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“Open this book, and fall under its spell,” said Joan D. Vinge of Mdusine, callingit“ a
spellbinding, gut-wrenching, breathtaking quest that resonates with truth and heart.” Now the
wizard Felix and the thief Mildmay must return to the wondrous city of Mélusine, repair that
which has been broken, and face the dark shadows of their pasts...

Fdix Harrowgate was a dashing and powerful wizard until hisformer master wrenched Felix’ s magic
from him and used it to shatter the Virtu—the orb that is the keystone for the protections and magic of
the wizards of the city. Felix has painfully clawed hisway back to sanity, and his only chanceto reclam
thelife he once knew isto repair the seemingly irreparable—to restore the Virtu.

Mildmay the Fox was an assassin and a cat burglar—until acurse caught up with him and hislife changed
forever. Haunted by death, hisleg damaged by the curse that should have killed him, he does not know
what awaits himin Méusine, but for good or ill, hisfateistied to Feix’s, by blood...and by magic.

On their journey, Fdlix and Mildmay will encounter friends and enemies old and new, vengeful spiritsand
ancient goddesses. They will uncover secrets better |eft buried. But nothing can prepare them for what
awaitstheir return: Felix’ sformer master, the cruel and decadent wizard Makar Gennadion. ..
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Chapter 1

Mildmay
When | opened the door, | could tell that Thamuris was dosed to the gills on laudanum.
“Y ou sure about this?’ | said.

Thamuris came drifting into the room like aghost. Hisfeet were bare, and his hair was down, and he was
wearing something that looked basicaly like abedsheet. | hoped like fuck nobody’ d noticed him on his
way here. “| haveto,” he said, and there was something about theway he said it—I can't explainiit, but |
knew therewasn’t athing in theworld | could say that would mean anything to him. He was past the
point where anybody could talk him down. | took adeep bregth, let it out, admitted to mysdlf that | was
going to get in trouble over thisand | was okay with it. Then | shut the door and said, “What d'you want
meto do?’

Thamuris had asked me for afavor. Maybe that don’t sound so weird, but you got to understand. He
was a Celebrant Ceestia, which meant he outranked everybody for a Great Septad mile around,
including the lady who ran the Gardens of Nephele. And me, | was just alamed-up cat burglar who used
to murder people for money, no education, no moras, and the only reason people here put up with me at
al was my half brother Felix Harrowgate, who was a hocus and could charm the stars down out of the
sky besides. So there was no way somebody like Thamuris should' ve been asking somebody like me for
favors. But he had.

He wanted to perform adivination, he said, but none of the celebrants would help him. Seemed like they
al thought it was aredly shitty idea. And maybe it was. I’m annemer, no kind of hocusat dl, and you
could fill bookswith what | don’t know about magic, and, | mean, he was dying of consumption. It only
figured that there was a Great Septad and a septad and six things he shouldn’t be doing, whether he
wanted to on not. But | owed Thamuris. He d tried to help me when nobody e se cared enough to spit
on me, when my leg wasn't healing right and they didn’t want to hear about it because | was a murderer
and they’ d got some things back to front about my relationship with Felix besides. Which ain’'t exactly
surprising, seeing as how he was crazy and mixed up in his own head about who | was, and they weren’t
about to ask me what was going on. And | can even sort of seeit, Snce they thought I’ d been besting
him up and powers know what al dse, and if | was what they thought | was, | only would' velied about it

anyway.

Only | wasn't and | wouldn’t, and even if | didn’t blame them exactly, | couldn’t redly forgive them
ather.

So even though Thamuris hadn’t been able to get none of them stuck-up bastardsto listen to him, | il
owed him. For trying. And thiswasthe only thing he' d ever asked me for—fuck, the only thing he'd
ever seemed to want—and | knew there wasn't asingle fucking other thing in theworld | could do for
him. That’show consumptionis.

It took asecond for my question to get through the laudanum to him, but then hiswholefacelit up, like
the big chandelier in the cathedral of Phi-Kethetin that | was probably never going to see again. “I’ve had
to adapt theritual, so you will have to take two parts. Y ou must be both querent and anchor.” He gave
me alook like he expected me to know what that meant and to be pissed off about it.

“Spdll it out for me, Thamuris. Stupid annemer, remember?’



He sat down on the bed. “ As my anchor,” he said, “you help me maintain my link to my body, to the
tangible world. I will need you to hold onto my hands—that’ s where the khresmaos can take hold.”

He wanted me to hold hishands. | could do that. “ Okay. What about the other thing? The g-whatsit?’
“Oh, that' seasy. You just ask me aquestion.”

“Wat—what?’

“It isdangerous, stupid, and useless to open onesdlf to the huphantike without a specific questionin
mind.”

“Why can’'t you ask one?’

“It doesn’'t work. Y ou can't ask questions for yourself.”

Mavortian von Heber sure could—him being the only other fortuneteller I'd ever met. But | waswilling to
bet there was more Mavortian hadn’t told me than what he had, and besides | wasn't about to try and
tell Thamuris he didn’t know what he was talking about.

Wi, fuck, | thought. | couldn’t think of asingle thing | wanted to know. The futurefelt like aherd of
buffalo stampeding straight at me, and dl 1 wanted wasto get the fuck out of the way.

“Givemeaminute,” | sad.

“Aslong asyou need,” Thamurissaid, and | knew he' d wait dl the way to the end of time and out the
other sde. | was stuck. Thiswasthe thing Thamuriswanted. So | racked my brain for some kind of
question | could ask that wouldn't be a chest or awaste of time, but wouldn't tell me something |
couldn’t stand to live with.

Thamurissad, very quietly, “What are you afraid of 7’
“lan'tafrad,” | sad, and we both knew | waslying.
“Then ask.” He came and knelt in front of me and held out his hands. “ Take my hands and ask.”

It didn’t fed like anything | meant to do, but | found mysdf holding his hands. They were cold. And |
heard mysdlf say in adry sort of croak, “What' s going to happen to me?’

Hisfingers suddenly clamped down—not quite hard enough to hurt, but hard enough that | redlly wasn't
going nowhere—and hiseyesrolled back in his head, which ain’t no nice thing to seeright up close. |
would ve thought he' d fainted except he didn't fall down, and he didn’t loose his grip on my hands.
Which made it most likely that he' d started hisdivination, and | just hoped he didn’'t need meto do
nothing but St there.

Whatever was going on with Thamuris, it wasn't nothing | could see or hear or fed. All | could do was Sit
there with his cold fingersdigging into my wrigtstighter and tighter, waiting for something to happen and
hoping it wouldn’t be nothing bad. | had that feeling again, like | was doing something wrong and
everybody in the Gardens was going to be pissed at me. But Thamuristrusted me and wanted my help,
and so | sat and waited. My new career.

And then, just when I’ d pretty much resigned mysdlf to gtting there that way until dawn and
K hrysogonos or somebody walked in and found us, and, powers, that was going to be a nasty
scene—Thamuris s eyes came rolling back down, although they didn’t look like hiseyesat dl. They



looked too old and too far away and too mean. It was somebody else looking at me out of Thamuris's
eyes. | don't know who, and | don’t want to. | knew whatever this person had to say to me | didn’t want
to hear it, but | wasn't going to be able to bresk Thamuris s grip without hurting him, so therewas
nothing to do but sit there and takeit.

Thamuris said, “Love and betrayd, the gorgon and the whedl. The dead tree will not shelter you, and the
dead will not stay dead. Though you do not seek revenge, it will seek you al the same.”

| know it sounds like complete bullshit, but the voice was cold and kind of bored, and those eyes were
watching melike they wanted to see meflinch, and it might be Thamuris s hands, but the power grinding
my bones together wasn't nothing to do with him, and | knew those words were the truth. | didn’t know
what the fuck they meant, but | knew for sure was going to be sorry when | found ouit.

| felt it leave Thamuris, because his shudder damn near broke my wrists. His eyes were shut and hisface
screwed up like something was hurting him, and he fell straight over backwards like he' d been poleaxed.

| stared at him for amoment, and then | realized he wasn't breathing.
Felix

| was woken, from a confused and frightening dream of searching the Mirador for a pocket watch
Shannon had given me and | had lost long ago, by the sound of someone knocking on the door. | wason
my feet dmost before | was awake; my first coherent thought was gratitude that I’ d made Astyanax go
back to his own room after we' d made love.

| called witchlight, snatched up my robe, shouted at the door, “What?’
Sudden silence.
| tied the robe, ran my hands through my hair, and flung the door open. “ What ?’

A small acolyte started back, her eyeswide. “ Oh! Please, I'm sorry, Sir, but | wastold... the Celebrant
Lunar said | ought...” | stood and waited, letting my eyebrowsrise. She turned scarlet and said inan
embarrassed muitter, “Y our brother.”

“What about my brother?’
“The Celebrant Lunar said you should come.”

“Istheretime for meto get dressed first?’ | said and smiled at her, which caused her to turn an even
more alarming color and back up astep, asif shewas afraid | might ravish her then and there.

“Thank you,” | said, shut the door, and scrambled into yesterday’ s clothes. If it had been truly urgent,
Xanthippe would have told thissilly child to tell me so; | knew that, but the residue of my dream, the
amogt-nightmare of looking for something that could not be found, tainted even that certainty. Asl
followed the acolyte through the stately maze of the Nephelion, | could fed the truth pounding in my
heart: if something has happened to him, it ismy fault. Heis only here because of me. | know they don't
understand him; | know he hates them. | have done nothing to help him.

It had been amonth and a half since the wizards and hedlers of the Gardens of Nephele had cured me of
my madness. | no longer saw mongtersin every shadow or imagined that those trying to help mewere
tormentors long dead. | was whole again, clearheaded, vital and focused in away | hadn’t been since |
wasfirst learning magic, first learning to be free. On some days, it was amogt asif the last year and more
had not happened, asif my life before the Virtu of the Mirador had been broken—before Makar had



broken it, using me as his weapon—could truly be stitched together seamlesdy with my life hereinthe
Gardens. But on other days, | knew that was not true. And if | needed reminding, there was my haf
brother, lamed in trying to help me, gpparently unwilling to move without mefor dl that we were nearly
strangersto each other.

The door of Mildmay’ s room was open, lamplight pouring out. At first glance, the room looked asiif
Troians had descended on it like locusts, but the impression resolved itself into Xanthippe, spesking ina
low, venomous voiceto apallid young man | did not recognize; Oribasios, a Celebrant Terrestrid | knew
vaguely, sanding in the middle of the room performing something easily recognizable asaritud
dispersement; and Khrysogonos, the acolyte assgned to my brother’ s care, knedling by the armchair
where Mildmay sat. | was peripherdly aware of my little acolyte ataching hersdf to Xanthippe's
presence likealimpet.

| looked at Mildmay and was appalled; | had not been spending much time with him, but how had | not
noticed how thin he was getting? His cheekbones were stark againgt his skin; his hands and wristswere
nothing but knobs and staring blue veins. He was ashen, colorless except for the poison green of hiseyes
and his burnished fox-red hair; the scar that disfigured hisface wasalivid line of despair from his mouth
to hisleft temple.

But his eyeswere open, aware; | saw him note my arrival before he looked back at Khrysogonos. A
weight of dread and guilt rolled off my shoulders, and | crossed the room to say to him, “Y ou seem to
have been busy thisevening.”

Khrysogonos glared at me, but Mildmay just tilted his head back alittle and said, *Y eah. Got bored.”
“So what were you doing?’
1] M@i C_”

“Magic?’ | said and let my eyebrows go up. “ Really? What branch did you choose for your maiden
voyage? Necromancy? Geomancy?’

“Divindion. | think.” | saw his gazeflick toward the pallid young man.
“Ah, yes. Your partner in crime. Towhom | believe | have not been introduced.”
“That's Thamuris” Mildmay said.

“HeisaCedebrant Cdedtid of the Euryganeic Covenant,” Khrysogonos said aggrievedly, athough |
wasn't sureif hewas mad at me, Mildmay, or Thamuris—or if he even knew himsdlf.

“Which means?’ | said.

“He should have known better than to do such an insandly dangerous, stupid, and sdfish thing,”
Xanthippe said behind me. Khrysogonos went nearly as white as Mildmay.

| turned around. The palid young man was staring down at his hands; Xanthippe was dmost crackling
with fury.

“What exactly did hedo?’ | said.

Xanthippe glared at the bowed head of the pallid young man. “He used your brother asan anchor ina
pythian cagting.”



“And thet is?”

“Pythian cagting isthe form of divination preferred by the covenant of Euryganeia. It requiresfour trained
celebrantsin addition to the diviner, and even then it is quite dangerous.”

“And hejust used Mildmay.”

“Apparently.”

| turned back to Mildmay, “And you let him?’
Mildmay gave me ahaf shrug. “He trusted me.”

| bit back the first three responses that came to mind and said, quite levelly, “Y ou could very easily have
been killed.”

Another haf shrug, animpatient jerk of one shoulder, asif he were throwing off an intrusve hand. “No
bigloss”

“No big loss? Are you out of your mind?” They wereal staring a me, and | redized that my calm, level
voice had become a shriek. | turned on the pallid young man, made a conscious effort to modulate my
voice, and sad, “What did you think you were doing?’

His golden eyes were dreamy with fever and drugs, lambent in hiswhite face. He was consumptive, and
that explained agreat ded. He said, “I didn’t hurt him. | would never have hurt him. | just had to...”

“Thamuris” Xanthippe sad gently.
Heturned to her, wide-eyed, pleading, “ Xanthippe, it was perfectly safe. | swear it.”
“You'll forgiveme” | said, “if | am kepticd.”

Xanthippe shot me a not now look and sat down next to Thamuris on the bed. “1 know you would never
do anything intentionally to hurt anyone,” she said, taking his hands and making him look at her, “but you
don’'t have the strength you used to. If something had gone wrong, you couldn’t have controlled it.”

“But| had to,” he said, and | saw his dream-hazed eyesfill with tears. “ Xanthippe, | had to.”

She sighed, touched his cheek, and said, “ Khrysogonos, Oribasios, Hesione, would you see that
Thamuris gets safely to bed?’

Acolytes and Ceebrant Terrestrid, they helped Thamuristo hisfeet and haf led, haf carried him out of
the room, leaving Xanthippe and me staring a each other and Mildmay dumped grayly in hischair,
garing a nothing.

| pushed my hair off my face. “Xanthippe, what just happened here?’

She sghed, rubbing restlesdy at the ache of arthritisin her hands. “ Thamurisisdying.”
“Yes, | recognize consumption when | seeit. That isv't an explanation.”

She looked past me at Mildmay. “What did hetell you?’

Hedidn’'t move, but he seemed to sink even lower into the chair. “He asked me not to tell anyone. He
said it wouldn't be hard. | was gonna be two things for him. Anchor and... and someword | didn’t



know.”

“Querent?’ Xanthippe said in atoneindicating she knew the answer and didn’t want to heer it.
“Yeah. That wasit. And he was going to tell the future.”

“Thet'sit?’

“Um. Yeah”

Xanthippe said some things under her bregth that | politely pretended not to hear.

“Hedidn’'t hurt me,” Mildmay said, and there was perhaps ahint of anxiety in hisvoice. “I’'mredly
okay.”

“Then what happened to your hands?’ | said.

“I bruise easy,” he said. He met my eyes ashe said it and made no effort to hide therising bruises on his
wrigs. | wasn't going to be able to sampede him into giving anything away.

Xanthippe said in adow, measured voice, “ The fact that you are neither dead nor insaneisamiracle.
Thamurisshould never have performed a pythian casting with an annemer.”

“Didn’'t look like nobody €lse was helping him,” Mildmay said, with thefirst spark of red feding’d
heard since | came into the room.

“Not helping him kill himsgf? No. No, wearen't.”
Mildmay’ sflinchwasadl in hiseyes. He said nothing.

“I’'m sorry,” Xanthippe said. “ That was unkind. Y ou had no way of knowing that the celebrants of
Hakko sent Thamuris here precisay to kegp him from doing what he has done.” Her mouth compressed,
bitter, angry, helpless. “What they themselvestrained him to do. In Euryganeic thinking, it iswhat he was
created to do.”

Mildmay muttered something.

“What?' | said.

“Junkie,” Mildmay said in Marathine.

“I’'m not sure the anaogy of addiction isgoing to be avery popular one here,” | said, dsoin Marathine.

“It swhat it was like. Or maybe that was just the laudanum.” He sank back down into himsalf and shut
hiseyes.

Xanthippe was waiting politely, her eyebrows raised. “ So what was this evening’ s demonstration about?’
| said to her.

“I don’t know, and it troubles me. Using an annemer as an anchor is not unheard of, but it has not been
done since the ascendancy of the House Hippothontis, precisely becauseit is so dangerous.”

“Wadll, if no oneesewould help him,” | said, “and if he was as desperate as it seems he was—"

“Hewanted it,” Mildmay said without opening hiseyes. “Only thing I’ ve ever seen him want.” And that, |
thought, was essentidly what he' d said to mein Marathine, merely stripped of the ugly metaphor. “He



didn’'t careif it killed him. Almost did, too. | had to—" He broke off with a sharp, painful shake of his
heed.

Xanthippe went over to Mildmay, touched his hand lightly. When he looked up at her, shesaid, “1 do not
know if you did the right thing, but you did the best thing it wasin you to do.” The slence remaining when
she had | eft, the heels of her shoes beating adow but impatient rhythm down the corridor, was heavy and
cold, like great blocks of ice.

Mildmay said, out of that coldness, “Don’'t haveto stay.”

“There’ sno point in going back to bed,” | said. “I'm quite thoroughly awake.”
“Sorry,” he sad, turning his head to look out at the dark-drowned garden.
“Mildmay.”

When hetilted his head back, | redized | was about to do something terribly wrong, and knelt quickly
down beside him, so that our eyeswere level. With the six-inch difference in our heights, it was not a
vantage we had on each other very often. His face was expressionless; it was always expressionless, and
sometimes it made me want to shake him until his spinerattled.

| said, very carefully, “Y ou do know it would have been g, er, ‘big loss to meif you had died tonight.”
Hedidn't even give me the twitch of an eyebrow, just sat there, watching me, silent.
“I haven't forgotten,” | said.

“I know that.” Flat, heavy words; | had amomentary, ugly flash of stonesfalling from Diokletian’s mouth,
amemory of my madness, and shook it away.

“l am... grateful.”

Helooked away, muttered something | couldn’t understand.
“What?'

“Don’'t want that.”

“Don’t want what?”

“I don't want you to be grateful.”

“Thenwhat do you want?’

| watched, fascinated, as adow tide of crimson washed over hisface; he said nothing.
“Tell me” | said, asgently as| could.

He shook hishead. “It’' sstupid.”

“If you'refeding suicidd, nothing' s—”

“lan't”

“Then quit acting likeit!”



“I don't want to be acrip, okay? And | can’t havethat and | know it and it's stupid. So fuck off and
leave me done”

The slencein theroom fdt like a bubble made of crystd, asif the dightest movement, even abreeth,
would shatter it. | reached out dowly and took hishands. They fdt like bunches of sticks, and they were
shaking with the fear and unhappiness he would not let anyone see on hisface.

| had expected him to jerk away from me, but he did not move.

Therewere dl sorts of things| could have said—should have said—but too many of them were things|
didn’t want to say, or hedidn’t want to hear. | said, “I think it’ s aout time we went home.”

His head came up at that, and | could see the darkness leaving his eyes like shadows fleeing from the sun.

“Okay,” he said, and after amoment, struck dumb and breathless by his sudden beauty, | remembered
to let go of hishands.

| spent the next two daysin the library, trying to bury that terrible flash of desire.

| had desired him in Kekropia, | remembered; | had been mad then and surely could be forgiven. But
this...

Heisyour brother, | said to mysdf, and even in my own mind, the voice sounded pleading rather than
gern. Hewas my brother, and | knew | should not desire him. But knowing that changed nothing.

And in fleeing from my own mongrosity, | achieved nothing more than confronting mysalf with another
mongter | did not want to face: the De Doctrina Labyrinthorum of Ephrea Sand.

| had never read Sand’s Doctrine of Labyrinths; | would not have said I’ d even heard of it. But when |
had come acrossit in the Gardens' library, it had been familiar in anagging, terrible, senselessway. Every
effort | made to prove to mysdlf that it was coincidence merely reinforced the knowledge that it was not.
It was not quite d§avu; it wastoo diffuse, too persstent. | had tried to avoid it, much as | had tried to
avoid Mildmay, distracting mysdlf with the search through the Gardens' resourcesfor possible waysto
mend the Virtu, to reweave the torn and tangled magic of the Mirador. But Sand’ s book fretted at me
like aheadache, so that | hated reading it and yet could not leaveit done.

De Doctrina Labyrinthorum seemed at first asmple catalogue of labyrinthsin the Empire, and for a
time| had lost sight of my dread in wonder a how many there were—or, at least, how many Ephredal
Sand claimed to have found. Until | remembered something else.

He had gone mad.

Therewasavoicein my ear, a Kekropian-accented tenor with a precise cadence that was achingly
familiar: He began to draw mazes that could not be solved. At first his apprentices thought it was
but a new phase of their master’ s research, some new theoretical bauble. But days became weeks
became months, and still Ephreal Sand did nothing but draw these snarls and tangles, and when
they asked him why, he would merely point at the maze he was drawing, asif it contained within
itself the only possible or necessary answer .

| shook my head, and the voice was gone. It was not avoice | knew—it was not Thaddeus de Lalage or
any of the other Kekropian wizards who lived and worked in the Mirador—and yet it was familiar. |
could hear the way the aspirants eroded away from “th” and “ph”—the way “Ephred” was aimost but



not quite “ Epreal”’—as clearly asif the man who had spoken those words were standing next to me now
inthelibrary’ sdimness.

Reflexively, | reached for a pocket watch | no longer owned. And stopped, Stting with my hand halfway
in my trouser pocket, for amoment unable to breathe. That pain, that sharp, shocking, mortd pain,
mocked al my effortsto make of my past amere nightmare, dismissible, forgettable, al my effortsto
pretend it didn’'t matter.

So do something, | said to myself, exasperated. Ask the questions you know how to ask while you il
have the opportunity to ask them. | pushed away from the table and went to find the historian who could
tell me about the lost city of Nera, the city | knew more about than | should. | had seen it mentioned in
the De Doctrina Labyrinthorum, and had had a sudden terrible knowledge of Nera sfall, knowledge |
could not explain.

Themistokles was a Celebrant Terrestrid, an archivist. His speciaty was the Empire of Kekropiaand its
history as aterritory of Troia. Nephelian Celebrants, | had learned, were aslikely to be scholars as
heders, and many were both. Theirs was the only magic-practicing covenant that prized the past as more
than merely the source of tradition and precedent; wizards of ascholarly bent gravitated to the
Nephdians, and athough the focus of their research remained hedling, the scope of their studies had
gradualy broadened, until there were now a number of archivids, like Themistokles, whose specidties
had only the most tenuous connection with their ostensible purpose. No one seemed to mind; |
understood that the Gardens' relationship with the university in Haigiskhorawas remarkably cordial.

| found Themistoklesin his office, adusty, closet-szed room with parchments and codices overflowing
from the shelves, stlacked on the desk and the windowsill and the floor, so that only Themistokles himsalf
could move safely through the labyrinth.

And then | wished | hadn’t thought that.

“Feix!” Themistokles said, taking off his spectacles and waving them at mein ahospitable fashion.
“Comein, have aseat! What can | do for you?’

Since there was nowherein Themistokles' officeto sit, | stayed where| was, leaning against the
doorframe.

“I need to ask you about Nera,” | said.

“Nera?’ he said, putting his spectacles back on to frown at me. Therewasink staining hisfingersand a
long smudge of it down one cheekbone. “Good gracious, what about it?’

“Wadll,” | said, and bit back the insaneimpulseto say, I’ ve been having visionsin the library. “Jud... it
was destroyed, wasn't it? By Troians?’

“Oh, yes. Back in the ascendancy of the House Atreis.”

“Why?

“Why?" he echoed, baffled.

“Why wasit destroyed? Whet did they do?’

“They worshipped abominations,” Themistokles said, asif surprised | had to ask.
“Didthey practice abominations?’ | said, too sharply.



He blinked at me, taken aback and alittle hurt. “Felix, thisis ancient history!”
Not for me, | nearly said. “What sort of abominations? Did it involve... mazes?’

Themistokles gave me anarrow, searching look. Absentminded he might be, and very littleinterested in
anything outside his research, but he was not obtuse, and | had been too distressed (1 redlized belatedly)
to be subtle.

After an agonizing moment, he decided he would not ask. “ The Sate religion of Lucrece,” he said,
“included anumber of strange and unsavory daities. | shan't detall them dll, if you'reinterested in
mazes... 7" Hetrailed off, eyebrows raised.

13 YSH
“Then you want to know about their death goddess.”
“Do1?Grand.”

Themistokles leaned back, his expression becoming abstracted and distant. “ She was called the
White-Eyed Lady. She has no name—or, rather, her name died with her last worshipper. It was
anathemato write it down, or to speek it to anyone who was not an initiate in her mysteries.”

“It wasamystery cult?”’
“Yes. Doesit matter?’
“No,” | said, remembering the stories of the Obscurantists | had heard asachild. “Please go on.”

“She wasworshipped in labyrinths. Or with labyrinths. The texts are unclear. There’ sahymn—unless
it'san apotropaic prayer—that begins, * Sheisthe center of every maze.” Since sheis death and despair
and mikkary, | for one don’t find it acomforting thought.”

“Wait. What did you say? Degth, despair, and what?’
“Mikkary.”
“What' sthat?’

“A Midlander word, | think. The etymology issingularly obscure. It means... well, it meansanumber of
things”

“It soundslike aMarathineword: ‘misery.’ ” | gave the Kekropian. “Isthat close?’

Themistokles grimaced. “Wél, yesand no. It' Il do for agtart, but mikkary ismorethan that. Thereisn'ta
word in Troian for it. But it means something like insanity and something like ecstasy—in the theologica

sense, not asin the throes of delight—and something like terror. And the texts we have dways describe it
in conjunction with buildings, especidly but not exclusively their goddess slabyrinths”

“It soundslovely,” | said and couldn’t quite repressashiver.

“It was her miasma, her perfumeif you will. She was a goddess of fear and pain. Her riteswere
performed in darkness. Her followers drank the blood of their own children.”

This goddess was sounding more and more like the God of the Obscured Sun. “ And the Troians
eradicated her worship?’



“Three thousand years ago, give or take.”
“Do you know, was there anything specia about the labyrinth in Nera?’

He frowned thoughtfully. “Well, Nerawas the Lucrétian capitd, so | imagine the labyrinth of Nerawould
have been notably opulent. But I’ ve never heard anything about it particularly. Why?’

“Just something | came acrossin the archives. I'm working my way through your Midlander books, you
know. | found de Kaends streatise on linguistic borrowings quite fascinating.”

“Oh, yes” Themistokles said, hisvague eyeslighting. Here, asin the Mirador, it was not difficult to
decoy academic wizards onto their specidties; | escaped ahdf hour later without having to answver any
more questions about my interest in Nera slabyrinth.

Mildmay

Fedlix showed up in the evening and dragged meto the Gardens' refectory for dinner. | wanted not to like
it—and it sure did piss me off the way everybody stared, like| had three heads and a couple extraarms
or something. But there was astupid little kid insde me, and that stupid little kid was so fucking happy to
be getting attention from Felix that | couldn’t hate eating dinner with him theway | thought | should. It
was purely embarrassing. About the only good thing | could seeinit was| didn't haveto talk to Felix
about it.

Modtly, | didn’t havetotak at al with Felix. Mostly, Felix was happy as adrunk saint doing al the
talking himself, and powers and saints, theway hetalked | could listen for hours and not get bored. He
talked about everything—the plantsin the gardens, the books he was reading, gossip about the
celebrants. | could just sit and listen and not have to try and be smart and not have to worry about how |
sounded or nothing. And that was good.

That night | could tell he was on edge about something. It didn’t show exactly, but he wastaking just a
little too fast and gesturing with his hands alittle too much. And his spooky mismatched eyes weretoo
bright.

But helet me eat in peace—aside from talking my ear off, | mean—and it was't until | was done and he
was gitting there with his brandy that he said, “ Do you know anything about Nera?’

“Nera? Y ou mean the place where...” And then my mind caught up with my mouth.
“Wherewhat?’ Felix said after amoment.

“I dunno,” | said. “I mean, you' re the one knew what it was.”

“Knew what what was?’

“Don’'t you remember?’ Hedidn't redly flinch, but hisface tightened up for asecond, and | said, “Oh
shit you don’t remember.”

“Don’t beabsurd,” he said, which ain't even remotely the samething as, Yes, | do, and | can proveit.
“Y ou wouldn't be asking if you did.”

There was aminute there when he thought he was just going to bull through on brass done, but then he
sghed and sad, “All right. I don’t remember. | remember dmaost nothing from the entiretime | was. ..
was not mysdf.”



“So you don't remember what happened in Hermione or with Mavortian or Gideon or anything?’
“Gideon?’ Hiseyeswent sharp suddenly. “ That’s a Kekropian name.”

“Um, yeah. He saKekropian. Little guy, looks sort of like achoirboy, sort of like aclerk. Redly smart.
A hocus.”

“Ah,” hesaid. “I think | do remember Gideon. Sightly.”

It occurred to me to be damn fucking glad that he' d remembered me at dl. “I'm sorry.” Kethe,
Milly-Fox, do you think you could say anything stupider !

Hewaved it off. “ Tell me about Nera.”

So | told him. | told him about the crossroads and the dragoons and him hearing crying people and how
we' d walked for two days. | |eft out the part about me getting locked in afarmhouse cellar, because it
didn't seem like it mattered. But | told him about the valley and how he' d told meit wasthe ruins of a
city caled Neraand how the people that had died there wanted a maze so they could get shut of the
world and rest. And about us taking the maze, and how it had seemed like al them ghosts had used it the
way they wanted.

By that time he was white as a sheet, and | could see hisjaw muscles all tensed up, so | left out the part
about how I"d had to beat him up to keep him from following the ghosts through the maze. | didn’t fed!
like that would help the Situation none, and Kethe it wasn't nothing | wanted to talk about anyway.

“Sowe madeamaze,” he said finally.
“Ya.l.”
“So the ghosts could reach Hell?”

“I guess.” It hadn’t been that long ago, but, well, he' d been crazy and | hadn’t been crippled and there
was awhole ocean we' d crossed between here and there. So it took me amoment to remember what
he'd said. “Y ou said their goddess liked mazes or something.”

“Oh,” hesaid, and if he’ d been anybody dse, it would have been aswearword.
“What?’

“Nothing. Something | read today. It does't matter.”

“And that’ swhy you look like you been served up adish of eyebaIs?”

Heactudly laughed alittle. “Thank you for that vivid piece of imagery. | can't explainit. | don’'t know
what’ sgoing on. But that book I’ ve been reading... 7’

Herased his eyebrows at me, like he thought | should remember this book of his and know why it
mattered.

“Yeah?

Like aquarter sigh, just enough to let me know he' d expected better. “ De Doctrina Labyrinthorum. Of
the Doctrine of Labyrinths.”

“Oh. That.” And now | remembered him talking about it, because | hadn’t known what alabyrinth was.



A maze. Like the curtain-mazes. Like that maze we' d made in Nera. Oh fuck.
“It mentionsNera,” hesaid.

Wéll, | mean, what the fuck do you say to that? | couldn’t think of nothing, so | just sat there, staring at
him like ahaf-wit dog—which | was compared to him, no question, but it till @n’'t no nice feding. And
after ahit, hekind of shook himsdlf and said, “Would you... | waswondering if... 7’

“What?’
“Would you do something for me?’

| probably looked even stupider then, because | couldn’t fucking believe my ears. | pulled mysdlf
together and said, “Um, sure. What?’

He was frowning now, just alittle, and staring off into space. “Do you... | remember, | think. | remember
that you are good with maps.”

“I guess. Why?’
“Because we have an empire between us and Méusine.” Helooked at me and said, “What?’
“Nothing.”

He raised one eyebrow. Powers, | hated that look. And that’ s probably what made metell him the truth.
“I just @n’'t used to you doing the thinking.”

He went red, which was kind of satisfying in anasty, mean-hearted way. For a second, we both thought
he was going to chew me out up one side and down the other, but then he stopped and shut hiseyes and
made akind of little pushing-away gesture, like he wasjust shoving it to the sde. Then he looked & me
and said, “Will you look a mapsfor me?’

“Sure. | mean, | got nothing better to do.”

Hekind of flicked afrown at me, like | wasn't supposed to be, you know, honest about it. “1I’ll have the
archivists send their maps of Kekropiato your room tomorrow. | know... that is, | didn’t think you' d
want to cometo thelibrary.”

“Not ‘ specidly. What d’'you want me to belooking for?’
“How to stay asfar away from the Bastion as possible.”

My belly went cold clear back to my spine at the thought of what the Bastion would do to himif they
caught him. “I hear you,” | said.



Chapter 2

Feix
| dream of the Omphalos.

In the waking world it isasmal and dingy structure, a pinched dome supported on weathered columns,
the entire thing made dark and dank by the suffocating embrace of clematisvines. Many celebrantslike
to spend time there, but | don’t understand the attraction.

In my dream, the Ompha osis beautiful. The domeisvast, airy, the color of the sky; the columns aretall
and straight and blindingly white. | fed drenched in peace, as golden and dow as sunlight. | step out onto
the peripetela and see the gardens spreading out around me, tapestries of green. There are no people
anywherein view, just these soft myriad greens shading in and out of each other in an endless dance
whose steps | amost know.

| come down the steps of the Omphal os. The paths which spiderweb away in dl directions are paved
with white marble, the piecesfitting together as negtly and randomly asthe scraps of fabricin acrazy
quilt. I pick apath vaulted by the intertwining branches of the perseid trees, begin walking.

Thereisno sense of urgency, no purpose, merely the pleasure of the smooth marble beneath my bare
feet and the heady scent of the white perseid flowers.

Thefirst two or threetimes| passaghogt, | don't recognize them for what they are, dismissing them
vaguely as heat haze, the mirages of my weak eye, even some strange property of the dream itself. But
finaly, | happen to see one head-on, come face-to-face with ared-haired, yelow-eyed, transparent
woman, and as she waks indifferently through me, | redize the truth. The gardens are not deserted, but
their paths are walked only by those who cannot see or hear or fed me.

| did not regard my isolation when | believed mysdf to be aone, but now | am crushed beneath aweight
of londliness so heavy that | wake.

| lay sorawled across my bed, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling without seeing it. Part of my mind was
screaming at meto get up and go find another human being—Mildmay, Astyanax, Diokletian... anyone.
But my body seemed too heavy to move, and there was astrange, chafing fedling of recognition.

I’ve dreamed about that garden before.

The thought seemed nonsensical, but | could not rid mysdlf of it. I’ d dreamed about the gardens severa
times since waking up here, but that wasn't the source of this nagging, frustrating sense of d§avu. I'd
dreamed about that garden before, with its white marble paths and the Ompha oslike the vault of the
heavens. | could not remember that earlier dream; | could not remember having the dream. But | knew
that | had dreamed it before, that radiant garden | had never seen.

| let my head roll to the Sde, and the window showed me the sky, awash in the luminous gray that was
the precursor of dawn. | couldn’t quite stifle agroan. My fatigue crushed me to the bed like the peine
forte et dure, but deep was adream as distant as the ghost-haunted garden, and it was no more than an
hour or two before | would have to get up anyway.

| groaned again and dragged mysdlf upright.



| bathed and dressed and wandered to the refectory, gtill puzzling over the strange familiarity of the
dream. | made a detour to request that the acolyte who was opening the library have dl available maps of
Kekropia ddlivered to my brother’sroom. The sun was up now, bathing everything in early-morning
clarity. And there was something €lse nagging at me, as| became more dert, something Diokletian had
sd...

When | went into the refectory, the only person there, aside from the cheerfully yawning staff, was
Diokletian himsdif. It felt likeasign. A portent, an omen, an augury. | exchanged good morningswith the
shy child who brought metea, yogurt, honey, and ahaf cantaloupe, and carried my breskfast to the table
where Diokletian sat pretending he was so absorbed in hisbook that he had not noticed me.

| contemplated him as| stirred honey into the yogurt. Hewasin hisearly fifties, dightly less than twice my
age. He was one of the many men who might have been my father; my mother, Xanthippe had told me,
had always refused to say. | was conscious of an unworthy hope that it was not Diokletian. He was kind
enough, but he was so stiff, so repressed. And it was clear—despite the fact that he was married, with
two daughters—that he had never gotten over my mother. | had come to hate the way his eyes searched
my facefor Sgnsof her.

| ate most of my breakfast with only aview of hishair and forehead as he stared at hisbook. At last, he
could stand it no longer and looked up, meeting my eyes. | smiled a him and said, “Y ou said something
about oneiromancy.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“Oneiromancy.” | said it dower, dragging out the syllables asif | believed he hadn’t understood me or
didn’t know the word. Hisface twitched with irritation. “When | woke up here, you said you' d been
experimenting with oneromancy.”

“Yes” Cautious now, not trusting where | might be going.

“Tdl meabout it.”

“What?'

“Tell me about Troian oneiromancy.”

“Why?'

“I hunger for knowledge.”

He reddened, scowled. “Y ou’ re mocking me.”

“No, I'm perfectly serious. | want to know about the Troian magic of dreams. Tell me.”
“I don’t understand what you want to know.”

“Did | not makeit plain enough? Oneiromancy. The theory and understanding thereof as practiced in
Troia”

“Itisn't”
“I beg your pardon?’
“Ondaromancy isnot practiced in Troia”



“Butyousad... | didn'timagineit!”

| winced a my own vehemence, and Diokletian said, “No, no, it'squitetrue. | was practicing
oneiromancy. But that was... Let’ stak about this somewheredse”

“Asyouwish,” | said and followed him back to hisroom.

We did not spesk on the way there, and he must have used the time to collect and order histhoughts, for
as soon as he had closed the door behind us, he said, “ The practice of oneiromancy was discontinued in
Troiaone hundred and thirty-nine years ago.”

We sat down. “Forbidden?’ | said.

“No. Not exactly. It was deemed. .. ineffective, unnecessary.” One corner of his mouth quirked up
bitterly. “A wagte of time.”

“And you disagree?’

“| believe that the great past practitioners—one romancers like Tigranes and Gainthias—could work
with dreamsin waysthat no other kind of magic can copy. The whole of the Euryganeic covenant
followed Hakko and abandoned dream-casting in favor of pythian casting dmost three hundred years
ago, and | think knowledge was lost that we cannot even begin to imagine.”

“Why did they abandon dream-casting?’ | said, thinking of that white-faced Euryganeic, those bruiseson
Mildmay’ s hands. “Pythian casting seems unacceptably dangerous.”

“It’ sreliable. The Euryganeics were losing favor with the Aisxime—the Parliament and the court. They
believed, whether rightly or wrongly | do not know, that their covenant would not surviveif the Aisxime
turned away from them. They sacrificed much to keep the approbation of fools.”

“Y ou sound bitter.”

Hisface was s, grim. “| was an acolyte of the Euryganeic Covenant, but | did not have the strength for
pythian casting. | endured convulsion after convulsion, splitting headaches, nosebleeds, until the
cdebrantsfinaly admitted that it was not laziness or malingering. And then they told methat | could stay,
swear the covenant of Euryganeia, be raised to cel ebrant—as a bookkeeper, a caretaker, a servant to
those of my peers who could withstand what could not. | asked about other methods of divination and
waslaughed a.”

“So that’ swhy you came here.”

“Yes. | have sometaent for healing—and | have come to see, with age and distance, that | am better
here than | would ever have been asa Euryganeic.”

“Indeed,” | murmured.

“But my dreams... my dreams have always been prescient. | know there’ s something there, if | could just
learntowield it. | believe | have read every text the library has that mentions oneiromancy, interpretation
of dreams, anything of the sort. Thereisfrustratingly little, but | found references over and over againto
something called the Khloidanikos, the Dream of the Garden. Later books describe it merely asamentd
congruct, such asclerksuse... 7’

“l amfamiliar with theidea”



“But the earlier textstalk about it in very different terms. A congtruct, yes, but an oneirotnantic
congtruct.”

“For what purpose?’

“I don’t know. That was one of the things | wanted to discover.” He sighed, the fierce energy seeming to
drain out of him. “But al | ever discovered wasyou.”

((Mel?!

He continued asif | had not spoken. “1 found the Dream of the Garden easily enough, but | could do
nothing with it. It was merely...” Hewaved ahand. “ The Gardens. Asthey were hundreds of years ago,
when the Dream was cregted by the oneiromancers. | walked in the Dream, | don’t know, twenty times?
Twenty-five? It remained unchanging—unapproachable, for dl that | stood withinit. When | saw you, |
thought at first...” But he did not tell me what he had thought, and | found that | did not want to know.

After atime, he seemed to shake himsdf out of hisdismal reverieand said, “ So if you want to know
about oneiromancy, | am afraid you will have to ask someone else”

“But it seems, from what you have said, thet thereisno one eseto ask.”
“TrlE.H
| took adeep bregth, gathered my resolve, and said, “Let metell you about my dream.”

Once he had absorbed the implications of what | had dreamed, it took very little time for Diokletian to
tell me everything he knew about the Dream of the Garden. It wasn't very much. It took more time for
him to describe the mental exercises he used to send his deeping or entranced mind into the Dream of the
Garden. They sounded insanely complicated, and | said so.

“Oh, | canbringyouin.”
“No,” | said. “Youcan't.”
“1 did before,” he said, offended.

The thought made meill. “ That was... different. | assure you, whatever techniques you used before will
proveineffectua now.”

He bridled, but | went on before he could speak: “I can find my own way in.”

“But you haven't been trained to—"

“Neither have you.”

| had spoken more sharply than | had intended to; his silence was both hurt and reproachful .
“Trusme” | said. “I'll get in. Shall wetry it now?’

“ Now?”

“Why not?’

“I scarcely think you know the meditation techniques necessary to reach the Khloidanikos without being
in deep natura deep.”



“Y ou have no ideaof what | do or don't know,” | said, catching his gaze and holding it. After amoment,
he looked away uncomfortably.

“If youindg,” hesad, trying to sound asif he was merely humoring my delusion.
| made mysdlf comfortablein thechair. “1 do. I’ll seeyou there,” | said and shut my eyes.

Malkar had trained mein certain kinds of meditation, but most of what | knew | had learned from
losephinus Pompey, atremendoudy ancient wizard who had himsdf been taught by wizardswho
remembered what magic had been like in the Mirador before the Wizards Coup. He had been taught
principles of oneiromancy, athough it was heresy, and he had taught them to me because | confessed my
nightmaresto him. He told me that his own teacher, Rosindy Clerk, had believed that the magic of
wizards with grest natura talent—like me—often bled into their dreams, whether they had trainingin
oneiromancy or not.

losephinus had taught me well, after swearing me to secrecy with abarrage of frightening oaths, and the
seps of theritud felt as comfortable and familiar as an old, much-washed shirt, even though | could not
remember the last time | had performed it.

| called up my menta congtruct of Mé8usine, and then imagined mysalf opening my eyes. losephinus
cdled it “opening thethird eye” but | had dways shied away from such blatantly mystica language;
Makar would have laughed himsdf sick if he' d ever heard me talking about third eyes.

| wasfully in trance; when | opened my eyes, my schematic of Méusinelay spread around me, asif |
stood on the Crown of Nails. It had been so long since | had done this that for amoment | couldn’t
identify what was wrong, dthough my nerves were screaming with it. And then | saw: theriver.

| had never loved the Sim, dthough my childhood fear of it had waned once | was safely established in
the Mirador. My mental representation of it had dways been asathin, snuousblueline, likeariver ona
map. But now it was wide, black, atrail of ichor Ieft by some unimaginable wounded beast. Although |
knew | could not, | seemed to smell it, the Sm’s own bitter metallic reek mixed with a scent of rot and
corruption and desth.

Perplexed and beginning to be frightened, | traced the vileriver’ s course from its entry into the city from
the northwest, southeast to the Mirador, where | myself stood, and then south from the Mirador through
the Lower City and...

| stared, aghast. In the real Méusine, the Sim flowed out of the city benesth a tremendous arch, which
the denizens of the Lower City cdled the Septad Gate, and into the St. Grandin Swamp. In this
congtruct-Méusine, theriver had torn a horrid, jagged, weeping holein the city wall; beyond it | could
see afestering, noxious darkness, and whether | could smell it or not, | knew the stench was there.
Swamp, graveyard, abattoir: it was dl those things, and still nothing that | had created—at least, not on

purpose.

If it had not been for Diokletian, | would have broken my trance. But | had told him | would find my own
way into the Dream of the Garden, and | was not willing to prove mysdf aliar merely for some
unexpected garbage in amental congtruct. 1osephinus had told me that properly constructed oneiromantic
portals were in a sense dlive—that they would change to reflect everything dong their borders, the
dreaming self asmuch asthewaking. If | did not fully understand the demongtration, | was entirely
cognizant of the theory. There was nothing here at which to take darm.

Or s0 1 told mysdlf.



| knew which gate | wanted; Horn Gate was the gate of true dreams, oneiromantically charged dreams. |
wrenched mysdlf away from my horrified contemplation of the Septad Gate and turned to the northeast.
There was Horn Gate and there was the Dream of the Garden. | could see the perseides, and the
memory of their smell helped to counteract the imagined stench of the Sim. Without hesitation, | left the
Crown of Nails and waked through Horn Gate into the Dream of the Garden.

It was asit had been in my dream: verdant, idyllic, deserted except for the Troian ghosts who roamed its
paths. | wondered, now that | knew what this garden was, what they were. Were they true ghosts, or
traces of the onelromancers who had once used this construct? Or, speculating more wildly as my search
for Diokletian ranged farther and farther, were they those oneiromancers themsalves, coming to the
Khloidanikos from their own time? Did | appear aghost to them, asthey did to me? That thought
became more unsettling the longer | contemplated it. | was glad, when | camein sight of the Omphalos,
for the notion to search for Diokletian there.

| made my way to the Ompha os; sure enough, he was standing benesth the center of the dome. He
turned to face me as | came between the columns, and | stopped short. We stood, staring at each other.

“Oh,” hesaid, sounding vaguely surprised. “Y ou look like yourself now.”
“l... what?'

“Wdl, youdidn't. Before”

“Beforewhat?”

“When | first found you, before we healed you. Y ou looked quite different.” Hetilted his head,
gopraisng me. “It must have been what you thought you looked like.”

| decided | didn't want adescription. “Many things were different then.” And, because ajibe wasthe
best distraction: “1 told you | could manage for mysdlf.”

“Yes,” hesad, adthough he scarcely seemed to hear me. Then he shook his head and said more
vigoroudy, “Yes, and now that you are here, what do you propose to do?’

“I don’t know,” | said, annoyed. “1 suppose|’d liketo find out why | was dreaming in your construct.”
“Itisn’'t my construct—"

“Y ou' re the one who was experimenting with it.”

Heglared at me.

“Look,” I said. “What isthe Khloidanikos for 7’

“| told you. The oneiromancers—"

“No. Not who built it or what they thought their reesons were. What isit for ?’

“I don’'t understand you,” he said dtiffly.

“No, probably not.” | felt more cheerful with athaumaturgie riddle to solve. “The man who taught me
what | know of oneiromancy told methat al good constructs have alife of their own. That's what I'm
after: what isthelife of the Khloidanikos?”



“l havenoidea”

Somehow we were at cross-purposes. Diokletian seemed to be having adifferent conversation, in which
al the words meant something else and every word | spoke was an inguilt.

| tried again. “Why was| drawn here when | was mad?’
“Why areyou asking me?’

“Oh, | don’t know—obecause there sno onedseto ask?’ | waved an arm furioudy at the empty,
ghogt-ridden Khloidanikos. “Because | thought, silly me, that you were interested? Because if we put the
little bits of oneiromancy each of usknowstogether we might learn something?’ Hewas saring at me
wide-eyed, asif I'd thrown my head back and howled at the moon; he looked uncommonly half-witted.
“What?’

He said in avague, dazed voice, “ Shewould never care so much about...”

| ressted, with difficulty, the urge to employ some of Mildmay’s more colorful vocabulary. | closed the
distance between us, took him by the shoulderswith adight shake, and said distinctly and emphaticaly,
garing himinthe eyes, “1 am not Methony.”

Helooked back at me, his gaze more unguarded than it had ever been in the waking world, and | found
myself backing away from him before I’ d even fully identified what | saw in hisface.

“No,” | said. “Oh, no. You can't.”

“Why not?’ said Diokletian, not moving but till watching me hungrily. “Isn’t it what you want, to have
every man who seesyou desire you?’

“Me! Not my mother’ sghost! Y ou don't want me—you can barely tolerate me. Y ou want her, and | am
not flattered at being deemed an acceptable stand-in.”

“You are s0 like her,” he said dreamily, “your looks... your voice...”

“My career asaprogtitute,” | said, desperate to shake him out of his strange, abstracted absorption. |
was't frightened of him physicaly, but the way he looked at me made mefed insubstantid, asif | were
merely avell between him and the woman he had desired for nearly thirty years.

Hishead jerked back asif | had threatened to dap him.

“Beddes,” | said, letting my voice become throatier, aparody of seduction, “I understand you could be
my father. | wouldn’t mind, but | think you might.”

He backed up apace, raising hishands asif to ward me off. | saw horror, revulsion, saf-loathing on his
face, and then all at once, like a sogp bubble, he vanished. He had broken histrance, and | wondered if it
had been intentiond.

| did not careto remain in the Khloidanikos alone, and with my body unprotected from whatever
Diokletian might choose to do. | took a deep breath and started back toward the ungainly bulk of Horn
Gate, dlien among the perseid trees.

Mildmay

Whatever el se you could say about him, it did seem like Felix kept his promises. | was up and dressed
and peeling an orange when there was atap at the door. Khrysogonos still didn’t knock, and Felix



always banged on the door like he was ready to break it down if | didn’t answer fast enough. My mouth
dried up, dong of suddenly being afraid it was Astyanax. Astyanax who hated me and was fucking
Felix—or being fucked by him, and that was just one of those questions| was never going to ask. He'd
looked through me good and hard the first time we came up against each other when Felix was around,
and I’ d gotten the message. And that was fine with me. Wasn't like | wanted to talk about it or anything.
All I wanted was to keep the fuck away from him.

But evenif it was Astyanax, | couldn’t hidein hereall day. So | said, “Comein.”

And it wasn't Astyanax, just askinny little acolyte with braids most of the way to her knees, carrying a
big clumsy stack of parchments.

She dropped me akind of curtsy—best she could do with al that Parchment—and said, “ Y our brother
said that | should bring these to you.”

“Maps?’ | said, and she nodded.

“Grand. Put ‘em here,” and | cleared off aspace on thetable. She put ’em down and skittered away
before | could even say thank you.

| finished the orange—|ove * em—got my hands cleaned off and started in with the maps.

A bunch of ‘em were written in Troian, which made them not much good to me. | canlimp dongin
Marathine, ' bout asfast asadow turtle, and | can recognize namesin Midlander, but Kekropian and
Troian have thiswhole different aphabet, and | can't tell agorgon from awhed. But one of those had the
best drawing onit, and | put it on one sdewhile | looked through the ones with the Midlander writing.

I’d had amap mysdf when me and Felix had been going across Kekropia. It' d been lost with everything
elsewhen the Mor skaiakrov sank. But | remembered it well enough to sort of hold it up against these
maps and see the places where there were some serious differences of opinion. Mostly, these Troian
maps didn’t make Kekropialook anywhere near wide enough, and only one or two of 'em had even a
feeble guess on where Mé8usine and the Mirador was at. That didn’t matter so much though aswhere
they thought the Bastion was, it being the place where dl the K ekropian hocuses hung out and the thing
we principaly wanted to avoid. | figured if we got that far, we could find Mélusine on our own.

If we got thet far.

The mapsdl put the Bastion around about the middle of Kekropia, but you could tell the mapmakers
were basically just guessing. They knew it was out there somewhere, and | don’t suppose anybody but
the Eusebians themsalves can actudly pinpoint it any better than that. So exactly how far north it was
from anything, or how far west... well, | couldn’t tell, and | stared at those damn maps until | swesr |
could fed my eyescrossng.

When we' d been going eadt, it hadn’t mattered so much, because, for one thing, we' d been following the
route Mavortian von Heber had chosen, and for another, Felix had been crazy, and Gideon had thought
that would keep the Bastion from noticing him. Which looked like it had worked, because, | mean, they
hadn’t. But Felix wasn't crazy now, and if he was where the Eusebians could fed him with their
spells—however the fuck that worked, and | didn’t know and didn’t want to—my understanding was
they’ d know right off he was a Cabaline, and then we might aswell kiss our asses good-bye.

So there wasn't no point in trying to finesseit. We wanted to circle either way to the north or way to the
south. | couldn’t see that there was much to recommend either direction—going south we ended up in
the duchies that were sort of apart of the empire and sort of their own thing, and I’ d heard enough



gossip going east to know we didn’t particularly want to fuck with them, but going north took us up into
NorvenaMagna, and dl | knew about that wasit waslikely to be extremely fucking cold. And then when
we wanted to swing south again, there were dl kinds of little countries that had hacked themselves out a
space where none of the big players cared enough to come and get them, and I’ d learned when | was
doing smuggling runsfor Keeper that who was friends with who changed pretty much by the hour, and
none of ‘em had much use for Marathat to begin with. At least going south we wouldn’t have to wonder.

| didn’t particularly like either plan, but then | remembered something that made the decison easier. We
were pretty far south on Troia s coastline—I’d found alittle square labeled gardens of nephele on one of
the Midlander maps—and so going north would take longer, take us farther out of our way, and
moreover would mean, amost as sure as eggs are eggs, that we' d have to go through Aigisthos, the
capitd of the Empire of Kekropia. And | remembered just how much Gideon had said we didn’t want to
gothere.

WEe d haveto go around to the south.

| looked at dl them little duchies, like aparticularly crazy kind of crazy quilt, and thought, Kethe, | hope
we can pull this off.

Feix

When | opened my eyesto Diokletian’ s bedroom, | wasrelieved to discover mysdlf till in the chair,
exactly as| had been when | went into my trance. Diokletian was Sitting on the floor, hisback against the
wall, knees pulled up and hisface buried in hishands.

| stood up, deliberately noisy. Diokletian did not move. | wanted Smply to leave, wanted it in the same
way one wants water to quench athirst, but I knew that would give thissilly, rather tawdry contretemps a
kind of weight and meaning thet it did not deserve. So | said, lightly, “Areyou dl right?’

“Fing” hesad, ill without moving. “Please, just go.”
“Thisisn't the end of the world, you know.”

That got his head up; hisface was ashen and hisyellow eyes staring. “What, to discover that I'm lusting
after aman? And that man quite possibly my own son?’

“You aren't lusting after me. Y ou' re remembering her. And | may very well not be your son.”

He shook hishead. “ That’ s not the point.” He stood up, staring at me now with painin hiseyes. “| love
my wife, my daughters. | never felt for my wifewhat | did for Methony, and | have never, thank the
Tetrarchs,” the hint of awry smile crooking the corners of his mouth, “felt anything for my daughtersthat
even remotely resembleswhat | fed for you.”

“Whichis?

“Oh, you wereright. | don’t like you. Thisis something else. Thisis some madnessin my blood. | would
never... | don't know what happened there, in that...”

“Nothing to worry about,” | said. “Neither of usisgoingto act on it—"

“And if we shut our eyes and put our fingersin our ears, it'll just go away? | had expected better of
you.”

“Wdl, Mildmay and | will beleaving the Gardens soon, soit’ snot asif—"



“Soon? How soon?”’

“A few days”

“You're leaving?’

“Of course!l’mleaving. You didn’t think | was going to settle down herefor therest of my life, did you?’
His gaze shifted away from my face.

“Wdl, I'mnat,” | said.

“Because your brother doesn’t want to.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“It'strue, isit not? Y ou are leaving because your brother does not want to stay.”
“Diokletian, | thought we—"

“Jugt answer the question.”

“Mildmay doesn’'t want to stay, that’ strue, but neither do 1.”

“Y ou’ ve seemed very happy here.”

“Of course I’m happy, you nitwit. That’ s not the point.”

“Then what isthe point?’

“There ssomething | haveto do. In the Mirador.”

“The Mirador ?’

“Itismy home,” | said, treading carefully now among thetruth, the lies, the omissonsand evasions. “I...
| am needed there.” To repair the damage | did. Y es, indeed, the Mirador needed me, although there
was agood chance |’ d betied to a stake with the flameslicking my ankles before any of them calmed
down enough to redlizeit. But that, too, didn’t matter.

Diokletian snorted. “ After the abysmal job they did taking care of you | don’t think—"
“Y ou don’t understand the circumstances.”
“Then explain them.”

And that was the last thing on earth | waslikely to do. “1t doesn’'t matter,” | said. “I’m not accountable to
you.”

“I had thought your gratitude might run alittle deeper,” he said bitterly.
“Gratitude? What does that have to do with anything?’

“We saved your life—you and your trained bear—’

“Don't talk about him that way.”

He gave an impatient jerky haf shrug. He hadn’t been trying to bait me; that was genuinely how he



thought about Mildmay. “We saved your life, your sanity. We ve fed, sheltered, and clothed you for the
past three months...”

“I didn't redlize | wasrunning up atab,” | said, in Marathine because | didn’'t know the word in Troian.
“What?’

Back into Troian: | wasn't about to let him condescend to me about my language skills. “I didn’t know
anyone was keeping score.”

“What? Of course not!”
“Then why are you trying to make mefed guilty about it?’

“We have done agresat ded for you, and athough we did not do it with thoughts of recompense, | did
think—"

“That I’ d—what? Join your covenant? Be your acolyte?’
“Y ou'rebeing unfair.”

| couldn’t helpit; | laughed. “ Unfair ? And trying to talk me out of leaving by reminding me how much |
owe you—we did not do it with thoughts of recompense.” | mimicked him savagely and was pleased
to see him flinch. “ That' sthe epitome of impartia fair dedling?”

“Y ou'retwigting my words.”

“No,” I said. “I'mnot. And | am grateful, but it has no bearing on the matter. | have to go back.”
“Xanthippewill not be pleased.”

“And | will be sorry for it, but | am till leaving. As soon as Mildmay and | can beready.”

It was an exit ling, and | took it.

Having been through one unpleasant scene, | decided there was no sense in wasting the aggrieved fedling
of martyrdom and set out to find what | fully expected to be another, possibly even more unpleasant.

Astyanax was where he dwayswas a thistime of day, holding court in the atrium of the Nephelion, his
crowd of sycophants around him. He smiled when he caught sight of me, and it was agood effort, but |
had been Lord Shannon Teverius slover for five years, and it took more than this boy could muster to
turn my kneesto water.

| made my way to him through hisresentful clique and said, “We need to talk.”
He caught the seriousness. “Tak?What? Isit—"
“Not here,” | said, because | owed him that much. “Come on.”

He came, and | was glad of hisdocility, athough | knew it would have bored me sensdessif our affair
had been protracted. For the first time| thought clearly, It isgood to be leaving.

| made for aparticular bench in the middle of the formal part of the gardens, where no one could
approach uswithout being observed and where, from the main thoroughfares, we would be merely



another pair of red-haired men.
Astyanax sat down beside me, hisface worried. “ Felix, what isit? What' s going on?’

“I thought | should tell you privatdly,” | said, kegping my voice light and unconcerned, asif | did not think
this Stuation was about to explode in my face. “Mildmay and | will be leaving in acouple of days.”

“Leaving? Y ou mean, for good?’

“We'regoing home,” | said smply, asif every word in that sentence did not carry its own fraught burden
dongwithit.

“Isit... isit because of me?’

| bit down hard on theinsde of my lower lip and did not laugh. “No, it’snothing to do with you. It' sjust
timefor usto leave”

“Isthat what | am to you? Nothing?’
“No, not nothing. But thisisn't truelove, if that’ swhat you were thinking.”

| had meant it as ajoke, but the degpening crimson of hisface and the there-and-gone flash of a snarl
told me that that was exactly what he had been thinking. And not in regard to hisown fedlings, ether.

| burst out laughing. | knew it was the worst possible reaction, but | could not helpit. | wasn't sure |
would have been able to keep from laughing even if there had been aknife a my throat.

He shot to hisfeet and Sarted away, as stiff and bristling as an offended cat.
| choked down my laughter. “ Astyanax, wait!”

He stopped and turned. There was a strange mixture of affront and hope on hisface, asif he thought |
might yet change my mind, declare my truefedingsfor him. | said, “Wedon't haveto part likethis.
Our... liaison was mutudly satisfactory, and—"

“If you dareto say, ‘| hopewe shdl awaysbefriends,’ | will hit you,” he said, hisvoice high and
trembling. Indignation, not heartbresk: he was wounded in nothing but his vanity.

| raised my eyebrows. “No, frankly, my hopeisthat we never see each other again—ahopewhichis
growing stronger and more heartfelt with each passng moment. But | would prefer usto part amiably.”

“Hal” hesaid. | could tdll that he was longing for amore stinging retort, but could not find one. He turned
on hished and ssomped off. Thistime| let him go.

When | was sure hewaswell away, | got up and started for Mildmay’ sroom, to tell him that unless some
catastrophe intervened, we would be leaving the Gardens the day after tomorrow.

It wastimeto go home.
Mildmay
| had to ask how to find Thamuris'sroom.

We d be leaving in the morning, and there was some kind of party tonight that Felix said | had to goto.
So thiswas my last chanceto talk to Thamuris. And | didn’t have nothing to say to Thamuris, but it



seemed liketheleast | could do was go and say nothing to hisface.

| stood for amoment outside his door because this was going to be a bitch, no two ways about it. Then |
took a deep breath and knocked.

Nothing happened for awnhile, but about the time | waswondering if | should knock again or try the
doorknob or just go the fuck away, Thamuriscalled, “Comein!”

Hewaslaying in bed, propped up on enough pillowsto stock asmall hotdl. “Mildmay.” He didn’'t sound
much of anything, and | just hoped he wasn't pissed off under dl that laudanum. After amoment, he went
on, “Sit down. I'm sure there’ sa chair somewhere.” One hand twitched in afeeble sort of wave.

Therewasachair, right beside the bed. | sat down, said, “Thamuris,” and waited until he turned his head.
His pupils were down to amost nothing. It was like he had apair of gorgonsin his head instead of eyes.

“Meand Fdix, we' re leaving tomorrow.”
“Going back to your blind city?” There till was't much of anything in hisvoice, but he gave meaanmile,
“Um. Yegh.”

“Good.” Helet out abresth like he wanted to let out abunch of other stuff dong withit. Like hislife.
“Y ou weren't happy here.”

“No,” | said, because there wasn't no point denying it. “1I’'mjust sorry... | mean, | know you ain’t-happy
here, either.”

“No,” hesad, “but...” And then helost track of whatever he' d been going to say. Powers and saints, |
hate laudanum. But it was better than where he' d be at without it, even so.

We sat for awhile, and then he said, “I'm sorry.”
“Sorry?’

“For... usng you. Xanthippe was right. It was abominable of me.” His breath shortened up, and | guess
there for amoment we were both praying for him not to start coughing.

Thistimeit went on by him, so | could say, “It'sokay, redly. | let you. | mean...” It wasn't like what that
fucker Astyanax had done, laying a compulsion on meto make me answer hisquestions. And | couldn’t
even care that he' d doneit to help cure Fdix. All there was for me was how much it’d hurt and how
much he d liked hurting me.

“Y ou trusted me, and you should not have,” Thamuris said, with a break in the middle where the cough
amost got away from him. | was going to have to go soon, because however much time he had |&ft, |
didn’t want him to have less of it—or spend more of it coughing—just on account of me. But he caught
his breath and said, sounding dmost like he had the first time I’ d met him, “Do you know why I'm here?’

“Sorry. What?’
“Here. Inthe Gardens. Thisisn’t my covenant, you know.”
“Yeah, | got that. But, | mean, | thought—"

“I am dying of consumption. Yes. But | could do that anywhere.”



“Oh.” | waan't sure | should admit that the Arkhon had told me and Fdlix about him. “I, um—"

“| am here so that | would not do exactly what | did. The celebrants of Hakko decided | was not
trustworthy, and | have proved them right.”

“Thamuris, it don't—"

“Yes, it does” But he'd worn himsdlf out. His head fell back againgt the pillows, and there was swest on
his forehead.

“| should go,” | said and got up.
“Yes” hesaid. “But, please...”

| looked at him amoment, and then said, carefully, “If you need to know that | forgive you, then, yeah, |
do. It'sgood between us. Right?’

“Yes” hesad, inavoicelike ahaf-dead cat. “ Good.”

“Okay,” | said. And therewas no wish | could make for him, “bewell,” or “think of me,” or nothing,
because dl there was ahead of him was him dying, and it would be stupid and mean to say anything
pretending otherwise. So | just touched his hand and said, “Good-bye.”

“Good-bye, Mildmay,” he said.

| turned and limped out of the room without looking back. | kept on not looking back, al theway to my
room, and then | shut the door behind me and sat down on the bed, and then | rubbed the water out of
my eyes and tried rea hard to think about something else. And | don’t suppose | need to tell you how
wdl that worked.

If there’ d been any way inthisworld, Hell, or anywhere else, | could’ ve got out of going to that fucking
party, | would ve taken it. But Felix wanted me there, and | wasfinding out real fast that | sucked at
saying no to anything Felix wanted. Besides which, Khrysogonoswas al over me about would | go, and
it would be good for me, and on and on, dl that fucking bullshit pretending like he cared.

So | went.
And | hated it.

They had the common decency to leave me aone, which meant | could stand in acorner by mysalf with
my ugly canein casel fell down or something, and watch al these red-haired people laughing and talking
and drinking, and Fdlix in the middle of it. | could see Khrysogonos somewhere near him, staring at him
like—well, let’ s be honest, Milly-Fox, like you do when you' re sure nobody’ s looking, like he hung the
fucking stars. So | was hating Felix for being the way he was, and hating Khrysogonos for being able to
look at him like that and not fucking worry about it or be afraid that Felix would useit likeleveragein a
wrestling match, and especidly hating everybody € se who could look at Felix any damn way they
pleased. | was watching for Astyanax—the way sometimesyou' |l pick at a scab, you know, because
you want it to hurt—but | didn’t see him. Which was probably a good thing because the way | was
feding | would ve done something stupid.

So | stood there and kept my face blank and wondered how long I’ d have to stay to make Felix happy.
Wondered if he'd even noticeif | left. Nobody e se would, that wasfor sure.



Then dl at once, everybody was getting quiet, and the Arkhon was standing next to Fdlix, smiling and
saying shit about colleagues and friends and blood ties and success and on and on, and Felix was
watching her with an expression on hisface | couldn’t quite make out, and then she took a box out of her
coat pocket, ajewdry box, long and narrow, and handed it to him.

Helooked like he thought it might bite him, but he opened it. And Kethe, the thing that happened to his
face then—I felt sick for asecond, just knowing that no matter what | did, I’ d never be able to get that
look from him, that wonder and happinessand just... | don't know.

And he turned to the Arkhon and said, sammering alittle which wasn't like him, “1—I can’t.”
“Of courseyou can,” shesad. “Wearedl in agreement.”

And he looked around at dl them red-haired people, dl of them just grinning like fools, and | ducked
gdewaysalittleto be sure | wasn't in hisline of sght, athough he wasn't looking for meand | knew it.
Then hesad, “I shouldn't... | know | should give them back... but | can’'t!” And he laughed, purely with
ddight, and | felt even worse.

| edged back to where | could see him, and watched him take rings out of that box, ten rings, oneat a
time, and dide them on hisfingers. They were gold and garnet, each the length of thefirg-finger joint,
sized exactly, and | wondered if they’ d taken his measurements when he was crazy or if it was somekind
of spell. And when he was wearing them all and tucked the box into his own pocket, he held up hishands
S0 everybody could see, and they laughed and cheered and clapped, and | wasglad | had awall to lean
against because otherwise | would have ended up on the floor. Because the rings and the tattoos, and oh
Kethe he was a Cabdine and for thefirst time since I’ d known him, he looked it. And | redlized | could
never tell himthat | looked at him likethat and dl | thought of was my friend Zephyr being burned
because the Cabalines had decided to believe he was a heretic.

Nobody was going to noticeif | left. Thislittle gift-giving was dl about him, like everything ese
here—and what would they have given me anyway, anew knifeto replacethe one I’ d lost when the
Mor skaiakrov went down?—and nobody was watching me. Even if they did notice, | wasn't supid
enough to think even Felix would care.

| dipped out and went back to my room. We' d be leaving tomorrow, and | held on to that thought like
grim spooked-out death.

Fdix

It was strange to have rings again, strange and wonderful, and these heavy, archaic, beautiful ringswere
like something out of afairy tale. | knew | should have refused them, and | had not been ableto.

It was not that | did not need new rings, now that | was sane and free and had my power again. My own
rings, slver set with moonstones, had most likely been melted down after | was convicted of bregking the
Virtu. Evenif they hadn't been, | could never wear them again, not after what Makar had done. And it
was not that | did not want these, beautiful thorny serpentsthat they were. But | knew full well 1 did not
deserverings like these. Xanthippe had told me they were patterned after the rings of |domeneos, the
Cedebrant Celestid who had founded the Gardens unimaginable centuries before, and they did not belong
on the hands of abadly trained, heretica prostitute whose greatest magical ability had proved tobeasa
pawn in betraying everything in which his school of magic believed. Everyone was smiling, though,
delighted to have surprised me, to have found something that they were sure | would want, and in the end
my desire was stronger than my scruples, asindeed it ever had been. | kept catching mysdlf glancing,
faux-casually, a my hands, and being shocked and thrilled al over again at their barbaric splendor.



| felt asif | was standing at the center of ablood-red and gold kaleidoscope; athough I'd had only a
sngle glass of wine, | fdt dizzy, light-headed, dmost effervescent. | lost track of the people | talked to,
could no longer tell whose names | knew and whose | didn’t. And then, al at once, there was ahand
gripping my upper a'm, dragging me, not gently, out of the kaleidoscope and into anarrow, dark hallway.

“| want you to seethis” Diokletian said.

| freed my arm from hisgrip. “ Seewhat?’

“Y our mother.”

| wasfollowing him reflexively while my brain struggled to make sense of hiswords. “What did you say?”’
“Jugt for onceinyour life hold your tongue and come with me.”

The rawnessin hisvoice slenced me more than the command. | followed him into a part of the
Nephdion | had never seen: narrow back corridors, cramped, twisting staircases. It looked more like the
Mirador than anything | had seenin Troia, and | was conscious of my pulse accelerating, my mouth going

dry.

“Where arewe?’ | said and hoped Diokletian would believe | had intended the wordsto come out in a
whisper.

“These arethe acolytes quarters,” he said. “What? Did you think they dept out on the grass?’
“No, of coursenot,” | said, annoyed to fed my face heating. “1 just hadn't...”

“Furnished with castoffs, memories, the history that no one wantsto speek of. I’ ve often thought it a
mercy that the acolytes are too preoccupied with becoming celebrants to stop and look around
themsalves. Here”

He hated in the middle of acorridor, no different to my eyesfrom any other, and called witchlight,
sending it to illuminate one of the pictures on thewall. “ Thisisyour mother, painted the year before you
were born.”

