
nothing but pain and grief beyond thoseshimmering white gates. So at last, silently, in little 
clusters,they crept away from the newborn city, having done nothing. 

From inside the gates and behind the walls, the Dragons in theirnew citadel watched and laughed. 
The Calimekkans were timid mice,terrified of the cats within their domain. And with reason. 
Theywould have taken great delight in making examples of any who daredto protest. 

They touched the smooth magic-born walls they had created, andthey heard the souls of the 
sacrificed crying within them. Againthey smiled. Such walls, held together by human souls, 
would lastas long as the earth on which they were built. The Dragons calledtheir new city Citadel 
of the Gods, and looked to the nearing daywhen they would be gods not just in their dreams, but 
in fact. 

The Calimekkans, who also heard the Dragons’ wallswhispering, and who felt the trembling, 
frantic terror of thosetrapped within the lovely, silky whiteness of gates and pillars,arches and 
balustrades, were not so poetic about the white cankerin the heart of Calimekka. They named the 
city-within-the-city NewHell. 

 

      

  

Chapter 45 

  

Hasmal curled next to Alarista in hernarrow bed, hiding from the cold morning air. The sun was 
up, andlight streamed through the tiny panes of the window and cast agolden glow on the lovely 
hand-rubbed wood surfaces . . .and outlined the curls of steam that puffed from his nose 
everytime he breathed. Here, just south of the town of Norostis, in theGlasburg Mountains on the 



edge of the Veral Territories, winter wasa harsh master, and he would have gladly stayed in bed 
all day toavoid its chilling touch. 

He pulled Alarista closer and nuzzled the back of her neck.“Wake up,” he whispered. “I don’t 
want to bealone.” 

She sighed and curled tighter against his body, but didn’twake up. So he lay staring at the 
sunlight, holding her and hatinghis thoughts. He and Alarista would have this winter, with 
theinnocence of their lovemaking and the time they spent in eachother’s presence. They would 
have this bliss, this briefhappiness brighter than anything he had ever known. 

But the short cold days and the long sweet nights would end withspring’s thaw, and behind this 
season, another winter wasalready building — a winter of a different sort. 

He and Alarista had thrown the zanda and cast bones andsummoned Speakers, had sought the 
trances of Gyru drums and Falconcaberra incense, looking for some sign that they could hope to 
liveout their years in peace together. But every oracle and everyattempt had said the same thing. 
The Dragons held Calimekka, andwould soon reach out for the rest of the world, and no one 
wouldescape slavery. Dragon power grew, and with it Dragon greed. Theysnuffed out not just 
lives but souls to build their newcity, as unheeding of the price they exacted from others as 
cattlewere of the clover they ate. They created beauty with a heart ofugliness; they spread; they 
conquered; and soon they would completethe spell that would pin all the world beneath their feet 
forever.Soon they would finish the complex machinery that would power thespell that would 
make them immortal. 

Then slavery’s cold winter would come to Matrinforever. 

Alarista stirred, and Hasmal held her tighter. “I loveyou,” he said, pushing eternal winter from his 
mind as best hecould. 

She rolled over to face him, and kissed his forehead and hisnose and his eyelids, and said, “I love 
you, too.” 

He stroked her hip and said, “Let’s leave today. Wecan get the wagon down into Norostis, and as 
soon as the roadsclear we can travel to Brelst. I’ll work for our passage onthe first ship sailing to 
Galweigia or New Kaspera or any of theTerritories,” he said. “There’s land in Galweigiagoing 
begging — they’re desperate for settlers. We can betogether, a long way from Calimekka and the 
Dragons. Perhaps we canhave a whole life together before they reach thatfar — ” 

Alarista pressed a finger to his lips, smiled sadly, and shookher head. “Before they reach far 
enough to destroy us. Or ourchildren. After they’ve already destroyed everyone we everknew or 
loved that we were callous enough to leave behind.”She kissed his lips lightly and snuggled 
closer to him. Her skinwas softer than silk beneath his fingers. 

He closed his eyes to shut out the sun, the proof that timepassed and the end of the world drew 
nearer, and he wished for thesea, for distance, for a safe place to hide her from the hell thatcame. 



“We can’t run,” she said. “We’reFalcons. Even if we can’t win, even if we can’t fight, wehave to 
stand.” She kissed him again and said, “You knowthis is true.” 

“I only know that I waited my entire life to find you, andI haven’t had you long enough. I want 
peace for us, Ris. Iwant us to live out our lives in a world without fear. I want moretime.” 

Her soft laugh startled him. “How much time would beenough, Chobe? A year? Ten years? Fifty? 
A hundred? A thousand?When could you say, ‘We’ve had long enough. We’vehad our share,’ 
and let me die? Or when could I willingly letyou go?” 

Hasmal rolled the future forward in his mind and could not findthat moment in all of eternity. 
“Never,” he said at last.“Unless I’m with you forever, I won’t have hadenough time.” 

She nodded. “Me either. So if the world ends now or in ahundred years, you and I will suffer the 
same from ourparting.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then how do we justify turning our backs on the othersthat we love? We can’t run away while 
they stay behind,because if we lived knowing that all of them were gone — deador tortured by 
the Dragons — and that we had abandoned them tosuffer their fates alone, we would poison our 
love for each other.We would lose the one thing we cherish most.” 

“I can’t lose you,” Hasmal told her. 

“Yet you will. Remember Vincalis: ‘Nothing bites morebitterly than knowledge of mortality.’ No 
matter what we do,we’ll eventually die, love, and either you will die first, orI will . . . or perhaps 
. . . if we’relucky . . . we’ll die together. But someday thiswill end.” 

Hasmal closed his eyes. “I don’t want it to end. Iwant forever.” 

“We’ll find each other again. Beyond the Veil, or innew bodies, in new times. . . .” 

“I want you and me. Us. I want what we havenow. These bodies, this time, this world, forever.” 

“I know. But nobody gets that. We have this moment. Thathas to be enough.” 

He pulled her hard against his chest, kissing her, touching her,driven by the terror of future loss. 
She responded vehemently. Theywrapped themselves around each other and clung together, 
seekingwithin the pressures of flesh and the warmth of passion a placebeyond the pain, seeking 
within their lovemaking and their love thepromise of eternity. 

For just an instant, they found it. 

 



      

  

Chapter 46 

  

They weren’t impressed; Kait couldsee it in their eyes. 

“So the few of us here will march back toCalimekka — ” 

“ — or sail — ” 

“ — or sail, right . . . and attack theDragons on their home ground, now that they’ve had all 
thistime to dig in — ” 

“ — and knowing that we haven’t evenprophecy to suggest that we have a hope ofwinning — ” 

“ — lest we forget that —” 

“ — and you define this as bringing us hope?” 

Kait nodded. 

“New definition of the word,” Yanth said. 

“Not one I would have ever considered.” Hasmal crossedhis arms over his chest. 

“Still don’t. Getting killed in Calimekka so that wecan say we tried does not even come close to 
my definition ofregaining our hope.” That from one of Dùghall’ssoldiers at the back of the 
meeting tent. 

Kait frowned at Dùghall. He shrugged; he’d saidthey’d be hard to convince. 

Alarista had been sitting beside Hasmal, her hand in his. Nowshe pulled away from him and 
stood. “I’m with you, Kait.Whatever I can do, I’ll do.” 

“What if it’s just the three of you?” Hasmalasked. “You and Kait and Dùghall?” 

“Then it will be the three of us,” Alarista said.“I don’t care.” 

Ry had been watching quietly from the back of the tent. He movedforward. “It won’t be just the 
three of you. I don’tknow that I think you have much of a chance of winning, but if wedo 
nothing, we have no chance. I’ll take something overnothing.” 



One by one, Ry’s men stood, too — Yanth and Jaim andTrev. “I follow Ry,” Yanth said. 

Jaim said, “As do I.” 

Trev said, “I don’t know where my sisters are hiding,but wherever they are, they aren’t safe from 
these Dragons.I’ll do anything to help them. So I’ll fight.” 

Ry and three standing lieutenants looked at Valard, who stillsat. He looked up at them and sighed 
and slowly shook his head.“I’ll pray to the old god of hopeless causes on yourbehalf; he’s sure to 
take an interest in you,” he said.“But I think I’ll stay here and drink to your health andgood 
fortune, and hear about your heroism from thecriers.” 

Kait was shocked. She’d thought Ry and his men wereinseparable. Valard’s defection made all of 
them seem suddenlysmaller and weaker and more . . . well, more mortal. ButRy only nodded. 
“Your choice,” he said. 

“My choice,” Valard agreed. 

His cowardice worked in Kait’s favor, though. The leadersof the troops Dùghall had recruited 
back in the islandsconferred with each other. His many sons stood as one, and Ranan,who had led 
the army in Dùghall’s absence, said, “Ido not speak for the troops in general, but only for my 
brothers.We will fight. Our lives are yours.” 

When he and his brothers sat down, the highest-ranking of thetroops rose, glanced with disgust at 
Valard, and turned toDùghall. “You’ve paid us on time and we haven’tdone anything for the 
money we’ve already earned. Neither younor your sons commanded us to follow you into this — 
you sayit isn’t what you hired us for. But we say you hired us tofight for you, and where you 
lead, we’ll follow. If you neededus before, you need us even more now.” 

He touched his heart with his fingertips in quick salute and satback down. 

Hasmal sighed and reached a hand up to take Alarista’sagain. “You know I won’t leave you to 
face the Dragonswithout me. Where you are, there I’ll be, too.” 

She looked down at him and smiled. He pulled her down to hisside and wrapped his arms around 
her and kissed the side of herneck. 

Most of the Gyru-nalles volunteered their help, too. A fewfollowed Valard’s lead and declined, 
but when the last ofthose present declared their intentions, Kait found herself at thehead of a 
small army. 

And with no idea what to do with it. 

She guessed that her volunteers numbered no more than twohundred, and though she might 
acquire other volunteers as shetraveled toward Calimekka, she couldn’t hope to rival theforces 
the Dragons would be able to command, either in numbers orin training. 



She thought of General Talismartea again, and his assertion thatthere was always a way to win if 
one was but willing to redefinevictory. Her forces could not hope to attack Calimekka outright 
andconquer the Dragons by force. So clearly they needed such aredefinition. Or else they needed 
a miracle. 

*     *     * 

Kait and Ry sat on the two chairs inAlarista’s wagon; she and Hasmal sat side by side on the 
wallbench. The corner stove took the chill off the air and the hot,spicy kemish she drank warmed 
her from the inside. Stormlamps gave off bright, cheerful light, but the mood inside thewagon 
was as gray as the day. 

Alarista said, “We’re running out of time. With thethaws, the road will clear and we’ll be able to 
travel again.Dùghall’s troops are training, my people are trainingwith them — but we still don’t 
know how we’re goingto use our people. Once we can move, we don’t daredelay.” 

Kait glanced out the window at the thick blanket of snow thatcovered the ground, and at the 
clouds that crawled around the ringof mountains that walled the camp, pregnant with moisture, 
dark andheavy. The Gyrus said they could smell spring coming; Kait believedthem. Everyone 
said that yet another month would pass before thethaws began in earnest, but once or twice at 
midday she’dsmelled wet earth and the first hints of new life in the air. Thenew year had come 
upon the rebels before they were ready for it— she and the others in the camp had hurriedly 
drawn lots anda young man from Dùghall’s troops had named the year We Hope for Better Days. 
As carais, he’d led them in asolemn celebration of Theramisday, after which everyone returned 
totheir preparations. 

Kait poured herself another cup of kemish, the Gyruconcoction of cocova, hot red pepper, and 
ground dried fish pasteserved in boiling water. She was the only one of the harayee— the Gyru 
word for non-Gyrus — in the camp who liked thedrink. She added a pinch of salt and sipped 
hers, and nodded toAlarista. “You’re right. But we have no plan.” 

Hasmal sighed. “Two hundred people against all the Dragons,the allies they’ve made, and the 
armies they’vebuilt?” He had a cup of herb tea, which he sipped. “Wellenough. Here’s your plan. 
We walk up to the city wall, declarethat we have come to conquer Calimekka . . . and whilethe 
guards are helpless with laughter, we climb the wall, breakinto the Dragon stronghold without 
being caught, capture the Mirrorof Souls, use it to destroy the Dragons, and win backCalimekka.” 

Ry laughed bitterly. “Good plan.” He warmed his handsaround his cup of tea but didn’t drink. He 
turned to Kait andsaid, “If we had ten thousand well-trained troops, we might beable to take the 
city. But even with battle-hardened warriors, Iwouldn’t count on it, because we don’t have the 
rightsort of wizards. Your Falcons practice only defensive magic, whichis useless in an attack.” 
He took a tiny sip of the tea andput the cup down. “The Wolves might have done 
somethingagainst the Dragons, if they hadn’t been taken over frominside. But two hundred 
people aren’t enough to doanything.” 

