Font j Font Color| ll FontS'ze| :Iv Background Color
| [







Méusine—a city of secretsand lies, pleasure and pain, magic and corruption—and destinies
lost and found...

Fdix Harrowgate is a dashing, highly respected wizard. But his aristocratic peers don’t know his dark
past—how his abusive former master endaved him, body and soul, and trained him to passasa
nobleman. Within the wals of the Mirador—M@éusine s citadd of power and wizardry—Felix believed
he was safe. He was wrong. Now, the horrors of his previous life have found him and threaten to destroy
al hehassince become...

Mildmay the Fox is used to being hunted. Raised as a kept-thief and trained as an assassin, he escaped
his Kegper long ago and lives on hisown as acat burglar. But now he has been caught by amysterious
foreign wizard using a powerful calling charm. And yet the wizard was looking not for Mildmay—abut for
Fdix Harrowgete. ..

Thrown together by fate, the broken wizard Felix and the wanted killer Mildmay journey far from
Mé usine through lands thick with strange magics and terrible demons of darkness. Bt it isthe shocking
secret from their padts, linking them inexorably together, that will either save them, or destroy them. ..
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I ntroduction

Mildmay
Thisistheworst story | know about hocuses. And it' strue.

Four Great Septads ago, back in the reign of Claudius Cordelius, there was a hocus named Porphyria
Levant. The hocuses back then had thisthing they could do, caled the binding-by-forms, the obligation
d'ame. It happened between a hocus and an annemer, an ordinary person, and it was like an oath of
loyalty, only aseptad times more. The hocus promised to protect the annemer from everything, induding
kings and other hocuses and basically anybody €lse who had an interest. The annemer promised to be
the hocus s servant and do what they said and no backchat, neither. And they renounced their family and
al their other connections, so it was like the only thing in the world that mattered to them was the hocus.
And then therewas aspdll to stick it in place and make sure, you know, that nobody tried to back out
after it wastoo late.

Y ou can see the problem, right? Most haf-bright folks can. But some hocuses were so powerful and so
nasty that | guessit seemed like it was better to go ahead and do the obligation d' &me with a hocus you
sort of trusted than to go wandering around waiting for adifferent hocus to get the drop on you.

So there was Porphyria Levant. And there was Silas Altamont. Silas Altamont was annemer, aguy
who' d been the favorite of Lord Creon Malvinius, and then when Lord Creon got married, Silas
Altamont was out on his ear, and scared shitless of Lord Creon’ swife, who was way better connected
than him, and was rumored to have three or four hocuses on her string to boot. And she was
poison-green with jealousy, because sheloved Lord Creon like amad thing, and everybody knew he
didn't givearat’s ass about her. So Silas Altamont goes to Porphyria Levant—who was powerful
enough to protect him from Lisette Mavinia, no matter who she had running her errands—and begs
Porphyria Levant to do the obligation d'ame. And Porphyria Levant smiles and says okay.

Now, the thing about the binding-by-forms, the way my friend Zephyr explained it to me, isthat it letsthe
hocus make you do what they want. Except for kill yourself. They can’t make you do that. But what
Porphyria Levant tells Silas Altamont to do isfuck her. I've heard it different ways. Some people say
Silas Altamont was beautiful as daylight, and Porphyria Levant had been hot for him for indictions. Some
say PorphyriaLevant didn’t know he was molly, thought he was janus and wouldn't mind. And some
say—and | got to admit, thisiswhat | think—that she knew he was molly and that waswhy she did it.
There are other stories about Porphyria Levant, and it’ sthe kind of thing she would do.

Anyway, there's Silas Altamont. HE smoally, and he' s till inlove with Creon Mavinius, but he hasto do
what the obligation d' @me says, and it says, Y ou got to fuck Porphyria Levant and make her happy. And
after awhile he goesto her and says, “1 can't stand thisno more, please, let me stop or I'm going to go
out and dit my wrigts”

And PorphyrialLevant says, “ Silas,” and smilesher little smile, “I forbid you to kill yoursdlf.”

That’ swhat hocuses are like, and that’ swhy, if you livein the Lower City of Méusine, you keep one eye
on the Mirador dl the time, same way you would with aswvamp adder. It'sjust common sense.






Chapter 1

Felix

The Hall of the Chimeras, having no windows, wasit by seven massive canddabrahanging above the
mosaic floor like monstrous birds of prey. Their fledglings, twisted iron stands crowned with candles,
rose up a intervals along the floor, interspersed with the busts of dead and ancient kings. At the east end
of the hall—not that east and west mattered in the grest, labyrinthine bulk of the Mirador—the Virtu of
the Mirador on its obsidian plinth cast its own strange, underwater light, which reached down to touch
the steel spearheads of the Lord Protector’ s throne, but reached no farther.

The Lords and Ladies Protector traditionally had a penchant for being painted in Lord Michadl’s Chair,
as the throne had been called for one hundred seventy-seven years. Lord Stephen Teverius, Lord
Protector these past nine years, had not yet commissioned the portrait to commemorate hisreign, but |
doubted that Stephen, who hated pomp, would choose that particularly iconic and self-important pose.

Pomp was not the only thing Stephen hated. “Darling,” | murmured in Shannon’ s ear, “your brother is
scowling e me again.”

Shannon glanced over his shoulder. “Nonsense. Stephen aways looks like that at soirées.”
“I made allowancesfor that. Trust me. He' s scowling.”

Shannon’samilelit hisentireface. “Y ou areincorrigible.”

“I'try,” | said, smiling back.

“Besdes, how do you know he's scowling at you? He might be scowling at Vicky.”

| did not look at Stephen and Shannon’ s sister, dancing with my former master, Makar Gennadion. “I
wouldn’t blame him for scowling at that. Do you think sheredly loveshim?’

“I wouldn’t even hazard aguess. Why?’
“No reason,” | lied.
“I know you don't like him, but she’ sagrown woman.”

“Of course sheis.” And if she could not or would not see Malkar for what he was, even the sacrifice of
my pride to the truth would not make her believe me. She did not like me. Moreover, she was adaughter
of the House of Teverius, ahouse notoriousfor its obstinacy. And in any event, whatever game Makar
was playing, | knew he wastoo clever to cause any harmto Victoria Teveria

Behind us, avoice said, “1 am surprised at you, Shannon.”

Shannon rolled his eyes a me before we turned. It was Robert of Hermione, Agnes Bellarmyn just
behind him. Robert was smirking. Agnes did not smirk—it was benesth her dignity—but | recognized the
exalted look on her face from more Curiameetingsthan | cared to count. The two of them meant trouble.

“Areyou, Robert?” Shannon said quellingly.

“l wouldn’t care to be seen in public with Felix Harrowgeate.”



Asif | weren't there. “Thefeding ismutud, | assureyou,” | said.
Agnessaid, “I’m surprised you aren’t ashamed to go out in decent company.”
“Oh, you know me, Agnes. | have no shame.”

Shannon said, “ Robert, | collect that you have some dander you wish to air regarding Felix. Would you,
for the love of &l the powers, just do it and go awvay?”’

“Butitisn't dander,” Robert said, with afineair of injured innocence. “It’ strue. Your lover wasa
common progtitute in Pharaohlight before Lord Makar found him.”

| saw Shannon blanch, but that was peripherd to the satisfaction on Robert’ sface. | said, “ Where did
you hear that?’

“Areyou denying that it' strue?” Robert’ sgrin had too many tegthinit.

“Oh, don’t be stupid,” Shannon said bravely. “Felix lived in Arabd until he was seventeen. Y ou know
that.”

“Well, Felix?" Robert said.

“Where did you hear it, you verminous weasdl ?’

“Then you don’t deny it?’

“I hardly think, Lord Felix,” Agnessaid, “that you arein apodition to be insulting your betters.”

“I hardly think, Lady Agnes,” | said, “that anything other than a sewage-eating rat could consider Robert
of Hermioneits‘better.” And if he'sgoing to spread rumors about me, | think | have the right to know
what hissourcesare.”

“But I'm not soreading arumor,” Robert said, lying, lying, through his hideous smile. “I’'m warning
Shannon.”

“I could stand you better,” | said, “if you were honest about your hatred. But the hypocrisy iswearing.
Y ou like Shannon no better than you like me.”

“I know my duty to the House of Teverius. And you haven't answered my question, Lord Felix. Do you
deny that you were a prostitute?’

“I deny your account of your motives. If your true concern were Shannon, or the House of Teverius, or
anything but petty malevolence, you would hardly have opened the discussion in apublic place.” | waved
ahand at the people around us, some of whom were staring, some of whom were not, but al of whom
wereligtening. “1 deny that you are anything but a carrion-eating jackd, a—"

“Lord Fdix.”
Stephen’svoice, like ablack rock. I spun around.

“I don't care,” he said, his deep-set gray eyes going from me to Robert to Shannon, “to have the wizards
of my court brawling like dockhandsin the Hall of the Chimeras. What isgoing on?’

There was adreadful silence, deep and cold, in which Robert failed to repeat hisclaim, Shannon failed to
cometo my defense, and | failed, abysmadly, to think of anything | could say. | was struggling to control



my temper, to resist the black urgeto say, Robert has discovered | used to be a whore. Stephen’ s gaze
made the circuit again, Robert to Shannon to me, and then remained on my face, waiting, patient as tone
and as hard.

Findly, | said, “Robert and | had adifference of opinion.”

“Indeed,” Stephen said. 1 know you don’t think highly of my brains, but you might give me more credit
than that.”

Robert, | realized, had no need to say anything. Stephen would not embarrass him without greater
provocation than he had yet been offered—the last, poisonous legacy of Emily Teveria, Stephen’s dead
wife, Robert’s dead sister. All Robert had to do was stand still and let Stephen drag it out of me.

| could not look at Shannon, afraid of what | would see on hisface. And the blackness was getting
worse, boiling around the edges of my thoughts. | took a deep breath and said, “Robert has
discovered—I don’'t know how and | wish you would ask him—that | was a—I thought for amoment |
wasn't going to be able to say it, that the word was going to stick in my throat like afishbone and choke
meto desth—"a... prostitute when | was fourteen.”

The silencewas merciless, and | could no longer count the number of people listening. Stephen’s
eyebrows rose dowly. “And that’ swhy you called him a carrion-eating jacka ? | think, Lord Felix, that
you need to control your... temper.”

Behind me, Robert hissed, too low for anyone but meto hear, “'Y ou should go back to Pharaohlight
where you belong.”

| could stand the humiliation no longer. Stephen was about to turn to Robert and ask for the details,
Robert, | knew, would tell him, lavishly. And the news would spread throughout the Mirador of the truth
beneath thelies| had built my life on, the degradation | thought | had escaped.

“My lord, | shal removemy... temper from your vicinity.” Stephen gave me an infinitesmal nod, not so
much permission as acknowledgment that he did not want to keep me. | bowed and left. Although |
listened, dll the way down the Hall of the Chimeras and out its massive bronze doors, Shannon neither
followed me nor tried to cal me back.

Mildmay

| met Ginevra Thomson in the ordinary way of business. Shewaslooking for acat burglar. | waslooking
for aclient. Meet at the Glorious Deed in Ramecrow, second hour of the night, 10 Pluvidse. Ain’'t where
I’d choose, but | said okay. The Gloriousistacky, but it isared bar, not like in Dragonteeth, where you
fed like you're stuck in the theater scenery for dl the dumming flashies and the demimondaine. And |
ain't good scenery for that kind of play.

| got there early. It' sahabit, like dways knowing how to find the back door of anywhere you walk into.
It don’t mean nothing in particular, just, you know, she could befronting for the Dogs, even though |
didn’t think shewas. No, Snceyou ask, it an’'t aniceway to live, but it sure bests the fuck out of dying.

The Gloriousis about the most fashionable bar in Ramecrow. It opensits doors at sundown, and halfway
through thefirst hour of the night it was dready too loud and too smoky, and it seemed like everybody in
there had abouit five elbows apiece. The bouncer gave methe hairy eyebal with mustard, but he let me

by.
After an ugly quarter hour, atable opened up dong thewall. | got there just before adumming flashie



who didn’'t have the sense to wash off his decagorgon-a-flask perfume before he came down to the city.
He thought he was going to argue about it—looked a my face and thought again—and by then the two
gals at the next table had agreed they wanted to movein on this one, and they got him to sit down with
them instead. When he wasn't looking, the taller one winked at me.

| sat down with my back to the wall and waited. Watched the crowd, looking for the gal who thought she
needed a cat burglar. | was hoping she had something good for me, because this was starting off to be
one shitty night.

Shewasatal girl in green taffeta, and she recognized me by the scar on my face. Good as afucking
carny barker. | watched her come through the crowd like she was dancing. She wasn't coy. Came
draight up to me and said, “Y ou're Dennis?’

| ain't, of course, but | don't go around using my real name dl the time neither. Too many peopleit
would make too fucking happy if they knew where Mildmay the Fox was hanging out. “Yeah,” | said.

She sat down. “My name' s Ginevra Thomson. | believe we have business together.”
“Y ou want to talk about it here?”

She looked around, puzzled, and | thought, Oh, powers, aflat. She said, “But | thought... | don’t know
anyonein Ramecrow.”

“Don’t mean they won't listen in, sweetheart. Come on.”

It wasn't raining, for achange, and after the inside of the Glorious, the air tasted practicdly clean. Miss
Thomson followed me okay, but she was frowning, and when we got about a block away, shesad, “I
don’t see how anybody could have eavesdropped on us. It's so loud inthere”

“| @n't taking chances. ‘ Less you want to get hauled off to the Kenndl, you better follow suit.”
“Oh,” shesaid, inatiny voice.

She came with me then, no more fuss, and it was only after we' d crossed from Ramecrow into
Pharaohlight that she said, “Where are we going?’

“Min-Teariss”

“What? Areyou mad?It'll be cramling with people.”

“Not the roof.”

“Oh. Isthat safe?’

“Safe enough.” | stopped and turned and looked at her. “Y ou don't got to come if you don’'t want.”
She thought about it for amoment, then her chin came up, and she said, “I’'m coming.”

“Okay,” | said and went on.

Min-Terris-of-Pharaohlight is the Pharaohlight district’ s biggest cathedrd. It ain’t a patch on the cathedra
of Phi-Kethetin in Spicewell, and it ain't got that big bronze dome that makes Ver-1stennd s the best
landmark in the Lower City. But for my money, it’ sthe prettiest cathedrd in Méusine, like one of them
fancy cakesthat the bakersin Breadoven do for flashie weddings and the Mayor’ s birthday and shit like
that. And theroof of Min-Terris s—they let tours go up there every Cinquiéme, but otherwiseit’sas



deserted as anybody could ask, and if you climb up one of the minarets, you can see people coming from
milesoff.

So that’ swhere | took Miss Thomson. We worked our way through the crowd in the
courtyard—whores and pickpockets and jugglers and candy sellersand dl the rest of them—and into the
cathedrd itsdf.

“Dennis” Miss Thomson said. “Where are we going?’
She sounded nervous, like she was thinking of bolting.

“It sokay,” | said. The stairsto the roof arein the corner of the foyer—I know that ain’t the right word,
but you know what | mean. They lock the door, but it ain't much of alock, and I’d jiggered it so many
timesthat | didn’'t even haveto think about it.

We climbed the stairs, up and around aspird so tight | was practicaly stepping on my own hedls, and
then up and around again through purely brilliant moonlight, up to the top of the minaret, where there
wasn't room for but two people, and anybody tried anything clever and you' d both be human custard on
the flagstones. Another reason | like Min-Terris's,

“Okay,” | sdid. “What'sthe dedl 7"

“Findly,” shesad with asniff. “I used to bethelover of Lord... of anobleman with ahousein Lighthill.
We, um, parted ways about a month ago.” She didn’t sound sorry. She looked up, caught mefull force
with her big blue eyes, and said, “I want my jewelry.”

“Hekept it?’

“yes”

“Bad manners”

“I'm sorry. Wha?’

| sadit again.

“Hewasapig,” shesaid. “And | want acouple other things, aclock and afigurine.”
“How much jewdry?’

“It' sablue velvet box, about so big—" Her hands shaped it inthe air.
“Okay. | can do that. Now, payment—"

“Y ou can take your commission out of what you recover.”

“You sure?’

“Ohyes. | wasworthit.”

| believed her. Tdl, stacked, with those big blue eyes—her flashie wouldn't have gotten to see how hard
her eyes were, or how smart. | wondered how many guys she had on her string.

She asked, “How long will it take you?’
| shrugged. “Maybe adecad.”



“A decad?
“What, you got adeadline?’
Shetilted her chin away from me, like shedidn’t givearat’ s ass. “ Of course not.”

“I could go after ‘em sooner, but | got other business...” Whichwasalie, but she didn’t need to know
thet.

She thought about it. “If | ask you to go tonight, what' s your price?’
“Four septas.”

“Four septas,” she sad, like she thought she hadn’t heard meright. “Y ou must think I’'m acretin. Sixteen
gorgons”

“Three septas and four.”
“Eighteen.”
“Lower’n three septas and you go get ‘em yoursdlf.”

For a second, she thought she was going to turn on her hed and march right back down al them stairs.
But shedidn’'t doiit. “Oh, dl right. Three septas. But you don’t get your commission ‘til I’ ve seen them.”
She gave me asmile asfake as the paste diamonds in her ears. “ Some of those pieces have sentimental
vaue”

“Uh-huh. Now. What can you tell me about the lay?’
“Thewhat?’

Kethe, spare mefrom flats. “ The layout, the deal. Where m | going and what' m | doing when | get
there?”

“Oh.” She opened her reticule—aladylike little job with some not half-bad crewelwork—and pulled out
afolded piece of paper. “I drew amap.”

“Eager if you tdl mewhose house I’ m &fter.”

“Oh!” The gasp was about asladylike as her reticule. “But | can’'t—"
“D’you think I'm not gonnaknow when | get there?”

“Youwon't...”

“Won't what?’

“I heard... things”

Well, you must’ ve heard something to have found mein thefirst place. “I don’t do nothing | ain't paid
for. So coughit up.”

“Oh, dl right. Lord Ellis Otanius”

“Thanks. And whereaboutsin the house?’



Her hand paused on the clasp of her reticule. “I did... | drew amap.”

All at oncel liked her. Shewas aflat, sure, and she was spoiled, for damn sure, but she’ d done her best
to think things through, and she was trying hard not to make the same mistake twice. Some days you got
to accept that’ s dl you can do, and it takes guts to admit that’ s the kind of day you're up againg.

“Hand it over,” | said, and she smiled and gave me the map.
Couldn’'t get no good look at it by moonlight, but | could tell she’' d drawn it big enough to read.

“It sawall safe,” shesaid. “And I’'m redly sorry, but | don’'t know the combination. | know that makesiit
harder...”

| shrugged that off. “ Anybody likely to be up?’

“Oh, they'redl off in S. Millefleur for the winter. They won't be back ‘til Ger—Endes, | mean.”
“Smart.”

“I try,” she said, and even by moonlight | could see the corners of her mouth tuck up in alittle smile.
“Okay. Meet tomorrow, sametime. Where?’

“Where do you suggest?’

And shewas afast learner. | said, “Worried about your virtue?’

“What?'

“If I hireusaroom, you gonnacome over al coy and tell me you can't be alone with me or something?’

“Oh.” Shelooked around. | had to agree, she was about as alone with me as she was going to get. “No,
| don’t think | mind that.”

“If you bring aknife,” | said carefully, “I won't get mad.”
“Thank you.” She met my eyes, and | liked her for that, too.

“Okay. Then we'll meet at the Spinning Goblin on Rue Celadon, Engmond’ s Tor. Y ou gonna be able to
find that okay?’

“I think s0.”
“It'sonthemaps.” There are dtreetsin the Lower City that ain't, but they ain’'t places |’ d take aflat.
“ThenI'll befine,” she said, her chin coming up.

“Good girl,” | said. | hadn’t meant to. It just got out, ‘ causeit’ s the sort of thing you say to somebody
you' re training when they do something right—or just show willing, the way Miss Thomson had done. |
expected to get my ears boxed for it—and | would' ve stood till and let her do it—but instead she gave
me another knockout smile.

All theway down the gtairs, following the rustle and swish of her dress, the smdll of her perfume, | was
saying to mysdlf, Watch it, Milly-Fox. Watch your stupid self. Don't get involved with the demimonde.
Y ou fucking well know better.



But | wasn't listening, and | knew it.
Felix

| stood on the battlements for an hour, my hands clenched around the edge or the parapet, barely feding
the cold. The stars shone heartlesdy against the vast indigo drape of the sky. Below me, the lights of the
Lower City were warmer, smaler—the sordid markers of the things that happened in Méusine after
dark. | did not look toward Pharaohlight.

| had hoped that | might replace the burning blacknessin my mind with the smple, remote darkness of
the night sky. Sometimes | could cam myself that way, but tonight the longer | stared at the sky, at its
untouchable beauty, the more | wanted to hurt someone.

When | opened my pocket watch and saw, by the light of the lantern | had brought up with me, thet it
was ten-thirty, | knew | could find avictim. I knew Shannon would have returned to our suite by now, no
meatter what he and Stephen had said to each other.

| stalked through the halls of the Mirador. The servants | encountered murmured, “Lord Wizard,” and
backed hagtily againgt the walls. They were tempting targets, but they wouldn’t give me any red
satisfaction, and | passed them by. | cameto our suite without meeting asingle other wizard, and even
through the blackness | knew that was for the best.

| dammed the door behind me.

Shannon turned. His blue eyes were as cold and distant asthe gars. “Isit true?’
“Of courseit’strue. You knew that as soon as Robert said it.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?’

“Why do you think, my lord?’

“Don't cal methet.”

“Then don't ask stupid questions.”

“It'snot astupid question! Why didn’t you tell me? Didn’t you think | had aright to know? Or didn’t you
trust me? Did you think it would change how | felt?”

“Clearly it has” | said. | crossed to the sideboard, splashed bourbon into a glass, swallowed smoke and
bitterness.

“Damnit, Fdlix, you lied to me!” His face was bleak, white as bone. “ Are you even from Caloxa?’
“I don’'t know. | might be.”

“Might be? And what else might you be? What else are you that | don’t know about? Who are you,
redly?”

“You know who | am.”

“How can 1?7 Y ou' ve been lying to mefor five years about your past. What else have you been lying
about? How do | know that any of it wasred?’

“Youthink...” I dammed my glass down and crossed the room to where he was standing against the



emerald-green drapes. “ Go ahead and say it. Cal meawhore. Say it!”
“Fdix, I—"

| hit him, an open-handed blow across his right cheek. He staggered back against thewall, his hand going
up to hisface.

“Isthat how they do it in Pharaohlight?’ He was panting, hisface blotchy, hiseyeslikefireandice.
“Doesthat sttle the argument? Or isit just supposed to make me shut up?’

| wanted to hit him again, harder, to backhand him and let my ringstear fierce gougesin his dabaster
skin. | wanted to hurt him, as | had been hurt. | wanted to show him *how they do it in Pharaohlight,” to
beat him bloody and drag him down on the floor and rape him. | wanted to show him what | had
protected him from, al thefive years that we had been lovers, the blackness, the rage that festered in me

like power.
| dammed back out of the suite instead, flung mysdlf out into the night-infested fortress to find awhore.

Once through the Mortisgate, where the guards eyed me sidelong but did not spesk, it did not take long.
The Arcane was hometo agreat many people of whom the Lord Protector did not admit avareness,
knowing that with awareness came the onus of responsibility: procurers and drug dedlers, prostitutes and
thieves. | had been down there many times before in my black moods, and | knew exactly whereto find
what | sought.

The procurer was aburly, swarthy, hirsute man with one eye; he and his prostitutes catered to tarquins,
the men and women who could only reach sexua release through another person’s pain. He was happy
to oblige me when | told him what | wanted. The boy he produced was fifteen or so—the age Shannon
had been when we first met—blond and blue-eyed, athough the hair was dyed and the boy rat-faced
and haf-gtarved. | assured the procurer that | would not kill the boy—*I can give you the name of aman
in Simgdeif that' swhat you're after, m’lord,” he said, scratching his chest, but | just smiled and shook
my head and paid him—and he waved usinto adingy box of aroom with afilthy mattress on thefloor.

The boy stood in the middle of the room, with neither fear nor lifein his eyes, and waited to discover
what | would do to him.

My hand rose, asif of its own valition, and then, dl a once, my howling rage burned itself out, so thet |
was |eft standing in an ashy bewilderment, unable to think, unableto move. | fdt filthy, bedimed, and the
worgt part was knowing that the cause of my contamination was mysdlf. | had paid aman for aboy’s
body, and | was about to... was 1?1 looked insde mysdlf, at the fury, the snarling monster, and | knew
that it wastrue.

| shut my eyes, putting one hand out to brace mysdf againgt thewall.

The blackness within me rose up, closing over my head like the black water of the Sim. | must be
damned, | thought, though | wasn't sure there was any god who would be willing to clam melong
enough to pronounce sentence. If no god would doit, | would willingly damn mysdlf, and if | knew one
thing in dl theworld, it was whereto find the man who would help me.

| left the boy standing where hewas, fled him asif he were my enemy, the undead specter of my
childhood, fled back into the Mirador to find my damnation.

Malkar' s suite was in the part of the Mirador called the FiaBarbarossa, till lavish with the tastes of



long-dead Ophidian kings. The walls were faced with white marble and hung with gold brocade. Statues
of ancient heroes stood in niches, watching me with painted eyes. | knew dl their names, dl their
histories, and their very indifference woke me, aarmed me, and | was caught frozen, able neither to walk
forward into Hell nor to turn and walk away.

| stood in that white and gold hall, the last approach to Makar’ s door, my hands clenching and my nails
digging into the skin of my pams, fighting mysdlf, so intent that | didn’t redlize anyone wasthere until a
voice purred in my ear, every word an obscure mockery, “Why, Fdix! Fancy seeing you here! What
a... pleasant surprise”

| turned. It was Mdkar, smiling ahorrible, complacent smile. He knew why | wasin hishdl. He had not

changed, in the six years since last we had.... had been intimate. His mahogany-dark hair was untouched
by gray, hisbroad, harsh-featured face still unwrinkled. Hislight brown eyes were clear and open and as
fdseasglass

“Comedong,” hesad, diding hisarm through mine with essy, poisonous familiarity and assailing me with
the scent of musk. “Let me help you.”

The damnation | sought had cometo find me. If | closed my eyes, | could see Shannon’ sface, the mark
of my hand on his cheek, the tears standing in his eyeslike diamonds. And | could see that poor,
hopel ess boy, waiting to be beaten, waiting to be raped, waiting to be hurt. | went with Makar.

He locked the door of his suite behind us and bade me sit down. | accepted the wineglass he offered,
knowing without needing to tasteit that the wine, a heavy southern red, was laced with phoenix. | had
been addicted to phoenix six years ago, just as | had been addicted to Malkar. | had beaten the
addiction and not taken phoenix since. | was horrified by how comforting the taste was. | had known
people, in Pharaohlight, who had insisted that phoenix was tasteless, but they werewrong. It tasted like
tears.

Thisiswhat you wanted, isn't it? avoice said mockingly in the back of my mind. I downed half the wine
inone gulp, shamefully aware of Makar Stting opposite and watching with his abominable amile.

He said something | didn’t catch, my pulse pounding in my ears; | said, “I beg your pardon?’

“I sadit’'sbeen along time, Felix.” He came to stand beside me. | took a nervous swallow of wineand
fdt hisfingersteasng themsdvesthrough my hair, flicking gently againgt theringsinmy ears. He had
aways had that habit; it was as comfortable and vile as the taste of phoenix. “ Six years.” | could hear the
gmilein hisvoice when he added, “ Almost a septad.”

Malkar was not from Méusine; he used the old-style reckoning only to taunt me, to remind me of the
monthsit had taken him to teach me to use weeks and years and decades instead of decads, indictions,
and septads, to remind me of the punishments he had inflicted when my tongue had dipped.

My hands were shaking. | put the glass down.

Makar crouched down beside the chair, one hand still cradling my skull, making it impossible for meto
turn my head. He knew—the only person in the Mirador who knew—how closeto blind my right eye
was. He knew how much | hated having anyone on my right, just as he knew how much | hated being
touched. “1 was beginning to think,” he said, “that I'd lost you for good.”

“ I ha/e,,ll t_n

“Haven't what, my dearest?”’



But the wordswouldn’t come. | couldn’t find them in the blackness and morass. Makar laughed, the
low, purring chucklethat | had once thought wonderful, and leaned over to kiss me, pressing his mouth
againg mine. Thefamiliarity of hismouth, of the Situation, wasitsdf erotic, agroove worn by the patterns
of the pagt; | could fed my body wanting to respond and fought it.

“Coy?’ Mdkar said, raising his head, though he did not loosen his grip on my hair. “Well, that will pass.”

| flinched back, though the movement hurt my scalp. His look was predatory, gloating. All the power in
thisroom was his, and he Knew it. “Malkar, please,” | said, hating the week, fearful breathlessness of my
ownvoice, “let mego. You know you don't redly want me—"

“On the contrary, my darling,” he said, using hisfree hand to caressthe side of my face. “1 know no such
thing.” Helowered hislipsto mine again, forcing histongue into my mouth. And my body was
responding, drugged on phoenix, drugged on the past, drugged on my own sdlf-hate. His smile curved
againg my mouth.

“No!” | gasped, bringing my hands up and pushing him away, afew strands of my hair torn freein his
fingers. “No!”

But he had moved around so that his bulk was blocking mein the chair, and he could see me shaking,
knew how thin and pathetic my defiance was. “Fdlix,” he said, catching my jaw with one hand, so that |
could not look away from him, “why are you fighting? Do you think it' s going to do you any good?’

We had played this scene again and again, in every possible variation. Makar knew how it ended; |
knew how it ended. | had known what | was doing to mysalf when | choseto cometo him. There were
no words | eft to me. | shook my head; Makar’ sfingersrelaxed to let medoit.

“Then why play the shrinking violet, dearest? We both know what you are.” His smile added, The whole
Mirador knows what you are. “Come dong.”

His hands, hisblunt, brutal, powerful hands, closed around my wrists, dragged me out of the chair. It was
getting harder to remember why | was frightened, why | was angry, why | wasn't doing what Makar told
me. That was what phoenix was good for; that was why procurers loved it. Probably the boy in the
Arcane had been flying on phoenix himsdif.

Madkar led meto his bedroom, hel ped me undress, hisfingerslingering on my back. | made a choked,
whimpering noise, but that was my last crumbling resstance. The phoenix was making everything blurred
and soft, like fog. It was dl right, the phoenix told me. There was nothing to be frightened of, no need for
concern. Let go, it said. Just let go.

| was aware of hands on my body, touching and teasing, aware of amouth pressing against mine, of the
scent of lavender oil everywhere around me. | felt softness against my chest and ssomach and legs; | felt
Makar' sweight pinning me down. “If you scream,” hesad inmy ear, “I will gag you.”

“Mdkar, please,” | said. | couldn’'t move, except to shut my eyes againgt the tearsin them.
“Don’'t bedlly, my darling,” he said and caressed my face.
And then, asthey said on the streets of the Lower City, the phoenix screamed.

| could not see, and | could barely hear, save for my own harsh breathing. But | could fedl. | could fed
Malkar' s handslike slk, running up and down my back, tracing the scars, the old palimpsest of pain. |
could fed hisbody againgt me, hisbulk, hisheat. | felt his hands dide under my hips, stroking, exciting,
fdt the tiffness of him againgt my thigh.



Pain, then, but not too much.

Pain and phoenix and arousal al woven together like atapestry. | was moaning, gasping; the only words
| could form were“Please, Makar, please, please,” and | didn’t know if | was begging him to stop or to
continue. Not that it would have made the dightest difference either way. Pain and phoenix and frenzied
arousdl, and when the scream findly tore free, though | fought it until | drew blood from my lower lip, it
was ascream of climax, of pain, of release, of loathing for what | was, for what Makar made me.

Hedrew away from me; | rolled over and lay gasping, spread-eagled on his bed, and fell into athin,
uneasy dream.

| am logt in an enormous maze, made of great carved stone blocks. | can't find the heart of the maze; |
can't find theway out. Maybe it has neither; maybeit islike the great serpent Y'rob, who has neither
beginning nor end.

It' sdark and cold, and the stone is wet beneath my hands. | can hear rats and other, bigger creaturesin
the darkness, and | know that if | stop moving, they will find me. I’ m hitterly cold, and my entire body
aches with exhaustion, but | have to keep moving. | daren’t stop. And | think | know—or maybe only
believe—that if | can find the heart of the maze, Shannon will be waiting there, and he won't hate me.

| keep moving, dthough there’ samost nolight. | fall and pick mysdf up, fal and pick mysdf up. | hurt,
and it sendlesdy dark, and the padding creatures are getting closer, and |—

Someone dapped me.
“Fdix!” Makar’ svoice.

| opened my eyes and saw Makar’ s dark, blurry shape looming over me. “ Get up, dut. | won't have
you inmy bed.”

| remembered him dancing with Vicky, the candldight making prisms of their intertwined hands.

| crawled to my feet, shaking with phoenix and fear and weskness. He shoved my clothesat me, and |
managed to put them on, more or less sraight. | was afraid that he would make me stay, but he seemed
to havelogt interest in me, merely watching like abored cat while | stumbled across his Stting room and
out into the hdl. 1 shut his door behind me and leaned againgt it, dmost sobbing with relief. | knew
Madkar; thiswasn't over, but at least, for now, he had let me go.

| started away from hisdoor. | didn’t know where | was going to go, only that | could not stay there, so
closeto Makar. | wastrying to think of someone | trusted, someone | could go to as | was, with my hair
hanging around melike alunatic’ s and my pupils contracted to pinpoints, someone who would let mein
and not ask questions and not spread gossip.

| couldn’t think of anyone. Friends, colleagues, former lovers—no one in the Mirador would accept me
now. | could not go to Shannon, not like this, not with Makar’ s reeking miasmadtill surrounding me.

| heard footsteps, coming toward me from around the next corner, and | knew, because thiswas the
Mirador, that it would be Shannon, Shannon with some adoring young nobleman, talking and laughing.
Or Shannon done, his eyes red with weeping. | dove into an unfamiliar side hal and fled.



And then my dream came back to me, or maybe the Mirador smply became strange. | waslost again.
The floors were cold beneath my feet, thewalls dick and hostile against my hands. | fdlt like aghogt, the
ghost of someone dead for centuries, condemned now to wander forever in darkness, among familiar
thingsturned strange and vague.

| remembered that | had been seeking damnation, and | knew that | had found it.
Mildmay
| waited for the septad-night before | started up to Lighthill.

The Otanius town house was one of them big houses from the Protectorate of Deborah that line up aong
Cherubim Street like they’ re getting ready to make some poor bastard run the gauntlet. I’ d had business
on Cherubim Street before.

| got there across the roofs. If you know what you' re doing, you can get dl the way from the Plaza

del’ Archimago to the Laundergs Guild in Lyonesse without ever once having to set foot on the ground.
And the cits never think to look up. People live on the roofs, too, them as have reason to. It'sagood
way to travel if you'releaving the Lower City and don’t want to run into the Dogs. Which, not being in
the mood for suicide, | didn't.

Fdix

Dizzily, as| try to find away through a series of roomsinterconnected like honeycombs, | remember
Shannon telling me that there are whol e sections of the Mirador that no one has been into since his
grandmother’ stime, some that aren’t even marked on the thick roll of maps Stephen kegpsin his study.
Maybe | have wandered into one such deserted wing, or maybe the Mirador has become a ghost.
Instead of me haunting it, maybe it is haunting me. Or maybe we are haunting each other, trappedin a
chain of mirrorsthat cannot be broken.

The thought scaresme, and | run fromiit.

Sometimes | think | am achild again, wandering the dark streets of the Lower City, looking for someone
to stedl from or someoneto sell mysdlf to. Sometimes| hear the roaring of the Fire behind me, and |
know | haveto keep moving; if | stop, the Firewill caich me, asit has dready caught Joline and Evaand
Jean-Croix and Keeper and Freddy and Sullaand...

| trip over something and fdl, hurting my hands. But | redlize that these rough stones are not the cobbles
of the Lower City, that | am not achild any longer, and | am dmost grateful for my stinging pams.

After amoment, | pick mysaf up and move on. | don’t want the Fire to catch me.
Mildmay

Kethe sthe patron saint—if heisasaint, which some folks take leave to doubt—of thieves and secrets
and things done at the septad-night. He' salso apractica joker, asdl the storieswill tell you, and so |
shouldn’t—I mean, redly—I shouldn’t have been surprised at what he had waiting for me three blocks
down from the Otanius town house.

Thejob itsalf had been apiece of cake. Let mysdlf in through the attic of the house on Cherubim Street,
found Miss Thomson’ s things. She’ d been worried about the safe, but she shouldn’t have been. The lock
was gorgeous, the work of Selenfer and Kidmarsh, who' d been the hot boysin locks back in the
Protectorate of Helen. | ain’t much of acracksman, not for the fancy stuff, but | could handlie an old
S-and-K combo. | was glad there was nobody standing behind me with their pocket watch, the way



Keeper used to, but it wasn’t no trouble. Blue velvet box, ugly gilded porcelain clock you couldn’t have
paid meto keep, and there was the figurine, alittle bronze dancer, up on pointe and so perfectly
balanced she looked dive. Kethe, she was gorgeous. | guessed her for a Tolmattin, and off the top of my
head | could think of two guysin the Lower City who'd commit cold-blooded murder to get their hands
on agenuine Tolmeattin and a double septad more who' d pay through the nose for it. Miss Thomson
hadn’t been kidding about the vaue of the commission.

And it had been easy, the kind of job aguy like me praysfor. Got mysalf back out of the house and
started home across the roofs like | owned the whole city.

There sonly four packs that run the rooftops. | was on pretty good terms with three of them, but the guy
who led the fourth wasn't going to be happy until he had my balls on hiswatch chain. So—you can seeit
coming, can't you?—there ain’t nobody | can meet, coming home across the Corandina s roof in the
dark, excepting only Rindleshin and a septad-worth of his pack. It' s the way things work.

We stared at each other, Rindleshin and me, like we couldn’t neither of us believe our luck. Then | took
off running like an dley cat. If Rindleshin caught me—waell, I might not be dead before the sun cleared the
city wals, but | surewould wish | was dead by then.

Rindleshin hated me because of something stupid—aknife fight, aimost a septad ago, where I’d made
him look redly fucking dumb. It'seasy to do if you' re good and the other guy only thinksheis. And |
was too young and too dumb mysalf to seethat it’ s better to leave the other guy someface. | thought |
was quite something back then, like | was another Charlett Redding and they were going to have my
hands plated with gold when | died.

Anyway, Rindleshin’s hatred of me was pure poison-green, and his pack hated meright along with him.
That’ swhat you got a pack leader for, | guess, to tell you what to think. | knew, the same ingtant |
bolted, that | had to make it to the Badgers territory. Rindleshin would follow meinto the streets, but he
wouldn’t follow me there. Badgers and Rindleshin’s pack were about haf an inch this side of war, and
Margot was afriend of mine. She'd render himinto lard if he took me down on her turf.

Rindleshin’s Pack ran mostly in Simside and Queensdock and amost never came up farther than
Engmond’ s Tor. Kethe only knowswhat they’ d been doing in Lighthill. They didn’t know the ground,
and | thought, running, to be glad for smal favors. On their turf they would' ve had mecoldina
septad-minute, tops.

They couldn’t catch me, but | couldn’t fucking ditch them, ether. | was lucky to get across the Corandina
ahead of them, and | just about killed mysdf vaulting down into the maze of tenement roofs. It bought me
alittletime, though, because you got to have training to do it that way, and not al of them did. They were
smart enough to know they didn’t want to split up.

| dragged in abreath, got my bearings againgt V er-lstenna’ s bronze dome, and then | put my head down
and ran. Ver-Istenna s marked the north side of the Badgers' territory. | could hear Rindleshin’s pack
yelling behind me, like | was cheating or something. | wanted to turn around and tell them to go fuck
themsdlves sdeways with abarge pole, but my lead wasn't long enough. | just ran, and they didn’t quite
caich me.

Up thefire escape on Lornless s swestshop like a madman, praying the rungs wouldn't break under me.
Rindleshin’s pack was shouting ideas about what they wanted to do with me. | ran full tilt across
Lornless sroof and didn’'t even stop at the edge. | just jumped, like asquirrel in Richard’ s Park, and
caught hold of one of Ver-lstennd s gargoyles, the onesthat watch dl thetime, in al directions, to tell her
where baanceisdipping out of true.



| glanced over my shoulder then. | couldn’t help it, because | was abig fat target, Soread out there with
my fingers digging into the gargoyl€ s neck like | wastrying to strangle it and about half afoot braced on
the cornice or awindow. Anybody in Rindleshin’s pack fancied themsdlf aknife-thrower, and my life
was going to get even nagtier than athree-and-a-half-story drop under me and agargoyle coveredin
pigeon shit.

The pack came to a screeching halt at the edge of Lornless sroof. Then they stood there and watched
me like owls. After amoment, Rindleshin shouted, “Y ou’ re going to bresk your fucking neck, Mildmay!”

“Don’t youwish,” | said between my teeth. But he wasn't telling the kids with him to break out their
throwing knives, 0| figured | was at least safe from that direction.

| took stock of my stuation, red quick-like. The gargoyle was steady—nobody cut corners when they
were doing stuff for Ver-Istenna. | edged my |eft foot alittle farther onto the cornice, then braced my
right foot againgt the wall and used the leverage to hook my right elbow over the gargoyle.

The fuckers on the roof gave me this snarky round of applause.

But | wasin abetter position, and it wasn't no big thing to go from leaning against the gargoyle to getting
onehipuponit. It didn't stick out quite far enough for anything super-fancy, but | could just reach, by
bracing my right foot as high up as| could get it and pushing sideways, a crevice in the frieze of eyesand
balancing scales, and once | had ahandhold up there, | could get my right foot on the gargoyle, and it
was plenty big enough to stand on.

And from there—well, I’'m acat burglar. And cathedrals are easy. There was a bad moment with the
overhang around the dome, but I’ d gotten into my rhythm by then and hooked my knee over before I’ d
redly even had timeto think, I'm fucked if this don’'t work.

And then | was standing on the walkway around V er-Istenna s dome. Her priests do tours, too, like
Min-Terris s. | turned around. Rindleshin and his pack were ill standing on Lornless sroof, staring up at
me round-eyed as owls.

| gave‘emthefinger, likel’d beenitching to do for, | don't know, agood half hour—ever sncethey
gave methat snarky applause for not turning mysdf into pété on the pavement. Then | walked
widdershins around Ver-Istenna s dome and started for Midwinter.

Fdix

Thefog burned away at last, and | knew where | was: atiny, circular antechamber off the Stoa Errata,
hung with the sand-colored velvet that had been in fashion when Shannon’ s grandmother had been Lady
Protector. My watch, miraculoudy till in my pocket, told methat it wasfive-thirty. | snapped it shut
without |etting myself read the inscription Shannon had had engraved on the insde of the case.

| didn’t want to think about Shannon.

| sat down on one of the spindly chairs. My hands were shaking. | was shaking, asif with cold. | knotted
my hands together, pressing them between my knees, and tried to work out what to do.

| remembered my revelation of the evening before, that there was no onein the Mirador | trusted. If
Thaddeus de Laage had been here, things might have been different, but Thaddeus wasin Aurdlias, had
been for five years, and even Thaddeus... no, | could not have gone to Thaddeus. There was too much
truth in the air around me. | was not sure | could look anyonein theface. | remembered Shannon saying,
Didn’'t you trust me?



| had trusted no one since Joline, and Joline had been dead for sixteen years.
“I cannot stay,” | said doud, and flinched at the sound of my own voice.

| got up again, beginning to pace, seeing myself caught between two impossihilities. For | could not Stay,
could not bear the thought of meeting Shannon again. Even worse was the thought of looking acrossthe
Hall of the Chimeras and seeing Makar smile at me. But | could not go, for wherewould | go to?1 tried
to imagine mysdlf, like Thaddeus, going to afaraway town to help the townsfolk, to teach the children, to
send the gifted ones back to the Mirador—L ord Gareth’ s gentle inspiration, after a century’ s worth of
thaumaturgie war, away to be sure that blood-magic and its vile offshoots were not being practiced. But
first | had to imagine mysdf asking Stephen to let me go, and that | could not do.

Andif | werejust to leave... with the tattoos on my hands and forearms, crimson and azure, emerad and
gold, gaudy, blazing, like afanfare of trumpets or acavalcade of banners, | could not hide what | was.
The guards at the city gates would not hinder my passage, but they would remember me, and they would
tell anyone who camerriding after me just when I” d passed the gates and which direction I’ d been going
when they lost Sight of me.

| wondered, with aconvulsive shiver, if | could hide in the Lower City, he Lower City had dwaysbeena
haven for gpostate wizards, heretics, dissdents of dl stripes. Would my tattoos make them leave me
aone, or would they turn them against me? 1 tried to remember what | had thought of wizards asa child,
before Malkar had found me, but al | could remember were thetimes I’ d had them as clients. I’ d asked
one about the tattoos, | remembered: Don't it hurt, having that done? And he' d laughed and said,
Everything worthwhile hurts. Surely you know that.

But the thought of the Lower City gave methe answer. The Arcane. | went down there often enough; if
the denizens were not used to me per se, they did not look on me as anything peculiar. They might give
me space. And the court wouldn’t know to look for mein the Arcane. The court barely knew the Arcane
exiged.

| dmost bolted out of that antechamber, despairingly glad to have adirection, apurpose. | redized only
then, as| crossed from the straw-colored carpet to the smooth parquet of the Stoa Errata, that my feet
were bare. | must have left my stockings and bootsin Makar’ s suite, and of courseit would have
amused him to let me do so, to let mewalk out with my feet bare, my hair unbraided. | ran a panicky
glance over my person, but the only other thing missing was my gold wizard' s sash, and | wouldn't need
that where |l was going.

“I can buy shoes,” | muttered to mysdlf. “1 can buy shoesin the Arcane” And then | gave asort of
strangled howl and plunged my handsinto my pockets. No money, of course. I’ d used the last of it the
night before, buying... | flinched away from completing that thought.

But my fingers found my watch, the watch that Shannon had given to me for my birthday last yeer. |
didn’t know when my birthday was, of course, but Shannon had asked and | had made up an answer,
and | could till remember the delight on hisface when | opened the box he gave me. My hand clenched
around the watch'’ s cool, hard smoothness, and | thought, it’s perfectly possible to redeem thingsfrom a
pawnbroker. Once I’m making money again, | can get it back. | did not ask mysdlf how | wasgoing to
make money in the Arcane, but there were dwaysways. My childhood had taught me that.

| descended through the levels of the Mirador as quickly as| could, avoiding the legions of servantswho
were preparing the fortress and the court to face another day. | had avague, uneasy fedling, too
gossamer-thin even to be called ahunch, that | had only alimited amount of time, asif | were caughtin
one of thefairy talesthat Belindahad liked to tell. This muddled, superdtitiousingtinct told methat if | was



not out of the Mirador by dawn, | would find al its gates locked against me, and | would be trapped. |
wasall but running by thetime | reached the Rose Arbor, aready mentaly tracing my course through the
Warren to the Mortisgate, where the guards would be coming off duty, and even if they noticed me,
would not be curious.

Once again | was unaware of Makar until he spoke.

“Fdix!” he said, one hand, as powerful asalion’s paw, catching my arm before | could get by him. |
could tell from hisexpresson that he had decided to ignore the events of the night, ignore themin hisown
peculiar way that meant | would never be alowed to forget them.

“Makar,” | said; | could hear the strain and fear in my voice and hated mysdlf for giving him the
satisfaction. “ Guh-good morning.”

“Indead it is,” he said with an expansive smile. | recognized the smile; it was the one he wore dmost
constantly around Stephen and Vicky. | wondered distractedly if either of them ever saw in it the fanged
snarl that | saw. “Where are you off toin such ahurry?’

| froze, and no plausible lie came to mind.

“Nowhere?” hesaid. “That' swhat | thought.” His paw tightened, and he turned me around with him.
“Someone who didn’t know better might imagine that you were planning to skip court.”

| made afaint, inarticulate noise, but he took no notice. “I"m surprised a you, Felix. Y ou left your sashin
my room, and you need to bathe and change.” He gave me asideong, glittering smile that made me fedl
like arabbit who sees the shadow of an owl. “We certainly don’t want to be late.”

((Wel?’

He couldn’'t have heard me; it wasn’t even awhisper. But he knew, and he was gloating. “ Absolutely.
You don't think I'd desert my protégé just when he needs me, do you, Felix?’

“No,” | said, and as he pulled me past the Harriers' Gate, | saw the sun rising over the walls of the city.
Mildmay

| made it back to Midwinter about the second hour of the morning. Scabious was on the front stoop,
pretending like he wasn't waiting for me.

“Morning, Scabious,” | said.

“Hi, Gilrol.” He shuffled hisfeet and said, “ Y ou' re home early. Late, | mean.”
“Yesh”

“Um. Iseverything okay?’

“Sure”

“Wereyou out dl night?” Hiseyeswerewide.

“Yeah.” Hewould' ve been thrilled to death if I'd told him even aquarter of what I’d been up to. | said,
“1 got to get some deep. Later, okay?’

“Sure! | mean, you know... deep well, Gilroi.” Hewent red asabrick.



“Thanks, Scabious.”
| went inside. Scabious s mother was waiting for me, armsfolded, at the foot of the sairs.
“Rent ain't duefor ahdf decad,” | said.

She looked me up and down, making me redlize that the knee was out of my right trouser leg and the
front of my shirt was covered with muck. And | was out without a coat. But Mrs. Pickering never had
thought | was a gentleman. “What nonsense are you filling my boy’ s heed with now?’

| was too tired even to be pissed off. “Mrs. Pickering, |—"

“l know. Pure asrainwater, you are. Never broken the law in your life.”

“Whatever | done, | ain’'t gonna hurt Scabious.”

“Not if you know what'sgood for you,” she said and finally quit blocking the damn Sairs.
“Yeah,” | said and dragged myself up to my room to get some deep.

Felix

Wewaited in Makar' s preferred antechamber, the Crimson, for court to convene. It had been six years
since | had been in the Crimson Antechamber, and | had forgotten how much | hated it, hated that
particular crowd of hungry, ambitious wizards who cultivated Makar like fanatical gardenerswith a
hothouse flower. And Malkar smiled and |et them. They had dl hated me, and there was sometiny, mean
part of me, the part that was still awhore, that enjoyed the looks on their faces when | followed Makar
into the room: those huge, horrified eyes, those hasty, fake smiles—for of course | had hated them, too,
insane with jealousy that Makar might decide he wanted one of them instead of me.

A pinch-faced spidery little man, whose name | could not remember, said, “Lord Makar, isit true? Ishe
redly...”

The water torture would have been nothing compared to the silence that followed his question; | could
fed Makar wondering if it would be amusing to force me to answer. But thistime the knowledge that he
could have done so was enough. He said, “From Pharaohlight? Y es, of course.”

“But you never... Why?’

“Because he asked menot to,” Makar said, shrugging, and | cringed at the warm generosity in hisvoice.
The Mirador knew how vain | was; they would not judge Makar’ s explanation implausible or incomplete
inthedightest.

No one had an answer to that. | could fed Makar’s malicious enjoyment. | locked my throat against the
keening noise building in my chest, looked carefully, neutraly, at an empty chair, and waited.

The doorsto the Hall of the Chimeras cried their opening like brazen lions. “Come, Felix,” Makar said,
and the entire Crimson Antechamber was asilent seethe of hatred as| followed him out. Asfar asthey
were concerned, thelast Six years might not have happened at dl.

The atmosphere in the Hall of the Chimeras was scarcely any better. The scandal had spread like plague;
| could fedl the word whore following me down the hdl. My eyeswent automaticdly to Lord Michad’s
Chair. Stephen dumped there, bearlike as aways, with Vicky standing beside him. | could see Robert’s
blandly good-looking face just behind her. | looked to Stephen’s other side before | could stop myself.



Shannon had covered the bruise on his cheek with court maquillage, but | knew it wasthere. Only the
rituas of the Mirador, ingrained by years of repetition, kept me upright and moving, and my face was
surdly as stark white asthe shirt Makar had given me.

Shannon did not look at me, and the cursory glance Stephen gave me said that Shannon had not told his
brother about the evening farce’ s second act. Vicky was harder to read, but | thought the pin-scratch
frown between her eyebrows was for Makar—and the very fact that | couldn’t be sure suggested that
shedidn’t know what | had done, either.

Like aclockwork dog on ashort leash, | followed Makar to hisfavorite place, beside the bust of a
haggard, vulpine king. | wanted to break away, to go back to my habitua place on the opposite side of
the hdl, where Sherbourne and Vidawere standing, their hurt and concern plain on their faces; | wanted
to scream out the truth about Malkar, about myself. But Makar had defeated me, and | could only stand
beside him, my eyesfixed on the mosaic chimera stail benesth my feet, and try to outwait my pain.

| heard very little of what happened in court that morning, my mind in some dark, faraway desolation of
stone and water. Voices eddied and swirled around me without penetrating. | didn’t need to know;
Malkar wouldn't et me care.

Eventudly, | redlized that the boots and skirt hems around me were moving. | looked up and saw that
Stephen had risen, dismissing the court; he was leading Vicky and Shannon, with Robert in solicitous,
inevitable attendance, through the family’ s persond door behind the Virtu' s plinth. | followed Makar
toward the bronze doors at the other end of the hall.

Hafway there, ahand caught at my deeve. | turned, aware of Makar nearby, and saw Sherbourne,
scared but determined; Vidawas making her way toward us through the crowd.

“Fdix,” hesad, “what’s going on? Are the things they’ re saying about you true? What are you doing
with him?’

“I hardly think that’s any concern of yours,” | said in ahard, flippant tone—the tone | used on Shannon's
multitudinous admirers—as my heart toreitself into shreds. | knew what | had to say to make
Sherbourne leave me done. “But if you want the truth”—and | smiled a him, addiberately brilliant,
horrible, mocking smile—*you bore me, darling.”

Sherbourne' s crush on me had been an open secret for ayear and ahalf. | had never breathed aword
about it, never indicated by so much asaglancethat | was aware of hisfedings. | couldn’'t have chosen
anything cruder to do if I’d had aweek to plan in advance.

But it worked, and by working it would protect him from Makar’ s poison. Sherbourne jerked back asiif
| had dapped him; as Vidacame up to us, | could see the storm clouds dready gathering in her face. But
Malkar, adroit as always at heading off potential aggravations, interrupted.

“Come, Fdlix,” he said. “We have much to accomplish.” And he pulled me away.
| followed him like a child going obediently to be punished.
Mildmay

That afternoon, out of pure, cussed curiosity, | used my lock picksto take alook insde Miss Thomson's
jewery box.

It was anice collection of stuff, and somebody’ d picked it pretty careful with her in mind. Either Lord
Ellis Otanius had taste, or he knew somebody who did. Lots of blue stones, sapphire and lapis lazuli, set



inringsand earrings. Strings of pearls, varying quaity. Some nice amber. And a choker necklace of
cabochon rubiesthat could have fed dl Lyonesse for adecad and a half.

| picked them up. They werered. They were old. | could take a guess at how much they were worth,
and it made my mouth go dry. | was willing to bet that these were what Miss Thomson particularly
wanted. The rest of it wasjust window dressing. And | wondered—I couldn’t help wondering—what
they were doing in abox of her jewery when you' d have to be blind not to seethey flat didn’t suit her.
And then | thought, He gives ‘em to each ga in turn. Every time he takes anew lover, out comethe
rubies. | was glad Miss Thomson had taken them away from him, no matter what she wanted them for.

Fdix

Madkar gave me some more of his phoenix-laced wine as soon as he had locked the door of his suite
behind us. He thoughtfully left the decanter within reach, and | spent the afternoon lost in phoenix’ s soft,
obscuring fog. It was better than thinking about the stricken look on Sherbourne' s face, the contempt and
anger in Vidd seyes, the bruise | knew was underneath Shannon’ s maquillage.

| longed for the oblivion that excessve consumption of phoenix would bring, the fugue state in which the
consciousness could release itsdlf, leaving the body to do asit wastold, leaving no memories, no shame,
no fear. But, ironicaly, | wastoo frightened of Makar for that surrender; | could not bear to leave him
where | could not watch him. 1t would be too much like turning one’ s back on astarving, sadistic lion.

Heleft me donefor hours; | was grateful. Even through the cloud of phoenix, every musclein my body
knotted when hefindly came back and dragged me out of the chair.

“You'reawake,” he said; he sounded disappointed.

| couldn’t answer him, numbed and fogged with phoenix as| was.

He snorted. “Well, at least it means| don’t have to carry you. Come on, then.”

“Wh...” | licked my lips, tried again. “Where?’

“We have work to do, dearest.” He put his hand under my elbow and started toward the door.

It was hdf formula, haf code, and | had not forgotten what it meant, no matter how much | wished |
could have. “What are you going to do?’

“An experiment,” Makar said, with hiswide, ferd amile.

| made a noise—a moan, awhimper, the sob of asmall anima caught by the predator it most fears—but
had neither the courage nor the strength to pull away.

“Redly, darling, pull yoursdlf together.” Contempt in hisvoice, contempt in hisface. “Don’t make an
exhibition of yoursdf inthe hdls”

“Yes Makar,” | said, by reflex done.
He opened the door and led me out into the Mirador.
Mildmay

The Spinning Goblin is about halfway between a hotel and awhorehouse. The guy at the desk don't ask
what you want the room for, but if you come in too often, he starts wanting acut of your action. | didn’t
go there much—not enough for hisfingersto get itchy. But the roomswere clean, and | like people who



don't ask questions.

| waited for Miss Thomson outside. Stood in a tenement doorway and watched the traffic on Rue
Celadon. The Engmond’s Tor Chegps mostly shut down at sunset, *least for the perishables, so theroad
was full of wagons, the drivers keeping to their same dow amble no matter what the hansom and fiacre
drivers shouted at them. Y ou want areal feud, just ook at the state of affairs between the Wagoners
Guild and the Handsome Men.

| saw Miss Thomson coming just asthe bells started ringing the second hour of the night. The dressshe
was wearing was nothing like the green number she' d worn yesterday. It was adull, smoky blue, with the
high neck and thelittle fichu, like bourgeoises wear. When she got closer, | saw she'd pinned her hairina
big coil on the back of her head, so her neck looked long, like aswan’s. She was wearing pearlsin her
ears, boring little things as gented asthat fichu, and she looked like she belonged in an old story, the sort
of gal that heroes rescue from dragons and shit like that.

| stepped out of the doorway as she passed, and said, “What' swith the dress?’

“Oh!” She jumped alittle, and her cheeks colored. “Dennis. I... | work in ashop on the Road of
Carndian. | didn't have timeto change.”

“What kind of shop?’
“Oh, you know. Perfume and maquillage and lingerie—ladies’ goods.”

She had long-fingered, ddlicate, lily-white hands. | could imagine them among the silks and the cut-glass
bottles.

“It'sboring,” shesaid, “but it paystherent.”

“Yeah.” We were at the door of the Spinning Goblin, and | said, “Let the clerk think whatever he wants.
Okay?’

Her blush got redder. She wasn't real demimondaine, just abourgeoise trying hard to makeit. “ All right,”
shesaid, and | thought again that she had guts. She wasn't flinching from what she’ d Sarted.

Wewent in. | gave the clerk a haf-gorgon. That got usaroom for an hour. He pushed akey acrossthe
dek. “Room six.”

| jerked my head a Miss Thomson, and we climbed the tairs. Two flights up and down &t the end of the
hall, there was Room 6. | unlocked the door, waved her in like a gent, locked the door behind us.

Miss Thomson looked around, at the bed, at the table and two chairs, at the fashion plate somebody’d
cut out and pinned to the wall two septads ago. | saw the way her hands tightened on her reticule, and |
knew what she was thinking.

“lan'tgonng” | said.
She jumped again, and blushed, and lied, “I didn’t think you were.”
If sheredly hadn’t thought so, she would have said, Going to do what ?

| shrugged out of my topcoat, the one | didn’t hock unless| wasredly ahaf-centimethissde of starving.
It had been tailored careful, so you could carry afar amount of stuff under it and it would till hang al
right. I’d balanced the dancer on one side with the clock and the box on the other. | put them on the



table.

Miss Thomson gave alittle squeak of excitement and brushed past me—I fdt the soft weight of her dress
and breathed in her perfume. She touched the clock and the dancer—just little pats, like she had to
proveto hersdlf they were really there—and then pressed her hands down on the box. That wasn’t only
greed, and | wondered just how nasty Ellis Otanius had been.

| said, “Isthe dancer Tolmattin?”’

Her laugh was haf agasp. “Oh, yes. EI—Lord Ellis s mother wrested it from her older Sister at their
father’ sfunerd. It isthefamily’ sgreat Pride”

“Nice people. You got akey for that box?’
“Oh! | didn’t even think—"

“Hang on.” | had my lock picksin my inside waistcoat pocket, where nobody was going to find ‘em
unlessthey were specialy looking for trouble. | got them out and forced thelock again. | didn’t fuck up
infront of Miss Thomson, ether, and it didn’t take but a second longer than anorma key would have.

| glanced up into anarrow-eyed look of interest. “Isthat a particularly easy lock?” she said.
“ ‘Bout average for jewelry boxes.”

“Could you tea—I mean, could one learn to do that?’

“I guess. Itain't dl that hard.”

“It looks like auseful skill.”

She reached to open the box. Our hands touched for a second, and then | backed up out of the way. |
won my bet with mysdlf. Thefirst thing she went for was the rubies.

| said, “Know agood fence?’
“And what makesyou think | won't wear them mysdf?’
“Ain’'t your color.”

“True” shesad, with acutelittle grimace that it looked like she' d practiced. It wasthe sort of face to get
aguy to kiss her on thetip of her upturned nose and give her anything she wanted. “ Actudly, | have a
buyer. They’ re supposed to be off Corundum Gate.”

“Oh pull the other onel” | said, and she laughed.

“No, | promise. Is provenance the right word?’

“Yeah. If you mean where they came from and everything.”

“Wadll, I've heard their provenance. Threetimes. It might even betrue.”

“Y eah, and dogs got wings.” | meant to leave it there—she wasn't none of my business once | had my
cut—but | couldn’t help asking, “Y our buyer got aname?’

Shelooked at me sdelong, her eyebrows raised. “Do you have a better price?’



“Don’'t | wish. Some people waving gorgons around for bits of Corundum Gete... well, let’ s say they
an't safe” Andfire shot and plague' sabad time. Caling Vey Coruscant “not safe’ was like saying
arsenic would give you astomachache.

“I know that. I’'m not stupid.”
“Y eah, but do you know why?’
“What are you talking about?’

“Look, dammit, there’ s people out there might be planning to buy you right ong with them fucking
stones!”

“I didn’t understand aword of that,” she said, and | took a quick chokehold on my temper before |
boxed her ears. She'd said it on purpose to be nasty—and, yeah, | had got going too fast—but that was
only because she didn’t yet know what she' d walked into.

“Look. It ain't none of my business. But if your buyer isVey Coruscant—or Desirée Vaumond or
Christine Cooper, ‘ cause she uses those names, too—you could be in deep trouble.”

Her eyeswent wide. “How... how did you know?’

“I didn’t. It swhat you cdl an educated guess.”

“Who's...” Shelicked her lips. “Who's Vey Coruscant?’

“Dassament boss. Bloodwitch. Y ou do know about bloodwitches, don’t you?’
She shook her head. But she was listening now, not mad.

“It' snasty shit. Peoplethat get tangled up in it mostly don’'t come out the other side dive—or in one
piece”

Shethought that over. “I don’t suppose | can cdl it off.”

“Nope.”

“Can| hireyou agan?’

| had my mouth open to say, Fuck, no, when she said, “Double your cut.”
“What d’'you want meto do?’

“Just comewith me.”

“Bodyguarding an't my thing.”

She gave me alook. And behind those raised eyebrows, saying as how | looked nasty enough for her
purposes, | could see that she was scared. But she wasn't going to beg, and | admired her for that.

“Okay, fine. What' sthe lay?”’
“We, um, we' re meseting at nine 0’ clock tomorrow night in Adrian’s Park.”

Of course they were. And that told mewhat Vey Coruscant really wanted. Gems from Corundum Gate,
that had belonged to Sharon Thestonaria, were supposed to be extra good for blood-magic. “Y ou ever



beenin Adrian’s Park?’

“No. Why?'

“Y ou know about it, right?”

“About what? It' sapark, like Richard’s, isn't it?’

Powers and saints, if shewas any flatter, they’ d be using her to pave theroads. “No. It'sacemetery.”
Adrian’s Park was a cemetery the same way Vey Coruscant wasn't safe, but | didn’t think Miss
Thomson would believe me about that until she'd seenit for hersdlf.

“Areyou saying you won't go?’ Shewouldn’'t et me see shewas scared, soit wasdl prickleand a
mulishtilt of the chin.

“No, | ain't saying that.” Though Kethe knows | should' ve been. “WEe re gonna have to be careful. Who
d'you follow?’

“Phi-Kethetin.”

“Good.”

“Why?

“He don't like blood-witches.”

“Okay, but, Dennis, | don’t think he' s particularly interested in me.”

Shewasin over her head and knew it, but she was brave enough to try ajoke. The ga had guts. “Don’t
matter,” | said. “Y ou're consecrated, right?’

“Of coursel am.” She even sounded alittle offended, like I’ d asked whether she bathed regularly.
“Then we re okay. Get one of them little sun necklaces—’

“Likethis, you mean?’ She pulled along chain up over her collar. It was asfine as spider silk, and
hanging on it was Phi-K ethetin’ s sun, the circle with the five spiky rays. The circle and thetips of therays
were set with tiny diamond chips. That had set somebody back, and not to a gorgon and change, neither.

| had my mouth open to ask why she hadn’t been wearing it last night when | redlized the answer. Hat
she might be, but not stupid. Y ou don’t go meet athief wearing your good jewdry. | started wondering
what it meant that she’' d worn it tonight and stopped mysdlf inahurry. | said, “Good. You'll give her a
bad moment with that.”

Shewasfrowning. “How do you know al this?’

“Don’'t matter. You'll wear it?’

“If it will makeyou fed better.”

“Yeah. And don't let her touch you if you can help it. Can you use aknife?’

Her hand moved toward her reticule again. But she stopped it and, blushing, said, “Not for fighting.”

“Itan’'t that hard. Point the sharp end at the other guy.”



“Very funny,” she said, but her mouth twitched alittle.
“Other’ nthat... where d' you want to meet?’
“Oh. Min-Terris s. Isthat dl right?’

“Sure” Min-Terris s courtyard is dways crowded, and one more ga meeting one more guy—nobody’s
going to give afuck. “How quick can you get there?’

“We close at sundown, and | can take a hansom. Give me haf an hour?’
“Okay. Wewant to be early ‘ stead of late.”
“| understand.”

Looking at her, | thought maybe she did, and that was the best news I’ d had since my stupid mouth had
agreed to go with her to meet Vey Coruscant, the woman folksin the Lower City, when they had to talk
about her at al, called Queen Blood.

Fdix

We met no onein the halls—the one time when | was begging the Mirador to send me avile coincidence,
none came. Makar moved without hindrance down through the snarl of half staircases and spiraling,
danted rooms called the Nauitilus, debouching in an old, old servants passageway in the heart of the
Warren. Perforce, | moved with him. Thefog of phoenix around me madeit difficult to remember from
one moment to the next what was happening, where we were going, why | should not go there. It made it
even more difficult to remember that | was twenty-six instead of twenty, that Makar was no longer my
madter.

A second’ sunwelcome clarity: Makar had never quit being my master. He had just let merunon a
remarkably long leash.

“Could you have called me back anytime you wanted?’ | said, as we turned into along halway, pouring
with soot and cobwebs and the ominous, intringc darkness of its stones.

“Of course | could, my dear. But | didn’t call you back. Y ou came to me of your own accord.”

| opened my mouth to protest, saw Malkar’ s eyebrows raised in polite disbelief, and |ooked away, the
wordswithering on my tongue.

“Y ou can’t deny what you are.” He sounded amused. “ And you' re useful, my dearest, but about as
stable and resolute as an aspic. Can you deny it?’

“No, Makar,” | said, thinking of the boy in the Arcane.
“At least you are honest... for awhore.”

| couldn’t help the way my muscles tensed with revulson—for him, for mysaf—and he roared with
laughter. “What, dearet, no devadtating riposte? Can thistruly be Lord Felix Harrowgate, whose deadly
wit istheterror of the court?’

No, | thought. No, that was someone else. That was someone who wasn't afraid of Malkar. But | was
asterrified as| had been in Arabdl, so terrified that | could not even answer him. That pleased
him—Makar was aways annoyed by defiance—and he forbore to taunt me further.



We camein silence to the door, his door—ironbound, worm-esten, it looked no different than any of the
doorsaong that hall. But | knew what lay behind it. He unlocked it and, with abrupt violence, shoved me

through.

| amost kept from faling, ending up on one knee, with my left hand braced against the floor. Behind me,
Malkar locked the door again, caling witchlights as he did. The phoenix waslifting, faster and faster, as|
looked around, seeing the familiar threadbare hangings, the familiar ugly braziers, the familiar red mosaic
pentagram. .. the completely unfamiliar shackles anchored to four of the pentagram’ sfive corners.

After asecond, the implications sank in, and | made a noise that was too thin, too parayzed to be a
scream.

“Noneof that,” Makar said. He dragged me upright again. “Redlly, Fdix, why couldn’t you have drunk
yoursdlf into astupor and saved us both the bother?’

| was gtaring a him, both hands pressed against my mouth, thinking in an idiot babble, The door is
locked, | can’t get out, the door islocked, | can't get out. Only Malkar could open that door from the
insde; I'd helped him cast the spellsthat ensured it.

“Never mind,” he said, with alittle, impatient Sgh. “ A compulsion will work just aswell.”
“But you can't...” | said, my voice barely more than a squesk.

Helaughed. “I’m not a Cabaine, remember?| can do anything | damn well please. If | had moretime,
I’d reinvoke the obligation de sang—and then you’ d tell me how you'’ d broken it, wouldn't you,
dearest?>—but thiswill do for now.”

Malkar’s compulsion cracked across my mind like awhip. | knew waysto avert compulsions, bresk
compulsons—most of them, Malkar had taught me himself—but even as| tried to cast them, he swatted
them sde. “Don’'t be slly, darling. Y ou’ ve never been able to beat me. Y ou never will. Now take your
clothes off. And hurry. | haveto get this done before midnight.”

| did as he said, shivering with cold and fear and the pain of my futile struggle againgt his spell. When |
was naked, he scooped my clothes up negligently and tossed them aside. “ And one other precaution,” he
said, “for | will need al my concentration, and | know how... loud you can he.” | forced mysdlf to look
a him; hewas amiling. He produced two lengths of silk from his pocket.

If you scream, | will gag you.
“No, Malkar, please, | won't—"

“Shut up, Fdix,” he said and gagged me. Then heleft methere, like amarionette, while he made his
preparations. lighting the braziers, changing into awhite, open-fronted silk robe that confirmed my fears
about what he intended, for he wore nothing beneath it.

And dl thewhile, as| stood there shivering, | was fighting the compulsion, searching for cracksand
leverage, teling myself over and over again that my magic was stronger than his, that | could beet his
spell. And the spells of the Virtu were on my side. | knew that, that the Virtu' s defenses extended to a
ward againgt compulsions—although Malkar seemed to have walked past that ward asif it weren't
there—that somewhere that strength was waiting, too.

But | could not find it. At first | thought | had to belooking past it; I'd grown so used to the Virtu’' s spells
and wards and power over the past Six yearsthat | frequently forgot about them for days on end. But the
harder | looked, the more the ward wasn't there.



What has Makar done to me?

Panic closing my throat, | struggled, wedging my power into the places where Makar’ s compulsion was
weakest. Ashe'd said, hewasin ahurry, and it showed in his casting. And no compulsion could ever
hold for long against a determined wizard. When he turned to me and said, “Liedown,” | was ableto
keep standing, dthough the effort had me panting, maost choking for bresth around his gag.

“Liedown!” He knocked me sprawling, facedown in the pentagram. | rolled back to my feet and lurched
away from him. | had onething | could try on the door, if | could just reachit.

“You little bitch!” One paw caught my shoulder, spinning me around; the other knocked my head against
thewall, but the only star | saw wasthe onein the floor. He knotted his hand in my hair and dragged me
to the pentagram, dragged me down to the floor. He leaned his knee between my shoulder blades and
forced first one arm and then the other out straight, to where he could snap his shackles closed around
my wrigts. | could fed the pull againgt my joints—even worse when he had done the sameto my
ankles—and since | was one of the tallest men in the Mirador, that meant both that Malkar had
designed these shackles expresdy for me and that he had meant them to be uncomfortable. The latter
was no surprise; theformer...

“Now,” hesaid, agrowl in my ear that made my skin crawl, “be ill!”
Asif | had achoice.

He began hisritua standing over me. The spell he was casting seemed to be a bastard compilation of
Cabdine ideas and blood-magic and even some things from the Bastion. But he had taught me, and |
probably understood the way his mind worked better than anyone e sein theworld. | was able, not to
follow what he was doing, exactly, but to get the gist of it, asif | wereliseningto aplay inaforeign
language, alanguage with which | was familiar, but not fluent. Long before Makar touched me, | had
gone cold with horror down to the marrow of my bones.

To beawizard of the Mirador implied a certain understanding of how magic worked and how it wasto
be used, different from the understandings of the Eusebians in the Bastion or the other schools of magic
that flourished in NorvenaMagna and Ervenzia and faraway Corambis. Cabaline magic worked with the
materia world, channdling power through materia objects, such asthe ringsthat every Cabaine wizard
wore, or the Virtu itsdf. And, of course, Cabaline dogma said that the worst possible thing awizard
could do was to touch a person with their magic in any way. Even benevolent magics such ashealing
were anathemato the Mirador, and old | asephinus Pompey had only taught me how to ward dreams
after making me swear avariety of bloodcurdling oaths that | would not betray the source of my
knowledge to any other wizard.

What Makar was doing—and | wanted to shriek and giggle and weep, al a once—was creating a spell
that would alow him to use mein the same way that Cabaine wizards used their rings. It was a brilliantly
evil parody of Cabdine magic; evenif I'd had dl my wits about me, even if | hadn't till been
mind-numbed by phoenix, | didn’t think | would even have been ableto find aplaceto Sart a
counterspell. No wonder, though, that he' d gagged me; no wonder that he' d chained meflat to thefloor.
| could work magic | without either voice or motion, but it was aways harder—and he' d known |
wouldn’t be ableto doiit tonight. | had no doubt he' d been watching the level of winein the decanter
with great and expert interest.

He knelt between my legs, tracing patterns on my back and thighs. | could fed him using the lines of my
scarsto guide his patterning, just as a Cabaline wizard might use the grain in a piece of wood or the flaws
inagemstone. My head was canted to the left; | had ashatteringly clear view of the rings on my left hand



asthe stones began to glow in answer, asullen, brooding, blood-tinged light that | had never seen in them
before. Makar’ s spell was working. My eyes began to blur and burn with tears as his hands moved
lower, histhick fingerspressingin, crud invaders, preparing me for the next step.

| tried to bresthe through my fear, through the gag. It was't asif thiswould be the first time Makar had
used my body sexudly as part of aspell-casting, just asit wasn't thefirgt time he' d laid compulsions on
me. And | knew how to cope with violent intercourse. I’ d even been good &t it, once upon atime. Some
of thetarquinswho cameto the Shining Tiger had asked for me particularly. Relax, | said to mysdlf. You
can't fight him, sodon't try.

Makar pulled back. There was amoment of stillness, inwhich | could not hear him, could not fed him,
could not see him. Then he entered me, brutaly, throwing my weight forward against the shackles.

Helunged again, and | fet him working his spell, using his penetration of my body to penetrate my mind,
using the material to work upon the spiritua. And with his presence came understanding of what he was
going to do. | screamed against the gag, screamed my throat raw. Screamed uselessy and far, far too
late. I'd thought I" d understood the rules of the game we were playing, Makar and |, aparticularly
vicious and twisted version of cat and mouse, the same game we' d been playing since | was fourteen and
hiseyelit on me amid dl the shabby gaudery of the Shining Tiger’ sparlor. But Makar had changed the
game, changed the stakes, changed the rules, and how stupid | had been to think | understood him, to
think | knew what | wasletting mysef infor. I’d known hewould hurt me, and I’d known it would be
bad. That playlet the night before had only been Practice; I'd known that as soon as helet me go. But |
had thought that the catastrophe would be mine dlone—and, after al, no morethan | deserved, | had
been wrong, so terribly wrong that the knowledge of my stupidity and blindness was like a separate pain
dl toitdf.

| felt him in my mind, even morevividly than | felt himin my body, ahurtful, hateful, rending presence,
like the color of blood, likethetaste of iron, like the scent of burning, destroying everything in his path
until he reached the core of my power and seized it.

There were no words for the agony that stabbed through me, from head to heart to hands, enveloping my
entire body in the molten blackness of cramp and spasm. No words. No strength. Nothing.

| can’t breathe; | can’t see; my heart is beating itself to desth against the sides of an iron box.

And then Makar’ s hand comes down, just at the base of my neck; | fed the pull, as he siphons power
through me, just as| was accustomed to siphon power through my rings. And my body respondsto this
new guidance, this new understanding of what it is supposed to do with itsmagic. | can breathe again; |
can see. | can see blood on my left wrist.

“Now,” says Malkar, his voice rough with triumph, with the power he holds. And he beginsto use our
magic, to wield it like adedgehammer against the one thing in the Mirador that should be proof against
him.

For amoment, | am not in hisworkroom. | amin the Hal of the Chimeras. It isdark, dl the candles
snuffed. The Virtu stands by itself, done on the granite plinth at the east end of the hall, its serene
radiance bathing the air around it. | have never seen the Virtu in the dark before, have never seeniit this
beatiful.

Then | am back in the workroom, in the smell of sweat and blood and magic, Makar’ sweight on melike
acurse.



Hethrugts, and | amin the Hal of the Chimeras again. The Virtu, which no one guards because it needs
no guarding, seemsto dim for amoment, then respondsin apulse of brilliant viridian. | flinch back, but
Malkar’ sweight shoves me forward. | can fed the Virtu' s surface benesth my palms, smooth and
agtonishingly cold. | see Mdkar’ s attack, like awave of blackness, traveling from my pamsinward
toward the globe' s puissant tourmaline heart.

| am bathed in the pain of cobalt asthe Virtu responds, and fal back into the workroom, where Malkar
issnarling curses, even as his power isbuilding, building in him, in me, in the hollow vastnesswhere my
magic once was.

Hethrugts, the blackness roars down into the Virtu, deeper, stronger. The Virtu' s answering flash lights
the entire Hall of the Chimeras, but isapae dream of blue. It isweskening. Malkar thrusts again, harder.
And again and again, using the rhythm of his attacks on my body to augment the power of his attacks on
the Virtu, asthe Virtu's responses weaken, as blood beginsto drip from my wristsand ankles. | am
crushed between them, asphyxiated; | wonder if | will bresk before the Virtu does.

Andthen | amintheHall of the Chimeras, staring into the heart of the Virtu, and | seethe crack, hairline
thin, deep within the stone. And through me, Makar seesit, too. He drives our power down through the
stone, hitting the crack again and again. | see the crack widen, see other cracks begin to radiate out. |
fed Makar gather himsdif.

He climaxesin aterrible explosion of power, amassive surge that roars aong the path of theritud,
hurling itsdlf into those cracks, combusting itsdlf in the heart of the Virtu’ s blue-green purity asMakar's
orgasm combustsiitself in my mind and body.

The Virtu shatterslike glass.

Malkar collapses on top of me, and | am so deafened by the sound of the Virtu' s shards smashing
againg the plinth, againgt Lord Michad’s Chair, againgt the dai's, against the mosaic chimeras, that | only
gradudly redize heis speaking.

“Wonderful,” he murmursin my ear, asif heweretruly my lover, while he works out the knot of his gag.
My hair is caught in the knot; | fed the pull, but asif from miles away. “Magnificent. Y ou have met my
expectations, my dearest, and | will take you with me.” He removesthe gag. | draw adeep, shuddering
breath that comes out in painful sobs. He makes no threatsthistime; | am beyond being able to make
enough noise to bother or imperil him, and he knowsit.

Heliftshimsdf off me, knedling over me while he opens the shackles that bind meto thefloor. | cannot
move, even to flinch from histouch. Thelight in my ringsis gone; thereis nothing in my head where my
magic was, nothing except hurt. | shut my eyes. Tears run down my cheekbone, down my nose.

| fed Makar get to hisfeet. The only thing he can do to me now, the only thing that could hurt me more,
iskill me, and | hope hewill. | lieand wait. At some point | realize my eyes are open, Staring at my dead

rings
Madkar returns. “Come on, Felix, get up. We don't have timefor this nonsense.”

“Just kill me” | say, hdf into thefloor, and shut my eyesagain. | don't recognize my own voice, that
harsh, hoarse croak with the Lower City vowels.

“Kill you?’ Helaughs. “Don’'t betrite, dearest. | have promised Generad Mercator the chance to meet
you, and | don’t like to go back on my promises.”



That isalie. Makar loves breaking promises. Then the sense of what he said hits me, and my eyes open
again. “Generd Mercator?’

“WEéll, of course, darling. You didn’t imagine | was going to stay here did you?’ But teasing meisno
lasting pleasure this evening. His voice changes. “Now, get up, dut, and if you love your tongue, mind it.
| don’t want you talking like a cheap whore.”

| remember the lengths he went to, in order to teach meto talk like the Marathine nobility. He does not
intend to kill me, and my fear of him wraps back around me like a coat made of chains and shards of
glass.

“Ye... yes Makar,” | say, jerking my vowels under control. | manageto roll over, manageto sit up,
athough my head is spinning. | look at Malkar, purely from reflex, and do not scream only because | am
too frightened. The thing standing there, wearing Makar’ s clothes, isvadt, the color of the Sm, the
terrible black river of Méusine. It hasthe broad, cruel head of abull-baiting dog; its eyes are red,
glowing like cinders, and the drool hanging fromitsjawsisflecked with blood.

“Better,” it saysin Makar’ svoice. “ Clean yoursdf up and get those clothes on. Hurry, curseyou.”

Numbly, my hands shaking, | do asit tellsme. | have plenty of experiencein dealing with the aftereffects
of what Makar has done to my body, know al too well how to ensure that there will be no bloodstains
on my clothes. Once | am dressed, the dog comes back and bandages my wrists. It has Makar’ s hands,
Malkar'srings. Theair around it shiverswith red and copper.

It tiesback my hair, although | know that nothing now can hide the fact that | am mad. “Comeadong,” it
sys.

“Wh... wherearewe going?’
“I told you. The Bastion. Now, come on, Felix, or Il leave you for Stephen.”
| do not want to be left for Stephen.

| follow the dog.



Chapter 2

Feix

| had amoment of clarity, amoment when the world snapped into place like adidocated joint back into
its socket. We werein theyard of alivery stable, not far off the Plaza ddl’ Archimago. Makar was
bargaining with alanky, squinting individual. And he was Makar again, not adog-headed mongter. The
lanky man with the squint was suddenly free of the wash of purple that had haf obscured him from me. |
could hear them arguing, and their voices were voices, and their words made sense.

| thought, Malkar has driven me mad. And the thought was a comfort, because it meant the dog-headed
monster was not red, that the colors | had seen around the guards at the Harriers Gate, the colors
around the ostler, were not redl, either. It was only madness, not that | had fallen into Hell.

Then | thought, And what, pray tell, isthe difference?
Looking at the ground, | saw that Malkar’ s shadow had adog’ s head.

| ride behind the dog out of the city, the city of shadows, the city of burning, the city of ghosts. When the
gatemouth has shrunk behind us, the dog stops and comes back and ties my hands to the saddle. Then
weride again. | don’'t know how long we ride. Everything hurts, and the city is screaming behind me.

We stop. The dog drags me off the horse. Thereisafire. Later, the dog makes me eat; everything tastes
like soot. | am afraid the dog will make me do other things, but it leavesme done. | am so grateful | Sart
crying, and it snarls at meto keep till.

| must have dept, for | woke from anightmare in pitch-blackness, with the stars above me like cold eyes.
TheVirtu till shatteringin my head, | redlized that | could hear mysdlf screaming.

Malkar's paw caught me across the face with bone-rattling force.  Quit that noise!”

| had nothing left but obedience to Makar; | did as he said. He kicked me and then, satisfied, went back
to the other sde of thefire. | sobbed, haf strangling myself in my efforts not to make a sound, and
eventudly fell back adeep because | wastoo exhausted even for grief.

My dreams were chaotic and confused, full of fire and stone.

Shannon weepsin endless silence, and the Virtu shatters like a child’ stoy. Malkar chainsmein his
stone pentagram. Keeper smiles at me, fingering the haft of hiswhip, and | take off my shirt
obediently. Robert’ s poisonous malice drips from his smile, and Stephen looks at me and |ooks
away.

Malkar shook me awake at dawn. He was himsalf; | did not look at his shadow.

He tied my hands to the saddle again before we started; | wondered if he was afraid that | would bolt or
that | would faint.

Last night it had al been darkness and dizziness. Thismorning, | recognized that we werein the



Grasdands, in the vast, empty land that neither the Protectorate of Marathat nor the Empire of Kekropia
valued enough to start awar over. We were, of course, heading toward the Bastion, where Malkar
would doubtless be greeted asa hero and | as his catamite.

As his catamite. For asecond, | couldn’t breathe.

| could fed the damage doneto my mind asvividly as| saw the wreckage of the Virtu every timel
closed my eyes. | could not touch my power, sundered from it by a chasm of pain asdark asthe Sim.
My last possible wespon against Makar was gone; now that | was desperate enough, mad enough, to
turn my magic againg him, | could not. He had taken it away from me, as he had taken everything else.

Mildmay
Mrs. Pickering pounded on the door.

| came bolt awake, out of adream—something about the Boneprince, and Rindleshin, | don’t
know—and shoved my fingers through my hair on the way to the door. More for methan her.

| was expecting afight—about the rent, about Scabious, about K ethe knows what—but when | opened
the door, her face said otherwise.

“What?' | sad.

“I"ve been hearing things dl morning. Something happened up there. Something bad. Y ou know
anything?’

Inthe Lower City, “up there” means the Mirador. People don't like to say the name. It' s bad luck.

“Not me,” | said. But bad news from the Mirador is bad news for everybody, one way or another. “1 can
go ask around.”

“That’ sgood of you, Gilroi.” She stood there a second, like she was going to say something else, and
then went away.

| dragged my boots on and went out.

| knew where | was going. | mean, if you'rejust out to shoot the shit, that’ s one thing, and | could have
gone aseptad different placesfor that. But that would only get me the same rumors Mrs. Pickering had
been hearing. For rea information, you have to go deeper.

| spent alot of timein the Arcane. The tunnds run under most of the Lower City—except in Smside and
Queensdock, where the ground’ s only bardly fit to build on—all the way out to Carnelian Gate on the
east. About two blocks south of the Road of Ivory, to the west of the Lower City, somebody bricked
‘em off. Perfectly straight line, perfectly regular brick-work, al the way from lvory Gate to the Plaza

del’ Archimago. There' s spellsthere, too, or so the hocuses say, and if anybody’ s ever been crazy
enough to try and see what the mason and the hocus were hiding—well, they ain’t come back to brag
about it, that’sfor sure.

Can't get to the Arcane from Simside. Can't get to the Arcane from Queensdock. Breadoven don’t have
away into the Arcane, neither, but | don’t know why. Other’ n that, you got your pick. The big, official
entranceisin Scaffelgreen, with the fancy carving over the doorsthat says CATACOMBES DES
ARCANES. That'swhere the tours go in, but what they don’t tell you on the toursisthat what you see
an't even the beginning of what’s down there. They take your half-gorgon and show you the
Executioners Ossuary and the buried church of St. Flossian and probably a couple miles of crypts, but



that ain't the Arcane. That entrance ain’t much good for nobody but the flats.

There sthree entrancesin Midwinter that | know about—jprobably more—but two of them are hard to
get at. One' sunder the dtar in the church of St. Griphene, and the other’ sin theroot cellar of ahouse on
Excdibur Street, and the family that lives there now don’t know about it. | went in through the trapdoor
in the basement of the Hornet and Spindle and started for Havel ock, where the lady | wanted to talk to
ran her busness,

Her name s Elvire. She' s the madam of the Goosegirl’ s Palace. Her and her girls cater to the hocuses
and flashies dong with the thieves and pushers, so the Palace is about as much about gossip asit is about
fucking. Elvire d passed her Great Septad, but she hid it with corsets and rice powder and this enormous
black wig like her own private cathedral. She talked flash—rumor said she' d been Lord Gareth's
mistressfor anindiction or three. Her information was aways good, and worth itsweight in gold.

The Pdaceisway, way under the Butchers Guild. | never went there without wondering how many
butchers knew that. The guy at the door today was Philippe Wall-Eye—so as not to get him confused
with Philippe le Coupé, the eunuch who ran the Palace’ s bar. Philippe Wall-Eye knew me, and helet me
past without any fuss. Me and Elvire had done dedls before, and I’ d played fair by her.

She had two offices. | found her in the one that wasn't meant to impressthe clients. She looked up when
| knocked and gave me asmile. Elvire had been amadam for three septads and awhorefor at least two
before that—her smile didn’t mean nothing about how she felt.

“Hey, Elvire” | sad. “What' sgoing on?’

“Y ou mean Upgtairs.” The Arcane don't like the word “Mirador” neither.

“Yesh”

“Sit down.”

My stomach muscles clenched up, ‘ cause she hadn't said that like it was just to be sociable. | sat.
Elviretook adeep breath and came out with it. “The Virtu was broken last night.”

“What?' | wasglad | was sitting down, ’ cause that was a nasty kick in the teeth, no two ways about it.

The Virtu of the Mirador was created by the Cabal back in 16.5.1. It was abig blue globe, astall asa
man. They kept it in the Hall of the Chimeras, smack in the middle of the Mirador, and what it was
supposed to do depended on who you asked. The Mirador talked alot of mystic bullshit about purity
and strength—the name “Virtu” was some kind of cleverdick Marathine-Midlander pun. The hocusesin
the Lower City talked about focusing and matrices, and made even less sense than the officid line. All |
knew for surewasthat al the hocusesin the Mirador swore oaths on the Virtu every single day, and that
waswhat kept the Mirador from tearing itself gpart. No matter how you felt about the hocuses sitting on
top of the city like apack of vultures, you didn’t want the Virtu broken.

Elvirejust sat there and let me grapple with it, and findly | said, “1 thought... | mean, that’ simpossible,
right?’

She spread her handsin a sort of helpless I-only-know-what-1' m-told way. “Well, they seem to know
who did it, and if that’s true, then | believeit. Do you know about Felix Harrowgate?’

“Elvire, you know me. | stay away from hocuses.”



“He' sCaoxan,” she sad, like it should mean something to me.

“He swhat?’

“From Caloxa. Blessed saints, don't you ever look at amap? North. Past the Perblanches.”
gy

“They had aking.”

“Oh boy.”

“Yes. Exactly. And when their king was deposed, Lord Felix’s mother took her child and ran south. I’ ve
heard that she wasrelated to him.”

“Totheking?’

“Yes. Inany event, she got asfar as Arabel and was taken in by awedthy landowner. She died, the
landowner raised Lord Felix, and when he had two septads and three, he came to the Mirador.”

“And he' srelated to aking.”
“A dead king.”
“Fuck.”

“And he' svery powerful. My clients are scared witless of him.” She paused, gave methislook from
under her eyelashes. “Nobody can find him thismorning.”

“Fuck.”
“Lord Stephen left at dawn, riding east. That'sal | know.”

“We'redl fucked sdeways, ain't we?’ East toward the Empire. East toward the Bastion. East was a
bad direction. “ Thanks, Elvire”

| did alittle fishing for other things—you got to keep your ear to the ground in my line of work—but the
news from the Mirador wasredly al therewas, and | was out of Elvire s office before long. Philippe
Wall-Eye said he had ahot tip for the dog races next Deuxieme, but | told him to give it to somebody
who cared.

| made Mrs. Pickering one popular lady that morning. Seemed like half Midwinter wasjammed into her
kitchen, wondering what that hocus had been thinking of and what they’ d do with him when they caught
him. | sat in my front room and stared out the window, imagining the news traveling through the Lower
City likeafire.

And you know fear would be traveing right dong withiit.
Felix

They caught us alittle after midday, as Makar must have known they would. He made no attempt to
outrun them, instead stopping at the top of arise, dismounting, making me dismount, too. We stood and
watched the riders approach.

Stephen led them—al though sometimes when | looked at him, he had a bear’ s head—and | saw faces



that | knew among the riders: Luke and Esmond and Vidalooking asif she had been carved out of stone.
Stephen was black and lurid scarlet with fury; | wasfrightened to look a him.

“My lord,” said the dog, with adight nod.

“Lord Makar,” said the bear. “I expect you know why | have come.”

“I do, and | am prepared to offer you abargain.”

“A bargain!” Red and yellow incredulity washed across the whole company.
The dog nodded again, itsjaws parting in adavering grin. “ Felix for my freedom.”

| thought | was going to faint, with the shock and panic and horror damming through my skull. | knew
Makar did not keep his promises, but this| had not expected. The only thing at this point that seemed
worse than staying with Makar was being given to Stephen. Makar' s cruelty was a least aknown
quantity, and | had the protection of being useful. Or, rather, | had thought | did. Never trust Malkar.
Never, never, never.

“Y ou want the man who brokethe Virtu,” Makar said. “'Y ou must know—YVictoriasurely hastold
you—that it wasnot I. | do not have the power.”

Stephen nodded grudgingly, but his eyes were suspicious. | wanted to scream at him, tell him not to
ligen—never listen to Malkar—but | could not speak. | knew all that would come out were the whining
howls of acoyote.

“Fdix isthe only wizard in the Mirador with the power to break the Virtu,” Makar said, so reasonably,
so truthfully. “I will give himto you; in return, you will let me go on my way.”

“Y ou are going to the Bastion.”

“Yes. | had been going there anyway. Felix begged me to take him with me. | do not know why. |
refused. But after he brokethe Virtu, |... reconsidered.”

Thaose sparks of blacknessin the raging red corona around Stephen told me that Shannon had admitted
our fight, confessed to the bruise. And Stephen had loathed me for years. He would believe any evil of
me, and gladly.

“I could take both of you,” the bear growled. “Y ou are as much atraitor as he.”

“Please, Lord Stephen, be reasonable. | am not aCabaine. | have not sworn your ridiculous panoply of
oahs. | am not even acitizen of Marathat. If | wish to vidit the Empire, it isno on€ s business but my
own. And | do not care to have my businessinterfered with. Take Felix, who istoo far gone on phoenix
to cause you any trouble, and let us part without further. .. unpleasantness.”

| could see that Stephen believed him about the phoenix, just as he seemed to believe that | would have
broken the Virtu in consequence of anasty piece of gossip and alovers quarrel. He sat and thought. |
could see, too, that hisfury was almost too great for him to think at al; it washed off himin great scarlet
waves, splashing the riders and lapping against my fest.

| wanted to move back, but Makar’ s grip on my arm was too strong.
“Malkar, please,” | said, “please don’t—"

“Hush, Felix,” thedog said. “Lord Stephenisthinking.”



The mockery in Makar’ s voice acted on Stephen like spurs. “Very well,” he said. “ Give me Fdix, and
you can go. But do not think thisisthe end of it.”

“Not at dl,” Makar said. “Thank you, my lord.” He turned and caught mein akissthat probably looked
passionate, but was nothing more than abrutal, numbing intrusion, ablind for the compulsion he cat,
winding me about in ashroud of briars, ensnaring me and sillencing me, so that | could tell no onethe
truth, tell no one what he had done and how.

He murmured, just loud enough for theridersto hear, “ Good-bye, my darling,” and pushed me suddenly
toward Stephen. | ssumbled hafway down the hill and dropped to my knees, drowning in apool of
bloody hate. Makar had aready swung onto his horse and spurred it away, over the top of therise, the
second horse running after.

The bear dismounted, his movements ddliberate with fury as he waded through the bloody surge of his
own hatred, and grabbed me by my coat |apels, hauling meto my feet.

“Do you know what you' ve done?’ he said, hisvoicelow, hiseyesred and black and horrible. “Do you
even care? The Curiamanaged to contain the damage, which I’ m sure disappoints you, but every single
spell has been weakened. Victoria saysthey may begin to unravel at any moment.”

He paused, waiting for me to make some response, but the briars and the abyss were dl that werein my
head, and they gave no answers. Stephen’ s grip tightened on my coat, and he went on, his hatred staining
both of uswith carmine guilt. “We haven't been this vulnerable since the days of Lucien
Kingdom-Breaker. Every wizard in the Mirador has been working desperately to shore up our defenses
since we redlized what you had done. | shouldn’t have taken Lady Vidaaway from that, but | thought
her services asamember of the Curiawould be required to hold you. | thought you'd put up afight.”
He stopped, staring at me; the red blackness of his eyeswas making me dizzy. “Why did you doit?’ He
shook me, asharp, hard snap like aterrier killing arat. | wished it had killed me. “ Damn you, why?”

| could not answer him; he shoved me away in disgust, sending me sprawling, and said, “ Get thisvermin
away from me. And make sure you tie hishands.”

The riders surrounded me, tying my hands, pulling the ribbon out of my hair, shoving me roughly up onto
ahorse.

“Do you have him, Vida?’ the bear demanded.

The lady isan obsidian statue with eyes of green stone. “He' staken phoenix. Hewon't be able to
concentrate to work magic until—"

“ Do you have him?”
The obsidian statue bowed her head. “Y es, my lord. | can hold him until we return to the Mirador.”
“Then, by the powersand saints, let usride”

| could fed their revulsion, Stephen’sand Vida s and Luke s and Esmond’ sand everyone's, and |
swallowed hard againgt the lump in my throat. | did not want Stephen’ s excoriating mockery, and that
was al hewould have for my tears. Hate splashed around the horse’ shoovesin oily pools. | shut my
eyesand wished | knew how to pray.

They rided| day. They stop sometimesto let the horses drink, but never for long. No onelooksat me. |



try to pretend | am not here.

| cantell that timeis passing because the city getslouder in my head. | can hear it screaming. And | can
seeit, getting bigger and bigger, like atower of thunderclouds.

They stop at sunset. | am glad. | don’'t want to ride into the screaming city in the dark. They drag me off
the horse. They are al monsters, with the heads of owlsand cats. They aredl drenched in blood; they
leavetrails of it behind them when they move. | wonder what they have killed.

They speak to each other; their voices are like breaking glass. Then they are around me again, their
hands on my arms. The bear-headed monster is not with them. | can’t see him, or the woman made of
obsidian. | try to cry out, but | have no voice. They are pushing me and dragging me, and | don’t know
wherewe are going, or why. All | can seeisblood and broken glass.

Then the ground isgone, and the air. It isal water. Water and hands. Hands gripping my shoulders, my
arms, hands knotted in my hair. The hands hold me under the water, until my lungs are burning and
blacknessis swalowing the world. Then they pull me up. Mud under my hands. | am gasping for air; |
can't see anything.

| hear avoice, ascrud asglass, “Can heswim?’
“Nah.”
“Thenthrow himin.”

Hands haul me upright. There are too many of them. The ground is gone; everything isgone. Thewater is
cold, black, like hatred. | fight it desperately, screaming, and | know the monsters are laughing at me.
Then there are hands again, holding me under, dragging me down. | am screaming and screaming. And
then the ground is under me again, and the hands are pushing me down, like Makar, and | fight them,
clawing and biting. They hit meuntil | can’t bresthe and can't scream and can't fight, and they hit me and
hit me.

And then the hands are gone, and amonster isroaring. Different hands come and drag me upright. For a
moment | hear Stephen’svoice, “... think | want to try any of you idiotsfor his murder?” And thenwe
aregoing inadirection | know isaway from theriver, and | am shaking and can’t stop.

Then the bear tellsmeto Sit down, and they tie my hands and feet and drop a blanket over me.
The obsidian woman gives me oneflat, indifferent glance and looks away.

After atime, | deep.

My dreams are d| of broken glass and deathly water.

Mildmay

Min-Terris s courtyard was packed when | got there, even more so than normal, which was saying
something. People were talking about the Mirador and the Virtu and the hocus dong with dl the usua
talk about getting laid and calling people out and where to score good spiderweb. | said* ‘Scuseme’ a
lot, working through the crowd, looking for Miss Thomson. It was half an hour after we' d agreed to meet
that | finally spotted her. She was dill in her shop dress, like she' d been the day before.

| got over to her. She said, “ Oh thank goodness! | was beginning to think I'd haveto go dl by mysdf.”



“Let’sget out of the crowd,” | said. “C 'mon.”

We started back toward Rue St. Bonamy. About halfway there, between alittle gang of hookersin black
velvet and a couple of muscle-men who were probably there with a pusher, Miss Thomson caught at my
am. “Sorry,” shesaid, “but I'm afraid if | losetrack of you now, | redly will haveto go by mysdf.”

“It' sokay.” Her perfume smdled like summer. “C'mon,” | said again.

Out on the street, shelet go of my arm. We started for Ruthven and the Boneprince. After ablock or
two, Miss Thomson sad, “Do you mind if | tak?’

“Mind?’
“I know | chatter too much. But I’'m nervous. And I’ d fed better if I... if, you know...”
“Kethe, | don’t mind. If you need to shut up, I’ll say s0.”

“Thanks,” shesaid, only alittle snarky. Shetalked the rest of the way to the Boneprince, not minding that
| didn’t say nothing back. And | could seethat she glanced a me, like we wereredlly having a
conversation, and like my face didn’t bother her.