Whoever the portraitist had been, they had had a gift. The young woman in the portrait, eighteen or
nineteen at aguess, seemed so vividly alivethat | amost expected her to step out of the frame, or at least
to push back the strands of hair faling in her eyes.

Shelooked dmost exactly like me—or, rather, | looked dmost exactly like her. Savefor my dightly
heavier bone structure, save for my one blue eye, | could have been looking a amirror instead of a
picture. My resemblance to Mildmay was close enough to be startling, but this. .. thiswas uncanny.

“Areyou sure |l had any father at dl?’ | murmured. “ Are you sure she did not creste me entirely from
herself?” Cheekbones, nose, that dight sardonic hitch in one eyebrow that said louder than words how
little value she placed in having her features recorded for posterity.

“Only the laws of nature stand against your theory,” Diokletian said. His voice sounded essier, asif
seeing me here, seeing me with the portrait, had purged something that had been festering in him. “And if
anyone could find away around that, it would be she.”

“Tel me about her,” | said.
He glowered a me. “Y ou talked to Xanthippe, you said. So you already know.”



“That in my mother’ s case, it was not amatter of sinking to prostitution?’
“It wasn't like that.”

“Thenwhat was it like? Thisisyour chance. Tell me who she was. Make me believe she was something
better than awhore.”

“Y ou have no ideawhat you' re talking about,” he said, almost growled.

“No,” | said in exasperation. “1 don't. That’ sthe problem I’'m inviting you to rectify. I'm told she dept
with so many men that no one knowswho my father is, and yet you say shewasn't awhore. Y ou do see
the paradox, don’t you?’

His expression was mistrustful, and suddenly | understood. He had been defending Methony for
twenty-seven years, defending her to people who would not listen to what he tried to say, who took his
words and twisted them—as he undoubtedly felt | had been doing—so that they came around again to
dut, harlot, whore.

“I wasaprodtitute,” | said, still cam. “I know it is't the worst thing one can be.” No, because I’ d found
that worgt thing for myself. But Diokletian didn’t know about that, and he wasn't going to. “Tell me.”

He must have wanted to, must have put the words together over and over, in different ways, with
different inflections, because thistime, when he started to talk; it al came spilling out.

Methony had been the daughter of a Celebrant Mgjor of little power but tremendous organizational skill:
Periander of the House Demetrias. Her mother, Theseig, adaughter of the House Leontis, had died when
Methony was barely five, leaving Periander to raise his daughter alone.

“Hedid abad job of it,” Diokletian said. “He couldn’t control her.”

My eyebrows went up, and he smiled, very dightly. “I know, | know. Certainly it’s not the verb I’ d want
to use with my daughters. But it was how he thought, and it was the worst way he could have chosen.
Shewas... if | say willful, it gives entirely the wrong impression. She was the most obstinate woman |
have ever known. And it was more than that. She would not let him control her.”

“l think | understand. It seemsto be afamilid trait.”

He could not understand the source of the bitternessin my voice as | remembered the things Makar had
done to make me obey him, how | had fought against him and been defeated. But after amoment’s
puzzled ook, he went on. “Her... wantonnesswas, | think, aimed partly at her father, in defiance of his
idedls, hisplansfor her. But it was dso away—maybe the only way, | have thought snce—that she
could reach the celebrants as an equd .”

“You'll haveto say thet again.”

He grimaced, but now it was only because he could not find the words he wanted. “ She had power, but
only atiny amount, even lessthan her father. And | do not truthfully know whether she wasinterested in
entering a covenant, ours or one of the others. But it drove her mad, to be surrounded by wizards who
talked to her asif she were annemer. And so she seduced them. | don’t know when she started, or who
her firgt target was, but by the time | came here as a Celebrant Minor, shewas dready...” He stopped,
started again. “I don't think the Celebrants Terrestrial knew, or any of the wizards her father’ s age. But
we younger ones. .. she could have any one of us she wanted, with nothing more than araised eyebrow.
Men, women, the Tetrarchs know she didn’t care. Never the same lover two nightsin arow. And o
when she announced she was pregnant... everyone asked, of course—everyone who could have been



the father—and she just smiled and said, * If you needed to know that, | would havetold you.” That's
what she said to Periander, too.”

“I see” | said. | wasn't quite sure how | felt now; it was't asif | had any warm, glowing memories of my
mother to be trampled into the mud by these revelations. And certainly this story was no worse than what
| had believed to be the truth. But it was till strange, unsettling, like looking at mysdlf in adigtorting
mirror—or perhapsamirror that did not distort at all.

| glanced a him. He was staring at the portrait with arueful smile; he seemed dmost to have forgotten
about me. After amoment, he said, ill not looking a me, “How did she die?’

“I don't know exactly,” | said. “I was... not living with her. But there was afire.”
“Afire”

“Oh, that doesn’'t even begin to convey it. It was...” | made afrustrated gesture with my hands, and then
had to laugh at myself. | could taste ashes and smoke again, as| had for weekswhen | was eleven.
“Almogt everyone | knew died. The... the place where sheworked,” the brothel, but we both knew that
and | did not need to hurt him by saying it again, “it burned to the ground. No one got out.”

“Anugly death,” he said softly, flatly.

“Most degthsare. But yes” | remembered Joline, dying of smoke inhalation and burnsin the middle of
the Rue Orphée while | held her and wept and al around usthe city burned and raved, writhing in
agoniesthat were ill not enough to kill it. I remembered that for along time afterward | had wished |
had died with Joline.

Diokletian heaved asigh that seemed asif it came from the bottom of his soul. “We should go back,” he
sad. | wondered if he would lie awake tonight, tormented by images of my mother choking, screaming,
the flesh burning off her exquisite bones.

“Yes” | checked theingtinctive reach for my pocket watch. “It’ s getting late.”

“Yes” hesad, answering many things neither of us had said aloud, and silently started back the way we
had come.

When we returned to the party, | looked for Mildmay and did not find him. | tried to remember the last
time 1’ d seen him and couldn'’t. It was clear without necessity of experiment that there was no point in
asking any of the celeébrants. But | caught Khrysogonos and said in his ear, “When did Mildmay leave?’

“He' sgone?’ Khrysogonos frowned. “1 know | saw him just before the Celebrant Lunar started
speaking, but I’'m not sure...”

That was Mildmay; one moment he was there, and the next moment he had smply evaporated. “ Y ou
know where he’ d be likely to go in the gardens. Will you check?1’ll ook in hisroom.”

“Of course, but... isthere something wrong? Do you think he—"

“I don’'t know. It’s probably nothing.” But | didn’t like the fact that he' d left without telling me. It wasn't
unlike him, exactly, but there wasjust something...

“Nothing,” Khrysogonos agreed, smiled at me, and hastened toward the garden door.



| said good night to X anthippe—remembering to be gracious, charming, serene—and left. | walked
through the dark, slent hdls of the Nephelion without noticing anything beyond the swiftest route to
Mildmay’ sroom.

| wanted to find him and assure myself that hewasdl right. | knew that the most likely explanation was
that he' d gotten tired and gone to bed, but some part of me simply refused to believeit. | wasawizard; |
had been trained to listen to my ingtincts, and they said something was wrong.

| let mysalf through the door of Mildmay’ s corridor and was instantly aware of raised voices. |
recognized Mildmay’ s deep curt tone without thought, but my relief was tempered by the other voice,
dhriller, aggressve. Who was that?

Mildmay’ s door was open. The shriller voice overrode Mildmay’ s, too quick for my comprehension of
spoken Troian, athough | could hear the ugliness and anger in every syllable and the words | could catch,
| did not like: murderer was one, parasite another. | stopped in the doorway, staring. Mildmay sat in his
favorite armchair by the window, expressionlesdy watching Astyanax, who stood in the middle of the
room, holding Mildmay’ s cane asif heintended to use it as awegpon.

Mildmay’ s eyesflicked past Astyanax to me, and | saw his shouldersrelax infinites maly. Relieved that
he was counting me asan dly, | pitched my voiceto carry and sad, “What, exactly, isgoing on here?’

Astyanax whipped around, dropping the cane with aclatter. For along, horrid moment, we stared at
each other, and then he looked away, making ashow of straightening his cuffs.

Mildmay said, hisvoice level and uninterested, but | could see the pinscratch frown between his
eyebrows, “Hethinksit'smy fault you' releaving.”

| ressted my first impulse, which wasto throttle Astyanax on the spot, and merely raised an eyebrow at
him.

“He has been poisoning your mind,” Astyanax said.

“I beg your pardon?’

“Heisaliar,” Astyanax sad, with a depth of unexpected venom; | hadn’t thought he' d noticed Mildmay
any more than anyone ese here ever did.

| looked past him at Mildmay. “Areyou?’
He shrugged alittle. “ Sometimes, | guess”

“He doesn't want to stay here,” Astyanax said, his voice sharp and jeal ous, demanding my attention.
“Y ou could be happy here, Felix, you know you could, if you just didn’t have him to worry about.”

| could fedd Mildmay’ s gaze like hot cods. “No.”

Astyanax’ s eyes were eating up hisface. “What has he told you about me? Whét lies has he infected
your mind with?’

“Gracious, what rhetoric. Mildmay hasn’t said anything about you to me. Should he have?’ | looked
back a Mildmay. “ Anything you want to tell me about Astyanax?’

| said it only to bait Astyanax, but the way the color drained from Mildmay’ s face, the way that
pin-scratch frown deegpened for amoment before he smoothed it away completely, indicated that | might



have hit on the head anail | hadn’t even known was there.
“Nothing,” Mildmay said.
“By the Tetrarchs, you are ahypocrite! You'vetold him aready. | can seeit in your face.”

Then | should betaking lessons from you, | thought, because al | can seein Mildmay’ sfaceisthat he
redlly doesn't want to talk about this. “ Shut up, Astyanax,” | said out loud. “Mildmay, what ishe talking
about? There sgot to be afire somewhere under al this smoke.”

He shook hishead; | couldn’t tell if he meant that he wouldn’t tell me, or that there was nothing to tell, or
perhaps something e se entirely.

“I cantell you,” said avoice from the door.
Weadl three jerked around.
“You,” Astyanax said, with loathing.

It was Khrysogonos; not finding Mildmay in the gardens, he must have come here to check with me. He
ignored Astyanax, looking from me to Mildmay with his eyebrows raised.

“Go ahead,” | said; Mildmay sank back in hischair asif at news of someterrible defegt or betrayal.

Khrysogonos sighed alittle, asif he didn’t want to say any of this, ether, and then said, “ Astyanax laid a
compulsion on your brother to gain information to help with your cure.”

And here | had thought Mildmay vanished whenever Astyanax was around because he was repul sed by
my sexud preferences. | could fed something insde mysdlf freezing, hardening, could fed darknessrisng
likeatide “I see” | said, my voice remote and uninvolved. “Isthistrue?’

Adtyanax sad, “Fdix, you can’'t—"
“| wasn't asking you. Mildmay? Isthistrue?’
Mildmay’ s face was ashen, but he nodded, atiny jerk of his head.

“Thank you. Would you excuse usjust one moment?’ | grabbed Astyanax by the arm and dragged him
out into the corridor, kicking the door shut as we passed. | dammed him up against the wall, watched
with satisfaction as his eyes widened in amixture of surprise, pain, and fear. | waited until | was quite
sure his entire attention was focused on me, and then said in a pleasant, conversationd voice, “Wherel
come from, you would be burned at the stake for doing something like that.”

Hewanted to judtify himsdlf, to explain, to excuse; | saw it in hisface, just as| saw hisresolve crumbling
away when he met my eyes. When the sllence had held long enough that | knew he was not going to
speak, | said, “Fortunately for you, it isn’t heresy here. And fortunately for you, we' re leaving tomorrow
morning. Becauseif you ever came near him again, | wouldn’t bother with the stake.”

Hisface worked, crumpled. “It wasfor you!”
“Y ou think that makes adifference?’ | released my hold on him, stepped back. “Go on. Clear out.”

He stared at me for amoment, vanity and rage and wounded, throbbing, screaming self-love contorting
hisface. Then he said, feigning disdain, “I hope for your sake he' sasgood in bed as| am.”



| let mysdlf amile, sharp, wicked. “Darling, that wouldn't be hard.”

He was frozen for amoment, not believing | could say such athing, then turned and bolted, the thump of
his running feet, the dam of the corridor door, like the curse he hadn’t spoken. | let him go. He would
find one of hisclique, and they would tell him liesuntil it sounded like truth again.

| leaned againgt thewall for amoment, staring at nothing, trying to rein my temper in, trying above dl not
to admit how much of mysdf | had seen and recognized in Astyanax’ s eyes. Then, because | could do
nothing else, | opened the door to Mildmay’ s room and went back in.

Khrysogonos and Mildmay had clearly been frozen in slence, like an unlikely pair of waxworks,
Khrysogonos said gratefully, “I’ll just be going then,” and whisked away.

| shut the door and turned to look a Mildmay. He was dtill Sitting, unmoving, staring out the window at
the night. | wondered if hewasredly seeing anything, or if it wasjust an excuse to avoid looking a me.

“Why didn't you say anything?”
Hisreply wasunintdligible.
“What?'

Heraised hisvoice, spoke dower, but did not turn hishead. “1 said | didn’t think you'd care. If you
believed me”

“Youdidn't think I'd care? What kind of monster do you think | am?’
“Not likethat. Just... you seemed happy, and there wasn’t no harm done—"
“Thefuck therewasn't.”

His head turned then, an unguarded jerk. | had to shut my eyesfor amoment, swallow hard. We d both
heard Smsdein my voice, and dthough | could pretend I’ d done it on purpose, doneit to make him
look at me, it would be alie. It had just happened, and that told me how precarioudy we were balanced.
Mildmay did not deserve my rage, my darkness, the lust for pain surging in my blood. | opened my eyes
again, said dowly, digtinctly, every consonant and vowel aseparate brick placed in the wall between me
and thething | had been, “He hurt you. | don’t know of asingle compulsion spell that does't hurt more
than dl the beatingsin the world. | don't agree with the Mirador on everything, but thereisareason
those spells were pronounced anathema. Y ou should have said.”

“It ain’t heresy here. It wouldn't' ve—"
“If I'd known he' d done that to you, | would never have dept with him.”

| hadn’t intended to mention that, hadn’t intended to bring sex into thisdiscusson a dl. My nerves il
raw from the confrontation with Astyanax, | was burningly aware of Mildmay’ s beauty, hisbones, his
grace, the wdls and shadowsin his eyes. Burningly aware that he was my brother and, more than that, he
did not want me.

“Oh,” Mildmay said, abest too late to pretend it didn’t bother him.
“I told Astyanax that if he came near you again, | would kill him, and | meant it.”

He looked away, down at his scarred, lumpy-knuckled hands.



“Mildmay.”

He raised his head reluctantly, but his green eyes met mine steadily. And the words died on my tongue,
the easy glib wordsto charm and manipulate, to make him give without giving anything of mysdf in return.
| knew, dl at once, what he' d meant when he said he didn’t want my gratitude, knew what it was he
wanted instead, but could never ask for.

| said, “| do care”

He blushed brilliant scarlet, and | knew | wasright. He might not desire me, but that did not mean he did
not love mein his own way, athough the redization made me as uncomfortable asit clearly made him.
After amoment, he managed to mumble, “ Thanks.”

It was late; we were both tired, and it wasamiracle I’ d madeit thisfar without yelling at him. Or kissing
him. | shoved that thought away. “ Do you need. .. anything? Y our cane?’

“Nah. I’'m good.” He stood up, limped acrossto the bed. “1 ain't taking that thing tomorrow.”
“You aren't? Areyou sure?’

“Don’t need it,” he said, gtarting to undo his shirt buttons, and if | didn’t get out of the room soon, | was
going to do something unforgivable. “Hateit.”

“It'syour leg.” | was dready hafway to the door. | wasn't sure he was making the right decision, but
staying to argue tonight would not hel p anything. We could buy him acanein Kekropiaif we had
to—and | didn’t like that cane either. “ Good night,” | said, and barely waited for hisanswering “ * Night,”
before| fled.



Chapter 3

Feix

The nearest port was alittle town called Endumion. We rode there with one of the Gardens  cooks, who
was on hisway to buy fresh fish.

Only Xanthippe had seen us off, very forma and gracious, with no opportunities for any unfortunate
displays of persondlity. She had unexpectedly presented me with another gift, enough money (she said) to
buy our passage to Kekropiaand, if we were thrifty, engage a hotel room for aday or two until we could
make unspecified “ other arrangements.”

| tried to refuse, but she would have none of it, and | would have admitted, if asked, that | did not try
very hard. Neither Mildmay nor | had been particularly sanguine about what we might end up doing if we
had to work our passage, and it was atremendous relief to have that weight lifted from my shoulders.

So now we stood on the docks of Endumion and surveyed our options. They were two: the Penelope
and the Asprophellos, the White Otter . Mildmay and | agreed with a glance that we did not want to buy
passage on the Penel ope if we could help it. Penelope was aname of ill omenin Méusine, and the ship
hersdalf looked unclean, ill-cared for.

The White Otter appeared more promising. Mildmay called out a greeting, a dangy-sounding phrase of
Troian he must have picked up on the Mor skaiakrov. In response, awoman appeared at the top of the
gangplank. She wore trousers and a hater-top, and her red hair hung down her back in amultitude of
narrow braids. She and Mildmay plunged into an éliptica, intricate exchange, out of which | understood
maybe oneword infive. | sood and tried to look pleasantly nonthreatening, marveling inwardly at
Mildmay’ s effortless grasp of gutter Troian. | was phenomendly stupid at languages and knew it, but |
had somehow never expected my pathologically taciturn brother to be so comfortablein any language,
much lessaforeign one.

Heturned to me and said in Marathine, “ She wantsto know if you're ahocus. And she' slooking at your
hands.”

| looked at them mysdlf, the garish tattoos, the gaudy rings. “ Tell her the truth. 1t' snot something | had
any hope or intention of hiding.”

“You'll be snging adifferent song once we get to Kekropia,” he said. He and the sailor-woman
exchanged another burst of Troian.

There was an intermission as she vanished to fetch someone—"the captain,” Mildmay told me—and then
an even more vigorous exchange between Mildmay and the captain, aweatherbeaten man of about
Diokletian'sage.

When he turned back to me, Mildmay said, “They’re going to Klepsydra, and they got room for two
more passengers.”

Evenfor Mildmay, he looked notably lessthan thrilled. | said, “1 canfed the‘but’ coming. What isit?’
“They got whatchamacal lit—things they want.”
“Conditions?’



“Yegh. Them.”

“Wel?

“Half the money up front.”

“Thet' s reasonable.”

“We deep in separate cabins.”

“Lest we plot acoup? How cautious of them. But if they have separate cabins, | don’t object.”

| could see him bracing himsdlf. “Y ou give your ringsto the captain ‘til we dock in Klepsydraand &t the
first 9gn of witchery they’ll throw you overboard.”

| swalowed thefirg severa repliesthat came to mind.

“They seem honest,” he said, watching my face sdelong. “ The gdl said as how the Penelope’ d take usiif
you were afire-breathing dragon, but she wouldn't lay odds on us reaching Kekropiadive.’ Sides,
Penelope’ s heading for Aigisthos. Which we don't want.”

“Wedon't?’ | rather thought we would survive ajourney in the Penelope, regardiess of her crew’s
intentions.

“No. Gideon said—" He caught himself sharply, asif hewas afraid that mention of the mysterious
Gideon would offend or wound me.

“Goon,” | said. “What did Gideon say?’

“There s Eusebiansin Aigisthos. At the court. They’ d recognize the tattoos.”
“I wasn't planning on seeking an audience with the emperor.”
“Wecan'trikit. And it an’'t theway we want to go.”

It took a moment for me to decipher that. “Y ou want to go south? Are you mad or just suicidaly stupid?
Wewon't survive aweek in the duchies!”

“Wedid fineon theway out,” he said, and | hated the mulish set to hischin.

“Thisis neither the time nor the place to argue about it,” | said through my teeth. “And | am not giving up
my rings”
“It'snot like they can sted *em. Nowhere to fence’em in the middle of the ocean.”

| couldn’t choke back a bark of laughter at thisreentlessy pragmatic view of the problem. But ill, “Do
you understand what they’ re asking?’

He met my eyes. “ Some guarantee that you won't hex them dl into being your daves.”
“I would never —!”

“No, ‘course not. But it’ sthe kind of thing gets said about hocuses.” He eyed meamoment. “They ain't
being unreasonable, Felix.”

“Aren't,” | saidlikeacurse.



He made no response, smply stood and waited, as patient as stone. As opaque as stone, too: | couldn’'t
tell if hewas expecting meto givein, or what hewould do if | did not. | looked back at the Penelope
and could not entirely repress ashiver a how low she rode in the water, how unsavory she looked. |
thought about the weeks—four at least, Mildmay said and X anthippe confirmed—we would be a sea. |
thought about spending those weeks on avessd that 1ook untrustworthy in the bright sunshine and
innocuous surroundings of the Endumion docks. | did not remember the snking of the Mor skaiakrov as
anything more than afew flashes of pain and fear, but | knew that to avoid that nightmare, that deeth, was
worth even the price the White Otter demanded.

“Wewill talk about crossing Kekropialater,” | said, trying not to snarl, and waved Mildmay ahead of me
up the plank.

At the top, the captain stood waiting. He was more than alittle darming at close range; his eyes, marked
by crow’ sfeet, were astrange, dark, smoky yelow, and the grim lines of hisface suggested that he was
no happier about having me on board than | was about being there.

“Rings” hesaid, hisvoice asdark and smoky as his eyes, and held out his hand.

| would not let him rush me. | set down my valise, opened it, and found the case that went with the rings.
| took them off one by one, settiOng each in its precisaly fitted velvet hollow. | closed the case and cast a
amadl locking spdll on it—nothing that would even inconvenience awizard, but it would keep the annemer
out—my words deliberately audible and clear. Then | handed the case to the captain, with aglareto
match hisown.

He put the casein his coat pocket and said, dour but not hostile, “Welcome aboard. | am Elektros
Yarth.”

“Fdix Harrowgate,” | said. “And my brother Mildmay... Mildmay Foxe.” Mildmay had told me of his
soubriquet, Mildmay the Fox, which suited him so well it had proved useless for me even to attempt to
disassociate my brother from the animal. 1t made an unexceptionable Marathine surname, amarker of
respectability that | had alowering presentiment we were going to need.

“Themoney?’ said Elektros Y arth, disdaining to waste time on socid niceties. | left him and Mildmay to
their haggling and made my way to the far side of the boat to ook at the sea. Therewasno sensein
hiding from it, and | hoped that if | faced it now, perhaps my fear would not be so grest, perhaps | would
not become paralyzed by the seaas | had been parayzed by the Sm asachild.

But amoment later, | had turned away, my heart pounding and my mouth gone dry, my body suddenly
clammy with sweat. It was... it wastoo much, that was al. Any attempt to stare down the Kelephanian
Ocean was only going to result in an extremdy public display of hysterics. | felt naked without my rings,
and cold.

| did not know how long | stood there, staring desperately at the ship’ srigging, tracing the ropesin their
struggle for the sky, before Mildmay said, “Y ou okay?’ He was standing to my |eft, careful—as he was
always careful—not to come up on my bad side. How exactly he had learned my blue eye was close to
blind, I did not know; doubtlessit was one of the many things | had betrayed of myself in my madness.
He never mentioned it, never seemed to notice. Except that he dways, always, approached me from the
|eft.

| turned my head, as dow and stiff asarusted clockwork gear. “Fine,” | said.
“Youlook like shit.”



“Thank you. | am fine. What word from our worthy captain?’

His eyes met mine amoment longer, absinthe-green and cold as jade; then helet it go and said, “ Ship
sailstomorrow at the septad-day. Captain says we can deep on board tonight. | said yes.”

“Did you now?’

He gave a hdf-shrug, barely enough to acknowledge the venom in my tone. “Money’ stight.” Hiseyes
met mine again, and he said, “I ain't going back to the Gardens.”

Hemeant it. | would have had to use magic on him to move him off the ship. “Amnot,” | sad, “not ain't.”

He continued to stare & me, levelly, not angry or upset, smply waiting for me either to capitulate or issue
an ultimatum of my own.

“All right,” | said. “Fine.” Think of it aspractice, | said to mysdlf. | couldn’t deny | was going to need it.
Mildmay

| could tell Felix was scared haf out of hismind, but he seemed like he’ d sooner kill himsdlf than admit it,
and | figured it’'d be better al around if | just kept my mouth shut. * Cause, | mean, there wasn't nothing
we could do about it. If we wanted to get back to Méusine—which we both did—we had to get on the
other sde of al thiswater somehow.

So | just said, like | couldn’t see hisface was the color of bone or nothing, “ Captain says come meet the
others”

“A ddightful treat, to be sure,” he said, mostly under his bregth, and walked with me down to where the
captain was standing with the rest of the passengers.

There werefive of them. A middle-aged K ekropian couple and their kid, who was a couple indictions
short of finishing his second septad. Another kid, aTroian, somewhere in the middie of histhird septed,
with alook on hisface like he’ d been born biting into alemon. And another guy, a couple years older
than Felix, Norvenan—you could tell by the blond—tall and heavy-set. He had sharp blue eyesand big,
soft, ink-stained hands, so | wasn’'t surprised when he got introduced as the secretary of the middle-aged
guy with thekid.

The middle-aged guy was named L eontes Gauthy. He was amerchant of somekind, trading between
Troiaand Kekropia, which looked like it was apreity lucrative gig from the way him and hiswife and the
kid were dressed—and from the fact that apparently most of the White Otter ‘s cargo belonged to him.
Thewife' s name was Theokrita, and the kid was Florian. The secretary was named Ingvard Vilker, and
he stood there with a super-polite look on hisface while Mr. Gauthy was pronouncing it. Kekropian
don’'t got the“v” and it was mostly coming out “w.”

The Troian kid said his name was Phaéthon, and then he shut his mouth and looked even more lemony.
I’d'velaid odds he was running away from something, but it wasn't none of my business, and | figured
anything | said to him, he'd just look all lemony a me, and | didn’t need the grief.

The captain divvied up the cabins, glaring at me and Felix like he thought we were going to make a
scene. Fdix caught it and stood there looking as sweet and harmless and innocent as akitten. The White
Otter had three passenger cabins, onelargish and two smallish. Thelargish one was going to the
Gauthys, and the captain put me and the Troian kid in one of littler onesand Felix and Mr. Vilker inthe
other. The kid gave me alook like he could smell the dirt from where he was standing, but he swallowed
whatever complaint he would ve made. Felix and Mr. Vilker shook hands, and there was akind of



twinklein Mr. Vilker'seyesthat said he' d picked up on thejoke, evenif he didn’t know what it was
about Felix that had the captain’ s drawersin aknot. | breathed alittle easier seeing that, because it meant
maybe him and Fdlix wouldn't kill each other somewhere out in the middle of the ocean.

And right about then, | wasfiguring that was the best | could hopefor.

I’ d been worried about what might happen with awhole day to wait before we l€eft. | kept having these
like, I don’t know, nightmares or something—except for being wide awake—of the celebrants dl
showing up on the dock and convincing Felix he realy wanted to stay at the Gardens after al. Or, what
was more likely, Felix having too long to think about al that damn water, and running back to the
Gardenslike adog on thelosing end of anasty fight. And if that happened, | was fucked. So you can
understand me being alittle nervous, but Ingvard Vilker turned out to be the answer to my prayers. Him
and Felix hadn’t been talking but a couple minutes before they got onto the subject of Troian history, and
a septad-minute after that Mr. Vilker had whipped out this book that was al dog-eared and scuffed and
looked like it’d maybe fdlen in the ocean atime or two, and it turned out to be a guidebook to Troiato
tell you what al the places were you were supposed to see because something important had happened
there or somebody important had been born there or died there or what have you. They had ‘em for
Méusine, but theway | heard it, no two books ever agreed on what the important thingswere. And if
they did, they’ d have two completely different stories about why you were supposed to give arat’ s ass.
Which | wasn't going to. Not about anything in Troia.

But Felix and Mr. Vilker, they put their heads together and figured out there was some kind of ruined
temple or something about an hour from Endumion. And then Mr. Vilker turned and did some smooth
talking at Mr. Gauthy and convinced him it was educationd, and so him and Fdlix should take Florian
Gauthy to seeit, and Mr. Gauthy should pay for the hired horses. Mrs. Gauthy was standing there giving
Mr. Vilker the hairy eyeball, but Mr. Gauthy didn’t notice her, and anyway Florian Gauthy looked like he
was about to die of joy on the spot, so off they went.

They were at the top of the gangplank when Felix turned back and asked me, “Do you want to come?”’
1] Nom.”

Herased hiseyebrows, grinning alittle. | didn’t want to get into how | felt about Troia, so | said, “Don’'t
need to see old bits of rock, thanks. Got those at home.”

“Barbarian,” he said cheerfully, and not mean a al, and followed Mr. Vilker and the kid back onto dry
land. And | had to admire him. | mean, | knew how he felt about deep water, and | was watching him
pretty close, and | ill couldn’t hardly tell how much of ardief it wasto him to have solid ground under
hisfeet.

Mr. Gauthy’ d aready gone off to do some more trading, being the kind of guy who breathed, dept, and
ate hisbusiness. And the captain’d cleared out as soon as he’ d done what he was obliged to and given
our names to the other passengers. So that |eft me and Mrs. Gauthy and the Troian kid standing there
giving each other nasty looks.

It took me a second to see the funny side of it, which | did at the sametime| redlized | didn’t want to
talk to either of them anyway, so | didn’t need to stand here until they’ d thought up aredly good insult to
besurel didn’t.

“Seey’dl ‘round,” | said and went back to where I’ d found Felix al spooked out earlier. | hadn’t been
meaning to do much but look at the water for awhile and seeif it could clear out some of the
pricker-bushes | was fedling about this whole damn thing—the day and the ship and the journey and



what we were going to have to ded with once we made it to Kekropiaand al the fucking rest of it. But
there were a couple of sailorsthere, aguy about my age and agd alittle older, doing something with the
ropes—which, from the two decads I’ d spent on the Morskaiakrov | knew was pretty much a
given—and after alittlewhile | couldn’t stand it no more and said, “Hey, can | ask y’'dl aquestion?’

Thelook they gave me said they’ d been told not to sass the passengers, but that was all the dack | got.

Y ou can't back down now, Milly-Fox. Cough it up. “1 been wanting news about a ship caled
Morskaiakrov. Y’dl know anything?’

Thelook they were giving me now was like I’ d smacked ‘ em upside the head with adead flounder
apiece. After amoment, the ga got her shit together and said, “Y ou ask after the Mor skaiakrov?’

HY@.”
“Y ou know Dmitri?’
“A little. Look, | just want to know if everybody got off okay.”

The captain said behind me, “The crew of the Mor skaiakrov came safeto land near 1karos. They lost
oneman, | think, but the rest suffered no more than the broken limbs and coughs and chillsthat are to be
expected. And it will be many years before Dmitri will be able to afford another ship.”

| turned around careful, ‘ cause he wasn't sneaking up on meto kill meand | didn’t want to do nothing
embarrassing before we' d even left the dock. So | looked up at Captain Yarth and said, “Who died?’

Hesad, “I bdieve the namewas Piotr.”

“Oh.” Not Ilig, then, or Vadili or Dmitri or even Y evgeni who'd been an asshole, but who I’ d kind of
liked for it. No, just Piotr, who' d been quiet and kept to himself and told astory I’d never heard before,
about awitch named Lisavetaand why the combs she wore in her hair were made of human bone. Shit.

“Thanks,” | said to the captain and, “ Thanks,” kind of more generdly to the sailors, who were till staring
a melikel’dfalen out of the sky and set the ship on fire. And then, ‘ cause | needed dl a onceto get
away from people who were dive and hadn't died in that ssorm—or amost died, and | wasn't kidding
myself about how close I’ d come—I went back down to the main part of the ship and kept going, down
the gangplank, back aong the dock, and into the nearest dleyway, just to get out of Sght of the White
Otter. And then | just leaned against the wall and stared at the bricks of the wall opposite for awhile.

Piotr was dead. Well, | could add him to the list. Zephyr and Ginevraand Margot’ s little Badgers and
GrisdldaKilkenny and Lucastus the Weaver and Bartimus Cawley and Cornell Teverius and Cerberus
Cresset... And Thamuris, because he' d probably be dead before we reached Klepsydra. And—fuck,
there was no sense telling mysdlf fairy taes—Gideon and Mavortian and Bernard. All those dead people
and what the fuck was| doing sill dive?

| didn’t have an answer, and no matter how long | stared at them, the bricks couldn’t give me one.
Felix

Ingvard hired abuggy and pair, and werattled out of Endumion infine style. | sat besde Ingvard and the
boy took the rumble seat, leaning eagerly over our shouldersto ask question after question. It wasa
beautiful day, bright and clear. The Troian countryside was ripe with summer, and peaceful; the bad
blood between the local houses of Attalisand Erekhthais, which | had heard about at exhaudtive length
from half the celebrantsin the Gardens, had not extended its reach into the lives of the farmers and



shepherds whom we spotted from time to time. F orian asked questions about crops and wool—a
merchant’ s son to be sure, but one with agood head on his shoulders. Ingvard answered those questions
eadly; clearly he had hisemployer’ sbusiness at hisfingertips. | sat and looked at the bountiful drowsiness
and fdt mysdf expanding with ddight. It was asif some dark weight had been lifted from my shoulders,
leaden shackles struck off my wrists. We were halfway to Huakinthe before | put my finger on why, and
then | wished | hadn’t.

For an afternoon, | wasfree of Mildmay. Ingvard and Forian were cheerful, normal people, who did not
know | had been mad, who had not been lamed and nearly killed on my account, who did not represent,
samply by the way they talked, everything about my childhood | most desperately wished to forget. They
were not slent, opague, resentful, unhappy. They did not suffer from wounds | did not know how to
hedl. They did not set afire raging in my blood that | could not acknowledge, much less surrender to.
And | was s0 glad to be away from him, away from those cold absinthe eyes, that scarred stone face,
thet | felt likesnging.

“Ker Harrowgate? Areyou al right?’” Ingvard Vilker’ s voice jerked me out of my reverie.
“Fine, thanks” | smiled a him. “And, please, cdl me Fdix.”

“Ingvard,” he said in return, stressing the “v” with a quick mock-glare over his shoulder a Forian. “Not
‘Ingward.” ”

“I don't say it likethat!” Florian protested.
“Not anymore.”

“Y ou can't blame mefor being stupid when | was six. Besides, Father gill saysit wrong, and you don’t
neg him about it.”

“That, dear boy, is because he pays me.”
“Areyou Norvenan by birth, or were you born in the empire?’ | asked.

“Born and bred in Karolinsberg,” Ingvard said. 1 came south when | reached my majority to seek my
fortune. And found it, | think.”

“Asmy father’ s secretary?’ Florian demanded.

“A fortuneiswhat you make of it,” Ingvard said. “Here, Florian. Read to us about Huakinthe.”
‘B

“I promised your father thiswould be educationa.”

“Oh, dl right,” Horian said, not nearly as sulkily as he might have.

Heread wdll for aboy hisage, sumbling occasondly over unfamiliar words, but managing the sense of
the passage aswell asthe sounds. Huakinthe, hetold us, was aruin from Troia' simperia past. It had
been amgor port in the trade between the empire and its daughter-colony. With thefal of the empire,
Huakinthe itself had been abandoned, and when trade between Troia and K ekropia was reestablished,
the more northerly port of Erigone had taken Huakinthe' s place.

Florian broke off and said, “Why do you suppose they abandoned the city?”

“No trade means no jobs,” Ingvard said.



“Oh. But...”

“Thefdl of the Troian empirewas... ugly,” | said, having to pause amoment to find an accurate but
deecoroudy inexpressve word. “ The city itsalf may have developed unpleasant associations or a
reputation for bad luck.”

“Oh,” Florian said again, and | caught aglance of lively interest from Ingvard.

“I didn’t know you were so interested in Troian history. He should talk to Ker Tantony, shouldn’t he,
Horian?’

“Ker Tantony?’ | said.
“Forian’stutor. Jeremias Tantony. He' s quite the amateur historian.”

“Oh, Ker Tantony’sdl right,” Florian said. “ Ker Harrowgate, what did you mean, the fall of the empire
wasugly?’

“Civil war isdwaysugly,” | said. “If your tutor’ sahistorian, he must have taught you that much. Towns
were burned, innocent people killed. There were two years of famine and an outbresk of some sort of
plague. | understand that the Euryganeics caled it the end of the world. They might not have been far
wrong.”

There was an uncomfortable pause, and | redized | had let my fragmentary, nightmarish memories of
Nera, another city lost in another empire sfdl, color my tonetoo vividly. | was about to apologize when
Ingvard said, mock-sternly, “Florian, you aren’t done reading.”

“Oh! Right.” And Horian continued reading, tripping over hiswords a first, but gradudly regaining his
equilibrium.

The dghtsof interest in Huakinthe included the city wall, the paace of the Anthemais, the family who had
ruled the city, and atemple. “It saysit’ sthe oldest known temple of ... | don’t know this goddess's
name”

“Let mesee” | said, and Florian handed the book forward. | found the place at which he had stopped.
“... thegoddess Graia, an ancient and primitive goddess whose worship died out in most of Troianearly
five thousand years ago. Cities such as Huakinthe and Prokne, which felt themselves to be under her
especid protection, continued to honor her, athough the public rites had become solely symbalic by the
time the city was abandoned.”

“What sort of rites do you suppose they’ re talking about?’ Ingvard said.
“Fertility, most likely,” | said without thinking.
Florian said, puzzled, “But how can you have non-symbolic... oh. Oh, disgusting.”

Ingvard and | burst out laughing, and Ingvard turned the conversation to other matters until we reached
Huakinthe. | had been skepticd of the guidebook’ s claim that the city wall of Huakinthe would be of
interest. Asachildin Simside, | had had my world bounded by the city wall of Méusineto the south, just
asit was bounded by the Sim to the west. During my tenure at the Mirador, | had frequently climbed to
the highest ring of battlements, the Crown of Nails, and looked at the city, and from that vantage point |
had come to have amore rational—though no less awed—understanding of the city walls. They werea
mere seven hundred years old, but their height and mathematically exact lines and the beauty of the way
the aix gates and the river were accommodated. .. | understood entirely the Ophidian king who had



decreed that the boundary marked by those walls should be honored in perpetuity and that anyone
caught damaging the wallswould be found guilty of treason to the city of Mélusne—making it acrimein
aclassby itself. Despite the changes of dynasty and government in the intervening centuries, no one had
ever rescinded or repudiated that particular law. Her wallswere Méusine s pride.

| expected to be entirely unimpressed by Huakinthe' swalls, and indeed it was true that they did not even
compareto Méusine s. But then, Méusine swalls did not compare to Huakinthe' s, either.

There were only two isolated siretches of Huakinthe' swalls still standing, one maybe twenty-five feet
long and the other twice that, out in the middle of the pastureland like two monumenta foreignerswho
had gotten lost on their way to the sea. Ingvard hobbled the horses, and he and Florian and | walked to
the nearer and shorter of the two stretches of wall. The cows watched us go by with placid disinterest.

It was clear that the city wall had once been higher than these remnants, impossibleto tell by how much.
But the ragged progress of the top of the wall showed where stones had been taken away, or had fallen.
It was il twenty feet tall at its highest point, alooming sadness. The most remarkable thing, though, was
the size of the individua blocks. Ingvard made Forian lie down beside thewall because not one of the
three of us could believe the evidence of our own eyes that the stones were longer than he wastall.

He scrambled up again, aready asking, “How did they move the stones? Do you think they used magic?’

“Probably,” Ingvard said as| hastily pretended to be too interested in the ferns growing from the cracks
between the stones to have heard the question. | didn’t know if Captain Y arth had told the other
passengers | wasawizard, and | wasn't sure how they’ d fedl about it if they knew. | redlized I’ d been
extraordinarily lucky thusfar that Florian’ sroving curiosity had not prompted him to ask about my
tattoos. Of course, by the same token, no one had recognized the tattoos for what they were—markers
of my gtatus as asworn Cabaline, an enemy of the Bastion and the Empire—and | went cold as| redlized
that | was going to have to come up with some explanation for why | was neither Eusebian nor
covenanted. | couldn’t expect the captain and his crew to keep the matter a secret—at least, not without
explaining to them why | wanted it kept secret, and no matter how stupidly blind I’d been, | wasn't
stupid enough to think that that particular explanation wouldn't make everything severd timesworse.

| knelt down to hide my face asthe answer occurred to me, because the grimace would certainly have
adarmed FHorian and Ingvard if they had seenit. Makar had solved this problem for me dmost fifteen
years ago, when he invented atale to confound the Mirador’ s curiosity. No one on the White Otter
would know anything more about Caloxan wizardsthan | did. | bit theinside of my lower lip savagely to
keep from erupting in hysterica giggles and stood up again. Ingvard and Forian had moved alittle way
further dong thewall and were arguing vigoroudy about how heavy the ssones might be. | joined them,
and presently suggested that we continue on to the palace of the Anthemais. They concurred amiably and
we returned to the buggy.

Ingvard’ s guidebook provided directionsfor finding the palace, which proved to be fortunate as the ruins
were not visible from the road. The paace was nothing more than paving stones. | left Ingvard and
Florian in earnest speculation about its origind dimensions and layout, and made my way toward the
stumps of columns like half-rotted teeth which marked the temple.

Asthe other ruins had been, thistoo was silent and deserted, just the double row of eroded columns and
the moss-grown paving stonesin-between. And, | discovered by painful experience, athriving population
of briar bushes. | disentangled myself from them at the cost of severa raking scratches on my hands and
wrigts, and found myself standing in what was nearly the geometric center of the colonnade.

My heartbeat pounded in my ears, the air was heavy with smoke, with the stench of blood. Blackness,



thelurid light of fire, voices screaming, sobbing, curaing.
ThetempleisNera.

Before the thought was even clear in my head, | had bolted back out of the ruins, acquiring severd more
scratches and atorn trouser leg. And then | stood, my chest heaving like a bellows and my whole body
damp and prickling with sweat, and thought, The templeis Nera? What in theworld is that supposed to
mean?

But there was no explanation, the panic gone as suddenly asit had come, taking the halucinations with
it—if “halucinations’ wasthe correct word. | had gathered from what Mildmay had said that there
wasn't even as much |eft of Neraasthere was of Huakinthe, so surely | could not have been reminded
of Nera But | could think of no theory that was not even less plausible.

Somehow, | was certain that the goddess worshipped here had not been interested in fertility.

| saw Ingvard and Florian approaching and caled out to warn them of the briars before | started dowly
and abstractedly back toward the buggy. The shadows were lengthening; we would need to leave soon,
and besides, | did not want to be anywhere near the temple of Graiaasit welcomed in the night.

Mildmay

Felix wasin amood by the time he got back to the White Otter . Florian Gauthy and Mr. Vilker were
giving him theseweird looks, like they couldn’t tdll if it wastheir fault or not, but he didn’t even seemto
notice. | kept my mouth shut and went to bed early.

Only, of course, that didn’t get me out of trouble, because the Troian kid was dready in the cabin we
were sharing, and he looked mightily put out to see me.

| got as much right to be here ashim, | told myself and said, “Y ou okay with the top bunk?’
“I beg your pardon?’
“Y ou planning on keeping that stick up your assal theway to Klepsydra?’

Hewent first white, then bright, blotchy red. Powers, Milly-Fox, why did anybody bother with teaching
youtotak?“I'msorry,” | said. “I shouldn’t ve said that.”

Phaéthon had turned away, and for aminute | thought | wasn't going to get no answer at al and wasn't
that going to be afun way to spend amonth? Then he said, without turning around, “1 will take the top
bunk.”

“Thanks.” | sat down on the lower bunk and couldn’t quite keep back asigh of rdlief at getting my weight
off my leg. But it was okay. | mean, it was sore, but nothing out of the ordinary. Y ou’ re gonna be okay, |
sad to myself and dmost believedit.

Thekid didn't say nothing and | didn’t say nothing, and after awhile he climbed up to the top bunk, still
wearing his shirt and trousers. Well, I’ d pegged him for aflash kid, and if he wasthat kind of prude, |
was probably right.

Thelamp was up at hisleve, wired to thewall in this sort of cage arrangement. After he' d been up there
alittlewnhile, hesaid, “Areyou... | should liketo go to deep now.”

“Sure. | can take my shoes off inthe dark just fine.” There was Stuff for my leg, stuff to keep the scarring



from binding in like creepers smothering atree, but | could do that some other time, sometime when |
could get the cabin to myself for a septad-minute.

“Oh. Oh, yes, of course.” And out went the light.

He didn’'t so much as move amuscle while | was unlacing my shoes and taking my trousers off—I mean,
just because hewas aprude, didn’t mean | had to be uncomfortable. I lay down. The bunk was narrow
and hard, but at least it wasn't too short for me the way it would befor Felix. And better this than that
nice soft bed in the Gardens, regardless.

And then Phaéthon said, “Mildmay?’
“Yesh?’
“Nothing. | wasjud... it'san odd name.”

And Phaéthon ain’t? | thought, but the kid hadn’t meant anything nasty by it. It was even sort of, ina
funny way, an apology, like Felix’ s apologiesthat weren't, and | figured whatever thiskid' s story was,
he' d probably been having one fuck of abad day, if not awhole bad decad. So | said, “ Y eah. My
mother had some weird idess.”

“Oh. Wdll, good night then, Mildmay.”
“G'night,” | said back, and if the kid said anything else, | was adeep before | heard it.

| dreamed about fucking.

K eeper firgt, the woman who' d raised me from my third indiction and started fucking me before I’ d quite
finished my second septad, and you' d think after three indictions, some of it would start to fade, but
everything was clear and sharp, like it had only been thismorning that I’ d gotten up out of that bed for
the lagt time. Her long white body, her little tits and narrow hips. Once when I’ d had two septads and
two, she' d waited until | wasal the way inside her, then locked her legs around the backs of my thighs
and sad, “Imagine I’m aboy. Imagine you' re fucking a boy, Milly-Fox,” and then laughed when [ tried
to pull back and couldn’t. Whenever | couldn’t get hard, she' d tell me | was going molly, that pretty soon
there wouldn'’t be nothing left for her to do but send me to one of the boy brothelsin Pharaohlight. |
never quite believed her—I mean, no madam in their right mind would take me, for one thing—but |
knew she could do it if she wanted. | knew Keeper could do anything.

Keeper liked alot of light when she fucked, so there were candles everywhere. | didn’t dare close my
eyes, even though | didn’t want to look at her, because she was watching my face and | had to keep my
guard up. Shedidn’t like meto kiss her, because of the scar, and shewouldn't let me hide my facein her
shoulder. “I want to see, Milly-Fox,” she'd said once, yanking my head back by the hair hard enough to
make my eyeswater. So | had to keep my face from giving anything away, giving her anything she could
use.

Her long fingernails were digging into my shoulders. Sometimes she left welts, and if the other kids saw
them, they didn’t say nothing. Her thighswerelike avise against my hips, and she was hot and tight and |
knew she’ d be pissed if | came too soon. If you were one of Keeper’skids, you learned to do things her
way, and that didn’t change just because she decided to fuck you.

“Tdk to me, Milly-Fox,” she said, one hand tracing up the back of my neck and grabbing my hair.
“What?’



“Tdk tome. Tdl mehow it feds”
“You know | don’'t—"

The hand in my hair tugged hard, just once, and then did around to my face, running aong the scar where
| couldn’t redlly fed it.

“Y ou used to be such achatterbox. | missit. Sotak to me.”

“Keeper, please...”

“Mildmay.” She dmost never used my redl name, and it was dways a bad sign when shedid. Shewas
watching my face now, greedy like akid a a pantomime. | wanted thisto stop. | wanted not to be
touching her, not to be fucking her, not to be trapped in thisthing with her like afly in aspiderweb. But,
you know, my hipswere gill moving, and my cock didn’t care about my pride.

“I’'mwaiting,” said Keeper.
| said, hoping she' d think | was gasping because of the sex, “Hot... smooth... tight...”

“Y ou can do better than that, darling.” And she sounded so cool and amused, like she didn’t even care
about what we were doing.

| shut my eyes, because it didn’t matter now anyway. And somewherein my head, | was shouting at
mysdlf, Thisisadream! Y ou don’t haveto do this, you stupid fuck! Y ou' re dreaming, and it don’t have
to be Keeper!

| thought of Ginevra. Remembered her eyes and hair and skin, how different her body was from
Keeper's, how it had felt fucking her on that old swaybacked bed in Midwinter—back before she'd
dumped me, before she’ d been murdered on the say-so of Vey Coruscant, the bloodwitch who ran
Méusine s Dassament district—and the dream stretched and pulled like taffy, and | was il in Keeper's
bed with al them stupid candles, but it was Ginevraunder me making those amazing throaty little noises,
and the scent of her was like honey, and | could rest my head against the pillow and not think about
nothing except her, about the softness of her skin and the pressure of her tits against my chest, how easy
it wasto fuck her and not worry about. .. wetness and heat against my shoulder.

| jerked up. It was blood. Ginevra sthroat was cut, and there was blood everywhere—blood in her hair,
gpreading across the sheets, blood running down her scomach and between her legs, oiling our fucking
like some kind of terrible clockwork. And suddenly Ginevra slegs were clamped around mine, and when
her eyes opened, they were full of blood, and she said, laughing, “Fuck me harder, Mildmay. I'm dead
now, so | can't fed it unlessyou fuck... me... harder.”

| wanted to scream, but | couldn’t. And the blood made it so smooth, like flying, but there was no heat
except the blood, because she was dead and | could smell the rot starting. | wanted to get away from her
even more than I’ d wanted to get away from Keeper, but | couldn’t stop, damming into her harder and
harder and | could fed her body starting to fall gpart under me, and she sarted laughing, and | ill
couldn’t stop, and she brought her hands up and touched her cheeks, and then reached out with her
bloody hands toward my face.

And | woke up. With everything throbbing. Cock, bals, head, every separate musclein my back and
neck. | was face-down on the mattress, and | knew if | moved, I’d either come or puke. Maybe both.

| didn’t want to come from having adream like that. Stupid, | know, but thereit was. Plustherewasthe
whole embarrassment part, and what kind of disgusting freak would Phaéthon think | was—



Oh, shit. Phagéthon. | kept perfectly ill, praying | hadn’t made enough noise to wake him up. | was
dripping with sweat. The cabin fdt like apotter’ skiln, and the darkness was like this hot, wet blanket
pressing me down.

| stayed likethat for | don’t know how long, my heart hammering in my chest like I’d run from

Chal cedony Gate up to the Plaza dd’ Archimago. No sign that Phaéthon was awake and wondering what
the fuck waswrong with me. And the crazy painin my balls and cock settled back to just, you know,
pain, and | could roll over and lay there and fed stupid and dirty and disgusting.

Andtherel lay ‘til morning.
Felix

The White Otter sailed out of Endumion at noon. Ingvard, like the other passengers, was on deck,
watching raptly asthe distance widened between Troiaand this, our smdll, floating world. He had not
pressed mewhen | had said | preferred to stay in our cabin, but | knew he thought it odd.

He could think me as odd as he liked; he would think me odder till if | lost my self-control onthemain
deck of the White Otter . Better to stay below and pretend it was not happening, that safety was il
amost within my reach. | lay on thetop bunk and stared at the ceiling—if that waswhat onecaled it on a
ship—trying very hard not to think of anything and succeeding only in thinking about the temple of Graia
and the dim horror of Nerawhich | could not see clearly but which thronged my mind with shadows.

Mildmay had not, | suspected, told me quite everything about Nera. He had been nervous, disquieted,
uncomfortable, and I knew him well enough to understand that those fedings would make him try to
close down the discussion as quickly as he could. | did not think he had lied to me, but | thought he had
probably edited the story considerably. It infuriated methat | could not draw on my own memoriesfor
corroboration, but al | could consciously remember of Nerawas blood and smoke and the thick taste of
terror.

The ship lurched beneath me; after amoment of incandescent panic, during which the ship lurched again
inthe identica fashion, | reasoned out that it was not asign that we were sinking, merely that we had
come out past the breakwater and were starting into the open sea. | had never heard aphrasein my life
which | detested as much as | detested ‘the open seal’ at that moment. Would it have been so bad, a
voice whigpered treacheroudy in my mind, to have stayed in the Gardens? Astyanax was right, you
know, you could have been perfectly happy there.

Mildmay, | thought, alittle desperately. | couldn’t have asked Mildmay to stay there. It would havekilled
him.

And, asif on cue, Mildmay said from the doorway, “ Felix?’

Without the cane, he moved as silently as a cat—perhaps another reason he was determined to do
without it—and he made me jump so that | nearly brained mysdf. “What?’ | said, and my voice was
sharp with startlement and guilt.

“Areyou okay? Mr. Vilker said you—"
“And you were worried. How touching.”
“I know you don't like deep water.”

| wanted to scream at him, howl and curse and gibber. | said, “I’m fine. Y ou don’t need to worry about
rre”



“I won't then.” And heleft. | could have called him back, but | didn’t. | did not want to.
Mildmay
Well, ook, Milly-Fox, you did another stupid thing. Big fucking surprise.

| shouldn't' ve got mad a Felix, and | knew it before I’ d gone a septad-foot. | knew what hewaslike. |
knew how much he hated anybody knowing he was't perfect. | mean, I’d known he'd most likely be
snippy when I’ d gone down there. But it still pissed me off, and | thought as | was going back up on
deck, Fuck himif hethinks|’m going to gpologize for not doing nothing wrong. He wants to make up, he
can cometo me. And that was stupid, too.

‘Cause Felix wasn't crazy now, and he didn’t need me. | saw that as soon as he came up on deck, and
therewas Mr. Vilker and Mrs. Gauthy and Mr. Gauthy and Florian and Phaéthon dl over him. Hislaugh
carried acrossto where | was standing, and | thought, Fuck me sideways'til | cry, and pretended | was
staring at the ocean.

And | couldn’t swallow my pride. | don't know if it wasthe dream or the news about the Mor skaiakrov
or what, but I’ d think about crawling to Felix, begging him to be friends again, and then I’ d remember to
unclench my hands. | couldn’t do it, no matter how miserable | got.

It probably would ve looked funny to anybody who wasn't apart of it, ‘ cause day after day, there was
that group of sx peoplein their one particular place where Fdix liked to hold court, and then there was
me at the other end of the ship, staring out at the water. | was especidly careful not to ask the sailors
what they thought was going on, athough | caught the way some of them looked at me, and | think they
had a pretty good idea.

Medswere the worst. Med s were pure uncut Hell, and | was probably dropping weight again, and |
didn’t care. | hate having people look at me when | eat anyway, and then the conversation—powers and
fucking saints. Felix and the Gauthys and Mr. Vilker and Captain Y arth would just go off on history and
literature and dl that other stuff, and Phagéthon and Florian would listen, and sometimes ask questions.
And you could fed everybody focused on Fdlix, like they were dl sunflowers and hewasthe sun. |
swear it was like acult, because | watched the captain, that first decad, go from giving Felix the serioudy
hairy eyebd| to talking and laughing with him like he/ d completely forgotten Felix was ahocus.

| tried a couple timesto join in, when they were talking about stuff | knew, but nobody but Felix could
understand what | said to start with, and then either Mr. Vilker proved mewrong or Felix made an
answer that took me so far out of my depth I might aswell have just jumped overboard and drowned for
real. So | kept my mouth shut and tried not to care.

In our cabin, Phaéthon wasn't mean or nothing, but we didn’t have athing in the world to say to each
other besides “good morning” and “good night.” And athough | didn’t have no more dreams as bad as
the onel’d had thefirst night on the White Otter, | wasn't degping well, and | kept dreaming about
Ginevra | fdt like shit, and if Felix had been talking to me at al—besdes correcting my grammar every
fucking time | opened my mouth—I would have asked him to ward my dreams again, like he had back in
the Gardens when he'd till liked me. But | couldn’t ask that, ether.

So that’ s how things stood. We were twelve days out, and | was standing at the stern, watching our
wake, when FHorian Gauthy came up beside me and said, “Why do you spend so much time looking at
the ocean?”’

| couldn’t help my reflexive glance back, but his parents were laughing at something Felix had said and
hadn’t noticed Florian had gone. But that gave metimeto kill my first answer, which was, ‘ Cause it



beats the shit out of my other options. | just shrugged and sad, “1 likeit.”
“Oh,” hesaid, like that wasn't the answer he wanted.

We stood there awhile, me looking at the water and him looking at me, the water, then back at me
again. | kept expecting one of his parentsto come drag him away, but they didn’t.

And finaly Florian couldn’t stand it no more and said, “How’ d you get that scar on your face?’
Powersand saints, | thought. “A knifefight.”

“Likeadud? And hewasal wide-eyed, likealittle kid listening to astory.

“No, like aknife fight. | was about your age.”

“Oh,” he said, disgppointed again. “Were your parentsterribly cross?’

| redly didn’t mean to laugh, no matter what Felix said later. But | couldn’t help it, and of course Florian
wanted to know what was so funny, and I'm ashitty liar, so | told him the truth.

And then he wanted to know, if my parents weren't around, who looked after me, and | tried to explain
about Keeper without actudly explaining, if you follow me, but I’'m no good at shit like that, and nobody,
not even akid like Forian, was going to believe I" d been to aflash boarding schoal likethey got in
Ferrau, and so somehow | ended up telling him al about being trained as a pickpocket. | didn't tell him
none of the other things I’ d been trained to do—I hadn’t gone compl etely batfuck—but | told him way
morethan | should've. | don’t know what the fuck got into me—maybe it was just that Florian was
listening and interested and didn’t mind at al that sometimes he had to ask meto repeat things—but |
stood there on the deck of the White Otter and spilled my gutsto Forian Gauthy theway I’ d never done

with anybody in my life

And Horian drank it al in and wanted to know more about the Chegps and the cade-skiffs and the
Trids. | don't think he redlly beieved mogt of thethings | told him about the Arcane, but that was okay.
Someof it | wouldn't have believed mysdlf if | hadn’t been there.

We were siting, leaning againgt the sde of the ship, and | wastelling him some of the tamer stories about
Vey Coruscant, when Felix came up looking like the end of the world, and said, al polite and smooth
and horrible, “Mildmay, could | talk to you for amoment, please?”’

| think Florian caught the danger signals, because he stood up in ahurry and said, “1’ d better be going.
Thanks, Ker Foxe!” He bounded down the companionway, and | stood up. And when | was up, |
looked at Fdlix, and he said in thislow, controlled, fucking petrifying voice, “What wereyou telling
him?’

“Dunno,” | said. “Stories.”
“Y ou weretelling him about Méusine. Weren't you?’
“Um, yesh. So7’

“S0?” Hewas dill keeping hisvoice down, but | dmost wished he’ d shout. Because he was reminding
me of a steam-boiler about to bust. I" d seen people after that happened once, down in Lyonesse, and |
think that wasthefirst time’ d redlly understood that things could have been alot fucking worse than my
stupid scar.



“Yeah. Why’'sit maiter?’

“Why doesit matter? We ve been going around admitting we' re brothers al over the place and now
you' retdlling them you' re from Méusine and you want to know why it matters?’

“Yeah. More and more, actudly.”

He stared a me for amoment, then made a sort of growling noise and clenched hishandsin hishair like
he wanted to start ripping it out in handfuls. If there’ d been anywhere | could ve goneto get away from
him, believe me, I’ d dready have been there. But, you know, | figured nothing he could pull could
actually be worse than some of the stuff he’ d done when he was crazy, and I’d come out the other side
of that. And if hethought | was afraid of him, I’d really be fucked. So | just waited, and after aminute he
fetched a degp breath and brought his hands down. And when he opened hiseyes, | could see hewas
gl royally pissed, but he didn’t ook like he was fixing to explode. At least not right away.

Hesad, red careful like hethought if he went any faster | wouldn't understand him, “ The people on this
ship know I’'m awizard, right?’

He stopped and raised hiseyebrows at me, so | said, “Yeah.”
“Eusebians don't have tattoos, right?’

“Yegh.”

“Nor do Troian wizards. Right?’

“Okay.”

“So how am | supposed to explain being awizard and yet not being of any of the... acceptable
schools?’

“Dunno.”

“No, | didn’'t think you did,” he said, mean as asnake. “They may not recognize the tattoos, but they’l|
recognize the name of the Mirador. | have to be from somewhere else.”

And he had log me. “Huh?’

Herolled hiseyes. “If they ask where I’ m from or what schoal | practice, | can't tell them the truth, or
they’ Il hand us straight over to the dragoons when we dock in Klepsydra.”

“Yeah, | told you as much back in Endumion.”

Me and my fucking mouth. Y ou’ d think me of al people could learn when to keep it shut, but | never do.
| saw Felix’ sjaw clench and thought for a second he was going to turn meinto afrog or hit mewith a
lightning bolt or something. He said through histeeth, “ They already knew.”

‘ Cause you were wearing them fucking rings, | thought, but thistime | managed not to say it.

He gave methislook like somehow he' d heard me anyway and said, “ Since | can’t lie about being a
wizard, | haveto lie about where I’m from. And | can’t do that if you' re telling everybody on the ship
heartwarming stories about growing up agutter rat in Mé8usine.”

“Wdl, if you'd told me—"



“I didn’t imagine | needed to. Clearly, | radicaly overestimated your intelligence, amistake | won't be
making agan.”

Septad and Six nasty things| could' ve said, and | didn’t say “em. Didn’t say nothing, actudly, because |
still wasn't going to crawl to Felix, and | figured that was about al he was going to want to hear from
me. So | didn’t say nothing and he didn’t say nothing, and there were a couple sailors down on themain
deck pretending like they weren't trying to get close enough to eavesdrop.

Felix looked away first, muttering, “I supposeit isunlikely that Florian will repest your storiesto his
parents.”

“Pretty safe bet hewon't,” | said, and it came out sharper than was maybe a good idea.
“So you're entrugting our safety to the discretion of atwelve-year-old boy? Brilliant.”
“I’'m just saying Forian an’t gonnado nothing to get himsalf in trouble. Which hewould do.”

Helooked at me. | saw the spark in hiseye and | knew what was coming. “ Is not going to do anything
, not ain’t gonna do nothing.” And, Kethe, hisimitation of me was spot-fucking-on.

“Fuck you,” 1 said and turned back to the sea. Y eah, Sinceyou ask, I’d rather’ vel€eft, but for al that my
leg was better, those damn stairswere still an ugly scene, and it would just give Felix awhole new crop
of nasty thingsto say. Turned out to work the same anyway, because after amoment Felix |eft.

| stood there ‘til the sun was amaost down, saying abunch of thingsto the water that I d wanted to say to
Fdix. Ocean didn’t care.

Fdix

That | had not murdered my brother by the end of the second week of our voyage was something of a
miracle. | could fed hissullen, slent presence everywhere | went, and the ostentatious way he refused to
jointhe socid circle of the passengersirritated me nearly to screaming point. And then from playing the
solitary, brooding misanthrope to turn around and tell Florian Gauthy the one thing we most desperately
needed our traveling companions not to know... if I had murdered him, he would have deserved it.

| cursed Mildmay for being anidiot. | cursed Captain Y arth for separating Mildmay and me, meaning that
we had no opportunities to speak together privately. Sometimes, for variety, | cursed the Mirador
instead. Mercifully, Ingvard Vilker did not ask about the tattoos, anymore than he seemed to notice that
he never saw me without my shirt. He displayed, in fact, aremarkable lack of curiosity, which | was both
grateful for and alittle unnerved by. Good manners, | said to myself. Just because yours are atrocious. ..

| rdlaxed and talked history and literature with Ingvard and listened to his stories of working in the Gauthy
household.

Theokrita Gauthy, it seemed, was adomestic despot, ruling children and servants alike with aniron fist.
The housemaids were apparently sacked on aregular basis and for the most minor transgressions.
Ingvard and the other higher-class employees, the boys' tutor and the girlS' governess, had at least a
modicum of autonomy, though the tutor and governess were required to deep in the house, within earshot
of the children. “ They never have abreath to call their own,” Ingvard said.

“But your Stuation isdifferent?” We wereindulging in dow preparaions for bed, dragging out the
opportunity to talk without one or the other of the Gauthys hanging over our shoulders.

“I deep out, thank you very much. And | have aslittle to do with the children as| can arrange.”



“Wisg” | said, laughing. “ So you have lodgings of your own?”

“A very nice privateflat. My sdary is generous, and Keria Gauthy isnot so concerned about my moras
aslong as | do not debauch anyone under her roof.”

“Do you make a practice of debauchery?’

Hegavemeady, sdelong look and said, “I wouldn't cdl it ‘ debauchery,” no matter what Keria Gauthy
thinks”

“|sshe very straight-laced then?’

“Sheisnot atolerant woman. She believes piety liesin rectitude.”

“Oh. One of those.”

“Yes, exactly,” Ingvard said with agrimace. “ Fortunately, sheis not observant.”
“What about her husband?’

He snorted. “Ker Gauthy’ s energies belong to hisbusiness. In other matters, heletshiswife do his
thinking.”

“A bad habit,” | said, moving past him toward the bunks.

At that moment, the White Otter pitched into awave with unaccustomed vigor. | sumbled against
Ingvard. He caught my upper arms—to steady me, | thought, but then he kissed me hard, almost

violently, and | staggered back against the bunks. He followed eagerly, and | had to hold him off with
both hands.

“Ingvard, what—"

He caught my face between his palms and kissed me again, ruthlesdy. | wastaller, but he was heavier.
“We both know what we want,” he murmured as | haf-sat, hdf-fell on the lower bunk, hitting my head
painfully in the process. Ingvard was right there with me, still kissng my face and throat, his hands
cradling my skull.

“Ingvard, wait!” | said, as breathless asavirgin. The scars on my back seemed to be burning; | could not
bear the shame of having him discover them. And | did not like thisfedling of being assaulted,
overpowered. “ Stop!”

Hedid, sat back, frowning. “What' swrong?’
“I didn’t expect...” | said feebly, and he hooted with laughter.

“Didn’'t expect? Are you asking meto believe you haven't been flirting outrageoudy for the past
fortnight?’

| could fed mysdlf blushing; worse, | could fed mysdlf shaking. “No,” | said, dmost whispering. “But...”

“But what?I’'m sorry if | rushed you, but you also can't expect meto believeyou' reavirgin.” Hewas
leaning closer, and one hand was now on my thigh, hot as abranding iron through my trousers.

“No...."” | couldn’t breathe, couldn’t find my salf-possession, my strength. “I can’t do this” | said, the
words coming out in astrangled whisper. | lurched to my feet, knocking his hands away, and fled from



the cabin out into the moonless night.

| hid like achild, and when Ingvard opened the door and stood peering out, he could not see me. He
cadled my namein alow voice, but was clearly loath to come after me, for which | did not blame him.
Quite the contrary, | was grateful. | was shaking, my body awash with nauseating heat, and any attempt
on my part to speak or move—anything—would result only in hysterical weeping. | sayed where| was,
crouched in the shelter of arain barrel, and presently Ingvard retreated and closed the door.

| knew there would be sailors about—one could not leave a sailing vessdl unattended while al on board
got agood night’ s deep—~hut they did not seem to have noticed the melodrama being acted on their
stage, and | hoped | had found a sufficiently out of the way niche that | would not be discovered at least
until 1 had mysalf under somewhat better control.

To say that | did not understand what had happened would have been the grossest of understatements. |
had never cared to be dominated—six years with Makar would be enough to give anyone adistaste for
that role—but | had never found it frightening, never been reduced to a state of panic merely by being
kissed. | was till frightened now, but not by Ingvard; | was frightened by my reaction to him.

There had not been even ahint of thistrouble with Astyanax. We had done agreat deal more than
merely kiss, and | had felt nothing but lazy pleasure. Of course, he had made no attempt to dominate me,
or even taketheinitiaive. But ill, if | were going to be traumatized in the aftermath of what Makar had
doneto me, | would have expected it to be triggered by nakedness, or the sight of another man’'s
arousd. Not by something astrivial asakiss.

Something must have happened to me. Something € se. Something that caused thisincal culable reaction
to aman using his strength againgt me. | clenched my hands on my shins, pressing my forehead against
my knees. Something had happened to methat | did not remember. The mere idea made mefed ill,
furious... hepless. | was shivering, but | could not go back to the cabin and could not think of anywhere
elseto go. The ship wastoo smal aworld; it wasamiraclethat | had found an unoccupied and
unobserved corner to begin with. But | could not stay out here dl night.

It took me some time to admit to mysdlf that there was one place | could go that would be safe.
Mildmay

It was dmogt the septad-night. Me and Phaéthon were both lying in our bunks. | was awake, and | knew
he was, too, because | could hear him turning over and thrashing around, trying to find someway tolie
that was comfortable. My leg was aching—the westher’ d been sharp today, and there was rain coming,
and powers and saints but | hated the fact | could tell that. So he was restless and | was achy, and
neither one of uslooked like we were getting to deep any time soon.

The knock on the door made us both start up like we' d been stabbed. | heard Phaéthon kind of squesak,
and | was cursng myself for not having got aknife. But | went to the door—cabin that size, you don't
need lights—and said, “Who' sthere?’

“It'sme” Fdix’ svoice. “I need to talk to you.”

So I’'m adog, to be whistled up when you want me? But | didn’t say it, no matter how loud | was
thinking it, because he wouldn’t be wandering around at this hour of the night just to yank my chain. And,
even alowing for the whispering, his voice sounded funny—and not funny in agood way, neither.

“Gimmeasecond,” | sad.



He said something, but it wasn't loud enough to make out. Might’ ve been “please,” or “need,” and |
could fed the goose-flesh risng on my arms and bunching my shoulders up. Because it wasn't like him,
and thiswas seeming worse and worse.

“What isit?’ Phaéthon hissed while | was dragging on my trousers. “What' sgoing on?’
“M’brother,” | said. “It’ll just take aminute. Y ou okay?’

“Of course. Go ahead. Do you want the light?” He sounded worried, too. Of course, he liked Fdlix.
They dl did.

“Nah. It sokay. But thanks.”
| opened the door and dlipped out.

It took aminute for my eyesto adjust, and | still couldn’t see much of Fdlix. But | could see how wide his
eyeswere, and when he touched my arm, like he had to prove to himsdf | wasredlly there, | could fed
how cold hisfingers were and how he was shaking. And | think it was right then that | forgot to be mad.

“Areyou okay?’ | said, even though | knew hewasn't. I'd learned dl about giving Felix space, and
besides | wastrying hard to pretend that he didn’t look like he' d spooked right the fuck out, gone back
down that well where his crazieswere.

“I'mal right,” hesaid, but it was a cresky little whisper and he sounded like his head had gone bad
agan, likewewere dtill in Kekropia, dl doneout in the grass.

“What happened?’ | said.
“N-nothing. It was nothing. But | need a... afavor.”

Oh fuck, sacred bleeding fuck, thiswas bad. For him to admit that he needed anything, especialy that he
needed anything from me—thiswas worse than bad. “ Anything,” | said, although that was't asmart
thing to say to Felix and | knew it. “ Just tell mewhat.”

He made some movement—nothing | could make out clearly—and it was amoment before he said, in
that same creaky little voice, “ Trade cabinswith me. Please.”

“Sure. But why? Did Mr. Vilker do something to you?’