Kait had been staring at a few fat snowflakes that werespiraling down to the ground. An idea 
sparked in her mind, foundfuel there, and began to blaze. For a moment, she thought thatsurely 



her idea had been considered and rejected by others. But noone else, not even Ry, had her 
perspective. 

She faced the rest of them and put her kemish down.“Have any of you considered,” she said, 
“thatperhaps we cannot come up with a plan, not because we are planningwith too few people, 
but because we are planning with toomany?” 

The other three stared at her as if she’d begun to drooland froth at the mouth, and Hasmal 
laughed. “No.” 

Ry shook his head. “We have uncounted problems, but asurfeit of allies isn’t one of them.” 

Alarista said, “I don’t think you need to drink anymore kemish if that’s the effect it’s going 
tohave on you.” 

Kait persisted. “Listen. What are the objectives we must accomplish in order to beat the Dragons 
and freeCalimekka?” She ticked them off on her fingers. “One, wemust get into the city. Two, we 
must regain control of the Mirrorof Souls. Three, we must remove the Dragons from the 
bodiesthey’ve stolen. We’ve only talked about how two hundredpeople could accomplish those 
objectives. But perhaps we need toconsider how two might.” 

Ry was no longer smiling. “Two?” He stared into hereyes, suddenly tense, his scent abruptly 
marked by excitement. 

She nodded, the look just for him. “Two.” 

“Tell me what you’re thinking.” 

“The only way to get to Calimekka from here now, before theroads clear, would be to travel 
through the air, because the roadsout of the mountains are impassable until spring and even if 
wecould get to Brelst the winter seas are deadly; the ships are allin warmer ports now. By air, we 
could travel above the clouds andliterally drop into the city in the darkness, bypassing thegates 
and the guards and whatever other security measures theDragons have added to Calimekka since 
we fled.” 

“We could fly in if we had an airible,” Hasmal agreed.“But the airibles are all in Calimekka, in 
the hands of ourenemies.” 

“Two of us . . . don’t need anairible,” Kait said softly. 

Ry’s eyes grew wary. 

Alarista raised an eyebrow. “You’ve been hiding youruncle’s bird-girl? Someone who can drop a 
flea on theDragons’ backs? I would see that miracle myself.” 



Ry shook his head so slightly that Kait wondered if perhapsshe’d imagined it. The fear she read 
in his eyes made herthink she hadn’t. 

She leaned her head against his shoulder and under her breathsaid, “If we do this, the secret will 
be out. The Falcons willhave to provide shields and protective spells.” 

He murmured, “Too many people know now. The more who know,the more who can betray . . . 
the two.” 

Alarista had better ears than Kait would have given her creditfor. She asked, “Know what?” 

Hasmal looked from Kait to Ry and back to Kait, frowning. Kaitcouldn’t begin to guess what he 
was thinking. 

Ry leaned back and said, “I agree that the secretcan’t be a secret from everyone if . . . they. . . 
these two, are to get into the city. But perhapsexposing the secret itself could wait.” 

Kait frowned. “And if we can’t explain to people how. . . these two can get all the way from 
Norostis toCalimekka in two or three days, or even how they’re going toget out of the mountains 
at all in the dead of winter, why willthey want to help? And there’s something else to 
consider.Maybe the two who will go need to know from the beginning that thepeople they need 
to trust won’t turn on them. Because we canmake all the plans in the world, Ry, but if the troops 
won’tsupport the assault team, those plans will mean nothing.” 

Ry turned his head away from her. “Do what youwant.” 

Alarista said, “I think my question about the bird-girl issomehow closer to the truth than I 
imagined. Yes?” 

Kait studied her with all her senses and noted nothing dangerousin Alarista’s movements, her 
scent, the speed of herbreathing, or any of a hundred other tiny cues that could alert thewary to 
their own imminent danger. 

“I’m Scarred,” Kait said. 

Alarista grew still. Head cocked to one side, eyes watchful, shesaid, “Not visibly.” 

“Visibly sometimes.” 

The silence inside the wagon had its own weight. 

“And sometimes . . . you can . . .fly?” 

Kait nodded. 

“You . . . skinshift?” 



Another nod. 

“How have you — But I won’t ask that. We’vehidden the Scarred among our people as well. I 
know some of theways it can be done. How you survived to adulthood reallydoesn’t matter. That 
you can help us now — ” Shelooked down at her hands. “But you said ‘two,’ andhe” — with a 
nod to Ry — “knew what you weretalking about. So” — she looked at Ry again, this 
timesearching for something — “you are a skinshifter aswell?” 

“We’re Karnee,” he said. 

“Karnee.” Alarista breathed the word. She said nothingfor a long time; when she spoke again, it 
was to say, “Thensome still survive.” 

“Some.” Ry’s scent revealed the impatience, thedistrust, and the anger that his face and posture 
hid. Kait watchedAlarista, but most of her attention focused on him. He was tensing,preparing to 
do something rash if Alarista’s responsesbetrayed any tendency toward treachery. 

She seemed only nervous, though, and curious. She leanedforward, her eyes round and puzzled. 
“And you would willinglyhelp Iberans? I’d think you’d be dancing with delightnow, knowing 
that they were suffering some of the same horrors theywould have inflicted on you.” 

Ry shrugged. “To an extent you’re right. I can’tsay that the suffering of everyone in Calimekka 
wounds me. Thereare members of my own Family, for example, who deserve to suffer.Members 
of the parnissery, too. And . . .” His eyestracked briefly to Kait, then quickly refocused on 
Alarista when herealized she’d seen his look. “And others, who have madetheir livelihoods from 
the suffering of others.” 

Kait suspected that he referred to the other Families, butdidn’t want to say anything of the sort in 
front of herbecause her own Family was gone. She wouldn’t have beenoffended. She’d 
discovered the hard way that not all of theGalweighs had been as idealistic as she’d once 
believed. 

She said, “But even though both of us have reason to feelthat the Dragons are dispensing some 
justice, the fact thatthey are is accidental. More innocent suffer than guilty. And theReborn 
wanted to bring love to the world. The Dragons. . . they have nothing to do with love.” 

Alarista said, “Not that you know of.” 

“I know what they intended to do to me.” 

Alarista raised an eyebrow. “You were in the Dragons’hands and lived?” 

Kait said, “Long story. I’ll tell you anothertime.” 



“Back to the point, then.” Hasmal took a pastry out ofthe jar Alarista kept beside the table and 
nibbled on it. “Yousay the two of you can fly into Calimekka at night and drop intothe heart of 
the Dragons’ territory without beingcaught.” 

“We would hope to,” Kait said. “I can’tpromise that we would succeed.” 

“No. Of course not. But you at least have the potential tomake the attempt.” 

“Yes.” 

Hasmal took a big bite of the pastry and chewed thoughtfully.“That’s certainly a benefit for us 
. . . butwhat would you do once you got there?” 

Kait smiled. “I’m not sure how well this would work,but here’s my idea. We would have to 
identify the Dragons, andsecretly mark each of them the way Dùghall marked the threethat you 
and Ian met with at the inn.” 

Alarista frowned. “Marked?” 

Hasmal nodded. “Falcon viewing spell. Dùghall taughtit to me. He touched each of the three 
Dragons we met with a linkedtalisman — the talisman absorbed into the skin instantly, andwe 
could have watched the three subjects in viewing glasses forseveral days. We . . . well, we ended 
up not being ableto, but that was a problem of situation rather thantechnique.” 

“So your plan calls for the two of you to get withintouching distance of each of the Dragons?” 
Alarista wasshaking her head. “That’s insane.” 

“If it’s our only chance of destroying them, itisn’t insane.” Kait ran her thumb around the top of 
hercup and stared out at the snow, now falling harder. She wasn’tsure how she and Ry could get 
close enough to the enemy to plantthe talismans, but if they had to do it, they would find away. 
“Dùghall made a tiny Mirror of Souls out of a ringand some wire, Ris. He used the viewing glass 
and the talisman toconnect with the soul of one of the Dragons, and he summoned thatDragon’s 
soul into the ring. It’s still in there.He’ll show you if you want to examine it. I was thinking if 
wecould create enough talismans and Mirrors, you and the otherFalcons could sit here in the 
mountains and pull the Dragons’souls out one by one.” 

Ry said, “If we can get close enough to the Dragons totouch them, we can get close enough to 
steal the Mirror of Souls.With that, we could get all of them at once.” 

Kait said, “We can’t guarantee that we could get tothe original Mirror of Souls. And if we go to 
Calimekka with onlythat plan and we fail, we won’t have any alternative but toretreat. If we go 
prepared to get them one at a time and we getlucky enough to steal the original Mirror, then our 
job getseasier. But if we can’t get it, we can still win. It will justtake longer.” 



Ry leaned back and rested his left ankle on his right knee. Hischair teetered on two legs, and Kait 
expected him to go overbackward at any moment. “All right. Considered that way, as aplan and a 
backup plan, your idea has merits. So how do we get tothe Dragons?” 

Kait shrugged. “Why don’t we get the Falcons to workproducing the talismans and viewing 
glasses and miniature Mirrorswe’ll need? In the time it takes them to do that, we’llfigure out a 
way to get to the Dragons.” 

*     *     * 

Dùghall showed the tiny Mirror to Alaristaand demonstrated how he’d created the Mirror spell, 
and sheand Hasmal and Trev and Jaim and Yanth went to work. They gatheredevery scrap of 
glass, silver, gold, copper, and bronze in the camp,and all the available wire as well. They 
enlisted the help of theGyru smiths and metalworkers, and drew wire and hammered rings 
andfashioned tiny mirrors by the hundreds, imbuing each with a drop oftheir own blood and 
essence, focusing purely on the good they woulddo by returning evicted souls to their rightful 
bodies and freeingthe enslaved people of Calimekka. They sent children into the townof Norostis 
to buy up all the stocks of the herbs tertulla andbatrail. They cut glass and silvered the backs to 
create viewingglasses, and formed tiny tablets of herbs compressed around a bitof fingernail, a 
snip of a single hair, a scrape of skin from theinside of the mouth — talismans linked to their 
makers thatwould sink into the skin without trace and link the watched to thewatcher until bodies 
absorbed the foreign elements and reworkedthem into parts of the self. They worked days and 
nights, catchingsleep only when they had to, while Kait and Ry rested and ate andplanned. 
Obsessively planned. 

Within two weeks, the supplies were ready. 

Neither Kait nor Ry knew how they were going to get to each ofthe Dragons, but they knew how 
they were going to begin looking.Now it was time to act. 

Both had held off Shift as long as possible. Both had eatenhugely to fuel their bodies for the 
coming drain on theirenergy. 

On the fifth day of the month of Drastu, which was AmialMakuldsday, Kait and Ry climbed 
through the wet and clinging snowfrom what everyone hoped would be the last storm of the 
season tothe top of Straju Mountain. Straju was the highest peak near thecamp. The climbing was 
treacherous, and Shifting would have beeneasier, but neither of them dared Shift. They couldn’t 
knowhow long they would be able to hold Shift once they’d changed,and their plan would require 
every extra moment they could eke fromtheir bodies. 

When they reached a high south-facing cliff, they stripped offtheir winter clothes and left them 
piled against the lee side of aboulder. They’d said their good-byes to everyone else back inthe 
camp. Now they turned to each other. 

“I could go alone,” Ry said. “If I knew you weresafe, I would gladly go to Calimekka by myself.” 



Kait touched his face. “And if you went alone, I don’tknow that I would survive until your return. 
You already know Ihave to go, too.” 

He pulled her close and they embraced, shivering in the cold,some of the warmth of their naked 
bodies passing between them butmost escaping into the icy mountain wind. 

“I know. You’re sure we’ll fly when wejump?” 

Kait said, “No. But I hope we will. I did before.” 

He nodded. They each put on the oddly shaped packs which Kaithad designed — packs made to 
accommodate their flight-Shiftedbodies. The packs held typical Calimekkan clothes, some 
money, andof course the talismans. They both had talismans embedded in theirown skin at 
Dùghall’s insistence; he refused to allowthem to leave without being able to know of their fate. 
Thetalismans they wore were special, and would last at least amonth, Dùghall had said, and 
perhaps two. 

Knowing that they were being watched made their last embracesawkward. 

Ry said, “I love you, Kait.” 

Kait pressed her face to his chest and listened to his heartbeating. “I love you, too.” 

They looked at each other, then down to the rocky gorge farbelow their feet. 

Kait shivered, more afraid at that moment than she had been whenshe jumped from the tower 
back in Calimekka. The rocks beneath herbare feet cut into her soles. Her teeth shook from the 
cold, herskin goosebumped and her body begged for Shift. “This is forour future,” she murmured. 

Ry heard her even though she hadn’t really been speaking tohim. “This is for them, but it’s for us, 
too. For you andme and a world where we can live together.” 