She talked about her job. It was boring, she said, and she' d quit as soon as she’ d found * something
better.” 1 knew what she meant, but | didn’t say so. And she told me more about the hocus that broke
the Virtu. She knew awoman who' d seen him once, in one of them flash jewelry stores so far up the
Road of Carndlian they’re practicaly in the Plazadd’ Archimago. “He camein with Lord Shannon,”
Miss Thomson said, in akind of awed whisper. “Minnasays he dyeshishair bright red.”

Powers, who'd want to? | thought. But | didn’t say that, neither.

“And she says his eyes don't match. One' s blue and the other’ s yellow. She says she was scared to
degth the whole time that he' d hex her.”

“Did he?’

“| don’t think so. But they were there for an hour and ahalf, and Lord Shannon waslooking at stickpins
whilethiswizard, Lord Felix, was sort of wandering around. Y ou know, the way people do in Stores
when they don’t want to buy anything. And then finally, Lord Shannon says, * Fdlix, what do you think of
thisone? And Lord Fdix says, ‘Darling, | think they’ real hideous, but buy whichever oneyou like’
And then they left without buying anything. Minnasaid that was hex enough.”

“Oh,” | said. I knew Lord Shannon was molly—hewasn't a no painsto hideit and hadn’'t been since he
finished his second septad—and I’ d heard rumors he was degping with ahocus. Mostly, people look the
other way from the Teverii’slove afairs. It's polite—and it’ sless likely to get you sent to the sanguette.
After the Golden Bitch, thewhole city is pretty damn twitchy about that kind of thing. And | guessed that
explained why the Lord Protector was dways fighting with this Lord Felix. The Lord Protector didn’t
likemalls

| told Miss Thomson when we crossed into Ruthven that we' d be reaching the Boneprince in another
couple blocks. She fished in her reticule and brought out apair of them sunflower-yelow kidskin gloves
that were dl the rage this season. If I'd chucked astone just right in Min-Terris' s courtyard, | could' ve
bounced it off five women wearing glovesthat exact color.

“Smart,” | said.



“No matter what you think, I’'m not a total flat,” she said and smiled a mein away that made my
stomach turn over.

“There sthe Boneprince,” | said, pointing up ahead where the spikes on the gate stuck up over the
buildings. There was aring of vacant lots around the Boneprince, like amoat—or the mange—and it was

easy to see.
“Why isit cdled that?” Miss Thomson said. “ ‘ The Boneprincg ?’

“Where reyou from?’ | said without meaning to.

“Wraith,” she sad, like she was daring me to make something of it.

“Oh. Wéll, okay. It's Adrian’ s Park, right?’

“Right”

“Wel, what Adrian’sfamousfor, in Méusine, isfucking up his chance to murder his brother.”
“Excuseme?’

“Him and Richard were twins. Mathurin the Open-Handed' s sons. Richard was older by like aquarter
hour. So, when he finished histhird septad, Adrian had apretty good go &t getting rid of Richard—him
standing between Adrian and the throne and al. Only some people, when they tdll the story, they say
Adrian didn’t care about being king. He wanted to kill Richard because Richard wastelling lies about him
to Mathurin. Richard was caled the Visonary, when he wasking.”

“Oh,” said Miss Thomson.

Wewere at the gates now, black and awful like dragon’swings. | stopped where | was, to finish the
gory.

“So, anyway, Adrian triesand fails, and they arrest him. They got to, you know, but you got to pity the
guyswho drew the short straw on that one. And he managesto kill himsdlf before they figure out what to
do with him, or who' sgot theright to try him, or anything. Richard brought him poison.”

“WI,,Iy?l

“Dunno. Some people say it wasto show he forgave Adrian, and some people say it was an gpology,
and there' s some people say it’ s * cause Richard knew which side his bread was buttered on, and wanted
Adrian’s mouth shut permanent-like.”

“That'shorrible”

“Some people got nasty minds.” | shrugged. “But Mathurin didn’t care. He' d had the parks built to
celebrate their second septad, and now he said Adrian’s Park was going to be a cemetery for murderers
and heretics. Adrian wasthefirgt buria. That’ swhy it’ s the Boneprince.”

She sgned hersdf, ardigious ga’ sreflex, and | decided | wouldn't tell her about the ghodts.

Everybody knows the Boneprince is haunted, and | got like atriple septad of stories about the ghosts,
and the people they’ ve appeared to, and the things they’ ve said. | ain’t seen no ghosts mysdlf, but,
Kethe, I'vefdt ‘em. Fet ‘em watching. I’ ve walked in at the septad-day, when ghosts are weakest, and
after aminute or two, | waslooking over my shoulders and up into the trees. Never saw so much asa
bird.



It was way worse at night.

And then there were the kids' graves. Not even in the gates yet, and | was dready tensing up. About a
Great Septad ago, Lady Jane had decided to clean up the Lower City and get rid of dl the kept-thieves.
Kethe only knowswhat put that into her head, since you didn’t need but athimble-worth of common
senseto seeit wasn't going to work. But the Dogs rounded up a bunch of kept-thieves—even a keeper
or two—and gave them all to Madame Sanguette. Don’'t know what happened to the keepers' bodies,
but the kept-thieves were buried in the Boneprince. Their graveslined the way from the one and only
gate to the gatue of Prince Adrian in the middie of everything, like the Boneprince was ill apark. No
gravestones or nothing. Nobody remembered their names. Nobody’ d thought to ask before they
whacked their heads off. There were never flowers on the kept-thieves graves, although sometimes
there' d be flowers I eft for Marius Leeth, an assassin who' d been in the Boneprince for ten septads, or
even the poisoner Quinquill, who'd died in the days of thelast Ophidian king.

Everywhere elsein the Boneprince, they’ d tore up the marble that had paved the paths. They |eft it there,
though, on the path from the gate to the Satue, between the kept-thieves' graves. People cdled it the
Road of Marble, asasort of nasty joke. Didn’t matter where you went in the Boneprince, you' d fed
yoursdlf being watched, but it was aways worst dong there, and that night, powers and saints preserve
me, it was like getting hit with asandbag. We were wrong and stupid to be here, and if it hadn’t been
Vey Coruscant we were meeting—and we were even stupider to be doing that—I would have said,

Let’ s ditch this and go get drunk someplace, okay? But no matter what you thought she was up to,
you didn’t break a date with Queen Blood.

“Dennis?’ Miss Thomson said. “Do you fed something... odd?’
“Ghogts,” | said, too nervousto lie. “Watching.”
“Ghosts? For red?’

“Y eah. If we relucky, they won't do nothing but watch.” The kind of luck | was talking about wasthe
kind of luck that lets one cat escape from a septad dogs, and that kind of luck don’t happen to people
very often. | mean, Vey Coruscant had areason to be here, and | didn’t think it was areason me and
Miss Thomson were going to like. And | couldn’t help thinking, us walking down the Road of Marble
liketwo stupid kidsin afairy tae, that Brinvillier Strych was buried somewhere in the Boneprince. And,
dive or dead, Brinvillier Strych—him the Lower City caled Lord Bonfire—was bad news. Even worse
newsif that had anything to do with Vey Coruscant wanting to meet here. Fuck me for ahdf-wit dog, |
thought, how the fuck did | get into this?

But | knew the answer to that. I’ d fallen for Ginevra Thomson’ s big blue eyes, and the way she brought
her chin up when she was facing something she was scared of. Stupid, Milly-Fox. Very stupid.

We got to the Satue at last—even two minutes walking through the Boneprince at night was like one of
them Great-Septad-long journeysin the stories about Mark Polaris. The statue was bronze, life-size,
bolted to abig square piece of granite. Origindly, it’d been gilded, but thief-keepersliked to send in their
best kids to scrape the gilding off, mostly right around the septad-night. That separated the sheep from
thewolvesin ahurry. If you didn't come screaming out of the Boneprince within a septad-minute of
being sent in, you had the nervesfor cat burglary—and worse things, too, if your keeper wasinto those,
likeminewas.

Therewas preciouslittle gilt left on Prince Adrian now—afew fragmentsin his curls, afew more maybe
in hisfancy belt buckle. His eyes were gone, too. Somebody’ d probably made off with them as soon as
the news came down that he’' d died. Story was that they were matched sapphires, but | checked out



Prince Richard one day, when | didn’t have nothing better to do, and hiseyeswerelapislazuli. I'd' ve
bet, both that Adrian’ swere the same, and that they sold for the price of diamonds. People will pay
through the nose for agood story.

It was too dark to see the statue’ s empty eye sockets, and | was perfectly okay with that.
“Now what?" Miss Thomson whispered.

“Wewait,” | said and put my lantern down carefully where neither of uswould beliableto kick it.
“Dunno how long. ‘ Til your buyer showsup, | guess”

“Wonderful,” she said. We were standing close enough that | could fedl her shiver.

“Shit,” | said, suddenly thinking of something | should' ve remembered along time ago. “ She know your
name?’

“No. The, um, fence | went to first said not to use my rea name, though he didn’t say why.”
“Beglad hetold you that. It'simportant. Don't give her your real name.”
“All right. Don't give her my name. Don't Iet her touch me. Anything dse?’

| took adeep breath and tried to pretend it helped my nerves. “If | tell you to run, run. Whether you got
the gorgons or not. Whether you think | got areason or not. Okay?’

“Yes. I'll dowhat you say. I’d beafool not to.”

| caught mysdlf just short of saying, It’s what you hired me for, darlin‘. That was just nerves, and me
getting snarky wasn't going to help us nohow.

Therewasn't nothing to say after that, and | think we were both scared of what we wouldn't be able to
hear if we were talking. So we stood there, not saying nothing, and after, |1 don’t know, maybe a quarter
hour, the lantern went out, quick aswinking and not on itsown. A voice said out of the darknessto our
right—not from the Road of Marble—*Y ou are early, and you are not done.”

It was awoman’ svoice, deep and smooth with an edge on it like aknife. Vey Coruscant, Her Mgjesty
of Blood.

Miss Thomson said, her voice steady asarock, “1 was not aware that either isacrime.”

“Neither is” Vey said. She moved to stand in front of Miss Thomson, about a septad-foot back. “I was
merdly... surprised. | had not understood ether to be a condition in the arrangements. Or was my

messenger a fault?’

“No. | didn’'t think it necessary to mention that | was taking sensible precautions. Perhapsit was. | beg
your pardon.” All fiff and icy and prickly, like she wasn't scared haf out of her mind.

Vey laughed. | wished she hadn’t. It wasn't anice noise. “Lay your hackles, foolish girl. Do you havethe
rubies?’

“Yes,” said Miss Thomson. “Do you have the gorgons?’
“Jean-Lundy!” Vey cdled.

Something rustled in the ornamental hedges, back of where Vey’ s voice was coming from. | hoped her



Jean-Lundy was getting himsdlf stuck full of thorns. Vey said, “ Jean-Lundy hasthem.” It was't the most
graceful I d ever seen that done, but it worked. Like | was even thinking about trying to jump Vey
Coruscant anyway.

“Who isyour slent companion?’ Vey asked, lightly—oh so fucking lightly—but with something thin and
cold somewhere away beneath it, like the Sim beneath the city.

“Locad muscle,” Miss Thomson said, and | thought if we got out of here, | should tell her to go audition at
the Cockatrice, ‘ cause she was wasted on the lordlings from up the city.

“Indeed.” Vey didn't quite sound like shewas buying it, and | was glad Miss Thomson had been dumb
enough to agree to anight meet, because Vey couldn’t see my face, and that was about the only good
thing in thiswhole fucking mess. “No matter. Therubies, please”

“Gorgonsfirg.”

There was a pause, like the pause when you get in aknife fight and the other guy waitsjust a second,
because he knows how much better heisthan you, and you know it, too. | heard thunder, way off in the
distance, like agiant grumbling, and thought, Oh Kethe, not now!

Miss Thomson said, “Y ou don't redly think I'm stupid enough to try running off with your money when
the bushes are crawling with your servants, do you? On the other hand, how do | know you'll pay me
once you have the rubies? Gorgonsfirst.”

“Very well. Jean-Lundy!”

It took Jean-Lundy like fucking hours to come thrashing out of the bushesto give Vey the money. |
knew she was staling, drawing this out just asfar as she could before she sorang the trap, letting therain
come toward the city, toward whatever nasty thing it was she’ d got planned. There was another rumble
of thunder. | would have sold my soul for the hour of clear weather me and Vey both knew we didn’t
have. If I'd dared, | would' ve told Miss Thomson to hurry up, but that would betelling Vey I’ d caught
on to what she was doing.

“Hereisthemoney,” Vey said then. “Where are the rubies?’
“I havethem,” Miss Thomson said. | felt her shift her weight, and she stepped forward. “L et ustrade.”

| moved forward, too. Not much, just enough to keep more or lessin range. The wind picked up,
whispering and rustling through the leaves. We had maybe a quarter hour—probably |ess—before the
rain hit. | heard the trade in the dark, heard the click of Miss Thomson's heels as she stepped back,
heard Vey say something in acurt undertone. Then, al a once and with no noise a dl, two fucking
enormous hands grabbed me, one around my upper arm, the other over my mouth. | wastwisting as| felt
their heat, part of my mind howling, Where' d he come from? But even as my elbow went backwards for
his floating ribs, he was moving away again. He was only there to keep me busy while the others
attended to their real business.

Miss Thomson shrieked, “Dennisl Hel—" And bang went that safe name. | hoped | wasgoing to live
long enough to worry about it.

“If you move, whoever you are,” Vey’ s voice came out of the darkness. She wasn't where she’ d been
standing, but now | wasn't sure where shewas. “If you move, she will be dead some moments before
you reach her. Do you believe me?’

“Yeah,” | said, not adding that we all knew Miss Thomson was going to be dead in an hour whether |



moved or not. Good going, Milly-Fox. Some bodyguard you are.
“Good,” Vey sad. “Claudio, if he so much astwitches, kill him.”

“Yes, madame,” a deep, rough voice said from somewhere behind my left shoulder. And he could do it,
too. It wasn't that he was faster than me from astanding start, but he knew right where| was, and | was
having afuck of atime getting him placed. Way too late, | remembered the stories about hocuses and the
spellsthey could cast to make people think that left was right and down was up and shit like that. Y ou
never know how much to believe about hocusesin stories, but my fegling about VVey Coruscant was that
she could probably do anything she damn well pleased.

“Brandon,” Vey sad, “bring methegirl.”

Sounds of movement, agrunt of pain. “ She bit me, the bitch.” At least Miss Thomson was till conscious.
“Take her glovesoff,” Vey sad. “And hold her!”

“Yes, madame,” Brandon said, just like Claudio.

“Now, girl, what isyour name?’

“Lucy,” Miss Thomson said. Her breath caught in a sharp gasp of pain. | didn’t need the light to know
that Vey had cut her across her pam.

Now, | don’t know shit about blood-magic, and | don’t want to. And besides, it was pitch-black. So |
can't explain what Vey did. | don't know if thewords | heard her saying, in someweird language like an
iron box faling down aflight of stairs, were aspell or ingtructionsto her goons or her recipefor ginger
cookies. | know that she hadn’t been going long before | felt the rain start, little cold finger touches on my
face and arms, and she wasn't done before | was soaked to the skin. And | could fed the ghosts around
us, crowding close. | could fed them watching, the sameway | could fed the lightning up in the clouds,
just biding itstime. Whatever she was doing, they were interested.

When she stopped, about adecad after the end of the world from theway | felt, there wasthisweird, flat
pause, like when you ask somebody a question who's not in the room. | knew something was fucked
then, fucked bad.

Vey shrieked—and | mean that, it was like the noise tomcats make when they fight, not nothing human at
dl—*Whereishe?

Therewasavoice. | thought it was coming from the statue, but | couldn’t swear to it or nothing, although
| ill hear it sometimes, in those dreams you get where you wake up sweseting and scared to move. It
sad, “1 am afraid, madame, that heis not among us. Y ou bound your search with the iron fence of the...
Boneprince”—and, Kethe, the disgust in the voice when it said that word, like it was talking about
somebody esting their own shit—*and within those bounds. .. within those bounds, madame, your nets
have come up empty.”

Vey was whispering franticaly under her breeth, more wordsin that ugly language | didn’t know. Behind
me, somebody really redly bigwasbeing laid, redly redly quiet, on the ground. Shit, | thought, ‘ causel
couldn’t get nothing more useful through my head, * cause | suddenly had a pretty good guess about what
happens when you cdl up adead guy who ain't there. And then it felt like my heart dammed into my ribs,
and | could breathe again, and | ydlled, “Lucy, run!”

And then | bolted.



| cut back behind the Statue, crashing through them damn bushes with their brambleslike grappling
hooks, staggering across the graves of murderers and heretics, tearing both knees out of my trousers on
some fucking wicked tombstone like this big granite bed—it had spikes, too, like the bushes—and | had
afucking putrid moment, thinking it had me, that | was never going to get free, and when the dead
people were done with Vey and Brandon and Jean-L undy and Claudio, they’ d comefind me. But then |
toreloose, and staggered upright, and kept running, toward the only section of fence around the
Boneprince that you could climb from theinside.

Then | heard her cdling, “Dennisl Dennis, please!”

| had about half a second where | wondered if it wasredlly her, or if one of the dead people was smarter
than | wanted them to be, but then she got closer, and | could hear her breathing and the wet weight of
her dress dragging across the ground.

“Herel” | called back.

“Oh! Oh, thank the powers! Oh, Dennis, please!” | caught her, her heat and weight, and | could fed the
lifeinher likeit wasafire.

“Gottorun,” | said, my breath sawing. “ Got to get out.”
“Oh, can we?’
“Yeah, now.” | kept hold of her hand, and we ran.

Weran likekidsin agtory, like I’ d been thinking earlier, only thiswas a different sory and we had the
Iron-black Wolves on our hedls. | couldn’t hear nothing behind us—though | wasn't sure | would—and
nothing caught us before we got to the fence. Maybe nothing was chasing us. Maybe they were al busy
with Vey and her goons. But | wasn't gambling onit. “Fencel” | warned, caught Miss Thomson by the
waist, and tossed her upward. | heard her dresstear as she grabbed the top rail and pulled herself over,
but I didn’t giveafuck, and she didn’t, neither. | swung over after her, drew this huge, hoarse, gasping
breath, said, “Pennycup.” And we were off and running again.

It was pouring rain. By the time we reached my roomsin Persmmony Street—the rooms | used when |
was looking particularly not to be found—uwater was running out of our clothesand hair in rivers, and we
were both starting to shake with the cold. We kind of dragged each other up the tairs, and | picked my
own damn lock.

“I knew it was auseful skill,” Miss Thomson said. She sounded punch-drunk, and | didn’t blame her.

“I could teach you. Sometime.” Then | pulled mysdlf together. It wasliketrying to collect water ina
fucking seve. “Wood. For afire. Powers.” | pushed my hands through my hair, hard, feeling the water
squish out and run down my back. “Fire should belad. You light it, and I'll find the blankets.”

“Please” Shewent dripping acrossthe floor and settled in thiskind of puddle, mixed cloth and water and
mud, by the hearth. The skirt of her dresswastorn practicaly into streamers.

| went into the back room, opened the cedar chest. There were the blankets, plus some dry clothing. |
was just about drooling at the thought. | gathered it al up together and went back into the main room.
She' d got thefirelit and was feeding it kindling with alook on her face like it was the most important
thing she' d ever done.

“Oughta get out of them wet clothes,” | said. | sorted out the blankets and the clothes on the daybed I'd
kited when AnnaMargolyaand dl her girlswere evicted from the Hourglass just down the street. “ Think



I’ ve got some things should fit.”

“That would be marvelous. I’ d like to burn this damn dress.”

“Okay by me. Won't your boss be upset?’

She laughed. “Maybe I'll quit my job. | could. | didn’t lose the gorgons.”

“Fuck,” | said, and | was staring at her like she was alion with two heads. “For red?’

“Yes,” and her smile was pure sunshine. “Her lackey didn’t grab me until after I’ d got them safe.” She
pulled the little wash-leather bag out of her skirt pocket. Then her facefdll. “Or do you think... | mean,
could they be counterfeit?’

“Dunno. But my understanding isif you don’'t want to fuck up your witchery, you don't get Ver-Istenna
mad at you right before you start.”

“Oh. Oh, of course. Then | redlly could quit.”

“Think about it tomorrow. Here.” | handed her one of my older shirtsand a pair of secondhand trousers
I’ d been meaning to takein for ahdf indiction or more. “Change in the other room if you want.”

“Thanks.” She dragged hersalf up. | could aimost fed how heavy her dress and layers of petticoats were,
just watching her plod acrossthefloor. I’ d thought she' d take the other room, good little bourgeoise that
shewas.

| stripped my clothes off as soon as the door closed behind her. Each piece of clothing landed on the
floor with asquishing noise. By the time Miss Thomson came out, | was decent again, my stuff by thefire
wheretherewas at least achanceit’d dry out, and I’ d worked out an arrangement of blankets on the
floor that | thought would be okay. | put a stack for her on the daybed. Then | just sat there on the
daybed, being glad | was till breething.

Miss Thomson came back looking like the lead in atrouser farce, and | said, “ There sno bed.” I'd had
to sl the bed the winter before. * Y ou can havethis. *Lessyou want to go back out there.”

“No, thank you. Dennis...” And then her face changed, going white and dack. | thought she was going to
fant. “Oh, Dennis! | did, didn’t 17’

“Did what?’

“| said your name! | know | did. | am so terribly sorry.” Her eyes were huge.

“No, it'sokay.”

“But you said—you said | shouldn’t tell her mine, and surdly...”

“No.” | could fed my face going red, and that made me fed even stupider. “1 mean, that ain’t my name.”
“What?’

“ ‘Dennis an't my name. It' sawhatchamacalit.”

“Andias?’ shesad doubtfully.

“Maybe, if that means a name you use when you don’t want nobody to know yours. | got aseptad or so



of ‘em.”
“Redly.” Shethought it over, the color coming back into her face. “ Then what should | cal you?’

“Oh, Kethe, | don't know.” | wastired of it. I’d been tired of it for indictions, since I’ d left Keeper and
didn’t have her to keep me safe. | wastired and lonely, not to mention wet and cold. | said, “My name's
Mildmay. That' sfor red.”

She was from Wraith. She didn’t know the baggage that name had. “Mildmay,” shesaid. “ That’ snice.
Y ou can cdl me Ginevra. If you like.”

“It' sared pretty name.”

Her lipstwitched. “My aunt found it in aromance and talked my mother into it. But thank you.”
“Here” | said and got off the daybed. “Y ou must betired.”

Her face flooded with color. It was like watching asunrise,

“What?’ | said. | couldn’t help checking, but I’d put my trousers on, and they were buttoned. “What is
it?

“I’m sorry. This sounds o horrible, and I’ m sure you wouldn't, but...” Shetook adeep breath, and |
did my level best not to Stare a her chest. “Y ou won't try anything, will you?”

“If | do, kick meinthebdls”
“I"m serious.”

“So'ml. | don't likerape, and | ain't in the mood besides.” That made her laugh. I’ d hoped it would.
“Vey scarestheliving daylights outame.”

“Me, t0o,” she said, and we both sat down on the daybed. “What... what was she doing?’
“Dunno. | mean, | can guess, but that’ s about it.”

“Widl, what' syour guess?’

“My guessis shewaslooking to raise Brinvillier Strych.”

“Brinvillier Strych?Y ou mean Lord Bonfire? In the stories? HE sreal 7’

| wondered who was the patron saint of little provincia girls who came to Méusine without no more
brains on ‘em than a chickadee. “Fuck, yes,” | said. “ PorphyriaLevant wasred, too. | know people
who knew Strych.”

She opened her mouth and shut it again.

“And | know aguy”—a crazy old resurrectionist so crippled up with arthritis he could hardly
move—*who swears he saw them taking Strych’s body into the Boneprince.”

Her breath hitched in, and she signed hersdlf, that quick five-point circle to ward off hexes and bad luck
and Phi-Kethetin’s especid didike.

“Vey Coruscant was hisstudent. Like | said, my guessis shewastrying to raisehim.”



“But hewasn't there. | mean, that voice—"
“1 know.”
“Doyouthink he'sdill... dive?

“Dunno. | don’t think so, though. | mean, if he was—where the fuck ishe? Hewasn't the sort to lay low,
even with the Mirador on hisass. | think they lied about where they put him.”

“Oh,” shesad, liketheideawas ardlief. “Redly?’
“They’re hocuses. It swhat they do.”

She yawned. Not one of them polite, ladylike little yawvnsto tell the guy he' sbeing abore, but area
jaw-stretcher.

“Goonanddeep,” | sad. | got up and went to my own blankets. “It's okay. Whatever was going onin
the Boneprince tonight, nobody’ s gonna have the space to come looking for usfor, oh, at least adecad.”

She gave adeepy little chuckle and rolled hersalf up in the blankets. Far as| could tell, shewas adeep as
soon as she got settled. Asfor me, | heard the Nero Street Clock chime the tenth hour that night before |
findly fell adeep.

Fdix

Therain sarted sometime later, sometimein the dark. | felt it in my dreams and dreamed of drowning the
rest of the night. At dawn, when one of the cat-headed monsters kicked me awake, | was amost glad.

The guards got me down in the mud again when Stephen and Vidawaked away from the camp to argue,
but they had no higher purpose thistime than degradation and filth. When Stephen came back, one of
them said blandly, “Hetried to escape.” Stephen knew it for alie; he did not pursue They shoved me up
onto the horse again and started for the walls of Méusine.

By noon, wewere in sight of Chacedony Gate. Stephen reined in at the end of the causeway through the
S. Grandin swamp, held up ahand. “He waksfrom here,” he said, and Esmond dragged me off the
horse.

Stephen intended me to walk to the Mirador.
| wondered if | could, and | was still wondering when we passed beneath the arch of Chalcedony Gate.
Mildmay

In the dream, I’m akid again, like maybe a septad and two, septad and three. Keeper and me are
standing outside the Boneprince s gates. It's past the septad-night.

In you go, Keeper says and shoves me forward, so that I’ m in the Boneprince before I’ m ready for it.
I’m scared out of my mind, but proud. We al know what the Boneprince test means.

| start walking, not too fast, not like I’'m scared or nothing, along the Road of Marble. Behind me, the
gates swing shut with this horrible noise, like screaming and laughing and puking dl & once. Eveninthe
dream, | know them gates were wel ded open back in the reign of Laurence Corddlius, cause he was sick
to desth of people breaking the lock or being found in the morning hung up on the spikes.

And that’ skind of worrisome, you know, them gates closing when | know they can't. | turn around.



Keeper' s4till there, on the other Sde of the gates. She smilesat me. Things are okay, then. Thisisjust
part of thetest, and | can take anything she throws at me.

| turn back and keep walking. | can hear my footsteps and my heart beating. It sdark, not just like the
night being dark when the moon’sgonein, but dark like being shut in aroom with black walls. | can see
the Road of Marble, and that’ s about it.

And then there’ s a voi ce beside the path, and it whispers my name.

| stop in my tracks, looking from side to Sde, even though it won't do me no good. There' s nothing to
see. Just blackness and more blackness. Is... is somebody there?

Mildmay, another voice calls, from someplace dse.
| spin around, but | can’t see nothing. There' sjust the path, gleaming white, and al that blackness.

Mildmay, Mildmay, Mildmay. L ots of voices now, and | know who they are. They’ re the kept-thieves,
the kidsthat got the sanguette ‘ cause Lady Jane didn’'t know no better way to deal with her city.

Come play with us, Mildmay, they cdl. We're lonely. You' re one of us.
No! | say, too scared to keep my mouth shut.
It'strue. It'strue. You belong to us, Mildmay. You know it.

I"d runif I knew which way to go, but the voices are al around me. | can see things on the path, like
shadows.

Then something tugs my hair. | yelp and try to dodge, but I’ m fenced in now, with bone, al ther
skeletons, some of ‘em ill hung about with bits of rotting cloth and bits of rotting flesh. They catch hold
of mewith their fingerslike brambles, crowding around me, and | know they can fedl my body heet. The
eye sockets of their skullsare dark, like they’ ve got dl the night insde their heads.

You are ours, one says, close enough to kissme. | pull back, fighting their grip and the thingsthey say,
and wake up.

It was near the septad-day. Ginevrawas still adeep on the daybed. | wastangled up in my blanketslike
they had a new career coming as an octopus.

“Powers,” | muttered under my breath and unwrapped mysalf. Standing up was hard—I ached dl over
from that crazy run through the Boneprince—but | did it anyway and went to the window. Thereain’t
much happens on Persmmony Street in the daytime. | saw two catsfighting over afish head and agirl
scrubbing the steps of the Hourglass. The sky was dark and kind of far-off-looking. There d be more
rain soon.

| couldn’t settle. The dream wasin my head. So | pulled on my boots, still damp from last night, and I ft.
Persmmony Street’ s only four blocks from the Road of Chalcedony, and across the Road and up three
stories, there’ saroof market. Stuff there was cheaper than what you could buy on the Road itself—and
fresher, too, haf thetime.

Theair was cold enough to bite, and | could smell the rain coming. | walked fast, not needing to get
soaked again, thanks all the same. But when | cameto the Road, | couldn’t go no farther. Couldn’t even



get near it.
“What the fuck isgoingon?’ | said.

A scissors-grinder said, “It’ sthe hocus. Lord Stephen caught the son of bitch, and they’ re bringing him
back to the Mirador.” It'sthe Mirador’ sway with hocuses they’ re pissed at. They drag ‘em the length of
the Road of Chalcedony, and the people of the Lower City, who ain’t got them nice bourgeois manners,
linethe sdewaks and yel and throw things.

| wasn't annoyed no more. Now al | wanted was a better view. Don’'t get mewrong, | don't like the
Mirador, and they don't like me—but | ain't no fool, neither. The guy who broke the Virtu was nobody’ s
friend. | started edging closer.

Y ou could track their progress by the way the shouting got louder, and | knew | wouldn’t have to wait
long. The Mirador don't do that sort of thing very often, but | could remember thelast one. They’ d found
out that one of the younger hocuses was fucking around with “forbidden magics’—if you put aknifeto
my throat, I’ d guess that meant blood-magic, but it could' ve been most anything. They marched her up
through the streets to the Plaza del’ Archimago and burned her in front of Livergate. She was young and
pretty, and half her body was most of the way to charcoa before shefinaly died.

Everybody around me started yelling their stupid heads off when the Lord Protector and the Protectorate
Guard cameinto view. The hocus was walking behind Lord Stephen’ shorse. | couldn’t get close enough
to see good without doing somebody some serious damage, but | could see how tall he was, and
Ginevrd d beenright. He did dye hishair bright red. | couldn’t think why anybody would want to. That
wasdl | could see of him.

| saw when the rock came out of the crowd, though, somewhere near me. I’ d' ve thrown one mysdlf, if |
could’ ve got aclear line of sight. The People around me were yelling insults. The stone hit the
hocus—you could tell by the way the crowd screamed—and that’ swhen | €ft. | hoped they stoned him
to death right there in the middle of the Road of Chalcedony.

Fdix

Pain explodesin my head, and | fal to my knees, blood trickling into my good eye and down my face.
The Road of Chalcedony blurs and doubles around me. With my good eye haf-gummed shut, | am
nearly blind, Makar is somewhere, waiting to hurt me.

Thereisaterrible howling, shrieking noise assaulting me from al sides. Mongtersline the street, baying
like hounds. | have been trying not to look at their gaping maws, their red, glaring eyes, ever sncewe
came through Chalcedony Gate. The bear-headed man keeps his horse moving forward at the same
ddiberate pace. He does not care whether | walk or am dragged.

| stagger to my feet and walk, sumbling over the cobbles, flinching from the howls of the mongters, which
only makesthem howl louder.

| am coming apart, on the verge of howling back at them. | lock my throat, keep moving. | can see
nothing now but blurred shadows, terrifying bursts of movement that my bad eye cannot track. | fal a
second time tripped by a pothole. | can hear mysalf whimpering, and | hope that no one else can hear. |
get up again, cringing from the noise, from the monsters | can no longer see. | fall the third time because |
can't go on waking. Thereistoo much pain, too much fear. My legs can no longer bear me through this
meaelstrom of ghrieking glass.

Stephen does not look back; the crowd, sensing blood, redoublesits baying in anticipation. The noiseis



awhip; | am back on my feet, though | am shaking from head to foat, fighting to keep from falling again.
Mildmay

When | got back to Persmmony Street, Ginevra was sitting on the daybed, combing her hair.

“Want togotothe Tunny?’ | said as| camein.

“Thewhat?

“The Tunny Street Baths. Over in Gilgamesh.”

“Aren't there baths in Pennycup?’

“Oh, sure, but the Tunny’ s better.”

Shewaslooking a meweird. “Areyou dl right?’

“Yeah. I'mfine” | sat down beside her. “Lord Stephen caught the hocus. | saw them taking him aong
the Road of Chalcedony.”

“Good,” shesaid.

Our gazeslocked for a second, and then we looked away from each other, Ginevraand me. She cleared
her throat. “Mildmay?’

“Right here”
“Lagt night... | was... there was aminute or two where | thought | wouldn't be dive thistime today.”

“Only two?’ | asked, and she laughed. It was a beautiful sound. “We re lucky—I mean, really
lucky—just to be here, sitting and talking to each other.” One cat and a Great Septad dogs.

Therewasalittle slence. My heart was thumping in my chest like it wanted out. She touched my wridt,
light asabutterfly, and said, “ Don’t you think we should celebrate our good luck?’

| couldn’t believe my ears. | mean, just could not fucking believe she'd said it. | looked up, and she was
leaning toward me. Her eyes were as blue as the sky, no clouds, no smoke—just ablue you could die
for. Kethe, maybe she meant it. | leaned in and kissed her, real careful in case she changed her mind—it
had happened before. Her hand moved up my arm and tightened around my biceps. She knew what she
wanted, and | wasn't anywhere near stupid enough to start asking questions.

“Kethe” | said, “the Tunny canwait,” and shelaughed like acat purring.

My shirt hung loose on her. | did my free hand underneath it. Her skin was warm and smooth. | Sarted
to lift the shirt off her, and then it waslike we got caught in acyclone or something, both of us pulling
clothes off asfast aswe could.

When we were naked, we lay down together on the daybed. Kethe, she was beautiful, beautiful likea
queen. | kissed her breasts, and she made anoise way back in her throat, like agrowl. Her fingerswere
tracing patterns across my back.

“No scars,” shesaid.

“Jugt my face”



“| don't care.”

| wouldn't start wondering ‘til later whether she meant she didn’t care that my face was scarred, or she
didn’t care that my body wasn't. Right then, | didn’t care, and that was afucking miracle dl by itsdlf.

Feix

Somehow, | did not fal again. | was till on my feet when we passed under the grim lintel of Livergate. |
stood, shivering, my breasth coming in sobs, while the monsters dismounted, and other, meeker monsters
came and led the horsesaway. They did not look a meat dl. | raised my bound hands to my face and
managed to wipe the blood out of my |eft eye.

The guards on duty at Livergate had siwung the doors closed behind us—the silence was gray and
terrible and absolute. | could fed it encasing me hardening like layers of ice. No one said anything; the
guards stood around Stephen and Vidaand me like statues. Stephen took his gloves off, tucked them
carefully behind hisbdlt, dl hisattention on the task asif it were the answer to some vita question.

| could see the bear around Stephen like amantle, its jaws dark with old blood. “Bring him,” he said,
with acurt jerk of his head, and strode across the courtyard, letting the arched brick mouth of the
passway swallow him back into the Mirador. Vidafollowed him without a backward glance; shewas
cloaked and crowned with shadows.

Two of the monsters with the heads of owlstook my arms, one cold claw above my left elbow, one cold
claw above my right. They took me into the Mirador after the bear and the black lady.

The Mirador was closed against me. | saw that in the blurred, hostile faces of the people who watched us
pass; | saw it in the texture of the floor, dick like glass, impervious. | fdt it inthe sllence, likethe slencein
amausoleum after the doors have been riveted shut. | had no sense of life, no sense of power, no sense
of warmth. | was cast out. | walked acrossthe Mirador’ s surfaces, denied entry to its heart.

The bronze doors of the Hall of the Chimeras were standing open. | could see the crowds within, their
eyesglittering likejewels. | would havetried to stop, not to goin, but | knew the owls would drag me.
We passed through the doors, and | saw the Virtu. | did stop walking, and they did drag me, but | no
longer cared.

| stared at the Virtu al the way from the bronze doors to the place before the dais where the accused
traditiondly stood. Great shardsrose onits plinth till, like the teeth of awounded animal, but they were
twisted, petrified bones where once had glowed beauty and strength and power. | had never seen
anything so annihilated. The grest poison tide of madness, ebbing away acrossthe black sand, left
exposed the wreckage of my guilt.

Stephen said, hisvoicelike aclap of thunder, “Felix Harrowgeate!”

| looked away from the Virtu, down to where Stephen sat benegth it. They must have cleared the glass
off the daisand the throne. * Y es, my lord?’

“Y ou stand accused of bresking the Virtu of the Mirador. Do you understand?’
“Yes, my lord.”

“Do you deny the charges?’

“No, my lord.”



“Do you have anything to say in your defense?’

The silence stretched out, like wool spun of grief. The briars of Makar’ s compulsion twisted round and
round me, gouging me, mocking thetruth | could not speak, mocking my pain.

“Wdl?'

“No, my lord,” | said.

“So. He admits his guilt. Does anyone speak in defense of this person?’

Behind me | heard arustle, amurmur, like tree branches in the wind. But no one spoke.
“For the second time of asking, does anyone speak in defense of this person?’

And then someone said, “Not in defense, but the Curia petitions that execution be stayed until we
understand how it isthat he has done what he has done.”

“Haven't you figured that out yet, Lord Giancarlo?’ Stephen sounded annoyed, and | wanted to tell him
it was unfair to expect miracles from anyone. Only Makar could make miracles happen on demand, and
Makar' swereal miracles of evil, miracles of madness, miracles of hate.

| lost the rest of the debate between Lord Giancarlo and Lord Stephen; my hearing shredded away from
me again, and al | could hear wasthe roaring of beasts. And beneath it, athin strand of threnody, the
song that the broken Virtu was singing to itsdlf. | listened to that song, quiet and hurt-filled, and the Hall
of the Chimeras faded away, becoming as distant and unimportant as the vanities and schemes of the
person | had been.

“ FELIX!”

The voice hit me, like abar of iron between the eyes. | flinched back, my hands going up reflexively,
usalesdy. The bear sat enthroned benesth the Virtu. | thought for amoment | saw dead kings standing
around him, their faces white and proud and desolate, but | shook my head, and they went away.

“My... my lord?’

“You areontrid for your life,” the bear said, dry assalt. “I suggest you pay attention.”

| looked down. Beneath my feet, achimera' s paw curled around a globe of the heavens. “Yes, my lord.”
“Can you explain, Felix Harrowgate, how you broke the Virtu?’

| opened my mouth, and the compulsion whip-cracked across me. “No, my lord.”

“No?’

“| cannot.”

“Your point carries, Lord Giancarlo,” the bear said. “And | admit that | agree with you. If we' regoing to
keep thisfrom happening again, we' d better understand how it happened to begin with.”

“Morethan that, my lord,” Giancarlo said, “much though | hateto say it. If we areto mend the Virtu, we
must understand how it was broken.”

The bear made no response for amoment, then said, “Very well. Hereis my judgment. Felix



Harrowgate!”

| looked up, because the bear demanded it. It regarded me, its mad red eyes unfathomable. “ Y ou are to
be stripped of your powers, title, and privileges asawizard of the Mirador. Y ou will be kept under guard
and ward, subject to the examinations of the Curia, until such time as the destruction of the Virtuisfully
understood. At that time, your fate will be decided. Do you understand?’

“Yes, my lord.”
“Victoria” Stephen sad. “If you would.”

She rose and came down from the dais. She stopped in front of me. Her face was like granite. “ Extend
your hands,” she said. | wondered if she had asked for this duty, wondered how much Makar's
decampment hurt her. | remembered his parting gift—the kiss, the compulsion, the terrible lie—and knew
that someone had told her. Malkar breaks whatever he touches, and laughs.

| lifted my hands, and she stripped the dead rings off my fingers. | looked over her shoulder, avoiding her
face, and my eyes met Shannon’s. They were sgpphires set in the living flesh of hisface, faceted and
brilliant and soulless. | shut my eyes. | felt Vicky' sfingers brush across my forehead. | knew shewas
binding my powers, subjecting meto the will and whim of the Curia, but | felt nothing.

| listened for the song of the Virtu, but | could no longer hear it.



Chapter 3

Feix

The darknessis solid. It pressesin around me; the weight makes it hard to bresthe. | haveto get up
sometimes, touch the walls, touch the angry iron of the bars, to be sure that they have not moved, that
thereis gill spacefor me,

They have taken my earrings, my watch, my boots, my sash, my coat and waistcoat, my rings. | have
nothing but my trousers and shirt, and the darknessis cold. Thereisone blanket, and | wrap mysdf init,
but | ill shiver. | am afraid to ask for another blanket. | aready know they will not let me havelight.

| canfed theVirtu, likeadistant ache; | can fed it when they try to mend it or to work with it, and then |
curl up on the narrow cot and try not to make any noise as| cry.

Mildmay

That Neuvieme, | went to see my friend Cardenio. Cardenio’ s a cade-skiff and | spent awhile cooling
my hedls on the Fishmarket’ s long marble porch before he could get away. Neuvieme' s supposed to be
his half day but the master cade-skiffs always seem like they got to squeeze it down to a quarter. But
then he came out, grinning al over his shy, mousy face at seeing me, and we walked over to Richard’'s
Park, where we could sit and talk.

Cardenio’ d made journeyman not long before, and he still worethe | big black hat and the long coat like
they were about the greatest things since they started minting gorgons. | don’t think he redlly believed,
even then, that they’ d redly let himin, that he’ d redlly passed the orded and sworn the oaths and gotten
ameaster to teach him their mysteries. Cardenio’ d never had much use for himsalf, and it wasweird for
him that somebody el sedid.

He said while we werewalking, “I hear you got anew ladyfriend.”

Cade-skiffsknow everything. Ain't nothing to be done about it. “Powers, ain't nothing sacred? Y eah, |
got anew ‘ladyfriend.” She' sashopgirl over on the Road of Carndian.”

“You'removing up intheworld,” hesad. | looked sdeways at him, but he was smiling, and hisface had
gonered, so | knew he was just teasing.

“Yeah,” | sad, “pretty soon | won't know you to spit on you no more, o you better watch your step.”
“I can just see you cutting me deed, dl lah-di-dah with your lace and expensive perfume.”

“Shit, Cardenio, d'you mind? | got some pride.”

He giggled for the next block and a hdlf after that.

We had our bench in Richard’ s Park that we specidly liked, and that afternoon it wasfree. Sowe sat in
the middle of the forma garden, where nobody could snesk up onus, and | said, “I, um, | got you
something. For making journeyman.”

Hiseyesgot big. “Do you mean it?’

“No, numbnuts, I’'m just being aprick. ‘ Course | meanit. Here”



It was alittle box, but the shop assistant had wrapped it up pretty, Cardenio held it and stared at it, but
didn’'t openit. “Mildmay, redly, you shouldn’t—"

“I'mflash thisdecad,” | said. Me and Ginevrahadn’t got round to figuring out my cut, but | knew what
kind of money | waslooking at. “ And | wanted to. Go on and openit.”

Heworked redl careful, like the paper was precious. | sat and watched, fedling kind of shy mysdlf. He
opened it, and his eyes got big as bell-wheds. “Powers. Mildmay, you really shouldn’'t—"

“Put ‘emon,” | said. | would ve been grinning, except | don't do that. Not ever. “ AnnaChrigtinaat The
Sphinx Was A Lady saysthey’re old. Maybe even Cyme lunar work.”

“Powers.” He untied theloops of silk ribbon in hisears and did them out. Then, so carefully | could tell
he was holding his breath, he put the earringsin. Gold rings with jade beads carved like dragons. Then he
turned hishead gently to fed them move.

“Okay?’ | said.
“Y eah. Redlly okay. | mean, nobody’ s ever given methis good a present before. Thanks.”

“Hey, you'rethe only person | know’ s ever made it to journeyman cade-skiff. That’ s gotta be worth
something.”

Heblushed likeagirl, and I let him off the hook by asking him to tell me what kind of thing hewas
learning this decad. We talked the way we aways did, about everything under the sun. Cardenio was
maybe the best listener I’d ever met. With him | didn’t fed like | had to worry about my scar. We had an
early dinner at the Wheat-Dancer and then started back toward Havel ock, where he' d disappear back
into hisguildhall and I'd seeif | could flag down ahansom to get me to the Blue Cat in Dragonteeth,
where Ginevrawanted me to meet her.

After afew blocks, | said, “Cardenio?’

“Yesh?’

“Y ou know anything ‘bout Brinvillier Strych?”

“What kind of anything?’

“Dunno. Just, you know, like what happened to his body.”

He gave me alook. Cardenio was shy, but he wasn't stupid. Y ou don’t make journeyman with the
cade-skiffsif you don’t got some fucking grand machinery up top. “This got anything to do with what
happened in the Boneprince on Deuxieme?’

And he 4till sandbagged me, even though | knew better. “What happened in the Boneprince on
Deuxieme?’ | said, just like | should, only | said it abest too late, and Cardenio knew it.

But hewasafriend. Helet it go. “Nobody knowsfor sure. The necromancersin Scaffelgreen say it was
something big, and asfar aswe can tell nobody’ s seen Vey Coruscant since.”

“Fuck,” | said, not faking. “What do y’ dl think?’

He shrugged. “We don't know, either. We re cade-skiffs, not gods. But you were asking about
Brinvillier Strych.”



“Yeah,” | said, and | knew that Cardenio was putting stuff together even if he didn’t say nothing about it.
But it was okay. Whatever he said to his masters, he wouldn't tell “em | was part of their headache.

“Wel,” hesad, “the Mirador said they buried him in the Boneprince.”
“Yeah. The Mirador dso says Crennaof Verithisasinner and aheretic.”
“For shame, Mildmay.” Hewas grinning. “Are you saying they lied?’
“Dunno. I'm just wondering. That'sdl.”

“Okay. You'rejust wondering. | don’t really know. | mean, there' sall sorts of places| can imagine
they’ d put him—there s cryptsin the Mirador, you know.”

“Powers. For rea 7’

“Y eah. Master Auberon says his master, Master Rosamund, when shewas agirl, she actualy saw the
crypt of the Thestonarii once—her dad was a butler, and he snuck her into the Mirador and showed
her—but she could never remember how she got there. And Master Auberon says they figured writing a
letter to ask the Lord Protector to let them look wouldn't go over so good.”

“No, guess not. But you think—"

“If the Mirador was gonna say they buried him one place and redlly bury him somewhere e se, then that's
wherel think they’d doit.”

“Makes sense. Thanks.”
“Dunno for what. But you' rewelcome.”

We came to the Fishmarket and stopped on the porch, under one of the big iron-caged lamps. | said,
“Next Neuviéme the same?’

“Yeah, | think so. | mean, unless you got something better to do?’
“Wdll, the Lord Protector asked meto dinner, but | told him | was busy.”

Cardenio grinned. “Next Neuvieme, then.” He sort of paused asecond and said, “ Thanks. | mean...
thanks.” Heturned bright red and al but ran on. | shouted after him, “Y ou’' rewelcome!” and | think he
heard me before the Fishmarket’ s doors dammed shut behind him.

Ginevra had shitty tastein bars. I’ d never been in the Blue Cat before, but was pure Dragonteeth swank,
with blue velvet on thewalls and brassfiligreeinlay on the bar. | was dressed decent, at least, in my
bottle-green coat where the darn on the elbow didn’t show, but | wore my hair too short to be a
gentleman, and with the scar on my face, nobody was going to believe | thought | could land aflashie.
Which | couldn’t, and didn’t want to. But that' s the sort of bar the Blue Cat was. | wished | wasn't
wondering if Ginevrahad met Ellis Otanius here.

Ginevrawaved at me from aback corner. | started toward her. About hafway there | redlized there was
somebody at the table with her, abig, dark girl in blood-red silk. | stopped short.

“Gil!” Ginevrashouted. SinceI’d been fool enough to tell her my real name, I’'d had to give her
something elseto cal me. “Gilroi Felter” was safe enough. The only thing that name was connected to



was Mrs. Pickering’ s house. Ginevra d promised she wouldn’t forget, and | was glad she hadn’t, but |
wished she would' ve warned me before she went inventing nicknames. And | particularly wished she
would' ve warned me before she dragged her friends along.

But | couldn’t very well turn around and walk back out, although it was what | was wanting to do.
Manners, manners, Milly-Fox, Keeper said in my head, laughing, and | walked up to thetable.

“Gil, thisismy friend EstdllaVdvet. Esdla, thisis Gil.”
“So,” sad the dark girl, drawling, “you re Ginevrd s new flame.”

Fuck, | thought. EstellaVelvet wastdl, stacked, dark and rich like chocolate. Her hair was black and
thick and curly. Her skin was golden bronze, and there was alot of it on display. | mean, | an't no
prude, but | wasn't sure her necklinewas legal. Her eyes were heavy-lidded and sort of deepy and
sharp-looking at the sametime. She might aswell have called itself Sex on the Hoof.

“If shesayss0,” | said. Estella Ve vet burst out laughing. The sound was as dark and rich as her hair, and
| didn’t have to wonder how she' d afforded the dress she was wearing or the rings on her fingers.

“Sit down, Gil,” Ginevrasaid.

“Okay,” | said. | hooked a chair out and sat down.

“IsFath coming?’ Ginevrasadto Esedla

“She'll be here. She has no sense of time. Y ou know that.”

“Egdla sgirlfriend works at the Hospice of &t. Cecily,” Ginevrasaid to me.

| kept my eyebrows from going up, but it took some doing. St. Cecily*, in Candlewick Mewsisthe
biggest hospice in the Lower City—not the best, mind you, just the biggest. St. Latimer’sin Gilgameshis
better, or St Gailan’ sin Spicewdll. What makes St. Cecily’ sdifferent isthat it’' swhere the nature-witches
hang out, the ones that think they should be using their magic to hea people. Nobody said nothing, dong
of how the Mirador said it was heresy and evil to boot, but everybody in the Lower City knew. The
Mirador knew, too, but mostly it wasn't worth their while to fuck around with it. So Estdlla’ s girlfriend
was either supid or crazy.

I’d' ve bet on stupid and lost my money. Faith Cowry turned out to belittle, dark, skinny, bright-eyed as
awren, and not the least bit stupid. And despite what Estella’d said, she didn’t strikeme as
absentminded either, just somebody who knew what mattered, and it didn’t include showing up ontime
to meet Estella slowlife friends. She was sort of just barely tolerating Ginevra, fromwhat | could see,
and she surewas't cutting me no dack. The ook she gave me said she about half expected meto eat
with my fingers, and three-quarters expected me to get drunk and start brawling. | couldn’t blame her. |
know what | look like.

So socidly spesking, the evening was pretty much sunk from the start. Ginevraand Estelladid most of
the talking—gossiping, | guesswould be abetter word. They were dl into who was deeping with who
and who wasn't speaking to who and dl therest of it—which | supposeain’t bad if you know everybody
involved, but | didn’t, and from the ook on her face Faith Cowry didn’t, either. | think it was somewhere
around the third or fourth hour of the night that our eyes met by accident, and | saw that shefdt just like |
did: shedidn’t want to know none of these people, and wished to fuck Estellaand Ginevradidn't, either.

| raised an eyebrow, to let her know that was how | felt, too, and she cracked up.



“What?' Egelasad.
“Nothing,” Faith said. “Did you bring your cards, Estdlla?’
“They go everywhere with me. Why?’

“I thought Gil and | might play ahand of Long Tiffany while you and Ginevra... catch up.” Faith raised
her eyebrows at me, and | nodded.

“I don’t know why you want to play such avulgar game,” Estella said, but she got the cards out. “What's
the matter with Griffin and Pegasus?’

“It'stoo bourgeois,” Faith said, very sweetly, and that cracked Estella up, and everything was okay.

So me and Faith played Long Tiffany until the septad-night, while Estellaand Ginevra bickered and
gossiped and giggled together. Estellawas the prowl, and | lost count of the number of flashieswho came
over and asked if they could buy her drinks.

“Don’t that bother you?’ | asked Faith, under cover of aburst of laughter.

She shrugged. “1 can’t change Estella. | can live with her how sheis, or | can break up with her. And
mostly we get dong okay.”

She dedlt out the next hand, and | shut up.

Faith played pretty good Long Tiffany. We played five hands. | won three, and she only won on points
on afourth.

“It' sagood thing we weren't playing for money,” she said when we' d finished the fifth hand and were
getting ready to go.

“I don't play for money,” 1 said. And | didn’t. I’ d spent too many indictions sharping.

She gave me akind of funny look, but then Estdlasaid, “Let’s go, Faith,” and we followed her and
Ginevraout of the Blue Cat.

Egdlaand Ginevramade their plansto meet again, and thistime to meet up with another friend, some
guy named Austin, and then Estella and Faith grabbed a hansom to take them back to Candlewick
Mews, and me and Ginevra started for Spicewell, where she had aroom.

It was anice night for the middle of Pluviose, and Dragonteeth is good for waking. Always|lots of shit
going on. So wewalked for awhile, not saying nothing, looking at the guy juggling torches, and the three
women doing acrobaticsin Godwell Square, and then Ginevrasaid, “Gil, do you like me?’

“Um, sure” | said.

“Gil! You know what | mean!”

“Um, no. Not really.”

Wewalked by astreetlamp, and | saw shewas blushing. “ Estella caled you my new flame.”
“Yeah. S07’

“Wadll... | mean... do you want to? Y ou looked kind of mad a Estella”



Powers. | was dipping. Mind your ugly face, Milly-Fox. | said, “1 didn’t much taketo Estella | like you
fine. But | thought you waslooking for afancy boy from up the city.”

“Gill”

“Wdl, an'tyou?

“You makeit sound 0... SO crass.”

| dmost said, Being awhoreis, but | grabbed it back beforeit got out of my mouth.
Shesaid, “And anyway, I'm not looking. Not exactly.”

You just don’t mind getting found, | thought. | knew how it worked. | said, “What isit you' re wanting
fromme, Ginevra?’

“I don’t know.” She sounded mad. “1 wanted to know how you fedl about me, | guess.”
“I @n’'t known you but adecad.”

“Do you want to know me better?’

“Sure” | said. “I mean... | guessso.”

“Powers Don't do me any favors, will you?’

“I’'m sorry. | don’'t know what you want meto say.”

“Maybe | don’'t know either! Maybe that’ swhat I'm trying to find out!”

“Shit,” | said. I'd redlly pissed her off. “l ain't... | an’t real good with words. | didn’t mean to make you

“It'sokay.” Wewalked another block and ahaf, and she said, “1 guessdl | redlly wanted to know was
if youwanted to... to degp with me again.”

“Kethe, why didn’t you ask that to tart with?‘ Course | do.”

“Oh,” shesad, and gave me asmile asbright asal the streetlampsin Dragonteeth. “ Then that’ sl right,
then.”

Felix

“Y ou want one of usto stay, m'’lord?’

“No, not necessary. | believe | can cope with the, er, threat he poses. But thank you.”

“WEe | beright outsde. Y ou just shout, and we' Il comein.”

“Thank you.”

| have my hands over my face, trying to protect my eyes. | hear the armored monsters leave.
“Wadl, Felix. Areyou ready to tell ushow you did it?’

The words make no sense. | squint, my eyeswatering, a the shape against the light of the torch. | can't



remember how to speak. | put hands over my eyes again, hunch my shoulders againgt the light.

“This stubborn silence will do you no good, you know. If you cooperate | promise | will do everything |
can at least to make your execution painless. Y ou'll be burned, you know, if no one intercedes.”

| can’'t answer.

After along time, the person on the other side of the bars sighsand says, “I'll come back.”
| hear him leave.

Darkness.

Mildmay

So me and Ginevrawere seeing each other pretty regular, and it got to the point in about amonth where
it didn’t seem like there was any point in her keeping her room in Spicewdl, when she was spending dll
her time at my placein Midwinter. Kethe, | was happy. | mean, she was gorgeous and smart, and my
face didn’t bother her or nothing. So things for uswere redly good. Thingsin the city were getting kind of
hairy, with the Lord Protector calling up anew Witchfinder Extraordinary and nobody knowing just how
that crazy hocus had broken the Virtu. And people were worrying about the Obscurantists again, dong
of the bad magic in the Boneprince and some other shit that | never did get theright of. Cardenio tried to
explainit to me, but it got al tangled up in what different kinds of necromancers believed and what the
nature-witches thought was going on, and | finaly had to ask him to stop before my brains froze solid and
died.

But there was't much of that kind of gossip in Midwinter, and anyways Ginevrawasn't interested. She
was sure the Witchfinder Extraordinary—Erasmus Spalding was his name—would get everything sorted
out, and it would al be okay. | could havetold her otherwise, could’ vetold her horror stones about the
last Witchfinder Extraordinary for days on end, but then | would' ve had to explain how come | knew so
fucking much about Cerberus Clesset and the round of witch-hunts from three indictions back, and |
didn’t particularly want to explain that to Ginevra. Not yet.

So | kept my mouth shut and didn’t bore her with city palitics. | didn’t introduce her to my
friends—Cardenio and Margot and Lollymeg—because | knew from meeting her friendsthat it wouldn’t
work out. And if there was anything | wanted—anything that could’ ve made things better—it wasfor
Ginevrato see her friendsfor what they were and give them up.

Faith wasn't so bad, but Faith wasn't Ginevra sfriend. | got to seethat real plain after awhile. Faith was
like me. Shewasin love with Estdlla, and she came dong to the Blue Cat because it made Estella happy.
Faith didn’t give a shit about Ginevra. | wished she had. Because Faith was the only one of them | liked.

There were abunch of girls| never did get straightened out. They only came when their protectorsdidn’t
want their company, or when one guy’ d gotten tired of them and they hadn’t picked up anew one yet.
They were giggly, and they flirted with everything in sight. Except me. | frightened them, and it didn’t even
bother me. Although it did make mewonder if Ginevrawas showing off, bringing me with her, trying to
get them to take her serioudy. She was the youngest of them, and one of only two or three who hadn’t
been born in the Lower City. They thought shewas alightweight. | wanted to tell her it was okay to bea
lightweight, that she didn’t owe these gal's nothing and didn’t need to make them think she was tough. But
| found out redl early on that she wouldn't listen to me about her friends.

| found that out because of Austin. Austin Lefevre, who thought he was apoet. | hated him on sight. He
wastall, with gray eyes and black, black hair. | thought he was probably dyeing his har—bedieve me, |



know the signs—but it didn’t matter none. He was one of those bastards who' d be handsome if they
were mud-brown and fish-belly-white, and he didn’t have to do ho more than raise an eyebrow to have
al them gastwitching on hisstring. That kind of handsome. And his voice was degp and smooth, and
he' d got the Lower City out of hisvowels somehow, so he sounded flash, and he knew how to talk
pretty and pay compliments and shit like that.

Augtin came with amusician in tow, arabbity little middle-aged man even more out of place than me. His
name was Hugo Chandler. He came from the music school in Nill, where he was teaching and angling for
acourt gppointment, like every other musician in Méusine. He nursed one weak sherry dl evening and
jumped afoot when anybody spoketo him. The girlsall teased him something fierce, batting their
eyelashes at him and cooing, like they did to the flashies. Hugo Chandler went red as a best, but you
knew hewas dways|ooking at Austin, even when his eyes were pointed somewhere dse. And it seemed
to melike Austin was dways|ooking a Ginevra

| told mysdlf | wasbeing stupid, that it was because | hated Austin Lefevre s beautiful guts and nothing
more, but then one night Etella said to me, “ They used to have athing going, you know.”

“Sorry?’ | said. Estdladidn’t talk to me much. She couldn’t get arise out of me the way she could out of
Hugo, and | knew | bored her.

“Audtin and Ginevra. Before she took up with Lord Codface. He was expecting her to come back to him
when she came back down the city.”

“Well, shedidn’t.”
“No. There' sno accounting for taste.”

She waited amoment, but | knew better than to try any kind of comeback. She snorted and turned to
say something to one of the other girls—Dulcie or Danielle or something like that. | sat and watched
Augtin watching Ginevraand tried to convince myself shewasn't watching him back. | didn’'t do avery
good job.

Fdix
Light.

Thevoicesin my head—babbling, excoriating, mocking, whining—fal slent asif dain. | st up.
Sometimes the monsters get angry if | don't. But | keep my face turned away from thelight. It hurtstoo
much.

A voice says, “Blessed saints. Can’t you even leave him alight?’

“Not ‘til hetalks. That's our orders. Y ou want usto stay?’

“No, thank you.”

The clash and cacophony of armored monsters. They dam the door behind them.
Thefirst voice says, “Lord Fdix.”

| shake my head. “Not alord.”

A slence. | can hear, dl through it, the labored arrhythmia of the Minor’' s magic. Even when the voicesin
my head are silent, | haveto listen to that.



“Do you know meat dl? My nameis Erasmus Spading.”

| squint in hisdirection, but al | can seeisablurry shape, blue and deep violet with circling sparks of
gold. “Yes” | lie

“Good. That is, Lord Stephen and the Curia have appointed me Witchfinder Extraordinary. | need to ask
you some questions. Not about the Virtu. It' sdl right.”

| wonder what they think of me, in their world of light, deaf to the broken patterns around them. |
wonder what storiesthey have invented, to explain mewhen | cannot explain mysdf. “All right,” | echo
him.

“The night after... after the Virtu was broken, something strange happened in Adrian’s Park. Do you
know anything about it?’

“No.”

“Wasit something to do with you? With Makar Gennadion?’

“I don’t know. | don’t think so.”

“Butit can’'t be coincidence. Areyou sure?’

Pushing the limits of what the compulsion will alow, | whisper, “Makar didn’t say anything.”
“What about your contactsin the Lower City?”

“What?’ | think | must have misheard him. My hearing is erratic; | know that. But he repesats his question,
and it sounds the same the second time.

“I don't have contactsin the Lower City.”

“Very wdl,” he says. The colors around him flex into darkness for amoment, and | know he thinks| am
aliar. Heisfrightened of me. “What about Makar?’

“I don’'t know! | redly don’'t. I'm sorry.”
“It would not hurt you to cooperate.”

“I'msorry,” | say. He says something else, but | can’t understand him. Sounds are blurring, booming.
The mongters are coming out. | knot my hands together in my lap and try not to shake, try not to cry.

After awhile, the monster leaves.
Darkness.
Mildmay

The palitica stuation was getting hotter and hotter, and | started spending more time with Lollymeg and
Cardenio and Elvire, listening to news, trying to figure out which way to jump. The Lord Protector had
learned hislesson from last time. This time the Witchfinder Extraordinary wasn't coming down the city
with the Protectorate Guard, arresting everybody who looked like maybe they could hex ategpot. This
time, the Lord Protector and the Witchfinder Extraordinary were talking to the Mayor and giving the
Dogs money to hire extra people and trying to keep everything from exploding the way it had when
Cerberus Cresset wasin charge. There d been rioting, the summer of 20.2.1, and shops and houses got



mashed up, and people had died who weren’t heretics or sympathetic to heretics or nothing like
that—just in the wrong place at the wrong fucking time. Erasmus Spading was trying to keep that from
happening again, and | kind of liked him for it.

Even so, hewasgoing at it dl the wrong way round. Hewas being al cautious and methodical, and
telling the Mayor about what he was doing, and what was happening was he was giving people more
timeto get frightened. Especidly because people were getting confused. What the Witchfinder
Extraordinary was after was people who were hel ping the Bastion, and what peoplein the Lower City
were frightened of was Obscurantists. And it was no good people saying that the Obscurantists weren't
nothing to do with the Virtu getting broken or the bad magic on 12 Pluvidse that now it seemed like
everybody knew about. Because the Lower City’ s been frightened of Obscurantists since the day's of
King Jasper, and everybody knows that the Obscurantists would sell usdl to the Kekropiansin a minute
flat if it meant they could do what they liked and not get burned for it. And, | mean, they'real heretics
anyway, according to the Mirador, so when the Mayor says that heresy will not be tolerated, that don't
exactly help straighten things out. But nothing the Mayor did helped the Lower City anyway. Weal
knew he would have been crying just bucketsif the Grest Fire of 19.7.2 had burned the whole Lower
City flat.

Lollymeg was afencein Ruthven. She wasn't as good a source for news as Elvire, but shedidn’t mind
me gitting in her sore dl afternoon—not that anybody in Ruthven was stupid enough to fuck with
Lollymeg. | could sit and look at peopl€’ s faces and hear them saying as how they weren't letting their
kids out after dark no more and how they were going to church and they’ d asked their priest to come
blesstheir doorstep, so nobody who meant evil could crossit, and | could fed for mysdlf that the Lower
City was getting frightened.

And Lollymeg, who listened to people dl day long, like pawnshop owners got to—L ollymeg told me dl
the things she was hearing and weird stuff like thet last Quatrieme, it seemed like hdf the Resurrectionists
Guild had beeninlooking for saints medals.

“Anybody specid?’ | sad.

“Anybody they thought would look out for them. | mean, ain’'t no good them asking St. Carmen for
favors, you know?’ And she tapped thelittle gold meda with onefingernail, so it swung back and forth
above her head. Lollymeg kept al the cheap jewd ry like that, hanging off thiskind of trellis over the
counter that divided the store in half.

“Yeah,” | said. St. Carmen isthe patron saint of dutiful children, and ain’t going to have no kindnessfor
resurrectionists.

“They wasjust spooked,” Lollymeg said. “All of ‘em. They said as how they weren't doing no business
in the Boneprince no more, they didn’t care who asked and they didn’t care how much they' d pay.”

“Thinkit'll last?”

“Nah. | know how much some people will pay for amurderer’ sfinger-bone. But they mean it for now.
They an't happy.”

“Whois?
“I hear you,” Lollymeg said glumly, and the bellsin the door jangled as anew customer camein.

Not al of Lollymeg’ s newswas bad, though. I’ d taken Ginevra s jewelry and the clock and the dancer
to her, and she' d come back right away with agood price on the jewelry and the clock—the stuff that



was easy to shift. It took her longer on the dancer, because with genuine Tolmattins you got to find
somebody who' srich enough to afford it and crazy enough to buy it. But Lollymeg was agood fence,
and she tracked somebody down around the middle of Germind. | didn’t ask too many questions, aong
of not redly wanting to know, but the dancer’ s new home was someplace in Roy-Verlant, whererichis
where people start. | wasjust glad of the money.

Ginevrawas happy, too, but it got usinto afight, because she wanted to spend it. She might not care
about politics, but she got dl the scandd sheets and the fashion books—and she worked in that flash
store. She knew who the best modistes were, and the best parfumiers, and who you went to for redly
top-notch hats, and those were the places she wanted to go. | didn’t mind that so much—except for
wishing she’ d go through our money alittle d ower—but what she' d got in her head that Germind was
that she wanted aminiature of me, and she wanted it from Stavis Macawnbrey, who painted peoplelike
Lord Shannon Teverius and Araminta Packer, the Mayor’ s third wife, and Susan Dravanya, the lead
actress at the Empyrean.

“You got to bekidding,” | said.

“Why?" Sheleaned up on one elbow to look a mein the candldight We' d just finished fucking, and she
was flushed and bright-eyed and so gorgeousit hurt to look at her.

“What makesyou think... | mean, Stavis Macawnbrey ain't gonnapant me.”
“We can afford it.”

“That don’t change things.”

“What things?”

“l an't exactly the type of person gets painted by Stavis Macawnbrey. Besides’—I looked away from
her, up at the celling where the plaster was starting to crack—"you don’t want a picture of me.”

“Of course | do. Why wouldn't I?”

| gave her the hairy eyebal and hard. “Fuck, Ginevra, you ain't blind, so don't pretend like you are.”
“Oh. Y ou mean the scar.”

“Of course | mean the scar. Kethe!”

“But | don't... | mean, you could be painted in profileif you wanted, but it doesn’t matter to me.”
“I don’t want to be painted at all.”

“Y ou don't? Why not?’

“| got reasons.”

“Mildmay, thisisdlly,” she said, stroking my hair. “It’ snot like you’ ve got two noses or anything.”
“Itan’tthat.”

“Then what isit? What' sthe matter with you?’

“Ain’'t you been paying attention? Ain’t you caught on yet?I’m a thief.”



She pulled her hand back, like I’ d threatened to bite. “ Y es, but—"
“I donethingsthey’ d send meto the sanguette for if they caught me.”
“But surely no onein the Mirador—"

“| @n't going to the Mirador.”

She stared a me. | didn’t blame her. 1t d come out halfway to ashout, and it wasn't no use pretending
she hadn’t caught me on the raw.

“What swrong with the Mirador?” shesaid finaly.
“Nothing. | just ain’t going there. Y ou want aminiature, you go get one of yoursdlf.”
“But | don't understand—"

There snothing to understand. | just ain’'t going nowhere near the Mirador, and | don’t want my picture
done anyways, so it don’t matter. “You're scared,” she said.

“l an’'t scared. | just don't do stupid things, okay?’

“H ne,’.’ shesaid, like arsenic over ice, and rolled over to put her bad to me. But she didn’t bring theidea
up again.

Felix

Light.

| Stup.

The darkness has been full of pain and screaming; | am il shaking and | cannot hideit. Mongters
booming at each other. | hope they are not angry a me, but | know they are. They dways are.

They open the cell door. | scramble backwards on the cot, pressing myself againgt thewall. If | could
become part of the wall, | would be safe. One monster comes nearer. | am shaking. | put my hands over
my ears, but | cannot block out the assault of noise.

It sandsin front of me. | think there are fragments of wordsin its roaring, but they make no sense:
“here... fed... use... in.” | dareto glance up, but the monster looks back a me with the gleaming eyes
of ahawk.

It reaches out, takes my arm, drags me to my feet. | am too scared to try to fight it. It pulls me out of the
cell. Thelight hurts my eyes; | keep my head down.

| follow where the mongter leads. Morelight. | cannot help crying out; | twigt, trying to hide my eyes,
trying to retreat into the darkness, but the monster will not let me go.

More mongters, roaring and crashing. | see aconfused blur of colors, red and black and orange and
green. They aredl angry. | have my hands over my face; | am trying not to cry.

The mongter holding my arm keeps dragging me. The other mongtersfollow us. Thereislight
everywhere. The stones beneath my feet are cold. | don’t know where | am. | can only follow the
monster and hope that it will lead me out of the maze.



Wewak for along time. Thefloor changes from stone to wood to blue and violet tiles. The monsters are
slent, but | can fed their anger, like water intheair. | do not look at them. Their colors frighten me, and
their eyesglow red. | can hear broken edges, failures, a great emptiness where there should be beauty. |
can hear afaint, sobbing thread of song, running through the desolation like atrickle of tainted water
through a battlefield strewn with corpses. It isall my fault. | cannot remember how or why, but | can fedl

my guiltineverything | touch.

Now there are carpets. They are the colors of old blood and bone. The monsters begin booming again.
Their anger stabs through melike knives. | cross my arms, cup my elbowsin my hands, try not to shake.
Feet gpproach me. | hunch my shoulders. A hand catches at my chin; | flinch away. It isastatue; white
marble with gilded hair and sapphire eyes. Behind it, | see abear, and alioness made of granite. They are
all surrounded by black and red, streaked with orange, striated with aterrible drowning green.

For amoment, my hearing clears. The monster beside me, hawk-headed, says, “Don’t you see? It'stoo
late for that.” And then senseis swallowed up again by terrible noise.

| losg, | think, afragment of time. A new monster gppears. It issmal and dark and quick, likeacat. Its
colors are different; they don't hurt. The bear roars at it; it answers. Then it comes and takesmy arm, its
touch as soft asacat’ s paw. It leads me out of the room. | am glad. Wherever it takes me will be better
than that room, with dl theanger in it.

| walked through the spiked, gaping maw of the Harriers Gate, and it was asif I’ d taken off atopcoat
forged of iron and lead. My mind cleared; my eyes cleared. | recognized the man with me: Stephen’s
seward Leveque. There were till colors clouding him, but they did not make him monstrous. | saw that
he did not care for the task Stephen had assigned him.

| could no longer hear the Virtu. | could no longer fedl the Mirador’ s broken magic.
| said, “Where are you taking me, Leveque?’
He shrank together, startled. “L-Lord Fdlix,” he said.

“I'mnot alord,” | said. Had | said that recently, or wasit just that it echoed in my head like aleaden
death knell, arequiem for the person | had been?

“Beg your pardon. We're...” He broke off to flag down a hansom. The Plaza ddl’ Archimago was, as
aways, full of them.

| got in obediently, and did not hear what Leveque said to the driver. When Leveque climbed in next to
me, | said, “Where are we going?’

“Oh, blessed saints” said Leveque. “I'm sorry, my lord, truly.”
“Don't be, please. | just want to know.”

| caught the twitch of Leveque sfingers, as herestrained hisimpulseto sgn himself. He said, quite clearly
but without meeting my eyes, “St. Crelifer's, my lord.”

“Oh,” | sad. | thought about that as the hansom rattled through its turn out of the plaza. “Am | mad
then?’

“Saintsand powers,” said Leveque, in akind of strangled moan, but did not otherwise answer me. The



colors around him showed me | wasfrightening him; | did not repeat my question.

Wetravdedin slenceto St. Crdlifer’s. | looked at the sunshine and tried to believein it. But behind
every sunbeam | saw darkness, and | knew that the darkness was true.

S. Crélifer’ swas amassive presence of soot-stained brick, with barred windows like blind eyes. |
stood in the courtyard, craning my neck at its facade while Leveque pattered up the steps and rang the
bell.

A spy-holein theleft-hand door did open. | did not hear what Leveque said to the person on the other
Sde, nor what they said in answer. After aminute, the spy-hole did shut again. Leveque came back
down the steps. He approached me cautioudly, like ahdf-fera cat. | looked away from the sullen
windowsof . Crellifer's; hiseyeswere dark and bright. He said hastily, whispering, “Lord Felix, it was
that Makar, wasn't it?’

Makar’s compulsion dammed down on me. The world convulsed; for amoment | was standing beforea
great bank of lightning-lit clouds, black asink, and there was a monster touching my wrist, amonster with
the deek fur and luminous yelow eyes of acat. Then | wasin the courtyard of St. Crellifer’s; brick and
glassand iron, and Leveque' s eyes were brown again. But | could not answer him; | could barely keep
my knees from buckling.

Before Leveque could even begin to look puzzled at my silence, the front doors of St. Crellifer’ s swung
open. | flinched back as awave of boiling, rioting colors poured down the stairs. They were dark and
violent, angry and fearful and insane, aturmoail of violet and crimson and green with greet terrible stresks
of darknessthrough everything. Leveque sfingerstightened on my wridt.

“Please” | said, knowing it was usdess, knowing my fate had been decided in the Mirador and that
Leveque could do nothing other than what he was ordered. “ Please, don’t—"

A great booming voice camerolling out of the open doors like the seething colors. * So thisis our new
guest. Splendid!” Thevoice sowner followed it out of St. Crellifer’s, amassivefigure, astall as| but at
least three times aswide, the sparse brown hair on its scalp looking like nothing more than an ill-advised
joke or adesultory attempt at camouflage, at pretending that this monstrous creature was human. It wore
the robes of afriar of Phi-Kethetin; | wondered in dizzy panic if St. Crdlifer had his own separate order,
or if this hospice was maintained by the brothers of St. Gailan. | was il trying to break Leveque sgrip
and had actually succeeded in dragging him backwards a pace or two.

“Now, no need to fear,” said the mongter, coming down the steps. “No one here wishes to harm you.”
But the colors of madness and pain were gill swirling around us, and | knew it lied. It reached usin two
huge strides and caught my other wrist. Leveque let go of mein palpablerelief.

“I am Brother Orphelin, Warder of S. Crdllifer's” Hiseyeswere smdl, gray, liketiny chips of polished
stone set deep into the swollen dough of hisface. | could seethe gloat inthem ashe said, 1 understand
that this guest is consigned to our care by the Mirador—by the Lord Protector himself 7’

“Yes” sad Leveque.

Brother Orphdin lifted my arm; his hand was like a pillow wrapped around a set of iron rods. “And a
wizard,” he said. Thelittle gray eyestook in my hair, my mismatched eyes; he knew who | was.

“His... hispowersare bound,” Leveque said.

“Of coursethey are,” said Brother Orphelin. He knew | was frightened of him. | looked at Leveque, but



he avoided my eyes. He was backing away, eager to be gone. The colors around him spoke of
embarrassment and dread.

“What' syour name?’ said Brother Orphelin, booming with fake bonhomie. By mistake, | met hiseyes; |
hed to look away quickly from their gray malice.

| wanted to say, angrily, that he already knew and that | did not appreciate being toyed with. But | was
too scared; he reminded me too much of deeper. “Felix,” | said and was pathetically grateful that my
voice did not squeak or shake.

“Then, Felix, why don't you come with me? I’ m sure Mr. Leveque has duties to attend to.”

L eveque mumbled something—gratitude and urgency and | thought | caught Stephen’ s name—and
bolted. He might not believe that | was guilty of the crimeslaid a my feet, but he surely did believethat |
was mad.

Am | mad?| wondered. But before | found an answer, Brother Orphelin said, “ Come, Felix,” and
garted toward the doors of S. Crellifer’s, my, wrigt till enveloped in his hand. His size and strength
wereterrifying; | did not even have achance to brace my feet before | was off-balance, ssumbling after
him, desperately trying to keep from falling on the stairs.

My firgt impression of St. Crellifer' swasthe smell. It stank of urine and sweet, with an underlying tang of
excrement and rotting garbage and death When the doors dammed shut behind us, it was nearly as dark
asthe Mirador; only dim smears of daylight made it through the barred and filthy windows. Somewhere,
distantly, | .could hear someone sobbing, and as Brother Orphelin turned to speak to the porter, dragging
me after him like astick tied to histalil, there was a shriek that sounded only dubioudy human, Brother
Orphelin and the porter both laughed & the way | jumped.

“You'll grow accustomed soon enough, Felix,” Brother Orphelin said.

He and the porter had a brief, lazy argument about who was on shift, and when the porter’ srelief might
show up. Then Brother Orphelin said, looking a me, “I’ [l be downgtairs.” The evil omen of the porter’s
ydlow-toothed smirk followed me as| perforce followed Brother Orphelin, who had not yet let go of my
wrid.

The staircase wasimmediatdly off the vestibule, anarrow dank shaft whose wooden treads quickly
shifted to stone, dick and treacherous. “Fall on meand I'll break your thumb,” said Brother Orphdlin. |
concentrated on my footing and wished that the lanterns were hung at more regular intervals. The
darkness was crowding up around me, and, while | couldn’t hear the Virtu any longer, | was becoming
fretfully aware of something ese, anoise like some vast heartbest, only with too many pulses. Mélusine,
breething.

Then Brother Orphelin towed me out of the stairwell, down ashort corridor, and into a broad,
stone-flagged room with adrain set in the center of the floor and a cistern tap on the wall opposite the
door, with abucket set benegth it. He let me go with ashove, so that | staggered a couple of stepsinto
the room, ending up far closer than | wished to the gaping mouth of the drain.

“Webdievein hygiene” said Brother Orphelin. “Take off your clothes”

| turned, hoping futilely that | had misheard; the air around him was seething with violet and red, orange
streaks shooting through the mass like greedy fire.

“You heard me,” he said, crossing the room with hisrolling stride to open the cistern tap. “Get rid of



those disgusting rags you' re wearing.”

The water poured into the bucket. My breathing was getting faster and shallower. | had no thought of
defiance, but | could not remove my clothesin front of thisgdid giant.

He snorted. “Do you think | won't make you?’

| shook my head, but | couldn’t move. | couldn’t make my hands betray the last shreds of my dignity, my
privacy, my pride.

Brother Orphelin turned off the tap and started toward me. | stood, blank with panic, watching him
approach. Hetook agood long look at me and said, “Y ou aren’t going to give me any trouble.”

It wasn't aquestion. | couldn’t have answered if it had been.

Clearly he'd had practice; he had my clothes off with ruthless efficiency, heedless of the tearing fabric,
nearly dumping me off my feet onto thefloor. His gaze didn’t linger on my genitas; that wasn't what
interested him. He walked dowly around me; | could fed him staring at my back. He whistled, long and
low.

“That’ s hot ornamentation you see on a Cabaline wizard every day in adecad. Who' d you aggravate,
and how often?’

| shook my head again. | couldn’t answer; | didn’t have the words.

“You'll tell me soon enough,” he said with gruesome cheerfulness. Histhick fingers brushed across my
back, and | shuddered. But his attention was on my hair. He took ahandful of it, tugged—not
gently—and said, “Thishasto go.”

“What?' | said, shrill and shaky, my voice mostly bresth.

“There’ sno point trying to get this mess clean. Stay herewhile | get the shears” It was hisideaof ajoke;
hisvolcanic chuckletold me that.

Hewaddled out. | stood, shivering, feding my hair with both hands, feding the mats and the dirt and the
terrible dead heaviness of it. | began reckoning back frantically, but | could not remember the last time |
had bathed—or for that matter, the last time | had eaten or laughed or picked afight with someone just
because | fdt likeit. Then | realized | did not know what the date was. | was il trying to remember if it
had seemed like summer or winter in the courtyard of St. Crellifer’ swhen Brother Orphdlin returned with
apair of shearsthat |looked more like amurder weapon than a household toal.

“Hold till,” he said, “and you won't get cut.”

| held dtill; he hacked my hair off, long snakelike mats, no color but dirt, faling to the floor around my
feet. He cropped it ruthlesdy short, and | was grateful that there was no mirror. | felt now not merely
naked, but vulnerable, exposed.

“Better,” he said and lumbered away to get the bucket.

| watched hisreturn toward me like the commander of a battered fortress watching the approach of the
sege engines. He lifted the bucket off his shoulder with agrunt and tipped it forward.

For amoment, asfast and brutd asalightning strike, | was achild again, drowning with Keeper’ s hand
clamped on the back of my neck. The hitter taste of meta wasin my mouth and nose, and the cold was



eating itsway in toward my bones. Then | blinked the water out of my eyes, gasped for breath, and was
back in S. Crellifer’ s basement. Brother Orphelin was rolling back toward the cistern tap. | would have
fled, dripping and naked as | was, except that | knew the outer doors were guarded. And this swollen,
sullen building was Brother Orphelin’s domain. There would be no inch of it, no crevice, no crawl space,
that he did not know.

He refilled and emptied his bucket twice more before he was satisfied. By then, no matter how | shook
my head or rubbed at my eyes, | saw the whole room underwater, full of darkness. Brother Orphelin
became a sea mongter, vast asthe whales | had read about in books from Lunness Point, vast as acloud.
| stood and shivered and did not scream.

“Come on, then,” he said, setting the bucket back under the tap and starting for the door. He turned, saw
my face, and burst out laughing. “ Y our eyes are as big as bell-whedls. We re going next door, to get you
some clothes”

“Oh,” | said, abare whisper.

“Don’'t worry. | won't parade you bare-ass naked through St. Crdllifer’ s unless you aggravate me. Now
comeon.”

| followed him, shivering convulsively and leaving atrail of footprints black as murder, black as guilt,
behind me.

The storeroom was musty and dark, its shelves heaped with piles of rough smocks and trousers. Brother
Orphelin shoved aset at me. | Put them on asfast as| could. The clothes S. Crdllifer’ s provided were
coarse baggy, made of undyed cloth, but they were clean. In some smdl way | was glad to berid of
those ragged, stained, dirt-stiffened garments that had once been awhite cambric shirt and my best court
trousers. And even these clothes—too short, too loose, scratchy and ugly and not warm enough were
protection.

“And now no one can tell you' ve got those wicked scars on your back,” Brother Orphelin said. He had
echoed my thoughts uncannily, and | could not help staring a him. “ Only you know, and | know, and it
can be our secret, can't it?’

| understood him then, astendrils of the violet-red miasmathat surrounded him reached out hungrily
toward me. He was not interested in my body, as 1’ d aready redlized; for Brother Orphelin, celibacy
was not adifficult discipline. Hislust wasfor secrets, for shame and guilt, for petty darknesses. More and
worse, hewas asophisticate; his pleasure was not in the secret itself, but in the power it gave him over
me, in his knowledge of what it did to me to know that he knew.

| lowered my eyes, not wanting him to see my revulsion.

“We'll tak later,” he said and led me out of the storeroom and back to the ground floor again. We left
the water behind in the basement. Thistime, he held open the vestibul€ sinner door; still aware of the
porter’ s smirk like aknife between my shoulder blades, | walked into St. Crellifer’s.

“Comethen,” Brother Orphdlin said as | passed him in the doorway, smelling the bloated reek of his
swest. | could not help looking at him as his face widened in ahideous smile. “Let me show you your
new home.”

Mildmay

The Blue Cat again. Kethe. | had to be out of my fucking mind. | hated it more every time we came here.



Cardenio’ d asked me this afternoon, *“ So why do you go?” and | hadn’t been ableto tell him. Not likel
didn’t know, mind you, but | couldn’t tell Cardenio. Couldn’t tell nobody.

See, thething was, | wasjedous. Audtin Lefevre, him and his poems and hislong black hair that he wore
queued like a gentleman—uwhich I'm here to say he wasn't. And the way helooked at Ginevra, and the
way he' d say when he camein, “I wrote anew poem for you,” and hand it over. He used the
best-quality stationery—three gorgonsfor four septad sheets—and violet ink. And Ginevra d read his
fucking poems, and her eyeswould go al wide and her face would go pink. | couldn’t write poems for
her. | could barely even write my own damn name.

And, powers, he could talk. He told stories about the guy he worked for, this crazy old historian who
lived in Nill and was trying to write a history about the Raphenii, along of how he thought he might be a
descendent of theirs. He' d hired Austin to keep track of his notes and hisletters and shit like that, and to
hear Audtintell it, it was afull-timejob for three or four guys, so it waslucky the old historian was crazy
and didn't care that he could never find nothing.

And Augtin told stories about the other poets he knew—seemed like there was quite arookery of them
over in Nill and the north end of Havel ock—and about things he said he did at night, wandering around in
Gilgamesh and Britomart. | knew those were dl lies, but | didn’t say nothing Nobody’ d believe me, and
it'djust piss Ginevraoff. She didn’t like nobody saying catty things about Austin. .

But that night he was telling stories about hocuses. Faith wasn't there or maybe hewouldn't' ve. Estella
just sat and watched him like he wasn't even worth her while getting mad a. And, | mean, everybody
was telling hocus stories. The mood was getting worse and worse in the city. People weren't thinking
about the nature-witches at . Cecily’ s—and, | mean, they might be about as much use asgartersto a
cat, but at least they was trying—they were thinking about the necromancers and the blood-witches and
the Obscurantists. Powers, it seemed like every damn story I’ d ever heard about the Obscurantists|'d
heard again in the past decad and a half. And most of the shit Austin was talking was just them same old
rehashed stories, about kids disgppearing from orphan houses and which guilds were hiding secret
cults—and if you believed everything you heard, that was like three-quarters of the guildsin Méusine that
were realy Obscurantists and only fronting as coopers or chandlers or whatever. But then he started
talking about the Mirador’ s witch-hunts and about al the good Cerberus Cresset had done and dl the
blood-witches he' d found and how the Lower City had been safe when hewasin charge, and | just
couldn't stand it no more.

| hadn’t meant to say nothing. | didn’t want to talk to Austin, and | didn’t want to make Ginevramad,
and | didn’t want to get going on the witch-hunts anyway, but it was like he just trotted out one too many
of them old tired liesthat the Mirador’ s been living on for septads, and | said, “ That' s bullshit.”

Everybody looked at melike I’ d turned bright, cod-tar purple. “1 beg your pardon?’ Austin said, inthis
snotty sort of voice.

Shit, Milly-Fox, | thought. Y ou and your big fucking mouth. But | couldn’t back off it now. “1 don’t mind
youtdlinglies” | sad,* ‘long asthey ain't hurting nobody else.”

“A liar,an 1?7’ he sad, hiseyebrows going up.
“Gilroi,” Hugo Chandler said, al nervous and squeaky, “don’ t—"
| said to Austin, “If you don’t know you' re lying, you got no right to talk about Cerberus Cresset.”

“And what do you know about Cerberus Cresset?’ he said.



Too fucking much, | thought. “Lemmetdl you agory,” | sad.

“A story.” Audtin got thislook on hisface, like akid seeing somebody’ d left the candy shop unlocked.
“Wéll, go onthen, Gil. Tl your story.”

“Audtin,” said Hugo, still trying to make peace.
“Shut up, Hugo,” Audtin said.

| hated him. | hated him so much | went ahead and told them about Zephyr Wolsey, even though | knew
Zephyr deserved better than having what happened to him pawed over by this mangy bunch of weasdls.
“Okay,” | said. “1 knew thisguy, Zephyr Wolsey. He was ahocus, a pretty good one from what |
understand. He was a nature-witch. He lived down in Gilgamesh, and he did some hedling and some
good-luck charms—just shit like that, nothing big, nothing scary. He had an apprentice, and hewas
teaching him right, warning him off of blood-magic and the hard-core necromancy. Not hurting nobody.
And then Cerberus Cresset comes down the city with his goons and he starts asking people to name
nature-witches, and he says, ‘1f'n you don’t give me names, I'll know it’s’ cause you' re hiding ‘em, and
you know that’ streason, don’t you? And people got scared, and they started naming folks off, and
somebody told him about Zephyr. And they came and trashed his shop and dragged him off. But we dl
figured Zephyr' d be okay, ‘ cause he wasn't doing nothing wrong, wasn't hurting nobody, wasn't doing
no necromancy or that shit blood-witches get up to. And he was tried and convicted, and then he was
burned. So don't tell me what a hero Cerberus Cresset was.”

Therewasthis sllence. | was remembering Zephyr, how he' d been tal and heavyset and had afacelike
the full moon, round and al scarred from smallpox, and it didn’t matter what you’ d comein for, he d tell
you al about hislatest experiments with growing roses and the weird thing he' d found in the Library of
Heth-Eskaaden last Neuvieme, and, oh yeah, that thing you were asking about the other month, | think |
got an answer for you. He never said amean word about nobody, and about the only thing Zephyr
wouldn't help you with was hexes. HE d never done nothing wrong in hislife—except not playing by the
Mirador’ srules. And they burned him for it.

Ginevrasaid, loud and fake, “I think we' d better be going. Come on, Gil.”
| didn’t want to hear what Austin was going to say about Zephyr. | got up and followed Ginevraout.

She walked for ablock and ahalf without saying nothing, just staring straight ahead. She had her lips
pressed together, and | knew she' d have lit. tie lines between her eyebrows. We' d had enough fights |
knew what she looked like when she got mad.

Finaly, she said, “ Thank you very much for embarrassng melikethat.”

“Ginevra, | didn't mean—"

“Of courseyou did. You told that horrible story on purpose to make Austin look stupid.”
“Wadll, yeah, but what’ sthat got to do with you?’

“Hell think | put you uptoit!”

“ g7

Therewasthislong silence. “Y ou think he’' s handsome, don't you?’ | said. It wasn't what | meant, but |
couldn’t say, Do you love him? any morethan | could say, Do you love me?



“Powersl” Sheturned. We d gotten into the north end of Ramecrow by then, the part people aways
joke about making its own digtrict called Losthope. Nobody lives there no more, and nobody wantsto.
Nothing wantsit. Even the Firedidn’t touch it. “Let’ s get thisover with,” she said and stalked into one of
the courtyards—weeds growing between the paving stones, empty, broken windows staring down on al
Sdes.

“Ginevra, we—"

“What if | do think he' s handsome? What then?” she said. Shewastoo well launched to listen to me.
“What doesit matter? Isthat why you dye your hair, because you think you' I look more handsome?’

“| don't—"

“Yes, youdo, youliar!”

“SodoesAusdtin,” | said.

“He does not!”

“*Course he does.”

“Youjust don't like him, that’sal. Y ou don't like any of my friends. Aren’t they good enough for you?’

Kethe knowswhat | would have said to that, and K ethe knows where he fight would have gone, except
that avoice said in my ear, “Tell the lady keep her trap shut, and maybe nobody gets hurt.”

That’ sthe trouble with Losthope and why it ain’t such agood place to thrash things out. Y ou got the
jackals. But this one, by somebody’ s mercy, was stupid, stupid enough to start yapping before he had
either mark where he wanted them. | said, “ Ginevra, get back!” even as| was ducking down for the
knifel kept in my boot, and coming back up a him from where he wasn't expecting me.

| didn’t want to kill him—not worth anybody’ s blood, this stupid little fuck-up—so | dammed the knife
out of hishand and got him pressed up against the wall before he knew where he was or where | was or
what he should be doing about it.

“Kethe, migter,” he said in this shaky little voice, “don’t kill me.”

Fuck me sideways‘til | cry, | thought. He was a kid—two septads, two septads and one, no older than
that. “I ain’t gonnakill you,” 1 said. “Y ou fond of that knife?’

It took him a second to understand what I’ d said. Then he said, “Oh. No! No, | ain’t!”
“Good. Then I’m gonnalet you go, and you' re gonnaleave. Okay?’

“Okay! Sure! I'm sorry, migter, redly | am. | thought you was—"

He stopped short.

“Youthought | wasaflat,” | said. “l ain’'t. Now scram.”

| et him go, and he bailed.

| turned to Ginevra. Y ou okay?’

“Um. Yeah.” Her voice sounded shaky. “What just happened?’



“There was akid thought he was gonna get your jewelry.”
“Oh. And you just—"
“I beentheremysdlf,” | said. “Come on. Let’sgo home.”

Shetook my arm, and she held onto it al the way through Ramecrow and home to Midwinter, like we
hadn’t been fighting or nothing. But | could still fed it therelike an dligator, sunk back under the water
and jugt biding itstime.



Chapter 4

Mildmay

The Dogs started raiding on 19 Prairid. They were supposed to be rounding up heretics and spies, but
you noticed how they were starting in Queensdock and Simside, and you had to wonder. Erasmus
Spalding had one idea about what was going on, and Mayor Elvenner Packer had another. The Dogs
didn’t touch Scaffelgreen, and they didn’t touch Dassament, a sure sign that Vey Coruscant was dive
and well and looking out for her own. And those smug, stupid fucksin the Mirador didn’t know enough
about their own city to know that the Mayor and the Dogs were lying to them. For the Mirador, | guessit
wasal just the Lower City, and Breadoven no different from Ruthven. And the Dogs didn’t believein
Obscurantists and K ekropian spies. They wanted to clean out the packs and the kept-thieves and the
pushers. And the Mirador had handed ‘em an excuse on astick.

The Dogs did raid in Candlewick Mews. Even the Mirador knows there are hocuses there. And the
Dogsdon't like the nature-witches. They ain't like ordinary cits, but you can't rightly say they’ re doing
anything wrong, trying to heal folks and shit like that—"'til the Mirador wakes up and notices al over
againthat it' sgot hereticsin its backyard.

| was gladder and gladder | hadn’t let Ginevra spend the money from the dancer, becauseit didn’t teke
no genius to see we were going to need it. Thewhole Lower City was scared and thinking mainly about
keeping their heads down. Nobody was going to want to hire acat burglar, and even Lollymeg couldn’t
promise me good pricesif | brought anything in.

Which ishow come | was home and awake on 23 Prairid when Estella Ve vet came looking for
Ginevra

“She'sat work,” | said before | took in how Estellawas looking. I”d never seen her scared before.
“What' sthe matter?’

“It's sweet of you to pretend you care,” she said. But | guess she' d got to the point where she had to tell
somebody, because she said, “ They arrested Faith.”

“Shit,” | said.

“That' s not abad way of putting it.” She closed her eyes and pushed her fingers againgt her
eydids—carefully, so she wouldn’t smudge her maquillage. “I don’t even know why | came here.
Ginevra sno help with suff likethis.”

“What d'you mean?’

She looked a me, her eyes mocking and mean and sad dl at the sametime. “ Oh, poor Gilly. Haven't
you figured it out yet?’

“Don't cdl methat.”

“But Gilroi does't suit you at dl. Let me give you somefree advice, Gilly. Keep Ginevra happy, because
d€ll leaveyouflat if youdon't.”

Sheturned and started down the stairs.

She was dmogt to the bottom before | could get the words out. “1’m Sorry... | mean, about Faith.”



“Don’'t worry,” she said and gave me alook like she was daring me to notice that shewas crying. “I’ll
figure something out.”

My dreamsthat night were fucking terrible. | dreamed that there was something | had to tell Zephyr,
something he could tdll the witchfinders and then they wouldn't kill him and everything' d be okay. SoI'm
looking for him everywhere in Gilgamesh, but his shop’ s been burned to the ground and al the bars and
teahouses he liked are closed, and | can't think of nowhere elseto look. And it’ s getting dark—it'sone
of those dreams and onceit’ sdark, | know it’ll betoo late, that then Zephyr will be dead and he'll come
looking for me. And | keep meeting other people, like Christobel and Nikah and Letty, and if | could tell
them the right thing, then they wouldn’t be dead. But thething | know, it' Il only work for Zephyr, and |
can't help them.

| woke up to Ginevra saying, “ Powers, Mildmay, you' ve got dl the blankets again.” And | did, tangled
around mein thiskind of knot.

“Sorry,” | said. Ginevradidn't ask about my dreams, and | didn’t tell her. It seemed fair.

Wekind of wrangled dl the time she was getting ready for work. | mean, we weren't fighting or nothing,
just going back and forth over the same dreary haf acre of land we' d been going over since she' d come
home the night before and I’ d told her Faith wasin the Kenndl.

Shedidn’t want to believeit. She said Estellaliked to tell elaborate liesto get people worried about her. |
said Estellahadn’'t been lying. She said nobody would want to hurt Faith, that shewasaheder. | said
that didn’t matter when the Mirador was witch-hunting. She said | was horrible, and besides|

couldn’t' ve understood Estellaright.

| knew what she wanted. She wanted meto say, yeah, Estellalied, or, yeah, | didn’t hear her right, or
even | guess, yeah, I’'m lying to you just to be mean. She wanted meto tell her everything was okay. And
| couldn’t do it. Because everything wasn’t okay. The whole Lower City wasfucked, and | just couldn’t
tell liesabout it, even though | knew that was what Estella d been getting at when she told me to keep

Ginevra happy.

| thought when she was going out the door, | bet Austin would have told her what she wanted to hear.
Austin would have made her fed safe and like he' d take care of her. And | didn’t know whether that
made me of him the better person.

Feix

The Hospice of St. Crdlifer was run by the order of St. Gailan, and the order of St. Gailan believed that
work wasthe best curefor al ills. Most of them aso believed that lunacy was nothing more than
weskness of will..

Brother Orphdin did not subscribe to that philosophy, but seen through Brother Orphelin’s stonelike
eyes, theworld was a madhouse, aleperhouse, and areservoir of the damned. He did not care if we
were sane or not.

Every patient in St. Crelifer’ swho could understand Marathine and be trusted not to bite anyone was
put to work. | had suffered through ahumiliating interview with Brother Orphelin and Brother Lilburn, the
sub-warder, my first morning there, in which they had determined | had no skillsat dl. | had wanted to
protest, but realized in time that my skillswere limited to sex and magic, and kept my mouth shuit.



They set meto scrubbing floors. There was nothing else | could be trusted with, and it was certainly the
case that the floors needed scrubbing. A brother came by occasionally to seeif | wasworking. If |
wasn't, he'd box my ears or knock my head against thewall, more or lessin passing. The casud violence
reminded me inescapably of Lorenzo, the owner of the Shining Tiger, who had sold meto Makar when |
was fourteen; | found it harder and harder to remember where | was and what had happened to me.
Once, | came back to mysalf with ajolt to discover I'd spent some unknown length of time searching for
Joline.

Jolin€ sdead, | told mysdlf firmly. Y ou saw her die.

And | had—I had dragged her out of the burning tenement, only to have her die, choking and gagging, in
the street. But if | could just find her...

But even that wasn't as bad aswhen | did.

| was scrubbing ahalway on the third floor. Every door aong the hallway waslocked, and | did not
want to know what lay behind them. | kept finding blood on my hands—caked under my fingernails,
smeared and sticky across my pams—and | couldn’t touch anything with blood on my hands. Then
Brother Dillard would come by and clip me over the ear, and the blood would be gone.

And then | would look down and my hands would be bloody again.

| didn’t hear her, but | felt something behind me and turned, and there she was, skinny and dark in that
cut-down dress she' d begged from the madam of the Black Swan’s Promise, the gap in her front teeth
showing when she smiled a me.

Shedidn’t say anything—I couldn’t have answered her if she had—merdly watched me for awhile and
then walked away. | saw her vanish just as she began to turn the corner.

| never, after that, saw anyone | knew; that brief, unhappy vison of Joline Was merdly atrangtion, a
bridge away from norma sight and into the world of ghodts. Like the colors| saw surrounding people,
filling even empty roomsin &. Crelifer’ swith ared-purpletinge like spectra blood, the ghosts were
clearly manifestations of my madness, but | was never comfortably sure that was al they were. One of
Lorenzo' s other progtitutes, atired boy named Vincent, had been able to see ghosts; he had never gotten
any joy out of the ability that | could observe, but that made the thing more rather than less credible.