“No!” he said, so panicky that | knew the answer was“yes.” “It wasn't hisfault.”
“What wasn't hisfault?”

“Mildmay, please. Judt... please.”

“Okay,” | said. Whatever Mr. Vilker had or hadn’t done, it didn’t matter nearly as much as getting Felix
camed down and to where he was himself again. He might drive me absolutely screaming batfuck nuts,
but I didn’t want him back the way he was before. “We trade cabins, and you get some deep, right?’

“I'll try. And—you mustn’t say anything to him. Y ou mustn’t.”

“I won't pick nofights,” 1 said. Which wasn't what he'd said, but he didn’t call me on it, just sort of
nodded and said, “Thank you,” and went into the cabin where Phagthon was for sure wondering what
the fuck was going on.



| wished | could havetold him. But | didn’t know either. | didn’t think either me or Phaéthon was going
to get answersfrom Fdix, but | did wonder if maybe Mr. Vilker might cough up the problem. If it redlly
wasn't hisfault, he was probably about as confused as| was.

So | wasn't quite as Sow getting over to the other cabin as| might have been. | mean, it wasn’t nothing |
was exactly looking forward to—I aready knew Mr. Vilker didn’t care for me, and whatever had gone
down between him and Felix, it couldn’t* ve been much fun. But | sincerely did want to find out what the
fuck had happened, partly out of my own fucking curiosity, but more because | wanted in the worst way
to know if thiswas going to be aone-time thing, or if the celebrants hadn’t done quite as good ajob on
Felix asthey dl said they had. Becauseif this sort of thing was going to start happening regularly ... well,
it was going to make getting back across Kekropia even moreinteresting, and I’ d already thought it was
looking way more interesting than it needed to be.

| knocked on the cabin door and heard Mr. Vilker say, “Fdix?Isthat you?’ He sounded half-hopeful
and haf-worried, and | figured that at least Felix hadn’t been lying when he' d said it hadn’t been Mr.
Vilker' sfault. Because he sounded like somebody who' d bitten into a pear and found out it was alemon
and was now trying to figure out where the fuck he’ d gone wrong, and that wasn't what he' d' ve sounded
likeif he'd meant any harm.

| opened the door and went in. “Nope,” | said. “Me.”

He was sitting on the bottom bunk, and he didn’t look pleased to see me. “Where' s Fdlix?’ he said.
“In the other cabin. He asked meto swap.”

“Did he’? Sent you with his gpologies?”’

“Um, no. Hejust asked meto swap.” Mr. Vilker was looking pretty much like athundercloud, so |
added cautioudy, “He didn’t tell me what happened.”

“A gentleman,” Mr. Vilker said likeit was an inault.
“He seemed pretty shook up,” | said, il cautious.

There was this pause where both of uswere waiting for the other guy to say something. And then Mr.
Vilker kind of laughed, and shook his head, and said, “Wdll, it' s hardly thefirst time I've made afool of
myself. But | redly did think...” Helooked at me, and | could see he wasworried aswell as pissed. “He
wouldn't tell Ker Gauthy, would he?’

“No,” | said, because no matter what had happened, of dl the things Felix might do, telling anybody was
about aslikely as him sprouting wings and flying home. Lesslikdy, even, becauseif he could sprout
wings, I'd back himto doit.

“Ohl Thenheis...”
“Yeah?’

“Nothing.” And | would' ve bet al the money me and Fdlix had that he! d been within an inch of asking me
if Felix wasmoally.

| said, ‘causel figured Mr. Vilker deserved something, “He s got athing about deep water. It makeshim
twitchy. And don't tell him | told you, or he'd most likely drop me over the sde.”

Hislaugh sounded better thistime. “My mother wasterrified of spiders. And she handled it not haf so



well asKer Harrowgate.”

“Yeah. It srough on him.”

“I canimagine”

Another gap, and | said, “I’'m sorry, but | ain’t gonna be able to reach the top bunk.”
“What? Oh! Oh, of course. | beg your pardon. Did he roust you out of your own bed?’
“Pretty much.”

He got up, eyeing melike now he waswondering if | was molly and likely to make apassat him. Which
evenif | had been, | wasn't.

Mr. Vilker crawled up into the top bunk, and | lay down with asigh. “Y ou can put out the light
whenever,” | sad.

“All right,” hesaid, likeit wasn't what he' d been expecting meto say. But fucked if | wasgoing to give
him anything more. Him and Felix could just work it the fuck out on their own.

He snuffed the lamp, and | lay there and prayed | didn’t dream about Ginevraagain.
Felix

Phaéthon kindled the light as| closed the door behind me.

“Mildmay, what—oh.”

“I’'m sorry to disturb you,” | said.

“Where sMildmay?’ the boy said, hiseyeswide, asif | might have murdered my brother and thrown the
body over theside. “Areyou... ishedl right?’

And of course, being aniidiot, | had not had sufficient foresight to think of aplausible story. Mildmay
would not pressme, but | could not expect such tact and gentleness from anyone else on the White
Otter.

“Nightmare,” | said. “Old superstition—if you change beds, the nightmare won't follow you. You know.”
That wasn't exactly how I’ d been taught to banish nightmares as a child, but Phaéthon was|ooking
skeptica enough without the more esoteric detalls.

“And you couldn’t just change bunkswith Vilker?’

Damn the boy for applying logic. “No,” | said, now inventing franticaly. 'Y ou have to change rooms.
Crossing aboundary, closing gates, that sort of thing.”

Phagthon now looked merely asif he thought | was crazy, which was unpleasant but better than
concerned curiosity.

| sat down on the lower bunk. | was till too jittery to deep, but stting or lying quietly in the dark
sounded like gift enough.

“Wadl, since you' ve disturbed my deep anyway,” Phaéthon said, “I’ m going to thelatrine.”

Prudish child, I thought, but | had no objection to hisleaving the cabin. Asfar as| was concerned, the



longer he was gone the better.

He climbed dowly down; as he put his hand on the door latch, | saw the stain on the seet of histrousers
and said before | thought, “Y ou’ re bleeding.”

He whipped around, eyes wide and jaw dack with fear.

“Areyou hurt?’ | said. “ Did someone...” And then it occurred to me that one might have reasons other
than prudery to eschew the use of achamber pot. | looked again at the bone-structure of the face, the
delicate bones of wrists and hands.

“What isyour red name?’ | said softly.
Sheraised her chin defiantly and said, “ Arakhne of the House Attdis.”



Chapter 4

Feix

| got no deep that night. Accepting that her secret had been discovered, Arakhne seemed dmost frantic
for aconfidant, and dthough it wasarole | knew mysdf to be temperamentaly unsuited for, it was
beyond the bounds of even my sdlfishnessto refuse her.

She got hersdlf cleaned up and then came and sat on one end of the lower bunk, while | sat on the other
and her trousers were spread across the top bunk to dry, and told me her story.

Her house and the House Erekhthai s had been at feud for fifty years. She wasthe last heir of the mgjor
line of the House Attdis, and therefore the last mg or impediment between the House Erekhthais and
their goals: an end to the endless series of suit and counter-suit before the Aisxime—and the attendant,
though disavowed, raids and nations—and the absorption of the House Attdis holdingsinto their
assets. Theclaims of Arakhne's more distant cousinswere in fact no better than the claim of Hesukhios
of the House Erekhthai's, whose grandmother had been a daughter of the House Attdlis.

“But firgt,” she said, “they need me either dead or married to an Erekhthaid. The Emperor and the
Parliament cannot ignore my right.”

Unfortunately, not yet being of age, she had no recourse to either action or protection in Troiawithout
making herself dependent on one of the other houses, which would merely be trading one greedy
predator for another and would not improve either her situation or her chances of living to reach her
majority. She wasfleaing to Kekropiato claim sanctuary of the Emperor Dionus os Griphos—here there
was along, involved digression about the part of Kekropiain Troian politics, from which | gathered
mogtly that the Kekropians were as much inclined to meddle in the affairs of their neighborsto the east as
they werein those of their neighbors to the west. Arakhne had not liked the looks of the Penelope any
better than Mildmay and | had; she had therefore decided to take passage on the White Otter and find
some way north once she was on Kekropian soil.

“And, er, thedisguise?’ | asked.

“The House Attdis has no sons of my age remaining,” she said with gruesome matter-of-factness. “And a
boy traveling doneis much lesslikely to be bothered—or even noticed—than agirl. Assuming one's
disguise holds.” She glowered disgustedly into the middle distance.

“I won't betray your secret,” | said, although | felt like the howlingest of hypocrites, considering how
many secrets of my own | was so desperately conceding.

“Thank you,” shesaid. “I confess, | have been growing increasingly nervous. | do not think your brother
suspects, but it’s hard to be sure without asking outright.”

“Mildmay wouldn'’t betray you.”

Her look was frankly skeptical.

“Hewouldn’t.”

“Then heisn't the hired thug helooks, acts, and soundslike?’ she said acidly.

“No. Heisnot.”



“Widl, you would know,” she said, dismissing Mildmay completely, and went on to tell mein greet detall
about al the sratagems by which she had eluded her Erekhthaid pursuers.

| barely heard her. | had been vicioudly skewered, again, by the gpparently irreconcilable difference
between my perception of Mildmay and that of everyone ese. In the Gardens, | had assumed the
digunct came from the celebrants grossinitia misapprehension that Mildmay had terrorized and
brutalized me from one end of Kekropiato the other. But Arakhne had no such false information; she
knew nothing of us except what she had seen over the past two and ahalf weeks.

Certainly it was evident from Mildmay’ s speech that he was uneducated; certainly the scar on hisface
gave him aforbidding aspect. But wasit truly so difficult to look beyond that?

| thought of Mildmay standing aone and watching the waves, thought of him stting slent and ignored at
medls. Realized, my face heating even as| maintained the appearance of rapt interest in Arakhne's
convoluted and breathless narrative, that my treatment of Mildmay since we had come on board the
White Otter would not have given any observer theimpression that | regarded him as other than ahired

thug.

Malkar had placed stringent restrictions on my behavior, lest | disgrace him, but it was anew and
appdling ideathat my attitude toward another person could cause other peopleto disdain him.

My memory promptly offered up my own crudl laughter, making mock of one or another unfortunate
who had incurred my displeasure. And the laughter of my friends, my coterie... my clique.

| thought again, as| had thought before, that the world might well have been a better place if my mother
had drowned me at birth.

“Fdix?’ sad Arakhne. “Areyou dl right?’

“Justtired,” | said. “It hasn't exactly been arestful night, you know.”

She checked her pocket-watch and had the grace to look guilty. “1t'salmost dawn. | didn’t mean...”
“It'sno matter. But | think I’ll go out and watch the sunriseif you want the lower bunk for awhile.”
“You're very kind.”

| smiled back at her and made my escape. It wasn't kindness; | just wanted to get away from her.

Outside the cabin, the world disappeared into fog, which was much more soothing than aclear view of
the seawould have been. | went up on the cabin-deck, where | would not bein the saillors way, and
stared at the beautiful blank grayness and wondered what to do now.

| did not delude mysdif. | was not akind person, and my ingtincts were aways to wound. And the
combination of Mildmay’ s stone face and the vulnerability he hid behind it would bring out—had aready
brought out—the worst in my nature.

Someday hewill murder you, | said to mysdlf, and you will deserveit.
Mildmay
Horian Gauthy wouldn’t fucking leave me done.

Now, you' d think seeing Felix just about blow a gasket would be enough to warn akid off—and if naot,
then for sure the chewing out | heard him getting from his mother. But Florian Gauthy was as stubborn as



they come, and he kept on trotting dong after me like a puppy dog. The crew thought it was the best
joke they’ d ever seen.

And | guess| can see how it would be funny if it didn’t happen to be you. | mean, Florian was about as
bourgeois as you can get, and | can’t even pass for bourgeois. And | don’t suppose | looked likel
wanted him around. Which | didn’t, but he didn’t care about that neither.

And | couldn’t seemto bring mysdf to tell him to fuck off. For onething, | figured the only thing likely to
piss Mrs. Gauthy off worse than having FHorian hang around with me would beif | didn't let him. And
asdefromthat, | waslonely. | couldn’t redly make friends with the crew—FFelix had given me this snotty
little speech a couple days out about “low company,” and while | itched to ask him what he thought |
was, that looked like being a pretty sure-fireway to get him to never talk to me again. And none of the
passengers except Forian wanted to give methetime of day. Mr. Vilker wasn't mean about sharing the
cabin or nothing, but we both knew | wasn'’t the guy he wanted in there. And Phaéthon had turned out to
be Felix’snew best friend. | couldn’t keep mysdlf from wondering if they werefucking.

Fdix gill wasn't talking to me, dthough in adifferent way now. Seemed like every time | turned around
he was staring at me with thisweird little frown on hisface. | couldn’t figure out what I'd done or if he
wasredly even il mad at me, and since he wouldn't come near me, | couldn’t ask.

And there was Florian Gauthy, asking questions, telling me about Klepsydra, looking for whales and
seds and mermaids and Kethe knowswhat all, and after a couple daysit just felt natural to talk to him,
and a couple days after that | started telling him stories. Because it was better than answering questions
about me.

Florian ate my stories up like they were candy. He didn’t seem to know none of ‘em, and when | asked,
he said he' d read plenty of storiesin books, but he’ d never heard anybody tell astory before. | think it
was about then that | quit caring what Mrs. Gauthy thought and just started telling Forian every story |
could think of. ’ Cause, | mean, I’'m sure storiesin books are okay, but they ain't redl. Storiesain't redl
unlessyou hear ‘em.

And Florian listened with his ears flapping. He aways wanted to know where the stories were from and
wherel’d heard them and if | wastelling ‘em exactly like they’ d been told to me. Which, of course, no, |
wasn't, because you don't. | tried to explain it to him, how the story iswhat happenswhen you tell it for
yoursdlf, but | didn’t say it very well, and | don't think he really understood me. But | told him stories |’ d
heard asakid, stories|’d heard in the Arcane, in the Cheaps, stories Cardenio had told me that he'd
heard from other cade-skiffs—and | hoped Cardenio was okay, and someday I’d be able to go and tell
him that I’ d told the story of Elisabeth Raphenia s wedding night on aship on the far sde of Kekropia
and be able to see hiseyes get big as bell whedls. | told Florian stories|’d heard in Kekropia, traveling
east with my crazy brother—athough | didn't tell him that part—and | told him stories |’ d heard on the
Mor skaiakrov, because they were the ones that weren't mine yet.

| didn’t particularly want to talk about the Mor skaiakrov, but when FHorian learned me and Felix had
gotten to Troiaon aMerrow ship, that turned into something e se he wouldn’t fucking leave done.

“Werethey pirates?’ hesad.

“Well, they were smugglers,” | said doubtfully, because | wasn't quite sure what he meant—or thought
he meant—by “ pirates.”

“Did the Imperid Armadachaseyou? Did you haveto fight them off?’
“Fuck, no.” Helooked disappointed. “What, you think having these Armada guys show up would' ve



been fun?’

His eyes brightened, and he started telling me about this book he’ d read, where the hero was accused of
something he hadn’t done and had to run off with a pirate ship and have the sort of adventures that the
smugglers|’d met would have gone clear to . Millefleur out of their way so asnot to get involvedin. |
didn’'t quite have the heart to say that to Florian, though—and even if | had, | don’t think | could' vefit it
in, because he went straight from that into complaining about how boring living in Klepsydrawas and
how nothing ever happened and even if it did, his mother would make sure he never knew about it until it
had been over for amonth.

| guess people have to be stupid when they’ re his age. Kethe knows | was. So | didn’'t tell him I’ d trade
my lifefor hisin aheartbest, just listened, and when he' d worked some of the bail off, it turned out that
what wasredly getting up his nose wasn't so much the not being a pirate asit was the fact that he was
the youngest of six, and only the second boy, and his mother seemed to want him to keep himin
cotton-wool until hewas old and gray and toothless. Which | could at least see as being something you'd
get sick of inahurry. And what redlly pissed him off, asfar as| could tell, was the way his brother and
ggtersgot in on the act. His oldest ssterstreated him like they were his mother, too, and the younger girls
and hisbrother, Kechever, used him like akind of screen. “They could get away with murder while
Mother was scolding me,” Florian said bitterly. “ And the servants are just as bad as Mother. Even Ker
Tantony won't let me—"

He stopped, gulped, and turned bright brick red. | remembered Tantony was the name of histutor, and
athough thiswasn't anything | specidly wanted to get into, | said, “ Even Mr. Tantony won't let you
what?’ because... well, | guess, redly, becauseit’' swhat my friend Margot would have said.

“Nothing,” Florian said. “Hetreatsmelike’m anidiot, too.”

Which I’ d ve bet my eyeballswasn't what he' d been going to say. But it wasn't like | could say so or
nothing, and it really wasn't like it was any of my business. So | kind of waited, long enough that he knew
| hadn’t quite bought it, then said “Uh-huh,” and asked some stupid, easy question that would get us both
off the hook. And Horian answered it and then asked meto tell another story I'd heard on the

Mor skaiakrov, and it was like we' d just thrown the whole thing overboard and let it Sink.

Except of coursefor the part where| couldn’t quite forget about it. | wondered if | should tell somebody,
but figured that Mrs. Gauthy wouldn't believe me, and she wouldn't be grateful anyway, and if what
Florian hated mogt in the world was people treating him like he was too little and too stupid to be trusted
not to eat the soap, then hewasn’t going to love me at dl, neither, for pulling astunt likethat. And |
didn’'t even pretend to myself that Felix would care.

So | put it out of my mind as best | could, and mostly just worried about Felix and Mr. Vilker and what |
was going to do with mysdlf now. My leg was better now, but | still limped, and that was't ever going to
go al theway away. ‘' Causeit hadn’'t hedled straight. I’ d been trying and trying to pretend to mysdlf that
that wasn't what it was, that it was just the muscles weren't strong enough yet, but somewhere out in the
middle of the ocean between Endumion and Klepsydra, | just gave up on lying about it. | could seeit
myself if | watched my feet, and | could fed it clearer and clearer because my leg muscles were getting
stronger and so the thing that was fundamentally wrong was showing up better. It waslike... Kethe, |
don’'t know what it was like, not so asto be able to describeit. But it was like at the mid-point of my
thigh, someone had taken the bone and turned it like afraction of acircle, barely even enough to notice,
you' d think, to the left. And then strapped an iron bar or something aong from my thigh to my hed, soit
couldn’t turn back the way it was supposed to and so that knee had to fight the rod to bend. It wasn’t so
much that it hurt asthat it just wouldn't go.



So it worked okay for getting around on, but | couldn’t trust it no more. | had to faceit. | wasacrip
now, and crip cat-burglars—well, let’ sjust say there€ sareason you ain’t never heard of one. But | didn’t
have the first fucking clue what | was going to do instead.

It got into my dreams, worse even than it had that first couple of decadsin the Gardens. Keeper'd send
me out after something, and I’ d fall out awindow or something stupid like that, and thereI’d bein
Ginevra sgrave with her cold rotting arms around me and her voicein my ear al thick and dow, “Love
me, Milly-Fox. Make mewarm,” and then I’d jolt awake and lay there, panting and sweating and scared
to move, and listen to Mr. Vilker snore until dawn.

| was gtarting to amost look forward to us getting to Klepsydra, because probably nothing good was
going to happen there—I mean, odds were serioudy against it—Dbut at least | could get off the White
Otter and maybe |leave these fucking dreams behind.

Fdix

The White Otter danced with the Keephanian, making her way toward Klepsydra, and | caught myself
again and again watching Mildmay, trying to make sense of who he was, trying to sort my idea of him out
into order and coherence. Trying to find an understanding that would help me not to hurt him again.

| was hampered in my progress by two things. One was my own, irrationd, insuperable desirefor him, a
lust like adow-burning fuse which paid no attention to details such as our blood kinship or the fact that
he was not inclined toward men or that | now apparently panicked at the approach of sexua intimacy. |
wanted him—wanted the coarse fox-red hair he now braided back and tied with ascrap of indigo
ribbon, wanted his body, his broad shoulders and stocky frame, lithe and muscular as an acrobat’s. |
wanted his deep, durred, Lower City voice, wanted the growl that threaded through hiswords. | wanted
his eyes, cold absinthe-green jade, wanted his face, those feral bones, that stone scar. | wanted to watch
passion transform him from stone and jade to flesh and blood, wanted to know if he cried out when he
came, and what he sounded like when he did.

But | could not have him, and the tension between that knowledge and the unabated wanting madeit
difficult to think, even more so0 asit intertwined with that ugly, failed encounter with Ingvard and made me
uncertain of myself, of my own desiresand longings, in away that | had not been since | was eleven.

And asif that were not enough, | further found that my idea of Mildmay, my understanding of him, was a
once as clear and sharp as a chirurgeon’ sknives, and clouded, obscure, impenetrable. | knew that |
trusted him, but | did not know why. When | tried to understand it, my memory gave me only sensaless
flashes: him handing meaturnip that | did not want, him sitting under a stregt-lamp in astrange city,
putting lacesin apair of shoes... memories of Joline, who had died when | was eeven and whom | had
loved like as ster—Ilike this brother whom | had not then known | had.

It made no sense, and it frustrated me. | could deduce that these strange snippets of memory were from
the year and morethat | had lost to madness, and even that they were moments at which Mildmay had

been kind, protective, loving. But | could not know that that was true. They might have been things | had
imagined, or dreamed. They might have been things that in my madness | had completely misinterpreted.

| becameirritable, snapped at Arakhne, argued with Leontes, avoided Ingvard’ sincreasingly blatant
attemptsto get me aone. | knew that | needed to talk to Mildmay and | could not bring myself to do it. It
seemed asif we had had this conversation too many times aready. It would change nothing; it would not
make me other than | was; it would not resolve this discord between us.

And then, five days out of Klepsydra (or so said Captain Y arth), | thought, Maybe | should tell him that.
It was such astupidly obviousideathat | burst out laughing even as| turned to look for Mildmay—and



found mysdlf faceto face with Ingvard.

| fell back apace, narrowly suppressing ayep. But my darm must have shown on my face, for he
stepped back aswell, raising his hands pams out; his smile was more than dightly sardonic, and it
annoyed me.

“Ingvard,” | said.
“Y ou’'ve been avoiding me.”

“Gracious. | wonder why.” | was as cold and supercilious as| could be and had the satisfaction of seeing
Ingvard' s face go blotchy red with annoyance.

“Felix, what happened?’
“Y our advances were unwelcome,” | said coldly. “1 am surprised you need to ask.”

Hismanner had lost itslast trace of amusement, and | was savagdly pleased. Whatever else he might do,
he would not sneer at me.

He took a deep breath and said with obvious care, “Y ou frightened me. I’ ve been worried.”
“That' s very sweset of you, Ingvard.” | smiled. “But unnecessary.”

For amoment, it seemed as if he would make some rgjoinder, then he let the bresth out wordlesdy. He
gave me along searching look, but | was proof againdt it.

“All right,” hesaid. “I don’t... but it isno business of mine. I'm sorry to have bothered you.” He turned
and crossed the deck to where his employer was standing, trying to instruct Florian in the rudiments of
navigation. | watched him until | was sure he was not going to change hismind and return, and then |
darted, again, to look for Mildmay. | needed to explain.

Mildmay

So Horian'sfather had come and dragged him off, and | wasjust sitting in the sun, kind of half-dozing,
when | heard somebody coming up the ladder. | opened my eyes, figuring that Florian must have got
loose somehow, and found mysdf saring a Felix’ strousers, with the tear in the leg I’ d mended myself.

| kind of lurched, starting to get up, figuring he was pissed at me again, but he said, “No, don't,” and sat
down besde me.

| looked at him sideways, trying to figure out what was going on and if | wasin trouble, and he was
sitting, knees up and his arms resting on them, with his hands hanging down, right in the sun so the tattoos
showed up like they were on fire. He wasn't looking at me. He was staring straight aheed, with thisweird
kind of little frown, not like he was angry, but like he was trying to remember something, or wasthinking
about something he didn’t much like. I couldn’'t tell. So | sat and waited for him to cough it up.

And after awhile he took a deep bregth, till not looking a me, and said, “1 need to explain something.”
He stopped, like when ahand-wagon hitsa step. | said, “ Okay.”

Another deep breath, and he was frowning off into space now, but if he was mad at me, he would ve
been looking at me, so | figured | was till okay. “1 am not anice person.”

| could' ve said some serioudy snarky things back to that, but | didn’t. For one, | didn’t want him pissed



at meif hewasn't dready, and besides, he was struggling with something, and he didn’t need me getting
intheway.

“Thesefightswe have,” he said, and stopped again.

“Yeeh,” | sad. “I remember.” Which was nastier maybe than it needed to be, but he was till fighting with
whatever it wasin his head and didn’t pay no mind.

And then hejust blurted it out. “ They aren’t going to stop. Thefights. And they’ re going to be my faullt.
It's... it'swhat | am.”

Hedidn't say hewas sorry, but Fdlix didn’t say that, and the fact that he’ d said anything was pretty
much an apology dl by itsdlf. I didn’'t know what to say, though, because it’ s okay would have been a
big fat hairy lie. Likewise | understand and everything esel could think of. And | didn’t fed likelying
was going to make this thing between us any better.

And he' d only stopped because he' d hit another step, not because he waswaiting for me. “1I’ ve dways
been likethis. It'snot you.” Heturned then, and | couldn’t help atiny bit of aflinch, because hiseyes
were 0 Spooky, and it was thefirst timein a couple decads that he' d looked at me straight on and like
both of uswereredly there. “That' s the important thing. 1’ s not your fault. It sme. And I’ d promise to
change, except that it would be alie”

“And that wouldn’t help,” | said, because it waswhat I’ d just been thinking.
“No. It wouldn’t. And | don’t know thét telling you thiswill help, either. But... | had totry.”

Thistime, he stopped because he was done. And | sat and thought it over, and for once hedidn’t try to
rush me or get impatient or nothing. He just sat and watched me, his spooky skew-eyes burning out of
hisface, like we had dl the time there ever was and this was the only thing that was ever going to matter.

And you know, | hated him for that. Just alittle. | hated him for being able to turn that fedling on and off
like acigtern tap. Because he was making mefed like| really mattered to him, but | knew he wasright.
A couple days, a couple hours, a septad-minute, and he’ d be walking over melike | wasn't there again,
or making some nasty, catty little joke about the way | talked. Like he'd said, it was what he was.

| was afraid to say any of that, though. Because | didn’t think it would come out the way | wanted, and
by thetime I’ d figured out how to say it, he'd most likely be bored. Or somebody would’ ve come up to
talk to him. Or something. So | just said, “It doeshelp. A little”

He smiled. Not one of the dazzlers he used to get his own way. Just asmile, alittle one, kind of crooked.
And Kethe, it waslikel’d never been mad a him at all.

Mr. Vilker wasin astew that night. | lay on my bunk and watched him pace around our tiny cabin. He
had about two steps each way, and | thought of telling him to open the door, so he could at least get
himsdf asort of haf-assed triangle, but | ill didn’t think he liked me much, and he probably wouldn’t
appreciate lip fromme.

But it was serioudy getting to the point where | wanted to hit him over the head just to get him to fucking
stop, when he did stop, right in front of the bunk and staring at me, and said, “Is heredlly your brother?’

“Sorry?’ | said.

“IsFdix Harrowgate redly your brother?’ he said, sort of through histeeth.



“Haf-brother. Yeah.”

And damned if hedidn’t start pacing again. But in about half a minute he stopped, dead-center and
sguare-on to me again and said, “Were you raised together?’

“What?’

“Were you raised in the same household?’

“No.”

He snorted, like I’ d disgppointed him somehow, and said, “ Do you think he' s mentaly stable?’
“Dol what?

“Y our hdf-brother. Do you think he' s sane?’

“Um. Dunno,” | said. “D’you think he' s crazy?’

“I don’t know what tothink.” | remembered Felix saying thisafternoon, It’swhat | am. Mr. Vilker took
another two steps up, two steps back. “Y ou know what heis, don't you?’

| could think of abunch of things he might mean by that, most of them somewhere between lousy and the
end of theworld. “Um,” | said.

“That he... that histastesaren’t...” Mr. Vilker was going anice sort of cherry color.
“Oh. You mean he samoall. Yesh, | know that.”

“A what?’

Wl | didn’t know no nice Kekropian wordsfor it. “He fucks guys.”

Mr. Vilker'seyes got big and round, and he went even redder. Nice manners, Milly-Fox. Very smooth.
“Um,” said Mr. Vilker, “yes.” Another quick up and back, and he said, “ Do you think he' s degping with
Phagthon?”

Well, sncel’d been wondering the samething, it wasn't like | could say no, and have it sound likel
meant it. “Dunno,” iswhat | actually came up with. But that explained what Mr. Vilker was fretting about.
Jedlousy’ sjealousy, and if him and Felix had had some kind of scene, you couldn’t redly blamethe
guy—what with Felix latching onto Phagthon dl of two minutes later—not for the wondering and not for
the part where he felt kind of shitty about it.

Hewas pacing again. | said, ‘cause | couldn’t quitetdl, “D’you even like hm?’
“I don't know. How can |, when every time| talk to him, it' sasif I'm talking to a different person?’

“Hedon't like people knowing too much about hisbusiness” | said, which | figured was about asfar as|
could go without Felix hunting me down and skinning mewith adull knife. Andthen | said, “Heain’t
worth driving yourself nutsover.”

Which Felix redlly would have skinned meif he'd heard me say it, but, | mean, it wasthe truth. 1t wasn't
worth Mr. Vilker’ stimeto get dragged into this.

“Isthat your considered opinion?’ he said, nasty and sharp.



“I'mjust saying. It ain’t worth it to you.”
“Y ou can't know that.”

And powers| fdt like | wasthe oldest thing in the world, like I’ d been thefirst thing to come up out of
the rocks and mud when Phi-Kethetin started singing fire. “Y ou ain’t gonna get what you want from him.
Whatever it is” Because asfar as| could tell, nobody got what they wanted from Felix unlessit was
exactly what he happened to want to give.

He gave me an ugly look. “What has hetold you?’
“Fuck dl. But | know him. You don't.”
The look got uglier for amoment, and then he said, “1’m going to bed.”

“Don't let me keep you up,” | said, and we kind of snarled at each other, and then he climbed into the
top bunk and snuffed the light.

Damnyou, Felix, | said, but only to mysdlf.
Felix

Inthedream, | amin aplace| don't know—acdllar, abasement, something like that. Somewhere dark
and dank and reeking of the Sm.

It isamaze aswell asabasement, and | am logt init. There'sa staircase somewhere—there hasto
be—but | can’t find it, can’t find my way up out of the dark and the cold. | go on searching, hopelesdy,
because | know that no one will cometo help me, that no onewould careif | died down here, left my
skeleton in the corner of one of the odd-shaped little rooms that smell so sweetly and foully of death.

And then, after abitter eternity of groping inthe dark, | seelight ahead, the warm flickering of torch-light.
| fed surethat it must be the staircase and run towardsit.

But it isnot theway out. It isthe heart of the maze, the place where the mongter lives. The mongter is not
there, but its scent is harsh in my nostrils, and | know it is nearby. It hasleft its own heart behind it, and |
stand in the doorway, unable to move, staring at the monster’ s heart, which isatable. A wooden table.
Fitted with straps, and | cannot keep myself from mapping where each one would go on my own body.
Those around the ankles, that one across the hips, those at the wrists, that pinning the shouldersflat. The
last strap, narrow and very short, would grip my neck tight enough to choke me. Standing there, my
breath coming in harsh labored soundslike the cries of ahurt animd, | can fed it pressing against my
jawbone, congtricting my throat so that | can barely swallow.

| cannot look away. | want to turn, plunge back into the darkness, lose mysalf again. But | am rooted to
the earth, turned to stone within my own skin. The monster will return soon and find me, strap meto the
tablewhichisitsheart. It will not kill me. | know that. It will do something even moreterrible,

Something touches my shoulder. | jerk around, making a strangled noise, one arm going up to ward the
monger off—

And Arakhne svoice said in the darkness, “Fdlix? Areyou al right?’

A dream, | thought, knotting my fingersin the coarse fabric of the mattress-cover. It wasadream. |
could hear mysdlf breething, fee my chest heaving, asif | had been running for miles, asif | had been



battling dragons and ogres. It was just adream.
“I'mfing” | sad. “Just a... abad dream.”
“I thought you were dying.”

| remembered that last moment of the dream, my arm going up, remembered adigtinctly undreamlike
sensation of it calliding with something. “Did | hurt you?”

“No. Just scared me. A little”
“For future reference, it’s probably better not to wake people up by shaking them.”
“Oh,” shesaid, sullenly. | wasn't appreciating her selfless concern, and it irritated her.

Fortunately, | was still bresthing so heavily that she couldn’t have detected my sigh. | waslooking
forward with intense anticipation to docking in Klepsydraand being free of the galling necessity of sharing
atiny room with a spoiled and frightened teenage girl. | said, “'Y ou should probably try to get back to

g@.”
“You're not going to have another fit, are you?’

Shewasangry ill, but | detected redl fear in her voice. | wondered, my skin prickling with humiliation,
just what kind of noises | had been making. “No,” | said. “I think I’ll go out on deck for awhile, clear my

“All right,” shesaid, and | heard her climb back into her bunk.

We both dept fully clothed and did not discuss the reasons why. | got up, opened the door.
Arakhnesad, “Feix?’

“y e

“What were you dreaming about? It sounded terrible. And | thought switching cabinswas going to help.”
“Wdl, nothing hel pswith nightmaresfor long. Go to deep.”

| went out, gratefully closing the door behind me. | did not blame Arakhne for her limpet-like tendencies,
but | found them profoundly wearying and even more profoundly aggravating. | couldn’t turn around
without falling over the silly child, and she stood too close to me, monopolized too much of the
conversation, asif she were the one who knew my secretsinstead of the other way around. | was not
about to give her so much as an inch more leverage. | most certainly was not going to discuss my dreams
with her,

| wished | could discuss the dream with someone, though. Other than Mildmay, that was, who would
listen and then say, a most, Dunno what it means, but it sounds fucked up.

| was accustomed to nightmares, but | had never been so upset by onethat had no peopleinit. Dreams
about Malkar, Keeper, long dead though he was, L orenzo, even Shannon: those | was accustomed to, if
not enured to. When | woke in limp misery from one of those dreams, | knew what had happened. But
this—the narrow subterranean passages, the torches, the table that was at once perfectly innocuous and
entirdy terrifying—I did not hold the key to thisdream, and | did not know why it had such power over
me.



And that frightened me more than anything e se.

We docked in Klepsydraon a beautiful, shining morning. All of uswere up on deck, staring eegerly a
the fast approaching city. There would be adight delay, Captain Y arth had told us, before we would be
alowed to disembark, a matter of tariffs and ingpections, agreements between the empires of Troiaand
Kekropiawhich | did not perfectly understand, nor cared to. It seemed to matter agreat ded to Leontes
Gauthy, though; he and Ingvard stood alittle to one side, muttering together over inventories and
invoices.

Theokritaand Florian and Arakhne and | stood together, Arakhne too close as usual. | was aware of
Mildmay, standing alone, just within earshot. | admitted to myself with some surprisethat | would rather
have been standing with him, but Arakhne was so tense | could amost fed her vibrating, and | wanted at
al costs and above dl other desiresto avoid giving her any opportunity to create ascene. She had told
me the night before, in the tones of onetrying hard to convince hersdlf, that it was highly unlikely the
House Erekhthais would have been able to notify their agentsin Klepsydrato be on the watch for her.

“I thought you said you' d shaken them off,” I’d said—unwisdly, for | had noticed theway in which
Arakhne' s stories changed as she told them.

“Wall, of coursethey’d know it would be very likely I'd makefor Aigisthos,” she said, and | made no
rgjoinder. But | wondered now just how much the House Erekhthais might know and just what kind of
resourcesit had at its command.

The White Otter came gliding gracefully into the harbor of Klepsydra, which Florian informed
me—Ioudly, and pointedly not looking a Mildmay—was named the Elphenore. Glancing past him to
Theokrital s glowering face, | gathered that she had again forbidden him to “bother” my brother. This
time, seeing how near our journey was to completion, her edict might hold. | considered telling her thet if
either of uswereto corrupt Florian, it was much morelikely to be me than Mildmay, but that wasanidle
fancy born of anger on Mildmay’ s behaf—anger and areprehensibly wicked desire to see thelook on
Theokrital sface. | said nothing.

The ship docked; the captain sent asailor trotting to the Customs office. We waited. L eontes and
Ingvard continued to pore over their lists and ledgers. Florian pestered his mother and me indiscriminately
with questions and specul ations about the other shipsin the harbor. Theokrita could have done hersdlf a
tremendous favor by letting Horian stand with Mildmay thislast morning. But | didn’t say that, either.
Beside me, Arakhne scanned the wharves obsessively, but | doubted if she knew what she was looking
for.

Captain Y arth paced the deck behind us, growling under his breath with increasing vehemence as haf an
hour became an hour became an hour and a quarter. Finally, the sailor regppeared; Captain Y arth strode
to meet her as she came up the gangplank, and they plunged into a heated discussion, the sailor looking
no less annoyed with the delay than the captain. Mildmay was standing near enough to hear them, and
after acouple of minutes, he came limping aong the deck and said, “Fdlix?’

| raised my eyebrows a him, and he jerked his head at the oppositerailing. Both Theokritaand Arakhne
looked asif they wanted to protest, and that was annoying enough that | didn’t argue with Mildmay but
followed him acrossto the other sde of the ship.

“Well?' | sad.

“Most of what held Veraup ain’t no business of ours, but aguy stopped her on the way back wanting to
know about al the Troian passengers.”



| looked across at Arakhne before | could stop myself. She was watching me anxioudly.
Mildmay said, “Oh. D’you think it shim they’ re after? | wasfiguring...”

He had been exercising the caution of thefox he resembled, who walked into nothing without checking
firstto seeif itwasatrap. | said, “No. We may be pursued across Kekropia, but | hardly think our
enemies would be waiting for us on the docks.”

“Modtly, I just thought it was weird and you should know.”
“Yes” | said. “ Excuse me one moment.” | crossed back to Arakhne and said, “\We need to talk.”

Spoiled she might be, but she wasn't stupid. There was no color in her face as she followed me into the
cabin we had shared.

| told her what Mildmay had told me. Her yellow eyeswere huge pae disksin her bone-white face. She
whispered, “What shdl | do?’

| did not know if it was cruelty or optimism that made me say, “Y ou escaped them before.”

“Not likethis. Not...” She caught at my deeve; | hadd mysdf inand did not strike at her hand or shake
her off. “Felix, help me, please. They’ll kill me. It's not worth their while to take me back to Troianow.
They'll kill me and that will be the end of the House Attdisaswell asme. Please.”

| cared not ascrap for the House Attdis, but if | had not been able to repulse Arakhne before this, |
could not abandon her now, knowing that it would be to her degth.

“Do they know you' re disguised asaboy?’

“Yes” she said miserably. She had told me previoudy that they did not.
“Then | think | have anidea. But it will require telling my brother the truth.”
“Him? Why?"

“Becausetherearethree Troian’ passengers,” | said, “and I’m much too tall.”

Theideahad comeinto my head even as| wastelling Mildmay that our enemies would not be waiting for
uson the docks. It was a primitive ruse, but | could see no reason why it would not work.

“Oh,” said Arakhne; it was dmost agasp. “Would he?”

“Let meget himin here. Unlessyou have a better idea”’

She hesitated amoment, clearly wishing she did, then said, “No. If you think he'll do it.”
“Hell doit,” | said.

| went back out and waved a Mildmay. He followed me into the cabin, where Arakhne was Sitting on
the bunk, twisting her fingers together nervoudy in her 1ap.

“Shall | tell him or will you?’ | asked her.
She did not answer meimmediately, and Mildmay said, “ Tell mewhat?’

A nasty, fraught little silence. Arakhne opened her mouth, hesitated, and said, “I am Arakhne of the



House Attdis”

“Not Phaéthon?’

“No. | was... | wastraveling disguised as a boy to escape my House' s enemies. But their agents are—"
“Uh-huh.” Heturned to me. “And you knew about this?’

“yes”

“How long?’

“Mildmay, it doesn't—"

“How fucking long?’

“A week and ahalf. About.”

“And you'retdling me now. Why?’

“You know why,” | said, annoyed; it had, after al, been he who had told me about the man asking
questions.

“Not what | meant.” He shut hismouth like atrap and stared at me.
“What did you mean?’
Thelook he gave me was scathing. “What d'you want, Felix?”

It rattled me. Not just the look or the question—although those were bad enough—~but the redlization
that he' d smply taken ashort-cut through the conversation I’ d anticipated having and reached the finish
line ahead of me. I'd known he was much smarter than he seemed, but | hadn’t appreciated before how
quick hewas, that his mind was not in any way hobbled by the scar that dowed and distorted his speech.
It was so terribly easy to forget that.

| said, after ataken-aback pause, “We need to get Arakhne safely off this ship. A decoy.”
“A decoy.” Helooked at Arakhne and back at me. *Y ou want me to pretend to be her.”
“yes”

“So the goons after her will bash my head in instead?’

| flinched and despised mysdlf for it. “They’ [| have no reason to harm you when they redlize they’ ve made
amistake.”

“Uh-huh.” But helooked at Arakhne again, and | supposed he could see asplainly as| could how
frightened shewas, for he said, “Okay. Assuming | can ditch the goons, wheredo | find you?’

Something in hisvoice, some note of weary familiarity, told methat he had done thingslike this before,
that his career as a kept-thief had been more varied and dangerous than mine.

“Well havetofind ahotd,” | said.

“Yeah. Bet Klepsydra'sgot alot of ‘em.”



“Shut up,” | said. | recognized that particular form of being absolutdly unhepful without actudly starting
an argument. Cabdine wizards excelled at its more subtle and sophisticated variants. “ Both of you, stay
here”

Theokritawas more than happy to recommend hotels, even after | curbed her enthusiasm by mentioning
that distasteful word, “budget.” Glancing over her shoulder, | noticed aman in Imperid uniform deepin
discussion with Leontes and Ingvard, and surmised that that must be the Customs officer. His presence
meant it probably would not be much longer before we were expected to disembark.

| extracted myself from what was promising to be an exhaugtive review of every hotel in Klepsydraand
returned to the cabin, where the silence was thick enough to cut.

“The Pig-whistle on Blue Lantern Street,” | said to Mildmay, and repeated the directions Theokrita had
given me. “Doesthat stisfy your lordship?’

“Okay,” hesaid. “Let’ sget thisthe fuck over with.”
Mildmay

Powers, | was so fucking mad | could hardly see straight. | could have garotted Felix and never thought
about it twice. | would have told him to go fuck himself, except that the person who' d redlly get fucked
over if | didwasthegirl. And | hadn’t liked her much when shewasaguy, and | didn’t like her no better
now—her making sheep’' seyes at Fdix and him acting like he didn’t notice—but it was't the sort of
thing she ought to end up dead over, any more than Felix being acomplete fucking prick was.

So | let her braid my hair theway she did hers, and we swapped coats, which wasn't comfortable for
neither of us, but we could get by, and her and Felix went out so they could be sure they got off the ship
as soon asthey could. The goons might not be completely fooled, but they’ d be inclined to wait instead
of follow. And then | could make like | was sneaking off, and they’ d be sure to come after me, and
wouldn't that be fucking grand? Felix was awfully flip about it, but | was betting he didn’t know hired
goonstheway | did. And if everything went right, he wouldn’t have to.

Y ou know, that made me mad, too, theway I’ d catch mysdlf trying to protect him, like he was still crazy
and not to blame for the fucked up Situation he' d landed usin. Well, landed mein.

“Fuck it,” | said under my breath and tried to stop thinking.

After awhile, I heard everybody clomping down the gangplank. | hoped Fdlix had got his damn rings
back, because | had afedling | knew who' d be sent after ‘em if he'd forgot.

Climb thewadl in front of you, Milly-Fox, | said to myself. | judged time theway | dways had on ajob,
doing “Jeniard’sLover” inmy head. Last time I’ d done that, I’ d been in M&8usine on ahotd roof inthe
rain, coming down with the Winter Fever, fixing to meet Mavortian von Heber for thefirst time. All I'd
known about Felix Harrowgate was that he was the hocus who' d broken the Virtu. That life had sucked,
but | wished | could get back to it and tell myself to tell Mavortian to fuck off. Because both my legs had
worked right then, and | didn’t have a prick of ahocus ordering me around like his own persona dog.

| finished up with “Jeniard’s Lover” and went out on deck. There was nobody around—I mean, nobody

| knew—and one look was enough to spot the fat Kekropian leaning against awarehouse and pretending
like he wasn't watching the White Otter. At worg, if there' d been two guys set to watch, we' d split
them up. But | was betting this guy wasit for look-out, and Felix and Arakhne had got past him. There's
areason smart people don’t hire goons.



If I'd actualy wanted to get off the ship without being seen, I’ d' ve gone over the Side and svum for it.
So | wasjust as glad that wasn't the point here, because | was pretty sure |’ d be able to make it, but
not, you know, completely convinced. Small favors—al | had to do was act like | thought | wasbeing all
sneaky, which was mostly wearing thisbig hat that Arakhne d pulled out of her luggage. Stupid thing, and
if that was the best she could do, it was no wonder there were goons waiting for her, but it was doing
what | wanted just fine. Which was mainly getting in the way of the goon getting agood look at my face.

| saw the goon see me and pretended like | didn't. Felix and Arakhne were heading north for the
Pig-whistle, so | headed straight west, inland, and the goon fell in behind me. My limp was little enough
now that it didn’t matter so much—and when | thought of al thework I'd put in, it made me want to Sit
down and laugh until | puked, that this was the good | got out of it. First major street | crossed, | looked
around, and sure enough the goon had picked up somefriends. Three or four of them, although it was
hard to tell without turning around to count.

That was probably the lot, then, and now | had to figure out how | was going to get them to figure out |
wasn't astupid little Troian girl. What they did then was anybody’ s guess, but aslong asthey didn’t
catch on to the truth, it didn’t much matter.

| wished—alot—that | could have picked thiswhole stupid game up and dropped it down in Mélusine.
Didn’t even have to be the Lower City, athough that would' ve been best. * Cause | could guess about
which way to go and which not in this city, but that’sdl | was doing. Guessing.

And, wouldn't you know it, | guessed wrong.

One of Keeper’sfriends used to say, If you' re gonna fuck up, go ahead and fuck up big. Now
Keeper didn't like that, dlong of how she thought you shouldn’t be fucking up in thefirst place, but I'd
awayskind of liked it. So | guess | should' ve been glad to see mysdlf taking Cleophée sadvice, only of
course there was the part where | ended up in deep shit.

I’d turned left down a perfectly ordinary-looking street, aming to work alittle farther from Felix and
Arakhne before | did anything about making the goonslose interest. It was getting on toward the
septad-day, and the crowd had been thinning out, so | didn’t pay quite enough attention quite soon
enough to the way there wasn't nobody on this piece of road except the goons and me.

And then | turned a corner and found out why. Fucking dead end was why, and the goons must’ ve been
laughing their asses off, * cause | went to head back quick the other way, and there they were. All six of
them.

| sad, “Doy dl want something?’

The looks on their faces were amost worth it. They’ d been following the red braids and theway I'd
been acting like | thought | might be followed.

“Youan'tagirl,” oneof them said, likeI’d doneit on purposeto insult him.
“Never said | was.” | figured I’ d better keep on likeacit. “ Y’ al looking for somebody?’

“Yeah,” said the guy at the back. “Maybe you’ ve seen her. Red-haired girl, about your height. Named
Arakhne, dthough of course she might be calling hersdf something dse”

Hewasn't no dummy. He' d smelled therat.

“Nope,” | said. “Sorry. Stranger in town.”



“Ohthisgirl an'talocd,” the guy in the back said. The Six of them were spreading out, boxing mein,
and agood look at that guy, the one with the brains, sent my heart down into my stomach. He was broad
asafucking church door, and wasn't none of it fat. Fuck, | thought and took a careful step back.

“Factis,” Church Door went on, “we d heard pretty reliable that she was on that ship you came off of,
50 I’m thinking maybe you can tel uswhere sheis”

“Nope.”

“Now isthat ‘causeyou can't or ’cause you won't?’

“No girlson board. Nice middle-aged society lady, but | don’t figureit’s her you're after.”
Thegoonsweredill closngin.

“How about boys?’ said Church Door, and | wasn't fooling him onelittle bit.

“Fuckit,” | said and got rid of that fucking hat.

Now six on onean’'t good odds. Wouldn't' ve been good odds even if | hadn’t been a crip, athough at
least then I” d' ve had the option to try and outrun them. Things were messy for alittle while, but they
ended up about likewe d al expected, with me on the ground and Church Door’ s boot on my neck.
Now most of his goonswere cussing and bleeding, and one of ‘em was just starting to come’ round, but
the mest of the situation was my neck and his boot, which was what my friend Zephyr would have cdled
unambiguous.

“Let’ stakethis somewhere private,” Church Door said. “*Lessyou fed like just answering the question.”

| didn’t waste my breath on saying nothing. Church Door kicked me twice in the head and once more for
luck, and while | didn’t exactly missnothing, it dl got red uninteresting for awhile. The goons hauled me
up and dragged me after Church Door. | don’t know quite where we went or how we got there, along
of, like| said, being not interested at the time. When things cleared up, we werein abig, echoey, empty
building, an abandoned warehouse or something. | was lucky—small fucking favors—that they hadn’t
redlly been ready for catching somebody other than that damn stupid girl. They didn’t even have achair
to tie meto or anything, just dumped me on the floor. Not that it looked like Church Door needed a
chair—or anything ese. He looked like maybe he didn’t need nothing more than hisfingersto cause all
the pain he wanted.

“It sasmple question, friend,” he said. “ Tl uswherethegirl is, and we Il let you go.”
| kept my mouth shut and watched him circlingin on me.
“Youan't Troian, no matter what color your hair is. She don’t mean nothing to you.”

Which wastrue, but also not the point. | kept on saying nothing, and he kept on circling. He was enjoying
himself, and that was bad bad news. And | was till kind of alittle off, so when he camein, | wasn't fast
enough, and he got his hand knotted in my hair, right at the base of my skull. | wondered when the braids
had come undone, and then Church Door got my attention by jerking my head back amost hard enough
to break my neck.

“Whereasme,” hesaid, “I could cometo mean quitealot to you.” And he grinned.

I’d seen worse than him. I’ d been in the Boneprince a night with Vey Coruscant. I’ d done things
mysaf—things | wasn't proud of, but they’ d make this two-centime goon piss himsdif if he knew about



them. Which, of course, hedidn’t, so they didn’t hardly matter. It wasn't like hewas going to Sit ill for
metotdl him.

| kept my mouth shut and let him hit me. But he must have figured out somehow—felt it, smelled it |
don’'t know—that wasn't going to get him nowhere, because after he hit me once, helet go of me and
stepped back.

“We could kill you, you know,” he said.
| just watched him.

“Y ou don’'t mean any more to usthan that girl doesto you.” He stared at me amoment longer, then said,
“Griff, hand meyour knife.”

Fuck him, he’' d found my weak point. | could hear it in hisvoice. It's‘ cause of the scar—I know itisand
itdon’'t help none. It'sthething | can’t stand, the idea of somebody making my face worse. | was on my
feet without even meaning to be, and Church Door was grinning again.

If I'd beentied up, | don’'t know what he might have got me to say. But he was a cocky bastard, and |
was acrip about half hissize, and | hadn’t put on no particularly exciting show in the first go-round. And
he didn’'t know how I’ d got that fucking scar in thefirst place. He waved his goons back.

Now, my leg was singing Ervenzian opera, and my head fdlt like somebody’ d replaced the bones with
iron, and there were dl kinds of bruises| was only starting to fed. But my body still remembered how
knife fights worked, and Church Door didn’t look like he was planning so much on fighting asjust cutting.
Hisfucking mistake,

| dodged hisfirst swing at me, and that made the bastard laugh. Be laughing out the other side of your
facein aminute, | thought, but I knew | had to end this quick, before he either got bored or redized he
was outclassed and called his goonsin again to hold me down.

So the next swing | dodged inside instead of out, jammed hiswrigt, got the knife, and drove it back
between my own elbow and side and into hisgut. | rolled myself clear because jumping would have been
just begging for my leg to take me down. Up on my feet again, turned around, and Church Door was
garing at me with thislook on hisface that said plain as daylight how that wasn't what was supposed to
happen. Then his knees buckled and he pitched forward, driving the knife further into his belly with his
own weight. If he wasn’t dead now, he would be soon.

| looked around at the five goons. They were staring at me like abunch of cows, but at least it didn’t
look like none of them were getting any bright idess.

| said, dow and careful, “I ain't got no fight with therest of y’dl. ‘Lessyou make me.”

After asecond, the one cdled Griff, the one who' d given Church Door hisknife, shook his head.
“Good. And the law don't hear about the body, right?’

One of the others spat. “Law don't give ashit.”

“Okay. Then I’'m gonnaleave and you ain’'t gonnafollow me and we ain't ever gonna see each other
agan. Okay?’

Thistime they al nodded. | backed to the door, dow and careful, and they stood there and watched me
go. Like cows.



| dammed the door shut behind me and set off north, wishing like fuck that | could run.
Felix

The Pig-whistle had seen better days, but the roomswere large, clean, and comfortable. Their rates were
reasonable, though sadly not reasonable enough that Mildmay and | could afford separate rooms.
Arakhne' s funds seemed to be plentiful; she bespoke aroom for hersalf under the name Phaéthon Y arth
and then followed me up to the room Mildmay and | would share.

| longed with dl my heart to tell her to go away, longed to have the chance to do more than merely check
that my ringsweredl inther case, dl unharmed, but she was still wide-eyed and skittish, and it was clear
| would have had to use force to get her on the other side of the door.

| took my shoes off and lay down. She perched on the chair by the window and kept an anxious watch
on the street. She tried once or twice to engage me in conversation, but | pretended to be deepy and she
gave up, only sighing deeply from timeto time to remind me of the burdens under which she labored.

Time crawled past. After an hour | couldn’t maintain my pretense of degpiness any longer and joined
Arakhne at the window. She had the wit not to say anything, and we stared out at Blue Lantern Street in
slence, watching for her hat or hisred hair or just aman with Mildmay’ s dight awkwardnessin hiswalk.

| wasn't sure exactly how long it was—eternities, eons, maybe half an hour—before he appeared, a
dow, sumbling figure at the foot of the hill.

“Stay here,” | snarled at Arakhne, cramming my shoes on, and bolted out of the room.

Up close, helooked dreadfully white. His eyes were strange, blurred, and the awkward, hobbled way he
was moving, asif historso were asolid block of wood without joints or hinges, suggested hewasin a
good dedl of pain—more pain than | could expect him to admit to me.

“What happened?’ | said, wanting to offer help but knowing | would be rebuffed.

He stopped, tilted his head back to look at me. “They thought they had areason,” he said and continued
on hisdogged way up the hill.

| smply stared after him for amoment, baffled, before | remembered saying, earlier inthe day, They'll
have no reason to harm you when they realize they’ ve made a mistake.

“But what?’ | said, catching up to him. “What reason could they have?’

Thelook he gave me waswithering in its contempt, but he said only, *Y ou better get that damn girl out of
town tonight.”

“Y ou don’'t mean you—"

“I didn't tel *em shit,” he said, hisvoiceflat with anger. “But they knew enough dready that they’ll find
her. And they ain’'t gonna be happy when they do.”

“Mildmay, what—"

We had reached the entryway of the Pig-whistle. He stopped and said in Marathine, fast and low and
hard, “I just killed aguy, okay? And they ain’'t gonnagive ustrouble with the law, but we ain't friends,
neither. That enough for you?’

| managed to keep from shrinking back from him or letting my shock show on my face, but | found



myself entirely bereft of words.

He looked away firgt, rubbing one hand over hisface. “ Sorry,” hesaid. “I judt... if they catch up to her,
they will kill her.”

It took me two triesto get my voiceto work. “Then | guess... | guess|’d better get her out of town.”

| made Mildmay stay behind, made him lie down on the bed and promise to rest. | knew by the way his
gaze followed me coldly around the room that thiswas not over, but he did not say anything in front of
Arakhne and | was grateful for that.

Arakhne hersdlf mercifully showed no disposition to argue. She was not thrown into any grester state of
panic by the news Mildmay brought and did not evince any surprise. It did not make me like her better
that, long with surprise, she aso failed to show remorse or any particular concern for Mildmay's
injuries—which he would not discuss and refused to let me examine. She il thought of him asahired
thug, and thiswas neither the time nor the place to make her see her error. | hoped someone else would
teach her before that way of thinking got her killed.

| spun aquick story for the hotdl clerk about messages waiting for my young friend upon hisarriva in
Klepsydra; the clerk was sympathetic and obliging and lavish with advice. | argued with Arakhnedl the
way to the stage-post at the northern edge of the city whether she would do better to hire ahorse and
gart for Aigisthos on her own, or to wait for the first Stagecoach, which left at dawn. She had taken
Mildmay’ s story to heart; sherefused to wait. | could have stopped her only by traveling with her. She
was not alogt kitten, and my responghbility to Mildmay far outweighed my ridiculous and unfounded
sense of respongihility to her.

She came out again. “Half an hour, they say.”

“Good. Then I’ d best be getting back.”

“Fdix..."

| raised one eyebrow at her. She said, “Y ou could come with me.”

Perhapsif | hadn’t just had that same discussion with mysdlf, | might not have answered so quickly or
with such findity. “No.”

“No?’ It was hdf asguawk, indignation and incredulity combined.
“No, | can't. | need to get back to my brother.”

“Surely you needn’'t—"

“Yes, | do need. Y ou judge too much by surfaces.”

“Fdix, please,” and somehow she had caught hold of my lapels and was pressed up against me, staring
imploringly into my face. “1 can’t live with the thought of never seeing you again.”

“I beg your pardon?’ | removed my coat from her clutch and stepped back. She followed, athough she
did not grab me again.

“I never imagined thisiswhat love would fed like. | never knew... | was't going to say anything, but |
can't just walk away fromyou.”



“Yes, you can,” | said, wondering what it wasthat | was doing wrong that | kept attracting passion from
persons| did not want, while the one person | did was never going to look at me twice. “ Surfaces,
Arakhne. I’'m ganumedes and not interested.”

The Troian word was better than the ugly Marathine “molly,” and there was no doubt she understood
me. Her face went blank, and she—findly, blessedly—took a step back. | was bitterly reminded of
myself and Mildmay in the doorway of the Pig-whistle.

“Good-bye, Arakhne,” | said. “Good luck.” 1t seemed dl too probable that she would need it.

Mildmay was waiting for me, sitting propped up against the headboard.
“Wel?’ hesad.

“She's off. Not our concern.”

“Good.”

| sat down on the edge of the bed and took off my shoes. While | was safely not looking at him, | said,
“How areyou?’

| could hear the half-shrug in the way he said, “I’m okay.”
“Redly?’

“Yeah. Ain't likel never killed aguy before.”

“How many—" | brought myself up short.

“Dunno, exactly.” He knew what I’ d been going to ask. He' d probably been waiting for me to ask that
question for months. His voice was hard, careless. “First guy | killed for money, | had two septads and
OrE_”

| looked around; he was staring a the window curtains, but | thought they weren’t what he was seeing.
Hesad, “l wasgood at it.”

There was silence for amoment, al sharp edges and hard enough to splinter bone. Then he said, “You
want meto kill anybody for you again, you pay mefirst.”

“I didn’'t want you to kill anybody.”
“Yeah? And that’ swhy you sent me out there likea Tridslamb?’
“I didn’t know—"

“Would it ve mattered if you had?’ | wasn't sure which was more painful, the contempt in hisvoice, or
the resignation.

“I don't know,” | said after amoment, and was terrified by my own honesty. “1 don't... I'venever...”
“Wedon't dl got to be murderers,” he said, and if I’ d hated his contempt, | hated his gentleness more.
“How badly are you hurt?’ | said, forcing my voice to be cold and disinterested, like astranger’s.

“I'll live)” he said, hisvoiceflat again. It occurred to methat it said something very unpleasant about both



of usthat we saw concern and kindness as attacks.

| got up, paced over to the window, stood and looked out at the late afternoon traffic.
Heburst out, “Why didn’t you tell me?’

“What?’ | turned back. His face was white and set.

“You knew shewasagirl. Why didn’'t you tel me?’

“It needed to be kept secret.”

“And you didn’t trust me not to roll over on her?’

“Thet'snot it a al. But Arakhne—"

“Did she ask you not to tell me?’

“Not in so many words, but—"

“Youdidn't trust me,” he said, bleak aswinter.

“That has nothing to do withit.”

“Then what does? Why thefuck didn’t you tell me?’

Because| wastrying to avoid talking to you at dl. “It just seemed Ssmpler—’
“Smpler!”

“Look, thisisno big dedl.”

“Easy for you to say. Y ou got them all falling over each other to make you happy anyways.”

Arakhne s pleading face was suddenly in front of me again, with Ingvard and Astyanax swiftly following.
“Jedlous, little brother?”’

“Youdlikeitif | was”

“What' sthat supposed to mean?’ | said, half angry, haf afraid he' d redlized the truth, realized that |
desired him.

“You likejedousy. Y ou like knowing people want you.”
Hewasn't talking about sex, and my heart dowed alittle. “Isit not naturd to want to be liked?’

“That ain’'t what you want. It’' s like you got to have everybody’ s heart, and if they don’t giveit, yourip it
out and watch it bleed.”

| flinched from his acuity, and made a desperate stab to regain the offensive: “Maybe | wouldn’t haveto
take, if you'd give alittle more. Give me sometrudt. Itisn't asif—" | could not keep going againgt the
look on hisface. It was asif he had died and been petrified into marble.

Therewas aterrible, frozen silence. He grated out, more like adog’ s snarl than ahuman voice, “Likeyou
gave methetruth?’ He stood up, found his shoes, put them on, and tied them, dl in perfect, brutal
slence. He started for the door.



“Whereareyou going?’ | said, more shrilly than | would have liked.

He opened the door, stepped through, and only then glanced back at me. His eyes were green and cold
and brilliant with murder. “Find awhore,” he said and dammed the door shuit.

Mildmay

| didn’t have no trouble at all finding a brothd. The night-clerk was more than happy to point the way.
He had a couple recommendations, too, but those | didn’t pay no mind to. The sort of brothel he'd say
wasa“nicetime’” wasredly just not what | was looking for. Also not the sort of placethat’ d take me.

But | guess every city hasits Pharaohlight. Klepsydra swas along, snaky street near the docks called
Eleusis Row. The nice places were on the city-side, while the closer you got to the water, the lower and
skankier the dives got. | wanted clean, cheap, and not too fussy, and I’ d done enough work in
Pharaohlight, both for Keeper and on my own, that | knew what to look for. | picked a house that had its
front steps brick-batted and redl curtainsin the window, but hadn’t seen anew coat of paint probably
since |’ d been born. The Sgn’d been touched up recently, though. It showed asmiling dog fucking alady
chimera, and | decided to take that as a good omen. They had a bouncer—another good sgn—and he
didn’'t like my face, but he let me by when | flashed a Kekropian imperid a him. Which wasjust aswell,
‘causeit wasthe only onel had.

Inside was about the same: old and shabby, but well-cared for. The madam reminded me of Elvire, who
ran the Goosegirl’ s Palace in the Arcane, or what Elvire would have been if she hadn’t had the brains she
did. Shewas put alittle off her stride by her first good look at my face, but she got herself back together
like a champ and asked me my pleasure. Exactly like that, too: “What isyour pleasure, Sir?’

And that put me alittle off, so | guesswewereeven. | said, “Um.”

She gestured with her fan at the door on one side of the hall. “Ladies?” And at the other. “Or
gentlemen?’

“Oh. Um. Ladies”
“After you, Sr,” shesad.

Therewerefour girlsin the parlor—if that’ sthe right word. Anyway, in the room. Two of ‘emwere
septad-to-the-centime brunettes, one was a Norvenan-type blonde, and the fourth wasa Troian gal
looked more than alittle like Felix. They sat up and acted interested when | camein, but it wasa
professiond thing, and | didn’t care.

The madam was looking kind of sdeways a my face, and she said, “No blood-letting and no bruising.”

“l @n't aming to hurt nobody,” | said. And | wasn't. | just wanted to get rid of it, the guy I’ d killed, and
the dreams I’ d been having about Ginevra and Keeper, and theway | felt about Felix, where | just
wanted to dam his head againgt the wadl until it crunched.

The blonde had blue eyes, like Ginevra'd had. | said, “Her.”

“AnnaSylvia,” the madam said, like | cared what the whore' s name was. The blonde stood up. She was
askinny little thing, not like Ginevraat al except in the eyes. That was okay. She and the madam gave
each other alook, and then the whore said, “ Sir? Will you come with me?’

“I hope so, darlin’,” | said. Shelooked at me blankly, like she didn’t get the joke—which waslame, |
admitit. A crip joke. Like me. Or maybe she just didn’t know what to do withit.



“Okay, then,” | said. “Let’'sgo.”

She led me back into the hall and then up the stairs. The third door on the left was open, and we went in.
Green wadlpaper with anivy pattern. Nicelittle il lamp in brassfiligree. Thing that wasn't abed so much
asabig sofa—daybeds, they call ‘em. More flash-looking than a sagging old mattress, and don't
encourage the tricks to stick around.

The blonde shut the door and said, not seductively or anything, just asking, “ Tell me what you want.”

| didn’t laugh out loud, but it was a pretty near thing. What | wanted? | wasn't going to find that here, or
anywhere | knew of to go looking. Death’ s one of them thingswhere, onceit’s happened, you can't take
it back or fix it. Lessyou' reinto necromancy, and even then | beentold it ain’'t the same. Ain't nothing
ever the same, after death’'shad ago at it.

So | told her what I"d come there for, which was what she was asking: “A hard fuck.”

She nodded. Most whores I’ ve known have been pretty much okay with theidea of just doing business
likeit'sbusiness. Saves them the bother of pretending it ain’t. “How hard?’

“Y our madam said no bruises.”
“l don't bruise easy,” she said and smiled a me.

Kethe, that just about undid me then and there. Little blonde whore smiles at me, and suddenly | felt like
avase somebody was trying to glue together, only | was more cracks than vase. And | think some of the
pieces were just gone.

But | took adeep breath, let it out, said, “Y ou don't haveto kissme.”

“Okay,” shesad. “You don't haveto say anything.” And she camein close—firg time she’'d got hersdlf
within arm’ s reach of me—and started working on my shirt buttons. | don’t know how she knew to say
that, except that she was good at her job, and | figure shewasn't in that shabby, second-rate brothel for
long after that. ‘Least | hope she moved hersalf up the scale, because she was wasted where she was.
Shedidn’'t even blink at the bruises.

Sex don't have to be about love. Most timesin my experienceit ain't. But it can be about al different
kinds of need, and that little blonde girl knew that, and knew what | needed, and she let me dam her into
that daybed until we were both panting like dogs and dripping with sweat. And things weren't no better,
but at least | wasn't itching to get my fingers round Felix’ sthroat no more. | don’t know if she cameor
not. Shedidn’'t fakeit for me, and | was glad of that.

And then we got up and put oursalves back together and | paid her and left. And things weren't better.
Not one fucking bit.



Chapter 5

Mildmay

If there’ s anything worse than being stuck in a strange town where anybody who notices you might go
trotting off to the dragoonsto turn you in for murder or heresy, it’ s being stuck in astrange town and
sharing aroom with somebody you ain't on speaking termswith.

| mean, it was't that me and Felix weren't talking to each other at al. But I’ d pissed him off so bad that
he' d walked himsalf back behind thiswall—I swear by dl the powers sometimes| could practicaly
fucking seeit—and dl | got wasthiskind of hard, bright version of him. He d flirt with me, but he
wouldn't talk tome. And | didn’t know what to do with theflirting or how to ded with it or nothing. And
he started riding me harder and harder about my grammar—and sounding more and more like Keeper
thewholetime. Keeper’ d never got off my case about isn't instead of ain’t, and doesn’t instead of
don’t, and now here was Fdlix nagging at me every time | opened my mouth. He didn't say outright that |
should stop talking like street trash because it made him look bad, but he didn’t have to. And the worst
part was, aswe got into the tail end of adecad since we' d come off the White Otter and dtill no sign that
we were going to stir out of Klepsydrabeforewe got old and died, | couldn’t tell if it was because he
was redly gill mad at me or because it was agame to passthetime. The one was aslikely asthe other.

And asto why we were till in Klepsydra—well, fucked if | know. With Felix not talking to me, |
couldn’t get real answersfrom him when | asked, and after acouple days| just quit asking. | think what
he was trying to do was find some way to not have to go through the southern duchies. Which | don't
blame him for, except for the part where we didn’t have achoice. At least he' d decided to believe me
about how we didn’t want to go anywhere near Aigisthos, but he kept trying to finesse away of not
going as far south as we both knew we had to. He used the last of our money to buy two maps and a
guidebook, and then he drew these spiderweb things on the maps and covered every blank bit of paper
in the guidebook with diagrams and bits of what |ooked like poetry and dl kinds of weird shit. Hocus
stuff was my best guess.

If I'd thought I’ d get any kind of an answer, I"d've asked him why he was so set againgt the southern
duchies. | mean, sure, they ain't no nice place, and they believe some redlly fucked-up things, if the
peoplein the Lower City who hail from there are anything to go by, but it wasn't like we were planning
to live there or something. But if I"d asked, he wouldn't’ vetold me, so | didn’t ask.

So there we were, adecad since we' d comeinto Klepsydra, till up in that room in the Pig-whistle that
we could only maybe pay for, and that wasif my luck with the cards wasin the night before we had to
tle. Or if we—meaning me—did some quick and dirty work among the loca populace. And it might
cometo that, but | wasn't going to do it until Felix actualy came out and said that was what he wanted.
He was the one had spent our money. He could fucking well be the one to figure out what to do about it.

Felix and his maps and his guidebook and the pen and ink he’ d charmed out of the night clerk were dll
gorawled acrossthe bed. | wasin the chair by the window, looking out at the sky, which was hazy with
heat. The humidity waslike this giant hand, pushing me down in the chair. It made Felix’ shair even
curlier. I knew that annoyed him, and | was glad of it, in thislittle spiteful petty sort of way, because short
of going out and finding another whore, and maybe bringing her back and fucking her on top of his
fucking maps, | wasn't going to make adent in him this side of doomsday.

And evenif I'd had the money—and | could ve got it quick enoughif it’ sredly been what | wanted, |
guess—another whore wasn't what | needed The first one hadn’t helped with nothing. | was il



dreaming about Ginevraand she was still dead.

So Felix was scratching away at his new idea, whatever the fuck it was and | was Sitting and trying not to
think about dead people, and that' s when somebody started hammering on the door like they were trying
to bust it down.

Felix looked over a me and raised one eyebrow, and he didn’t need to say, Aren’t you going to deal
with that? Because somehow it was dl my job—the chambermaids, the laundry maids, the clerks and
the hotel manager and the hotdl manager’ sfét little dog—just likeif the Empire came knocking, it was
going to be my job to sweet-talk the dragoons while Felix went out the window. | knew it, and | didn’t
quite know how he' d doneit, and yeah, Since you ask, it pissed me off.

But | got up and limped over and opened the door.