Kait nodded. “I know.” She gripped his hand tightly inher own, and said, “The rocks down there 
look so. . . hungry.” 

Ry pulled her close again and kissed her fiercely. “If thisis all we have, it was enough, Kait. I’ll 
find you in anotherlife.” 

She felt his body shivering against hers. She wrapped her armsaround him and pressed her face 
into the soft fur of his chest.“I’ll meet you above the clouds.” 

“I promise.” 

They leaped from the cliff, and fell. 

 



      

  

Chapter 47 

  

A voice spoke to Trev as he lay in histent dreaming. Your sisters’ heads are on the wall, thevoice 
said, and showed him a vision. His two once-beautifulsisters’ bodies hung from the Bay Wall in 
Calimekka, and theirheads, bloated and rotting, decorated pikes along the top. Ryput them there 
with his lies, with his betrayals. You cannot saveyour sisters, but you can have your revenge. Kill 
him if you can;or if you can’t kill him, simply come. Outside the campyou’ll find a conveyance 
waiting for you. Step onto it and saythe words, “Take me to my friend,” and you will have 
yourwish. 

Trev opened his eyes to darkness. Horrible pictures still burnedin his mind, too horrible to be 
believed. But what if they weretrue? He had convinced himself that his sisters had left the 
citybecause no one he’d questioned knew otherwise. There had beenno public executions, so he 
had let himself believe they were stillalive. But he didn’t know. Now he had to know. He had an 
ideathat would show him, though it seemed a risky one. With the littlemagic he had learned from 
Hasmal, he thought he might seek out aSpeaker and force it to give him the truth. 

He lay still, concentrating. He’d never done magic alonebefore, but he was certain he knew the 
way to form the spell. Hecould use his own blood — the Falcons said a man should neveruse 
anything that wasn’t his to power a spell. So a drop ortwo of his own blood on a mirror circled 
with salt, a few carefulwords to summon the voice of the dream, and he would see ifnightmares 
plagued only his sleep, or if they had reached into thewaking world to take him. 

He struggled free of the tangled bedroll and looked around thetent. Valard still had supplies in his 
magic bag, since he’dbeen too busy drinking and mourning the certain end of the world tohelp 
make the talismans and mirrors and viewing glasses that mightstop it. Even better for Trev’s 
needs, Valard was at thatmoment with one of the Gyru girls; he was always with the Gyrugirls 
these days, or sucking down fermented goats’ milk orhard grain alcohol with the men. So Trev 
could safely borrow hisequipment. 

Which he did. 

He didn’t dare light a lamp to guide his work; Yanth sleptto one side of him and Jaim to the 
other, and either would be morethan a little curious to find him summoning spirits in the middleof 
the night. So he opened the tent flap enough that flickeringlight from one of the camp’s 
watchfires illuminated his littleworkplace. It did its job unevenly, but he had to be grateful 
forwhat he could get. 

He pulled out Valard’s mirror and salt, and pricked the tipof his finger with a knife, carefully 
dripping his blood into alittle puddle on the mirror’s surface. For just a moment thelight that 



came through the open flap was bright enough that hecould see that the mirror was dirty, streaked 
with something. Thatbothered him, but his blood was already on the surface and hedidn’t want to 
waste it by wiping it off, cleaning the mirror,and then having to cut himself again. Besides, he’d 
had a hardtime remaining silent the first time he cut himself. He didn’tknow if he could do it a 
second time without waking someone. 

With a finger, he drew his blood into a triangle and whisperedthe first half of the incantation 
Hasmal had taught him forsummoning Speakers from the Veil. Then he poured a thin line ofsalt 
onto the diagram, being sure not to leave any openings. 

He finished the incantation by saying: 

Speaker step within the walls 
Of earth and blood and air; 
Bound by will and spirit, 
You must bide your presence there. 
Answer questions with clear truth, 
Do only good and then 
Return to the realm from whence you came 
And don’t come back again. 

The salt on the mirror burned pale blue, and Trevleaned over it with his body, blocking the light. 
The flamesflickered, then steadied. Within the heart of the triangle, a sparkappeared and grew 
into a translucent finger-tall image of a man.His diaphanous robes blew in a wind that never 
reached beyond thetriangle; his long hair tossed as if he stood in the center of astorm. He crossed 
his arms over his chest and lifted his chin andglared up at Trev with glowing eyes. 

“What do you want to know?” 

Trev shivered. Hasmal had said the Speakers could be dangerousand sometimes spiteful. He’d 
said that, although they alwaysspoke the truth, they didn’t always tell it in ways a mancould 
correctly interpret. But he’d never said how terrifyingit was to see one standing on one’s own 
mirror, caged bynothing but a thin line of blood and salt. Feeling the tiny,glowing man’s anger 
seeping into the air, Trev had difficultyfinding his tongue. He said, “I had . . . I had a. . . a dream. 
That . . . that my sisters weredead. Killed. With their . . . their . . .their heads on a wall in 
Calimekka. What was that dream?” 

The man looked at him. “It was no dream. It was the truth,given to you by . . .” He paused and 
smiled.“By a friend.” 

Trev closed his eyes tightly. The image of the two bloated headson the wall returned to him, clear 
and sharp, this time as painfulas a knife in the belly. Alli and Murdith couldn’t be dead— he’d 
promised each of them he’d find them suitablehusbands from within the upper ranks of Families. 
He’d gottenthem into a circle of people his parents wouldn’t have evendared speak to. He’d done 
everything he could to protect them,to care for them, to cherish them . . . and they had diedlike 
criminals, with him far away and unable to save them. 



“Who reached me?” he asked when he could find wordsagain. “Why did he tell me about my 
sisters? Why does he saythey were killed because of Ry?” 

The Speaker’s response was elliptical. “Ry’ssecrets were found out,” he said. “His lies caught 
upwith him, but because those who punish lies could not reach him,they reached those close to 
him. Your parents, too, are dead, asare the families of Ry’s other friends. All of you have 
losteverything. All of you will return to nothing, no matter whetherthe Dragons are routed from 
the city or not.” 

“Who killed them?” Trev said. 

“The one who wielded the blade acted on the orders ofothers, the one who gave the orders acted 
on the order of others,and that one, too, was simply following orders. If you follow thechain back 
to the beginning, it leads to Ry and the day he sworethat he would stay in Calimekka and lead his 
Family’s Wolves— and broke his oath that very night.” 

No matter what he asked, the Speaker refused to answer directly.Trev frowned, trying to think of 
a way to phrase his question thatwould force the Speaker to tell him what he wanted to know —
who had actually put his sisters to death, and who had reached himin this out-of-the-way place to 
tell him of it. And why that personhad bothered. 

Outside the tent, the wind gusted, and snow blew in, swirlingover the bedrolls and landing on the 
mirror. Trev crouched down toshield it. But the few snowflakes that landed on the 
diminishingline of salt and blood melted, creating a bridge from the inside ofthe triangle to the 
outside, and the dirty streak that smeared theglass. 

The Speaker, becoming more transparent with every instant, andwatching his flames beginning to 
gutter out, saw the bridge andshrieked. Before Trev could do anything, the spirit 
screamed,“Free!” in a voice no louder than a whisper, and leapedout of the triangle of blood and 
salt. He skidded across thestreaks on the glass and howled, “It’s blood! It’sblood! Now you’re 
mine!” 

Then he disappeared. 

Trev stared at the place where the Speaker had been. Hedidn’t know why he’d been spared 
whatever fate the spirithad intended for him, but he also didn’t care that he’dbeen spared. His 
sisters, for whom he had lived, were dead. Thevoice in his dreams might have blamed Ry, but 
Trev knew perfectlywell that Ry was not to blame. He had chosen to follow Ry,knowing when he 
did that he was leaving Murdith and Alli inCalimekka without their single most determined 
supporter. Had hestayed, they would have still been alive. Or he would have beendead with them. 

Either outcome would have been acceptable to him. 

Ry was on his way to destroy the Dragons, and Trev still wishedhim well. He had promised to aid 
the Falcons in destroyingthem. But he’d broken another promise, one he’d madeyears earlier, and 



one to which he’d sworn his life. He’dfailed to protect his little sisters, the two people he loved 
mostin the world. He had broken his own oath. 

He stared at the little knife with which he’d drawn hisblood. It was sharp, but not enough of a 
blade for his new needs.His daggers lay at the top of his bedroll — two exquisiteblades suitable 
to his station, both gifts from Ry. He chose theone carved with the crest that declared him an ally 
of the SabirFamily. He unwrapped the wool blanket from around his shoulders andunlaced his 
shirt, and rested the dagger on his chest to the leftof his breastbone, prodding with his fingers to 
be sure that itspoint sat between two ribs and not above one. 

He closed his eyes and said, “I’m sorry, Alli.I’m sorry, Murdith. I’ll serve you better when we 
meetbeyond the Veil.” 

Then, before he could think about what he was doing, he drovethe blade through his heart. 

*     *     * 

Across the camp, Valard flung himself away fromthe girl he’d been pawing and dragged himself 
to his knees.His face twisted in pain, and he screamed and began to claw at hisskin. The girl 
shouted, “What’s the matter? What’sthe matter?” but before she could get to her feet to run 
forhelp, the spell, whatever it had been, seemed to pass. He stoppedscreaming and his face took 
on an expression of wonder. 

Valard got to his feet, muttering, “I’m free. I’mfree.” He looked around the little wagon as if he’d 
neverseen it before. 

“What are you doing?” the girl asked, but he onlylooked at her for an instant, then shook his 
head. He wrapped awool blanket around himself and, otherwise naked, stepped out ofthe wagon 
into the night, leaving the door swinging and the windhowling behind him. The girl swore and 
threw an empty bottle of theliquor they’d been sharing after him, and rose, shivering, 
andslammed the door and locked it. 

Meanwhile, Valard marched across the snow, oblivious to the coldand the wind, until he reached 
the edge of the camp. There he founda smooth disk of whitest metal, decorated around the rim 
withcharacters that glowed faintly green in the darkness. He steppedinto its center and said, 
“Take me to my friend.” 

The green glow brightened, and the metal disk whined, and he andit both disappeared. 

*     *     * 

Dùghall crouched by Trev’s body andcupped a hand over the mirror, not touching it but 
carefullyreading its energy through his skin. 

“What does it mean?” Yanth asked. 



“A moment.” The traces were muddled and ugly and hardto unravel. He was patient, though, and 
thorough. At last he felthe had the gist of what had happened. “Trev used Valard’skit to summon 
a Speaker,” he told Yanth and Jaim, who stoodjust behind him. “He evidently didn’t clean the 
mirrorfirst, because some of Valard’s blood was still on it. TheSpeaker came, but it was a 
Speaker influenced by dark magic —I would guess that it was directed by the Dragons, though 
that Icannot be sure of. I don’t know what the Speaker told Trev,but he is dead by his own hand 
— and I find clear traces thatthe Speaker escaped and linked itself through Valard’s bloodon the 
mirror to his body. Which means Valard is now possessed bythe spirit of a Speaker. Where the 
Speaker compelled Valard to go,I also cannot say.” He stood and looked up into Yanth’seyes. 
“But Speakers are by their nature cruel, and this onewas magically influenced by evil as well, 
which makes the situationgraver still; if we find Valard, we will have to killhim.” 

“Can’t we exorcise the Speaker, or put him into a ringthe way you put the soul of the Dragon into 
a ring?” Jaimasked. 

“The Dragons are human. Their souls cannot infect a body;they can only inhabit it. Speakers are 
. . . other. Somesay they are demons, some say they are the ghosts of monsters fromother worlds 
or other planes. I don’t know what they are, butI know that when they possess a man, they 
possess him until hisdeath.” 

Yanth blinked rapidly and his lips pressed into a thin, hardline. His eyes gleamed suspiciously 
bright as he looked down atTrev’s body where it still lay facedown on his bedroll in apool of 
blood. “It all falls apart,” he whispered. 

Jaim rested a hand on his shoulder. “These are darkdays.” 

“These days are the hell of the old gods, visited on usbecause we forgot them,” Yanth said. 
Dùghall heard therasp in his voice that betrayed the depth of his emotion. 

“Perhaps,” Jaim agreed with a slow nod. The cold airhad raised gooseflesh on his exposed arms, 
and Dùghall saw himshiver. He seemed too lost in the awful moment to notice, though,for he 
stood there, staring down at the body of his dead comrade,and made no effort to find his coat or 
even to warm himself bymoving. His breath curled out in frosted plumes, leaving crystalson his 
eyelashes, eyebrows, and the heavy mustache he’d grownsince coming to the mountains. He 
looked to Dùghall more likean ice statue of a man than one of flesh and blood. In a voice goneflat 
and dead, Jaim said, “We have to find Valard.” 