Mostly, | saw the ghosts of the mad. They clustered in the corners weeping and shrieking asthey had
when they had been dive. | saw that even in death they were frightened of Brother Lilburn, that femae
ghostsfollowed Brother Clayton from room to room, their nakedness an accusation and an imprecation.

| tried not to waich them. Brother Clayton would hit mefor staring a nothing; Brother Lilburn’s attention
was infinitely worse, those perfectly cold, perfectly righteous eyeslike a burning brand againgt my face.
Brother Lilburn led us madmen in prayers every day, and if anyone disrupted prayers, he would not est
until Brother Lilburn was satisfied that he had “ repented.” What repentance looked like in amadman was
anybody’ sguess; in Brother Lilburn’slexicon, it looked like fear and weeping. Brother Lilburn frightened
me even more than Brother Orphelin did.

| also saw ghosts of former friars, till walking their rounds. And there were other ghosts, from even
longer ago, when . Crdllifer’s had been some nobleman’ stown house: two little children playing tag
through the hadls; servants on cryptic errands, awoman in cloth of gold who sat by awindow on the
second floor, weeping asif her heart had broken and was il breaking, into smaler and smaller pieces,
into apile of fine dug, like the dust on the windows | that did not register the pressure of her elbows. |
wondered who shewas, but | knew nothing of the history of the city; | did not even know which family
had donated their sprawling house to the Order of . Gailan. All | knew of her tragedy waswhat | saw:



her dress, her jewdls, her endless weeping.
Mildmay

| had to get out of there. | mean, if | stayed ditting in my front room al day, with things going ‘round in my
head like they were, | was going to end up barking, and they’ d have to come and take me away to St.
CrelifersHospice in Spicewd |, where they take dl the crazy people. And the dream I'd it made me
remember something I’ d had sort of crawling around at the bottom of my mind for months. And today
was agood day for it.

24 Prairid isSt. Vivien'sday, and St. Vivien is one of the Witnesses, the septad of saintswho petition
Phi-K ethetin on behalf of the dead. So, round about the septad-day, | went out and bought flowersfrom
agtreet vendor on Rue Rachevin. The flower-seller was an old lady, and her forehead was tattooed with
the blue aversion-signs people had used to try to protect their kids with during the plague nine septads
ago. It had worked, for her anyway.

| asked for trumps.
“Wouldn't your young lady like the roses better?’
“They an'tfor alady.”

Her eyebrows went up, wrinkling the averson-signsinto nonsense, but shetied up my trumpsfor me
without no morelip. | gave her aquarter-gorgon | didn’'t have to spare and took my trumps. Ginevra
would be pissed if shefound out, but | wasn't planning on telling her.

Trumps are big bright flowers. They grow in the St. Grandin Swamp, south of Queensdock and the
Septad Gate, and they bloom all summer and on into fal. During the Trias of Heth-Eskaladen, Lower
City mothers pick them or buy them and weave them into crownsfor their kids. Thefirst Trids after the
Fire, Keeper bought trumps and made crownsfor dl of us. | only had fiveindictionsthen, but I’ ve never
forgat it.

| walked through Pennycup and Ruthven, trying not to think about the last time I’ d been over in the east
end of Ruthven. Nobody’ d heard nothingfor certain from Vey Coruscant since 12 Pluvidse, which |
thought was abad sign. Y ou couldn’t get no sense from the stories coming out of Dassament, but,
powers, that was nothing new. Peoplein Dassament are dl liars.

And you should' ve heard the people who thought it was Obscurantiststrying to get al the piecesto make
sense. Claudio Draper—the Claudio who' d been supposed to kill meif | moved—was dead for sure.
The cade-skiffs had dragged him out of the Sim near the end of Ventose, and if they knew what he'd
died of... well, anyway, Cardenio wasn't saying. And that all by itself didn’t mean nothing. There were
all sorts of waysto end P dead in theriver that weren't nothing to do with Vey Coruscant. Only thing |
knew for surewas | was staying the fuck out of Dassament.

There was nobody in the Boneprince. There dmost never is. But | could fed the dead people, like water
inthear.

“I brought you flowers,” | said to the unmarked graves dong the Road of Marble. “Trumps.” | sat down
on the path and untied my trumps | started weaving them into acrown. | could fed the kept-thieves, little
ghosts hiding behind the tombstones, watching. | didn’t look up, just sat there working with the flowers
and thinking, Why didn’t they ask their names? Didn’t nobody care? Didn’t nobody seethat they were
just kids, that the stuff they were trained to do wasn't their fault?



But nobody’ d seen that. If they’ d seen it, the kept-thieves wouldn’t be buried here with the grown-up
mongers.

She might’ ve thought | was crazy, but the old lady had been generous When I’ d finished, the crown was
too big for akid to wear, but, Kethe, it was bright and gorgeous, and it made me remember how I’ d felt
when Keeper had put her trumps on my head. | hoped the little ghosts had something like that they could
remember.

| put the crown beside the path, where | knew their graveswere. | said, “It'sfor al y'dl. | hopeyou like
it. And | hope S. Vivien praysfor you.”

| turned and left. | didn’t look back. | knew better.

| walked around awhile after that. Not doing nothing, not thinking nothing, ether. Just walking. Trying to
get my head on straight, get rid of the dreams and that dark, prickly feding I’ d been having for days, like
being watched by gators. It must’ ve been near the el eventh hour of the day when | sort of woke up, took
alook around, and figured out that I’ d got mysdlf into Havel ock, up near Nill.

“Kethe,” | said. | found Ver-Istenna s dome, south of me and some east, and started home again. |
thought about flagging down a hansom—you could, in this part of the Lower City—but the cabbies
wouldn’t like where | wanted to go, and they wouldn't like my face. And my feet would get me there just
asgood. So | walked, and when | thought about it |ater, | figured that walking might have saved my life. |
don’t know. Y ou never can know with the luck Kethe throws at you, whether you got it * cause you did
theright thing, or whether he waslooking out for your ass anyways.

But what happened was, | turned the corner onto Madrigal Lane, and Scabious came running up. He'd
been watching for me, like he did, only thistime his face was white as paper, and he grabbed my arm and
sad, “There sDogsin your rooms. Gilroi, what—"

“Fuck,” | said. “ Scabious, d' you know where Ginevraworks?’
“Yeah, | think, but Gilroi—"
“Will you go and tell her not to come home tonight? Please?’

“Oh. Yeah. Yeah, I'll go right now!” Hetook off running, but he was smart enough to loop the block,
garting back the way I’ d come from and hanging aleft, so if the Dogs waiting in my front room happened
to glance out the window, they wouldn't see my landlady’ s kid running like aracing dog along the street,

| was gone before he’ d turned the corner.

| headed for the Arcanefirg, pure stupid ingtinct, like afox booking it for his den when he hears dogs.
But | caught mysdlf, remembered that the door under the Hornet and Spindle was pretty common
knowledge, and if the Dogs wanted me bad enough to be laying in wait like thisin my rooms, they might
want me bad enough to have aguy in the Hornet and Spindle.

Y ou got to understand, my lifein the Lower City was pretty precarious. “ Precarious’ was Zephyr’'s
word, what he'd said when | asked what it was like being ahocusin Gilgamesh. And I" d asked him what
it meant—you could with Zephyr, he wouldn’t get snotty about being smarter than you or nothing—and
he' d told me, and I’ d thought it was a damn good word for alot of things. Like theway | lived.

The Dogs wanted me. The Mirador wanted me. What was standing between me and them was that the
Mirador didn’'t know it was me they wanted, and the Dogs knew it was me, but didn’t have thefirst clue



wherethefuck | was, and they didn’t have the money to go knocking door to door through the Lower
City. And they couldn’t arrest every guy five-foot-eight with ascar on hisface—there salot of guyslike
that, and maybe some of em deserve avisit to the Kenndl, but most of ‘em don't, and anyways, none of
’em but me deserve it on the strength of being Mildmay the Fox. But me staying out of the Kennel
depended on the people who knew | was Mildmay the Fox not saying anything about where | wasto the
Dogs. That' swhy | used dl the fake names—Gilroi Felter and Dennis and Jean-Thermidor and Esteban
Ross and Umberto and the rest of them. And mostly the people who knew what Mildmay the Fox
looked like, and knew where | was—and there weren’t many of ‘em—were people on just as bad terms
with the Dogs as me, and they weren’t going to say nothing to nobody.

Except that somebody had. | ducked down an aley, monkeyed my way up Onto the fire escape, and
garted for the roof, wondering dl thetimeif it was Ginevra. | knew she hadn’t turned mein—she didn’t
have a clue about Mildmay the Fox, even though I’ d been fuckheaded enough to tell her my redl name,
and if she d figured it out, | knew she couldn’t have hid it from me. But | didn’t know what she might
have said. That was another reason for going to the Blue Cat, along with being poison-sick jealous|
didn’'t trust Ginevrato keep her mouth shut, not to drop hints about the exciting, secret life her boyfriend
led. And dl it would take was a couple of those hints getting to somebody who' d grown up in the Lower
City and could use the money the Dogs gave their snitches. I'd tried to tell her it was dangerous, not
exciting, but standing on the roof, sighting on Ver-lsenna s dome and starting that way, | could admit
that | knew she hadn’t listened. She thought she wasin aromance, like the one she said her aunt got her
name out of. She thought nothing bad could ever redly happen to her or anybody she knew. She hadn’t
been in the Lower City long enough to learn better.

And there was fuck-al | could do about that now. If | could keep out of the Dogs' paws another couple
days, if somebody in Margot’s pack could write, | could send her amessage. And maybe, if | got
super-lucky and Kethe didn’t fedl like dropping another load of shit on my head, | could get back to her
and try to talk to her. Maybe tell her why things weren't as safe and easy as she thought. Maybe tdll her
about the shit I’d done before | left Keeper.

That was abad thought. | didn’t talk about that stuff with nobody, tried not to think about it as best |
could. But if you love her, thisvoice said in my head, you got to trust her. Either that, or you got to say
you can't trust her, and then you got to let her go.

That was abad thought, too. | brought mysalf up short. | was fucking with my concentration, and |
wasn't safe yet, and nowhere close, neither. Shut it down, Milly-Fox, | said to mysdlf, thought about my
breathing while | counted a septad, and then started again toward Ver-Istenna s and the Badgers
territory.

I’d never cdledit in, but Margot wouldn’t‘ ve forgotten the favor she owed me.
Felix

Brother Orphelin appeared in the doorway of the ward, as vast and improbable as the moon. “Fdix,” he
sad, “you haveavistor.”

Everyone stared at me. No onein St. Crdlifer’ s had visitors; it wasn't that kind of hospice. | floundered
up through layers of darkness, obedient to Brother Orphelin’s beckoning gesture, as | obeyed Brother
Orphdinindl things. He had the whip hand, and we both knew it.

He had bided histime, an expert in hisown peculiar game of cat and mouse. Every day for that first
week, | had expected to be caled to his office, around room on the third floor with yellow, cracking
plaster and an ineradicable stink of sweet. Every day for the second week, | flinched at the sound of his



footsteps, kept my eyes lowered when he was in the room, hoping—as a child hopes—that if | did not
make eye contact, he would forget about me.

Then, although | neither forgot nor ceased to fear, | began to drift, to snk. My madness, the colorsand
ghogts, theterribleintangibility of time, madeit first difficult and then impossible to keep track of the
cdendar. So | had no way of telling how long it truly was before Brother Orphelin made his move.

| wasin ahallway on the second floor, at the very back of the building. It was another hallway the uses of
which | did not know and did not want to. The ghosts who thronged the corners and window bays were
al shaven-headed, with terrible scars on their scalps. Many of them could not even weep or scream; they
smply stared straight ahead with dull, burnt-out eyes. | had never been so glad that the ghosts of S.
Crelifer' sdid not see me.

| had been having trouble that day with the echoes of an argument. | knew this hallway was deserted
except for the dead; | had checked every room. But still the voices argued, just out of sight around a
corner, or just behind the half-gar door of one of the deserted rooms, or even somehow seeming to
bel ong to men standing outsi de the window, arguing violently on empty air.

The argument made it hard to work; the voices hovered just on the edge of comprehensibility, so thet |
could never understand them but kept being drawn into futile attempts to make the words resolve into
sense, only coming back to myself when the duty brother hit me. The third time he' d boxed my ears, he' d
warned methat if he caught me shirking again, he would be obligated to tell Brother Lilburn, and | had
grimly set mysdlf to concentrate on the floorboards, the scrub brush, and the pail of water.

For sometime | was able to stay focused, but then | caught aword: reprehensible. My head came up,
and | strained to hear more; the argument would be easier to bear if | just knew what it was about. But it
remained maddeningly muffled, asif the original sound had carried into the halway from behind aclosed
door. | could hear their anger, their loathing for each other, the vituperative poison of their exchanges, but
no other words, only astray syllable here and there, rendered meaningless by lack of context.

| began to get up, turning to go back down the corridor one moretime, to seeif | could find theroomin
which the argument had first taken place’ and found myself staring at the broad expanse of Brother
Orphdin’srobes| startled back, more horrified than | would have been to find the arguers behind me,
tripped over the water pail, and came down hard on my back in a spreading lake of soapy, grimy water.

“Clumsy,” Brother Orphdin said chidingly.

“I'm sorry,” | said, scrambling to my feet. “I’'m sorry, | didn’t mean...” Malkar had punished me for
cdumsinesswith an ever-fertileimagination.

“And you' ve gotten your clothesal dirty,” Brother Orphdlin said, asif | had not spoken. “We |l haveto
find you fresh. Comeaong.”

| could fed the future before me, laid out with the strict unchanging formdity of aminuet; what Keeper
hadn’t taught me about power games of this sort, Makar had. | followed Brother Orphdlin, misery a
stone in my throat, and watched the violet and red and orange swirl around him like acloud of
carrion-feeding butterflies.

Hetook adifferent staircase down, this one even narrower and steeper, but we ended up in the same
place: the storeroom in the basement.

“Now dtrip out of those wet things,” he said, with amocking parody or concern. | could fed hissmirk,
athough | could not look him in the face.



My hands were shaking; | knew he could seethat as| obediently took off my shirt and trousersto stand
hunched and naked before histiny, gleaming eyes. | redized | was running my hands across my scalp, the
hedgehog prickle of hair against my palms, aparody of my own old habit, developed when | wasa
progtitute and my hair one of my great assets. dragged my hands back down to my side and deliberately
sraightened. | had stood naked before men | loathed, men | despised, men who disgust me. | told myself
thiswas no different.

Brother Orphdin picked up aclean shirt and clean trousers from one of the shelves, but he did not give
them to me. He walked dowly around me, like a potentia buyer inspecting a horse. He stood behind me
for along time, staring. There had been a particular set among the Shining Tiger' s clientele who dways
asked for me; | felt now the ghosts of their hot fingers and their repulsive breath and their hot, wet eyes,
tracing the white web of scars across my shoulder blades. The scars continued down across my buttocks
and thighs, hateful, ugly, shameful.

When he had looked hisfill, he came back around to face me and said, “How did you get those scars?’

When Shannon had asked that question, | had lied. He was a scion of the House of Teverius, privileged,
protected; he had never seen whip scars close, did not recognize them for what they were. | had told him
that they werethe result of arare Caoxan plague that caused tremendous welts radiating outward from
the spine. The only treatment wasto lay them open, | said, athough it caused dreadful scarring. | was
careful that he never saw my back in good light—easy enough in the Mirador’ s perpetua gloom—and |
told him the scars were painful to the touch, which was another lie. He never got any clear ideaof the
extent or the severity of the damage to my back. And he believed me, because he was younger than 1,
because he was annemer, because he loved me. And I'd never even felt guilty about it until now.

| kept my chin up, my shoulders straight, my eyes focused somewhere past Brother Orphelin’sleft
shoulder, and did not answer.

Hefound that amusing. “ Come now, Felix. Y ou don't think you can hold out againgt me, do you? Y ou
have no ideaof what | can do to you.”

It can’'t be worse than Makar, | thought. | said nothing.

“| should perhapswarn you,” he said meditatively, “that my word islaw in . Crelifer’s. No one will
defend you.”

| said nothing.

“And you redlize, of course, if you don't tel me, | will have to commend you to the attention of Brother
Lilburn.”

Maybe, before the Virtu had been broken, | would have been able to hold out even then, but | was
terrified of Brother Lilburn, and | knew that once he had noticed me there was nothing in the world that
could save me, in the same way that as children Joline and | had known the Tallowman’ swaiting for us
on the landing outside the dormitory door. It was the black, unreasoning fear, and my eyesflicked to
Brother Orphelin’sface before| could stop them.

“Oho, Brother Lilburn makes you nervous, doeshe? | can't say | blameyou , Felix. He' s a spooky
bastard and no mistake. Do you know what Brother Lilburn does with snnerswho resst confesson?’

Hetold me, dowly, with awedth of detall, histiny, porcine eyesfixed gloatingly on my face. By thetime
he was done, my eyes were closed, and | was swalowing hard, trying to keep from crying. | didn’t have
the strength for this; | couldn’t stand againgt Brother Orphelin’s smothering weight.



| said in achoked whisper, not opening my eyes. “I was a kept-thief. My keeper beat me.”
“There, see? That wasn't o hard. Look at me, Felix.”

| did, staring at hisround, pallid face, thosetiny, cynicd, glinting eyes| felt likeamouseor a
shrewv—some small, stupid creature being mesmerized by a snake.

“I think you'll find,” he said, “that you fed better for having told methis of your own freewill. Don't
you?’

Another of Makar’ s favorite games, forcing meto thank him for hurting me. “Y es, Brother Orphdin,” |
sad.

“Good,” he said and, unbdlievably, smiled & me, asmirk like around of rotted cheese. “What did your
keeper use on you? A bullwhip?’

| felt the blood mounting to my face; even Makar had never been quite so brutal in describing my back. |
couldn’t meet Brother Orphdin’seyesany longer. “A nun’sscourge,” | said. “It'snot... it'snot as bad
asitlooks.” I had been lucky; Lorenzo, seeing my potential, had paid for a chirurgeon to treat my
adhesions and Makar had continued those treatments—mostly, | believed, because they were
excruciatingly painful, and that had amused him—so that | reached adulthood till &ble to straighten to my
full six-foot-two, sill with acomplete range of motion in my shoulders. Only the ugliness remained.

Brother Orphelin said nothing, staring a me until | looked a him again. Then he gave me another hideous
smileand sad, *Y ou may put your clothes on now.”

He handed them to me. | wanted to dress dowly, ddiberately, to show him he hadn’t affected me, but
the scarred skin of my back was crawling with the weight of remembered stares, and | scrambled into my
clothesas quickly as | could.

“Very good, Felix,” said Brother Orphdlin. “Y our truthfulness pleasesme.” And with that crudly ironic
joke, my torture was over. Brother Orphelin had opened the door, and | had followed him back up to
the second floor, my scrub brush, and my pail.

And here| was, following Brother Orphelin again, to meet avisitor | had not expected and truthfully did
not want.

“Y ou may tak with your vistor in here,” he said, waving meinto aparlor that was normaly reserved for
the brothers themsalves. It had a carpet, and chairsthat weren't broken or missing haf their upholstery,
and someone had cleaned the window within living memory. | was aready in the room, Brother
Orphelin’s bulk blocking the door, when | saw my visitor clearly.

| stopped in my tracks, even went back about half a step. The person waiting for me had the
gray-brown, scaly head of asnake. Itseyeswere lurid yellow, and they fixed on me ingtantly, identifying
me as prey. | remembered the legends of the basilisk, and |ooked down.

“Fdix,” said the snake. “Itisgood to seeyou... wel agan.”

Robert’ svoice. | dared aglance a the monster’ s hands: Robert’ srings, gold set with emerads. “What
doyouwant?’ | sad.

The snake must have shifted the flat maevolence of its gaze to Brother Orphelin, who said, “I’ll leave you
to your visit,” and closed the door.



“Giancarlo sent me,” Robert said.

“Why?'

“Come st down. Let’ sdiscussthislike reasonable men.”

“I’'m not reasonable,” | said, not moving. “That’ swhy I’'m here.”

The snake chuckled; | knew the expression that would have been on Robert’ sfaceif | had been ableto
seeit. “You don't have any bargaining power here, you know. Nothing you say isgoing to get you out of
S. Crdlifer's”

“What do you want?’ | said again, despairingly.
“Just to talk,” the monster said in Robert’ svoice, and | knew it lied.

| said nothing, and the silence stretched out. The snake was staring at me. | kept my gaze on the toes of
its boots, glossy black and pointed. | told mysalf that | had once worn boots like those, but | could no
longer bdlieveit.

“Sit down, Fdix,” Robert said, and if | didn’t look up, | could pretend that redlly was Robert, whom |
had aways hated but never feared, not a monster with a snake' s head and Robert’ srings. | sat down.

“That' s better,” the monster said. | felt those yellow eyes evauating me. “ Giancarlo till wantsto know
how you did it.”

“I can'ttdl you,” | said, barely whispering, skirting the edge of thetruth as closely as| could.

“there are other waysto find out.” The monster leaned forward suddenly too fast for me to avoid, and
caught my wrigts. “1 wanted to do thisal dong, but Giancarlo wouldn't et me, the pompous old foal.”

“Let mego!” My head wasfull of Malkar; | broke away, knocked the chair over, and retreated asfar as
the door, where | stood, trembling.

“Don’'t be stupid, Fdlix,” the snake said. “ It won't hurt if you cooperate.”
But that was what Malkar always said. | clawed the door open and ran.
Mildmay

Me and Margot had been friends for more than two septads. She' d been one of Keeper’ skids, too, an
indiction to one side or the other of my age. She' d been the first of usto get out. | thought she il
steered clear of Britomart, and | didn’t blame her. Keeper had been pissed.

Margot' d gotten hersalf into a pack, where the stuff she'd learned from Keeper was useful, and she
didn’t have to gtart turning tricks. And she' d stayed with the pack, and then somehow she' d ended up
leading the pack, and that was when I’ d done her afavor, just before | left Keeper myself, getting
somebody off her back who Margot said was going to get her and al her pack killed. | hadn’t had to kill
him, just done what Margot called “heavy leaning.” A couple of broken fingers and the kind of reputation
I’d had back then had been enough. He hadn’t given Margot no more trouble.

So Margot owed me. | hate calling in favors, and | hadn’t ever wanted to use this one, just stayed friends
with Margot and swapped news with her every month or so. But | wasin ahole now, and if the Dogs
were sweeping, and if they knew to look for me anyway... | could at least be safe with Margot for aday
or two, until I'd figured out where to go. | had that bad, shaking feding that said any decision | tried to



make right now was going to go wrong. | was too scared and too mad. | needed to get somewhere |
could hold il and think things out. And the Dogs didn’t come up on the roofs, any more than they went
down in the Arcane. All they ever found were booby traps and broken legs.

| went up the city through Engmond’ s Tor and into Dragonteeth, sticking to the roofs and being real open
and red careful. Margot’ d given me acouple of signalsto useto say | wanted to talk to her and it was
urgent, and | used them both. My body wasn't shaking, but my mind was—Kethe, that ain’t no good
way to put it, but | can't say it better than that. Things were fucked up, and | knew they were getting
worse, and | didn’t know how to stop it. | was afraid for Ginevra, afraid she wouldn't listen to Scabious,
and she’' d come home and the Dogs would want to know where | was, and therewasno way in Hell
they were going to believe her when she said she didn’t know. | was trying hard not to think about
Ginevrain the Kenndl.

It wasn't long after | crossed into Dragonteeth that | knew the Badgers had found me. | could fed ‘em
watching. | stopped where | was and waited, keeping my hands out so they’ d know | was't planning to
get cute.

One of Margot’slieutenants, this flabby kid named Carmody, jumped down from ahigher roof, and said,
“Whatchawant?’

“Need to talk to Margot.”

He gave methis scowl.

“Your name' s Carmody,” | said. “Y ou know who | am. Get Margot for me.”
“Shedon’t got to comewhen you cal.”

“Fuck, kid, that ain't what | said. | need to talk to her.”

“What about?’

That didn’t rate an answer, so | didn’t giveit one. | just waited.

Hewanted to tell meto go away, but Margot' d tear strips out of him, and he knew it. Findly, he said,
“I'll get her,” like he was doing methisbig favor instead of exactly what he was supposed to, and
scrambled back the way he'd come.

| didn’'t have to wait long before she came over the roof, still wearing that damn ugly motley coat that
she' d kited off some barrow in the Cheaps when she' d had a septad and three or so. She still hadn't
grownintoit, and it didn’t look like shewas going to.

“You,” shesad. Margot' d never in her life admitted to being glad to see anybody. “What' s up?’
“Dogs,” | said.

“Y ou and the rest of the Lower City.”

“No, | mean, they found me”

“Oh,” shesaid. “ Shit. How close?’

“Prob’ly they're il in my front room, waiting.”

“Okay. Sothey ain't on your tal or nothing.”



“Nah. I'mclean. | judt... | got to hide.”
“Okay. We can do that. Just don’t give my kids any crap, okay?’
113 Okw.”

“Comeon, then.” | followed her into the maze of rooftops over Dragonteeth, heading for the Judiciary,
where the Badgers made their home.

Felix
| went to a place the ghosts had shown me.

| had noticed that the older ghosts till paced the rooms and hallways of the building they had known, not
the building asit was now. Sometimes, when no one was around to see me, | tried to follow them.
Mostly this habit led meinto dead ends, walled-up doorways, and rooms partitioned without grace or
kindness. But once | followed an anxious ghost into abroom closet and discovered a partly boarded-up
gaircase. The ghost walked through the shelves; | crawled under them. Three-quarters of the way up the
dairs, the ghost disgppeared. | kept going and found myself in along, narrow attic, atriangular wedge
just beneath the main gable of the roof. | wondered what business the ghost had had up here and why he
had been so nervous, but the ghosts did not speak to me, and | had no way to find out.

| had not stayed long that first day, afraid that my absence would be noticed. But now al | wanted was
to get away from Robert; aslong asthey did not find me, | did not careif they knew | was hiding. | was
lucky; | met no one on the stairs, no onein the grim corridors of the third floor. | shut the broom closet
door behind me and wished | could cal witchlights. But | could not do magic; | could not even remember
what it fet like, only pain and Makar’ svoice.

| felt my way to the back of the closet, ducked under the shelves, squeezing through agap barely wide
enough for me, and climbed the stairs, till fedling my way with my hands.

Therewasalittlelight in the attic from louvers at either end. | curled up on thefloor just to the left of the
gairwel. It was stuffy up here and smelled terrificaly of dust, but it was safe. Robert could not find ntf!
Brother Orphdin wastoo fat to follow me. | fell adeep.

Sincel had cometo St. Crélifer’s, | had begun to dream of gardens—when | was not dreaming of
Malkar or Keeper or the Virtu, or of Shannon. In these fragmentary, fleeting dreams, | found myself
walking in agarden | had never seen before, through stands of dark, twisted trees with small white
flowers whose scent was as sweet as remembered joy; through rose gardenslaid out in elaborate knots;
through smple plots of herbs, whose names and properties| could, in my dreams, still remember. And
everywhere the grass was dense and soft and heartbreakingly green. Sometimes | saw people—dim and
vague like memories or ghosts—on the garden paths they were dways far ahead of me, and | could
never catch up with them.

Thistime, | find myself among thetreesagain. | step off the path to touch one; the trunk is hard and
ridged beneath my fingers. The scent of the flowers seemsto surround me like acloud of peace. | wish
that | could stay here forever.

Even as| think it, the dream beginsto break gpart around me. | turn, thinking confusedly that perhaps|
can hold the dream together if | get back on the path, and find mysdlf face-to-face with aman, tal,
redheaded, yellow-eyed, a Sunling out of achild’ s story. Heisvividly and vibrantly present, clearly red,



clearly dive; | am so shocked that | back into the tree. My head strikes one of the gnarled branches, and
| wake.

My head ached where | had banged it on the attic wall. The light seeping through the louvers was purple
with dusk. | waited for my heartbegt to calm, then crept back down the stairs. | made it back to the ward
jugtintimefor dinner. No one commented on my disappearance. Brother Lilburn’sintolerant eyes
scourged mein passing, but did not linger. Of course, | realized, Robert would never admit to anyone
that he couldn’t control aweak, whimpering, broken madman. | felt as giddy as| had when | had evaded
some richly deserved punishment from Keeper. For amoment, St. Crdlifer’ sfelt like sanctuary.

Mildmay

Margot put me in with the younger members of her pack. She said it wasthe only free bed she had. |
think it was akind of joke, maybe alittle revenge for me bringing her trouble she hadn’t asked for. Her
little Badgers—maybe a septad old, a septad and two at the most—didn’t think it was funny. | made
them tongue-tied, and they watched me with their eyes as big as bell-whedls. | would' ve smiled, except
that would' ve scared ‘em worse. But when the last candle was blown out, when wewere dl laying in
bed in the dark, one of them got up the gumption to ask if | knew any stories. Another voice said as how
they’d told all the onesthey knew “Threetimes,” said somebody else, sadly.

“Okay,” | said. “Y ou know the one about Jenico Sun-Eyes and the Clockman?’
“No,” said somebody.
“That sounds exciting,” said somebody ese.

“Who' s Jenico Sun-Eyes?’ said another voice, | thought the one who' |l asked mefirgt if | knew any
dories.

“Wadl, lemmetdl you,” | said, and | lay there, staring up into the dark and instead of thinking about
Ginevraor the Dogs or the witchfinders| told Margot’ slittle Badgers all about Jenico Sun-Eyesand his
terrible journey to get back the heart of the Princess of Keys from the Clockman. They didn’t care that
my words came out funny and durred. They loved my story and made me promiseto tell it again the next
night. We dl went to deep happy.

| guessitain't no surprise | had nightmares. | kept waking up and having to think where | was, and then
I’d fall back adeep and right back into that horrible gray version of Gilgamesh, where there was nobody
divebut me. It waslike being caught in amaze, like the curtain-mazes at the Trids, only | get akick out
of them, and thiswas like being buried dive. In the dream | wastrying to get to Britomart and find
Keeper, except that | didn’t want to, the way you do sometimes in dreams, so that | wastrying to get out
of Gilgamesh and at the same time hoping | wouldn’t. When the little Badgers woke up, | dragged out of
bed feding worse than | had the night before.

The Badgers mostly dept in the attics of the Judiciary, behind doors that nobody’ d tried to open for a
Great Septad or better. They' d rigged a stove in the longest attic, with akind of half-assed patchinto a
chimney fluethat gave methe crawling horrorsjust looking at it. But Margot sworeit worked, and it let
her be sure that her littlest kids had a hot breakfast be fore they went out to the pick-pocketing and
begging and petty thievery that was what pack kids did before they got old enough to cardsharp and stuff
likethat. Margot’ s two best lieutenants, 10 and Ramon, did the cooking. Everybody €l se was on their



own, to go stedl fruit off the costermonger stallsin the Cheaps or to scrounge up a septad-centimefor a
bakery bun. Me and Margot drank tea and had the last of the oatmeal when everybody else was gone.

WEe d swapped gossip the whole time—what the Dogs were doing, what the witchfinders were doing,
what peoplein Scaffelgreen and Ramecrow said about the Obscurantists now. But when everybody ese
was gone, Margot got up and wandered around, putting things away, damping the stove. That was
Margot. She had atidy mind. And | thought it was why she' d kept the Badgers as long as she had, and
why she' d kept them safe.

After awhile she came back and sat down and said—gently, for Margot—* D’ you want to talk about
it?

“About what?’
“If I knew that, | wouldn't have to ask. About what’ s got you so upset.”
“lan't upset.”

“Mildmay.” She gave me alook. “I know you better than that. Something’ s got your tail in aknot, and it
ain't the Dogs. Now would you put that fucking knife down and talk to me?’

Startled, | looked down. Sure enough, there was the butterfly knife from my boot, dancing likeit used to
when | had aseptad and five and thought | was some kind of fucking hero. “ Sorry,” | said, closed it, put
it back. “Thought | broke that habit.” She still looked worried, and | added, “Not nobody here.”

“Y ou could knife Y apper, and I’d kissyou for it. But if it ain’t us, thenwhoisit?’
“Dunno.”

“Well, who are you mad at?’

“Dunno who tipped the Dogs.”

“That an't quitewhat | asked.”

“It' smy budness, an'tit?’

“‘Courseitis. I'mjust wondering if it's something | can help with.”

“Dunno,” | said. “Don’t think I’m mad at anybody.”

Her eyebrowswent up. “And the knife?’

“Dunno. I’'m sorry, Margot, but | don't.”

“Well, if you don't, you don't. | got shit to do, but if you figureit out enough to talk, you let me know.
Okay?

“Okay.” | watched her leave, and then, because | didn’t have nothing better to do, | followed her out,
closing the door like she’ d showed me, and went to try to walk off my twitchiness across the roofs.

| couldn’t do it, couldn’t shake whatever black dog had my scent. | was scared of the Dogs and worried
about Ginevraand even worried about Faith Cowry—I mean, she’ d never done me no harm. And | was
scared of what | felt building. | remembered the mood that had got peopleriotin’ three summers ago, and
| was feding something like it now. Not the same It wasn'’t that people were angry now, like they’ d been



angry at the Mirador but they were scared. And one thing | knew wasif you got scared enough you
ended up acting just like you were angry. It was the Obscurantists had people scared, and the fact that
nobody—not the Dogs, not the Mayor, not the Mirador—was doing nothing about them. Of course,
looked at right ways on, that’ s because there was nothing to do. There d been no actual Obscurantistsin
the Lower City for near on two Great Septads, and | had Cardenio’ sword on it that there weren’t now.
Cade-skiffs know that kind of thing. But most people just had rumorsto go on, and the rumors said the
Obscurantists had done something big in the Boneprince back in Pluviése—so big it had Vey Coruscant
hiding—and that they’ d paid off the Mirador to ignore them, and they were planning something more,
something worse. People wanted the Obscurantists |ocked down, and what were the Dogs doing about
that? Zip, zero, and zilch.

Powers and saints, it was no wonder the mood was getting ugly.

| went round and round with it al fucking day, but | still hadn’t figured nothing out by sunset, when the
Badgersal came back to the Judiciary, to pool the day’ staking and sort out who was doing what in the
night. They werein the middle of it, arguing and laughing, when one of the kids Margot had on sentry
came charging onto the Judiciary roof from the north, heading straight for Margot and her motley coat.

“Laurie?” Margot said. “What—"

“Dogsl” thegirl ydled, waving back the way she' d comewith one arm. “ They’ re coming, upside and
down! Run! RUN!”

Margot bellowed, “ RAID!” at the top of her lungs. The Badgers were just starting to scatter, Margot was
just turning to grab the little kids near her, when there was thiswave of armored men from the south
—Kethe, from the south, the fucking opposite direction and nobody apparently thereto think it was
worth singing out—and the Dogs were on us.

Fdix

| looked for the gardens all day. | couldn’t find them, though | knew they were closeto me. Every timel
opened adoor, | expected to meet the scent of those beautiful, twisted trees. But | never did.

Brother Torquil, who never hit anyone, found mein empty rooms, a the wrong end of hallways, once
struggling with the catches of awindow that hadn’t been opened in more than acentury. Each time, he
led me back to my | and scrub brush; each time, he said a prayer over me. | would have preferred him to
hit me. And each time, | told myself there were no gardensin &t. Crdlifer’ sand tried to concentrate on
my task.

But it was no good. No matter how | fought it, the conviction would grow on methat | could find the
gardensif | looked intheright place, and | would put my scrub brush down and start looking. Trying to
ignore that feeling was almost physicaly painful, and even though | knew it was alie, it seemed astrue as
the stones and plaster of St. Crdllifer’s.

Brother Torquil finally gave up and sent me back to the ward, with awarning that he would “have to
speak to Brother Lilburn about this.” Even that didn’t bother me; if | could find the way into the gardens,
| could escape Brother Lilburn entirely.

Theward was al but deserted at that hour of the day. Eliaswaslying on his cot, staring at the bars on the
window. No one knew how old Eliaswas—Ileast of dl Elias himsdf—but he had to be over eighty. He
wastoo frail to do any work, but since his madness consisted mostly of aterrible fear of going outside,
he was alowed to stay in what Brother Torquil, freshly imbued with theideals of St. Gailan, perssted in
referring to asthe “Helping Ward.”



“What' sup with you?’ Eliassaid when | camein.

“I can't find the gardens,” | said, crossing the room to look out the window. But they weren't out there,
ether.

“Thewha?’
“Something | dreamed.” | rested my foreheed briefly againgt the cool glass.

“Y ou must have drawn Torquil,” Elias said. Elias had beenin St. Crellifer for twenty years or more, and
he had been abrother of St. Gailan before that. He knew St. Crellifer’ singde out. “He |l tell Lilburn, you
know.”

“Yes. Hesad hewould.” | glanced sdeways and saw Elias s grimace of sympathy.
“What'sit like out there?” he asked presently, as he asked anyone who Was near awindow.

“Sunny,” | said. “ Ther€’ s a scissors-grinder across the street, and two merchants' daughterstaking the
air. Oneof them isdressed in green mudin and the other in white organdy. The girl in green has a parasol
painted with violets”

“Lovely,” Eliassaid. “Like abeautiful dream.”

| realized then that | did know how to reach the gardens, even from S. Crellifer's. And maybeif | just
dreamed hard enough...

| lay down, turning my back on Elias sfearful longing, and pushed my way down into deep.

Evenindesp, itishard to find the gardens. My dreams are jJumbled and dark. | remember the voice of
the old man who taught me to understand my dreams, although | haven't used it in years, | remember the
way he taught meto map my dreaming. | call that map into being now; it isnot magic, or so the old man
told me, smply amental structure, like the memory housesthat traders clerksuse.

| stand in the middle of acompass rose; for amoment, | am not part of any dream. The gates of
Méusinerise around the compass, Corundum to the north, Horn to the northeast, then Carndlian,
Chalcedony, Ivory, Porphyry. In my dream map, the Sim does not exi<t, and the northwest and south are
blank, without gates or gaps.

My mind feels clearer, stronger, than it hasfor along time. | begin to organize my dreams asthe old man
taught me. Dreams of the future lie beyond Corundum Gate, and that gate is closed. | do not want to
know the future. Porphyry, to the west, rules dreams that answer questions; | leave it open. Ivory isthe
gate of nightmares, and | swing that shut. My imagining of my dream city ismore vivid than it has ever
been; Ivory Gate closes with an audible thud, and | fed the jar in my shoulders. | know with terrible relief
that it will stay closed.

| was taught that south is the direction of dreams of the past, but | will not use the Sim. | givethe past to
Chdcedony Gate and closeit. Carndian Gate is the gate for dreams of revelation; | leave it open. And
Horn Gate rules true dreams, dreams that are more than just dreams. | hope that the gardens lie beyond
Horn Gate; it, too, stands open.

| look at the city and redlize that thereisagate | did not imagine. To the south, thereisadark, ragged
hole in the city wall, where the so-called Septad Gate existsin thered city. Keeper had avile, obscene



song about the Septad Gate, which he sang when hewas drunk. | am afraid that if | think about it any
longer, | will remember thewords. | seethat thereis no way to close the Septad Gate, no way to block
out the poisoned swamp that lies beyond it. The Septad Gate is the gate of madness.

| stand in the middle of the city, where the Mirador is. For amoment, | imagine | am standing on the
battlements again, looking out across the squalid patchwork of the Lower City. | turn to face north, shut
my eyes and count dowly to seven. Then, thinking fixedly of the gnarled trees and their white flowers, |
look at what the gates haveto tell me.

| look at Porphyry Gate; throughit, | see water, great heaving dark masses of it. That isnot what | seek;
| turn, wrenching my attention past the Septad Gate and its morbid seeping. Through Carndlian Gate, |
seeafox, gtting inagray placefull of crud stones. That means nothing to me, and | turn to Horn Gate.
Through Horn Gate, | seetrees, twisted and black, their spreading arms full of flowers.

My bregath catchesin something that is almost a sob. | step through Horn Gate. | would close the gates
behind me, but they will not budge. | walk into the stand of trees, quickly, wanting to get away from Horn
Gate, wanting to find the Sunling.

| follow the path asit twists and meanders; though | am anxious, | find that | cannot hurry. The beauty of

the place drags at my feet; | stop and stare aswide-eyed as a child at yellow-flowering bushestaller than
| am, at dense beds of delicate purple flowers, at the black treeswith their wide, white-clothed branches.
Although my knowledge of herbsisextensive, | know amost nothing about ornamenta flowers—Makar
scoffed at them astoys for the bourgeoise—and my ignorance hurts me here, where | want to cal al the
myriad beauties by name.

And when the Sunling finds me, lost in contemplation of abed of rioting trumpet-shaped, flounced
flowers—hbrilliantly magenta and scarlet and name-red, and no more than two incheslong—I ask him
before | can think, “What arethey caled?’

Hiseyes crinkle at the cornerswith his smile, and he says, “ Snapdragons.”

Heisastal as| am; hishair isbrilliant golden red, graying at the temples. Hiseyes are ydlow, just asone
of my eyesisydlow, and the only sgnsof agein hisface are the crow’ s-feet around hiseyes. | redize|
am staring and look away, my face hesting.

“Who areyou?’ he asks, hisvoiceisgentle, and | know heisafraid that he will scare me away. “Why
areyou walking in this dream of our garden? What has happened to you?’

| cannot answer any of those questions. | say, in astrangled, unhappy whisper, “My nameis Felix.”

“You areawizard,” he says, coming near. “ And our blood must run in your veins, or you would never
have found thisdream at al.”

“Keeper dways said | was achangding child.”
“A what?’
| do not know how to explain. | look up, and he says quickly, “It doesn’t matter.”

He touches my forehead lightly; | cannot help flinching. He steps back at once. He says, “Y ou have been
grievoudy hurt. How hasthis happened?’

Evenin my dreams, the compulsion sinksitsiron clawsinto me. | fed the gardens sarting to shred
around me and drop to my knees, digging my fingersinto the cool, moist heft of the grass. The dream



Steadies.
“I am sorry,” the Sunling says. “I did not mean to upset you. | would liketo help.”
“Noonecanhdpme. l am... | anmad.”

“Y ou are damaged,” he corrects me briskly. “ Damage can be mended.”

“Damaged.”
“We are heders. We could help you. Where are you?’

But before | can answer him, Horn Gate rears up in the middle of the snapdragons and swalows me. |
am back in the dream city, but it hastilted, heaving me up in aparody of itsred geography, and | am
diding south, being dragged through the Septad Gate, faling into the swamp, faling into the red world.

| woke with my cheek stinging and knew | had been dapped awake. | blinked my eyesfranticaly into
focus and saw Brother Lilburn leaning over me. Brother Lilburn never smiled, and his cold pae eyes
never lit, but we dl knew he enjoyed hiswork.

| saw his eyesrecord the fact that | was awake. He said, his voice cadm and level and too rationa to be
human, “Brother Torquil tells me that you have been shirking.”

| stared at him, my heart dready pounding nastily, and knew | had gotten the name of the burning
flowers.

Mildmay

I’d hated the Dogs for indictions, been brought up hating them, and come to hate them on my own
account, but I’ d never hated them like | did that night the way they came down on Margot’ s Badgerslike
they were full-grown men instead of just kids. They were after me—I could hear them shouting my
name—>but they weren’t giving the Badgers no time to give me up. | wasjust an excuse, areason they
could giveif anybody asked ‘em why they were killing kids. We had to get Mildmay the Fox, they could
say. Those damn kids were harboring him. And nobody’ d ask. Nobody cared about kids in packs.
Nobody was going to ask ugly questions about how they ended up dead. If I’ d thought it would have
helped, | would' ve given mysdf up. But that wasn’t going to stop them, and | knew, | could fed it dl the
way down, that | was dead the instant any of them could catch me long enough to cut my throat. Three
or four of them tried. At least one of them ended up dead for it. Considering I’ d seen him brain alittle girl
with his sword hilt—and she was dead, no question about it—I couldn’t be sorry.

Kidsran. Kidsgot arrested. Kidsgot killed. | got out of the fighting entirely, got up on the rainwater
cistern and just laid low. And these Dogs—I got glimpses of their uniforms, here and there—these
weren't the smart ones, the ingpectors, the guyswho' d been sitting in my front room sneering a my
furniture. These were the rank and file, the flatfeet. All they wanted wasto be pointed at atarget and told
they could do anything they liked to get it. They didn’'t have the brainsto ook for anybody. So when
there was nobody in sight but them and the kidsthey’ d arrested and the kids they’ d killed... they l€ft.
Back to the Kennel with those frightened, sobbing, angry kids.

| came down off the cistern. Slowly. Half the reason they hadn’t thought to ook there was because it
didn’'t seem like the sort of place a person could get himself. And if you ain’t been acat burglar, you
don't ever look at things with the right kind of eyes. But it was atricky bastard. By thetime| got down
and could ook around again, there were two more people on the roof: Carmody and Margot.



They wereyelling at each other.
“Youwhat?

“Hewasn't one of us,” Carmody said. “ And we need the gorgons, Margot. Y ou know how theroof’s
lesking.”

Oh, Kethe, | thought, and stopped where | was. | didn’t want to g any closer to this.
“What the fuck does that matter? Even you ain't stupid enough t think thiswasworth it.”

“They weren't supposed to raid,” he said, sort of sullen and puzzled a once, like he didn’t see how his
clever plan had got away from him, and he didn’t see why she was pissed a him when it waan't his
fuck-up.

“Fuck me, Carmody, did you redlly think they’ d just come knock and say, ‘ Pretty-please will you hand
over Mildmay the Fox now?”

Hisface said, yeah, that was about what he’ d thought.
“Y ou told them how to find us.”
“I couldn’t take him done. They said they’ d be backup.”

“Get away fromme,” she said through her teeth. She actudly took a step back, like she thought he might
be contagious.

“Margot—"

“Get away from me!” Shelooked away from him and said, her voice tight with what might’ ve been tears
or fury or fear or, Kethe knows, dl three, “If you go right now and you run, you might makeit out of the
city before the other packs catch up with you.”

“But, Margot, you don’'t—"

“Didn’'t you hear me?| can't kill you myself, though al the saints know you deserveit, but right now,
Carmody, I'm probably the only person in the Lower City who'd even think twice. Run, you stupid son
of abitch!”

Findly, finaly, he got it. Hisface changed. For thefirst time, it wasn't sullen, wasn't scowling. He looked
around, saw me. Hewent adirty green color with fear, backed away two steps, then turned and bolted.
He was running like Cade-Cholera s hounds were on his hedls, but | knew he' d be lucky if that wasthe
worgt that found him.

Margot folded up dowly, until shewas Stting on her heds. Stiffly, shewasrun by clockwork, she
reached over to the nearest of the dead bodies, checking for apulse, for the heat of breath against her
fingers. Thereweren’t noneto find, not with agreat gaping dash dl through the chest like that. One of her
hands kind of wandered up to touch the dead child's forehead.

| camecloser. | couldn’'t helpit. | said, “Hewon't makeit out of Dragonteeth.”

“I know that,” she said. She was staring at the dead body beside her. It wasterrible, but | wasglad I’d
only talked to her little Badgersin the dark, that I’ d never got their names put with their faces. | didn’t
haveto know if thiswasthelittle kid who'd said last night, half-adeep, “ That wasa good story.”



But | knew anyway, because the truth was it didn't matter. It didn’t fucking matter at all. The Dogsdidn’t
care.

Margot said, “He didn’t used to be like that. | remember when he first came up here. He was so amazed
that nobody was hitting him, he went around for daysjust being happy. | remember him like that.”

“*Courseyou do,” | said.

Therewasalong silence. | didn’t know what to say. | didn’t think she'd hear meif | said anything
anyways. Shedidn’t look up, but findly she said, “When | gotothe Kennd...” She stopped. | knew she
had to go to the Kennel, had to try to get her kids out, try to patch things up and get on with something.
Those kids needed her, and these dead ones didn’t, not no more. | wondered if the Dogs would believe
shewas old enough to stand surety. Not that standing surety was anything but alie on both sides anyway,
since the people standing surety for the kidsin the Kennel were al thief-keepers and pimps.

Margot took adeep breath, still didn’t look up, tried again: “When | go to the Kennd, I'll tell them
you're deed. I'll tell *em one of these dead fucking Dogskilled you. They'll like that. Maybe they’ Il even
believeit. But that'sit.” Shelooked a me. | backed up without even meaning to, because the thing in her
eyeswas screaming and sick with blood. I’ d ways kind of wondered, when | told storieswith themiin
it, what the Eumenideslooked like. But | wasn't wondering no more. “If | ever seeyou again, | may have
ago a killing you mysdf.”

“Thank you, Margot,” | said. | didn’t say she'd never get near me. She knew that.

“l don’t want your fucking thanks!” She started crying, big racking sobs that |ooked more like
somebody was begting her with invisble sticks.

She pulled the dead child into her lap and bowed over it, sobbing and sobbing.

Shewouldn’t take comfort from me, and | couldn’t stay on thisrooftop no more. | just couldn’t. | left,
starting back for Midwinter because | couldn’t think of no place eseto go. It didn’t matter. The Dogs
knew I’ d been here, on the Judiciary roofs, and before long they were going to think | was dead. | was
assafeas|’d beeninafull septad, and | hoped Kethe was enjoying the joke, because | wasn't.

Fdix

Brother Lilburn and | were donein the Chapel of St. Crelifer, which jutted awkwardly out from the
back of the hospice like awart. It was a dank stone hemisphere with narrow-dlitted windows, and gory
renditions of the martyrdom of St. Crellifer were frescoed around the walls. It wastoo smdl for al the
patientsto be crammed in at once, and so was not in regular use except for the morning devotions of the
brothers. Otherwise, it belonged to Brother Lilburn, and everyonein St. Crellifer’ sknew it.

Therewas aghost knedling at the end of thefirst pew, praying. She had clearly been apatientin St.
Crellifer’ s before her degth; her hair hung in ragged strands around her face, and she was wearing an
ugly, shapeless dress like the ones the women wore.

“What areyou looking &7’ Brother Lilburn said.
“N-nothing,” | said, wrenching my gaze back to my hands.
“Y ou weren't praying.”

It wasn't aquestion, and there would have been no right answer even if it had been. The sun wasrising
somewhere outsde these merciless sonewalls, Brother Lilburn had kept me heredl night, to do



penance and to pray that the saint would offer me guidance and strength. My hands were freezing; my
kneesfdt asif | were knedling on knives; | could not fed my feet.

He said, hisvoice soft but not in the dightest gentle, “ Are you praying, Felix?’

“I’'mtrying, Brother Lilburn.” | had learned that that was a better answer than astraight “yes,” athough
both were equally lies.

“Good. Prayer will help you more than anything, but you must learn to submit your spirit to the saint.”

“Yes, Brother Lilburn.” 1 did not confessthat | found the idea spiritualy, moraly—amost
physically—repugnant. Instead of my knees and aching hips, | tried to think about the gardens, about the
flowers and the grass, the faint breeze that had ruffled my hair. | thought about the Sun ling, who had
been kind, who had said | could be helped. | did not think about St. Crdlifer at al, but | watched
Brother Lilburn asbest | could out of the corners of my eyes. Hewore gray around him like a shroud.
Although I could not see hisface, | knew he was watching me, his eyes as remote and indifferent asthe
cold stones beneath me.

It cameto me, haf fancy and haf conviction, that Brother Lilburn was dead that he had died years ago
but had held off corruption, decay, the hel plessness of death, with the force of hiswill aone, that | was
knedling herein the cold darkness being stared at by a corpse. | shut my eyes, gripping my hands
together tightly, and sank my teeth into my lower lip to keep from screaming.

“Good,” sad Brother Lilburn. “ Now you are praying.”
Mildmay

| went to unlock the door, and it swung open. | stood staring at it. The Dogs couldn’t ill bewaiting for
me. I'd just died in Dragonteeth. But if they were there, they knew | was out here, and somehow the only
thing that seemed important at al was not waking Mrs. Pickering and particularly not waking Scabious. It
was nearly dawn. They’ d be dtirring in another haf hour. But maybe the Dogs would be nice and arrest
me quick, and we could be out of here by then.

| went in. Ginevraturned around with agasp that was amost a shriek.
Not the Dogs.
“What're you doing here?’ | said.

It came out bad, in thisdudgy kind of mumble, but either she understood it, or it was just the only thing
anybody was going to ask, because she said, “I came... | cameto get my things. Austin saysthe Dogs
wouldn't arrest meif they knew... | mean, | haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Yegh, right.”
“I haven't! | don't have any ideawhat the Dogswant you for or... or anything!”

“| told you they was after me.” | could' ve said something about Ellis Otanius and whether he might think
Ginevra d done “something wrong,” but | didn’t. That wasn't the point here anyway.

“I didn't know...” | think she figured there was no good way to get out of that sentence, because she
sad, “I'mredly sorry.”

“Sory?



“I... oh, damn.” Her chin came up, and she sad, “I’m moving in with Augtin.”
“Audin.”
“Helovesme. Hedways has.”

| loveyou. But | couldn’t say that. | never had said it, so maybe shedidn’t think | felt it. And it wastoo
fucking late now. | said, “Go on, then Take whatever you want and go.”

But | went firgt. | turned around right then and |eft. There was nothing for mein Midwinter.
Felix

| did not look for the gardens anymore. In my dreams, | could not get to the city, could not find Horn
Gate; | could only catch bare glimpses of the gardens, and | never saw the Sunling at al. Brother
Lilburn’ s dead gaze followed me everywhere; even in dreams of Shannon, or dreams of my childhood,
he would be there, in one corner or another, his hands folded, white as bone againgt his black robe,
watching.

In the waking world, | was desperately careful, focused so intently on my scrubbing that at night my
hands would stay cramped around the absent shape of the brush. | could not think about anything else,
could not let mysdlf raisemy head. | did not ook at the ghosts, even when | had to move through them;
when | thought | smelled the trees of the garden, | leaned over the bucket beside me and inhaed the
bitter redlity of the Sim.

| was good, as| had tried to be good asachild. But | had never been good enough for Keeper, and so,
in someterrible way, | was not surprised when it turned out | wasn't good enough for . Crellifer elther.

It was morning, after breskfast. | was scrubbing halls on the second floor, outside the women's
intractable ward. | could hear Jeanne-Chatte Singing, as she dways sang when she was not trying to kill
hersdf or one o the brothers. | was cleaning flagstones, listening to Jeanne-Chatte’ s beautiful voice,
ignoring the ghostly madwomen rocking back and forth aong the outside wall.

Brother Orphelin’s voice said behind me, “Y ou have avistor.”

The scrub brush dropped out of my fingers. | turned. Brother Orphelin, beaming, and Brother Lilburn,
expressionless as dways, advanced; they took my arms, one on each side, and dragged me upright.

“Y our vigtor was very disgppointed, last time he came,” Brother Orphelin said as they marched me
toward the dairs. “He says you were very rudeto him.”

“No,” | said, but it was a strengthless half whisper. Robert again, Robert after something that was more
important to him than hisvanity.

“Don't lie” Brother Lilburn said.

They started down the stairs, dragging me between them.

“Y our visitor has asked usto be sure you aren’t rude to him again,” Brother Orphelin said.
“No,” | said again, but thistime so weakly that not even Brother Lilburn heard me.

Behind us, in the women’ sintractable ward, Jeanne-Chatte began to scream.

They took me to the basement, as Brother Orphelin had taken me on the first day. But thistime, we



penetrated farther into the maze of stone, down doping corridorsinto greater and greater darkness, until
at last we came to aroom crudely squared out of the rock, rank with the breath of the Sim. It waslit by
torches; | tried to count them to keep the panic back, but | couldn’t make the number come out the same
twice.

Robert was waiting among the torches—himself, dthough his eyes were the snake's, sulfurous yellow
and staring—standing beside awooden table fitted out with straps and buckles. | was distracted by the
torches, and it took me a moment to realize what that table was, to redlize what Brother Orphelin had
meant, to realize what Robert planned to do. Then | dug in my hed's, wrenched free of Brother Lilburn
and Brother Orphelin—they had not expected resistance—turned, and bolted. | didn’t careif | got lost;
inthat moment, | didn’'t careif | never found my way to the surface of the city again. | just ran.

| had known the first day that it was uselessto run from Brother Orphdlin, and now the truth of that was
proved to me. He and Brother Lilburn trapped mein adead end, as neatly aswolves work together to
bring down adeer. | tried to dodge past them, but Brother Orphelin used his great weight to pin me
againg thewall, and Brother Lilburn caught my hands and tied them, bound my anklestogether. They
carried me back to the room where Robert waited, deek and self-pleased.

| fought them like aferd cat, but they fastened the straps around my wrists, around my ankles; astrap
across my neck threatened to strangle me, and | was forced to lie till. | cursed them, cursed Robert, my
voice shrill and hard, the vowel s thick as molasses, the voice of thewhore | had been. | tried to bite
Robert’ sfingers when he brought them near my head, but the strap cut into my jaw, and | could not keep
him from touching my temples.

“Now,” he said triumphantly, and | felt hisfingerstense.

Pain explodes through my head like aswarm of iron hornets. A snake and a corpse and aterrible
monstrous pig with tiny red eyes are saring down at me and laughing. | scream for help, but the Sunling is
not there, and Jolineis not there, and the ghostsin the corners are screaming, too. No one will help me.

The darkness swalowsmedive.
Mildmay
On 11 Messidor, Cardenio found me.

I”’d dumped everything—the rooms | rented, the fake names, the cat burglary on commission like | was
somekind of flash merchant—and gone down into the Arcane, where nobody cared what you did and
nobody’ d go to the Dogs, no matter who you were. Nobody’ d even tell the daylight world you existed.
That'swhat the Arcaneisfor. | played cards for money—and every time| got up to go out to another
bar and find another sheep, | hated mysdlf for it—and sat in a shabby rented room and stared at the
cheap lithograph of St. Suphrysaonthewall. | didn't get drunk. | didn't pick fights. | just sat there and
waited for timeto pass.

And on 11 Messidor, when | got up to go out, there was Cardenio in the lobby of the boardinghouse,
clutching hisblack guild-hat like he was thinking of maybetearing it in two.

“Niceearrings,” | sad.

“Theré's...” He stopped and swallowed. “ There’' s some bodies. Out of the Sim. Master Auberon told
meto come get you.”



| knew it right then, | think, but | followed him anyway.

Sometimes there’ strapslaid for you, and sometimes you deserve to walk into ‘em I’ d been down in the
Dead Gdllery before. It' sthislong natura gallery dong the Sim, where it oxbows sideways under
Havelock. They dug the Undercand, sometime way back when, so that people using theriver, like
people aways have, don't have to take atour of the corpses—and there' sa grating mesh, so the
cade-skiffsdon’t got the river garbage coming through their guildhall—but the Sm’sabig river, and it
don’'t mind filling two channels. Theriver keegpsthe bodies at least kind of cool, and that seemsto be
worth the damp asfar as the cade-skiffs are concerned. Or maybe they got some way of keeping the
damp off. | don’t know. There storches every two septad-feet or so, and Cardenio grabbed an extra off
thewall when we camein. They lay the corpses out on marble-topped tablesthat are probably worth
more than Queensdock and Simside put together, and they cover ' em with whitework percale shesets.
The sheets come from the convent of St. Lycorisin Britomart, where the nuns sew them as penance.

About halfway down the gdllery, Cardenio stopped. He gave me alook that said heredly didn’t want to
do this and he was sorry asasick horse about it. Then he put the torch in an empty bracket, walked
between two tables to the river end, and stripped the sheets back on both of ‘em.

She hadn’t been in the water long, and she' d been dead before they dumped her. Her throat had been
cut. There was no color in her face, but it was perfectly calm, and somebody’ d combed her hair out.
She' d had her pick of heroes, but nobody’ d saved her from the dragon, not when it mattered.

| looked away. Austin had drowned. | wished | couldn’t tell, but | could. Probably he didn’t know how
to swim. Most peoplein the Lower City don’t. And some of the guysin Mé8usinewho'll kill people for
money—the onesthat ain’t no brighter than bull-baiting dogsthat’ Il bite anything they’ re pointed at—they
think it' sfunny to throw the mark in the Sim, someplace where there ain’t much current, and bet on how
long it takes him to drown.

| wondered if the crazy historian in Nill would ever know what’ d happened to his secretary, and
something tightened in my chest.

| couldn’t look at her, at her perfect body that should’ ve been loved by aking, not some no-good thief
likeme, a her lips, her nose, the arch of her eyebrows. | turned away, put my hand on the wall beneath
Cardenio’ storch, bent my head.

“Mildmay?’ Cardenio said. | could see hishandsif | |looked sdeways, and he was still mauling hisdamn
hat. “Y ou okay?’

| never told her | loved her. | swallowed the hard lump in my throat and said, “Yeah, I'm fine.”

Hedidn't cal mealiar to my face, which was nice of him. “Y ou wanna come upstairs and have some
tea?’

| swallowed again, dthough it wasn't like it was doing any good, and said, “No, thanks, | don’t want
tea” | couldn’t look at Cardenio, couldn’t look at the torches or the tables or the bodieslaying there,
waiting for whatever the cade-skiffs were going to do with them.

“C'mon, Mildmay,” Cardenio said. “I think teamight do you some good.”

| couldn’t keep arguing with him. 1t was too much work. And if | did what he wanted, I"d be able to get
away from her dead, empty face“Okay,” | said. “Tea.”

| looked up. Cardenio’ s face was stricken, even though he tried to smile at me. He came out from



between the tables and started back the way we' d come. | covered Ginevrawith the sheet before |
followed him.

| thought about simple things. Follow Cardenio. Hold the mug. Sit where hetellsyou. | didn’t meet
anybody’ s eyes. We ended up in aplace that was like some kind of cade-skiff bar, with little groups of
them at tables and standing along the walls, dl with their black hats and long black coats. | hated them for
being dive when Ginevrawas dead. | hated me, too.

Cardenio said urgently, “ Stay put,” and went darting away.

It was gtill too much work to argue with him. | stayed put. | Stared at the teain my mug, at the ugly
patterns the tealeaves made at the bottom. People read the future in tea leaves sometimes. | wondered
what they’ d see in mine and then thought, Why the fuck do you care? The future’ s dead.

Cardenio came back with an older cade-skiff in tow. | looked up long enough to see who it was, that, for
instance, Vey Coruscant hadn’t gotten in here somehow to finish the job, and then looked back at my
tea. They sat down opposite me. Cardenio said, “Mildmay, thisis Master Auberon. My magter.”

“Niceto meet you,” | said. After all Cardenio’d said about his master, I"d expected him to be a
septad-foot tall and gilded to boot, but he was just asquare, white-haired old party who looked like a
pretty decent sort of guy.

He had adark, rich voice, like plum cake. “ The young woman's name is Ginevra?’
“GinevraThomson,” | said.
“And theyoung manisAudin Lefevre?

“Yeah.” | didn’t ask how he knew. Y ou don’t ask cade-skiffsthat kind of question, because either they
won't answer you, or they will—and then you wish they hadn’t.

“We arealittle puzzled asto why they werekilled, and we were wondering if you had any idess.”
“What' sthe mystery? They got murdered. It happensalot.”

“They went into the Sm,” said Master Auberon, steepling hisfingers, “under St. Kirban's.”

| shut my eyes, but it didn’'t help none.

“Y ou seewhy we are troubled.”

“She crossed Vey Coruscant,” | said. Phoskis Terrapin, the fat bastard who controls &. Kirban's
flooded crypts—and the smuggling and other nasty shit that gets run through there—had been in with
Vey for septads. “In Pluvidse”

“I see” Master Auberon said. “ Thank you.”

“Thanksfor thetea,” | answered and got up. | hadn’t touched it, any more than I’ d looked either of them
intheeye.

“Mildmay,” Cardenio said, reaching acrossthetable. “Don’'t you—"

“Keep your fucking hands off me,” | said and knocked hishand aside. Then | turned and left, and



pretended | couldn’t hear Cardenio’ s voice calling me back.



Chapter 5

Feix

The corpse standsin the doorway of the intractable ward like the shadow of winter. | can fed dl the
mongterslooking at him. Everyone has gone extremely ill, holding their breeth, praying thet if they do
not make a sound, the corpse will not notice them. Even intractables are frightened of the corpse.

| turn around. | know that the corpse has come for me, that the others have no reason to be afraid. He
gives methat little come-along jerk of the head. He knows| don't understand him when he spesks. |
follow him. At firg, | tried to defy him, but dl that happened was that he got other brother-mongtersto
come and drag me. | would rather walk into the darkness on my own feet.

Thistime | swear, as| have sworn before, that | will not forget what happens, that | will find away to
hold it in my memory. | push my fingersthrough my hair; my hands are dready starting to shake. And |
remember now, following the corpse down the sairs, that my hands always shake; my body remembers
what iscoming.

| follow the corpse beneath the earth; | wonder if heistaking meto Hell I know that Hell must lie
beneath S. Crdlifer's. But we do not cometo ariver. Instead, we come to aroom.

| remember the table and the straps; | remember the monsters who are waiting: the yellow-eyed snake
and the enormous gray piglike thing with itstiny, glowing, red eyes. | remember the sobbing ghosts. |
remember that it isusaessto run, usdessto struggle.

The pig grdbs my arm, envelops mein its grayness, the weight of itsflesh; it forces me down on thetable.
The corpse and the snake buckle the straps. | He and stare at the damp and cracking plaster of the
ceiling and tell mysdlf that thistime | will not scream, will not cry, athough | know dready—I
remember—that | am lying to mysdif.

| feel the snake' sfingersin my hair. It hisses and raspsinstead of roaring, but | still cannot make out any
wordsinwhat it says. Pain beginsto stitch through my head; the cracksin the ceiling begin to blur with
thetearsin my eyes.

A globe of orange light spinsinto being above the table; the darkness opensits mouth like atrap, and |
amgone.

Mildmay

Around about 27 Vendémiaire, it started raining like the end of the world was coming, and it had to get
all thiswater cleared out of theway first. It was early for the winter rains. Folks said as how it was
balancing out for having been late last indiction. | remembered Ginevraand me, soaking wet in my rooms
in Pennycup, and tried to think about something else, but every time| turned around, there was more
ran.

The damp got into everything. Every room you went into smelled like mildew and rot. Every time | went
out, | got soaked to the skin. 1 wasn't gone out much—I had an ugly little room above abar in
Engmond’ s Tor, and the bartender’ d hired me as a bouncer and a second-string bartender, and if
anybody needed afourth for Grimoire, well, there | was. But even staying in, the damp crawled up and
wrapped its clammy little fingers around my joints and my head and my chest. The Winter Fever—it
adways shows up in Méusine dong with the rains, you can set your watch by and it was working itsway



through the Lower City with abutcher’ sknife and anasty snigger. 1t' d get me sooner or later, and then
I"d lie herein this ugly little room and nobody in the Circle of Lionswould even wonder where the fuck |
was. Not ‘til | died and started to stink, anyway.

| needed money. Gilles at the Circle was paying me, sure, but he was paying me about half of what |
could’ ve made as a bouncer in Dragonteeth, never mind al the other shit | did. He knew he had me
where he wanted me. Y ou don’t take ajob like that one unless you’ re too fucking desperate to
complain. So | wasliving hand to mouth, and | knew thefirst day | couldn’t make it downstairs on time,
he' d fire my ass and not think about it twice. And | didn’t have nothing to fall back on, no other job |
could go to, no money saved up, no place that would take mein, except St. Cecily’ sand taking yourself
there with the Winter Fever isjust the same aswaking out in the street and letting abrewer’ sdray run
you down. Except dower.

| had to do something, but | knew | couldn’t swing a better job, not now, and I’ ve aways been nervous
about doing cat burglary intherain, Y ou may makeit in and out, no trouble in the world, two times, three
times, but sooner or later, the shingles are going to be just ahair more dippery than you thought they
were, and there you are, smashed to pieces three stories down. And it might be thefirst time just as easy
asthefourth.

They say that when you dream you' re faling, you got to wake up before you hit the ground. | felt likel
was at a septad-foot and falling fast. Nobody in Méusine gave arat’ s ass about me. Nobody was going
to pay good money just to keep me dive. | mean, that had been true anytime the past three indictions,
ever since l’d walked away from Keeper, but it had never bothered me none. I’ d never thought I’ d need
anybody to care. I'd been so sure | was careful and reasonable and not cocky—I’d learned my lesson
about that and carried it around on my face with me—that 1d backed myself into another kind of cocky
and not seen it until the rug was aready out from under my feset.

When | was awake, it seemed like | was dways thinking about Ginevra. | didn’t haveto close my eyes
to see her face—cold and dead and empty as a broken pot. It was aways right there. But at night, |
dreamed about K eeper, the way | hadn’t for indictions, dreamed about her mist-gray eyes and her pae
skin and her long nails that she lacquered the same color as her eyes. | dreamed about her long, snaky
body and about her deep, drawling voice. The voice was the wordt. I’d wake up at the ninth or tenth
hour of the night, my heart banging in my chest, and I’ d lie there holding my breath in case she called my
nameagan.

| felt like an old bone being worried by three dogs, like sooner or later one of them was going to pull too
hard, and | wasjust going to snap in half. The Money Dog, the Fever Dog, and the Dreams Dog | called
them, and | didn’t know which one of them | should be scared of most. They dl three had teeth like
dligators.

Fdix

| come back, and | don’t know where | am. Thisisn't theward. Then | seethe cracksin the celling, fed
the wooden table beneath me. | come upright with a panicked scrambling jerk and only then realize that
the straps are unbuckled.

The mongters are saring at me, yellow eyes and red eyes and the corpse’ s blank, fish-white eyes. They
are speaking to each other. | bring my knees up to my chest, wrap my arms around them, try to stop
shaking. My head hurts, and | cannot hear the off-kilter rhythm of the city because my own heartbesat
echoesinmy ears.

The corpsejerks hishead at me. | get off the table. The snake looks me up and down, and | know by



the colorsaround it that it is pleased. | don’t know why. Then the snake turns and leavesthe room. The
corpse flaps his hand at me, and | follow the snake. The corpse and the gray pig bring up the rear.

We do not go back to theintractables ward. Instead, we are in the vestibule, and the porter is opening
the doors. | stop, sure that thisiswrong, but the corpse pushes me, his hands like black, jagged ice even
through my shirt, and | redlize that | am supposed to follow the snake out of . Crdllifer’s. | can't
remember how to move across that black threshold, but the corpse takes my elbow and drags me
through the door with him.

Itisraining. Thereisafiacrein the courtyard; the horses hitched to it ook like horses, which isardlief,
because the driver looks like a man-sized rat, huddled into a shabby shapeless overcoat asif it will help
him pass for human. The corpse does not release my arm until we are in the fiacre—the corpse and the
snake and I—and then he dams the door shut, and the fiacre moves off.

Out of the gates of St. Crdlifer’'s, it turnsuphill. At first I cannot think why | should find thisfrightening,
athough | know that | do, and then | begin to fed theterrible, black brokennessin front of us, coming
closer. | remember the Mirador, the laboring arrhythmiaof its broken magic.

“No,” | say, in barely awhisper. It isthefirst time | have spoken since... | have to shake my head to
clear it of the effort to remember how long it has been. The snake and the corpse ignore me.

We make the turn into the Plaza ddl’ Archimago. | have my eyes shut but | know whet that fedslike.
“No!” | say again, more loudly. Someone catches at my wrists, and | strike their hands away. It hurtsto
open my eyes, but | haveto so that | can find the latch of the fiacre door; | reach for it, but then the
corpse grabs me, pinning my armsto my side, and drags me back onto the seat. | struggle, but thereisno
room in the fiacre, and the snake catches my ankles.

Thefiacreturnsin through Livergate, and the weight of the Mirador dropson me. | can't fight any longer.
It' stoo late. The monsters have won.

Mildmay

Y ou know how if you sit and think about something stupid long enough, it startslooking like agood idea?
That'swhat happened to me.

See, robbing hotelsain’t something | was ever into. Keeper kind of sneered at it, likeit wasn't no decent
way to make aliving, and | guess the hardest habit in the world to bresk was that habit of wanting

K eeper to be proud of me. So I’d never doneit. | knew people who swore by it, and mostly they were
the kind of stupid pig-lazy people you' d expect, and most of them had got caught by the Dogs. But |
couldn’t help remembering what one of them had told me, how he'd cleared two grest-septad gorgonsin
one night. | kept thinking about that and about how long | could stay comfortable on that kind of money
and about how fast | was sinking, herein this nasty room in Engmond’ s Tor, with the Money Dog and
the Dreams Dog and the Fever Dog growling at each other, and pretty soon it started looking like the
right thing to do.

| knew | waswrong—that’ sthe bitch of it. | knew | was being stupid but | wasdso feding likel’d run
out of smart options. And then Gilles cousin Claude showed up needing ajob, and Gillesdidn’t like me
anyway | expect | could have hung onif I’d tried, but the dreams and the aches and the worrieswere
getting to me, and | didn’t fed like sucking up to Gillesfor ashitty job like that one. So | left with haf a
gorgon in my pocket and the. clothes on my back and nothing else. I'd lost the rest of it somehow—I
can't even tdl you how anymore.

| went up into Havelock, where they got nice hotels and lots of out-of-town custom. | walked around in



therainfor | don’t know, an hour or two, and finally picked ahotd caled the Anchorite' sKnitting. |
likedthesgn.

| got up onto the roofs, about three blocks away from the Anchorite' s Knitting, and worked my way
back. The bellswere just tolling the septad-night when | dropped onto the roof. We' d turned the corner
of the night and were starting back uphill toward day—not that it made dl that much difference, what
withtherainand dl. You got just as wet regardless.

| listened at the roof door for aslong asit took meto do al of “Jeniard’sLover” in my head. It was
something Keeper' d taught me. | was scared to death I’d lose my place and end up standing out there dl
night in therain while thefirst haf of “Jeniard’s Lover” went round and round in my head like abroken
music box. But | did get to the end, athough it seemed to take forever and ahalf, and by thetimel did, |
hadn’t heard a sound from the other side of the door. So it was about as safe as you could ask for to go
picking alock.

| was shivering, but the lock opened practicaly just for breathing onit. | got through and closed the door
again, and then | had to sit down and catch my breath. That took awhile, and | was till sort of panting,
and | could hear my breeath rasping in my chest. Kethe, that’ sanasty noise. The Fever Dog had alock
on hisend of the bone. | got up again and went downstairs, hanging on to a banister that was wobbling
about asbad as| was.

| felt better once | madeit to the third floor and so wasn't going to go pitching down the stairs on my
head. | prowled down the corridor alittle ways, but al the rooms were dark, and there wasn't no sound
like people talking or fucking or even snoring. So | picked adoor. It wasn't locked, and | went in
wondering, even though | knew better, if thiswas going to be as boring asit looked like.

K ethe always gives you what you ask for.

Therewas aguy in the chair by thewindow. He had adark lantern by him, open just alittle, and he was
watching mewith asort of bright, perky look like I was his entertainment for the evening and he' d been
looking forward to me for hours. He was a spare sort of guy, wearing ahdf beard that said he wasn't
Marathine, and dressed in clothes that were clean, neat, and secondhand. His eyes were thisamazing
deep blue, clear aswater.

“Good gracious,” hesaid. “1 don't think you werewhat | was expecting.”

I’d never been caught so flat-footed in al my life. If I'd been well, I" d* ve been back out the door in ahot
second, before he' d even got his mouth, open, but | was till standing there, gaping at him like a haf-wit
dog, when the door swung shut and locked behind me. | heard the bolt go over.

| must’ve jumped afoot. It made him laugh. “Now,” he said. “Who areyou? A common thief?’
That “common” stung, but there wasn't no point pretending | was achambermaid, so | nodded.
Hewasfrowning. “Come here,” he said.

The door was locked, and the way it’ d happened said this guy was ahocus. If there was anything in my
head at dl, it wasthiskind of panicky prayer that he wouldn’t turn out to be a close persond friend of
Vey Coruscant’s. So | went over to the table. There was some kind of diagram drawn oniitin chak and
abig slver watch fob laying in the middle on top of a piece of pasteboard that |ooked like aplaying card.
Shit. Hocus-stuff.

“What' syour name?’ he said.



“Mildmay.” 1 don’'t know if he levered it out of me somehow, or if | wasjust too stupid and sick to give
him one of the others.

His eyebrowswent up. “How... unusud.”

“I can't help that,” | said. Theindiction before | was born, my mother converted into one of them faddy
little cults that come and go in the Lower City like mayflies. This particular one died in the Fire, dong with
al itsmembers, so al | know about it ismy jaw-bresking name:
Mild-may-your-sufferings-be-at-the-hands-of -the-wicked. | don't even know if she meant it for me or
for her. Keeper axed it right off, which I’ ve dways been glad about. | knew agal in Pharaohlight once
named Fly-from-fornication-and-blasphemy. She went by Buitterfly, which went down awhole bunch
better with her tricks.

The hocus had that look on hisface like hewas going to ask, so | said in ahurry, “What' syours?’
He gave methiskind of bow, like ajoke, without getting up. “Mavortian von Heber, at your service.”
Well, that was obvioudy alie, but | didn’t say nothing.

Hewas il frowning a his chalk lines and hiswatch fob and his playing card. “I know it worked,” he
said, and looked at me, “but why earth are you here?’

“Sorry?” | said and coughed.

“Here. St down.” | sat inthetable s other chair, becauseit beat ending on the floor. He opened the
lantern wider and looked a me. “Y ou are quite phenomenally wet. | would offer you atowd if | had one
to hand.”

“I'mokay,” | said. Thistime| didn’'t cough. “What' sthe chak for?’
“Wall, that’ sjust it. It seemsto have brought you to me, but I’ll be damned if | know why.”
“It did what?’

“Here,” he said and handed me ahandkerchief. “ At least dry your hair. This’—and he pointed at his
chak lines—*isacdling charm. | s&t it up to call the person who would be most helpful to mein solving a
particular problem, and that person seemsto be you. Any ideaswhy?’

“Not without you tell mewhat your problemis.” | used his handkerchief on my hair, and at least it quit
dripping down my neck.

“Come now. What do you do besides petty larceny?’

“I’'macat burglar.”

“A cat burglar,” he said, like he thought he hadn’t heard me right.
“Petty larceny,” | said.

There was a pause. He waslooking a me funny. | sat and dripped into the hotel chair and tried not to
cough.

Then hisface changed, dl a once, like he' d been hit by lightning or something. He said, in thiskind of
awed, hurried voice, like he had to get it said before anything happened, “Can | hire you?



“Sure. | mean, depending on what you want.”

He brought his hand down on the table, hard enough to make me twitch, and shoved it Sideways across
hischak lines, like hefigured he didn’t need them no more. He stopped just short of knocking hiswatch
fob off thetable. He tucked it and the playing card away in hiswaistcoat pocket and said, “I’ll tell you.
I’ll tell you exactly what | want.”

| waited while he got histhoughts organized. It was kind of comfortable, in aweird sort of way, watching
aclient’ sface while he decided how hewas going to lieto me. He said, “I want to get aman out of St.
Crdlifer’s. Canyou do it?’

“St. Crdlifer’ s?'Y ou mean the bat-house?’
“If you liketo put it that way. Canyou do it?’

| was beginning to wonder if hedidn’'t belong in &. Crdlifer’ shimself, hocus or no hocus. He had this
light in his eyes that was spooking me out.

“Why can’'t you doit yourself?Last | heard, St. Crélifer’sdon’t look too hard a anybody offering to
take acrazy off their hands.”

“I'msorry. | didn’t quite...”

Kethe, | thought, and this time the cough got past my guard. When | could talk again, | said, “Why don't
you go get him yoursdf?’

“I can't. | can’t go myself for various reasons, and they won't talk tomy... colleague.”
Shit, | thought. Looks like you' ve walked into another prize mess Milly-Fox. “Why not?’

Hetook hiswatch fob out and gave it alook like it had said something he wasthinking was alie. Then he
looked up & me and said, “The man | want to talk to is Felix Harrowgate.”

After awhile, | sad, “I didn't know hewasin &. Crdlifer’s”

“He s gpparently quite mad, fromwhat | hear,” Mr. von Heber said, tilting hiswatch fob so the light from
the lantern showed up the lines of engraving—some kind of pattern, | couldn’t quite make it out—and
daring at it now likeit could tell him something he redlly wanted to know.

“Then what good...”

“That, | think”—and he looked up and caught me just with the force of hisbright blue eyes—"ismy
business rather than yours. | will pay you to get him out of S. Crellifer’s. What more do you need to
know?’

“Wdll. | mean, he broke the Virtu. And | don't know nothing about you. | mean...”

“I assureyou,” he said, with this snarky little quirk at the corner of hismouth, “I do not seek to topple the
Mirador.”

Which was what he' d say anyway. But my head was starting to pound, and it had sort of occurred to me
that if | said I’d do what he wanted, he might not throw me back out into therain.

“Okay,” | sdid, “but—"



That’ swhen the other guy camein. Hewas abig guy, blond, dripping wet just like | was. Hiseyeswere
the same blue as Mr. von Heber’ s, but he wasn't no hocus. He was afor-hire bruiser. | didn’t need the
leather jacket or the braided mustachesto tell methat. It wasin his eyes and the way he carried himsdlf
and theway his nose had been broken at least once. Like mine.

| was on my feet before I’ d even got agood look at him. He stopped dead where he was, kicked the
door shut behind him, and said in Norvenan, “Who the fuck isthis?’

“Thisyour ‘colleague 7’ | ssaid—in Marathine because | didn't fed, al oncelikel wanted to let them
know | understood Norvenan.

“Yes,” Mr. von Heber said. He said, dso in Marathine, “ Bernard, this Mildmay. He' sgoing to help us
with our, er, problem. He sacat burglar.”

Bernard snorted. He wasn't no more impressed with me than | waswith him. “It' sanovel approach,” he
sad, “recruiting riffraff.”

“I haven't noticed you coming up with any bright idess.”

That’swhen | started coughing again. It fdt like the fever had filled my lungs up with dry grass. | ended
up leaning over the chair, gasping for breath, with the room going round and round like awaltz | couldn’t
hear. “ Sit down, you fool,” Mr. von Heber said inavoice | hadn’t heard out of him before.

It was smart advice. | would' ve taken it, except | wastoo dizzy and | couldn’t let go of the chair. And
then | couldn’t fedl the chair no more, and | fainted. The last thing | heard was the hocus swearing.

Fdix
Darkness.
I'maone.

| know I’'m inthe Mirador because| can fed it. It feels like people beating me with hammers, except that
the blows come from everywhere, and fore from insde my head than anywhere el se. But nothing about
thisroom, this darkness, fedsfamiliar, and | have noideahow | got here. | get up and fed my way
around the room. It'sasmall room, and thereisn't anything in it except the cot and awashstand. But |
find the door, and it isn’t locked.

The snake and the corpse must be somewhere. | remember that they hurt me, and | don’t want them to
find meagain. | open the door. | don’t recognize this halway, ether, but there’ sno one here, only a
lantern on a bracket.

| take the lantern and start down the hall. | move quickly, afraid that the snake and the corpse will come
back. | cometo agtaircase leading down and takeit, dmost running. At the bottom | turn left, still away
from theroom | woke up in. For along time | walk without any greater pattern than that—taking every
gtaircase | can find that will lead me deeper into the Mirador and always, asbest | can, getting farther
away from that lightlessroom. The farther | go, the clearer my head becomes. | can till fedl the broken
magic of the Mirador pounding in my temples, but it isno longer overwhelming; it isasif these older,
deeper levels are not beholden to the magic of the Virtu and resigt itsinfluence.

There are ghosts everywhere, in every imaginable style of clothing ghosts fighting duels, ghosts kissing,
ghogts dancing, one ghost knedling the middle of the hallway, striking over and over at one particular flap
stone. Like the mad ghostsin St. Crellifer’s, they do not seem to notice me As| pass through an ancient,
dust-swagged ballroom, | notice one ghosts aboy, tall, dark, beaky-nosed, wearing strange, tiffly



padded clothings who is standing in acorner, gpart from the other ghosts. Our eyes meet | am jolted so
badly | amost drop the lantern, and the boy disappears as quick as snuffed candldight, into the wall.

After aminute, shaken, | go on. He saw me. No ghost since Joline has actualy seen me, but he did. It
makes no sense. But then, | do not know very much about ghosts. The Mirador does not believe in them,
and even the old man who taught me about dreams would not discuss ghosts. Maybe there are rules and
patternsthat | smply don’t know.

A few hdlways|ater, | ook over my shoulder, mostly because | am ill afraid the corpse will find me.
The boy isthere, following me. Hiseyes are pale and patient and sad.

| know the boy means no harm, but fright closes over my head like the dark waters of the Sim. | am
running without meaning to, chased by my panic and nightmares, running and running. When my strength
givesout, | dump againg thewal, end up Stting in asort of huddle, the lantern beside me on thefloor.
My breath iscoming in great tearing gasps, | am not quite sobbing, and | am working hard to keep it that
way. Gradualy my breathing dows and quiets, and my handsrelax from their tight fists against my chest.

| amsorry. | did not mean to frighten you.

| jerk around, my shoulders damming flat against the wall. The boy isthere, maybe five feet away,
gtanding straight and grave and qui€t.

Please. | do not wish to hurt you. | do not think | could in any event.
“I... I know.” My voice sounds strange, thin and full of breath “Who are you?’

Helooks at me for amoment, dmost asif heisdisappointed that | have to ask. Then he says, Come
with me.

| get up and follow him, gripping the lantern handle so tightly that it startsto cut into my fingers, and |
have to switch hands.

The ghost leads me unhurriedly, but without hesitation. | don’t know enough about clothesto guess at
how long he has been dead, but | am sure it must be more than a hundred years. He has had avery long
time to become familiar with the labyrinths of the Mirador.

He brings me to another Saircase; it beginsat an arch in acorridor wall, faced with white marble. The
dtaircase iswhite marble, too, and the pilasters and banisters are carved with the Corddiusroses. | have
abad feding that | know where we are going. | can remember someone telling me once that the crypt of
the Cordelii was somewhere in the depths of the Mirador.

The ghost pauses, four steps down, and glances back.
“I"'m coming,” | croak.

The door at the bottom is made of iron, fronted with awrought-iron grille of twining roses and flanked by
grotesquely skeleta caryatids crowned with roses.

| do not believe the door is locked, the ghost says.
| try the knob; the door swings open. | step inside.

Itisal white marble and black iron, with three rows of sarcophagi, and wall tombs al the way around.
The center row of sarcophagi are the largest; approaching, | see the name of Paul Corddlius, the first of



hisline, and succumbing to the slent weight of history, | follow the names down the hdl: after Paul comes
Matthias, then Sebastian, Edmund, Laurence, Charles, Claudius, Jasper, and theill-fated John. | wonder
who risked a charge of treason to be sure that John’ s remains were properly interred here with those of
hisforebears.

| look up and see the boy standing by another sarcophagus, this one in the row nearest the door, the last
but one from the end. | make my way through the cold immendty to join him.

Thisis, er...that isto say, when | was alive...

| look at the engraving on the sarcophagus:

Sivester Ludovic Magnus
Corddius
13.1.2-13.3.2

The dates are in the old-style reckoning and mean nothing to me.
| look up at him.
The boy sighs, alittleline of worry pinching between his brows. Does no one remember me at all ?

“I don't know,” 1 say. “I’'mnot... I'm not very well educated.” | remember suddenly, too clearly,
Shannon teasing me about my “patchy” knowledge of history. It seems so separate from me now that it
might have happened to someone dse. | look down at my hands.

It does not matter, the boy says; | can tell from hisvoice that he know he has upset me, athough he
does not know how. It isonly, | suppose, the last of my mortal vanity, and it isin that case well
served.

“Would you like...” My voice breaks, and | haveto try again. “If you wishto tell me, | will listen.”

You are very kind. | look up in timeto see him smile, and dthough heisever so dightly tranducent, and
athough hiseyes are pde and strange it isa charming smile, full of kindness and warmth. But thereis
nothing to tell. | died of plague, and it is only by the great mercy of the gods that my brother
Edmund did not die aswell.

| say, supidly, “I’m sorry, Prince Silvester.”
Oh, please, call me Magnus.
“Magnus. And my nameisFdix.”

For amoment, the brightness of his smile makes him look amost dive. You must be wondering what |
want—why | have frightened you half to death.

“Youdidn't” Weboth know | am lying. “What | want,” | say hadtily, “isto know why you can see me.
Why you can talk to me.”



Your question is the obverse of mine, then. | was wondering if, because you can see me, you might
be able to help me.

“Hdpyou?

| can talk to you, he saysvery carefully, because | was, er...is* raised” the correct term?
“Um. Y ou mean necromancy?’

Yes.

“I think so. I’'m not a necromancer.”

Neither were the wizards who raised me, he says, asharp flick of contempt in hislong-dead voice, and
| remember that the court wizards of the Cordelii were al necromancers. And they were fools. They
were seeking to raise Loél Fairweather .

| recognize the name Loé Fairweather, and then | redizethat | know what happened to Magnus. “ They
thought that since he had defeated Porphyria Levant, he could show them how to defeet Brinvillier
Strych.”

Was that their reasoning? He sounds disgusted.

“They didn’'t know any better,” | say, feding obscurely guilty and ignorant on their behaf. “They were
desperate.”

Which does not excuse them. He sighs, and the fire goes out of him. They did not disperse me before,
e...

“Before they were successful,” | say, and thereisamoment’ s grim silence as we contemplate the
rewards of their success.

| want to be dispersed, Magnus says. This existence is unnatural and painful.
“Butl... youdon'tthink... surdy you aren’'t imagining | can help you?’

You can talk to me. | know you said you weren’t a necromancer, but—

“There are no necromancersin the Mirador. And | can talk to you because I'm crazy.”

Oh. Itisatiny noise, barely more than agasp. But you are a wizard. Isn’t that what those tattoos
mean?

| look at the staring blue eyeson my pams. “Yes. But...”
But?

Itistoo much. | cannot explain. “1 cannot help you. | am sorry. | can't even help mysdif, or | would...”
But | don't know what | would do if | were not crazy, if Makar had not broken me, if | still had my
magic. “If | ever can hepyou, | will. | promise”

But you do not think it likely. His expression is uncompromising, bleak, and | see that he does not want
to beliedto.

“No. | am sorry.”



Please. Do not be, he says and reaches out, asif hewould touch me. Felix. And | can do even less for
you than you can do for me. Do you wish me to take you back to... to the part of the Mirador that
istill alive?

“No,” | say. “I don't want to go back there.”
But—

“It makesmeworse,” | say, and suddenly, brilliantly, | seethetruth. It isthe weight of magic that keeps
me mad. | was better in &. Crellifer’s, before Robert came. And this part of the Mirador, where no
magic has been worked for hundreds of years, is better for me. Thereis aheadache throbbing behind my
eyes, from the effort of holding mysdlf together, but | can hold mysdlf together, | can talk to Magnuslike
anormal person. | haven't been able to do that since... since Robert cameto St. Crdllifer’s. | remember
the yellow-eyed man in the garden; | wonder if | could find him Magnus says, obstinately worried, But
thereis nothing for you to eat down here. It does no good to be sane if you starve to death.

“I'm not so sure of that.”

You cannot be cured of death.

And the yellow-eyed man had said he thought my madness could be cured.

“Very wdl.” | cannot help sighing. “But if | start to become... odd, pleaseleave me.”

As you wish, he says, athough his gaze istroubled. He leads me out of the crypt; | close the door behind
us. We start back toward, as Magnus puit it, the part of the Mirador that is till dive.

Mildmay

Inthe dream, I’'m logt in the curtain-mazes at the Trias. Thisisastupid dream, and | know it. | didn’t go
tothe Tridsthisindiction. | couldn’t stand being around that many people having agood time when
Ginevrawas dead and cold and was never going to laugh again. And anyway, I’ ve never beenlogt inthe
curtain-mazesin my life. Even when | hadn’t finished my first septad yet, and some of the older kids
thought it would be funny to ditch me, | didn’t get logt. | sill remember them staring when | came out,
and that wasthefirst I'd known they’ d done it on purpose.

Soit'sastupid dream. But | can’t get free of it, and | can’t find my way out, and sometimes | think
there’ s something behind me, athough there never iswhen | look. And even though | fed like shit, | keep
waking.

Eveninthedream, | had the Fever in my lungs, and what finaly woke me up was a coughing fit that
could’ ve waked the dead. About al you could say for it was | didn’t cough up blood and | didn’t quite
puke.

When | was okay again—at least, | wasn't coughing, and that was good enough to get by on—I lay
there and looked around. | didn’t know where | was, and | knew that should have scared me, but it
didn’t. I couldn’t seem to care enough to be scared. The light coming in the window was sort of
morning-colored, even with therain, and there was nobody in the room. And then | saw the table by the
window, and the chairs, and the dark lantern gtill sitting there, and | knew | wasin the hocus sroom. He
hadn’t pitched me out to diein the street, and that was nice, but he hadn’t had hisbruiser drag meto S.
Cecily’ seither, and that was worrisome. Would have been worrisome, | mean, except then | fell adeep
again, and | was right back in that fucking maze.



Fdix

Thefirst sgnisthee blood onthefloor. At firgt it isjust occasiond drips, then pools, then streams running
down the corridors, and then the floor disappears entirely beneath ariver of blood.

What’ s wrong? Magnus says.

“Nothing,” | say, and wrench my eyes away from the tide of blood rising above my ankles. | cannot fed
it, but that makesit worse, because | do not know whether | should mistrust my sense of sight or my
sense of touch. And | think | can smdll it faintly, afaraway stench of copper.

Areyou sure? You look ill.
“Don’'t worry about me.” My voiceis shaking.
Felix, are you—

“It might be better if you left me.” The blood isup to my thighs, and | canfed the Virtu digtinctly, the
black, rotten core of my throbbing headache.

But we—
“Pleasal”

Very well. He gives me adight bow and returns down the corridor the way we came. | cannot watch
him go; the effect of the blood washing through him ismorethan | can bear. | am afraid | have offended
him, but | truly don’t know how much longer | can keep from screaming. After amoment, | continue
walking; the blood isup to my waist, and darknessisrising off it, like fog off the Sm. | glance over my
shoulder; Magnusisgone. | fold up wherel am. If the blood isred, it will drownme; if itisn't red, it
doesn't matter, because the darkness will drown me anyway. My knees hit the floor; blood fills my eyes.

Darkness.

The smdl mongtersfind me. They get me on my feet; their paws are gentle,

They take meto alarger monster; my vision waversfor amoment, and | see Master Architrave, who is
the Second Steward of the Vielle Roche the oldest part of the Mirador. Then Architraveisgone again,
and | am surrounded by monsters. In time, they bring me to the snake and the corpse.

The snakeisfurioudy angry; the corpseisnot angry, but the corpse never angry, and that means nothing.
| expect to be beaten, but they Only make me wash my hands and face, and then drag me after them, out
into the halways. The blood isgone, and | am grateful.

The Virtu is getting louder in my head, but every time | try to stop, the corpse grabs my arm and drags
me farther. | don’t want the corpse to touch me, so | keep walking, eyen though my vision has started
pulsing with the Virtu' s brokenness, and sometimes | cannot see where | am going through the darkness.
| only fal once; the corpse jerks me to my feet, and we go on.

Thenwe arein front of the great bronze doors of the Hall of the Chimeras. They are open. | don’t want
to goin, but now the snake takes my other arm, and it and the corpse march me through the doors.

The shards of the Virtu streak the darknessin my eyeswith strident blue. My magic is bound and
broken; | have no defenses againgt the throbbing wrongness that fillsthe Hall of the Chimeras. | clench



my teeth to be surethat | don’t start keening.

We cometo ahat somewherein front of the Virtu. My eyeswon’t work, and al | can hear isthe Virtu's
frail song. | know there are other mongters here; | see them in fragmentary glimpses: abear, agranite
lioness, an aabaster Satue with eyes asblue asthe Virtu’' s shards, athing like asilver wolf, a
hawk-headed monster in ablue coat.

The corpse forces me to knedl. The snake sfingerstouch my temples. | am screaming. | can't seg; |
can't hear; everything isblack and terrible, and the pain islike being turned insde out. If | could see my
hands, know the bones would be splintering through my skin. | can fed the black, howling thing in my
chest ripping itsdf free of my ribs.

Suddenly, the painisgone. | fal forward, catching myself on my hands, retching, dthough thereis nothing
in my stomach to bring up.

The mosaics biteinto my pams. Slowly, | fold backwards, bringing my hands up to cover my face. | can
fed tearson my cheeks, and | am till shaking. | can’'t see, and my earsare full of aroaring noise.

Something touches my shoulder; my hands go up, reflexively, to ward off the blow that must be coming,
and | touch the stiff elaboration of brocade. But my eyeswill not work; there is nothing here except
darkness and the terrible blue shards of the Virtu. Then the monster—it must be amonster, for | have
seen no people since the boy left me—isgone, and | curl up on myself again and wish my head would
just split open and end this horror.

But al that happensisthe corpse grabs me and drags me upright. | know it’ sthe corpse, even though my
eyeswon't work, because my arms start going numb where he has touched me. And he turns me around
and drags me out of the Hall of the Chimeras, and | am sobbing now with gratitude and relief.

Aswe leave the Virtu behind, back in the hallways of the Mirador, my vison startsto return, in patches
and smears. | can seethe snake’ sanger in front of me. | glance at the corpse, looking away before he
can notice. Heisasgray and indifferent asever. Eventhisisarelief.

Wewalk to Livergate, where the snake shouts at the small monsters until one of them darts out to flag
down a hansom. The snake comes over to me, far too close, and stares up into my eyes. | look back,
amost mesmerized by itsvileydlow eyes, until findly it turns away with agesture of disgust. Then the
corpse opens the hansom door and waves mein.

The hansom rattles out Livergate; again, | fed the Mirador leaving melike aburden finaly set down. The
releaseislikejoy, but | remember the corpse beside me and do not move. And my head is till jangling. |
remember the boy; his name was Magnus, and he needed help. It seemsto meterribly important that |
remember him, and | St and think about him, about the crypt of the Corddlii, until the hansom turns
through the gates of St. Crellifer’s, and the corpse prods me to make me get oui.

The pig iswaiting for uson the steps.
Mildmay

It was probably a decad and a half—maybe more—before | could sit up and take notice again. It used
to drive Keeper crazy, the way the other kids could have asniffle, and I’ d have a cough and afever and
athroat you could use to scour pots. And the Winter Fever is bad news. People die of it, Probably
would have died if | hadn’t happened to be useful to Mavortian von Heber.

They fought about it, him and Bernard. When | wasredlly sick and supposed to be adeep—Mr. von



Heber had this syrup that | think was probably half laudanum—they’ d fight in the room with me, in
whispers, and I’ d hear them even in my dreams. When | was getting better, they’ d try to do dl their
fighting in their other room, the one they were sharing now that they had asick cat burglar in the room
that had been the hocus s but sometimes they’ d forget. And sometimes I’ d hear them through the wall

anyway.

Bernard didn’t like me. No skin off my nose—I didn’t like him, either. | don’t know whether Mr. von
Heber liked me or not, but he sure was convinced | was useful to him. | couldn’t figure out why at
firs—once | Was better enough to even care about it, | mean—but then | heard them going at it in the
hall.

| didn’t catch the beginning—though I’ d bet money Bernard said something nasty. And Mr. von Heber
sad, “1 read the cards again last night because I’ m getting tired of this. They were clear asdaylight. HE's
thekey toit.”

“Y ou don't dwaystrust your cardslikethis”

“Do you want to go out and bring me back a sheep so | can read the entrails? It d be worth it to watch
you trying to get it up the stairs.”

“Mavortian... Look. | don’t know about your fortune-telling, but | do know he' sbad news. | don’t want
to come back some afternoon and find he' sdit your throat for you.”

“In his current condition? 1 think that’ srather insulting.”

“I don’'t argue with you about magic, do 1?'Y ou know what you' re doing. Why don’t you believe that |
know what I’'m doing?’

“I do. Bernard, I’ m not doubting for amoment that heiswhat you say | heis. I’'mtrying to tell you it
doesn’'t matter. He's still the key, and | have been looking for akey for avery long time.”

“And what good doesit do you to find oneif it gets you killed?’
“It won't. I'm not nearly as naive—or as caredless—as you think me. Now, if you'll excuse me...”

Bernard muttered something | couldn’t hear and stomped off toward the stairs. The door opened, and
Mr. von Heber camein.

Hewasacripple. | didn’t know what had happened—an accident or am illness or what—but hislegs
were just about usdessto him. They’d hold him up, sort of, if he was mostly leaning on something else,
but they’ d bardly move at dl. He had apair of them canes with the handgrips and the elbow braces, and
he got around okay, but he was dow and it looked like awful hard work.

He shut the door behind him and started toward the chair by the bed. *Y ou heard that, didn’t you?”
“Yeah.” No point inlying about it.

Hesghed. “1 hopeyou don't think...”

“It'sokay. | mean, | don't care if Bernard—"

“Bernard isanidiot,” he said, with some hegt iniit. “ And he does not like Méusine”

“Can’'t blamehim.”



Mr. von Heber got to the chair, and we didn’t say nothing while he was getting settled. Then helooked at
me and said, perfectly pleasant, “Y our roots are showing.”

“Fuck,” | said, one hand going up out of pure stupid reflex, like | could hide something Mr. von Heber
had already seen.

“What color isit naturdly?’

“Red. Oh sacred bleeding fuck.”

“What' sthe matter with that? Many people rather like red hair.”
“How many redheads you seen since you been here?’

He opened his mouth, then closed it again, frowning. “Now that you mentionit... people heredon’t even
use henna, do they? It squitetheragein Ervenzia.”

“Unlucky,” | said. Y ou go waltzing around with red hair in Méusine, and people arelidble to think you're
aspy for the Empire or a blood-witch or something. And it’ s fucking congpicuous, which | dwaysfigured
waswhy peoplelike Felix Harrowgate and Madeleine Scott used henna. They didn’t have to worry
about what people said about them.

Keeper didn't care about the stories. She just didn’'t want me walking around with my damn head like a
torch. People tend to remember thingslike that. Y ou can guess, maybe, how pissed off she waswhen |
got my facelaid open. But she made me keep dyeing my hair anyway. I’ d been going to aguy inthe
Arcanesincel hit my fourth indiction. The dye stank, and it cost the earth, but Purvisdid it right every
gngletime.

“I thought black didn’t suit you,” Mr. von Heber said.
“Thanks”
Hegave akind of sgh and said, “How areyou feding?’

“Some better. Got al the way to the water closet without leaning on Bernard.” | didn’t think I’d tell him
how near I’ d come to crawling back.

“Good.”
“Y ou're till wanting meto go get the hocus for you.”

It took him amoment to understand what I’ d said—I think | mumble the word “hocus’ because it makes
me nervous—and then he said, “Yes.”