Theokrita Gauthy, looking like a buffao on the rampage, said, “Whereishe?’
“Fdix?’ | sad. “He sright—"

“Not Fdix! Florian! What have you done with my Florian?

| just kind of gaped at her, and that was when Felix got up and came over. “What' sthe matter,
Theokrita? he said, cdm and nice and dl flash with the vowds, like she'd just dropped by for teaor
something.

But Mrs. Gauthy wasn't having none of it. “Forian’ sgone, that’ swhat’ sthe matter, and | want to know
whereheis”

“I’'msureyou do,” said Fdix, “but we haven't seen him.”
13 Ha ”
“Theokrita, we—"

Sheturned on me, and | backed right the fuck out of her way. “Y ou’ ve had him twisted around your little
finger since the moment helaid eyes on you. Don't tell me you haven't been encouraging himin hissilly
ideas and egging him on to run away from home and do something stupid and throw away dl his
chances.” She'd got me pinned in the corner, and | didn’t know what to do. | mean, if she'd had aknife
or something, | knew what to do about that, but thiswas something else again.

“Theokrita,” Felix said, alot lessnice. “As| told you, we have not seen Florian. | takeit from your
somewhat incoherent remarksthat heismissng?’

“Hewaan't in hisroom this morning, and Hetty said hisbed hadn't been dept in.”
“And you cameto us?’
“Where dse would he have gone?’

“I haven't the faintest idea, but sSince he didn’t come here, it seems a question worth exploring, don't you
think?’

Shelooked a him suspicioudy, and then back at me.

“Mrs. Gauthy, | swear by al the powers, | don’t know. | ain't seen Florian since we |eft the White Otter



Shelooked at Felix, her eyebrows up. | realized after a second she hadn’t caught but maybe two words
out of everything I’d said.

“Hedoesn’'t know,” Fdix said. “Any morethan | do.”
“Hewouldn't havejust run off,” Mrs. Gauthy said.
“Kidsdo,” | said, and Felix shot me a shut up look.

He said, “ Theokrita, whatever has happened to Horian, itisnot of our doing, and | am afraid we cannot
help you find him. Surely your energies would be better spent el sewhere.”

At that—and any half-wit dog could’ ve seen it coming, dthough apparently Felix didn’t—Mrs. Gauthy
Sarted crying.

Shedidn't cry pretty, and | would' velaid odds shewasfaking. And if it'd just been me, | would' ve let
her cry, ‘ causeif shewasfaking, she' d quit, and if she wasn't, there wasn't nothing | could do anyway.
But Fdix looked like somebody’ d handed him a pissed-off baby gator, and he kind of fluttered at her,
getting her to St down and sending me off to fetch acup of water. | wasn't real happy about going,
because | could see hel d say anything if it would just get her to stop fucking crying, and | mean, it wasn’t
that | disagreed with him or nothing, but you don’t want to go letting people like that name their own
terms. Gets you into more trouble than it gets you out of.

But | went and got the water, and by thetime | got back, Felix had got Mrs. Gauthy calmed down, so
shewas sort of gulping instead of sobbing, and she drank the water—although she didn’t say thank
you—and that was when Mr. Gauthy showed up to seeif we' d kidnapped hiswife aong with his son.
Seems Mrs. Gauthy had left him with the carriage while she came up to rescue Florian or whatever the
fuck it was she' d had in mind.

Mr. Gauthy didn’'t look much calmer than Mrs. Gauthy. Now, he at least believed Felix that we hadn’t
snatched Florian—which | wasn't sure Mrs. Gauthy did. But what Mr. Gauthy wanted was to put the
whole problem in Fdlix’slap, which | guessis one of them nasty Sde effects of getting peopleto
practicaly worship you. Felix was looking pretty sour about it but then Mr. Gauthy said “anything we can
doinreturn,” and Felix lit up like abeacon and said, “We can discuss payment once Florian is safely
restored to you.”

The Gauthys both looked like people going downgtairsin the dark who' d just found out the hard way
there was one more step than they’ d thought. Me, | wasfighting the urgeto just strangle him then and
there and have done with it. And thelook he gave me said he knew it.

But he had some sort of plan, something in view that | couldn’t see, and there was't nothing | could
do—nothing useful anyway—»but go along withit. So | got out of the way and let him ask questions.

He started with the s mple stuff—when had they last laid eyes on Florian, would he have talked to his
gders, weretherefriends houses he might have goneto, shit like that. But Felix didn’t come up with
nothing the Gauthys hadn’t already thought of for themsalves. So he tarted asking about what Florian
had done the day before—I think just to buy himsdf time—and Mr. Gauthy wastelling him dl about
Florian’s mathematics and history lessons, when | remembered the thing Florian had started to say on
the White Otter and stopped. And | hadn’t pinned him down ‘ cause | hadn’t figured it was any of my
business. Nice going, Milly-Fox.

| said, “Where' s histeacher? Mr. Tantony?’



They al threelooked at melike I’ d started barking. Fuck, | thought, but | said it again, dower, and right
then | forgave Fdlix awhole bunch of things, because he didn’t know what | was talking about, but he
said without batting an eye, “ An excellent question. Where is Ker Tantony?’

Mrs. Gauthy said, “But it can't have any bearing on—" At the sametime Mr. Gauthy said, “But Jeremias
would never—"

Fdix wastrying hard not to look like acat given cream, but it was dl in hisvoice when he said, “I beg
your pardon. | didn’t quite catch that.”

“Ker Tantony left the house very early this morning, before anyone else was up.”

“Thank you, Theokrita,” Fdlix said. “And what evidence do you have that he didn’t take Florian with
him?’

Mr. Gauthy said, “Well, hedidn’t exactly leave, so much asthat just at the moment he can’t be found.
But he would never hurt Horian. He' s been with usfive years, and hisreferences were excellent.”

Powers and saints, the things people can talk themselvesinto believing when they want. And the
bourgeoisie more than mogt. Felix snorted, and | knew he was thinking the same thing. He said, “ So if
Ker Tantony didn’t leave, but yet can’t be found—and somehow this story is sounding awfully
familia—what has become of him?’

A pause. Mr. Gauthy went scarlet. Mrs. Gauthy said, “Witcheraft.” And suddenly | thought the whole
nasty thing made sense. They’ d found out somehow that Felix was a hocus—gossip from the captain,
would be my guess—and probably they hadn’t thought much more about it *til FHorian and histeacher
went missing, and then they drew the obvious conclusion, same as| would’ ve donein their place, except
for how thistime I knew it waswrong. Felix hadn’t been witching nobody.

Thank the powersthey ain't redized he smoally, | thought, and then saw Felix had gone white as a sheet
and needed me to buy him sometime.

“What're you saying exactly?’ | said and had to repest it twice. But Mr. Gauthy was perfectly polite
about answering.

Hesaid, “Wethought if someone had spirited Florian away by magic, you would be ableto tell us.” He
split aglance between us.

Fdix said inkind of acroak, “Why not just go to the authorities?’

Mr. Gauthy made aface, like it was rude to even mention the idea. “Mogt undesirable publicity. And
whilethe Imperid officers are most excellent felows, they are common.”

“Vulgar,” said Mrs. Gauthy.

Fdix turned to look out the window like he' d just spotted a dragon or something. | said, “Why didn’t
you just say sointhefirg place?’

“I thought Theokritahad,” Mr. Gauthy said, puzzled as puzzled could be.

She didn’'t even blush, the bitch. 1 wanted to be sure he didn’t know anything first.” I'd got my story
turned around. They knew Felix was a hocus, but they didn’t believe he’ d ever do anything wrong. | was
the one they thought—well, Mrs. Gauthy thought, anyway—would go snatching people, but if it wasn't
me, then it was some random hocus come walking out of one of Florian’s storybooks or something. Not



Felix Harrowgate, good gracious no.
Fuck me sdeways ‘til | cry.

Fdix, on the other hand, had swung round and got his bounce back. “Wdll, | can’t do anything from
here. If there sany thaumaturgie residue at dl, it will be in the subject’ sroom.”

Blank little silence.
Felix rolled hiseyes. “If I'm going to find any traces of magic, it will bein Horian's bedroom.”
“Oh,” Mr. Gauthy said. “All right. Now?’

“No, Leontes, let him consult his gppointment book,” Mrs. Gauthy said—well, basicaly snarled.
“Honestly, sometimes | wonder whether you have an ounce of paternd feding in your entire body.”

Fdix saidinahurry, “1 am at your disposa,” and gave me alook that said | was coming whether |
wanted to or not. Which I didn’t redlly, but | also couldn’t help thinking maybe | could do something
useful about finding Florian. And that mattered more than whether the Gauthys wanted me along or not.
Or whether | wanted to go.

The Gauthys house was built in what I’ d been given to understand was the common eastern Kekropian
fashion: athree-story rectangle around a central courtyard, with the public rooms on the side facing the
street and the kitchens and servants' quarters at the back. The family’s roomswere along the inner sides,
each with awindow overlooking the courtyard. There were anumber of entrances from the house to the
courtyard, but only two from the house to the outside world: the massive, formal front door and the
kitchen door debouching onto the alley behind the house. Both doors were bolted at night; both had been
bolted before Florian said good night to his parents and (presumably) went up to his bedroom. The
kitchen door had been unbolted by the cook when she came into the kitchen shortly before dawn, and
between then and the discovery that Florian was missing, there had been at least one personin the
kitchen at dl times, and frequently more like four or five. The front door hadn’t been unbolted until after
the housemaid Hetty had found Florian’sroom empty and hisbed undept in. All the exterior windows
were barred.

Mildmay and | stood in Florian’ s bedroom. We had been permitted to inspect Jeremias Tantony’s
closetlike room with its pristindly unrumpled bed, but it had told us nothing, and | had convinced the
Gauthysthat | needed privacy and time to detect the residue of any spellsthat might have been worked in
Florian’ sroom, when the truth—as | could have told them in five seconds—was that there was no
residue to detect. No one had enchanted Florian Gauthy out of his bedroom.

It was very much the room of achild of the prosperous bourgeoisie, the furniture sturdy and functional,
the contents of the wardrobe showing some wear, but al made of the best materials and none of them
hand-me-downs. The housemaid said one pair of shoeswas missing, plus the clothes Forian had been
wearing yesterday and the coat that needed the left elbow darned; al of which suggested strongly, as
Mildmay pointed out, that Florian had |eft of hisown valition.

Thewalpaper in Horian'sroom had clearly been of his mother’ s choosing; no child would want that
rather oversophisticated green print, and | was not sure | would have either. Florian’s personality was
imprinted on the room by the mode ship on the bookcase and the collection of rocks, bird feathers,
some small animal’ s jawbone, coinsfrom NorvenaMagna, Norvena Parva, Ervenzia, Troia, Skaar—all
rather oddly piled in one corner.



Mildmay was inspecting the contents of the bookcase in afashion both bemused and wondering. He was
only barely literate, but he seemed fascinated by the mere existence of these books, his fingers running
along their spinesasif to provether redlity. | wondered if he'd ever seen that many booksin one place
before and thought that | should have taken him into the Nephdion’slibrary, whether he would have
admitted to wanting to go or not.

| said, “Why has heleft histhingsin the corner like this?’

Mildmay abandoned the bookcase and came over to see what | was talking about. He picked up one of
the rocks, awater-polished piece of quartz. “Y ou’ d want thiswhereit’'d catch the light,” he said
thoughtfully, turning it over in hisfingers. “Wouldn't you?’

“Asfor example on thewindowslll,” | said.

The window was large, double-sashed, and wide-open. Not surprising at the sweltering end of summer,
but dso, in thisinstance, suggestive. | was just about to propose that we see what reason Florian might
have had for opening the window and clearing off the sll when there was aknock on the door.

Mildmay and | looked at each other. He shrugged. | said, “Comein.”

A woman stepped into the room and closed the door behind her, then stood regarding us camly. She
was my age or alittle older, an inch or two teller than Mildmay, brown-sugar-colored hair scraped back
inaknot; her small mouth, dightly receding chin, and snub nose gave her achildish ar entirely
contradicted by the intelligence of her gaze. She wore round-lensed spectacles, and her dull brown dress
muffled her figure dmost completely.

“| beg your pardon, Keria... ?’

“Mehitabe Parr. I’'m the governess.”

She certainly looked the part. | said, “And you' re here because?’

Her gaze moved ddiberately from meto Mildmay and back again. “I thought you might need some help.”
“Help? Of what sort?”

“I know more about Jeremias Tantony than either of our employers does.”

“And you think Ker Tantony iscentra to thisenigma?’

“Heismissng.”

“yYes”

“And | can assure you that Jeremias Tantony would not smply vanish. Hewould have aplan.”
“Then you do not subscribe to the evil wizard theory?’

She snorted, for amoment not like agovernessat al. “I subscribeto the
my-employers-are-at-their-wits -end theory, with the addendum that it isn’'t much of ajourney.”

| couldn’t quite choke back alaugh, and she smiled at me before sobering to add, “1 want Florian to be
found, and since Ker Gauthy refuses to speak to the civil guard, you look like the best hope of that

heppening.”



“Florian? Not Ker Tantony?’

“Jeremiasisan adult, and | fed no responghility for him. But | think he talked to me more than anyone
elsein the household, and | am willing to put that knowledge at your disposd.”

“Thank you,” | said. “We were just about to see why Forian left hiswindow open, if you would careto
jointheinvestigation.”

“Gladly,” shesad.
Mildmay gave me an indecipherable look; he went to the window and leaned ot.
“Nicegrongivy,” hesaid. “ Somebody’ sbeen climbing it.”

“KeriaGauthy would havefivefits,” Mehitabel Parr sad, forestaling my mostly ironic question asto
whether thiswas a habitua pastime of the household.

“One person,” Mildmay continued, leaning even farther. “Climbing down.”

“But why would you climb down—or up, for that matter—when there’ s a perfectly good staircase?’
“Which creaks,” said the governess, “like Hdll’ s own hand organ.”

“Ah,” | said. " So entirely usdless for clandestine purposes.”

“Y ou might even cdl it counterproductive.”

“But where does climbing down theivy get you?’

Mildmay said, “ Oneway to find out,” and swung out the window.

| leaned out after him. “Areyou mad?’

Hedidn’t even look up a me, just said, “Meet mein the courtyard,” and kept climbing down.

| watched for amoment, but he seemed to know what he was about, and if he did fall, there was nothing
| could do. | pulled my head back in and said to Mehitabel Parr, “We are to meet him in the courtyard.”

Her eyebrows went up. After more than aweek with only Mildmay and his stone face for company, |
was so grateful for her ordinary human reaction | could amost have kissed her. She said, “ Does he often
do thingslike that?’

“I don't—" 1 bit back the word know. “Will you lead the way, keria?’
“Of course, Ker Harrowgate.”

| had not been paying attention to the stairs on the way up, being more concerned with convincing the
Gauthysto leave me done, but following Miss Parr down, | observed that she wasright; they did creak
abominably, and if | had been L eontes Gauthy, | would have had strong words with my carpenters about
it. Certainly, thiswould not be the route one would choose if one wished to go unnoticed.

At the bottom of the stairs, we turned right, and a short passageway brought usto adoor opening onto
the courtyard. Mildmay was knedling awkwardly under Florian’ swindow. He glanced around aswe
came out and said, “Two peoplein thisflower bed. Kid-sized feet’ d be Florian, and the other guy inthe
flashy pointy-toed boots—"



“Jeremias,” Mehitabel Parr said and sighed.
“Thanks” Mildmay said, but not quite asif he meant it.
| said, “ So they were both herein the courtyard. But why? And where did they go?’

“Snceit looks asif they did not obligingly stay in the decorative borders,” the governess said, “they must
have goneinto the center.”

“And what?Vanished?’ | raised an eyebrow at her. “ Are we back to the evil wizard theory?”
“l don’t know,” shesaid, glaring a me.
| bowed her extravagantly toward the center of the courtyard. “ Shall we look?’

The courtyard was far from vagt, but it was large enough to have a paved quadrangle with avery smdl
fountain. There were no footprints anywhere; the stones, of course, would not record them, and the
borders on the other three sides were undisturbed. The fountain was not deep enough to drown in.

“Would they have come out here only to go back insde?’ | asked the governess. “It seems awfully
elaborate—"

“Maybe they opened the hollow stone,” avoice said above us.

All three of usjumped like startled cats. The speaker wasagirl, four or five years older than Florian and
much like him to look at, Stting in an open second-story window.

“Délila” said Mehitabel Parr, “what are you doing?’

“Helping. KeriaParr, you can't tell usto go back to our rooms because you' re going to help theforeign
gentlemen find Forian, and then not expect usto help, too.”

“Yes, of course. And Angoraiswith you on this?’
“Yes” thegirl sad, perfectly cheerfully.
“KerinaGauthy,” | said, “what did you mean by the * hollow stone’ 7’

DdilaGauthy turned an darming shade of pink, and | could hear giggling from the room behind her. But
sheremained steadfast. “Kechever dways said he was going to figure out how to open it, but he never
did. But that means Horian would.”

Miss Parr said, a sotto voce aside, “ Thereisacertain matter of fraterna rivary.”

“I don't think Mother and Father know about it,” Delila continued, “but Florian will tell Ker Tantony
anything.” She sniffed hard. “Idiot.”

“And Ker Tantony would be fascinated,” the governess said. “He loves secrets and finding out things he
isn't supposed to know.”

“Kerina Gauthy, thank you,” | said, causing her to become even pinker. “ One more thing: whereisthis
hollow stone?’

“Jugt to theright of where the other gentleman is standing. It sounds different when you sscomp onit.”
With that, her composure expended, she retreated, closing the window behind her.



“Theyoung ladies aren’t supposed to talk to strange men,” Mehitabel Parr remarked.

“Then it was very good of her to help,” | said. | found the stone Ddlila had indicated, which did in fact
sound digtinctly hollow when thumped.

“Did Ker Gauthy build thishouse?’ | asked.

Mehitabe Parr said, “My understanding isthat he rebuilt it. The original house burned down in Empress
Eunike' s Drought forty years ago. But | think the courtyard is original, and goodness knows how old that
might mekeit.”

“Interesting,” | said. The hollow-sounding stone was absolutely flush with its neighbors, and there was no
sign of any handhold or aplace where acrow might be wedged. “Then if it’ s operated by a spring, the
mechanismismogt likely inthefountain.”

“KeriaGauthy’ s been wanting to have it taken out for years, but Ker Gauthy won't agree. He saysit has
historic sgnificance, and Jeremias agreeswith him.”

“l imaginehedoes” | said. “Mildmay, would you... 7’
“Sure,” hesaid, and | wondered why he was angry a me now.

The fountain was extremely smple, abasin on aplinth with an odd and very westher-beaten satue in the
middle. The water appeared to be pouring from its hands. While Mildmay made hisinvestigations, | said
to Miss Parr, “What isthat?”

“The statue? Very old isdl | cantell you for sure. Jeremias has al sorts of elaborate theories—and |
believe has been atracting very favorable attention at the Antiquarian Society in Aigisthoswith them.”

“Indeed. And what isKer Tantony’ stheory?’

“Jeremias believes that Klepsydrawas the center of aproscribed cult in the early days of the Empire. He
saysthis statue is an archaic Troian deity, who was no longer worshipped in Troiaat thetimeit was
carved, and whose name means something like He Who Guards The Threshold.”

“And this god was the center of a proscribed Kekropian cult?’

“That was my question. And Jeremias said, * Not exactly,” and became extremely evasive. And now | see
why.” Her mouth compressed in abitter line. “He has been preparing his coup.”

Mildmay muttered something under his breath that was amost certainly obscene and probably
blasphemous. He took his coat off, rolled up his deeves, and returned to the fray.

“KeriaPar,” | sad, “forgive me, but are you fond of Ker Tantony?’
Her eyes met mine steadily, unabashed. *Y ou mean, are we lovers?’
“Yes”

“Yes, weare, but | am not fond of him.”

“An honest answer to an impertinent question. Thank you.” | smiled at her. She gave me arather
suspicious look and then smiled back.

“So,” | sad, “the Gauthys have a statue of an ancient Troian god in their courtyard.”



“That' s Jeremias stheory,” she said, and | saw her gratitude that | was not going to pursue the question
of why she had taken as her lover aman whom she did not like.

“Andif he' sathreshold guardian...”

“Then what threshold is he guarding? | annoyed Jeremias very much by asking that question. At thetimel
assumed it was because he didn’t know the answer, but now | think it was because he did.”

Mildmay let out a choked exclamation of triumph, and the Side of the hollow stone nearest the fountain
juddered up just far enough that | could wedge my fingers under it and lift. After asecond, Mildmay was
there to help, and together we swung it up on its concealed hinge.

“KeriaPar,” | said, “something to prop it open?’

“Of course” she said. She was gone bardly two minutes, returning with a stout length of firewood that
did the job handily.

We stood and |ooked at the dark hole we had discovered.
“There sgtairs” Mildmay said, shrugging back into his coat.

“And | suppose we ought to go down them,” | said. | could not muster any great enthusiasm for the
prospect.

The governess said, “ Shouldn't you tdll Keria Gauthy first?”
| found that | had even less enthusiasm for that prospect.
“Wadting time,” Mildmay said. “They might be hurt.”

Miss Parr looked at meinquiringly. | said, “He saysit'sawaste of time. And Florian and Ker Tantony
might very wdl be hurt.”

“Oh,” shesad. “Yes. But... wait amoment.”

She picked apebble out of the fountain’s basin to toss againgt Ddlila Gauthy’ swindow. On the ingtant,
the window went up, and Delilaleaned out.

“Ddlila” said Miss Parr, “Ker Harrowgate and Ker Foxe have found a staircase under the hollow stone.
They think it likely that that iswhere Ker Tantony and Florian have gone. We are going to go after them.
Tell your parents, but no one should come after us. We don’t know what we may find. Understand?’

“Yes, KeriaParr.”

“And give usaquarter hour’shead start.”

“Yes, KeriaParr.” Ddilawithdrew and shut the window again.
“*We?’ | said. “You intend to come with us?’

“I’'m not going to stand and flutter my handkerchief after you like the heroine of a Tibernian romance, if
that' swhat you mean.”

Mildmay opened his mouth and closed it again.

“What?' | sad.



“Nothing.”
“If you have an objection, you' d do better to make it now.”
“Ain’'t she gonnaget in trouble?’

| wasn't entirely convinced that was what he had intended to say, but it was agood question, and | put it
to Mehitabel Parr.

“Perhaps,” she said, as one to whom the matter was of supreme indifference,
“Keria Par—"

“No! Ker Harrowgate, | have sufficient reasons, and | beg that you will leave meto ded with the
consequences.”

Mildmay said something | didn’t fully catch; theword “trap,” however, came through clear asabell, and
Miss Parr flushed adull, ugly red.

“| assure you, | would not stoop so low,” she said, “nor do | need to.”

| wondered why Mildmay had taken such adidike to Mehitabel Parr, but | said, “Keria Parr, he meant
no offense. We are strangers here and unfamiliar with locd customs.” | glared a Mildmay; he glared
back at me, but at least had the sense to hold histongue.

Miss Parr and | both knew | was lying, but she nodded siffly and said, “In any event, | assureyou |
would certainly not be such an imbecile asto try atrick like that on awizard or anyone under his
protection.”

“lan't—"
“Mildmay.” 1 cut him off coldly. “1 believe you said something about not wasting time.”

Theonly hint | had that the blow had landed was the hesitation before he said, “Yeah. I'll gofirst then,”
and turned to squeeze under the raised stone.

| called witchlights and sent them after him, tiny offerings of peace. Then Mehitabel Parr and | followed
him down into the darkness under the Gauthys' respectable house.

Mildmay

Them stairswere abitch, I'm hereto tell you—and | very nearly wasn’t atime or two. They were steep
and narrow and even with Felix’ slittle green Chrysanthemums that spooked me out dthough | wasn't
going to say S0, it was hard to see what you were doing. Also, the stairswere dl uneven and
swaybacked, the way the stairs were in some of the really old parts of the Arcane. | didn’t much carefor
touching the walls, dong of the cobwebs and the damp and just generaly not liking the looks of things,
but there wasn'’t nothing else to brace yoursdlf on, and | figured I’ d like things even less with my neck
broke. Oh, and before you ask, my leg fucking hated it.

| could hear Felix and the teacher-lady talking behind me. | wished they’ d shut the fuck up, but | knew
better than to say it. Felix had dready showed me perfectly clear where| got off. And if he wanted to
buddy up with some strange Kekropian woman we knew purely fuck-all about, that was his problem. |
justwished | didn’t have the fedling that sooner or later it was going to turn out to be my problem.

The stairsweren't inaspiral, but they weren't exactly straight, either. They kept kind of turning, just a



little bit at atime, and it redlly fucked up my sense of direction, which normally nothing can messwith.
And, | mean, itwasn't likel was logt, redly, but just... | don’t know. Just like nothing was quite where it
was supposed to be. Even more than | wanted to tell Felix and Miss Parr to shut up, | wanted to tell
them to turn around and go back up these fucking stairs and back out into the daylight. But | didn't,
because Florian Gauthy had been nice to me and listened to my stories. And Felix could get lostina
teacup. Hewouldn't get what | wastrying to say. And | was afraid he’ d make fun of me.

So we went down and around in this kind of half-assed circle, and things got damper and damper, and
after awhile| gtarted thinking | smdlled the Sm.

Now, that was al kinds of bad news, and not just on account of abig fucking river being the last thing we
needed right now. Felix was scared to desth of the Sim, even worse than he was of the ocean, and |
redly didn’'t want to dedl with him having afit about it down herein the dark.

Heain't crazy now, | said to mysdf. HE'll befine. But | remembered hisface after hetook hisfirst good,
long look at the ocean, and | wasn't buying, even before he said, out of the dark behind me, “Mildmay?’

“Yeah, Feix?’ | sad, likel didn't aready know.
“Isthét... doyousmdl...”
“I think it sthe Sim,” | said, trying to keep my voice as dull and bored as| could.

Therewasthis horrible kind of gap where Felix should have been saying something to prove he wasn't
losing his shit, and then Miss Parr said, “ Theriver, do you mean?’

“Yes” Fdix sad.

“It' show the city got its name. Klepsydra Thief of Water. About amile west of the old city wals, the
Phaidris dives underground and never resurfaces. Everyone assumesit emptiesinto the ocean
somewhere, but no one redlly knows. Just asif someone had stolen the river away.”

“How quaint,” Felix said, and | heard the shakein hisvoice.

We went down about another ten steps, and then Felix said, trying so hard to sound casud it damn near
broke my heart, “Do you suppose this proscribed cult Ker Tantony ison the track of has anything to do
with theriver?’

“I don’'t know,” Miss Parr said. She sounded kind of cautious, like she' d figured out there was something
fucked up but didn’t know what. She was smart, dl right. “Perhaps.”

“Lovely,” Felix said, and now | was praying for him to shut up because he was doing a shitty job of
hiding how nervous he was, and, I mean, he drove me up thewall, but | didn’t want to watch him
embarrass himsdf in front of this strange woman.

So | figured I’ d better ask some question to get Miss Parr talking, and I” d better do it before Felix tried
to bedl casud again. | racked my brain and managed, “What kind of thing would Mr. Tantony be
looking for down here? What' s he wanting to find?’

Powers, it was alame question, and Felix had to repest it for her, but it did the trick. | admit, | didn’t pay
much attention to what she was saying, dong of redly not giving arat’ s ass, but | noticed when Felix
started asking questions, and that he sounded more or less okay again. Then | just completely shut them
both out and concentrated on, you know, not faling down them fucking stairs.



And, Kethe, it seemed like they were going to go on forever, and we' d come out on the other side of the
world, where the people have heads like dogs and vultures. We went down and down, and | tried not to
wonder what kind of nastiness a cult would be into that it needed all these stairs between it and daylight. |
could think of somethings, ong of having heard way too many stories about the Obscurantists, and |
know it wasjust my imagination, but the darkness seemed like it was getting heavier, and | don’t know,
kind of likeit was breathing. And | was tarting to hear things, just little funny things | couldn’t quite
place, and al of asudden | redized Felix and Miss Parr had quit talking. And you know, asmuch as1’d
been wishing they’ d shut up, now | was wishing they’ d start yapping again, o | could have something to
listento that | knew wasredly there. Which just shows you how spooked | was getting.

When the stairs stopped—well, that’ s pretty much it. The stairs stopped. And so did the rest of the floor.
Even with Felix’ slittle chrysanthemums skittering out ahead and back, | only just barely caught mysdlf in
time, and there was thislong long second where | wondered whether my leg was going to hold or not,
and then it was okay, and | was leaning againgt the wal and could find my voiceto say, “Hold up.”

“What isit?” Felix said behind me, and | don’t suppose he' d* ve sounded nervous to anybody who didn’t
know whet to listen for.

“Could use somemorelight,” | said, and his chrysanthemums got brighter and found some friends.
“Oh,” said Miss Parr, real small.

“Rather,” said Felix. “ That’ s quite an exciting new development.”

“Yesgh,” | said. “Exciting.”

We were standing at the edge of apit. | don’t think pit’s even the right word, ‘ cause it soundslike
something somebody could dig, but | don’t know a better one. So, like apit dug by giants or something.
Even with Felix’switchlights, | couldn’t really see acrossto the other side, and | couldn’t see the bottom
a al. Andif I’d gone one step farther, I’ d’ ve found the bottom for mysdlf, though | don’t reckon I'd‘ve
seen much of it even then.

It took me amoment to look away from the pit, because athing like that can get kind of hypnotizing, but
| wasn't going to believe Florian was laying down there somewhere with his neck broke, and that meant
there had to be some other way to go aside from the long way down. So | cast around, and sure enough,
thereinthewall of the stairway, about five steps up, was a square sort of hole, about waist high on me.
I’d goneright past it.

“Feix? | sad.
“What?" He sounded like he’ d gotten alittle distracted by the pit, too.
“Send your lights over thisway?’

“Oh. Right. Yes, of course” Thelittle green lights went tumbling into the hole, and we saw, sure enough,
morefucking gairs.

“Fuck,” | said.
“1 beg your pardon,” said Miss Parr. Figured.
| ssidto Felix, “1 ain't sure | can do this”

“What do you mean?’ he said.



“Claustrophobia?’ said MissParr, and | was't about to give her the joy of asking what the fuck that
wes.

| said to Felix, athough for preference I’ d veripped my own tongue out first, “My leg. | an’'t sureit can
take no more of this.” Because there was something about the stairs, the height or the unevenness or
something, that just got right into the damaged part of my leg and gnawed away likerats. It was hurting
worsethan it had for two months.

A slence. Hesad, “It’ seither go down or go back up. And surely it can’t keep going down that much
longer.”

Wannabet? But | didn't say it, because hewasright. If | didn’t go down, I’ d have to go back up, and
the mere idea was enough to make me sit down and cry.

“Would it be better if | went firs?’" he said, which wasthe nicest thing he’ d offered to do for mein
decads.

“Nah,” | said. “If I’'m gonnafdl, prob’ly better if there ain’t nobody to go with me.”

“How charmingly you put it,” he said, but more just teasing than being mean. “ Do you want to rest a
minute, though, before we go on?’

“Yeah,” | said. “Yeah, that'd be good.” | went back up acouple of stepsbefore | sat down, but then |
sat down hard.

Fdix and Miss Parr sat down, too, and we were al quiet for awhile. The red-hot wire running through
my leg had plenty to say, but | didn’t figure I’ d share. Didn'’t figure they’ d want meto.

But Felix hated silence, and after alittle bit he said, “ Theriver’ slouder. Do you supposeit’'s... down
there?

“No way to tel without jumping,” | said.
“Thank you,” he said, and thistime he was being nasty, but only just alittle.

Some more silence, and then | thought of something. “D’you s pose these folks went in for booby traps
much?’

“For what?’ said Miss Parr.
“What do you mean?’ said Flix.

“Booby traps,” | said. “Y ou know. Thingsthat drop on your head if you step in the wrong spot. Trip
wires”

“Yes, yes,” Fdix said, “I know what booby traps are. What | don’t know iswhat you mean.”

“Wall, that’ skind of abooby trap, ain'tit?’ | said and waved at the end of the stairs and the greet big
nothing after ‘em.

“Oh,” said Fdix.
“Andwhat if it iS?’ said Miss Parr. “So what?’

| wasliking her lessand less dl the damn time. “ So what if that ain’t their best effort?’



“| seeyour point,” she said after amoment.
“Do you have any experience with thissort of thing?’ Felix asked me.

“Nothing ‘ specidly creetive. There' sacouple flash housesin Nill got themselves some clever ideas, and |
seen the onesin the Arcane that don’t work no more. But...”

“There can't be anything too dreadful,” Miss Parr said, “or Jeremias and Florian would have been caught
by it.”

“Maybethey were,” Felix said.

“No, they must have been coming down here for sometime. It explainstoo many things that were

puzzling me about Jeremias s behavior, and you know the Gauthystook Florian to Haigiskhorawith
them because he was looking ‘ pesky.” ”

“Too much late-night adventuring?’

“Exactly.”

“Yeah,” | said. “Him and Mr. Tantony, they had athing before. * Cause he dmost told me about it one
time”

“I see,” said MissParr, and | didn’t want to know what she meant by that, so | didn’t ask.

“Inthat case,” Felix said, “1 suppose we may indeed assume that whatever traps there may be will not be
too terribly subtle... at least not at first.”

“Just be careful, isdl,” | said and dragged mysalf back up to my feet.
“Areyou ready?’ Fdix sad.
“No, but | an’'t gonnabe. Let’'sjust doit.”

“All right.” Hiswitchlights clumped themsdvesjust ingde the entrance to the new staircase. | bent mysdlf
over double and started down.

After two steps, | hated them stairs. After four steps, | hated the people who'd built ‘em. Six stepsand |
hated Florian for being dumb enough to get lost down here so | had to follow him. | lost count
somewhere around the first decad because by then | was hating the whole fucking world.

So | don't know for sure how long that staircase went on. Not as long as the first one, and probably not
more than a Great Septad stairs, but Ketheit felt like being crucified upside down with dowel rods. | was
serioudy consdering just getting down and crawling, or diding down on my ass or something, and never
mind the snarky comments Felix and Miss Parr would make, when Kethe took mercy on mein hisown
particular way, and the stairs ended.

Now, the thing about Kethe' smercy isthat when you get it, you mostly wish you hadn't. So there
weren't no more gairs, but instead we were in thislittle room, just barely big enough for meto stand up
graight in, and there were three different ways we could go. Which was two too many for what we
needed.

Fdix and Miss Parr came into the room behind me, and | said to Fdlix, “Well, now what?’ And yeah, it
wasasnarl, and | didn’'t care. Let him get mad at me. ‘ Cause asfar as| was concerned it was either
snarl at somebody or it down and start cussing and just not ever stop.



Felix
“Wdl,” Mildmay sad, “now what?’

| was taken aback by the hodtility in hisvoice. | hovered for amoment on the verge of answering in kind,
but remembered Mehitabel behind me. Whatever thiswas about, | felt sure we did not want to discussit
infront of her.

To give mysdf timeto think, | looked around. The room wasasmal one; | had to bend my head to keep
from braining mysdf on the solid rock of the celling. The staircase took up one wall, and each of the
other three was centered by a square hole big enough for aman of my sizeto climb through, but not very
much bigger. There was a pattern on the floor; | directed my witchlights down, and they illuminated an
elaborate twining knot, the sort of design that isimpossble to trace with the naked eye for more than an
inch or two.

“How likely isit, do you suppose,” said Mehitabd , “that that mosaic is merely decorative?’
| looked at those three square holes. “Not very.”

“It certainly opens up awhole new relm of possibilities asto why Jeremias and Florian have not
returned.”

“Yes, but does it help usfigure out which way they’ ve gone? Did they have enough sense to mark their
pah?’

“Don’t seeno marks,” Mildmay said. | sent my witchlightsto aid him in his search, but to no better result.

“ Jeremias has the common sense of an exceptionally stupid peacock,” Mehitabel said, stting down on
the bottom step.

“D’you s poseif we shouted for ‘em... 7" But Mildmay sounded unhappy with his own suggestion, and
my nerves shrieked in protest againg the idea of making any noise loud enough to penetrate beyond the
room in which we stood.

“Therearethree of us,” Mehitabel said after amoment. “If we split up—"

“No,” Mildmay said.

“No?’ shesaid.

“Feix an’'t got no sense of direction.”

“Doesn’t have any,” | said irritably, because | could not deny the truth of what he said.

“Yeah,” Mildmay said, shrugging away thefiner points of grammar ashe dwaysdid. “And | dunno about
you, keria. So maybey’ al’ d better st tight here, and I’ll go look.”

“Won't you get lost?” Mehitabd said.

“Nope.” He ducked into the hole directly acrossfrom the sairs. | hurriedly sent half my witchlights after
him, and then sat down on the step next to Mehitabd.

We listened as Mildmay’ s limping footsteps echoed and died away, and Mehitabel said, “Y our
brother—he is your brother, is he not?>—doesn’t seem to like me very much.”



“Half brother,” | said. “And I’'m the one he'sangry a.”
“What have you done to make him angry?’

“I don’'t know,” | said, and wondered if | waslying.
“Ah. He snot very communicative, ishe?’

“No, heign't,” | said, trying hard not to imagine the weeks it would take to cross Kekropia, with only
Mildmay for company.

“And the two of you are avery long way from home,” she said. In Marathine.

She couldn’t have horrified me moreif she had turned and bitten me. | gasped, floundered, and failed
utterly to say in my best Troian, | beg your pardon. What did you say?

Shelet meflop on the end of her line amoment longer and then added, ill in Marathine, “1 recognized
the tattoos.”

“How?”

“I worked in the Bastion for atime,” she said, with enough chilly distaste to indicate thet, whatever she
had done there, she had not enjoyed it.

“Oh,” | said feebly and cursed mysdf for anidiot. | had let mysdlf blindly believe that | would be safe
until we left Klepsydraand started traveling west, like a child hiding under the bedcl othes—not from
mongters, but from adrunken, belligerent adult. And | had been well paid for my willful naiveté.

| pushed my hair away from my face, feding tired, defeated. “What isit that you want?’
“I beg your pardon?’

“Miss Parr, please. Y ou have picked your moment with considerable care, and you can't redly think I’'m
too stupid to understand the implications. | congratulate you.”

“Onwhat, exactly?’

“Y ou wereright to say that you did not need to stoop to entrgpment. Y ou are holding amuch better
card.”

“Areyou accusing me of blackmail?’
“Isthat not your purpose?’

“No!” She sounded genuindy indignant, athough my witchlights were not strong enough to show her face
Clealy.

“Thenwhat do you want?’

“Areyou returning to Marathat?”

“Yes” | said, and added to mysdlf, | hope.
“I want to go with you.”

“Y ou want what?’



Shelooked down at her hands and said, “I want to go with you.”

“My reasonsare my own,” she said, much as she had said in the Gau-thys' courtyard.
“Y ou're going to have to do better than that thistime.”

“I wishto leave Kekropia.”

“By going west? Isn't that atrifle unintuitive?’

“1 have not been to Marathat since | wasasmal child, and | have never seen M&usine. | wishto
broaden my horizons.”

“Y our mendacity is shocking.”
“It' s perfectly true”
“Yes, but that’ s not why you want to travel with us.”

“A young woman traveling alone across the Grasdands will be assumed to be... available. And | am

“Our routeisthrough the duchies.” It wasthefirst time | had admitted that, to myself or anyone else, and
my hands were suddenly ascold asice.

“Through the duchies?’ she said, her voicerich with polite skepticism. “Y ou know what they’|l do to you
if they redize you' reawizard?’

“Yes, and | dso know what the Bastion will do to meif they catch me. And in any event, you haven't
answvered my question.”

“Which question wasthat?’

“Why do you want to go to Marathat, and why do you want to travel with us?’

“I told you, | cannot comfortably travel across the Empire on my own.”

“Which does not answer either haf of the question | asked.”

“Why doesit matter?’ she said in frustration; she took off her spectaclesto pinch the bridge of her nose.

“Adde from theinherent folly of taking as atraveling companion someone whose motives and agenda
one does not know?’

Shewasdlent.
“Mildmay will never agreeto it unlessyou give us some kind of answer.”
“Mildmay? But surdly you—"

She stopped, with anoise that was amost agasp, reaizing her mistake. | |et the silence hang a moment
and then said, “Heismy brother, not my servant. And | would trust his good sense over my own any day
of theweek.”



There was along silence before she said, in asmall, desolate voice, “I thought perhaps| could trust you
not to ask questions.” She turned to me, and even my dim witchlights were enough to show her wide
eyes, the soft and desperate vulnerability of her mouth. “Mr. Harrowgate, please. | promise, | have not
done anything crimina, and you will suffer neither harm nor inconvenience by helping me.”

“Itign't exactly illegdity I'mworried about,” | said, leaning dightly away from her. “But you could make
yoursdf avery wedthy woman by betraying meto the Bastion.”

“I would rather die,” she said, with such flat, venomous vehemence that | actudly flinched.
“It sounds asif you speak from persona experience,” | said.

“I do. | want to leave the Empire, and | do not want to go north, where | run asubstantialy greater risk
of being discovered by my family. | have been racking my brainsfor monthsto think of someway | could
cross the Grasdands, and you and your brother seem like the answer to my prayers. Truly, that’sall.”

| wasrelatively surethat was not al—her explanation raised more questions than it answered—but | did
not care for playing interrogator down here in the dark, when we were both tired and anxious and her
expression and body |anguage were half-hidden by the darkness. “1 will talk to Mildmay,” | said. “I can
promise nothing.”

“| undergtand. Thank you.”

We sat in mutualy gloomy silence for afew minutes, and then she said, “He staking an awfully long time.
Doyouthink hecould be... 7’

“He hasn't been gone aslong asit fedslike,” | said. “And his sense of direction isasgood ashe saysit
is. Hedoesn't brag.”

“Yes, but this...” Shewaved one hand in agesture that was as graceful asit was vague.
“We can’t do anything, evenif heislogt.”
“Jugt St here? That’ sthe plan?’

“Until Mildmay comes back, or we'reforced to think of a better one. At worst, one of us goes back up
to get help, and the other Stays hereto wait. Thereis no sensein going after him. The fact that he hasn't
returned isenough to tell usthat this is alabyrinth.”

“Yes. I'msorry. It'sjust—I hate waiting.”

“I undergtand.” And | did. There was something particularly hateful about the Situation, Sitting in the dark
with nothing that we could do, nothing except wait.

Because anything was better than listening to the muffled but till audible noise of the Sm, | said, “Tell me
about Jeremias Tantony.”

“What do you want to know?’
“Anything. Isheagood tutor?’

“Competent at best. Heisvery learned, but heis not noticeably interred in imparting that knowledge to
others. Especidly others he considers not as bright as himsdlf.”

“And yet FHoorian came down herewith him.”



“Florian...” Her sgh was more exasperation than anything ese. “Florian iseasily led and easly flattered.
As Jeremias knowsvery well.”

“So you think he—"

The scream was bone-chilling, a banshee howl! of anguish, the like of which | had not heard sincethe
great Firethat ravaged hdf the Lower City when | was eeven. | could remember women keening over
the charred bodies of their children, aman who had roamed Smside for days, caling hiswife sname
until hisvoice was nothing but an ashy whisper.

Mehitabe and | looked at each other, both of us wide-eyed. Her face was ghastly in the green witchlight,
and | was sure mine was no better.

Shesad, “Was that—"

Another scream; thistime, ready for it, | could make out theword: “ Ginevra!” And, of course, the
voice, but that I’ d aready known, even though I" d been wishing desperately to be wrong.

“It'sMildmay,” | said, ascamly asif | were speaking of a stranger, of a character in aromance. “Come
m-”

She followed me without demur into the labyrinth.

It was not a pleasant place, that |abyrinth, and it had not been designed by nice people. There were no
booby traps such as Mildmay had been worried about, but | kept having the uneasy feding that the
labyrinth itsdf was a snare, and we were the foolish rabbits who had hopped right into it. The rooms
were cramped, low-cellinged squares distinguishable only by the number of egressesin each. Without
anything to guide us, Mehitabel and | would have been hopelesdy lost within minutes. Asit was, we
followed first those terrible, heartbreaking howls, and later, when he stopped screaming, we were close
enough to follow the sound of his sobbing. The entire time, we did not spesk.

Wefound Mildmay in adead end, huddled against one of the blank walls, both hands pressed flat against
the stone. No, not quite flat: the tips of his fingers were tensed as though he wastrying to dig them into
the solid rock. His head was down, and | was glad of it; | did not want to see hisface.

“Mildmay?’ | said hesitantly. | was afraid to gpproach him, afraid that his pain would rip meto shreds.
He made no response.

Mehitabel said in an undertone, “Do you want meto leave? | could wait in the next room.”

“No,” | said, more harshly than | had meant to. “No splitting up. Just wait. Please.”

“All right.” There was no space for retreat in this cramped room, but she did the best she could, backing
into the corner farthest from Mildmay and sitting down with her legs curled under her. | wished | could
have acceded to her ideaand | et her leave, but living in the Mirador had taught meto trust my ingtincts
about the edifices built by dark-purposed men, and | knew that separating was the worst thing we could

possibly do.

He snever going to forgive me for seeing him like this, | thought. But that was past remedly.

| took adeep breath, let it out, and stepped forward. “Mildmay?’ | said again. “What happened?’
Still no response, but | saw the muscles of his shoulderstighten defensively.



| took another step. “Areyou hurt?’
He shook his head, but did not ook up.

Another step, and | was standing beside him. | hesitated, excruciatingly aware of Mehitabe witnessing all
this, then knelt down. “Please,” | said, “just tell me what happened. Did you see something? Hear
something?’

“Heard,” he said. “Heard her voice. Caling me. From here.” He beat the flat of one hand againgt the
wall, fill not looking up.

| went cold dl through with a sudden horrible suspicion about what had happened. “Mildmay. Look at
rre”

Heturned hishead away, his|eft shoulder risng asif to ward me off.

“It wasaspdl, dl right? Just aspell. But | need to know if it was cast on you, or if it resdesin thewals
of thelabyrinth. | need to see your eyes.”

| hated mysdlf for saying it, for bullying him, but it was absolutely true. If the spell had been cast on him,
that would be one thing—a more sophigticated definition of “booby trap” than | had been prepared for,
for one—but if it was part of the fabric of thewalls... | thought of Nera, of the temple of Graia, and
could not quite repress ashiver. Architecturd thaumaturgy was al very well, but not even the specidists
inthe Mirador could predict with any certainty what would happen when it had been abandoned for
severa hundred years.

“Okay,” Mildmay said, hisvoicethick, wavering, and somehow terribly empty. He brought his hands
down and rubbed hisface, then straightened his shoulders and turned to look at me.

| was grateful that the light was bad; it let me pretend that the twisted, ravaged mask of hisface wasthe
effect of the unnatura witchlights and the shadows they cast. And what | needed to see had very littleto

do with light anyway.

The spell hadn’t been cast on him.

“Oh damn,” | said.

“What?’" Mehitabel said; she sounded nervous.

Mildmay lowered his head again, and | wished | could tell him not to be ashamed, ether of hisgrief or of
hisface. But thiswas not agood place for truth, and anything | said to him in front of Mehitabel Parr, he
would not hear.

“It' saproperty of the labyrinth. Mildmay, what did you hear?’

“Toldyou,” hesaid, not looking up. “A voice.” | knew hewas ddiberately letting hiswordsdur; I'd
noticed before that he did that when he wanted people to leave him aone and that frequently it worked.

“Y es, but whose? Who is Ginevra?’

His head came up, eyesflaring to life with anger and hurt. “ Say her name again, and I’ Il break your
fucking nose”

| flinched back, more from hisintendty than from the threat. He glared a& me amoment longer, then
dropped his gaze again. “ Sorry. Shewas my girlfriend couple indictions back. We split up and. .. and she



got killed.”

And that wasn't the whole story, not by any stretch of the imagination. But prying it out of him would
haveto walt.

“So you heard her voice? Cdling you?’

“Yeah.” He met my eyesagain, athough it was clearly nothing he wanted to be doing. “And it was her. |
mean, it wasn't, | know that, but it was.”

| nodded, dthough it felt very far away. | had been right to think of Nera. “I think | know whose cult this
was. And | know why it was proscribed.”

“Please don’t be gnomic and portentous,” Mehitabe said. “Which god wasit?’

“I don’'t know her name,” | said. “No one does. A Troian archivist told me her worship had been
eradicated three thousand years ago. She was the goddess of Nera.”

Mildmay’ s eyeswerewide, and | saw him make the sign to avert hexes.

“So what kind of goddess was she?’” Mehitabel demanded.

“She was the goddess of labyrinths,” | said. “ The goddess of death. Do you know the word mikkary?’
“Yes” said Mehitabel. “Why... oh.”

“Mikkary?’ Mildmay said.

“Madness, corruption, and despair,” Mehitabd said. “1 felt it once, when | wasalittle girl—the starving
wells. Do you know about those?’

Mildmay shook his head; | said, “No.”

“They’'reold,” shesaid. “Not as old asthis, but my great-grandfather could remember hisfather telling
him about the last time they’ d been used. One of the petty dukes—one of the northern ones, and the
duchy doesn't exist any longer—had these holes dug, thirty, maybe forty feet deep. And he had them
lined with stone. And if you crossed the duke, they’ d lower you into the well with amachine the duke
had had made specially, and then you stayed there until you died, or until the duke decided to have you
lifted out. They stank of mikkary. Two of my cousinstried to dare each other to look into one, but they
couldn’'t doit. Not even on adare.”

Therewasasmal, cold silence. | said, “We d better keep moving.”
“That would be easier if we knew where we were going,” Mehitabel said.

Welooked at Mildmay, who was rubbing his face with both hands, asif he wastrying to restore feding
to something numb. | wondered how much fedling he had on the scarred Sde of hisface. After a
moment, he looked up.

“Oh. Forward or back?’

Mehitabel said, “Themore| learn about this [abyrinth, theless| like the idea of Florian’s being trapped
down here. And if we go back without him, Keria Gauthy will most likely have al three of us arrested.”

“Good point,” | said, redlizing belatedly with her use of theword keria that we were till speaking



Marathine. | had not thought about switching back, and apparently she had decided not to try to put that
particular cat back in its bag.

“Goon, then?” Mildmay said to me. | contemplated without any anticipatory pleasure the moment when |
would haveto tell him Mehitabe Parr wanted to travel with us.

“Yes” | sad. “If you can.”
“Ohsure” hesad, asif it wasn't even worth asking abouit.

Mehitabel and | stood up. Mildmay remained where he was, in that avkward huddie like a
broken-stringed marionette. | extended ahand to help him up. He growled, “No thanks,” under his
breath and stood up on his own, only using the wall for balance.

Mule-headed idiat, | thought, but | knew | was no better.

“Okay,” he said and limped across to the room’ s single egress. His limp was getting worse, | noticed,
and | wondered how long he' d be able to keep going, mule-headed or not.

He glanced over his shoulder at me and said, “Guess we' d better keep together.”

“Yes” | said, “1 think that would be wise.” And one by one we left that dead-end room and the mikkary
that hung likedust intheair.



Chapter 6

Mildmay

There stwo kinds of mazes. There' s one where you want to find your way from one door to
another—that’ sthe way the curtain-mazes at the Trids are. But there s the other kind, where the maze
has a heart, and getting out the other sde—or out back the way you came, if that’ sthe kind of maze it
is—won'’t do you a centime’ sworth of good if you ain’t got to the heart firdt. | was betting this maze was
that kind.

| was aso trying rea hard not to think about the maze me and Felix had made in Nerafor the dead
people. ‘Cause, | mean, | ain't al that bright, but | could do the math. And dead people had talked to
him there, the same way Ginevra had talked to me.

Don't think about it, | told myself, but it was like telling myself not to blink. Because hearing her had
woken up al these things I’ d thought I’ d been done with, and if it hadn’t been for Felix and Miss Parr, |
suppose | would' ve sat therein that ugly littleroom ‘til 1 died. And | figured that was what Felix meant by
mikkary, but that didn’t makeit no easier to ded with.

It was a pretty nasty maze, even without the voices, twisting around like a poisoned snake, and with dead
endsthat you didn’t find out were dead ends until five roomslater when there wasawall in the way of
where you needed to go. | had to backtrack a couple times, and the second time, when we got back to
wherel’d gonewrong, | said, “ Gottarest,” and sat down only just dow enough that it wasn’t afdl. Felix
and Miss Parr sat down, too, so | guessed | wasn't the only one needing a break.

Wewere quiet for awhile, but the silence was spooking Felix—and | got to admit, it was pretty bad
sitting there and trying not to listen for Ginevraor Zephyr or any of the other dead people whose voices
I’d recognize. So | didn’'t want to talk to him, but | was amost glad when he said, “How do you do it?’

“Dowhat?

“This” Hewaved an arm at the darkness around us. Y ou could find your way back to the stairs from
here, couldn’t you?’

“Yegh”

“How?’

“Dunno.”

“Somehow | knew you were going to say that. But, were you trained to do it?’

“Nope. Just can.” Miss Parr didn’t say nothing, but she was watching us with her big round dark eyes,
and | wished Felix hadn’t used that word, “trained.” Because | didn’t want that teacher-lady knowing al
about my past, and “trained” was more than hafway to being aclueif she knew anything about Méusine.
Which since she spoke Marathine, she probably did. So | said, before Felix could ask more questions,
“How long we been down here?’

His hand started for his pocket, then stopped. “I don’t have awatch.”

“I do,” MissParr said. She pulled achain out of the neckline of her dress, giving me aflash of Ginevral
redly didn’t need just then. The chain had awatch strung on it, about the size and shape of ahazelnuit.



Vauabletrinket for alady in her line of work, and | wondered if Mehitabel Parr might have stuff in her
past she didn’t want to talk about either.

“About three and ahdf hours” she said.
“And how long before the Gauthys panic, do you suppose?’ Felix asked.

Miss Parr tucked her watch back into her dressand said, “ They have gresat faith in you, Ker
Harrowgete.”

“Thank you,” Felix said, with some gting in it, “but that isn’'t exactly what | meant.”

“| don't believe you need to worry about any of them following us down here, if that’s your concern.
And Ker Gauthy will be even more resistant now to the idea of notifying anyonein a position of
authority.”

“Because of the unexpected contents of the cellar, so to speak?’

“Precisdly. He will worry—and with some judtification—that thiswill lead the Imperid Assessorsto
wonder what else the house might be concedling.”

“A devoted father.”
“That' swhy he and Keria Gauthy agreed to consult you.”

“Marvelous,” Felix said and pushed his hair out of hiseyes. | suppose we' d best not die down here,
then.”

| said, “Yeah, let'snot,” and got up. It wasn't fun, but | could do it, and that was enough to get by on.
“Ydl ready?

“Ther€ sno reason to stay in thisroom when the next one will be just the same,” Felix said. He and Miss
Parr stood up, and | ducked through the opening | should have taken in the first place.

We were getting closer. | could fed it, although | couldn’t explain that any more than | could explain how
| knew where | was. It was like adance—not that | could dance no more, and there' s another thing to
add to the fucking liss—where when you know the steps, you don’t have to think about them. Y ou just
feel where your feet need to go. That’ swhat it waslike.

| knew better than to let it rush me, though. | mean, | couldn’t have moved faster if I'd wanted to, but this
would be a stupid time to get doppy. Cause the maze didn’'t want usin its heart. | know it sounds crazy,
but | could fedl that, too.

And | would' ve thought it was just me getting spooked out, except Miss Parr said, “ God, it slike
breathing mikkary.”

“Itisanold place,” Felix said, sounding like he was half-adeep. “Like the lowest levels of the Mirador, it
has been long undisturbed, long abandoned, |eft to wait and brood and darken.”

| nearly brained mysdlf on the top edge of the hole | was crawling through. Because | remembered plain
asday him chewing me out for telling FHorian Gauthy about Mé8usine, and here hewas, teling a
teacher-lady—who was way more likely than Florian to recognize what he was talking about—that he’' d
been in the Mirador. | stopped and waited, and when Felix ducked through, | said, “Fdlix?Y ou okay?’

“Of course,” he said, and he had the brass to sound surprised. “Why wouldn't | be?’



“Did you mean to say that?’
“Say what?’

“Y ou know. About the—" Miss Parr came through the hole, and | cut my eyes sdeways at her as
meaningfully as| could.

“Oh, that,” Fdlix said. “Mehitabd aready knows.”
“Knowswhat?’ Miss Parr said.

“That I'maCabdine,” Felix sad, cheerful asagambler raking in the pat, like it was no big ded and
never had been.

“Oh,” | said. “Okay.” | turned and crawled through the next hole. | didn't let my face twist until | was
sure neither him nor Miss Parr could seeit.

What did you expect, Milly-Fox? | said to myself. She' s smart enough he can trust her with a secret,
evenif you ain't. Hetold you how it was going to be—ain't hisfault if you' re too fucking dumb to learn.

| kept moving, because it was either that or try and look Felix intheface, and | kept mysdlf astight
focused as | could on the maze and the holes and the stones. It best the fuck out of thinking. Behind me,
Fdix and Miss Parr were talking about something, but | didn’t care and | wasn't listening.

Andthendl a oncel wasn't listening for redl. “ Shut up,” | said, and it was probably some kind of
miracle, but they did, and | heard the thing I’ d thought I’ d heard, avoice caling in Kekropian.

“Hello? s someone there? Redly there?”

And that was't no ghost voice. That was Florian Gauthy, sounding scared and miserableasa
half-drowned cat.

| shouted back, “FHorian! It'sme! Mildmay! Areyou okay?’

Therewasthis sort of breathlesslittle pause, and then Forian shouted, sounding way more like himsdif,
“Mildmay? Where are you? What are you doing down here?’

Trust abourgeois kid to go straight for the stuff that don’t matter. “ Are you okay? Are you hurt?’
“No, I'mnot hurt. I'mjugt...” And then, alot quieter, “Lost.”

“Say put!” | shouted. “Well find you.”

“All right,” Florian called back, athough he didn’t sound too sure about it.

But it didn’t take long—he was only afew roomsfarther in, Sitting in the corner of thefirst roomwe'd
cometo that didn’t look exactly like dl the others.

It was more than twice the size, for one thing, and the floor was paved in squares of some stone that
didn’t look liketherest of the maze at dl. It was black, and shiny where Florian had scuffed away the
dust. And not anice kind of shiny, neither.

Florian came bolting to hisfeet as| dragged mysdlf into the room, and the next thing | knew he had his
armswrapped around me and his face buried in my shoulder, and he was gulping for breath like
somebody who'd just run aseptad-minute mile.



“Hey, steady on,” | said, about as useful as balet shoesto aduck. “It'sokay.” | hugged him back,
because he needed it.

Then Felix sad, “Gracious,” and Florian jumped back and made a big business out of straightening his
coat. But Felix wasn't paying no mind to him, or me. He was standing just inside the room, staring up at
the ceiling like afarmboy seeing Ver-Istennd sdome for thefirgt time and dl hislittle chrysanthemums
gone up there like hot-air balloons, too.

Miss Parr had just finished getting hersalf through the hole. Her and me and Florian looked up, and then
for awhile there were four farmboy impressionsin that one room.

| don’t know how to describe that ceilling or what looking at it waslike. It waslike | wasfaling down—I
mean, up, only it ft like down, into this sort of pit, only worse than the pit I'd amost falen into on the
dairs, becauseit wasn't just apit, it was amaze, and if | thought the maze we werein wasbad... well,
al | know is| would ve gone stark raving batfuck nuts before I’ d' ve found my way out of the maze
carved on that ceiling.

| finaly had to look away, and found mysalf looking Straight &t Felix. “ Somehow ‘vertigo' doesn’t seem
quite strong enough,” he said.

“Um,” | said, ‘cause | wasn't quite surewhat ’vertigo' was.
Miss Parr said, “1t must have taken years.”

“Oh, a least,” Felix said, and hislights came dropping back down. “Let us, | pray you, speak of
something else. Horian!”

Florian kind of jumped, and jerked his head around to look at Felix in-stead of the ceiling, and said,
“Yes, Ker Harrowgate?’

“We were under the impression that you had come down here with Ker-Tantony. Isthat correct?’
It was hard to tell with only the witchlights, but | thought Forian’sface went red. “Yes, ar.”
“Thenwhereishe?’

“Didn’'t he send you after me?’

Florian and Felix stared at each other like apair of frogs. It was Miss Parr who said, “We haven't seen
Ker Tantony. Was he down here with you?’

“Yes, but he went, and he had the map, and—"

“Wait,” Fdix said, holding up his hands. Hisrings caught the witch-light inaway | got to say | didn't care
for. “Let’ sgtart at the beginning. When did you and Ker Tantony start making these expeditions?’

“About ayear ago. After Kechever went off to schoal. | told him about the hollow stone and how
Kechever had dways said it had to be a secret door, and he found out how it worked. It only took him a
week.”

“Mildmay found it in under ten minutes,” Felix said.
“I knew it wasthere,” | saidin ahurry. “ That makes adifference.”

Florian was gtaring a me with his mouth hanging open. Then he shook his head and went on. “ Anyway,



he got it open and he said it was atremendoudy important find and | mustn’t tell anyone until we knew
just what it was. And he said we' d have to take it very dow and careful.”

“Thank God he had that much sense,” Miss Parr said, not quite under her breath, and made Florian jump
agan.

“Heknew just what to do,” he said. “He had alantern and he drew amap and... and everything!”
“Yes, quite” Fdix sad. “But what happened thistime?’

“Ker Tantony said we were getting close to the center. He' d thought we were getting close even before
Father took meto Troia, but he promised he wouldn’t come down here without me. He said he couldn’t
manage on hisown.”

“True,” MissParr said, but thistime Florian ignored her.

“WEe ve been coming down here almost every night since | got back, and last night Ker Tantony said that
we had to be amost there. Here, | mean.”

“So thisisthe center of the labyrinth?’ Felix said.
13 Ya”
“Thenwhy isn't Ker Tantony here?”

“He safter the heart,” | said, and they dl three of them looked at melikel wasacarny freak with two
heads.

“What did you say?’ Fdix sad.
| could fed my face turning red asabrick. “Center ain't the heart.”

Florian and Miss Parr just looked confused, but Felix was giving me the hairy eyeball with mustard.
“How do you know that?’ he said, like it was some kind of secret only he was supposed to know.

“Tridsteachings. Didn't you ever go?’

“Trials teachings?’ he said, and | might have been talking about the cities on the moon for dl the good it
was doing him. “No. Never mind. Later.” He turned back to Florian. “ So thisis the center of the
labyrinth and Ker Tantony wasn't satisfied.”

“Yes,” Horian said, “adthough he didn’t tell mewhy. He told me to stay here so we could be surewe
didn’t get lost, and then he took the map and the lantern and went. And he hasn't come back. But he
said to stay here, and anyway | don’t think | could find my way out without the map and... are Mother
and Father very angry?’

“They’revery worried,” Miss Parr said.

Fdix sad, like aterrier after arat, “Which door did he take?’

“That one,” Florian said and pointed at the hole to the | eft of the one we'd comein by.
“And you haven't seen him snce?’

“No.”



“How long hasit been?’

“I don’t know. A while. The candl€ samost burnt out.”
“Blow it out,” | said. “Wegot lights.”

“Yes, Mildmay,” Florian said, and did.

Fdix gave that |eft-hand hole athoughtful look. “I find mysdf remarkably unenthused at the prospect of
going after Ker Tantony.”

“We can't just leave him down here!l” Florian and Miss Parr said, on top of one another. It made a
weird, ugly sort of echo, and we dl froze right where we were until it had died away.

Then Felix said—and | give him credit for managing to sound dmost norma—*| wasn't suggesting we
abandon him. | was merdly remarking that | do not feel sanguine about what we may discover.” He
looked at me.

“Do you think you can find the heart of the labyrinth? Or, failing that, Jeremias Tantony?’
“Yeah,” | said. There were abunch of other things | wanted to say, but | settled for, “Be careful.”

“Y ou need have no fear on that score,” Miss Parr said, and the three of them followed me out of the
center of the maze,

Fdix

It unnerved me, theway Mildmay moved through the labyrinth asif it were ahouse he knew well. We
followed him closdy, slently, each of us peering into the shadows as if we feared monsters were waiting
for us. Congdering the nature of the labyrinth, monsters seemed lessimplausible than | would have liked.

| was trying to remember, through my nerves, everything | had once known about Heth-Eskal aden and
his Trids, Mdusine smgor rdigious festiva. Kegper had seen religion and festivas merely as another
opportunity to fleece the bourgeoisie; Lorenzo, athough devout enough in his own grubby, primitive way,
had been even lessinterested in the festivals, except that the Shining Tiger’ s profits tended to be hefty on
festival eves and much less so on the days of celebration themselves. Makar had taken me out of
Méusine when | was fourteen, and he had sneered openly &t dl religion. By the time we had returned to
Méusine, to the Mirador, | had learned to ape him in that way asin so many others, and in any event a
discreet agnosticism was de rigueur &t court, no matter what worships and devotions the noble families
might perform privately.

| knew afair amount of theology, as al wizards had to, and even more about obscure Cymellunar gods
and obsoleterituas. But the religion of the bourgeoisie and the Lower City was consdered vulgar and
naive by even the most orthodox and devout Cabaline, and | had been dl too eager to let the deeping
dogs of my childhood lie. And so | had forgotten that Heth-Eskaladen was associated with [abyrinths.

Heth-Eskaaden was alibrarian-god, an archivist-god. | remembered that he had descended into death
and returned—that was what the five days of the Trials commemorated—abut | could not remember why,
nor what exact part labyrinths had played in hisagon. It wasinfuriating and demeaning to be forced to
turn to my semiliterate younger brother for information, but he had come out with one of Ephredl Sand's
magjor tenetsasif it was as natural to him as breathing. It did not seem asthough | had much choice.

Ahead of me, just on the other side of yet another doorway, Mildmay said, “ Oh fuck,” and stopped
dead.



“Yes?' | sad, and heanswered in Marathine, “1 think | found the guy.”

“You think?”

“Wdl, | think it saguy.”

“Ohdear,” | said as| redized why he had switched into Marathine. “L et me see”

“Bemy fucking guest.” He moved to one side, and | crawled through the doorway to stand beside him.

Thiswasthe heart of the labyrinth, along, vaulted room with adouble row of dark columns making an
aidedown the middle, and at |ast we had found one of the booby traps Mildmay had been worried
about.

Jeremias Tantony had found it before us.

It was easy to recongtruct in its brutal smplicity. Jeremias Tantony, who had not had my nightmarish
experience in the temple of Graia, had started toward the end of the vault walking between the pillars. He
had stepped on a stone that looked just like al the other squares that paved the room, and it had sunk
benesth hisfoot. Somewhere benegath the floor, that weight had pressed down one end of afulcrum; the
other end, rising, had caught a narrow wedge carved out of the left-hand column—again, probably
invisible before the trap was triggered. That wedge rose and displaced awedge that was not stone, but
iron. It, falling forward, had caught Jeremias Tantony squarely on the top of the head and split his skull
like an egg, lodging itself in his brain. He would have been dead before he even could have redlized he'd
doomed himsdf.

Mildmay said in alow, shaky voice, “ These people did not fuck around.”

“No,” | said, not much steadier. No wonder Mildmay had been sullen and snappish, knowing dl thetime
that because he was |eading the way, he was the one most likely to walk into something likethis.

“What isit?” Mehitabd cdled. “What have you found?’

“Sacred bleeding fuck,” Mildmay said, and when | looked sdeways at him, said in explanation,
“Horian.”

“Oh,” | said and rubbed nervoudy a my mouth. “Yes Wecan't... 7’
“Can’'t go around. Wanna get out, you gotta go through the heart.”
“IsKer Tantony there?” Florian said.

“Um,” said Mildmay.

| said, ascamly and dowly as| could, “Florian, there' s been an accident.” 1t was the absolute and literal
truth asfar as Jeremias Tantony was concerned, athough from the perspective of the makers of the
labyrinth there was nothing accidenta in the dightest about what had happened.

“An accident?’
“It's... not pretty.”
“Ishe...” Florian stopped, and then said in amuch smaler voice, “Ishe dead?’

“Um,” sad Mildmay. “Yeeh.”



| heard Mehitabel’ s sharp intake of bresth and remembered belatedly that she and Jeremias Tantony had
been lovers. | turned; she was dready ducking through the hole. Mildmay and | both ingtinctively backed
out of her way. Shelooked at the body for amoment, expressionlesdy. “Yes, That's Jeremias,” she said.
“Florian, be asbrave asyou can.”

“Yes, KeriaParr,” Florian said. He climbed through the hole; Mehitabel held her hand out to him, and he
took it before he looked at the body. He stared, then turned away and was violently and
comprehengvely sck.

Cravenly, Mildmay and | let Mehitabel ded with him, which she did briskly but not unkindly. Or, at leet,
| was craven. Mildmay, | redlized after amoment, was examining the hal we stood in, his sharp gaze
quartering the space methodicaly. He said, in alow voice, “I don't think we want to get between them
columnsat dl.”

| decided not to ask what he saw. “But how canwe... that is, where are we trying to go?’

“There” He pointed, and | sent my witchlights down to the end of the hall, wherewhat | had taken for a
deeper well of shadowsin the corner proved to be a doorway.

“Isit theway out, do you think?’

“We don’t want to go back the way we came.”
“Why not?’

“ ‘Causeit an't that kind of maze.”

Hisvoice was patient, but flat. It was another of hisfiats | was becoming so exceedingly tired of. But this
was neither the time nor place to argue about it. | was too aware of Mehitabel and Florian, too aware of
the crushing darkness around us, far too aware of the stench of the Sim.

And hesaid, “But we got to get there.”

“Right,” | said. “Oh dear.”

“Yeah. | can see some of what we got to get around, but I’ m betting there' s stuff | don’t see.”
“I imagine you can count on it.”

He pressed the hedls of his hands againgt his eyesfor amoment. Mehitabe said, “ Are we going to have
to stay here much longer?’

“Until we can find away out that will not involve any of usimitating Ker Tantony,” | said waspishly;
Mildmay was under enough strain aready.

“But can't we—"
“Itan’'t that kind of maze,” Mildmay said without looking up.

Mehitabe’ s slence was distinctly offended; | wondered wesarily whether traveling across the Grassd ands
with the two of them would actudly be any better than traveling with only Mildmay. And then |
wondered, stiffening my neck againgt theimpulse to glance at Ker Tantony’ s corpse, whether that
guestion might not prove to be quite remarkably moot.

| heard him take a deep breath. “Okay,” he said. “| think | know how to doit, but y’al got to do what |



“Wewill,” | said.
He gave me alook narrow with suspicion, asif he thought | was making fun of him.
“I trust you,” | growled under my breath, too soft for Mehitabel or Florian to hear.

For amoment | thought he hadn’t heard me ether, then he turned away as suddenly asif I'd thrown
water in hisface—or asif | had offended him.

Mehitabel, who now had her arm around FHorian, said, “We believe you, Ker Foxe. We will follow
whereyou lead.”

“Okay,” Mildmay said, dill not looking a me. “Then what we want to do is, go dong that wall. See
where there' sthat worn-down strip?’

Welooked in the direction he pointed, and | sent my witchlights across.

“I figure,” Mildmay said, “that’ s where the, you know, the worshippers must’ ve walked. * Cause you got
to have a pretty easy way through here—"

“Or your numbers begin to fal off dramaticaly, yes, | see” | said.