“Why? So that we can slaughter another of our number?”Yanth pulled away from Jaim’s touch; 
Jaim’s arm droppedto his side as if it were a dead thing. 

Doggedly he said, “If necessary, yes. Ry is on his way toCalimekka. If the Dragons have been 
spying on him, or if they havefound a way to use Valard against Ry, we have to stophim.” 

Yanth had closed his eyes. He wove from side to side as he stoodthere, plainly lost in misery. 
“What does it matter?” heasked at last. “It all falls apart. Nothing we do will hold,nothing we do 



will succeed. Don’t you see? The gods themselvesstand against us, and who are we to fight the 
gods?” 

Jaim hung his head at those words, and shrugged. “Maybeyou’re right. Maybe everything is lost. 
I don’t know whowe are to question the will of the gods.” 

“We are men,” Dùghall said roughly, “and wehave put the gods to pasture. We will never cower 
again before godsor men — we will fight them both and we will win.” 

“Why?” Yanth asked, and Dùghall heard scorn inthat one sharp syllable. “Because our hearts are 
pure and ourcause is just? Because we care?” 

“Goodness has no lock on victory,” Dùghall said,staring at the two of them until they had to look 
at him.“Good men lose to evil men all the time. And caring withoutdoing is weak and worthless 
and empty. Men who care much but dolittle always fall to men who care less but do more. We 
won’twin because we are good, or because our convictions matter tous.” 

He laughed, and his laugh sounded harsh in the bitterly coldair, like the snap of a tree branch 
breaking beneath the weight ofice and snow. “We’ll win because we’re too afraid tolose. If we 
give in passively to the Dragons’ plans,they’ll devour our souls and the souls of everyone we 
love— and with our souls, our immortality. If we fight, the worstthat can happen to us is death. 
We’ll win because we areafraid. Because we are afraid, and rightly so. Fear will bethe friend that 
spurs us to victory.” 

The three of them stood there staring at each other for a longtime. Finally Jaim nodded. 
“Perhaps.” 

Yanth looked away. He sighed heavily and shook his head. “Iwon’t quit,” he said. “I don’t have 
your faithin our victory, but I won’t quit.” 

Dùghall glanced through the gap in the tent flaps at thebrilliant white field beyond. “None of us 
will. We have thatthought to hang on to. Now — we’ll have to have aceremony for Trev, and we 
need to bury him today. You get himready. Meanwhile, I’ll cast around to see if I can find 
outwhere Valard went — if magic was involved, there should betraces of it still about. And after 
that, we’ll go on doingwhat we must do.” 

He left the two of them preparing Trev’s body for viewing.He trudged over the packed snow, 
wishing he could be as certain oftheir eventual victory as he had sounded while talking to them. 
Hedreaded the future, and the present terrified him, too. He hopedwhat he had told them was 
truth, because the only thing he was sureof in his life at that moment was fear. He had enough of 
that tofill an ocean. 

 

      



  

Chapter 48 

  

Kait and Ry came upon Calimekka atnight, when the city sprawled like an endless bed of embers 
beneaththe cloud-blanketed sky. Kait had seen the city that way manytimes; her old friend Aouel 
had taken her up in the airible fornight flights when she sneaked out of Galweigh House on nights 
shecouldn’t sleep, or when she wanted someone to talk to. So shesaw the change in the heart of 
the city and recognized it, andpointed it out to Ry, for whom this aerial view was a first. 

“The white lights in the center of the city — thosewere never there before.” 

Ry looked where she’d indicated, and angled his wings totake him closer to those lights. 

Kait followed. She didn’t like what she saw. In the centerof Calimekka, surrounded by shining, 
translucent white walls of thesort only the Ancients knew how to create, lay a fairyland ofpristine 
white castles, shimmering white fountains, lovely whiteroadways and paths. Gardens of flowers 
and fruits and trees andshrubs, artfully illuminated by the white light, glowed likejewels. In one 
of the gardens, a few men and women, dressed instyles she’d never seen before, danced to the 
strains of musicthat sounded foreign to her ears. She circled above them, silent,keeping her 
magical shields drawn tight around her to hide herpresence, and she recalled the bustling markets 
and fineneighborhoods that once stood where that huge, emptycity-within-a-city now sprawled. 

“We’ve found them,” Ry said softly. 

“We have.” She stared down. “Now we have todecide how to reach them.” 

*     *     * 

A week later, Kait and Ry stood together in thecool, sweet-scented air of the Calimekkan dawn, 
dressed in theclothes of well-off commoners, waiting before the great white gateof the new 
Citadel of the Gods. Others stood with them —tradesmen hoping to sell food or cloth or worked 
silver orglassware; peasants hoping to find work; beggars who saw the wealthbehind the closed 
gates and, unfamiliar yet with New Hell, hopedthey might find generosity. 

Ry’s shoulder pressed against Kait’s, but theydidn’t speak to each other or look at each other or 
give anyindication that they were together. Kait’s heart thuddedheavily in her chest and her dry 
mouth tasted of sand and fear. Hershields were pulled in close and tight, and she thought that 
theirconfining closeness added to her anxiety as much as the press ofthe crowd or the fear she 
smelled in those around her. 

Fear clouded the air more heavily than the jasmine that grew inthe gardens beyond the gates. But 
Kait, like everyone around her,swallowed her fear and waited, listening to the soft chimes 
thatrang in the white-walled gardens, watching for movement in thecity-within-a-city. 



At last a woman stepped out of the first building on the rightand moved toward them, her rich 
blue skirts swirling around herankles as she walked. Her skin was black as onyx, her eyes as 
goldas the finely worked bracelets that jangled at her wrists. Herblack hair, braided with ribbons 
of deep blue and cloth-of-gold,hung to the ground. She stepped to the gate and opened it, 
andstepped back. The merchants filed past her and set up their stallson the pristine white streets, 
strangely subdued. She turned to thebeggars and sent them off to the center of the Citadel, 
tellingthem they could sit and beg by the great fountain there. 

Then she turned to the workers. “How many of you are herefor day work?” she asked. She smiled 
and her voice was warm,but Kait could find no warmth in her eyes. 

A few of the workers raised their hands. 

“Good. We have need of laborers in the Red Gardens. Pleasefollow my servant; she’ll show you 
where to go.” Abeautiful young girl dressed all in white stepped out from beneaththe arch to 
Kait’s right and walked soundlessly down thestreet. The men and women who had asked for day 
work followedher. 

The woman turned back to the few who remained. “And therest of you must be hoping for 
permanent positions?” 

Kait nodded with the others. 

“I thought so. Most have been filled. Unless you havespecial skills, we likely have nothing to 
offer you.” Shestudied Ry, and her smile became hungry. “I think, though,that some of you 
surely have special skills.” She stood therefor a moment, her expression thoughtful; then, coming 
to adecision, she said, “Follow me, all of you. I know what Ineed” — her eyes flicked over Ry 
again — “but Ican’t be certain what the rest of my colleagues are lookingfor.” 

She touched Ry on the shoulder before she led them off.“You stay close to my side. I believe I 
have just the rightposition for you.” 

Kait wanted to kill her right there. Instead she pretendedindifference, and followed the woman 
through the nearly emptystreets to a magnificent hall in the center of the new city.Inside, young, 
beautiful men and women whose silk robes outshonethe parrots in their gardens gathered and 
chatted. They all glancedtoward the newcomers as they entered, and a few evinced realinterest. 

The golden-eyed woman spoke loudly, her voice ringing over thelow hum of chatter that filled 
the enormous hall. “Here aretoday’s permanents. Who’ll interview?” 

“Ah, Berral, you didn’t bring us much to pickfrom,” someone said, and laughed. 

A few others joined in the laughter, but a muscular man with abroad smile rose from his seat at 
one of the small tables along thewest wall and said, “I suppose it’s my turn.” Henodded toward a 
girl who looked to be about Kait’s age —a pleasantly rounded young woman with skin the color 
of milk andeyes as huge and frightened as a lamb’s in aslaughterhouse. 



“You,” he said. “What can you do?” 

“I read . . . and write,” she said, hervoice shaking. “I can do sums. I know history and 
philosophy,drawing and rhetoric. I’ve been a champion at both querristand hawks and hounds 
. . .” Her voice faltered asthe people around her started to laugh. 

“She’s a trained monkey,” one of themmurmured. 

“She might make a decent enough concubine,” anotheranswered. “I’ve often wished for a 
mistress who knew afew games, and could talk about something other than hershopping.” 

“How are you in bed?” the first asked. 

The girl flushed. “I could care for children,” shesaid, “or keep purchase records, or maintain 
alibrary.” 

“We don’t have children,” a woman who leanedagainst the wall said. “And we never will.” 

At the same time, the man who’d asked how she was in bedsaid, “She has no talent, then, at the 
only skill thatinterests me. So what about you?” he said, turning toKait. 

She said, “I cut and arrange both men’s andwomen’s hair.” She had decided that job would give 
her anopportunity to touch as many of the Dragons as possible, plantingher talismans without 
raising questions. The Dragons wouldcertainly have personal servants, but she knew from her 
own life inGalweigh House that there was nothing like the lure of a specialistto draw people out 
of their daily routines. 

“Do you?” Berral asked, now studying her with realinterest. “Your hair is short. Interesting. And 
is red theoriginal color?” 

Kait smiled. “Can’t you tell?” 

“I can’t.” She flipped her long braid over hershoulder and said, “What would you do with mine?” 

Kait pretended to consider for a moment. “Something withgold beads, I think,” she said. “To set 
off your eyes.And snow-peacock feathers to contrast with your skin. Full aroundthe face to 
emphasize your bones — they’re good, but yourcurrent style hides that. And I think I’d work in a 
fewsapphires if you have them.” 

“Lovely,” someone said behind her. “That would beperfect.” 

“What would you do for me?” a tall, angular woman withemerald eyes asked. Her hair was plain 
brown, long and wavy andunstyled. 



“A new cut first,” Kait said. “Your neck is longand slender as a swan’s, but all that hair covers it. 
Then anew color. Pale blond, I think — that would make your eyeseven more striking. And then 
ringlets, with green silk ribbonswoven through.” 

The woman smiled. “You must do just that for me.” 

“After she does my hair,” Berral said. 

“And then she can do mine.” 

“Come, girl. We’ll find a place for you, and get youwhat you need, and you can get to work. I 
haven’t had my hairdone well in a thousand years.” 

The green-eyed woman and a svelte redhead started to lead heroff. Behind her, she heard Berral 
say, “And what do youdo?” 

She heard Ry’s voice answer, “I do tapputu— it’s a form of massage that uses perfumes and oils 
andherbs. Excellent for the skin, and soothing.” 

Berral sighed. “Then we must put you to work with thehairdresser. I’d thought to make you my 
concubine — butmy friends would never forgive me if I kept a masseur to myself.Perhaps, 
though, I’ll have you spend nights with me.” 

“If you’d like,” Ry said. 

Kait kept her anger from her face. She consoled herself with theknowledge that as soon as Ry 
touched the woman with a talisman,Dùghall or Hasmal would summon her Dragon soul into one 
of thetiny Mirrors, and Ry would have one less admirer. 

She hoped he marked her first. 

 

      

  

Chapter 49 

  

Danya crouched in the back of her littlehouse, staring at the boy who had named himself Luercas. 
He waspaying her no attention, at least for the moment. He’d caughta tundra-vole and was 
playing with it on the bearskin rug, amusinghimself at its expense. 



At that moment he looked like a normal eight-year-old boy —solidly built, golden-haired, fair-
skinned, with bright eyes and anengaging smile. 

What he was doing to the vole wasn’t normal. And he’donly been born a few months earlier. And 
he could change the way helooked. When he was outside of their house, he chose to look likethe 
Kargans — he could skinshift at will, assuming any form heliked. He had been Scarred by the 
magic that had coursed throughhis body before his birth, but the Scars had been advantageous. 
Healready knew Karganese before he was born, and because he wasoutwardly a sweet-natured 
child, and because he could make himselfappear to be Kargan, and because he spoke with the 
seeminginnocence of childhood, yet offered the wisdom of adulthood, hedrew the Kargans to him 
like bears to fish. They admired him, theylistened to him, and when he offered them advice in 
that diffident,childlike voice, they took it. He knew their prophecies and theirlegends well enough 
from watching them before he took over theinfant body to know how to make himself fit. To the 
Kargans, heseemed like the savior they’d hoped would come to take themback to the Rich Lands. 
That, he told Danya with a laugh, suitedhis plans perfectly. 

The vole shrieked in agony, and Luercas chuckled. 

“Stop it,” Danya said. 

“Oh, please. It’s a pest. The Kargans kill them allthe time, and I don’t see you racing out to 
protest.” 

“They don’t torture them. They don’t sit theresoaking in the poor thing’s pain.” 