“Gonna be another decad at least. | can’'t do nothing until 1 quit with the cough some.”

Henodded, so | didn’t haveto tell him how bad it upsets your plans when you have a coughing fit in the
middle of somebody’supstairshal. A hospice would be worse, because there' d be people awake at all
hours. And | wasn't real happy about walking into anest of crazies anyway, but it wasn't like | had
anything better | was doing with my life.

“Thereisn't any greet hurry,” he said. “Felix Harrowgate isn't going anywhere.”
“Yeah,” | said. “Don't s pose heis”



Kethe must’ ve been laughing his ass off.
Felix

Thistime, the Sunling comesinto my dreams. Heisathin, cloudy presence, like aghost, but heisthere,
and hiseyes shinelikelamps.

“Feix,” hesays, hisvoice cutting through the great murmuring throng that surrounds mein this dream.
They fade away, like fog before the sun, and leave me standing aone.

Sowly, | lower my hands, which were protecting my head from the stones the crowd threw, stones that
were dso bones. The Sunling comes toward me through my dream, which isnow just agreet, cloudy,
echoing space. “Youfound me” | say.

“It wasn't easy,” he says. “And thiswill not last long. What isthat? He pointsto something | hadn’t
noticed, ablack, jagged spike skewering through the layers of my dream like asword. But | recognize it
when seeit.”

“TheMirador.”
“The Mirador ? Are you awizard of the Mirador?’
“I was”

“No wonder. | have read of the Mirador; the little oneiromancy | have can do nothing with it. Were you
inddeit, this meeting would not be possbleat al.”

“But why areyou here?’
“| want to help you.”

Hesaysit asif it should have been obviousto me; | cannot think of anyone elsein the world who wants
to help me. Because | do not know how to tell him so, or to thank him, | say, “What is your name?’

“Diokletian. But—"

And then the dream surges and heaves and dumps me out into the waking world, where my feet are cold
because the blanket | have is not long enough, and the monsters prowl restlesdy around the ward.

L ater—the next day, the day after? | don’t know—the dove-headed monster takes me downgtairs. | do
not want to go, for | am afraid of the snake and the terrible things | can amost remember happening to
me, but the monster booms at me and boxes my ears, and | follow it obediently.

We do not go to the sairsthat lead down to the basement, and | feel marginaly less frightened. Instead,
the monster leads me to the parlor where once | talked with the snake, back when | could understand the
mongters speech. | don’t want to go in there, but | know the monster will merely box my earsagain if |
try to balk. And | have avague feding that the snake isn’t as dangerous up here, that maybe things will
bedl right.

But it is't the snake waiting for me. This monster has the black, shiny head and bead-bright eyesof a
raven. | stop just insde the door, bewildered. It stands up, booming something. | cannot back up; the
dove-headed mongter isjust behind me, and behind it the door is closed.



The raven advances. It wearsrings, asthe snake does, and the rings look familiar: gold set with tiger’s
eyes. It stopsin front of me, its hands extended, palms up. | do not know what it wants, and can only
dtand and Stare @t it.

The dove and the raven are booming at each other around me. Theravenisangry, | think, and drop my
gaze; perhapsit does not want to be stared at.

The dove grabs my right wrist, hard enough to bruise, and shoves my hand toward the raven. Before |
can twist away, the raven has taken my hand; the dove lets go.

Thereisacrack like thunder, only silent, al through my head. For amoment, | hear aman’svoice,
swearing vilely in Midlander; then | wrench free of the raven’sgrip. | cannot get out the door, but | can at
least get out from between the two mongters, get my back against thewall. | crouch in the corner, so that
my right sdeisagainst thewall, too, and then | just wait. My head hurts, and even my good eyeis
blurred.

The dove and the raven boom back and forth some more; then the raven leaves, damming the door
behind it. After amoment, the dove turnstoward me, and | fed my fingernails digging into my pams. But
| can bear any punishment it chooses, so long asit does not tell the corpse. The dove does not like the
corpse—I| seethe colors around it when the corpseis nearby—and | think maybe it will not tell him. Itis
the only thing | can hopefor.

The dove comesto fetch me from the ward again sometime later. | don’t know if it’sday or night; light is
untrustworthy. The dove did not tell the corpse; it did not even punish me, beyond boxing my ears again.
| think itistrying to bekind. | follow it back to the parlor. The raveniswaiting, and thereis another
mongter with it: a statue made out of obsidian, who wears silver rings set with dark amethydts.

The dove herds me into the room and stands with its back against the door. The raven and the statue
darea me; | hear the roaring of their voices. Then the raven approaches me; | back up, bump into the
unyielding solidity of the dove, duck sideways—and the obsidian hand of the statue closes around my
upper am. Her other hand touches my temple.

Thunder echoes through me; | can’t pull away, because the raven has come up on my other sdeand is
holding my other arm. And awoman’ s voice says, “Powers and saints, what is that?”

“It looks like acompulsionto me.” A man’ svoice, aKekropian accent. “ Didn’t anyone notice?’

| recognize the voices; these are people | used to know. But | can’t remember their names, any more
than | can seetheir faces.

“I don't think anyone looked,” the woman says. “But if that’sacompulsion...”
“Exactly. Makes you wonder what might happen if wetook it off, doesn't it?’
“But thisisterrible! Thisisn't madness, mogt of it.”

“What do you mean?’

“It'slike being told someone’ s been crippled by disease and finding that their legs have been brokenin
five places. | don't think...” Something prods at the broken placesin my mind, and | gasp with the pain
“Blessed saints. He didn't go mad—he was sent mad.”



“Makar. | can guess at some of what must be behind that compulsion then.”

“I can't do thison my own. We have to take him to the Curia.”

“What?’

“He sunder the Curid sinterdict. | don’t have the authority to. .. to meddle. Come on.”
“But we can't—’

“Robert could, the weasdl. And Giancarlo will want to seethis.”

“Wdl, |... Brother Ferien?’

“Yes, m'lord?’

“We need to take your patient to the Mirador. Isthat al right?’

“Wadll, | guessso, m'lord. | ain’t been told otherwise.”

“Good,” saysthewomanin alow voice. “ Now, Thaddeus, before that vile warder comes back.”

They are dill holding my arms; they turn me and march me out the door. | would liketo tell them that they
don't haveto, that | understand what they say and | want the compulsion taken off me so badly... but |
can't. | can’'t seem to make any sound at all.

Out of the parlor, down the hal, through the vestibule, where the porter, who is Brother Orphdin’s
creature, stares and does not help, but istoo frightened of my escort to hinder. Pieces of theworld are
coming into place around me. The rings the raven and the statue wear arewizards' rings, their voices are
agonizingly familiar. They have afiacre waiting on the street. | climb in; without their touch, | losethelr
voicesaswdll, but | hold on to the knowledge that they want to help me, that they have seen the
compulsion and are going to do something about it.

Outsde S. Crdlifer’s, the world glows with midmorning sunshine. It occursto me dimly that the
monsters must have ducked out of court to come get me, but | cannot get the thought to have any deeper
meaning. I’m not even sure | know what | mean by “court.” 1t meant something to me once.

Coming into the Mirador hurts, like being shut in an iron maiden. But | remember that the monsterswith
me are kind. The raven disgppears, the statue leads me through the Mirador to asmal room hung with
canary yellow silk. I don't know how long we wait. | have no time sense; clocks have become a
bewilderment and amisery. | don’t think it can be too long, because the statue does not seem impatient.

The door opens, and more monsters come into the room, the raven with them. One of them hasahawk’s
head. The others are adark jumble; | try not to ook at them. They are booming back and forth, and the
colors show they are angry. The statue joins the argument. Finally she takes my arm, dragging me
forward; | am dmost used to the thunderclap by now.

“Look for yoursdf!” she says, not quite shouting. “Dammit, Giancarlo, just look!”

“Oh, very well,” the hawk says, exasperated; its voiceis degp and strong and rough. It touches my
forehead. It takes al my courage, but | do not flinch.

After amoment, its hand drops again; it says, “ Powers.”

“It' sacompulsion,” the raven says. “ And that' s not Cabaline working either.”



“It sMakar,” the hawk says, dry with distaste. | recognize the style.”
“We haveto get it off him!” saystheraven.

“Gently, Lord Thaddeus,” saysthe hawk. “I agree. Thismay change... many things. But for that reason,
Lord Stephen and the Witchfinder Extraordinary had best be present. I’ ll call an emergency Curia
mesting for this afternoon. | fancy that the wait could be put to good use.”

Hisvoiceisloaded with meaning.

“Oh,” saystheraven. “Rather. We'll, er, clean him up.”

“And find him something decent to wear. He is awizard of the Mirador, after dl.”
“Yes, my lord,” the raven and the statue say in chorus.

The hawk and the jJumbled entourage of othersleave theroom. | can fed the raven and the statue looking
at each other.

“Wdl,” saystheraven, “your place or mine?’
The atue snortswith laughter. “ Y ours.”

She keeps her hand just behind my elbow aswewalk. | should know where we are going; | should be
able to understand the maze around me, but | cannot. | can't hold the sense of the world together long

enough.

The roomswe cometo are deep in the Mirador; | fedl the weight of stone and wood and plaster above
uslikeacurse. They arelow, rectangle large rooms, austere with whitewash. Therugs on the floorsare
dark and thick, and the few pieces of furniture are likewise dark and heavy. Aswe comein agreen
shape rises from one of the chairs. | can't seeit clearly, asif it movesin atrailing cloud of fog, just the
greenness and asense of ferocity carefully held in check.

It and the raven and the statue roar back and forth at each other for awhile and then there are small
mongtersin the room with abig copper They pour water into the tub and bow to everyone nervoudy and
scurry out.

“Oh powers,” saysthe statue, her hand on my arm, “here we go.”

“Comeon, Felix,” saystheraven. “Gideon, will you go get the sogp?’” The green shape leaves the room;
| watch it, anxioudy, becauseit is strange.

“It'sjust Gideon,” the raven says. “Come on, Fdlix. Y ou need abath.”

The raven and the statue are both gently, uneasily, urging me toward the tub. It isnot the Sm; |
remember | saw the small monsters pouring the water. It issafe. And | am filthy. | take off my clothes
and climb into the tub.

The green mongter returns with the soap, which | accept gratefully. The three monsters stand close
together at the other end of the room. | know that they are whispering, but the roar and boom of it till
hurt my ears. | would tell them that they don’t have to whisper, that | can’t understand them, but | ill
can't find any language in my heed.

| wash thoroughly, scrubbing my fingers through the ugly short curls of my hair. When | am done, the
water is brown. But there are towelslaid out, |eft by the small monsters, and the raven brings me clothes.



They don't at very well—two inches of wrigt protrude from the cuffs of the shirt, and the trousers
threaten to fal off my hips until the green shape offers abelt—but they are clean, and | am grateful.

The mongters are dl watching me, the colors around them purple and smoky green. They are troubled,
upset. But they don't seem angry, and | am glad enough to Sit quietly in achair. The green mongter sits
near me, and | canfed its brilliant gaze on me. | sare a my hands, and | suppose time passes, dthough |
cannot tell.

The green mongter touches my arm, gently; | wish | could explain my flinch was for the thunderclap, not
for him. But | get up and follow the en and the Statue. The green shape does not come with us. Itisone
fewer mongter to worry about; it is bad enough that the raven iswalking on my bright sde.

We cometo aroom, high-ceilinged and light; it almost ssemsasif the windows painted on thewallsare
real, although | know they are only frescoes. There are monsters around the table that dominates the
room: the hawk-headed monster, abear, asilver wolf, others and others. | look at the floor. They roar
and howl; theroom isfull of red. Finaly, the bear booms out a phrase that cuts through thedin. Thereis
amoment inwhich | can fed something rising, swelling, advancing, and then the thunder cracks across
me. My knees buckle, and | fed theinside of my head tearing, Spinning, burning.

| was on my kneesin the Lesser Coricopat, and the entire Curiawas staring at me, aswas Lord Stephen
Teveriusand awizard | didn’t know, who amoment before had been asilver wolf. Vida Eoline was
standing on my left; | turned my head to the right, dmost before | redlized that the clouds had cleared
from my mind, and saw Thaddeus de Laage, whom | had |ast seen five years previoudy, when hewas
sent to the wizard' stower in far northern Aurelias.

| got to my feet, dl of them staring at me like ataxidermist’ s galery, pushed my fingersthrough my hair. |
opened my mouth in aspirit of academic curiosity, and the words “ Thank you,” emerged asif there had
never been any reason that they could not. The colorsin the room were throbbing with disbelief and
distrust.

“Was that acompulsion laid by Makar Gennadion?’ said Giancarlo; he was glaring a me horribly
beneath his eyebrows, but that was no different than Giancarlo had ever been.

“Yes” | sad. “Helaid it on me so that | could not tell anyone what he had done.”

“And what had he done?’ said Stephen, smoldering like a charcoal-maker’ sfire. Stephen hated
histrionics. | was so deeply relieved to know thét, to be able to look at him and recognize him, even with
the bear hanging around him like apall of smoke, that histone did not bother me.

“Hebrokethe Virty,” | said. “Heused me.”

“How could he?’ said one of the other Curiamembers. “Y ou are awizard of the Mirador. No one can
lay compulsgonsonyou.”

Except theinterdict, | thought, but did not say. “1 don’t know. He got past the Virtu' s wards somehow,
but | don’t know how.”

“Interesting,” Giancarlo said, his eyebrows pulling together in an darming frown. “ So if we ask you again
al those questions we asked you back in Théoc, will you now answer them truthfully?’

“Il try,” | said. Il domy best.”



Hours later, after the Curiareleased me and after a particularly excoriating interview with Stephen,
Thaddeus and Vidatook me back to Thaddeus s suite. | felt asif I’ d been run through amangle. My
memory was not good enough to please them, and we found, Giancarlo and | snarling at each other ina
duet of frugtration, that the intervening months of madness had rather violently colored and reinterpreted
what | did remember of what Malkar had done. They had dl been shouting questions at me by the end,
and | had waited and waited, shaking with tenson, for someone to ask about the physical aspects of
Malkar sritual, but no one did. They were Cabalines, the right questions smply did not occur to them,
and athough the truth best at the inside of my skull, | could not say it. | didn’t know why: shame, fear,
sometwisted kind of pride... alast poisonous legacy from Makar. In Arabel, even before he began
teaching me to do magic, he had forbidden meto tell anyone that we were lovers, just ashe had later
forbidden meto tell anyone of the magics he worked with my help in that workroom in the Warren. That
later injunction | had found myself able to defy, but the older one was stronger. If | let mysdlf think about
it, | knew | would be able to remember exactly what Makar had said he would do to meif | ever told
anyone, and even the thought of the memory was enough to make me shudder. If someone had asked,
point-blank, maybe | would have been ableto say it, but | could no more volunteer the information than |
could fly to the moon.

Inthe halls, trying not to watch the courtiers and servants and wizards as they saw me, recognized me,
and tried to pretend they weren't staring—too conscious of my ill-fitting clothes and my ragged hair to
enjoy their confuson—I said to Thaddeus, “ So, how long have you been back in M&8using?’

“A couple of weeks. They called usall back when the Virtu was broken.” He had not changed in thefive
years he had been gone; he was gtill Thaddeus, his eyes dark and bright in his swarthy pirate’ sface. His
hair stayed in aqueue moretidily than mine had, even before Brother Orphdin hacked it off. | redlized |
had a headache, adow dull pounding that had been there for hours.

“And hewasted no timein finding anew crusade,” Vidasaid, “Y ou should be grateful to him, Felix. First
hewouldn’t rest until he’ d seen you, and then he wouldn’t rest until 1'd seen you.”

Thaddeus waved thisaway. “ The story didn’t make any sense. Y ou’ d broken the Virtu and then gone to
Malkar of al peoplefor protection? It sounded backward, and | couldn’t help noticing who'd gotten all
the benefit.”

“Makar,” | said. “Dothey know... ?’
“He' sintheBagtion,” Vidasad. “ Generd Mercator ssemsto think highly of him.”
“Wonderful,” | said.

“That would have made me suspicious, if nothing ese,” Thaddeus said. He said it lightly, asif it werea
joke, but 1 knew it wasn't. Thaddeus hated the Bastion, hated it with araw, pure fury that itself bordered
on madness. One reason the Curiahad sent him to Aurelias was to get him away from the Bastion, inthe
hopes that time might erode the sharp edges of that passion. | wondered if it had.

“The other personin your suite” | said. “Who... 7’
“Oh,” said Thaddeus. “Gideon.”
“Gideon?’

“Gideon Thraxios. | knew himinthe Bagtion.”



“ Another defector?’
“Y es. Hewon't bother you.”

| wanted to say that wasn't what worried me, but my head hurt, and the colors spiking around Thaddeus
told me that this was not a subject he wanted to discuss. Unless and until the Curia decided to revoke
their interdict, | was dependent on Thaddeus s goodwill; | knew that &t this stage in the proceedingsit
would take no more than aword from him to send me back to St. Crellifer’s, or back to the crushing
darknessinthe Verpine,

“Y ou know what Robert said when Giancarlo asked him why he hadn’t noticed Makar’ s compulsion?’
Thaddeus said, breaking in on the downward, anxious spiral of my thoughts. That must have been what
Thaddeus and Giancarlo had been talking about after the meeting was officially dismissed, while Stephen
was forbidding me to see Shannon again, at least until this matter is satisfactorily cleared up.

“When did Giancarlo ask him?” Vidasaid.

“Thismorning, after he'd seeniit for himsalf. And Robert said he thought it wastheinterdict.”
Vidasad, “ Surely even Robert isn't that stupid!”

“Maybe,” said Thaddeus, “maybe not. But nobody’ s going to be able to proveit.”

“And Robert weasdlsfreeagain,” | said dully.

“Fdix?’ sadVida “Areyou dl right?’

“I'mjust very tired.” | didn’t want to talk about the headache or the colors surrounding them both, or the
way that Vida, walking on my right, was a blur to begin with, and then kept dissolving into shadows. |
was not cured, | realized; | was coherent now, but not necessarily sane.

The stranger, Gideon Thraxios, was Sitting by the fireplace in Thaddeus s main room, curled up in one of
the big chairslike a cat and reading atreatise on water magic from Imar Eiren. He sood up when we
camein; either his mannerswere naturdly very good or Thaddeus made him nervous. Or | did.

Now that hewasn’t just a green shapein acloud of fog, he proved to be a man of medium height,
denderly built, with the bronze tone to his skin that indicated he came from the eastern end of the
Kekropian Empire. His hair was dark and curly, escaping from his queuein wild tendrils; his eyeswere
dark and gtartlingly intelligent, shining like beacons out of an otherwise undistinguished, snub-nosed face.
Hewas older than I, but | wasn't sure by how much.

The colors between him and Thaddeus were a brooding brownish red shot through with lightning-white,
belying the seeming friendliness of the way Thaddeus told Gideon about the Curiameeting and
introduced him to me. Reintroduced, | corrected mysdlf, but Gideon and | shook hands anyway. |
decided his mannerswere just naturally good.

| could fed the conversation moving, like aboat tugged by a strong Current, toward the subject of
Malkar and my madness—things | did not want to talk about any more today. The knock &t the door
wasareprieve, and | welcomed it.

The crimp in Thaddeus s eyebrows suggested he was not so pleased, but he opened the door.
“My lord?’ hesad. “What—"



“Feix?1’m sorry, Lord Thaddeus, but | must—"

“Shannon?’” A moment’ sice-locked paralysis, and then | was at the doorway with no memory of the
intervening yards of carpet, and hisarmswere around me. “ Shannon!”

“Oh, powers, Fdix!”

Dimly, | heard Thaddeus say, “By al means, my lord, please comein.” Although | flinched & the sarcasm
in hisvoice, there was no room in my thoughts for it to make more than amomentary impression.

Somehow we got ourselves sorted out, got inside Thaddeus' s sitting room, the door closed, standing a
little gpart from each other, although our hands were clasped tightly. Without my rings, there was no need
for caution in that touch, no need to fear that | would hurt Shannon. Thaddeus Vida, and Gideon had
tactfully withdrawn to the other side of the room' where the periphery of my attention observed that they
were having an undervoiced but heated discussion of their own.

Shannon’ seyes, brilliant as sapphires, were fixed on my face. For adizzying moment, | saw the alabaster
gtatue, and then the world fell into place again.

Shannon was saying breathlesdy, “Felix, I’'m so sorry, | should have known, | shouldn’t have let them, |
didn’t know, | never wanted—"

“Shannon,” | said gently.

He stopped speaking at once, asif I'd... | remembered that | had hit him, that horrible night when | let
Makar get hisclawsinto me again.

“Shannon,” | said again, because | did not know what elseto say. Sowly, clumsly, | said, “I’m not
angry. You aren't... you have nothing to blame yourself for.”

“ Bth I_H

“Y ou could not have kept me from destroying mysdlf,” | said, and then winced at the truth of what I’ d
sad.

“Canwe, doyouthink...”
“I don’'t know. | am... | am not the same.” Even to Shannon | could not say, | am till mad.
“Canwetry?

“Yes” | sad; theforcein him wastoo much for meto stand againgt. “We can try.”



Chapter 6

Mildmay

It was the third decad of Brumaire and | was more or less on my feet again, when Bernard brought the
newsthat Felix Harrowgate was back in the Mirador. Mr. von Heber just about hit the roof, and he was
mad enough to spit nailsfor two days. Me and Bernard kept our mouths shut. It was like they’ d moved
the hocus as a persond insult, amed just at him.

But anyway, there wasn't nothing for him to hire me to do no more, and after dinner on 25 Brumaire, |
said so.

Bernard looked up, like he’ d been praying and praying I’ d say it and now couldn’'t believel had. I'd
figured out, especialy by listening when they Were talking in Norvenan and didn’t know | could
understand them, that they were half brothers or stepbrothers or something. Norvenan don’t distinguish
so asyou can tell. But | was betting haf brothers, and | was betting Bernard’ s mother had been a
laundrymaid. That was how they acted toward each other. And one of the things it meant was that
Bernard would grumble and argue and bitch from one end of timeto the other, but he wouldn’t ever go
against Mr. von Heber, not straight out. So when Mr. von Heber had told him to quit hinting as how they
should chuck me out on my ear, he did what he wastold. But he didn’t stop giving me the hairy eyebal,
and | gottosay | wastired of it.

Mr. von Heber looked up, too, from this book Bernard had brought him from the Cheaps a couple days
ago. “Wha'?’

“If hean'tin . Crelifer’'s, then | ain't no good to you.”
“But we know where heis. | don't see—"
“I an't going inthe Mirador.”

For asecond, they had the samelook on their faces, like they thought maybe | was going to Sart biting.
“All right,” Mr. von Heber said. “But that doesn’t necessarily mean that you are uselessto us.”

“Mavortian!” Bernard said. He' d thought they wererid of me, free and clear, and here was Mr. von
Heber making up some shit to keep me around.

| got to admit, | kind of agreed with Bernard. “How?’ | said.

“I don't know,” Mr. von Heber said, perfectly cheerfully. “1I’ll think of something. Why won't you go
near the Mirador?’

Fuck.“ ‘Causel ain't crazy,” | sad.

He gave me alook—he knew | was hiding something, same as Ginevra had—then looked a Bernard
and let it drop. Smart of him to figure out that I d let him pull my toenails out one by one beforel’d say
anything in front of Bernard.

After aminute, | said, “Well, if you got any jobsthat ain’'t in the Mirador, I’ll do *em. | think I'm okay to
work again.”

“You'redill coughing,” Mr. von Heber sad.



“It' sokay.” | was going nuts with nothing to do but lay around and stare & the walls.
“Ill think of something,” Mr. von Heber said, and grinned at Bernard.
Felix

It took severa days, but we ended up where we had both known we would: Shannon’ s bedroom, inthe
gorawling territory of the Teverius apartments. Shannon had made a brave statement when he had moved
out of these gpartmentsto live with me, and | was not surprised to discover that he had moved back
when| had... when| had fdlen.

His suitein the Teveriuswing was familiar to me from the early days of our relaionship; | noticed that he
had redecorated since then, and that histaste had improved. But the furnishings were the same, and
especidly the massive curtained bed that had bel onged to his great-grandmother Helen Teveria

We had been to see aplay; Thaddeus had protested, but Shannon had said airily that Thaddeus didn’t
own me, and | would be the better for not moping around his suite dl thetime. And | did not want to
make any attempt to insert myself back into the society of the Mirador. Those of my former friends
whom | had seenin the halls had either hastened away in embarrassment or driven meto flight by thelr
extravagant concern. | blamed neither camp, but it was not comfortable.

And thus Shannon had taken me to the Cockatrice, to see Madeleine Scott in The Snger’s Tragedy. |
had not enjoyed the play—Madame Scott’ s notorious flame-red hair had seemed a mockery, and the
play itself afarrago of doleful nonsense—but | had not told Shannon so. | was afraid of displeasing him.

He was sitting on the bed, taking off his boots and dissecting the performance of one of the secondary
characters, whose rolein the convoluted plot | could no longer remember. Shannon had always favored
candldight in the bedroom—as did |, for different reasons; it lit his hair like adragon’ s treasure and made
the planes of hisface remote and abstractly exquisite. His eyes were shadowed, and without their light,
hisface seemed like acrud stranger’s. | had never been awed by his beauty before, though | had reveled
init endlesdy, but now | thought, Why does he want me?

“Fdix, areyou even ligening?’

“Yes, of course,” | said. Makar had trained mewell. *Y ou said Vitdlian could have been played with
more conviction by a cross-dressed twelve-year-old girl and added a disparaging remark about Edwin
Croyland that | prefer not to repeat.”

“Prude.” He smiled and tossed his boots across the room for hisvalet to deal with. “Have you ever been
caught nodding?’

“Not for alongtime,” | said, forcing mysdf to smile back.

He held out ahand, haf-inviting, half-commanding, and | crossed the room to stand beside the bed.
“You've gotten so shy,” he said. “Not even akiss?’

“I’'m sorry. What...” My mouth was dry; | swallowed hard and tried again “What would you like meto
do?’

His eyebrows went up. “ The ingénue doesn’t suit you, you know Sit down, for thelove of the saints! I'm
getting acrick in my neck.”

| sat, obediently. The colors around him were the colors of fire orange and gold and red. He would not
tell me o, but he was angry. Probably he was angry a me; probably | had done something wrong.



“I know,” he said, “that we did not... part well, and | am sorry for that. But you said you weren't angry
ame’”

1] |1 m r]ot.”
“Then why are you so standoffish?’

No one, not the Curia, not Thaddeus, had demanded the details of Makar’ sritual, and | had not been
forced to tell anyone that he had physicaly raped me. The devastation his spell had wrought was enough
that | supposed no one saw any need to look further for explanations. And without the relentless hammer
of questions, | could not say it. | could not confess that sordid, bitter truth, any more than | could bring
myself to describe the table in the basement of St. Crellifer’s. And because | could not say that touch
was pain and disaster, | could not tell Shannon that | was afraid.

“I don't know,” | said, tried ashrug, asmile. “ Y ou try being crazy for eight months and seeif you can
explain yoursdf afterward.”

The color mounted into hisface. “Oh, Felix, I’'m sorry. | didn’'t mean it likethat. | just wondered if it... if
it was me.”

“No! No, itisn't that. Itisn't that at dl.” And because | did not want to hurt him, and | did not know how
dseto make him bdieveme, | leaned forward and let him kissme.

| had been aprogtitute; | had learned how to have sex with men who repelled me. To submit to Shannon
waseaser by far. | let him run hisfingersthrough my hair; short asit was, it seemed to please him.
Remembering fragments of our old routine, our old love, | reciprocated by untying hishair ribbon and
unbraiding hisqueue; unbraided, hishair fdl nearly to hiswais, running like sunlight through my hands.

He remembered my preferences and snuffed the candles before we began to undress. | was doubly
grateful tonight, not merely that he would not be able to see my back, but that he would not be ableto
see my face. My body could lie; Makar had often told me that my face was transparent against glass.

Shannon’ s voice murmured in the darkness, words of love, of passion | could not think of anything to say
in return, but he did not seem to mind.

| lay down on my back, as he wanted me to. His hands touched my face, my neck and chest, stroked
across my somach and thighs. | lay ill; | told myself that this was Shannon, who did not want to hurt
me, with whom | had made love hundreds of times. His hand caressed the arc of my hip; hislips met
mine

And | couldn’t doit. I couldn’t respond, couldn’t soften my lipsto meet his, couldn’t raise my handsto
touch hisbody. Shannon liked languorous foreplay, liked to spend along time in soft, teasing, mounting
excitement before the often savage release of our coupling. And dl | could think tonight was how long |
would haveto wait, in cold anticipation, before. ..

| choked back a sob, wrenched free of his hands, scrambled off the bed, already searching desperately
for my clothes. | had to get out of here before | started crying, before Shannon realized just how
damaged, how broken, | was.

“Fdix?What are you doing?’

| said nothing. | dragged on my trousers, wrestled my armsinto my shirt, and grabbed my waistcoat and
coat off the floor. My cravat, my boots, my underthings and stockings were somewhere, but | didn’t
want them now. | was shaking in violent al-over tremors, in away | hadn’t since Thaddeus had brought



me beforethe Curia

“You'renot leaving?’ Shannon said. | could hear him moving. | couldn’t bear the thought that he might
touch me and fled for the door.

“You bastard!” cried Shannon, who was never vulgar. | wrenched the door open and bolted,
overwhelmingly grateful that Shannon's servants were al somewhere dse, not witnessing this shameful
debacle. And as| fled, Shannon’ s voice echoed after me: “ Don’'t come back! Don’t you dare come
back!”

Out in the hal—knowing that my luck was not going to hold more than afew minutes longer, and
knowing, too, that Shannon would not follow me—I stopped and fastened the buttons of my shirt and
trousers, my handsjittering so badly that the task was amost impossible. | put on my waistcoat and coat,
but | couldn’t cope with the buttons. | was decent; at this point, surely the Mirador expected nothing
more of me. | set off as swiftly as| could for Thaddeus s suite, arabbit fleeing from afox.

Around the next corner—and | must have known it was inevitable, for why € se waste time on buttoning
my shirt straight?—I dl but ran into Stephen Teverius.

“Fdix,” hesad, hisvoice grating.

“My lord,” | said and essayed a sketchy, wobbly bow that would have made Shannon laugh.
“You'reout late,” he said. He eyed my clothes with disfavor and added, “Prowling.”

“My lord, | beg your pardon. | will not... trouble you further.”

“I sncerely hope not. Did | not tell you to stay away from my brother?’

| knew now, | thought, how the pebble felt when it was dropped into adeep well. “I will not trouble you
further, my lord.”

His eyebrows went up. But dthough Stephen hated me, he was not asinsendtive as his stone facade
made him seem. “Pleased to hear it. Good night, Felix.”

“Good night, my lord.” | could fed him watching me all the way down the corridor, until | turned the
corner and was mercifully out of hissight.

Thaddeus and Vidawere sitting by the fire when | came in. Gideon had dragged achair over to the
sideboard and was engrossed, with pen, ink, and a dog-eared sheaf of papers, in something that looked
like adiagram for awarding spell. They dl threelooked up when | camein, but none of them commented
on my dishabille

| crossed to the fireplace and stood, hoping that the pal pable heat would counteract the ice within me.
Thaddeus, Vida, and Gideon continued to watch me silently.

“Have you talked to Sherbourne?’ | said abruptly.
“Sherbourne?” Thaddeus s eyebrows went up. “Yes. Why?’

“Would you tdl him... would you tell him I’ m sorry about what | said that day in court? That | didn’t
mean it? He' |l know what you' re talking about.”



“Can't you tdl him yoursdf?’

“No. | can’'t.” My voice threatened to crack; | stopped, swallowed hard. “If he believesyou... tell him
I'd liketo seehim again.”

“Just out of curiogity, what did you say?’

| looked at Vida

She shook her head. “I didn’t hear it, and hewon't tell me.”

“I don't remember it exactly. But it was monstrous.”

“Y ou could have said it was none of my business,” Thaddeus said.

| did not tell him that Malkar had once used a spell to make me deaf, dumb and blind for over an hour
because | had refused to answer one of his questions, what would be the point? I’ m sure Sherbourne
remembersit word for word.

Thaddeus and Vida glanced at each other, a conversationa glance, the look that loverswho are aso
friends can share. | turned away, memories of Shannon digging into me like shards of glass. And Gideon
sad, “Fdix?

| looked at him. He had put his pen down. He said, in his perfect, though heavily accented, Marathine, “I
fancy awak. Would you care to come? | have apair of dippers you can borrow.”

| felt my face redden. But | wanted very badly to get away from Thaddeus and Vidaand the thingsthey
thought they knew about me, and he was offering me an excuse. So | said, “ Thank you,” more or lessto
the floor, and Gideon went and fetched me a pair of scuffed carpet dippers.

“Have fun,” Thaddeus said, very dryly, asweleft, and | caught Gideon in agrimace of exasperation.

Wewaked in slencefor awhile. Gideon was a stranger to the Mirador, and | knew | should be exerting
mysdlf to identify landmarks and important rooms, to share the odd bits of history that | could remember.
But my throat felt like it wasfull of ashes, and my eyeswere burning, and it was al | could do to keep
from the even greater rudeness of forcing Gideon to pretend not to notice that | was crying.

We came to an intersection, where a hallway hung with enameled scales, like the sides of a sea serpent
or adragon, met the Wooden Hadlway, and Gideon said, “Where do you like to go?’

“I beg your pardon?’

“Y ou are an inhabitant of the Mirador. Which parts of it do you like?’

“Oh,” | said. “The battlements.”

“Then let usgo there”

“All right.” 1 hadn’t gone up to the battlements since | had been returned to the Mirador.

There were staircases to the battlements scattered throughout the fabric of the Mirador, though most of
them werein the Vidle Roche, leading to the Crown of Nails, the highest ring of merlons. We climbed
up, around and around in adizzying corkscrew, until we came out the narrow door at the top into anight
cold and clear. | only then remembered that it was Petrop and should have been raining, looked at the
gars sailing serene and distant above my head, and for the first time since the beginning of The Singer’s



Tragedy, felt my heart undlench just dightly.

Gideon said, “I have never been much of an astronomer. Where is the Minotaur?’

“There.” | pointed. “ That red star is Oculus, and see? There s his horns, and his shoulders.”
“And hisfeet. Thank you.” | could just make out Gideon'’s profile, he too, gazed up at the stars.

After awhile, helaughed. “ Congder the stars. Among them are no passions, no wars. They know neither
love nor hatred. Did man but emulate the stars, would not his soul become clear and radiant, asthey are?
But man’s spirit draws him like amoth to the ephemeraof thisworld, and in their heat heis consumed
entire”

“Isthat aquotation from something?”

“The Inquiriesinto the World' s Heart of Nahum Westerley. An atheist philosopher from Lunness
Point.”

“Oh. Do you read much philosophy?’

“I read everything,” he said, perhaps ashade ruefully. “ Since | have come here, | fed likel am drowning
inawedth of books. But the Inquiriesinto the World’' s Heart isan old friend. | had to leave my copy
inthe Bastion, whereit has doubtless been burned, but | am told there are shops here—in the * Cheaps’ if
| understood correctly—where | can buy another.”

“Y ou can buy dmost anything in the Chegps. Y ou must have left the Bastion in adreadful hurry.”
“Oh yes. One doesn't St on adecision like that. Secretsin the Bastion do not stay so for long.”
“Why did you leave?’

“Because | had to.”

It was gently delivered, but a rebuff nonetheless. | wanted to ask him why he and Thaddeus hated each
other and why—that being so—he had not yet left Thaddeus' s suite, but | did not have the courage, and
he would not have answered me anyway.

| said, “1 don’t know much about philosophy. My education was amost entirely... pragmatic.”
“It iseither aconsolation or the heaviest possible curse. | have never been able to decide which.”

We watched the starsin silence for afew minutes longer before Gideon remarked that it was cold, and
we went back in.

All night long, | dreamed that Makar was searching for me, and dl night long, | hid from him.
Mildmay
Mr. von Heber was dealing out his cards again.

I’d got used to watching him do it while | was sick, sameway | got used to listening to him and Bernard
fight. At firgt, I’ d thought he was playing solitaire, likel did when | didn’t have nothing better to do with
my hands, but when | got so as| could Sit up and see the cards, they weren't ordinary playing cards, and



the layout he used wasredlly weird.

So after awhile—long enough that | figured if he was ablood-witch or afriend of Vey Coruscant’s, I'd
aready know and most likely be dead—I asked him.

Hewas stting at the table, like he' d been when | met him, and the sunlight showed up thelineson his
face and the gray starting in hishair. | was guessing hewasin his seventh septad, but that wasonly a
guess. Hesaid, “I suppose you would cdl it fortune-telling.”

“Okay. For red fortune-tdling or to gull the flats?’
“What?’
“Isitfor red?

“Yes, of course” hesaid, likel shouldn’t' ve had to ask, and that was dl the conversation | could handle
right then, and | went back to deep.

But I'd had plenty of chancesto watch him since then. His deck of cards was old, old enough that most
of them were missing their corners, and some were creased down the middle, and there was one looked
like adog'd been chewing on it. They were about theright sizefor playing cards, and | recognized the
suits—grails, swords, staves, pentacles—but then there were the other cards, the oneswith pictureson
them, and there was the fucked-up spira he laid them out in, and there was the way he' d sit and mutter
at them for upwards of an hour with his silver watch fob that didn’t have no watch gripped in one hand.
He serioudy spooked me out sometimes.

| would' ve liked to ask Bernard about it, but there was no point. He' d get too big akick out of not telling
me. So | just watched, and | wondered what Mr. von Heber’ s cards said about me that made him so
sure he had to have me around. Whatever it was, it wasthe closest thing I’ d had to afuture since 11
Messidor, and | was even kind of getting to the point that | was glad of it.

He said now, sweeping the cards together, “I’ ve done fortune-telling for money in other cities, but
Bernard thinks it would be abad ideain Méusine right now.”

“Bernard'sright,” | said.

“Would | get arrested?’

“Dunno. Y ou might.”

“That makes things rather unpleasant. Y ou see, that’ s half our income gone.”
“Oh. And | beenadrain, an't1?’

“| don’'t begrudgeit, but it does mean that we don’t have the money to hireyou.”
“That’sokay. | mean, | oweyou. Y ou got stuff you want done, I'll doit.”
“Well,” hesaid, “that’ sthe trouble. | don’t.”

“Y ou want meto stay, but you got nothing for meto do.”

“I'willl I just don’t yet.”

“Then why don’t you come find me when you need me?’



“It' snot that easy. We don't know thiscity well, and | may need you. .. without much warning.”

He hadn't acted like he was |ooking for amollytoy, but it’d been worrying me some, and now was
worrying memore. | said, “If’ n you' re thinking of making a pass, spare your breath. | ain't awhore.”

| think it took him aminute to understand me. | saw when he got it, though. His face flushed brick-red,
and he said, “Nothing of the sort, | assure you.”

“Then what d'you want?’” In some ways, me and Bernard were an awful lot dike, and it was driving me
nuts just as much as him that Mr. von Heber wouldn't say what it was he wanted meto do.

“I don't know yet.”
“Why the fuck not?Y ou said you do fortune-telling.”

“No form of divination provides preciseingructions. | can't read the future in my cardstheway | can
read about history in abook.”

“Why not?’ | redized as| said it how it sounded and went onin ahurry, “I mean, | believe you and
everything, | jud...”

“Want to know,” he said. He was giving me aweird look. Then he shook his head like aman trying to
get rid of afly, and said, “Well, there’ sreason you shouldn’t be told. Sit down.”

I’d been standing near the door, half-thinking about walking out and not coming back. The only thing
stopping mewas | knew | didn’t have nowhere better to go. So | went over to the table and sat down.

He d been shuffling his cards while he talked to me—it was a habit he had like some people crack their
knuckles, and he had a flashy box shuffle to go with it—and now he swept his hand across the table and
let the cards spread themsalves out in afan, facedown.

“Nicetrick,” | said, and he grinned.
“Don’'t pretend you couldn’t do it.”
“Stll anicetrick.”

“Oh, I'm good at card tricks,” he said, kind of gloomy, like he wished he wasn't. “But here. These are
the Sibylline” He swept his hand back the other way, and now the fan of cards was faceup.

“And they tdl you the future.”

“Yesand no.” He folded his hands on the table behind the fan of cards. “ They show me the patternsthe
futureislikely to take. They are symbols, not facts. For instance, turning up the Death card—" He edged
it out of the fan with onefinger, acard painted black with Cade-Cholera ssigil picked out in gold. “The
Desgth card literally means death, but in areading it may mean stagnation or destruction or the necessity
of speaking to adead person. Y ou see?’

“Sort of,” | said. “1 mean, | guess s0.”

“They show the pattern of the future, not the events. And therefore, they show me that you are important
to my plans, but they do not show me how.”

“They do?How do you find mein them cards?’



“when we arrived in Mélusing, | did readings searching for the patternsthat | could trace to reach my
god. And thiscard’—he did it out of the ten to lie next to Cade-Cholera s card—*kept showing up.
Over and over.”

It was one of the picture cards, showing ayoungish guy surrounded by swords, al pointing in at him.

“The Knight of Swords,” Mr. von Heber said. “He kept showing up, and in waysthat indicated hewas a
person and not one of the more symbolic meanings. So | did acaling, using that card, and you walked
through my door. | did clarifications every way | could think of while you were sick, and they al agreed:
you were the Knight of Swords, and my plans depended on you.” He smiled a me, but it wasn't no nice
amile. “Youtdl mewhy.”

“Fuck. | don’'t know. But... | mean, can’t your cards make mistakes’?

“No,” hesaid, soflatly that | jumped. He gave me maybe aquarter smile’ sworth of gpology. “1 can
make mistakesin reading them, although that doesn’t happen very often anymore, but | assure you, thisis
not amistake.”

“Kethe,” | said and rubbed at the back of my neck. “That ain’'t anicefeding.”
“No, | supposeitisn't.”
“It don’t bother you?”

He shrugged alittle, swept up the cards, and arted shuffling them again. “1t'smy magic,” hesad. “I
trust it.”

| don't trust magic. But | didn't say it. | sat and watched him lay out hiscards. He didn't talk to me while
hedid it, but | saw them two cards over and over again, until Bernard came back and Mr. von Heber put
the cards away: Death and the Knight of Swords.

Felix

The ydlow-eyed man standsin Thaddeus s Sitting room, at the edge of the candlelight.
“Hello, Felix. Do you till need my help?’

“Yes. But | thought you couldn’t reach me herein the Mirador.”

“I found away around that,” he says cardesdy. “Will you trust me.”

“Yes” | say, because | have no choice, because | know | am till mad. “What will you do?’

He starts toward me, where | am standing in the doorway of the room | deep in, moving out of the light
entirely. “You must trust me,” he says “and let me do what | need to. Do you understand?’

“Yes” | say, noting uncertainly that he seemsto belarger than he was when | dreamed about him before.
And | remember him saying that he could do nothing with the Mirador, athough now it seemsto have
become no morethan atrivia problem.

“Give meyour hands,” he says.

| extend my hands and redlize, just asit becomestoo late to evade his grasp, that heiswearing Makar’s
gold and ruby rings. | try to jerk away, but heisfast, asMakar isfast, and he traps my fingers.



“Come now, my dearest,” Makar’ s voice says out of the darkness, mocking and brutal, “don’t you trust
me?’

| make aconvulsive effort to pull free of him, to get out of this dream, to break the spell Makar has
aready ensnared mein. From what little | know of it—most of that learned from Makar
himsalf—oneiromancy, even more so than ordinary magic, is predicated on symbolism, and Makar has
centered his symbolic working on our hands. my tattooed hands, symbols of the Mirador as much as of
my own sundered magic; hisheavy, clever hands, with their rings glowing like blood and fire. Hisgrip
hurts me, and | cannot bresk free.

Hopeledy, | ask, “What are you going to do?’

“I'm s0 glad you asked, darling.” | fed him in my mind, oily and monstrous and laughing. “Y ou seg, |
assured the General that, using you as aconduit, | could destroy the Mirador. | do not think he has
entirdy believed me, and it has been very frustrating these past few months, not being able to find you.
Where have you been?”

“St. Crdlifer's,” | say inagasp of pain, as he wrenches my hands over so that the tattooed eyes on my
pams gare blindly upward.

“Thelunatic asylum.” He snorts, amused. “I am glad they had the sense to bring you back where | could
reach you.”

“Youcan't...” | say weakly, not even finishing the sentence, as it becomes apparent that he can.

Hetakes my magic, as he has before, as Robert has, aswell. The painislike aflensing knife along my
nerves, but I am cushioned by the dream in which we stand; thistime | am not ripped free of mysdlf.

The broken Virtu does not interest him; he goes after the spells weakened by its destruction and only
imperfectly repaired, the spells of ward and guard that have protected the Mirador for closeto two
hundred years.

He sweeps them aside like a housekeeper attacking cobwebs. In aflourish of malice he kindlesfire
across theroofs of the Vidle Roche; the Crown of Nails gainsits own crown, ahalo of fire against the
night. | am tugging fruitlesdy againg hisgrip, but hishands are like stone.

Heisworking deeper, searching for the spdlls of binding that were the first and best of the Caba’s
reforms;, they created spellsthat hold the wizards of the Mirador—the magic of the Mirador—together
without any conscious effort on any onewizard' s part. Those spells make the Mirador formidable, make
it more than just a collection of squabbling academics and self-dazzled show-offs. With those spells, we
are the Mirador; without them, we are agroup of individuals of varying levels of ability and training, and
we become, asthe old saying hasit, only as strong as our weakest link. If he finds those spells, we are
doomed; the Empire will overrun us before summer.

He has my magic; | cannot touchit. | have nothing but the madness and damage Makar himsalf has given
me. But thisismy dream, and | do not have to be able to do magic in order to use my dreams. | found
the yellow-eyed man, the real one, through dreaming, not through magic.

| change the dream. Instead of Thaddeus' s Sitting room, we are now standing in the chapdl of St.
Créllifer. The darkness around usisfull of ghosts, and on thewadlls, St. Crelifer writhesin the seven
stages of his martyrdom. His blood drips down the walls to puddle on the floor.

| don’t know if | truly believed this dteration would do anything, but it does. Makar faters, the rhythm of



his magic-working broken. I have shifted the symbolism of his spell-casting, and for this one precious
ingant, his spellswill not work.

He forces the dream back into the Mirador—not into Thaddeus s sitting room, which he has never seen
inwaking life, but into hisworkroom; my counter to that isreflexive, afrantic gesture of revulson and
fear. We are standing now in the Hall of the Chimeras, on thefirst step of the dais, but he haslost his
perfect mastery of the Stuation. My right hand isfree, and by the terms of his own spell, he cannot
proceed until he has caught it again. | put my hand behind my back.

It isaludicrous Situation in the midst of this horror, and Makar hatesto look ludicrous. “Damn you,
Fdix.” Hisgrip tightens on my left hand, grinding the bonestogether. “Why did you do that?’ Hishand
catches me across the face with blinding force.

Butitisn't hishand. | blink, shake my head, redlize Makar’ s hands haven't moved. Hisentire attention is
focused on the struggle to salvage his pdll, and | can fed aghostly pressure againgt my right hand, ashe
triesto reformulate the dream to meet the conditions of hisworking.

But the strange, invisible hand hits me again, and for amoment the dream doesn’'t even exist, only
blackness and Malkar’ s desperate grip on my left hand. | can hear someone cursing—not Makar—and
| redlize that the waking world isclose.

| am dapped again, hard enough that my head rocks and dams against awall that isnot there. Makar's
grip wavers. | jerk back ashard as| can.

Makar’ sfingerstighten asmy fingersdide out of hisgrip, and | hear three ditinct cracking sounds, as
the bones of my fingers break. A long, rolling moment later the pain wakes me.

Mildmay

| woke up, and there was Bernard hafway through my door.
“Wha?' | said.

“The Mirador’ sburning.”

“Motherfuck.”

“Mavortian sayswe haveto leave.”

“Okay,” | sad, rolling out of bed, grabbing for my clothes.

“WEe Il bein the other room when you'reready,” Bernard said. He put the candle he was carrying down
on the table and | eft, moving like a man getting back to the important stuff. Hadn't been hisideato come
wake me up—that much | was sure of.

| dragged my clotheson fast as| could, and only stopped long enough to stuff my clean shirt and clean
linenin abag—and al of ‘em things Mr. von Heber had insisted on buying for me—because | knew I'd
be sorry inacouple daysif | didn’t. Even the Great Fire of 19.7.2 hadn’t been able to touch the
Mirador. Not so much as a scorch mark.

In the other room, Bernard was cramming things into packs while Mr. von Heber sat and watched,
holding his canes awkwardly across hislap. “Good,” he said when | camein. “1 want anative guide.
Which gate should we makefor?’



“Which gate?’
“| want to get out of the city before the fire spreads. Which gate will be easiest to get to?’
“You'renuts” | said.

| caught the look on Bernard’ sface, like he wanted to smack me one for flipping off to Mr. von Heber,
but Mr. von Heber just said, “What makes you say that?”

“The Mirador don't burn.”
“| assureyou, itis”
“Not that. | mean, it don’t burn. Not ever.”

“Areyou trying to tell methat the city isin astate of panic? 1 know that aready. It swhy | want to get

“You and everybody ese.”

“Oh. You mean...”

“Wewon't get near the gates. Prob’ly, | mean, if we just stay up here—"
“No.”

“No?’

“Let’sjust say thisisgoing to be avery bad city to be awizard in for the next severa days. Things are
coming loose”

“Oh,” | said. “Okay. | believe you. Y ou're saying you gotta leave town.”
“Yes. If wecan.”

“There sways,” | said. But from Havelock, there was redlly only one way, because everybody in town
would be doing the same figuring | was, and everybody who knew about the Arcane—and the half
septad ways them tunnel s offered to get under the city walls—was going to be down there dready. Fuck,
| thought, but there wasn't no force to it, because I’ d known something like this would happen sooner or
later. I’d felt it coming for decads, months... since 11 Messidor. “But | got to know how much money
you got.”

Y ou could have chipped splinters off the silencein the room. | said, “Look. | don’'t care, okay? It don’t
make no difference. But theway | know about you got to pay for.”

“I see,” said Mr. von Heber. Him and Bernard gave each other akind of look | couldn’t rightly figure
out, and he said, “ About seventy-five gorgons. | have no idea how to trand ate that into this benighted
city’ sarithmetica sysem.”

Ten septagorgons and five. | wondered, just for a second, how much else he waslying about. “That
oughtado. But we d better hurry.”

“We'reready to go,” said Bernard. He' d got their packs dung across his shoulders, and now he knelt
down infront of Mr. von Heber’s chair, so Mr. von Heber could grab him around the neck.



“Can | carry something?’ | said. Because, | mean, | was pretty much stuck with the two of them
anyway—the dower they went, the dower | went.

“These damn canes,” said Bernard, who was getting smacked across the ribs with one and poked in the
eye with the other.

“If you losethem,” Mr. von Heber said, 1 will string your intestines out through your eye sockets.”
“Iwon'tlose‘em,” | said. “Promise.” And he let me take them.

We made it down the stairs okay. The lobby was full of people yelling the desk clerk, and the streets
were Hdll. It was agood thing both Bernard and me knew al about getting through crowds and how you
make people give you room even when they weren't planning on it, because otherwise we' d never have
got off the squarefoot of sdewak in front of the Anchorite’ s Knitting. The Mirador was burning like the
world s biggest torch, and you could fed people panicking and fed it spreading like another kind of fire.
The noise was like having somebody bash you in the head with a hammer, only it just went on and on and
on without even abackswing to have haf athought in.

But finding Phoskis didn’t need thinking. He hadn't left the church of St. Kirban in septads, not since
he' d run the priests out and settled in. | couldn’t recall offhand which god Kirban had gotten himsalf
martyred for, but Phoskis didn’t give a shit anyway. The only god he worshipped was the gold
standard—Zephyr’ d said that once and it’d stuck in my heead like it was glued there.

Rue Courante was practicaly deserted compared with the rest of Havelock, and nobody got in my way
up the steps to the church porch. | stopped there, so Bernard could catch up, and offered Mr. von
Heber his canes back.

“Youthink?' hesad.

“Yeah. Thisguy don't like me.” Which was so much an understatement as to be most of theway to alie,
but | really didn’'t want to explain about Phoskis Terrapin and why we hated each other.

“Put me down, Bernard,” said Mr. von Heber, and | knew he' d followed enough of what | hadn’t said to
get the picture.

Bernard didn’t argue, for awonder. Once Mr. von Heber had himself organized again, | pushed open the
door. It wasn't locked. Phoskis never locked it, and I’ d never figured out if he was making fun of the
priests he’' d chased out or if hewas just too fucking lazy to bother. He knew nobody in Méusine was
stupid enough to make atry a him.

It was dark and quiet and musty in St. Kirban's, and you could smell theriver. No panic, no ruckus. The
walls were two septad-feet thick, and the world didn’t bother Phoskis. There was one branch of candles
lit, and | stopped under them.

“Phoskis?’ | cdled.

“Will wonders never cease,” said Phoskis, thick and deep, like agiant chewing on gravel, and way too
close. Sacred fuck, what was the matter with methat | couldn’t smell Phoskis coming?“It’ s Mildmay the
Fox. What are you after, Foxy dear?’

“Passage for three out of the city. What' s your price?’

A rumbling, wheezing chuckle. Kethe, | hated him. * Five septagorgons ahead.”



“You'renuts” | said, and | wasn't just haggling, either. “ Ten gorgons.”

“I have what they call amonopoly on the market, but I’ ve always liked you, Foxy my boy. Four
Septagorgons.”

“Two septas,” | said, because Phoskiswas hoping I'd beg and | wasn't about to.
“Three septas. Takeit or leaveit.”

And that was damn near dl of Mr. von Heber’ smoney. | glanced a him.

“We'll takeit,” hesaid.

“Got anew keeper, Foxy?’ Phoskis said, and then to Mr. von Heber, “ Stack the gorgons on the
hexagond tableto your right.”

Mr. von Heber counted them out like we had dl thetimein theworld, and even if hewaslying to me
about everything including the color of the sky, | loved him for it. No matter what Phoskis said, he hated
me just as much as| hated him, and we both knew it. But paying customers were paying customers, and
he was too greedy to turn nine septas away, even on account of me.

“Very wdl,” Phoskis said. “Foxy knowsthedrill.” Something skittered out of the darkness and fetched
up against my foot. It wasakey. | picked it up and said, “Comeon,” to the other two. | knew the drill,
sure, and that was why Phoskis hated me. | led Bernard and Mr. von Heber into the darkness,
pretending everything was okay, everything was normd, pretending | couldn’t feel Phoskis hating me out
there somewhere in the dark. Kethe, he made my skin crawl.

We cameto alittle, ironbound wooden door, sunk back in thewall like Phoskis spiggy eyesin hisugly
face. | unlocked it, and waved Bernard and Mr. von Heber through. Y ou could have curdied milk with
the look Bernard gave me.

| stepped through the doorway, took hold of the door handleto pull it shut “Here” | said and tossed the
key toward the sound of Phoskis breathing. | heard him missthe catch just before | dammed the door
shut.

Bernard said, “Where in the name of al the powers are we going?’

“Theriver,” | said. There was ashdf of chegp lanternsjust to the I eft of the door. | took one and dug the
lucifersout of my pocket to light it.

“Theriver,” Bernard said, like he was sure he' d misunderstood me.
“You just paid Phoskisfor aboat. Come on.”

Mr. von Heber couldn’t manage the stairs—they were too narrow and too dick. So weloaded him up
on Bernard again, and | took his canes, and we started down.

| waswondering dl the way down—uwithout wanting to, you know how that goes—if Ginevrahad il
been diveat thispoint, if she’d heard the scary echoes of her own footsteps, if she'd still thought she was
going to get away. Or had they killed her first, wherever they jumped her, and carried her down herelike
aload of dirty laundry? Stop fucking thinking about it, | said to mysdlf, but | couldn’t.

The stairs went down a great-septad foot, and you were pressed up against St. Kirban' s foundation wall
on one side and had nothing but air to hold you up on the other. | could hear Bernard behind me, cursing



just under his breath—not panicked or nothing, just muttering. And the farther down the stairs we got,
the smdler my lantern looked, because we could see more and more of . Kirban's huge flooded vaults
opening up around us. St. Kirban’sain’t the only place where you can hire aboat and not get asked alot
of questionsyou ain’t in the mood to answer, but it’ sthe only one you can get to without going down in
the Arcanefirst. And sometimes that’ s worth the price Phoskis charges.

Normally, when you go down in the vaults of St. Kirban, you cometo akind of half-assed dock built off
the stairs, with Phoskis slittle boatstied to it. What with dl therain, you couldn’t even tell the dock was
there tonight, and the boats—all two of ‘em that were left—were bobbing around well past the spot
where them dark, narrow, nasty stairs disappeared under the water.

“Good thing weweren't no dower,” | said and gave the lantern to Mr. von Heber.
“What are you going to do?’ he asked.

“Get aboat,” | said and sat down to take off my boots and socks and coat and waistcoat. | got my knife
out of my boot whilel was at it, because | wasn't in amood to do Phoskis no favors, particularly not
favorsthat involved me holding my bresth while| tried to untie aknot underwater in the dark.

“You can svim?’

“Yeah.” Kegper made melearn. She was frightened to death of the Sm—most peoplein the Lower City
are, and most of them can’t swim a stroke. She knew a guy who knew how to swim, and every summer
she'd drag dl of usthat had hit our first septad down into the Arcane, where there was another flooded
vault—this one had belonged to a chandler’ swarehouse—and her friend Michin taught us how to swim.

So | an't afraid of the Sim. | don't likeit, though. The smdll of it—that nasty, metdlic smell like adead
foundry—gets basically painted onto anything it touches. And it’ sfucking cold. But there was no way
back from here. The door up top was locked, and Phoskis wouldn’t open it no matter how hard we
pounded. He didn’t give refunds.

| plunged in, swam out to the nearest boat, cut the rope. | braced my feet againgt the wall, pushed off,
and started towing the boat back to where Bernard and Mr. von Heber were waiting.

That’ swhen something grabbed my ankle.

“SHIT!” | said and got amouthful of water asit pulled me under. | had my knife. | wasjust sarting to
double over, to hack down into the murk and pray | hit it instead of my own damn foot—and it let go.

| thrashed back up—I an’t no graceful swimmer, even when | ain't in apanic—gasping for air. | madeit
back to the stepsin about a haf a second, and never mind the fucking boat.

“What the hell?” said Bernard.

“TheKadliphorne. That fat fuck let out the Kdliphorne.”

After amoment, Mr. von Heber said, “And what, pray tdll, isa...did you say ‘Kaliphorne ?’
“Takealook a my ankle.”

Bernard bent down with the lantern. The Kalliphorne' s handprint was clear as daylight, red marks
aready garting to swell and turn purple. And where itsfingers had met, just above the knob of my
anklebone, you could see whereits claws had torn my skin. And it hadn’t even been trying.



“Powers,” said Bernard.

“I an’'t never seen it. Nobody does and livesto talk about it. It lives down here, and Phoskisletsit out to
eat people hedon't like. It swhy he' s got awhatchamacdlit.”

“Monopoly,” Mr. von Heber said. “We haveto go back.”
“Can’t. Door’slocked.”
“Thenwe haveto go on,” Bernard said. “It'll get usfor sureif wejust St here”

“Yeah. Fuck.” The boat had floated close enough that | didn’t actudly haveto swim for it, just waded
down three steps and leaned out—and then lashed back up so fast | damn near tripped myself.

Then | sat down and put my socks on and shoved my feet back into my boots before my ankle could
puff up any further. While | got the rest Of my clothes on, Bernard got Mr. von Heber and dl our stuff in
the boat. Then hegot in, and | got in. | took the stern, since | knew where we were going and they
didn’t. | used one of the oarsto give us ashove off the steps, and then handed them both forward to
Bernard. He Started rowing.

“Isit going to attack?’ Mr. von Heber asked from the bow.
“Fucked if | know,” | said. | thought about it and added, “If it was hungry, I’ d be dead.”
“How comforting. Isit frightened of anything? Fire? Sunlight? Silver?’

“Not that | ever heard. Phoskisfeedsit.” Mostly hiswhores when he was done with them, but | didn’t
think Mr. von Heber would want to know that.

Somebody, along time ago, had painted marks on the pillars to show the way. | followed them. The only
sound was the splash of Bernard’ s oars. We didn't say nothing. | was watching the water for anything
that looked like trouble, but | wasn't even sure I’ d recognize troubleif | saw it. And from the stories1’d
heard, it was more likely the Kaliphorne would just come straight up through the bottom of the damn
boat.

But nothing happened and nothing happened, and | was beginning to think, even though | knew better,
that maybe we were going to get out okay, that it had gotten bored and gone off to kill something else.
Thenavoicesad, “1 sndling magic.”

It wasn't aperson. | mean, it was speaking Marathine and everything, but there were too many teethin
the words and the sound of it was more like acat crying than anything else. | can't explain it no better
than that.

The voice was too high-pitched and too low-pitched at once, and it just Sounded wrong.

Bernard and Mr. von Heber were both |ooking around, trying to figure out where it was coming from. |
pointed—couldn’t* ve said nothing, not even if they’ d paid me, the way my mouth had al turned to
cotton—and they turned that way, and Mr. von Heber conjured up awitchlight, a blue globe about as
bigasmy fig.

| don't think it would’ ve looked better in red light. It was hanging on to one of the pillars, about three
septad-feet from our boat, this black thing like a shadow only half out of the water. It had long, tangled
weedy hair Its eyes caught the light and flung it back—Iike acat’ sagain, only they weren't setinno cat’s
head. It was kind of like a person’s head, except for the angle of the nose and the fucking horrible teeth.



| could seetheway it was gripping the pillar, its claws flexing into the stone like acat’ sdo into atree.
Kethe, it could have taken my foot off and not even noticed.

After amoment, Mr. von Heber took a deep breath and said, “Itis| you smdll.”

It showed more of itsteeth. | wondered if it thought it was smiling. “The Fat Onewishing you all
dead—most the young foxlike one.”

It paused. | said, “ That ain't news.”

The Kdliphornelooked at us, tilting its head like a cat does just before it pounces. “ Trade.”
Mr. von Heber said, “What did you have in mind?’

“Not wishing to be eaten, you?’

“No, we would rather not be eaten.”

| think it laughed. | can’t think of nothing else that weird, ratchety, hissing noise could have been. Then it
was serious again, like snuffing acandle. “My mate. Husband.” It pronounced the word dowly and redl
careful, like metrying to get one of Zephyr’ swordsright. “He being sick.”

Me and Bernard goggled at each other like frogs.
But Mr. von Heber sounded dmost happy. “What kind of illness?’

She hissed. “ Sick from magic. Magic curing, nothing else. Y ou curing, | not eating. Y ou going away in
dlly little boat. Everything okay.”

“Andif | cannot curehim?’

She bared her teeth again, and thistime it wasn’t no smile. “I eating young foxlike one. Not eating magic
one. Terrible bad luck.”

“I don't see that we have any choice,” Mr. von Heber said to me and Bernard.
“Y ou could just chuck me overboard,” | said.

“No,” he said—just like that, flat as a paving stone. Then he called to the Kaliphorne, “We accept your
bargain.”

She sad, “Okay. Following now,” and did off the pillar. Bernard started rowing, and | swung the rudder
tofollow her.

Bernard didn’t have to row for long. The Kalliphorne' s den was maybe six septad-feet from where she'd
stopped us. | don’t know what it was origindly,, just like | don’t know what the cdllars of St. Kirban
werefor, but now it was ashelf of rock sticking out into the water. | wondered how far down it wasto
the cellar floor.

The boat got closer, and | could seethe pitsin the floor, astraight row of them about afoot back from
the water’ sedge. | looked up and could just see the glint of metal—the caps on the teeth of the portcullis
that, phoskis said, kept the Kalliphorne from eeting his customers. I d seen thewhed that raniit, in the
same haf-level basement that housed the furnace. I’ d never touched it—Phoskis wouldn't stand for other
people near that wheel—but I’ d seen him useit, and | knew how light the balance was. Even afat old
man like Phoskis could crank the gate up in the time it took someone to come down the cdllar airs. |



hoped someday soon he' d give himself aheart attack doing it.

The Kdliphorne didn’'t so much as give the portcullisaglance, likeit wasn't there. | was getting spooked
worse and worse, and | had to ask: “Lady?What if the, um, fat one drops hisgatewhilewe're... 7’

She made her ratchety, hissing noise again, o | guess she thought | was funny. “Worrying about the Fat
One'stoy, you?’

“Alittle” 1 said. The boat chunked againgt the ledge.
“Not being. Okay.”
After asecond, | redlized that wasdl | was going to get. “Oh. Um. Thanks.”

She gripped the ledge and hauled hersdlf out of the water. Below the hips, she stopped looking human at
al. Shehad atail, long and thick and finished with trailing fins, like aburgher’ sgoldfish. As she moved,
saw that her hair grew from akind of crest that started halfway back on her skull and didn’t stop until a
good handspan past her hips. She rocked up on one hip and turned to look at the boat, and | saw that
while she didn’t exactly havetits, she had six nipples. Cat-fish, | thought and had to cough to keep from
giggling. Y eah, since you ask, | was Spooked bad.

“All coming,” shesaid. It wasn't aquestion, not even close.
“Giveusaminute,” Bernard said.

It took some doing, getting al three of us out of the boat without nobody having to take another plunge
into the water. The Kalliphorne watched. At least she didn’t laugh. When we were out, and me and
Bernard had heaved the boat up so it wouldn’t go floating off without us, the Kdliphorne said, “Come

She dragged hersdlf dong the floor—her shoulders and arms were like a blacksmith’s. If you looked at
her wrong, it was like looking at ababy not quite old enough to crawl, and | was chewing on theinsides
of my mouth to keep the giggles from getting out.

She kept craning her neck up and back to look at Mr. von Heber and findly she said, “Not walking,
you?”

The canes were back laying in the boat. Mr. von Heber didn’t say nothing for aminute, then said, “Like
your husband, | have been madeill by magic. Crippled.”

She hissed. | guessit might have been sympathy, but | wouldn't bet onit. Maybe it was just that it
would' ve madeit even worse luck to eat him. And | wondered how you got yoursdlf crippled by magic
and how bad you had to piss off ahocusfor it to be worth their while,

TheKaliphorne and her husband had made their den in an old storeroom. It till smelled just alittlelike
cedar chips, under the smell of dead things and water and aweird scent, sort of sharp and smoky and
green, like sage, that | was guessing was the monsters themselves. The Kaliphorne' shusband wasin a
kind of nest of water-stained quilts and ragged blankets. He looked just like her, the same dark, greenish
skin, the crest of hair, the eyes and teeth and claws, and the tail—which was whipping around like a
snakein adeath agony. Me and Bernard stopped where we were, haf the room away from him.

“Being very sck,” said the Kalliphorne, and you couldn’t missthe worry in her voice.

“Saints and powers,” Mr. von Heber said under his breath. Then he said, * Put me down, Bernard.” |



could see by Bernard' sface that it was the last thing in the world he wanted to do, but he did it, leaving
Mr. von Heber face-to-face with the Kalliphorne.

Mr. von Heber glanced sdeways, and | can’t think that thrashing tail looked any nicer from where he
was. “I’ [l need someoneto help hold him down.”

“I'll doit,” | said.

Bernard said, “ Do you suppose your fat friend has away to get down here?’

Me and the Kalliphorne looked at each other.

“Dunno,” | said.

“He not coming before,” she said, but she didn’t sound no more sure about it than | did.
“Then | think I'll keep an eye out.” Bernard went back over to the doorway and settled in.

The Kadliphorne crawled over by her husband and caught his hands. cue wastaking to him, in this
language that sounded like ateakettle cometo the bail, and after alittle, | could seethetail caming
down. And her husband hissed back at her.

“Hewilling,” she said over her shoulder. “Not biting. Coming now, you.”

“You gtill want me?’ | asked Mr. von Heber. And that was me not thinking about what it would belike
to get bit by something with teeth like that.

“I may,” he said, making his own way over to the Kaliphorne s husband. “Without knowing what’s
wrong with him, | don’t know what | may haveto do to cure him.”

“Okay.” | went over and crouched down by the Kalliphorne and took alook at her husband. He was
maybe alittle smaller than her, but not enough to be helpful or anything. | just had to hope the stuff |
knew for making guys bigger than me lay quiet would work on him. The bony armor they had across
their foreheads and down their noses made it redlly hard to read their faces. About dl | could tell was
that hewaslooking a me. | said, “I, um... If it getsbad and | got to hold him ill, | ain't surel candoiit
so asit don't hurt. Can you tell him I’m sorry now? Just in case”?’

“Okay,” she said and hissed at her husband. He looked &t her while she was talking, then looked back at
me and nodded.

“Okay,” | said. Fuck, | thought.

Mr. von Heber came up on the other side. He bowed palitely to the Kalliphorne' s husband, and said to
her, “1 need to know his symptoms.”

The Kaliphornetilted her head, same way somebody with eyebrows would' ve raised them. Mr. von
Heber said, “Thesgnsof hisillness”

“Yes” shesad. “ Symptoms. He being very hot.” Mr. von Heber’ s hands were moving over her
husband’ s body, testing pulse and temperature and Kethe knows what else. “But also very cold.
Needing many blankets.” And where the fuck was she getting blankets from? Did Phoskis give them to
her? Trying to picture that was enough to make my head hurt. “ Sicking up food. Drinking much water.
Sometimes sicking that, too. Cramping bad. Being very sick. You fixing?”

“How long hashe beeniill?”



“Four hours. Never being sick like this. Not him. Not me.”

“Four hours. That's strange. Why should he becomeill when the Mirador began to burn?’

| sad, “I, urn.”

Mr. von Heber, the Kalliphorne, and the Kdliphorne' s husband dl looked at me.

“Yes?' said Mr. von Heber.

“The Mirador got warding spells. | mean, like, spellsto kill you if you get where you shouldn’t.”
“Indeed,” said Mr. von Heber. “Y ou think those might have something to do with this?’

“Dunno. | ain't no hocus. But, | mean, we know something’ s gone wrong with the Mirador’ s spells.”

“And the timing is uncomfortably precise. | will keep your hypothesisin mind.” Zephyr’ d liked the word
“hypothesis.” | remembered him saying “Fancy word for ‘idea,”” and grinning like the Man in the Moon.
Mr. von Heber shifted around so he was sort of propped up with the quilts and where he could get a
good grip on the Kdliphorne s hushand’ s hands. “ This may take sometime. Y ou will not disturb me if
you wish to talk, but | must ask you to move aslittle as possible. Oh, and Bernard!”

“Yesh?'
“Put out the light. We haven't another, and | don't trust my witchlights tonight.”
“All right,” Bernard said, like hewasn't sureit was. But he did what Mr. von Heber said to.

It got redlly dark. | mean, sure, dark is dark, but there' stimes, like when you' rein your own room and
you know where everything is, where it don't seem asdark as dl that. And then there stimeswhereit’s
like the dark is breathing down the back of your neck and wrapping itself around you, and you can fed it
deciding whether it should eat you starting With the feet or with the head. Thiswasthat kind of dark. |
was gtting next to the Kdliphorne, both of us next to her husband, and | could smell them, and after a
while | could hear her husband breathing, too hard and too fast.

I’'m sure she could heer it, too, and maybe it was to get awvay from that noise that she said, “Y oung
foxlike one?’

“Yes lady?

She made her laughing noise and said, “ The Fat One hating you very much?’

“Yegh”

“Why this being? He shouting down, telling me about you. Not doing this before. Not telling single prey.”

Prey, | thought, and swallowed hard. She' d probably eat meif Mr. von Heber couldn’t cure her
husband. She might et meif | didn’t answer her question, just for crossing her. But given achoice
between her and Phoskis, I’ d pick her seven timesin aseptad. | told her the story.

It started with Lord Stephen’ s cousin Corndll, who might or might not have had aclamto the
Protectorate. Big ugly catfight in the Mirador. Didn’t seem like nothing on earth was going to make Lord
Corndl Teverius shut up, and what happened in 20.1.7 was somebody decided to find something that



would. It was aplot, abig one, and there were peoplein on it from the Mirador aswell asfrom the
Lower City. | don’'t know how Keeper got connected with those people. If I’d asked, she would' ve
laughed at me and told me to leave the thinking to those that could. And back then, | didn’t want to
know things like that about K eeper. | was happy to have her doing my thinking for me.

The part | knew about was Phoskis. Keeper got meinto St. Kirban's, telling Phoskis1’d “lost my edge’
and she wanted me settled with some safejob. It wasn't no secret that Keegper was degping with me. So
what neither of them said, but they both knew they were talking about, wasthat I’ d be standing surety for
Keeper' sgood behavior, just like going to get akid out of the Kenndl, only the other way round. Phoskis
had been leaning on Keeper for months, and this had been made up careful to ook like the offer of a
truce. And Phoskis took the bait.

| moved into S. Kirban'sthe next decad. L earned the routine. Hated Phoskis. And hated him more with
every passing day. | started praying to Kethe, daily, that thiswouldn’t last much longer, that | could just
kill thisguy like Kesper wanted and go home.

It took months, though. 1t wasn’t until anight in the middie of Horéd Lord Cornell showed up, started
banging on St. Kirban' sdoors like he was s set to break them down with his bare hands. Phoskis
grunted at me to stop standing around like a fuckwit and open the damn door.

There were two of them outside, aflashiein apanic and adark guy in livery with one of them smooth
facesthat don't change whether they’ ve got love or murder going on behind them. The guy in livery gave
me thetiniest flicker of awink, and the flashie panted, “Isthis St. Kirban's?’

| stepped aside and let themiin.

It didn’t take long. Phoskis took his money and waddled away. | took them down to theriver, dragged
inaboat for them, grabbed Lord Cornell by the hair just as he was off-ba ance between the boat and the
dock and cut histhroat. | gave the body ashove, and it tumbled across the boat’ s middle sest.

Meand the guy in livery looked at each other asecond, and he said “ That went about aswell as could
be expected. Y ou know the rest?’

“Yeah. You just be sure you say it wasaguy in ablack boat that ambushed you, and it’ Il be okay.
Phoskisisthe only one uses black boats.”

“How many of them does he have?’
“Usedto have six. It' Il befivein aminute.”

“Good. | can managetherest. Lord Cornell Teveriusis dead, and everyone will know Phoskis Terrapin
had ahandinit.”

“That'stheplan,” | said.

He rowed off. | took one of the boats out aways, sank it, and swam back. I’ d probably have gone alot
faster if I’d known the Kaliphorne didn’t give arat’ s ass about Phoskis' s portcullis.

Cleaned up, tidied away the evidence, and settled in to wait. For preference, I’ d' ve been out the door
and halfway to Britomart dready, but Keeper’ d said no. Wait, she said. Don’'t let him think it was you.
Wait and pick afight. Let him throw you out. And | was il anindiction and ahdt away from learning
not to jump when Keeper said frog.

The news of the murder got to us the next day. The cade-skiffs had found the body, and the boat, and



the guy in livery, who was haf out or his head with grief and shock—and some damn good acting—and
swearing revenge on the man who' d murdered his master, and on the fat bastard who' d led him into the
trap. Even the goon who brought the news thought Phoskis had been bought—I could see it in the way
he was standing and the shifty look in hiseyes. All a once, | saw how | could confuse things even more,
and | madelike| believed it, too.

Of course Phoskis suspected me, but he saw the way | was watch him, and he thought | was stupid, so |
don’'t think it crossed hismind that | might be acting. L eastways, when the Dogs came calling, he let me
hidein the back and didn’t say nothing. Of course, hewas aso lying hisface black about not ever having
seen Lord Cornell Teverius and most particularly not on the night in question, and he didn’t know nothing
about boats or rivers or nothing of the sort, officers, so you can see where it might have been kind of
hard for him to say he thought he knew who'd doneit.

We stared at each other sidelong for two decads, while the Dogs sniffed around the Lower City inthis
hopel ess kind of way—they knew they weren’t going to find nothing, but they couldn’t say so—and the
Mirador made these big speeches about what they were going to do to the murderer when they got their
hands on him. Sounded good and didn’t hurt nobody. And then finally Keeper sent word that | could
come home again. She' d been paid, and haf the Lower City believed Phoskis Terrapin had let himself be
bought by the Mirador, and just that morning some poor scullery maid in Tamerlane had falen over a
headless body in her employers areaway, and her employers were the daughter of a cadet branch of the
Vesperii and the second son of the President of the Dyers Guild, so the Dogs had anew fleain their ear.
The truth would get out eventually—secrets don't keep in the Lower City—and Phoskis would hate me
twice asmuch, but right then | was so glad | could’ ve sung.

Picking afight with Phoskis was the easiest part of the whole fucking job. Took about five minutesto get
him mad enough to throw me out. And because it was ared fight—between him and me, | mean, and
not just aproxy thing for him and Keeper like it was supposed to be—I dragged his poor little whore
with mewhen | went. He was too scared of meto try and stop me, and it hurt him right in hisvanity, the
way nhothing el se | could have done would have touched him. Keeper was mad enough to spit nails, but |
didn’t back down—I think it wasthe only time | ever got my own Way against Keeper, and she fucking
well made me pay for it—and in the end she got the girl ajob asa‘tween maid in aflash housein
Lighthill. A cadet branch of the Gardenii, | think, but | ain’t rightly sure no more. Far as| know, she' s il
there, and that’ s the one good thing that came out of the whole stupid mess.

Felix
The Hdl of the Chimeras. | don’t know how | got here. | don’'t know why my hands hurt.

There are mongters holding me, green and sharp and cloudy and thorny black. “Y ou traitor,” saysonein
Thaddeus svoice, and his hatred washes over me, red and staining.

“Thenit wasn't just adream,” | say hopeledy.

“A dream! The Mirador isburning! How in the seven names of God did you do it?’
“I didn’t. It was Malkar. He tricked me.”

“Makar! Isthat your answer to everything? Oh, it wasn't me, it was Malkar .

Hismockery hurts; | say, “But it was Malkar. Thaddeus, you don’t think I’d do this, do you? Redly?’ |
know thereis something | can say something that will make him believe me, but | don’'t know what it is.

“I don’t know what to think any longer. | don’t understand you.”



“But, Thaddeus—"

The other mongter, the green one, says, 1 thought you told me the Curiahad him under interdict.”
Gideon' s voice, the blessed voice of reason—the thing | hadn’t been able to think of.

Thaddeus cursesin Midlander. “Mdkar?’ he saysto me, but histone has changed. “Really?’

“I swear,” | say, and make some foolish, unguarded movement with my hands. The pain—the fingerson
both hands, crushed by Makar’ s grip—makes my vision go black; throughit, I hear them both cursing,
Thaddeus s Midlander oaths of his strange, unnameable god, Gideon cursing in Kekropian, which | don't
understand.

“Did Makar do this?” Thaddeus says. “My God, Felix, I'm sorry. | had no idea—"

“I have never been trustworthy,” | say, my own voice distant and dreamy in my ears, the darknessis
thickening, swirling around melike cream gtirred into tea.

It istoo heavy for me. | sink under it and hear nothing more.
Mildmay

After | finished my damn bedtime story, everybody was quiet for awhile I’ d dmost forgotten about
Bernard and Mr. von Heber—I get like that when I’'m telling stories, and the dark madeit easer—and |
wondered what they thought. I’ d just proved Bernard right about me five times over, and he was
probably thinking now that if he hit me quick and dumped mein theriver, it'd betoo late for Mr. von
Heber to complain.

But before anybody came up with anything polite to say—and before | got too nervous and said
something mysalf—Mr. von Heber’ s bregth hissed in, and the Kalliphorne' s husband let out aterrible
screech, and be. | even thought about it, I’ d thrown myself forward to try and pin him down.

The next five minutes, minute for minute, were about the nastiest five minutes I’ d ever spent. It was
pitch-black, and the Kaliphorne' s husband, sick or not, was strong as afucking ox, and | was scared to
degth | was going to hurt him and that he was going to knock me flying and that one or the other of us
was going to hurt Mr. von Heber. And the Kaliphorne' s husband was still making that terrible noise, and
| could hear Mr. von Heber cursing, and he was shouting, “Mildmay, I’ ve got to get hishands! His
hands!” And | wasthinking, Well, fine, just as soon as you can tel me where the fuck they are. And then
the tail whacked me upside the head, and | was seeing great blue and purple and red stars, but at the
sametimel’d got mysdlf oriented asto where | was and where that fucking tail was, and where that
meant therest of him was.

And then I"d got him pinned down okay, athough he was bucking underneath me in away that meant it
wouldn’t befor long, and | said, “ Quick, grab his handsif you want ‘em!”

| felt what happened next, just through the monster’ s body. Even though we didn’t move, it felt like we
dropped about a septad-inch, dam onto the floor.

“There,” said Mr. von Heber, and he sounded dog-tired.
“Can|l let gonow?’ | said, and redlized the monster wasn't screaming no more.

Right next to my ear, somebody said something in the tegkettle language. The Kdliphorne said, “He
saying, you moving please. Not comfortable.”



“Oh, powers, I'm sorry,” | said and got off him—and fell straight over Mr. von Heber.

Heyeped, and | said, “FUCK!” because | should’ ve known he was there before | moved, and he said,
“Bernard, wherethe hell isthelight?’

“Oh, do you want it now?’ Bernard said, dl snarky. “I dropped the damn lucifers when you started your
hullabal oo, if you want to know, so you' re going to have to give me a second.”

“Fine” said Mr. von Heber. “Madame, will you ask your husbhand please if heisfeding better?’

A long bout of teskettleswhile | picked mysdlf up and moved alittle farther away, where | wasn't going
to go faling over people without no warning. Then the Kdliphorne said, “He saying, cramps being gone.
Fever being gone. Fedling not so sick.”

“Excdlent,” said Mr. von Heber, and Bernard findly lit the fucking lantern.

The Kdliphorne and her husband were holding hands like any courting couple, and you could see they
were happy, evenif it didn’t show up on their faces. Mr. von Heber was looking about astired as he
sounded. | looked at myself. My hands were bleeding from where I" d grabbed hold of the wrong part of
thetall. | checked the side of my head. A little blood there, too, nothing too bad.

“I’'m not quite sure what that was, but I’ ve lifted it from him. | do not think you will be troubled again.”
“Being very kind,” said the Kdliphorne. “We thanking very much.”

“Thanking,” said her husband. He sounded even weirder than she did, even lesslike aperson, and |
could seeit took him more effort to get the word to come out.

“Then | think we should leave. Working that magic was quite remarkably uncomfortable, and | do not
think thingsin the city are going to improve for sometime to come.”

“Y ou rowing away.”
“Yes,” sad Mr. von Heber.

“I guiding,” she said, in ano-nonsense tone, like she wasn't going to take no lip from us. She said
something to her husband in Teakettle, and started out of the room. We followed her meek as anybody
could ask for. | saw her go into the water, headfirst and without barely aripple Bernard set the lantern,
and we got oursalvesin the boat and shoved back off the ledge.

The Kdliphorneled us back to the pillar where we' d met her. She caught hersdf againgt it and said,
“Following painted marks, you?’

“Yes, lady,” | said. “1 know theway.”

“Wishing you good luck.”

“Thank you, lady. Good luck to you, too.”

“Wewill dl needit,” Mr. von Heber said.

“Good-bye,” said the Kalliphorne and dropped off the pillar.

“Good-bye, lady,” | said, then shouted after her, even though she’ d aready appeared, “Y ou want out,
go to the cade-skiffs—tell Cardenio | sent you!” And | don't got no fucking ideawhy | said it neither,



except how much | hated Phoskis, and | knew Cardenio would help her if anybody would, and maybel
was alittle dizzy with not being eaten. And | was betting she heard me, evenif | couldn’t see her.

“Start rowing,” | said to Bernard.

Herowed and | steered, and we followed the marks without saying nothing for along time.
Findly, likeit was againgt his better judgment, Bernard said, “Isthat story you told true?’
“Yeah,” | sad.

“Y ou murdered amember of the House of Teverius?’

“Yegh”

“For shame, Bernard,” said Mr. von Heber. “Weren't you listening?’

“Dammit, that’s not what | mean!”

“You ever been akept-thief?’ | said. | should’ ve had the sense to keegp my mouth shut, but | didn’t like
Bernard, and my head hurt and my hands hurt, and sometimes you get off your own leash, you know?

“No, of course not.”
“Then don’t be so fucking quick to judge.”

Mr. von Heber said, and maybe it was half an apology, “We don’t have kept-thievesin Norvena
Magna”

| said what Zephyr' d dways said about kept-thieves. “It’ s a southern Perversion.”

And maybe they heard something funny in my voice, because after that they left me done.

It as dmost dawn when we came out through the Hellmouth. | glanced back north and saw the Mirador
gl sort of smoldering, likeits own damn funerd pyre. The smell of fire was everywhere, and if
anybody’ d cared to layodds, | would have bet that the tenementsin Gilgamesh were burning, Probably
there were firesin Simside and Queensdock, too. Fire runs through the Lower City about the same way
the Winter Fever does, and onceit starts, it’sfucking hard to stop.

“What now?’ Bernard said.

“Keep tothemiddle of theriver,” | said. “ The cade-skiffswon't bother us, and most everybody else
should be too busy to pay attention.” Rindleshin was out there somewhere, and we were going to go
saling right through the middle of histerritory, but Rindleshin was scared of theriver liketherest of the
Lower City, and | didn’t think he’ d be near it. The Sim bad luck, and you stay clear of it when things go
wrong.

A coupletimes, people shouted at us from the banks, but they were in people looking for away out of
town, and we didn’t pay them no mind Couldn’t' vefit another person in that boat even if we' d wanted
to. Bernard found the current—the Sim runs faster once it gets back out in the day. light—and shipped
the oars. It carried us through Simside and Queens-dock, past the big wharves and warehouses from the



days of the Ophidii when there was more trade than farmers and fishermen up and down theriver. And
near the city wall, we went past Mad Elinor’ s Palace, where King Faramond' s daughter spent the last
indictions of her life, watching theriver go past. The balads say she wept into it, but them windows are
awful high up, and even if you hung your head over thesill, | don't think you could be sure your tears got
intheriver. The balads dso say her son was never told her name—but he knew who shewas, and he
knew who hisfather was, and | don't think it’s any wonder that King Henry Ophidius was noted for
being alittle peculiar.

The sun cleared the cloudsto the east. The city wallsrose over us, like ablack bank of clouds
themselves, and theriver carried us out through the Septad Gate into the St. Grandin Swamp.







Chapter 7

Feix

We leave Mé&8usine underground, like the dead. And the dead are behind us, in the hdls of the Mirador
benesath its burning crown, risng from their crypts and confines, released at |ast from the magic that
forced them down.

No one dive knows the spells that the Cabal used in that, the first decisive strike of the Wizards Coup;
no onein the Mirador has been taught how to work with the magic of the dead. | know alittle—what
little Malkar would teach me—but | cannot work magic, and | cannot explain what | know, and | do not
think anyone would listen to me anyway.

The anger and despair and terror of the necromancers has not abated in al these years, and the creatures
of their bidding remember ill what they were meant to do. And the warding spells of the Mirador, even
those which are not broken, do not work on the dead. Many wizards were killed in the first ondaught,
before anyone knew what was happening; among them were Erasmus Spalding, the Witchfinder
Extraordinary, and Sherbourne Foss, who had been my friend. Thelast thing | ever said to him was
designed to hurt, and despitewhat | said to Thaddeus, | find now that | remember my words perfectly: If
you want the truth, you bore me, darling. He never even knew | didn’t meaniit.

It will not be safe to work magic in Mé8usine for days, perhaps for months. It took al Gideon’s strength
of will to perform aminor healing on my broken fingers, and even that dipped and went awry in the
working | can fed the stiffnessin my aching, swollen-jointed fingers, and | know that they will never fully
recover from what Makar did.

My vison iswarping and splintering again; | can fed the darknesswaiting for me, fed mysdlf didinginch
by inch, fingertip by fingertip, back into the world of monsters and ghosts out of which the Curialifted
me. Sometimeswhen | look at him, Thaddeus has the head of araven.

| know that | missed huge swatches of the emergency Curiamesting that hasled to us being, now, in this
ancient tunnel beneath the Road of Ivory. We are going to Hermione, | know that much, wherethereisa
long-disused, long-decayed wizard' s tower, which the other wizardsintend to wake and to use to work
with the sundered and twisted magics of the Mirador. |, of course, will be no help; | have been brought
along because it ssemsto be the point from which | can do the least damage. | am dangerous baggage,
and the flatly hogtile looks the guardsmen give me show that they know it.

There are six of them; none of them are men | know, and | am grateful for that. They arein thistunnel
with us because of Shannon. However problematical, heisthe closest thing Stephen hasto an helr.
Moreover, Shannon' s famous—or infamous—charm will be useful in dealing with the Mayor of
Hermione. The Mayor’ sdistant kinship to Stephen’ s dead wifeisunlikely, everyone says, to be sufficient
to reconcile him to our presence, but Shannon’ s flattering attentions and the threat of force discreetly
symbolized by the Protectorate Guard are hoped to do the trick.

Shannon walks at the head of the column, with Vicky. Neither by glance nor by word has he betrayed
any awareness of my existence.

Thewizardsin the company are mosily the shy, inoffensive scholars who study thaumaturgical
architecture, the only oneswho have any hope of making sense of the ruins. Vicky aso demanded the
presence of Gideon Thraxios, who has the most recent information available on the Bastion' sintentions
and abilities. And Thaddeus is here as the baggage handler, my keeper. | did not missthe acrimonious



arguments over that; Thaddeus did not want to come.
Thetunnd isgtraight, level, and dry, and smdls only faintly of sewers.

The guards, taking their duty serioudy, have arranged themsdvesin the front and rear of the party. Their
lieutenant is young, tall, hatchet-faced and eager, and (I think) dready haf inlove with Shannon. | keep
my head down and try not to force anyone to notice me.

But Thaddeusis not satisfied by my silence. He keegps asking questions, about my dreams, about Makar,
about the catastrophe for which | have been the conduit. | am painfully aware of the guards and the other
wizards listening, but | cannot tell Thaddeus| don’t want to talk about it. | have no right to refuse him
information—not now, not after thislatest disaster—and if the colors around him suggest that he is aware
of my discomfiture and enjoysit... | anmad, | tell mysdf, and shut my eyesagaing the colors.

But still, I am grateful when Gideon drops back to walk on Thaddeus' s other sde and startsa
low-voiced argument in Kekropian. | catch my own name once or twice, and | can guess the generd
thrust of their debate. | wish, miserably and without force, to be dead.

It is seven milesfrom the Mirador to Ivory Gate, a mile beyond that to the end of the tunndl. We walk
Seadily, though not very fast; the horrors of the night are visiblein gray, haggard faces and staring eyes. It
isan hour past dawn when we findly reach the spiraling ramp that takes us up into the daylight world,
revenants oursalves.

The egress from the tunndl is concedled within acourier’ sway station. Courier horses are not stabled
within Mélusine, where at certain times of day and in certain directions, aman on foot can make hisway
more swiftly and more safely through the congested traffic than aman on horseback. The station officer
does not seem surprised to see us, whether because a messenger has reached him from the Mirador or
because he has been watching the Mirador’ s roofs burn al night and is smart enough to draw the correct
conclusion, | do not know. Obedient to the |etter of authorization from Stephen that Vicky carries, he
empties his stables for us and gives careful and precise directionsto the lieutenant for finding the courier
station between here and Hermione.

Most wizards, being sedentary creatures, ride with the grace of so many sacks of potatoes. Makar
taught metoride, long agoin Arabel, and at least | do not disgrace mysdlf in the confusion of the
stableyard. My hands hurt, but Gideon' s healing, warped though it is, has doneitswork, ad they are
usable. | am glad that in the chaos no one thought to accuse him of heresy. | hope that it will not occur to
Thaddeus later.

| hopethat later | will till understand why it isimportant.
Mildmay

What you' re supposed to do when you hire aboat from Phoskisistakeit al the way down to Gracile,
where he' s got agoon who bagsit and bringsit back to Mélusine. The more | thought about it, though,
the more that looked like areally bad idea. The goon in Gracile knew me, and he knew Phoskis hated
me, and | didn’t have no way to know if Phoskis had ever said, Oh, by theway, if Mildmay the Fox
shows up, wring his neck for me, okay?

| said as much to Mr. von Heber, and | guess he' d been thinking about how lucky we' d been that the
Kaliphorne had happened to have ause for us—besides being lunch, I mean—because he said, no fuss,
“What do you suggest?”’

“Weditch the boat and walk.”



“Can we? The ground looks none too stable.”

“Quicksand ain't gonna be our problem.”

“No?" said Mr. von Heber, and Bernard was giving methe hairy eyebdl again.

“Shit,” | said. “Ther€ sthingsin the swamp.”

“What kind of things?’

“Y ou know. Gators. Ghouls.”

“Charming,” said Mr. von Heber. “And you think ghouls are better than a‘goon’ in Gracile?”
“Y eah. We can maybe avoid the ghouls.”

“Oh,” said Mr. von Heber. “Yes, | see”

“ *Sides, you'reahocus, ain't you? Y ou must got spellsfor this sort or thing.”

“I might, but there’ s no guarantee just at the moment that they will work. The magic of the Mirador is
thrashing around like asnake in its desth convulsons”

“I still think we got a better chance. We can make for Alchemic—there' sahotdl there that ain't too
bad.” | waved a hand westward and south. I’ d been to Alchemic on Keeper’ s business atime or two,
and the dead-eyed woman who ran the Long Time Coming would take your custom if you were dead
yoursdlf and rotting to boot. She didn’t give afuck so long as your money was good and you didn’t
cause no ruckus.

“Wdl, Bernard?’ said Mr. von Heber.

Bernard didn’t like none of it, and the look he was giving me said he knew who to blame. “Y ou're the
boss,” he said, sullen as an overloaded mule.

“Yes” sad Mr. von Heber, “1 am. Mildmay, if you can find asuitable place for usto disembark, | think
you should.”

“Hne" said Bernard.
“Okay,” | sad.

Therewasn't nothing redl “suitable’ anywhere in the marshes, so | just nicked the next piece of bank that
looked like it was more or less solid and swung the rudder. The boat dug its nose into the mud like it was
looking for something, so it turned out to be a good thing we wanted to ditch it, because we would' ve
hed afuck of atime getting it free again.

Bernard made real heavy weather of getting Mr. von Heber out of the boat, and the packs out of the
boat, and how were we going to carry dl this shit halfway to Vusantine. And finaly Mr. von Heber said,
“Thelonger you stand there complaining, the farther your boots are going to sink into the mud, and the
more likely you areto lose one. At which point, | assure you, | will start laughing and probably not stop.”

Bernard gave him alook like black tar and said to me, “Y ou’ d better help carry.”

“Sure” | said, and he loaded me down with as much as he thought he could get away with. But he had to
carry Mr. von Heber—no way could he use his canes on stuff likethis—so | actualy figure | didn’'t come



off too bad.

Now, you' ve got to understand, I’ ve dways hated the St. Grandin swamp. St. Grandin isthisguy who
got harrowed to death, and | don’'t know if it’s his swamp because he got harrowed out there, or
becauseit’ sthe sort of land nobody can use aharrow on, or some other reason, but it suits anyway. Y ou
can't build nothing in the swamp—every once in awhile Somebody comes up with some wild idea about
drainage and shit like that, but People just laugh at them—and | think half the plantsthat grow there are
Poisonous. Thetrees are these nasty swoony kind of things and the wood ain’t good for nothing. And
people dump things there that they don t want nobody finding. Y ou know, like bodies. And there’ s been
ghoulsin the swamp since at least the days of King Mark Ophidius, and nobody’ s ever figured out what
to do about them, neither. All them great necromancers, like Bathsheba Dunning and Fortinbras Allison
and Lod Fairwesther, and they never did nothing about the ghoulsin the &t. Grandin Swamp. And the
Mirador now just says as how they’ re folktaes, and three ain’t no ghouls, and ain’t them suckersin the
Lower City abunch of superdtitiousflats?

No ghouls my ass.

I’ d been hearing stories about the St. Grandin Swamp since | was old enough to pay attention, and if |
tried to tell you | wasn't the least little bit nervous when we started away from the boat, I'd be aliar.
Truthis, | was scared half to death. Most of what | knew about dealing with ghouls was what K eeper
sad: gay the fuck away from them. I’ d picked up little bits and pieces of stuff from Lollymeg and Zephyr
and the crazy guy in the Arcane who made hisliving scavenging in the swamp, but mostly | did what
Keeper said. | wondered how much Mr. von Heber knew about ghouls, but | didn’t fed like making a
noise loud enough to find out.

We headed for Alchemic, me and Bernard picking our way as best we could, and nobody saying
nothing. | waslistening so hard | was giving mysdlf a headache—hdf for ghouls and hdf for getors,
‘cause you don't want to fuck around with them, neither, although mostly they don't go after people on
land aong of how mosily it don't work. Pretty soon—Ilike within a septad-foot—me and Bernard were
muddy up to the knee, and by the time the sun said it was the septad-day, we were al three of us
covered in mud from head to toe, mostly because of this one bad patch where Bernard had got snarled
up in somekind of bramble and taken this tremendous header, him and Mr. von Heber both. It had taken
aredly loud quarter hour to get them both free again, and | was worried about what might’ ve heard us.
But Bernard had been so scared he might have hurt Mr. von Heber that he forgot he was pissed off at
him, and | guess that was something.

At the septad-day, we stopped and rested. We didn’t have no food, but Mr. von Heber had thislittle
spell he could do to make the water okay, and he even got it to work, athough it took him four tries, and
| could see what he meant about the Mirador’ s fucked-up magic fucking him up. But it did work in the
end, so at least we didn’t have to be thirsty on top of everything else.

When we went on, | started redlly hearing things, not just listening so hard everything sounded bad.
When you actudly hear something, you know the difference. | waswalking ahead of Bernard, because |
knew where Alchemic was and more or less how to get usthere, but | started walking dower and
dower, trying to pinpoint where the thing was that | heard, and Bernard caught up to me.

“What isit?’ Mr. von Heber said, quiet-like.
“Dunno,” | said. 1 hear something, but | ain't sure—"
And then | wassure, and | wished | wasn't.

The thing about ghoulsis, they' refast. They ain't like the Walking read in sories, where the hero can



aways outrun ‘em evenif he can't do thing else. Y ou can’'t outrun aghoul.

It came barreling at us out of nowhere, and my reflexes sent me one and Bernard' s sent him the other,
and it missed us both. | don’t know if it had been male or femalewhen it was dive. It wassmallish, and a
kind of blackish red al over. The only thing | redlly remember isits eyes. They were the color of blood,
and they were angry. Oh, and the teeth. I’ d like to forget the teeth, but | don't suppose | ever will.

It made this horrible kind of yowling sound when it figured out we' d both dodged, and it swung round.
And then it just stood, looking a me, then looking at Bernard and Mr. von Heber, then looking back at
me. That'swhy | remember the eyes so good, the way its head came round and those eyes were glaring
a melike pure distilled bottled hate. It wasn't just hungry. It was pissed off that it was dead and we were
dill dive

Theonly knifel had was the butterfly knife | kept in my boot, and right then it seemed about as much
good asatoothpick. But if Bernard was going to get his sword out without getting hisarm bitten in half,
he needed adistraction, and that had to be me, because therewasno way | could kill that thing with a
butterfly knife. And, I mean, therewasn't nobody else.

“Y ou gotta cut its head off,” | said, not looking at Bernard because | didn’t dare take my eyes off the
ghoul. Its head was swinging faster now, like it wastrying to make up its mind.

“I hear you,” said Bernard.
“Okay,” | said, and came up out of my crouch with my knife ready.

And even then | was very damn nearly too dow. It seemed like the fucking thing was moving before |
was, and my knife came up straight into its somach—which if it had been anything norma, would' ve
been the end of the argument right there. But the ghoul just yowled again and tried to get itsteeth into my
throat. | couldn’'t swear that there was anything going onin my head at al, but if therewas, it ran, oh,
Kethe, don't let it bite me. Ghouls got the filthiest mouths this sde of cottonmouths, and anything it bit |
knew for afact | wasgoing tolose. | got my other hand under its chin and pushed straight back, with my
fingerstucked down against my palm so it couldn’t bite them, and it yowled and spat, and itsfingers
were snking into my shoulderslike | was made of butter. | would' ve broke its neck, except it

wouldn’t* ve done me no good. The ghoul wouldn't care.

And then Bernard said, “Let go!”

| wasted about half a second hoping that he knew what he was doing then let go of the ghoul’ s head. It
was dready aming for my throat again when Bernard’ s sword came around in aflat sweep and buried
itself in the ghoul’ s neck. The ghoul shrieked, and its head fell over to itsleft shoulder—Bernard had got
through about haf the stuff in its neck, including spine—and this black gunk that wasn't redlly very much
like blood started spurting everywhere. Bernard was cursing steadily, and the ghoul was till trying to
figure out how to bite me—and it hadn’t et go of me neither.

“Theangl€ sbad,” Bernard shouted over the noise the ghoul was making.

“Fuck,” | said. But | saw what he meant. To take its head off now was going to take achop straight
down, and he didn’t have no way to get no power behind it from here. | had this horrible flash of a
thought of me standing there while Bernard sawed the thing’ s head off like it was aloaf of bread, and
then | did the only thing I could think to do. | dropped to my knees, figuring either it would go down with
me and Bernard could get hisangle, or it' d let go of me and then we' d al be better off.

Ghoulsarefast, but they ain’'t bright. It till wanted my throat and hadn’t figured out yet that it couldn’t



get there. It bent itsknees right along with me, and its head lolled forward, the teeth still snapping and
grinding, trying to get close enough to bite me.

| didn’t like him none, but Bernard did know what he was doing. We d barely touched the ground when
his sword came crashing down like ajudgment, went through the rest of the ghoul’ s neck and buried itself
somewhere around the collarbone. The head fell forward off the body. | lurched back, but the hands
were gill clamped down on my shoulders, and the body camewith me, and | fell over.