Hesad, “If 'mwrong... | mean, if | go and something getsme... well, | don’'t know what y’al do then.
But | think I'mright.”

“Asingpirational speeches go, that leaves something to bedesired,” | said, and he gave me an irritated
haf shrug, till looking past me at Mehitabd and Horian.

“Y'dl got that?’
“Yes, Ker Foxe” Mehitabd said, and Florian echoed her.

“Okay.” Helimped acrossto the side of the hal, stopping by the body to pick up the lantern, and |
noticed how careful he was about where he put hisfeet. We followed him, anervous flock of sheep.

Hesaid to me, “Wait ‘til | get to the other end safe, okay?’

“Yes” | said. We stood and watched his progress; | did not know about Mehitabel and Florian, but my
pulse was hammering with how fragile he looked, and how brave, perfectly straight except for the dight
off-kilter twigt of hislimp.

The darkness around us, especidly the darkness above us, seemed to be drawing closer, getting heavier.
| had amomentary, disconcerting feeling of being in the Mirador, and then it was gone, leaving me
bewildered.

Hafway dong, Mildmay stopped suddenly, dmost overbaancing. | heard Mehitabe’ s breath catch, and
was perversdly relieved to discover | was not the only onein an advanced state of nerves. But he stayed
upright. I noticed how careful he was not to use thewall for balance, and my mind wasingtantly thronged
with disquieting reasons why that might be.

Therewas apause, dmogt like ahitch in the labyrinth’ s bresthing, and | thought idiotically, After dl, we
areinitsheart. Then Mildmay said, “There' sa... there sathing here where you don’t want to step.”



“How will werecognizeit?” Mehitabel asked.

“ *Cause when you're close enough,” he said, “you can see ashow ain't nobody ever stepped onit. I'm
figuring they got good reason.”

Florian said, “Y ou' reright across from the fourth column down. So we can tell that way.”

“Yeah. That'sgood.” Therewas something that was amost awaver in hisvoice. With infinite,
excruciating caution, he stepped forward; nothing happened, and after amoment like a prolonged flinch,
he kept going.

It seemed very close to amiracle that he reached the other end of the hall safely. He turned and waved at
us, dmost asdute, and called, “Horian first. Then Keria Parr. Felix, you go last, okay?’

“All right,” | caled back.
“And don't touch thewal!”

“Wouldn't dream of it,” | called, with completely unwarranted cheerfulness, and couldn’t help grinning
when his response was an obscene gesture | remembered from my childhood.

One by one, we made our way through the heart of the |abyrinth beneath Klepsydra. When my own turn
came, it felt asif with every step | sank deeper and deeper into a pool of water, invisible, inaudible, but
crushing the breath out of me. Without wanting to, | remembered the temple of Graia, remembered
through it the choking madness of Nera. Those were the White-Eyed Lady’ s places, just asthiswas, as
the starving wells were. They were places sacred to her by reason of horror and cruelty and desth, she
was both torturer and protector. She dwelt in, around, through blood and pain and mikkary.

Andfinaly, | understood mikkary. “Misery” was close, but mikkary was more than that. Mikkary was
despair and mdice, madness and regret—all the festering emotions that drove aman to suicide were
mikkary, and ahundred other things besides. Mikkary was arrogance and spite and things less nameable
than that. It collected like dust in unused rooms.

And mikkary was my madness. | stopped at the midpoint, just before the stone on which Mildmay had
said not to step, and for amoment, | did not think | was going to be able to continue. There seemed to
be no reason in the world not to let my foot come down on that one unworn patch in thefloor. |
belonged in this place more surdly than | had ever belonged anywherein my life, and | knew that its
bride-price was death. At that moment, it did not seem too high a priceto pay.

Then Mildmay said, “Felix?Y ou okay?’

“I...” Thewordswould not come; language would not come. Mikkary flowed in my veinslike blood. |
was more truly the White-Eyed Lady’ s child than the child of Methony Feucoronne who had died by fire
as she had lived. And then | managed somehow to draw abresth, dthough it felt like swallowing knives,
andsad, “I'mal right.”

“You sure?| can—"
“No! Stay there. I'm... just give meaminute.”

“Okay,” he said, but very doubtfully. | knew that if | did not move soon, he would come after me, and it
was that more than anything el se that broke my stasis. | could not drag Mildmay down into this pool of
mikkary after me.



| stepped over that strange place in the floor, unpolished by any person’ s foot, continued to move, sow,
methodica, step after step, and dl the while the mikkary throbbing in my temples, running likeiron rods
down my back.

| could not have told anyone how long it took me to cross the heart of the labyrinth; asecond or a
century, and it would have fdlt the same. At the far end, where the others were clumped together,
wide-eyed and waiting, | avoided their gazes, avoided Mildmay’ s half-outstretched hand.

“What now?’ | said, and my voice was shrill and thinin my own ears.

“Um,” said Mildmay, and | felt the mikkary tightening like avise around my neck.
“What ‘um’?’

“Theré's, um. A bridge.”

“A bridge?’

“Over the... over theriver.” Any other man would have been visibly braced; with Mildmay the only sign
that he knew theimport of his newswas that he was even moreinarticulate than usual.

“OvertheSm.”

“Yegh.”

“ And—Iet me guess—a narrow bridge.”

“Yegh”

“Bdugtrade?’ And when he only looked blank, “Handrails?’

“Oh. Yeah, | think therewas, once. But...” He shrugged. “Rope.”

Which, of course, would have rotted away in the intervening centuries.

“Thisjust gets better and better,” | said. “What else? Fire-breathing dragons? Spectral guardians?’

“Didn’t seenone,” and it took me a moment to decide that he meant it asavery smal joke. | couldn’t
manage to smile at him, but | nodded my appreciation.

Hesaid, “It don't ook like... | mean, | don’t think there straps or nothing.”
“Just thebridge,” | said.
“Yegh”

Mehitabel said, “Must we stand here and discuss it to death? Ker Foxe assures us that we cannot go
back, so | do not seethat it matters whether the way forward lies over abridge or acrossafield of
flowers”

“Thank you, Mehitabd,” | said. “But, yes, thereisno reason to tarry.”
Mildmay gave me hisirritating you' re-the-boss nod and turned to lead the way.

There was only one chamber between the heart of the labyrinth and the bridge, so we reached the edge
of the Sm’sgorge al too soon. | redized, dizzyingly, that we were sanding in the same spatid orientation



in which we had found oursalves when we first encountered this abyss, only adistance down that | could
not even begin to estimate. The Sim wasvisiblein my witchlights, arushing, howling deeth of water.

And the bridge was narrow enough that | was dmost tempted to seeiif | could spot the spider who had
gounit. Singlefile wasthe only option, and with the Sim close enough benesth to cast its spray up onto
the bridge, the footing was sdf-evidently, murderoudy dick.

Mildmay glanced at me, then a Florian and Mehitabel, and said some-thing under his breath that | did
not ask him to repeet. “Let’ sdo it same asbefore,” he said. “Mefirg, then Florian, then KeriaParr. You
okay with going last?’

“It makes no difference” | said. “Let’ sjust get this over with.”

If I had been anxious before, watching Mildmay cross that bridge made my heartbeat so rapid | was
amog sck with it. He did not hurry, nor show any sign that he knew how agonizingly dow his progress
was. But hedid not dip, nor fdter, and he was not reduced, as | had thought he might be, to crawling.
He made it to the other sde and stepped carefully away from the edge before he turned around.

Hecalled across, “It ain't so bad, Forian! Just take your time.”

| wondered, distantly, if that had been why he had been so gppallingly dow, to encourage Florian Gauthy
not to rush himsdif.

“All right,” Horian caled back, hisvoice only dightly shaky. He had aharder time of the crossing than
Mildmay—of course, he had not been trained as a cat burglar snce he was old enough to walk—~but he
madeit safely. As Mildmay was steadying him off the bridge on the far Sde, Mehitabd said very softly to
me, “Areyou dl right?’

1] I ) m fi rE_”
“Youlook alittlegreen.”
“Witchlights” | said. “ Everyonelooksill by witchlight.”

She did not believe me; the cool, cynical skepticism in her eyesjarred againgt her childlike face. But she
said nothing, and when Mildmay called, “Y ou ready, Keria Parr?’ she turned away from me asif | had
ceased entirdly to interest her.

She crossed the bridge as camly and steadily as awoman promenading along the harborfront. | told
mysdlf firmly that shewas not doing it on purpose to annoy me, but | could not help the bitter smolder of
resentment dl the same.

My hands were shaking. | watched Mehitabel join Florian and Mildmay in safety and cast my witchlights
asstrongly as| could on their Sde of theriver, as much to give myself something to focuson asto give
them light. | stepped out onto the bridge.

“Murderoudy dick” had been an understatement. And the smell of the Sm was everywhere, like the reek
of acharnel house. Somewherein the back of my mind, | could hear the thundering cadences of
Keeper’ svoice.

Thee Sim had been his favored punishment, holding us under likekittens; | couldn’t even begin to guess
how many children he had drowned before the Fire had killed him, asit had killed Joline and my mother
and everyoneese| knew. The smdl of the Sim wasin my nose and mouth, harsh in the back of my

throat. | was choking, and the green lights were getting dimmer. Someone was shouting my name, but it



wasn't Joline, and | couldn’t couldn'’t...
My kneesbuckled, and | fell.
Mildmay

Pitch-black.

And, | mean, not just no-lightskind of black. Thiswas like the great-grandmama blackness of the world.
And Felix was out in it Somewhere, drowning.

“Fuck mesdeways.” | barely recognized my own voice, and | didn’'t sound like anybody | wanted to
know, neither. | found my lucifers, dropped down beside the lantern where I’ d set it on the floor, and lit
it. “You two stay here”

“ But Wha_”

“l an't got time. Just stay.” | was dragging my boots off, shrugging out of my coat. Before the bitch had
timeto say some other fool thing, with Felix more likely to be dead with every single second, | went
forward and off the bridge. * Bout as graceful as a dancing bear, since you ask, but thiswasn't about
grace.

| ain’t never been agraceful swimmer, not even when both legsworked right. But | can swim, as most
folksin the Lower City can't, and I’ m strong. Strong enough to have my own way against what the
current wanted, strong enough to outswim it, strong enough, even though my leg was howling like a pack
of hounds, that when | saw awhite blotch, just at the edge of where there was any light from the lantern,
| could thrash forward and grab it.

And that’ s when things went completely fucked. I’ d been expecting Felix to be passed out, but he
wasn't. Hewas awake and in afive-darm panic. It was like the sinking of the Mor skaiakrov al over
again, only worse because it was the Sim and the current was fighting me along with him, and it waslike
trying to wrestle two gators at once. When | finally managed to thrash us both out of the main current, it
felt like both arms were halt-wrenched out of their sockets, | had a shiner started where he' d got mein
the eye with hiselbow, and | waslost.

Now I’'m sure that don’t sound like nothing, but, see, | don't get lost. Never have done. But here | was
inthe middle of ariver in the blackest fucking blackness I’ d ever encountered, and | didn’t know where
the bank was or where | was or where Florian and Miss Parr were, and | could have sat down and cried
for the shame of it.

Small favors. Theriver was shallow enough here that we could stand up. | stood and panted like adog
with sungtroke. Felix was dlinging to melike achild, hisface pressed into my shoulder and hisfingers
clawed into my back, his bresth coming in sobs. | kind of patted his back, best | could, but he hated to
be touched, and | didn’'t know whether he was crazy or sane or what, and so mostly | just stood there
and let him hang on to me as much as he needed.

| don’t know how long we stood like that, neither. But after awhile we were both breathing better, and
Feix had let up alittle on the holes he was digging in my shoulder blades. So | took a deep breath and
sad, “I'mlog.” Blackness or no blackness, | could fed mysdf blushing.

“You' rewhat?

“Logt. You know. | don’'t know wherewe are.”



“And?’ he sad after amoment.
“I need alight.”

He made anoise that could’ ve been alaugh, ascream, or asob. Or dl three. “1 don’t know if | can,” he
sad. “Youdon't... you don't know what you' re asking.”

“Nope. But if | don’t get alight, so as| can see where the fuck we're &, we ain’t moving. How much
longer you wanna stand out here?’

“Damnyou,” hesad. “Damn you.” | heard and felt him take adeep, shuddery breath. “All right. I'll try.”

And then there was along time where nothing happened. He hadn’t let go of me, and | didn’t liketo say
anything about it, because | needed alight afuck of alot more than | needed my own persona space
back. But we were standing there, dripping wet, pressed up againgt each other, and | felt... Kethe, | felt
his cock hardening against me.

There was this scrambling sort of moment, where we both tried to back away from each other and
realized we didn’t dare, because in dl this darkness and water most likely we' d never find each other
again. And then his hands were clamped on my upper arms, and hewas saying, “I’'m sorry. Truly, I'm
sorry. | swear | didn’t...”

He was gpologizing, which was as hard to believe asany of therest of it. He never apologized. | said,
my voice cracking like | had two septads and one again, “ Y ou got the hots for me?’

And, you know, | would ve believed him if he'd lied, said it wasjust one of those stupid things that
happens when you' ve amost got killed. | understand how that goes. But there was this silence, and he
sad, very smal “Yes”

“Kethe,” | said, because | couldn’t think of nothing elseto say. “You...Kethe!”

“Please,” he said, hisvoice ill barely more than awhisper. “Please don't... | know it must disgust you,
but please ...”

He sounded like he’ d sounded when we were crossing Kekropia and he' d been crazy and sick-scared
withit. | said, purely by reflex, “1 won’t leave.” And then, because | didn’t know how | felt, and this
wasn't even closeto theright placeto try and work it out, | said, “Light. And we'll worry about it later.”

“Yes, of course” A laugh, shaky and not very convincing. “Light.”

But it happened easier than I’ d expected. Easier than | think he’ d expected. One minute there was
nothing. The next there were hislittle green chrysanthemums again, showing uslike apair of drowned
rats, and Felix looking everywhere except at my face.

The bank was close, and it was the same sort of jagged stair step ded it was back by the bridge. We
dragged each other out of the river and sorted ourselves out as best we could, and Felix still wasn't
looking at me, but | wasn't ready to talk about it, either. So | wrung the water out of my hair and said,
“Okay. Let’sfind the others and get the fuck out of here.”

We could dedl withit later.

We came back up out of that |abyrinth into what Miss Parr said was an abandoned sewer tunnel. Once,
there’ d been a spring to shut the door after you came through it, and | could see how it must have been



completdly flush with thewall, so you wouldn't even be ableto tell it was there. It was broken now, and
it took me and Felix and Miss Parr all shoving as hard as we could to get the door shut again.

Nobody asked how come we had to shut it, and that was asmall favor | was grateful for. My leg was
screaming like abutchered pig, and | was o tired from dragging it what felt like halfway to Méusine and
back that | was having trouble keeping my eyes focused. Didn’t need no arguments.

Florian didn’t look no better off than | was, and Felix had his head down and his shoulders hunched, like
he was trying to make himself disappear. Miss Parr still looked fresh asadaisy. Which, you know,
nobody’ s going to send you to the sanguette for, but it sure did make me want to smack her.

After everything e se, getting out of the sawer was no big dedl, even if Felix and Miss Parr did haveto
pull me up by main force. Powers, | hated being a crip. We came up in acourtyard like something you'd
find in Pennycup and for amoment it was the homesickness that hurt. It was just past sundown, and
Fdix’ switchlights suddenly showed up way too well.

“Put them thingsout!” | said. Felix jJumped like I’ d pinched him, and hislightswent out. It was't quite
too dark to see, but it was close.

“Satisfied?” he said nedtily.

“Y ou want to talk to anybody about what kind of hocusyou ain't?’ | said in Marathine. He didn’t
answer, and | said, “Didn’'t think s0.” Then back into Kekropian: “Keria Parr? Horian? Any ideawhere
weare?’

“It' san air shaft,” Miss Parr said. “We |l have to go through the building to get out to the street.”
“It lookslike apartments,” Florian said. “There slaundry.”

And there was, strung from the ba conies, and thiswas |ooking more like Pennycup or Lyonesse dl the
time, and the homesickness was crawling up into my throat and making it hard to breathe.

“Let’sgo,” | said, and my voice came out harsh and mean, which wasn't what I’ d wanted at all. But
therewasn’'t no way to explain, so | just started for the courtyard door.

Which waslocked. Figured.
“KeriaPar,” | said, “ahairpin?’
“Awha?’

“Hairpin,” | said asclear as| could manage, but | wastired and kind of choked up and the word for
hairpin in Kekropian had too many of the wrong kind of consonants.

“Did you undergtand that?” she said to Flix.

Fuck you, bitch, I'mright hereand | ain’'t no performing dog. But | didn’t say that, and | straightened out
my handswherethey’d clenched into figts.

Fdix said in Marathine, “What isit you want?’
“A fucking hairpin, so | can get usthrough thisfucking door. If it ain’t too fucking much to ask.”

| was glad of the dark, because he couldn’t see me, and right then | was glad of how uncomfortable he'd
been with me since we' d got ourselves out of the Sim, because he didn’t push. He just said to Miss Parr,



“I think hewantsto pick thelock. A hairpin, keria, please?’
“Oh, yes, of course.”
She handed me ahairpin.

“Do you need alight?’ Felix said, and | thought he wasn't trying to be snarky, but it was hard to tell. |
was pleased in amean sort of way to be ableto tell him, no, | didn’t need alight. Because | didn't.
Lockpicking isdl ears and fingers, and Keeper’ d used to make us practice blindfolded anyway.

The hairpin made alousy lock pick, but then, it wasalousy lock. If I'd been atenant in that building, |
would have had something to say about that to the landlord. | got the door open, got the others through
it, locked it again—because we didn’t need to be getting nobody in trouble—and then we werein a sort
of storage room, and it was just a matter of finding the front door, and we were out on the street, with the
lamplighters doing their job, and people walking way wide around us as they went by.

“Oh!” Florian said, at about the sametime Miss Parr said, “ Thisis Knot Garden Street.” And Florian
sad, “We re only two blocks from home!”

“Fucking marvelous,” | said under my breath in Marathine.

Horian led the way, with Miss Parr hurrying to keep up with him. Felix dropped back to wak besde me.
“Areyoudl right?’ hesad.

“I'mfine”

“There s something | need to tell you, beforewe... | need to tell you now.”

“I'mligening.”

He said in Marathine, “Mehitabel Parr wantsto come back to Méusine with us.”

“Shewants what?’ | did remember to keep my voice down, but only just.

“Shewishesto travel with usto Méusine,” Felix said, likeif he got hisgrammar al flash, it wouldn't mean
the samething.

“You gonnalet her?’ Let her comeall theway across the Grasd ands with us, where you can play her
and me against each other and sit back and laugh? Because he was dready doing it, the sameway he'd
done in the Gardens, the same way he’ d done on the White Otter . If you didn’t give him your heart, he
found away torip it out.

“It'snot that Smple.”

“Lookslike apretty basic yes or no type thing to me. Y ou gonnalet her, or not?’
“It's not that simple.”

“Then tel mewha’'s complicated.”

“I know you'vetaken adidiketo her.”

“Then you want to invite her dong?’

“| didn’'t say that.”



“If you didn’t want her to come, you wouldn’t care.”

Hewanted to tell me that wasn't true, but he couldn’t quite do it. He said, “ She could cause agrest dedl
of trouble with the authorities”

“Will she?”

“Mildmay.” He shoved his hair off hisfacein exasperation. And then ahead of us, Florian brokeinto a
run, and Felix said, “ Damn,” between histeeth. “ There snotime. | just... | wanted you to know, that's
al”

And then he lengthened his stride to catch up with Miss Parr and |eft me behind without even looking
back. | guess he trusted me to follow him wherever he went, and | guess he was right about it, too.

About ahdf hour later, | was Stting outsde Mr. Gauthy’ s study like some pusher’ s hired goon, while him
and Fdlix thrashed out some kind of adeal. Felix had aplan. | knew that, evenif | didn’t know what it
was, and | figured al | could do was hang on and try to enjoy theride.

Somewhere e sein the house, Mrs. Gauthy was crying her ugly fake tears over Florian, and that was a
scenel wasjust asglad to missout on. So | sat there with my leg hurting, so tired | would' ve liked to just
lay down right there on the bench | was sitting on, and tried not to think about Ginevraand tried not to
think about Felix. Which was one of those things where | could manage one or the other, but not both.

Grief islike getting stuck in the same cyclone over and over and over again. And every time, you think,
Man, | have got to get out of the way of thisfucker, and then the next time you find you haven’t budged a
fucking inch. So, yeah, Ginevrawas dtill dead and it ill hurt like having iron skewers shoved through my
heart, but, | mean, there wasn't nothing to do about it. Except try not to think about her.

Fdix was different. Because Felix was there, and we weren't getting shut of each other thisside of the
Grasdands, that was for sure. And | was so tired that if | let my guard down, or let my eyesclose, I'd be
back therein the dark in theriver, feding him against me.

It didn’t make no sense. If it hadn’t been for him apologizing and for the fact that he was so mortified |
could seeit, | would've thought he was just fucking with my head, like he' d been doing flirting with me
for amonth or more. But it'd been red. He' d meant it. And powers, | mean, he' d had Astyanax and a
shot a Mr. Vilker and just about anybody he’ d wanted in the Gardens. What the fuck did he want with
me?

The part where it was incest—well, it sure wasn't opping him, and, | mean, maybe it was just me not
being raised right or something, but that part didn’t bother me. Okay, that' salie. It bothered me, but it
would have been way worse to find out somebody I’ d grown up with, somebody like Margot, had the
hotsfor me, if you seewhat | mean. Because me and Margot—even if she ill hated me for what'd
happened to her little Badgers, shefdt like my sister. Felix only felt like somebody | wanted to be my
brother. It wasn’t the same.

And then there was the whole thing where | wasn't molly. But that was at least alittle Smpler, because he
knew | wasn’'t molly. | figured if he’ d had any doubts, he would' ve gone ahead and made a pass at me
and found out that way. But he hadn’t, so he knew, and it was pretty clear he hadn’t meant me to know
about him. Not likethat. And if he asked now—which seemed pretty unlikely—all | had to do was say,
no thanks. And if | had to... well, I'd hit him before, and for worse reasons. That | felt like | could
handle.



But it was harder to get rid of the memory of it, and harder to get it to make any kind of sense. | kept
telling mysdf to quit aready, | wastoo tired to think straight and | knew it. But | couldn’t seemto let go
of it, no matter how much | wanted to.

So | was amost glad when Miss Parr showed up, even though she was mad as a hornet and looking to
spread it around, if the glare she gave me was anything to go by.

Felix hadn’t told me why he wanted her to come, but | could guess. He' d looked at the mapsand he'd
looked a me and he' d figured he didn't want to be stuck with just me for company al the way across
Kekropia. | couldn’t blame him for that. But it didn’t make me like her better, and | hadn’t liked her
much to start with. | know | ain’'t dl that bright, but | don't like peoplewho rub it in.

Shesadinahigh, hard voice, “Y ou may beinterested to learn I’ ve just been dismissed from my position,
with neither a character nor severance pay.”

Ohfuck me sideways, | thought, because there went my last hope of not having to cross the Grassdands
with thisbitch. But | couldn’t help asking, “What for ?’

“Immordity,” shesaidinagrowl.
“What?| mean...”

“Shefound out about Jeremias,” Miss Parr said with atoss of her head. “We were deeping together.
And now Keria Gauthy thinks1’m a‘ corrupting influence,” and that it's somehow my doing that Florian
went off with Jeremiasin thefirst place.” She snorted. “I' m sure she' d rather fire Jeremias, but Since he
had the grossimpertinence to die down there, she can't.”

“Oh,” | said. Shedidn’'t look like alady who was much upset about losing her lover, and | wished |
didn't haveto St there and wonder what she' d made of me going to pieces over Ginevra. Powers, | felt
like curdled milk.

Shewaslooking at mekind of Sdeways. | said, “What?’
“Has Fdix... hasyour brother told you?’
“ ‘Bout you wanting to go to Méusinewith us? Y eah.”

“I, um, | know we haven’t gotten off on the best possible foot, and | know you have no reason to do me
any favors, but, Ker Foxe, please. He said hewouldn’'t et me come if you didn’t gpprove.”

She knew how pretty her big, dark eyeswere, no doubt about that. “I don’'t got nothing against you,” |
said. Wdll, | mumbled it, and she made me repedt it.

“That’ sgood,” she said, although she didn’t sound very sure about it. “I won’'t be a burden to you, |
promise. | grew up traveling acrossthe Grasdands. | can pull my weight.”

“l an't said you couldn’t.”
“Ker Foxe...”
“Look. If hewants you to come, you can come. | don’t care.”

“Thank you,” she said, like what she really meant was Fuck you, but she was too much of alady to say
it. She sat down on the bench across from mine—perfect posture, folded hands, the whole fucking ball of
wax.



Ginevra d wanted to have manners like that, but she' d never quite been ableto pull it off.
Kethe, you fuckhead, stop thinking about her.
But | couldn’t. It hadn’t been her, down therein the dark. | knew that.

But at the sametime, therewas till thissick feding in my chest, likeit had been her, and I’d gone and
|eft her, left her down there done and dead and cold. | could dmost hear her, till calling for me, her
voicethick and wavery and alittle hoarse, like she' d been crying and she was scared.

“Ker Foxe?' said MissPar. “Areyou dl right?’

“Fing” | said.

“You reawfully white. Isit your leg?’

“Yeah,” | said. Anything to get the bitch to shut up. “It just needsrest, and it’'ll be okay.”

“Areyou sure? KeriaDossia, the cook, isamidwife, and I’ d be glad to ask if she has atisane that would
hdp.”

“No,” | sad carefully. “Thank you.” Leave me aone, you fucking bitch.

She looked for asecond like she was going to push it, but she must’ ve thought better of it because she
sat back and closed her mouth. And | thanked the powers and the saints because | wasn't surel’d’'ve
been able to keep from saying something redly nasty, and Felix wanted to let the gl come all theway

acrossthe fucking Grasdands with us.

And then the door of Mr. Gauthy’ s study opened, and him and Felix came out. Felix waslooking smug
asacat with the key to the dairy. Whatever it was he wanted, seemed like he'd got it.

They shook hands, and Mr. Gauthy said something about letters and credentia's and arrangements and
scooted off.

Fdix turned to Miss Parr and me, and his eyebrows went up. “Y ou look like the last two mournersat a
funerd.”

“Shegot fired,” | said.
“Redly?’ hesad, turning to her like he thought I’ d got hold of the wrong end of the stick.

“Oh, yes,” shesaid, and | could seethat it was eating at her, even while she wastrying to pretend she
didn't givearat’'sass. And you know, | didn’t like her, but I knew what that felt like, and | couldn’t help
kind of, | don’t know, sympathizing with her. There ain’t nothing worse than getting fired by somebody
you hate, because it means they win and you don’'t get no rematch.

“My condolences,” Fdix said. “What will you do now?’

Miss Parr hesitated, looking from himto me, and | wished | could call him aprick right out in the open
like this. Because there was only one way to go, and he' d walked meinto it as neat as you please.

“I don't mind,” | said to her. “If you want to come.”

She looked kind of taken aback, but Felix said, “ Splendid! That' s settled then. If you'll come with us,
keria, I'll give you the particulars of our traveling arrangements.”



There might ve been things she wouldn't* ve done to get out of that house just then, but | had thefedling
that the wall Mehitabel Parr would balk at was alot higher than that one. | was beginning to wonder,
even with her manners, whether shewasredly alady at dl.







Chapter 7

Felix
We were aweek out of Klepsydra before | realized what was wrong with Mildmay.

At fird, | wasn't even sure there was anything wrong at al. | had not expected him to be speaking to me,
and thus the fact that he wasn't did not seem to be cause for darm. And | would have been shocked to
see himin the hotel barsin the evenings, especialy consdering that he would have been sharing atable
with Mehitabd.

Mehitabel was becoming a different person as the distance increased between us and Klepsydra. Her
manners and gppearance were il impeccable; she il had that beautifully erect carriage that must have
made Theokrita Gauthy gnash her teeth with envy. But it was asif she had been cut loose from a giff iron
armature. With vitality, her face became beautiful, and her purring laugh waslike agift. Despite
Mildmay’ s sullen rgection of her, | found that | liked her agrest dedl.

We sat together in the evenings, in hotdl bar after hotel bar, and talked.

Thefarther we traveled into the duchies, the more likely it was that one or both of uswould be drinking.
It was not wise, for either of us, but it seemed the best of abad lot of options. If | was drinking with
Mehitabel, | wasn't doing anything that might cause me to be suspected of being ganumedes or awizard.

For her part, Mehitabel drank with meto avoid drinking with our other traveling companions. a
succession of acting troupes. She was related directly or indirectly, to many of the actors. That evening,
inthe bar of ahotd caled The Maid'sMorion, in atown whose name | had aready forgotten, she had
positioned hersalf with particular care so that the actors at their table across the room could not catch her

eye.
After her second glass of gin, | raised my eyebrowsinquiringly, and she laughed, a husky, bitter sound.
“They're Zamyatins” she said, sgnaing the bartender for another drink.

“Isthat aMerrovin name?’

“Wdl back in thefamily tree now, but yes.”

“And you don't want to talk to them because you find their antecedents unsavory?’

She snorted. “Not hardly. My grandfather married Louise Zamyatin. She brought her name and two of
her brothers, and that iswhy my family troupeisthe Parr-Zamyatin Players.”

“And these?’
“Arethe Sde of the family that didn’t want a close dliance with Gran’ pére Mato.”
“They seem friendly enough.”

“Family,” she said with an expressive sigh. “I don’t want to talk to them because they will inevitably want
to know why | left my family’ stroupe.”

“And your reesonwas... 7’



“Neither your businessnor anyone dse's,” she said, but smiled to softeniit.
“Wall, that puts me properly in my place,” | said and smiled back.

“Oh come,” she said, halfway down her third gin and the acohol starting to make her reckless. “It’s not
like you don't have things you won't tell me. Like what Ingvard Vilker’ s business was with you the
morning weleft town.”

Thelightin her eyeswasadare. | said, “He d brought aletter for Mildmay.”

“Which he gaveto you.”

“Mildmay and Ingvard did not take to each other.”

“Sir, you shock me. But that’ s not what you were talking about, o serioudy and at such length.”
“You sound asif you dready know.”

“I'mwell aware of Ingvard’ sinclinations,” she said, her voice mercifully too low to be heard by anyone
but me. “And | recognize a spurned suitor when | see one.”

“I didn’t spurnhim,” | protested. “We smply... there was amisunderstanding. He wanted usto part
friends”

“And did you?’

“I think s0. The problem was not entirely hisfault, and | told him s0.”

“Good,” shesad, and | caught her wrist as she Started to wave for afourth gin.

“Why don’'t you go upstairsinstead? | am. We ve got an early start tomorrow, you know.”
“Wedwaysdo,” she said, mock-mournfully. “But you' re right. Finish your bourbon and let’ sgo.”

| glanced from her to the table of actors—two of whom looked away quickly—and back to her. “Y ou
want your cousinsto think we' re desping together?’

Sudden anxiety in her dark eyes. “Do you mind?’
“Not at al. Just don’t expect any follow-through.”
Shelaughed. | knocked back the last of my bourbon; we settled our tab and |eft the bar.

We climbed the gtairs together without talking; | could not tell if she was preoccupied or merely tired, but
the sllence suited me well enough. She said good night at the door of her room, and | continued down the
halway to ours.

It was dark and so perfectly il 1 honestly believed that Mildmay must have gone out—though | could
not imagine where he would have gone or why he wouldn’t have told me—and conjured aflameto the
wick of the candle | knew was by the bed.

The light caught him before he was ready for meto see him.

Hewas sitting on the side of the bed, hishead sunk in hishands. | knew, without the dightest taint of
doubt, that he had been sitting in exactly that position for hours, snce| had told him | was going down to
the bar and left the room. His head came up as | shut the door, and his face was asimpassive as ever,



but the wretched, defensive hunch of his shoulderstold me everything hisface did not.

| did not speak for amoment, stripping my gloves off and setting them on top of the carpet bag that
contained, now, al my worldly possessions. Mildmay watched me, unspeaking and amost uncaring,
except for the caution that did not let him leave anyone unmonitored. | remembered that caution from my
childhood.

| went around the foot of the bed and sat down on the edge of the mattress, trying to keep distance
between us, to be as unthreatening as | could. | had also thought it possible that his shut-off silence was
the result of my inadvertent, shameful confession of lust for him. But now | wondered if perhapsthe
problem was something quite ese, something | had not thought to watch for.

Another moment’ s silence—and | was now watching him as carefully as he was watching me—and |
sad, “What' sthe matter?’ | was pleased with myself for making the question sound nonjudgmental, more
curious than worried. Clearly, if he'd wanted concern, he would have told me days ago.

“Nothing,” he saild—unsurprising, but at least it was not an obscenity.

| congdered my next move carefully. He watched me, twisted around but sill hunched together asif he
expected ablow. | did not have to worry that he would become impatient, and with a spark of humor it
occurred to meto be grateful that | didn’t have to have this conversation with mysalf. | said, still careful,
dill light, “Isthere anything | can do?

“No, it'snothing,” he said, shaking hishead asif the movement pained him. And then added, “Nothing
anybody can help with.”

It took al my control not to pounce on thet hint, which would only frighten him into withdrawal, raising his
quillslikeaporcupine. | said, taking acdculated risk, “Isit me?Isit... 7’

“No! Kethe, Felix, no, itain'tyoua dl. It's...” Hetralled off again, but that flash of urgency and anxiety
reassured me, both that this truly wasn't about me and my idiocy, and that he could till be reached.

“Can it makethingsany worseto tel me?’

“You'll laugh,” he said, and the way his gaze cut away from me reminded me suddenly of how young he
was.

“I'won't. | promise. | couldn’t. Not at something that’ s upset you this badly.”

Toointense: | could fed him shrinking away, like some night-loving cregture caught in the sunlight. “It's
supid,” he said, mumbling down at his hands as he did when he particularly wanted to be left done.

But I could not leave him donewith this. | reined in my own concern, my hurt at seeing himin so much
pain, and said, “No matter how stupiditis, I'll bet | cantopit.”

That brought his head up, and | smiled at him, with al the warmth and force | had. His eyeswidened a
little, and | saw histeeth catch hislower lip, agesture of nervousness made grotesgue by the scar that
twisted his upper lip. But dthough | did not have his stoneface, | could control my expression when |
had to; | held his gaze and waited.

Hedid not want to tell me, but | could see how tired he was, worn ragged with carrying thisthing,
whatever it was, by himsdf. If he had not been lamed, he might have fled the room, but instead his hands
clenched in the bedcovers, and he said, “It' s Ginevra.”



“Thenit'snot supid.”

However he had expected me to react—and | suspected that despite my promise, he had expected jeers
and mockery—he had not been prepared for acceptance. He went white, then red, and turned quickly
away. | said, asgently asl could, “Tdl me.”

“It'sher voice,” he said. My handsfelt suddenly asif I’ d pressed them againgt ablock of ice.
“Her voice?’ | said. “You mean...”

“Likeinthe maze, yeah. Cdling. And | want to go find her, and | can’t.” His breath hitched, and he
lowered hisfaceinto his hands again. And said, in the smallest, most timid voice | had ever heard from
him, “Isthiswhet going crazy’ slike?

“You'renot going crazy,” | sad, having had alittle timeto think thingsthrough. And, redly, it only took a
moment, and | could have kicked mysdlf for my stupidity in not redizing earlier that the possibility existed.
“It smogt likely aresidue of the spell that made you hear her voicein thefirst place. Like the way the
amell of smoke lingersin your hair or clothes”

“Oh,” he said. “Oh, powers, how fucking stupid,” and hisfingerstensed into hishair, disarraying it from
its nest queue.

“Think of it asanillness,” | offered, trying not to heed the impulse to lean across the bed and unbraid his
hair for him. “1t’ snot your fault if you' refeverish.”

“Not theway Keeper told it.” And dthough | thought he meant it asalittle bit of ajoke, | was struck by
empathy asif by asword. No wonder hewill not tell anyone when he suffers.

It was amoment before | could trust my voice again. | said, 1 can disperseit for you.”
A quick, worried sdeways glance. “Won't that bring the Bastion down on you?’

And acogent question. “No,” | said. “It'stoo small. And it’ s not a Cabaline spell. Even the Bastion
doesn't police every hedge witch and hdf-centime wizard in the Empire. Will you let me?’

“What d'you gottado?’

My mind wasimmediatdly flocked with unworthy suggestions, of which the tamest was, Kiss you. |
fought them al back and said, as| had said in the [abyrinth, “1 need to see your eyes.”

“Powersand saints,” he said, but without any force. He rubbed both pams up hisface, then raised his
head and turned to look at me. Now that | knew it wasthere, | could seeit: afaint, crue darknesslikea
hairline crack in fine porcelain. | reached out and placed my palm againgt his unscarred cheek. His eyes
were very wide, but he held perfectly till, so ill that | could fed him trembling.

It was like snapping ataut thread: that quick, that brutal, and that smple. His breath hitched. | said,
neutrdly, “Did you fed it?

“Dunno. Felt something. It was... weird.”

“Youfdtit.” | moved my hand away from hisface, not alowing the gesture to be a caress. “Do you il
hear her voice?’

His head tilted alittle to one Side, and his eyes became distant. Then he shook his head. “ She' sgone.”



“Good. If the voice comes back, let me know at once. Will you do that?’
“Yeah.” An awkward hesitation, and then an even more awkward, “ Thanks.”

| wanted to tell him not to thank me. | wanted to tell him it was no more than what | ought to do, and |
should have done it two weeks ago in any event. | wanted to tell him | loved him. | wanted, very badly,
tokisshim. | said, “It wasn't difficult. Areyou... dl right now?’

He gave one of hishaf shrugs. “I’m okay.”
“Truly?’

He met my eyes—only for amoment, but enough that | knew we saw each other, aswe so rarely did,
plainly. “Good enough to get by on.” He hesitated again, then gave adight, defeated sigh, and said, “You
can't mend everything, Felix. But thanksfor wanting to.”

“Anything | can...”

“1 know.” And that siweetness entered his face that was not a smile, because he did not smile. “And
redly, thanks. But somethings are past fixing. Even with magic.”

Thetruth of that hurt. | covered my flinch by standing up and saying, “We should get to deep. It'slate”
And then, the thought occurring to me belatedly, “ Have you eaten?’

“Ain't hungry.”

| bit back my first response: That’s not what | asked. | said, “If you' re looking for ahobby, may |
suggest wood carving rather than starving yoursdlf to death?’

“I'll get something tomorrow.” He turned away from me sullenly and started unbuttoning his wai stcodt.
Somehow, | had said the wrong thing despite mysdif.

And therewas alimit to how much caretaking either of us could bear from me. Better not to push my
luck. The important thing tonight was that the last of that horrid spell had been dispersed; perhapsfrom
here other things might improve without my interference.

We undressed and prepared for bed in silence. | did my best not to look at him, at the strong muscles of
his shouldersand arms, &t the ugly shine of scarson hislameleg, at the fox-red river of his unbraided
hair.

Stop it, | said to mysdlf. Just stop it.

We climbed into bed, one on each side. | snuffed the candle and then, in the dark, dared to ask, “Would
you like me to ward your dreams again?’

What felt like ayear later hiswhispered answer came back: “Yes. Please”

| did not intend to dream of the Khloidanikos and its beautiful ghost-infested paths. If anything, I’d meant
to stay away fromiit. But finding myself among the perseides was not asurprise. It felt somehow
inevitable

| avoid the Ompha os, but otherwise | smply wander, exploring. Thereisastream, clear and peaceful
and nothing that existsin the waking world, canopied by willowsthat lean to trail their branchesin the
water. | crossit oneway on aset of stepping-stones, each carved with adifferent flower: alily, arose, a



chrysanthemum, a snapdragon, a branch of cherry blossoms.

A littlelater, | crossthe stream again, thistime on agraceful bridge, arched like the back of acat
demanding to be petted. | walk through arose garden, the roses blazing in shades of red and orange and
ydlow. Thereisasundid inthe middle, but its gnomon casts no shadow. The path changes from warm
red brick to squares of glossy black date, and | find mysdlf in awater garden, boasting small artificial
waterfals and agreat green pond, with water liliesthe Size of my two fistsfloating on it like the barges of
ancient queens. | catch aflash of red-gold beneath the surface of the water, and redlize that there are koi
in the pond, massive, serene, and | wonder: are they dreams of fish, or fish who dream?

| investigate the windings of a path tiled in white and blue. Perhapsit isthe nature of the Khloidanikos, as
itisof the Mirador, to encourage meetings, and most especialy with the people one most wishesto
avoid, for | come around a stand of perseid trees, and there, sitting on a bench amid the heartbreakingly
verdant grass, is Diokletian. Thereis another man with him, younger, with eyeslike gold coinsin his
paper-white face. | recognize him asthe diviner who nearly killed Mildmay, and after amoment
remember hisname: Thamuris.

If | were able to break the dream, | would. But as| did not choose to enter the Khloidanikos, so |
cannot choose to escapeit. True-dreaming is not like magic; it hasits own rules and its own rhythms.
And the Khloidanikos—I cannot even begin to guess what powers the Troian oneiromancers might have
used to createit, or to maintain it. | am becoming more and more aware that it, too, hasits own rules,
perhaps even, in anebulous way, a set of priorities that no one now aive understands.

Diokletian legpsto hisfeet. “YOU!” hecries, asdramaticaly as any pantomime hero.

| know | should not, but I cannot help laughing. “What? Will you forbid me the Khloidanikos?’
“Could you?’ the other man asks Diokletian.

“Thamurid”

Thamuris stone is one of scholarly interest; he ssemsnot at dl threatened by my sudden appearance, nor
disturbed by the hostility between Diokletian and me. | look a him more carefully, seeing in his
dream-sdlf the sharp and questing intellect that in the waking world is debilitated by his disease and
deadened by laudanum. Here is one who will share my interest in the Khloidanikos for its own sake, and
that thought—the thought of having someone | can talk to asan intdllectua equal—islikerain after along

drought.

| say to thediviner, “I don't think he can. | certainly wouldn't know how to go about such athing.”
“Itisnot aprivate world,” the diviner says.

“No, clearly it was not intended that way.”

“Thamurisl” Diokletian says again, strident with jedlousy and anger.

The golden eyes, dispassonate asalion’s, turn to him. “Y es, celebrant?’

| remember that Thamurisis a Ceebrant Celegtial. He outranks everyonein the Gardens of Nephele,
including the Arkhon. The consumption does not care.

“Thisman,” Diokletian says and floundersto ahalt.

“Iswhat?’ | say. “A foreigner? An ungrateful wretch? The low and sordid child of afabulous mother?”



“Isnot to be trusted,” Diokletian says, giving me atriumphant glare.

“Nor am|,” Thamuris says. “Asheknows. But | do not think that, in the Khloidanikos, we can do each
other any harm.”

It isthe nature of the Dream of the Gardensthat | can see Diokletian’s hurt around him. | say, “I do not
wish to drive you away. Nor to quarrel.”

“What right have you to speak of driving me awvay?’ Raw, thwarted fury, and in the waking world he
would never show it—would barely even know he felt it—but here, dreaming, it is a palpable presence.

It isnot about Methony any longer, except insofar as he seesme asabetraya of her memory. Thisisthe
wizard' s occupationd disease: envy. Deadly, grinding envy, which looks a my power and my person and
argues that the one does not deserve the other. | have heard it, seen it, felt it, ever snce the moment at
which | first learned | wasawizard a dl. | reveled initin the Hal of the Chimeras, flaunted my looks and
my tastes and my cruelty. But | was powerless for over ayear, powerless and helpless and frightened,
and somewhere aong the way | lost my appetite for this particular poisoned feast.

| say, “None. But since you cannot drive me away ether, cannot we... can't wejust let thisrest?’
“What possible reason can you haveto stay?’
“I made no secret of my interest in the Khloidanikos. And | would like to hear Thamuris sopinion of it.”

| see Thamuris ssurprise, just as| see Diokletian’ sanger. Here at lagt, in thislion-eyed diviner, is
someone who believesthat | care about Mildmay and believesthat | should—someone who recognizes
his own mistakes, his own thoughtlessness. He knows too much about his own flawsto st in judgment on
others. | realize, or perhaps the Khloidanikos shows me, that | wanted Diokletian to be that person,
wanted him to be the wise teacher he seemed. But that isnot what heis, any morethan | am aversion of
Methony who can be tamed.

| sit down beside Thamuris. He looks a me curioudy, sidelong, and | know he sees something of what |
fed, just as| can see hisfedings not quite staining the air around him.

Diokletian is blind to this other not-quite-sense. He does not have the openness to which Thamuris has
been trained and into which | was forced by Makar’ sterrible working. It is not amatter of power,
athough I know hewould never beieve meif | tried to tell him so, nor amatter of willingness or interest
or anything else that can be explained or understood. It iswhat the Khloidanikos demands, atoken of
surrender. And thus, entering the Khloidanikos from a controlled trance, | was asblind to it as Diokletian
was. | wonder how and why the Khloidanikos acquired that quality, and if it was any part of the origina
creators plans.

Diokletian struggles with his anger and wins. He stsdown on Thamuris s other sde and says, “If you
would have the kindness not to interrupt...”

But before | can say anything, sarcastic or otherwise, the Khloidanikos dissolves in awash of green
around me, and | wake.

Gray streaksin the darkness showed me where the shutters were, and that beyond them the sun would
be risng soon. Mildmay was a huddled mass beside me; he dept aways asif he had had to be beaten
into submission. He snored, very dightly, alegacy of the times his nose had been broken; | did not know
if he knew that, and | was rdluctant to tel him. | was afraid it would embarrass him, and | found myself
curioudy protective of that dight rattle. It was acomfort, when | woke in the middle of the night from one



or another of my bad dreams, to know that there was aliving person beside mein the bed, that if | had
to, | could wake him.

| lay, watching my brother deep and wondering about the Khloidanikos, until the sun came up.
Mildmay

We d been hearing for most of a decad about the hocus they were going to burnin Aiaiato start the
Tridsof Heth-Eskadaden. Even with my head full of Ginevra svoicel hadn’t been ableto missit, and
once Fdlix cleared that out, powers, it seemed like that was dl people were talking about. And not just
the players, neither, although they gossiped like apack of old ladies, but hotel clerks and guys getting
drunk in the bars and the people who came to watch the plays—everybody taking about this poor fuck
that the Duke of Aiaiawas going to burn at the stake.

Nobody seemed to mind very much. Or to care what he was being burned for . It got to the point—well,
| ain't asbad as Felix, but | did get to where every time the thing came up, | said, “ So what' d he do?’
Hard and bright and alittle nasty, and even though nobody ever answered me, it took the edge off the
conversation alittle, and | was glad of it. I’ d seen ahocus burned at the stake. Least the sanguette’ s
clean.

But nobody knew. He was a hocus, and the southern duchies hated hocuses, and apparently that was all
therewasto it.

There was awhole bunch of other stuff the southern duchies hated, including molls and people with funny
religionsand mogt dl foreigners. Felix was getting twitchier and twitchier by theday, and | couldn’t blame
him. All it would take was somebody wondering about whether maybe they should suspect him—hocus
or moll, either way, and he’ d end up decorating awoodpile himself. Hewasn't flirting. Hewasn't hardly
talking to nobody but Mehitabe Parr, athough the manners on him when he decided he had to use
them—powers, it wasasight.

And wewere at least alittle ssfe—safer than we' d' ve been if we hadn’t had Miss Parr long, and you
can imagine how much | hated having to admit that. But I’ d thought we' d serioudy been hung out to dry,
after we reached Mukena with Mr. Gauthy’ s caravan. They were going on south to Lunness Point, and it
was pretty clear from what the caravan guards told me that they thought we were completely fucked in
the head for going west.

And | was getting to where | agreed with them. | know it was my idea and everything, but the longer |
thought abouit it, the more | couldn’t believe we' d made it across the Grassands once, and crossing it
again fdt like waking back into alion’ sden, only thistime with adide trombone.

| was alittle nervous, thanksfor asking.

But then Miss Parr played her trump—I figured she’ d been saving it until she was sure she wanted to be
stuck with usfor thelong haul. Turned out she'd been bornin aplayers' troupe and was related to half
the actorsin the Empire. And since even in Kekropia, people are glad to see actors most everywhere,
there weren't no problems finding troupes going the direction we needed. And what was even better,
they took me and Felix along without even blinking. Friends of Miss Parr seemed good enough for them.

And if you' re going to be stupid enough to try to get across the duchies with a brother who'sahocus and
has the tattoos to proveit, then aplayers’ troupe turns out to be right exactly what you want. They al
dressed funny themselves, and it seemed like half of them were redheads. Which, the farther west we
got, was abigger and bigger favor.



| hadn't thought there was anything about Troial’ d liked, but that was one, not having to worry that my
red hair would get meinto trouble. I’ d dyed it for most of two septads, until Mr. High-and-Mighty
Mavortian von Heber—who was probably dead and | should quit being nasty about him—had made me
stop. If I'd been thinking in Klepsydra, | would have dyed it again, and made Felix dye his, too, no
meatter what he said, but | hadn’t been thinking, and the kind of hair dye we needed was just not
something we were going to find out here in the absol ute ass-end of nowhere. So the fact that alot of
actors apparently had Troian and Merrovin blood—well, it didn’t exactly make usinconspicuous, but it
did at least make usless of atarget.

And actorsdon’t ask questions. Thisisthething | learned about them, and | had days where | wanted to
kissthem for it, every man, woman, and child. | mean, they gossiped and all, but if you didn’t bring up
the subject of what you’ d done with your life or why you were so interested in getting acrossthe
Grasdands, they didn't either. | returned the favor and didn’t go prying around mysdlf, even about Miss
Parr, dthough my curiosity on that subject was getting pretty fierce. Especidly on how agd like her had
ended up agovernessin Klepsydra But shewasn't telling, and it was't like it was any of my business

anyway.

Wedidn't stay with any onetroupe for long. They had their little territories, like the dley catsin the
Lower City, and we' d generally end up walking for aday or two from where one troupe wasn't going no
farther west to where we could find the next one. And it was okay—the walking, | mean—>but | had to
admit it to mysdlf, | couldn’t have walked al the way to Mé8usine. Crawled, maybe, but not walked.

And of course, the more that got hammered into my stupid thick skull, the more | worried about what |
was going to do with myself when | got back home. And I don’t know how long it took me, but one day
it waslike | woke up and thought, Fuck me sdeways. Why didn’t | goto Aigisthos?

The answer came back, quick asasmart remark: because Felix couldn’t. And then | spent the next half
mile or so trying to pretend | hadn’t thought that.

Y ou ain't nothing to him, Milly-Fox, and don’t even try to make like you are. Y ou think he’'sgoing to
take you to the Mirador with him wheny’ al get back to Mé8usine? Do you even want himto?

And, of course, no, | didn’'t. Didn’t want to have nothing to do with the Mirador. Ever. But if wewere
both in Méusine, there was a chance maybe we could see each other occasiondly. | tried to imagine
going out to abar with Felix, say the Hornet and Spindle or the Green Pig, and then thought, Who the
fuck do you think you're kidding?

So ball, stupid. Go to . Millefleur. Or Cypriot.
And then what?

That was the bitchkitty, and it had been the bitchkitty for... | didn’t even know how long. | couldn’t
reckon the months. Since Ginevrahad died. I'd let mysdlf be carried aong, first by Mavortian and his
plans and then by Felix needing me so bad, and there’ d dways been something else to worry about,
some new horrible thing. And no timeto think. But now | had dl thefucking timein theworld.

So what do you want to do, Milly-Fox?

Keeper’ svoice, pretending to be interested. And of course | didn’t have an answer, theway I’d never
had an answer when Keeper asked me something. I’ d never imagined I’ d end up lame, never thought
about what I’d do if | couldn’t do what I’ d been trained my whole lifefor. And now that | wasthinking
about it, it didn’'t seem like there was anything | could do. Be hired muscle. Be somebody’ s errand boy.
Let somebody elsetell mewhat to do and whereto do it. Fuck, at that rate, | might just aswell go and



seeif Keeper would take me back. Because it wouldn't be al that different. And something sick and
cold in the pit of my stomach knew that she would.

Up ahead, Fdix laughed at acomment of Miss Parr’s. | thought helplesdy, HE |l leave. And it seemed
like just too much to bear. It would be like bleeding to death, only nobody else would ever seethe

blood. And there' d be nothing to keep me from crawling back to Keeper like a haf-dead dog, nothing to
keep her from using me, usng me up. Nothing to keep me from dying for redl.

But | didn’'t seewhat else | could do, and the more | thought about it, the less | knew anything, and
within acouple of daysyou could ve dyed dl the laundry in Lyonesse black just with the mood | wasin.

| fought it asmuch as | could, at least to whereit didn’t show. And | was pretty sure Miss Parr didn’t
notice anything wrong. Felix was starting to look at me funny, but he didn’t say nothing, and that was just
fucking fine.

So that’ swhere we were a, the day | got dl the information | wanted and more about the Duke of Aiaia
and his plans. We were walking into atown called Ogygia, acouple days north of Aiaia I'd just been
congratulating myself on how we weren't going to have to get any closer to Aiaiathan this, and |

should’ ve known better. Should' ve felt Kethe leaning over my shoulder and laughing.

If it' d been just me, | wouldn’t even have noticed it. A handbill, stuck up on one of those damn
milestones. Miss Parr didn’t noticeit, ether, but Felix—well, I’ d figured out by then that if there was
words on something, Felix would read it. Nothing weird about that. What was weird was the way he
stopped dead in histracks, went back half astep, and ran into me nearly hard enough to knock us both
0N OUr asses.

“Sacred fuck,” | said, but Felix wasn't even paying attention. He was staring at that fucking handbill like
it was aswamp adder.

“What?' | sad.
“Fdix?’ sad Miss Par.

Hewaved at usto shut up without even looking around. Miss Parr gave me a what the fuck?look and |
gaveit right back to her. And we stood there and waited for Felix to get back on board with us.

| think he read it twice before he turned around, and when he did turn, he looked like aman having a
good close gawk at aghoul’ steeth. He said, in ajittery little voice that was mostly breeth, “Mildmay, you
sad... the Kekropian we knew before... before... never mind. Y ou said his name was Gideon
Thraxios?

Oh fuck. Everything in my head went cold and sick. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck. “Yeah.”
Felix jerked histhumb back at the handbill.

Hedidn't say aword. He didn't need to.

Felix

Wefound ahotel in Ogygia, booked our rooms. Without discussion, we crammed oursalves
uncomfortably into the room Mildmay and | would share, which would not have been generousfor one
person and verged on the morbidly claustrophobic for three.

Then | said, my voice harsher than | wanted, “Is there anything we can do?’



Mildmay, Stting on the bed with hislameleg stretched out, looked up a me. “Y ou know what they’ll do
to you if they catch you? It' [| make whatever they got planned for Gideon look like ahangnail.”

“Areyou saying we should just leave him to be burned?’
“They'll kill you,” hesaid, asif | didn’t know that.
Mehitabel said, with heavy patience, “Would one of you like to tell me what’s going on?’

Mildmay and | stared at each other. I’ d grown so accustomed to Mehitabel as a traveling companion, so
used to the idea that she knew the secrets we were guarding, that | had forgotten there were things she
did not know. Mildmay, who still did not like her and did not trust her, had of course not forgotten, but
he had stopped fighting with me about it. | knew that look, that very dight hitch in his eyebrow that said
he knew | was going to do what | wanted anyway, and he wasn't going to waste his breath on me. | did
not care for that look, but it was better than another quarrd.

| said to Mehitabd, carefully, picking my way around the things | did not want to discuss, “When we
started east, we had traveling companions. We were separated from them. One of them isthe man whom
the Duke of Aiaiaagpparently plansto burnin aweek’ stime.”

Mehitabel nodded, her pretty, deceptively childish face unreadable. “ The perverted cultist Eusebian
defector described in that handhbill, you mean?’

| winced.

Mildmay said, “ So what?’

“I just liketo be clear,” she sad, dthough her face was till stony. “And you want to rescue him?’
“Yes” | sad.

“Can you?’ she said, looking past me at Mildmay.

He shrugged.

“Wdll, it wasn't an outright no,” she said, and he gave her aflat ook that | could read as bottled murder.
“We can think of something,” | said.

“Hold on,” shesaid. “Not ‘we,” sunshine. He sright about that.”

“BUL"

“No. I've seen witch-huntsin the duchies. They’ [l smell you. Mildmay and | will be safer on our own.”
“Who said you were going?’ Mildmay said.

“Don’'tbeanidiot,” she sad. “Whether you can rescue your friend or not, you certainly can't do it by
yoursdf.”

“Itan’'tright,” hesad.
“Worried about my reputation?’ she said. “ Or yours?’

Heflushed an unattractive brick red that clashed with hishair, and | said quickly, “But how will | find you
agan?’



“We pick aplaceto meet,” Mehitabel said. “The next big town west of Aiaiais Julip. Get there however
you can.”

“And then?’

“Pick ahotel near the east gate,” Mildmay said. “I’ll find you.”
“If we get there”

“It syour fucking plan.”

“I don't likeindulging in undue optimism,” said Mehitabel Parr.
Mildmay

Weleft the Grass-Widow’ s Harp in the middle of the night. | till felt sick about the whole thing, but both
Miss Parr and Felix had laughed at mefor trying to argue. | didn’t want her to think | was any stupider
than she dready did.

Miss Parr and Felix had worked out the story, and | was sure Felix could carry it off. He could carry off
most anything when he wanted to, not just how come the people he was traveling with had up and | eft. |
did what | wastold and followed Miss Parr south out of Ogygia. Shank’s mare through the Grasdands
again, and | wished it was Fdlix with methistime. Felix thought everybody was stupider than him, not just
me.

Wedidn't say nothing for a couple hours, but then out of nowhere Miss Parr said, “Why'd you let him
bully you into this?’

“What?’
“Y ou didn’t want to do this. Do you dways do what he wants you to?’

“I don’'t remember you saying nothing againgt it. Seemsto me you wasraring to go.” Kethe, Milly-Fox,
could you mind your fucking grammar? | could fed the wallop of Keeper’ shand acrossmy ear.

“Oh, soit’'smy fault?” MissParr said.
“Just leave methefuck done” | said.
“Gladly,” she said like amousetrap snapping shui.

We had to stop when the moon set—there was no point walking into aditch. We sat by the side of the
road. | stretched my bad leg out and wished | was back in Ogygiawith Felix.

Miss Parr sighed loudly and said, “We need a cover story.”

| hated the fact that she wasright. “ So | guessyou' re my wife then.” Because nobody but ablind man
would believe we were related.

“Dearedt,” she said, and she probably batted her eyelashes at me, too, although | couldn’t tell in the dark.
“Now why arewe going to Aiaia? Asde from the execution, that is?’

| didn’t say nothing.
“A wedding,” Miss Parr said. “ People dways like awedding, and the end of the Tridsisagood timefor



them. My sdter, | think. Girlswith your coloring have a hard time getting married in the far southern
duchies. And maybe... yes. Y ou'relooking for work. It'll give you an excuse to be surly and not say
much. And for goodness sakes, mumble! We' Il be completdly in the soup if anyone recognizes your
accent. Besides, it will give methe chance to hint about other reasons| might have to want to be near my
family, and that should distract anyone who gets curious.”

| hadn’t meant to say nothing, just Iet her run the whole show since it was what she wanted, but |
couldn’'t stand that. “Kethe!” | said. “MissParr, | can't...”

“I’'m not asking you to beat me,” she said.
“No, but...”

“And | won't tell anyone you beat me. | do wish | had a bruise or two to show, but | can manage
without. Why on earth are you so shocked? Does it go against your principlesto hit awoman?’

“Not onethat deservesit,” | said beforel could stop myself. “ Oh, powers, I'm sorry. | didn’'t mean... |
wouldn't ever...”

Shewaslaughing at me again. “1t' sagood story,” she said. “People will believeit.”
Y eah. People will believe anything of thisfucking scar. | kept my mouth shut.

“We need names,” she said. “It adds conviction.” She lay back, staring up at the stars. “ Zenobia, | think.
ZenobiaWainwright. That sounds convincingly uneuphonious—especidly asdl the girlsI’ve known with
the name Zenobia have gone by the unfortunate nickname of Nobbie. Nobbie Wainwright soundslike the
downtrodden wife of ane er-do-well to me. What about you? What shall we call you?’

Shewastaking likeit was agame, and she wanted meto play along. “I don't care,” | said.
“Ananias, then,” shesaid, like she'd had it waiting. “ Ananias Wainwright. Will it do?’

“Sure” | said. Inthe Lower City, any kid named Ananias would' ve been called Nanny and bleated at.
But | just wanted her to shut up and leave me the fuck aone.

When it was light enough to see, Miss Parr started in on her clothes the same way she' d done on our
names, ripping loose the ruffle from her cuffs and writhing out of her two petticoats. Her dress sagged
without them. She took her hair down, and then pulled apam-sized mirror and acomb out of her skirt
pocket and put it up again in adifferent style, wound in two braids around her head. She tugged off the
blue satin ribbon that had trimmed one of her petticoats and caught the ends of her braidswith it at the
nape of her neck. Then she took her spectacles out of her pocket—the ones she hadn’t been wearing
snce we left Klepsydra—and put them on, pushing them up on her nose with an awkward gesture | had
absolutely never seen from her before. And she did look like a different person. The brown dress|ooked
dowdy ingtead of smart, and her heavy braids practicaly made her chin disappear. There was something
different about the way she was wearing them spectacles, too. She didn’'t look teachery at dl, morelikea
not-very-bright ga who was blind asamole. Even the blue ribbon hel ped. 1t was the kind of thing
women did when they were too poor to buy anew dress.

She gave me aonce-over that made me want to hide. “Y ou don’t grow a beard, do you?’
13 Nope.ll

“No matter. People round here are used to what they charmingly call the Taint, and that scar would make
up for any amount of good grooming. But I’'m afraid your clothes are Smply too tidy, and Ananiasjust



wouldn t have your nice tastein waistcoats. In fact, Ananias and Nobbie probably have only the vaguest
idea of what awaistcoat is. Out herethey’re cdled vests and sneered at asthings for sissified cityfolk to
wear.”

Felix had picked that waistcoat out. | unbuttoned it and took it off, remembering at the last second to
save Florian'sletter. Miss Parr watched me stuff it in my trouser pocket, but she didn’t say nothing about
it.

Instead, she had more orders: “ Unbutton the top two buttons of your shirt and roll up your cuffs. The
shirt really should be older, but at least it doeslook lived in.”

“Just sy | goleit.”

“Unnecessary, | assure you. Ananiasis awell-recognized typein the Grasdands.” She looked me up and
down. “I believe you'll do. Just remember to glower.”

“That won't be hard,” | said, watching her dump her petticoats and ruffles, and my waistcoat, into the
drainage ditch, where they sank into the muck.

Sheignored me. “Now, come on. Ther€' Il be people on the road soon.”

“Yes, maam,” | said, but enough under my breath that she could pretend like she hadn’t heard that,
ather.

About two miles |ater, we were taken up by afarmer on hisway to Hyle, the next big town aong the
southern road. | sat in the back with the bags of turnips and listened to Miss Parr being Nobbie
Wainwright. She was an actress, sure enough, and agood one, athough | would' ve esten codsrather
than tell her so. She had the local didect nailed—she could have been the farmer’ s S ster, they sounded
that much dike—and she chattered away to him like she'd known him dl her life.

Shedidn’t tell him much of that story she'd made up, but | could see her using it and sort of understood
why she' d indgsted on having it. It was there in everything she said, and every so often she’' d look back
over her shoulder at me, like | made her nervous. Which | fucking hated. But | held up my end. When the
farmer looked back at me, concern for Miss Parr al over hismoony face, | gave him the worst glower |
could. He actualy went pae.

The farmer set us down in the market square of Hyle. We bought sausages there from a street vendor
and ate them walking south. We left Hyle just as the church clock was striking the septad-day, though
with the wrong number of strokes, of course, and walked for most of the afternoon. Near sundown, we
were overtaken by atraveling tinker, and he gave us aride to Merops. We couldn’t afford lodgings, so
Miss Parr said good night to the tinker, and we walked another mile or two until we found a haystack
that it didn’t look like nobody cared too much abouit.

| hadn’t done much acting—it wasn't hard to look like | was thinking of beating Miss Parr
black-and-blue—but | was glad to be shut of the characters she’ d made up until the morning. | asked her
how far she thought we werefrom Aiaia

“Probably another day or two,” she said. “Thank goodnessyou aren’t Ananias.” Shewas adegp amost
assoon asshesad it. | stayed awake for awhile, wondering if that meant she sort of liked me alittle, but
| wastoo tired to redlly care. | fell adeep worrying about Fdlix.

Fdix

The Khloidanikosis beautiful at night, drenched in moonlight, leached of color. | find Thamuris standing



beneath an arbor of clematis. Hishair, amost black in thislight, hangsloose past his hips; hislion-colored
eyes are wide with delight. He folds his hands and bows when he seesme; | bow in return.

| say, not quiteidly, “Whereis Diokletian?’

Thereisasmile degp in Thamuris seyes. “He does not know that | do not need guidanceto find the
Dream of the Garden. Were heto ask, | would tell him, but...”

“You are serpenting,” | say.

“I have few other amusements.” He looks away, up at the brilliant stars. “ These are the wrong stars, you
know.”

“They are?’ | ook up. “I" ve never seen the Khloidanikos at night before.”

“Really?’ Helooks back at me. “That’sodd. | find night here more often than not. Except with
Diokletian. It'sdways daylight when he' shere.”

“Strange,” | say. “But you'reright. These sarsare very odd.”

“I know parts of the Khloidanikositsalf do not match up with the waking world, but astronomy has been
astudy in Troiafor millennia. The oneiromancerswould not merely get it wrong.”

“They would have a purpose, you mean?’

“Yes, but | can’t imaginewhat it would be.”

“Wdl, what was the purpose of the Khloidanikos?’

“| don’t know that, either. Oneiromancy isalost art in Troia”

“So Diokletian said. But surely there are records. What good ishaving alibrary if it doesn't keep
records?’

Helaughs, and | am reminded that heis closer to Mildmay’ s age than my own, for al the power and
death that surround him. “Oneiromancy was starved out,” he says. “ Chipped away over decades. And
I’m sure you know that the most fiercely contested resource of any library is shelf space.”

“Yes” | think of thelibraries of the Mirador, shoved in, like stickpins adorning a bloated dowager,
wherever room can befound. “Yes, | do.”

“So the texts were culled. Gradually. And then, when oneiromancy was abandoned, and the
oneiromancersretired, or died, or went into exile—as some of them did—there was no one left who
cared, and many who feared to be accused of caring. The House of Hakko... has ways of making its
displeasurefdt.”

The House of Hakko killed him, | remember, even though he has not yet died, and | do not wonder at
the dight tang of bitternessin hisvoice.

“But the Khloidanikos has survived,” | say.
“Yes. Baffling, isit not?” Hissmileiswidewith ddight.

“Completdy,” | say, and my delight answershis.



Mildmay
Thewadlsof Aiaascared theliving daylights out of me.

They were huge fuckers—not so much with the height, where they weren't a patch on Mé8usine, but just
the thickness, and blessed saints the size of the blocks. Each block was bigger than me. | wondered if the
walls had been put up by giants or hocuses.

We cameto Aiaiain the back of another fucking wagon, this one with afamily. The father waslooking
for work, athough | didn’t think he was going to find anything, and hiswife didn’t think so, either. | hated
having to be Ananias Wainwright around them, because | was scaring the kids, but the walls bulking up
closer and closer made it easy to glower at everything. When we got into their shadow, | felt like | was
walking into the Boneprince to meet Vey Coruscant al over again.

| helped Miss Parr down from the wagon in the market square just beyond the gates, and | wasn't liking
the city no better than I’d liked the walls. It was mud and garbage underfoot more so than cobbles, and
the buildingswere dl tal and narrow and made of awood | didn’t recognize. It weathered to amuddy
purplish brown that was just as purely ugly as sin. Here and there, somebody’ d tried to do something
with whitewash and flower boxes, but redly | think it just made things worse. The streets were narrow
and crooked and looked like they’ d been laid out mostly to keep rioters from getting any bright idess.

But we didn't have no trouble finding the kind of hotel we needed, with datternly maids and adesk clerk
so fucking drunk he wouldn’t have noticed if Miss Parr had been the Queen of Tambrin and me her
dancing bear. Theroom he gave us wasfilthy, and the door didn’t lock.

“I love your taste in accommodations,” Miss Parr said to me.

“I beeninworse,” | said and decided to save Sitting on the bed for when | felt braver.
“I"'m sure you have, but that was't my point.”

“Nobody’ Il bother us, and they won't remember us two minutes after we' re gone.”

“Therasmight,” she said, and flung the shoein her hand at the wall. Something squeaked and skittered
avay.

“Wean't gonna be herelong enough for it to matter.”
“I'm glad to hesar it. What do we do now?’

| looked et her.

“What?’ shesaid.

“| thought you had aplan.”

“I had aplan to get us here.”

The whole hotel would hear meif | yelled a her. And there was no point in it anyway. Now that we were
here, we had to go forward. | said, “ Gottafind out where he' sbeing held, then. Y ou'll have to go scout.”

“Haveto what?’'

“Scout. Look around. Find stuff.”



[13 Me?’
“Look &t meg” | said.

“Of course. Whereas | am drab and unremarkable. There are probably hundreds of women in this city
just likeme.”

“That an'twhet | sad.”

“No, itis't. I'll go scout.” She shoved her shoes back on, then jerked the ribbon out of her hair and
gtarted undoing the braids, throwing the pins down on the table like she could hurt them.

“I don't like it no better than you do,” | said. “Rather go mysdif.”
“Youdon't trust me?’

“Oh fuck thisfor the emperor’ ssnotrag.” | did Sit down on the bed. 1t sagged under me most of the way
to thefloor. “Y ou know that ain't what | meant.”

“Bedamned if | do! Y ou've made no secret of the fact you don’t like me, and you didn’t want me with
yw.”

“Y ou’ re the one wanted to come play hide-and-seek with the duke anyway. Wasn't my idea.”
“Y ou wouldn’t have doneit, would you?Y ou would have |eft your friend hereto die.”
“Ain't my friend. He sahocus.”

“SoisFdix a‘hocus.’” ” She dragged the comb through her hair, fast and hard, the way Keeper had
combed Christobd’shair. It had made Christobel cry. | couldn’t see Miss Parr’ sface.

“That' s different.”

“Redly?’ shesad. *'Y ou mean you wouldn't leave Fdlix hereif the Duke of Aiaiahad him?’
Shethought | would. Sheredly did.

“Why do you care?’

Sheturned on me. Her face was like Margot’ s had been on the roof of the Judiciate with al her little
Badgers dead around her. “| had alover,” she said and dammed the comb down on thetable. “He was a
wizard in the Bastion, and he tried to run. | couldn’t stop him, and | couldn’t save him. And | had to
watch what happened to him when they brought him back. It took all day.” She turned away from me,
because she was starting to cry, and she didn’t want meto see.

Therewas nothing | could say that wouldn't be the wrong fucking thing.
“What?' she sad after aminute and started pinning her hair up again. “Nothing to say? Asusud?’