“They don’t garner any magic from the poorthing’s death, either, which is a complete waste. 
I’mdoing two useful things when I kill the vole — I’mridding the village of one more pest, and 
I’m giving myself abit of energy that I don’t have to take from the villagers. Oryou.” 

He turned and smiled at her, his blue eyes as cold as the frozenriver, and she hated him even 
more. She said nothing, and afterhe’d stared at her, he turned his back to her and returned 
totorturing the vole. 

“We’ll be able to leave here soon,” he said. 

“Leave?” 

“Certainly. We’ll be returning to Calimekka beforelong.” 

Danya snorted. “Going to walk across the frozen wastesagain, are we?” 

“Not at all. We’ll travel in good weather. Andwe’re going to go in style, you and me.” His 
shouldersrose and fell in a casual shrug. “And then you’ll haveyour revenge.” He chuckled. 
“You’ve certainly earnedthe right.” 



Revenge. She thought of Crispin Sabir and Anwyn Sabir and AndrewSabir lying in a pool of their 
own blood, screaming. She thought ofhurting them the way they’d hurt her, of destroyingthem 
the way they’d destroyed her. She stared at the index andmiddle fingers of her right hand — at 
the talons, rather; darkand scaled and claw-tipped. Her reminder of her right to theirlives. 
Everything that had happened to her and everything she didwas their fault. And her Family’s; the 
Galweighs hadn’trescued her. And Luercas’s. 

Torture rape transformation pregnancy pain birth murderslavery. 

That had become the mantra that fueled her rage, that kept herbreathing from one day to the next. 
She was Luercas’s slavenow because no one had helped her then. And they were going to payfor 
her suffering. All of them, somehow, would pay. 

 

      

  

Chapter 50 

  

Kait felt she and Ry were makingprogress. The first few days, they didn’t plant any of 
theirtalismans — they wanted to earn the trust of their clients andbuild up word of mouth within 
the Dragon enclave. And theirstrategy seemed to be working. Kait decorated hair, grateful 
thatmuch of her diplomatic training had been based on the assumptionthat she might have to 
operate from time to time without servants,and would still have to represent the Family 
appropriately. 

When she took them, she’d complained about the hairdressingclasses as a complete waste of her 
time. She wondered if she’dever have the opportunity to find the woman who had trained her, 
toapologize for her condescension and to admit that she’d beenwrong. 

“Whatever you do, do it well,” her mother had said toher, and her father had added, “No 
knowledge is everwasted.” 

She’d argued with them, too — cocksure certain thather station in life, her talent and her 
intelligence would keep herfrom ever needing to know a menial trade. She owed them an 
apology,too, and would never get to give it. Dùghall was certain bothof them had died in the 
massacre. 

Now she stood all day on a breezy veranda attached to one of theDragons’ public baths, liming 
and hennaing and curling hairwith curling irons or straightening it with flatirons; braiding inbeads 
and gems and ribbons and adding her own touches that no oneelse had thought to duplicate — 
working a tiny little cage anda live songbird into one creation, a lovely ivory dancer intoanother. 



She shaped men’s beards and mustaches, too, and didher share of liming and hennaing and 
curling on her male clients,as well. Her business picked up steadily. 

After the first week, she started touching her clients with thetalismans. 

She saw Ry for a moment in the morning when she arrived at theveranda, and sometimes at night 
when he left. They gave each otherno more acknowledgment than any strangers who worked in 
the samebuilding would. Ry went into the baths and massaged muscles andegos. Kait noted that 
he did a good business, too. 

But it didn’t last, of course. 

Kait arrived at the veranda one damp, gray morning, noddedpolitely to Ry as he went past her 
into the bathhouse, and startedthe fire in the little oven on which she heated her curling ironsand 
flatirons. She laid out the pots of henna and lime, the towelsand brushes and razors, and gave her 
fingertips a light coating ofmelted wax — that so the talismans didn’t embedthemselves in her 
hands as she picked them up. Then she dumped ahandful of the talismans into the waist pocket of 
her work apronand turned to watch a group of musicians setting up theirinstruments on the far 
corner, away from the bath’s fountain.Some of the Dragons were early risers; she’d learned to 
haveeverything ready as soon after dawn as she could. 

Her first clients that morning were men. They were not asyoung-looking as most of the men 
she’d worked on before, butthey had the same haughty attitude she’d come to associatewith all 
the Dragons. They acted as if she were invisible exceptwhen telling her what they wanted. That 
treatment suited herperfectly, and she was as deferential as she knew how to be. Shetrimmed and 
shaped their beards, braided and ribboned one mustacheand beaded another, and worked their 
long hair into the heavy coilsthat many of the men favored, hiding one growing bald spot as 
shedid. Several women came out of the baths by the time she finishedand were waiting on the 
benches by the fountain. They came towardher, laughing and murmuring secrets to each other, 
and the men roseas if to leave. But instead they merely backed to the edge of theveranda and 
waved the women forward. 

Kait smelled something wrong about them — the scent ofexcitement she associated with hunters 
who have cornered theirprey. She couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary about thesituation — 
sometimes, after all, her clients had stayed towatch her work on their friends. But her gut warned 
her thatsomething was about to happen. She tensed and moved closer to herstove and her irons, 
all the while bowing to the women and askingthem to decide who would go first. 

A handful of men walked out of the bathhouse door nearest themusicians and stood listening to 
them play. 

Three more men came out of the bathhouse door beside thefountain and ambled slowly toward 
her, seemingly deep inconversation with each other. 

A carriage rolled to a silent stop in front of the bathhouse,and a dozen soldiers in Sabir green and 
silver helped a veiled,misshapen figure to the ground and up the walk. 



She was surrounded, her escape to the street cut off by theSabir soldiers. But no one moved to 
attack. She smelled thereadiness, but the charge that should follow such readinessdidn’t come. 
One of the women, instead, seated herself in thechair in front of Kait and held out a decoration. 
“Work thisinto my hair,” she said. “The way you did the little birdin the cage for Alisol a few 
days ago.” 

She handed Kait a delicate carved ebony sphere inlaid along eachof its fragile ribs with silver and 
rubies. Each rib bore a roseand thorn . . . and suddenly Kait recognized it. It was aGalweigh 
trinket — something she’d seen on a pedestal ina cousin’s room or on an aunt’s desk. She 
couldn’trecall where. But the fair-haired woman in front of her was not aGalweigh by birth or by 
marriage. She had no right to thesphere. 

Kait reached for it, wrapped her fingers around it. Feltsomething try to reach from the sphere to 
her, like a weightpressing against her shields. She looked into the woman’s eyesand saw interest, 
expectation — and then the delight of thehunter who sees the arrow strike true, and watches the 
preyfall. 

She shivered, and her heart raced. The sphere had been a trap. . . and a test. By avoiding the trap 
— and had shenot been well shielded, she knew, the spell that the sphere hadtriggered would 
have swallowed her — she had failed the test.She proved herself not a hapless servant but a 
dangerousinfiltrator. 

She had the chance for one move. She tucked the ball into herapron pocket — and in doing so 
caught the talismans in thepocket with the wax on her fingertips. 

The woman rose. “So you’re the one after all,”she said. “I thought as much.” She smiled at 
Kait.“You can walk along with me quietly, or all of these men candrag you.” 

“I’m not going anywhere with you,” Kait said. 

“You think not?” 

The men surrounded Kait, weapons drawn. She couldn’t run,and she couldn’t Shift without 
giving away the one secret shemight use to escape later. 

“Give me back my ball,” the woman said, and held outher hand. 

Kait pretended to hesitate, pulled it out of the pocket, andpressed it into the woman’s hand. As 
she did, she brushed herskin with a talisman. It absorbed instantly; the woman noticednothing. 

“So come with us now. You don’t want to die righthere, and I promise you that’s what will 
happen if you fightus.” 

Kait crossed her arms over her chest, keeping her fingertipshidden. Each had several talismans 
stuck to it; she was going toend up wasting them, but she didn’t have any choice. The 
menstepped in to get her, knives and swords pointed at her, and shenodded. “I’ll go.” 



The woman’s face changed. She went pale, and stared aroundher with first amazement, then 
terror in her eyes. Then her facewent blank again, but Kait knew what had happened. When she 
lookedat Kait again, she was someone else. She was the person whobelonged in the body. 

Kait nodded; the woman blinked slowly. Back in the mountains, inthe camp, her own people 
were only waiting for her to touch the menso that they could pull the Dragon souls from them. 
The true ownersof the bodies would help her. She was going to survive this. 

Behind her a familiar voice said, “That’s Kait. Ry isinside, Parata.” 

She turned, stunned. Valard had come up behind her. He stoodnext to the twisted, veiled creature 
who had stepped out of thecarriage. The creature lifted its veil, and Kait gasped. Its facehad 
melted. Its eyes were completely gone, its nose was a gapinghole in the center of its face, its 
mouth was a jagged, lopsidedscar twisted into a leer on one side, loose-lipped and drooling onthe 
other. Ragged hair sprouted from a gray patch on one cheek,scales erupted from the forehead like 
jagged teeth, and tatters andblobs of skin dangled from the empty eye sockets, from the 
droopingchin, from the places where ears should have been. 

Valard smiled at Kait, then at the creature beside him.“Let me introduce you,” he said. “Kait 
Galweigh,this is Imogene Sabir, a dear friend of mine. Parata Sabir, this isKait Galweigh.” He 
chuckled. “Parata Sabir would be yourfuture mother-in-law. That is, if you or Ry had a future.” 

From inside the bathhouse, Kait heard sounds of struggle, andRy’s voice shouting, “Kait, run!” 

Then muffled, ominous silence. 

Kait erupted into action. She darted under one knife, slappedthe man who held it, twisted toward 
another and slapped him,brushed against a third, and broke free. She raced for thebathhouse, 
wishing she had a weapon, Shifting as she ran, hopingthat she would be able to do something — 
anything — tosave Ry. 

“Let her go,” she heard one of them behind her say.“She won’t get away.” 

She had Shifted too recently and for too long; her body embracedthe hunter form only weakly. 
She bounded forward on four legs,teeth bared, clothes dragging the floor behind her, and even 
thoughshe could feel the Karnee rage, the Karnee hunger, it was alreadyslipping away. 

Ry lay unmoving on the smooth white bathhouse floor, the centerof a splash of shocking red. 
Blood matted his hair and the airreeked with the iron stink of it. She tasted the fear of the 
menwho faced her as she charged forward. She leaped snarling into theair, intent on killing the 
nearest of them — intent on killingall of them. 

But her unsheathed claws blunted in midair, growing soft andthin and weak. Her paws 
lengthened into hands; her muzzle roundedinto a human jaw; her body lengthened and reformed, 
and when shehit her target, she was halfway between human and beast, and tooawkward and 



misshapen to be as dangerous as either. The man clubbedher on the side of the head with the 
pommel of his sword, andredness bloomed behind her eyes. 

She dropped to the floor, feeling herself hit the hard ground.She felt nothing after that. 

 

      

  

Chapter 51 

  

Dafril looked at the bound bodies at hisfeet. The girl, Kait, had been his first choice for his own 
body— but he didn’t even consider using the Mirror of Soulsto trade now that she was in his 
hands. First, he’d alreadyinvested a great deal of energy and effort into modifying CrispinSabir’s 
body to meet his future needs as an immortal. Second,he no longer found the idea of being female 
for eternity astitillating as he had initially. And third, he accepted the factthat the Mirror process 
carried with it a high risk. He didn’twant to move out of the body he occupied only to discover 
that hecouldn’t take over the body he desired. 

He watched her breathing. Pretty girl, if too thin. He looked atthe way her long black hair spilled 
across the floor, looking likea curtain of silk. It had been short and red before she’dShifted to 
attack her lover’s captors; her body was returninggradually to its normal state as he watched. The 
process was asinteresting to watch as it was to experience. 

Briefly, he entertained the idea of taming her and keeping herfor a pet. But he put it quickly out 
of his mind. He had anotheruse for both her and her lover. Several uses, actually. None ofthem 
were particularly entertaining, but all of them werenecessary. 

“Put them in the cages, please,” he said. “Whenthey wake, feed them. They’ll be hungry.” 

The attendants nodded and dragged the still-breathing bodiesalong the floor with neither 
gentleness nor concern. They slung oneinto a heavily barred iron cage, carefully chained and 
locked it,then followed the same procedure with the other. 

Dafril watched, satisfied. The cages were sturdy enough to holdKarnee — even healthy Karnee. 
And he needed these two to behealthy, because their lives and their souls would act as primerfor 
the spells that would fuel the immortality engine. Only aday’s work now stood between him and 
godhood. He took a deepbreath and stared down at his unconscious enemies. They’d keepuntil he 
needed them, and in the meantime, the appallingdestruction of Dragons would stop. 

He liked the idea of priming the immortality spells with theenemies who had destroyed so many 
of his friends and allies. But hehad to find out how they were doing it before he destroyed them. 