Bernard had to break the thing’' sfingers, one by one, to get mefree of it, and | had these black and
purple bruises that |asted a decad and a half. We were both covered in its black, swampy blood before |
could stand up. again, and when he kicked the body over onits back, we saw that the ghoul’ s head had
buried itsteeth initsown thigh.

“Kethe,” | said and just about sat down again without meaning to.

“Youdl right?” Bernard said.

“Yeah. Sure. | mean, it'sjudt that... that wasaiming for me.”

Bernard cussed up one side and down the other in Norvenan, then said, “ Thanks for drawing it off.”
“Thanksfor taking its head off.”

“Aretherelikely to be more of them?’ said Mr. von Heber.

“Fuck,” | said, “I don’t know.”

“Wdll, they must not hunt in packs, or more of them would' ve shown up by now,” he said, and Bernard
went over to start collecting their stuff.

| picked up thethings I’ d dropped, including my knife. It was till the only knife | had, even if it was
covered in black gunk | didn’t even want to think about. | cleaned it off asbest | could before | closed i,
and stuck it back in my boot.

And then we went on—mud and mosquitoes and every oncein awhilewe d hit aclear patchand I'd
look back and there’ d be this nasty gray smudge over the Mirador and | knew they hadn’t got the fires
out yet. But we didn’t have to fight off no more ghouls. Maybe they saw what happened to thefirst one.
Or maybe there were better pickings somewhere else. The Road of Chal cedony—and oncel’d
remembered this| couldn’t stop thinking about it, even though | wastrying to—for part of itslength it
runs along a causeway through the eastern edge of the St. Grandin Swamp, and if | wasaghoul and |
was hungry, that’s sure whereI’d be.

We madeit to Alchemic about the tenth hour of the day. The Long Time Coming was full up with people
out of Mélusine. “No room,” Jeanne-Phaange said. But she recognized me—peopledo, | can't helpit,
it sthe fucking scar—and said, “Y ou want work?’

“What kind of work?’

“Ricko in the bar—" Shejerked her head Sideways at the wall where somebody along time ago had
knocked a doorway between the hotel and its next-door neighbor, The Mule s Daughter. “He' s run off
hisfeet, and Lev the bouncer’ s gone haring off to the city to seeif hisboyfriend’ s okay. Y ou wanted to
do him afavor, | imagine he'd find you and your friends a place to deep.”

“Thanks, Jeanne-Phalange,” | said, and we went next door, where the bartender fell on uslike long-lost



cousins. | can tend bar okay, and Bernard admitted as how he’ d done his share of bouncing, and there
was thiskind of pause, and | could see Ricko thinking that Mr. von Heber wasn't no use to him and
could maybe be used to bargain usdown, and | said in ahurry, He can tell fortunes.”

“Fortune-tdling, hun? Ricko said, giving Mr. von Heber the hairy eyebdl. “What kind?’
“Nomagic,” | said. “Just cards.”

“Oh, cards are okay. And, powers, anything to keep the fuckers quiet. Lemme seeiif | got aplace you
canlay up.”

He went into the back, and Mr. von Heber said, not nicely, “Mildmay.”

“What?’

“Y ou know perfectly well—"

“You don't got to use magic, do you? And you said you did it for money sometimes.”

“It'snot that,” he started, but Ricko came back, and he never did explain what' d set him off. | could
guess, though. He never liked thingsthat weren't hisideafirst.

Feix

We come to the courier station hours after sunset, and it isonly by the indefatigable efforts of the
lieutenant that wefind it a al. He sometimes has the head of a hunting hound; more and more often as
the shadows lengthen and Thaddeus and Vicky begin asnarling, acrimonious interchange that is not even
an argument, merely afestering growl, | cannot see him at dl. The world is disappearing, piece by piece;
the darkness has closed in around me long before the sun sets.

The courier gation isfull of shadows, some of them move.

| find achair ascloseto the hearth as| can get. The heat and the light help—or at least | can pretend
they help—and | am not in anyone' sway. | hope that they will leave me done.

But | cannot havethat. | have never had that.

“Fdix!” Itis Thaddeus svoice. | wish | could pretend not to hear him, but | turn. The raven-headed
monster isbeckoning to me, and | fill remember that that is Thaddeus, that the raven’ s glittering black
eyes and the storm cloud of red and purple surrounding it are only my madness.

| get up, leavethefire. | can seethe darknesswinding around melike silk ribbons, streaming and flapping
inawind that is not there.

Theravenisdgtting at the broad, scarred common table. The stone lionessis Sitting across from him; she
wears Vicky'srings. They both watch my gpproach, with eyes unblinking and pitiless.

“Sit down, Feix,” the raven says, but | no longer believe the friendlinessin hisvoice. Once, | know,
Thaddeus and | were friends, but the colorstell me he does not like me now. He does not want to be
here, anditismy fault heis.

| understand wizards; if | do not cooperate, | will be coerced. | Sit.

The lioness says, brisk, no-nonsense, Vicky dedling with adistasteful subject, “How did Makar do it?’



“Doit?" | say. My own voice, atenor aslight and fragile as half-rotted gossamer, sounds not merely
mad, but half-witted.

“How did hereach you?’ the lioness says. “How could he put acompulsion on you? How did he do it?’
“I don’'t know.”

“Come now,” saystheraven. “Y ou must have some idea. Y ou were his student.”

“I don't know! | redlly don't.”

“Wehavetofind out,” thelioness says. “What if he doesit again?’

“Itwill kill me,” | say, the truth emerging unexpectedly from the darkness. “It has dready driven me

They eye me suspicioudy and with distaste.

“Y ou have the head of araven,” | tell the monster who | hopeisredly Thaddeus. “Y ou are alion made
out of granite,” | say to the other. “ The colors around you are red and purple, streaked with black, shot
through with green. Y ou are angry, and you didike each other, and you would rather drown mein the
river and be donewithit.”

“Redly, Fdix, these higtrionics are pointless” the lioness says.

“I don't think he’ slying about being crazy,” the raven says, and his calustone cuts through me like
knives

“Will you let uslook?’ the lioness says. Vicky has ever been single-minded.
“I cannot stop you,” | say and lay my hands, palms up, on the table.
“Powers, Felix, must you be such a bastard about it?’

“Butl can’t stop you. I'm ill under interdict.”

“| wasbeing polite,” she says, her voice agrow! like millstones grinding.
“Oh, leaveit be” theraven says. “Let’ sjust get this over with.”

Their examination isexcruciating. | do not faint, dthough thereisalong, dow space of timewhen | think |
may; | emerge from the thunderous red-shot blackness to find my hands pressing palms down on the
table, asif it can anchor me, and the lioness and the raven arguing across me. Their voices keep
dissolving into howls and roars, so that | cannot follow their debate clearly, but | understand that they
have found something strange in the Cabaine spdlls, something small, something the Curia
overlooked—something, the raven says, that no one would find without already knowing it was there.
They cdl one of the other wizards over, abadger round and amiable with smdl, blinking eyes. Thereis
more debate, but | am hearing fewer and fewer words in the dreadful booming that reverberates through
measif | were the clapper of abell.

The raven catches my shoulder, shaking me, and his voice comes clear “Felix!”
| stare at him. | want his hand off my shoulder, but I cannot move | am no longer surethat it is safe.

“Did Malkar ever cast any spellson you?’ | wince at the exaggerated patience in hisvoice; he must be



repeating himself for & least the third time.
“Yes” | say, becauseitistrue.

The lioness and the badger muitter like the dying echoes of thunder. The raven lets go of me. | want to
leave thetable, but | am afraid they will drag me back. And no one else cares.

The truth coalesces around me like alayer of ice. No one cares. | have no friends among the monsters
and shadows. Eveniif | could get someoneto believe me, believe in the colors and monsters and
darkness and pain, they would think it isno morethan | deserve.

And maybethat istrue.
Mildmay

It was well past the septad-night when me and Bernard and Ricko got the last pissed-off drunk shoved
out the door and we could go to bed. Ricko’ d cleaned out a space in one of the storerooms, and
Jeanne-Phaange had chipped in blankets and stuff. She got some kind of kickback from Ricko but |
an't exactly surewhat their deal was.

Mr. von Heber’ d done okay. | think people are crazy, mysdf, but since the cards weren't magic, they
werefdling over themsavesto find out what they said. If we' d said they were magic, or been dumb
enough to admit Mr. von Heber was a hocus, the best we could’ ve hoped for was to get run out of town
onarall.

Mr. von Heber looked up from counting his take when me and Bernard camein, and said, “We ve got to
do something about your hair.”

| was getting punchy with lack of deep, and it took me aminute even to understand what he' d said. |
sad, “What?’

“It'slooking very... peculiar.”
Bernard gave methislook and said, “I can think of some other words.”

“I think you should strip the dye out of it,” Mr. von Heber said before | could get my act together to tell
Bernard what he could do with hiswords.

“You'renuts” | said.

“Whatever it isthat you use, it's not going to be easy to come by outsde of Mé8usine.”
“How long you planning on being gone?’

“Who sayswe re coming back?’

| looked at him for awhile, thinking things through. *'Y ou gonna start paying me?’

“I thought you admitted yoursdlf to bein my debt.”

“Y ou just upped the stakes—and don’t try and act like you don’t know it.”

“What doesit matter to you? Y ou have nothing holding you in Mélusine”

That hurt becauseit wastrue. “It’ sstill my home. | mean, | wasn't ever thinking...” But | couldn’t find no



good way to say what | meant.
“I will reward you for your service,” Mr. von Heber said.

“Them’ sweasdl words.” That sort of thing sounds great in tories, but when somebody trotsit out in red
life, you' d better watch 'em close, because they’ re fixing to pull afast one.

“I can't offer you asdary,” he said, sharp enough that | knew I’ d called him on something he' d thought
he could get away with.

“Y ou want meto leave Méusine, you' d better offer me something more than * The cards say you're
important.””

“Can't thiswait?’ Bernard said. “I don’t know about the two of you, but I'm tired. Fight it out
tomorrow.”

“Whatever,” | said.

“I am crushed by the rebuke of your common sense,” Mr. von Heber said to Bernard, which | thought
was snarkier than it needed to be, but at least it meant we could get some deep.

| had thisweird dream that night. | dreamed about my mother.

Y ou got to understand, | don’t really remember her. | got sold to Keeper when | didn’t have no more
than three indictions, and most of what | knew about my mother iswhat Keeper told me, and that ain’t
much. So | knew shewas awhore, and she had red hair and yellow eyeslike Jenico Sun-Eyesin the
stories, and | knew the weird fucking thing she gave mefor aname. And | knew her name was Methony.
Keegper said she had funny accent, but | never had a clue about where she was from.

So | don't remember her, but every oncein awhile, I'll have adream and she'll beinit. | had nightmares
for indictions after Keeper told me how my mother died, that were just dreams of her burning. Not
screaming or nothing, just burning and burning and staring a me out of the firewith eyeslikeawolf’s.
And I’ll have dreamswhere|’m in some flash house and I’ m supposed to be stedling something, only |
know my mother’s somewhere in the house, and | can’t do nothing until | find her. Mostly | don’t find her
in those dreams, though every oncein awhile, I'll open adoor and ther€' Il be ared-haired woman
gtaring out awindow. And that’swhen | wake up.

Thisdream, | wasin the Cheaps, outside the leather-workers shop. | waswaiting for Ginevra, but |
knew she wouldn’'t come. But it wasn’t no big dedl, and anyway she might show up, so | was leaned
againgt the wall watching people go by. | saw Margot and Lollymeg and Crenna. Anna Christinaand
Elvire waked by, talking like they were old friends. | saw Zephyr acrossthe way, but he didn’t notice me
waving at him—nosein abook like dways. Cardenio was there for awhile, waiting with me, but he
didn’t say nothing. | lost the thread of the dream there for awhile because | wastrying to say | was sorry
for being such aprick, but he didn’t seem hear me, and after awhile Scabious darted out of the crowd
and tugged on hisdeeve, and they both waved at me and left. | remember thinking, it's okay, he don’t
seem mad, and I'll gpologize next time.

| saw some more people go by, most of them dead, and then the door of the leather-workers shop
opened, and my mother came out.

| can't tell you what shelooked like—I couldn't redlly see her, even when | was staring straight at
her—but she stood next to me and said as how she was sorry she’ d let me be sold to Keeper.



“It'sokay,” | said. “1 mean, it could ve been worse.”

That made her even sadder, but | didn’t know why. She was trying to explain to me what had happened,
only shewas aghost and couldn’t use red words, and | was still looking for Ginevra, so | wasn't paying
attention and kept missing what she wanted me to understand. Even in the dream | wanted to smack
myself for it, except there was something important | had to tell Ginevra, something redlly important, and
it was hard to see people in the crowd.

Finally, my mother sighed and started to walk away toward the flower market. But she stopped and
came back and stood in front of me, and dl | can tell you ishow yellow her eyes were. She reached out
and touched my scar, and her fingers were so cold they woke me up.

It was nearly the septad-day. Looked at in daylight, there wasn't nothing | could do about the mud and
stains on my coat and trousers. | was wondering where Mr. von Heber and Bernard were—I’ d heard
‘em get up and go out, about the time Cardenio went off with Scabious—and whether | could talk
Jeanne-Phaange into giving me some breskfast, when they came back. They had breskfast with them,
and secondhand clothing from the store run by Jeanne-Phaene' s head housekeeper’ s second cousin. It
wasall clean, and it didn’t fit too bad.

We changed clothes and ate, and while we were egting, Mr. von Heber said, “ This town has more
gpothecaries and dchemigts than any town I’ ve ever beeniin.”

“Poisoners town,” | said.
“| beg your pardon?’
“Didn’t you know that?’
“Know what?’

“All the court poisoners—back when they had ‘ em—came from Alchemic. All the good ones, anyway.
Quinquill and Godiva Frethwarren and Merleon the Hat. All from Alchemic.”

“Powers,” Mr. von Heber said.

“It'sthe swamp,” | said. | think my dream had made me nervous. “ Stuff grows there that don’'t grow
nowhere else ‘til you get south of St. Millefleur. And | heard there' s stuff there that don’t grow nowhere
dseadl”

“ Interesting. That certainly explainswhy | didn’'t have any trouble getting a powder that should dedl with
your hair.”

“Wedidn't decide we were ‘deding’ with my hair,” | said. | try not to lose my temper with people,
because it’ stoo easy to hurt somebody you' re mad at, but Mr. von Heber wasredly starting to pissme
off.

They both looked sort of taken aback, and | thought, | been letting these guyswalk al over melike they
own me.

“I have come up with an arrangement,” Mr. von Heber said, dmost nervoudly.

“Let'shearit.”



“One-third of whatever money we make isyours. When we don’t have any money, of course, this means
you don’t get paid, but that doesn’t seem egregioudy unfair.”

| wanted to ask what “egregioudy” meant, but | didn’t say nothing.
“What more do you want?’ And | was glad to hear how pissed off he sounded.

“I want to know what you' re doing. What you want Felix Harrowgate for. | ain't leaving Mé8usinefor a
piginapoke.”

“Y our gratitude doesn't stretch very damn far at dl,” Bernard said.

“Shut up, Bernard,” said Mr. von Heber. “He has aright to be curious.” But he didn’t look no happier
than Bernard did.

I"d reached the end of where| gave arat’s asswhat either of them thought. All my choiceslooked
bascaly shitty from here, and | wanted to know if going back to Mélusine on my own—probably to
garve to degth in agutter in Ruthven or something—was really going to be worse than whatever the fuck
it was Mr. von Heber wanted mefor.

He heaved thisbig sigh, like | was asking him to start yanking his own toenails out, and pulled the locket
he wore out of hisshirt. I'd seenit before, but I’ d figured it for some hocus thing like hiswatch fob, and |
hadn't wanted to know no more. But now he pulled it off over his head and opened it and handed it to
me.

It was aminiature, anice one, of aNorvenan-looking girl. She had the white-blond hair, dl in curls
around her face, and her eyes were akind of gray-blue color. She was pretty. | priced the locket at
maybe a septa-gorgon and handed it back.

“AnnaGloriaPietrin,” Mr. von Heber said.

| raised my eyebrows and waited.

“She died twenty-five years ago. We were engaged to be married.”
“Sorry,” | sad.

“She committed suicidein Myro. She was abandoned there by the man who did this,” and hewaved a
hand at his near-usdlesslegs. “ He seduced and betrayed her. His name is Beaumont Livy, and my
purposeishisdeath.”

Fuck, | thought. He redlly doesthink he' sin astory. “How you gonnado that?’ | said.

“I don't know,” he said, and he gave me anasty, nasty smile. “The strong divination | performed at the
turn of the year gave me the name of Felix Harrowgate, and the cards have brought me you. There. Now
you know asmuch as| do.”

Yeah, right. But | hadn’t lost sight of him being ahocus, and | knew | couldn't push much further without
getting mysdlf in some serioustrouble. “ Okay. So you'relooking for thisLivy guy to kill him. And you
don’'t know where heis?’

“Feix Harrowgate can lead meto him,” he said. Whatever a strong divination was, it sure seemed to
work just theway he said divination didn’t. But | didn’t want to get into that, either, and at least now |
knew that he had agod, that there was going to be apoint where he said, “ Okay, we' redone,” and |



could go home.
“Okay,” | said.
“Okay?’

“Y ou want to hire meto help you kill thisBeaumont Livy. Y ou're offering athird of whatever money
you' ve got by thetimewe' re done. Okay. I'll doit.”

“Y ou sound like you' ve done thiskind of thing before,” said Mr. von Heber.
| shrugged. “Y ou think Cornell Teveriuswasthe only one?’

“Oh,” said Mr. von Heber, and it took him a second to get past it. “1n any event, hereisyour third of my
takefrom last night.” He dug in his pocket and handed me two half-gorgons and a septa-centime piece.
“And will you now, for the love of dl the powers, let me get that foul dye out of your hair?’

“You'retheboss” | sad.
Fdix

We reached Hermione near dusk. The hotel they chose was cdled the Chimera Among the Roses, a
defiantly roydist sentiment that had probably gotten someone nearly hanged 150 years ago. Not even the
lioness cared now, and it was clear that the hotel manager had no idea of what his sgn meant. | thought
of Magnus.

The wizards commandeered haf the hotd, including the private parlor and al the best bedrooms. |
observed that Thaddeus was il stuck with the baggage, sharing aroom with Gideon and me, the voldile
and undesirable e ements of the party. | wondered if he had been asked to stand surety for our good
behavior, like athief-keeper retrieving achild from the Ebagtine.

Thaddeus was angry enough. He and Gideon argued in Kekropian half the evening, and the colors
around them showed me the depths of |oathing undernesth their sparring. They hated each other, and il
| did not know why. | sat on the bed | was sharing with Thaddeus and rubbed a my aching hands.
Thaddeus and Gideon ignored me; Thaddeus knew that | was as stupid as an owl about languages, and
that there was thus no need to fear that | would understand their quarrel.

| caught occasiona words—the Bastion, my name, Malkar’ s name, the Kekropian word for
necromancy—enough to understand that they were till arguing about what Malkar had done and how,
about his purpose and the Bastion’ s purpose behind him. But | was till completely unprepared when
Gideon turned and demanded, “ Felix! What do you think?’

Thaddeus snorted. “Y ou'll get more sense out of the hotdl cat. Besides, Lady Victoriaand | already
tried.”

“Yes, | heard you. Felix, what do you think Malkar hopes to accomplish?’
“I... I don’t know. Not what you think.”

“What do you mean by that?’ Thaddeus said, dark with suspicion.

“That he sMdkar. That he never wants what you think.”

“Madness,” Thaddeus said.



“Doyou think s0?’ said Gideon. “| aminclined to think otherwise.”

“Yes, well, it'snot newsthat your mindistwisted.” And he added vicioudy, “Y ou dwayswerealittle
S’]@(.”

Gideon sad, “Isthisredly thetimeto bring up the past?’

“Why not?Why in the name of God should we not talk about it? \We were boys together.” And
Thaddeus smiled, dthough there was nothing good-humored or friendly about it. “ Come, Gideon, let us
reminisce”

“Thaddeus—"

“Yes, let’s. | cantell Felix about being beaten for daring to ask questions, and you can tell him about
being Louis Galiath’ sfavorite minion. Don't you think?’

“Thaddeus—"

“Or are there other stories you' d like to tell? Perhaps you could tell him about the mystery cults of the
Bagtion. I'm sure he' d be fascinated, Perhaps he'll write amonograph.”

“Thaddeus, enough.” The colors around Gideon were terrible with rage and old pain and fear. “ Baiting
me accomplishes nothing, and baiting Fdlix...” | shrank back under thelook he gave me. But al the
passion seemed to go out of him, and he said tiredly, “Baiting Felix should be benegth you.”

“Aren’'t we the gentleman?’ Thaddeus said.

“No. I'm adocker’ s brat from Thrax. Asyou know and have known any time these past fifteen years.
But at least | know what’ s decent behavior and what’ snot. | had imagined a man of your ideals would
be able to distinguish that aswell, but clearly | was mistaken.”

“Areyou quite finished being pompous?’

“Probably not. If you mean, shal we let our disagreement rest until tomorrow—>by al means. Good night,
Thaddeus.”

Thaddeus gave him a savage parody of abow. “ Good night, Gideon.” And snarled at me, “Good night,
Fdix.”

He stalked out. The silence he left behind him seemed amost too thick to breathe. After amoment,
Gideon pushed his hair off hisface with both hands, then turned to me and said, gently, “Y ou need to

deep.”

“Yes, Gideon,” | said and lay down obediently, huddled around my aching hands. But | did not deep,
could not deep. | was still awake when Thaddeus came back in some hours later, and went to deep
findly with his giff, angry presencelike asword beside mein the bed.

Mildmay

Y ou got no ideahow weird it was to look in the palm-size mirror that Mr. von Heber had. | hadn’t been
aredhead since my fourth indiction, and | barely even knew how to look a mysdf. | don't like mirrors
anyway, and | looked fucked up. | mean, just plain wrong.

“Powers, | look likeafreak,” | said.



Mr. von Heber didn’t even look up from his cards. “Y ou looked even more peculiar with a
half-grown-out dye job, | assure you. Why on earth does it bother you so much?’

“No reason.”
“Oh, come now.” Hedid look up, then, and his eyes were like skewers. “Redly. Why?’

| put the mirror down. | didn’t smash it, dlthough | felt likeit. “ * Cause| don't like people looking a my
face, okay?’

“Oh. Oh, I'm sorry.” Something in his eyes changed, and | had the funny feding that he was seeing me
now, instead of just the guy on his stupid card, the Knight of Swords. “How did it happen?’

“A knifefight. | had aseptad and six, and | was stupid with it. | knew the other guy was no good, and he
knew hewas no good. If he'd been good, I'd've lost an eye. Or part of my nose. Or, you know, |'d be
dead. So| guess|’m lucky.”

“It issometimes difficult to be grateful for luck,” he said, real dow and careful, like now he wanted to
break something, and | knew what he meant.

“Yeah,” | said. “ Sometimesitis”

Mr. von Heber laid his cards out over and over again al day, and then after we closed up The Mule's
Daughter, fuck meif hedidn’t start laying ‘em out again. Bernard rolled hiseyes at me, and | took his
meaning. No point arguing. Me and Bernard went to deep, but we were woken up a couple hours later
by Mr. von Heber cursing something terrible. | sat up and saw he' d dropped his cards. But it didn’t seem
like that was what he was pissed off about. “What' swest of Méusine?’ he said when he saw | was
awake. “West and south.”

“Um,” | said. “Dunno. What kind of thing you after?’
“I don’t know! The Spire card keegps coming up, but I'll be damned if | can figure out why.”

| thought, while Bernard got down on the floor and started picking up the cards. “ There sariver. The
Linlowing. It runsinto the Sim about three septad-miles south of here. There' s some decent-sized towns.
Lottafarm land.”

“Towns. Anything like atower, or acathedra—anything like that?’
Bernard said, “ Couldn’t thiswait until morning?’

“No,” Mr. von Heber said, and he was still staring at me like he was going to open up my skull to look
for the answers herein aminute.

“I don't know,” | said. “I’m sorry, but | realy don't. Y ou could ask Jeannne-Phalene.”

“Hal” said Mr. von Heber. He grabbed his canes and was off. Bernard barely got up in time to hold the
door for him.

And my stupid fucking curiosity got the better of me, and | went after them.

Jeanne-Pha ange aways took the night shift at the front desk of the Long Time Coming. She liked to dedl
with the nighttime weirdness hersdlf.



“Nicehair,” she said to me when | followed Bernard into the |obby.

“Thanks.” | caught thelook Mr. von Heber was giving me and said,

“ Jeanne-Phalene, you know about any towers or anything southwest of here?’
“Towers?| think there’ san old wizard’ stower or something in Hermione, but—"
“Hermione?’ said Mr. von Heber. “How far away isHermione?’

“Two daysif you got afast horse. Half adecad if you don’t. Or you can catch the diligence to Sharcross.
It takes about three days.”

“Thank you,” said Mr. von Heber, with alook on hisface that said as how the diligence could go right on
without us, and that’ d be okay. “We Il leave tomorrow then.”

“Okay,” sad Jeanne-Phaange, “but you know Ricko’s going to be sobbing into his beer barrels”

Mr. von Heber waved that away—him and Ricko didn’t like each other onelittle bit—and said, “Come
on,” to Bernard and me. “We' d better get some deep.”

“Good night,” said Jeanne-Phaange, and you could’ ve used theirony in her voiceto load a catapult. But
shedidn’t ask questions. It was dl the same to Jeanne-Phalange.

Fdix

| wanted to find the yellow-eyed man, the true yellow-eyed man. But my dreamswere full of murk and
evil, and | could not raise mysdlf clear of Hermione, of the wizard' stower at its center like the hub of a
whed.

Inthe daylight, | told mysdlf | was being stupid. Thewizard' stower wasn't anywhere near the center of
the town, and it was certainly nothing like a hub; it was astubby thing like ahaf-meted candle, two
blocks focusthe river that formed Hermione' s southern boundary. But at night, the tower was black and
terrible, and my dreamsrevolved helplesdy around it.

Onthethird day, | tried to tell Thaddeus that there was something wrong with the tower, but he just
laughed a me. That night, my dreams were worse than ever; there was something in the tower watching
me, watching dl of us. Itseyeswere dark and hungry, and it was not dive.

It was late morning when | woke up, for when the dream had let me go, | had fallen into a sodden, heavy
blackness that contained neither dreams nor rest. The others were gone—I could fed their
absence—except Gideon, who was itting in achair by the window, making notes in the endpapers of a
book called A Treatise upon Spirit. He said, without looking up, “They’ ve gone to frighten the Mayor.”

“Oh,” | said. The colors around him were blue with concentration, luminous asthe sky. | was afraid |
would disurb him.

Hesad, “Breskfast istill laid out in the parlor.”

“Thank you,” | said. | got up, washed my face and hands, and went downstairs, where | breskfasted on
soggy toast and congealed eggs and cold teaas strong asiron. It was better than nothing. | knew that a
year ago | would have rung the bell, or shouted for the maid, and demanded fresh tea and new toast, but
the knowledge was dim and distant and useless.

| stayed downstairs aslong as | could, but | was anxious about the maids wanting to clear the room, and



the thought of having to speak to one of them, even to say, | beg your pardon, was more than | could
bear. | went back to the bedroom. Gideon looked up at my entrance and did not say, Oh, it’syou,
athough | saw it around him. Instead, after amoments contemplation, he put his book down and said,
“Let’sgoout.”

“Where?

“I don't know. Surdly there must be something in Hermione worth seeing besides that damned tower.
Oldfortifications or gardens or something.”

“But won't Thaddeus—"
“Damn Thaddeus. Put your shoeson, and I'll ask the desk clerk about sites of interest.”

Thaddeus would be angry if hefound out. But | put my shoes on, because Gideon said to and because |
had been stuck in that room for three days, and | did not loveit. | was standing by the door, wondering if
| should go downgtairsto find Gideon or if | should wait, when he came back in.

“There you are. Areyou ready?’

“yYes”

“Come on, then. The desk clerk saysthe Municipa Gardens across the river are worth alook.”
“Inthe middle of Petrop?’

“There' s ahedge maze. Hedge mazes are interesting year-round.”

Hewastreating me like a person instead of an inconvenience or adisgrace. | could no more refuse to go
with him than someone freezing to death could refuse the offer of ablanket. | put my coat on and
followed him out of the Chimera Among the Roses.

It was abeautiful day for Petrop, the sun only half-obscured by clouds and the air no more than chilly.
Wewalked briskly but without hurry, at first without speaking, but then Gideon began to tell me stories
of his childhood in Thrax before he had been conscripted by the Bastion—in Kekropia, wizards could be
pressed into service as young as thirteen—and | was able to respond with afew harmless, amusing things
that | remembered from my early daysin the Mirador. My mind was clear; athough most of the people
who passed us had the heads of animals, | knew that these were merely halucinations, neither true nor
necessary, and they did not frighten me.

Aswe descended a et of stairstoward the river, Gideon said, “1 have been wondering since | first saw
you: how did you cometo Mé8usne?’

“| beg your pardon?’
“I did not think Troians ventured away from the coast.”
“Who?

Hewasadtair ahead of me; he turned to look up and back, frowning, “Y ou must be Troian. Y our hair,
your height, your eyesand skin.”

“I... I thought maybe | was Cdoxan,” | said timidly, skirting around the snarl of liesand truth, Makar
and Pharaohlight, that comprised my past.



“Cdoxan!” Hesnorted. “You're Troian. Y ou can't be anything e se”

“Who are Troians?’

“Troians are the people who once ruled haf this continent.”

“Oh.”

We had reached the path leading to the Linlowing Bridge; Gideon dropped back to walk beside me.

“They aretdl, red-haired, pae-skinned. They have ydlow eyes.” Like one of mine, the good one. “Oh,”
| said again.

“The Empire ill tradeswith them, but, as| said, | thought they never went inland. There are till, er,
folk-bdliefs”

“Rather,” | sad. | could imagine what kind of folk-beliefs he was talking about. Keeper dways sad my
hair was unlucky, and beat mefor it Lorenzo scoffed at superstition; he saw my hair asadraw and he
made it be one. But the men who chose me were the men who wanted the illusion of danger in their
cheap transactions with a chegp teenage whore. Malkar too, had traded on my hair with his story about
Caoxan nohility, athough apparently that was as much alie aseverything e se.

Gideon broke in urgently on my thoughts. “When was this bridge built? Do you know?’
1] NO-”

The Linlowing River was atributary of the Sim; asit flowed through Hermioneit was wider thanthe Sm,
but dower. The Linlowing Bridge stood on five pairs of pylons; each pylon was carved in the shape of a
man kneling in theriver, so that the bridge appeared to be supported on their shoulders. They stared out
with blank, solemn faces, softened by time and water and wind, five looking east and five looking west.
Gideon was entranced.

“It looks like Cymdlunar work.” Aswe reached the first pair of knegling men, he leaned out over the
parapet in away that made me nervous. “Which would mean it’ sruinoudy old. Do you know anything
aboutitat dl?

“ NO_”

“Therewill be someoneto ask,” he said cheerfully and, much to my relief, straightened up. Then he
frowned a me. “Y ou’ ve gone white asa sheet. Areyou dl right?’

“I'mfine”
Helooked at the statue' s head, then back at me. “Heights?’

“No. Redly, I'mfine” | started walking, becauseit wasn't the height that frightened me, it wasthe water
undernegth. Obligingly, he followed me; even more obligingly, hedidn’t pressfor an answer.

Hermione no longer extended to the south bank of the Linlowing, if ever it had. The great bridge served
primarily as an awe-inspiring entrance to the town for traders from the south, and asthetown’s
connection to the farmlands that supported it. The only land south of the Linlowing that belonged to the
city wasthe expanse of the Municipa Gardens. They were vadt, rigidly landscaped and bleak with
winter. The entrance price was two centimes, Gideon paid, and we went through the gate. Gideon struck
up a conversation about the Linlowing Bridge with the gatekeeper, who must have been both lonely and



bored at thistime of year, and because no one forbade me, | wandered away aong the carefully tended
path.

Everything waslaid out in agtrict geometry, exactingly and mercilessy pruned. Thefountainsweredl dry
and glent, prisoners of winter. | walked through a topiary—where the woven, |eafl ess shapes made my
eyes hurt—climbed a narrow staircase and found myself in a gazebo, looking north at Hermione proper.
Clearly the gardens designers had intended this as a splendid vista, evoking civic pridein the
garden-gtralling burghers. | remembered standing on the Crown of Nails, looking out across Méusine,
and to me Hermione seemed petty and dull.

But from here, | could seethe wizard’ stower. It looked as| knew it did, short, squat, the windows
boarded up, and empty patchesin itsred-tile roof. The tower in my dreamswas the creation of my
madness, the black looming shape of my fear—nothing to do with the real world. “Y ou are mad, Felix
Harrowgate,” | said to myself and turned to go. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw the black shadow of
the tower stretching acrosstheriver, reaching for me. | spun back, and there were no shadows at all. It
was amost noon, and in any event, athree-story tower two blocksin from the Linlowing’ s northern bank
could not cast ashadow that could reach me here. | knew that. But now | was afraid to take my eyes off
the tower. And thelonger | looked &t it, the more it seemed to me that the real tower was theoneinmy
dreams, that this dilapidated structure was only afacade. And if that was true, then therest of my dream
was true, and there was something in that tower, something terrible. | had to make Thaddeus believe me;
| knew that, and at the sametime, | knew he never would.

“Fdix?’ Gideon'svoice, and | amost broke my neck getting down the stairs again. Whether | could
make anyone believe me or nat, | knew | could never be convincing with the tower where | could seeit.
And only then, back down on the path and trotting toward Gideon, did | think to wonder if maybe
Gideon would believe me,

“Thaddeus would flay meif | lost you,” hesaid. “Let’ sgo look & the hedge maze.”

“Doyou like mazes?’ | said, more or lessa random. | waswondering how | could tell him about my
dreamswithout sounding like... well, like amadman.

Gideon gtarted talking about the theory and practice of mazes—mazes made of hedges, mazes made of
gtones, mazesinlaid in the floors of templesin the Myrian Mountains, amaze made of mirrorsthat was
said to have stood in Cymellune before it sank. He mentioned the string mazes of the wizards of Lunness
Point and the dance-made mazes of the far north. He told me about the De Doctrina Labyrinthorum
written by Ephreal Sand, who had gone mad and spent hislast years drawing insoluble mazes, first with
pen and paper, then with adtick in the dirt, then with hisfinger in the dust, and findly in hisown blood on
the walls and floors and windows.

At that point, Gideon broke off abruptly and said, “I beg your pardon.”
“WM!

“I have atendency—I’ ve been told about it before, | assure you—to well, to go on rather about things
that interest me. | must be boring you to tears.”

“I"m not bored,” | said, because | wasn't.

“Thenyou are unique.” Hismomentary smilelit up hisface like aflash of sunlight through clouds. “But |
really have done about three peopl€ s share of thetalking, and | ought to let you get aword in
edgewise”



“There sthemaze,” | sad.

“Oh good. The gatekeeper’ s description has not led me to hope for gresat things, but perhaps| shal be
pleasantly surprised.”

The hedges of the maze were only about shoulder high on Gideon, which was some comfort. At least we
could not become permanently lost. “ That tower marksthe center,” Gideon said. | followed the direction
of hispointing finger rather wildly, but the wizard’ stower was not lying in wait for me. The center of the
maze had a square wooden openwork tower, with aroofed platform at the top. “If we climb up there,
we' |l be able to see our way back.”

We gtarted into the maze. Gideon led me confidently, muttering things under his breath about various
books he' d read, and within ten minutes we had come to the wooden tower.

“As| expected,” he said. “Shdl we climb up?’
“All right,” | said.

Five short flights of stairs brought usto the platform. Gideon leaned on therailing, looking out. “I1t' sanice
maze,” he said, “but child-smple”

| leaned beside him, looking at the neat square symmetry of the lines of the hedge. And | said, before
wasfully surel wasgoing to, “Do you bdievein dreams?’

“How do you mean?’ he sad, tilting hishead to look at me.

“Do you think they can... that they cantdl thetruth?’

After ameditative silence, Gideon said, “Asl| recal, the Mirador teaches that they cannot.”
“Yes. | mean, no. |...” | trailed off in confusion.

Gideon said mildly, “I’ve never liked Cabdine dogma.”

“Butyou... thatis...”

“Yes, | hate the Bastion, but that’s more persond than doctrind. | admire the Cabd quite dreadfully,
mind you, but | think they were, in some ways, misguided. It isfoolish to say, Smply because one does
not wish to have any truck with necromancers, that the magic that makes necromancy possibleisevil.”

“But dreams don’'t—"

“Have anything to do with necromancy? Y ou say so only because you have not been properly taught.
What do you believe about dreams?’

“I don’'t know. I know my dreams are Strange. They aways have been. There was an old man—he's
dead now, s0 | guessit can't hurt to tell you about him. He taught me how to control my dreamsalittle,
to keep the nightmares away, and | didn’t think about them much for along time. But they’ ve gotten
worse, since... since the Curia put me under interdict. More... more true, somehow.”

“Well, with your magic out of theway,” Gideon said, but he wasn't talking to me, not redly; thelook in
hiseyeswas one I’ d come to recognize, that distant but not at al dreamy expression that meant he was
on thetrack of an errant splinter of thaumaturgica theory.

“But | thought you said my dreams were like necromancy.”



“Good gracious, no. | said they were related to necromancy, and so they are. True dreams of the sort
you' re talking about exist in the same world of the spirit as ghosts and revenants—and the forces of
divination, for that matter. But dreaming isn’t magic, dthough for some people it can comeclose”

“Y ou mean likewhat Makar did?’

“No!” Gideon sad, vehemently enough to make meflinch. “What Makar did is something completely
different. It'scalled asending, and it is one of the nastiest pieces of magic the Bastion hasfailed to
outlaw. Sendings use other peopl€e s dreams, not the caster’ s own. But that’ s not what you' re talking
about, if I’'m understanding you correctly.”

“I don’t think I’ ve ever used anyone e s¢ sdreams.”
“You'd know if you had. Do you dream about the future?’

“losgphinus—that was the old man’s name, the one who helped me. losephinus Pompey—he said |
could, but it was better not to. He said it never helped. | just... | dream abouit redl things. | think.”

“What do you mean?’

It was the opening | had been both hoping for and dreading, “ Thetower,” | said, al inarush. “There's
something awful in the tower and tried to tell Thaddeus, but he won't listen. Gideon, can you talk to
him?’ | saw the refusal before Gideon said anything; the colors around him darkened and furled like

wings.

“Fdix, I'm sorry. | can't. Hewon't listen to me, and—I know it’s hard to believe, but truly—I would
only makethingsworse.”

“It' sdl right. | didn’t mean...”

“No, | am sorry. But it probably isn't as bad as you think. | don’t know very much about the history of
thiswizard' stower, but probably you're just fedling... echoes of the past.”

“It' sthere. It’sthere now. It swatching us”

“Areyou sure,” Gideon said very gently, “that it isn't just anightmare?’
Yes, | thought. “No,” | said doud. “Maybe you'reright.”

An uncomfortable pause, and he said, “We' d better be getting back.”
“Yes” | said hopeesdy and followed him back through the maze.

The othersdidn’t return to the Chimera Among the Roses until nearly sundown, and they were
tremendoudy pleased with themselves. They had extracted the keys from the Mayor, and a promise that
repairs to the tower would be undertaken as soon as the wizards told him what they needed. was amost
sorry for the Mayor of Hermione.

But thelonger | sat and listened to the wizards making plans, the worse the fegling got, the residue of my
dreams, the knowledge that the thing in the tower was hungry and waiting and powerful. And findly,
athough | knew it would do no good, athough Thaddeus had dready laughed a me, | said, “ Thaddeus,
can | tak to you?’' | knew no one else would listen to me; the other wizards al avoided me asif | werea
leper—except for Vicky, whose mind was asinflexible as an iron rod—and Shannon was il looking



through me asif | were not there. The guard lieutenant wasfaith fully following Shannon’ sleed, and the
guardswere dl copying their lieutenant. If Gideon would not help me, there was only Thaddeus I ft.

His eyebrows went up, adow, deliberate display of incredulity, apause long enough to attract the
others attention and make them aware of the burdens he labored under. Then he said, “Very well. |
assume you mean privately?’

| nodded, embarrassment choking me, and followed him up to the bedroom we shared with Gideon. It
was adready going wrong; the Stuation was dready twisting out of true. But the only way out wasto go
forward.

“Wdl?’
“Thetower,” | said. “Thaddeus, there' s something there. | canfed it, and it's dangerous. Y ou have to—"

“Oh, for thelove of God. This again? Fdix, it'sabuilding. It' s been deserted for two centuries. There's
nothing there but pigeons and spiders and rats.”

“Can'tyoufed itat dl?’ | said, athough | knew it wasthe wrong thing even as| said it. Thaddeuswas
only amiddling-powerful wizard, and it had dways been asore point with him.

“No,” hesaid, and | saw red sparking around him. “Because there' s nothing there. Look. I [l proveit to
you. We'll go there tomorrow, you and I. Lady Victoriawants someone to have alook at the roof, and
you can seethat there' s nothing there but cobwebs. All right?’

“Ya”
“And don't flinch like that!”
“Yes, Thaddeus,” | said, but he was dready halfway back down the stairs.

| followed him asfar asthe doorway, where | heard him say, “ Felix thinks there’ sabogeyman in the
tower,” and | turned and fled back up to he bedroom. No one would come to look for me; no one
cared. | shut my eyes, sothat | could pretend | was't crying, and eventudly | fell adeep.

Thething in the tower watched meadl night long.

Thaddeus wasin adangeroudy good mood in the morning, the sort that was bright and sparkling
because it was made of shards of glass. | said nothing, even when he made al the guards laugh by saying
we were off to hunt my nightmares. He could still change hismind if | gave him areason.

Thaddeus and | did not speak on our way through the streets of Hermoine. The tower was squét,
decrepit, wearing its deceitful face of neglect. But | could fed the truth; as we approached, | began to see
the darkness spreading out like apool from the door. Thaddeus waded into without even noticing. |
stopped with the darkness coiling around my ankles and watched, unable either to force mysdf to follow
him or to call his back. The darkness roseto his calves, histhighs, hisribs. He was neck degp in it when
he reached the door and turned to look back.

“Wel? Areyou coming?’

| amost said, Don't talk! You' Il swallow darkness. But | could hearing my own head how mad that



sounded. | stepped forward.

The darknesswas dry and cold and heavy without having any weight | felt it on my skin; my clothing was
no protection. Thaddeus said, “ The ground isn’t going to open up and swallow you, so you can quit
walking like acat on eggshells.” Hetook the key to the tower out of his coat pocket and fitted it in the
lock.

Everything became very dill, asif the tower were holding its breeth. It had been deserted for two
hundred years, l€ft to its shadows and cobwebs and dust—and the thing that watched me in my dreams.
| realized, as Thaddeus muttered in Midlander and applied magic to the corroded mechanism of the lock,
that the tower had been influenced by itsinhabitant, as any object was influenced by the magic that
moved through it. The stones of the tower partook of that watching spirit and shared of its darkness.

A bright blue spark arced out from the key, and it revolved obediently in the lock.

“Hal” said Thaddeus and pulled the door open. The hinges howled with rust, and the door juddered to a
halt only half-open. Darkness poured out, engulfing us both, and on the instant it disgppeared, dthough |
could dtill fed it whispering against my skin.

“Comeon,” Thaddeus said, caling witchlight, and stepped through the door. | understood suddenly why
he had agreed to bring me here; it meant that he was the first person into the tower. Vicky would be
asking his opinion on the repairs needed, the tower’ s suitability for what they meant to do. | remembered
how grestly it had chafed at Thaddeus not to be appointed to the Curia, how bitter he had been in the
months before he had gotten the position in Aurdlias, that Vidaand | had been chosen—and not only
was | the youngest member of the Curia by nearly ten years, but everyonein the Mirador knew how
much Stephen hated me—and he, Thaddeus de Lalage, had been rgected. | knew how closeit had
cometo poisoning hislove for Vida He needed to fed important, needed to have power. All wizards
were like that to some extent, but in few of them wasit the parched craving that it wasin Thaddeus.

| followed him into the tower and found myself in anarrow staircase between the stones of the outer wall
on my right and awooden interior wall on my |eft. The wood was in better shapethan | had
expected—no sign of termites or worms—and, | thought, there won't be any spiders, either. Nothing
living. | followed the dim blue glow of Thaddeus' switchlights up and around, past doorsin the inner wall
that he did not stop to try. The wizard' s workroom, the room the Cabalines needed, would be at the top
of the tower, where there was the cleanest meeting of the stonesraised from the earth and the vast power

of the ky.

The staircase ended in atrapdoor. It wasn't bolted, and Thaddeus did not need magic to shove it open.
We climbed into the workroom.

Therewasn't any dust.

| stayed by the trapdoor as Thaddeus prowled around. The room was circular, bare, strewn with bits of
glass from the broken windows. The floor was marked in places, where heavy furniture had once stood,
and therewas ared circle still visble under the apex of the roof, asif it had been drawn so many times
that it could not be erased. My gaze kept returning to it; even if the floor caved in, | thought, that circle
would sill be there, drawn on nothing but the air.

Thaddeus was examining the windows. | was drawn, step by step, acrossthefloor to the circle. | could
not tell, now, if it was my need for knowledge that drove me or the hunger of the thing that infected this
tower.

The circlewas six feet in diameter; the dim, blurry line that marked it was two incheswide. | could not



tell what it had been drawn with, chalk or paint or something else; there was only rednesseft, ingrained
in the ancient gray boards of the floor, dustless, waiting.

| stepped into thecircle.

With the suddenness of a blink, the room changed. The marks on the floor were concedled by the
furniture that had made them. There was along table to the right of the trapdoor and an enormous,
looming cabinet, my height or better, fitted with an array of smal drawers, its clawed feet tensing into the
floor. And there was along, low chest, under the window where Thaddeus had been standing a moment
ago, with cushions on it so that it could be used as a couch. Right now, there was awoman sitting there,
dressed like aman. She had a solemn, horsey face and wore her coarse brown hair braided around her
head. She seemed to be staring at me, but after a panic-stricken moment, | realized she was looking at
some thing behind me, and | turned around.

The man standing there, gems flashing on hisfingers as his hands moved, was clearly explaining something
to the woman: teaching. Unlike her baggy |aborer’ s clothing, his clothes were silk and velvet. His black
hair, streaked with slver, hung in lovelocks to his shoulders; his eyeswere dark and very bright. Despite
the glver in hishair, he was very young maybe no more than two or three yearsolder than |, very little
older than the woman. She was his student, she was a stronger wizard than he, and she would not deep
with him. | could see dl these thingsin theway helooked &t her.

| knew that in this one scene | was witnessing months of interactions months of the woman’ s sdlf-evident
excellence, months of her sublime indifference to any aspect of her teacher’ s personaity save hisability to
tell her what she wanted to know. Months—or perhaps years—of his knowing that she would be
leaving, that she would find a better master who could teach her more, that he himsdlf would be stuck in
this squat, ugly tower in this backwater town until his brains rotted and dribbled out his ears. Most
wizardswould ingst, sncerely and desperately, that they were above the fedings that such reflections
gtirred in the human breast. Probably the black-haired wizard would once have said so himsdif.

The scene changed. Now it was night in the tower; lit candles stood on every flat surface. The
black-haired wizard was aone. There were books open on the table, diagrams scrawled on scraps of
paper, chaked on the plaster of thewalls. Although his school of magic waslargely foreignto me, | could
tell that the spell wastoo big for him, that his resentment and anger and bitterness had driven him to
magics better |eft Aone, that his gnawing sense of inferiority was pushing him to attempt aworking he
knew he could not control.

He spoke aword, which penetrated the circle and the barriers of time; | heard it with an awful clarity,
and | knew it was the name of the thing he summoned, the thing that <till watched in the tower, the thing
that wasnot dive: fantéme.

| did not know the word fantdme, although it was Marathine. Much of the study of necromancy had
been lost when the Caba declared necromancy a heresy and started burning books. But | did not need
to know what a fantéme was to know that the black-haired wizard was making aterrible mistake. No, |
said, athough | knew he couldn’t hear me; | didn't hear mysdlf. Don't doit.

The black-haired wizard stepped into the circle. | edged aside, even though he could not fed me. Hewas
chanting, and | could seethelight in hisrings.. | felt thething, the fantbme, coming into being; it waslikea
miasmainthecircle. It stlank of rotting lilacs, and | no longer wondered that spiders and rats would fleeit.
The wizard extended his hands, palms up, and the dim, shining dudge of the fantdme flowed into them.
He shut his eyesfor amoment, staggering; when he opened them again, | saw the fantdme like a sheen of
oil on hisirises. Together, wizard and fantdme, they stepped out of the circle. | watched asthey crossed
the room to the trapdoor, descended out of sight. | knew where they were going, and when they



regppeared with the woman dung over their shoulder, | was not surprised. They threw her down inthe
circle. | tried to move out of the way, but found | could not cross the boundary and was forced to stand
with my feet in hers. The wizard was giggling to himsalf—or perhapsit was the fantome, since | could
heer it, just at the edges of my hearing, afaint, whispering, grating sound. He got aknife and a stick of
chalk; | watched as he chaked signs around the woman, and then on her forehead and on her pams. She
woke up before he was done and tried to move, but the fantdome’ s power held her, and she could do no
more than twitch. She spoketo him, | thought, but 1 did not know what she said. All | could hear was
that terrible chittering, the fantdme bubbling over with delight.

And when his preparations were made, the wizard butchered his student, and the fantdme fed on her pain
and fear, fed on her death and her magic. | watched her blood as it spread across the floor; when it
encountered the chalked sigils around the circle, it flowed into their shapes. From them, it flowed into the
circleitsdf, until | was standing inside aring of blood, and now | knew why that circle could not be
eradicated. Even the teachings of the Cabal admitted that workings with blood were powerful beyond the
strength of the caster. That was one reason they were forbidden.

| could fed the fantdbme’ s power growing; when the ritua was done, the woman deed, the wizard no
longer controlled what he had called, if ever he had. He could not banish it, and the shinein thewizard' s
eyes was the shine of madness and death and blackest despair.

| watched helplesdy as he gathered her body together and Ieft the room, watched helplessly ashe
returned. | could fed the struggle between them, fantdme and wizard; it made the air thick, viscous. |
thought | would choke on the stench of rotted lilacs. The wizard crossed the room, one stiff step at a
time; he stopped in front of the chest where | had first seen the woman sitting. He climbed up oniit,
athough the power of the fantdme nearly dragged him off backwards. But there was a difference
between magic and will, and the fantdme had no magic of its own with which to compd him; it only had
the thunderous, besting force of itswill. And | had seen in his eyes when he came back up the stairs that
there was nothing it could offer him, no power, no glory, that would mean anything.

He shoved both hands through the window glass. There was a terrible moment when he wobbled on the
chest, and the fantdme nearly succeeded in forcing him back down into the room, and then he threw
himsdf through the window, heedfird.

There was an endless howling moment of blackness, and then | was snapped back into the present day,
where Thaddeus was turning from the window—the window the black-haired wizard had just thrown
himsdlf out of—and | was standing in afaded, innocuouscircle.

... fantéme... said the breeze through the broken window, and | smelled rotting lilacs.
| screamed, and bolted out of the circle.

“What in the seven names of God?’” said Thaddeus, but | could fed the fantbmein the air of the room,
could fedl its hunger, and the unerring eye of apredator for weak prey. And I could no more shut it out
than that broken window could shut out the wind. The fantdme was gathering itsdlf out of the dustlessair,
marshding its strength, and then it would walk in and claim whatever there was to be found.

| would have screamed again, but | couldn’t catch my breath. | flung mysdlf, scrambling, scrabbling, at
the stairs, and did not fall headfirst down them only by luck, an outflung hand that caught the far edge of
the opening and steadied me long enough that my feet got under me.

Thaddeus was shouting behind me as| ran down the stairs, but | did not heed him. The fantdme was
bounded by the same working that gave it strength. That ring of blood held it in that room, confined it to
the tower; it could not follow me out the door and into the deserted square, where | dumped to my



knees, panting, almost sobbing for breath, my heart beating in my chest like aterrified bird.

| heard Thaddeus dam the door of the tower. Thetide of his contempt and disgust swept ahead of him; |
understood that he found my madness revolting, asif | were masturbating in public. The color wasa
sullen, lurid ydlow, the color of hile.

| wanted to cry out, I’'mnot doing it on purpose! but | choked the words back. Instead, | got to my
feet again, so that by the time Thaddeus ached me and had come around to stand in front of me, | was at
least not on my kneeslike apenitent dave.

“God, Felix, what is wrong with you?” Thaddeus demanded, hiswords like hammers. He wanted an
gpology, an admission of weakness and wrongdoing.

“It' safantdme,” | said. “Thething... in the workroom—it was called up by the last wizard who used the
tower, and when he couldn’t get rid of it he threw himsalf out the window, and it’ s still—"

Thaddeus hit me.

It was an open-handed blow, but hard enough to stagger me. When | touched my mouth, my fingers
came away bloody; | had bitten my lip.

“Shut up,” Thaddeus said.
“But, Thaddeus—"

“I said, shut up!” | flinched, dropping my gaze, and | flt hisdisgusted satisfaction asclearly asif he'd hit
me again. “I’ve had enough of these pathetic efforts at sabotage—you leave me no choice but to tell
Lady Victoria”

“Sabotage? Why would 1...”

Thelook in hiseyeswas al the answer | needed, but he said, “1 have wondered if you were as unwilling
to be Madkar’ stool asyou claim. And thisfarrago about amongter in the tower... Y ou haven't done
much damage to our mission yet, and | intend to see you don't get the chance.”

“Youthink I... youthink Makar... you're crazier than | am!”
He gave me athin-lipped, furious smile. “Wewill seeif Lady Victoriaagreeswith you.”

He turned and strode out of the square with the brisk arrogance of aman who had never imagined the
possihility of hisbeing inthe wrong. | followed him, because his theory would only ook more convincing
if I did not. Behind us the fantdme waited in its dustless room, watching with the patience of a predator
who aways hungered yet could never starve.

Mildmay

We ended up buying tickets on the Sharcross diligence, athough me and Bernard had to take seats on
theroof. Mr. von Heber was mad as awet cat about the whole thing. But the diligence would get usto
Hermionein three days, and | hadn’t been able to see usdoing it in less than adecad, considering Mr.

von Heber’ s norma walking speed.

The second night, in the onetiny hotel room that was al we could afford—and I’ d voted for degping on
the floor instead of sharing the bed with elther of them—Mr. von Heber got his cards and hiswatch fob
out again. Bernard rolled his eyes and went down to the bar. | stayed put. | didn’t want to go drinking



with Bernard, | didn’t want to wander down there and find out whether | could get myself into a game of
Long Tiffany, even though the money would' ve been nice, and | was getting interested in Mr. von
Heber’scards. | can't help it sometimes.

“Whatchalooking for tonight?’ | said.

He shrugged alittle, shuffling. “Information. The Spireisabad card.” Heflipped it out of thedeck so|
could see, ahig black shiny needldikething, with thisguy...

| gave the card back to Mr. von Heber. “What' swith the guy?’
“Theimpaed man, you mean?’ he said, shuffling it back into the deck.
“The guy with the spike through his guts, yesh. What' s he mean?’

“I told you. The Spireisabad card. It can mean alitera tower, but it also meansafal from aheight,
whether literd or figurative, the destruction of something old and vauable. It meansisolation,
abandonment. It isthe card of the scapegoat.”

“All themthings?’
He raised an eyebrow a me. “The card dso meansfaling prey to your own self-confidence.”
“Oh. Yesh. I'mwith you. But how do you know which thing it means.?’

“Wadll, you don't exactly. That’ swhy reading the Sibyllineisan art. He started laying the cards out, and |
shut up.”

| recognized the Desth card when it came up, and there was the Spire again. And there was awhole
bunch of other cards | didn’t know, but they didn’t look pretty. Mr. von Heber’ s frown got darker and
darker, and after awhile he said, “Either I’'m asking the wrong question, or there’ s some thing extremely
peculiar about the tower in Hermione.”

He swept the cards up again, shuffled, flipped the Spire card out. Then he shuffled again, and again—I
lost count, but | think he did a septad, like the redlly superdtitious cardplayers do when their luck’ s out.
Then he cut the deck and flipped acard out. It landed across the Spire card.

“Shit,” | said.

“Yes” hesad.

The Death card, black and gold, laid there and laughed at us.
“What's that mean?’ | said.

“Thetower is death. The tower contains death. The tower isaplace of stagnation, or a place where the
dead can betalked to. | don't think it means anything good, but | don’t know what the cards are trying
totdl me”

“D’you got some other method? | mean, | knew people who did tealeaves and shit like that.”

“Tealeaves are even more obscure than the cards. Most forms of divination are.” But | noticed he didn’t
say nothing like, Oh, never mind, I’ [l try again tomorrow. And | surewasn't saying, Cut this shit out
so | can get some sleep. We d get to Hermione tomorrow.



“I wish I knew more about thistower,” Mr. von Heber said. “ Y ou’ ve never heard anything?’
“Nope. Sorry.”

“Why doesn't it have awizard in it? The Mirador sendswizards out al over the place—why not oneto
Hermione?’

“I redlly don't know.”
“I’'m sorry. | wasn't asking you. | wasjust asking. What' sthe matter with thistower?’

| amost didn't say it, but he looked like he wasredlly racking his brains. “Could it be aghost or
something?’

“I beg your pardon?’
My face was getting hot. “Nothing. | wasjust... | mean...”

“The Sbyllineis certainly trying to tell me about something dead. But even a haunting wouldn't give
readingslikethis”

“But, | mean, what dseisthere?’

“All kinds of things,” he said, and | could tell by theway he said it that they weren’t none of them nice
things. “ But”—he sighed dl the way up from his boots—"there’ s another kind of divination | can try.”

“Y ou don't sound happy about it.”

“I don't like automeatic writing. It's a necromantic technique to start with and my teacher dways said it
was better |€eft to the necromancers.”

“What isit, exactly?’
“If you'll ask at the desk if | can borrow pen, ink, and paper, I'll show you.”

So | went back downgtairs. The gal at the desk wasn't redl crazy about the whole idea, but she was even
less crazy about having me hanging around al night, and she caved pretty quick. | came away with abill
of lading from last indiction, ahaf-full jar of rusty ink, and aserioudy mangy quill. Bernard was il in the
bar and not likely to be much help anyway. | went back upstairs aone.

“Mr. von Heber?’

Hewaslaying out his cards again, and said without looking up, “ Y ou can cal me Mavortian, you know.
| shan't be offended.”

“Okay. I, um...”

Helooked at what I’ d got and pushed his cards out of theway. “It’ Il do. If thisisgoing to work, it won't
takelong.”

“So what’re you gonna do?’

“ Automatic writing is one of the most direct forms of divination. The diviner goesinto atrance and
writes.”

“Writeswhat?’



“That’ stheinteresting part. If it works—and oftentimesit doesn’ t—one writes the answer to aquestion
or the words closest to the shape of the pattern. Frequently, one merely writes gibberish. But it isthe only
form of divination | know of that produces smple words.” He found aclear space on the paper and
dipped the quill intheink. “I’ d appreciateit if you'd guard the door.”

“Um, okay. Sure.” | wasjust as glad to be nowhere near him. | braced my back against the door and
waited.

Mavortian raised the pen and et it down on the paper. | saw him close his eyes. Then nothing happened
for aredly long time. | wasjust Sarting to wonder if maybe he' d missed the trance or something and just
gone to deep, when the pen jerked.

It wasn't him moving it. | can’t explain how | could tell, but | could. It started scrawling across the paper,
fast and hard, and my heart was up in my throat, and | was thinking he should' ve told me how you
stopped doing this automatic writing shit, when his eyes came open, and the pen made thislong jagged
ghriek across the page, tearing right through it, and then he threw the pen across the room.

And then he sat there, staring at the paper and cursing under his breath in Norvenan, until | finaly figured
it was okay to move and came across to look at what the pen had written.

| don't read so good, but | could see this was the same word, over and over and over again.
“What isit?’ | said.

Mavortian looked at me. His face was white as white. “Fantdme,” he said-

Felix

Vicky believed Thaddeus. They dl did. They caled me saboteur and mal content and running dog, said
they should have known al along, said they had never trusted me, said | was Makar’ s creature through
and through. They cdled me deranged, delusiond, hysterical, untruthful, craven, snesking. They would
not listen to me. | stared at my hands and did not let myslf cry, but when Thaddeus banished meto the
bedroom, | fled their hatred and their anger, lay on the bed and il did not cry, staring with hot, dry eyes
at the cracksin the calling and listening to the fantdmein my head. It could not invade me at this distance,
could not possess me as it had possessed that poor, stupid wizard, but it could feel me, it could call to
me, and | knew that before long | would answer it, whether | wanted to or not.

It knew my name.

“I can’'t fight it done,” | said to the ceiling. And the wizards did not believe me and would not help me.
They gave the fantbrme more fud, for it whispered to methat it could make them sorry. | could useits
power to hurt them, and it would help me willingly. It would protect me, it said, and no one would be

ableto hurt me ever again. All | had to do was cometo it, step back into the circle, and let it in.

“No,” | said, but I heard the weaknessin my own voice.

“I cannot fight it,” | said again. | got up, opened the window, and climbed out onto the roof of the
veranda. The fantdme exulted; insde, cold and smdl and wretched, | wept.

| climbed down from the veranda. The fantdme pulled at me like true north to a compass needle, but |
gtill had enough strength to resist. | started toward the Linlowing Bridge.

The streets were deserted, abandoned to the darkness. | did not make swift progress, for the fantbme
was dragging a mewith al the strength it had. But | remembered the look in the black-haired wizard's



eyes, and | kept going. Even the cold death of water would be better than becoming that.

No, screamed the fantdme, hewasafool! He didn’'t understand’ Thingswould be different. | was
different, more worthy, better able to appreciate the gifts the fantbrme could offer.

“l'amnot,” | sad. “I am not.”

The fantdme told me it was the envy and hatred of those around me that made me think so. It could see
their small, petty minds. It knew differently, it said. It saw my worth, my beauty. It would love me, it
promised, love me and protect me and allow nothing to hurt me.

“Youwill devour me” | said. And | dmost sobbed with gratitude to discover mysdlf at thetop of the
steps. Theriver was near, and the end of pain.

But I will end your pain! the fantdme protested. Trust me, Felix. Trust my love.

“No,” | said, descending the stairswith both hands on therail. And | kept saying it, under my breath, a
prayer, amantra, swinging my denid like asword at every promise, every seeming kindness the fantdme
offered.

| came to the bridge and began to climb. | passed the first pair of supporting giants, then the second. As
the great, patient heads of the third pair emerged from the darkness, | knew | was &t the highest point of
the bridge. If | jumped from here, the river would kill me even if thefal did not. | climbed onto the
parapet and then, on hands and knees, edged out onto the giant’ s head.

| could hear theriver, dthough | could not seeit. The fantdme' s entreatiesin my head were replaced by
the memory of Keeper’shard, booming voice, his hard hand on the back of my neck. | remembered
what it waslike to be held down underwater, fighting not to breathe, not to struggle, because he wouldn’t
let you up until he felt you’ d submitted to him. | remembered the children he had drowned, maybe by
accident, maybe not: Rhais, Marco, Ursy, Paulie, Leo, Belinda... Keeper didn't care. Therewere
dwaysmore.

| forced mysdlf forward another few inches, until my fingersfelt the dope of the giant’ sforehead. And
then | froze, crouched on this grest stone head in the dark, listening to the terrible river somewhere
beneath me. It isnot the Sim, | said to mysdlf. It will not be black and bitter. It will bekind. But | did not
believe mysdlf. | could not move, neither back toward the fan-tome nor forward toward the memory of
Keeper’ shand and the black reek of the Sm. | cursed mysdlf for acraven fool, but | could not move.

| saw the light approaching from the north end of the bridge; | knew it was too much to hope that this
might be some late-night wanderer who would not notice me, and so | was not surprised when the light
stopped, afew feet shy of the giant, and avoice sad, “Felix?’

But | had not expected it would be Gideon’ svoice.

“Gideon?’ | said, my own voice shaking and shrill.

“Fdix, pleesedon’'t.”

“Why not?Y ou heard them—I’ m traitorous, murderous, evil. Why shouldn’t | jump?’

“They’ rewrong. | know they’ rewrong. Y ou were trying to tell them something important, and they
would not listen. What wasit?’

“You said you wouldn't help!”



“I'msorry. | didn't... | think | didn’t understand.” Thelight came alittle closer. “ Fdix, please.”
| could not answer him.

“Let me make amends for not believing you. Let melisten. Please.”

“It...” My voice choked off into nothing, and | had to try again. “It'scdled afantdbme. It—"

But Gideon said something violent in Kekropian that sounded like it was both obscene and blasphemous,
and then in Marathine, perfectly camly, “1 will flay Thaddeuswith adull knife.”

“You bdieve me?’

“Yes. | certainly don't believethat if you were sowing dissension, that isthe story you would pick.
Y ou'reaCabdine. Do you even know what afantdmeis?’

“Itsevil. | fdtit. | sill fed it. It talksto me. It wantsmeto cometoit.”

“Oh, I'm sureit does. | can ward you fromit, if you'll come back on the bridge.”

“Youcan?

“Yes. | promise. It will take no more than aminute. Please, Felix, let me help you.”

“Will you tak to Thaddeus?’

“Oh, I’'ll do better than that. I’ll talk to Lady Victoria.”

“Vicky won't ligten.”

“Unlike Thaddeus, sheisn't afool. And she doesnot... never mind. Fdix, | believe you. Trust me.”
“I can't,” | said, my fingersthrobbing with their pressure againgt the stone giant’ s heed. “I can't.”

Gideon cursed in Kekropian, then said quietly, “The White-Eyed Lady must want you very badly. But
sheliesto you, Fdix. Sheisnot akind lover and her embrace will not dull the pain you suffer. And her
betraya will never end. | redizethat | betrayed you yesterday, dthough | did not meanto, and | am
sorry. But that doesn’t have to be the end between us. Do you understand me?” He stopped and then
sad, even more quietly, “Felix, you don't have to be done.”

“I...” But the words were gone. | had to lower mysdlf flat onto the giant’s head before | could move, and
then | edged backwards, one horrible inch at atime, until my toes touched the parapet. | al but fell back
onto the sidewalk. Gideon was there, warm and green and smelling dightly of cloves but not at al of
bitterness and death, and | could hear no voicesin my head a all.



Chapter 8

Mildmay
“What' safantbme?’

“It' satype of ghost,” Mavortian said. “ At least, as most people understand the word. Necromancers
would classfy it asagpirit.”

“What' sthe difference?

“As| understand it—and | am not a necromancer—aghost ismore likeamemory. A spiritis... avare.”
“Oh. Kethe. That'sbad, ain't it?’

“It doesn't have to be. But afantdme isa spirit that has been invited to Partake of materidity.”
“Comeagan?’

“Some gppdling imbecile let it possesshim.”

“So there' s some guy wandering around Hermione—"

“No. The cards say something dead. Some guy, asyou put it, died while possessed by afantdme.”

“But it’ sdtill there? | mean, when hedied, wouldn't it...”

“Unfortunately, no. Fantdmes are raised with aspell, and they must belaid with aspell. Baance. With its
vehicledead, it would smply haunt its place of conjuration until...”

Thelook on hisface waslike aguy who's opened adoor and found a pack of ghouls on the other side.
“What?' | said.

“Until it found asuiteble... hogt.”

“l an'tfalowing.”

“It will want awizard.”

“Wadll, you ain’'t gonnago offer yoursdlf or nothing, are you?’

“I’'m not worried about me. But remember that we are chasing Felix Harrowgate.”
“Yeah, | got that.”

“The cards and the other divinations I’ ve done say that heisin Hermione. Where there isatower.
Where, | would bet large sums of money | do not currently possess, the fantdme was conjured.”

“Yeah. But till. | mean, nobody’ s using the tower or nothing—"

“If Felix Harrowgate, who we know is crazy and possibly atraitor, isin Hermione, | would be shocked
to discover heisaone.”

“Y ou think there€ s hocusesin Hermione?”’



“Morethan that. | think | know what they’ re doing there.”

| waited, and he said, “ The tower. They’re planning to use the tower.”

“Why?

“Not being aCabdinewizard, | redly couldn’t say. But they have afondnessfor towers, and this must
be the only tower within aweek’ sride of Mélusine. And clearly they don’'t know there' sa spirit trapped
init”

“Won't they fed it or something?’

“They’'re Cabdine,” he said and laughed, athough not like there was anything funny. “They don’t believe
inghogs”

We got to Hermione about the tenth hour of the day. We spent the rest of the afternoon hunting around
for hocuses. | could think of things I’ d've rather been doing, starting with getting apair of pliersand
pulling my own toenails out, but I’ d hired on to Mavortian’s crusade, and something that scared him as
bad as thisthing he said was in the tower wasn't nothing to wish on nobody.

The second hotel wetried, the desk clerk had heard there were hocuses in Hermione and was willing to
say 0. He said they were stayingin a place cdled the Crimson Ape. The Crimson Ape was afleabag,
and the gal there said as how she’ d heard the hocuses were staying at the Dragon’ s Hoard, what passed
in Hermione for aflash hotel. So we hiked back across half Hermione—we saw the wizard' stower over
the roofs, and Mavortian made us go the long way round, to be sure we didn’t get nowhere near it—and
at the Dragon’ s Hoard, they said there weren't no hocuses on the books, but we could try at the
Chimera Among the Roses for our friends.

“Sun’ll be down soon,” Bernard said when we came out on the sidewalk.
“Soitwill,” Mavortian said.

“I"'m just wondering how much longer thisisgoing to take.”

“1 don’'t know, Bernard. Until we find them.”

They both looked at me. “What?’ | said.

“Nothing,” said Mavortian. “Which way?’

“Thisway,” | said, athough | wanted to point out that | was just as much astranger here asthem and
why didn’t somebody else play guide. But I’ d listened to the desk clerk’ sdirections, and | knew where
to go, and | wasn't going to help Bernard pick afight.

The Chimera Among the Roses was only another four blocks east. It was two storiestall and
sprawly—you could see the way the city had kind of snuck up behind it while it wasn’t looking. | liked it.

Thistime the desk clerk got this sort of awed, nervous, unhappy look on hisface and said, “Oh, yes. Isit
Lady Victoriayou wish to speak to, or Lord Shannon?’

Mavortian’s eyebrows shot up, but he covered like achamp, saying, “I didn’t know Lord Shannon was
with them,” in thisway that said as how somebody—somebody stupid like maybe Bernard or me—must
haveforgot totel him. “1 believe my businessiswith Lady Victoria”



“Yes, dr,” said the desk clerk. “If you'll step into the parlor, I’ [l send somebody to fe... to ak if sheis
avalable”” And theway helooked around told me a couple things. Firdtly, that he didn’t have nobody to
send except himself, and secondly that the Chimera Among the Roses had never had flash types staying
with them before and the desk clerk, for one, was praying hard they never would again.

So we went into the parlor, and Mavortian sat down with asigh of relief, and Bernard sat down next to
him, and | went and looked out the window and tried to think of agood excuse for leaving
suddenly—something that Mavortian wouldn't see through like it was window glass | mean, so that |
wouldn't get him asking me what was reglly wrong. Not to mention something that wouldn’t make
Bernard laugh himsdif Sick.

| hadn't thought of nothing by thetime avoice said, “I believe you wished to spesk to me?” and | turned
around and got my first close-up look at Victoria Teveria. She wastal, square-shouldered,
dark-complected. She had the Teveriusjaw, which was square and heavy, and heavy eyebrows besides.
Shewasn't bad-looking, but she just naturaly looked like afairly low-grade goddess fixing to smite
somebody. And it didn’'t make me fed better to realize the blond with her—the guy about twice as pretty
as her and not quite astall—had to be Shannon Teverius, only child of the Golden Bitch.

Fuck, | thought, because there wasn't nothing else | could do, and waited to see how Mavortian was
goingto play it.

He hauled himself up out of the chair and made the best bow he could with the canesand al. He said,
“My lady, thank you for seeing us”

“I am rather busy,” she said, and | reslized that some of the thundercloud on her face was | eft over from
something ese, “soif you could be quick, Mr. er... 7

“Mavortian von Heber,” said Mavortian. “1 am awizard of the Fres-sandran school.”
“Diviners,” Lady Victoriasaid, her eyebrows going up alittle.
“Yes, my lady. Do you, asagood Cabaline, deny utterly the vaidity of my methods?’

She thought about that, and | noticed the way she didn’t mind no more about how much of her time he
took up, now that she knew he was a hocus, too. “ The Fressandran school, so far as| know, does not
promulgate heresy.” Something that maybe she thought was a smile jerked a one corner of her mouith.
“Isthat the safe-conduct you desire?’

“It will do. Lady Victoria, | have come to warn you.”
“To warn me? Of what?’

“Thereis,” Mavortian started, but he didn’t get no farther, because right then Lord Shannon looked at
me—not only noticing | wasin theroom, | mean, but actualy looked at my face—and just about passed
Out.

“Vicky!” he said and clutched at her arm.
“What?’
“That, that—who are you?’

“Me?’ | said, and now Lady Victoriawas saring at me, and | saw her Sgn hersdf.



“Isthereaproblem?’ Mavortian said.

“No,” sad Lady Victoria, dthough shewaslying and we al knew it. “ Thereis... the resemblanceis...
Shannon, do you think it can possibly be acoincidence?’

“No,” sad Lord Shannon. “Isyour hair dyed?’

“I wishitwas” | said. Mavortian got it, and gave me hdf agrin.

“Isthissomekind of trick?’ Lady Victoriasaid, her voice like acarving knife.
Mavortian said, “1 am afraid that none of us has the dightest idea of what you mean.”
“Let’shavethisout right now,” Lady Victoriasaid. “ Go get Fdix.”

Lord Shannon went. Mavortian said, “ Felix Harrowgate?’

“Asif you didn’'t know,” she said, and you could have withered ripe corn with the look she gave him. “I
was frankly prepared to dismiss Thaddeus s theories as paranoia and hysteria, but thisisreally more than
| can somach. How much isMakar paying you?’

“Makar?’ said Mavortian, and I'd never heard him sound quite so much like he' d had afast frying pan
upside the head.

She heard it, too, and she must have known how hard it isto fake total
what-the-fuck-are-you-talking-about confusion, because now she waslooking confused. She said, “But
it can’'t be coincidence, you showing up with someone... and what wasit you wanted to see me about?’

In Mavortian’s place | would' ve been tempted to try alie and known better, and he did, too. He said,
perfectly straightforward, “ Thereisafantdmein thewizard' stower.”

“And you ask meto believethisisn’'t atrick!”
“| assureyou, thereisno trick involved,” Mavortian said, and that’ swhen Lord Shannon got back.

Hewasn’'t done. There were two medium-sized K ekropian guys with him, and, powers, if looks could
kill, them two would' ve taken each other out in a heartbeat. There was somebody taller behind them, and
then one of the Kekropians—the one who looked like the brother of al the smugglers |’ d done business
with for Keeper—he grabbed the guy behind and dragged him forward, and | understood why Lady
Victoriaand Lord Shannon looked like they’ d been seeing ghosts.

It wasn't my face. | mean, it was—same corpse-white skin, same Wanted eyebrows, same mouth, even
with my scar—but his cheekbones Weren't as sharp as mine, and nobody’ d ever broken his nose. And
hiseyes... I'd made ahex sign before | even redlized what my hands were doing, because he was
skew-eyed. Hisleft eye wasydlow, likean owl’s, like a Sunling’ s out of the stories. Hisright eyewas
pale, cloudy blue, and it didn’t even look human. And that was how | knew this guy that |ooked like me
was Felix Harrowgate.

After asecond, | started taking in the other details. He was half afoot taler than me, and his
hands—Ilong-fingered like mine—well, the Mi-rador’ stattoos are gaudy. They start at the knuckles and
go dl the way to the ebows. He was ahocus, dl right. Y ou couldn’t missthat amile away intherain.
And his hair, wild and curly and way badly cut, was even darker red than mine.

| didn’t quite know what to make of the way he was staring at me, and | was even less sure of what to



make of him. | mean, here he was, the monster who broke the Virtu, and he didn’t ook like amonster.
Helooked scared half to death, to be honest, and | thought it was the other hocuses he was scared of.
And that made me think maybe the Lower City hadn’t got the whole story. Like aways.

“I don’'t S pose you dyeyour hair,” | said.
Heflinched a the sound of my voice,

“Hey,” | sad. “It'sokay.” I'd findly placed the way he waslooking a me. He looked like alittle kid
who'd just been bought by athief-keeper, like there was nothing familiar in what he saw and probably
somebody was going to hit him soon. I"d seen that look alot, but never on the face of agrown man, and
| didn’t care what he' d done, nobody should have to have that ook on their face. “I mean, | hopeit’'s

okay.”
“Fdix,” sad Lady Victoria, “whoisthisman?’

He moved hisflinch-look from meto her, then back to me. “I don't know,” he said. His voice was higher
than mine, which | totally hadn’t expected, and he talked way flash, vowelsand dl. Kethe, | thought,
because | could see how scared he was of them, and | hadn’t thought hocuses got scared of each other.

| mean, except for people like Porphyria Levant and Brinvillier Strych, but it’s only common senseto be
scared of people like them.

“What about thiswizard?’ Lady Victoriasaid, with agesture at Ma-vortian.

Felix Harrowgate sweird eyes turned to Mavortian, but | don't think he saw him. | don’t know what he
was seeing, but | bet it looked like nightmares. “1 don't know,” he said again.

“He a0 saysthat thereisafantbmein thetower,” said Lady Victoria. “1 congratulate you on the
coordination of your stories.”

“Did you see afantomein the tower?” Mavortian said, pouncing like acat on thefirst thing in thewhole
conversation that made any sense.

Felix nodded, but | saw the way his shoulders hunched, and | knew he was expecting to get hit.

Lady Victoria snorted, and the other Kekropian, the one who looked like a cross between abank clerk
and achoirboy, said, “My lady, | beg your pardon, but when do you imaginethis‘ story’ was hatched?’

“What?' Lady Victoriasaid.

“When has Fdlix had time to talk to anyone long enough to invent astory like this one? And why do you
persst in caling it astory when we have done spellsto prove the thing' s existence?”’

“Eusebian spells,” she said darkly.

“My lady,” the Kekropian said, like he was getting ready to say something with knivesinit, and
Mavortian said quickly, “1 assure you—and | will swear any oath you like—that | have never met Felix
Harrowgate before, and | do not know the other person you mentioned.”

“Then what about... what is hisname?’
“Mildmay,” Mavortian said.

Shewaited amoment. “Just ‘Mildmay’ 7’



“Yes, m'lady,” | said. | don't careto be talked about like a piece of furniture.
“And what isyour explanation of this?’

“Don’t got one,” | said. “He hired me.”

“Why?’ she said to Mavortian.

He' d seen it coming, because he didn’t hesitate or nothing. “He has certain skillsthat | believed would be
useful. Fm afraid it isjust acoincidence.”

Helied wdll, now that | could watch him doing it where | knew that was what was going on, and |
thought Fd better remember that. | didn’t blame him, mind. The Mirador might not cdl divination heresy,
but they’ d fed different about the calling spell he' d done on me, and there was something in the air like
people looking for somebody to throw stones at. | looked at Felix again, and | remembered Mavortian
saying the Spire card meant a scapegoat.

| can't explain quitewhy | said what | did next. | mean, | figure | Would' ve said it sooner or later, ‘ cause
the curiosity would' ve killed me otherwise, but | don’t know why | wasin such afucking hurry about it.

Except maybe that fegling like the hocuses were getting ready to throw stones—or maybe start biting. |
sad, “Felix, was your mother’ s name Methony?’

Helooked at me, and thistime | didn’t make a hex sgn, athough my fingerstwitched. It ain't so bad, |
told mysdf, even though | waslying. Becauseit wasn't just the Skew-eyed thing. Y ou could seein his
eyesthat hewas crazy, and that ain’t nothing to have looking you in the face.

“Methony?’ he said. He was't sure he' d understood me.
“Y eah. Y our mother’ s name. Wasit Methony?’
Therewasthislong, long silence. He went white, then red, and finally said in dmost awhisper, “Yes”

“Shit. Then we're brothers. Half brothers, | mean.” Because no repectable bookie would have given
you odds on the chance we had the same father.

“Hdlf brothers,” he said, and | redlly did think for a second he was going to pass out. Which—I mean, |
know I’'m no prize, but | hadn’t thought | was as bad asdll that.

“Fascinating,” said the smuggler-looking Kekropian, not meaning it even alittle, and made Felix jump.
“But can we return to more important matters, such as—’

“The fantdme in your tower,” Mavortian said, quite nicely, but with just enough edgethat | knew he
didn't likethe smuggler-type ether.

“Thereisno fantdbme!” the smuggler shouted. “ They' refairy tales, bogeymen to scare children!”

“Y ou know better than that,” the choirboy-clerk said and then switched into Kekropian. | knew alittle
Kekropian, but | couldn’t follow much of the fight they had then, becauseit was al hocus-tak, and | ain't
ever been into that end of the dictionary. But when | noticed that the smuggler had the Mirador’ s tattoos
and the choirboy-clerk didn’t, I figured | could get the gist of it anyway. And | was more interested in the
way Fdix had got himsdf behind a chair and was gripping the back with both hands, like hewas afraid it
was going to buck him off.

Then Lady Victoriasaid, “ Gentlemen.”



Both Kekropians stopped and looked at her.

She said, dowly and carefully, like somebody picking her way across ariver on wobbly stepping-stones,
“We have recently had ademongtration of some of the waysin which the Cabd’ steachings may be...
inadequate. | no longer know wheat to believein this case, and therefore | wish to know: isthere some
spell, sometest, that we can perform in order to determine once and for al whether thereis something in
the tower or not?’

“Thereisnoth—" the smuggler began, and Mavortian said loudly, “Yes”

Lady Victorialooked a him. The smuggler might aswell have been asnuffed candlefor dl the attention
shewasgiving him.

“I know of three spdlls that would do what you ask. | imagine that the Kekropian gentleman—" He
nodded at the choirboy-clerk, who bowed back and said, “ Gideon Thraxios.”

“That Messire Thraxios,” Mavortian went on, “knows severd othersjust as efficacious. Sincel
understand that you are in some doulbt concerning my truthfulness, | would suggest that we both perform
such spells as we know, and you may judge the results.”

There wasthis pause, where none of the hocuses were quite looking at each other.
“What?" Mavortian said.

“I have dready done asyou suggest,” Gideon Thraxios said. “ Thismorning.”

“And your results?’

“Unambiguous,” he said, and that thin little smile made him look for a second like somebody who wasn't
achoirboy and wasn't aclerk. “We have been having doctrinal differences since then.”

“| see” Mavortian said. “Lady Victoria?’

“Mr. von Heber,” shesaid, “1 would appreciateit if you would perform the spell you know, oncel have
summoned the other wizards of our party to observe. | believe Chloé knows something of Fressandran
theory, and will be able to judge whether the spell doeswhat you say or isanilluson.”

“Gladly.”
She gave him alittle nod and said, * Please, come with me.”

So wefollowed, Bernard sticking close to Mavortian, and me behind them. | noticed the way Felix hung
back, the way his hands were shaking when he pushed his hair off hisface, and so | kind of hung back
mysdf towak with him.

| didn’t mean for it to unnerve him, but | could seethat it did, and after amoment he burst out with,
“What do you want?’

Hedidn't meanitin anasty way. Hejust honestly didn’t know, and was frightened. | was getting theidea
he' d been frightened for areally long time. | said, “I didn’t mean to scareyou.”

“Oh. No, itisn't... | just...”

“I swear | ain't asmean as| look. | don’t bite or nothing.”



“l didn’t... | can't...”
“Can't whet?’

“The past,” he said. Then he shut his eyes, took a deep breath, and said, “ Do you redly think we're
brothers?’

“Two red-haired whores named Methony?‘ Less you know something | don't, I'm thinking, yeah, we
ae”

Hewent red asalobster and said in ahurry, “No. No, I'm sure... but, but how old were you when she
died?’

“Kethe. Four or five, | think. But | got sold in my third indiction, soit wasn't like...” | wasn't surewhat it
was't like, and the sentence didn’t get finished.

He stopped where we were, at the foot of the stairs and still agood distance from the door the others
were going through. His eyesfocused on my face, and for asecond | saw what he would' ve been like
when he was on top of the Mirador’ sfood chain instead of at the bottom, and | went back a step without
meaning to. “How old are you?’

“Third septad dmost.” | opped and did the math. “ Twenty, | guess, by the flash cdendar. How old are
you?’

The sharpnesswent, al at once. “I... | don’'t know. What' sthe date?’
“Nine Frimaire, twenty-two-five,” | said. “But that don’'t help you none.”

“No,” he said, and managed something that was dmost asmile. “I suppose | must be nearly
twenty-seven by now. I’ll haveto ask Gideon... later.” He shook his heed, like hewastrying to jar
something into place, and some of the sharpness came back. Thistime he did smile, but there wasn't
nothing nice about it. It was the smile of somebody about to spring atrap. “ Tell me, little brother, what
areyou, by professon?’

“Running dog for ahocus, right now.”
“And what were you the summer Cerberus Cresset died?’

He nailed me with that one. | couldn’t even think of alie, not that | would have fooled him for asecond.
He knew. Hocuses always know things like that.

He sad, like it was normal and made sense and everything, “Y ou are circled about with thorns.”

And before | could get on top of it, ask him what he meant, shit like that, the smuggler-type hocus stuck
his head out and said, “ Felix, are you coming?’

| saw it giveway in hisface. The sharpnesswasn't just gone. It was crushed flat. He' d been baiting me,
sure, but | saw why, all a once, saw how he’ d been fencing off this... this... | don’t know theword |
want. Zephyr would' ve had one, | guess, but al | can say isthat | saw how bad he was hurt, and how it
was worse than just being hurt, it was more like somebody being tortured with the red-hot pokers and
the rack and everything, only it was al ingde, and there wasn't no torturer that you could kill or reason
with or nothing. It wasjust there.

His shoulders dumped, and suddenly he wasn't making eye contact no more. He moved past me without



nothing but akind of tightening-up, but | was right behind him, so the smuggler-type couldn’t shut me ot.
Whatever I'd waked into here, | wasn't letting go of it yet.

Fdix

Another fragment of the wall barricading my past had falen away. | could not have denied my kinship to
this man, not when our common blood was stamped so plainly on our fegtures. | could not deny, either,
what he was, the worst kind of Lower City tough. His stance, hisfera eyes, his drawling, hard-edged
vowels. he was the avatar of al the men | had feared and hated asa child.

And at the same time, he reminded mein some distant aching way of Joline, and so | could not repudiate
him, denounce him as the murderer of Cerberus Cresset and let the Mirador’ sjustice sever the bond
between us.

| could not pretend that | did not know. | saw the spells of the Mirador ringing him about with black
thorns, and the only person who could have such acurselaid on him and still be at large was the one who
had murdered the Witchfinder Extraordinary three years ago.

But my own experiences of being accused of treason and heresy were raw and throbbing, and | could
not help thinking that, just as Thaddeus had been wrong about me, so might | be wrong about this man.
The colors surrounding him, athough bleak and dark, were not the colors of aman bent on evil, and his
wariness, the way he watched the men with whom he had arrived just as carefully as he watched the
Cabalines, suggested that his story was more complicated than it appeared at first glance.

And [, inturn, watched him, trying to make sense of who he was searching for cluesthat would tell me
whether he was Kegper or Joline. But he was remarkably hard to read. | would never have guessed he
was asyoung as he said, and | was sure the wizard who had hired him would be equally shocked. His
face was like something carved out of stone, expressing nothing except watchfulness. And the scar made
everything worse. It ran from the left Sde of his mouth up across hisleft cheekbone to scrawl jaggedly
into hishair a histemple. The scar tissue had twisted his upper lip, giving that Sde of hisfaceadight
snarl, even in repose. He was like afox who has learned about traps the hard way, who knows that the
world is dangerous.

The wizards had clustered together by the window, where the Fressandran seemed to be using the last of
the sunlight to work his spell. Shannon had vanished quietly. Doubtless he was telling the guards about
these newest developments, but even that thought was better than having him here, looking past me asif |
did not exigt. | sat down at one end of the settle and rested my forehead against one hand. The argument
between Gideon and Thaddeus—which had begun when Gideon had brought me back to the Chimera
Among the Roses the night before—had been both protracted and vicious, and between that and my
own gate of nerves| had gotten almost no deep before the equally protracted scene this morning asthe
wizards began to debate in earnest the existence of the fantbme. | had never hated my own school so
much, or been so ashamed of our belief in tradition, our reliance on doctrine. It seemed to me now that
the Caba’ s teachings produced nothing but closed-minded and ineffectua parochiaism; if thiswasthe
best the Mirador had to offer, | was not sorry to have been thrown out.

“You okay?’
| recognized hisvoice before | looked up—those terrible vowels. “I'mfine” | said.

He nodded, but | couldn’t tell if it was because he believed me or because he wasn't going to argue with
me. He glanced at the wizards; at the blond man who' d come in with him and the Fressandran; at the
door; and then sat down beside me. | felt myself tense, but he made no conversational gambits, Smply
sat and watched, leaning forward alittle, hislong-fingered hands hanging quietly between hisknees. His



eyeswere green, an unusua color in Marathat, athough not as unusual—meaning unique—as my own
unnatural combination. The colors around him were dark with death and grief and guilt, with the briars of
the curse tangled through them. | wondered if he could fed it at dl, if he even knew it wasthere. |
wondered why he had killed Cerberus Cresset and how he had escaped, even provisiondly. But | was
too aware of thewizards proximity to ask.

| hoped the crippled Fressandran wizard knew what he was doing; | hoped he could convince Vicky of
the fantdme' sredlity, because everything that Gideon and | between us had tried had crashed into the
wall of Thaddeus s antagonism and Vicky’ s orthodoxy and, like weak siege engines, had shattered.
There wasfear now in the colors around her, fear and real uncertainty; she was wise enough to recognize
that there was trouble somewhere, wise enough to see that it was larger than | was. The Fressandran’s
uncomfortably serendipitous appearance had at least accomplished that much.

There was amurmur around the table, and Peter Jessamyn backed away astep, sothat | had aclear line
of sght. Therewas abright blurry spinning shape in the middle of thetable. | could seeit throwing skeins
of light off, splashing the table and the window and the faces of the wizards.

“That mean anything to you?’ Mildmay said quietly.

“Not agreat dedl, no,” | said. “I think it worked.” Thewizards pulled into atight cluster again. They were
probably arguing, but | was losing their voicesin the bright singing of the Fressandran’s spell. | looked a
Mildmay, and for amoment he had afox’s head.

“I havetogo,” | said. | got up, hoping desperately that my shaking wasn't visble. Mildmay tilted his head
back to watch me, hisface till completely unreadable.

“Youan't okay,” hesad. It wasn't redlly aquestion.

“I'mfine. | just need...” But what | needed wasn't anything | could explain. | turned and I€ft. | felt his
gaze on me dl the way to the door, but he did not come after me.

| lay in the darkness of that miserable bedroom, and the air was full of athin, whispering noise, like the
dither of slk on flesh. Gideon had warded me from the fantdme, but he could not ward me from the
darknessin my head.

The door opened; | sat up quickly.

“Fdix?’

Thaddeus svoice.

“y e

“There you are. Y ou shouldn’t run off like that.”
“I’'msorry... | had to—"

“Did that man say something to you?’

“Who?

“Y our dleged brother.”



“Oh. No. No, it wasn't him. It—"
“Doyou redly think he' syour brother?”

He camein, bringing acandle with him; | could see ablurry sphere of light, but everything else stayed
dark, murky. The shadows had swallowed the world. | turned awvay from the light so that Thaddeus
wouldn’t see anything wrong in my eyes.

“I don't know,” | said. “He... helooks like me.” When he doesn’'t have afox’s head.
“Y es. Quite remarkably so. Is he Cadoxan, too?’
| didn’t have to see Thaddeus to sense the mdicein that question. “1 don’t know what you mean.”

“I'mjust puzzled, isdl.” 1 heard him shut the door. “ See, | remember you telling me you grew upin
Arabd, and if that gutter rat’ s ever been out of sight of the Mirador beforein hislife, I'll est my rings. All
ten of them.”

| said nothing. Thaddeus continued, “And redly, Felix, you can’t expect meto believe he' s the son of a
Cdoxan noblewoman.” Hisvoice came closer. | steded mysdif not to flinch. “So what I'm wondering is
just how much you' ve been lying about.”

He knew about Pharaohlight; | could hear it.

“Where are you from?’ He barked the question a me, and | did jump. But Makar had trained me by
just such methods, and | responded by reflex.

“Cdoxa”

“Don’t give methat. The story doesn’t wash, Fdlix. Y ou must see that. How did you get from Arabdl to
Pharaohlight?’

Y ou've got it backwards. But the mere thought of saying that made my throat lock up.
“I’'mwaiting,” Thaddeus said, much as Makar might have,
“I'cuh... | can'ttel you.”

“You can't tell me?” Gloating incredulity in hisvoice, and | shut my eyesagaing the sing of tears. “You
mean there is no answer, don’t you? Y ou can't tell me because it never happened. You' reasmuch a
gutter rat asyour brother, aren’t you? Aren’'t you?’

| tried to get up, to get away from him, but he grabbed my arms and dammed me down on my back on
the bed. “We aren’t done here. Y ou’ ve been lying to al of usfor years, putting on your airs and graces,
laughing at the fools who believed you.”

“Pleaselet mego,” | said, but my voice was barely awhisper, and Thaddeus wasn't listening.

“My God, when | think of you, claiming equa standing with the Lemerii and the Bercromii, taking
advantage of Lord Stephen’ s good nature, of Lord Shannon... !”

“Let mego!”

“How'd you doit, Felix?" he said, leaning in so closeto methat | could smell the mint he aways chewed
on hisbreath. “Where d you learn the manners? Who taught you to talk like a gentleman? Who gave you



that perfect, perfect story?’

“Let me go!” | struggled hafway up, but he caught my shoulder and pinned meflat again. “Tell mel” he
was shouting. “Tel me!”

| was sobbing, and | hated mysdlf for it, but | couldn’t get away, couldn’t get away from hisweight
pinning me down, couldn’'t breathe . . .

A voice. Gideon’svoice. Words | couldn’t understand. The weight gone, the crudl hands gone. | rolled
over, away from the light, from the harsh voices, and wept into the quilt, disgusted by the noises| was
making, but powerlessto stop.

The door dammed.

A hand touched my shoulder, and | spasmed away from it, making adreadful, humiliating anima-like
noise. And then the hand was gone, and | was sobbing again, so hard that the only noise | could make
was arasping struggle for bresth.

Stopit! | said to mysdf. Stopit! But | couldn’t. It only died down when my body was smply too
exhausted to support it any longer. | lay there then and wished Gideon had |eft me on the Linlowing
Bridge.

A voicesad quigtly, “Felix, | am sorry.”

And therewas Gideon. Again. | said, not moving, my voice thick and rasped hafway to nothing, “Why
didn’'t you leave?’

“I couldn’t. You are hurting.”

| started laughing.

“What?'

“I'msorry. Itjud... | couldn’t...”

“Thaddeuswill leave you done,” he said after amoment.
“He safraid of you.”

“A little. But that doesn’'t matter. Areyou dl right?’
“Yes, thank you. I'm fine”

His voice was suddenly hard. “ Sit up. Look a me.”

| sat up, looked asnear as| could judge in hisdirection. | till couldn’t see anything clearly, only the
globe of candlelight near the door.

“Now say it again. Tell meyou are well.and happy.”

“Redlly, Gideon, | promise, I'm...” And | redlized | had been about to say “okay,” that ubiquitous piece
of Lower City idiom that Makar had beaten out of me before | wasfifteen. | did aquick, panicky review
of everything I’ d said since Gideon first spoke to me, but | wasfairly sure my Marathine had been
gtandard and my vowelsclean. “I'mredly fine” | said lamely.



| wouldn't have been convinced either. Out of the murky jumble of darkness, Gideon'svoice sad,
“Indeed? And that’ swhy your eyes appear to be focused two inchesto the left of my left ear? Canyou
even see me?’

“It's... it svery dark in here,” | faltered, the blood mounting painfully to my face.

“I heard you describe your hallucinations to Thaddeus and Lady Victoria. Isthat what' s happening
now?’

“Oh. Oh damn.”
“I wish you would trust me.”
“I... 'msorry.”

“Failing that,” Gideon said, asif | had not spoken, “I wish you would tell methetruth.” Everything in my
chest congedled into a block of ice. Gideon continued: “For instance, when did your vison begin to. ..
become peculiar? Y ou seemed dl right earlier.”

Hewas after adifferent hare than Thaddeus had been. My relief made it possible to say, quite
reasonably, “Why do you care?’

“Cdl itintdlectud curiogty. When?’
“Thespdl,” | said, remembering. “ It wasright after that Fressandran wizard cast hisspdll that...”
“YS?’

| lay down again, staring up at the dark cloud that was the ceiling-“ That the mongters came out,” | said in
abare whisper.

“Interesting,” said Gideon. | felt him sit down on the bed, but he did not touch me, and | was ableto hold
mysdlf dill. “Do you think theré sacausal connection?’

“Between the Fressandran’ s spell and me being crazy?’ | had my voice back under control now; |
sounded dmogt sane.

“Let’sclarify this” he said, dmaost snapped. “I’ m tired of people calling you crazy, and I’'m even more
tired of you accepting the labd.”

“But | am crazy. Gideon, | appreciate your support, but you can’t—"

“Y ou have been profoundly damaged by a spell, in waysthat no wizard in Marathat or Kekropiais
competent to assess, much lessmend. | grant that the end results ook like madness, but it is not the same

thing.”
“Thedidinction fallsto comfort me.”

“That’ s because you're not thinking. Thisisthe effect of a spell, Felix, not anything intrinsc to your mind.
It may be possible to do something about it. Now, do you think the abrupt deterioration in your condition
isor could be related to the fact that an act of magic was being worked near you?’

“Maybe. Magic... | could fed it, in the Mirador, whenever they were trying something else to mend the
Virtu. It hurt.”



“Ahg”
“You have atheory,” | said to the ceiling and wished Gideon would go away.

“I aminvestigating atheory. | think you may have developed a... amorbid sengtivity to magic.”
“That sounds very impressive. What doesit mean?’

Hewas slent for amoment. “Y ou’ ve said that Makar separated you from your ability to do magic.
Thaddeus thinks you' re using that excuse to pretend that the Curia sinterdict doesn’t bother you—"

“Then Thaddeusis even stupider than | thought him.”

“Point taken. I’'m afraid | can't think of any way to explain thiswithout resorting to aflorid metaphor.”
“I think,” | said wearily, “that at this juncture your rhetoricd styleisthe least of my problems.”

“It' sawound that isn't hedling. It' slikeraw flesh.”

“And magic would be like sdit, isthat your thinking?’

“Crude but accurate.”

“I’'mnot apoet. And | don't see what good it does usto know that.”

“You don't find any shred of hope in the thought that it isn’t some random and sensel ess plague that
strikes you without warning or reason?’

1] NO-”

“Then you are as supid as Thaddeus.” | felt him get up, heard him cross the room and go out. He shut
the door firmly, but without damming it.

“I trusted Thaddeus once,” | said to the celling when | was sure he was gone.
Mildmay

When we were back out on the sdewak, Mavortian said, “Well, that wasinteresting,” likeit wasonly
good manners keegping him from actualy biting me. “Why didn’t you tell me he was your brother?’

“Because | didn’t know, okay?’
“You didn't know? How could you not know?’

“Oh fuck me sdeways'til | cry. Let'smakethisfast. My mother was awhore. That good enough for
you? And anyway, why didn’t you tel me?’

“What?’

“You're the hocus. You got the cards that see patternsin everything. How come they didn’'t seethis
one?’

“If you'll excusetheinterruption,” Bernard said, a his nagtiest, “are the two of you planning to deep out
here tonight?’

“Powers, Bernard,” Mavortian said, “must you be so plebeian?’



“Somebody’ s got to be. We need aplace to stay, since your new friends weren't exactly welcoming us
with open ams.”

“Cabdinewizardsare not my ‘friends,’” Mavortian said.

“I meant him,” Bernard said, jerking hishead a me.

“I an't friendswith hocuses”

“Even when one of them isyour brother?” Mavortian asked.
“Yeah, and usso closeand dl. Bernard' sright. Let’ sfind ahotel.”
“Suggestions?’

“Y eah, let’ sgo back to the Crimson Ape,” | said, and maybe it was more of asnarl than anything else,
and maybe | had reasons.

Mavortian gave me alook, but didn’t bother with actualy saying nothing. Bernard said, “ That first place
wetried for newslooked al right. And it’s not far, since we spent the afternoon walking in agreat big
arce”

“Y our reasoning isimpeccable,” Mavortian said, and you could have diced bread with the edgein his
voice. “Let’'sgo.”

| was also getting redly tired of walking at Mavortian’s pace, but I’ d seen what happened the onetime
Bernard had tried to suggest hiring amule or asedan chair or something, and sinceit was Mavortian
paying meinstead of the other way around—at least, if he did pay me, which could still happen—I didn’t
figure | had the leeway to tell him to stop being an asshole about it.

The hotel was called the River Horse. It was clean and cheap, and since most of the building was a bar,
not redl quiet. | practicaly cheered when they finaly bounced the last drunk at the ninth hour of the night
and | could get to deep.

Where | dreamed about Keegper. Which figures. In the dream we' relaying in her bed, with the huge teak
bedframe carved with dragons and knights and dl kinds of weird shit. We ve just fucked, and she' s ill
laying haf on top of me, propped up on her left elbow so she can see my face. She' stracing the scar on
my face with her index finger. She knows that bugs me. | move my head, but she just laughs, and her
right hand is il there. I'd move again—I don't like Keeper’ s mind games—except that her left hand has
got itsdf clenched in my hair, just behind my right ear.