“I don't know what you want from me! I'm sorry? | am, but that’ s no fucking good, isit? D’ you want me
to say | wouldn't leave Fdlix here? | wouldn't, but you don’t believe that anyway. Why can’t you leave
methefuck done?’ Shit. | was shouting. | stopped and clenched my hands together and Stared a the
floor.

“You know,” shesaid, “I think that’ s the most words I’ ve ever heard you say at onetime.”



“Fuck,” | said, and put my fist into thewall.

Therewas along silence. | wrapped my handkerchief around my bleeding knuckles and sat and wished
she'djust go away.

“I'msorry,” shesad. “I was raised by men who thought bear-baiting was the epitome of spectator
gports. We don't have to like each other. What should | be looking for?’

She'd put her hair up. It wasin akind of acail, like Ginevra d used to wear to work, and she'd pulled

some little tendrilsforward around her face. She didn’t look like Nobbie Wainwright anymore, and she
didn’t look like Mehitabel Parr, neither. Shelooked like atired shopgirl, the kind that’ s a septad to the
centimeinatown ashig asAiaa.

Shewasright. We didn’t haveto like each other at all. “We got to find out where he’ sbeing kept.”

“Right,” she said, and added in the most teeth-grindingly sweet voice I’ d ever heard out of her, “Don’'t
wait up, dearest.” Sheleft. | kept ahold of mysdlf and didn't put my fist into the wall again.

She came back four or five hours later, looking like athundercloud. She swore under her bregth the
wholetime shewas jerking the pins out of her hair. Didn't repeat hersdf much, either. When sheran
down, she said, “There saman in the pillory as a collaborator—I think he tried to rescue your ‘hocus a
couple daysago.”

“Hedid what!”

“Asyou may be abletoimagine, | didn’t want to seem unbecomingly curious. But apparently hetried to
free the wizard who' s going to be burned. And another wizard who was imprisoned with him, although |
don’'t know what they’ re planning to do with him.”

“Fuck meddeways,” | said. “Theguy inthe pillory. Big blond guy? Braided mustaches?’
“Yes” Shewasgiving methe hairy eyebdl in aseriousway, but | didn’t even care,
“Sacred bleeding fuck, that’s Bernard.”

“And who is Bernard that we should care?’

“Him and his brother were the other people we were traveling with before we got.... never mind. But the
other hocusis probably Mavortian. His brother.”

“So we' re now rescuing three people instead of one, and two of them wizards?’
“If we regonnado it, we might aswell doiit right.”

She stared a me for amoment, and | thought | wasin for achewing out like Felix would’ ve been proud
of, but then shelaughed. * Y our logic isimpeccable. All right.”

“Did you find out where they’ re holding Gideon?’
All thelight went out of her face. “1 did.”
tlAmt?!

“I found out some other things.”



“Like?

“I didn’t want to say anything until | knew, because—well because it’s so horrible. But, the cult that your
friend is part of, when they catch them...” She couldn’t seem to find the words she wanted; her face had
gone amost gray, and she was wringing her hands.

“Coughit up.”

“They cut out histongue.”

“Kethe” | said. | wasglad | was aready stting down.

“Yes, and he sonly in Aiaia because the Bastion didn’t want him back.”
“What?’

“Usudly, they drag defectors back to the Bastion. But they couldn’t be bothered. They let the duke have
him.”

“Might be the worst thing they could think of to do to him.”

“God.” She shuddered, then turned away and started dressing her hair again. “The other
wizard—Mavortian, you said?’

“Yegh”
“He' sbeing kept in the duke s house. I'm not quite sure why. Nobody seemed to know.”
“Wdl, he's crippled. So they don’t have to worry about him running off.”

Shewasn't buying. “ Somehow | did not gather the impression that the Duke of Aiaia does anything out
of the kindness of hisheart.”

“About dl wecandoisgofind out.”

Sheturned and gave me something that was almost asmile,
“Right,” | said. “How long we got?’

“The execution’ sin three days.”

“Firg day of the Trids.” And afuck of away to celebrateit, too. | didn’t like this—I hated the shit out of
it, to be perfectly frank—but | could fed the old excitement sarting to kick in. It waslike having a
commission, only thistime | wastrying to keep somebody from geitting killed. Thinking about it like thet
made things sort of okay.

“I don't figure we want to wait around,” | said.

“No, I don't think so. I’m not quite sure what the authorities have planned for your friend Bernard, but
the things | was hearing suggest that the good citizens of Aiaiamay not wait for justice to be served.”

Fucking perfect. A lynch mob. “Better spring Bernard tonight, then.”

And thistime shedid smile. “1 didn’t like thisroom anyway.”



| had to hand it to her: she knew about disguise. She' d bought ablack scarf while shewas out, and
before we l€eft, she got my hair covered by it and put soot in my eyebrows. “Y ou look like apirate,” she
sad. “Youll fitrightin.”

| thought that had been sort of ajoke, but she wasn't far wrong. There wasn't anybody out on the streets
that | would have trusted to watch a baby for as much as a second. After | saw three guyswith uglier
scarsthan mine on thelr faces, | quit counting.

The pillory wasin the main square, with the duke' s house fronting it on one sde and thejail on another.
Very fucking convenient, and | wasn't abit grateful. The pillory was up on this sort of platform. Rillories,
| mean, because there were four of them, and al the same ugly muddy purple-brown color asthe
buildings. Only one occupied, and it was Bernard sure enough. He had that ook on hisface, the one he
got when | said something to Mavortian he wanted to strangle mefor. It was al over hisfacethat he
wouldn’'t have asked an Aiaian to pisson him if he' d been on fire. He was too mad to notice mein the
crowd, and that was just fine. We went and got something to eat while we waited for it to get dark.

Aiaahad acurfew—no big fucking surprise there. But it wasn't hard to dodge out of sight if you had a
mind to, and two hours after sundown, the main square was as deserted as anybody could ask for. Next
door to pitch-black, but I didn’t mind that near as much as I’ d minded the thought that there might be
guards. Which there weren't, and | wondered if that was to give any mob that might be hanging around a
clear shot.

Bernard heard us coming. He' d been sagging lower and lower, but | saw him get hisfeet under him, and
| knew what he was thinking.

“Bernard,” | said, quick, inthat flat whisper kept-thieveslearn rea young, and | wished there’ d been
enough light | could’ ve seen hisface. | did seetheway hetried to Sraighten up, dl inarush, and just
about killed himsdlf with the yoke of the pillory.

| swung up onto the platform. I’ d noticed earlier that the pill ories were held shut with padlocks that
looked basically homemade, and I’ d got Miss Parr to give me another hairpin. Standing therein the dark
inthe middle of Aiaiaforcing that lock with nothing but ahairpin ain’'t nothing | ever want to do again, but
it could’ ve been way worse. And, powers, that lock was just embarrassingly bad. Probably could’ ve
pried it gpart with my bare handsif I’d had to, but Miss Parr’ shairpin did thetrick. | lifted the yoke and
Bernard backed himself out of it. And sat down hard, like anybody would after being stood in apillory al

day.

Me and Bernard both quit breathing for a second, but | don’t suppose the noise was anywhere near as
loud as it seemed like. Leastways, nobody came to check on what was causing the ruckus, and, powers,
that would do to get by on.

Bernard sort of crawled to the edge of the platform, and me and Miss Parr between us got him off it.
And then he sat there, trying to breathe quiet, and | tried to figure out what the fuck we were going to do
next. Finaly, | got mysdlf down next to him, asbest | could, and said, real low, “We got to get Gideon
ajt.ll

“Yeah. And Mavortian.”
“Y eah, okay. But Gideon first. He sthe one they’ refixing to barbecue.”
Bernard said something nasty in Norvenan, amed & the Aiaians, not me.

“How’d you get caught?’



“Bribed aguard who didn't stay bribed. Fucking Aiaians. But | know how to get into thejail.”
“Can you move?’ Miss Parr said.
“| don’'t have achoice, do I, miss? Come on.”

Short of stuffing him back into the pillory, we didn’t have achoice, neither. So we got Bernard on his feet
and headed out. By the time we' d gone a couple of blocks, he'd even quit leaning on usto keep himsalf

upright.

It goes againgt the grain to say anything nice about the Kennel, but I’ d rather be locked up therethanin
thejail of Aiaia It stank of pissand shit, which you expect in ajail, but it aso had that horrible sweetish
smell you get when something’ s died and rotted, like the Aiaians didn’t bother dragging out the prisoners
when they croaked. The rats we met were the size of small dogs, and they watched us go by likethey'd
figured out that what People were for was feeding rats. All those little bastards had to do was wait. The
hallways were low and dark and probably made the ratsfed right at home. The floorswere
gticky—Kethe might know with what, but | don’t want to.

We d got in the easy way, by staking out the latrine and borrowing the keys from the first guy unlucky
enough to need to take apiss. Thejail was either undermanned or doppy, because we didn’t meet
nobody else until we got to the door that led, Bernard told us, to the cell where Gideon was being kept. |
figured the guy there was the guy who hadn’t stayed bribed, because Bernard went after him like agator
after apig and laid him out cold with abroken jaw before he even knew we were there. Bernard busted
his knuckles, but he didn’t seem to mind.

Used the second guard’ s keysto get through the door. Dragged him inwith us and tucked him away in
an empty cell, nice and tidy where he wouldn’t bother nobody. Miss Parr stayed to keep watch, because
even if they were both doppy and undermanned, there had to be more than just two guys ambling
around. Me and Bernard went after Gideon.

“Too easy,” | said. “Too fucking easy.”
“Wait until you' ve seen Gideon before you say that,” Bernard said. “He' s down there.”

There was atrgpdoor in the floor of the hallway, with another of those big clumsy padlocksthe Aiaians
seemed to like so much. “Down there?’ | said.

“I wouldn’t treet a dog that had bitten me the way they’ ve treated him. Why do you think | was caught
here?’

Which | hadn’t expected from Bernard any more than Miss Parr had expected it fromme. So | didn’'t
say nothing, just got mysalf down on the floor and started trying keysin the padlock.

“Hurt your leg?’ Bernard said, more curious than sympethetic.
“Long story.” The padlock groaned open in a shower of rust. “Powers,” | said.

“Somekidsjust don't ook after their toys,” Bernard said, straight-faced, and there was a moment where
we both nearly logt it. | got my fingers under the trapdoor and heaved. Bernard caught it asit came up,
and welaid it over onthefloor quiet-like.

Bernard lifted a short ladder down off the wall and let it down into the hole. We looked at each other.
“Can you manage that ladder?’ he said.



“Canyou?

| could seeit chafed him raw to admit he couldn’t, but he wasn't stupid—Ieast not al the way down.
After asecond, he shook his head. “One of us better stay up here anyway.”

“Okay.” And | climbed down.

As cdlswent, it would have made a cramped coffin. The smell was enough to knock you flat, and it was
cold and damp, and it was half a second or less before the only thing | wanted in the world was to get the
fuck back up that ladder.

It took me a moment to see Gideon. No, that ain't it. What | mean s, it took me a moment to redizel
waslooking at him and not just alump of filthy straw. He was hunched up in the corner with his hands up
to protect hisface. | didn’t see bruises or nothing, but fuck, what more did the Aiaians need to do to him
oncethey’d cut out histongue? There was a cuff around one ankle—same fucking blacksmith as made
the padlocks. | said, “ Gideon?It’s... it' sMildmay.”

Hishead came up at that. There was an old story I’ d heard from awhore in Pharaohlight about an angel
King Philemon had kept chained beneath the Mirador for a Great Septad. That was what Gideon |ooked
liketo me, his choirboy face goneto askull and his hair hanging in dreadlocks around his shoulders. And
there was no mistaking the look on hisface. He was purdy fucking horrified. And it wasn't because he
didn’t recognize me. It was because he did.

“Powers,” | said. “I’'m sorry. But, | mean, d’'you want to let the duke burn you at the stake?’

His head dropped back into his hands and his shoulders started shaking. For asecond | thought he was
crying, and then | realized he was laughing, just not making no noise about it. And then he stuck hisleg
out, with that lump of iron onit, and | figured that was his answer.

| wrenched the cuff open, and just barely kept myself from throwing it at the wall. See which one of them
broke. But | put it down, and said, “D’you... can| give you ahand up?’

He actualy smiled at me. He' d lost teeth. And he pushed himsdlf uptight and took astep out of the
corner. His knees buckled, which I’ d been expecting even if he hadn’t, and | caught him.

| swear | could fed the shame baking off him. | didn’t know what to say about it, so | just said, “Come
on. We ve dtill got to spring Mavortian and get the fuck out of town before dawn.”

It was agood thing hewasn't abig guy to start with and that he' d lost weight, or we' d never have done
it. Asit was, it took both me and Bernard to get him up the ladder, and we dl three dmost fell back
down it on our heads, because the torchlight was just more than Gideon could stand. He kind of rolled
over on the floor with hishands over his eyes, like amole me and Cardenio had seen oncein Richard’s
Park. Cardenio’ d put hishat over it until it got itself back underground.

Neither me nor Bernard had anything that would make agood blindfold, so | went back to the guard
Bernard had coldcocked. He was il out. Small favors. | stripped him quick as a L osthope thief. Didn’t
figure Gideon would want his underclothes—and | didn’t want to touch * em anyway—but shirt, jacket,
trousers, and boots were dl clean enough, and that way we could turn the ratty sort of nightshirt thing
Gideon waswearing into ablindfold.

Gideon was trying hard not to go to pieces, but he wasn’t doing so good at it. Me and Bernard basically
manhandled him into the guard’ s clothes on account of not having time to be nice abouit it, and | know |
knotted some of his hair into the blindfold. But, powers, we were doing the best we could. And he didn’t



complain or nothing. | just knew we were hurting him.

“What about the trapdoor?’ Bernard said when we' d got Gideon fixed up about aswell aswe were
going to.

“I'll getit,” | said. Anything to buy ustime. | hung the ladder back on the wall and heaved the door
closed. Locked it, too, and | hope it confused the fuck out of them.

We collected Miss Parr and got back out of the jail about as quick and easy asthat makesit sound. Not
even any close calls. Got the blindfold off Gideon again. Scrambled over thewall, with Bernard boosting
Gideon and me dragging. And then we just kind of stood there, Bernard leaning againgt the wall, me
holding Gideon up, and Miss Parr looking cool aswell water, waiting for usto get our shit together. She
was the onewho said, “What now?’

There dways comes a point on ajob where no matter how fucked up things are, no matter how much
you wish you weren't doing this, you just don’'t dare stop, because you know where the pieces are right
now, and they ain’'t going to stay put while you sit down and think things over. Y ou just have to keep
going and hope like fuck you can dodge faster than Lady Fate can throw things at you. That was where
we were. We had to keep going, or the whole fucking thing was going to come crashing down around
our ears.

But Gideon wasiin terrible shape and Bernard not much better. And this next bit seemed dl too likely to
turn around and bite us. In which case, we wanted Gideon out of the way, where they maybe couldn’t
get their hands on him again. | said to Bernard, “ Can you get Gideon out of town?”’

“What about—"
“I'll go after Mavortian. But | want Gideon gone.”

Hewanted to argue, but didn’t. “ All right. Mavortian’ sin the duke s house. In abedroom and
everything, like aguest instead of aprisoner. Y ou' |l want to use the smugglers  tunnelsto get
out—nobody watches them because it’ s hdf the damn economy. The safest oneisin the city wall, two
blocks south of the west gate. It looks like abricked-up gate itsalf. Y ou press thefifth brick up from a
bright blue brick.”

“Right. Y ou take Gideon and get the fuck out of here. Find someplace safe dong the western road and
wait. If weain't there by sunrise, go to Julip. Fdlix’Il bein ahotel near the eastern gate.” | hope, | added,
but not out loud.

Miss Parr said, “ Do you want me to go with them?’

| just about swallowed my teeth when | realized she was asking me what to do. “No,” | said. “Unless...”
“I canh manage,” Bernard said. “ And you may want backup.”

“Yeah.” | hoped | wouldn't, but, well, | was't fedling like trusting my luck.

Gideon was shivering like an overworked horse, and | said to him, “I’'m sorry. | know thisain’t no greeat
rescue.” His hand found mine, and he squeezed, which | figured for it’s okay. And it was the best we
could do.

Bernard pushed himsdlf off the wall and said, “Come on, Gideon.” Therewas apause, and he said,
“Good luck.”



“Thanks”

And they went off one way, and we went another, and | just hoped we' d all see each other again, and
not on abonfire, neither.

The duke s house was athree-story affair with gilded pillars and marblefacing, and it wasasugly asa
gator in apink satin bal gown. Our business wasn't with the front, and | was just as glad. We worked
our way round to the back, climbed another fucking wall, and found oursavesin the duke' s private
garden.

He had trees trained againgt the walls and rosebushes fucking everywhere. Miss Parr’ s dress kept
snagging, and my hands got scratched up pretty bad from saving mysdlf at the last second from taking a
header into the biggest bush. We didn’t make much noise about it, at least, so we fought tree to the clear
space dong the back of the house without nobody sticking their head out to see what the fuck was up.

| took a gander up the back side of the house. It had one of those dumb ornamental balconiesthat ain't
wide enough for acat, gilded like the front—the ba cony, | mean, not the cat. Jam for cat burglars,

bal conies like that, even covered with climbing roses the way that onewas. | left Miss Parr playing
lookout and shinnied up one of the balcony’ s supporting columns. My leg didn’t like it much, and neither
did my hands, but | was right out of options. The windows on the ground floor were dl curtained and
dark, and the main floor was where the servants and guards and shit were likely to be. And anyway |
was banking on Kekropian houses being like Marathine houses with the bedrooms on the third floor.
And it would have been aredl funny joke on meif I’d been wrong.

But the first window | got to was a bedroom, sure enough, with the mosguito netting across the windows
but the drapes not drawn. Looked like a spinster cousin. | had afuck of atime getting past without either
being seen or falling off the balcony, but | managed it somehow. The achein my bad leg was getting
worse. Should verisked the door, Milly-Fox. But it wastoo fucking late now.

The next window had the drapes drawn, and | figured it was the best chance | was going to find to get
mysalf in the house. Window was locked, but the lock wasfor crap, like every other lock in Aiaia. |
didn’t figure Miss Parr was going to want this hairpin back, but it got me what | wanted.

Casement window, opening out just to keep me from thinking | was doing okay or anything. | got clawed
across the back of the neck by one of those fucking rose brambles, but | got it open. And thefirst thing |
heard was Mavortian’ svoice.

“No, your Grace, | am afraid you will not change my mind.”

He sounded about as pissed off as he'd been thelast time I’ d heard his voice, the better part of an
indiction ago. Of course, then he' d been pissed off at Felix—I couldn’t even remember for what—and
now it sounded like he was pissed off at the Duke of Aiaia

Another voice, deep and kind of dimy somehow. | couldn’t make out what he said—he was farther from
the window than Mavortian. But Mavortian came right back with, “Then go ahead and burn me. | would
preferit.”

Ohfuck, Mavortian, don't get your stupid saif killed now. He' d got the duke mad enough to raise his
voice: “Doyou think | won't?’

“I don’'t care. Good night, your Grace,” and | heard asound | knew for Mavortian rolling to face the
wadl.



There was a pause where | could imagine the duke trying to think of something to say. What he came up
withwas, “Thisisnot over,” which didn’t impress me none and | was sure didn’t impress Mavortian,
neither, and then the door dammed.

No fucking time, sinceit could be two days or aminute before the duke thought of what he wanted to
say and came back. | went through the window like a sack of potatoes—no grace or nothing—and
scared Mavortian haf to death. He came bolt upright on the bed, and there was a second where he
amost shouted. But he recognized me, and his jaw sagged open without any sound coming out.

Hedidn’'t look as bad as Gideon, but he hadn’t been living no life of luxury up herein the duke' s palace,
neither. Helooked sick—kind of gray and with linesin hisface | didn’'t remember. And his pupilswere
shrunk down into nothing. They'd got him drugged on something, which wasn't surprisng when |
stopped and thought about it. Kethe, | was hating the Duke of Aiaiaand I’d never even laid eyes on the
fucker. Didn't want to, neither.

“Mildmay?’ Mavortian said, and he sounded like he wasfiguring it for adrug dream.
“Yeeh. Jailbreak. Y ou game?’

Some of the ugly lines seemed to smooth out of hisface. “Y ou haveto ask?’

“Poalite. Y ou know. Can you hang onto me?’

“If you' re getting me out of here, | can do anything you want.”

“Okay then.” | was dready on thefloor, so | just kind of scooted mysdlf over to the bed and let
Mavortian get hisarms around my neck. And then | stood up, and that was no treet, let metell you. |
was pushing right aong the ragged edge of what my bad leg was going to let me do. But | stood up, and
| didn’t fal over, dthough there was a second or two where it was pretty close.

But | got my balance, got my weight on my good leg as much as| could, and said, “ Can you hang on
with your legs?’

I’d never asked him that kind of question, because him being crippled was this thing that somehow
nobody ever talked about with him. Y ou just didn’t. But looking a getting back down that damn balcony
with Mavortian's extraweight to fuck me up, | wasn't fedling real nice about other peopl€ s sore spots.
And hedidn’t give me grief for it, just said, “ Y es, dthough not well.” | could tell it hurt him to say that,
but, you know, not as bad as being burned at the stake. And he brought them up around my waist.
Wasn't much of agrip, but it'd make things easier.

“Let’ sfucking well do this, then,” | said, and went back out the window.

| would've liked to closeit behind me, sameway |’ d closed the trapdoor in thejail, but that was just
asking for me and Mavortian to both end up dead in the duke' s fucking rosebushes. So | checked over
the balcony for the nearest pillar and started climbing.

And hafway down, my leg went. I d been okay—I mean, it hurt like a motherfucker, but it was
working—and then | went to brace against the pillar and there was just nothing there. Except for dl them
hornets | thought I’ d gotten rid of back in Troia

Wewere gtill way too high up off the ground. | did the only thing | could, in the split second wherel

could do anything at dl, and grabbed the lip of the bacony in both hands, getting a double handful of rose
thornsalong with it. | fet thejolt in my shoulders as my handstook our full weight, and then | was
hanging there with my palms bleeding into the roses and my leg burning white with the pain.



“Mildmay?’ Mavortian said, red soft and real scared, inmy ear.
“Bad... leg,” | said, my teeth clenched like grindstones. “Judt... hold... till.”

And he hdd dtill likeachamp, I'll give him that. | found the pillar with my left leg and hooked my knee
around it, right on out the other side of glad that I’ d talked Fdlix into the corduroy trousersinstead of the
lightweight stuff he' d wanted.

| could do this. I’ d been an assassin and a cat burglar, and I’ d done harder things than get down apillar
with two arms, one leg, and a crippled hocus on my back. | was sure of it, eveniif | couldn’t right then
think of none. But | was hating those rosesin an up-front and persona way.

One arm around the pillar, then the other. Shift the leg down, grip again. One arm, then the other. |
actually got annoyed by the second-floor bal cony, because it fucked up my rhythm.

“We could gtop,” Mavortian said. “ Do something...”

“Only get worse,” | said. From the way my handsfelt, the skin was hanging off my palmsin strips, and |
knew once let go of the pillar, I’ d never be able to make mysdlf grab it again. | kept going, not thinking,
just moving, and thefirst I knew about the ground was my right foot hitting it, and | just barely kept from
howling like amauled coyote.

And thank the powers, Miss Parr had redlized something was wrong, and was there, holding me up while
| got my left foot planted and findly let go of that fucking pillar. She smdled alittle like lavender but
mostly like swest, and right then | would have sworn any oath you liked that she was the most beautiful
woman in theworld.

“Got to... gt down,” | said, panting.
“Can we get farther from the house first?” she said.

“Yeah. Good idea.” And | managed it somehow, leaning on her. We got back behind the rosebushes,
and | said, “Fuck,” through my teeth, and went down on my |eft knee and both hands, my right leg
hanging off to the sde like adead thing.

Mavortian let go of my neck and rolled himsdlf off me, and powersthat was arelief and then some. |
twisted myself around so | could St down without bumping my right leg, and then | just sat therefor a
while, thinking all theworst swearwords | knew and rubbing at my thigh with both hands. Miss Parr sat
beside me, and | was grateful to her—more than grateful—for keeping her mouth shut and letting me be.

When | findly straightened up again, with the worst of the pain backed off, she said, “What happened?’
“Bad leg went worse,” | said.

“Areyou going to beableto... 7’

“Wadl, anceit’ sthat or stay here—yeah. Think | am.”

“What about—"

“Mavortian,” said Mavortian. “Not that I'm not grateful, mind you, but escaping the bedroom to end up
inthe gardenisnot redly whet | had in mind.”

“Menether,” | said, instead of something redlly nasty. “Long as| don't have to do any more climbing, |
think I’'m okay. If | can get over thewall. But | need something to wrap my handswith.”



“Theroses,” Miss Parr said, like she was catching on to something she' d been missing.
“Yeah”

“Here.” | heard cloth tear, and she handed me two pieces off her dress. | wrapped them around my
hands—doppy but it would do—and got back to my feet. “Fuck,” | said.

“Areyou sureyou'redl right?’
“Haveto be, don't I?But | can’t get down again. Can you help Mavortian get up?’

Shedid it somehow, and | bent over, and then Mavortian’ s arms were around my neck again, and |
hoped | didn’t dream about being strangled tonight. Hoped we got out of Aiaiaand nightmares were
something I"d even have to worry about.

| got over thewall on pure cussedness and alot of help from the fruit trees and Miss Parr. And it was
purely Miss Parr’ sdoing that | ended up on the other side still on my feet. “Fuck,” | said again, because|
wanted to scream and couldn’t, and started for the western wall and the door Bernard had told us abouit.

We were about two blocks away from the main square when the hullabal oo began. Fuck. We ducked
into ashrineto afat cross-eyed goddess and just barely avoided a squad of guards galloping toward the
duke' s house. And then we ducked back out and kept going. Because it was down to arace now. Either
we made it to the tunnel before we got caught or we didn't.

Kethe, | would've given most anything to just be ableto run. But | couldn’t. | couldn’t even walk fat,
athough the cramp wasworking itself out alittle and | wasn't dmost falling down with every step.
Mavortian’ s grip on my neck was probably leaving bruises, but | was grateful even for small backhanded
favors. If he hadn’t lost abunch of weight since thelast time I’ d seen him, | couldn’t have managed at dl.
Miss Parr played scout, and that saved us from at least one more group of guards. | gave up on
cussing—I’"d run out of wordsfilthy enough—and just started praying. Kethe probably was't listening,
but there wasn't nothing else | could do.

But we got to the spot along the wall Bernard had said without nobody seeing us, and the brick worked
just like he said it would. | wasthinking the Aiaiansreglly were stupid enough to just let uswaltz out of
the city with al three of their prisoners, when we heard people running our way. The guardsin Aiaia
don’'t sound that much different from the Dogsin Mélusine.

“Somebody caught on,” | said and swung Mavortian into the tunnel. “ Go on, Miss Parr.”
“Don’'t bean ass,” she said and kicked the door shut, grabbed me, and dragged me down into aclinch.

Kethe, I'm about as dumb as arock. It took me forever to realize what she was doing, but then | played
up for dl I wasworth. | dug my fingersinto her hair pretty vigoroudy—that neat shopgirl’ shairstyle
wouldn’t do for any lady who' d be out dong the wall thistime of night. By the time the guards got close
enough to see us, we' d got into the swing of things. So if we looked guilty, well, there was areason.

“Hey, you!”
Me and Miss Parr kind of jumped back from each other, like we hadn’t even heard the guards coming.

“What the fuck are you guys doing?’ And now she sounded like she could’ ve been the sister of one of
the datternly maids at the hotdl.

“Does ether of you have alicense to be out thislate?’ the captain said.



Miss Parr’ s breath hitched allittle. “Left it in my other pants,” | said, and let my scar do what it wanted to
the way the words came out. “What gives?’

The captain pulled himsdf up, al stern and shit. “The wizard has escaped.”
Miss Parr gave alittle screech and shrank back against me.
“Haveyou two... seen anything?’

Anather time, | might’ ve made him est that smirk. But Miss Parr said, “1 thought | heard voices down
toward the gate about ten minutes ago.” Shedid it just right, too, not helpful, exactly, but like she'd
thought there was something funny about it at thetime.

The guards al perked up like dogs catching a scent.

“I'll et you off with awarning thistime,” the captain said, like it was some big favor he was doing usand
not that he wanted to be the guy to catch poor Gideon.

“I hopeyou guysget him,” MissParr said.

“Oh, wewill.” And they sprinted off.

Theingtant they were out of sight, | pushed the brick and we fell over each other through the opening.
“I thought I’ d seen thelast of you,” Mavortian said.

“Wehaven'ttime” MissPar sad. “They'll redize”

“And soon,” | said, and between the three of uswe got Mavortian on my back. “Tell you later. Did | hurt
you?’

“Not as much asthey would have. Let’'sgo.”

We came out of the wall in the middie of a cemetery. Like the Ivorene back home. Picked our way to
the gate, which was rusting right off its hinges, and got out onto the road.

And then walked the fuck away from Aiaia



Chapter 8

Feix

The hotelkeeper in Julip took aliking to me, even to the extent of running her own errands. One sunny
morning, afortnight after I’d sgned the register of the Duelling Hares, she came up to my room and said
that a person wished to speak with me.

“A person?’ | said, and then | knew, like a sunrise, who she meant. “ Red-haired, this person? Scar on
hisface?

“Yes, dr,” shesad, very dubioudly.
“My brother,” | said, grinned at her expression, and breezed past her down the stairs.

Mildmay was waiting in the lobby. He looked considerably the worse for wear; his clothes were shabby,
ill fitting, and not what he’ d been wearing when heleft Ogygia, and hedidn’t look like he' d been getting
much deep. | did not wonder that the hotelkeeper had designated him asa* person.”

But he was till in one piece, and there was nothing about him to suggest that he fdt himsdlf to bein any
imminent danger. When | said,

“Hello,” my voice was steady, not betraying any of the nightmares that had haunted the past week.
Heturned and said, “ Glad to see you.”

“Have you been looking long?’

“Nah. | know you.”

That was pure Mildmay and gnomic in the extreme. | decided | didn’t want to know exactly what he
meant. “Where are the others? There are... that is, they are with you, aren’t they?’

“Yeah.” Hetucked his hair back behind his ear on theright side, and my other concernswere
immediatdly edlipsed.

“What happened to your hands?’

“What? Oh.” Helooked at his hands, at the scabbed lines and pink new skin, asif they smply perplexed
him. “Roses”

“What?’
“It'salong fucking story. And not here, okay?’

| wanted to pressthe issue, wanted to find out the extent of the damage and what had happened. But the
harder | pressed, the less Mildmay would tel me. So | said: “Which brings me back to, where arethe
others?”

“Bahs”
“That has acertain pragmatic logicto it.”

“Mavortian wants—"



“Mavortian?”

“Y eah. We found him and Bernard, too. And, you know, we were aready doing arescue, so it seemed
ashametoleave‘em.”

Hisverson of ajoke, | thought. There were suddenly more questions than | could even find the wordsto
ask. And Mildmay was not the person to give me useful answers. “Why don’'t | come with you to the
baths?’ | said. “Y ou could use one.”

He made that face at me that was as close to a smile as he came, and limped ahead of me out of the

lobby.

The public baths of Julip were new, apet project of the current duke, full of air and light. The water was
heated by an enormous bank of furnaces, roaring like lions beneath the earth. Mildmay stripped in the
changing room with a serene lack of self-consciousness; | stayed fully dressed. Like the various public
bathsin Méusine, these were as much a place for meetings and commerce asthey were for bathing; no
one commented. Watching Mildmay pad through the high-cellinged rooms, | was reminded of a panther |
had once seen being portaged through Mé usine to be shipped up the Sim to Vusantine. That same sense
of imprisoned power, dthough Mildmay’ s cage was the twisted bone of hisright thigh, not astructure of
iron bars. And his cage was the worse, becauise there was no door | could open to let him out.

The baths were arranged in a cross: calder to the east, tepidary to the north, froy to the west, with the
changing rooms and offices to the south. The center of the crass was an impluvium, with koi in the
circular pool and benchesdl around.

“Youwannastay here?” Mildmay said. “ Or come dong?’

“I'll stay here.” The redlization was hammering home now that these people whom | barely
remembered—Mavortian, Bernard, Gideon—were people who had last seen me at the height of my
madness. That had seemed safely unimportant when it was only Gideon being rescued, and being
rescued from something so dire that there was not even athought of weighing options, consequences,
benefits and deficits. Now, about to be faced with men | remembered only as monsters, | was conscious
of adedreto turntail and run, to deny that they had any connection to me. But | had tried that in the
Gardens of Nephelewhen | wasfirst hedled, | remembered bitterly, and it had not worked. It had only
hurt Mildmay. | would have to face whatever was coming.

| did not 9t down, wanting the advantage of height if nothing else. It was an effort not to let my fingers
knot together, but Makar had taught me, viahis own brutal and unscrupul ous methods, to counterfeit a
nobleman’ s poise, and the old ingtincts were not lost.

| can do this, | thought, and that was when a short, skinny K ekropian emerged from the calder, wrapped
in one of the togas Mildmay had disdained. My knees al but buckled, and | waslucky to end up Sitting
on one of the benchesrather than on the floor. For amoment, al | could see was green, and there was
the sound of ariver in darkness and the smell of cloves. | locked my hands againgt the edge of the bench
and held on grimly, held on to the cool marble and the dight pain of my giff finger joints, to the sunlight on
the water and the lazy, circling shapes of the koi. A voice said, in my memory, He began to draw mazes
that could not be solved, and | knew now that it was the voice of Gideon of Thrax.

And then, asif in answer, avoicein my head that was not amemory, :Felix?.

| blinked, then squeezed my eyes shut hard and opened them again. The Kekropian, standing in front of
me, dark eyesintent in atoo-thin face, long wet hair likeink againgt the whiteness of the toga. He did not
look familiar, except that somewhere in the darknessinside my heed, | knew him. | knew him.



| could not find my voice, my composure. Could seem to do nothing but sit and stare at him. And then
there wasthat voice again, :Fdlix? Areyou... :

Neither memory nor imagination. In a sudden clutch of panic, | scrambled up, getting the bench
interposed between us. “Isthat you in my head?’ | did at least keep my voice down, but | saw the
viciousflatness of my tone hit him like ablow. He took a step back, raising his handsin a gesture that
was hdf defense, haf apology. :I’'m sorry. | can't... | can't spesk. Out loud.: The dark eyeswere wide,

pleading.

For amoment, | was on the verge of lashing out; | did not have to remember this man to wound him, and
| knew it. But | caught mysdlf, controlled myself. That | associated this particular wizard' strick with
Makar was no fault of Gideon's. | managed haf asmile, said, “Y ou startled me. Mildmay didn’t
mention...” Anything, redly.

It does not work with annemer. And | cannot... : Another gesture, this one of frustration. :The
Fressandran disciplines are too different, and too controlled. Evenif | wished to speak to Mavortianin
thisway, | could not.

“Areyou... ?’

:All right?. Hismouth quirked. :1 am both dive and sane, which ismore, | think, than | had any right to
expect. So, yes, | am‘dl right.”:

“Gideon, |—"

:And you are dso dive and sane.: Heraised his eyebrows, inviting an explanation that | did not
particularly want to give. | remembered Mildmay saying, It's a long fucking story, and found mysdlf
suddenly more sympathetic to his point of view.

“The celebrants of the Garden of Nephele are both learned and skilled,” | said asneutrally as| could.
But his reaction was not what | had hoped for. : Then you did find them!: hesaid, hiseyeslighting up.

| didn’t want to talk about this. And he saw that, for his face was suddenly shuttered again, and he said,

:| beg your pardon. | did not meanto... : | could not lie and say it was no matter, and we were still staring
at each other in bitter awkwardness when Mavortian von Heber and his half brother Bernard came into
thearium.

| remembered Mavortian von Heber far better than | wished to. | remembered those bright, cruel blue
eyes, | remembered, before he opened his mouth, the sound of his harsh Norvenan accent.

Hefor his part ssemed momentarily struck dumb by the sight of me, areaction that | was beginning to
find tiresome. Then he came limping forward on his canes—new, | could tell, by the pale rawness of the
wood—and said, “ So. Messire Harrowgate. | did not think to see you again, and certainly not to see you
thus”

“I have been fortunate,” | said, with aquick, ingncere diver of asmile.
“Ashaveweadl,” Mavortian said. “We should talk soon. And privately.”
“I'm staying a the Dudling Hares” | said, “and we can hire the private parlor.”

“Excdlent. Once we ve cleaned up, we' |l meet you there.”



| found I did not like him better now that | was sane. | smiled again, dightly wider but with no greater
sncerity, and said, “I’ll wait here for my brother, thank you.”

He made me adight, mocking bow. “Asyou wish.” And by some art that | could not quite decipher,
contrived to collect both Bernard and Gideon in hiswake as he headed for the tepidary.

No, | did not like Messire von Heber. Not in the dightest.

We were amotley convocation that gathered in the private parlor of the Duelling Hares: Mehitabd,
Mildmay, and myself on one side of the room; Mavortian and Bernard on the other. Gideon, looking
uneasy and unwell, perched on the window seet, his gaze shifting restlessdy between Mavortian and me.

Mavortian had wanted this meeting; | would let Mavortian open the conversation. | leaned back in my
chair, steepled my fingersin front of me, and waited. The spark of annoyancein Mavortian'seye sad
that he’ d recognized what | was doing and didn’t appreciateit; | smiled back at him sweetly.

“Let me say, Messre Harrowgate, how very gratified | am to seeyou well,” Mavortian said with asmile
asinsncere asmy own.

“Thank you, Messrevon Heber,” | said, matching hisformal cadences asif we weretwo knightsina
Tibernian romance. If he thought it gave him an advantage, hewaswrong. “1 am gratified likewise to see
you... dive. But | understood that you had something you wanted to say to me.”

One dark eyebrow went up. “Y es, indeed. | wished to ask you, since we have all been so fortunate,
what you intend to do now.” Irony and condescension dashing like knives behind hiswords.

| shrugged inaway I'd learned from Mildmay. “1 am returning to the Mirador.”
“Areyou surethat iswise?’

He knew the conditions under which | had left the Mirador, of course. | kept myself from snarling a him.
“Before | answer that question, | would appreciateit if you would tell me what right you haveto ask.”

The room was perfectly gtill. Gideon had gone an even more unattractive color, and Mildmay gave me a
black look.

“We do have ahistory together.” | could not tell whether he was affecting to remind me of something he
thought | aready knew or whether he had guessed that | had essentially no memory of him.

“And my debt to you isnot canceled out by your rescue from certain and unpleasant death?’ | said
mildly, asif | were only curious. He went blotchy red and said nothing for amoment. Bernard gave me a
look even blacker than Mildmay’s.

“Messre Harrowgate,” Mavortian said, with the air of aman who has gathered his patience together with
extreme care, “1 am hoping that you may be the answer to a problem that has been troubling mefor a
good many years. | believe you know aman named Beaumont Livy?’

And dl | hadto do to vex him to the greatest possible extent wastell the truth. “No, | don't.”
Mildmay

People talk about being able to cut tension with aknife, and I’ ve dways thought it was a stupid sort of
thing to say, but right then | knew exactly what it meant. Because things were that fucking thick.



Mavortian was staring at Felix, and Felix was staring right back, looking pleased with himself. Powers, |
wished they hadn’t decided to hate each other on sight, but I’ d known it was coming—or would' veif I'd
had the basic brainsto stop and think about it. Y ou put aguy who wants to control everything in the
same room with aguy who'd rather walk into a bonfire than listen when somebody tells him not to, and
it'syour own damn fault if you' re surprised when things get ugly. Stick to the heavy lifting, Milly-Fox. All
you're good for. And | thought I might also keep an eye on Bernard, because, Kethe, the look on his
face. If Mavortian decided he wanted Felix dead, Bernard was going to be more than happy to oblige. It
was amost funny, how fast Felix had managed to get on the wrong side of both of them.

Of course, Mavortian had gotten on hiswrong side first. I'd known that as soon as| came out of the
cader and saw him standing there glaring red-hot murder at Mavortian’s back while Mavortian and
Gideon and Bernard went into the tepidary. He didn’t say nothing about it, and | didn’t like to ask.

| knew what the real problem was here anyway, even if neither me nor Felix was ever going to say it.
Mavortian had seen Felix when he was crazy, and Felix felt about that whole thing like a cat about amud
puddle. And would have even if he'd remembered it. | didn’t know if him getting that part of his memory
back would make things better or worse, but it for sure gave him fitsthat he couldn’t remember and
other people could. And being Felix, heliked to hand hisfits around.

Which Mavortian needed to catch on about pretty fucking quick, or hislifewas going to be amisery to
him. | wanted to tell Felix to quit running Mavortian and Mavortian to quit letting Felix run him, but it
wouldn'’t help none and would get them both mad at me to boot.

So | waited and everybody else waited and Felix just sat there, not smirking exactly—or not so asyou
could cal him on it—but clearly happy with how unhappy he' d managed to makedl of us. And finaly
Mavortian took a deep breath and said, “Are you quite sure?’

“Absolutely,” Felix said, and | thought he was even tdlling the truth. “I don’t know anyone by that name.”
“But the strong divination...” Mavortian sounded alittle dazed now.

“Thewhat?’ Fdlix leaned forward, and he had that ook on his face that could be redl interest, or could
just be him deciding to yank your chain.

“I did astrong divination at the desth of the year, and it gave me your name.”
“What did you ask it?’
“The name of the man who could help mefind Beaumont Livy. So how can you not know who heis?’

“Perhaps,” Felix said carefully, like now he wasn't sure what kind of gator pit he' d faleninto, “you
should gtart from the beginning and tell me who Beaumont Livy isand why you want to find him.”

I’d heard it before, but | listened anyway. Wanted to know if Mavortian’s sory would change now that
hewastelling it to somebody who mattered. It didn’t, though. The gd in the miniature—except he didn’t
have it anymore, the Duke of Aiaiaor hisgoons must’ ve taken it—Anna Gloria Pietrin. Mavortian's
fiancée. Seduced and abandoned by this Beaumont Livy that Mavortian wanted to find so bad you could
practicaly see him drooling. Her committing suicide in some half-horse town up in Skaar. Livy being a
hocus, being the one that’ d crippled Mavortian up so bad he couldn’t stand on his own no more. And
Felix listened, taking it dl in, and when Mavortian was done, dl he said was, “Now tell me about strong
divination.”

Therest of us sat and listened while him and Mavortian got into it. Me and Bernard and Miss Parr just



kind of shrugged at each other. We were annemer, and we didn’t expect to get it. Gideon was listening
hard, though, and | wondered what was going on upstairs with him.

I’ d been wondering that alot, the past decad.

Hewasn't crazy. That much | was sure of, although powers and saints | wouldn't' ve blamed him if he
had been. But, no, his eyes were the same as | remembered them, sharp and bright and watchful. More
watchful even, but | sure asfuck understood where that was coming from.

If I’d been him, | wouldn'’t' ve taken my eyes off Mavortian von Heber either.

Hedidn't want to talk to us. When Mavortian had offered him paper and a pen, he'd just looked a him,
like hewasn't just an asshole, but stupid aswell, and somehow Gideon’d thought better of him. Fuck of
alook, and that wasthe last time anybodly tried to get him to tell uswhat was going onin his head.

Now he was watching Fdix, with thislittle line between his eyebrows, and | remembered how most of an
indiction ago I’ d thought maybe Gideon wasin love with Fdix alittle bit. Hadn't understood it &t al, mind
you, but | figured if it had been true then, it had to be like a septad times worse now.

But he wasn't mooning over Felix just then, don’t get me wrong. He was listening. He understood what
Fdlix and Mavortian were talking about, no question. Understood—and didn’t much likeit. Which |
figured wasn't good news, because no matter how you looked at it, of the three hocusesin the room,
Gideon was the only one with enough common sense to be trusted to cross the street on hisown. That
was something else | remembered about him.

Felix was frowning, too, and his frown was getting blacker and blacker with every word Mavortian said.
Which was some comfort. | hadn’t realized how nervous I’ d been about Mavortian talking him into
something.

Just because you' re apushover, Milly-Fox.

Mavortian must' ve noticed Fdlix’ s expression, because his sentence kind of trailed off into nothing, and
he sad, “Messre Harrowgate?’ like he thought Felix was going to bite him.

“No,” Felix sad.

Everybody in the room twitched.

“What do you mean by that?’” Mavortian said.

“Exactly what | said. No. | don't know Beaumont Livy, and | am not going to help you find him.”

“Why not?” Mavortian had his voice mostly under control, but something pretty raw was leaking out
around the edges.

“Oh, | could list you my reasons, but perhaps you should answer thisinstead: why should 17’

And Kethe that just sat there. Me and Bernard met each other’ s eyes by accident and looked awvay ina
hurry. And then Mavortian said, “1 can help you.”

“You?Help me?’ Felix snorted. “And just how do you think you can do that?’
“I know what you want to do.”

Another sllence, this one big enough to swalow asmall dog. | don't know about anybody ese, but | was



staring at my hands. Because | didn’t want to risk catching Felix’ s eye by accident.

“Enlighten me,” he said in that smooth, purring, mocking voicethat | hated more than just about anything.
“Tdl mewhat itis| want to do. Since clearly you know that better than 1.”

And Mavortian rapped right back at him: “Y ou want to mend the Virtu.”

We cleared out. Us annemer. Gideon wouldn’'t come, but the air in that fucking room was getting too
thick to breathe, and it wasn't like Felix and Mavortian needed us around. They barely even noticed
when | got up and jerked my head at Bernard and Miss Parr and we got the fuck out of there. We didn't
go far, just down to the hotel’ s back garden, where there were rosebushes and abench and | could sit
down and wait for the whole fucking thing to make sense.

Fdix wanted to fix the Virtu.
| couldn’t even start to explain how fucked up that was.

Which was bad, because Bernard and Miss Parr both wanted to know. | did my best, but Kethe knows
how much of it made sense to them, because I’ d be fucked if | understood it mysdif.

Here swhat | knew. The Virtu was a big blue bal made out of something that looked like glass. Downin
the Engmond’ s Tor Chegps you could buy bad reproductions of Clementine Neshitt’ s painting of The
Cabal Creating the Virtu, with everyonelooking al mystica and uplifted and shit. The Virtu was magic,
no fucking question about that, but what exactly it did... powers, | an't no hocus, and some days| think
it wouldn’t make senseeveniif | was.

Beforeit’ d been broken, every hocusin the Mirador had sworn oaths on it every day. | didn’t know
what kind of caths—and | wondered if Felix would tell meif | asked—but | knew they were part of why
there hadn’t been no more coups like the Cabd’ s and why the Empire hadn't rolled over uslike afiacre
over afrog. After the Virtu was broken, the Lord Protector had held things together as best he could, but
things had been bad in the city, even before the Mirador got set on fire, which was one of those things
that wasn't supposed to happen. Ever.

And there was one other thing | knew about the Virtu. Felix was the guy who brokeiit.

Or, to get at the story behind the story, some motherfucker of a hocus named Makar Gennadion had
used my brother to bresk the Virtu and sent him crazy doing it. And if | ever got my hands on Makar
Gennadion, we were going to have words about that. But | knew, the way Felix fdlt, it might just aswell
have been him that did it, and thought it out for a decad beforehand. So what Mavortian said made
sense—except for the part where | couldn’t get my fucking head around it, the idea that somebody was
going to fix the Virtu. Like somebody saying they were going to fix the sun after it went out.

| don’t think Bernard and Miss Parr understood that part at al, but they got the ideathat thiswasbig
witchery, and they didn’t like it any morethan | did. | thought about asking Bernard if there was anything
he could do to shut Mavortian up, but alook at his face told me there wasn't.

Shit, | thought, and we sat there not talking for awhile.

It was getting dark by the time Felix came out to find us. We were il Sitting there not talking. | don’t
know about the other two, but | couldn’t think of athing in the world worth saying. Me and Bernard both
knew how things were going to play out, and we didn’t want to talk about it. And | guess| could' ve
asked Miss Parr what she was going to do, but | couldn’t get up the gumption.



So Felix came out and she was the one who stood up and said, “Well?
Helooked past her at Bernard and said, “ Mavortian wantsyou.”

Bernard kind of grunted and got up and went inside. Felix looked at me amoment, but | didn’t have
nothing to say, and helooked back at Miss Parr.

“Asl told you, | am returning to the Mirador. Y ou are welcome to continue traveling with usif you
wigh.”

Like | was so much stew mest. But that wasn't telling me nothing | didn’t already know.

“What about Messre von Heber?' shesaid. “ And Messre Thraxios?’

“Gideon has been granted asylum by the Curia. And | do not believe he has anywhere dseto go.”
Poor little fuck, | thought.

“And Messre von Heber?’

Felix gave her alook, but she wasn't impressed. He sighed. “Messire von Heber claims he can help me
with my problem, and he seemsto know what he' staking about. Anything morewill haveto wait until
the Virtuismended.”

“Youredly think you can?’

My voice came out ugly and made them both jump.

Felix looked a mewithout answering for a second, and then said, “Yes.”
Assmple asthat.

Felix

| waited for Thamurisin the Khloidanikos.

We had agreed to meet on my schedule. The only hostile country he was trapped in was his own body;
no one would remark or wonder if he kept strange hours. And he could fed the Khloidanikosfar more
clearly than | could. Even awake, he could fed my presenceiniit.

Our smdll experimentations had kept me from driving myself to distraction while | waited for Mildmay
and the othersto reach Julip, and for that alone—and for the fact that he never commented on my anxiety
athough he was certainly aware of it—I would have counted Thamurisasafriend.

And he had rapidly become afriend in other ways. It was rare to find awizard whose intellectual
curiogity was stronger than their ambition, than the desire for power that gripped usal like adisease.
Malkar had hated my curiosity and had done his best to beat it out of me, but all he had been ableto do
was teach meto hide it from him. Once | escaped hishold, it dl came surging back. | was the most
powerful wizard the Mirador had, the lover of the Lord Protector’ s brother; | had al the material for
power games | needed. My research, my work, was bounded by nothing but my own intellectua
abilities, and many wizards looked at me askancefor it.

My friend Sherbourne Foss understood, before | betrayed him. Before the Mirador’ swards were
broken, and he was killed by the dead things those wards no longer bound.



| doubted that Thamuris had aways been this pure a scholar. In fact, between what Xanthippe had told
me of his past and what he had said himsdlf, | was quite sure he had not been. But, his hedlth shattered
and his chosen life closed to him, he had accepted the new path opening up before hisfeet, even knowing
he might not have very long towalk it.

| admired him quite dreadfully for that.

We had explored the Khloidanikos together over the past few weeks. Diokletian did not join us; | had
not asked why and didn’t intend to, any more than | had asked how Diokletian had come to show
Thamuristhe Dream of the Gardensin thefirgt place. Thamurisand | had found many waysin which the
Khloidanikos was not the same as the Gardens we both knew in the waking world, and one strand of our
research—perforce dmogt entirely Thamuris salone—wasin trying to discover if those differences were
dueto changesin the materid Gardens over the centuries. He promised me that he was not overexerting
himsdlf; apparently, Khrysogonos was awilling assistant.

“Khrysogonos?’ I'd said when hefirst told me.

And Thamuris shrugged and smiled his dow, laudanum-drenched smile. “We both miss Mildmay,” he
said asif that explained everything, and | made a spur-of-the-moment decision not to broach the subject
of Mildmay’ sfedings about Khrysogonos.

In the Khloidanikos, Thamuris had nearly the samina of a hedthy man. We spent most of our time
together walking, exploring the reaches of this strange little world. And because we were wizards, we
talked about thaumaturgie theory, deeply, obsessvely, and without any sSigns of the topic’ sbeing
exhausted. Some nights | could dmost see Mildmay rolling hiseyes.

| dways entered the Khloidanikos through Horn Gate, even if my dreaming mind had not fully visualized
my congtruct-Méusine. But as Horn Gate never led me to the same place in the Khloidanikos twice,
Thamurisand | had decided the sensible thing to do was to choose a meeting place so that we would not
wadte precioustimetrying to find each other.

| did not like the Omphal os, athough it was the Khloidanikos s most obvious landmark. For reasons|
did not fully understand, it reminded me of Nera—and of course | did not care for the memory of the
tawdry and embarrassing confrontation between Diokletian and me. Thamurisdid not likeit, either; it
worried him because it was so0 aggressively unlike the real Ompha os and because the differences did not
(he said) entirely make sense. We met instead in astand of persai’ d trees, which was distinct from its
waking counterpart only in that the trees were younger. There was abench to it on, and the scent of the
treeswas like the blessing of some faded and forgotten god.

| sat on the bench, and after only afew minutes, | caught sght of Thamuriswending hisway through the
trees. He smiled as he came up to me, and said, “ Shall we walk?’

“Ya |a1sn

For along time, | did not speak, and Thamuris et me hold my silence. It occurred to me that he and
Mildmay were the most patient men | had ever met, though they cameto their patience in very different
ways. | wondered sometimes how much of Thamuris s patience was laudanum, but it would have been
cruel and unjust to ask.

Andintheend | sghed and said, “How much do you know about the Fressandran school of divination?’
| was alittle uneasy at broaching the subject of divination with him, but there was no oneese | could ask.
| did not trust Mavortian von Heber to tell methe full truth.



“Fressandran,” Thamuris said, searching hismemory. “A discipline of NorvenaMagna, isit not?’

“Yes. They practice something caled strong divination.” | said it in Midlander and offered the three
different Troian trandations | had been able to think of.

Thethird onewasright. Thamuris seyeswidened alittle. “ Y ou know it,” | said.
“I' know of it. Wedon't practiceit.”

“Thenitisn't the same as pythian casting?’

“No.”

“Can you explain the difference?’

“I cantry.” Hefrowned, thinking. “How much do you know about divination?’

“Vey little. The Mirador does not practiceit.” It was not heresy, but it was considered vulgar and largely
the province of foreign charlatans.

“Very wel,” Thamurissaid. “1 will tell you the explanation | was given when the Celebrants Terredtrid
werefirg teaching me augury.”

“Augury?’ | said, because | was not quite sure of the connotations of the word in Troian.

“Even in the House of Hakko, we did not perform pythian casting all thetime,” he said with arueful
amile. “Augury iscloser to aform of meditation, except that what you meditate on isthe huphantike.”

“The huphantike?’

“The pattern of the future. In the older texts, it’s called the labyrinth of fortune.”

“Of courseitis.” | was becoming resigned to theideathat | was cursed with |abyrinths.
“Beg pardon?’

“Nothing. Please continue.”

“What we learn when we are taught augury as novicesisthat the future has a pattern. The huphantike.
We cannot know the future, but we can see the pattern.”

“When you say ‘pattern,” what does that mean?’

“Every scholar has adifferent metaphor. Many of them are contradictory.”

“You'reaCdebrant Cdestid. Surely you have ametaphor of your own.”

Heblushed, the color rigng in hispaefacelikeafire “I amn not ascholar.”

“I don’'t care. Tell me how you think about it, and leave the scholarsto quarrel amongst themselves.”

Hissmilewas shy, uncertain, asif he thought | was teasing him. | made an encouraging gesture, and after
amoment, hesaid, “To meit always seemslikelooking a amap.” He stopped short, Staring at me
anxioudy.

“Goon,” | said. “It doesn't make senseto meyet, but | don’t despair of it doing so eventually.”



“A map,” he said, with abetter smilethistime. “A map of a country you do not know. Mogt of the map
is—not blank, but in darkness, illegible. But there are afew landmarks that show up clearly, and they
indicate the path the future will take.”

He paused, looking at me again, and | nodded to show | had followed him that far.

“But just asthe symbol on the map gives you no sense of the actua, materia city you will enter, so too
the landmarks—the semeia, the scholars cdl them, both markers and omens—do not tell you what will

happen.”

“No?’

“We cannot know the future.”

“Now I’'mlogt. If you can’t know the future, then what’ sthe point of divination?’

“Y ou misunderstand me. We cannot know the future, but we can know the pattern.”
“What' sthe difference?

“I am explaining thisbadly,” Thamuris said, downcadt.

“No, you're doing splendidly.” | reined in my impatience. “ Just tell me: what' s the difference between
‘the future’ and ‘ the pattern’?”

He thought about that for awhile, then said dowly, “ The future isthe events that will happen, just asthe
past isthe events that have happened. We cannot know the future until it becomes the past.”

“All right. Then what’ sthe pattern?’

“The range of possible eventsthat may become the future. Given the past, there are only so many
different directions the future can take. The landmarksin my map metaphor are those eventsthat have the
strongest likelihood of occurring.”

“But you don't know what they are.”
“No, but I can know their shape.”
“Ther shape? Perhapsif you gave me an example?’

“All right.” He hesitated, hisface reddening again, then said grimly: “The pythian casting | did with your
brother. The huphantike was spoken through me.” Hetilted his head back, shutting his eyes, and recited,
“Love and betrayal, the gorgon and the whedl. The dead tree will not shelter you, and the dead will not
stay dead. Though you do not seek revenge, it will seek you dl the same.”

“That’ s the huphantike?’

“That isyour brother’ s huphantike. That isthe pattern his future has. gut what events make up the
pattern, that we cannot know until they occur.”

It sounded so horrible. | said, *Y ou said the huphantike was the range of possible events. It may not
reflect what will actualy happen, correct?’

He lowered his gaze, becoming apparently fascinated by the square red tiles of the path we were
following. “The nature of pythian casting,” he said and stopped.



“Yes?' | said, too anxious now about Mildmay to care about Thamuris sfedings.

“The nature of pythian casting—the reason that it is such a powerful tool—isthat by the act of divination,
one increases the strength of the huphantike as one seesit.”

“Y ou mean you make it happen?’
“Nothing so smple asthat. But the pythian casting sets the pattern, like cold water setsadye.”
And you did that to my brother? For no better reason than you wanted to?

| wanted to scream at him, curse him, but it would do no good, and there were too many waysin which it
was not hisfault. | pushed the anger and fear aside and said, my voice cam, if rather cold, “Then if that's
what Pythian casting does, whét is strong divination?’

“Some scholarsthink it isn't properly divination at dl,” Thamurissaid, his gaze il fixed on thered tiles
beneath our feet, “but akind of sorcery. In strong divination, once you' ve cast for the huphantike and
gotten asense of itsvariances, you cast again to ask what you must do to make the future follow the
huphantike asyou wish it to.”

“And how isthat different from pythian casting?’ My anger escaped my control to become clearly
audible.

“I didn't—!" He stopped, backtracked, recast his response impersondly: “In pythian casting, the diviner
has no control over the huphantike they receive. They smply setit. But in strong divination, the point is
to control the huphantike. To make the future be what you want.”

“l see” | said, and | did. | wondered why this future that Mavortian von Heber wanted so badly had led
him to me. It was not a comfortable question.

“I'msorry,” Thamurissaid after awhile. “| redlly didn’'t know.”

“Thenwhy did you doit?’ | asked and was astonished at how mild | sounded.
“Have you ever been the channe through which the future speaks?’

1] NO-”

“Then | cannot explainit. But | understand why early pythian casters made a practice of castrating
themsdves. And | understand why | let it kill me.”

Therewas nothing | could say in response to that, but the silence between us was amicable again, and we
walked aong the red-tiled path together until it was morning in Julip and Mildmay wastelling meto wake

up.
Mildmay

We headed out the next morning, ong of not really wanting to wait and seeif the Duke of Aiaiawas
going to catch up with us or not.

WEe d staggered into Julip with Bernard carrying Mavortian, and Miss Parr more or less carrying me, and
Gideon carrying himsdlf but only barely. I’ d been dreading the fight about how we were going to get
oursalves out of Julip again, and was just about knocked sideways when it turned out Felix had aready
thought of that and arranged to hire transportation from Julip to the next big town, which was Wassall.
He hadn’t been banking on two extra people, but since the only thing he’ d been able to get for what was



left of the money Mr. Gauthy’ d paid him was a broken-down old diligence, it turned out to be just fine.
Only two horses, but seeing as how | was the only one knew anything about driving, and | wasn't sure |
could ve handled ateam, that was okay, too. So Bernard and Mavortian and Gideon got stashed inside
where nobody could see ‘ em to remark on how much they looked like the Duke of Aiaia s escaped
prisoners, and Felix and Miss Parr climbed up on the roof behind me.

And | drove, trying to pretend like | wasn't nervous about the Duke of Aiaid s goons and wasn't nervous
about going back to Mélusine and wasn't even alittle bit nervous about what was going to happen to me
when | did. Too much time to think and too much to think about, and Felix behind mewhere| couldn’t
seehim, but | could hear him, and, powers, it seemed like| could feel him, and everything | thought
came back around to: | don’'t want to leave him.

Which was stupid and useless and embarrassing besides, but it was the truth. He was dl | had anymore,
the only person in the world who cared about me even alittle—the only person left that I... loved.

Going molly, Milly-Fox? Keeper drawled in my head. But | wasn't. | didn’t want to fuck him or nothing
likethat. | just kept remembering how it had been going across Kekropiathe first time, just him and me
and the bat-fuck crazies. And mostly it had been pure Hell, don’t get me wrong. But he' d needed me,
and he' d trusted me. He'd saved my life, too, because if he hadn’t come and got me out of that
farmhouse cdllar before the hired man got back with the sheriff, | would have been hanged for sure and
certain. And it had broken my heart, al the way across the Grasslands, watching him trying to cope with
thisthing that was tearing him up from theinside out. It had been alosing battle al the fucking way, but he
just wouldn't lay down and let it walk over him. | loved him for that. | loved him for helping the dead
peoplein Nera. | loved him for dl the times he' d made some smart-ass remark like him and me were
redlly brothers, like we' d grown up together and knew each other and had that thing between usthat
therean’t no good wordsfor.

| loved him. | loved him the sameway I’ d loved Christobel and Nikah and the other kids|’d grown up
with, the oneswho were mostly dead now. And | wanted to be with him, to get up in the morning and
know that whatever shit the day had waiting for me, at least he’ d be there, too.

But there was no fucking way | could have that. He was going back to the Mirador, and evenif I'd
thought | had the right to, there was no way | could stop him. And if | went with him, it'd take adecad
tops before the Mirador found out who | was and hanged me. And not that | didn’'t deserveit, but |
didn’t want to die. And | couldn’t bear the thought of Felix being in the crowd watching.

| shoved the whole mess away again, the way 1’ d been doing for days, and concentrated on the horses
and the road and not listening to Felix and Miss Parr laughing at each other.

But | knew it would come back.

That night, | didn’t dream about Keeper or Ginevrafor achange. | dreamed about Porphyria Levant.

Porphyria Levant was a blood-witch, the woman who taught Brinvillier Strych everything he knew. |
don’t remember much of that dream—just remember coming awake and laying there, staring up at the
celling and breathing like I’ d been in afight. And thinking about Porphyria Levant. Remembering that old
story about her and Silas Altamont and the obligation d' &me and what she’ d used it to make him do.

Please, let me stop or I’'m going to go out and dlit my wrists.

Slas, | forbid you to kill yourself.



And after awhile figured out what the dream wastrying to tell me.

| didn’t deep therest of the night, and al the next day | was watching Felix like afirgt-time pickpocket
watching the mark. Felix noticed—of course Felix noticed, and of courseit pissed him off, but Kethel
couldn’t help it. Because thingswerelining up in my head.

If I went back to the Lower City, | was going to end up dead. | could fed it, the way sometimes|’d felt
when ajob was going to go bad and known not to take it. Couldn’t explainit, couldn’t argue withiit.
Sometimes | just knew. And that wastheway | knew this. The Lower City would kill me. Someone with
agrudge would come after me, or give meto the Dogs, or I'd go to Keeper, or I d starve to death or kill
mysdf or just plan die.

| hated mysdlf for it. Hated myself for being so fucking weak. Hated mysdlf for having got into this
Stuation where somehow there wasn't nothing | could do that wasn't stupid. But there was only one
choicethat didn’t seem to lead straight to the Ivorene—or worsg, if the Dogs got me, the Boneprince.
And that was Fdlix and that old story about Porphyria Levant and Silas Altamont. The mora of which
was, don’t do exactly what | was thinking about doing.

Everybody was looking at me squiggle-eyed by the end of the day, and | didn’t blamethem. | hadn’t
been able to eat, hadn’t been able to put two words together in arow, hadn’t been able to quit watching
Felix. | felt like arope, stretched too tight and starting to fray.

| went upstairs early. Way early. Because I’ d caught myself just about to buy a second glassof gin, and |
hate the stuff. And then | sat there on the edge of the bed me and Felix were going to be sharing and
clamped my hands together and tried to quit shaking. | didn’t figure there was much else | could hope
for, but | wanted to Start this conversation with Felix not shaking like avirgin on her wedding night.

Oh, bad bad comparison. Because we hadn’t talked about that weird thing that had happened in the
river, and | didn’t want to be Slasto Felix’ s Porphyria. And, fuck, that was an even worse comparison.
Quiit thinking while you' re ahead, Milly-Fox.

Fdix being Felix, he didn’'t make mewait long. I" d about got my breathing steadied out when | heard the
hotdl stairs creaking. And then | was panicking al over again, like avirgin being married off to an ogre or
something.

“Fuck thisfor the emperor’ ssnotrag,” | said and threw myself backwards on the bed. Not that it hel ped,
but it was better than ditting there dl hunched up like a hedgehog. Felix opened the door just as| was
laughing at the idea of ahedgehog-bride.

“What?" he said, shutting the door behind him.

“Nothing. Not about you, | mean. Just...”

Hesighed. “ Y ou don't tell anyone even aquarter of what you think, do you?’
“Um,” | said and sat up again. “1 don't know. | mean...”

“Never mind.” He sat down on the other side of the bed. “Y ou’ ve clearly wanted to say something to me
dl day. What isit?’

“Oh. Powers. Um.”

“What? That wasn’t why you were taring & me every time | turned around?’



“No. | mean, yes. | mean... | mean, yes. | got something | need to say. To ask.”
Hewaited, his eyebrows going up. “Wel?’

| was shaking, and | could fed myself going red. But he was here, he waslistening, and | just spat it out:
“D’you know how to do the obligation d'ame?’

“Yes But why... Oh.” Hefolded his handstogether carefully and camly. “Mildmay, pleasetell methat
you' re not asking for thereason | think you are.”

“Yes. | mean... fuck it, you keep getting me all twisted. | mean, yes, | need youto doit, the
binding-by-forms With me.”

“Why?’ hesaid, red quiet, real controlled, and | wished he’ d been ydling.

“Because...” I"d tried to work out what to say, but none of the words would come, and | ended up just
saying the truth: “Because otherwise I’m gonnaend up dead.”

It rocked him. Whatever he' d been going to say, he didn’t. He just sat there for amoment, and then he
pushed his hair back from hisface and said, in acompletdly different voice, “Why?’

“Y ou know what | done. Abouit. .. about the Witchfinder Extraordinary.”
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| swalowed hard. “Y ou ain’t the only one who knows. | can’t work no more, not with my leg likethis.
Andif | can’'t work, | got nothing to trade, nothing to make me more useful to people than the gorgons
they’ Il get for telling the Dogs where to find me.”

“But | don't see—"

“Please. | know it'scrazy, but | can't... thereain’t...” | looked down a my hands, where they were
clenched together over that ache in my right thigh that was never redlly not there, even when | wasn't
thinking about it. “ Therean’t no other way.”

“Of coursethere' sanother way. Don’t beanidiot.”
“Fdix, thereain’t.”

“There s no reason you have to come back to Mélusine,” he said, and he sounded so matter-of-fact
about it, so fucking cheerful , that | wanted to strangle him.

“l can't...”

“Can’'t what?" Hewas frowning a me, not like he was mad, but like heredlly didn’'t understand the
problem.

“I' just can’t. Okay?’
“No. Not ‘okay.” You can't ask meto do something like that and then not tell mewhy.”

“Fuck,” I said. I unclenched my hands, rubbed my face. Didn't redly fed it on theleft side, but that’ d
been true so long | couldn’t remember what it' d been like before. * * Cause | have afeding.”

“A feding,” he said, like he thought he’ d misunderstood me.



“Yeah. | got ‘em sometimes, about jobs. About jobs | shouldn't take. And | got one now.”

“And thisfedingistdling you what? That | have to commit an act of the grossest and most blatant heresy
to saveyour life?’

“Not like that.”
“Thenwhat isit like?’

“Look,” | said, and my voice was starting to shake with something that was partly anger but mostly not.
“If 1 go back to the Lower City, I’'m gonnaend up dead. But if I... if I...”

“What?' he said, more gently.

| could only meet hiseyesfor asecond. Having hisfull attention was like getting a sword through the
guts. | gulped and said, “If | got to leave you, then | don't know why | should bother to stay dive.”

| saw it hit him. His eyes widened. He went red, and then white, white as his shirt. He said, hisvoice
barely awhisper, “Y ou don't mean that.”

“l do,” | said. “I swear toyou, | meanit.”

His hands moved like he was trying to push the whole ideaaway. “Y ou can't. Y ou can't mean... do you
know what the obligation d' ame does?’

“Yegh”

“Mildmay, | can't...” Hisfingerswere pressed againgt hismouth. “1 can't do that to you.”
“Youan't.I’'masking.’

He shook his head, but not like he was disagreeing. It waslike he didn’t even know hewas doing it.

And then | thought of something ese. “Don’'t you... | mean, if you don’t want meto stay, I'll leave
tonight. Head for St. Millefleur or something.”

“No!” Hereached out before he even knew he was doing it. Hisfingers were cold on my wrist. “Don’t
g).”

And then we sat there staring at each other. Findly, | said, “I don’'t want to go. But if | go to the Mirador
withyou.” | had to stop for asecond, just out of being purely unableto believe I’d said it. “If | do that,
I’ll end up hanging from Livergate in adecad, tops.”

“But no one knows.”

“Nobody in the Mirador knows. There' s plenty of people know. And they’ll tell.”
“But...”

“Y ou got oaths you swore, right? To beloyd and shit?’

He nodded, his eyes big and spooked, like he was halfway back to crazy again.

“I know the gtories. | know the binding-by-formsisthe only thing can trump them oaths. And so that’s
theonly way.”



“But, Mildmay—"

“It' seither that or | goto St. Millefleur. The Mirador’ Il kill me one way, or the Lower City’ll kill methe
other.” | pulled, gently, and helet go of my Wrist. “1 may not last the winter in St. Millefleur, but that ain't
on your head.”

| started to get up, and he said, in afunny, breathlessvoice, “I’ll go to . Millefleur with you.”

“Thefuck youwill,” | said, dropping back down and staring a him. “What the fuck are you gonnadoin
S. Millefleur?”

“I don’'t know. What are you going to do?’
“That don’t matter. | ain't ahocus. Don't you get it? Y ou got something to go back to. | don’t.”
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“It sover.” | hit my right leg, maybe alittle harder than | should've. “ Can’t be acat burglar with abad
leg. | ain't gonnabe apusher or apimp, can’t beafence. And | don’t want to be just hired muscle.”

“Thosearen’t your only options,” he said through histeeth.

“I can't go straight. That gets me right back to the Dogs and the Kenndl. And the spikes over Livergate. |
need protection, Felix. And you' re the only one can giveit to me.”

“What you' re asking meto do is monstrous.”
“So? Ain't we both monsters?’

Hejust stared a me. Then he turned away, managed this shaky sort of laugh, pushed hishair back. Said,
“You've got to give me sometimeto think about it. | can’'t just...”