Ifthey could steal Dragons’ souls from their bodies, someoneelse might be able to do the same. 
He had not waited a thousandyears in a prison of his own making so that he could be ripped 
fromthe body he’d chosen and flung back into the Veil to become anoblivious, ignorant, 
squalling infant yet again. 

“After they’re awake and fed, let me know,” hetold the keepers. “I need to question them. 
Whatever you do,don’t touch them or let them get too near you. They’redeadly bastards, though 
you wouldn’t know it to look at themnow.” He turned to leave the Heart of the Citadel, then 
turnedback. “They’re skinshifters, you know.” 

Both keepers hissed with disgust. He turned away, smiling. Good.Neither of his captives would 
be able to win sympathy from theirpurely human keepers. The Calimekkan hatred of the Scarred 
wouldwork in his favor, and keep his prisoners imprisoned. He could getback to his work with an 
easy mind. 

 

      

  

Chapter 52 

  

“Kait? Can you hear me?” 

The whisper was so low, human ears would never have heard it.Kait, though, shook off the last 
vestiges of the haze that hadclouded her mind. “Yes,” she whispered. 

“Are you hurt?” 

“No. Hungry, but not hurt. What about you?” 

“I’m fine. My head healed while I . . .slept. It still aches a bit, but that will pass as soon as I 
getsomething to eat.” 

“Good. I love you.” She lay still while she whisperedto him — she could smell the ones in the 
cavernous hall whowatched. She feigned unconsciousness, keeping her muscles relaxedand her 
breathing steady. 

“I love you, too.” He was quiet for a moment, thenspoke again. “I don’t know how much you can 
see fromwhere you are, but I’ve moved around a bit and my eyes areopen. We’re caged, and 
there are Ancients’ artifacts allaround us. I’ve tried my lock. We won’t get out of itunless you 
have something with you that can saw throughmetal.” 



“I don’t. You can’t do anything withmagic?” 

“No. The locks are spell-shielded.” 

The Dragons had seen to that, of course. Had she been them, shewould have done the same thing. 
For all they knew, she and Ry alonewere responsible for the disappearance of the missing 
Dragons. Soshe and Ry would be in the strongest prison that Dragons couldcontrive, held by their 
most powerful locks and walled off fromrescue by their most powerful spells. If they knew to 
block againstthe talismans, they could prevent Dùghall or Hasmal orAlarista or anyone else who 
cared about her or Ry from seeingeither of them through the viewing glasses. Even if the 
Dragonsdidn’t know to block against such viewing they might do itinadvertently by putting up a 
powerful shield spell to prevent Ryand Kait from using magic against them. 

She had to assume that she and Ry were alone now, invisible toanyone who cared about them, 
without hope of rescue. Their fate wasin their own hands. 

“Do you see any way we might get out?” she asked.“Anything at all?” 

“No.” 

“Then we’ll have to watch and wait.” 

“I’ll take the first watch. Sleep now. You Shifted— you need the rest. I’ll let you know if 
anythingchanges.” 

“I love you,” she said again. 

He chuckled softly. “I know. I love you, too.” 

*     *     * 

Dùghall’s soul stretched along a strandof energy that traversed the known world and the Veil 
beyond; hisbody sat in a cold tent in semidarkness and near silence, barelybreathing and worn 
nearly to death. His consciousness — hisself — however, peered through the eyes of a 
powerfulDragon at a delicate silver rose that grew in the center of agarden of white flowers. The 
Dragon’s eyes were fixed on therose, but he didn’t really see it; he was elated and came tobe by 
himself to celebrate the sweetness of the moment. 

Dùghall could have ripped him from the body right then, butsomething about the man’s jubilation 
made him cautious. Hecould afford to wait a moment or two if he had to — the dangerto him 
while he was away from his body was great, but theinformation he might gain from the Dragons 
could be worth therisk. 

So he was careful to disturb nothing in the Dragon’s mind,and the man never suspected his 
presence. Dùghall spied on himas he touched the pictures of a long-anticipated future like abride-
to-be touching her wedding silks and dower gifts.Dùghall caught an image of a platinum sphere 



floating in apool of thick emerald liquid, while a single man finishedadjustments on it. The 
Dragon thought of this assembly as theimmortality engine, and he seemed certain that it would 
becompleted that day. He pulled vague pictures of complex machinerybeing installed into the 
towers of the Ancients that still dottedthe city from the Dragon’s thoughts, too — these were, 
hediscovered, the Ancients’ devices the Dragons had been tryingto acquire when Ian and Hasmal 
were pretending to be traders. Allthe essential ones were in place. Others could have been added, 
butweren’t essential, and would not be. 

Dùghall finally won the reward he’d most hoped for— a flashed image of Kait and Ry, both 
unconscious andbleeding, penned in tiny padlocked cages guarded by men andmagic. 

The Dragon’s elated thoughts rang clear inDùghall’s mind. The engine is ready, 
thetechnothaumatars are in place, and the priming sacrifices are inthe holding pens. Today we 
become gods. 

Dùghall had what he needed. He erupted into theDragon’s body, unfolding and expanding until 
he crowded thesoul of the Dragon and loosened its holds on the body it hadstolen. He snarled into 
the Dragon’s mind, You will neverbe a god. Upon my soul, you have done your last evil,Dragon. 

*     *     * 

Hasmal was one unmoving center of a violent storm.Still as stone, his gaze focused inward and 
away, he barelybreathed, rarely acknowledged the people around him, never spoke asingle word. 
He sat across from Dùghall, the storm’sother center, aware at rare intervals of Alarista watching 
the bankof viewing glasses, of Yanth and Jaim carrying those she indicatedto him or Dùghall, of 
the Gyru volunteers who removed eachfilled soul-mirror as it became ready. But he and 
Dùghall. . . sat. 

Slowly, they were filling their mirrors with Dragon souls.Tracing each soul back along the lines 
of power that connected themto their enemies, looking through their enemies’ eyes, 
findingnothing that could tell them where Kait or Ry had been taken orwhat had happened to 
them, then carefully casting the spell thatrestored the original soul to each body and pulled the 
deadlyDragon soul through their own flesh and threw it into a waitingring. 

But Alarista did not have the knack for containing an alien soulin her body while focusing it into 
the waiting trap; she’dtried once and the Dragon had almost forced her out and taken herover, and 
only the fact that Dùghall and Hasmal had stoodready while she made the attempt, and had 
pressed a talisman intoher skin and linked to pull the monster out of her, had saved her.Neither 
Jaim nor Yanth had the skill with magic to cast the spellsor follow them across the long 
distances. And he would not leavethe burden on Dùghall, though he didn’t doubt for aminute the 
old man would take it. Dùghall’s skin waspasty gray, his nails and lips and the rims of his 
eyespurple-tinged white from the strain. Where Hasmal trembled,Dùghall shook. Hasmal did not 
think he would survive too manymore battles with their enemies before one of them succeeded 
intaking him over and Hasmal had to rescue him. And that would leaveHasmal the only one who 
could destroy the remaining magic-linkedDragons or save Ry and Kait. 



“Have you found them yet?” Yanth asked Alarista.Hasmal heard the question in the back of his 
mind, and allowed partof his attention to wait for the answer. The rest focused onDùghall, who 
was bringing back another of the markedDragons. 

“No. Their viewing glasses are still dark.” 

“And you haven’t seen them through anyone else’seyes?” 

“Not yet. But I’m still watching. We have a few markswho are doing a lot of moving around. 
They’re meeting withothers, they seem excited. I’m having a hard time hearing whatthey’re 
saying — some of the links are weak. I have onethat I think is spellcasting, and is working on an 
artifact of somesort.” 

“That sounds bad.” 

“I know. The artifact worries me more than anything elsethat we’ve seen.” 

Dùghall’s eyes filled with tears, and pain twisted hisface. His breathing got faster, and his eyes, 
which had beenclosed, flew open. He bared his teeth in a soundless snarl, andHasmal tensed and 
concentrated only on the other Falcon. The Dragonwas coming through fighting, and Dùghall 
looked like he mightbe losing the fight. 

Hasmal held the talisman on one wax-coated fingertip andwaited. 

Dùghall’s hands twisted into claws around the tinyempty soul-mirror that sat on the floor behind 
him. 

Hasmal kept waiting, ready, the words of the linking spellalready mostly said and their meaning 
held in his mind, lackingonly the final phrase. 

“Yes,” Dùghall snarled, and light curled from thecenter of his chest into the gold ring. 

“Guards ready,” Alarista said, and the soldiers whostood along the back of the tent drew their 
weapons. Hasmal triednot to see them, and tried not to think about what their presencemeant. But 
the reality of those drawn swords aimed at Dùghallwas inescapable. 

The soul pouring into the ring might not be the Dragon’s.Hasmal and Dùghall had discussed the 
possibility that someDragon might be able to oust their souls, not just into the Veils,from whence 
they were certain they could get it back, but perhapsinto the little one-way soul-mirror. If a 
Dragon succeeded inpushing either of them into the mirror, they would not be able tocome back. 
The Dragon would have permanent possession of their body. . . and the soldiers waiting with 
drawn weapons wouldhave to kill the Dragon by destroying the body. 

Give me a sign, old man, Hasmal thought. 



The soldiers watched him, for only he would be able to put themat their ease, or tell them to kill 
Dùghall’s body. 

The stream of light pouring from Dùghall’s chest grewbrighter, and the central well of the tiny 
mirror began to grow.The light pool formed inside the ring and swirled around, fast aswater in a 
whirlpool, brilliant as a small sun. 

A sign. Give me a sign that you are yourself. 

Dùghall snarled softly and his body shuddered. The lightpouring from him died. Behind him, 
young men with drawn weaponsstared at Hasmal’s face, their eyes round and frightened,their 
bodies tense with the uncertainty of waiting. 

A sign. 

Dùghall sagged forward and said, “The foulest ofenemies can still give the sweetest of gifts. I 
know where theyare, and I know what the Dragons are going to do withthem.” 

Hasmal watched Dùghall’s eyes — they were theeyes of the man he’d come to think of as a 
friend. No strangerstared out of them. Hasmal told the soldiers, “He’sfine,” and the men 
resheathed their swords and dropped back.They slumped to the floor, whispering to each other 
and laughingnervously. 

Dùghall sat up and wiped sweat from his face with the backof his hand. He turned to Alarista and 
Yanth and Jaim. “Bringme all of the viewing glasses. I want to see if any of theremaining 
Dragons are near where Kait and Ry are imprisoned, or ifany of them are working on their 
immortality spell.” Then heturned his attention to Hasmal. “We’re out of time.They’re going to 
link Kait’s and Ry’s souls to thespell that starts their immortality engine. The magic they’redoing 
will obliterate both Kait and Ry — not just here in thislife, but eternally. They’ll cease to exist 
ever again.I’m going to find a Dragon that is close to them. You’regoing to have to remove him 
from his body, then convince the trueinhabitant of the body to release Kait and Ry from their 
cages.Meanwhile, I’ll find a Dragon who is working on theimmortality engine, remove him or 
her, and convince the body’srightful owner to smash it.” 

“Then we won’t be able to watch each other,”Hasmal protested. “We won’t be able to pull each 
otherback if one of the Dragons takes us.” He didn’t say thatDùghall was already so weak and 
worn so thin, the next Dragonhe captured would surely be able to overmatch him. 

“We’re out of time,” Dùghall said again.“If we don’t stop them now, I don’t know that we 
canstop them at all.” 

Hasmal saw foreknowledge of doom in Dùghall’s eyes.The old man thought he was going to die, 
and he was going to goback anyway. 

Alarista and Jaim and Yanth brought over the viewing glasses.Dùghall spread them out between 
himself and Hasmal, turnedsideways so that both of them could see the images dancing in 



theglass. He stared at them for a long moment. Then he let out a sharpbreath. He picked up a 
viewing glass that showed a pair of handsworking with tiny tools on a delicate piece of 
machinery.“This one is mine,” he said. 

He stared back at the other glasses. Hasmal stared with him.“Look at that,” Hasmal whispered, 
pointing to one of theglasses. 

Through one pair of distant eyes, he saw Ian, dressed inguards’ clothing, his face grim, stalking 
up a long whitecorridor. 

Dùghall squinted at the image and nodded. “I seehim.” 

“Pity we can’t kill the traitor from here.” 

“We can’t,” Dùghall said shortly. “Lookfor something we can affect.” 

He viewed Crispin Sabir, differently dressed than when he andIan had met the man in the inn, but 
unmistakable. Through the pairof eyes that looked at him, he also caught a glimpse of 
occupiedcages just at the edge of the image. They faded out of view, but hesaid, “That one, don’t 
you think?” 

Dùghall said, “He was at the cages, but he looks likehe’s leaving.” 

“Then I’d better get him quickly.” 

“He’s with Crispin Sabir — he’s surely oneof the most dangerous of the Dragons.” 