“Y ou weren't going to leave, were you, Milly-Fox?’ she says. “Because you know | don't like you
leaving before I’ m done.”

“Youan't done?’

Shelaughs, like atiger growling. Her right hand leaves my face—and Kethe I' m grateful—and dides
down my neck, my chest and stomach, curls around my cock. “1 don’t think you' re done either. Or are
you going to tell meyou' rejust being polite?’

“Keeper, | can't. | got agirl.”

“Do you, Milly-Fox?’ she says, and her right hand comes back up my body until her fingers are against
my cheek again.



“Y eah. Her name s Ginevra”

“Sweetheart, I’ m sorry to be the oneto tell you this,” and sheain't sorry at dl, | can hear it in her voice,
“but she'sdead.”

| woke up with astart. It was nearly dawn, and the voice | was hearing wasn't Keeper’s. It was
Mavortian, chewing Bernard out like the end of the World. Powers, what now?1 thought. A lifetimein
the Lower City suggested pounding on thewall and yelling a him to shut the fuck up, but | Was grateful
enough to be out of that dream to let it dide. And besides, right about then Bernard started yelling back,
and they wouldn’t have heard me anyway.

“Another great morning,” | said to the ceiling, and rolled out of bed.

Mavortian had convinced the hocuses that there redlly was something nasty in the tower, and him and the
clerky-looking Kekropian even seemed to know what to do about it. So we were al supposed to go
there today and do whatever it was you did to nasty shit like that to makeit go away. | didn’t see what
good us annemer types were going to be, but when | caught Mavortian and said so, he said, “No, you
haveto come.”

((WI,N?l
“Would you believe mord support?’
1] NO-”

“Pity, snceit would even be true, more or less. I'm outnumbered, to put it bluntly, and that can be bad
newswith Cabalines. They tend to think in packs.”

“And what good are me and Bernard gonna be if they get ugly?’
“No, no, you' ve missed the point. Y ou're there to keep them from getting ugly.”
“| don't getit.”

“Don’t worry. Just believe mewhen | say that the possibilities for unpleasantness will become dragtically
reduced if there are afew annemer in the room.”

“Okay. You'rethe boss.”
“How right you are. Shal we?’

“Sure” | said and followed him out of hisand Bernard' sroom and down the stairs and out, to where
Bernard had decided to skip the whole argument and just hireamule.

“Bernard,” Mavortian said, like he was going to go on and have the argument anyway, and | just couldn’t
put up with it no more.

“Itsamule” | said. “What' sthe big ded?’

“Bernard knows how | fedl about this sort of thing,” he said, and he was glaring at Bernard like he was
making notes for the dissection later.

“What sort of thing? Not having blisters on your handsthe size of St. Millefleur? Being on timein front of



them other hocuses? What?’

Now he d turned the glare on me. “Look,” | said, “you want to pretend you ain't acrip, it’sfine with me.
Butl don't getit.”

“Ah, the refreshing directness of street filth,” Mavortian said, asnagtily ashe could. “Fine. I'll ride the
damnmule”

Bernard didn’t say nothing while he was getting Mavortian settled on the mule, but he did give mekind of
awink where Mavortian couldn’t see, and | followed them and the mule through Hermione mostly
thinking how weird it was that me and Bernard had ended up on the same side of anything.

Thistower that everybody was so excited over wasn't much to look at. The guys from the Mirador were
aready there, ganding around the door and looking like afunerd. Felix and Mr. Thraxios were standing
alittle gpart from everybody else, and the other Kekropian looked like he was trying to put ahex on
both of them. Lord Shannon Teveriuslooked like afairy-tae prince who' d got himself in the wrong
story. | wondered if they’ d brought him for the same reason Mavortian had inssted on bringing Bernard
and me. Lady Victoriawas arguing with one of the other lady hocuses, and the rest of them looked like
they were waiting for the sanger-man. And from the way they looked at Mavortian when he got down off
the mule, they thought he wasit.

Powers and saints, | thought, today’ s just going to go on getting better and better, ain't it?
And that' swhen the little squad of soldiers came out from behind the tower.

| redlized in time they were heading for Lord Shannon, not for me, and | didn’t bolt. Maybe Felix hadn’t
betrayed me after all. | looked at him, and he was staring at Mavortian, and | thought maybe | was okay.
But you'll understand that | was hanging back alittle.

| was specially not-happy when the hocuses decided that the guards should stay down here, outside, and
Mavortian wouldn’t let me stay, too. But he only knew half of why the Mirador made me twitchy, and
the haf he knew was't the really bad hdf. And dl my ingincts were againg picking afight in front of
people who weren't friends and couldn’t be trusted. So | followed the hocuses into the tower.

It was spooky. Not spooky like the Boneprince, not exactly, but | got some of the samefed. And there
was no dust and no cobwebs, and even with the broken window, there weren't no birds nests or
nothing. Andit didn’'t sméll like an old building. That hit me about halfway up the stairs, and | dmost did
turn around and bail, even if it meant | had to St and dice With the Protectorate Guard the rest of the
day. ‘Cause, see, I'd spent alot of timein old buildings, and | knew how they smelled. Dust and water,
and air that ain’t nobody been breathing for aseptad or six. And thistower didn’t smell likethat at al. It
didn’'t smdl like anything. When | came up into the room &t the top of the Sairs, | caught like ahint of
something swest, but it was gone before | was even sureit wasredlly there.

The hocuses went over to the broken window, dragging Felix with them, athough he waslooking redly
white around the eyes, like he waswanting to bail in the worst possible way. Me and Bernard stayed
right by the stairs, and Lord Shannon sort of wandered off, so he wasn't getting in hissster’ sway, but he
wasn't hanging out with us dtreet filth either.

“So,” Bernard said, “are you enjoying the shit out of this or what?’
“Ohyegh.”
“Yeah. Metoo.”



Lord Shannon gave usthislook like he' d found a dead rat under his bed, and moved farther away.

Me and Bernard were both looking around like we expected something to jump out at us, even though |
an't never been in aroom with less hiding places. But it fdt like atrap. | kept thinking about them doors
we' d passed on theway up and how we didn’t know what was behind them, and any monster or
anything with the senseto just lay low had us caught like rats, since the only other way out from here was
straight down to the paving stones. | mean, | knew that wasn't the kind of monster we were dealing with,
but it was how the room felt, likewe d just walked into atrap like abunch of trusting sheep.

The hocuses were arguing now—and | wished I’ d thought to make book with Bernard on how long that
would take—and L ord Shannon was still sort of exploring, looking at the walls and the holesin the roof.
He went across to examine this big red circle in the middle of the floor. He crouched down and touched
it, straightened up again looking at hisfingers-there wasn't no red on them, | could see that from wherel
was—and started to step into thecircle.

“Shannon, don't!”

| know everybody in theroom didn’t redlly stop bresthing at once, but that waswhat it felt like. Felix
was absolutely as white as chalk, and | didn’t know how good an actor you' d have to be to fake that
note of panic, but | didn’t think he was that good. | couldn’t see thelook Lord Shannon was giving him,
but | guess he didn’t think Felix was acting either, ‘ cause after amoment he nodded and stepped back.

Hewasred 4iff about it, like it pissed him off to be doing anything Felix said. | remembered al at once,
out of nowhere, that they’ d been lovers before the Virtu got broken. Looked like that was over and then
ome.

“Thelonger we argue,” Mavortian said loudly, over one of the hocuses whose name | didn’t know, “the
more pointless our presence here becomes. Let us perform the spell and argue about the theory later.”

“Hear, hear,” said one of the lady hocuses, the sensible-looking one, like you could have a conversation
with her—if you were crazy enough to betalking to ahocusin thefirg place.

“l agree” said Lady Victoria “Bickering isfutile. Come.”

The hocuses moved over to the red circle. Felix came across the room to stand by me and Bernard,
though | didn’t think it was because he wanted our company. He looked scared and kind of sick.

“Youokay?’ | said.

“Fine” hesaid, but not like he meant it. | was starting to think it would be agood ideafor somebody to
pin him down and find out what it was he really meant when he said “fine,” but thiswasn't thetimefor it,
and | wasn't sure | wasthe right person anyway. | was till wondering how | felt about having a brother
who was a hocus and crazy with it and maybe not avery nice guy besides.

The hocuses made acircle around the red circle—and | noticed they were al being real careful not to
step ingde it—and then they started chanting in thislanguage | didn’t know and didn’t want to. It
sounded like the same shit Vey Coruscant had been rattling off in the Boneprince, and that wasn't making
me fed no better about the whole thing.

They went on for awhile—I don’t know how long exactly, but it felt like forever—and just when | had
decided nothing was going to happen, something did. It wasn’t nothing big, but | redized that the smell

I”d noticed when we came in was getting stronger and ranker. | could see in between two of the hocuses
that there was something clouding up in the circle, like somebody’ d breathed on awindowpane. It wasn't



an actud shape or nothing, but it was there, and it was watching. | knew that fegling from the Boneprince.
Thething in the circle, the fantdme, was watching and hating, and | could fed it looking for an opening,
likeaguy in aknifefight waiting for the other guy to let hisguard down.

Me and Bernard and Felix and Lord Shannon were al clumped by the stairs now, and the hocuses were
chanting louder. | hoped whatever it was they were doing was working, because if that thing got free, |
didn’t think there was anything short of flying that could get us down the stairs fast enough to get away
fromit.

Then, over thehocuses' chanting, Mavortian shouted something, five words like the hammer of doom.
Thething in the circle seemed to pull in onitself. The hocuses kept chanting, and Mavortian shouted his
wordsagain. | could fed the fantbme screaming in the bones of my skull. Mavortian shouted athird time,
my ears popped, and the fantbme was gone.

It redlly was. Y ou could tell by the way the room fdlt. It wasjust aroom again. | could feel the breeze
from the broken window.

| glanced at the others. Lord Shannon was aready heading for Lady Victoria. Bernard was staring a
Mavortian, looking grumpy like dways. Felix’ sface had gone dl iff, like there was something he was
trying redl hard to keep from showing onit.

One of the hocuses said, “Isit gone?’
“Yes” sad Mr. Thraxios. “We should do something about thiscircle, but the fantbmeis gone.”

“I know anumber of good ritual cleansings,” said the plump lady hocus. “What do you think will be most
effective?’

They werejust getting into it when | heard the door open at the bottom of the stairs. Me and Bernard
looked at each other and moved away from the stairs. Felix camewith us, but he still had that funny look
on hisface, and | didn’t fed like it wasagood timeto try talking to him.

There was more than one person coming up the stairs—three or four from the sound of it, but the echoes
wereweird. | wondered if | should say anything, but whoever it was had got past al them guards with no
fuss so probably wasn't abig threst—or was the sort of thing awarning wouldn't help with. And the
hocuses were arguing o that | figured they wouldn't pay me no mind anyways.

Out of the blue, Felix said to the hocuses, “Don't use garlic. It'll only make your eyeswater.”

Everybody got redl quiet for asecond, dl of us staring at him, and the people on the stairs rounded the
last turn and came up into the room.

And that’ swhen every bone in my body started trying to twist into adifferent shape, and my blood
started burning, and my brain tried to crawl out my eyes and ears and nose. It was purely on ingtinct that

| got past the guy standing at the head of the stairs and apersona miraclethat | didn't fall down the entire
staircase from top to bottom. But | knew what was happening, and | wasn’t going to die with al them
hocuses watching.

Felix

“Who wasthat? said Stephen Teverius.

A moment’ sfrozen sllence. Vicky sad, “ Stephen?’



“Yes, yes, of courseit’sme. | need to talk to you. And what are you doing up here anyway?’
“Powers,” said Vicky. “ Stephen, it’s... it' sddightful to seeyou, but what...”

“Don’t blither, Vicky,” Stephen said, crossing the room. “1 have news, and we need to make decisons
that can't walit, so...”

| lost therest of it in the redlization of what I’ d just witnessed. The thorns around Mildmay lashing into
life, the lurching, clumsy way he' d started down the steps—it made no sense, but | knew what I’ d seen.

Gideon was standing by the window, watching the other wizards, the expression in his eyes thoughtful but
otherwise unreadable. | was amazed, peripherdly, that | could see him so clearly, sSince Stephen was
shrouded with the mantle of the bear, and | saw other, stranger things out of the corners of my eyes. But
Gideon was clear to me, and | was as grateful as | was surprised.

| went up to him. “Gideon?’

“Fdix,” hesad, politely but without warmth.

“I don’'t want... it's not about me. Do you think you can tell the Fres-sandran wizard—"

“Von Heber.”

“Von Heber. Do you think you can tell him he should go and find Mildmay right now?’

Gideon’ s eyebrows went up. “Why?’

“Because... because| think he'sin trouble. And | don't think the others should know. Please?’
He gave me anarrow, green look.

“It may be extremely urgent,” | said. “Gideon, please.”

“All right,” he said. | watched as he went over to the Fressandran wizard, touched hisdeeve, said
something in hisear. They had aquick, amost silent exchange, and then Gideon came back to me, the
Fressandran limping behind him.

“Messire von Heber would appreciateit if you would explain what’ s going on,” Gideon said.
“I can't,” | sad. “But... but Mildmay may be dying.”

“Of what?’ said the Fressandran.

“A curse. The curse. The Mirador’scurse. But | don’t know. | don't know how—"

“No wonder he said he wouldn't go anywhere near the Mirador. Are you sure?’

“No. Not redly. But | think—"

“No, you'reright. Find him first, work out the detailslater. Messire Thraxios, do you think you can spin a
sory...”

“To cover our hasty departure?’ Gideon thought amoment. *Y es. We re going to consult about
cleanang spells. | don't think they’ Il ask why Fdlix istagging dong.”

Resentment flared and died at the contempt in the verb. | deserved nothing better. Gideon went and



caught Chloé Wicker, who was the best of hislimited range of options. Von Heber crossed to the airs,
where his blond hirding was waiting, arms folded and eyebrows up. | followed him.

“Let’sstart down the stairs,” von Heber said. “No haste, but no loitering.”

“Something’sgoing on,” the hirding said.

“Brilliant, Bernard. He'—with ajerk of the head in my direction—"says Mildmay may bein trouble.”
“How shocking,” said Bernard.

We d made onefull circuit of the tower when Gideon caught up with us. “We d better be quick,” he
sad. “Thaddeus knows something strange isgoing on. And | must admit, that’sall | know. Felix?’

“I’'m not sure. | may bewrong. | hopel’mwrong.”
“Wrong about what?’ said von Heber.

“I don't seewhy it would have been activated,” | said. “The Cabal cast that warding curse on the
Mirador itsdlf, and it shouldn't—"

And then we heard the noise. It wasn't ascream, but it was more than just the harsh breathing of
someonein pan.

“What'sthat?’” said Bernard.
“I think you weren't wrong,” von Heber said to me. “Whereis he?’

Likeahurt anima, Mildmay had sought out a hiding place. We found that one of the doors off the
sairwell was gar. We went through it, von Heber and Gideon cdling witchlights. For amoment, the
shadows seemed to be watching uswith tiny glowing eyes, but | said the words morbid sensitivity to
mysdf like atalisman, and the hallucinations receded.

Wefound ourselvesin awarren of tiny rooms; | knew the configuration of walls had to have some
thaumaturgie sgnificance, dthough | could not read it mysdf. Mildmay was curled in the far corner of the
second room we cameto, shaking asif he had an ague.

“What' swrong with him?’ Bernard said.
“Ifsacurse” | said. “But | don't understand—"

“Bernard, shut the door,” von Heber said. “We d better not move him, and | don't think we want anyone
esewaking in. Now. Explain thiscurseto me.”

| took a deep breath, hoping that | could stay lucid, hoping that they could understand what | could not.
“Mildmay murdered the Witchfinder Extraordinary three years ago. | saw the Mirador’ s curse on him,
and sincethat curseis designed to kill and Cerberus skiller isthe only person who has ever escaped
it...”

“Yes, | see” von Heber said. “But then what isthis?’

“l don’t know. | mean, | do know. It'sthe curse. But | don’t understand what set it off, and | don't
understand why it isn't working.”

“What do you mean, it isn’'t working?’ Bernard said. “It looks pretty effectiveto me.”



“He s4ill dive”

There was an uncomfortable, unsettled pause before Gideon said, “ Since most of the Mirador’s spells
are either broken or monstroudy weakened at this point, | don't find that beyond explanation. My
question is, what are we going to do?’

“Wehaveto hdp him,” | said.

Gideon gave me apolitely disbelieving look. “Did I misunderstand you when you said he murdered a
wizard?’

“No, but—"

“1 have need of him,” von Heber said.

“Gideon, please,” | said. “I can't let him die”

“Why not?” Gideon said. “What isthisfarouche murderer to you?’
“My brother.”

“Whose existence you were not aware of two daysago. Y our fraterna concern istouching but
overdone.”

“Damn it, Gideon, are you saying we should stand here and watch him die?’
“Kethe! Just kill meand get it over with!”

Weadll jumped; none of us had imagined Mildmay was till coherent. But he raised hishead, hiseyesthe
lurid green of absinthe againgt his chalk-white face. He said, “I did for Cerberus Cresset, sure enough, o
if you want me dead for it, go ahead and—" He broke off, bowing his head and | saw the spasm tear
through him. When he could speak again, he said weekly, “ Thisis gonnatake hours.”

“I think you have achoice, Messire Thraxios,” von Heber said. “Either help us, or go inform the
Cabdinesupstairs—’

“Youcan't!” | said. “Gideon, please. You said you' d help me.”

Thelook he gave me was like being, stabbed. “I did not realize what your definition of ‘help’ would
ental.”

“Thengoon,” | said, looking away from Gideon. “ Go tell Stephen that you' ve found Cerberus Cresset’s
murderer. Hewill doubtless greet you like along-lost brother, and | imagine you will be able to name any
reward you like.”

There was along moment in which the only noise was Mildmay’ s rasping, panting breath. Then Gideon
sad, “No.”

Weadl stared a him; even Mildmay’ s head came up alittle. Gideon looked embarrassed but unbudging.
“I didn’t listen to you once, and that turned out to be anearly fatal mistake. | don't fedl inclined to make
that mistake a second time. | shall make anew oneinstead. What do you intend to do?’

| discovered von Heber was looking at me, too. “I don’t know,” | said.

“You'rethe only Cabdinein theroom,” von Heber said.



“But we ve never understood what happened.”
Gideon shrugged. “So ask.”

“AK?

“He sright here. Ak him.”

“Oh.” | could fed my face heat. | went down on one knee. “Mildmay, do you know why the curse didn’t
kill youwhenyou... that is, when Cerberus died?”

“Miriam had athing,” he said, hiswords harsh and durred and barely comprehensible.
“A‘thing 7’

“Y eah. Little wooden box. She said, don't openit, and | didn’t.”

“And what did it do?’

“Dunno. She said, keep it in your pocket. ‘ Til you' re out of the Mirador. And | did. And the curse didn’t
get me. ' Til now.” He stopped, going rigid against another convulsion.

“Oh,” | said, draightening up again. “ That' s brilliant.”
“What'shrilliant?” Gideon said.

“I didn’t think there was anyone in the Lower City capable of working that kind of magic. This
wizard—M iriam—she constructed a decoy.”

“Explain,” said von Heber.

“When Cerberus Cresset died, Mildmay should have died with him—more accurately, Mildmay should
have died before he was able to kill Cerberus. It's a protection spell, part of the quid pro quo the Cabal
used to get their reforms enacted. But that little box must have been the vehicle for aspell that deflected
the protective spdll.”

“Then| don’t understand,” Gideon said. “Why ishe... 7’

“There' sasecond tier of spells,” | said. “I don't think it was supposed to work thisway, since | don't
think anyone ever imagined it was possible to evade the protection spdll, but there are warding spellson
the Mirador itsdlf. The decoy must have been able to hold those spells off long enough for him to get out
of the Mirador again—"

“Miriam sad, don't wastetime,” Mildmay said in agasp.

“Exactly, but it couldn’t get rid of them. The spell on Cerberus ceased to function when he died, but the
spellson the Mirador are—" | stopped, my own guilt threstening to choke me.

“All but destroyed,” Gideon said.

“And that explainswhy Mildmay’sill dive” | said, forcing mysdf to keep thinking, keep reasoning.
“The curse can't be operating at more than aquarter of itsorigina power. But | ill don't understand
what set it off.”

Mildmay said something.



“What?' | said.
“The Lord Protector,” he said, and | could see the effort it cost him to make the words comprehensible.

| started laughing; | couldn’t help it, athough von Heber and Gideon both looked rather darmed. “I'm
sorry,” | sad. “I’'m sorry. It' sjust that—oh, Stephen will hate this—he' s become ametonymy.”

“What on earth do you mean?’ Gideon said.

| took adeep breath; | could seeit now, clear asday. “ The assorted thaumaturgie cataclysms have
resulted in the Mirador’ swarding spells being focused on the Lord Protector. | don’t know when it
would have happened or if we would have noticed if anyone had thought to look There arelots of things
about the Cabd’ s spells that we don't understand and since Stephen isannemer ... So, at the moment
and for thaumaturgie purposes, Stephen is the Mirador.”

Both Gideon and von Heber were sllent, rapt in contemplation of the thing's marvelousiidiocy.
“What are you going to do?’ said the practical Bernard.

“Wecan't lift thecurse” | said. “ That would take afull assemblage of the Curia, and even if we had them
here, they wouldn't do it. But maybe...”

“Maybewhat?’ said Gideon.

“Maybe we could put Miriam’ s spell back together. | understand what she did, | think, and I... oh.”
“What’ sthe matter?’ von Heber said. “Y ou' ve gone white as a sheet.”

“Theinterdict,” Gideon said.

“I can’'t do magic anyway,” | sad. “I’'m usdless”

“Tell uswhat to do,” Gideon said. “We are both competent.”

“It'snot that. It' s going to take a Cabaine—"

“Miriamwasn’'t,” Mildmay said, panting.

“No, but...” | didn’t know how to explain what | saw, the writhing snarling blackness around him.
“There sno leverage otherwise.”

Gideon and von Heber looked at each other. “Thaddeus,” Gideon said thoughtfully. * Peter, Ferdinand,
Victoria, Chlog, Gethruda. | suppose Chloé might doit.”

Somewherein the middle of hisligt, the answer hit me. | said in athin, distant voice, “No. He |l diewhile
you' re arguing with them. We have to use the other way.”

“What other way?’ Gideon said.
13 I_”

Mildmay spasmed again, swearing vicioudy; | caught aglimpse of hisface, white and contorted in asnarl
of pain, the scar likeabolt of lightning. | said inarush, “Y ou can use me.”

“1 beg your pardon?’ said von Heber.



“But we just established that the interdict—" Gideon began.

| cut him off; | had to get the words out before my fear closed off my throat. It swhat Makar did. If
Raobert could useit, I'm sure you can. Theinterdict’s on me, not on my magic.”

“That made about as much senseasamud pie,” said Bernard.

But Gideon and von Heber both understood. | looked away from the horror and pity in their facesand
sad, “We Il need atoken.”

Gideon said, “But shouldn’'t we try—"

“Wedon't havetime.” | could seethe briars getting thicker and blacker and more vicious. “Please. Don't
arguewith me”

“What kind of token?’ von Heber said prosaicaly.

| looked again a Mildmay, the lashing briars around him, the tornado colors clouding the air. “ Glass
would be best, but wood would do in apinch. No clay and no sone. And it needs to be something small
enoughto carry.”

Von Heber and Gideon began rummaging through their pockets.

“Oh, powers,” said Bernard in disgust. He stalked away into the maze of little rooms. After amoment,
we heard the sound of breaking glass, and Bernard returned with atriangular shard from one of the
windows. “You' Il want to do something about the edges.”

“Thank you,” von Heber said, and | took the shard.

“Do you understand what needs to be done?’ | said to von Heber and Gideon.

“Y ou want to use that piece of glassasan umbrella,” Gideon said. “Do you redly think it will work?’
“I don't know. Buit... None of the otherswill help him. Y ou know that.”

“Yes,” Gideon said reluctantly. “But | haveto ask: do you really want to do this? Do you know what it's
going to do to you?’

“I have an educated guess,” | said, and | knew the smile on my face was ghastly. “ Do it.”

Gideon looked sdelong at von Heber, who shook his head. “ My understanding of Cabaline magic hardly
rates the use of the labd ‘theoretical.’ | understand what he wants, but | don’t have the faintest idea how
todoit.”

“I’'m not sure | do, either,” Gideon said, “but | have committed myself to thisfoolhardy venture. Felix, |
think it might help if you were touching him.”

“Oh,” | said. “All right.” | kndlt again, my left hand carefully cradling the shard of glass. | braced mysdlf
and reached through the briarsto touch Mildmay’ s shoulder. He wasrigid as aboard; | said over my
shoulder to Gideon, “Hurry!”

Gideon muttered something under his breeth that | thought was a Prayer. | felt histouch againgt my mind.
Unlike Robert and Makar, he was gentle, trying not to hurt me. | forced mysdlf to hold still, not to fight; |
had to shut my eyes against the shadows and the colors and the monsters. But thistime | had chosenit,
and | embraced my madnesswillingly.



Mildmay

The pain was like dragons chewing on my bones. | couldn’t scream, because there were al them hocuses
upstairs, and | wastrying not to thrash out from under Felix’ s hand, but, Kethe, it seemed like being dead
would be easer and quicker and maybe the best thing anyway.

And, | mean, | deserved it. I d killed Cerberus Cresset. | could see him again now, his self-important
face, histattooed hands clutching at the knifein his chest. | could see he was hurt and surprised and not
ready. And it was my fault. Maybe he' d deserved to die and maybe he hadn’t, but | was the one had
doneit. And he wasn't the only one. The rest of them were there, too, standing around me, Cornell
Teverius and GrisddaKilkenny and Bartimus Cawley and L ucastus the Weaver and dl the others. |
guessed they were hoping to see me die, and | hoped they’ d fedl like they’ d got their money’ sworth out
of it, because it seemed to melike | was going to die any minute now, and whatever crazy thing the
hocuses were trying was just not gonnatake. My heart was beating too fast, way too fast, and the
cramps and the spasms had me al knotted up like apretzel, and now | couldn’t' ve screamed anyway,
because everything in my chest had turned into lead, and the weight was going to crush my ribs, and that
was going to be the end of Mildmay the Fox right there.

And then the pain faded and was gone. Just like that. | mean, | ached all over like somebody’ d been
beating mewith gticks, but that was okay. | just kind of lay there, staring at the ceiling and being amazed
that | wasn't dead, and then Mavortian said, “Well, it ssems asif we don’t need to worry about sharp
edges.”

| sat up and twisted around. Felix was ill knedling next to me, hisleft hand palm up. | could seethe eye
tattooed on his pam through the piece of glass he was holding, but it was al bubbly and wavy and weird.
That was a piece of glass something pretty fucking nasty had happened to.

Fdix said, very carefully, like he had to double-check every word to make sure it came out in Marathine,
“You'll want to keep this on your person.”

“LikeMiriam’sbox,” | said. “Okay.”
“It hasa... radius of influence, but | don’t know how wideitis.”

“Let’snot find out then,” | said. | held out my hand. After a second, he sort of woke up and tipped the
glassinto my pam. It was alittle warmer than it should' ve been. Kethe. Hocus stuff. But | shoved it in
my pocket, because | didn’t particularly want to die, whether | deserved it or not, and | really didn’t
want to do it that way.

“Canyou wak? Mavortian said. “Because | think it might be for the best if we went back to the River
Horse, quietly, now, before anyone becomes—’

“Unbecomingly curious,” Mr. Thraxios said. “Fdix and | should go back up and display ourselvesto
Thaddeus lest he comelooking.” He looked down at Felix and said, “Hewill, you know.”

“Yes,” Felix said. He squeezed his eyes shut for a second and then got up.

Helooked worsethan | felt, and | got to my feet in ahurry because | knew | had to say it, and | didn’t
want to do it from the floor. “ Thanks,” | said. “1 mean”—and | looked from him to Mr. Thraxios—"I
would ve understood if you'd let medie. So... thanks.”

Mr. Thraxios kind of waved it away. Felix shook his heed, like he wastrying to cleer it, and said, “Be
careful. There are dill thorns.”



“Okay,” | said. | couldn’t help giving Mr. Thraxios alook, because wherever Fdlix’s head was a, it
didn’t look like it was no nice placeto be. Mr. Thraxios gave me anod, and | figured I’d haveto take
that for 1’1l 1ook after him, because he was aready dragging Felix toward the door, and | didn’t know
how to say none of what was bothering me.

We waited a couple minutes after they’ d gone, and then left oursalves, sauntering down the gairslike
there wasn't nothing wrong in the world, except that | wasn't letting go of the banister, and Mavortian
and Bernard kept giving me these looks like they thought | was going to burst into flames or something.
But it was good enough to get us by the soldiers, and that was good enough for me.

Felix
They were dl staring at us as we came back into the workroom, bright unblinking eyeslike hunting owls.

Figure of speech, | said to myself, and the room was not full of bird-headed monsters. Just Stephen and
Shannon and six Cabalineswho hated me. For aweak, craven moment, | wished the throbbing darkness
in my head would swalow me again, so that | would not have to understand why | was hated.

“Well? Vicky said.

| could only be thankful that Gideon knew how to answer her, that he remembered our quickly fabricated
liesand had at his fingertips the information we had alegedly disappeared in order to acquire. He crossed
the room to the others, talking about the phases of the moon and the energies of the earth. | stepped

back and sat down againgt thewall, welcoming the fedl of the cold stones through my shirt.

“And what of the Fressandran and his entourage?’

“Messire von Heber seemed dubious asto the esteem in which he might be held. He and histhugs have
gone back to their hotdl.”

| bit back a protest. Whether Mildmay was or was not athug, | would do neither him nor mysdlf any
good by defending him now. Even asit was, both Shannon and Thaddeus were giving me suspicious
looks, asif they could read in my face that Gideon waslying.

“He must have been tremendoudly thorough,” Shannon said. “Y ou’ ve been gone such along time.”
“Messre von Heber isamost learned wizard,” Gideon said stiffly.
“I can’t imagine he had much to teach you. And what about Felix? Was he your practice dummy?’

“Shannon,” Stephen growled, as| felt my whole face burn. Shannon couldn’t have indicated more clearly
that he thought me worthlessand irrelevant if he' d hired the chorus of the Opéra Ophide. “ Can this
wat?’

“Of course,” Shannon said; | did not like the way he and Gideon were glaring at each other.

“Thank you,” Stephen said with heavy irony. He looked around, the scowl on hisface dmost
comfortingly familiar. “1 supposeyou'll dl have to hear this sooner or later, 0 it makes senseto say it just
the once.”

| had aways been amazed at the contrast between Stephen’ s formal speeches as Lord Protector and his
habitual terse and graceless discourse. There had been avery crud engraving that had circulated when he
first succeeded to the Protectorate, comparing him to a bear that had been taught to waltz. Like most
caricatures, thisone' scrudlty lay initsdeadly accuracy.



Stephen took a deep breath. “ Envoys from Vusantine are on their way here.”
“Here?’ Vicky and Ferdinand Emarthius protested in chorus.

“Here. Giancarlo scryed to them from Sauvage. He sent Parsanthia Ward back to let me know while he
recovered from the two-week migraine.”

“But why here?’ Vicky sad.
“Because,” said Stephen through histeeth, “the wizards of the Coeurterre don’t want to go to Méusine.”

The slence darkened the room to indigo. Gideon walked across the room to stand beside me; | looked
up a him gratefully, but he was watching the other wizards.

Vicky sad, “ Stephen, what do you think—"

“I think we' ve got the Kekropians licking their chops on our doorstep. Given my choice, I'd rather bein
bed with the Tibernians.”

“A noble sentiment,” Shannon said, sneering a me.

“Dammit, Shannon, will you shut up?’ Shannon looked away from Stephen’ s anger with amuttered

apology.

“Lord Stephen,” Chloé Wicker said, “1 know that we have had little progress to report to you, but we
have—"

“Oh, it'snot your fault,” Stephen said. “I’m not dipleased... that is, | think you al have done
tremendoudy well. The Tibernians aren't taking over from you.”

“Thenwhat are they doing?’ Thaddeus said. | could see red spikes of anger al around him; he would
never have spoken to Stephen in that way if he hadn’t been infuriated, athough | did not know what had
angered him.

Stephen preferred honest intransigence to sycophancy. He said, “Money. They are providing money, so
that we can rebuild. In return, we are letting the Coeurterre examine the damage.”

“We'rewhat?' Vicky said.

“It wasthe best Giancarlo could do,” Stephen said, matching her glarefor glare. “1’m not going to
bankrupt the Protectorate for this, and | am not going crawling to Elvenner Packer for aloan.”

“You'd rather go crawling to Aeneas Antipater?’
13 Ya”

Shannon nervoudly, tactfully, cleared histhroat. Stephen looked up at toe watching Cabaines, none of
them members of the Curia, and growled at Vicky, “Let’ stalk about this later.”

Aswe returned to the Chimera Among the Roses, | could fed myself eroding. | had weighed the cost of
saving Mildmay’ s life and accepted it fredy, but that did not make the dow crumbling into darkness any
eader to bear. | stood by the window in the private parlor, staring blindly into the hotel’ s back courtyard,
gray and drowning in rain. Stephen and Vicky had gone, pointedly, for awalk. The wizards were arguing



thaumaturgy in the front parlor, which the hotelkeeper had surrendered without a murmur of protest. He
wastrailing gold clouds of glory at the mere idea of having the Lord Protector of Marathat gracing his
establishment, and he would have given up far more than his public parlor to keep that honor.

| heard voices and turned, but | did not have a chance to escape before the door opened and Shannon
camein, followed by his guard lieutenant. Shannon’s eyes were as brilliant as beacon fires, and the colors
around the lieutenant were coruscating gold and rose. | knew why they had chosen the private parlor,
and | wanted, more than anything ese, to run. But | sood there, frozen, while Shannon’s brilliant eyes
looked me up and down, his unforgiving anger burning around him. | could fed him sorting and
discarding, looking for the words that would wound me most. Once, | would have been ableto strike
firgt and harder—Shannon did not think well on his feet—but now | just stood dumbly, waiting for my
annihilation.

The lieutenant looked between us anxioudy and said, “My lord, should I—"

“Don't bedlly,” Shannon said, and his gaze caught mine. | looked down and away; | couldn’t meet his
eyes. “Felix was just leaving to find his Kekropian, weren't you, Felix?’

Hedidn’t need knife-edged words. He did it dl with the tone of his voice—that casud, contemptuous
familiarity that didn’t even care enough to be annoyed. | meant nothing to him. Nothing at al.

“Yes my lord,” | said in abare mumble and fled the room, my shoulders hunched against Shannon's
mocking laughter.

| stumbled up the stairs to the dubious sanctuary of the bed that was dubioudy mine. As| went, | saw the
shadows writhing and blooming’ | knew that Shannon had, at long last, hurt me more cruelly than | had
hurt him.

And my longed-for illusion of security was shattered to pieces before | even got through the bedroom
door. Gideon was on his knees by the far bed, throwing thingsinto a bag.

“What?’ | said, stopping where | waswith one hand still on the doorknob. “What' swrong?’
“Those envoysfrom Vusantine,” Gideon said.

“Oh,” | said. It was getting harder to hear him; my earswerefilling with the roars and booming of the
mongters.

“They’re going to want to talk to you.”

The thought made me want to Sit down where | was and howl. “But I’ ve already told the Curia
everything | know!”

“Not likethat,” Gideon said grimly. “1 think we need to get out of town.”
“What? But we—"

“You broke the Virtu, Messire Harrowgate. You were the instrument of the Bastion wreaking havoc on
the Mirador. | don’t believe anyone coming here from Tiberniais going to care very much for el aborate
explanations of why those thingsaren't your fault.”

“Oh,” | said. | felt like he'd punched me. “But | don’t—"

“No, don’'t worry. I’'m not staying, ether.”



“Y ou haven't done anything wrong.”
“I’'m Kekropian. Don’t you think that’ s enough?’
“But, Gideon, they won't—"

“Fdix,” he sad, ddiberately and dowly, “they are going to belooking for scapegoats. Y ou're going to be
their first choice. But they are dso going to be looking very much askance at anyone who came from the
Bastion in the last year, and there are certain. .. let usmerely say that | do not want to discuss my past
with our learned colleagues from the Coeurterre. Isthat dl right with you?’

“Gideon, | didn’'t mean—"
“Comeon.” He stood up, slung the bag over one shoulder, and waked Past me out the door.

| couldn’t move; | couldn’t think. My head wasfilling with darkness; the pain was beginning to unroll
itself behind my eyes. And | could hear things, terrible things, whispering and whimpering to themsdlvesin
the corners.

A hand closed around my wrist likeavise. | looked up into greenness, sharp like daggers. “ Come on,”
Gideon said and dragged me without ceremony down the gairs.

Mildmay

So we made it back to the River Horse, and | fell on the bed and dept like adead thing for | don't
know, maybe two hours, maybe three, and then Bernard was thumping on my door, and | fdlt likehe'd
been thumping on me the whole time I’ d been adeep. Kethe, | ached, and when | say | crawled out of
bed, that’ s exactly what | mean. It took me two triesto get upright again, and | was hating every minute
of it.

“What?’ | said & Bernard, hanging on the doorframe to keep mysalf from hitting the floor again.
“New problem. W€ re leaving town.”
“Oh, for fuck’ ssake. What isit this time?”

“Dol look likel know?’ Hedidn't. He looked mad enough to spit nails. “All | know is, your nutcase
brother and that Kekropian fellow are downstairs, and they talked to Mavortian, and he sayswe're
leaving today, before they close the city gates. Pack your things and let’ s hoof it.”

| didn’t have much inthe way of “things,” so | made it downstairs before Bernard, even taking the sairs
inthis sort of horrible dow wobble. And like he' d said, Mavortian and Felix and Mr. Thraxioswere al
gtting in the lobby. Mavortian and Mr. Thraxios looked about ready to start chewing their fingernails. |
didn’t blame Bernard for calling Felix anutcase. He looked at me when | went over to them, but | don’t
know what he was seeing. | don't think it was me.

“What'sgoingon?’ | said, sort of generdly.

Mavortian looked at Mr. Thraxios, who said, “ The reason the Lord Protector appeared in Hermione
today isthat an embassy from Vusantineisriding to meet him here.”

1] Okw’” | gd, [ bLJt—”

Mavortian said, “Messire Thraxios believes—rightly in my opinion—that both the Cabaines and the
envoys are going to be looking for someone convenient to blame.”



“Oh,” | said and looked at Felix, who was staring down at his hands.
“Exactly,” sad Mavortian. “ ‘Oh. ”

“Foreign wizards are d so likely to be regarded with suspicion,” Mr. Thraxiossaid, “and | can only
imagine that you would prefer not to attract the attention of anyone involved with the Mirador.”

“Bull's-eye” | said. “Sowe rebailing?’
They both looked blank.

“Clearing out.”

“Yes” Mavortian said.

“Whereto?’

They looked blanker.

“We hadn't quite,” Mr. Thraxios began at the sametime Mavortian sad, “ It sadifficult matter to—"
They both broke off and nobody got a sentence finished.

“Y ou gotta pick adirection before we go anyplace,” | said.
“Do you have asuggestion?” Mavortian said, like he wanted to hear me admit | didn’t.
“Sure” | said. “ St Millefleur.”

Him and Mr. Thraxioslooked at each other. | don’t think Felix even heard us. “Why S. Millefleur?” Mr.
Thraxios said.

Powers and saints, | thought, but Bernard still hadn't showed up, so | said, “If anybody wants us bad
enough to try and follow us, they’ |l probably figure we re heading back for Mélusine, with saverson
east—a ong of you being Kekropian—or maybe up to Igensbeck. But we ain’t got no reason to go
south.”

“Which isagood enough reason to try it,” Mr. Thraxios said. He was giving me afunny sort of look that
| couldn’t quitefigure out.

“Andit’'sabig city. Bigger' n Hermione. Good for hiding, shit like that.”
“How far isit?” Mavortian said.
“Depends. How' re we going?’

They looked at each other, and | thought, Oh, fuck me sideways, because you could tell they hadn’t even
thought about that part.

“I imagine,” Mavortian said, “that taking the stagecoach would be as good as leaving aletter.”
“Yeah,” | sad. “We re gonnamake an easy group to remember.”

“There' snothing that says we haveto go together,” Bernard said from the stairs. | turned around, not
being red fond of having Bernard behind me.

“Bernard,” Mavortian said.



| couldn’t read the look in Bernard' s eyes, but | knew it was aimed at Mavortian. “Thereisn't,” Bernard
sad, dmogt through histeeth.

“I’'mgoing with Felix,” | said, because | didn’t want to watch yet another fucking fight between the two
of them. “Y ou guys do what you want.”

And then they were dl looking at melike I’ d started barking or something. “He saved my life,” | said.
“And | don't know, but it looks like it fucked him up pretty bad. | owe him.”

“Indeed,” Mavortian sad, in that way he had. “Wdll, contrary to Bernard' sopinion, | believetherearea
number of reasons why we should stay together.”

Yeah, and | know what they are, | thought, but | didn’t want to get into that, not with needing to clear out
before anybody over at the Chimera Among the Roses noticed they had a couple of hocuses missing.

Mr. Thraxios was thinking the same, because he said, “ Then let usgo.”

I’d been worried about Fdlix, but he got up when the other two hocuses did, and he followed us dll just
fine, out of the hotel and down to the river and across the Linlowing Bridge heading south. Nobody gave
usasecond look, and | got to say, | was glad to be gone.

Fdix

In my dream, | am walking through the Mirador, down in the dusty hallswhere no one goes. | am trying
to find the airsto the Queen Maddleine Garden, except that in my dream the stairs start in Makar’s
workroom, instead of from the New Hall. | don’t want to go to Makar’ sworkroom, and | know there’'s
another staircase somewhere, but | don’t know where exactly, so | am wandering in miserable circles.
Malkar’ sdoor is open, laughing & me.

| osephinus Pompey looks at me out of amirror and says, “ There are no gardensin the Mirador. Only
graveyards.”

And then | am standing in the Queen Madeleine Garden, and | see that 1osephinusis right; no roses grow
here now, only tombstones and mausoleums. The fountain in the middleisdry and black. It isthe
Boneprince, the nightmare cemetery of the Lower City, and if | Stay herel will die.

| climb to the Crown of Nails; | look toward Horn Gete, the city of Méusine writhing beneath my feet
like ablack, rutting beast. Horn Gateis closed, and now | know, with perfect Snging certainty, that the
garden, the true garden, isbehind it. | struggle to open the gate, my hands throbbing and aching and the
bright blood dripping from my pams. Behind me, benesth me, thewhole Mirador islaughing in Makar's
voice.

The bolts screech and shriek; the gate judders open, barely far enough for me to squeeze through. | find
myself again in the garden with the black, twisted trees. | remember the yellow-eyed man, who said |
could be cured.

“Wheream |7’ | say aoud, to thetrees, to the grass, to the white paths. “Please, | have to know.”

In Troia, the Daughter of the Morning. In the Gardens of Nephele, where peace flows like water .
Where you can he healed.

| cannot see the speaker; | do not know thevoice. But | know it isnot Malkar, and | know it is speaking
the truth.



| wake staring up at the moon, sailing serene and untouched above this sphere of troubles. | remember
my dream; | remember the voice. | haveto find the Gardens of Nephele; | haveto find Troia. | cannot lie
gtill any longer, when somewhereto the east are twisted trees with beautiful white flowers and people
who look like me, who will help me.

| crawl to my feet. There are mongters deeping around me. | do not disturb them. | can find my own
way.

| start east across the dull winter grass. But | have barely gonefifty feet when | hear someone coming
after me. | turn, quickly. It is one of the mongters, the fox-headed man whose eyes are silver with grief.

“Where reyou going?’ he says when he has come up to me.
“The Gardens of Nephdle” | say. “Troia. East.”

“Right now?’

“I haveto. They can hdp me”

“Okay, but who's ‘they’ ? How do you know them?’

“I dreamed it.” | start walking again, but he catchesmy arm. “ Please.” | pull away from him. “I haveto
g)-”

“Y ou can't go haring off in the middle of the night by yoursdlf. You'll end up dead in aditch by sunrise.
Come back and wait for morning, okay?’

“But they won't let me go. They won't listen.”
“Yes, they will. And I'll go with you, | promise. But not tonight.”

| think | can trust him. | am tired and lonely and scared; | want to trust him. | follow him back to where
the other mongters are till deeping, and | lie down to wait for the sun.



Chapter 9

Mildmay

Decad and a hdf after | sopped Felix from walking off into the blue dl on hisown, welanded in thislittle
town called Y ehergod that was aso aduchy. | never did get agrip on how the Empire parceled itself out,
and whether the dukesin the south redlly answered to the Emperor, and what the Bastion had to do with
any of therest of it. Basically it didn’t matter, because nobody was our friend anyway, and if you want
pointless, just think about Mavortian and Bernard, arguing and arguing and arguing about whether we
should go straight east, or dip kind of south, or dip kind of north, or go dl the way south to the coast, or
what. It got clearer and clearer to me, listening to them and watching Gideon’ s face getting pinched and
gray, that what we were doing was stupid. And not just alittle stupid, neither, but the kind or stupid
where somebody ought to smack you upside the head for your own good, because you' re too dumb to
bring yoursdf in out of therain.

Which | guess means| got to try and explain why we were doing it anyway.

Mostly it was Fdlix. | mean, when I’ d seen him wandering off in the middle of the night and bolted after
him, | hadn’t missed what was going on. | don’t think | ever managed to explain it so Mavortian and
Gideon understood, and it was worse than usaless asking Felix, because al he'd say was, “I dreamed it.”
But what he meant was there wasn't no way to sop him from going. | mean, | guesswe could havetied
him up and carried him to St. Millefleur and locked him in an attic or something, but otherwise. .. | don't
even know if he knew there was the whole Empire of Kekropia between him and where he wanted to
go, but I knew he didn’'t care. I’ d figured it was about the best | could do to get him to wait for morning.

And then I’d told the others, and they hadn’t believed it, even though they knew what he was talking
about, which was more than | had. But Mavortian said he couldn’t have dreamed that, and Gideon
talked about how far away Troiawas and how we' d never make it across Kekropia, and Bernard just
sort of sneered, and findly, | said, “Look. Y ou can't siop him from going, and I’ m going with him.
Nobody’ s got to come with us, but we don’t got to stay with you, either.”

Mavortian saw that | meant it, and | think what happened was he was bound and determined not to let
Felix out of hissight. And maybe he figured Felix would get tired, or | was making shit up, or he could
jigger things later or something. He was alway's thinking about his options, was Mavortian. So he said,
Okay, we'll dl go. And of course Bernard said that was the stupidest damn thing he' d ever heard in his
life, and Gideon said he didn't care what the rest of us did, he wasn't going back into the Empire, and |
thought he was the only one of the five of uswho had his head screwed on right way ‘ round.

Bernard caved—Bernard always caved—and then it was just Mavortian and Gideon going at it likea
pair of tomcats, and it turned out that Mavortian thought we redly needed Gideon along, because we had
to keep the Bastion from catching on that they had a Cabaline hocus wandering around like asheep in
their backyard, and apparently the only way to do that for sure wasto have a Eusebian hocus sort of
finessing the spells the Bastion used to keep an eye on the magic floating around the Empire. Gideon
thought as how the Bastion’ s spellswouldn’t pick up on Felix, dong of him being crazy and not ableto
work magic, but Mavortian kept after him, and hefindly gavein and admitted that he wasjust guessing.
“Oddly enough,” he said, al snarky and mad, “the problem has never arisen before.” Mavortian said that
wasn't good enough. | didn’t know—I mean, it wasn’t nothing like what the Mirador did, which | did
know some about—but | frankly knew fuck-all about the Bastion, and if Mavortian said we needed
Gideon, then | figured | had to believe him. | didn’t want to get caught by nobody and especidly not no
Eusebian hocuses.



But Gideon kept saying he was sorry, but hewouldn’t go. He had al sorts of reasons why none of us
should go, and | could tell he was redlly scared, because of theway hewasn't looking at Felix. He never
tried to argue that Felix didn’t know what he was talking about or nothing like that, he just kept saying
we couldn’t cross the Empire, and we' d be strung up in aday and ahaf if wetried, and we should go
south to St. Millefleur and maybe see if we could find some books that would let him and Mavortian
figure out what kind of magic the Gardens of Nephele used and maybe they could do something for Felix
that way. | think that idea was pretty lame and both Gideon and Mavortian knew it, but | ain’'t qualified
to judge.

So they went back and forth for awhile, until I guess Mavortian figured that he couldn’t sweet-talk
Gideon around, and then he worked a net little piece of blackmail that tied Gideon up with abig red
bow. Either Gideon helped us, Mavortian said, or Bernard would drag him to the nearest town and
denounce him asa Eusebian.

And Bernard would do it. | don’t know for certain if Mavortian was bluffing or not—I don’t think he
was—but | know solid that if he'd told Bernard to do that, Bernard would have. Gideon knew it, too.
Hewaskind of standing there, like he was ill looking for aloophole, and Mavortian got him on the
backswing, with this nasty little smile on hisface that | for one could have done without. He said as how
Gideon shouldn’t think he could go back on the deal once we were in Kekropia, because there' d be
nothing easier than telling the K ekropians he was a defector from the Bastion, and we al knew what
would happen to him then. | didn’t, but | could tell from hisface that Gideon did.

And it made me mad, watching Mavortian put the screwsto aguy who didn’t owe him nothing, so then
me and Mavortian fought for awhile, but he kept saying we had to have Gideon, and findly he said, “If
you truly want to help your brother, and if you truly believe that he has had this fantastic dream, then
believe mewhen | tdll you that without Gideon, we are doomed to fail.”

And hemeant it. | didn’t know if it wastrue, but | could tell Mavortian believed what he was saying, that
he wasn't pulling this shit just because he could. And the fact of the matter was, if he said Gideon wasthe
only guy could keep Felix safe, then | wanted Gideon dong. And | couldn’t hel p remembering that when
it had been mein abind, with the Mirador’ s curse trying to knot me up likeabdl of yarn, Gideon' sidea
had been to just stand there and let me die. And whether | could see his point of view or not, that’sa
nasty sort of thing to remember about somebody when they an't giving you something you want.

So | did the only thing | could square it with mysdf to do, which wasto go over and ask Felix if hewas
sure about thisidea. Even when | got his attention, he wouldn't say nothing except that same old song
about having adream and having to go east, but he was absolutely sure he had to do it. And if we were
drawing up sides, and it kind of looked like we were, then | wason Felix’sside.

And the long and the short of it is, we went east. Got across the border no swest. | knew how the
smugglersdidit, and Bernard must have spent half hislife oiling across borders without nobody the wiser,
he was so good at it. And | got to hand it to Gideon, once Mavortian' d put the screws to him, he went
ahead and did the best by us he could. | mean, he wasn't talking to nobody, and | know he wasn't
degping much, but he was doing what Mavortian wanted, and he wasn't bitching about it neither. Unlike
Bernard.

| figured out somewherein that first decad that alot of that was Felix. Gideon never said nothing—I
mean, he wasn't talking to us, and it wasn't like there was any point in trying to tell Felix—but | saw the
way helooked at Felix and theway it hurt him when Fdlix flinched back from him the way he did from
everybody. | an’t much with the brains, but | can seewhat’ sright in front of me, evenif | can’t make
sense of it. Gideon wasin love with Felix, and | figured that made him crazier than Felix on the worst day
Feix ever had. | didn’t say nothing neither—because, | mean, it wouldn't help—and after | fdlt likel



could trust Gideon not to, you know, take advantage of Felix or something, | even mostly quit worrying
about it. | had plenty of other shit on my mind.

Asmuch as| could understand what Mavortian thought he was doing, hisideawasto sort of dide dong
the northern border of the duchies, where we were kind of at the edge of where the Bastion could see us,
but not far enough south that the dukes were much more than puffed-up mayors. One thing for sure, the
Duke of Y ehergod was strictly small potatoes. No duca paacein Y ehergod, and the militiawas made
up of the blacksmith, the miller, the hotelkegper, and as many farmboys as they could round up in any
given month. The duke was the town banker, and the only way you could tell him apart from the rest of
the crowd in the bar wasthe gold ringsin hisears.

So we figured we were safe, and we kept on figuring we were safe until about the septad-night, when we
suddenly found out we weren't sefe at al.

And now | got to explain how it isthat | was still awake at the septad-night, which inturn isthe only
reason me and Felix got out of Y ehergod without about three pounds of iron apiece on our wrists. See,
when they backed the curse off mein Hermione, it wasn't what you might call ahowling success. | mean,
aure, | wasn't dead, and | wasn't having those fucking cramps, and believe me, | was grateful. But things
got weird. | can't put it no better than that. Colors got funny, like there were too many of them packed in
behind your basic blue or green or whatever. Sometimes | amost thought | could see the colors around
people that Felix was dways yammering about. And my hearing got sharper, to the point that Mavortian
and Bernard yelling at each other was actudly painful. | mean, it wasapain and | was used to that, but
now it hurt. And | couldn’t deep.

That was the kicker. That was the absolute bitchkitty Queen of Swords. I’'m alight deeper at the best of
times, and | don't need alot of deep, but now | wasn't deeping at dl. | mean, maybe an hour anight,
maybe two. And my dreams were fucking awful. It was like Cerberus Cresset had set up an appointment
with theingde of my head, so that every time | went to deep, there he was, his hands clutching my knife
in his chest, his eyes opening wider and wider and his mouth stuck in this prissy littlecircle, like he died
not yet believing that somebody like me could do that to somebody like him. So I’ d get to deep around
about the tenth hour of the night, and I’ d thrash things through with my old pal Cerberus, and thenI'd
wake up and it wouldn’t quite be dawn yet. And I’d lie there and wonder if it really would have been so
bad, dying of cramps. | wastired al the time now. And not just tired, worse than tired, like somebody’ d
hung this fucking invisible lead chain on me, and | had to drag it around everywhere | went.

So it was the septad-night in Y ehergod. The town was dead as adrowned dog, and | was sitting in the
room | shared with Felix—aong of how basically the others had said, you' re the one said you were
going with him, so you deal—Ilooking out the window because it was better than staring at the lump on
the bed that was Felix, and he might be adeep or he might be laying there staring at me. And sincewe
were on the top floor of the hotd and it wasthetalest building in Y ehergod by agood stretch, | actudly
had a pretty nice view of the town al adeep and peaceful, and | was Sitting there trying to convince
myself that looking out at dl that peace was making me deepy. And then | saw something, namely a
bunch of goonsin chain mail heading for the hotdl. Like | said, you could put the Y ehergod militiaina
string shopping bag and still have room for two heads of cabbage and a parsnip. That wasn't them, and
that was enough to say as how these guys were bad news.

“Fuck,” | said.

Next second | was across the room. For once, Felix was adeep, so | shook him awake in ahurry and
said, “ Get your shoes on * cause we got to bail.”

| didn’t havetimeto seeif hewaswith me. | was out the door and into the next room, where Bernard



woke up when | was hafway through the door and said, “Wheat the fuck do you want?’
“There sabunch of soldiersclosingin. Timeto clear out.”

“Fuck. Y ou got the freekshow?’

That was Bernard' s ever so fucking tactful way of referring to Felix. “Yeah,” | said.
“Then I'll manage the others. Meet at the next milestone outside of town.”

“Gotcha,” | said and dove back into our room, where Felix was Sitting like atailor’ s dummy with hiseyes
egting up hisface.

“Comeon!” | said, dragged his shoes out from under the bed, and shoved them on hisfeet. “Wedon't
got timefor this”

But he was someplace else, and weredly didn’t havetime. | looked out the window and the goons were
gl heading for the hotel, and they were close enough they could' ve seen meif they looked up. | knew
that the duke was downgtairsin agame of Long Tiffany with the hotelkegper and a couple merchants.
They’d invited meto join them. Clearly the goons knew where to find the duke, too, and about a
centime' sworth of my head was wondering about who' d sold him out and why, even while the rest of
mewasin that cold, nasty, clear place| get to when ajob’sgonebad. | can't helpit. It'sjust the way
I’m made.

| yanked Felix up off the bed, and the only thing | remember for certain about the next quarter hour isthe
death grip | had on hiswrist. We went down the back stairsloud enough to wake the dead. The

hotel keeper’ s door was open as we went past, with the hotelkeeper and the duke peering out wondering
who was dropping trunks down the stairs, and | sort of said in passing: “ Soldierscoming!” Thelast | saw
of the Duke of Y ehergod, he had pure scarlet murder on hisface, and | figure he knew who the snitch
was and what he was going to do about it, assuming he got the chance.

We got out into the stableyard and up onto the stable roof, and | really can't tell you how | managed that,
because by then Felix was coming apart at the seams, and | was swearing a him under my breeath and
just about turning mysdlf insgde out dragging on his dead weight. But we got up there somehow, and over
the gable, and then we. dithered down into the street. | took aquick glance at the starsto figure out
where the fuck east was, and then | started dragging Felix out of town. We' d gone maybe ablock and a
half at adead run when things got redlly loud back behind us. | hoped Bernard and them were okay, but
al | could do was get Felix the fuck out of the picture. Mavortian was agood liar, but that wouldn’t help
with the Mirador’ sfucking carniva tattoos.

So we booked it out of town, along their nice wide flat paved Kekropian road and headed for the

milestone like Bernard had said. The Kekropians mark their miles off in fives, which isalittle weird, but
their milestones are the sze of smal ponies, and they got abust of the Emperor on them, looking alittle
funny along of how the Emperor’ s only got about a septad and two. We dowed down once | was sure
nobody was chasing us, but it turned out we' d got away clean. Nobody in the hotel had caught on that
Felix wasa Cabdine, and | was betting them goonsin their chain mail had other fish they wanted to fry.

The moon was near full and cast enough light that | felt safe to keep walking. Like | said, the Kekropians
know al about roads, so there ain’t no potholesto break your anklein or nothing like that. And | was
worried about how ambitious the goons might be and how far out they might be thinking they wanted to
sweep, S0 | made Felix keep going, even though hewasin one of hisredly bad spellsand didn’t even
seem to know who | was.



| got to say, Sraight out, that | didn’t have the hang of what was wrong with him. | mean, | knew hewas
crazy, because any fool could seethat. And | knew him being crazy had something to do with hismagic
and why it wasn't working right—I was just as glad of that, actually, because the thought of walking
around with acrazy and magic-working hocus was enough to completely spook me out. But | couldn’t
get my head around the rest of it, even though Mavortian had tried to explain it once or twice while
Gideon sat there and sneered at him. Gideon understood it better than Mavortian did, and he might’ ve
been ableto lay it out so as | could follow him, but Gideon wasn't about to do me no favors, and |
hadn’t thought it mattered enough to go crawling to him about it.

Some days| think I’m too stupid to belet out on my own, and then there’ sthe daysthat proveit.

We made it to the milestone finally—I don’t know what time it was, but by then | was practicaly
staggering anyway and didn’t rightly care. So | dragged Felix off the road and behind the milestone,
where we wouldn't be spotted right away by anybody who happened to be looking. | would' ve liked to
get farther, but | couldn’t see enough of what the land was like to think that wasagood idea. So | just
sat down where | was and said, “We re gonnawait for Mavortian and them, okay?’

Fdlix sat down, too, and | findly felt likel could let go of him. He didn't say nothing, but that was normd.
“I’'mgonnadeep,” | said. “Areyou tired?’
“No.”

“Thenwill you watch? Either for Mavortian or for goons. Either way, you wake me up as soon asyou
see‘em, okay?’

“Okay,” he said.

| curled mysdlf up againgt the milestone. | wasjust about to fall adeep when | redlized Felix had said
“Okay,” like any pack-brat out of the Lower City, and | hadn’t known him long, but I’ d figured him out
enough to know that couldn’t be agood sign. But | wastoo fucking tired even for that, and | fell adeep
before I’d got agrip on what | was worried about.

| came awake al at once, with akind of ajump. I’d dept longer and heavier than I” d expected, so now it
was probably the third or fourth hour of the morning and there were wagons rumbling past on the road.
Fdix was alittle ways off, watching the road like I’ d asked him to, but he whipped around as soon as|
moved.

“Anything? | sad.

“No soldiers. There have been afew wagons from the west, but the drivers didn’t look like they’ d have
been at dl amenable to the suggestion of passengers.”

Hewastaking flash, and that meant he’ d made it up out of the funk he' d been in when | went to deep.
His madness was like that. Sometimes he' d be okay, and sometimesit waslike he' d falen down awell
and there was no rope handy. | could never tell when he wastopsideif he had any idea about what was
going on with him down therein the dark, and | was too much of acoward to ask, and it was this grest
big ugly thing we never talked about, sitting there sometimes like you could dmost seeit between us. So
what | said was, “Fuck. Lookslike they didn’t get out.”

“I guess,” he said, sounding kind of wobbly, like maybe hewasn't asup as |’ d thought, and that’ swhen |
woke up enough to take agood look at him.



“Hey, you're hurt.”
“AmI?’
“Y eah. What did you do to your forehead?’

He put his hand up to touch it and looked at the dried blood that came off on hisfingerslike he hadn’t
known blood was that color. “1 don't know,” he said.

“I must’ ve banged you into something last night. Fuck, I'm sorry.”

“Oh, that’sdl right. I'm clumsy enough that you shouldn’t blame yoursdlf.”
“Y ou feding okay? Seeing double? Head hurt much?’

“No morethan usud,” he said and gave me akind of an amost smile.

“Smdll favors,” | said, thinking we' d better be grateful for al of them we could find, and stood up. “It
don't look like much, but we' d better get it cleaned up anyway. Let’ sfind theriver.”

“Theriver?’ hesaid, and if | hadn’t had a Great Septad and a septad and six things bumping around in
my head like birdsin apanic, | might’ ve heard that funny notein hisvoice, and | might' ve said something
better than what | did say—or maybe there wasn't no right thing to say just then. Dunno. But what | said
was, “You know, the Sim. | don’t want people asking—"

“I’'m not going near the Sm!” he said in thiskind of shrieky little voice |’ d never heard out of him before.
| looked down at him, where he was till Stting next to the milestone, and K ethe, he was right back down
the fucking well, only worse. He was about two inches this sde of agood ol d-fashioned fit of hysterics.

| did the only thing | could, seeing as how what we most desperately didn’t want right then was anybody
noticing us specid, and maybe remembering us to mention to them goonsin Y ehergod. Especialy asit
wasright then that | reglized one of the thingswe' d Ieft behind in that hotel was Felix’sgloves. Sol
grabbed him, scruff of the neck and one wrist, and dragged and shoved and all but carried him back off
theroad and down into adrainage ditch. And it was probably the standing water that redlly set him off.

He got about half a scream out before | dapped him, hard as| could. It wasthe only thing | knew to do
for hysterics, and | probably don't need to say how shitty | felt when it worked. But | was scared and
mad, and like | said, | had these panicking birds throwing themsdves around in my head, and so | kind of
hissed a him, “What the fuck iswrong with you?’

His eyeswere big as bell-wheds, and he was breathing in these huge kind of sobbing gasps, but he got
out, “TheSim... | can't. Please. Not the Sm.”

“Okay,” | said. “Thenwewon’'t. No big dedl.”

And then | felt even worse, because he was staring at melike I’d said | was going to get myself
upholstered in pink chintz.

“There must be a stream or something around here. That okay?”

After amoment, he nodded.

“Okay. Y ou done with the opera?’

He went five different shades of red, but he gulped and nodded, and | said, “ Then let’ s get out of this



fucking ditch.”

We climbed out on the side away from the road and sat down to get the water and mud and stuff out of
his shoes and my boots. The grass was brown and brittle, but big handfuls of it still worked okay to get
the worst of the muck off our feet and trousers. | figured | wouldn't worry about my socksjust yet. If we
could find astream, | could take care of them and Fdlix’s cut at the sametime. His socks were dtill in

Y ehergod aong with everything else we didn’t happen to be wearing, and | added that to the list of things
we' d have to get somehow before we went too much farther. He aready had blisters on his heels and
raw patches on histoes, and | fdt like even more of ashit becauseif I’d taken haf asecond to think
oncewe d got clear of Yehergod, I’ d* ve redlized that was a problem and done something about it. | did
at least have the sense not to ask him why he hadn’t told me.

Wefound a stream easy enough. The water was clear and cold and tasted okay, and | figured that there
couldn’t be nothing nagtier in it than we' d dready found in the drainage ditch. So | washed out my socks
and took adrink, packed moss around Felix’ stoes and heels and got his shoes back on him, and then
found that by some absolute miracle, my handkerchief was till in my waistcoat pocket. So | cleaned the
blood off Felix’ sforehead, and the thing turned out to be more agraze than acut. | figured it probably
happened somewhere about the time | was yanking him onto the roof of the stable. It wasn't serious
anyway, and | could move on to worrying about the rest of our problems.

Which were considerable. First off, we' d lost the people in our party who redlly knew what they were
doing, and if Mavortian wasright, we' d lost our protection againgt the Bastion noticing Fdlix. | figured I'd
better hope Mavortian was wrong, because there wasn't asingle fucking thing | could do except keep
my eyes peeled for dragoons. And I’ d be doing that anyway. Then there was Felix being crazy and me
not being ableto deep and dl therest of it. Merciful powers, | thought, how did | get into this?

Could be worse, Milly-Fox. Could be back therein Y ehergod with them goons, trying to explain how
come you never noticed your brother was ahocus. No, instead | was out in the middle of nowherewith
my nutcase hocus brother, neither of us knowing more about how to get across Kekropiathan apair of
woolly lambs. Kethe was looking out for me about like usud.

“Need amap,” | sad.
Felix just looked blank.
“You ill want to go east, right?’

He nodded, even though it looked like he thought | was going to whop him onefor it. Thelonger | was
around him, the more he reminded me of Devie, one of Keeper’ skidswho hadn’t been all there. She
was strong as an ox, mind you, and she wasn't crazy or nothing. But she had abitch of atime
understanding what people said to her and what they wanted her to say back. She had that 1ook alaot, the
onelike shewasn't sureif she' d said the okay thing or the redlly not okay thing. And with Keeper, if you
didn’'t say the okay thing, you would get whopped. | wondered if them hocuses had been the same way .

| said, “Then we need amap.”
“How are you going to find one?’

“Fuck, | don’t know. We need astationer’s. Or abooksdller’s, maybe. So agood-sized town. And
some money.”

“Oh,” Fdix said.



“Yeah. Me, naither”

We sat therealittle whilein slence. | think both of us were hoping the other guy was going to come up
with something. If it had been one of Felix’ sgood days, I'm pretty sure hewould' ve. And, | mean, he
was doing okay, considering as how he'd been doing a screaming freak-out less than an hour ago, but |
could tel hewasn't redly dl theway with me. So findly | admitted it really was up to me, and if | got
Felix caught by the Bastion, then there just wasn't going to be anybody elseto blamefor it.

| said, “ About al we can do is keep moving east and hope we find something. And, oh Kethe, we got to
do something about your hands.”

Felix looked at them, backs then palms, then looked up at me.

“Y ou don’t got your gloves, do you?’ | said, not ‘ cause | was hopeful or nothing, but just’ cause
sometimes you got to ask the stupid questions.

He shook his head.

“Better find you some. But ‘til then, we gottakeep ’em hidden.” Gideon had said—about the only piece
of information he offered, and he'd said it for Felix’ s sake, not for the rest of us—that once we got past
the Bagtion itsdlf, it would be pretty unlikely that anybody would recognize Cabdine tattoos. But we lill
had to be at least a decad off from that, and the people on this side did recognize the tattoos, and they’d
know what to do when they saw them, too. “What the fuck does the Mirador want with these damn
carniva tattoos anyway?’

“It isagreat honor to be named awizard of the Mirador,” Felix said, sort of dreamy-like.
“Fine. Can you just keep your handsin your pockets? Stand up and let’s seeif that’ Il work.”

He stood up meek as alamb and put his handsin his pockets. He was ill pretty down, then, ‘ cause
when he was topside he wouldn't do nothing without you argued a haf hour first. And it worked okay,
asdefromlooking alittle funny * cause of him being so tal it was hard to find stuff in the secondhand
shopsthat fit him, and the only coat we' d found that wasn't too small must’ ve been made for agiant or
something. There was deeveto spare.

“Okay,” | said. “It'll do, but you got to remember not to take your hands out of your pockets, or we're
both gonna be fucked. Okay?’

“Yes” hesad. “I'll remember.”

“Okay then.” | got up and shoved my hair off my face. Between our hair and my scar and Flix’ sheight
and eyes and being obvioudy crazy, we were going to be about asinconspicuous asa pair of flamingos,
but there wasn't asingle fucking thing | could do about that, either. “ And keep your mouth shut.” He
spoke Midlander okay, but his Kekropian was lousy, and either way you could have buttered bread with
his flash accent, and anybody caught on to what that meant, and there we' d be, right back in the trouble
| was about killing mysdlf to keep us out of.

“I won't say anything,” Fdlix said.
“Good,” | said, and | don't suppose | sounded very nice about it.

We came on aroad sign about the ninth hour of the day. | asked Felix to read it—he could read



Kekropian just fine, he just couldn’t speek it for shit—and he obliged: “Here beginsthe Duchy of
Medeia. Long life to the Emperor Dionusius Griphos.”

“Ohboy,” | said.
“Yes, rather,” said Felix. And he sounded, thank the powers, like himsdlf again.
“We d better watch our step.”

“Y our command of the obviousisawe-inspiring,” he said. | flipped him thefinger like would anybody
being that snarky, and he just grinned.

What | redlly wanted about then was just to bolt into the bushes and forget about thiswhole stupid thing,
but that wasn’t going to come up with no workable long-term plan. “Comeon,” | said. “Wecan’'t do
nothing about it.”

“Anything,” Felix said, just enough under his breath that | could pretend | hadn’t heard him.
And we waked into Medeia

It was the biggest town we' d seen since we left Hermione—a though still nothing but amedium-sized
anthill next to M@usine—but what was redlly weird wasthat it wasal new. We didn’t see anything over
aGreat Septad old until we wereright in the middle of the city, where we found old buildings being torn
down so bigger ones could be put up.

“Medeiaisdoing wel for itsdlf,” Felix saidinmy ear.

“Yeah,” | said and wondered what there was out here in the middle of fucking nowhere for people to get
rich off of.

By then we d hit the marketplace. People were looking a usalittle funny, but I’ d got used to that over
the past decad and ahalf, people staring at me and Felix like we were carnival fresks. | guess| even
understand it, because, | mean, I’ d never known anybody e se with natura red hair until | met Felix, and
so there were the two of us, Sde by side, and | wasn't noticing red-haired people thick on the ground in
Kekropianether. I'd dways wondered where my mother’ sred hair came from, and never found nobody
who could tell me.

And you' ve probably seen this coming from like a septad-mile off, but believeit or not that wasthe first
timeit hit me that there was a pretty fucking mgjor hitch in my plans. See, what you want for
pickpocketing isto be just this side of invisible. Y ou don’t want nobody to notice you, and you don’t
want nobody to be able to remember you an hour later, much less describe you to the Dogs. That’ swhy
Keeper' d sarted teaching me other thingswhen | got my face laid open, because | was going to be
worse than uselessfor shearing theflats. I’ d gone back to pickpocketing on and off once | was grown,
aong of it being not nearly so surprising to see aman with ascar on hisface asit isakid with two
septads, and I’ d gotten good at always keeping my face kind of turned, or kind of down, or just sO
nobody was going to get agood head-on look at me. I’ m alittle shorter than average, and that helps,
too.

But that had al been when my hair was black. Now it was bright fucking red, and | called Mavortian
some nasty things under my breath. | dragged Felix off to one Side, so as not to be standing like apair of
gtatuesin the middle of the sdewalk, and said, “'Y ou got any money?’

“No one has been trusting me with the petty cash, oddly enough.”



“Fuckit, | an’t joking. Y ou got any money?’
“No.”

“Fuck.”

“What?’

| yanked hard on ahandful of my own hair. “This”
“What?’

“Kethe!” | said and just barely remembered to keep my voice down. “Ain’'t you caught on yet as how
your hair that color isas good as shouting?’

The look on hisface was asblank asacloud, and | redized, with hisfunny eyes and how tall he was and
along of being a hocus, maybe he' d never learned about not being noticed in a crowd.

| took a deep bregth, let it out, counted a septad. Said, “Up ‘til about a month ago, | dyed my hair
black.”

“Oh,” hesad, but he till was't following me.

“The poor man’sgrope,” | said, that being part of an old joke about how if you couldn’t afford a
Pharaohlight whore, there was still something you could do with them, and about as near as| wanted to
cometo saying “picking pockets,” even in Marathine. He looked over my shoulder at the crowd, then
back at me, and findly got it.

“I seeyour difficulty.”
“Thanks so very fucking much. Got any ideas?’
“It' sbeen... that is, why would | know anything about such matters?’

Hewastrying to pull afast one. | mean, he was a pretty good liar, but this one must’ ve been too raw
even for him, because he was blushing. And if we hadn’t been in the middle of acrowd of Kekropians
giving us both the hairy eyebdl, | would' ve gone after it. But thisjust wasn't thetime. And after aminute,
he said, “Maybe aha?’

“No money, remember?’

“Damn,” he said, ingtead of any of the stronger things | would' ve chosen. He didn’t ever swvear—nothing
worse than “damn”—and | guessed that was what the Mirador did to people.

| shook it off, dthough | couldn’t help asigh. “I’ll do my best. Y ou stay here—and stay put, you hear
me?’

“No, | thought I'd wander off, find alynch mob, and show them my tattoos,” he said, in avoice so low it
was barely awhisper, but the poison in it came through clear as abell. When he was topside, he hated
metaking to him like hewaan't.

“Havefun.” | didn’t give him another |ook— cause we could stand there arguing until sundown—just
turned and sauntered off.

Wi, | got usmoney and | didn't get arrested, which | had to chalk up asamiracle, and, | mean, | was



swesting peach pitsthe whole time. | had the twitches something terrible by the time | went back to Felix
and said, “C'mon, let’ sbalil.”

“And wherearewegoing?’ hesaid, likel was someidiot trying to get himto go out onapicnicina
thunderstorm.

“Thought we d find ahotel room.”

Hefollowed methen, athough | knew he was itching to find someway to makeit ook like hisidea. |
picked a medium-sized hotdl with asign about halfway adong between fresh paint and bare wood. It
cdleditsdf The Swan’sLover, and | knew the story it wastalking about. | figured that was agood
omen.

The room was cheap and clean, and the only problem was Fdlix wouldn’t stay put iniit.
“Theré sno reason | can’'t come with you.”

“Areyou out of your fucking mind?'Y ou got reasons dl over your fucking hands!”

“But you' re going to buy gloves.”
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“So there’ sno reason | can’'t come. Y ou buy gloves, | put them on, and no one' sthe wiser.”
“Kethe! No, it'sjust stupid. There' s no reason—"

“I’'m not staying in here like aparcd |eft to be called for.”

Hemeant it. I'd learned all about that particular look in his eyes. And the longer we argued, the more
likely it was the shopswould start closing.

“Okay, fine. Y ou fucking well win. But when we get arrested, don'’t bitch at me.”
“I won't,” he said and gave me the smile that made chambermaids go wesk in the knees.
“C’'mon,” | said, like a curse, and we went out.

Got hisgloves, got amap—I found out al at oncethat | loved maps, and | could ve stayed in the
gationer’ sfor days, but | could fed Felix itching to leave. Went back to the hotel, noticing how many
people were staring at us and wondering if any of them were snitchesfor the Imperia dragoons. We
were staying in tonight. That much | was sure of.

Fdix

Mildmay spent the afternoon poring over hismap. It was only when it was redlly too dark to read that he
got up and said, “We' d better see about dinner. And a bath.”

“A bah?’
“Yeah. You know. If you can’t be good, be clean, my keeper used to say.”

The casua reference to having been a kept-thief dmost stunned me. | had to decide how to answer him,
to admit to knowledge or to pretend ignorance. Blindly, desperately, | chosethelie.

“Keeper?' | said, railsng my eyebrows.



“| was akept-thief down in Britomart,” he said on hisway to the door. To him it was nothing important;
he wasn't annoyed or embarrassed or ashamed. For amoment, | hovered on the brink of saying, “I was
akept-thief in Smside,” but | could not do it.

He opened the door, said, “Don’'t go nowhere,” and was gone, taking with him the moment when | might
have confessed the truth.

Helocked the door behind him, which was nearly enough to make me climb out the window. Eveniif |
wasinsane, | wasn't achild, and he didn’'t need to treat me asif | were too stupid to take care of myself.

| sat and seethed, formulating waysto tell him just what he could do with his don’t go nowhere and his
damn key, but when he came back in he wore the fox’ s head and lambent silver eyes, and my fury died
in my throat. | shook my head, and he was Mildmay again, looking at me with his eyebrows quirked as
he closed the door.

“Y ou okay?’

“Yes, I'mfine” Theimprovement I’ d felt that day, aswe got farther and farther from Mavortian, had
lured me into thinking there would be no further retrograde motion in the path of my madness through my
persona sky. But that, | redized coldly, was nothing but self-delusion. Each time my magic was
used—by Makar, by Robert, by Gideon a my own instigation—my recovery took longer and was less
and less complete. Thelengthy period of quiet travel after we left Hermione had given me the opportunity
to notice that | was recovering, but that did not mean that | was sane again, or even anywhere close.
Mildmay was right not to trust me.

He had been explaining the arrangements he' d made, but | wasn't listening until the phrase * bring up the
bath in an hour” caught my attention.

“Bring up the bath?’

His eyeswere green and calm and perfectly ruthless. “ Y ou ain’t going in a bathhouse where any prole
can just wander in and gawk.”

“But... what did you tdll the hotelkeeper?”’

“That I'd pay extra” Hedidn't grin because he never did, but | could see his amusement in diamond
parks around him.

“All right. Aslong asyou' resureit’' ssafe”
“Safer’ n going around looking like apair of tramps.”

“I suppose s0,” | said, and | couldn’t deny, elther to him or to mysdlf, that | would fed infinitely better for
abath.

A chambermaid brought the food—bread, cheese, cold meat, and beer—and squeaked with pleasure at
thetip Mildmay gave her.

“I thought you wanted to beinconspicuous,” | said.

“Weain't,and weain't gonnabe. So I’d rather she remembered agood tipper.” He put cheeseon a
dice of bread and started egting.

| knew hewouldn't talk until he was done; he might not care about having been a kept-thief, but he was



morbidly self-conscious about the scar on hisface. | took adlice of bread for myself and watched the
dark colors swirling dowly around him. | wondered what the grief was that would not leave him, but
asking would mean admitting that | was still seeing colors, and | was not prepared to do that. He already
knew too much about me; | would not offer him further ammunition.

There was agreat dedl of bustle over bringing in the bath; | retreated into a corner and watched, noting
that Mildmay’ s strategy of paying generoudy for odd requests was a successful one, a least in this hotel.
The maids were transparently eager to please, bringing extratowels, assuring him that the second lot of
water would be reedy whenever he wanted it. One of them was even trying to flirt with him, athough |
didn’t think heredized it.

He herded them all out the door again, closed and locked it, and said, “You first.”
“What?'

“You gofirg,” hesad, dowly and asdigtinctly as he could.

“| understood you.”

“Thenwha?’

| tilted my head meaningfully at the door.

“Nope,” sad Mildmay.

“What do you mean, ‘nope ?’

“Wean't splitting up.”

“Y ou can stand right outside the door.”

“Oh, and nobody’ s gonnathink that’s weird.”

“What does that matter? Y ou said we can’t be inconspicuous.”

He gave me astony look and said, “I ain’'t going. Y ou want to argue about it, it's your bathwater getting
cold.”

His obstinacy was dl around him, granite and iron. And | wanted a bath so badly, wanted to berid of the
mud and dust and stickiness.

Heisnot Brother Orphdlin, | said to mysdlf. | took my clothes off, deliberately, one garment at atime,
not looking at Mildmay, giving him his chance to stare hisfill at the wasteland of my back.

He said nothing until | was settled in the tub, my knees practically up around my ears. Then, as| was
working the sogp into alather, he said in aquiet, careful voice, “What happened?’

“Makar.”
“Theguy who... ?’
13 Y$11

It was acomfortlesslie, but | could not admit that being a kept-thief, so commonplace to him, had
damaged me so deeply. If | told the truth now, he would remember | had not told the truth earlier, and



that would tell itsown tale as clearly asmy scarsdid. Let Makar bear the weight of blame.

Wewere silent for awhile as| gpplied soap vigoroudy, and then he said, “1 got my facelaid openina
knifefight.”

| looked at him; he met my eyes steadily. “ They thought it would hedl okay, but it got infected. Thisside
of my facean't moved right Snce.”

No wonder hewould not smile. | looked away, scalding with shame. He had answered my lie with truth,
my slence with honesty. | plunged my head underwater, but | did not feel cleaner when | came back up.

Mildmay
My map had told me what | needed to know.

| knew where we were, because I’ d got the stationer to show me. That was Medeig, alittle black square
out therein the middle of awholelot of nothing, but with two of the thick black lines that meant Imperid
roads crossing right through it, and | figured that explained why Medeiawas|ooking so new and shiny.
The place we wanted to get to, the coast of Kekropiawhere we could find aboat to take usto Troia,
was way the fuck at the other edge of the map.

I’d listened to Mavortian and Gideon arguing about where they wanted to end up, which was how |
knew there was an ocean between us and Troiato begin with. Mavortian had been pushing hard for
Aigisthos, and even an ignorant lowlife like me knew that was the capitd of Kekropia, wherethe
Emperor hung out. Mavortian said Aigisthos was the biggest port aong the whole coast, and it was so
busy nobody would even notice us.

But Gideon was dead set againgt it, and when you consider hefdlt like the whole damn trip was suicide,
that had to mean something. He said caravansto the Bastion—and I’ d found the big red circle like a
plague boil that showed where the Bastion was—anyway, Gideon said caravans to the Bastion dways
left from Aigisthos, and there were Eusebians a the Emperor’ s court, and if there was anywherein the
east end of Kekropiawhere somebody was going to figure out what Felix was, Aigisthoswasit. And
besides, he said we were way south of Aigisthos and wouldn't do nothing but add to our travel time
trying to get there. His choice was a place caled Klepsydra.

I’d scanned down the coastline and found Aigisthos and Klepsydra. I’ d been careful to get amapin
Midlander, along of it having the same dphabet as Marathine, which Kekropian don’t, and dthough |
don’t read much better than | sing, which ain't at al, I’ d managed to spdl out AIGISTHOS and
KLEPSY DRA without asking Felix for help. | didn’t want him gloating over me, and | knew he would.

Asbest | could tell, Klepsydrawas pretty much due east of Medela. And if the map wastelling me the
truth, the road we' d been following would take usthere. A nice straight shot, and | wondered why it
didn’'t make mefed better—aside from dragoons and hocuses and Kethe knew what al between usand
it, | mean.

But at least it was something to aim for. We started out of Medeiafirg thing in the morning, beforethe
sun was even dl the way up. Stopped to rest at the first milestone, and | looked over at Felix and didn’t
much likewhat | saw.

“You okay?’

“Yes” But hedidn’t sngp it at me the way he would when he was okay, and | thought, Fuck. Because
he was going back down thewell again, and I’ d been hoping I’ d have the other Fdlix, the topside Fdlix,



for acouple days at least. When | started walking again, he followed me, and | knew he was down the
well for sure, because he was hanging back. He had long legs and afast stride. When he wasin agood
spell, he'd walk longside me or even ahead of meif he got too fed up with my pace. But when he was
down, he stayed back behind me, like he thought maybe I’ d forget about him if | couldn’t see him. It
drove Mavortian stark barking mad, the way Felix would end up like three septad-feet behind the tired
old mule we' d pooled our money for, because even Mavortian alowed as how he couldn’'t walk all the
way across Kekropia. That mule didn’t have but one speed, and that was somewhere between an amble
and afunera march, and there Felix would be, trailing dong behind it like a stray dog scared somebody
Would start chucking stones. And you couldn’t make him catch up, neither. Topside or drowning, he
hated to be touched, and when he wasin the Well, he flinched anytime somebody got in striking distance,
and that just plain did not help.

So | didn’t say nothing and | didn’t look back. | just kept walking heading east toward this place that
Felix said was going to help him.

Welanded aride with a carter around about the septad-day. | held hishorses' heads while he dedlt with
astone that was giving his offsde horse considerable trouble, and in return he said he' d take usto the
next big town, a place caled Hithe. So we sat in the back with bales and bales and bales of cloth, while
the carter up front sang to his horses, and dl thetime | was so grateful | could have kissed himiif it hadn’t
been for that being aredly bad idea. Because it was sinking in deeper and deeper just how big Kekropia
was and just how long it was going to take usto get acrossit. | mean, I’d known that al aong, but | was
only just now gtarting to fed it, like aweight on my shoulders making it hard to breathe and hard to think.

But onething | knew whether | wanted to or not. | was going to have to start cardsharping again.
Pickpocketing was just not going to work a second time. | could fed it, theway | used to be able to fed
sometimes not to take ajob no matter how much the guy was offering. I’ d never argued with that feding,
50 | didn’'t have proof about it, but on the other hand, | hadn’t ended up in the Kennd, either, and some
daysthat fdt like proof enough. And | sure asfuck wasn’t going to start arguing now. Cards were safe. |
was good enough | probably wouldn’'t even have to chedt.

It wasn't nothing | waslooking forward to, though. | mean, | actudly like playing cardsjust asaway to
pass the time, but once there’ smoney involved it turnsinto awhole different thing. It slike | transform or
something, likein awerewolf story. | can’'t even explainit, but aguy | played with once, back when |
was sharping for Keeper, he said he thought | was going to kill him if that waswhat it took to keep him
from winning, and that gets pretty closetoit. And it ain’t about the money. | mean, it ain’'t the money |
want. It'sjust that if there smoney riding onit... Well, that’ swhy | don't play for money except when |
absolutdly got to, becauseit fedslike the kind of thing that’sgoing to kill you if you giveit its head.

But sometimesyou ain’t got no choice, and | wasn't so high-minded asto let me and Felix Sarveto
death just because | waslooking at something | didn’t want to do. | just hated the shit out of it, that was
al, andit didn't help nonethat Felix was Sitting there like he was scared | was going to smack him for
breathing too loud. Don’'t get mewrong. Hewas ared prick when he wastopside, and | wasn't even
trying to pretend | thought that was because of his situation—which was damn nasty, to be fair about
things. But that ain't what gave him that tongue like aflaying knife.

That was just how hewas. But | would' ve put up with that all the way to Hell and back home the long
way round, rather than the way he got when the madness was holding him under.

Not that | had any fucking choice about it.
Felix



| can fed Keeper’sanger al around me like thunderclouds.

| didn’t know he was Keeper at first, when he shook me awake in the dark, but then it all became just
likethe last time | had seen Keeper, the curt order to get ready to leave, the sounds of adultstalking in
the dark, the anger and impatience, Keeper cursing at al of us as he shoved us down the stairs, coughing
and sobbing. We d been only halfway down when the roof collapsed, and that was when Joline was
pinned under a burning rafter and |’ d dragged her out and she’ d died in the middle of Rue Orphée.
Keeper’d never madeit out at all.

But now it has happened again, and thistimeit is Joline and the others who were lost. Keeper dragged
me out done, leaving the rest to burn. | rub the yellow and purple bruises on my wrist where hisfingers
had clamped like avise, and that, too, isfamiliar; that is part of what Keeper is.

Hehasgoneout. | an donein our hotel room, light-headed with relief, able to breathe for thefirst time
al day. | open the window for amoment, just to fed the bite of the night air againgt my face. | think that |
will deep, whileheisgoneand | know itissafe.

| lie down on the bed, stretch out as | cannot when heis here. The sheets are thin enough to be
trand ucent, but they are clean and soft. Everything is quiet, peaceful; even my hands have stopped
aching.

The desirefor oblivion weighs my bones like lead, but deep remains distant, unobtainable. | open my
eyes. Thedngle candleis il burning; the roomisfull of shadows, but thereis no reason to be frightened.
Keeper isaway, and | am safe.

Except that | am not. There is something wrong, something in the air of the room that should not be there.
Now | cannot keep my eyes closed; the shadows are too thick, and thereisatinge of blood in their
blackness. My ears are thunderous with sounds | cannot quite hear.

| can’'t stay lying down; there istoo much of theroom | can't see. | bolt up off the bed and back into the
corner nearest the candle.

Then | press my hands to my mouth to stifle ascream. | couldn’t see what was wrong with the room
because | waslyinginit. A woman's ghost islying on the bed, bruised, bleeding from bite marks and
deep scratches, her eyes black, mindless pits of agony and terror. Her legs are spread, stiff and
awkward, and her body isbeing dammed againgt the mattressin afagt, bruta rhythm. Sheisbeing
raped, and | cannot see her rapist—her murderer, for | know she did not live through this. She died on
this bed, died with some man’ s bresth hot on her face, his semen poisoning her bodly.

And | cannot seehim.

| wonder if | will be ableto see him when he hasfinished with the woman. | wonder if hewill look like
Madkar. | don't even redlize | have moved until | am out in the corridor. Keeper said | mustn’t leave the
room, but | can’t go back in there. | can’'t. Nothing Keeper can do to me can be worse than what' s
happening in there, on that bed | could not Seep on.

But Keeper will befurious. | remember what he did to Fenellawhen she disobeyed him. | remember
how Joline and | held each other afterward, crying, both of us shaking asif we werefevered. | am
shaking now.

| can’t go back into that room; Keeper will punish meif | stay out here. | can’t face the ghogt; | can’t
face Keeper. | wish that | could smply disappear, vanish from this blood-soaked stage like the
Necromancer in apantomime.



Andthen| redlizethat | can. Thereisno one hereto stop me or to bear tales. It isdark out; Keeper will
not come looking for mein the dark. | have never been that important to him. | can find the Sunling from
my dreams, and hewill help me.

My shivering lessens. | proceed cautiousy down the stairs. The desk clerk isdeep in conversation with a
young man with the head of a cat, and does not notice mewhen | leave.

| know where | want to go. | start walking.
Mildmay

Therewas't nobody in Hithe could play Long Tiffany to keep up with me, though a couple of the loca
goons fancied themselves pretty hot shit. | was careful not to win every game, on account of not wanting
somebody laying for me and Felix on the way out of town tomorrow, but | won enough to give us some

breathing space the next few days.

Nobody at the table was hard-core enough to want to make a night of it. So round about the
septad-night, me and my winnings went upgtairs.

Our door was open.
Felix was't there.

It felt like somebody’ d hollowed me out and replaced dl my insdes with ice water. It was aminute
before| could even start to make sense of what | was seeing.

The bed was dl rumpled, but there weren’t no signs of abrawl or nothing like that. Felix’ s shoes and
socks were on the floor beside the bed, but that didn’t mean nothing. He could keep himsalf decent, but
when he was down the well, little things like shoes and combing his hair didn’t happen without | took a
hand. And if somebody’ d grabbed Felix, they would’ ve found out he was a Cabaline by now, and |
would ve heard about it. Boy would | ever.

So it looked like Felix probably left on his own two feet and without nobody elseto put theideain his
head. Kethe. What the fuck had gotten into him?

But assoon as| asked, | knew the answer, because there was only about one thing in Felix’ s head these
days, and if he'd it out on hisown it was an absol ute sure thing that he was heading east.

| said some things, between my teeth and lavish on the details, while | got together Felix’ s socks, shoes,
and coat—which he’ d also bailed without—and bundled them up, tying the whole thing together with his
shoelaces. Then | dropped the bundle out the window. It would get dirty, but that was better than having
the desk clerk wondering why | was taking my clothes out for awalk. | would' ve gone out the same way
myself, except that there was no way in Hell | was going to get Felix up that wall, and if | was going to be
seen coming in, I’ d better be seen leaving.

| figured I’ d better lay some groundwork, in case | was bringing Felix back in astate, so | told the desk
clerk I was going to go get my brother before he decided to make anight of it, and since that didn’t faze
him, | figured Felix must have snuck out somehow without him noticing. | went out, circled the building
and got my bundle, then went back to the street and headed east. | didn’t know how much of ahead
gart he might have but | was betting it wouldn’t do him much good regardless.

Hithe had rolled itself up for the night, and | was glad of it. Fewer people out, fewer people to see Felix
and wonder what the fuck was wrong with him. He' d been wearing his gloveswhen | |&ft, and | hadn’t
seen them anywherein the room. | was praying that meant he still had them on.



Shouldn’t' ve left him, Milly-Fox. And | knew | shouldn’t’ve, but | till didn’'t seewhat else | could' ve
done. | sure asfuck couldn’t take him with me. Cardplayers are about the most superstitious guys out
there, and they wouldn’t have to know he was a hocus or that he was nutsto think | wastrying to hex
them by bringing him aong. Onelook at his spooky skew eyes and they wouldn’t touch any deck of
cards|’d had my hands on. And me sitting up there in the room with him wouldn't do nothing for
nobody, including the hotel manager.

| have these dreams sometimes where I’ m on ajob for Keeper, and I’ m supposed to have amap and |
don’t, and I’'m supposed to have learned the night patrol’ stiming and | haven’t, and I’ m supposed to
meet somebody so they'll let meinand I'm late. And | can’t remember what it is exactly Keeper warnts,
and everybody | ask says something different. The kind of dream where you wake up and lay therefor a
quarter hour before you can believe none of it wasred and you ain’t going to be stuck in that particular
circleof Hell for therest of your life. Traveling with Felix wasturning out to bejust like that, only it
wasn't adream.

| headed east pretty steady, casting out north and south every so often because | knew his sense of
direction was no good even when hewastopside, and | was betting he' d get himself lost pretty quick. It
occurred to me after awhilethat it’d be funny if he' d not even got going the right way to tart with, so |
was looking for him east and he was going west. Fucking hilarious, Milly-Fox.

But beforel redlly got into the second-guessing—and there ain’'t no way to fuck yourself up faster—I
heard somebody fall over something up ahead of me. | gave mysdlf good oddsit was Felix and waited ‘til
he came to the next streetlamp to be sure.

It was him, al bones and red hair. | covered the ground between us faster than I’ d ever covered a
comparable gtretch in my life, svung him around by his shoulder, and dammed him up against thewall.

“What thefuck areyou doing?’ | said, just barely remembering not to shout, and it was only when | saw
how wide his eyes were and felt how bad he was shaking that | realized how pissed off | was and how
scared, and how stupidly fucking glad | was to see that he was okay—till in one piece, | mean, because
otherwise he was looking fairly well fucked over.

“Fdix?’
And he said in thistiny, tiny whisper, “Please don’t hurt me.”

Kethe. | can't even describe what that felt like. | mean, if | could' ve crawled into ahole and had
somebody wall me up like an anchorite right then and there, | would' ve doneit. Not even paused for
breath. But there wasn't no hole handy, and | don’t suppose it would' ve helped Felix any if there had
been.

Hewas il shaking, and he was about to start crying—I could seeit coming, and it wasn't nothing |
wanted to ded with out therein the middle of Hithe. And | wasfedling like atotal asshole anyway.

| eased up my grip on him—didn't et go because it seemed like when he was down the well he could
only hear me when | was touching him—and said, “I’ m not gonna hurt you. Promise. But what are you

doing?”

He shook hishead in away I’ d learned to know and hate. It didn’t mean he didn’t want to answer—that
was how Mavortian dwaystook it, him and his endless questions about fucking Beaumont Livy, and,
powers, but it pissed him off. It just meant Felix couldn’t get to the answer, like the words weren't there
for the thing he needed to say.



“Wereyou going east? To thisgarden you're after?’
He nodded, and | thought he was grateful.
“Do you know it' sthe middle of the night?’

| hadn’t meant that to come out quite as snarky asthelook on hisface said it did. But he nodded again
and swallowed hard.

“Good. You'redoing good.” And | felt like even more of an asshole, seeing how much helit up just
‘cause | said something niceto him. “But what set you off?’

He swallowed again, and | could see how hard he was working to keep his shit at least sort of together.
And he managed to get out, “In the room.”

“In theroom? What?’

But he couldn’t say it. He wastoo scared. | knew some of that was me, but | thought some of it wasn't.
Something had happened.

“Did somebody hurt you?’ | said, so fast and hard that | wound him up al over again.

“Hey, it sokay,” | said, and he gulped and rubbed at hiseyes. “| ain't mad at you, | promise. But if
somebody hurt you, I'm gonna do macramé with his finger bones. I's that what happened? Did somebody
hurt you?’

He shook hishead, and | racked my brain for another idea. “ Did somebody comein the room at al? Say
something to you?”

He shook his head to each question, and his spooky eyeswere dl wide and staring a me like hewas
scared to death of me and trusted me completely al at the sametime. Kind of like how | felt about
Keeper asakid.

| tried again. “ Did you see something?’ And thistime he nodded.

Kethe, | thought. Fucking marvelous. | didn’t redlly want to be out here dl night playing
Guess-how-many-bats-in-Felix’ s-belltower. | said, “ Can you tell me what you saw?’

| felt the breath he took through my hold on his shoulders. And hisface set into no expression at dl, and
hesad, “A ghog.”

“Sacred fuck. What wasit doing?’
Hedidn’t say nothing for amoment. “Y ou believe me?’

“ *Course. You saw that thing in Hermione, didn’t you? And | been in the Boneprince. | know about
ghods”

He stared at me. | remembered Mavortian saying as how the Mirador didn’t believe in ghosts—which, |
mean, how fucking dumb do you haveto be?*You cantell me” | sad. “It' sokay.”

“It was awoman. Shewasbeing... raped. But the... | couldn’t... he wasn't vishle”

| couldn’t say nothing for amoment, and then | said, “Kethe. No wonder you bailed. But you could ve
come and found me.”



He looked down, and | felt his shoulderstense. “Y ou said not to leave the room.”

There wasn't no way to answer that, and | didn’t try. | said, “ Can you come back, do you think?’
“Will you bethere?’

“Yeah. | @n't going nowhere.”

“Youwon'tget madifl...”

“I won't get mad. Promise.”

“All right,” he said and gave me this shaky smile that just about ripped my heart into little shreds. He was
trying so damn hard, and the only guy he had looking out for him was me. That was fucked up and wrong
and stupid.

“Here,” | said and picked up my bundle from where|’d dropped it. “1 brought your shoes.”
“Oh,” hesaid, and | knew he hadn’t noticed he wasn't wearing them.
“C’mon, sit down and put *em on. We need to get back.”

| undid my bundle, and put his shoel aces back in while he put on his socks and coat. He put on his shoes
one by one as | handed them to him, and then we walked back to the hotd together, not talking, and
went up to bed. Fdlix kind of hesitated before he lay down, but when | asked him if hewas still seeing the
ghost, he shook his head.

Fdix

| try to run from the yellow-eyed man in my dreams. | remember that heisMakar. But | can’t get away
from him. | could never run fast enough to escape Malkar, could never be sirong enough to defest him.
When | cannot run anymore, | stop and wait for Makar to catch me and hurt me and use measa
wegpon againg everything | love.

The ydlow-eyed man stands facing me, and says, “Why do you run from me? | thought you understood
that I mean you no harm.”

| sareat him. “Who areyou? Areyou...” But | cannot say Makar’ s name.
“| told you. | am Diokletian of the House Aiantis, Celebrant Terrestria of the Nephelian Covenant.”

Hiswords mean nothing to me, and | cannot remember being told hisidentity before. But | do remember
that, if heisnot Makar, he belongsto the gardens, and surely that means| can trust him.

“Why are you o frightened? Has someone hurt you?’

| nod, remembering Makar, remembering Keeper. “1’m trying to cometo you, but it's hard.”
“I will do anything | can to help you, dthough thereislittle enough one can do in dreams.”
“Thank you,” | say, but thereis nothing | can imagine that he can do.

The dream is shifting around us, athough | do not know if itismy doing or his. We are standing now on a
tiled floor beneath the tremendous vault of adome. As color washesin, | redlize that thismust be his
dream, for | have never seen this place before. The dome becomes bluer and bluer until it isthe dazzling



cerulean of the summer sky. Thetilesare yellow and white and blue; the columns are white marble.
Between them, | can see the breathing emerald lushness of the gardensin al directions.

“I thought you would likethis,” the ydlow-eyed man says, and | think heislaughing alittle, not unkindly,
at my awe. “Thisisthe Omphalos, the center of the Gardens.”

“Itisbeautiful.”

“Doyoufindit cdming? Many peopledo.”

“Yes Yes, itisrestful.” | canfed my mind, like acramped muscle, relaxing out of itstight, painful knot.
“Then could | ask you some questions?’

| look a him but see nothing of Makar in hisface, only anxiety and curiogity. “All right,” | say. “I will try
to answer.”

“If you have the answer within you, the dream will find it. That iswhy | am asking now instead of waiting
until you have reached this place in the waking world. Now. Y ou said your nameis Felix?’

“Yes. Feix Harrowgate.”

“And you are awizard of the Mirador?’
“yes”

“How did you come there?’

“Makar brought me.”

“Makar?’

“My mader.”

| am afraid he will ask questions about Makar, but heis on thetrack of something ese. “Where did you
comefrom?’

Arabd, | dmost say, but the dream demands the truth of the spirit, not of the letter. And | know where
come from; | have aways known, athough | havetried not to. “ Pharaohlight.”

“Whereis Pharaohlight?’

“Itisadigrict of Méusne, the... the city of the Mirador.”

He seemsincredulous or angry or both. “Méusine? How did you cometo bein Méusine?
“I... | wasborn there.”

“But you are Troian!” And he demands like awhip crack: “Who were your parents? What were their
houses?’

“My mother’ s name was Methony. That'sal | know.”
| flinch alittle, expecting to have made him angrier, but he seems thunderstruck.
“ Methony?”