“Why not?
“It sheresy.”

“Will they burn you for it?’ | hadn’t thought of that. I’d kind of figured once you were in with the Mirador
you could do whatever the fuck you liked. But if it was going to get Felix in that kind of trouble... I’'d go
to St. Millefleur or wherever, and if | died of it, that wasfine.

His mouth opened, then closed again, and he got thisweird look on hisface, like hewaslooking at
something along ways away and he couldn’t decideif heliked it or not. “Technicdly,” he said inthis
dreamy kind of voice, “a the moment | am not awizard of the Mirador.”

“Youan't?" Fucking newsto me.

“No.” And now hewas smiling, sort of bitter and dreamy al at once, and the hair wastrying to stand up
on the back of my neck. “They stripped me of my rank and privileges.”

| didn’t say nothing because | was afraid the next time he looked a meit’d draw blood.

“They cast me out themsalves. They can’t accuse me of heresy when they’ ve dready declared me
anathema.” His smile sharpened. “ An object lesson.”

Then hedid look a me, and somehow, powers, | didn’t flinch. “Isthiswhat you want?’ he said, hard



and sharp and bitter like an iron knife. “ Are you sure?’

“Yeah,” | said and swallowed hard. “I mean, yes. | am.”

“Y ou understand whét it entails?’

“I know the story of Silas Altamont.”

A flicker of darknessin hiseyes. “Then may we both beforgiven for this. Give me your hands.”

Too late to back out now, Milly-Fox. | held out my hands. He stripped off his gloves and laid them aside.
His hands were smooth, soft, not like mine with the scars and the calluses and the lumpy knuckles, but |
could fed the stiffness where his fingers had been broken and hadn’t healed quite right. He traced over
the scars on my hands, and then hisgrip firmed and | gripped back.

“You'resure?’ he said and was more himself again. He sounded like he cared about the answer.
“Kethe, just get onwith it!”

He nodded and bowed his head over our hands. He said something | didn’t understand, and then he
looked up—| ooked me square in the eyes—and leaned in and kissed me.

Hard.
With tongue.

And that waswhen | felt the obligation d' @me take hold, like alightning bolt, like faling down agtaircase
you didn’'t know wasthere. And it was dl tangled up with the taste of him and the way hislipsfdt against
mine and powers and saints the things he was doing with histongue. Some stupid part of my brain was
going, So thisiswhat aPharaohlight whoreislike, and even though | didn’t know why he was kissng me
and didn’t want him to be doing it, neither, | couldn’t help, just for a second, wondering what it would be
likewith him.

And then | could move again, and | pushed away from him and said, “What the fuck?’ My voice was
unsteady and mostly breath and durred worse than ever, and | couldn’t seem to get my eyesto move
away fromhim.,

“Magicissymbolism,” he said. “The obligation d'&me binds us closer than lovers”
“Symbolickissng?’

“I thought you would prefer it,” he said, and when | figured out what he meant | went red clear up to my
scap.

“Y ou could' ve warned me.”

“I could have,” he said darkly. “In any event, it'sdone, and | wish you much joy of it.”
“Better'n being dead,” | said, and my voice broke on the last word.

Hedidn't have an answer.

Felix

Once Mildmay was adeep, | got up and dipped out of the room. | could not deep, and | did not want to



be done with my thoughts and the quiet rasp of his breathing.

| felt as| had the night | had lost my virginity, only thiswasin some indefinable way worse because | had
done this, | had chosen it. | had used my magic on an annemer, and it did not matter that he had asked
meto, that it had been hisideato start with. And | had kissed him. That had not been hisidea, and | was
trying very hard not to catal ogue the reasons | had not warned him it was part of the dedl.

| felt feverish, nauseated. It was with no clear idea of what | was doing that | found and ascended the
gairsto theroof. It had rained earlier, but the sky now was clear, the air smelling damp and clean. |
stood and tilted my head back to look at the stars, calming mysdlf with their names and congtellations.

He had cdled me amongter, and | knew he wasright. But he had also said he did not want to leave me.

Hewould rather endure the obligation d*ame than leave me, monster that | was. | could not make sense

of it, of thisunwarranted devotion, no sooner admitted to than betrayed. In a choice between committing
an act of grievous heresy—possibly even an act of evil—and losing my brother, | had chosen to commit

heresy. And no matter how much it sickened me, | knew | would make the same choice again.

| could still fed hislips againgt mine, the strange stiffness of scar tissue, the surprised softness of his
mouth. The harsh bite of gin on histongue, the hard edges of histeeth. The way that, for amoment, a
bare breathless moment, he had not been unwilling.

And then he had pushed me away.

A noise behind me, afoot scuffing againg the shingles. | turned: Gideon Thraxios, hiseyeslike night-filled
holesin hissdlow face.

“Oh,” | said, letting my breath out in asigh that was haf relief and haf exasperation. “I1t' syou. What are
you doing up here?’

He hestated, hisdark eyes searching my face.
“Goahead,” | sad tiredly. “Y ou might aswell.”
! did not mean to disturb you. Or to intrude.:

Wéll, you did. | kept from saying it, athough it was an effort, and said ingtead, “It isn’'t my roof. Y ou
have as much right as anyone to be up here.”

He amost seemed to flinch dthough it was hard to tell with only the moon and starsfor light. He said, his
mental voice as carefully neutral as my spoken voice had been, ;1 waslooking at the Sars.:

| tilted my head back, contemplating those distant brightnesses, and said, “And what do the starstell
you?’

:Nothing. The stars have no voicethat | can hear.:

Pain, bitterness, londiness. It was my turn to flinch, and he said, :I am sorry. | should not—:
“Who ese do you haveto talk to?’

'Y ou do not want to talk to me::

“I do not want to talk about certain subjects. | have no objectionsto talking to you.”

His body language was doubtful, wary, but he came afew steps closer. :If you are sure you do not



mind...:

“Aslong asyou don’t want to talk about me,” | said and gave him awry smile, “1’d be glad for someone
to digtract me from my thoughts.”

Hewas close enough that | saw him return my amile. “ Then what should we talk about, Messre
Harrowgate?.

| hesitated, but there were only two topicsthat could hold my attention at the moment, and | did not want
to discuss Mildmay. With anyone. “What do you know about divination?’

'Y ou are worried about Messire von Heber’ s rather remarkable story?:

“Y es—wadl, not so much the divination itslf, but do you think he can help me mend the Virtu ashe
says?’

‘Thisistruly your god?.
“Yes Itis”

:Frankly, | don't know if such athingispossbleat dl. If itis, | would imagine you will need dl the help
yOu can get.:

“Granted. But what he said—"
.1 am neither Cabaline nor Fressandran,: he said with some asperity.

“You' reawizard, and unless | am very much mistaken, thereisno love lost between you and Mavortian
von Heber.”

:Areyou asking me to choose Sides?.

“There are no sdesto choose thusfar. But | do not wish to believe things merely because Mavortian tells
methey aretrue.”

'Yes,: Gideon said. :You arewisein that.: Old bitternessin hisvoice, but | could not ask without
reveding that | did not know, and | was not entirely prepared to trust Gideon Thraxios, either.

He shed that dark mood like asnakeskin and said, :Explain to me what the Virtu isand how it was
broken.:

My horror fdt like the building lurching beneath my feet. But he wasright. He couldn’t offer me any kind
of opinion until he knew the parameters of the question. And | supposed, distractedly, that | should be
grateful for the chanceto practice my lies before | had to tell them to Mavortian.

Now if only | had had a chance to work out what my lieswere going to be.

Reflexively, | sdled for time. “The Virtu was created by the Caba in 2101, not quite two hundred years
ago. They were trying—among other things—to find away to convince the wizards of Méusineto work
together rather than preying on each other as had been their wont.”

:And did it work?. Gideon asked, dryly enough that | knew he knew the answer.

| thought of what | had done to Mildmay that evening, exactly the sort of thing the Caba had been trying
to eradicate; | remembered the look in hiseyeswhen he' d said, You could’ ve warned me. “Aswell as



anything ever can, with wizards. The Virtu was—is—athaumaturgical device with adua purpose. It
collects power from each wizard of the Mirador and uses that power to maintain anumber of defensive
gpells, some attuned to the individua wizards, some guarding the fabric of the Mirador, some guarding
other things. It would be heresy if they tried to do it now, of course. Though not as unforgivable a heresy
as performing the obligation d'ame.”

‘It sounds like amonumenta work of magic:

“There sareason the Cabd dl died young. The problem, though, isthat the Virtu has never failed in dl
thistime”

:The problem?.

“Let mefinish. You see, aslong as everyone swears their oaths and contributes their power, the spdlls
don’'t erode and the structure maintainsits stability. The Curiaisnominaly responsible for the Virtu's
mai ntenance, but we' ve never needed to do anything.”

‘We?: Gideon said, and | saw his eyebrow rise.
“| wasamember of the Curia,” | said diffly.
'Y es, and now you are not. Which | believeisaso part of thisexplanation.:

| very nearly cursed him to hisface for being so damnably right. Asit was, | knew | had been silent too
long beforel said, “Yes, | supposeitis”

'Y ou did ask for my opinion.:

“Yes, | know that. Very well.” | looked out at the horizon, because it was the only way | could keep my
head up. “ The Virtu was broken viaaworking done on me by Makar Gennadion.” That much was
common knowledge; he must have known it before he made me say it.

:Specify,: Gideon said in the cool, dispassionate tones of ascholar.

“He found away—he put together aworking that alowed him to use my magic asif it were hisown.”
My nailswere digging into my pamswith the effort it took to keep my voicelevd. If | closed my eyes |
knew | would see the louring walls of Makar’ sworkroom, the evil shine of the pentagram laid into the
floor.

| thought the Virtu protected the wizards of the Mirador againgt such spdlls.:
| felt like aman who had backed away from a bear trap only to fal onto abed of swords.

‘Well?. he said after amoment, when | still had not managed to speak. :How did Messire Gennadion do
it?

“I... lwas...” Hismolly-toy, acruel voicein my head finished, the voice of the teenage whore | had
been. “Hewas never Cabdine,” | said, lamely and too quickly.

:Surdly that shouldn’t make any difference.:

“No, no, it—I just meant, it wasn't heresy to him.” And hewouldn’t have cared if it was. | was babbling
and | knew it, but seemed entirdly helplessto stop mysdif.

Gideon' s head tilted; | was puzzling him. :What has heresy to do with it?:



“Nothing.” | turned away from him, pushed my fingers savagdy through my hair, bit my lower lip until |
was focused on that smdl pain instead of the panic baying in my mind.

:Messire Harrowgate?. | felt Gideon coming closer. :Fdlix?.

| turned, sharply enough that he stepped back a pace. “Unpleasant memories,” | said and managed athin
smile. “And | am moretired than | redlized. Makar Gennadion was my teacher in magic before | swore
my oathsto the Mirador. Doubtless he found some occasion to cast a spdl that would circumvent the
Vintu' swarding.” Doubtlesswhile he held me with the obligation de sang, but | did not want to talk about
that, either, nor think about its kinship to the obligation d'ame. Thus, | did my best to make circumventing
the Virtu' swarding sound like a smple matter rather than something | had no idea how Malkar had
accomplished.

Gideon' sdisbelief was pa pable, but he said nothing, smply stood and waited. Hisair, that of a
schoolteacher faced with arecadcitrant pupil, was enough to push me from fear to anger, and somewhere
underneath the wave of fury, | wasglad of it.

“That part does't matter,” | snapped. “What mattersisthat the Virtu was broken by the raw application
of thaumaturgieforce. | was only the hammer.”

'You'resaying hejud... hitit?

And now | was angry at Gideon for so readily dropping the subject of what Makar had done to me.
“Therewas no subtlety in that spell. Trust me. | wasthere”

!l supposethat is the easiest way to deal with something one does not fully understand,: Gideon said
thoughtfully, as calm and conversationd asif he had not noticed my hodtility. :Not the safest, but the
essed.

| could fed mysdlf floundering, so wrong-footed that there seemed no response | could make. It wasa
mercy that Gideon did not wait for areply from me. :And that being the case—it explainswhy the
physical structure was shattered. And if the thaumaturgie structure was shattered in the sameway ... then
awizard trained to read patterns, as Fressandran diviners are trained, might indeed be very useful to
you.:

Mavortian. Y es. We had been discussing Mavortian. “Do you think... do you think he understands how
it happened? What Malkar did?’

)| doubt it,: Gideon said. If there were sidesto be chosen, Gideon of Thrax had aready made up his
mind. :But histechniques may help you to understand it..

“Oh,” | sad, with woeful inadequacy, redizing clearly for thefirgt time that here was another, like
Thamuris, who could keep up with meintellectualy, and possibly even outdistance me.

21 do not know what Messire von Heber imagines he can offer you, Messre Harrowgate. But | do think
he may be useful.

Towhich | said the only thing | could: “Please. There' s no reason for you not to cal me Fdix.”



Chapter 9

Mildmay
Y ou want to know whét the obligation d' ameislike?
| only wish | could tell you.

Insomeways, it didn’t fed like anything had happened at dl. | mean, | was till me, and Felix was ill
Felix—powers and saints was he ever—and sometimes | could amost think I’ d dreamed the whole
fucking thing.

But then there was the stuff that did change, and that’ sthe stuff | don’t got the right wordsfor. All | knew
about the obligation d' ame, the binding-by-forms, waswhat I’ d learned from stories, and stories didn’t
help. Stories didn’t talk about what it was like to be bound by the obligation d’ ame. They just talked
about why you shouldn't do it, and fuck | knew that part already.

So the gtories didn’'t give me words for the way my heartbeat seemed to have picked up an echo, or the
way |I"'d find mysdlf looking a Felix dl thetime, even when | didn’t mean to be. The storiesdidn’t tell me
what to call it when Felix told me to do something, and | could fed it like afucking lead weight in my
head. The Storiesdidn’t tell me about the dreams.

Now, don’t get me wrong. Compared to the nightmares |’ d been having, these were nothing, and | knew
it. But they were spooky. And it wasn't nothing as Smple as me dreaming about Felix or dreaming

Fdix’ sdreams or anything like that where | could' ve explained it. It wasjust that no matter what | was
dreaming about, there wasthiskind of muttering al throughit. It was Felix’ svoice, but no matter how
hard | listened | could never make out the words.

Spooked meright the fuck out, let metdll you.

I’d dready given Felix al the power over me he was ever going to need, and | figured whatever the fuck
wasredly causing those dreams, | could take them as areminder not to give him more. So in the hotd a
coupledays ridefrom Méusine, when | shoved my handsin my pockets and found Florian’ sl etter
again—I don’t even know how often I’ d done that since we' d sprung Gideon and them from
Aiala—and thought, Well?What are you going to do about this fucking thing?, it wasn't Felix | went to.

It was Mehitabd Parr.

We d been doing better with each other since Aiaia. Since she' d kissed me. And it wasn't nothing as
smple aswhat that soundslike, neither. It wasjudt... well, | don't know what it was, and that’ s the truth.
But I'd started to like her alittle, and | thought maybe she was sort of starting to like me back.

And | aso thought, because she hadn’t told nobody about her kissing me—not even Felix, who was way
more her friend than me and would' ve thought it was the world' s best fucking joke—she hadn't breathed
aword, and | thought | could maybe trust her to keep her mouth shut about this, too.

Atlesast, | hoped so.

Money wastight, but between Mavortian telling fortunes with his Sibylline cards—which apparently he'd
managed to hang on to by telling fortunesfor al the Aiaian guards, and, no, don't ask meto explain it
ether, cause | can’'t—and the Long Tiffany players who thought they were something specia, we were



doing good enough so as Miss Parr could have her own hotel room. Then Mavortian and Bernard shared
one, and me and Flix and Gideon shared one, dong of Gideon not wanting to be alone with Mavortian
and Bernard, and me not wanting to be alone with Felix—not that either of us ever cameright out and
said s0. And, | mean, not agreat arrangement, but at least | knew | could talk to Miss Parr in private.

| knocked on her door.
“Whoisit?'
“Me. Um, Mildmay.”

She opened the door. Her braids were hanging down her back, and the top buttons of her dresswere
undone.

“Oh, powers. I'm sorry. | didn’t mean to bother you.”
“Youaen't. What isit?’

“I wanted to ask... | mean, | need afavor.”

“Of course,” shesaid, likeit was obvious. “Comein.”

| was starting to fed redly stupid, but | went into her room, and then stood there like a half-wit dog while
she closed the door and sat down on the bed and looked at me. Then she smiled alittle, | guess‘ cause
she'd figured out | wasn't going nowhere without a push, and said, “What can | do for you?’

“I...1t..."7 | knew exactly what Felix would' ve said and bow he would' ve said it, too, the smug fuck. My
Kekropian'salittle rusty, and smile at her and hand it over. But | couldn’t do none of that. Couldn’t lie
and couldn’t act like it was no big ded and especialy couldn’'t amile.

“I won't biteyou,” she said, “unless you ask me nicely. What do you need?’
“I... | got thisletter.” | pulled it out of my pocket and kind of shoved it at her. “| can't...”
Shetook it, opened it. “ Read Kekropian,” shefinished for me, and | nodded.

She smoothed the letter out. “Gracious. | didn’t think there was aforcein thisworld that could drive
Florian Gauthy to write aletter more than two lineslong. Y ou have hidden depths, Messre Foxe.”

“Mildmay,” | said.

She looked up, and | fdlt like abug pinned to acard. “Only if you cal me Mehitabel.”
“What?’

“My name. Mehitabel. Or if you find that too cumbersome, | aso answer to Tabby.”
“I, um... okay. Mehitabd.”

“Much better. Mildmay.” And she smiled a me, bright as sunshine.

She fished her spectacles out of her skirt pocket, settled them on her nose, and started reading:

To Ker Mildmay Foxe, greetings. | amwriting to you to acknowledge that | amin your debt. You



saved my life, and although | don’t think | will ever see you again, | had to write and tell you that
| am fully sensible of the debt | owe you.

“I see Jeremias taught the boy nothing about prose style,” she said, and continued:

| wish there were something | could do for you in return, but Delila cannot think of anything.

Mehitabel looked a me over the tops of her spectacles. “That isn’'t aslimp an excuse asit sounds. Ddlila
istheonly oneinthat family with any senseat dl.”

“Powerd | didn’t think... | ain't... Florian don’t owe me nothing.”

“No?Youdid, ashe pointsout, save hislife.”

“Y eah, but—Kethe. That ain't why | did it, so he'd owe me or nothing.”

“I know that,” she said, “and | would wager Florian does, aswell. Shall we continue?’
“Yeah,” and fuck me sdewaysif | wasn't blushing again. “Please.”

She cleared her throat and read:

| also want to thank you for trying to save Ker Tantony. My mother says that Ker Tantony
deserved his death, and | ought not to be sorry for him, but he was my tutor, and I liked him, and |
know you would have saved himif you could.

“Kethe” | muttered. | figured my face was probably asred asmy hair by now.
“Horianisanidedis,” Mehitabd said.
“Awhat?’ | said and then winced.

But shetook it in stride. “ Someone who aways thinks the best of people. | fear in this case Keria Gauthy
comes nearer the truth.”

“Sounds like you didn’'t much carefor Ker Tantony,” | said, half-expecting to get my head snapped off
forit.

But shejust made aface. “No, | didn’t. But hewas very good in bed.”
“Oh,” and Kethe, Milly-Fox, can’t you say nothing better than that?
She gave me awicked grin. “Y ou don't think governesses should fornicate, Messire Foxe?’

“Mildmay,” | said, mostly on reflex. “And you ain't redly agoverness anyway, are you?’



“What makesyou say that?’ she said, dl light and good-humored but dso just alittle bit watchful.

“Dunno.” | did know, but | didn’t want to say it. There was the way she moved and the way she looked
at people and the way she’ d turned hersdlf into Nobbie Wainwright on the way to Aiaia. She' d been
playing agoverness when we met her, but that wasn't what she was.

She looked like she wasn't real happy with my answer, so | said quick, “Was the fucking worth the not
liking him?’

“It was better than not fucking at al. And there were advantages to having Jeremias Tantony asone' sally
in the Gauthy household. He was the sort of man who knew how to get what he wanted. | suppose you
could cal uskindred spirits.” And her smile got thin and kind of bitter.

“Y ou wouldn’t' ve taken Florian down into that maze,” | said, because it was true, and she blinked but
didn’'t say nothing, and then she just went back to the letter:

Ker Vilker saysthe Antiquarian Society is very excited about the labyrinth and are trying to
convince Father to endow a lecture in Ker Tantony’s memory.

“KeriaGauthy will never agreeto that,” Mehitabel said, mostly to hersdlf, then looked up and skewered
me before | was ready. “What was there between Ingvard and Felix?’

“Nothing,” | said, and after dl it was mostly thetruth. But | said it too late and not quite casua enough.
And she just gave methislook said as how she wasn't buying it, not even with afree pound of tea.

“I don’'t know,” | said, which was aso mostly true. “ Felix won't talk about it.” And that part at least was
true dl theway down.

Mehitabel just said, “Indeed,” inaway | didn’t much carefor, and read:

| am very well and do not want you to worry about me. | hope that you are well, too. | am sad
that | will probably never get to see you again.

“And he ssgnedit, Your friend, Florian Gauthy,” Mehitabe finished and handed me back the letter.
Shewatched mefold it and put it in my pocket. “Were you expecting bad news?’

“Um, no. Why?’

“Y ou seemed anxious. | thought maybe...” She shrugged.

“Just embarrassed,” | said before my mind could catch my mouth and get it to shut up.
“Embarrassed? Because you don't read Kekropian?’

“Can't redly read Marathine either,” | said, only it wasamumble, and | don’t know how she understood
me. It was nice of her not to pretend it was any big surprise. She just sort of nodded and said, “Wdll, I'm
happy | could help.” And then she gave me another one of her looks like a skewer. “Does Fdlix tease
you about that?’



“Only alittle” Keeper’d been way worse. She' d quit trying to teach me when it got obvious | wastoo
stupid to learn, but she never quit bitching about it.

“God, he can be insufferable. Why do you put up with it? Y ou don’'t have to, you know.”
“Don't hurt me none.”

“Areyou sure?’ she said, and before | could find an answer to that, shefollowed it up with an even
worse poser: “He did something to you that night in Farflung. What wasit?’

Powers and saints, | fucking near swallowed my tongue. She said, “I’ ve traveled with the pair of you all
the way across the Empire. | know something’ s changed, and | don't think it’sfor the better.”

| didn’t say nothing—Kethe, couldn’t' ve said nothing if she' d offered me a septagorgon—and she leaned
forward to touch my arm, amost the way you' d pat a skittish horse. “Y ou don’'t have to tell me anything,
butif | canhdp...”

“Itan’'t the sort of thing you can help with.”
Shefrowned at me, astern, teachery sort of look, and said, “ Did he hurt you?’

Well, how thefuck was | supposed to answer that? Yes, but | asked him to? | said, lameasa
three-legged cat, “No, he... hedidn’t do nothing to me.”

Y ou know, | wouldn'’t' ve bothered giving that an answer either. Shejust looked at me and next thing |
knew, | was saying, “It’ s called the obligation d’ame, but it' s okay. Redlly. It was my idea.”

“I'm sorry. What was your idea?’

“The obligation d'ame.” | said it dower that time, and she understood me.
“That doesn't sound like anything terribly pleasant.”

“Itain’t so bad, and it was the only thing we could do, anyway.”

“The only thing you could do. Why?’

“| can'texplanit.”

“Then you had no businessdoing it.”

“It' sagpdl, okay? And it binds ustogether. He protectsme, and ... servehim.” | dmost couldn’t get it
out, but there was no sense trying to dressit up pretty. There' sareason the old word for the guy on my
sdeof thebargainis esclavin. Save.

“Protect you? From what?’
“Consequences,” | said.
Felix

Gideon and | were discussing divination again when Mehitabel found us, her expresson not merely
stormy, but wrathful enough that | haf expected to be hit by abolt of lightning.

“KeriaPar,” | said, not best pleased to be interrupted. “What may we do for you?’



“Tell me” shesad, “about the obligation d' ame.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“| asked Mildmay what you' d doneto him, and hetold me.” She folded her arms and gave me an openly
implacableglare.

“Oh,” | said usdedy.
“So ‘fessup, sunshine. What isit exactly that you did?’
“Nothing hedidn’'t ask meto,” | said and hated the sullenness | heard in my own voice.

“That’ swhat he said, and | believe him. But just because he asked you to do it doesn’'t mean it wasa
good idea.”

“I know thet! But he didn’t leave me much choice.”

“No?’

Damn her for sounding so skeptical. Damn her for knowing me so well, so quickly.
“Hesad it was either that or watch him die.”

“A dringent ultimatum, to be sure” And | damned her again for saying it exactly theway | would have if
our positions had been reversed.

“Hewouldn’'t leavel” And | redized only after I'd said it that | was on my feet and shouting.
Mehitabel Parr didn’'t even blink. “And what does that mean?’

| sat down, folded my hands tiffly. “I can't tell you Mildmay’ s secrets. But he said he would not leave
me, and thisisthe only way he can stay with me without the risk—the near certainty of death.”

“God, he just handed himsdlf to you on aplatter, didn’'t he?” Her tone was exhausted, disgusted, deeply
cynicd. “You' regoing to et him alive and never even notice.”

e
“lsn’'t that what this* obligation” does? Because that’ s certainly what it sounded liketo me.”
“I wouldn't—"

“Y es, you would.”

“I"'mdoing the best | can,” | said and forced my hands to unclench from around each other.

“Then wewill have to hope your best is good enough.” She pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed.
“Good night, gentlemen,” and she was gone before | could muster a counterattack, leaving me aonewith
Gideon.

He regarded me thoughtfully for some moments before saying, :1sn't the obligation d' &me gross heresy?.
1] Ya”

‘Then how—:



“At themoment,” | said and gave him amirthless smile, “I am not awizard of the Mirador. They stripped
me of my rank and privileges directly after the Virtu was broken. Thus | am not bound to follow their
laws, and, moreover, we are not in their jurisdiction. The act of casting the obligation d'ameis heresy, but
they can’t prosecute mefor it. And if they want the Virtu mended—and | can guarantee that they
do—they’ Il have to accept the fact of it.”

'Y ou seem awfully certain.:

“I wasamember of the Curiafor fiveyears. | am certain.”

‘Isthat why you did it

“What?’ | said, dthough we both knew I’ d understood him perfectly.

'Y ou have every right to be... angry at what they did to you. And this seemsto me avery cunning piece
of blackmail. He did murder the Witchfinder Extraordinary, after dl..

| was assailed by a sudden burst of memory, like the punishing cacophony of afireworks explosion.
Mildmay, his eyeswide and hisface white with pain, surrounded by aroiling, writhing cloud of black
briars. The Mirador’s curse. The curse that had lamed him. “Yes, | know,” | said, and Gideon looked up
sharply, hearing the waver in my voice.

Fix?

“I'madl right,” 1 said dthough my voice was no steedier.

‘What' swrong?. He leaned across the table to touch my hand. | looked at the delicate bones of his
fingers, the sdlowness of hisskin, the contrast against my own palor and the brightness of my tattoos.

Hejerked back asif I’d burned him just with my gaze. :I’'m sorry. | didn’t think...:

| looked at him and discovered in hisface something that, in retrospect, | knew | should have expected
tofind.

“Gideon?’ | said.
Heflushed amiserablered. :Truly, | am sorry. | didn’t mean...:

It was s0 easy to reach across the table, to tilt his chin up with one finger. So easy to read the desire and
fear and embarrassment in hiseyes. So easy to smile, to see hisfacelight up in return, to lean acrossthe
table and kisshim.

For amoment he seemed petrified, and then hislips parted eagerly againgt mine, and | fdlt the soft, shy
touch of hisfingerssiroking my hair.

| broke the kiss, leaning back, and was pleased when he neither protested nor attempted to claim the
initiative. He merely looked at me, hiswide eyes dark as night, and | could see that he was breathing a
little faster than he had been. | knew, without having to ask, or even wonder, that he would be a
compliant, submissive lover, as eager to please in bed as he was intransigent normally. He would not try
to take before | was prepared to give, would not crowd me as Ingvard had done.

| smiled a him again, putting every ounce of charm | had into it, and said, “ Shdl we find somewhere
more private?’

Helooked away, clearly ashamed of his own reaction, but nodded.



“Good. Wait hereamoment.” | had no fear that | would be disobeyed.

Mildmay wasin our room, lying staring at the ceiling with his hands interlaced behind his head.
“Out,” | said.

He sat up. “Sorry?’

“Out. Go tell Mehitabd some more of your life gory if you want.”

“Oh, powers. Shedidn’t—"

“Yes, shedid, and right now | don’'t want to discussit with either her or you. Out. I'll tell you when you
can come back.” And it took only afeatherlight touch on the obligation d' &meto convince him | meant it.
Hefled—for dl hisdour stone face, he wasridiculoudy easy to hurt—and | went to fetch Gideon,
knowing | was being crud and in that moment not caring.

Gideon waswaiting, anxiety clear in the stiffness of his posture and the frown line between hiseyes.
“Comeon,” | said. “Our roomisfree”

He stood up, sill anxious. :Mildmay?.
“Takingawak,” | said and smiled at him reassuringly. “Wewon't be interrupted.”
He colored and looked away. :I’'m sorry. It has been along time since I’ ve had any part in thissort of ...

“Exploit,” | suggested and got asmal smile. “Look—don’t worry. And don't apologize, ether. Just
cometo bed.”

It was acaculated risk, and it paid off splendidly. He seemed stunned momentarily, but then his
answering smiletransformed him nearly into the beautiful boy he must once have been, and he came
willingly around the table and into my arms.

| kissed him quickly, as apromise, then guided him to the bedroom, where | shut and locked the door
behind us. For once, | did not need eaborate explanations or persuasions to convince my lover to blow
out the candles, Gideon, an easy fifteen years my senior, was no more eager to be seen in good light than
| was.

We undressed in the dark, and when | touched him, he was shivering.

“What? What' s the matter?’

:Nothing.: A shaky, soundless not-quite laugh, :1t's just—it has been a very long time::
| answered him mind-to-mind, as he had to speak to me. :We don’'t have to—:

:No!: With unexpected force, and his hands were gripping minetightly. :I’ ve wanted you quite
desperately sincethefirgt timel saw you, but | never believed, never imagined... I'm not going to back
avay now.:

| had more power over him even than | had thought—and | had an unwel come memory of Mehitabel
saying, He just handed himself to you on a platter, didn’t he?| pushed it away. Gideon had been
there, too. Gideon had heard Mehitabdl’ s scathing indictment of my character, and the fact that he was
herewith me now...



| bent my head and kissed him carefully, lingeringly. He was as responsive as he had been before, and
when my tongue dipped into his mouth, into that emptinessthe Aiaians had created, he made anoise
deep in histhroat that was haf gasp, half sob, and his hands came up to clutch at my shoulders so tightly
| was afraid he would |eave bruises.

| guided him backwards to find the bed, pushed him down gently. He went willingly; the only protest he
made was when | moved my mouth away from his, and that was more of asob. :Please.:

‘Please, what?. | asked, teasing, testing.
:Please.: His hands found my face, and he dragged me down into another kiss, his mouth open, begging.

| gave him my tongue again; we kissed fiercely, languoroudy, while my hands explored hisbody, dl ribs
and hipbones under dense curly hair. His erection was dready hard with need when my fingersfound it.
A few strokes had his hipsrocking, and then | plunged my tongue into his mouth and tightened my grip,

and his climax arched him off the bed like abow. He had not been lying when he said it had been along
time

| kissed him through the aftermath, and he clung to me with mouth and hands. He might have been crying;
inthe darkness | could not tell, and | did not care to know. | could leave him some privacy, some
remnant of pride.

After awhile, he said, hisvoice dry and cam, asif by force of will he could deny hisbody’ s abject
capitulation to my contral, :I believe the correct expressionis, * Turnabout isfair play.” What do you want
meto do?.

'Y ou know what | want,: | said, letting my fingers dip between histhighs.
'Yes.: A shiver, quickly repressed.
'You don't haveto,: | said, asmy fingerstraced adow path aong scrotum and perineum.

‘I want to,: he said stubbornly and then made atiny, needy moan as my fingers found and caressed what
they sought.

:Perhaps you do, at that,: | said and let him hear my amusement. :Roll over.:

Hedid, till obedient, and | left the bed briefly to find the herbd oil that Mildmay used to keep the
scarred skin of hisleg pliant. I’ d observed weeks ago that it was well suited to other functions, but had
not expected to have the chanceto proveit.

| lay down beside Gideon again and said doud, possibly more for my benefit than his, “If you tell meto
gop, | will.”

Gideon made no reply. | uncorked the oil and began to make my preparations, trying not to pretend that
thiswas Mildmay’ s body beneath my hands, Mildmay’ s back arching with pleasure, Mildmay’ s breath
catching in that little Sgh. Gideon’ s body, half-starved and middle-aged, was nothing like Mildmay's,
there was no difficulty except in my own usdless desire for what | could not have.

And Gideon was beautifully responsive, ddighted, coming to this pleasure almost like asurprised virgin.
:Has no one ever bothered to make this good for you before?: | asked.

:‘Not like this,: he said and moaned—a soft noise, but the loudest | had heard him make since we had met



aganin lip.

| thought of Malkar, who aways preferred sex to be accompanied by pain—mine, not his. And | thought
of Shannon, and even of some of the patrons of the Shining Tiger, who had cared enough to go about this
activity properly. And | wasfindly ableto forget Mildmay in my desireto give Gideon plessure. He

climaxed again before | was done, and from the stunned undertones to his postcoital comments, | could
tell that not only had he not expected to, he hadn’t believed it was possible.

Maybe that was something | could do, | thought, kissing Gideon one last time before | got up to find
Mildmay and tell him he could cometo bed. | could give him pleasurein return for everything | took.

Mildmay

Before you ask, yeah, | knew what they’ d been doing. | would' ve had to be deaf and blind to missiit.
And I know what sex smellslike.

Poor Gideon couldn’t even look mein the eye. | wanted to tell him it Was okay—I knew how he felt
about Felix, and it had only ever been amatter of time before Felix figured it out. And it wasn't like | had
any problem with the two of them fucking if that was what they wanted to do. But | couldn’t think of a
way to say it that wouldn't embarrass the fuck out of both of us and make everything about a septad
timesworse. So | just pretended not to notice as best | could and hoped that was what Felix wanted. |
couldn’t tell, and he wasn't giving me nothing.

Of course, he wasn't giving nobody nothing the next couple of days. He was pissed off at me and pissed
off a Mehitabel, and the closer we got to Méusine, the more like a Cabaline he acted. If we' d runinto
trouble crossing from Kekropia to Marathat—which we didn’ t—we could’ ve sailed through on his brass
done.

There sthisold law on the books in Mé8usine about the ways hocuses can and can’t enter the city. They
have to declare themsalves a whatever gate they come in through—no sneaking around not telling the
Mirador they’ re back—and they have to come up the city openly. “No more gloves,” Felix said, and |
redlly think he would' ve burned hisif me and Gideon hadn’t convinced him to put them in achurch
donation box instead. He put hisrings on like he was daring somebody to try and stop him.

The law don’'t say nothing about how the hocuses travel, but Felix told me therewas atradition in the
Mirador that you didn’'t walk unless you were in somekind of serioustrouble. And he said, with asmile
that scared the shit out of me, that he might be in that sort of trouble, but he wasn’t about to admit he
knew it. | didn't like to ask how much of the trouble was my faullt.

So we hired horses from one of the livery stables along the Road of Chacedony, out past Chal cedony
Gate where it was gtarting to settle down to be just aroad again. The ostler who came out to see what
we wanted did a pantomime-perfect double take at Felix’ stattoos, ssammered, gulped, turned three
different shades of red, and bolted like arabbit to find the head ostler.

And | knew | wasback in Mélusine.

We d dl done the best we could with clothes, athough the secondhand shopsin Julip and Farflung and
Wassail were nothing to get excited about, especidly compared to what you could find in the Engmond's
Tor Chegps, and that was another thing Felix was biting everybody’ s head off over. He had some kind of
picturein his head about how he wanted us al to look—Felix Harrowgate Entering the City done by
one of theflash paintersin the Mirador if | had to guess—and it was driving him absolutely batfuck that
he couldn’t haveit. | mean, everybody was decent, but we were dl shabby and out-of-date and riding
job-horses to boot.



And he was especialy pissed off a me, riding up to Chacedony Gate, because | was wearing black and
he couldn’t honestly tell me | shouldn’t. No matter how much he wanted to.

| said ashow the old stories weren't much usein dedling with the binding-by-forms, and they weren't.
But one thing they were redl clear about was that the annemer haf of the thing, namely me, dressed in
black. I think it was mostly meant to be instead of livery, so people would know they weren't degling
with an ordinary servant, but that’ s redlly just aguess. For dl | could tell, it had some sort of important
magica meaning, and anyway it was about the only fucking thing I knew about how | was supposed to
behave.

So I'd sorted out plain black trousers and a plain, high-collared black coat, a plain black waistcoat and a
plainer than plain unbleached linen shirt to wear under it, and black stockings with some serioudy lumpy
darnsand apair of black boots that were probably a septad older than me. And Mehitabel got into the
spirit of the thing and found me ablack ribbon so | could queue my hair back like agentleman.

Kethe, thekids| grew up with would' ve been laughing so hard they puked.

Felix just about had afit. But he couldn’t argue with the part where it was what | was supposed to be
wearing, and that pissed him off worse than anything ese.

Of course, | don't know why he bothered getting so worked up over it. The guards at Chalcedony Gate
weren't looking at nothing but him and his tattoos and his spooky skew eyes. They knew who hewas.
You could seeit asloud asif they’d said it. | laid a private bet with mysdlf that they’ d be sending aboy
up to the Mirador as hard as he could run. If he wasfast and smart, he’ d be there well before we were,
and the Mirador would have time to decide what they wanted to do about it.

That wasn't no nice thought, and | wished | hadn’t had it.

I’d been trying dl that morning not to look at the Mirador, but we came through Chal cedony Gate and it
just hit me right between the eyeslike afucking crowbar. | don't know if | can explain how it was. |
mean, | don't like the Mirador. They burned my friend Zephyr, and there ain’t been asinglething in my
lifethat’ s been better for the Mirador being apart of it. But then the Mirador sure asfuck beatsthe
dternative, that being the Bastion and the Empire and being ruled by greedy fuckerslike the Duke of
Aiaa. The Bastion would' ve burned Zephyr just like the Mirador, only they would' ve taken al day about
it.

And the Mirador itsef—the fortress, | mean, with itstowers and walls and banners and gates. It was

just there. It had always been there. For me and for everyone | knew and their parents and their parents
parents, al theway back farther than | could count, maybe farther than | could evenimagine. | could
remember staring at it when | was alittle kid, trying to make out the pictures on the banners and bugging
the shit out of Nikah to tell me what they al meant. And the Mirador looked the same then asit looked in
pictures from ten Great Septads ago, and the same as it looked ten indictions later when | was going up
the city to kill Cerberus Cresset, the Witchfinder Extraordinary.

But that wasn't how it looked now.

It was like the difference between an ugly old man and his corpse a decad and a half later when the
resurrectionists dig it up.

And | don't got the words to explain how fucking wrong it was, seeing the Mirador like that, dl
scorched and sooty, and with its roofs ill only half-mended because, powers, it had fucking acres of
roofsand | didn’t like to think about how many daysin theindiction the rooferswouldn’'t be ableto go
up, even with the best will in the world.



And | knew it was my imagination, but | felt like there was fill smoke hanging over the city, like | would
dtill taste ashesif | breathed too deep.

| kept on following Felix, because that was what | did now. But no matter how hard | tried, | couldn’t
stop staring at the Mirador, and even when | managed to drag my head around to look at something else,
| couldn’t stop fucking seeing it. So | was only sort of noticing al the people coming to gawk at us,
thieves and citizens and peddlers like abunch of fucking pigeons, and | hoped there was a thief-keeper
or two out there with the sense the powers gave a pineagpple, because it seemed like somebody should
be getting some good out of this.

| hate being stared &, as| may have mentioned, and athough mostly people were gaping at Felix—and
he could not have been happier—I was riding right next to him and | had the matching hair and everything
and | should have gone out and got my stupid self eaten by aghoul before | let Mavortian nag meinto
stripping the dye out. Although at least nobody who' d known me knew my hair was red—except

Keeper and oh blessed saints and merciful powers please don’'t let Keeper bein this crowd—so |
supposed it meant people were less ligble to recognize me, and that would be just fucking fine.

And | went right on supposing it until Rindleshin shouted my name.

Wewere dmost out of the Lower City by then. Not close enough that I’ d relaxed or nothing—although
honestly I"d pretty much given up on raxing anytime this side of the end of the world—but far enough
up the city that the only person | was even alittle bit expecting to hear was Cardenio, and that was
modily just wishing.

Soat first | didn't even recognize the voice. | just turned and saw him and felt my lungs cramp up in my
chest likeI” d been punched.

| reckoned it up later, and it must’ ve been one indiction and two-thirds of another since him and his pack
chased me from the Corandinato Ver-Istenna s. And whatever they’ d been doing since then, it hadn’t
been no fun and hadn’t paid for shit, neither.

Rindleshin looked crazy. Skinny and dirty and sick, but mostly just crazy. Thekind of crazy you can
smell. He looked like those guys who stand on street cornersin Engmond’ s Tor and Dragonteeth and

shout at people passing by.
And right now he was shouting at me.

| could see acouple of his pack members behind him, and the guy must’ ve had something going for him
because fuck those kids wereloyal. They didn’t know how to stop him, because you could tell, clear as
daylight, they would veif they did. They were only barely past their second septad, and they looked
shit-scared. | didn’t blame ‘em. They couldn’t’ ve seen this coming any morethan | had.

Rindleshin’ d ebowed hisway to the front of the crowd. He was still shouting and people were getting the
fuck out of hisway. Didn’'t blame them, neither. | was getting some words out of hisyelling, “death” and
“firg’ and “hungry” and “motherfucker,” enough to know that, yeah, Rindleshin and his pack had pretty
much been fucked over thelast indiction and a half, and what had him pissed off right now aswell as
crazy was melooking mostly okay and like I’ d had a bath anytimein the last three months.

| wanted to lie down in the road and howl like adog. Either that or smack Rindleshin upside the head
and tdll him to just fucking forget about me. | was not the fucking problem, and even crazy asadrunk
flea, | thought he knew that. But al | could do wastry to keep my horse collected—it didn't like
Rindleshin, and | couldn’t blame it, either—and pray kind of hopelesdy for some way out of thisfucking
mess that wasn't me bleeding al over the Road of Chacedony. And wondering how many other peoplel



knew werein thiskind of shape. How many people | knew had died.

Rindleshin was out in the road now, hisknifein hishand, and if it’d been athrowing knife, | would' ve
been dead adready because | couldn’t get my brainsto work, couldn’t get past how Rindleshin looked
and the kids behind him and dl the people dong the road and the fucking Mirador up therelikethe
world’ sworst wart, and | was so fucking sorry even though it wasn't my fault, and there was nothing |
could do, and Rindleshin was shouting a meto get down off my fucking horse and face him, face him like
afucking man, and let’ s settlethis, you fuck, right now, let’'s seewho' sredlly got the fucking balls—

Fedlix nudged his horse sideways, flash as could be, so he was between me and Rindleshin, and sad, “I
must ask you to leave my brother done, or you will not like the consequences.”

Kethe, never mind lying down or screaming or nothing. Right then | wanted to die. A nice plain apoplexy
would do mejust fine. Rindleshin was staring at Felix and staring at me, and then staring at Felix some
more. And he wasn't the only one, neither. Eyes asbig as bell-whedsal up and down the fucking road,
and if thishadn’t spread from one end of the Lower City to the other by the septad-night, I'd eat Fdlix’s
waistcoat, brass buttonsand all.

Fuck me sdeways, | thought in pure despair, and Rindleshin snarled at me like adog and said, “Hiding
behind a hocus now, Mildmay? Hope you' re proud of yourself.” Anybody e se—anybody who wasn't
completely crazy, | mean—would' ve backed off then. Made another couple cheap sneers, talked big,
but, you know, got themselves the fuck off the road and into the crowd quick as they could without
looking yellow. But Rindleshin, being—like | said—stark barking batfuck, ducked around Felix’ shorse
and made alunge a mewith hisfucking knife,

My horse, not being afool, shied away pretty hard, and | was busy not getting dumped on my ass, never
mind something fancy like reaching for the knifein my boot. But al the same, | saw what happened next.

Felix had turned, keeping his good eye on Rindleshin, and what happened was, he said something, just a
word or two under his breath, and made thistiny nothing of agesture with hisleft hand.

And Rindleshin screamed and dropped the knife.
Which hit the ground and lay there, the wooden hilt smoking alittle and the blade glowing red.
And Fdix sad, mild asmild, “I did warnyou.”

Rindleshin screamed again and kind of staggered past me and into the crowd on the other Sde of the
road. His pack kids gave each other this oh-powers-we' re-so-fucked look and bolted after him.

| got my horse under control again and said to Felix, more or less under my breath, “ Thought that was
mw.”

The others bunched up with usintimeto hear him say, “I cast aspdl on theknife. It wasentirdly up to
him whether helet go of it or not.”

“Casuigtry,” Mavortian said. Whichwasaword | didn’t know, but | figured | had a pretty good guess
what it meant.

And dl the more so when Fdlix gave him asmile fake asagilt gorgon and said, “Nature of the beast, my
dear Mavortian.” Then he clucked at hishorse, cool asif there weren't Kethe knows how many people
watching, and started on up the road to the Mirador.

| followed him because there was't afucking other thing in the world | could do. Between us, me and



him, we' d seen to that.
Fdix

| remembered the last time I’ d been on thisroad, after Malkar had broken the Virtu, remembered being
led dong it on arope like awild animal. Probably, some of these same people had been watching then,
jeering and shrieking and throwing things. They would have torn me gpart limb from limb if Stephen had
let them, and | could till taste their hatred, thick and cloying in the back of my throat.

It was arelief to be able to release some of that anger, even if it was only on awretched cregture like the
boy who accosted Mildmay. It did not entirely exorcize my urge to burn the wholefilthy gawking mob of
them to ashes where they stood, but it made it possible to bear. Made it possible to keep my back
straight and my expression pleasant, to behave like awizard of the Mirador instead of the Pharaohlight
whore | once had been.

| was aware of the others behind me, aware particularly of Mildmay in his self-decreed black, hisface
white and set and as expressive as ablock of stone. | would have to ask him later about the boy who
hated him, ask him about the history that |ay between them. | knew so little about him; my long madness
had given metrust but not knowledge.

We were approaching the Mirador: Livergate, where Mildmay had expected to be hanged and where |
would be burned if | was not careful. | wondered what they would do to Mildmay then and thought
bitterly that Mehitabel was right about me. Only the vilest and most egregious kind of selfishness could
have made me agree to anything that would bring Mildmay within the Mirador’ s reach. The spikes above
Livergate were acrud reminder that hislife now depended on mine, and it was by no means aforegone
conclusion that | would live to see sunset tomorrow.

| did not know either of the guards on duty at the gate, which | decided to take as an auspicious sign. |
was not ready to find out if those among the Protectorate Guard who had once been my friends were
friends till, or foes—or even dive. These two were young, barely more than boysfor al their hard
expressions and long mustaches. | amiled at them and said, “My nameis Felix Harrowgate. | seek an
audience with the Lord Protector.”

They were too young to be able to keep the surprise off their faces. They, like the guards at Chal cedony
Gate, knew who | was—I wastoo easily described for it ever to be wise for me to assume
otherwise—and they had obvioudy expected meto claim honors| no longer had any right to. That, they
were prepared to ded with. Simple and relatively honest politeness|eft them baffled.

| smiled even more brilliantly and waited for them to find a course of action.

After along, pardyzed moment, one of them said, “Yes, m’lord,” only to jump quite visibly when his
colleague’ s booted foot swung into hisankle. “I mean, yes, Mr. Harrowgate. And who are these people
with you?’

| said, with bland disregard for the guards’ widening eyes, “Mehitabel Parr, late of Klepsydra; Mavortian
von Heber, awizard of the Fressandran school, and his man-at-arms, Bernard Heber; Gideon Thraxios,
awizard of the Bastion granted asylum by the Curia; my brother, Mildmay Foxe.” By the gtrict etiquette
obtaining formerly to the obligation d'ame, | ought not to have introduced Mildmay at dl; that, however,
would involve mein explanations | had no desire to make, and in any event | was, in the old parlance, the
obligataire. To afairly large extent, the rules were what | chose to make them.

The guards gave each other an gppalled look, and the same one, either braver or more foolhardy than his
fellow—or smply more keenly aware that this tableau vivant had to be ended somehow—said, “ Thank



you, sir. | will go ask the Lord Protector hiswishesin this matter.”

To have methrown in the Sim in asack, no doubt. But | curbed my tongue, and the remaining guard and
I, and those arrayed behind me, waited in silence to learn Lord Stephen’s pleasure.

Thefiacre drivers gaped at us asthey drove past, but not more so than their passengers.

| had not replaced the watch that Shannon had given me and that | had lost somehow in the year of my
madness; | would have scorned to consult it in any event. Makar had taught me to play waiting games
and to disregard the amount of time spent in waiting. It might have been anywhere from five minutesto
half an hour before the first guard returned and bowed rather siffly, saying, “Hislordship will seeyou.”

“Thank you,” | said and dismounted. The others copied me, and we led our horses benegth the grim lintel
of Livergate.

And it wasonly by the grace of the powers| did not believeinthat | did not immediately ssumble and fall
to my knees. There was asound in my head, asong. But | heard it, not with my ears, nor even with my
mind as| heard Gideon'svoice. | heard it with my blood, with my bones, with the magic that lay coiled
within me like anest of half-deeping dragons. | heard it with the remnants of my madnessthat not even dll
the wisdom and care of the celebrants of the Gardens of Nephele had been able to eradicate, and it was
through my madnessthat | recognized that mournful, broken little melody: the sound of the Virtu singing
toitsdf.

My face must have been ghastly, for Mildmay caught my arm and said, “Y ou okay?’ in atone of sharp
concern.

“Fine,” | managed, then took a deep breath and straightened, shaking him off. Now was not the moment
to admit weskness. “I'm dl right.”

We both knew hedidn’t believe mefor an ingtant, but helet it go, let me go, followed me unprotesting
into the courtyard behind Livergate, where grooms flocked to take our horses, and Vida Eoline was
waiting.

Tall, beautiful, imperturbably soignée, Vida had come to the Mirador from the far southern idands, as her
ebony skin and maachite-green eyes attested. Her coldly, ruthlesdy rationd intellect meant that sheand |
had often been dlies, less often friends. | did not think, looking at the grim set of her features, that we
were friends now.

“Fdix,” shesad.

“Lady Vida,” | said and bowed deeply enough to be mocking.

Her lipsthinned. “ Y our gall never ceasesto amaze me. Why are you here?’
“To speak to Stephen. Did that nice young man not say o7’

“Don’'t play games. Why are you here?’

| smiled at her. “To mend the Virtu.”

It threw her, the only thing I could have said that would. A declaration of undying love would not have
fazed her in the dightest; she would have known | did not mean it. This, she knew | meant.

She gave me a searching, dmost anxiouslook. “Do you redly think you can?’



“Yes” | said with aconfidencel did not entirely fed. If | wasgoing to fail, it was not going to be before |
even got within sight of the Virtu.

She stared a me amoment longer and then nodded; we were dlies again. “ Follow me.”
| gathered the others with alook, and we followed Vidainto the Mirador.
Mildmay

Kethe. Like being stuck in afucking nightmare. | mean, | was in the Mirador. The only other timel’d
been in the Mirador, it wasto kill Cerberus Cresset. And | kept thinking about Zephyr. He d died just
outsde Livergate, burning, screaming, choking on his own fucking ashesif you want to get morbid about
it, which—I wasthere, s0, yesah, | guess| kind of do. And | felt like | should've let them hang me or send
me to the sanguette—they don’t burn annemer, which isa pretty small fucking favor if you ask
me—before | camein here, but | hadn’t wanted to dieand | till didn’t want to die, and somehow that
meant | d ended up in the Mirador.

It' sastrange fucking world, and mostly the joke' son us.

So | stuck to Feix like aleech, and we followed the black-skinned lady hocus through a maze of
halwayslike I’ d never seenin my life. Even the Arcane had nothing on this shit, and | kept trying not to
think about the maze in Klepsydra and not doing real well at it. And once it occurred to me how easy it
would be for somebody to ambush us and stuff our bodiesin one of them little rooms that nobody went
into from one septad to the next, | couldn’t stop thinking about that, ether.

And Felix just kind of sauntered along like he owned the place, and even though | knew it was an act, it
gtill made me want to smack him. And | guessed from the looks she kept giving him that the lady hocus
fdt thesame.

And then the hallways kind of shook themsalves straight around us, and we were coming up on apair of
huge fucking doors, and | had to swallow hard because | knew where we were. | knew what those
doorswere, and where they were from, and how many people had died to get them here. And | knew
what was behind them wasthe Hall of the Chimeras, and if it’d been an option, | probably would have
fainted dead away then and there.

But it wasn't an option, so | kept dogging Felix. Welcometo therest of your life, Milly-Fox.

Fdix told the othersto stay in the back, unlessthey had particular business they wanted to bring up with
the Lord Protector, which none of them did. Then he gave me akind of come-along jerk of the head,
and | followed him down the Hdll of the Chimeras.

There are paintings of the Hall of the Chimeras. So | knew what it looked like. | knew about the
ten-septad-foot vault, and the banners, and the chimeraslaid in thefloor. | knew about the dais down at
the end of the hall and Lord Michagl’s Chair on it and the Virtu. But the paintings, well, they were just
paint on canvas or plaster or what have you. They didn’t do athing to show how it redlly was. They
missed out on dl the redlly important stuff, like how our feet echoed, or how dl the flashies and hocuses
stood and stared at Felix so | couldn’t decide if they were cats staring a a mouse or mice staring at a cat.
And the paintings particularly missed out on how fucking dark it was and how heavy the dark was
pressing down out of all that space. It took areal effort to kegp my shoulders straight. And powers and
saints, the Virtu was just smashed to hits.

Felix did that, | thought. | couldn’t get my head around it. | mean, it wasn't that | didn’t know hewasa
hocus, and it wasn’t that | didn’t know he was powerful. But the Virtu was the Virtu. Was supposed to



bethe Virtu. Not thisugly, spiky lump of glass. And theideathat Felix had done it—Kethe, | thought, |
should be scared out of my mind just to be standing next to him.

But | looked at him sideways, and oh shit he had that look in his eyes again, the one that said as how he
saw achance to cause trouble and wasjust loving the fuck out of it, and | was so pissed off | couldn’t be
scared. Leastways, not of him.

What | was scared of was the guy on the dai's, Sitting there watching us get closer with alook on hisface
fit to curdle milk. I'd only ever seen Lord Stephen Teverius close-to once before, and that had beenin
the middle of trying to get the fuck away from him. He was abig guy, bull-necked. Looked alittle like
something carved out of redlly hard stone by somebody who wasn't much good at it. And then you got a
look at his eyes, and none of the rest of it mattered. Gray eyes, cold and hard, kind of like being stabbed.
| couldn’t bresthe the whole time he was looking a me, even though | knew he was redlly thinking about
Felix. And when Lord Stephen looked at Fdlix, | did, too, and Felix had thislittle smirk on hisface that |
would' ve counted as grounds for murder. | remembered, from a couple indictions and what felt like three
lifetimes ago, the gossip about him and L ord Stephen hating each other, and | couldn’t help looking at
Lord Shannon.

Now, Felix had said, and said like he meant it, that it was over between the two of them. And I’d been
relieved that | wasn't going to have to figure out how to talk to the Golden Whelp, or even just how to be
in the same fucking room with him. | hadn’t thought about it much further than that. But the way Lord
Shannon was staring at Felix said as how he’ d never expected to see this Felix again, the one who had
al his shit together and was sharp enough to cut diamonds. Lord Shannon’d ditched the madman—and |
guessyou can't even blame him, redlly, dthough | can't forgive him for it, neither—but only on the
understanding that the hocus was't coming back.

And in anasty, petty sort of way, it even made me fed better to see that |ook on hisface and know there
was one person in the Hall of the Chimeraswho felt worse than | did. Nice, Milly-Fox. Redl fucking nice.

| remembered Lady Victoria, too, but there wasn't no more showing on her face than there was on Lord
Stephen’s. She waslooking at Fdlix like she' d never seen him beforein her life. And next to her onthe
daiswasaguy | didn't know, tall and skinny and near as pale as me, wearing ablack tabard worked in
scarlet and gold with Tibernia s leopards—his face perfectly blank, like he practiced that expression a
lot. So Vusantine had their clawsin Lord Stephen. No fucking wonder, and | figured they probably had
some fancy word they were using instead of “spy.”

Felix stopped alittle less than a septad-foot from the dais and bowed. And gave me a glance sideways,
s0 | bowed, too. Because the obligation d'ame said | shouldn’t unless he told meto. Felix hadn’t showed
any signs of wanting to bring that up with anybody, and | didn’t want to, neither. Fuck, did | not want to
haveto explain that. Or listen to Felix explain it, for that matter. So | bowed, and Lord Stephen ignored
me, and said to Fdlix, only just loud enough for Felix to hear him and not loud enough to carry to the rest
of the court, “I wasn't expecting to see you agan.”

“I know,” Felix said, just as quiet. “ But you should have known I’ d come back if | could.”

“Like abad centime. What are you doing here, Felix?’ He sounded tired and resigned and pissed off al
at once, and | had to wonder about the bad history between them, because from the sound therewas a
fuck of alot of it.

“| want to bereinstated,” Fdlix said.

“Andwe'redl very flattered, I'm sure,” Lord Stephen said. “ But considering what you did when you
were awizard of the Mirador, I'd really like to know why you think we ought to want you back.”



“I can mend the Virtu.”

Lord Stephen’s eyebrows went up. “ That' squiteaclaim.”

“I brokeit. Why shouldn’t | be ableto mend it?’

“Asl recdl, you said Malkar brokeit. Areyou changing your story?’

“No,” and | wanted to tell Felix not to snarl at the Lord Protector, but | didn’t dare open my mouth or
evenlook like | could hear what they were saying. “But it was my power. Besides, Makar would never
make you this offer, not if you threatened to have him burned.”

“I could have you burned,” Lord Stephen said, like he was thinking maybe it wasn't abad idea.
“Y ou could, but what good would it do?’
Lord Stephen bared histeeth. “It would be extremdy satisfying.”

“My lord, let me try firdt. If | can’t mend the Virtu, then you can go ahead and burn me with my good
wishes. I'll even light the pyre mysdlf. But give methis chancefirg.”

“Redemption, Felix? Somehow | hadn’t thought you' d care.”

“Cdl it what you want. But let me try. No one here can mend it, or you would have doneit aready. So
what do you haveto lose?’

“Don’'t ask methat question.” Lord Stephen glared at Fdlix, and Fdix lifted his chin and glared right
back.

And Lady Victoriasaid, cold asadead fish onice, “Y ou have to consult the Curiafirst, Stephen, no
meatter what your decision.”

“Powers, do you think | don’'t know that?’ The glare went from Felix to Lady Victoriawithout missng a
beat. “But it ismy decison, Vicky. I'mthe oneit falson.”

Fdix coughed dightly. Lord Stephen and Lady Victoriaignored him. “Y ou should at least ask the Curiaif
itispossble” Lady Victoriasaid. “For mysdf, | doubt it, but | do not know.”

“The Curiawon't know, either,” Felix said, and that got the glare back a himin ahurry.

“Enough!” Lord Stephen snapped. “All right. Clearly you' re going to hound me until | either let you do
what you want or have you killed.”

Felix bowed again, even deeper.

“I'll convene amesting of the Curia,” the Lord Protector said, looking and sounding like abaited bear.
“And don't think the threet to have you burned isan idle one.”

“My lord,” Felix murmured, “1 know itisnot.”
Felix

| had never imagined, when | was amember of the Curia, that there could be circumstances under which
| would be glad to see the L esser Coricopat again. But | could not pretend that the feeling of
homecoming was anything other than what it was.



| had told Mildmay to stay with the others and see about getting roomsfor them, and about getting my
old rooms back. He' d given me arather baleful look but hadn’t argued. Neither one of uswanted himin
this room with me now, and he knew it aswell as| did.

The Curiasat around that long oval of polished and carved cherry-wood, their hands folded, rings
gleaming, eyes hooded and watchful. | stood where any petitioner to the Curiawould stand, at the foot of
thetable. Unlike mogt petitioners, | had sufficient sangfroid to look Giancarlo inthe eye.

“Fdix Harrowgate,” he said, hisvoiceralling like thunder out of his chest. “I understand that you are
petitioning the Lord Protector for reinstatement as awizard of the Mirador.”

“Yes, my lord,” | said.
There was alittle murmur of shock and disgpprova around the table. Giancarlo and | ignored it.

“And | trust that you will understand,” he continued, “that the Curiafeds a certain amount of skepticism
about this proposed plan.”

“Yes, my lord,” | said, and athough there was nothing | could do about the blush | felt heating my face, |
would be damned if | dropped my gaze.

“Put plainly, Mr. Harrowgate, there are too many questions remaining unanswered from the
circumstances of your...” He hestated fractiondly.”Y our disbarment.”

“Yes, my lord.” And some of those questions were mine, but they were not questions that could be
posed here.

“We must have answers, Mr. Harrowgate, before we can contemplate your petition.”
“I understand, my lord.”

“We must have answers,” said Agnes Bellarmyn, whom | had always hated, “before we can decide
whether to carry through on your death sentence.”

“Oh, did you sentence meto death?’ | said, with my best tone of bright interest. “1’m afraid my memories
of my trid aren’'t too clear. Sincel wasmad a thetime.”

Asan admission of weakness, | hated it. Asaweapon, it worked admirably. Agnes s bosom swelled
with wrath, but | saw winces from some of the other wizards around the table—Istrid von Kulp,
Hamilcar Nashe, Lindsay Bethonius, wizards who had not made alifedlong hobby of opposing me. Agnes
was alost cause; it was these other wizards | had to convince.

“Y our sentence was suspended until such time as we could understand what you had done,” Giancarlo
sad. “A matter that isgill very much amystery, Mr. Harrowgate.”

“Itisntwhat | did,” | said. “It' swhat Makar used meto do.”

“Yes, that' syour story, isn't it?” Agnes, sneering, the mouthpiece as dwaysfor Robert of Hermione.
Robert was one of the people | had questionsfor, but it was just aswell he did not it on the Curia. |
might hate Agnes, but that was nothing compared to my loathing for Robert and hisfor me,

“Itisthetruth,” | said, keeping my voice quiet, cdm. “I can’'t hep it if it isn't what you want to hear.”

“All we have ever asked of you isthetruth,” Giancarlo said, perhaps atouch sadly. Giancarlo would
have liked to have been my mentor when | had first come to the Mirador, but that was something | had



only realized yearslater. At thetime, raw from Malkar’ steaching, scared to desth that | would betray
what he had taught me so carefully to concedl, | had seen Giancarlo only as another threat.

“I will tell you thetruth,” | said.
“Y ou had better,” muttered Johannes Hilliard, another of my foes.

“Lordsand ladies of the Curia,” | said, letting my voice open out, “ my purposein returning to the
Mirador issmple. | believe | can mend the Virtu. All | ask isthe chanceto try.”

It stunned them, asit had stunned Vida. It had not stunned Stephen only because he was annemer and
did not truly understand what the task entailed. And hard-minded Vicky had smply not believed me.

| dropped my voice again, said, “But | cannot touch the Virtu if | am not awizard of the Mirador, if my
oaths are not recognized. Please. Ak me your questions. Give me this chance to redeem mysdlf.”
Stephen’ sword, and a bitter shard of irony, but it was language even Agneswould understand. In truth,
to me, it was not amatter of my redemption; that was, so to spesk, past praying for. It was amatter of
restitution, but aso of rebelion: it was not what Makar would want.

Giancarlo wasthefirst to recover. He cleared histhroat, fussed with his papers, and said, “We believe
we understand, in broad outline at least, what Makar Gennadion did to the Virtu. What we do not
understand iswhat he did to you.”

| did not think | entirely hid my flinch. “I beg your pardon?’

“How was he able to put acompulsion on you?’ Marius Thatcher brokein. “How did he circumvent the
Vintu' s protections before he broke it?’

“Oh,” | said, and did not let my voice shake or become shrill with relief. If that was what they wanted to
know, | would not have to describe to them how Malkar used mein the destruction of the Virtu, how he
had raped me and driven me mad. Thiswas nothing by comparison, athough | knew that the person |
had been two years ago would not have thought so.

But then that person, poor silly fool, had thought he had escaped from Malkar for good.

| took adeep breath, said, “I was apprenticed to Ma kar when | was fourteen.” A statement asmuch lie
astruth, for | knew what these wizards would understand when | said the word “ apprentice” and it was
nothing, nothing like what Makar had made of me. “1 did not then understand the teachings of the
Cabal, so | did not understand that what he did was wrong.”

“Mr. Harrowgate, you are not on tria for heresy,” Giancarlo said. “All we ask isan explanation.”
“Yes, my lord. He... he cast spellson me’”

It was hard to say, partly because it was heresy, partly because Makar had taught me so brutally never
to speak of these matters, partly because what Malkar had done to me was not so different from what |
had done to Mildmay in Farflung. Not so different? In dl honesty, very much the same. And the wizards
al gasped and murmured, like startled doves. | could fed something dowly shredding itself within me at
how innocent they were, a how little of what Makar had done to me they would be able to
comprehend, even if | were able to describeit to them. | found that | did not want to hurt them by
showing them their own blindness; thiswas dl in the past, anyway, and it would do me no good to shock
themwithit.

“I don’t know what al of themwere,” | said, and that at least wastrue. Makar had not explained himsdlf



to me, and by thetime | had learned enough to put together what | remembered with what | had read, |
was much too afraid of himto ask. “And | thought | had rid myself of al of them before | took my oaths,
but...” | shrugged heplesdly. “It would seem that | waswrong.”

“Can you describe these spdllsin greater detail?” Giancarlo said, athough he sounded asif hewas
ashamed of himsdlf for pressng me.

| hesitated. “Not in any way that would be of help to you. Lord Giancarlo, if | knew how he had doneit,
| would tell you.”

“I believethat you would,” Giancarlo said. | felt dightly sick at the knowledge of my own deception, of
the obligation d' &me chaining me to Mildmay, but if | confessed it now, they would not reinstate me, and
| would not be able to mend the Virtu.

Malkar had taught me the vaue of only answering the question asked.

“Mr. Harrowgate,” said Lindsay Bethonius, “did Makar Gennadion habitualy commit heresy, to your
knowledge?’

“Hewas not Cabaline,” | said, “and he did not consider it heresy. But, yes.”

They muttered darkly to one another, and | bit the inside of my lower lip, hard, to keep from ether
ghrieking with laughter or giving them the catalogue of the spells Makar had cast on methat | could
identify—and cast in my turn.

“Mr. Harrowgate.” Lord Selewine, acontemporary of Giancarlo's, agentle, good-natured old man with
an enormous white mustache. “Do you truly believe you can, ah, restore the Virtu to itsformer state?”

“My lord, | believel can.”

“Which ismore than any of us can say,” Vidaremarked, speaking for thefirst time. She looked up and
down the table. “What do we haveto lose?’

“You can't beserious” Agnes, with dl the predictability of astriking clock.

“I'm deadly serious, Agnes” Vidasad. “If Fdix thinkshecan doiit, | think we should let him try.”
“We have no assurance that thisisn’'t some new trick of Gennadion’s,” Johannes Hilliard said.

“Y ou have my assurance,” | said, and he sneered back at me.

“Mr. Harrowgate hasless reason to love Makar Gennadion than any of us,” Giancarlo said. He heaved
his breath out in something between a sigh and an exasperated snort. “ At its Smplest the question is: do
we believe Fdix or not?If wedo, then Vidaisright. If wedon't...” He gave me adow, thoughtful ook
under his bushy eyebrows.

“If you don’'t, you might aswell carry out that death sentence,” | said. “Or exile meto the Myrian
Mountains. Y ou won't be ableto let me stay here.”

“Thank you, yes.” Giancarlo collected the other twelve wizards' attention without apparently moving a
muscle. “ Does anyone have any reasoned arguments againgt reingtating Felix Harrowgate as awizard of
the Mirador?’

He was abetter diplomat than |; he did not stress the word “reasoned.”



“How can we?’ said Johannes. “We haven't even had timeto think. And if you were expecting to have
him show up again, Giancarlo, then you must have known something | didn’t.”

“It isnot a complicated question, Johannes.”
“But one with very complicated consequences,” said Lord Selewine.

“The Virtuwon't get more broken if you alow the Curiamembers aday to consider,” Hamilcar Nashe
said reasonably, and my heart sank.

“That seemsfair,” Giancarlo said, and | did not say anything becauseit was fair, and my protestswould
serve only to aienate those members of the Curiawho were suspicious but not yet hotile.

| held my tongue and |ooked pleasant.

There were murmurings of agreement around the table, and when Giancarlo put it to avote, it passed
unanimoudy.

We would reconvene at two o’ clock the following afternoon, and until then, al | had to do was keep
from exploding with frustration and pent-up truth.

Mildmay
The Mirador’ s servants looked at melike | was atwo-headed carny freak.

It was the accent mostly—well, and the hair and the scar and meriding in at Felix Harrowgate stail and
al. They knew what | was, and | got to say | didn’t carefor it, being looked t like | was one of them big
Queensdock dley cats—the kind that mostly think people arejust redly big rats—dropped in the middle
of abunch of house cats. Like | had fleas and probably a septad really nasty diseases.

And those were the ones that would look at me at all.
| let Mehitabd do thetaking.

They looked at her alittle funny, too, but, | mean, aperfectly nice Kekropian lady or an aley cat? Which
would you pick?

So she got roomsfor her and Gideon and Mavortian and Bernard, and if she thought like | did that
Gideon probably wouldn't be usng hisroom much, shedidn’t let it show. And she did way better than |
would' ve with saying Felix wanted his old rooms back and not making it sound like he' d just assumed
they’ d been saved for him. Which, if she'd said it, would’ ve been the truth.

And it turned out they had been. | wasn't sureif it was because the Mirador was so fucking big that
nobody’ d noticed, or just that nobody’ d wanted Felix’ srooms. In the Lower City, moving into
somebody’ s roomswho' d killed themselves or gone crazy or murdered their wife or something wasthe
worst kind of bad luck and you didn’t do it at al without you hired apriest to come and say ablessing. |
didn’t know if hocusesfelt that way or not.

But anyway, nobody was using those rooms, and the head guy—Architrave was his name and he
seemed decent enough—sent acouple of gals off to dust and air them out and everything. | dmost asked
how you aired out roomsin the middle of the fucking Mirador with no windows and Kethe only knows
how much stone between you and actua daylight, but | figured the answer was magic and | didn’t want
to know.



And | wasjust wondering if there was somewhere | could snesk off to for an hour and just, | don't
know, st ill and not have to worry about nothing, when Mavortian caught my eye and said, “We need
totalk.” And that answered that.