“But this one knows what we need to know.” 

Dùghall nodded. “You’re right. Go, and may VodorImrish be with you.” 

“And with you.” 

Hasmal was only vaguely aware of the soldiers stepping intoplace behind him and Dùghall, only 
distantly aware of Alaristaand Yanth and Jaim moving near. They would watch him for 
changes,he knew; they’d tell the soldiers if the soul that came backin Hasmal’s body wasn’t his, 
and then his body woulddie. . . . 

He pushed through the fear that enveloped him and sank into thetrance that let him follow the 
slender thread of energy thatconnected him to his chosen body. He was chanting the words of 
thespell, but he didn’t hear them as words; he felt them as apath that led him closer and closer to 
the enemy with whom he wouldsoon do battle. 

Abruptly the darkness of the path he walked cleared, and helooked out through the eyes of 
another man. He was walking besideCrispin Sabir, close enough to drive a knife into his back. 



But thebody would not respond to him, of course. He could see what thealien body saw, hear 
what it heard, feel what it felt, know what itknew . . . but he could not force it to respond. 

“That was odd,” the man whose body he occupiedsaid. 

“What was?” Crispin glanced at him and frowned. 

“Suddenly my vision seemed to double for a moment, and Icould have sworn I heard . . . a voice 
inside my head.Just for an instant.” He chuckled nervously. 

Shut up, shut up, shut up, Hasmal thought. He chanted thespell that would focus his energy and 
allow him to draw the Dragonsoul out of the body it had stolen. He focused on recalling 
thebody’s rightful soul from the Veil. Faster. He needed to gofaster. 

“Stand right there,” Crispin said, his eyes cold andhard. “And don’t move.” 

Spin the spell. Call the soul lost in darkness, bring it home.He tried to ignore the fear that 
consumed him. If he could keep hismind on what he was doing, he could pull the Dragon out of 
thisbody right under Crispin Sabir’s nose, and the rightful ownerof it could turn on the man and 
kill him. 

But he couldn’t feel the familiar rush of the rightful soulreturning to its body, the oncoming 
warmth of gratitude, the hopethat something would suddenly make sense. No displaced 
soulanswered his call. And the soul in the body he occupied wasn’tlosing its grip on its stolen 
flesh. 

He pulled his focus in tighter, maintaining only the mosttenuous link with his body. Kait’s and 
Ry’s chance ofsurvival rested on his ability to restore this body’s rightfulsoul, and on his ability, 
once he had done so, to convince the manto release Kait and Ry before fleeing the Dragon city. 

“Quickly, tell me everywhere you’ve been today,”Crispin told the man. 

“I reported from the barracks for special duty. We went topick up those skinshifters you sent 
usafter — ” 

“What happened while you were there?” 

“I blocked the girl’s escape, she slapped me, sheran.” He shrugged. “She didn’t hurt me when 
sheslapped me, didn’t even try to. I thought it was strange atthe time, but then I didn’t think no 
more about it. Someoneelse brought them in. I been guarding the door outside their cagesuntil 
you came to get me. Sir.” 

Sir? Why would one of the Dragons call another of the Dragonssir? Or speak with such a heavy 
docksider accent? 



In that instant, it clicked. No soul came because no soul hadbeen displaced. Kait had marked a 
guard, but the guard wasn’ta Dragon; he was just a soldier called from his barracks to do ajob. 
Hasmal pulled away from the body and started following thefragile line he’d left for himself back 
to his own body. 

Nevertheless, he felt a jolt the instant that Crispin touchedthe soldier. Something big and ugly 
came racing along the energyline behind him. He fled toward his own body, and heat and 
weightand rage rolled after him, growing and billowing and consumingeverything, using his 
energy and his life force tofollow him. 

He slammed into his own flesh and his eyes flew open and hestarted to erect the shield that would 
protect him from the thingthat followed him, but he wasn’t fast enough. The thing, thespell, the 
hunter that Crispin sent after him was in the shieldwith him, and the shield would keep Alarista 
or Jaim or Yanth fromeven trying to save him from it. 

He screamed, “It’s got me!” and saw the soldiersraise their weapons, and saw Alarista’s face 
twist withhorror, and then the fire consumed him, and pain flashed throughhis eyes and his nose 
and his mouth and his ears straight into hisbrain, and the world filled with a rushing sound, as if a 
white-hotocean had suddenly upended itself and poured its full weight downonto him. 

He felt himself stretching, twisting, being pummeled by acurrent of fire. He knew he was 
screaming, but he couldn’thear the sound that ripped itself from his tortured throat. Hethrashed 
and fought. 

And suddenly he was free of the pain, alone in darkness, cold,blind, deaf. 

His ears started working first. 

“ — don’t know if you can hear me yet, so whenyou can, please nod your head. . . . I’m 
stillwaiting. . . .” He heard a long, irritatedsigh, then silence. After a few moments, the voice 
broke thesilence again. “One more time, then. My name is Dafril, andI’ve captured you. You’re 
going to tell me everything Iwant to know, either now or later, but I promise you, you’llhave an 
easier time if you cooperate with me. I don’t know ifyou can hear me yet, but I know that you’ll 
be able to in amoment, so I strongly suggest that when you can, you nod your head.I’ll only be 
patient for so long, and then I’ll startsticking pins under your fingernails because I’ll 
stopbelieving that you might still be deaf from the transfer and startthinking that you’re 
malingering. You can’t get away, youcan’t protect yourself, and you will tell me what I want 
toknow. . . .” 

The truth hit Hasmal hard. Not only had he failed to win Kaitand Ry a chance at freedom, but he 
had also given himself into thehands of his enemies. He’d failed his friends, he’dfailed Alarista, 
he’d failed the world, he’d failedhimself. 

He opened his eyes, and found himself staring into the cold blueeyes of Crispin Sabir. He was 
tied to a table, his wrists andankles bound to the sides, heavy leather straps over his chest 



andknees. Dafril, the voice had said, but the only one in the room wasCrispin Sabir. He realized 
that the Dragon who occupiedCrispin’s body must have named itself. 

Dafril. 

He felt despair. He had no weapons to fight with, his enemy hadshielded him so tightly that he 
could not feel the movement ofmagic in his own body, and his friends didn’t even know whathad 
happened to him. He would never see Alarista again, never holdher in his arms, never tell her that 
he loved her, or that for thebrief time that he’d had her she’d made his lifecomplete. He would 
die knowing that he had failed her; that he hadfailed all of them. 

And then he recalled the wax on his fingertips. And heremembered the tiny talisman embedded in 
that wax, held there sothat he could press it into Dùghall’s skin if a Dragonforced Dùghall from 
his body. The talisman was already linkedto a glass, the glass sat beside Dùghall, and the instant 
itembedded itself in living flesh, it would come to life, showingDùghall and Alarista and Yanth 
and Jaim where he was —and giving them their chance to capture the Dragon Dùghallsuspected 
led the others. 

Hasmal almost smiled. 

Come a little closer, Dafril, he thought. Just a little closer.I have a surprise for you. 

 

      

  

Chapter 53 

  

Through one of the viewing glasses,Alarista had watched the clever hands working on that 
delicate bitof machinery suddenly take a hammer and smash it to pieces. Throughthe other, she 
had seen the Dragon Crispin turn on the man besidehim, and the flash of light that followed was 
so brilliant that itilluminated the tent in which she sat. In that blazing light,Hasmal had 
disappeared, and at the moment he vanished, the glassthrough which she had observed Crispin 
had gone dark; the manthrough whose eyes she had been watching was either blind ordead. 

She’d screamed, “That can’t happen! Magiccan’t do that!” 

Yanth had rested a hand on her shoulder, and she had felt ittrembling. Yanth — the fearless 
swordsman — trembling.He’d said, “It’s Dragon magic. You can’t knowall of what they can do.” 

She stared at the place where Hasmal had been, and knew he wasright. No telling the horrors the 
Dragons could unleash if theyweren’t stopped. 



Dùghall had returned from his successful battle with theDragon who had been working on the 
machinery, but he was gray withexhaustion, and so weak he couldn’t even sit up. He lay on 
thefloor of the tent, blinking slowly, unresponsive to Alarista evenwhen she told him that the 
Dragons had somehow captured Hasmal. 

So now she crouched over the viewing glasses, looking foranything that might help her help 
Hasmal, or Kait, or Ry. Whateverhad kept her from seeing through Kait’s and Ry’s mirrorshad 
gone away; she could see what they saw again, but nothing shesaw meant anything to her. They 
lay in their cages watching eachother. Occasionally from the corners of their eyes she could 
makeout the movement of guards, but the guards kept their distance, andKait and Ry focused on 
each other. They were speaking to eachother, she realized at last, though so carefully that their 
lipsbarely moved. She could hear nothing they said. And their eyes wereso nearly closed that to 
each other they appeared asleep. 

She looked into the other viewing glasses. Nothing useful.Nothing even curious. Pictures of vast 
white rooms, of elegantsilks, of fountains and long corridors and delicate gardens —all pretty. All 
utterly meaningless. 

Alarista wanted to smash the glasses, or tear screaming throughthe tent and out into the warming 
spring air; she wanted to shakesomeone, anyone, and demand that he find some way to bring 
backHasmal. Instead she forced herself to stillness, and willed hermind to patience, and she 
watched. Something would happen —now or later. Something would change, and if she was 
ready andpatient and watchful she would catch that moment when it happened,and she would be 
able to act. 

*     *     * 

Kait heard the voices by the door clearlyenough. 

“You’re late. We were supposed to have been relievedhalf a station ago.” The guards had been 
complaining for awhile that their relief hadn’t come, and toying with the ideaof having one of the 
two of them go see what the holdup was. Theone who spoke had been working himself into a real 
lather. 

“Sergeant told me. Captain’s messin’ with theduty roster.” 

“Thought Rowel and Steedman were going to behere.” 

“Reckon they were. I was supposed to have today off, butthey put your regular relief out on the 
wall an’ forgot toassign anyone to this duty until just now. I ran the whole wayhere.” The new 
guard had the hoarsest voice she’d everheard. She wondered if he was sick, or if something was 
wrong withhis voice box. 

“We’re supposed to have two men to thisduty.” 



“Supposed to have a lot of things — ain’t seengold nor promotion nor fine new uniforms, either. I 
transferred infrom Lightning Company just today, and no more than got my kitunder my bunk 
than they stuck me here by my lonesome, and damn meif it don’t go well. Told me I’m guarding 
skinshifters.I’d rather have the gods’ damned plague, but captaindidn’t ask for my drathers. They 
give you anytrouble?” 

“Them? Nah. Ate before we got here, slept our whole shift.Don’t get too close to ’em, you’ll be 
fine. Onlyreason you’d need a partner is to keep you awake.” 

“Hope you’re right. Maybe I’ll be as lucky as youwere. Anyway, got a note from the captain to 
the two ofyou.” 

Kait heard the rustle of paper, then a disgusted snarl. 

“Brethwan’s balls, Eagan! Bastards have us eating nowand straight back to barracks to sleep, and 
on duty again atHuld.” 

“Huld! We get only two stations to eat and sleep?” 

The voice of the new guard, commiserating. “I told youcaptain was messin’ with the duty roster.” 

“Futter the bleeding pig! He’s been a donkey’sass since we got him.” 

The guards who’d watched Kait and Ry for most of theafternoon and evening left, complaining 
loudly about the captainand his policies as they went. When they were gone, silencereturned, but 
only for a moment. Then the stealthy whisper ofapproaching footsteps set her skin crawling. 

Ry whispered, “He’s coming over. Got his head down andhis face hidden. There’s something 
wrong about him, but Idon’t know what. . . .” Then he growledand moved into the crouch that 
was the only position other thanlying down that the cage would allow. “Any closer andI’ll kill 
you,” he said. 

Kait rolled and braced for whatever was coming. 

And saw Ian, his skin burnished the color of fine mahogany, hisdark hair cropped close to his 
skull, and dressed in a guard’suniform, approaching quickly with something hidden in his hand. 

Fear flooded her veins and sent her heart racing. Ian could killRy or her easily; they were helpless 
in the cramped cages. Thequestion was, which of them did he hate the most, and would eitherof 
them have a chance to talk him out of whatever he hadplanned? 

Ian glared at Ry. “The day I came here, I left a note foryou morons telling you I had something 
planned that would help you.When I got back to the inn, you were gone and I’ve seen norheard 
not a word from you until I hear from the guards that theybrought in a couple of skinshifters. So 
I’ve been stuck here,working in this hell, pretending to be loyal to the Dragons anddoing things I 
don’t want to think about to prove my loyalty,and all the time hoping that you would find your 



way back here toget your gods’ damned Mirror. We don’t have time to talknow,” he said, his 
voice still harsh and strange. “I setit up so that I’d be alone with you, but one of the Dragonscould 
decide to come after the two of you at any time. I’mgoing to take you to the Mirror of Souls. 
Then I’m going toget the three of us out of here if I can.” 