“She was caled Methony Feucoronne,” | offer. “ She died when | was eleven.”

The ydlow-eyed man isframing another question, but mention of the fire has brought it upon me,
crackling and roaring in its greed. The Ompha os goes up like paper, and | lose the yellow-eyed manin
the strangling smoke. | run through the burning gardens, blind and suffocating, until | wake up crying.

“You okay?’ saysavoice.

For amoment, | don’t know where | am or who iswith me, but the voice continues, “ That sounded like
onefuck of abad dream,” and | redlizeitismy brother Mildmay.

“TheFire” | say, athough | know there was more to the dream than that: something about the gardens
and the yellow-eyed man. He told me his name was Diokletian, but everything else dipsaway like water.

“Yeah,” saysMildmay. “That’ll doit.” Heisn't shocked or darmed or pitying, and | wonder for a
moment before | fal adegp again what his dreams arelike. | wonder if they are worse than mine.



Chapter 10

Mildmay

There ain’'t much to be said about walking across K ekropia aside from the boredom of it. We stayed in
seedly little hotels, and | played cards with guys who shouldn't' ve been let out alone, and saw more
buffalo up closethan I’ d ever felt the need for. And then there was me not deeping and Felix being crazy
and us both always being afraid—me that the Bastion was going to find us, him... | didn’t know what
had histail in aknot. Oh, he was frightened to death of me when he was down the well, which was
mostly, but that wasn't dl of it. Sometimes, out in the middle of nowhere between one ugly little town and
the next, I’ d realize he wasn't behind me and turn around, and there he' d be, sunk down in the middle of
the road and rocking back and forth in thisway that completely spooked me out. And I’d haveto go
back and drag him to hisfeet and ydll at him to start walking again, and dl the time he'd be kind of
huddled avay from melike he thought | was the Talowman or something. That starts getting on your
nerves something fierce about the third time it happens.

And when he was tops de—which wasless than | would' ve liked—he pretended like that other stuff
never happened at all. He was older than me and a hocus and educated and he talked flash, and he made
likethat was all therewasto it, and it was him doing me the favor, being out herein the middle of
absolutely fucking nothing, with the sky like some kind of mongter, just waiting ‘til you weren’t watching
to lean down and swallow you whole.

So we wa ked—nhitched rides when we could—and the Empire crawled away undernesath uslike aturtle
in no particular hurry. The worst was the two or three days where we could see this ugly blot on the
horizon to the north, like athundercloud that' d left the party to go sulk. Felix said it had to be the
Badtion.

Hewastopside most of thetime for that couple of days, athough he was acting even crazier than normd,
muttering under his breath and watching the Bastion sidelong, like he thought it might moveif hedidn’t
keep an eye onit. | had anightmare the second night about that happening, that we looked at the horizon
and the blot was gone, and then we looked back at the road and it wasright in front of us and the gate
was opening like ahungry mouth to suck usin. Therewasalot of running after that, and every timewe
thought we were safe, we' d turn around and there it’ d be, waiting for us. | was about as much use as wet
paper the next day, but we did finally begin to get ahead of it, and then to leaveit behind, and | ain't
never been so glad to see the back of anything in my life.

After that, there weren’t no more landmarks, and we just headed east as best we could. | had my map
and the road and the sun to keep us from getting lost, and | guess we did okay, athough | got to say, of
the two, I’ d rather be dipped in barbecue sauce and thrown to the gators than walk across the
Grasdands again. Peoplelooked at our red hair like they thought it was catching, and | caught five
different chambermaids making hex sgnswhere they thought | wouldn't see. If I’ d been on my own, |
would ve asked what they meant by it, but with Felix to look after, | didn’t want to risk pissing anybody
off. I mean, | can take care of mysdlf, but he was about as helpless as a newborn kitten, and some of
them hotelkeepers | thought would' ve been glad to drown him like one.

And after awhile—I don’t know quite how long, seeing as how | lost track of the date somewhere
between one armpit of atown and the next—we got far enough east that dl the signs started being in
Kekropian instead of just the ones the Empire put up, and people quit looking a us quite so much like
wewere apair of three-headed dogs with each head uglier than the last—at least in the big towns.
Instead, they started expecting that we would understand Kekropian awhole lot better than we did.



Kethe, that was nasty, trying to explain in alanguage you don’t got agood grip on that you don’t got a

good grip on it, to somebody who obvioudy don’t believe you and ain’'t going to believe you even if you
go on explaining ‘til the end of theworld. But | figured that was asign Fdlix could take off those fucking
gloves, and | reminded myself to be grateful for smdl favors.

And, Kethe, I'll remember to my dying day the first time | saw aredhead that wasn’t me and wasn't
Felix and wasn't Madame Scott with her henna. It was agal maybe an indiction or two younger than me,
with long curly red hair like Felix’ s—except for Felix’ shair looking like abriar bush that day, |
mean—and big yellow eyes, asyedlow asacat’s. Shewas pretty, | guess, if you got ataste for spooky
eyes. Dunno what she was doing out there—little town called Ekube, without much to recommend it
beyond alocal beer that was the most amazing stuff I”d ever had in my life—and since she disappeared
about as soon asshelaid eyeson us, | an't ever going to know. But | got a better idea after that of what
my mother must’ velooked like.

So we kept going east and my Kekropian got better in ahurry and | learned two variants of Long Tiffany
I’d never seen before. Me and Fdlix worked out this half-assed sort of system, so if something in our
room freaked him out, he’ d have a place to go that was safe and where he knew | wouldn’t be mad at
him. It was ahard game to run, even aside from him being crazy, because we had to find anew place
amost every day, and it had to be somewhere he' d remember in a panic and somewhere that people
wouldn’t come aong and start wondering what the fuck he was up to. Mostly we ended up agreeing on
the roof, and then | spent the whole damn evening praying to Kethe and St. Eliot againgt fire. It wasn't
good enough, and | knew it, but it wasdl | could do. | couldn’t stay with him, | couldn’t take him with
me, and | sure asfuck couldn’t ask no Kekropian chambermaid to babysit.

And mostly it worked out, athough | didn’t deserveit to. There were three or four times| came back
and hewasn't in our room, but he was always on the roof like he was supposed to be, eveniif it did take
me an hour to talk him down—and there was that one time we both spent the whole night up there.

But that was okay, and | was dedling with the cardsharping pretty good, evenif | did hateit so much |
dreamed about it when | wasn't dreaming about Cerberus Cresset, when | was deeping at al, which
was't much, dthough that piece of glasswas still holding off the cramps, and things weren't grest, but
they were going more or less okay, and | felt like maybe | had things sort of under control.

And then we came to the crossroads.

Now, the firgt problem was that crossroads not being on my map. I’d been wondering kind of on and off
for days whether | should buy a second map, seeing as how we' d come so far east, and then telling
myself that I’ d better not waste the money. So | stood and cussed mysdlf out abit, and then | got over
that and moved on to the next problem, which was that the signpost wasn't there. Oh, | could see where
it had been, no problem, but somebody must’ ve decided they didn’t like it where it was and not yet
figured out where they’ d like it better because it just purely was not there,

My guess, of course, was that we just wanted to keep following the road east, but there had been some
bad moments the past couple decads that had taught me you didn’t assume that kind of thing about roads
in Kekropia. So | was gill standing there, wondering what to do, when the third problem showed up.

And that was a bunch of Imperia dragoons.

Kethewas il looking out for me alittle. The land had been getting hillier, and | was glad of it, because,
powers and saints, | was sick to death of nothing but flat—but you could still see people on horseback
coming along way off, so there was plenty of time for meto grab Felix and hustle him off theroad. I'd
been ligtening to dl the gossip | camein earshot of, and my Kekropian had got good enough that | knew



these dragoons were probably headed south to try and keep the peace in aplace called Lunness Point,
where the people were habitualy kind of rowdy.

Widl, wewon't teke their road, | said to mysalf. And then Felix got up from behind the bushes|’d
picked as a hiding place and started walking away as cool as you please.

| stared after him for asecond, just absolutely unable to believe my eyes. And then | said to mysdif,
Here s number four, and threw mysdf after him.

| didn’t catch him at once, not because | couldn’t' ve, but because if we were going to have afight, |
wanted it to be where we wouldn'’t have an audience. So we were out of sight of the crossroads, Felix
heading southeast like he knew right where he was going, when | findly came up even with him and said,
“What the fuck do you think you' re doing?’

“l hear them,” hesad, likeit was an answer.
“What? Hear who?’

“The crying people,” he said in the same half-witted way he said, | dreamed it, that made me want to
shake him ‘til herattled.

And what redly pissed me off—aside from being lost and having them dragoons breething down my
neck, | mean—was that the past two or three days Felix hadn’t hardly been acting nutsat al. And he'd
seemed pretty solid with it, not like the dayswhen | could seein his eyes how he was balanced on the
edge of thewdl with nothing but sheer cussedness holding him up. Thistime he' d redly seemed sort of
okay, and | guess|’d relaxed alittle, and that’ s the best way to be sure something bites you on the ass.

What | wanted to do was club him over the head and drag him back to the road. But, the way my luck
was running, that’d mean walking right back into those damn dragoons. And | didn’t think | was going to
have any better luck getting Felix to let go of thisnew ideathan I’ d had with the old one. | thought of him
setting off on hisown in the middle of the night to ook for these * crying people’ and felt cold dl over.

| couldn’t talk sense to him when hewas like this, and that 1eft me with two choices. Either | made him
do what | wanted or | did what he wanted.

“Fuck mefor ahaf-wit dog,” | said between my teeth and followed Felix.

| trailed aong after Felix al fucking afternoon. We hit thiskind of goat track after awhile—and if you ask
how | know it was goats, it was because they was standing around laughing at us the whole way. So we
followed that—or, Felix followed the path, and | followed Felix—and after awhileit turned into an actua
road, athough not flash enough for paving stones, and | saw the occasiond barn or farmhouse away off
oninthedistance. And it still seemed like Felix knew where he was going.

Finaly, when it started getting dark, | caught up with him and said, “Felix?’

Heturned to look at me, and that was agood sign. After asecond, he even said, “Yes?’
“It' sgetting late,” | said. *Y ou figured out where we' re going yet?’

He pointed. All | saw was yet more damn grass.

“How fa?’



He gave methislook like my eyes d rolled back in my head and I’ d started speaking in tongues.
“Are we close? Or do we got to hike two more days?’

| guessit came out nastier than | meant, because he turned red and didn’t answer me. And | was pretty
closeto the point where | didn’t careif | sounded nasty or not.

“Areweclose? Yesor no?
There was a pause that told me the answer even before he shook his head. We weren't close.

| took a deep breath, counted a septad, then counted another because the first one didn’t take. Then |
said, “Okay. We d better find somewhere to deep, and we got to do something about food.”

“Oh,” hesaid, so quiet | couldn’'t even hear him.
“I' know. Y ou hadn’t thought of that.”

If he'd been dl theway topside, | would' ve got torn into strips for mouthing off like that. But he could
fed the cold crazy water around hisfeet—I could seeit in the way his eyes were—and he didn’'t say
nathing.

It was Sarting to scare me alittle, how easy | could read hisface and what he did and didn’t say. That
an't the same asbeing able to handle him, and | wasn't even pretending | had any kind of agrip on what
he might do when he was topside, but | was getting to where | knew hismadnesslike it wasan old
friend. And if the water and the rope and the narrow stone sides of thewell was just my own way of
thinking about it, | didn’t think he’ d*ve disagreed with meif I'd been fool enough to mentionit, which |
wasn't. | knew how deep water gave him the creeping, crawling, screaming horrors, eveniif | didn’t have
the least ideawhy and wasn't going to ask.

| looked around and tried to think. I knew we didn’t want to go waltzing up to afarmhouse, because
even if they didn’t think we were necromancers or ghouls or whatever the fuck it was the people in the
Grasdands thought we were, we were il pretty damn suspicious-looking strangers, and what was|
going to say when they asked me where we were headed? So that wasn't no bright idea.

On the other hand, it wasn't like I’ d been prepared for thisjaunt into the middle of fuck-all nowhere. So
what we had to eat was a couple winter apples| had in my coat pocket, and they weren’t going to get us
very far. If Felix hadn’'t been theway hewas, | would've said, Fuck it, let him starve, and lit out on my
own. But | couldn’t ditch him now. It would be as good as murder.

Which kind of left uswith stedling, and | wasn't feeling none too happy with that, neither, because
burgling farmhouses was way outside my line of work, and | was having these terrible visons of getting
caught red-handed with a cheese or something. And then al them questions—who are you? where are
you going?—start up again, only with anastier tone of voice and probably the wrong end of a pitchfork,
too.

| pushed the hedls of my hands against my eyes. | fdlt like that story Keeper had dreamed up for Phoskis
way back when was coming true. | was losng my nerve. I'd been losing it for months like a sandbag with
adow leak, going back to Ginevra s death—or maybe even before that, maybe even al the way back to
the Boneprince and that terrible voice in the dark saying as how Brinvillier Strych wasn't able to make

the party.

There sthisgamethey play in Gilgamesh. | used to be pretty good at it. Y ou got thiskind of tower built
out of little gticks, and the gameisyou remove sticks until the tower fals down, and the more sticksyou



got infront of you when it finaly goes, the higher your score. | felt like | was one of them towers, and that
night in the Boneprince was when somebody pulled out the first stick—the one that wouldn't matter at dl

if they didn’t go on to pull out more sticks and more and more—and now it was K ethe knows how many
stickslater, and | was starting to topple.

And then Felix said in thislittle, scared, whispery voice, “Mildmay? Areyou dl right?’
Can't fal gpart now, Milly-Fox. Y ou got responsibilities.

“I'mokay,” | said, and for once | was glad of my scar because it meant | didn’'t haveto try and fakea
amile

| knew what | had to do. | felt theway I’ d felt back in Brumaire, heading for the Anchorite' s Knitting,
knowing it was the wrong thing to do, but just not seeing that | had any options. Kethe knew how much
longer we were going to be wandering around out here. We had to est, and | wasn't no nature boy like
Sir Ursulan in the stories, to make snares for rabbits out of my own hair. If we were going to get food, it
was going to have to be from somebody else. And I’ d got thisthing in my mind, like asplinter buried so
deep you can't dig it out, about not |etting nobody see Felix and not giving nobody a chance to ask
guestions. | ain't agood liar anyway, and | knew there wasn’t no story | could come up with that wasn’'t
going to look asmuch likealieasif I'd gone ahead and labeled it. But if | could get into somebody’s
larder and back out again without nobody thewiser...I had some money till, and | figured | could leave
it on ashef or something and it wouldn’t be quite so much like stedling.

Going mora on me, Milly-Fox? Keeper asked in my head, in that particular drawling voice she used to
let you know as how she hadn’t thought you were sissy enough or stupid enough to get hung up on
something like this. She' d used it on me when she d told me she was going to start training meto kill
people, and I’ d never quitelost the sting of it, like sdt on raw skin. And even though I'd seen her do it to
other kids and even though I’ d I eft her, just knowing that was what she' d say and how she'd say it was
gtill enough to make me do stuff | knew better than to touch.

But another thing | learned from K egper was even when you were doing something stupid, you had to do
it right. So | caught Felix and made him look mein the eyesand said, “ Okay. Here' swhat’ sgonna
happen. I’ m gonna go over there’—I pointed at the nearest farmhouse—*and find us some food. You're
gonnastay right here ‘til 1 get back, and if anybody but me comes snooping around, you' re gonna hide.

Y ou got that?’

He nodded.
“Tell it back,” | said, like | was Keeper and he was some half-bright kid | was sending on ajob.

“You'regoing to find food.” He pointed a the farmhouse. “I’m going to Stay here and hideif | see

Not theworld s best plan, but | didn't figure | was going to come up with nothing better. “Right,” | said.
“Good. Y ou okay with that?’

He nodded and gave me that smile that he only got when he was about halfway down thewd | and | said
something niceto him.

“Okay,” | said, and then | set out to do what | thought at the time and subsequently learned for sure was
the stupidest damn thing I’ d ever doneinmy life.

Fdix



| waited for hours, and he didn't come back. The sun set; the stars came out. | saw a man come out of
the farmhouse and saddle a horse and ride away very fast. But he went the other direction, not toward
me, and therewas no onedse.

Something had gone wrong. Mildmay had fallen down awell or been gored by abull. Or been captured.
He had told meto wait, but if he was hurt or trapped, | had to do something. Therewas no one else.

| picked up the valise that held our clean clothes and started toward the farmhouse. It wasn't along
walk.

| learned more about farm animals and equipment in the next haf hour than | had ever wanted to know,
but | did not find Mildmay. | was afraid that they had him in the house. Therewas dtill acandle burningin
one of the upper rooms, and | could not imaginethat | could get into the house unnoticed, much less get
Mildmay and mysdf ouit.

| identified and avoided the henhouse; Mildmay would not be in there, and | remembered enough from
my childhood in the Lower City to know just how difficult my life could becomeif | darmed the hens.
My circuitous path brought me up to the sde of the house farthest from my starting point, and there |
found the doorsto aroot cellar, with the shaft of ahoe shoved through their handles as acrudely
improvised lock.

Herea last wasthe sign of a prisoner. | did the hoe out of the door handles and opened the left-hand
door asquietly as| could. The musty pungency of root vegetables rose to meet me. | descended the
dairs cautioudy, wishing more than ever for my witchlights, for if Mildmay was down here, they had left
him without so much as acandle, and—mindful of that light in the farmhouse window that indicated
someone was awake and listening—I did not dare cal ouit.

| felt my way from step to step, my right hand maintaining adeath grip on the banister. When | findly
reached the cellar floor, | took ahesitant step away from the stairs, wondering if it was safe to say
Mildmay’ s name very softly. But before | could make any kind of anoise, | wasflat on my ssomach on
the floor, my assailant’ sweight pinning me down, one of his hands over my mouth, the other trapping my
wrist in such away that if | moved, something was going to bresk. | could hear my heart clamoring in my
chest.

“I can kill you before you have timeto blink,” Mildmay’ svoice said in my ear, in Midlander, low and flat
and hideoudy truthful. “And don't think | won't. Now tell me how long | got.”

His hand released my mouth, and | gasped sideways against the floor, “Mildmay, it'sme, Fdix!”

“Felix?" All a once, hisweight and hands were gone, and the relief waslike cool air after the heat of a
furnace. | sat up and gingerly flexed my wrigt. “What are you doing?’

“I thought you had to bein trouble, so | came.” | sood up, since nothing seemed damaged, dthough |
was alittle short of breath. Now that | knew where hewas, | could see shreds and wisps of color against
the dark, but | could not read them. “Y ou are introuble, right?’

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” he said, with something that might dmost have been alaugh. “C' mon, let’sbail, and I'll
tell you the whole fucking fairy taelater. If we hang around much longer, we re both ligble to get
lynched.”

Mildmay stopped only long enough to close the cellar doors and stick the hoe back through the handles,
then led me swiftly and unhesitatingly away from the farm buildings. We must have gone amile and a half
before he stopped and said, “ Y ou want aturnip?’



“A what?’

“Turnip. | was planning on throwing ‘em at the sheriff’s men, but, you know, at least they’ re something to
a.”

| accepted the hard, bulbous object he offered, and asked, “What happened?’

“I got caught,” he said, and | didn’t have to see him to know that he had shrugged. “ Now which way to
your crying people?’

“Wha?You... but I—’
“Y ou ill want to find ‘em, right?’
“Wdll, yes, but—"

“I got in ared nasty jam on account of them,” he said, hisvoice asflat and hostile asit had beenin the
root cellar before he' d known who | was, “so don't go telling me that now they ain’t important. Which

way?'
The question wasashard asadap. “That way,” | sad. “ Away from the moon.”

“Okay, then. Eat your damn turnip.” He started walking, and | followed him. | ate the turnip without
enjoyment; athough | longed to lob it into the darkness and be done with it, | knew he would never
forgivemeif | did.

It wasn't until the sun rosethat | got any idea of what Mildmay meant by “area nasty jam.” But thefirst
daylight, even asit brought the red and orange and shamed magentainto full clarity around him, so
showed me that he was sporting a magnificent black eye. And the stiff, cautious way he was moving
suggested that there were other bruises beneath his shirt.

Then heraised one hand to push hishair out of hiseyes, and my breath caught in my throat. Hiswrist
was raw with scabbing welts. “What happened?’ | said.

“Huh? Oh. Well, ‘ course they tied me up.”
“Those should be washed out. And the bloodstains on your cuff.”

He gave me alook, indecipherable asal Mildmay’ slooks were. “Okay,” he said, and we turned aside to
find astream.

It didn't take long, and | remembered that we were nearing the ocean, Mildmay stripped out of his shirt
without protest, and | saw the angry red and black and purple bruisesaong hisside.

“Areyour ribsdl right?’

He craned his head to see them, then prodded his side experimentally. “They ain't broke,” he said, then
made a strange, twisted grimace that | recogni zed after amoment asawince. “This‘ un might be
cracked.”

“I don't think we have anything to strap them with,” | said, looking futildly inour snglevaise.

“Oh, it don't need nothing like that. Just don’t make me laugh for aday or two.”



| decided that was mostly ajoke and smiled at him.

After stretching cautioudy, he turned and knelt by the stream to wash hiswridts, the left being just astorn
and bruised astheright.

| watched him, trying to decide if he was lying about how badly he was hurt, and suddenly, like throwing
open apair of shutters, | saw the muscles of his back moving beneath his skin, the strength of his
shoulders, the long-fingered grace of hishands. | had dways known that Mildmay, despite being agood
half foot shorter than |, was as muscular and agile as an acrobat, but now | saw that he was beautiful.

Longing and fear hit metogether like alightning bolt, and | said hadtily, “Y ou said you' d tell me what
happened.”

“Powers, | guess| did.” He pushed hishair away from hisface again, but now | saw both grace and
wearinessin the movement.

“Youdon't haveto. | mean, if...”

“I got worse tories,” he said, and while he cannibalized our last clean handkerchief for bandages, he
proceeded to give me abrutaly unvarnished account of the night.

“It was my own damn fault,” he said. He did not look at me as he spoke, but his voice was perfectly
clear and steady, and he seemed to be making a particular effort not to let hiswords dur as badly asthey
usudly did. “I knew it wasabad idea, and | did it anyway, and | guess| got what paid for.

“I went in like | owned the place—they didn’t lock their kitchen door. There wasn’t nobody around, so |
found the larder and started checking out their supplies.”

His face was getting redder and redder, and | saw that his casual tone was a deception. He had not been
pleased with himsdlf even before disaster struck.

“Dunnowhy | didn’t hear her coming—I’m dipping, | guess—but dl at once there wasthis scream from
alady with apowerful set of lungs, and | was on my way out the door when | met these five goonson
their way in. They wouldn't let me try and explain. They just jumped me. | had money | would' ve given
‘em, but I ain’'t rightly surethey’ d' vetook it. They was yelling things about monsters and heathens and
decent women. | think they thought | was planning on raping her. Which | wasn't. So one of ‘em saysas
how he' s going for the sheriff, and the rest of * em chucked mein that damn root cdllar, where | sat and
cussed ‘il you came and let me out.”

Heturned to look a me; | could see shame coiling round and round in the depths of his eyes, but his gaze
was steady ashe said, “I’'m sorry if | hurt you.”

“Youdidn't,” | said, aprompt lie and safe, since | didn’t think he would be able to see bruises through
my tattoos. There was something he wasn't telling me, probably something elsethe“goons’ had said that
rankled even more deeply than therest of it, but if he didn’t want to tell me, | had no right to ask. | felt
guilty enough for prying the story out of himin thefirst place.

“Givemeahand?’ he said after amoment. He d rendered the handkerchief neatly into Strips, but even he
was not quite dextrous enough to wrap them properly one-handed.

“Of course” | said, feding my face flood with color, and moved over to follow his careful, patient
instructions about how to get the most use out of what we had. He smelled of sweat and dirt, as | did,
and dso, faintly and lingeringly, of the root cellar. There were old, thin scars on his hands, and |
remembered he' d said the scar on hisface came from aknifefight. His pamswere callused, and | could



fed the strength and hest of his hands even as he held them till for me to work. | imagined what they
would fed like in the softness of a caress, and bent my head hatily so that Mildmay would not seethe
tangle of desire and terror twisting my face.

He said, “What happened to your hands?’

| thought for a panicky moment he meant the bruises | had denied, but | looked a my fingers and saw the
lumped wrongness of them. “My fingerswere broken,” | said, and now that he had drawn my attention

to them, | could fed the stiffness, like the echo of pain. “When M—when the Mirador burned. Gideon

set aheding spell onthem, but I'm afraid it didn’t take very well. There.”” And my handsjerked back
from him asif hewere burning. “That' sthe best | can do.”

“Thanks.” He pulled his shirt out of the stream, wrung it out, and swapped it for the clean shirt in our
vaise. We had had to compromise between what would fit him and what would fit me, so that extra shirt
hung on him like atent, wheressit |ft an inch and a half of my wrists showing at the cuffs.

He stood up, stretched again, warily, and said, “Let’sgo.”
The crying people pleaded and sobbed, and | started toward them.
Mildmay

About sunset, Fdix finally stopped walking. | came up the last of the hill to stand beside him and said,
“Y ou done stopped for areason?’

“We'rehere”
“Where?’

“Nera” Feix said.
“What?'

“Thiswas anciently the city of Nera” He wasn't talking to me; he sounded like somebody reciting a
poem, and his eyes were wide and dreaming and stark barking mad. “ It was the summer palace of the
last grest Emperor of Lucréce. Until the Sunlings came.”

“The Sunlings? But | thought they were just, you know, in stories”

For aminute | thought he wasn't going to answer me at dl, but then he said, “Where did you think those
doriescamefrom?’

If he' d been topside, he would' ve sent that question straight through me like a skewer. But he didn’t
mean nothing nasty by it now. Theway he waslooking, | wasn't even sure heknew he'd said it.

“The Sunlings came,” he went on. “They landed in their fierce, sharp-nosed boats, and they came up to
the city in their shining armor, and they destroyed it.”

“How... how d'you know?’

“They told me,” he said and pointed down into the valley.

“They?’ | asked, and | swear my voice had gone up an octave and a half.

But he just nodded like he was surprised | had to ask, and said, “The crying people.”



“Sacred bleeding fuck,” | said, because, | mean, it’s one thing to know your crazy hocus brother sees
ghosts, and awhole different thing when you find out they’ re telling him bedtime stories.

| don’t think he even heard me. He just went on staring at that valey, with thislook on hisface kind of
like astatue—you know what | mean, amost blank but with thislittle hint of afrown. | couldn’t even
guess at what he was thinking, and | wasn’t all that sure | wanted to. Powers, he was spooking me out
something fierce.

And then he said, “We have to help them. They want amaze.”

“Okay,” | said because I’ d goneright out the other end of whereit looked like any kind of usein saying
thiswhole thing was nuts. “How’ re we gonna do that?’

Hewasin some kind of state I’ d never seen before. Because | knew he was down the well—there
wasn't nothing looked like him in hiseyes, if that makes any sense—but he didn’t seem scared. Not of
me, not of the ghosts—it was like he' d found some place where the fear couldn’t get at him. He said,
“Someone told me once about mazes made by dancing. Could we do that?’

“Um. Did they tell you how?’
“No,” hesaid like akid admitting they ain’t washed behind their ears.

“Thenthat ain't much good.” And then | couldn’t help it. My fucking curiosity reared up and made me
ask, “What do they want amazefor?’

“One of their goddesses, the goddess of the underworld, was worshipped with mazes and |abyrinths. If
they want to come to her redlm, the realm of the dead, they must trace amaze. And the Sunlings
destroyed their maze with the rest of the city.”

“Y ou mean they worshipped Cade-Cholera?’

“No, of coursenot,” he said and was himsdf for a second. Then hewent al dreamy again. “ Sheisthe
goddess of degth, despair, stagnation, abandoned places. They say sheisthe only god who will protect
them now, but they cannot reach her without amaze.”

“Spooky,” | said under my breath, meaning the goddess. But | was remembering the Boneprince and the
dream I’ d had about it and the way I’ d felt when | was Sitting on the Road of Marble making a.crown of
trumps. Therewasn't nothing more | could do for the kept-thieves. | didn’t know how to lay them, and,
Kethe, | might never make it back to Méusine even to give them another crown. But Felix waslooking
at the same sort of thing here, and he did know what to do. And hewasgoingto doiit. | could seeitin
the way he was|ooking &t the valley. Where ordinary people—even ordinary crazy people—would' ve
run screaming, he was going to do what these people needed so they could rest. And, | mean, he was my
brother and everything, but | think that waswhere| figured out he wasworth it, even if hewasapain and
ahdf when he was down thewell and ared prick when he wasn’t. Because he was going to help these
people who needed help, even though they’ d been dead for Kethe knows how long and had serioudy
fucked up our aready fucked-up livesbesides.

But | fill had to look after him. “Look,” | said. “It’ s getting on for night, and we can’t make no mazesin
thedark. Seep onit. Maybewe Il think of something.”

He nodded and turned away, but even as we were going back down the hill—aong of me not wanting to
gpend the night right on top of abunch of ghosts—I saw him looking back, like his crying people were
cdling hisname.



Our big problem of course was food, namely us not having none. And seeing as how it wasway early in
the spring, there wasn't much just laying around. I’ d discovered one of the times he was topside that
Fdix knew most everything about plants, and | got so damn desperate that night that | finaly just
uprooted thisthing with along stem and kind of wheat-looking stuff at the top and shoved it at him.

Helooked at it like maybe it would bite him, and | said, “Can we eat it?’

| thought for amoment it wasn't going to do no good, and, Kethe, | just about sat down and cried. Then
he pinched the bridge of hisnose, like hewasredly trying to pull himsdlf together, and gave thething this
glassy-eyed frown that was serioudy spooky. And after along, long pause, he said, “I think s0.”

“You think s0?’ | said, and he flinched back from me like now he thought | was going to bite him. And |
got to admit, | kind of fdt likeit.

But | stopped and counted a septad and said, quiet and nice-like, “ D’you know what it is?’
He nodded.

“Isit poisonous?’

He shook his heed.

“Okay, then,” | said, stripped the grains off the stalk, and ate them. | ain’t got nothing nice to say about
the way they tasted, but most anything' Il beat starving to desth, and whatever that stuff was, therewasa
lot of it around. | even got Fdlix to eat some, although it took some pretty basic bullying.

We were good for water, at least, and the stalks of the stuff that wasn't quite wheat ended up being
useful asbedding. | made Felix promise hewouldn't go talk to the crying people until daylight, got him
ettled, got myself settled, looked up, and saw about amillion and ahdf stars.

“Sir Ursulan herel come,” | said, and | don’'t know how it happened, but then | fell adeep.
Felix

| dream of aburning city. My throat is raw with smoke, and shapes come and go in the lurid darkness
like the sdlamanderswho are said to live in volcanoes. At first | think | am in Méusine, trapped in the
Fire of 2263, but the buildings do not look right, and when someone rises out of the darkness and
clutchesmy arm, he hasred hair like mine and glaring yellow eyes. Thisisnot Mé8usine, but in the dream
| know it ismy home.

The red-haired man drags me after him down anarrow aley and out into the Forum Imperatoris Quirini
X; to the stench of burning is added the stench of death. | Struggle against his grip as he drags me toward
the terrible ramparts of bodies, headless and limp like the massacred dolls of acrud child. But the
invader isstronger than | am, and al | can doiscursehim.

Aswe near the steps of the palace, | can hear women screaming. | see foreign men crouching on the
steps, struggling bare limbs visible between the ugly masses of their bodies. | redize what is hgppening
and look away, fighting not to vomit. My captor notices and laughs.

We have cometo the great golden suninlaid in the marble paving of the forum at the foot of the paace
dairs. The invaders have erected a crude framework of spears; between them hangsaman | have never
seen up close before but know to be the Emperor, Virenus. | know his face from the likenessin our



household shrine. Thereis a spearhead protruding from his stomach and ablack shining seepage of blood
down hisgroin and legsto avile puddle, which isdowly eclipsing the sun.

My captor drags me to a halt before the Emperor and barks something in his harsh, crud language. | try
again to free mysdf from him, but hisgrip islike granite, and heis much bigger than I. | have no more
chance againgt him than afly does against the web of aspider.

The Emperor raises his head. For amoment, we look at each other, not as Emperor and subject, but as
two human beings afraid and in pain. My captor barks something. The Emperor spitsat him, then
screamswith pain. Theinvader’ s grip tightens on my arm, and he drags me away, leaving the Emperor
screaming at the sky.

We are waking on blood. I am coughing and gagging; my captor seems not even to notice the stench. He
jerksmeto ahdt. Heislooking over my shoulder. | turn my head just in time to see the sword before it
bitesinto my neck.

| am screaming. | can hear mysdlf screaming, but | cannot stop. | can Hill taste smoke, till fed the imprint
of theinvader’ sfingers on my upper arm. | am dead, | am dead, but | cannot stop screaming.

| fedl the weight and heat of hands on my shoulders, shaking me; | hear avoice, but | can’t understand it.
| try to bring my hands up to free mysdlf, but | can’'t seem to move. My arms, my legs, my throbbing
head... with theforce of panic, | open my eyes. Thereisjust enough light in the sky that | can seethered
hair of the man shaking me, and my paraysis breaks.

| flail away from him, faling over my own legsin my effort to get to my feet. | catch mysdf againg the
ground, find my balance, and run. But | have barely gone a dozen steps when aweight crashesinto my
back, damming meto the ground and knocking all the breath out of my body. | know it isthe red-haired
invader, and | try to throw him off, but my lungs are like stone, and he pinsme easlly.

For amoment, brief asan eye-blink, | amin adank stone room, naked, and the weight pinning me down
belongsto the man | hate most in the world. And then | am back in the dawnlight, facedown in dew-cool
grass, and | can hear the short, panting breeth of the man holding me, and hisvoice, cursingin adurred
mutter, in Marathine.

“Whoam1?’ | sobinto thegrass.

“Theworst fucking shit-for-brains pain in the ass I’ ve ever been saddled with. What the fuck is wrong
with you?’

“Who am 1?Please, just tell mewho | am!”

Thereisalong pause, asfragile asblown glass, and then he says, inasmal, deeply worried voice, “Felix,
areyou okay?’

“Fdix?Isthat my name?’

“Y eah. Felix Harrowgate. Y ou're ahoc—awizard. Inthe Mirador. Y ou' re my haf brother.” Andinan
even amdler voice, “I'm Mildmay.”

“Oh!” | say and burst into tears.

“Hey.” Hisweight isgone, and then there are hands hel ping me Sit up; thereisan arm around my



shoulders, but | lean avay from it, and it isgone. “It’'sokay. That must’ ve been some nightmare, | guess.
I’'m sorry | yelled. But you' re okay. Sun’s coming up and everything.”

| am so grateful to be dive, so grateful that heisnot the man | fear and hate. | cry until my eyesare
swollen and raw. He sits nearby, as patient as earth, until | have mysalf under some sort of control again,
and can dry my face and steady my breathing.

“D’youwannatak about it at al?’

| look at him cautioudy and see the fox-headed man, whom | know and trust. “It was Nera,” | say. “The
burning city and the bodies and the Emperor and. .. and they killed me.”

“Kethe. Wasit... | mean, arethey pissed ‘cause we an't helping em fast enough? Making that maze
likeyou sad?’

“No,” | say, shaking my head to dispel the cloudiness of dreaming. “No, it’snot like that.”
“Okay,” he saysdubioudy. Then, “Oh, fuck.” He stands up, looking at the sky.

| look, too, and see the clouds massing like armies on the western horizon.

Mildmay

WEe d been lucky with the wegther, not getting rained on above maybe three or four times, and | figurel
should’ ve been expecting my luck to run out. Which, | mean, sure, okay, gotta haverain, | know that.
But it was like with VVey in the Boneprince—it couldn'’t' ve picked aworser time.

| got Felix back to our half-assed sort of camp, and | got him to eat some more of them nasty
wheat-type things that was al we had in theway of food. But both of us kept looking at the sky likeit
was aclock and we were afraid we d belate—which | guessain’'t so far off. If we were going to do
anything, it had to be before that storm hit us. And maybe it was the storm, or maybe it was wanting to
get the fuck away from this freakshow place, or maybe it was just the way Felix waslooking at me, like
he knew | had dl the answers soon as | cared to tell him, but al at once | had anidea

“We could do it with the grass!”
Fdix gave methisworried look.

“Oh, come on. Like gardening, right? We just pull up the grass where we want the mazeto be. That'd
work, wouldn’t it?’

It took him along time to answer me, like he had to trandate what | said into some other language he
wasn't very good at, and then trandate back what he wanted to say. | got to admit, if I’ d thought there
wasany way in Hell | could ve pulled it off, I’ d ve hit him over the head and dragged him away from
Neraasfast as| could. It was doing something to him. At first I’ d thought it was maybe okay, because it
seemed like it was hel ping him keep himself together and kind of clearer-headed than he mostly was
when he was down the well. But that dream he' d had—Kethe, | think about al | want is never to see
nothing like that again in my whole damn life. And nothing that could do that to him was okay. | didn't
care how nasty these people had died or how long they’ d been trapped out here in the grass. They ill
weren't folks |’ d' ve wanted to turn my back on—if | could ve seen ‘em, that is, which of course |
couldn't.

And after awhile, Felix got done with whatever it was he had to do in his head to get the words out, and
sad, “I think that would work.”



“Okay,” | said. “Let’ sget going.”

“There' saplace...” He got up, turned back to the hill we' d gone up the night before, and started
waking. | grabbed our bag, kicked our jury-rigged bedding around alittle, because if there was
somebody out here, | didn’t want to meet ‘em, and hightailed it after Felix.

He went straight up the hill and down the other side like he was walking through Richard' s Park on his
way to the Chegps. | went after him, keeping a sharp lookout even though I’ d never seen aghost in my
lifeand didn’t really expect | was going to start now. And it wasn't as much like the Boneprince as1’d
been ready for. | didn’t fed like somebody was watching me—athough | kind of think that might’ ve
been because they were dl watching Felix—and thereredly just wasn't nothing to show thiswasn't an
ordinary valley like septads of othersall over this part of the country. | mean, if | hadn’t been with Felix,
I’d never’ ve known what | was waking on top of. And while that’ s spooky its own sdlf once you start
thinking about it, it ill an't a patch on the Boneprince.

So wewaked for awhile, and | saw a couple of rocks that were maybe alittle too regular to be naturd,
but nothing | was sure of, and then in this one particular pot that didn’t look no different to me than any
of therest of it, Felix stopped and said, “Here.”

| didn’t say “Where?’ both because | knew what he meant and because | didn’t want to get tangled up in
cheap crosstak likeapair of pantomime clowns. But, powers, it wasjust apatch of ground like every
other patch of ground in thisfucking valley. Except for maybe having more nettles than average, but |
was't surprised at that onelittle bit.

“Okay.” | looked at our piece of ground. It was flat—it had that much going for it anyway. | looked at
Fdix and found him looking at melike alost puppy again. “What?’ | said.

“| don’t know how to design amaze.”
“Ain’'t your crying friendstold you what they want?’
“Jugt thet they need amaze.”

“Wdll, fuck,” | said and couldn’t help my head turning to see what that damn storm was up to. It kind of
sneered back at me, but it was headed our way all right. | looked back at Felix. “ They say anything
about how big they need this maze to be?’

He shook his head.

“Right.” | didn’t know nothing about the rulesfor ghosts, but | did know al about the curtain-mazes at
the Trids of Heth-Eskaaden. *1swhere you' re stlanding where they want the center?’

He nodded.

| yanked out the grassin acircle around him, making him move so | could get the stuff under hisfeet and

scratching abig X inthedirt. | made my circle big enough for aliving person because | figured I’ d better

not count on something smaller being any use to them. Then | knelt down and used some of thegrass1’d
just pulled out to diagram amaze. Flix watched like | wasthe hocusingtead of him. | didn’t makeit big,
and | didn’t make it complicated—one path with two dead endswas al—but it till took me longer than

| liked to get it laid out. Then | made Felix put hisgloves on, since he didn’t seem like hewasin any state
to recognize a nettle without it stung him, and we both started pulling grassfor al we were worth. And al
the time them clouds were sneaking up on us, getting bigger and blacker and uglier asthey came.

My guessisit was about the septad-day when we got done, but | redlly couldn’t tell, what with them big



black clouds hanging over uslike cult preachers shouting eternd damnation and the crawling fires of Hell.
We d both kind of ended up hunching our shoulders against them, because they redly did look like they
were just going to fal on usand squash usflat.

But finally we got the maze to where you could see that waswhat it was, and | straightened up and
stretched until my spine popped—ipowers, my ribs hurt—and said to Felix, “What now?’

Helooked up from his crouch, hiseyeswidelike agtartled cat’s, and | knew he didn’'t have the first
fucking cluewho | was. | redized after asecond | was holding my bresth waiting for him to start
screaming or something, but he didn’t. He just stared, but | could see he was tensed to run.

“Fdix,” | sad. “Fdix!”

Herocked back alittle on hisheds, likel’'d hit him, but he blinked and frowned at me, and | knew he' d
come back alittle closer to where | was at.

“It'sdone,” | said, dow and careful, like | wastaking to Devie and trying to get her to understand before
Keeper got pissed off. “What should we do?’

There was that pause again, where he was trying to work out what I’ d said and what he needed to say
back. “Move,” he said. He stood up and walked out of the maze. | followed him, and | got to admit,
since there wasn't nobody around to careif | wastough or not, | was moving at apretty good clip.

He stopped about a septad-foot back from the edge of our stupid little maze and stood watching it like
he was waiting for the curtain to go up at the Cockatrice.

What else could | do? | stood and waited with him.

Now you got to understand, first to last, | didn’t see nothing. | mean, the grass was tossing around, but
there was a storm coming, and you wouldn’t expect nothing different. | mention it because Felix did see
something. Like | said, whatever it was, | couldn’t seeit, but | believe it wasthere. And | got good
reason.

We hadn’t been standing there but maybe a quarter of an hour when it commenced torain. | said some
things under my breeth, but there wasn't no shdlter anyways, o there wasn't no point in trying to get
Fdix to move. And within a couple minutes, we were both soaked to the skin, and | might aswell just get
pastit. | stood there, my shouldersal hunched, and every so often I’ d push my hair out of my face again
and try and clear therain out of my eyes. Felix just ood and watched. He didn’'t seem to notice the rain.
Hesureasfuck didn’t care.

So we stood there and stood there, and | guess every ghost in Nerawas going past us, only | couldn’t
seethem. And | got wetter and colder and started wondering kind of not quiteidly about the Winter
Fever, and we were gill standing there like we were waiting to put down roots.

And dl a once, Fdix sarted for the maze.

There was thislong moment where | was just gaping at him, stupid as a sheep, so he was hafway to the
maze entrance before | flung mysdlf after him, and he practicaly had hisfoot across the threshold when |

caught him.

“What'reyou doing?’ | yelled over therain, and tried to drag him back. | wasn't expecting no trouble,
because he was tdler than me but way skinny, and besides I’ d got used to him doing what he wastold.

But thistime he twisted againgt my grip, throwing himsdf forward at the maze, and | redized after a



second that he was swearing a me in about the thickest Smside cant I'd ever heard inmy life.

What the fuck? | thought. The only thing | was sure of was| wasn't letting him go in that maze we' d
made for dead people, so there was an ugly couple minutes where we proved he didn’t know as much
about brawling as| did, and, Kethe, we ended up with me sitting on him again. I'd got hiswrists, and he
was screaming up into therain, “They said | could come! They said they’ d let me come!” And the way
he sounded, you'’ d* ve thought we grew up together.

| just fucking did not know what to do. | mean, | purely had noidea. | knew | couldn’t let him get into
that maze because anywhere those people wanted to take him was no place he should be going, and my
understanding was he' d end up dead. But | didn’t know how to deal with him, how to get him to quiet
down and not make me hurt him. Because | was hurting him, | knew it, but there just wasn't no other
way. And he was screaming and fighting like I wouldn't' ve thought he could—no science to spesk of,
but good distance on pure fury—and | had to wonder if this had been down at the bottom of the well the
wholetime, like the Vraaken Bear chained in that cave in one of the stories about Brunhilde.

The only thing | had going for mewas | knew how to use my weight And findly | got scared and
desperate enough to use acoupletricks |’ d learned from thisfriend of Keeper’'s, and Fdix lay ill,
panting, but glaring like murder was too good for me. | just hung on, kind of dazed from him having
clipped me across the ear but good before | got the hold | wanted—but more | guessjust from... | don’t
know, but I d never imagined him being like this. And where the fuck had that S mside cant come from?
It waslikedl thistime I’ d been standing on atrapdoor over an dligator pit and I’ d never known the trap
was there, much less the gators. And now here | was down in the water and the gators were hungry.
Kethe, he was giving me the bright blue horrors.

And hewouldn’'t say nothing. | tried asking him stuff, like where it was his crying people were going to let
him go, but hisjaw was set, and hejust lay there, every muscle tensed up and hisweird eyeslike
bonecutters. | knew how much hedidn’t like to be touched, and | knew the longer we stayed like this,
the worse he was going to hate me. But | couldn’t let him go into the maze. Maybe nothing would' ve
happened, maybe his crying people were lying to him—but maybe he would' ve falen down stone dead
or disappeared or something. | didn’t know, and | was scared siff | might have to find out. So | hung on
to him like grim spooked-out death, no matter how much it made him hate me.

| don’t know how long we stayed like that—it fdlt like fucking forever, and the only good thing was 1’ d
ended up with my back to the maze and didn’t have to watch al that nothing. Felix just laid there and
hated me and waited for meto fuck up. Even when | wasn't looking right & him, | could fed it. And let
metd| you, that ain’'t no nicefeding. And oh, yeah, it was gill raining like it was going into the business
full-time. I just hung on and prayed | wouldn't fuck up and get Felix killed.

Andfindly it was over. It waskind of like that, too—no fireworks or trumpets or nothing, just Felix went
limp and shut hiseyes. It wasawhile before | felt like | could be sure he wasn’'t faking, but when | let go,
he just went on laying there, and | guess maybe he was crying. Hard to tell with therain, and he wasn't
making no noise abot it.

| stood and looked at him for awhile, and therain finally alowed as how it had to dack off some, and he
till hadn’t moved. | turned around and looked at the maze, and | <till couldn’t tell anything had happened
except abunch of rain. | went over and messed up the pattern asbest | could, yanking out alot more
grass, and when | was done you could il tell it was something, but | didn’t think anybody’ d be able to
figure out it was amaze. And | was going to have to hope that was good enough.

| went back over to where Felix was laying. He looked as wet and limp and miserable asthe ghost of a
drowned cat. “C'mon,” | said, because | hadn’t forgot about getting the fuck away from here. “Timeto



go”

It wasn’t so much that | was expecting that to work asthat | didn’t know what elseto try. So | just about
swalowed my tonguewhen it did work. Felix got up good as gold and stood waiting for meto tell him
what to do, just like norma. He wasn't meeting my eyes, but | couldn’t blame him for that, and anyway
that was normd, too.

| picked up our one bag, as soaking wet as everything else, 0 | fet like |l was carrying aleaky goldfish
bowl. “Okay,” | said and took my best stab at where east was. “Let’sgo.”

And hefollowed melike this whole freakshow thing had never happened. Except that it had, and looking
back at him, head-down and dragging, | didn’t think we were going to be able to forget it.

Felix
| follow Keeper.

My head isfull of blackness and thunder, and | can smell the Sim dl around me, the ever-present,
unspoken threat that Keeper wearslike an iron crown.

We arewalking and walking. | look back for Joline, but | can’t see her. Keeper won't let me wait for
her. He kegpstelling meto hurry up, to keep waking. | will do anything to keep him from touching me,
and my every step isabetrayd of Joline.

| know she was there in the grass. The crying people said they would help me find her, that it would be
easy once | had walked their maze. They said we could deep together, Joline and |, deep and not fear.
And | could fed her there, waiting for me, at the center of the maze.

But there was a black shape, and it would not let me go to her. | fought it, but | could not defegt it, and |
could hear Joline crying. She waslondly, as| was. We used to make up storiesthat we were redly
brother and sgter, redly thelong-lost heirs of Cymellune. But al my pretending was lost with her, oncein
the smoke of the Rue Orphée and now again in the grass of Nera. | have nothing left but Keeper, who
was waiting for me when the blackness had gone.

Everything isgray and heavy, and the shadows are getting thicker at the edges of my sght. | stay closeto
Keeper; even heis better than the monsters waiting in the shadows. Keeper can only hurt me.

But the shadows keep advancing, especialy on my right side, my bad sde. When | turn my head, they
retreat, but | know that then they are advancing on the left, and thereisonly so long that | can bear that
knowledge before | have to turn my head back the other way, and the shadows on my right giggle and
gart advancing again. Only my yellow eye can ward them off; the blue eye, the haf-blind one, isno threat
to them, and they know it.

Keeper'svoice, like acannon: “What isit now? Looking for work as a pendulum?’
| jerk my heed front again; heis standing, hands on hips, waiting for an answer.
“The shadows,” | say.

| know | cannot avert his anger, but the old stupid hope, that if | can just explain well enough, he won't
hurt me, impelsaburst of futile speech. “They’ re cregping up when | can't ook at them properly.”



“What the fuck are you talking about?’

“You know,” | say, because Keeper does know. Keeper knows al my secrets. “My right eye, the bad
one. It can’t keep the shadows back.”

“Oh fuck me sdeways ‘til | cry. And what' re the shadows gonna do when they catch you?’

Derisve anger, likethe cut of awhip. “1 don’'t know,” | say, looking down a my hands. “ Something

“Something bad. Powers! Look, you comewalk here by me, and if the shadows grab you, I'll fight ‘em
off. Okay?’

| look up at him.

“I promise,” he sayswith heavy patience, “1 won't lay afinger on you. Okay? Would you move your &ss,
for thelove of dl thefucking powers?’

If he getsany angrier, hewill get out his nun’s scourge. And maybe heisright; maybe the shadows are as
frightened of him as| am. Reluctantly ready to dodge out of reach, | walk toward him.

“Thank you,” he says; | expect to be cuffed across the back of the head, but he looks at mefor a
moment, darkly, then places himsdf on my right and startswalking.

| don’t want him there; | don’t want him there so much | can barely keep from screaming. But the
shadows cannot get to me past him, and if | keep walking, maybe | won't make him angry. Maybe he
won't hurt me.

The land isdrowning in purple and red when we cometo alittle cluster of houses. Keeper stops short of
them, gives me along, smoldering look that makes me back away from him, and says, “If | tell you to
dtay right here, will you Stay?’

| gulp and nod. I cannot find my way back to Joline now, and the only shred of comfort | haveisthat the
mongters are frightened of Keeper and will not advance on mewhen heisnear.

“Don’'t lieto me, now.”
“I'mnot, | swear. I'll stay right here.”

“Okay. Then I’'m gonnago seeif | can get some food and maybe figure out where the fuck we are.
Here—sit where you won't be in nobody’ sway and don’t move.”

| 9t down where hetells me and wait. He walks away, trailing clouds of iron-black and old-blood red. |
gt and wait. The mongters sit behind me and wait, too; | can hear their breathing.

And then Keeper isback again, motioning me to my feet. “Come on aready. They sold me food, but
they don’t want no red-haired strangers hanging around, and | ain’'t keen on staying. And at least they
told me where the nearest place with boatsis. Come on.”

| go, seeing iron and old-blood streamers reaching out to tangle around my legs, twine around my fingers
and wridts.

Wewalk and walk, and it gets darker and darker. But the clouds roll back, and eventudly thereisa



moon. The monsters cringe from the moonlight, and | can bresthe more easily. Keeper shares out the
food aswe walk. The ground changes under our feet, going from grass, to rock, to ahard, uneven,
sharp-edged jumble of stones. | sumble and catch my balance, ssumble and catch my baance, sumble
and fal, wrenching my ankle and landing heavily on my shoulder. | yelp.

“Feix! Areyou okay?’ Keeper comes back acrossthe rocksto help file, and now | am more frightened,
because that must mean he hasause for me.

“I'mfine” | say hadtily, scrambling up and dmogt faling again. “ Redly.”

“Okay, okay. Let’s keep moving then.” And he starts ahead; he never places afoot wrong that | can tell.
My shoulder and ankle are throbbing but | do not want him to know.

Andthen | come over adight rise, tailing till in Keeper’ swake, and find him standing stock-till, staring
out... Staring out at the sea. | stand too, staring. It isdark and brilliant and terrifying, vaster than anything

| have ever imagined, and | sink down to my knees, my hands pressed against my mouth, my eyeswide
and burning. | have feared the monsters behind me, when it was the monster before methat | should have
dreaded.

Beside me, thoughtfully, Keeper says, “Well, fuck.”



Chapter 11

Mildmay

The woman at the farmhouse gave me the hairy eyeball up one sde and down the other, ‘til 1 wondered
why she didn’t just dam the door in my face and get it over with, but then she said, like every word was
costing her money, “Thefolk you'll be wanting are down to the cove,” and gave me directions. Which
I"d followed, best | could in the dark and with Felix acting the mooncalf al over the place.

| wasjust about floored by seeing the ocean. I’ d heard about oceansin stories, but I’d never redlly been
ableto get my head around the idea. It made the Sim ook like akid’ stoy, and a cheap one besides. |
gawked like aflat for probably a septad-minute—least it felt that way—before | got mysdlf together.
And then | had to get Felix up off the ground, but by then I’d managed to put that woman'’ s directions
together with what | was|ooking at, and could start working my way down toward the cove she' d told
me abouit.

| waskind of puzzling the whole way about what she could’ ve meant by the folk you'll bewanting.” |
hadn't liked to ask her, since she’ d looked maybe an inch this side of siccing the farm dogs on me, and, |
mean it didn’'t matter, aslong as she' d sent me where| could find aboat. But it was like amosquito
whiningin my ear, and | couldn’t quite shakeit.

After alittle, | redized there was alight ahead of us, likeafire. | could see the glow, athough not the
actud fire, and | followed it, figuring that even if these people didn’t have a boat themselves, they might
be able to point me to somebody who did. And | was fucking well tired of ssumbling around in the dark.
Fdix followed me, and it crossed my mind that there was something to be grateful for, snceif I'd lost him
out there, | might never’ vefound him again.

We came round a big jutting rock, and there was the fire and people sitting around it. | madefor it likea
homing pigeon. We were still some ways out when one of the guys by the fire shouted something—not in
no hostile way or nothing. | mean, | didn’t understand aword of it, but he sounded friendly.

| stopped where | was and called back in my best Kekropian, “Excuse me, but I'm looking for aship
headed to Troia”

Thefour guyssitting there al jumped like they’ d been bit and said somethingsin that language | didn’t
know, and then the one who' d shouted got up and came closer. | felt my jaw drop.

“Asl| amachild of Ocean,” he said in Kekropian. “You aren’'t Piotr.”
“No,” | said, grabbing after my wits. “ Sorry.”
“Come closer, you and your friend.”

“Brother,” | said, purely on reflex, and cameinto thefirdight with Felix tagging dong not quitein grabbing
distance.

The guy standing there was probably past his Great Septad. His hair was going gray, and he had wrinkles
like trenches around his eyes. But the reason we were gaping at each other like apair of haf-wit dogs
was his hair was as red as mine—where it hadn’t gone gray, | mean—but he wasn't no tal, skinny
Troian type, either. He was shorter than me and considerably broader in the beam. But at least now |
knew what the woman at the farmhouse had been talking about. She' d thought | was one of these guys,



whoever they were.

“What...” thisred-haired guy started, then changed hismind. “Areyou Troian?’
“Nope,” | sad.

“Andyou aren’'t Merrovin.”

“If that' swhat y’ dl are, that’ s another nope.”

“What areyou?’

“Needing aboat going east.”

His eyebrows went up, but he let me get away with it. “ Come then,” he said, and waved ustoward the
fire. “Sit down and tell me of your ‘needing.” For | am Dmitri, cgptain of the Mor skaiakrov, and we are
bound for Haigiskhora, thefinest portinal Troia”

We salled for Haigiskhora a couple dayslater on what Iliatold me wasthe eighteenth of Byzioz. I'd
never heard of Byzioz, so that wasn't as helpful asyou might think, but | was guessing it was somewhere
around the middle of Pluvidse.

Fromwhat | could tell, the Mor skaiakrov wasinto smuggling and piracy and most anything that might
turn aprofit. Frankly, | didn’t give arat’ sasswhat they did so long asit didn’t involve pitching me and
Fdix over the 9de, and weredly weren't even worth the effort. They could' ve left uswhere they found
usand | wouldn't ve blamed * em, but they figured, what with us having red hair and not being Troians,
we had to be some sort of distant kin, and their gods seemed to have adown on people who abandoned
their relatives. And nobody ever liked to say, but they could see Felix was nuttier than abox of squirrels,
and | think they thought it was unlucky if you didn’t help crazy people.

They called themselves Merrows. It was agood thing they al spoke Kekropian because I’ d' ve hated to
try and learn the language they spoke in ahurry. They thought my Kekropian was funny enough.

They were most of ‘em built like Dmitri. And they had these pale, pale gray eyes, like the color of
water—whichisto say no color at al. Spooky. And they didn’t have the Troian boneslike Felix did.
Their faces were square and snub-nosed, and they had these wide stubby-fingered hands that |ooked
kind of amost like paws. | can't say if that'swhat al Merrows ook like, because the crew of the

Mor skaiakrov weredl cousins or something. They had agreat time explaining it to me a couple nights
out and faling around laughing when | got tangled up init.

They laughed at me alot once they were sure | could pull my welght—and Felix’s—and | figured that
was okay. | mean, it didn’t hurt me none, and it was way better than them picking on Felix, which they
could ve. And when they saw | could take it and wasn’t going to get dl bent out of shape about it, alot
of the mean went out of what they said. And anyway |liawas nice from the get-go, and Dmitri cussed me
up one side and down the other, but not in no persona way.

Everybody on the Mor skaiakrov had like three or four jobs, which was why they were okay with me
working our passage, even though they didn’t hardly have nowhereto put us. lliawas the cook, aong
with abunch of other things, and he was absolutely glad of me, because when | scrubbed a potato, |
didn’'t fuck around withit. And | ain’t no flashie chef or nothing, but | can cook.

So basically | did whatever anybody needed done during the day, and | learned alot about splicing rope



and mending sailsand shit like that. And of course | wasriding herd on Fdlix, and they were dl red clear
on how that wasn't no soft job.

Felix was way worse, and | knew it was because of Nera. He didn’t talk to me no more—hardly talked
at al except for whigpering to himsalf in the spookiest way you can think of. He scared the daylights out
of me, no kidding. After | got him on board the Mor skaiakrov, | was frightened to go near him for like

two, three days—not to mention ashamed.

| hadn't redlized getting him onto the Mor skaiakrov was going to be a problem. | mean, | knew how he
felt about deep water, but | also knew he knew we had to cross the ocean to get to this garden of his,
because we d talked about it when he wastopside. And it wasn't like | was asking him to go swimming
or nothing.

So I'd worked out this dedl with Dmitri—fastest damn talking I d ever donein my whole life—and
turned and said, “C 'mon, Felix, let’sgo,” and he was sitting there staring at me with thislook on hisface
likeacat withitsearslaid back.

“What?' | said. “What isit?’

But he wouldn’t say nothing, and he wouldn't fucking budge, and the Merrowswere dl watching likea
row of catsthemsalves, and | could fed my patience splitting down the middle like rotten cloth. 1t was
just too much, that one little thing more than | could handle.

If | say | lost my temper, that gives you the wrong idea. And that wouldn't* ve been so bad, if I'd yelled
at him or even smacked him one. | mean, it wouldn't have been what you might call okay, but there
wasn't no way in Hell that face-off was going to come out okay. But it didn’t have to be so fucking
awful.

What happened was, | hit the cold place insde my head, the place where I’ d been when | killed people
for aliving, the place especially where |’ d ended up when ajob looked like it was going bad. | can’t
describeit so it makes sense. It sredly cold and redlly clear and nothing in the world matters except not
fucking up the job—in this case, getting my damn brother on board this ship because it was what he' d
sad hewanted. And | did it. But afterward, it made mefed crawly and sick inside, like I’ d felt in that
farmhouse pantry getting ready to steal stuff and knowing that these people, who weren't no rich flashie
bastards, were going to go hungry because of me. Only this was even worse. Because he was my
brother and | knew none of thiswas hisfault and | knew just how fucked up his head was.

But right then | wasin that perfect cold place whereit didn’t matter, none of it. | wanted him on that
fucking ship, and | was done arguing. It took me maybe half aminute to get him where | wanted him and
me with agood grip on his poor siff fingers. And two seconds later he was screaming. It wassmple as
that.

| guess| can say for mysdlf that | didn't actually break them, although there was amoment wherel
thought about it because | was betting he' d passout. | didn't do it, and that’s something alittle more
okay than the rest of it. The trip out to the Mor skaiakrov wasjust plain nasty. | had my grip on Fdix’s
fingers, and he was panting. But he wasn't scared. I’ d got mysdlf on hisright side, because with that eye
being bad, it' d be that much more trouble for him to try and fight. And he sat there the whole way with
his head turned so he could see me, and, Kethe, thelook in his eyes—I wouldn’t' ve been surprised if
he' d pulled hislips back and snarled like adog, because he purely did ook ready to bite. And to this day
| don’t know how we would' ve got him up onto the Mor skaiakrov' s deck if it hadn’t been that when
the row-boat bumped the ship, he looked away from me and | guessredlized for the first time that there
was nothing between him and afuck of alot of water excepting some planks. He turned like five different



shades of white, and then he did faint, and me and Y evgeni manhandled him up the side.
Dmitri was standing there, watching, and he said, dry as sdlt, “ Y ou said this man isyour brother?’

| don't blush as easy as Fdix, but | felt myself go brick-red. Because right about then | came out of my
cold snap and it hit me—the way it dways did, later—just how I’ d gone about getting the job done.

And how the fuck did | explain any of it to Dmitri and the rest of the Morskaiakrov's crew, because
they were dl there now, standing and staring with their pale witchy eyes, waiting to hear what I’ d say.

| said, “Heain't quiteright in the head,” and they al snorted and giggled because of coursethey done
figured that bit out for their own selves. | was fedling worse and worse and stupider and stupider, but |
kept going; “He sbeen hurt in hismind. That' swhy we retrying to find this Nephele place, to seeif the
people there can hep him.”

“The celebrants of Nephele are very wise,” said an older guy with big streeks of gray inthered. He
hadn’t been on the beach, and | didn’t know his name. “ But what happened to your brother, to hurt him
inhismind?’

“l don't know. | ain't ahocus.”

Dmitri and the older guy kind of looked at each other, and | dragged out from somewhere the polite
Kekropian word for “wizard.”

If anything, their look got more squiggle-eyed, and Dmitri said, “Isyour brother awizard?’

Kethe, hereit was. The question I’ d been praying against for what felt like forever. And | didn’t know
what to say. | didn’t know how these guys felt about hocuses. | didn’t know if they knew the Mirador’s
tattoos when they saw them, or if they even knew what the Mirador was. And | ain't agood liar. | just
an't. And besides, the thing about committing yourself to alieisthat mostly you end up in twicethe
trouble, ‘ causetruth islike awhirlwind and you can't keep it in abox.

So | kind of stood there, not knowing what to say and wondering if | should just jump overboard now
and save usal the bother. And after aminute, Dmitri said, “Vasili is our weether-witch.”

Which | wasn't sure actually helped any, but it meant they’ d dready got their answer. “Yeah,” | said.
“Butl an't. I'mjust annemer.”

They kind of digested it for aminute, and | remembered and said in ahurry, “He can’t work magic or
nothing.” I'd said it too fast and had to repeat myself, but they definitely looked happier about the whole
thing after that.

And they were red nice about cramming usinto their deeping quarters. Dmitri asked if | thought adoor
with alock would be agood ides, and | dlowed as how it might, and so he moved al his shit out of his
cabin—that being the only door with alock on the whole ship—and | could lock Felix intherewhen |
couldn’'t keep an eye on him and not have to worry. At least not as much.

And mogtly, | got to admit, | wastoo tired to worry. The more | carried around that piece of glass, the
moreit seemed like | wasn't never going to deep again. And | thought it was getting worse. | hadn’t been
sure, crossing Kekropia, because, you know, the more you think about not being able to deep, the more
you lay there with your eyes open. But now | was going two, three nightsin arow withno deep at al.
And then the fourth night I’ d deep like adead thing for maybe four hours, and then be wide-awake
again. | didn't misstheirony of the fact that the best deep I’ d had in decads was the night we spent at
Nera, and | was guessing that hadn’t been natura, neither.



| would've liked to ask Felix about it, but that wasn't going to happen. Once he quit being too pissed off
to see draight, he just went scared. | couldn’t tell if it was me or the ocean or the Merrows or what, but
getting any sense out of him would' ve been like squeezing blood out of astone. And like | sad, |
couldn’t hardly look at him for remembering the shitty thing I’ d done. So | made sure he was egting and
taking care of himself okay, and other than that | just Ieft him done. He didn’t cause no trouble.

Feix

Theroomissmall and dark and smells of salt water and excrement and rot. It pitches and tosses, and |
know that | am on the ocean. Keeper comesin at intervals, but he does not seem interested in me; | am
grateful. | miss my fox-headed brother. Keeper has killed him, as he killed Joline and Leo and Rhais and
Pammy, and my brother’ sboneslie bleaching in the grass of Nera

| want to kill Keeper, but | am so frightened of him. | know | cannot kill him; he will hurt me or throw me
in the terrible ocean and laugh as | drown.

But | can't get rid of the anger. It circles endlessly around the room like abat made of old umbrellas,
crawling into the corners when Keeper comesin, but aways sailing out again as soon as he locksthe
door behind him. It attacked me at Nera and again on the beach, enveloping Keeper and eras-ing him as
it flung itself at me. | can’'t remember what happened after it trapped its musty, peppery wings around
me; | hopel did not hurt any of the small bearlike monsters, for they are not to blame. | watch the anger
circling and hopethat it will not engulf me again.

| think it isgetting bigger.
Mildmay

Thething | liked best about the Merrows was how they were dl absolutely gone on stories. That’ swhat
they did when they weren't climbing around in the rigging like a bunch of smart-ass squirrdls—they told

stories, first one guy, then another, and | listened with my earsflapping. ‘ Cause I’m astory hound in the
worst way mysdlf, and these were dl new to me.

| heard about the star-crossed love of Quenivar and Marden, the voyage of the Seawrack, lIpherio’'s
quest for-the Singing Stone, the feud of Y venthai and Kharmelian, and like a double septad more. | can’t
even remember al the names. Seemed like the Merrows had been collecting stories from everybody they
ran into sinceforever. And | listened and listened as they went round the crew, and everybody told a
story, and somewhere around the start of the third decad, Y evgeni looked over a me and said, “Hey,
Scarface, you tdl usastory?’

And they al perked up like they were waiting for me to make afool out of mysdlf again, but | said,
“Sure, if you want.”

They sat therelooking like they’ d been hit upside the head with a dead fish for aminute, then Iliaburst
out laughing and said, “ Come, then, and tell usa story from your Marathat,” rolling the*r” out to makeit
sound silly.

“Okay,” | said. I'd kind of been haf-hoping they’ d ask me and haf-praying they wouldn't for agood
decad and ahdf, so | had astory al saddled up and ready to go. | told them about Julien Tinderbox, the
fox, and the second daughter of Time. Last timel’d told this story, | hadn’t known how hocuses
sounded, but now al | had to do waslisten to Felix in my head, and | knew how to make Julien
Tinderbox and dl the other flash people talk. And | made the vixen Grief sound like me.

| ain't going to pretend it was the best story they’ d ever heard or nothing, but it was okay, and they were



al happy because it was onethey’ d never heard before. And | think that was when they findly quit with
theteasing. | mean, they ill caled me* Scarface” and everything, but | didn't fed quite so much likea
dartboard.

And they were nice guys. | didn’t fit in with them and we dl knew it, but even when they wereteasing
pretty bad, they never shut me out, and they could' ve, easy. Things could’ ve been way worse, and |
reminded mysdlf to be grateful for what | had. Small favors.

It was till tough, though, and the nights were theworst. | hadn’t liked to tell them about the whole
not-deeping thing, aong of really not wanting to discuss the Mirador’ s curse. So when it wastime for
bed, | went into Dmitri’ s cabin that | was sharing with Felix and locked the door and waited for morning.

Mostly Felix acted like | wasn't there, but, powers, | made any sudden move, and he' d be staring at me
like | was asnake or something. He wasn't degping much, neither. So we' d sit there and not do nothing
and not say nothing, and sometimes he’ d fal adegp and sometimes | would, but mostly it wasjust us
gtting.

That’ sthe sort of Situation where you end up doing alot more thinking than you wanted. And what
happened to mewas | got way fucking homesick. | sat therein that cramped little room and remembered
Mé&usine. | thought about the Chegps and my roomsin Midwinter and the courtyard of Min-Terris's. |
wondered how Cardenio was doing, and | worked out al these long speechesto tell him | was sorry I'd
acted like an asshole thelast time | saw him. | mean, they were like five timeslonger than anything I'd
ever actualy say. But they helped. And | kind of prayed—although Kethe ain’t much on answering
prayersand | mostly don’t figure nobody else cares—that Margot was okay, and her little Badgers, and
anybody who might have got in the way when the Dogs came cdling.

And | thought about Ginevra. I’ d been doing better with that, between Mavortian and Felix and the rest
of the excitement. | mean, it hadn’t ever exactly stopped, if you get me, but it hadn’t been front and
center dl the fucking time and it hadn’t hurt quite so fucking much. But now my head wasfull of her—her
face, her voice, her perfume, the way she looked when she was pissed off, the way her face changed
when shelaughed. Some of it was going cloudy, but that just made it worse. Keeper laughed at mein my
head for being so torn up over thisgirl | couldn’t even remember right. Keeper’ d dwayskind of sneered
at mefor being soft and asissy, and | figured she' d been on to something after al. Walowinginiit,
Milly-Fox, | told myself. Quit feding sorry for yoursdlf. But that didn’t get Ginevraout of my head.
Didn’'t seem like nothing ever would.

Fdix

| wake up thinking | have been buried dive. | am in adark, enclosed space that reeks of decay, and for a
moment | cannot think of anything it can be save amausoleum. Then | fed the world sway beneath me
andredizeitisworse: | amonaship.

| liedtill, trying to bresthe shallowly in order not to vomit, and struggle to remember how | came here, to
this non-place that cannot be mapped or marked or known. | remember Nera; | remember the maze-and
the dead people and therain. But after that everything is darkness, with only lightning flashes of pain and
fear. And now thisroom like a coffin.

| remember waking up like this once before, in the Mirador with the corpse and the snake nearby. |
remember talking to aghost boy in amaze—no, not amaze, acrypt. The maze wasin Nera, itsdlf a
necropolis, and now | am awake and alone in atomb.

| mean aship cabin.



| get up, discovering that | have to keep my head bowed in order not to brain mysdlf on the ceiling. The
stench seemsworse now that | am standing up, or perhapsit’smerely that I'm using more air. | am afraid
to move, afraid of faling into the ocean, or walking into the embrace of acorpse, afraid that thereis
something waiting for mein thisreeking darkness.

| don’t know how long | stand there, afraid to move but unwilling to lie down again, to becomelikea
corpse mysdf. Presently there are glowing linesin the darkness, the outlines of adoor. | redize that
someone is gpproaching my tomb with alantern.

| Sit on the bed, a position that |ooks less foolish than standing with my head tilted like aparrot, and
watch the door, hoping that the mongter will be kind.

The door opens with aflood of lamplight. | bring one hand up to shield my dazzled eyes, and the monster
says, “Felix. You'reawake.”

No, not amonster. A ghost. The ghost of my fox-headed brother. “Where arewe?’ | say, hoping he can
tell mewhich circle of the underworld | have been sorted into.

He setsthe lantern on its bracket before he answers me. “We' re on the—" And | cannot understand
either the name of the ship or the name of the place he sayswe are going. But | do understand the rest:
“Iliasaysthefolksthere Il be ableto tel ushow to get to this garden-thing you' re efter.”

“Oh. Am | dead?’

“Areyou what?’

“Dead. Am ... dead?’

“No. Why d'you think... oh, never mind. You ain't dead.”

“Oh.” | cannot decideif thisisgood or bad and so settlefor, “ Thank you.”

“Sure.” The colorsaround him are cautious, exasperated—still dark with grief, dthough heis dead now
and surdly hisgrief should be ended—»but chased through with bright sparks of amusement. | am afraid to
ask what itis|’ve said that hefinds funny.

He sits down on the other narrow shelflike bed and tilts his head at me. “Y ou okay?’
((Mel?’
“You been alittleweird lately.”

It comeswith being dead. But | do not say it. He says| am not dead, and | believe him. “I’m dl right,” |
say, but it isafeeble and obviouslie.

“Okay,” hesays, and | cantell that all he meansisthat he’ s not going to push me. “Sinceyou're‘al
right, d'you want to come up on deck for alittle?’

“Out of thesmd|?’ | say before | can stop myself.
“Yeah. Wewon't go near therails or nothing. Just be polite to the Merrows, okay?’

| would promise anything if it would get me out of thisfetid tomb. | give my assent eagerly, and he says,
“Okay. Come on, then. It'sanice Sarry night, and you can tell me al their names.”



| follow the ghost of my fox-headed brother. The passageway is as cramped and dark and reeking asthe
cabin, but we come swiftly to aladder that leads us up into clear, crisp, sdt-laden air. The sarsarelike
jewels, seeming almogt within reach, and | lose mysdlf gladly in staring at them. After amoment, |
remember that the ghost asked about their names, and | beginto tell him.

| haveto pausefor breeth, for acorrective againg dizziness, after | have told him the names of al the
gsarsin Genevieve s Crown, and a voice saysin Kekropian from the darkness, “We call that onethe
Mortar.”

“Oh,” saysthe ghog, “hey, Vasli.”

A shape emergesinto the light of my ghodst-brother’ slantern. | cannot tdll if it isghost or mongter; itisa
strange, dark presence, thick with clouds and smdlling of rain.

“Vadli’ sthe weather-witch,” the ghost tells me and then saysto the other, “Felix isfeding better.”
“That isgood to hear.”

“Itwon'tlagt,” | say. “The stormiscoming.”

They both stare a me. | drop my gaze, my face heeting.

“Y eah, well, maybe ‘better’ wasalittle strong,” the ghost says after amoment.

“Y our brother struggles,” says the other, the weather-witch. “ Do not blame him for that.”

“Oh, I don't.” The ghost soundsweary. “I jud... | don’t know.”

“I’'msorry,” | say, my voice achoked whisper.

“Oh, Kethe, no. Powers, I'm such afuck-up.” The ghost touches my arm gently, and | ook up at him.
The colors around him are darker now, deeper. “Felix, it'sokay. It ain’t your fault.”

The weather-witch asks, “How long has he been thisway?’
“I don't know. Don't think he knows either.”

Thereisasdlence; | look up at the ars, serene and brilliant and out of reach. | can remember standing,
looking at them, somewhere else, in some other time, but they have never been as clear to me asthey are
now.

The ghost says, “HE s getting worse.”

“We will reach Haigiskhora soon,” the weather-witch says. “ The celebrants of the Gardens are both
wiseand learned. They will hdp.”

“Thanks, Vadlli,” the ghost says.

“For what? | have done nothing.”

“Yeah. You didn't run screaming.”

“Thereisnothing hereto flee from,” the weather-witch says gently. “Neither in you nor in him.”

The ghost snorts, but does not answer.



“Inany event,” the weather-witch says, “he was right about one thing. There sastorm coming.”
“A bad one?’

“Could be. It'searly to tdl.”

“Wll, better get you below regardless,” the ghost saysto me. “ Come on, then.”

Obediently, | start back down the ladder. | have shamed my ghost-brother; from the way he and the
wegther-witch speak, | know it isnot the first time. He stays behind me down the passageway, follows
me into the cabin, and locks the door behind him.

“If there sa storm coming, you better deep now.” Heisaways brusque, but | hear an edge of contempt,
of impatiencein hisvoice.

“I'msorry,” | say again, Sitting down.
“Itan’t your fault.”
“Butl...”

“| shouldn't've said what | did. I'm just tired.” He Sighs and runs one hand across hismuzzle. “ The curse,
you know.”

| remember the vicious thorns and nod.

“Goto deep, Felix,” he says, taking off hisboots and lying down on the other bed. “Oncewe re a the
Gardens and you' re better, we can take an afternoon and say we' re sorry to each other ‘til it evens out.
Letit gotil then. I’'m sorry and you're sorry and there ain’t a damn thing we can do about it.” Herolls
over to facethewadll; heisdonetaking to me.

| lie down and watch the black anger flapping dowly acrossthe ceiling. It fed's the sorm coming, too. It
iswalting.

Mildmay

We d had some storms, the first two decads of the Morskaiakrov' s voyage. Ilia d said as how we were
coming up on the worst of the storm season, and once they’ d done with their businessin Haigiskhora,
they’d be putting in a Y aga, their homeidand—wherever the fuck that was—and staying amonth or
three. So | figured me and Felix were lucky we' d reached the ocean when we had, and | tried to
remember to be grateful for that, too.

It was the second or third day of the third decad since we' d left Kekropia, and everybody said we
should be ssighting Troiain the next day or so. That made me feel way better, becauseit meant I’ d be that
much closer to handing Felix over to people who could help him. | fdlt like something insde me had
unkinked just alittle, and | was il feding that way when | went up on deck in the morning and saw the
big black smudge of cloud on the horizon.

It wasjust likefucking Neraal over again. | looked at Fiodor, the nearest guy to me, and | didn’t have
to ask. Hesad, “ Yes, Vasli hasbeen up al night working the weather. But Dmitri has cut things perhaps
too fine, and thereis only so much Vasili can do. It is hard to swerve Ocean and Sky from their deepest
desres”

“Right,” | said. “Can | help?



| could, of course, and | spent | don't know how many hours doing this, that, and the other thing while
Dmitri tried to outrace the storm. | got to confess | never did understand above hdf of what it wasthat
went on with the ropesin that ship, but the Merrows were dl rea good about saying exactly what they
wanted, and | didn’t do nothing wrong. But the Mor skaiakrov just wasn't fast enough, and you didn't
need to know nothing about shipsto seeit. Them black clouds were crawling up our ass, and we weren't
even close enough to see Troia yet.

At some point | went down to help Iliawith the gallons and gallons of hot teathat everybody needed,
because the wind was getting harder and colder and meaner every time you had to tand up iniit, and |
asked him straight out, “ Are we fucked?’

“Maybe,” he said. “ Sheisastout ship, our Mor skaiakrov, and Dmitri isacanny captain. We may yet
elude Sky’sanger. But | admit | would not place any large betson it.”

“Thanks,” | said, and | wasturning to get the tea urn to take on deck when lliasaid, “Mildmay.”

| looked around fast, because they none of them hardly ever used my name. He said, “If shesinks...
thereisroom for only one extrain the longboat.”

“Kethe” Everything ingde my chest squeezed up like afidt.
“I’'msorry,” hesaid. “Truly. It should not have mattered.”
“No, ‘course not. Y ou weren't planning on getting caught in this bitch of astorm.”

“Dmitri saysthat wewill do asyou wish. If you want your brother to have that place, we will do our best,
athough many of usarefrightened of him. But we will not blame you if you wish that place for yoursdif.
Y ou would be welcome to come back to Yagawith us.”

And be pointed out asthe guy who'd let his brother die to save hisown skin?*“ Thanks,” | said. “But you
cantell Dmitri that if it comesto that, you pack food or something in that space.”

Ilia' s eyebrows went up, and | wished that didn’t make me wonder what he thought of me. “Areyou
ure?’

“I won't leave him. And you' d never get him in the boat without me.” That maybe wasn't grictly true, but
I’d got Dmitri’ s measure. He wasn't no bad guy, but the second time Felix had a screaming fit because of
al the water, Dmitri would dump him over theside. And | ain't saying he'd bewrong, neither. He had his
crew to look out for, and if Felix capsized them, they were dl going to bein aworld of trouble.

“If you change your mind—"
“I' know, I know. And thanks.” And | grabbed the urn and went back up on deck.

The storm hit us around about sunset. And when | say hit, | ain’t kidding. It was like getting clocked with
adedgehammer, and | swear by all the powers and saintsit wasraining straight sdeways. The waves
were more like cliffs, and you could fed the smack of the Mor skaiakrov coming down again dl the way
up at the top of your skull. And it was pitch-black and the wind was howling so loud you couldn’t hear
nothing unless somebody ydled right straight into your eer.

But | heard it just fine when the ship started groaning. It was aterrible noise, and | didn’t haveto be no
sailor to guesswhat it meant. I’ d been helping Ilia pack the stores, and | looked up at him, and he
nodded back at me. | kind of lurched my way over to him and ydlled, “Y’al go on. Don’t worry about
LB”



He gave me alook, but it wasn't the sort of thing anybody’ d be inclined to argue about with the ship
clearly getting ready to come apart around our ears. He made a flapping gesture—go on to your
brother —and since there wasn't nothing else neither of us could say, | shook his hand and went.

Now, if you' d asked, I’d have to admit | didn’t have nothing even resembling aplan. | wasn't keen on
dying, and it was redlly fucking annoying to get Felix this closeto this damn fucking place he' d been
nagging my head off about for what felt like haf my life, and then let him drown. | mean, it wasjust such a
stupid waste. But how | was going to get him to land when | didn’t know quite where land was? Not a
clue. All | could do was keep moving forward and hope for the best, and the next thing forward from
where | was standing wasto get Felix out of Dmitri’ s cabin, becauseif he was till locked in there when
the ship sank, he would drown, no two ways about it.

So | got to the door and unlocked it and opened it, and then | was on the floor with Felix’ sfingers
digging into my neck. The only light I had was ‘from the lantern I’ d been carrying, and that was now
three feet back down the passageway, so | couldn’t see but hints of hisface, but that was enough to pick
out the bared teeth and the way his eyes were showing white al theway around. And | didn’'t need to
seehim at dl to know hewastrying to kill me.

| couldn’t think what had set him off, but it was only about a haf-centime worth of my head that even
cared. We thrashed back and forth, and | was praying the lantern wasn’t setting the ship on fire and
praying | wouldn't bresk Felix’ sfingers and praying he didn’t know just where the big arteriesin the
neck were or was at least too far gone to think of them. And heredlly didn’t know much about fighting,
because | went for the cheap quick, and dirty way out and he didn’t know enough to block my thigh with
his. A hard enough kick in the ballswill take the fight out of just about anybody—Ieast anybody
male—and he went limp as the decad’ swashing, and | wasglad | couldn’t hear the noises he was
making, because | was sure they were awful, and | felt like the world’ sworst prick without thét.

You an't leaving him hereto drown, Milly-Fox. Y ou can say that much for yourseif.

| rolled him off me and started to get up, and something jabbed into my thigh. | knew what it was even
before | reached into my pocket, but 1 was still thinking stupidly, Oh fuck, oh, Kethe, no, please, when |
brought my hand out again and opened it and saw my palm was bleeding and there was a septad bits of
glass, dl of ‘em with razor-sharp edges, and that was all that was |eft of the spell Felix had made Gideon
do in Hermione to keep off the Mirador’ s curse.

“Oh fuck me sideways‘til | cry,” | said, just because it was al too much and there wasn't nothing el el

could say. Then since | wasn't ahocus and didn’t know and couldn’t ask the only hocus that happened
to be handy, | wrapped the bits of glassin my handkerchief and stuck ’em back in my pocket. Because,
| mean, my guess was the virtue' d gone out of that piece of glasswhen it broke, but I didn’t know thet,

and if there was even haf achance | waswrong, | wasn't going to waste it.

Then | stlaggered upright—the Mor skaiakrov was pitching worse than ever—and grabbed the lantern.
Which turned out not to be broken after all. Small favors, | thought, dthough it felt more like abad joke,
and dragged Felix to hisfeet. Hisface was whitish green, and he was till gasping like alanded fish, so|
figured he wouldn't be interested enough in meto put up afight for awhile yet. | sarted back down the
passage for the ladder with afine fuck-you-al to our bag and everything init.

And that’ swhen the Mor skaiakrov shuddered and lurched like afoundering horse, and | knew she was
going down. | knew it, the same way | knew water waswet and | couldn’t breatheit. | didn’t know if the
Merrows got off the Morskaiakrov okay beforeit sank, and | ain’t got the least little ideahow we got
off. | mean, you could tell me giant pelicans flew down and grabbed us, and I’ d believe you. | remember
having to coldcock Felix somewherein themiddle of it dl, but how | figured out a hatch cover would



float, and how | got it ripped free of the ship, | will just never know. Some of that was the curse waking
up, | think, because when | caught up with mysdlf again, | felt pretty damn weird.

Of course, | was also in the ocean, without my boots and with one arm across this hatch cover | didn’t
remember making friends with and the other arm trying to keep Felix’ shead out of the water. Which was
enough to make anybody fed weird, especidly seeing ashow it was just about as black as pitch and till
trying to rain Sdeways.

But there was moreto it than that, and | only wished | could believe | wasimagining it. But when you're
up to your neck in seawater in the middle of astorm and you fed hot, you know there’ s something
wrong with you, and it ain’'t small potatoes, neither. And there was thisweird, deep feding, sort of dull
and sparky dl at the sametime, running aong the bonesin my arms and legs. So between the cussing and
the praying, there wasn’t much going on in my head in the way of actua thought. But that was okay, |
guess, since therewasn't nothing | could do but wait out the storm and hope we were both dlive at the
end of it.

| can’t tell you how long it lasted, neither. My time sense had stripped its gears, so | don't know if it was
hours feding like minutes or minutes feding like hours. Either way it was putrid, especidly sncel could
never figure how long it had been since I’ d checked to seeif Felix was breathing. And since he felt way
colder than me, dong of me being, like | said, too fucking hot, I couldn’t quit worrying about it. So | kept
fedling for his pulse or craning around—and getting afaceful of sat water, likely as not—to try and fedl

or hear or seeif hewas breathing. | must’ ve looked crazy mysdlf, only of course there wasn't nobody
around to notice. But | kept thinking about me dragging a cold, stiff, blue-faced corpseto land, and it
was just morethan | could handle.

And it turned out to be agood thing | was doing my sheepdog-with-one-lamb routine, because it meant
that when he started to come ‘round again, | knew about it. There wasn’t nothing | could do, mind. | just
hung on to him and the hatch cover and basically prayed he wouldn't wake up in the same mood he'd
been in when | knocked him ouit.

| felt it when Felix came ‘round for redl. He went stiff asaboard, and | thought, Oh fuck, and there
wasn't time for nothing more because dl at once it was like hanging on to awolverine that redly fedsit's
got better placesto be. He was snarling and clawing, and | think hetried to bite me.

And al | could do was hang on and hope hetired himself out before | lost my grip.

Andtherel did get lucky, dthough it was a pretty near-run thing. But he didn’t have much staying power,
no matter how pissed off hewas. And | kind of think there was something still working up top, because
there was thismoment where | realized he' d quit fighting to get away from me and wasfighting to wrap
himsdf around me like avine or something. Whatever it was that made him scared of deep water, it
wasn't nothing little.

So | fought him back to agrip that wouldn't strangle me—and, powers, that’s hard in the dark and the
water and with somebody who can’'t understand what you' re saying and ain't listening if he could. But it
wasthen that | redlized the storm was dying down, becauseif he' d tried any of them stunts when wefirst
went into the water, I' m pretty sure we both would' ve drowned.

So | hung on, with both my shoulders wanting to cramp and that nasty feding like somebody was striking
Iucifers dong my bones getting worse and worse, and Felix like thisiron weight and his breath sobbing in
my ear, and | waited and the sky got lighter and the rain calmed down and the ocean smoothed out some
more, and then the sun pushed its way out of the clouds and | just about cried. Because there was east,
and the horizon line was kind of dim and humped, and that had to be Troia. | redly didn’t think we could



makeit, but we were close enough that dying now would look like giving up.

“Keeper didn't raise no quitters,” | said, and | could even hear mysdlf say it. And then | started kicking
me and Felix and the hatch cover toward land.

But that was a no-gtarter, as| figured out in about aminute. Because Felix wasn't being no help at all. |
ydled at him to kick instead of trying to bresk my collarbones, but if he even heard me, he couldn’t do
nothing about it. | could fed it in hisbody. He d got locked up in his own fear, like he’ d been turned to
stone right where hewas. And | couldn’t do adamn thing with him like that. | kept going under, and |
could fed my grip on the hatch cover diding out from my pamstoward my fingertips. | couldn’'t doiit. If |
was going to keep us both from drowning, | couldn’t carry him no longer.

| stopped kicking. | got my grip back on the hatch cover. And then | hung there and thought about my
breathing and about sending the good air out to my muscles, the way Keeper’ d taught mewhen | had
two septads and one. And after aminute—and | didn’t dare take longer—I was able to say,

“Fdix,” and haveit come out loud and clear, but not angry or frightened or pone of the other things | was
feding. “Fdix, can you hear me?’

Hedidn't say nothing, and | hadn’t thought he would. | went on, keeping my voice nice and even, like
wastaking to Devie again. “Felix, we' redmost to land, and | can get usthere, but | need you to get off
me. Okay? Y ou can hang on to the hatch cover. There' s plenty of room, and you can seeit’ sfloating just
fine. You don't haveto swim or nothing, and | promise you won'’t drown, but you got to hang onto the
hatch cover instead of me. Okay? Come on, Felix, it's safe as houses. Just move one hand. Just put it on
the hatch cover.” | kept talking, saying the same things over and over, praying that wherever Felix was
insde his head, he could hear me and he was still somewhere he could be talked back from. At first |
thought it wasn't going to work, and we were just going to be stuck here until 1 couldn’t hang on no more
and we both went down, but | kept talking, like used to do with Devie, not getting angry or impatient,
but not giving up, neither.

And after achunk of timethat can’t have been aslong asit felt like, Fix’shandskind of twitched alittle,
not actually moving but like they werekind of thinking about it. | kept talking, like | wasamusic box or
something, becauseif | got excited, it would just throw him off. A little longer, and he started doing what

| wastdling himto. I mean, Kethe, he wasn't moving no faster than aturtle, but he was moving. One
hand went out to the hatch cover and clamped ontoit.

We stuck therefor asecond, and the arm till hooked over my shoulder dug in like hewas afraid | was
going to buck him off. | said, “ That' s great, Felix, that'sjust exactly right. But you got to get the other
hand out there, too, and then | can duck under you, and it’ll al be okay. It'Il be okay, | promise, but you
gottodoit.”

And hedid it. Heflung hisright arm out and grabbed on to the hatch cover, and before he could change
hismind about it, | dropped out from under him and came up as neat as you please just beside him. It
an'tatrick | could ve pulled more than once just then, and | kind of hung there for aminute mysdlf,
thinking about my breathing and about not cramping while the strength came back into my legs. Then |
got my bearings and started kicking ustoward Troia.

And, powers, that went on for about amillion septads and a hdf. Theland wasn't getting no closer and |
wondered if it was amirage likein the stories of Mark Polaris. So | just kicked and kicked and tried not
to watch the land not getting closer and tried not to think about the hot, raspy fedling in my legs and tried
not to think about what would happen if the curse started cramping me up again before we reached land.
Felix wasn't heping or nothing, but hewasn't in my way, neither, and | figured that wasthe best | could



hope for.

And then when | couldn’t stand it no more and looked up, the land was closer, so | could actually seethe
green hillsrising up behind the beach and this rickety wooden staircase that said maybe people used this
beach and maybe we were going to be okay after all.

And that’ swhen the cramps started. Just little ones, more like twitchesin my fingers and toes, but | knew
their big brothers wouldn't want to miss out on the fun, and they’ d be long in aminute.

“Kick, you usdlessfuck!” | snarled at Felix, and for awonder, he did. And | kicked, while the cramps
got bigger and harder and my head started to pound, and the land came closer and closer. Just when |
could reach the bottom with my feet, abig cramp got me. | lost Felix and the hatch cover and most of my
air, and, Kethe, | was so fucking mad and scared that | clawed my way straight back out of it. | felt
something go way fucking wrong in my leg, the kind of wrong there ain’t no ifs about, and right then |
didn't even care. | got my feet under me and grabbed Felix from where he was floundering and just
dragged him straight up out of the water, swearing a him like awhole boatload of Simside dockworkers,
caling him amotherfucker and shit-brained cocksucker and | don’t know what al, anything to get himto
move, to carry own hisweight, to keep us both from going facedown in the surf and drowning less than
ten feet from the land I’ d fucking near killed myself to reach. And | could see on hisface that he heard
me and he understood me, and | wanted to scream because | knew he was never going to forget me
ydling a him like thisand he was never going to forgiveit, neither, but | couldn’t care. My right leg was
dead. | couldn’t fed it, and | only knew it was taking any of my weight because | wasn't quitefalling
down. And there was another big cramp coming, and | knew we had to get onto the beach before it got
me. We had to, and so | yelled terrible things at my brother, some things Keeper’ d called me onetime,
and I’d sworn, crying to mysdlf in acorner, that I’ d never say them to nobody € se, no matter what. And
here| was, saying them to Felix, who didn’t even deserve them, just because it wasthat or let us both
drown.

And then, somehow, we were out of the water, and my right leg couldn’t take it, and | was going down,
dragging Fdlix with me, and that wasthelast | knew for agood long while.



Chapter 12

Mildmay
| knew | was dreaming, but it didn’t help.

There was this thing Keeper used to threaten us with—though far as | know she never actudly used it on
nobody—this old cooling well in awarehouse she owned down in Queensdock. Y ou couldn’t useit for
keeping things cool no more, dong of it having sprung aleak so there was aways a couple inches of
water in the bottom, but it was just theright Sizeto shut akidin. Likel said, she never did it, but she
could'veand wedl knew it.

Soinmy dream, I’'m shut in that old cooling well, and I’ m pounding on the trap, begging to belet out,
and there' s people up top—I can hear ‘em arguing over what to do with me. Every oncein awhile they
shout aquestion at me, 0 | know they know I’ m there. But they won't let me out.

And they’ re asking the weirdest fucking questions. They want to know why there' s a death curse on me
and why it hasn't killed me yet and what school of magicit’sfrom and how | got here—wherever the
fuck “here’” is—and why | waswith this other guy and on and on and on. And I’'m trying to tell
them—explain about Felix and Miriam and Cerberus Cresset and the Mirador—only | fed likel’m
talking the wrong language or something. | sureasfuck ain't giving the right answers, ‘ cause, every time,
there sthislong, long pause, and then another fucking question. And I'm till begging them to let me out
and thetrap ain't budging.

Andlikel said, I knew | was dreaming, but it wasn't no good. | couldn’t wake myself up. | could fed my
body, but it was just this heavy thing, like alead doorstop, like the trap of the cooling well, and | could
only hope | was still breathing, ‘ cause from theway | felt, | was't. And, oh yeah, it hurt. It waslike there
were hornets swarming insgde my bones—all of “em, but most especialy my right leg. Therewas
something wrong there, something fucked to Hell and back, and | guess there was part of methat didn’t
even want to wake up and have to dedl with this new, horrible thing that' d be waiting for mewhen |

opened my eyes.

After awhile, the dream did that thing dreams do where everything changeswhile you ain’t looking, and |
was back dreaming about Ginevra. And the people with dl the questions had bailed. Which was good. In
the dream, Ginevrawas mad at me, and we were fighting about something, athough | never did figure out
what. But that actually felt familiar, because there’ d been alot of times Ginevra d been mad at meand |
hadn’t had the first ideawhat I’d done. | tried to pretend | wasn't dreaming, that I’ d just had anightmare
about her dying and the Mirador burning and dl therest of it, but the whole time my leg was hurting like
nothing on earth, and | knew | waslying to myself. But even so, and even with Ginevraydling likea
banshee, it was better than being awake.

And then | thought, What about Felix?

| tried to bury that thought, but I” d got so used to worrying about Felix that | was aready onto, |
wonder if he's okay. And then | remembered the storm and the ocean and the beach, and thought,
Kethe, what if he' s dead?

And just likethat, | was awake. | didn’'t know where | was or what day it was or how I’ d gotten off the
beach that wasthe last thing | remembered. Well, except my dreams, but they didn’t help none.

| just lay there with my eyes closed for awhile, taking stock. | was laying down, which was good, and it



was on something soft, which was better. There was acomforter or something over me, which suggested
somebody cared enough not to want me to freeze my ass off. So that was okay.

On the other hand, | ached dl over in that kind of feverish way that meansit don’t matter what you do,
you ain't gonnabe comfortable this sde of tomorrow morning and maybe not then, neither. My head was
throbbing like some kind of drum, and then my right leg had gone and lapped the field. The swarm of
hornets hadn’t gotten no smaller, they’ d just packed themsalvesinto my hip and thigh and kneelikeajar
of dlives. It fdt likeif I tried to bend my knee at dl, the whole thing would just squish to bits like rotten
fruit, and then the hornets could get out and sting me to death. Oh powers, | was fucked and fucked bad.

There was anoise, out there somewhere beyond what | knew, akind of little rustling noise, like
somebody shifting pogition. | didn’t let my body tense up, but inside | froze solid. And then | thought,
Wl fuck. Whoever that is, | ain’t getting away from them nohow. | opened my eyes.

And the bad newswas, | didn’t recognize adamn thing. It was a nice room—white walls, big window, a
rug on thefloor, atable with achair, and two armchairs—but there wasn't afamiliar thing init. And |
an't taking like | was expecting to see my own couch or nothing. But, I mean, even the quilt on the bed
had a pattern I’ d never seen before, and the rug on the floor didn’'t even look red, it wasthat pretty. It
hadn’t been made on no factory loom, that was for sure.

And then there was the kid. He was Sitting in the armchair near the door, like he wanted to be sure he
could get away in ahurry. He had red hair and yellow eyes, and he was wearing this dark, quilted coat
with ahigh, tight collar, which made him look white as flour. He was younger than me. | guessed him at
two septads and three or thereabouts. He wasn't looking at me. He was staring out the window, so |
could seethe way his hair was braided into aknot at the base of his skull, like awoman's. He was
wearing diamondsin hisears, just little chips, but enough to show thiskid either had money or had
somebody that liked to give him presents.

And evenin profile he looked like a clockwork toy that’ d been wound up too tight. Thiswas dready less
than good.

| waited awhile, but he hadn’t noticed me wake up, and he looked like he was settling down for agood
hard stare, and so findly | just said, “Wheream |7’

Powers, he jumped like afoot and a haf. Wound way too tight. Looked at head-on, he had a narrow,
pointy little face and a soft, little mouth. He would' ve made a pretty girl.

“Wh-what?’ hesad, and | didn’t blame him. Aside from him not expecting it and my scar fucking up my
Kekropian, my voice was hoarse and thick and fucking ugly asamud pie. So | said it again, dower and
trying hard for clear, and he said, “Oh,” in this prissy little voice, and then, in Midlander, “Y ou arein the
Gardens of Nephele”

“Wadll, fuck,” | said in Midlander, “we got here after al,” and he jumped again and turned bright, blotchy
carnation pink.

Watch your language, Milly-Fox. Keeper, and | could haf fed the stinging cuff across the back of my
head.

“Sorry,” | said. “I ain’'t awake yet. What' s your name?’

He drew himsdf up and compressed hislipsand said in this nasty little voice like it should mean
something to me and make mefed likeaworm, “1 am Khrysogonos of the House Ptolemais, Acolyte of
the Nephelian Covenant.”



So what crawled up your ass and died? | thought, but | didn’t say it. | was holding alousy hand here,
and | knew it. | just said, “I’m Mildmay. No house or nothing.” Let’s pretend we' re al normal and
friendly. Y ou can get quite aways with that gameif both sdesarewilling to play.

But thiskid was having none of it. “1 know what you are,” he said in that same prissy, uptight little voice.
“You areamurderer.”

“Oh for fuck’ssake,” | said in Marathine. “Let’ sgo on and cal cow manure shit.”
“What?" hesad. “What languageisthat?’

He sounded like he wasredlly confused, and | was betting on my two minute' s acquaintance with him
that thiskid wasn't agood liar. So | felt alittle better. At least | had something.

“Marathine,” | said. There was ablack second where | thought | just wasn’t going to be able to stop
mysdlf from trandating for him, but | bit my tongue hard, and sad, “It' sa proverb.”

“Oh,” he said, kind of blank, like he’ d thought other languages didn't have proverbs or | wouldn't know
any or something. Then he shook it off and said, “'Y ou murdered for money,” just like aterrier after arat.
Powers, | thought, we got a prick here and no mistake.

“Yeah,” | said. “So?’

| don't think he' d been expecting me to admit it, but | remembered al those questionsin my dreams, and
it didn’t take no geniusto figure out where they’ d come from. And, | mean, | ain't proud of having been
what | was or donewhat | did, but | ain’t going to lie about it.

He got kind of fish-faced for asecond. Then he got up, said, “We should have let you die,” and swept
himsdlf out, damming the door behind him hard enough to réttle the glassin the window.

“Oh fuck mesdeways,” | said. My voice wasn't dl that steady, but it was till steadier than | felt.
We cometo the Gardens of Nephele, Milly-Fox, Keeper said. Solve dl your problems, right? And her
laugh, like acid and broken glass, chased around my head until | finaly fell back adeep.

| woke up again when the door opened, and | didn’t remember my dreams, which | figured was amercy.
Smdl fucking favors.

“Itisl,” sad the prick, grand asaking.

“Youagan.”

“| am assgned to your care.”

“I thought you were gonnalet medie”

“Itisagainst our covenant. Persond fedings do not enter into it.”

“I’mtouched,” | said, and he gave me afunny look like he didn’t know what to do with sarcasm when he
heard it. “How long’' ve | been here?’

“A week.”
Flashie calendar. Figured. “Fuck,” | said.



“You nearly died,” hesaid, like I’ d said something nasty about his mother. “The Celebrant Lunar had to
treat you personaly.”

“Niceof him.”

“She isthe Arkhon of the Gardens.” Way more important than a shit-esting rat like me, was what he
meant.

“Uh-huh. So what’ swrong with me?’

| used my fuck-with-me-and-I’l1-kill-you knife-fighter’ s voice. Keeper would' ve smacked me. Zephyr
would' verolled hiseyes. The prick flinched | alittle, and | felt better in amean sort of way.

Hesad, inahigh, angry, trembly voice, “1 don't haveto tell you anything.” Oh, aprick for sure and
certain.

“Yeah, you'reright. | can figureit out for mysdf. My leg’sbusted.” | caught mysdlf then, clamped down
on my temper. Hewasjust akid, and he hated my guts. | was lucky he wasn't trying to smother me with
my own damn pillow.

“You are crippled. The Celebrant Lunar thinks you will probably be able to walk again without a cane,
but it may take months.”

Months. Crippled. | shut my eyes and started counting a septad. But I’d only got to fivewhen |
remembered something ahell of alot moreimportant.

“What about my brother?’
“Your... brother?’

“Yeah, my brother. The guy with me. The crazy redhead hocus with skew eyes. Don’'t you daretell me
he' sdead or I’ll murder you next.”

The prick probably didn’t catch the end of that, but he understood enough to scare him. Just what |
needed. “Heisn't dead. We are caring for him. Wewill hed him.” And dl thetimekind of looking from
me to the door and back again, like he was checking to seeif | was going to go for him and if he could
get out the door fast enough. Very smooth, Milly-Fox.

“Canl seehim?
“Youcan't evenwak.”

The conversation died right there, funerd, lilies, and dl. | didn’t figureit was any job of mineto digit
back up again, so | lay there and stared up at the ceiling and waited for him to go the fuck away.

“Areyou hungry?’ the prick said after awhile. Guess he remembered he had aduty here.
“No.”

“Do you need anything?’

“No.” And | wouldn't tell you if | did, you fucking numbnuts prick.

“Then| shall leaveyou,” he said, dl grand again, and made his same exit. It was awonder he hadn’t
broken the window yet.



Fdix

They will not leave me aone. The owl-eyed people with their hair like fire, they are dwaysthere, saring
a me, touching me. Their words drop from their mouths like stones and do not reach me. They do not
seem to notice the water dripping from my hair, my clothes, my fingers. They do not understand thet |
have drowned and that they cannot reach me. The anger has been made stronger by drowning; it is
circling and circling. | can fed itsgreed, its eagerness. When they touch me, it comes closer.

Mildmay

Kethe, that room wasapit. | mean, | know it wasn't really that bad, but | lay there with nothing to look
at but the ceiling or the wals—or the prick when he came in—for most of adecad, and | got to where |l
knew and hated every crack in the fucking plaster. Although not as bad as| hated the prick.

He quit picking fights with me, and | swear to the powers and dl the saints besides that | was being
grateful for smal favors. | mean, | didn’t pick no fightswith him. But when you can’t get up out of bed
without somebody to drag you up and then mostly carry you... it an't no good time even if it' syour
best-ever friend giving you a hand to the water closet. And with him and me both trying to pretend the
other onedidn’t exigt, even the absolutely fucking putrid time when my knee buckled in the middle of the
hal anyway, and | went down and dragged him down with me—I serioudy thought sometimesthat | had
died on that beach, and that thiswas my circle of Hell.

And even with him and me ignoring the shit out of each other most of thetime, and even with him nagging
meto eat when | didn’t give arat’ sasswhat he wanted and didn’t want to eat, dong of feding most of
thetimelike I’ d swallowed a stone, he was practicaly afriend compared to my other visitors, the people
who camein every couple days—celebrants, the prick said, and some of ‘em were Cel ebrants Minor
and some of 'em were Celebrants Mgor and | couldn’t figure out what the fuck the difference was—oh,
those people | just plain wanted to kill.

They came and stood over me and poked at my leg and talked to each other in thisfast, heavy

K ekropian with the stressesin funny places. Mostly what they did made things hurt worse, athough |
didn’t say so because | knew if they cared at al they’ d be happy about it, but after about a septad days,
when nothing they were doing was making it any better, | figured | had to say something. Because

K ethe knows they wanted me gone—and | wanted to be gonein the worst possible way—and it wasn't
going to happeniif | didn’t get the fucking hornets out of my leg. So when the Celebrant Minor—skinny
little gd with fat red pigtails—was done with the hornets, | screwed up my courage and said this sentence
in Kekropian that I’ d been practicing every timethe prick wasn't in the room, “My leg is not getting any
better.” Good grammar and everything. Keeper probably would’ ve passed out on the spot.

The Celebrant Minor just reared back like I’ d bit her and said, “We don’t work miracles. Hedling takes
time.”

The prick trandated into Midlander, because I’ d never exactly got round to telling him that | understood
Kekropian way better than I d ever be able to speak it.

“I know that,” | said, “but—"

“The celebrant has better thingsto do than listen to you whine,” the prick said, and the Celebrant Minor
lofted her nosein the air and stalked out. The prick followed her and dammed the door hard enough for
two.

Wéll, that was about as dumb as kissing agator, | thought, then | wished for the umpteenth septad time
that | wasn't trapped in thisfucking awful room.



After that first day, the prick wouldn’t talk about Felix except to tell me he was okay and the celebrants
weretaking care of him and | should quit nagging. | asked him once—because I’ d been having
nightmares about drowned people—about the Mor skaiakrov, if anybody knew if the crew was okay,
but hejust said, “Oh, smugglers,” in such asnotty voice that there wasn't no point going on. And, | mean,
there wasn't nothing | could do anyways. Whether they were alive or dead, me knowing wouldn’t help
none. But Felix was different. And the more the prick wouldn’t tell me nothing, the moreworried | got.

So | finally just came out one morning and said, “1 want to see my brother,” before he’ d even got himsdlf
through the door. He stopped for a second where he was, with that stupid, blank sheep-look on hisface,
then came on in and shut the door. | saw he was holding awalking stick, but right then | didn’t care. “I
want to see him,” | said, clear and dow and not shouting.

“It will not be permitted,” he said.
“Why not?’
“It isthe decision of the Ceebrants Terrestrid. They have told me you are not to see him.”

“Fuck,” | said, mostly because it would make him twitch. And because | would' ve said it anyway, and it
kept me from doing something stupid like screaming or pleading with him.

“Here” hesad, alittle shrill and alittle shaky, and pushed the stick a me. *Y ou need to start walking
agan.”

The hornetsjust about died laughing at that one. “What?’ | said.
“Waking. | thought that was what you wanted.”

“I want to seemy brother,” | said through my teeth.

“No,” said the prick.

“Get the fuck out of my room!” And he saw | was ready to throw that stick at him, because he went like
arabbit.

| just sat there and cussed for | don’t know how long. It was better than crying and better than screaming
and probably better than going and hunting down the Celebrants Terrestria, whoever the fuck they were,
and besating the shit out of them. Not that | could. | dammed my fist down on my right thigh and then just
about did scream, because it was the stupidest thing I’ d done since the Mor skaiakrov went down.
Kethe, it hurt. It waslike therewas abdl of glass shardsin there somewhere about midway up, and I’ d
just sent the points shooting out from the bone like afirework star. | was amazed | wasn't bleeding.

But stupid or not, it did bring me back to where | could think, and after alittle while longer, | worked
things out to where | realized that the prick wasright. | needed to start walking again. It was either that or
go batfuck nuts. So | swung my legs over the side of the bed, real dow and one at atime. | sat therefor
aminute, with the stick ready for action out in front of me, and | felt like asick, usdless old man.

“I fucking hatethis,” | said and got up.

| heard myself scream—and, powers, that’ s abad thing—and then | was on the floor with some new
bruises, and the hornets square dancing up and down my thigh. | kind of lay there and cussed awhile
longer, and then | got up again. It took like an indiction and ahalf, but | did better, and thistime when |



was standing up, | stayed that way. | wasn't enjoying it or nothing, mind, but | was standing.

But the kicker wasthat | was scared to try and move. I’ d never thought | was a coward, and Kethe
knows I’ d kept going through some pretty nasty shit when | was doing jobs for Keeper. But | just felt
likel couldn't faceit. Evenif | didn't fall down again, I knew how much it was going to hurt, and it was
likel wastrying to nerve mysdlf up to lay my hand down on ared-hot anvil. | could fed mysdf sarting to
shake, and there was awhole chorusin my head saying as how the best ideawas just to get back on the
bed again and lay down for awhile. But | knew if | did that, | never would be able to make mysdlf take
thisfirst step, and | furthermore knew that I’ d end up, sure as fuck, having to explain mysdlf to the prick.
And | was't going to let him see that.

“Don’'t beadissy, Milly-Fox,” | said out loud, to make them whining voices shut up, and | took a step
forward.

| probably should have sold tickets, because | bet it was funny to watch. Left leg fine, stick fine, right leg
forward, and then my knee buckled and | was on the floor again. | wasn't swearing thistime, becauseI'd
run out of words nasty enough. | waskind of crying alittle, and that made me even madder. And now, of
coursg, if the prick waked in he' d find melaying on the floor like adrunk, and that was even worse than
him finding me sitting on the bed too scared to try. | dragged mysdlf up, cursing and panting and sobbing,
and shuffled back inch by fucking inch to the bed. When | fell down onit, likeabuilding caving in, | was
sweeting like I’ d just fought off five or Sx goons. | lay there until my heart quit racing and | was breathing
normal, and then | picked mysalf up and tried again.

By thetime the prick came back that afternoon, I’d got mysdlf al the way acrossto the armchair by the
window, where |’ d been sitting for like two hours because by thetime | got there, it felt like my whole leg
was made of glass and fixing to shatter. So | just sat and looked out at the piece of garden | could see
through the window and loved every damn inch of it for not being plaster.

So hecamein and said, “Oh,” like he hadn’t expected meto get that far. Then he said, “How are you
feding?’

“Fine” | said, and yes| waslying like arug, but | wasn't about to tell him the truth.
“Good, good. Then tomorrow I’ll show you the way out into the garden.”

“The garden?’ I’ d been figuring they weren't going to let me out of thisroom until they couldn’t keep me
init nomore.

“Of course” he sad, giving methisfrown like even somebody as stupid and backward as me should’ ve
been ableto figure that out. “Y ou have to walk now if you want your leg to heal. And you won’t bother
anyone out there.”

“Ohgood,” | said, but | know | didn’t sound as snarky as | wanted to, because | was suddenly feeling
like there was like twice as much light in the room or something. I mean, even with my fun new glassleg
and everything, the idea of getting outside was just about enough to make me drooal.

“Areyou sureyou'redl right? You look alittle pale.”

“Nah, I’'mfine. Littletired, maybe.” Ohyeah, and my leg fedslikeit’ sliableto cometo bits next timel
move. But if | said anything like that, he' d take the stick back, and | wouldn’t even be able to get to this
armchair to look out the window.

“Don’t overdoit,” he said and then kind of came up short, like he' d forgot for amoment he wasn't



supposed to be niceto me.

“ ‘Course not.”

“Do you need anything? Any... help?’
“Nope. I'm good.”

“All right,” he said and |eft like he' d remembered he had something else he had to be doing. But | was
willing to bet it was just that he’ d spooked himself by treating me like a person instead of a cockroach.

| sat and looked at the garden until sundown. Then, since there wasn't nobody around to see, | crawled
back to bed on my hands and one knee, dragging my bad leg like adead dog. | barely managed to get
myself under the covers before | fell adeep like |’ d been sandbagged.

Fdix

Hands holding me down. Pain shattering my skull. Black anger exploding everywhere, drenching
everything in the colors of bruises and blood. Voiceslike the meaningless soughing of the wind.

| cannot free mysdlf. There are too many hands, too much pain. | cannot fight any longer, and | shut my
eyesagaingt the colors. | don't know wherel am; | don’t know when thisis. | don’t know, if | wereto
open my eyes, whether | would see Makar or Robert, the workroom in the Warren or the basement of
S. Crdlifer’s. | am afraid to look.

After atime, the pain ebbs away; the hands are gone. | lie, aslimp asthreadbare linen, and try to catch
hold of something, anything, in the vertiginous darknessthat can tell mewherel amand what is
happening to me. But even when findly, desperately, | open my eyes, thereis nothing familiar, nothing
safe, only asmal room with moonlight streaming through the window.

| roll over to face thewall and cry with pain and londiness and grief for everyone | havelost.
Mildmay

When | had a septad and three, | went four days once without telling K eeper two of my ribswere
broken. The reasons don’t matter now. | mention it because that was pretty much exactly how | felt the
next morning. My leg was like abad jury-rig, and, powers, it hurt. But | knew if | let on at dl, the only
thing that’ d happen was | wouldn’t get out into the garden. And he might say | waswhining again.

So I'd got up before dawn and got mysdlf to the water closet and back, because | figured | didn’t want
him watching me go up and down the hall, and | wasright. It was like | was dragging abig piece of
jointed iron after meinstead of aleg. But at least | didn’t meet nobody and | didn’t fall down.

So | waswaiting for the prick, and, powers, that wasaweird feding. | sat by the window and watched
the sun come up, and then | just sat and stared and waited.

Hewas a punctua bastard, I’ [l give him that much. He lways camein at what | figured was the second
hour of the morning—nobody’ d bothered with giving the murderer a clock—and sure enough, there he
was, like apiece of clockwork himself.

Hewasn't stupid, neither, least not al the way down. He' d seen how bad | wanted to get out of that
fucking room, and he' d figured he could use that to make me eat more, which was something he thought
| should do and | thought was stupid. | guess| should' ve been glad he cared enough to not want me
starving to death, but | didn’t think it was me he cared about so much as hisown hide, and dl the kinds



of Hell he d beinfor if helet apatient die, even a patient like me that nobody much wanted. And
anyway, I’d got this stupid thing stuck in my head, this story I’ d heard when | waslittle, about agiant
who caught kids and kept ‘em in cages and fed them everything they wanted. “Like afarmer fattening
hogs,” Nikah'd said, all bright-eyed, and it didn’t matter that | knew it was dumb, that was how | felt
every timethe prick said anything about me not eating—Ilike | was being kept in a cage and fattened up
for daughter.

But he stood over me‘til I’ d esten what he called a proper breakfast, and then he made thisbig ded of
thinking it over, whether he should let me go out there today or not. | sat there and hated him, but | didn’t
say nothingand | didn’t let it show. | hadn’t been on my guard yesterday, but he wouldn't catch me out
again. And hewaswatching, dl right, watching like ahawk to seeif he could get any more leverage on
me. | could forgive him alot of things, but that one still sticksin my throat like abone.

| think he had orders, though. I’ d dedlt with enough flunkies and hired goonsin my time to know when
somebody could really make adecision or wasjust putting on airs, and when al was said and done, the
prick was just another goon. So | didn't riseto the bait. | just sat and waited and hoped he’ d strangle to
desth on his own fucking smugness.

And after awhile, he got bored and said, “Well? Let’ sgo then.” And | got up.

| didn’t fall downand | didn’t scream, and since he mostly tried not to look at me, he didn’t noticeif |
went funny colors. | probably did—I sure felt as green as spring peas—but if hedidn’t notice, it didn’t
matter, right? And once | was up, I"d kind of got the hang of not faling down again.

So the prick headed out, and | followed him as best | could. Once out the door, ‘ stead of turning left
toward the water closet, he turned right, and | didn’t even care how bad my leg hurt because by al the
powers at least | was getting to go somewhere new.

All the way down to the end of the hall, and me trying not to bresthe funny and not to listen to the weird
step-clunk-drag | was making on the flagstones, and there was a leaded-glass door with herons and
irisesworked into it, and the prick said, “ Thisdoor is never locked. It leads only into the Three Serenities
Garden, which has no other gate. Y ou may come out here whenever you wish.” He opened the door and
waited.

| suddenly had like a Great Septad and six questions | wanted answersto, but | wasn't asking him. |
pretended like he wasn't there and dragged mysalf out into the Three Serenities Garden. | heard the door
dam, and when | looked back, the prick had gone.

| knew if | fell down right there, I’d never get on my feet again without arope and pulley. But therewasa
bench alittleways off. Y ou can St on that, | said to mysdlf. It ain’'t nowhere near asfar asthat fucking
beach was, and you got there dl right. Come on, you fucking sissy. And | dragged mysdlf over to the
bench, every step like walking on swords, and then | just sat there and thought about my breathing and
didn’t pass out.

And after awhile the pain backed off some, and | could actually take alook around.

| wasn't in the mood to admire anything Troian, o when | say that the Three Serenities was the most
beautiful place!’d ever seen, you can maybe understand that | really mean it. It was gill pretty early in
the spring—like maybe the middle of Germind if | had to guess—but things were starting to bud, and the
trees had this sort of green misty look to them, and, powers, the grass! | mean, the gardeners at

Richard’ s Park do abang-up job and everything, but the grass here waslike they’ d laid down velvet. |
was S0 amazed staring at it that | finally hitched myself over to the very end of the bench and leaned
sSdeways so far | damn near fell off, and | could just brush my fingers against the blades, and it wasjust



asfucking soft asit looked.

Therest of it | can't describe so good, ‘cause | ain't got theright kind of words. | mean, | know there
was something about the way the paths went in and out around the trees, and the way the flower beds
were arranged, but | don’t know what to call stuff like that. But it waslike, | don’t know, cold water in
the middle of Thermidor, and | felt better just Stting therelooking at it al thanI’d fet in | don’'t even
know how long.

It was awhile before | could make myself get up again, and | know | wouldn't have doneit if | hadn’t
been twitchy about the prick catching me just sitting there. Because | knew what he'd say, and | didn't
want to hear it.

Thefirst few days, | just walked up and back about a septad-foot along the path in front of that bench.
When it got too bad, I"d lurch sdeways off the path and fal down on the bench and wait until the hornets
settled down again, and then I’ d get up and take it from the top. And then around sundown, I’ d haul
mysalf back to my room, so | could be waiting for the prick when he came and not be too swesty or pae
or breathing hard. To be honest, it wasn't the sort of life I’ d ve wished on adog, but at least | was so
tired | was't having trouble falling adeep, and | was mostly not even dreaming. And dthough | started
waking up with leg cramps, at least | knew how to work them out without screaming the place down. But
it ill wasn't nothing I’ d' ve wished onadog | hated.

| thought for awhile | wasthe only person who ever used the Three Serenities. | figured everybody’ d
been told there was a murderer wandering around and had decided they’ d just go somewhere else. And
| couldn’t blame ‘ em. But then, the fourth or fifth day, I’ d got out there and was Sitting on that damn
bench waiting until | was brave enough to get up again, and the door opened, and this guy came out.

At firgt | thought he was Felix, and my heart tried to crawl up into my throat. But he wasn't, which I'd
basically known anyway, except for being stupid. He was older than me by some, but not by awhole
bunch, and he was Troian, so hewastall and skinny with the red hair back in aknot and the spooky
yellow eyes. And he was sick. He was moving redl dow, like it was almost more than he could do to
keep stlanding up, and he had this big white woolly shawl wrapped around him like an old granny. And
his face was bone-white, with red along his cheeks like he was wearing rouge, only | knew damn well he
wasn't. | knew aconsumptive when | saw one. | was absolutely fucking amazed that they let him out
done.

Hekind of came up short alittle when he saw me, but after a second he came on again and said, “Hello,”
to mein Kekropian—which | guessed | had to sart calling Troian, because probably it wastheir

languegefird.

| said hello back, figuring he just had better manners than anybody else I’ d met, but when he wasin front
of me he stopped and turned and said, “1 don’'t know you, do I”? Are you anew acolyte?’

Oh Kethe, this had to be the only guy in the Gardenswho hadn’'t been told. | said, “No, I’'ma... | guess
I’m apatient.”

“I’'msorry,” hesad, “I didn’t quite...”

Fucking Kekropian and its fucking consonants. “I’'m apatient,” | said, loud and careful and spacing the
words out good.

“Ah,” hesaid. “Likeme. | beg your pardon.”

“No, it' sme. It a—it' snot your fault.”



“You'revery kind,” he said and gave me the first honest-to-goodness smile I’ d gotten since | woke up in
that fucking bread box of aroom. “What's your name?I’m Thamuris.”

Oh powers, herewe go. “Mildmay,” | said.

“Ah.” But he couldn’t have recognized my name or nothing, because he went on, polite as a preacher, “I
am pleased to meset you.”

“Likewise”

“Do you often come to the Three Serenities?”’

“I’m s posed to walk here. For my leg.”

“I'msorry. | didn’t quite...”

| said it again, and he nodded to show he’d got it. “ And what iswrong with your leg?May I...”

“Sure,” | said and moved over so there was room for him to share the bench. He settled himsalf down
careful, like hewas afraid he'd break, and | said, “1 don’t know exactly. Therewas a curse on me, and it
f... itmessed my leg up pretty bad.”

“A curse?’ hesaid, and | nodded to show him he' d heard meright. “But how in the blessed names of the
Tetrarchs did you get cursed in this day and age? | thought that had gone out with Kekropian bonnets.”

“I’'mnot Troian.”

“So what barbaric part of the world do you hail from?’

“Marathet. I'm from Méusine”

“Méusine. The Blind City. I’ ve read of her in books. Soin Méusinethey ill cast curses?’

“Yeah,” | said. | didn't much want to get into it, and hejust said, “Huh,” likeit wasweird but not regl
interesting. And after aminute he got up, and gave me afunny little nod, and kind of floated off likehe'd
forgot dl about me. | was fine with that. * Nother minute, and | was up and waking mysdf, and I'd
mostly forgot about him.

But after that | kept seeing him. He' d come drifting by my bench, or, once | got brave enough to get out
of arm’ sreach of the bench, we' d pass each other on the paths, or I’d go by him under one tree or
another. He' d be Sitting there bolt upright with his eyes shut, so | guessed he was meditating, and | didn’t
bother him. | didn’t want to make small talk anyways. It was enough for methat he didn’t hate me. And |
guessed nobody ever talked to him, neither, ‘ cause he never seemed to catch on about who | was.
Which, you know, was fine with me. | had enough other shit on my mind.

My leg was't getting better. | was getting better at dealing with it, so | could move alittle faster and |
was't faling down no more. But the pain wasn't going away, and it wasn't getting smaller, and I’ d taken
enough damage in my time to know that wasn't right. And besides everybody e se thought | should be
getting better, too. And | wasn't.

| didn’t know what to do. | wanted to tell somebody, but I’ d tried that once, and | wasn't stupid enough
to kissthe same gator twice. And | waskind of afraid they’ d tell me this was better, that my legwas as
good asit was going to get. And every time | thought about the prick saying that, my chest got sotight |
couldn’'t breathe. So, | mean, yeah, | completely funked it, but | got to say there wasn't nobody trying to



cdl meonit, neither. The celebrants had quit stopping by, and me and the prick were ignoring each other
so hard it’sawonder we didn’t run into each other. The only thing | was saying to him these dayswas,
“How’smy brother?” And al he was saying to mewas, “Fine. HE sfine.” I'd been right to think he was
abad liar. He was even worse than me.

So | wasworried about half out of my mind about Felix, and | didn’t want to think about my leg. | didn’t
much want to think about Felix elther, but | couldn’t help that. | kept waking in the Three Serenities
becauseit beat Stting in that fucking room and because | could drive mysdlf into the ground and that
meant | would deep. I’d got to where deep was the only escape | had. | knew that was bad, too, but
there was alimit to how much shit | could care about at once.

So I’d kind of forgotten the walking was supposed to be making my leg better until Thamuris scared the
living daylights out of me one afternoon. | don’t even know where my mind was, but he said dl of a
sudden, “Doesyour leg till hurt?” and | jumped afoot.

“Kethe! Yes—" And then | caught up with myself and said, It a—it’snot so bad.”
“Comehere”

I’d figured they had him on some pretty heavy-duty laudanum or something—or he was just naturaly
kind of cloudy—but the look he gave me was like a dissecting knife. He meant what he said, and he
knew what he was talking about and he was pissed at something and | didn’t want it to be me.

So | went limping across the grass to where he was sitting. Hettilted his head back to look at me, and
sad, “ Sit down.”

“I"'m gonna be a powerful long time getting back up.”
| don’'t know if he understood me or not. Hejust said, “ St.”
| sat.

“Now just hold «till,” hesaid, “and tdl meif | hurt you.” Which wasthefirst time anybody in the Gardens
had bothered with that part.

| st till, and he touched my forehead, then the dip between my collarbones. He took my wrist to fed for
my pulse, and then he laid his hand on my right hip. Y ou got to understand, there was't nothing sexy
about it. | don't know if Thamuriswas straight or molly or if he even cared, but | knew that wasn't what
he was after—even if anybody in the Gardens would’ ve made a pass at me anyway, which most likely
not.

He moved his hand down my right leg, just barely brushing my trousers. He was about a handswidth
above my knee when that ball of glass spikesal at once started spinning around, and | made anoise.
Couldn't helpit.

Thamurisjerked his hand away, and the pain backed off some athough | till felt likel ought to seelittle
bits of glass poking up through my trousers.

“Who has charge of you?’ he said—well, more barked, | guess. Powers, he was pissed.
“Khrysogonos. | mean—"

“Ishe one of the CdebrantsMgor?1I’m afraid | don’t know them al.”



“No, he said he was an acolyte. I—"
“Not him. The celébrant. Theonewhoisin charge.”

“I don’'t know. I mostly seen Celebrants Mgjor and Celebrants Minor, and | don’t know al their

He said a phrase Dmitri’ d been fond of, only with alot better diction and attention to the stress pattern.
“I mugt talk to the Arkhon,” he said, got up like it wasn't no effort to him, and marched off, not drifting at
all, leaving me stranded like a barge run aground on a sandbar.

| tried a couple timesto get up, but it was late, and whatever he' d done, it’d woken up the hornetsin a
big way. After thetry where | did get my knee to bend, but then redlized that them big black spotsin
front of my eyes meant | wasfixing to passout, | gave up and waited for the prick to come find me. At
least he' d find me conscious.

The sun set and | sat there and got chilly. | managed to drag myself around so | could get aglimpse of the
door through the trees, and even that was about more excitement than my leg could stand.

“Kethe, | hatethis,” | said, because there was nobody to hear me, and | wondered if Thamuriswas really
going to try and raise hell with the lady who ran the Gardens, and whether it would make things worse or
not.

And then, finally, the door opened, and | saw alantern. | thought, Thank the powers, and then | heard
voices and thought, Oh, mother fuck. Because anybody besidesthe prick out here tonight was not
somebody | wanted to meet.

The voices got closer, winding around on them artful little paths, and | started to be able to make out
words.

A guy sad, “ So where is your murderer, Khrys? Do you suppose he' srun avay?’
Theprick said, “I’m sure he'sout here.”

“Since he couldn’t have gone anywhere dse,” agirl said, and there was anasty little chorus of sniggers. |
wondered if | could crawl into the bushes before they spotted me, and just how sorry I'd end up being if
| spent the night outdoors.

“That' sright—Khrys hasthe corridor key,” thefirst guy said, and | sure wasn't no fan of the prick, but |
was liking thisguy even less. “I wouldn’t have thought they’ d let you have that, Khrys.”

Everybody sniggered again, and | guessed there was amean little private joke in there somewhere.

The prick said, stiff asaboard, “I am pleased that they trust me to do my dutieswell,” and | heard the
sound of four or five people faling about laughing.

“You are atreat, Khrys” the guy said. “Y ou know this assgnment had nothing to do with trust, right?” |
could seetheir lanternlight, but they’ d stopped just out of sight around abend in the path.

“What do you mean?’ the prick said, and | couldn’t help wincing for him. If hewalked into trgpslike
that, airheaded as a cloud, it was no wonder he was a prick.

“Blessed Tetrarchsl Do you mean you accepted that assignment and you didn’t know?’

“Didn’t know what?’



“Khrys, my lambkin,” said adifferent girl. “ This onewasn't about trust. It was about finding some poor
fool to do the dirty work.”

“Y ou know Arkhilokhos s been out for your blood,” said athird girl.

“I’'m surel don't know what you' re talking about,” the prick said, but it wasthat high, trembly voice that
wouldn't've fooled adesf idiot. “1 was chosen because | speak Midlander, and—"

“Sodol,” said the guy. “ So does Mendlaos, and Kanake, and Laodamia. Sorry, Khrys. I’'m afraid
you're specid.”

“But just think of the experiencel” said the second girl. “I’ ve never met amurderer!”
| thought, Oh sweetheart, trust me, you ain’t missing much.

“Hemust tell you wonderful stories,” said thefirst girl. “Does he, Khrys? Does hetell you about the
people he' skilled?’

“No.”

“Wél, haveyou asked?’ said the guy, and, powers, | wanted to smack him.
“No,” said the prick.

“Wdl, wheré sthefuninthat?’ said thefirst girl. “1 would at least have asked.”
And here " d thought there was nothing good to say about the prick.

“You couldn’t, Myrrhadarling,” said the guy. “Y ou don’t spesk Midlander—and the murderer doesn't
speak Troian, does he, Khrys?’

“Not very much,” the prick said, which showed how much he knew.
“What apity,” said thethird girl. “I'm sure he’ d be afascinating conversationdist.”

They laughed at that, and the girl called Myrrhasaid, “I heard Eranitos saying he was no better than an
animd.”

“He certainly looks like onewith that horrid scar,” the third girl said.
“Kharid” cried the guy. “1 didn’t know you' d dready seen him. Cheater! How'd you—"

But | couldn’t stand it no more. They think you' re dumb, | said to myself. Just go ahead and play dumb
and get out of this. | caled out in my most Marathine-accented Midlander, with the vowels dragged out
s0it sounded like I’ d never been outside Lyonessein my life, “Mr. Khrysogonos? That you?’

For asecond, | thought they’d dl fallen down awell, and | would' ve been grateful for it. Then the prick
cameround the corner, dl in ahurry like there was somebody he was trying to get avay from. “What are
you doing out here?” he said. “Why haven't you comein?’

“I been gitting,” | said, and then therest of ‘em cameinto view. Threegirlsand aguy, dl tal, skinny
redheads about the same age as the prick. One of the girls had the lantern, so there was enough light for
meto see. Ther faces and the way they were staring at me. All a once fdt like| didn’t have no clothes
on.



“So thisisthe murderer,” the guy said in Kekropian—Troian, | mean. He was good-looking, and the set
of hismouth said he knew it. | didn’t like him no better for having seen him.

Deadpan’ s easy for me. It's making my face move that’ sthe hard part. So | just sat there and pretended
| couldn’t understand them and didn’t have the lest little idea of what was going on.

“ThisisMildmay,” the prick said, gtill stiff asaboard.

| ain't much for cat and mouse, but the opening was more than | could resist. “ Are these friends of yours,
Mr. Khrysogonos?’

The guy understood Midlander, like he' d said. He snorted, while the girlsjust looked blank and greedy. |
thought the prick was going to bust. But, powers, he knew the drill and he stuck to it. “They are some of
my fellow acolytes,” and I'll be damned if he didn’t introduce them. “ Astyanax, Potidaia, Myrrha, and
Kharis”

“Pleased,” | said, mostly to see what thisfellow Astyanax would do withiit.

“I am most charmed to make your acquaintance,” al smooth and pleased with himsdlf. “Please forgive
my companions—they don't speak your language.”

Neither do you, asshole, | thought. “ *Course,” | said.

“It'sgetting very late,” the prick said in Troian, too fast and too loud, like he was trying to head
something off beforeit got ralling. “ Don’'t you think—"

“Not yet, Khrys” Agtyanax said. “ Ther€ saquestion | want to ask... Mildmay first.” And, powers and
blessed saints, | hated the way he said my name.

| knew thiswasn't going nowhere good. But there waslliterally nothing | could do about it, and it was
way obviousthat the prick didn’t have no idea how to shut thisguy up. So there wasthisnagty little
pause, and Astyanax said in Midlander, al bright, socid interest, “ How many people have you killed?’

| wasready for it, a leadt. | |et the question Sit there amoment, let him know | was on to hisgame, then |
sad, “1 donelost count,” and smiled at him.

| don't smile, * cept at people who deserve it. And myself in the mirror sometimes, just so | don’t forget.
It'san ugly, ugly expression, ' cause the left side of my face don't hardly move, and the whole thing ends
up looking like a half-dead sneer. And | don’t imagine the lanternlight helped. Astyanax and hisgaskind
of leaned away from me, and the prick said, “It’s very late. Let me help you up.”

Heredly didn’t want afight. He yanked me up out of the grasslike | was haf hissize and said, red firm
and loud, “1 haveto get my patient to bed. Good night.” And he set off like histail featherswere onfire,
dragging me adong after him. Astyanax and the girlsjust stood there and watched us go, and | thought,
likearaincloud, | an't shut of this.

Fdix
The door opens.

| am in the corner by the window, huddled between the foot of the bed and the wall, where the owl-eyed
people can't drag me out. They have comein two or three timestoday, little groups of them, and Stared
a me, sharing sone words among themselves. But they have not approached me. | have barricaded
mysdf in with achair so that the anger cannot reach me. It istoo big to squeezeitsdf into cornersor



under pieces of furniture. It flgps sullenly around the room, waiting for me to weaken, to givein, to make
amigtake. It knowsit will have mein the end. Salt water drips and pools around me.

An owl-eyed man enters the room done and closes the door behind him. The anger orbits him, smelling
for vulnerabilities. | do not move. The colors around this man are strange, not like the others —red and
black, but also great, trembling outbursts of gold. They make me dizzy.

He stands for a moment, looking at me as the others did, then crosses to the room’ s second chair and
gtsdown. He says something, smal iron words; the anger |ets out aderisive screech, hurting my ears,
and beginsto coast restlessly acrossthe ceiling. | do not move.

We gtay like that for along time. | wish | could relax, deep, but that iswhat the anger wants. That would
letitin. | 9t and watch the anger; | do not think it can attack anyone except me, but | may be wrong.
Occasiondly the owl-eyed man will say something, and arampart of small, hard words pilesup in front
of hisfeet. | wish hewould leave, but | cannot speak. | have not been able to speak since| drowned.

Smaller angers begin to gather in the corners of the room and under the bed. Night is coming. And il
the owl-eyed man will not leave. The anger is stronger at night; the smaler angersfeed it. | do not want
the owl-eyed man to be hurt, but thereis nothing | can do, nothing except stay where | am, my hands
locked around my knees so that the anger cannot use me.

| nearly cry with relief when hefinaly gets up, but then he crosses the room toward me, and my muscles
tense s violently that for amoment | can't breethe.

| want to warn him to stay away, to scream and curse, to drive him out of the room. But the salt water
filled my mouth and drowned me, and it isdl | can do now not to let the anger fill the emptiness the water
scoured out.

The owl-eyed man sts down on the bed. The anger isflapping around his head, shrieking; | am shaking
with the effort of not surrendering to it. The owl-eyed man is speaking, building awall of words between
himsdf and me; the anger is making figure eights around us both, watching for its chance.

| cannot speak; | know that if | make any move toward the owl-eyed man, | will let the anger in. And |
know that it will get in anyway. It isstronger than | am; it dways has been. Thereisno way out, no end,
no peece. | rock forward dightly and dam my head back against the wall, again and again, trying to kill
the anger, to deaden my own raw nerves, my hurting mind. Again and again, until there are hands, too
many hands, and the anger fallsin on meand | am gone.

Mildmay

| kept walking in the Three Serenities. Thamuris muttered horrible things about the Celebrant Lunar but
wouldn't tell mewhy, and | figured she hadn’t listened to him. Maybe I’ d been right about the laudanum.
The prick was till the prick, but at least he didn’t bring no more tour groupsto gawk a me. And he il
wouldn’t say nothing about Felix except, “Fine,” and even when | couldn’t stand it no more and said, “|
fucking wel know you'relying,” he turned a double septad different shades of red, but he didn’t change
hisstory, and | couldn’t make him.

Then we hit acold snap, the way you do sometimesin early spring, and, Kethe, it waslike my entire leg
was made of glass and razor blades. | got out of bed one morning and found myself on the floor. Just like
that. | mean, | didn’t even havetimeto redize | was going down, just there | was on the floor with my leg
snging grand operaand awhole new crop of bruises starting up aong my hip and forearm. | managed to
get mysdlf back onto the bed before the prick camein, but it was afucking near-run thing, and | really
think it was only hearing hisfootstepsin the hdl that et medoit.



“It'sthe weather,” he said, before he' d even closed the door behind him, and | bit down hard on my
lower lip and didn’t say to him what Felix had said to me once, Y our command of the obviousis

awe-insoirng.
“The celebrants say you shouldn’t go out. Y our leg isn't ready for it, and you might dip. So stay put.” He
smacked the breakfast tray down on the table like it might wander off, and l€ft. | swear | felt the door

damming inmy leg. | listened to hisfootsteps, listened to the hdl door dam, and then said through my
teeth, “All right, Milly-Fox, you big Sssy,” and got up again.

Thistime | stayed up, got to the table, sat down more or less under control, and just about puked at the
thought of trying to eat. But | had something | wanted to do, and it was't say in here dl day, either. |
choked down what | could, athough everything tasted like glue and ashes, and then | got up again—and
| wasn't enjoying it no more for the practice—and went over to the door.

| listened for amoment, purely from habit—I knew they’ d made sure to give the murderer ahdlway al
to himsalf—then opened the door.

| reminded mysdlf that | till wasn't doing anything wrong, and stood there and thought about my
breathing until | believed it and had furthermore remembered that | didn't give arat’ s ass anyway.

“They got you whipped, Milly-Fox,” | said to myself, and turned lft.

| had to take it in Stages, with the water closet asmy firgt goa, then awindowslll wide enough | could sit
onit for awhile, and then the door at the end of the hal. By thetime I got there, my leg felt like ared-hot
wire running through apile of old masonry, but | told it to shut up—and | ain't saying nothing about how |
feltwhen | redlized I'd said it out loud—and took a good careful stare at the lock.

Evenwiththeleg, | fet alittle bit like my luck had turned. They kept it in nice shape and everything, but it
was old, made for the kind of key you could use to knock out aburglar. I’ d been afraid Troian locks
would be serioudy hot shit, al weird and fancy, but this one was practicaly screaming to be picked. Find
something to use asalock pick and | could get out of thisjail and go find Felix.

But for now | knew | was going to be lucky to get back to the room without ending up on the floor.
“Later,” | saidto thelock and started back down the hall.

It took melikeindictions, but | was ill upright when | came back through my door. | madeit to the chair
by the window and basically fdll into it, and then | sat there for along time thinking about my breathing
and about not crying and not puking and not passing out. After awhilel felt likel could open my eyes
again, and then | sat there and looked out at the Three Serenities and worried about Felix and my leg and
most anything else that crossed my mind. It ain’t no good way to passthetime, which | guessexplains
why | was actualy glad to hear the hal door open sometimein the early afternoon.

Feet came briskly down the hall, and | was just thinking, Funny, that don’t sound like—when somebody
knocked at my door, which the prick never did.

Powers. For amoment | couldn’t even think what to do. Then | renmembered and croaked out, “Come
in,” in Troian like acrow somebody’ d trained to tal k.

The door opened. It was the good-looking guy from the Three Serenities. | might have known.
“Adyanax,” | said.

It unnerved him, which was good. He said, “Good afternoon,” in Midlander, but it came out sounding
way more like akid and way less snotty than he' d wanted. He shut the door and took the other



armchair, buying himsdlf time and probably hoping I’ d say something stupid and give him the upper hand.
| sat and watched him and didn’t say nothing.

He had hisfair share of brass. Once he was settled, he said, perfectly cool, “I have been sent to ask you
afew questions.”

“Okay,” | said. “Who sent you?’

“I beg your pardon?’

| sadit again.

“The Cedebrants Terrestrial. | am empowered to use any means necessary to get answers.”
“Mog folks start by asking.”

| got under his skin with that one. Well, it' s dways annoying when you make a threat, and the guy on the
other end of it don't seem to care, so | can’t blame him for that. He got allittle red along the cheekbones
and snapped out, “We need to know more about the Mirador.”

“Why don't you ask Felix?’

If I'd pinked him thefirst time, thistime I’ d gotteninared cut. I'd mostly been fishing for information,
but if it pissed him off, too, | was okay with that.

“Our reasons are no concern of yours,” he said, and | knew what that meant. Any questions they asked
Fdlix, they werejust getting that stare back, the one that said there wasn't nobody home, and even if
there was, they weren't answering the door. Felix wasn't “fine,” which, | mean, I’d aready known, but
now | had some actua proof. Well, | had a snotty-voiced sidestep, but it was good enough for me.

After amoment, Astyanax figured out | wasn't going to lob him one, and said, dl tight and angry, “What
do you know about the Mirador?’

| kind of shrugged. “Not much.”

He gave me the hairy eyebal, but he wasn't very good at it. And he could hex me blue, and | il
wouldn’'t care.

“What do you want?’

It wasn't areal question, but | didn't care about that, neither. “ See my brother.”
“What?'

“I want to see my brother.”

“Oh, I’'m sure you do. Do you think we' reidiots?’

“What?’
“We know what you did to him.”
“What |... what?'

“What you did to him,” he said, like he thought | was so stupid | hadn’t understood him thefirst time.



“I didn’t do nothing to him!”
“Oh redly? And the bruises were caused by what? Faling out of bed?’
“It was ashipwreck! Thingsgot alittle rough.”

“Yes, of course.” But hedidn’t believe me, and | knew | couldn’t convince him—anybody—not without
Fdix... and then | remembered crawling onto the beach, dragging Felix, swearing a him, thelook on his
face, and it hit methat by now Felix might think | wasamonster just like the Troians did.

| kept mysdlf together—didn’t want this smug asshole watching while | lost it. Just took abreath and put
it asde. And waited for Astyanax to make the next move,

“Tell me about the Mirador,” he said through histeeth.
“Andwhat do | get out of it?’

“Surely you want to help your brother.” | wanted to belt him across the face for that, for the nasty sneer
and the snotty tone, but it wouldn't help, and I’d fall down if | tried.

“I want to seehim firgt, so | know | am hdping.”

Hewas donewith it right then: stood up, said, “I don’t know why | expected any better from acommon
murderer,” and left. He dammed the door almost as hard as the prick did.

They double-teamed me that night, him and the prick. And they were mad as two wet catsin asack
about it, and that was some comfort.

| waslaying in bed when they camein. Not deeping—don’t be stupid. Just laying there staring up &t the
ceiling and worrying about Fdlix until it felt like my head was going to split.

| heard the hal door open, and thought, Oh fuck what now? Two sets of footsteps, the door opened,
and this huge bal of witchlight, asort of nasty crimson-pink color that | don't think was an accident,
gprang up inthe middle of the ceiling like achandelier. Astyanax said, “Y ou thought you' d gotten rid of
me, didn’t you?’

“A guy candream,” | said. | didn’t turn my head. | wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of even
looking & him.

Theprick said, “You must answer the celebrants questions.”
“Or what?You'll kill me? Throw me out on my ear?’

“| thought you were worried about your brother,” the prick said, and something in his voice told me he
didn’t know what the celebrants thought I’ d done, and Astyanax hadn’t told him.

“I don't say nothing ‘til I've seen him. That'smy price.”

“Y ou're my witness, Khrysogonos,” Astyanax said, and | did turn my head then, at the tight triumphin
hisvoice. “I have been empowered to use any means necessary, and you can’'t deny he' sbeing
intranggent.”

“But, Astyanax, shouldn’'t we...”



And that fucker Astyanax cast aspell on me.

It hurt in acompletely different way than my leg. | imagine that spell iswhat being pressed to degth feds
like, and I’'m hereto say it ain't the way you want to go. | lay there and couldn’t hardly breathe, and |
could hear Astyanax asking questions and my voice kind of gasping out answers, and | couldn’'t do
nothing about it—couldn’t keep the words back, couldn’t take area breath, couldn’t fucking move. My
head had kind of fallen back to cente—along of the weight, | think, but | ain’t rightly sure—so | just had
to lay there and stare at the celling, and fed the tearsrolling down my cheekbones from the sheer stupid
painof it.

He was asking about how come Fdlix had gone mad. | wanted to tell him | didn’t fucking know—that
nobody knew—abut the spell smashed meflat, and | heard mysdlf say, “Virtu.”

“Virtue?' Agtyanax said.
“Virtu. Big globe-thing in the Mirador. Hocus-stuff.”
“And what doesit have to do with Felix going mad?’

“Brokeit,” | said, and, Kethe, even adumb annemer like me knew there was more to it than that, but
Agtyanax didn’t give metimeto say so.

“Of coursel” he sad. “ Destruction, the release of energy—it al makes sense”

“Wait!” | said, because there was moreto it than that, and | did want them to help Fdlix, and they
needed dl thefacts.

“Y ou can tedl me more about the Virtu?’ he said, and the damn spell squashed a“no” out of me, ‘causel
couldn’t. | didn’t know fuck-all about the Virtu.

“I thought not. No wonder you were trying to bluff. Come on, Khrysogonos. Diokletian’ swaiting.”
“I should... should...”

“Oh by the Tetrarchs, you are afool! All right, stay with your murderer. But don’t expect you can come
whining around for the credit later.”

“Of coursenot,” the prick said in amuitter.

Agtyanax lifted hisspell. | didn’t want to give him anything, but | couldn’t do nothing about the way | was
breathing. “ Thank you,” he said, in that snotty mocking way that | pretty much wanted to kill him for.
“Y ou have been very helpful.”

“Fuck off,” | said.

“Asyouwish,” hesaid and left. He didn't dam the door thistime, but closed it perfectly politely, mild as
alamb. Yeah, hewasal milk and honey once he' d got what he wanted.

| lay there and panted like I’ d been on the wrong end of afive-on-one fight, and my eyes blurred and
sung.

“I’'m sorry,” avoice said from near the door. “1’m so sorry. He shouldn’t have done that.”

| turned my head. He was standing there dl hunched up in the corner, with his eyes as big as bell-whedls.
“Why didn’'t you stop him, then?’ | said.



“I can’'t. I'm not awizard.”

“Oh. No wonder they made you look after me.”
“Yes,” said Khrysogonos.

Felix

The creatures around me have terrible heads, snouted and davering, their eyes gleaming lurid yellow, and
horrid, batlike wingsthat trail the floor behind them with aghastly ticking sound astheir talons brush the
stones. | cannot block my ears; | cannot move, and the anger beating its wings about my ears cannot find
itsway in. They drag me up off the bed, haf carry, haf drag me out of the room. | have never been out
of thisroom, not since | drowned, and | don’t want to go. It isn't safe. But the monsters don’t care what
| want, any more than they care about the salt water sseaming againgt their clothes. They aretoo hat,
unnaturally hot—or perhapsit isjust that | am so dreadfully cold.

They bring meto aroom, clean, well lit, but with atable in the middle, atable with straps. | remember
that | drowned before, drowned in darkness, and | remember the table. The snake and the corpse and
the gray pig: | seethem around the table, faint ghosts, smirking at me.

| want to run, but | can’t even twitch my fingers. | can't turn my head away, and | am afraid to shut my
eyes. The mongterslift me onto the table, tug my limbs straight, fasten the straps. | shut my eyesastears
run down toward my ears. | an doomed, doomed. Makar will hurt me; Lorenzo will hurt me; Keeper
will risefrom the sea, and he will kill me at last. There are fingers on my temples, burning me; | can fed
the fire catching in the bones of my skull, raging againg the sat water, coursing down my spine, my arms,
my legs, gathering like red-hot coasin the knuckles of my fingers. | open my eyesand | see nothing;
thereis nothing left, nothing but molten darkness. | am gone.

| woke up aching, but onthewhole, | felt well: peaceful, relaxed, cheerful. There was sunlight streaming
through the window, and | stared at it for aridiculously long time before | redized what it meant; | wasn't
inthe Mirador.

| sat up. Thefurnishings of the room were eegant, well polished, spotlesdy clean, but they werein no
style| recognized. They certainly weren't Marathine. | looked down at mysdlf and discovered | was
wearing alinen nightshirt | had no memory of ever seeing beforein my life—and it fit me, which was even
Sranger.

Wherewas 1?1 got up, padded across the stone floor to the window, and found myself looking out a a
bresthtakingly beautiful garden, everything green and glorious with the coming of spring.

Spring? But it was the middle of Bous.

No, that was clearly wrong. | sat down in the armchair by the window, put my head in my hands, and
immediately came bolt upright again. My hair was nearly two feet shorter than it should have been. | spun
inafrantic circle, but there were no mirrorsin this charming, peaceful, unfamiliar room.

Something’ swrong, | thought, and offered myself amenta round of gpplause for stating the obvious.
Work backwards. Clearly, there was some kind of agap in my memory, so what wasthe last thing |
remembered?

| sat down again, dowly, because that question seemed to be unexpectedly difficult. | remembered quite
clearly the sniréein the Hall of the Chimeras, the fight with Shannon, my shameful trip to the Arcane,



Malkar...

| made anoise—agroan, a sob, alaugh. Well, whatever had happened, at least | knew who wasto
blame.

And then another window opened. Makar’ s workroom, the taste of phoenix, the pentagram, the
chains... Makar’ sspdl, the pain, the guilt, the Virtu...

| closed my eyes and saw the Virtu shattering. And | knew what had happened; | knew where my
memory had gone.

| didn’t want to know therest. | sprang out of the chair again, asif | could somehow leave those dim,
wispy memories behind, and found mysdlf face-to-face with atal red-haired man just in the act of
entering the room.

We both started back with nearly identica yelps, and he said, in Midlander, “I beg your pardon. |
thought you would still be adeep.”

“No, I...” But | was Saring at him—gawking—and could not find my wits to finish the sentence. Hewas
aSunling; he had to be. | had never seen anyone else with naturally red hair before, and his eyes were—

No. That wasn't true. | knew someone with red hair. | shut my eyes, one hand going up to my temple.
Fox-red hair, green eyes, lurid scar, voice like Keeper's... but who was he, and how did | know him?

“Areyou dl right?’ said the red-haired man.
“What? Oh! Yes, I'mfine. Jud... everything salittle strange.”

“That’ sonly to be expected. Y ou were badly hurt, and from what we can tdll, you must have been...
confused for avery long time—maybe more than ayear.”

“It was Bouswhen | left,” | said, and my voice sounded odd and faraway.

“YouareinTroia” the red-haired man said, kindly and briskly. “Thisisthe Gardens of Nephele, and |
am Diokletian of the House Aiantis, Celebrant Terrestrid of the Nephelian Covenant.”

“Troia?’ | said. “But | don't... how did | get here?’

And then | knew who the red-haired man was, the one with the scar. My brother, Mildmay, my fox,
who'd guided and guarded me al the way across Kekropia.

“My brother!” 1 said, cutting Diokletian off before he could answer my previous question. “Whereishe?’
“Your brother?’
“My brother Mildmay? Is he here? Did he drown?’

“No, heishere,” Diokletian said cautioudy, asif hewere afraid | might attack him. “We are minding him.
Doyouwishto seehim?’

| don't even know him. But | didn’t say it. | had the fedling that the people here must have had more than
their fair share of my acting crazy. | thought of what the journey to this place must have been like for
Mildmay, of theweird, jumbled impressons| had of him and the horrible, fragmented versions of mysdlf
he must have witnessed. “Not... not yet. | don't think I'm ready.”



“That's perfectly dl right. There sno need to rush.”

“How long have | been here?’

“About amonth and ahalf.”

“Thet long?’

“Youwerevery ill,” hesad.

“Yes, | understand that. | judt... | don’t even know the date.”
“In our calendar, it isthe second day of Heraklios—the height of spring.”
“What year?’

“Our caendar will mean nothing to you.”

“No, of course not. Silly me.”

“How do you fed?’ hesaid.

“Rather sore, actudly, but otherwise dl right.”

“No headaches? No difficulty seeing?’

“No, nothing likethat.”

“Good. | was not sure our success would be complete. We were not—and still are not—entirely sure
what we were dealing with. What happened to you?’

“It' srather difficult to explain,” | said, while my mind went into a state of sheer frozen panic. How much
did these people know? How much had they learned from me when | was mad? From Mildmay? Did
they know the whole truth? | could fed myself curdling with shame merely at the thought.

“Pease,” Diokletian said, with awry, charming, inviting smile. “Try me.”

When in doubt, play for time. “How much do you know?Wasl... 7’

“Y ou where never coherent enough to be asked, and your brother was of very little help.”
“He' sannemer. And—I beg your pardon—but are there any actud clothes | could wear?’

“Oh, yes, of course. I'm sorry; | didn’t even think. Here.” He opened a carved wooden chest tucked
into the corner of the room behind the door and passed me clotheslike the ones he himsdlf was wearing:
linen under-things, an unbleached linen shirt with no collar, dark, narrow trousers, adark, quilted coat,
dark wool stockings, and apair of black-lesther shoes with slver buckles. | reminded mysdlf that by now
there could be no doubt that the entire population of the Gardens of Nephele had either seen or heard
about the scars on my back, and contented myself with changing as quickly aspossible.

“A comb?’ | said. “A mirror?’

“Here.” He brought those out of the chest, too, and | was able to get my first good look at mysdlf. I'd
been braced for anasty shock, but it was still appdling. At arough guess, | put mysdlf at fifteen pounds
underweight, with great hollows under the cheekbones, and the dark stigmata of deeplessnessdl around
my eyes. | had aways been pale; | was hoping it was the coat’ s high collar and dark purplish black color



that was making melook bleached. And my hair—not quite shoulder length, and the last time it had been
cut it must have been with pruning shears. And... | looked again, but there was no way around it: strands
of white, a my left temple and the right side of my forehead.

It took me amoment to redlize that Diokletian had picked up the thread of his answer to my question:
“We could see the damage for ourselves, of course, and your brother did tell usthat it was something to
do with an artifact in your Mirador cdled the Virtu. Isthat right?’

“Yes. Yes, it'sapower-channder, rather like aloom. Very old.”
“And you brokeit?’

| could tell by hisvoicethat he didn’t know about Makar, and the sunlight seemed brighter and more
glorious. “It broke,” | corrected him with gplomb.

“Oh, | see,” he said; he sounded relieved. “From what your brother said...”

“My brother isannemer,” | said, sacrificing Mildmay’ s character in the service of my lie. “And not...” |
only remembered the gppalling voice, mysdf, but Diokletian had no difficulty in completing that sentence
to hisown satisfaction.

“Yes, of course. So, there was some kind of accident?”

“We wereworried that the Virtu was becoming unstable,” | said, extemporizing fredy. “It isnearly two
hundred years old, and the spells that went into its creation have been lost. The Lord Protector asked me
to examineit, and...” A little artful amnesiawas probably dl right here; Diokletian wasn't to know that
the circumstances of the Virtu' s bresking were etched into my mind like acid into an engraving plate. “I
don’t redly remember what happened next. | remember that it hurt.”

“Indeed it must have. When we redlized the extent of the damage. .. to be truthful, we were surprised the
traumahadn’t killed you outright.”

“I"'m obgtinate,” | said and tried asmile on him.

He blinked and smiled back, his color alittle heightened. Apparently | wasn't quite enough of astaring
deeth’ s-head for that to fail; | felt better.

“Ther€ sjust onemorething,” | said, sincel didn’'t especidly want to hear al about what these people
thought had happened to me; | wasn't entirely surel’d be ableto maintain my lie. “1 know I'm being a
dreadful nuisance—"

“Not at dl. I’'mjust delighted that you're 0...” He broke off, and | couldn’t help being amused at his
pal pable search for a suitably inexpressve word. “ So well. What can | do for you?’

“Earrings,” | said. “I seethat your people wear them.” He had asingle pair: smdl, heavy gold ringswith
teardrop pearls hanging from them. “I want to find out if my holes have closed. Plain gold rings, four
pairs, not too large, if | can borrow them from somebody, or if there' s a shop nearby.”

He looked alittle taken aback, but pulled himsalf together with creditable speed and said he' d see what
he could do. He swept out. As soon as | was sure hewas gone, | called witchlight; as quick and easy as
blinking, it was there on my palm, agreen chrysanthemum the size of awatch fob.

My magic was back; there was no pain, no difficulty, no failure. It was mine again, and | fought back the
impulse to creste some wild pyrotechnic of joy, just because | could. Instead, | sat down to do some



seriousthinking. I’ d bought mysdlf sometime; I’ d better make use of it.

Diokletian returned alittle under an hour later, triumphantly bearing four pairs of plain gold rings, which
he’ d borrowed, he said, from two Celebrants Mg or, an acolyte, and a Celebrant Terrestria with whom
he was good friends. | gathered that Troians did not practice multiple piercings and wondered if they’ d
ever seen aNorvénan woman, and what they’ d made of her if they had. | noted the peculiar

ranks—cel ebrants? acolytes?>—for future inquiry. Diokletian assured me anxioudy that the rings had been
cleaned with dcohal, and | gave him another smile.

| had figured my chances were about fifty-fifty with the holes, but they were dl till open. | felt more
mysdlf with the earringsin; the dim kaleidoscope of the past year seemed farther away and less
important. “Thank you,” | said.

“My pleasure,” he said, and bobbed his head.

There was a pause, astrange little hitch, and | said, “What now?’

“| beg your pardon?’

“Isthere something | ought to be doing? | fed strange, just staying in here.”
“Areyoufedingdl right?’

“| fed fine. I'm not made of glass”

“Wall, the other Celebrants Terrestrial are very eager to meet you, and I’ m under strict ingtructionsto
take you to see the Celebrant Lunar as soon asyou're able. But...”

“BUt?'
“There' ssomething | haveto ask you first.”

“What isit?’

“Was your mother realy named Methony?’

“How did you know that?’ | felt hollow, suddenly asthin and fragile as paper.
“Youtold me,” hesaid, and he sounded confused. “In adream.”
“Inadream?You ve got to be kidding.”

“No, no, it'show | found you. | wastrying to revive the practice of oneiromancy, to reawaken the
Khloidanikos, the Dream of the Garden. | assure you, the Celebrant Lunar has dready torn meto bitsfor
it. But that’s how | found you: you werein the dream. And later you told me your mother’ s name. Wasit
true?’

“Yes” | sad, dthough | made no attempt to hide my exasperation and annoyance. “What about it?’
“I... I knew her.”
“Oh”

After amoment, Diokletian offered, “Y ou are quite extraordinarily like her—even more so now.”



“Than when | was stark mad? Thank you ever so much.”
“I didn’t mean that. Just... | did know her. I... | held you when you were an infant.”
After amoment | realized my jaw was sagging. “Buit... how...”

“Y ou weren't born in Mé8usine, dthough that’ swhat you told me. Y ou were born here. Sheran away,
taking you with her, when you were four months old.”

13 \M]y?”
He shook his head. “Who ever knew why Methony did anything? Do you remember her at all?”’

“I was only four when she—" sold me to Keeper . | stopped, regrouped. Answer the question asked,
idiot. “1 remember her eyesand her voice. | remember her snging.” And gossiping with the other girls
and quarreling with Madame Poluphemie and picking the pockets of a dead-drunk trick.

“Shelikedto sing,” he said, hisface softly nostagic.
“Soif | wasborn here” | sad, “who was my father?’

Diokletian came back to the present with anearly audible snap. “I must take you to the Celebrant Lunar.
She hasinvited you for lunch.”

And he strode out of the room asif his shoe heels were catching on fire. Nothing loath, | followed him.

The Celebrant Lunar was named Xanthippe, and | forgot the name of her house as soon asshe said it.
Shewas sixty yearsold. Her hair was entirely white, athough thick and vibrant, her eyesthe clear
colorlessydlow of sunlight; the rings on her swollen-knuckled handswere Slver set with amethyst, and |
noticed that dthough she moved with extreme downess—fighting an unending, losing war againgt arthritis,
which the old herbalsin the Mirador called the bone-winter—the gems of her rings betrayed not the
dightest quiver in her hands.

She asked me no questions about my madness, my brother, or anything else thorny over an extended,
leisurely, and remarkably pleasant lunch, instead telling me old stories of Troiaand wanting to know
about the history of the Mirador and Marathat. We got into arather involved discussion of caendrical
systems, and she actuadly clapped her hands with gleg, like achild, when | told her that the wizards
cdendar of Méusine reckoned dates from the founding of Cymellune of the Waters.

When the neat, quiet child who served us had poured tea and departed again, Xanthippe said, “And
what would you like to do now?’

“I beg your pardon?’

“Do you intend to rush immediately back to your homeand? Or would you like to stay and study in the
Gardens?’

“May |7’
“We should be pleased to have you.”

“Because of Methony?”



“Damn Diokletian for afool,” she said without hest. “No. Nothing to do with Methony. Don't imagine
that we can’t see how powerful you are—and my Terrestrids are dl as pleased as dogs with two tails
about hedling you. Y ou might have to put up with being stared at abit, but you can be assured your
wel come would be warm. And from what you have said of your school of magic, | think thereismuch
you could learn here—and much we could learn from you.”

“Then | would be delighted to stay,” | said, and she beamed at me over the strong, dark Troian teathat
tasted to me of sunlight and clarity.

Mildmay

The prick was awful quiet the next haf decad or so. | didn’t mind. I didn’t mind nothing so long as
Astyanax didn’t come back. The weather got warmer, then colder. | went out to the Three Serenities
when | could and just stayed by the window staring out at it when | couldn’t. Some days | heard
Thamuris go past, and once or twice he even knocked on the door to say hello, but he was so sick, and
on the laudanum to boot, and we didn’t have nothing to say to each other. | was mostly just asglad the
dayshedidn't stop. The prick started jumping like ascalded cat when | asked after Felix, and after three
or four daysof it, | got Sck of it and said, “ Okay. Just cough it up and get done with it.”

“What?’
But hewas ashitty liar, just like me. “Y ou know. Come on. Has Felix gotten worse or something?”

“No. They...” Andthen, in atiny voicelike hewanted to say it without me actualy hearing him, “They
hedled him.”

“They healed him? And you were keeping the surprise for my birthday?’

“I didn’t know how... | didn’'t want...”

“Canl seehim?’

Big glence, likeadrowning well.

“What?’ | said. “They healed him, right? That’ swhat you said. He' sokay, isn't he?’
“Yes, yes, he'sfine. It'sjud...”

“ What?”

“He doesn’'t want to seeyou,” the prick said in atiny, tiny voice and just about ran out of the room,
damming the door with hisusual bang. | think | rattled right aong with the window.

Fdix

| took to thelibrary of the Gardens, asif it were asecond home. Though the archivists there spoke even
lessMidlander than | did Troian, we shared the language of books, and could have quite remarkably long
and satisfying conversationsthat, if transcribed, would probably have looked like nothing more than a
catalogue of books on particular branches of magic. They sought out books that would help me with my
Troian; in return, and to their patent delight, | agreed to look at their small collection of booksin
Midlander and write up catalogue entries for them. | wasthefirst visitor to the Gardensin over a century
who had both a scholar’ s grasp of Midlander and apractical familiarity withit.

And thusit was, on the third day, that | found myself faced with aleather-bound volume, rather battered



and having suffered at least one inundation of salt water, thetitle page of which read De Doctrina
Labyrinthorum.

Aswas common for Midlander codices of this one' s apparent age, the author’ snamewas not givenin
the front—it would be at the end, a symbolic sgnature attesting to the document’ s truth—and so | was
deeply bewildered to find the author’ s name in my head as clearly asif | had read it off the page: Ephred
Sand.

| had never been particularly interested in the theory of labyrinths—leave that to the architectura wizards,
dull gticksthat they were—and | had certainly never read any Midlander works on the subject. | had
never seen De Doctrina Labyrinthorum beforein my life; | was perfectly sure of that—as sureas| was
that the author’ s name was Ephreal Sand.

| must have read areference to it somewhere, | reasoned uneasily, but | couldn’t remember doing that,
either. Perhagps I’ m wrong. Perhaps | just made up the name “Ephreal Sand.” There was an easy way to
check that, dthough | found mysalf reluctant to do so. | didn’t want to look; | was afraid of what | would
find.

“Thisisstupid,” | said, just under my breath, and turned savagely to the back of the book. And thereit
was, in plain, clear letters, unmistakable: EPHREAL SAND.

| stared at it for aspan of time that felt like an hour, but was probably no more than a minute, then
carefully, gently, shut the book. And then | sat there and stared at the front cover, trying to imagine how
intheworld | had heard of Ephred Sand.

It wasn't something Makar had told me; he had even less patience with architectura thaumaturgy than |
did. It wasn't anything | had come acrossin my own studies. None of the Cabalines| had worked with in
the Mirador were interested in labyrinths. | could fed my fingers going cold, because | did know—or, at
least, | knew why | didn’t know.

| shoved back my chair with violent suddenness and fled the library for the bright sunshine of the gardens.

For the next few days | worked around the De Doctrina Labyrinthorum, throwing mysdf into the study
of Troian, the cataloguing of the other Midlander books, in order to avoid it. It sat on the desk in my
carrel, mute, reproaching, and | told mysalf it was just another book, an obscure trestise on an obscure
subject. But every time | looked at it, | felt the muscles of my shoulders and neck tensing. There was no
one | could ask about it, no one here who would know any morethan | did, and | was afraid that |
would betray mysdlf with my questions.

But on the fourth day, | could stand it no longer. | did not wish to admit that | was afraid of a mere book.
After breakfast, | walked into the library, sat down a my desk, and defiantly, savagely, opened the book
to arandom page and stared at the text.

It was amelodramatic gesture, and one from which | expected nothing save the severance of the hold the
book seemed to have over me. But my eye was caught by aword three-quarters of the way down the
recto: Nera.

For amoment, my vision went black, and there was the stench of burning and blood in my nogirils. Then
my eyes cleared and | was staring at De Doctrina Labyrinthorum again, my heart racing and my fingers
clenched againgt the tabletop asif | werein danger of fdling.



“Not now,” | heard mysdlf say, inawhisper. “Not now. | can't...” | closed the book, shoved it to the
back of the desk, and opened an achemical text from Ithaka. Cowardly, yes, that | would grant, but my
cowardice hurt no one but mysdlf. And that pain | could dedl with.

Mildmay

Hedidn't want to see me. Stupid, usaless shithead that | am, | hadn’t thought of that. I’ d thought if his
head was cleared up, he'd know | wasn't no monster. But | sat there by the window, and | thought of
how I"d treated him al across Kekropia, how I'd bullied him and yelled a him and hit him. |
remembered theway |’ d gotten him on the Mor skaiakrov, and | thought, Maybe his memory’ s perfectly
good. Maybe he sright.

But that thought—I couldn’t stand it. | couldn’t stay till with it hanging around my neck, likethe
abatrossin oneof llid sstories. | got to gpologize, | thought. | got to tell him I'm sorry, tell him what it
waslike. And if he can’t forgive me, | won't blame him, I'll just ask him to help me get the fuck away
from here. And maybe helll do that. | mean, it iskind of because of methat he got here without being
dead. It’ s better than nothing.

And anything was better than sitting here with that thing bumping around behind my eyeslike awasp. |
got up and dragged my stupid, aching self out the door and down the hall to the right, to where there was
aportrait hanging onthewall.

| can’t read Troian, so | can’t tell you who the old goat was. | can say | didn’'t much carefor him, and it
wasn't no penance to take him down and turn him to face the wall. What | wanted was the wire holding
him up, because it was heavy and siff, and if | couldn’t get through the hal door withit, I'd just wait until
the prick brought my dinner and saw open my wrists with the table knife, because it would be al | wasfit
for.

Step-clunk-drag, step-clunk-drag, al the fucking way back down the fucking hal to the door. | got there
without having to rest, which | decided wasawin for me. Then | stopped, kind of leaned mysdlf against
the door, and started fooling around with my piece of wire, bending it into shape, testing it in the door,
bending it alittle different, trying again. Any red cracksman, say Sempronias Teach or Barthilde Cogter,
would' ve been just howling, watching me fuck around, but | got therein the end. The lock madethisbig,
hollow, clicking sound, and | opened the door.

Now, of course, | didn't have thefirst fucking clue where | was going, just that | had to find Felix, and |
was betting he hadn’t been stuffed in no backwater cul-de-sac likel had. And | didn’t have no fedl for
the geography of this place, neither. But in aweird sort of way, I’ d been trained for this, and asde from
the fact that it was daylight and | was acrip, it wasn't no different than doing ajob for Keeper.

That' swhat | kept telling myseif.

And | did pretty good. Nobody spotted me, although | had aclose call or three. | got to themain
drag—and powers more redheaded people than I’ d ever even imagined—and actually for awnhilethings
wereredlly easy, because they’ d been hiding me so hard that most peoplein the Gardens couldn’t know
what their pet murderer looked like, and | figured | could risk pretending | was just another patient as
long as| kept my head down. That was okay, because | sure didn’t fedl like leaving my feet to do
whatever the fuck they wanted on all this marble. There were guysthere as short asme, and | figured
they probably had some Merrow blood. That was for sure my story if anybody asked.

But nobody did. Nobody looked at me twice. | worked my way down aflight of wide, dick, shalow
marble stairs that was like being chewed to desth by mice. | got out onto akind of porch—I know that
ain't theright word, ‘ cause it was too big and grand to be aporch, but | don’t know what | ought to be



cdlingit. | stood there, looking out at the gardens, and | could see now why the place was called the
Gardens of Nephele, because there serioudy wasn't anything elsein view, and | thought, 1 am fucking
never going to find Felix in thismess.

And that’swhen | heard hisvoice. Kethe' skind of coincidence, the kind you' d be better off without.

| knew it was him—there couldn’t be another guy in this place talking Midlander with aflash Marathine
accent, and besides, | recognized his voice—and | was about to start forward or wave or something
when | got agood look at him.

There was another flight of steps here, these alittle less nasty. He was standing at the bottom, with a
crowd of redheaded people around him, and | swear by al the powers and saintsif it hadn’t been for his
voice | wouldn't have known him. | mean, he was gill skew-eyed, and his hair was about aswild as|
remembered it, but he wasn’t the same guy. Even the nasty-tongued Felix I’d got used to in Kekropia,
that wasn't nothing but abad imitation of what thisguy was. | could fed the charismabaking off him from
where| stood, evenif | hadn’'t been ableto seeit in dl them Troians staring a him. No wonder he didn’t
want to see me. Guy like him wouldn’t have no usefor aguy like me.

Oh Kethe, | thought, | can’t. | backed away, got inside without him seeing me, and headed back to my
room, hurting so much insgdethat | didn’t even realize how bad my leg was until | got back to my
hallway, and jiggered the lock again, and was just turning away from it—murderer locked in, dl safe and
sound—when my leg went.

Simpleasthat and | was on thefloor. Hard. Though at least I’ d twisted so | came down on my |eft Side.
Smdll fucking favors. | figured it wasthe stairs had doneit, not that it mattered, and | knew, cane or no
cane, there was no way | was standing up again. So | started crawling. My head was aching, my ribs
were aching, my left hip was throbbing—and my right leg, dragging dong behind melikeabal and
chain... | wished it would just go ahead and fucking fal off, and then | could lie here and bleed to degth
and not have to worry about the prick or Felix or nobody. But it wouldn’t. It just kept dragging back
there, and before I’ d gone a septad-foot, | was cursing it under my bregth, all the nastiest things| could
think of, because it was ether that or start screaming, and screaming wouldn’t get me back into bed
where| could rest.

| crawled and crawled, and after about an indiction, somebody said, “Um.”

Kethe, | just about died on the spot. My head jerked up, | jarred my bad leg, and my left hand shot out
from under me, so | ended up sprawled acrossthe halway, staring up at the prick, who was standing in
the doorway of my room, staring back at me.

“Oh fuck mesdeways‘til | cry,” | said and started laughing. And from thereit turned into hysterics—I
heard it coming and couldn’t stop it, there was just too much, and every timel tried, | saw Felix again,
standing down there at the bottom of them steps like he hadn’t ever been crouched in the middle of a
road in Kekropialike afrightened kid, and like hewouldn’t know meto spit on me, and | just lost it.
Once, for all, for good. | was sort of crying and screaming at the same time, because it hurt too much, all
of it, and there was a voice saying, “Mildmay? Mildmay, come on. Let me hep.” And therewas
something cool and wet against my face, and | started being able to breathe again, and there were hands
helping me up, and somebody basicaly carrying me, because my right leg had goneright out the other
sde of not-working, and | couldn’t feel nothing except the glass shardsin my thigh, and then, oh Kethe,
blessed rdlief, | waslaying down, and it wasn't on thefloor.

And after awhile, | pulled mysdf together again, and there was the prick standing by the bed looking
down at me.



“Areyoudl right?”

And | couldn’'t do it no more. | couldn’'t lie. “I’'min pain, you stupid prick!”
“What happened?’

“Fuck, it don’t matter.”

“What happened to your leg?’

“Nothing.”

“Butyou...”

“It' sjudt likethis”

“Y ou mean, dl thetime?’

“What the fuck do you think | mean?’

“But hasn't it gotten better?’

“No,” | said. Pure defest. It was over now.
“Y ou should have said.”

| stared at him for what fdlt like amonth before| could find any wordsat al. “1 don't fucking believethis.
| did, and you said not to whine at the celebrants. Remember?’

“Oh.But | didn’t...”

“Didn’'t whet? Didn't meen it?’

“| didn’t know.”

“Wel, not if you never fucking asked. Oh, it don’t matter. Just leave me be.”

“But wheredid you go?’

“I was looking for Fdlix, but he don’t want me either. Khrysogonos?’

“What?'

“Would you please go the fuck away?’

“But you—"

| caught hiswrist, probably harder than | needed to, but my control was gone. “ Go the fuck away.”
“All right,” hesaid. | let go of him and he went. The door dammed, and | was safe, alone.

| was afraid to roll over, because of my leg, so | just lay there and pretended | didn’t care about none of
ituntil | fell adeep. | wasamongter. It waswhat | deserved.

Felix
The world was drenched with sunlight. lanthe, the Celebrant Mg or who had been assigned to improve



my grasp of spoken Troian, had come and dragged me out of the library, announcing that | needed a
picnic morethan | needed to ruin my eyes with those dusty old books. | left De Doctrina
Labyrinthorum behind gladly.

| had been spending agood dedl of time with those who spoke Midlander—Ianthe herself, Diokletian, a
pair of acolytes named Astyanax and Laodamia—but |anthe felt (she told me) that the best way for my
Troian to improve was for meto interact with those who spoke no Midlander at all. So when sheand |
and the picnic basket emerged from the Nephelion, there was a small group of celebrantswaiting for us,
who between them spoke maybe ten words of Midlander al told.

We had a splendid afternoon. | discovered, with the eager help of two of the young men in the party, that
flirting took very littlein theway of fluency. They taught me the names of every plant within sght, and |
had along, impassioned discussion with amiddle-aged herbaist over an herb | called pathkeep and he
caled cloudbane, both of us making up for the deficienciesin my Troian with vigorous gestures. lanthe
sat and watched, laughing, and only twice took pity on us and intervened to sort things ouit.

Asthe sun was setting, we collected oursalves and our belongings and walked back to the Nephelion.
The two charming young men invited me to come have adrink with them, but | didn’t fed | wanted to
venture beyond flirting yet, and declined.

| returned to my room to find an acolyte standing in the hal outsde my door.

| had been introduced to him—I remembered that he spoke good Midlander, which felt at the moment
very much like amiracle—but it took me a moment to dredge up his name. “Khrysogonos?’ | said.
“What can | do for you?’

Hisarmswere folded, and there was a mulish set to hisweak chin. “Why won't you see him?’
“I beg your pardon?’

“Why won't you see your brother?”

“And thisisyour business because?’

“It' skillinghim.”

“What?’

He was red-faced and near tears, but he got it out. “Y ou won't see him, and it skilling him.”

“What—no. Wait. Comein. Sit down. Now, maybeit'sjust because I’ m extraordinarily stupid, but |
don’t understand what you're trying to tell me.”

He sat very siffly on the edge of one of the armchairs and said, “Don’'t you care about him at al?’
“What?’

“Thefirg thing he did when he woke up wasto ask if you were dl right. And then he asked to see you.
The celebrants had told me you couldn’t see him, and | told him that, but he kept asking and asking, and
| thought maybe when they healed you, it would be dl right, but then Diokletian said you didn’t want to
see him, and | had to tell him so, and he’ snot eating and he' s driving himsdlf too hard, and | know he'sa
murderer but even so he must love you so much, and don’t you owe it to him?’

The outburst over, he sat and stared at me, his eyes wide and hisface white; I’ d never seen anyone so



clearly appalled by his own words before.
“| didn’t know he wanted to seeme,” | said dowly.
“What?’

“No onetold me. Diokletian asked meif | wanted to see him, and | said | wasn't ready, but he didn’t tell
me he—M ildmay—was asking. | assumed he knew how | was and that everything wasal right.”

“It'snot. Truly, it snot.”
| stood up; | felt nearly incandescent with anger and fear and guilt. “ Then I’ Il come see him right now.”
Mildmay

| came awake out of a nightmare—something about Ginevraand the Morskaiakrov, | ain't too clear on
the details—and avoice said, “ Areyou dl right? Y ou look like Death’ s been using you as aboot

scraper.”

For asecond everything stopped. | mean, absolutely dead stopped. Then my heart started banging in my
chest in this stupid way, and | turned my head, and the guy Sitting in the armchair by the window gave me
alitlewave.

“Feix?Isthat you?' Up close, it was even harder to believe. | mean, I’ d thought I’ d known him pretty
good, but I'd redlly only known the degp-down crazies, not who hewas at all.

“Last time| checked,” he said, and that at least sounded like Felix.

“Then you don’t think I’m amonster?’

“I don’'t what?’

Kethe, my stupid mouth. * Sorry. Nothing. Just a nightmare. But why wouldn't you see me?’
“Bdieveit or not, | didn’t know you wanted to see me. | wasn't... ready.”

“Okay,” | said. “I mean, | get that.”

“Good.” Hegot up. “Now, | need to go talk to some people about why it didn’t occur to them to tell me
that you wanted an audience’—and | did recognize that smile, the self-mocking one—*but then I’ll come
back. Promise.” And hissmilewidened into ared one, thefive-darm smilethat | remembered from his
good daysin Kekropia.

Everything in me—heart, lungs, ssomach, powers| don’'t know, maybe my liver and kidneys, too—rolled
over at once. Hewas still on my side. It was okay.

He came over by the bed, staring down at me. | could see the swollen knuckles of hisfingersand the
Mirador’ s bright tattoos, along of how just a the moment | didn’t want to look him in the eye. He said,
“Y ou look like you could do with somereal rest. Would you like me to ward your dreams?’

“Ward?’
“It kegpsthe nightmares off. At least for awhile”
“Powers,” | said. “Yeah. That would help.”



“Here. Lie back down.”

He straightened the covers, like it really mattered to him that | was comfortable. “Here” he said. Light as
abutterfly, hisfingertips traced a pattern across my forehead, and athick blanket of deep rolled over me.
| didn’'t even hear him leave.

Fdix

| knew Mildmay never smiled, but the way the darkness had | eft his face was amost as good. It made
mefed that perhaps whatever had happened to him here was not irrecuperable, that | had not woken up
to the Situation too late.

| had to stop outside his door, brace mysalf on my forearms againgt the wall, and count my breathsfor a
long time. My black rages were seductive, but | knew they would not help. Not now.

He had not let me see how scared he was, it was only thelifting of tenson that had shown meit was
there to begin with. And he had asked meif | thought he was amonster. From that question, | could
begin to guess at the reason | had heard nothing of his condition, and | did not like my guesses. | had not
wanted to see him, in my vanity and pride, but | had made that decision assuming that he was being kept
informed.

And | had paid for it. It had flashed through my mind hideousy when | first looked at him that | was
looking at the very ghost | hadn’t thought | could face, the ghost of mysdlf in my madness—athought that
was as unsettling asit was unfair. | remembered thinking, only thismorning, that my cowardice hurt no
one but myself. That idea had been proved wrong with avengeance, and | knew that whatever Mildmay
had suffered, | wasto blamefor it.

But | did not carry that blame done. | pushed mysdf off thewall, let mysdlf through the locked door
agan—Makar had loved lock spells, and | knew scores of them—and went looking for Diokletian. |
had asked after my brother, and he hadn’t told me what | should have known.

Peripheraly, | noticed people scattering out of my way as| searched, but | truly did not care. | found
Diokletian in hisroom, making notes on one of his casesin the hospice.

“Diokletian,” | said.

“Perhapsthisian’t the casein Marathat,” he said, “but in Troiamost people knock...” And then he
turned al the way around and saw my face. “Blessed Tetrarchs! What' swrong?’

“Why didn’t you tell me?’

“Tell youwhat?" Hisbewilderment seemed redl.

“That my brother wanted to talk to me.”

If anything, he seemed more baffled. “I didn't think you' d care.”

“Didn’'t think I’d care? What kind of monster do you take mefor?” Mildmay’ sword: | deserved it more
than hedid.

“Mongter? After what he did to you?’
| stared at him for along moment before | said, carefully, “What, exactly, did he do to me?’

“Y ou don’'t remember. We were afraid some memory |oss would accompany the healing.”



“Never mind that. What are you accusing him of 7’
“Y ou were S0 frightened.”
“Frightened?’

“When you came here. Y ou wereterrified of us, of everyone with red hair. And the bruises. He beat you,
Fdix. | think he must have been beating you regularly for weeks, if not months. And the Tetrarchs only
know what €l se he might have done. Y ou were in his power, as helpless as akitten, and—"

“Stopthat,” | said, in aflat, hard voice that didn’t sound like mine. | remembered being frightened. But |
also remembered, blackly, who | had been frightened of: aman who had been dead for over fifteen
years.

“Y ou don’'t haveto defend him any longer,” Diokletian said gently. “It' sal right. We re your friends
here—’

“I said, stop that! | don’t know how this stupid idea got into your head, but it isn’t true. He didn’t hurt
me. He didn't best me. And why didn’t you ask him?’

“Hewould only havelied. He did lie”
| shut my eyes and took adeep breath. “No,” | said, levelly, camly. “Hedidn’t.”

“Youdon't seehim clearly,” Diokletian said, with asad forbearance that made me want to throttle him.
“It doesyou grest credit. But truly, do you think acommon hired murderer deservesthiskind of loyaty?’

“Why not, from a progtitute?’
Hisbresth hitched in asif I'd hit him.

“You didn’t know that, did you? Y ou didn’'t know what | was before | became awizard. | am afraid that
if we' redrawing up sdes, I'm down in the gutter. With him. Good night.”

| favored him with a tiff little bow and walked out.

Shortly after dawn, | went back to Mildmay’ sroom. He was awake, frowning at the celling asif it held
the answer to something that was puzzling him.

“Good morning,” | said.

“*Morning.” Hedidn't look a me or even move.

| came over to the bed. “How are you?’

“Better, | guess”

“Don't get too enthusiadtic. Y ou might sprain something.”
“It don’t matter.”

“What doesn't matter?”

“Any of it. 'm dill acrip, an't 1?7 They can’t fix that for me.”



“Wait.” | sat down on the bed, being careful not to St on hislegs. “What? What' sthis crippled
busness?’

“They didn't tdl you that, neither.” He didn’t beieve me. What was worse was that it sounded like he
didn’t care. The moment of warmth between us was over; he had had too long to think, too many weeks
with no oneto talk to.

“No, they didn’'t tell me. Soyou'll haveto.”
“You don’t remember.”

“I don’t remember much of the past year of my life. That’swhat being crazy does.” | stopped, reined in
my tongue. “No, | don’t remember. Cough it up.”

“D’you remember there being a curse on me?’

| had a sudden flash, frighteningly vivid, of hisaura, green and black, looped and twined with black and
crimson brambles. “Yes. | remember.”

“D’you remember the Mor skaiakrov?’

The ship. “Neither well nor fondly, but yes”

“It sank,” he said, and gave me aflat green look. “Y ou remember that?’

“Yes” Patience, | told mysdlf. Patience. He d earned that from me, if nothing else.

“When | was dragging your sorry assto land,” and his eyeswere bright with tears. Rage, | realized after
asecond. Despite theflat voice and expressionless face, he was furious. Furious with me, probably. “I
went into convulsions. D’ you want to see what happened to my leg?’

“Doyouthink | should?”

He sat up then, fast asacat. For asecond, | thought he was going to strangle me, but he stopped
himself. He shut hiseyesfor amoment and then said, “Y esh. Maybe you ought.”

He leaned over the sde of the bed and brought up acane, abig, ugly thing that would have worked well
to beat back savage beasts. He stood up, and my throat tightened as | saw how hard it was for him. He
paused, asif thiswas something he had to sted himsdlf to do, then limped dowly acrossto the chair by
thewindow. He sat down. “And | ain’t putting on the dog, neither,” he said, asif I’d voiced a protest.

| wanted to. | remembered the way he had moved, al that grace and power, perfectly controlled. Gone
now, to be replaced by this ugly, awkward lurch that it hurt to watch. He would not accept my sympathy;
he probably wouldn't even believe | meant it. | said, neutrdly, “ Have they treated you badly?’

“Oh, no, everything' sjust fucking peachy.”

“They thought you—"

“I know what they thought. And | did, soit’sfine”
“No, you didn’'t.”

“I did. | did hit you. | yelled a you. | said thingsto you that nobody... | said things| oughtn’t ve. And
I"'m sorry.”



“No,” | sad, struggling to find something to say that he would hear, that he would accept. “What they
thought, that—"

Someone knocked on the door.

Mildmay’ s head came up, the startled wariness of the movement making his resemblance to afox nearly
uncanny. After amoment, he said, “Comein,” in Midlander.

A moment after that, the door opened, and the acolyte Khrysogonos camein.
“Sacred fuck, you knocked,” said Mildmay, and Khrysogonos blushed brick-red.

“Mildmay,” Khrysogonos said. “Areyou busy?’ Mildmay’s eyebrows went up, and | thought for a
moment that Khrysogonos was going to bolt back out the door. So politenesswas new here. “ Felix?’

“Wewerejust talking,” | said. “What isit?’

“The... the Celebrant Lunar is here, with Diokletian and Theophanos,” another Celebrant Terrestrid
whom | had met and not much cared for. “ They wish—"

Xanthippe appeared in the doorway, Diokletian and Theophanos behind her, and said, “Wewish to learn
thetruth.”

Mildmay didn’'t say aword. He sat there, silent as astone, and his silence denied the goodwill that the
celebrants were trying to bring into the room.

“Mildmay,” Xanthippe said, and | admired her for it, “we are sorry—"

“For what?’ In avoicelike black frost, and | didn’t know about the others, but | amost wished he had
Stayed slent.

But Xanthippe was made of sterner suff than that. “\We migudged you.”
“No,” Mildmay said.

The celebrants looked a me, asif for help, but | didn’t have any to offer. | couldn’t read Mildmay’ sface
ether.

Diokletian said, “Felix told me—"
“It don't fucking well matter. You saw meplan. | an't denyingit.”
Xanthippe asked Theophanos aquestionin Troian; | couldn’t follow it, but Mildmay said, “No, ma am.”

All four of them were staring a him now, Khrysogonos and Theophanos going the color of cheese curds.
Xanthippe sad, “How did you learn Troian?’

“lan’'t stupid, ma am. | can't talk right, but there ain’t nothing wrong with my ears”
“Blessed Tetrarchs,” Diokletian said in awhisper.

“And s0,” Xanthippe said, and | could fed the hair standing up on the back of my neck with the quietness
of her tone, “we come to something | wastold by Thamuris of the House Pandionis, Celebrant Celestia
of the Euryganeic Covenant. Heisill and not of our covenant, and | trusted my own celebrants before
him. But now | think perhaps | should reconsider. Mildmay, does your leg still hurt?’



For amoment it seemed asif hewould burst out laughing, but he controlled himself and said only, “Y eah.
It does, some.”

“Some?’

“Okay, alot.”

“And have you told anyone about this?’
“I tried. They wouldn't listen.”

Thistime, whatever Xanthippe said was blistering, and it sent Theophanos out of the room at a dead run.
| thought | saw aglint of appreciation in Mildmay’ s eyes.

“It will take sometimefor the Circle to be cleansed and readied, but we have erred, and our mistakes
shall beremedied. | shal consider more expressive means of atonement later.”

“Pleas” Mildmay sad. “1—"

“Ceebrant Lunar?’ Khrysogonos said in athin, unhappy voice.

Xanthippe and Diokletian turned to look at him. “Acolyte?” said Xanthippe.

“Y ou should expel me right now. Or put me back to washing floors with the novices.”
“I beg your pardon?’

“Hewasmy chargeand | failled him.” It was said dl of apiece, the way a man might cough up something
that was choking him.

“Stopit!” Mildmay said, preempting whatever Khrysogonos might have gone onto say. “Please.” His
head was down, fingers knotted in hishair. “I don’t want nobody’squilt. I... | an’t worthit.”

Xanthippe opened her mouth, and | shook my head at her emphatically. She raised her eyebrows at me;
| nodded, and jerked my head toward the door. She rounded up Diokletian and Khrysogonos with a
glance, and herded them out in front of her. The door shut behind them with afaint click.

| sat on Mildmay’ s bed and waited. After atime, without moving, he said, “Felix?’ asif he expected |
would be gone.

“Right here”

“How’d you get rid of them?’

“| glared at them,” | said, and he laughed alittle.
“Areyoudl right?’ | said.

“Yeah, sure. I'mfine”

“Will you be offended if | say | think you'relying?’
“I might.”

“I didn’'t betray you knowingly.”



“l know.”

All a once, | saw what | had to do if | wanted him to trust me again; | saw what he needed from me. For
amoment, | didn’t think | could giveit, evento him, but | looked at the painin every line of hisbody,
remembered the man who' d handed me aturnip in acold Kekropian field, and said, “I need to tell you
something.”

“What?’' Hedidn't care.

But | did, and | redized that | cared enough for both of us. “Everything, | guess. Everything | lied to you
about.”

Helooked up alittle & that, asif he thought | was making fun of him.
“No,” | said, “I meanit. I've never told anyone, but... will you lisgen?’
“Yeah,” hesaid, and sat up sraight again. “I'll listen.”

For amoment, | couldn’t even start. There were so many lies, al of them precious, all of them necessary.
Then | just opened my mouth and let the words come out: “1 was sold to athief-keeper in Smside when

| was four. He was amongter. When one of us did something that made him angry, he... he' d take you
and drag you down to the Sim and hold you under until he decided you were sorry enough to suit him.
He' sresponsible for my back. He used anun’s scourge on us when we weren't quite bad enough for the
rver.”

“Powers” Mildmay said.

“HediedintheFireof 2263, and | wasso glad...” | cameto acomplete halt for amoment, but | had to
go on. “In Kekropia, when | was... when | wasn't mysdif, | thought you were him.”

“Oh fuck,” Mildmay said. “Oh Kethe, no wonder you were scared of me. | am so sorry.”
“No, you shouldn’t be. You didn’t know. | didn’t tell you.”

His head was up and his absinthe-green eyeswere wide. “But, powers, | mean, | canimagine... oh,
sacred bleeding fuck, you should' ve told me”

“I couldn’t. Let me get alittle farther with this story, and you' Il seewhy.” | managed to smileat him,
athoughit didn’'t fed convincing, evento me. “Asl said, my Keeper died in the Fire. He' d dways done
some pimping on the side—not the hard trade, just some lamprey-work and the occasiond ten-year-old
virgin. But word got around that he' d gone up in smoke, and the wolves from Pharaohlight started
circling. And there we were, aherd of little ewe lambs. Ripe to be sheared and sold. | ended upina
brothel called the Shining Tiger, and that’ swhere Makar found me.”

“Makar. That'sthe guy—"

“Hang on,” | said and nearly choked. That wasthe Lower City reemerging like akraken from the depths.
Makar had schooled my voice obsessively, rooting out every last inflection, idiom, and turn of phrase. |
couldn’t et it come back now. | took adeep breath and said evenly, “Let metell it in order.”

He nodded; he could see | was upset, athough he didn’t yet know why. But he would. | looked away,
because | didn’t want to watch that stoneface; if hereacted, | didn't want to seeit.

“Makar bought mefrom Lorenzo. It'snot lega, but procurersin Pharaohlight do it al thetime. You



probably know that. | was fourteen. For the next six years, | belonged to Malkar, body and soul, in the
most absolute, abject way you can imagine. He was my teacher, my lover, my torturer... | loved him,
and | feared him. | wanted to kill him, and | worshipped him. Hopelesdy.”

“Likeakeeper,” Mildmay said.

“Yes, alittle. No. Morethan alittle. He was another version of Keeper. He took me out of the city, to a
country estate near Arabel. | didn't leaveit for three years, while he taught me everything | needed to
know to pass mysdlf off asagentleman in the Mirador. And he taught me astory that didn’t have
Pharaohlight or Smddein it anywhere, that | was from Caoxa, anobleman’s child. He bound meto him
with spells—and yes, that is heresy—and then he... hetaught me| could never tell anyone thetruth. |
won't tell you what he did to mewhen | dipped, but. .. it was effective. And when | was seventeen, he
brought me to the Mirador and got meinitiated as a Cabaine wizard.”

| glanced up; Mildmay’ sface was impassive, but his eyes were on me, and they were bright with interest.
No matter how dreadfully, crawlingly naked this made me fed, no matter that | was shivering, even now,
with the memory of Makar’ s punishments and threets: it wasworking.

| said, “1 think now that he was planning to break the Virtu even then. | think somehow his spellson me
must have done something to the Cabaline oaths—even though | broke away from him when | was
twenty. But it must have left him aloophole, because, you see, that’s how he broke the Virtu.”

“Sorry. What?”

“That'show he broke the Virtu.” | could fed my chest and throat tightening, and my voice came out thin
and unsteadly.

“You don't got to tdl meif you don’'t want,” Mildmay said, with a cautious gentlenessthat | did not
deserve. “I mean, you ain't obliged.”

| looked him in the eyesthen. | had to. | said, “No, | think | have to tell someone. The whole truth.
Because I'll never tell anyone else, and... and | don't want to be made of liesanymore. Let me say it.”

“Okay,” hesaid. “I won't tell nobody. | swesr it.”

“Thank you. | know.” | took adeep breath, shut my eyes, and concentrated on making my words come
out dowly, evenly, clearly, and without the least hint of the Lower City in the vowels. “Makar broke the
Virtu by means of aspell that he cast on me. It let him use me, use my magic, which is stronger than his.
And the way he worked the spdll was...” | couldn’t say it. | couldn’t get the words out. | was staring a
my tattoos now, the brilliant gold-edged vines tangling across the backs of my hands.

“Fdix?’ | heard Mildmay get up, heard him limp across to the bed. He sat down beside me, on my left
Sde, and did not touch me; | flinched alittle, inside, with how well he understood me. “Felix, you okay?”

“I just haveto say it. | haveto getit out.” | reached out with my left hand, and after amoment, hesitating,
he took it. His hand was square and warm and strong; | gripped it hard and said, my voice barely a.

whisper, “Heraped me.”
“He...”

“He raped me. He raped me and used me to break the Virtu and drove me mad and sacrificed meto
Stephen and—" My breeth hitched painfully, and | could fed my shoulders hunching, fearing punishment,
but | couldn’t keep the words silent anymore, the words | had kept locked in the lowest, darkest regions
of my mind for years, snce Makar first haf seduced, haf rgped mein that filthy upper roomin the



Shining Tiger. | sad, “And | hate him.”

“No fucking wonder,” Mildmay said, and | felt tears spill over my eyelids, tears of relief and pain, for |
had said it and not died. Mildmay had heard me and did not find me abhorrent. | et go of hishand,
rubbed my face, and looked a him. The face was stone, still, but the green eyes held neither
condemnation nor anger.

“It'sokay,” hesaid. “1 mean, can’t do nothing about it, but...”
“It' sokay,” | sad, usng theword deliberately.
Hisface brightened in its nonsmiling way, and he said, “Y eah. Still brothers, right?’

“Yes” | sad. “Still brothers.”

The celebrants had returned and taken him away. They would not let me go with him, for reasons that he
seemed to understand better than | did. | wasleft with Xanthippe, who watched me fidget around the
room for abit and then said gently, “When they are ready, we will observe the proceedings. | assureyou,
| will not let him come to harm a second time.”

“Thank you,” | said, and bit back the bitter words that wanted to follow. | had no right to say them.

Sill brothers? he had asked me, and | had agreed, knowing that it was what he needed, knowing also
that | wanted it, athough | was not entirely surewhat it meant, either to him or to me. | did not remember
us being brothers, except for strange, isolated glimpses of his protective care. | knew that he had treated
me as abrother amost from the moment we met, but | had no ideawhy. | did not know him—although |
trusted him without reservations or second thoughts.

And he trusted me. That was what he meant by “brothers,” | thought: trust. He trusted me. It was a cruel
and bitter irony; every trust that had ever been placed in me, | had betrayed, including his.

| was aso painfully aware that he had no one ese. Xanthippe was mortified, infuriated by the celebrants
mistake and determined to correct it, but her feelings ran no deeper than that, and | doubted that the
other celebrantsfelt any differently—if they even cared as much as shedid. They did not understand him,
any more than they would have understood meif | had told them the truth. Mildmay had understood. |
snorted asit occurred to me that if he had no one e se, then neither did .

“Fdix?’

“Nothing.” To get away from the barbed circles of my own thoughts, | asked, “What are they going to
do?What went wrong?’

“Wewon't know for certain until the Celebrants Terrestrial have finished their initid examination.
Thamuris said the curse wasn't properly lifted, and | fear that may proveto betrue.” She paused and
added hestantly, asif unsure how | would takeit, “It was awicked thing.”

For amoment, | was not certain of my own reaction. The orthodox Cabaline still within me protested that
he would not have incurred the curse if he had not killed awizard, that it was not supposed to do what it
had done, that it had never been intended to be activated: the Caba and every Curiathat had sat
thereafter had assumed that the mere existence of that curse, and the fact that it had been made extremely
public, would prevent its ever being tested.



But that was naive and specious|ogic. True, the curse had not been designed to prolong its action on the
body in the way that the concatenation of circumstances around Mildmay had caused it to do, but it had
been designed to be both lethal and excruciating. And we had had that curse, that wespon, for nearly
two hundred years. If we had truly not meant to useit, we would have dismantled it.

The fact remained that he had killed Cerberus Cresset, presumably at the behest of the heretic Miriam.
Why, when | had forgotten so much ese, did | remember every miserable detall of that conversationin
Hermione? Mildmay’ s harsh breathing, the swest on hisface, the labored, durred sounds of hiswords: |
remembered it asif it had happened only an hour ago. At least Cerberus had died quickly.

“Yes” | sad. “lIt was. Itis. Itisalso heresy, afact that | intend to point out to my learned colleagues
when | return to Mé8usine. The man he... killed—the man was awitchfinder, aburner of heretics.”

“I don't think | understand,” Xanthippe said after amoment, till sounding asif shethought | waslikely to
turn and savage her.

“No. Nor should you. The history of Mé8usineislike amassacrein alunatic asylum, patients and warders
turning on each other, turning on themsaves, turn and turn about. Mildmay isas much avictim of that
as...” Asl am. “Asanyone.”

“It ishard to think of amurderer asavictim.”
“Of courseitis,” | said wearily, and wefdl slent again.

Presently an acolyte, one | didn’t know, tapped on the door to let us know that the Celebrants Terrestriad
were ready. | followed Xanthippe out of the room, determined that thistime | would not let Mildmay
down. | would not leave him.

Mildmay

Next time | woke up, the hornetswere gone. | waslaying in my bed, everything familiar, and | waskind
of achy, but there wasn’t no horrible throbbing pain the way there had been. | opened my eyes and saw
Fdix gtting by the window, frowning over a book.

“So | guessit worked,” | said.

Hejumped alittle, but closed his book and smiled & melike he ill redlly meant it. “ Xanthippe says you
will hedl properly now.”

“Good,” | said, and because | didn’t want to talk about me, “Whatchareading?’
“Oh, abook,” he said, too carelesdy.
| sat up, pushed my hair off my face, and waited.

Hecolored alittle. “1 don’t know why it bothers me. Y ou’ ve never heard of it, have you? De Doctrina
Labyrintborum?

“ Labyrintborum?”

“Labyrinths” And when | just looked at him, “Mazes.”

“Oh. Nope. But, | mean, | ain’t much with the book learning.”
“No, | just wondered if I'd... if I'd said anything about it. Before.”



“Not that | heard.”

“It redly doesn’t matter,” he said and dropped the book on the floor like it had pissed him off. “I’ll figure
it out eventualy. | wanted to be sure you were dl right.”

“I think I am,” | said. “l ain't keento go for awalk just yet, mind, but | think I’'m okay.” | could fed
myself sarting to blush, but | said it anyway, “ Thanks.”

“Don’'t thank me until I’ ve done something to be grateful for,” he said dryly. “I am not under any illusons
asto my culpability inthisdebacle. | failed you.”

“Kethe. Don't...”

“Don’'t what? Don't treat you like a person instead of an object? Don't acknowledge that you have been
shamefully misused and betrayed?’

“Please” My facefdt likeit wasonfire. “It don't matter.”

“Yes, it does. | know that, even if you don’t.” He stopped. | could see the temper in him, and all at once
he looked more like the guy I'd known in Kekropiathan he had done. | remembered him screaming at
mein therain, him trying his damnedest to kill me on the Morskaiakrov, and | fet kind of achill. That's
part of him, too, Milly-Fox, and don't you forget it.

He stood up, came over to the bed, and knelt down, al siff like he' d swallowed a poker. He looked me
inthe eye, and hisface was ill temperish and pale, like he was getting ready to throw atantrum, and he
sad, dl tight and angry, “1 am sorry.”

| could seethat thiswas someredly big ded to him, that hewould never havesaiditif hedidn’t
sncerdy fed like he had to, so | just said back, “ Thanks.”

And he nodded and got up again and said, “Y ou should deep. Xanthippe said that was the fastest way
for you to hed right now.” And then, dmost shyly, “May | ward your dreams again?’

Which | figured was the closest he was going to get to saying he cared about me, and that was okay.
“Thanks,” | said again. “I'd... I'd be glad of it.”

He amiled, and | lay back down. Hisfingers brushed across my forehead, and deep came, smpleand
warm.

| heard him say, or maybe| just dreamed it, “ Sieep well, little brother.”
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