“The . . . three of us?” Kait whispered. 

She glanced at Ry, who looked as dumbfounded as she felt. 

Ian looked at her. Pain flashed across his face, though he hidit quickly. “The three of us. You 
made your choice — youlove him, don’t you?” 

“I do.” 

He nodded, and bent to insert the key into the lock that heldher door closed. “So that’s it. I’m 
saving youbecause I love you.” The chain that held her door closedrattled softly as he worked the 
lock. “And I’ll save him. . . because I love you.” He shrugged and avoidedher eyes. 

“You sacrificed yourself to help us? Me?” 

“We don’t have time to talk,” he rasped. 

Something inside her hurt at that moment. She wished she hadbeen able to love him. She wished 
she could be two people so thatshe could be with Ian and with Ry without betraying either of 
them,or that she had never met Ian, or that she could take his painaway. The magnitude of what 
he’d done for her unrolled beforeher in the few moments that he struggled with the lock that 
kepther caged. “Why did you come here?” she asked him. 

Her lock clattered open and the chain rattled to the floor. Ianimmediately hurried to Ry’s cage 
and began working on thatlock. Kait crawled out of her cage and stretched. 

“You mean right here? Or to the Dragons?” 

“Both.” 

“I figured out a way I could get to the Mirror of Souls.And I knew you needed it. So since you 
had . . .”Another shrug. “Since you had someone else, I decided I wasfree to go. I offered my 
services to the Sabirs, but especially toCrispin — I told him lies about how much I wanted to get 
evenwith you, and he put me in charge of the combined Sabir andGalweigh forces. I . . . I did 
some things I don’twant to think about in order to convince him that I was what I saidI was. 
People died at my word and by my hand. They weren’tinnocents, but they were innocent of the 
things I said theydid.” Ry’s lock opened, and Ian backed up so that hishalf-brother could free 
himself. “Come with me. We have a waysto go to get to the Mirror, and not much time.” 

He led them out of the beautiful arched room into a corridor. Inthe darkness, only the pale 
glimmer of moonlight shining throughskylights illuminated it. 



“This way.” 

They followed him, silent for the moment. Kait could hearmovement within some of the rooms 
they passed, and once she and Ryhid in a room while Ian stood in front of the door, hisguard’s 
uniform rendering him effectively invisible. No onespoke again until he led them down a long, 
twisting staircase intoa vault beneath the white city. He took a key and opened one door,then 
pressed a complex combination of switches to open the nextdoor. 

“In here.” 

Kait and Ry followed him into a narrow room lit by hundreds oftiny pebbles embedded in the 
ceiling; the Mirror of Souls sat on adais in the center of the room, dark and seemingly dead. 

“How do we get it out of here?” Kait asked. 

“I have a friend in a closed carriage waiting at the southgate of the Citadel. I sent him the 
message just before I came toget you. He’ll wait for us for a full day.” 

“Then all we have to do is figure out how to carry it pastthe Dragons without them seeing us.” 

“I’d hoped you could shield it the way you did when weescaped the Wind Treasure,” Ian said. 

Kait looked at Ry. “I can do that. Ry and I are both weak— it might take some time to get it 
right.” 

Ian looked from one of them to the other. “Hurry. Someonewill be along to check on this thing 
within the station. I can killhim, but the moment he doesn’t report in, more will be on theway.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 54 

  

Hasmal told Dafril nothing that hewanted to know, but he was no longer able to feign 
indifference.Through the early part of the torture, he’d placed himself inthe meditative trance he 
would have used to summon magic, had henot been shielded from it. He’d withstood terrible 
things bystanding apart from his body and watching what was done to him asif he were only a 
distant and uninterested observer. 



Now, though, the pain had become too much, and he’d lostthe trance. He was once again entirely 
in his body, and bleedingfrom a multitude of cuts, and scarred from burns with a brandingiron. 
The pain was riveting; he couldn’t pull himself awayfrom Dafril’s soft, amused voice any longer. 

“Suddenly I feel that you’re with me again,”Dafril said. “That’s good. That should speed up 
thisprocess enormously. I’ll have you know that I’ve brokenhundreds of your sort, young Falcon 
— hundreds. Stronger menthan you, and men who had full control of Matrin’s magic.You’ll tell 
me what I want to know.” 

Dafril had kept his distance, and kept to the left of Hasmal.The talisman on his right finger still 
waited, but Dafril had nevermoved within the slight range of his bound hand. He had to get 
himclose — 

Searing pain ripped into his ribs, and he heard his skin sizzle.He screamed and fought against the 
restraints that bound him. 

Dafril sighed. “You see? This hurts a lot, and youaren’t as brave or as strong as you think you 
are. So help meout, and I’ll help you. Tell me how you and your friends arestealing the souls of 
my colleagues.” 

Hasmal’s mind raced. He thought of half a dozen lies, butall of them were improbable and 
sounded weak even to him — andif he told Dafril anything, he knew the Dragon would just 
keeptorturing him, making sure that what he said at the beginningmatched what he would say 
when he was more desperate. 

He turned his face away. 

“Look at me.” 

He stared off to his right, trying to think of something thatmight save him, that might get Dafril 
within his range. 

“Look at me, damn you.” 

The searing pain again, this time high on the inside of histhigh. 

He screamed and writhed, but kept his face turned from Dafril.It seemed to help. 

Dafril said, “I can come around to that side, you idiot.You won’t win anything this way.” 

Hasmal’s heart leaped. Yes, he thought. Do come around. 

Dafril did, carrying a knife. “Look, you — I can carveout your eyes and your ears, cut off your 
nose, rip off your balls,or skin the flesh from your body if I have to. The only part of youthat I 
need to have in working order is your tongue.” 



Hasmal met his gaze defiantly, and managed a grin. So this wascourage — being trapped and 
terrified and holding fast becausehe loved Alarista, and because cowardice would betray her. 

He wondered if that was the difference between courage andcowardice — if brave men loved 
someone outside of themselveswhile cowards loved only their own lives. If that were true, thenall 
men might be cowards sometimes and heroes at others. Then hewondered if all courage trembled 
inside — if all of it felt sothin and fragile, so ready to tatter and blow away in the nextfaint breeze 
— or if there was a better sort of courage thatfilled the belly with reckless fire and protected the 
mind fromterror. If any of that sort of courage existed, he wished he couldhave some, because he 
was so scared he feared his heart would burstthrough his chest. 

“Stubborn bastard. I’d cooperate if I wereyou.” 

“You aren’t me,” Hasmal whispered. 

“What was that?” Dafril leaned closer so that he couldhear what Hasmal had said. 

Yes, he thought. “I’ll tell you,” he whispered,his voice even softer than before. 

Dafril stepped in close and leaned all the way over Hasmal.“Louder,” he said. “Say it louder.” 

And that was close enough. Hasmal rested his index fingeragainst Dafril’s leg. He felt the slight 
vibration as thetalisman popped away from his skin and burrowed through the clothof Dafril’s 
breeches. 

In a moment, Alarista and Dùghall would see him throughDafril’s eyes. Dùghall would enter 
Dafril and pull hissoul out and trap it in one of the tiny soul-mirrors that waited onthe floor of the 
tent. And Hasmal would be saved — if he couldjust hold on until they could reach him. 

“We found a way to make our own Mirror of Souls,” hewhispered. 

Dafril’s eyes narrowed, and he ran his thumb along thebloody edge of the knife. “Really? Tell me 
more.” 

 

      

  

Chapter 55 

  

They lugged the Mirror of Souls throughthe dark underpassages of the Citadel of the Gods, 
breathless,frightened, yet exhilarated, too. Kait had to fight the urge toshout, to scream defiance 



at the Dragons who went unaware abouttheir business in the white streets above her head. We 
have it, shethought. We have it, and we’re going to get away with it, andwe’re going to destroy 
you. 

“How much farther?” Ry, the strongest of the three ofthem, carried most of the Mirror’s weight; 
he’dpositioned the artifact with two of its petals resting on the smallof his back and he gripped 
one petal in each hand. She and Ianfollowed him, balancing a tripod leg each. They seemed to 
Kait tobe moving quickly, but they’d been in those dark passages fora long time anyway. 

“Can you see a fork in the passageway ahead of usyet?” Ian asked. 

“It goes off in three directions.” 

“We’ll take the left corridor. The passage will startrising immediately and branch again. The right 
branch comes out ina guardhouse at the Citadel’s service gate. We’ll have tokill the guard, but 
my friend and his carriage will be parkedbehind the stables across the street.” 

“I can already smell outside air,” Kait said. 

She saw Ry nod. “I do, too.” 

The picked up their pace until they were running. It was anunconscious action born of fear and 
anticipation, but it wasdangerous, too. Hurrying, their breathing became louder and theirattention 
too focused on the simple mechanics of not falling downwhile carrying their burden. “We have to 
slow down,” Kaitsaid, pulling backward on her leg of the tripod. 

Both men slowed without a word. 

Kait heard voices ahead. “Who is likely to be comingthrough here at this time of day?” she asked 
Ian. 

“Soldiers . . . gardeners . . .servants . . . Could be anyone.” 

“We’ll have to kill them,” Ry said. 

“Maybe not,” Ian said. The corridor they were in waspierced at right angles by regular 
intersections with other,similar corridors. “We can just move aside and hope theydon’t notice 
us.” 

“And if they do?” Ry asked. 

Kait sighed. “Then we’ll have to kill them. Butwe’ll all be better off if we don’t.” Them 
included,she thought. She had no stomach for the murder of innocentgardeners or serving girls. 



They moved into the first corridor to their right and stood inthe shadows, not moving and barely 
breathing. They saw a lightflickering from ahead of where they’d been walking. Theywaited, and 
the voices grew louder. 

“. . . and I told Marthe I was going to quit andfind a job slopping hogs if I couldn’t find 
nothingbetter,” a man’s voice said. “Hogs is friendlierthan these bastards.” 

“A hog’ll rip your arm off and eat it in front of you,you ain’t careful,” a woman’s voice 
answered.“Hogs is mean.” 

“And these people’s meaner. You’re fresh from thecountry — you haven’t seen what I’ve seen. 
But youmark my words, Lallie, they’ll be dug under your skin andsucking the life out of you 
before you’re here a week. Findsomething else.” 

“If that’s such good advice, why ain’t youalready taken it?” 

The pair drew even with Kait’s hiding place and she watchedthem. Their torch illuminated a 
tired-looking man of perhaps forty,slouch-shouldered and with thinning hair, and a fresh-
scrubbedyoung woman with a pert smile and a bounce in her step. 

“Because the bastards pay in good gold, and gold’shard to come by these days.” 

The girl flashed a broad grin up at the man and laughed.“As hard for me as for you, I reckon, and 
I swear I’mtired of being paid in eggs and promises. I guess I can washclothes for bastards good 
as I can for my neighbors.” 

They were past, then, and Kait’s heart slowed its knockingin her chest. 

“I reckon you can. I just hope you don’t mind paying ahigh price for your gold wage.” 

Kait wanted to tell the girl, Listen to him, you idiot.Instead, she contented herself with the thought 
that she held theDragons’ downfall in her hands. Maybe, if Lallie wouldn’tsave herself, Kait 
could save her. Maybe. 

The voices died away to silence at last, and Ry and Kait and Iangot back under way. 

The guardhouse proved to be close, and Ian proved to be right inhis description of what they 
would find there. A guard stood, hisback to them, watching a few boys playing ball in the alley 
heguarded. There was no traffic. There were no pedestrians. 

Ian drew his knife, slipped behind the guard, jammed a leathergag into the man’s mouth, and 
slammed him on the back of thehead with the pommel of his knife. The man fell like a dropped 
bagof rocks. Kait saw that he was still breathing. Ian carefullyremoved the leather gag and stood 
staring down at the man. 

“I thought you were going to kill him,” Ry said. 



“I’ve done more than my share of killing since I camehere.” He looked bleak when he said it. 
“He didn’tsee us, he didn’t hear us, and he won’t be able to tellanyone which way we went or 
what we did.” 

Ry nodded. “I’m not complaining.” 

“Where’s your carriage?” 

Ian said, “Stand here a moment.” He strolled acrossthe street, to all appearances the guard in the 
guardhouse steppingout for a moment to take a look at something interesting. When hecame 
back, Kait heard wheels rattle, and an instant later, a largeblack funeral carriage drawn by four 
black horses rolled into view.It stopped in front of the guardhouse and Kait, Ry, and Ian 
draggedthe Mirror of Souls into the darkened interior and followed itin. 

The carriage lurched forward. 

“Where are we going?” Kait asked. She couldn’tbelieve that they were free. 

“Galweigh House,” Ian said softly. “It’s thelast place anyone will think to look for us.” 
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