I’d done everything | could not to get stuck aonein aroom with Mavortian since we' d madeit out of
Aiaa Therewere too many things| didn’t want to talk about with him, and | had this uneasy fedling, sort
of likeinvisble caterpillars crawling up and down my spine, that Mavortian had things he wanted to say
to me, and they weren't going to be things | wanted to hear.

But | couldn’t tdll him that, so | followed aong to the room him and Bernard had been given and stood
and watched while Mavortian got himsdf settled in the only chair and Bernard started unpacking.

| knew Mavortian was waiting, Spinning out the Slence to try and make me nervous. But | liked the
Slence better than whatever it was he was planning on saying, o | just propped mysdlf againgt thewall
and waited him out.

It pissed him off—which, | got to say about Felix, he never let it bother him when he tried something like
that and it didn’t work. He just tried something else. But Mavortian never liked admitting he wastrying to
play you, and he snapped at me, “Why did you let your brother cast the obligation d' @me on you?’

“Didn’'t,” | said. “| asked him to.”

Bernard had been pretending | wasn't there, but he turned around so quick he nearly fell on hisass.
Mavortian went kind of gray and said, “What? Why?’

“I got my reasons,” | said, and wished it had come out kind of no-nonsense instead of just sullen.
“Whatever hetold you, Mildmay, you didn’'t haveto doit.”

“Hedidn’t tell me nothing. | made the choice, nobody ese.” And sure, maybe it d been amistake, but
that was part of the whole making-a-choice thing. And | thought about how I’ d be feding right about
now if | was on theway to St. Millefleur, and | knew it might have been abad decision, but it hadn’t
been amistake.

| added, because they were both still staring a me and | wastired of everybody assuming everything was
Fix’ sfault, “Hetried to talk me out of it.”

“Bet hedidn’t try very fucking hard,” Bernard muttered.

Y ou weren't there, you prick. But | wasn't going to give either one of them the satisfaction. | said to
Mavortian, “What' d you want to talk about?’ and, powers, | sounded like | was back at my second
septad and Keeper’ d been chewing me out for something that wasn't my fault. She did that alot.

Mavortian leaned back and steepled hisfingersand said, likeit was dl theinformation | should need:
“Besumont Livy.”

No fucking surprise there. | waited.

He sad, kind of haf-snarling, “Y our brother’ s purposes, while noble, get us no nearer my objective.”
“U

“| hired you.”

“Yeah. Almogt aniindiction ago, and you ain't paid me enough to keep acat dive.” It wasredly satisfying



watching him go red. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out right away, and | said, * * Sides, you
know about the obligation d @me. Y ou know what it means.”

Hewent an even uglier color, and | realized that he' d known, but he hadn’t thought | did. How fucking
flat do you think | an?But | didn’t say it. Didn't say nothing, and after aminute he looked a me and
sad, “I thought you understood.”

“Understood what?’
He kept looking at me steadily. “I told you about AnnaGloria Pietrin.”
“Yeah. S07’

| knew what he was trying to do, namely fuck me over without lifting afinger. But I’ ve never been red
keen on revenge, and it certainly wasn't no good reason to let Mavortian keep using mefor free.

“| thought you understood,” he said again, sad as akicked puppy.

“Try it on Bernard,” | said, and Bernard gave me aglare that could’ ve melted glass. “Look. Things have
changed. | work for Felix now, so anything about Beaumont Livy, you' |l haveto take up with him. Was
that dl you wanted?’

“Get out,” Mavortian said, and hedidn’t haveto tel metwice.

Outinthehal, | figured | didn’t really want to talk to Mehitabel, and there wasn't no point in metrying to
talk to Gideon, so | might aswell go seeiif the maids were done with Felix’ srooms and if maybe hewas
back yet. Down to the end of the hall, turned left, and dammed into alittle guy in livery carrying a stack
of cravats. | just barely kept my feet—and it felt like someon€ d run ared-hot wire through my leg—and
the little guy ended up on hisasswith cravats al around him like big dead leaves.

“Powers, I'm sorry,” | said and offered him ahand up. “I didn’t hear you—"

| ran out of voice. Because the little guy looked up, and it was Jean-Tigre. | went back a step without
meaning to, and my bad leg just went out from under me, and | thumped back againgt the wall.

Jean-Tigre had run from Keeper just after | finished my second septad. And I'd known he was going and
not said nothing, athough Keeper would have skinned me diveif she'd caught on. And then it had been
like he' d fdlen off the face of the world. Not in apack, not in abrothd, not inaguild. I'd figured hewas
dead.

But here hewas, in the Mirador, in fucking livery. And I d just knocked him flat.

I’d heard about the Mirador being this way—about how coincidences fucking collected in the
hallways—but I’ d never imagined it happening to me. And that’ d been dumb, but, you know, that was
pretty much business as usual these days.

Jean-Tigre pulled himsdf together firgt, dthough his face was as white as the cravats he was picking up.
Hesadinavoicelikefrozenrain, “1 beg your pardon, sir,” and looked straight through melikel wasn't
fucking there.

| may be dumb, but | can take afucking hint. I got my bad leg back to where | needed it, went around
Jean-Tigre, and headed off down the hall.

And no matter how much | wanted to, | didn’t step on none of them nice white cravats.



Powers and saints, Felix was pissed off when he showed up. Y ou could fed it coming off him like heat
off an oven or stink off askunk. He said in thistight, cold, furious voice, “The Curiarequires twenty-four
hoursto make up what it claimsto beitsmind,” and dammed into his bedroom like a bear with asore
ass.

| stayed where | was.

I’d had time to mysalf to explore. He had abig sitting room shaped likeablocky L. Thefat end had a
fireplace—and | swear to all the powers the thing was big enough to roast an ox—and bookcases aong
thewadlls, and acouple of big chairs, old and singed here and there but comfortable. The other end of the
room had abig, dark lion-footed table with chairsto match. It was hard to imagine egting off it, but the
big sterling tegpot in the center said as how that was exactly what Felix did.

Thelong wall behind the table had two doors. One wasto Felix’ s bedroom, where he had a four-poster
Keeper would' ve envied and two wardrobes big enough that either one could ve swalowed mewhole. |
didn’'t open them. Figured I’ d be getting an eyeful of Fdlix’s clothes soon enough.

The other door off the Sitting room wasto anarrow little room like a closet with big ideas. | don’t know
what Felix had used it for before, but Mr. Architrave had had them set up abed init, and | guessed that
meant it was going to be my bedroom. Which was a huge fucking relief because I’ d figured on alot of
nights spent trying to deep on one of the armchairs while Fdlix fucked Gideon. And it don’t matter how
comfortable an armchair is you' re going to wake up with acramp.

So I'd made the rounds and settled in one of the armchairswhere | could stare at the fire and wait for
Fdix. It seemed safer than going anywhere or trying to guessif Felix would want meto do anything.

Or, to put it another way, | was too fucking scared to move.

So | was glad when Felix showed up, even if he wasin amood to bite agator. | mean, | was ill inthe
Mirador, but at least | wasn't alone.

He came damming back out afew minuteslater and said, “Where did they put the others?’

“Mehitabel on the Grand-West, and Mavortian and Bernard on the, urn, Filigree Corridor. Mr.
Architrave said you' d know where that was.”

“Indeed. | must remember to thank Master Architrave. And heis Master Architrave, not Mister ”

“Okay,” | said, and he shot methislook I’d seen from Keeper so many times| had it fucking memorized:
7 know you'’ re stupid, but TRY not to embarrass me, okay? And, powers and saints, | hated it just as
much from Felix as| ever had from Keeper.

Then he said, sharp and brisk-like, “Come on. | want to find company for dinner.” And somehow |
didn’t think he meant Mehitabd and Gideon.

“What' re you gonnatell ‘em? About me?’
“That you' re my brother.”
1] Bth_H

“Not until they’ ve reingtated me.” And he gave me asmile that had way too many teeth init. “Not until
it'stoo late”



So | followed him. What the fuck elsewas | going to do?

| would' ve thought we walked al over the Mirador looking for the “company” Felix wanted, except that
| knew we probably hadn’t even covered atenth of it. It was hard to keep in your head all at the same
time how big the Mirador was, and | wondered how anybody could live here and not go completely
fucking insane. And then | redlized | wasn't surethey weren't al crazy, and | tried to think of something
elseingtead of wondering how long it was going to take meto start barking. Didn't have much luck.

Fdix told methe names of dl the hallways and rooms we went through, kind of over his shoulder like he
didn’t care whether | heard him or not. | figured, like the old joke says, | needed dl thehelp | could get,
s0 | listened hard enough to give mysdf aheadache.

We passed groups of people here and there, hocuses, flashies, some groups of both, musicians, an artist
painting aportrait by candlelight. Felix marched right on past them with barely even alook. Hefindly
found the people he was after in along room with abarrel vault so low it waswallsaswell asceiling. It
was a nice room, though, with warm red tiles on the floor and the big grown-up brother of Fdlix’stable
down the center. The people there were al hocuses wearing the Mirador’ s gold sash, and | wasn't a bit
surprised.

“The Sergphine,” Felix muttered to me and walked in like a parade.

It took amoment before they noticed him, and then everybody got real quiet al at once, except for abig
red-faced hocus with gray hair who kept talking into the silence until he realized nobody was listening to
him. Then he turned around and saw Fdlix, and then he was being redl quiet, too.

“Wdl?" Felix said. “1sn’'t anyone going to lie and say how glad you are to see me?’
Fuck me sdeways, | thought and only just kept myself from saying it out loud.

They gave each other theselittle sdelong looks, and | could see they knew aswdll as| did that when
Felix wasin this sort of mood, you' d flap your arms and fly to V usantine sooner and easier than you' d
find the right thing to say. Their expressions went from scared to embarrassed to actualy guilty, and |
redlized these were Felix’ sfriends.

Or had been.

Powers, Felix, can’t you be nice just once when it would do you some good? But he couldn’t. It wasn't
how he was built, and he' d said as much himself. | wanted to strangle him, and | also wanted to just Sit
down and cry.

Findly, one of them, alady hocuswith around face and bright brown eyes, figured that somebody had to
say something, and said, “Hello, Felix.” | admired her guts more than her common sense.

“Heur,” hesaid, and it wasthat purring voice that made mefed sick. “I’m so pleased you didn’'t give me
the cut direct. Thistime.”

She was afriend of his. She knew not to riseto the bait. “It’ s good to see you looking well.”

“And good to see you back,” chimed in one of the others, a guy who should' ve been old enough to
know better.

It kind of hung there for a minute while we al watched Felix decide whether to shred the poor dumb fuck
to ribbons or not. And then Felix smiled. “Mervyn. Tactful asever.” He started toward them, extending



his handsto the lady named FHeur, and | felt something unclench in my chest.
Felix
| went to bed alone that night, although | could have had my choice of companionsif | had desired.

| did not desire. | did not want to expend the energy and attention to make love, and | no longer had
anyonein the Mirador to whom | could go for something more honest.

And | wanted, badly, to talk to Thamuris. | needed hisintelligence. | needed to talk to someone who was
neither Cabaline nor Eusebian, someone who had no preconceptions about the Virtu and what it could or
could not do. And someone who had no preconceptions about me and what | was capable of. Someone
with whom conversation did not have to beawar.

| needed to talk to afriend.

There was more power in my construct-Méusine here, where it echoed the physica structures and lines
of force that grounded my deeping body. | could fed the need for caution, for care and thought, like the
taint of ozonein theair. Thejagged, broken magic of the Virtu underlay thewhole, and | could al too
eadly impale mysdf onit, tear myself to shreds and tatters. The Seventh Gate was like a diseased and
gaping maw, and | found mysalf uneasy about turning my back on it; losephinus swarnings about mental
congtructs were dmost audible as | observed the waysin which what had been a smple schematic of the
city was changing, becoming in some respects more representational and in others decidedly less.
Darkness shrouded the Lower City, with pinpricks of light in Pharaohlight and Smside, whilethe rest of
Mé usine basked under aloving summer sun. The Mirador itsdf, on whose battlements | stood, seemed
to be made of black glass; the sun shone through but could not illuminate it.

| turned toward Horn Gate lmost desperately, afraid of what | might see hereif | lingered too long. It
was standing open, wreathed in white clematis, and beyond it | could see the winding paths of the
Khloidanikos and the twisted perseides. | stepped through gladly, gratefully, and found my accustomed
placeto wait for Thamuris.

| had to wait longer than usua and was beginning to be worried when | felt the Khloidanikos resonate to
his presence like atapped glass. He himsdlf appeared only afew moments later, hurrying into view at the
end of the dlée, and helooked much more like hiswaking self than | was accustomed to. The hectic
color of consumption wasin hisface, and his hair, instead of hanging in burnished waves down his back,
wasintwo fat, homely plaits. His garment was definitely anightshirt.

| roseto meet him, and he said, “I’'m sorry | took so long. The celebrantswon't leave me done.” | could
hear his struggle for breath and knew that that, too, was showing through from hiswaking seif.

“You reworse.”

Hewaved it asde dmost angrily. “1t’ sthe nature of the disease. | have been much moreill than this
Sseverd times”

“That isno excuse for abusing yoursdlf now. Y ou should be resting properly.”
“How can 1? They won't leave me alone.”

| wondered how high hisfever was, and gave up on theidea of persuading him to forgo this mesting; it
would be kinder to give him something to think about that was not his own wretched body. | coaxed him
to st down and told him about my return to the Mirador, the encounter on the Road of Chalcedony, the
Curid sdeliberations, and especialy the snging of the Virtu that | could still hear even though | was no



longer mad.

My description of the Virtu distracted him nicely, both from himsdf and from any questions he might have
asked about why | had legped so spectacularly to Mildmay’s defense. | did not want Thamuris s opinion
of the obligation d'ame.

*Singing, you say?”
“I don’'t know any other way to describeit. It sdefinitely amelody.”
“And how long did you say the Virtu had been incorporate before it was broken?’

“A hundred and seventy-eight years. It was the oldest continuous thaumaturgie working on the
continent.”

Thamurisfrowned, and the brightnessin his yellow eyeswas more than fever. “And its physica
foundation?’

| thought of the jagged shards till in the Hall of the Chimeras and shivered. “I bdievethe correct termis
‘tempordly coterminous.’ ”

He nodded. “Y ou caled it aloom. Do you think you could aso cdl it a polyphonic fugue?
“Um,” | said. “I recognize ‘fugue asamusical term, but...”

“If atapestry isapicture made by weaving different colored threads together, then afugue does the same
thingwithmelodies”

“Then, yes, | suppose so. Although it isn't the metaphor | would have chosen.”
“Ah, but you did. Because the song you describe is the remaining unbroken strand of the Virtu' smagic.”
“Isit,” | sad flatly, hearing theincredulity in my own voice.

“Y es. Our minds have to trandate magic into symbols we can understand. That’ s what the various
schools of magic are, you know—different sets of symbolsfor interpreting magic to our minds. Words,
objects, rituds, diagrams... and your mind chose music.”

“How marveous.”

“It should make the task you' ve set yourself much easier, though,” Thamuris said, sensing my lack of
enthusasm and anxiousto dlay it. “It gives you another, completely separate system with which to
anayze the problem and judge your progress.”

“I supposeit does,” | said, trying to sound encouraged. | did not want to explain to Thamuris how bad
the memories were that that song brought back. There were no words, nothing but pain and fear and
wretched confusion, and | was afraid of what invoking those memories here might do to the Khloidanikos
if 1 could not control them.

| smiled a Thamurisand said, “1 should stop bothering you with my theoretical puzzles. I'll talk to you
later.” | left before he could formulate a protest, hoping that the tranquility of the Khloidanikoswould
help him rest.

The Curia s decision was aforegone conclusion, despite the best efforts of Agnes and Johannes. They



needed the Virtu mended, and | wasthefirst sgn they’ d had in over ayear that such athing might even
be possible, much less achievable. In the end, consensus was unanimous.

| was the second wizard in the history of the Cabaline ascendancy to petition for and be granted
reingtatement. The first, one hundred and sixty years ago, had been Damon Esterley, called Damon
Turncoat, the only wizard ever to take his alegiance from the Mirador to the Bastion and to return.

| reflected on Damon Turncoat as| prepared for my reinvestiture, asaway of kegping my nervousness
at bay. | had fdt acertain kinship with him when | was younger and thought myself free of Makar. He
had been ganumedes, as| was,; he had been the lover of one of the bright children of the annemer court,
as| was. The gory of hislove for Gabrid Otanius was afavorite with poets and noveligts, for amore
star-crossed pair of loversthey could not have invented. | had never been fool enough to wish for the
triasthat beset Damon and Gabrid, but | did remember wondering if it took that kind of suffering to
crestetruelove,

By my own example, the answer was no, and | shoved away my memories of Shannon.

My wardrobes had been left untouched, which was both gratifying and faintly disturbing. | found my
favorite red-violet coat, my second-best trousers and boots. But not my best boots, and not the trousers
that | had bought only two weeks before. ..

A flash of memory, freezing cold water and amongter laughing.

| shuddered, my shoulders hunching involuntarily, and knotted my cravat, shrugged into my coat. My
hands were not shaking, and | defied them to Sart. My rings were cold and heavy on my hands; | could
wear them because they had not been given to me by the Curiaand thus were not the Curia s either to
bestow or to withhold. Surrounded by witchlights, | stared at mysalf in the mirror. My hair was not yet
long enough to queue properly, evenif | had wished to; my earrings were bare glints of gold, lost inwild
curlsthat were aggressively ingppropriate to the deek decorum of the court. The vivid contrast of my hair
againgt the red-violet coat made my skin look even paler and made my eyes unearthly. That was good. |
did not want them to be able to ignore me.

| emerged into the sitting room, where Mildmay and Gideon had been playing Long Tiffany for the past
hour. They both turned; Mildmay blinked, and Gideon said, “1sn't that coat alittle bright?:

“Very,” | sad, finding mysdlf suddenly and unreasonably cheerful. “ Shall we?’
“Dowegot achoice?” Mildmay said, dragging himsdlf to hisfedt.

“Not particularly, no.”

“What | thought.” Helooked tired, his skin dmost gray in the light of fire and lamp.

“Stay with Gideon,” | said, invoking the obligation d'amejust strongly enough that he would know |
meant it.

“But | thought—" Mildmay started at the sametime Gideon said, :1 do not need aminder.:

“After the ceremony,” | said and glared at Gideon. They would reinstate me anyway; they needed me

more than | needed them, and we al knew it. But | could not abide the delay that this revelation would
causeif produced untimely. | had heard the Virtu snging dl night long, evenin my dreams.

“Okay, okay!” Mildmay raised his handsin agesture of surrender and defense. “Y ou' re the boss.”
Gideon made no further protests, ether, dthough his expresson when | glanced at him was coldly



thoughtful.
We proceeded unhurriedly and in good order to the Hall of the Chimeras, where Mehitabe was waiting.

“May common Kekropians attend?’ she asked me, her voice heavy with irony.

| gave her my best smile and said, “No, only uncommon ones. Keegp my brother out of trouble, would
you?" And leaving her indignation and Mildmay’ sweary resignation behind, | svept into the Hall of the
Chimeras.

The court was out in force, thewizards' gold sashes gleaming among the dark and sumptuous grandeur
of the nobles. I'd timed my arrival carefully so that there would be no need for any awkward period of
lingering and chatting. | reached the end of thelong centrd aide just as Stephen took his seet benesth the
Virtu and Giancarlo moved into place on the steps of the dais. My bow honoring the Lord Protector
matched perfectly with the court’s.

Thefirst time | had gone through this, the ceremonies had taken most of aday, and whet | chiefly

remembered about the investiture was the burning pain of my freshly inscribed tattoos. Thistimethings
proceeded in amuch more businesdike fashion. | advanced, exchanged ritua words with Stephen and
Giancarlo, swore the sevenfold oath that | had repeated so many times| could say it in my degp—and
according to Shannon, sometimes had. Then Giancarlo descended two steps, | came forward, and we
clasped hands, l€ft to left and right to right, our rings making cold and hostile music against each other.

| fdtit, like adidocated joint popping back into its socket. Something | hadn’t even known was missing
returned to its proper place. The Virtu's song was suddenly much clearer; | understood now what
Thamuris had been trying to explain to me. | could hear the emptiness where other voices ought to have
been.

| must have looked strange, for Giancarlo hesitated amoment before releasing my hands. “ Areyou al
right?’

“I'mbeginningto be,” | said.

| was beginning to understand what the Virtu needed meto do.
Mildmay

Gideon could talk to other hocuses.

| mean, I’d known he could talk to Felix, but | hadn’t redlized that he could do it with anybody who
didn’t happen to be annemer. Between them, him and Mehitabd got quite the little socid circle going
after Felix had finished with his hocus-thing and the party started.

| faded back—once the ceremony was over, and | didn’t have the binding-by-forms bresthing down my
neck like ahired goon—and left them toit. | wasn’t no use at that sort of thing anyway, and | was sick of
being stared at. People wanted to know who | was and what the fuck | was doing there, and | didn't
blamethem.

| just didn’t want to be around when Felix told them, and that was past praying for.

So | kind of skulked around behind the busts of the old kings and didn’t meet nobody’ s eyes and tried to
keep moving. And wished Felix would comefind me and say it wastime for bed.

But that wasn't happening neither. He was easy to pot, being so tal and with al that red hair, and every



time | looked, he was surrounded by flashies and hocuses and looking happy enough to bust.

| kept moving, kept my distance from the Virtu and the Lord Protector, and after awhile | came around
to the d cove where they’ d stashed the musicians. Glanced in, and fucking near swallowed my tongue.

Hugo Chandler, large aslife and twice as naturd.

| did have the sense not to say nothing while they were playing, but as soon asthe song was over, | said,
13 Hl@! ”

Helooked up, saw me, and for a second | thought he was going to pass out on the spot. Then he turned
and said something to the gal beside him and edged out to shake my hand.

“Gilrai! | thought you were dead! And what happened to your hair?’

Powers, | was glad to see him. Glad to see anybody from back before my life went to shit. “ Quit dyeing
it, isal. And my namean’'t actualy Gilroi. It sMildmay.” | bit my tongue and managed not to say,
“Mildmay the Fox.” | gave him the name Felix’ d come up with and been so pleased with himsalf about:
“Mildmay Foxe”

“Oh,” Hugo said, and tried it out under his breath, like he needed to see how it tasted. Then he said,
“Everybody thinks you' re dead.”

“Nope. Just went away for awhile.”

“Audtinis. Dead, you know.”

With Ginevra. “Yeah, | know. I’'m sorry.”

“I'm glad you' re not, though. But what are you doing here?’

Fuck, that was agood question. | was opening my mouth to tell him so when somebody cleared their
throat, red politdy, just behind me. Hugo took one look and melted back into the musicians. My heart
sank. | turned around.

It was Fdlix’ s lady hocus friend, the one with more guts than common sense. Fleur, her name was.
“Will youwak with me?’ shesad.

Ohshit. “Yes, m'lady,” | said, dong of redly not seeing that | had achoice, and after amoment | realized
she wanted meto give her my arm.

So | did, and we walked, back behind the kings where nobody came. She was about my height, and she
smelled good. And after awhile, she said, “1 am not perfectly sure | understood Felix’ s explanation. He
isso very bad at them. Y ou are his brother?’

“Hdf brother, yes, m'lady.”
“And you met him in Hermione?’
“Yes, m'lady.”

“But you' refrom Méusine”

Widll, fuck, it wasn't like | could hideit. “ Britomart.”



“I beg your pardon?’
“I"m from Britomart.”

“| see” shesaid, inaway that madeit al too clear ashow she did see. “ And you came with him to the
Mirador because... 7’

“Helet me.” Which wasthe truth.
“Not quitewhat | meant,” she said sharply, but | cut in before she could think of a better way to put it.
“Anything el se you gottaask Felix.”

| said it too fast, and | wasjust trying to gather mysdlf to say it again, dower, when the thing happened
that I’ d been dreading since we rode into Méusine.

“Youwhat?” A man'svoice, pitched to carry.

Me and Lady Fleur both turned. A hocus| didn’t know, talking to Felix. And from the way he looked,
like he'd just swalowed alive frog, and from the way Felix looked, like acat that’ s got itself locked into
the creamery, it didn’t take no geniusto see that Fdlix had just told the whole fucking Mirador about the
obligation d'ame.

“Fuck mesdeways'‘til | cry,” | said. And | didn’t careif Lady Fleur heard me or not.



Chapter 10

Feix

The temptation had been too grest to resst, and the look on Robert’ sface was al the gratification |
could have hoped for.

And then, of course, there were the consequences, which | knew | would be suffering in one form or
another for yearsto come. The most immediate was Giancarl 0’ s sputtering and incoherent fury. For a
moment, it was a near-run thing whether he would murder me on the spat, in the middle of the Hall of the
Chimeraswith dl the court as witnesses.

But by then, Mildmay was there, and Giancarlo harrumphed at him and said to me, * Y ou certainly picked
an unprepossessing specimen,” not asif that excused me, but smply asif it wasthe find straw and he
couldn’t even maintain hiswrath in the face of my fally.

Mildmay gave me one of hisflat, unreadable glares, and that was when Stephen came up behind
Giancarlo likeacloud of doom.

“I imagine you must be quite proud of yoursdlf,” Stephen said in amild voice that wouldn't have deceived
achild of saven. It certainly didn’t deceive Mildmay, whose face had taken on its most masklike qudlity,
which meant (I had theorized) that he was having to make a conscious effort not to let anything show. But
he didn’t try to escape or to hide, and it occurred to me that | was proud of him for that.

“No, my lord,” | said, even though | was.
“Y ou dwayswere good a that sort of lying by withholding. Did you learn it from Makar?’

“Probably,” | said, making my own effort now to keep my voice leve. “Heisto blame for most of my
bad habits.”

“Y ou give yoursdlf too little credit.” A different voice, the one voice beyond al others| had hoped not to
hear thisevening.

Thevoice of Shannon Teverius.
“I wasforgetting your excdlent tutelage, my lord,” | said.
Shannon went white; Stephen went red.

“Inany event,” | said, “and irrespective of my morasor lack thereof, the thing is done and cannot be
undone”

“Y ou should be burned for heresy,” Stephen growled.
“I have performed no act of heresy while awizard of the Mirador. Y ou saw to that yourselves.”

“And even granted that we deserved this petty act of revenge,” Giancarlo said, “it is unconscionable of
you to use an annemer—your own brother!—to achieve your ends.”

“I asked him to,” Mildmay said, his voice harsh and abrupt and like the distilled essence of the Lower
City. Shannon and Stephen both twitched, and Giancarlo turned toward him with the most thunderstruck
look of astonishment | had ever seen on hisface.



“You asked himto?’
“Yeah.” Then Mildmay caught himself and said more carefully, “1 mean, yes, m’lord.”
“Why?Why in the name of dl the blessed saintswould you do such athing?’

Silence. Then, just as| redized what Mildmay was going to do, just as | was opening my mouth to create
adigraction, any distraction, he said, “1 killed Cerberus Cresset.” And no matter how durred his speech,
how thick his accent, there wasn't awizard in the Mirador who could have misheard that sentence.

Mildmay and | were quite abruptly standing in acircle of clear space, and the wizards were staring a us
wide-eyed asfrightened children.

“Heismy brother,” | said to foresta| the questions| could see forming. | caught Mildmay'sarm, saidina
fierce undertone, “We are leaving,” and gave him barely a second to decide whether he would walk
with me or be dragged.

They let usgo; | supposed grimly that there was really nothing more to say.
At least not in public.
Mildmay

The way Fdix toreinto me once we were clear of the Hall of the Chimeras, you’ d* ve thought I’ d offered
to take out the Lord Protector right then and there if they’ d passthe hat for my fee. | tried to say as how
| hadn’t told them nothing they weren’t going to find out anyway, but Felix didn’t want to heer it. So|l
shut the fuck up and just tried to keep up with him and not listen dl the way back to hisrooms.

Where he threw the door open like he was hoping to hit somebody with it, and then stopped dead
halfway across the threshold.

“What are you doing here?’ he said, and | craned around him and saw Gideon standing up out of one of
the armchairslooking kind of grim and bloodless but like he wasn't going to let Felix throw him out until
he’ d had his say. Which of course | wasn't going to be able to hear. But he wasn't here to talk to me,
and | wasn't sure | wanted to know what him and Felix had to say to each other anyhow.

Felix was slent aminute—listening to Gideon, | guessed—then said, not even looking at me or nothing,
“Goto bed.” With the obligation d' ame behind it, just in case | thought | was going to argue.

| wanted to tell him | didn’t want no part of hisand Gideon's business, but I held my tongue. | did say,
“Good night, Gideon,” as| went past him, and he gave me alittle nod and anicer smilethan | thought |
deserved. And then | went into my closet of aroom and shut the door with them on the outside and was
fucking well glad of it.

| went to bed and dreamed about Cardenio al fucking night.

| knew it was seeing Hugo again that’ d set me off. That, and being back in Mé8usine and hating the
Mirador and al the rest of it. But mostly it wasthat feding of being stuck in this place where nobody
liked me and nobody was going to like me, especidly not now that I” d opened my big mouth and told
them al about Cerberus Cresset. Hugo' d be keeping out of my way, too. | wasn't going to lie to myself
about that.

Was you born this fucking dumb, Milly-Fox, or do you practice every Dixiéme?



And Felix might not care so much about Cerberus Cresset for his own sake, but the way the other
hocuses felt? That, he cared about, athough he would have barbecued me with lemon if I d been dumb
enough to say any such thing to him. Which | waan't.

But Cardenio knew dl that shit aready, and we were friends anyway.

At least, | hoped wewere dill friends, sincethelast time I’ d seen him, I’d done my best to make surewe
weren't.

Get your fucking hands off me.

Cade-skiffs had to be used to people being stupid, though. Especialy when they’ d just got done showing
them their girlfriend’ sdead body. Right?

| woke up with Cardenio morein my head than anything else. Which was just aswell, redly, since,
powers and saints, that morning was fucking putrid.

| guessed from the way Gideon and Felix were looking at each other, and then just about killing
themselves not to make eye contact, that they’ d fucked but they’ d done it instead of talking. Which, you
know, means you don't have the argument right then, but it don't redlly help nothing, neither.

So there was that—which dl by itself was enough to curdle milk—and then there was court, and if I'd
known in Farflung that that was the sort of thing | was going to have to do, | would' ve gone straight to
Livergate and strung my own sdf up. Would' ve been cleaner.

Because, see, the obligation d'@me—and Felix explained it al to me over breskfast, red careful and
mean, and | didn’t eat much—is particular about how the annemer becomes not just the hocus' s servant,
and not even redly just their property. It smore like part of their self. Legally, anyway, and | wasjust as
glad Felix didn’t fed likeinterpreting literdly. But it meant | had to go everywhere with him, and | wasn't
supposed to talk to nobody without Felix said it was okay first, and | wasn't loya to nobody but Felix.

Which meant bowing to the Lord Protector during the oath-swearing ceremony—just for an example,
can't think why that come to mind—wasright out.

Which, | mean, I’d known. In agenerd way. But | hadn’t really thought about it, because out in Farflung,
it hadn’'t mattered and | hadn’t cared. But herein the Mirador it mattered. Fuck did it matter. Because
the hocuses had to get up and swear their oaths to Lord Stephen every day, and now that everybody
knew me and Fdlix were bound by the obligation d' ame, we had to act like it. No morefinessing the
gtuation by ordering meto stay with Gideon.

So there was Felix with his gold sash and beautiful coat, and there was me like some kind of pox-ugly
crow, and there wasthe Hdll of the Chimerasfull of people watching us. And of course Felix loved it. He
loved being watched. Whereas me, | just wanted to crawl under a cobblestone and die.

But | couldn’t, so | followed Felix down the Hall of the Chimeras, and everybody was quiet asquiet, 0|
could fucking hear mysdlf limping, and Lord Stephen sat up there on that dais and watched us coming,
the bastard, and Felix stopped and bowed, and | stopped and didn’t bow, and the whole time Felix was
saying his oath, Lord Stephen was staring meright in the eye. | figured he wanted to seeif he could make
me blush or embarrass mysalf somehow. But he could be Lord Protector al he wanted, he still wasn't a
patch on Keeper, so | just stood there and stared back at him and kept my face till.

He looked away firg.
Then back down the hall, and Felix picked a spot next to Lady Fleur, and | stood behind him and



wondered how | could get to the Fishmarket to see Cardenio. Best the fuck out of listening to the
goings-on of the Mirador trying to run itsdf, which | wasn't going to understand anyway and didn’t want
to.

| had plenty of timeto think.

But | hadn’t come up with any good answers by the time people finaly started clearing out. Felix kind of
faded back and let them, so | went with him, and when the Hall of the Chimeras was empty except for
us, hesaid, “Now then,” like he' d been every it as bored as me, and went striding down the hall toward
thedas.

| went after him because he hadn’t told me not to, but when he walked up on the daislike he had aright
toit, | stayed on thefloor.

“I’ve been wanting to get agood look at thisthing for days,” he said, climbing up on Lord Michad’s
Chair like it wasjust another piece of furniture, and stood on tiptoe to look at the shards of the Virtu.

| didn’t want to ask—didn’t want to say nothing—but my stupid mouth opened and | heard myself
bleating, “Isit safe?’ like some dumb kid who's Just barely finished hisfirst septad.

Fdix sort of laughed. “Not particularly, but the danger isn't anything you need to worry about.” Being
annemer, hedidn’t say, but he didn’t need to. We both knew that part.

“Okay,” | said and stood my ground.

He smiled a me over his shoulder, alittle smile and kind of twisted, but it meant he was glad | was here,
and it made mewarm dl the way to my fucking toes.

Yeah, I'manidiot, thanksfor noticing.

And | couldn’t help holding my breath when he reached out to poke at the shards with one finger, like a
kid poking adog to seeif it's adeep.

But nothing happened, and Felix muttered to himself while he climbed down off Lord Michad’s Chair
like he' d been hoping a bolt of lightning would knock him on his ass or something. He straightened his
cuffs. And then helooked at me and said like it didn’t make him the least little bit happy, “It seemsthat |
must rely on Messire von Heber after dl.”

Fdix

| had been hoping it might unfold like something in astory: Thamuriswould give metheinsght | needed
to mend the Virtu by mysdf—and preferably with asinglelordly wave of my hand.

| had known better, but that hadn’t quite been enough to squelch the foolish little voice saying that it
could betrue.

It wasn't.

Knowing that the music | heard was the last unbroken strand of the most complicated thaumaturgical
construct the Mirador and its wizards had ever produced hel ped me to understand what | was hearing. It
did not help me to understand how to rebuild the fugue | did not hesr.

Mavortian wasright. | needed someone who was used to sensing patterns. It galled meto admit it, even
to myself—and | intended never to make that confession of need to Mavortian—but | did not have time



to coddle mysdlf with comforting illusions. | had used up my last scrap of the Lord Protector’ s most
emphaticaly finite patience. If | crossed him again—or even displeased him—I would befacing the
Verpinefor certain, and quite possibly the pyrein front of Livergate. Blackmailing the Lord Protector into
condoning flagrant heresy was all very well, but it was also not the smartest thing I’ d ever done. | had
been afraid and angry that night in Farflung, and | had |et fear and anger do my thinking.

And, to befair, my absolute belief that Mildmay meant what he said.

But for dl my fine and noble words before the Curia, it was anger that had brought me back to the
Mirador. Neither pure nor smple, but the black, cruel ragethat | had been fighting againgt al my life. |
had wanted—I till wanted—to make them sorry. To prove, vicioudy, indisputably, that they had been
wrong about me. And | wanted it to hurt.

That part, I’d managed, but | had dso come much closer to proving them right than proving them wrong.
My resemblance to Makar was most damnably pronounced.

There was, therefore, neither sense nor reason in putting the unpleasantness off. Stephen and the Curia
had agreed to give mefull accessto the Hall of the Chimeras when court was not in session, and | had a
terrible, though sourceless, sense of urgency. It wastrue, as Hamilcar had said, that the Virtu was not
going to get more broken, and | knew it, and yet... and yet | kept wanting to look over my shoulder to
Seewhat was gaining on me.

Wefound Mavortian in hisroom on the Filigree Corridor—and, of course, the ever-faithful Bernard.

Bernard was no different from Mildmay, | reminded myself, except perhapsin that Bernard' s loydty was
fredly given, not compelled.

“S0,” Mavortian said. “Messire Harrowgate. | wondered how long it would be before you turned up.”

| could not quite make my voice pleasant when | said, *'Y ou need wonder no longer,” but | kept it
noncommittal, neutrd.

| felt Mildmay’ swatchful gaze and knew | was't fooling him. But | dso knew that if there was onething
intheworld I could count on, it was on Mildmay holding histongue.

Mavortian smiled, showing too many teeth. “What can | do for you, Messire Harrowgate?’

“What do you think?Y ou say you can tell me how to mend the Virtu. | want you to proveit.”

“How can | refuse when you ask so politely?”

“Wadl,” | sad, “you can't. Not if you want my help with this Beaumont Livy of yours.”

“You said you didn’t know him.”

“And you said your strong divination couldn’t be wrong. Which of the two of us are you going to trust?’
“| certainly know which is more trustworthy.”

Besde me, Mildmay stirred and subsided; a glance showed him and Bernard glaring a each other. If
they’ d been dogs, | would have been able to hear them snarling, could have touched Mildmay’ s neck
and felt his hackles bristling, | had not redlized before how much he didiked Mavortian and Bernard, and
the thought made me recognize how quickly I’ d let the Situation escape my control.



| pushed both hands through my hair; took, held, released adeep bresth. 1 you do not intend to help
me, pleasejust say S0, and | will leave you in peace.”

“I never said | did not intend to help you.”

Cat-and-mouse games. Makar had loved them. | liked them myself, but not when cast as the mouse.
“Yesor no, Messire von Heber?’

“Of course | will help you, Messire Harrowgate. And you will hep mein return.”

“Of course,” | said and gave him athin smile, asthin and insncere asthe smile he gave me.

| had never walked into the Hall of the Chimeraswhen it was empty. | had never imagined it empty.

No, that was't true. | stopped where | was, fighting not to fall down, not to stagger, not to pressthe
hedls of my hands against my eyes. Above dl, not to cry out.

| heard the thump of Mavortian’s canes go past me, but | was staring wide-eyed, blind, at the memory of
darkness and brilliant blue-green light, and darkness again in the middle of it, afracture, achasm. Blood
and shards of stone like glass and pain, pain that was darkness and breath and al the world.

A voice, not part of the darkness: “Felix? Y ou okay?’

| took a breath that felt like a scream, and found the real darkness or the Hall of the Chimeras, candldlit
and thick with shadows.

| called witchlight in ablazing crown, asif | could force the shadowsto fail and die by nothing more than
strength of will. Mavortian glanced back, and | could read the look he gave me; | had seen it athousand
times before--peacock. | gave him my best and most infuriating smirk in return.

And Mildmay, gtill besde me, like Griselde la Patience, said, “ Felix?’

“I'mal right,” | said, although that was hardly the truth. I groped and came up with something that was at
leest not alie: “1 don't like the dark.”

“Then brother did you pick the wrong placeto live.”

He surprised meinto laughing. The sound echoed strangely among the metal and stone, but | didn’t care.
When | looked & Mildmay, | saw laughter in his eyes, although his face was as solemn as ever.

Mavortian had cometo a hat before the dai's; as we came up beside him, he said, “1 need apiece
of—what is it made of, anyway?’

“Stone. At leadt, that’ swhat it started out as. It respondslike glass.”

“Doesit?’ Hiseyebrows went up; he knew enough about Cabaline theory to recognize how strange that
was.

“Actua glass wouldn’t have withstood the stresses of the working. Y ou see how frigbleit made the
sone”

“Yes” Mavortian said with something that was amost awince. “Then | need apiece of stone, and it
would help if | had somewhereto lay out my cards.”



“Thought they were for fortune-telling,” Mildmay said.

Mavortian gave him an indecipherable look. “They can be. They can aso be used for other things. In this
cass’—he turned to me—"1 need to cast for the anchor.”

“Y ou say that asif it should mean something to me.”

“Any pattern meant to hold for longer than smply the duration of the spell-casting hasto be anchored. |
can tdl that the Virtu was anchored by its materids—the... sone or glass?’

“Either. Both, thaumaturgicaly speaking. Call it glass, and the stone of the plinth.” Although “anchor” was
not the preferred term, it described exactly the purpose that stone served in Cabainewizardry. It was
why the Mirador suited us so well, and why Cabalines outside of Méusine were drawn to stone towers.
Air and glassfor working, gemsfor focus, rock for grounding, water for cleansing. And fickle wood
playing each part in turn. Cabaline wizards were never comfortable in wooden houses.

“And by the daily oaths,” Mavortian continued. “But that wouldn't be enough to hold it stable. We need
to find out what the other anchors are and whether they are till intact.”

“And you can do that with your cards?” Mildmay asked.
“Given afocus,” Mavortian said and looked pointedly a me.

| sprang up onto the dais, onto Lord Michagl’ s Chair, up onto the arm; snatched up a shard of stone like
adagger; felt the power jolting up my arm, numbing my fingers. The Virtu was broken, but it was not
dead. | jumped down again, demanded of Mavortian, “ Do you have your cards with you?’

“Alwwsn
“Then come” | said. “Let usfind you aplaceto lay them out.”

It wasn't hard to do; there were ascore of small parlors around the Hall of the Chimeras, and that not
counting thewizards antechambers. | found one that contained a marquetry chesstable and stared out of
countenance the group of young wizards who werein possession. They fled, mumbling something that
might have been an apology or apromise of dire vengeance, and | put the shard of the Virtu on the table,
rearranged the chairsto suit, with two at the table and the others aong the wall where they would not get
intheway.

“You areruthless, Messire Harrowgate,” Mavortian said, smirking again.

“I consult no one€' scomfort but my own,” | said, pointing Mildmay emphatically at achair. He gave me
his half snarl, but he sat. “ So hasit ever been.” | sat down mysdf in one of the chairs at the chesstable
and looked brightly at Mavortian. “ Cal me Fdix, Mavortian, and show me what your cards can do.”

He wanted to refuse, to balk—to put his ears back like amule and decline to move. But he had no
reason to, except our cordial didike of each other, and | had been careful to be provoking enough that to
refuse would be to allow me to win. Power games and manipulation were like air in the Mirador, and
despite anew distaste for their childishness, | was breathing deeply.

Mavortian sat, handed his canes to Bernard—who carefully chose a seat that was not next to
Mildmay—and then produced a rectangular box from the inside pocket of his coat. It was about the
length of my hand, made of aglowingly paewood, carved in labyrinthine profusion with stylized vines
and flowers. There was neither catch nor hingesvisible.



“Moonflowers,” Mavortian said. | did not see what he did to release the catch, but helifted thelid. The
interior was padded and lined with midnight-blue silk, on which rested the deck of the Sibylline.
Mavortian drew the cards out, set the box aside, and began shuffling them, his hands quick and agile. He
sad, “How much do you know about the Sibylline?’

“Itisamethod of divination. Believed to come from Cymellune of the Waters, dthough | understand
thereis evidence to disprove that. Not unlike adeck of playing cards, except for the trumps. Rich with
symbolism, and thus much beloved of artists and poets.” | shrugged. “ The Mirador does not dabblein
fortune-tdling.”

That got me aglare from under his eyebrows. He fanned the cards out, facedown. They were old,
battered; what once must have been a striking pattern in black and scarlet on their backs was now faded,
worn, the black gone to sepia, and the scarlet amost gone entirely. Mavortian ran his hand back along
hisfan of cards, nipping them faceup. A cardsharp’ strick: | glanced at Mildmay, and herolled hiseyesat
me

Mavortian said, “ Four suits: staves, wands, pentacles, and grails. Asyou say, like playing cards. Deuce
through ten, the court cards. Lady, Knight, Queen, King.” He edged them forward as he spoke: the Lady
of Wands, the Knight of Pentacles, the Queen of Grails, the King of Swords. “ And the Sibyls. These,
youwill not find in adeck of playing cards.”

He pulled them out of the fan entirely and pushed them across the table to me. Wands, Pentacles, Grails,
Swords. Four blindfolded women, each with atwo-handed grip on the symbol of her suit.

“They arethediviners cards,” he said and motioned for me to push them back. “The alt-cards, both
highest and deepest. They stand between the common cards and the trumps.”

He drew the entire deck of cards back into his hands, shuffled three times, and began laying the trumps
out from the center of the deck. If nothing e se, this demonstration was convincing me never to play cards
with him for money.

“The twenty-onetrumps,” he said, “ are the cardswe will be using, since thisis not exactly divination, and
we want the cards that respond to patterns most strongly. It would probably be best if you familiarized
yoursdf with them.” | looked at the garish, morbid pictures, and could dmost near Malkar laughing a my
gullibility. Mavortian named them as he went, but only afew of the images caught in my mind: the Dead
Tree, the Beehive, the Nightinga e, the Heart of Light. Mavortian did not explain their meanings, and | did
not press him. If he needed to keep some superiority, some exclusive knowledge, | did not care, so long
as he could do what he claimed.

Instead | asked, “ And how are these cards going to help with our particular problem?’

“We're cadting to find the anchors,” he said with odious patience. “We know two of them.” Helaid two
trumps faceup on the table: the Dog—an enormous shaggy creature, black as night and far morelike a
bear than any dog | had ever seen—and the Rock, lurid red against its murky background.

“Loydty and stone,” Mavortian said and gathered them up again. “It is the others we want.”

“Probably only one,” | said. “1t would be either three or five, and | cannot imagine maintaining aworking
likethat long enough to lay five foundations.”

Mavortian nodded; he pushed the stone shard into the exact center of the table, dthough | could tell by
theway he rubbed hisfingerstogether that he didn’t like the fed of its magic any better than | did. Then
he handed the twenty-one trumps across the table to me. “ Shuffle, please.”



“How many times?’ The cardsfelt smooth, dightly furry around the edges, and powerful. | could fed the
residue of the magic that had been channe ed through them, and there had been alot of it.

“Asmany asfedsnecessary,” Mavortian said, and | heard Bernard snort.

But it was not ausaess answer, at least not from one wizard to another. | shuffled once, my fingers tiff
and awkward, and felt the old power in the cards shift and darken and clarify. The word * awaken™ was
not quite right, and | was glad of it.

| shuffled again, felt the power move, obedient to my hands. Kept shuffling until the dark clarity ran from
hand to hand like water, then gave the cards back to Mavortian.

He nodded, and | did not think | wasimagining the dight possessve-ness of the way hisfingers curled
around the cards. He cut the cards twice—and having held them | knew why—and began to lay them
out around the shard of stone.

The first two were the Rock and the Dog, and | would have suspected him of more cardsharping tricks
except for the fact that there was no point. He could not hope to fool me long-term, and it was the long
term he cared about.

Thethird card was the Dead Tree; Mavortian and | both drew back ingtinctively and glared at each
other.

“The worgt-aspected card in the deck,” he said, dmost spitting the words at me.

“Y ou would know.”

We hovered for amoment on the brink of atrue quarrel, and then he put down the fourth card.
Degth.

| felt myself become cold, asif ice was forming dong my spine and in the bones of my hands. Scraps of
memory fluttered through my mind: the desth of Sherbourne Foss, cold marble roses, abrick-lined tunnel
benegth the city, a pde faded boy with inhuman eyes.

| said, my voice steady enough, but very thin, “1 know what the third foundation is.”

Mavortian did not want to believe me. He said it was monstrous, abominable; | said that, yes, it was, but
that did not mean it was not true.

“Anditexplansagreat ded,” | said. “Including the Caba’ s behavior in dlowing this knowledge to be
lost.” | Sghed and pushed my hair off my face. “ The Mirador has such atroubled relationship with

I’Hw_”
“Y ouwould know,” Mavortian said nadtily.

I ignored him. “1 don’t know very much about necromancy—though | know more than | would wish
to—but | can seewhy they did it.”

“And why isthat?’

“They were trained necromancers, and what they needed—and needed, moreover, in a dreadful
hurry—was stability.”



“Stability?” Mavortian was frowning, but | thought that now it wasin an honest attempt to follow my
explanation.

“That,” | said and pointed at the Dog, “takes years, if not decades, to gather enough power that it can
truly function as afoundation for spell-casting of any magnitude. And especidly inthe early days, they
couldn’t count on it. Many of thewizards did not trust them; some paid only lip service to the new
regime and were merely waiting for the chance to replace them. And nothing would undermine what the
Cabd wasworking for more swiftly and catastrophically than the failure of their principal and most
symboalic working.”

Mavortian understood me now. “ Expediency.”

“Yes. | am surethe Caba did not intend the Mirador’ s dead to be a permanent part of their working, but
they would have had to wait until the oaths of loyaty had built some strength, and then they would have
had to find a suitable replacement, and then find atime when it would be safeto disrupt the Virtu's
energies and not have to worry about political unrest or thaumaturgie attacks. And then the members of
the Cabd gstarted dying...” | let my voicetrail off and shrugged dismally.

“And now you are left with the question of how to duplicate their spells.”

“No,” | said, feding inexpressibly weary. “Now | am |eft with the question of whether | should duplicate
their gpdls”

Theway he stared at me—asif I’ d suggested we strip naked and paint each other with woad—did not
improve my temper. “Perhaps | missed something,” he said. “Did | not understand you to tell me that
repairing the Virtu was amatter of the most paramount importance?’

“Itis”

“Then how can you serioudy be entertaining the thought of leaving it broken?’
“Necromancy isheresy.”

“Much you care.”

My handstightened their grip on each other in my lap. “Thefact that | have committed heresy does not
mean | gpprove of it.”

“A convenient argument. Y ou may do whatever you please while everyone e se must toe the line?’

“No. I... regret what | did.” Stiff, ungraceful words, and | was not even sure they weretrue. “But surdly
just because | have committed heresy once does not mean you have to imagine me fool enough to
commit it twice”

“Leaving the Virtu unmended?’
“No. No, there hasto be another way.”

“Really?” Mavortian’s expression was openly and profoundly skeptical. “If there were, do you not
imagine the Caba might have thought of it?’

“They were trained necromancers,” | said, as| had said before. “1t was only natura that the necromantic
solution would occur to them first.”

“But you, of course, can see more clearly than they.”



“I didn’t say that. But | will not... | cannot make the dead of the Mirador support thisweight. Not
unlessthereisno other choice.”

“Andif, infact, thereisnot?’ His blue eyeswere bright, unkind, but genuindy curious.
“I'will find one,” | said and met his gaze squardly, daring himto tell me otherwise.

And whatever histhoughts on that matter were, he had the sense to keep them to himself.
Mildmay

He regretted what he' d done.

He'd said so.

Well, fuck, | said to mysdlf, itain't like | don't regret it, too. Which, you know, true. But it till hurt,
having him say it like that—not even looking at me, likeit didn’t matter that it was me he' d done it with.
Me he' d doneit for.

We went back to hisrooms, and he said something to Gideon that got him out of that armchair like he
was on springs, and they both started dragging books off the shelves and spreading ‘em out on the table,
and Felix got paper and ink out of his bedroom, and they settled in to do hocus-stuff. Something to do
with the Virtu, for sure, but 1 didn’t know what, and | couldn’t’ ve been any help even if | did.

| watched for awhile, but | just felt stupider and more useless by the second, so findly | said, “D’you
need mefor anything?’

Felix looked up from his scribbled papers. “Why?”

“| want to go vist afriend.”

“Wadll, | certainly don't... wait aminute. Since when do you have any friendsin the Mirador?’
Y eah, go ahead, dap meinthefacewithit. “1 didn’t say it was somebody in the Mirador.”
“Sowhereisthisfriend of yours?’

“The Fishmarket,” | said sullenly.

“The... 7

“Fshmarket. In Havelock. The cade-skiffs guildhall.”

“Y ou want to go to Havelock? Are you out of your mind?’

“No,” | sad, even more sullenly.

He put down his pen and heaved a sigh that might’ ve been real, or might’ ve just been
|ook-at-me-being-long-suffering. Because the saints and powers know he’' sgood at that. “Mildmay, you
know you can't.”

“The cade-skiffswon’t give me no trouble. They wouldn't, even if me and Cardenio wasn't friends.”

Heglared a me. “ Y ou're the one who inssted that the Lower City isadanger to you. You're the one
who had people come bounding out of the woodwork to kill you.”



“That was just Rindleshin. He don't—"

“No. | can’t let you go unless | can go with you to protect you. And | can’'t go.”
“You? Protect me?’ | didn’t mean it to come out sounding as nasty asit did.

“| protected you from that Rindleshin creature.”

| snorted. “Please. Like he had afucking chance.”

“Oh, he had achance, al right. One good kick and down you'd go.”

“Y ou don’'t know thefirst thing about it.”

“Maybel don't, but | know onething. Y ou asked for my protection, little brother. So don’'t complain
now that you' ve got it.”

“Soit'sdl my fault?’

“I wouldn’'t have said that,” he said, so swestly that | knew he also wasn't going to say | waswrong.
“Now, if you don't mind, | am rather busy here”

“Fine.” | started for the door.

“Don’'t leave the Mirador without my permission.” And the bastard hit the binding-by-formswhen he said
it, like he thought he couldn’t trust me.

“l won't,” | snarled and | eft.

| ended up going to find Mehitabel Parr. | didn’t have any red friendsin the Mirador, but she was close,
and she was annemer, and right then if | never saw another hocusin my life, it would be too fucking soon.

Mehitabe wasn't in her room, and | sood in the halway feding stupid. Becauseif you' d asked, no, of
course | didn’t think she was going to be just hanging around, hoping that I” d decide to drop by, but |
aso hadn't thought... well, | hadn’t thought. Leaveit at that.

| was going to giveit up asabad job, just go back to Felix’srooms and sit in my fucking closet and, |
don't know, draw rude pictures on the walls or something, when | heard people laughing farther down
the hallway. And | recognized Mehitabel’ slaugh. Or, | guess| should say, one of her laughs. She had
two, one that was deep and kind of back in her throat and sounded like sex dipped in chocolate, and
another that was morelike ared laugh, and you amost never heard it. Thiswasthefirst one, and that
probably meant whoever she was with wasn't nobody | wanted to talk to, but Kethe | didn’t even care.

| followed the sound, and figured out what had happened. Mehitabel had just taken over one of the
unused rooms aong the hallway. Which made sense—I mean, it wasn't like anybody elsewas even
going to notice, and it let her talk to people without having to have them al hanging out in her bedroom.

Three people | didn’t know, two gasand aguy, al of them with their hair dressed back and their eyes
lined in kohl and none of ‘em wearing much more than their stockings. Mehitabe was at |east decent,
athough I’ d never seen her in adressthat low-cut before.

“Oh,” | said, “sorry, | didn’t—"
“Comein, Mildmay,” Mehitabel said, athough the other people looked kind of doubtful. “Theseare



Jeanne-Undine and lago and Harriet. They’ re dancers with the Opéra Ophide.”

“Giving a private performance this evening for Lord Paul Corviniusand hisfriends” theguy chimedin.
“Very private,” oneof the girlssaid, with agiggle.

“Oh, we hope so. Very much,” the guy said, and they dl kind of grinned at each other.

“Y ou’ re shocking poor Mildmay,” Mehitabel said. Which they hadn’t been—I mean, | was never onefor
ballet dancers mysdlf, and they wouldn't have looked twice at me anyway, but | heard the stories same
as everybody else—but you could never have told it now from the way my face was going bright red. |
glared at Mehitabel, and she made a quick, half-gpologetic grimace and said, “I did meanit when | said,
comein. And | meant, St down, too.”

“| don't like to bother you,” | said.
“Youaren't. St.”

| sat. And after alittle, they forgot | was there, the way people do if you let ‘em, and | sat and listened
while they gossiped back and forth, al about the rivalry between the two Pharaohlight thesters, the
Empyrean and the Cockatrice, and the things the prima soprano for the Opéra said about the conductor,
and what happened to it dl when it got down into Scaffelgreen and the pantomimes got ahold of it. And
around the edges | caught bits of what had been going onin Méusine the past indiction or so, and
especidly how thingswere in the Lower City. And they weren't asbad as |’ d been afraid they were,
although powers and saints, they weren't dl that good, either. The Mayor was about as much help ashe
ever was, but apparently the Lord Protector had been leaning on people to get things rebuilt and make
sure the drinking water was clean and stuff like that. Which was more than I’ d expected anybody to do.

The Engmond’s Tor Cheaps were still open. The Hospice of St. Cecily in Candlewick Mews had been
overrun for months, but was getting things sorted. There were like a hundred septad questions | wanted
to ask, and | sat there and kept my fucking mouth shut. The Lower City wasn't my home anymore, and
I’d better learn to live with it that way.

The clock on the mantel piece rang the hour. Flashie clock, and | hate doing the math in my head, but |
figured it was dong about the ninth or tenth hour of the day. “We ve got to run, darling,” said one of the
girls. “Practice”

“And let’shopethislot of musicians can keep time,” lago added. Y ou could tell they were dancers by
the way they moved from sitting to standing, like they were weter. They made promises with Mehitabel
to meet up later, sort of waved to me—awkward, but it was nice of them—and they were gone.

Mehitabd sat down, letting her breeth out in ahuge Sgh, and said, “1I’ ve never beenin acity likethisin
my life. Two theaters and the opera and the pantomimes—"

“Andthat ain't even half of it,” | said. “But most of therest ain't respectable.”

“Wdll, only respectable will do for me, darling,” she said, mocking the ballet dancers' languid drawl, and
suddenly burst out laughing, her own laugh. “They’re like sparrows, aren't they? Twitter, twitter,
twitter—all of it malice and nonsense, but it’ sthe only way | can art to understand.”

“Understand what?’ | said, because | wanted her to keep talking. “What' re you trying to do?’

Shelooked at me amoment, and I’ d never been more aware that her wide-eyed childish look was
nothing but alie. Then she sad, “Y ou were right when you said | wasn't agoverness, you know.”



“I was?’ | couldn’'t remember the last time I’ d been right about anything.

“Oh, yes. | was born in one of the troupes of playersthat crisscross the Empire, and | grew up acting. |
acted in Aigisthos for awhile, but that wastoo risky. | didn’t mean to be agovernesswhen | went to
Klepsydra, but afriend offered to pull strings, and | was qualified, and it was...” She shrugged. “It was
safe. Madly boring, but safe. But now that I'm out of the Empire, | want to be an actress again. It offers
abetter kind of safety.”

That was somefriend, but | didn’t want to push. “ So you' re gossiping with the ballet dancers.”

Her smilewas as bright as ahandful of diamondsin the sun. “ Exactly! | don’'t want to make waves, you
see, and that means | had better know what’ sin the pond before | go jumping in.”

“Oh.”
“Assoon asl| canfind aplacetolive, I'll get out of the Mirador, too. How do they stand it?’

“Dunno.” | told mysdlf not to be stupid. | didn't careif Mehitabel stayed in the Mirador or flew to the
moon. And she didn’t have no reason to care about me, either, or about Felix, or nothing. She had plans,
and | could see ashow we d done our hit for those plans by getting her here, to Mélusine—to the
Mirador, even, adthough | didn’t blame her for wanting to get the fuck out of it. But if you' re going to try
to work your way in among the artists or the musicians or the actors or the dancers, the Mirador isthe
place you want to be hanging out. Because it’swhere dl of them want to get to.

“I lovethiscity,” Mehitabd said. “And what | love most is|’m not related to asingle solitary actor insde
itswdls”

“Um,” | said. “Okay.”

She damogt seemed to shake hersdlf, like adog coming out of the water, and grinned at me. “ Sorry. I'ma
little...” She made awide gesture with her hands.

“It'sokay,” | said. “l getit.” And | did, alittle. | remembered therush I got from the good jobs, and |
figured it couldn’t be too far off—athough | also figured I’ d kegp my mouth shut about just what it was|
was comparing her to.

Her grinturned into asmile. It even looked like ared one. “And how are you? Did you come hunt me
out for areason?’

Wéll, yeah, but it wasn't anything | wanted to tell her about. “Nope,” | said. “Felix ischasing after some
hocus-thing, and | was just gonnaget intheway if | hung around.”

She heard something inwhat | said that | honestly hadn’t meant to put there, becauise the smile shifted
into afrown, and shetilted her head alittle. “And how is Fdix?’

“Hine”
“‘Fne’”

“Y esh. He sworking on how to fix the Virtu.”

“That being the ‘ hocus-thing’ you were getting in theway of 7’
“Yesh”



She sighed, made agesture | recognized after amoment as pushing her spectacles up on her nose, even
though she wasn't actudly wearing them, and said, “ Do you want to play
here-we-go-round-the-mulberry-bush for another hour, or do you want to tell me what’ swrong?’

Powers and saints, | must’ ve gonered asabell pepper. “1 didn't mean... | wasn't... 'm sorry, |
shouldn’t‘ ve bothered you.” | got up, like abuffao getting up out of amud wallow, but | hadn’t moved
two steps away from the chair before she' d leaned over and grabbed my deeve.

“I didn’'t say you were bothering me. Y ou aren't. Sit down, Mildmay. Please. Y ou don't havetotalk to
meif you don’'t want to.”

Worseand worse. | sat, said, “It’ s nothing. Just, you know, me being stupid.”

“You aren't supid.” Shelet go of my arm, but kind of dow, like she thought she might need to grab me
againinahurry. “What' sFelix donethistime?’

“Itan't Fix.”
“Don’'t think I'm stupid, either. Of course it sFelix.”

“No. It'sjud...” Andit kind of fell out of my mouth, without me meaning to say it or wanting to say it or
even knowing | wasgoingto say it. “I’'mlongly.”

And if thefloor had opened up and swalowed me just then, | would have said thank you.
“I'mnot at dl surprised,” Mehitabd said.

| stared at her. Couldn’'t helpit.

“I’ve been thinking since | met you that you' re one of the loneliest people I’ ve ever known.”

Wédll, powers, what the fuck do you say to something like that? | stared down at my hands, all scarred
and lumpy-knuckled, and it didn’t matter how long | wasin the Mirador, I’ d never be able to passfor
flash, not with handslike mine. “I just wanted to go seeif afriend of mineisokay,” | said, only it came
out durred and jumbled, theway thingsdo if | try to talk too fast, or if | try to say much of anything when
I”’m upset. But the third time | repeated myself, she got it.

“Sowhy don't you?’

“Fdix won't let me.” And, Kethe, | hadn’t meant that to get out, either. Not like that. But it wastrue,
and oncel’d said it, you know, | couldn’t redlly try and take it back. Mehitabel wouldn’t‘ ve believed me.

“Feix won't let you?’

“Saysit’ stoo dangerous. And, | mean, | guessitis. Kind of. But | just...” Thiswas getting me fucking
nowhere. | got up, moved away before she could grab me again. “I’' m sorry, Mehitabd. It’ s nothing, and
there ain’t nothing to be done, anyways. I'll seeyou ‘round.”

“Mildmay—"

But | didn’t let her say it. It would' ve been too much like betraying Fdix, to let her trash him to my face
when | couldn’t even get up the gutsto disagree with her. | 1eft, and | wasn't running, but | was moving
asfast as| could.

Fdix



:And whét, pray tell,: Gideon said presently, :isacade-skiff?.

| put my pen down and straightened my back, wincing at the stiffnessin my neck. “ The Cade-skiffs
Guild isan ingtitution unique to the Lower City of Méusine.” But | didn’t have the heart for the grave and
rotund oratory of aguidebook. | stretched my neck, first to one side, then to the other, listening to my
vertebrae shift and complain, and said, “ They drag bodies out of the Sm.”

:Ah. ‘Cade’ then being from Cade-Cholera.:

“Yes. They're very touchy about their mysteries. I’ ve never talked to anyone who knows whether they
understand their principal function as the honoring of the drowned dead or smply keeping the Sm clear.”

Itisadark river,: Gideon said, and | knew hewasn't talking merely about its color.
“Yes” Andtheless| had to think about the Sim, the better. “ Are you getting anywhere?’
:Define‘anywhere.”:

| gave him amock-glower, and dthough he didn’t smile back, | could see the laughter lurking in hiseyes.
I do not yet know substantially more about necromancy than | did before raiding your bookshelves::

“And | didn’t imagine you would. How about the other end of the problem?”
He shook his head. :1 wish your most illustrious Cabal had kept better notes.:
“And | wish youwouldn’'t cal them my Cabd. They aren’'t.”

He nodded acknowledgment and said, :But | am beginning to acquire a better grasp of the principles of
thaumaturgie architecture, and that, | think, may help us.:

“It' smost phenomendly boring,” | said doubtfully.

‘Then you weretaught it badly. It swhat the Virtu is, a coaescence of the thaumaturgie architecture the
Cabal raised in the Mirador..:

“I surrender,” | said, raising my handsin token. “Will you explain it again for abackward child of five?’

Hetilted hishead, giving me athoughtful, unnerving look. :Makar Gennadion must have had very narrow
views of the usefulness of magic:

“I beg your pardon.”

:Don’'t bridle a me. He didn’t teach you thaumaturgie architecture, did he?.
“Hesad it was awagte of time, fit only for old ladies and bean counters.”
:And of course you follow wherever Makar leads.:

“I do not!”

Hejust looked at me, one eyebrow raised. | felt my face heat and dropped my gaze, pushing my hair
back with both hands. “1 did ask you to explainit to me” | said, hearing and hating the sullennessin my
voice.

'Y ou did,: Gideon agreed, and had the decency to keep whatever amusement he was feeling to himself.
He considered me for amoment, then said, :Probably the example you will find easiest to grasp isthat of



thelabyrinth. | recal that we have talked about them before, in Hermione.:

| did my best to hide my flinch, athough probably | was not entirely successful. “I’'m afraid | was't at my
intelectud best in Hermione,” | said, with acarefully wry smile, and did not mention the fact that | did not
remember that conversation, nor indeed, much of anything that had happened in Hermione.

:No, but you listened well,: Gideon said tartly. Helifted his chin, folded his hands before him on the table,
and said, : The doctrine of labyrinths proposed by Ephreal Sand states that the windings of alabyrinth
may be used to weaken the boundaries between the materia world and the world of the spirit.:

“Theworld of the spirit?’

‘The phrase does't trandate well. Sand callsit manar, which isaword he picked up from reading the
Cymélunar mystics. He had no moreideawhat it properly meansthan | do.:

“Wdl, you must mean something by it.”

He made an impatient double-handed gesture. :Magic existsin two worlds. It isaforce of the spirit,
which wizards are able to use upon the materid world. Cabaine wizards have historicaly denied that
magicisanything except aforce of the spirit, and that iswhere their teaching goes grievoudy astray.

“l don't...”

'Y ou are shockingly ill educated,: he said, but smiled to teke the sting out of it. :What Cabdine doctrine
falsto acknowledge isthe manar, the world of the spirit. The world of dreams, of ghosts. Theworld
that diviners, sbyls, and oracles walk into when they go looking for the future. The world you were born
with onefoot in, asdl wizards are. The world that rests upon the materid world like the iridescent sheen
upon a soap bubble.:

“How very poetic,” | said, and he glared at me.

:Thaumaturgic architecture isthe art of making the world of the spirit conform to the materid world, and
architectura thaumaturgy isthereverse, although the distinction isso fine | doubt many wizards noticeit.:
He acknowledged the confusion | could fed on my face with anod, and said, :Think of it this
way—thaumaturgie architecture makes structures of magic, and architectura thaumaturgy channels magic
into materid structures. Doesthat help?.

“Alittle)” I said. “But if the Virtu isaworking of thaumaturgie architecture—"

It sboth. That is, the physical object you call the Virtu isthe representation in architectura thaumaturgy
of amassive working of thaumaturgie architecture. Architectura thaumaturgy iswhat alowsworkingsto
hold—it’ swhat anchors them. It iswhat enabled the Cabal to create areservoir of magic within the
physica object of the Virtu. It iswhat enabled the Grevillian wizards of Caoxato create alabyrinth that
would collect magic and channd it into an engine.:

“An engine? Gideon, you' re making that up.”

He shook his head, but the dight smile he gave me did not inspire confidence, insofar as| understand the
more esoteric reaches of Cabaline philosophy, you are taught that magic working through physica
objectsisthe only way for the world of the spirit to touch the materia world.:

“la'tit?

:Most decidedly not. It is one way, but it isfar from the only way.



Necromancy chooses adifferent path, as does divination, and likewise oneiromancy. And there are
others.:

“What about the Eusebians?’

Histurn to flinch, athough he smoothed it out. :Eusebian wizardry tends toward the eclectic. A stance
that is epistemologically neither sounder nor safer than the blinkered vision of the Cabdines.
Blood-wizardry should be banned, not merely discouraged.:

The grimnessin hisface showed that he spoke from persona experience; | did not ask for details. | did
not need to. Makar had taught me agreat deal about blood-wizardry—even if | had not known that was
what it was until years|ater.

‘In any event,: Gideon said with determined briskness, :my point isthat what the Caba seemsto have
donein cregting the Virtu isto combine thaumaturgie architecture with necromancy. Clever and difficult
and truly avery bad idea.:

“Not that | would argue with you, but why? Aside from the obvious, | mean.”

Gideon made abrief, expressive grimace. : They feed on each other.:

“That was... vivid. If alittlecryptic.”

:Look,: he said exasperatedly, then stopped. Started again. :The problem is containment.:

“Oh.” That, | did understand. Even Malkar, blase about so many things, had not cut corners when he
was teaching me the principles of containment.

'Y es,: Gideon said, with a certain amount of satisfaction. :With something like Messire von Heber’s
cards, the thaumaturgie architecture—the symbols of the Sibylline—contains the magic at the sametime
that it usesit. But it’ satricky thing to balance. Divination and oneiromancy are smpler, fromwhat I've
read, because as disciplinesthey don't interact with the materia world. Necromancy does.:

“Areyou saying thet the Virtu wasn't containing—"

‘I'msaying it wasn't balanced. At least, that would be my theory as to what happened when certain of
the Virtu' s spellswere broken.: My incomprehension must have shown on my face, for he continued.
:The proper image for the interaction of thaumaturgie architecture and any other praxisisacand. But the
Cabd didn’t build acanal. They built adam.:

That image was aso vivid, uncomfortably so0. “Then it sagood thing | wasn't planning on rebuilding it,” |
sad after amomen.

'Y es,: Gideon said. :What worriesmeiswhat you' re going to build to put inits place.:

Andto that | did not have an answer.

When Mildmay returned, there was the vertical pin-scraich line of afrown between his eyebrows. For a
moment, | thought he was till angry at me, but he limped acrossto the table and said, “Ran into Lord
Thaddeus,” and hisvoice was rather dry, but not hostile. He pulled afolded piece of paper out of his
pocket and handed it to me, then sat down next to Gideon.

My eyebrows went up as | looked at the elaborate monogram stamped into thewax. “| seel rated his



sgnet ring. How aarming. | wonder what Thaddeus de Laage hasto say to methat he cannot say to my
fme.”

Mildmay muttered something that sounded like, “Wondered that, too.” Gideon looked up from the six
different books he was consulting, eyes bright and wary.

| broke the seal, unfolded the paper. “1 must ask Thaddeus the name of his stationer.” His square, jagged
Kekropian hand was unexpectedly, hurt-fully familiar. The thought of him was dark in my head, shrouded
with fear and shame and pain. But my memories of him, memories that were now seven or eight years
old, were memories of aclose friend. The digunct disturbed me, the more so because | knew | should
have memoriesto go with the fedlings of fear and misery, and | knew the absence in my head where they
belonged.

Mildmay can tell you, atreacherous voice whispered. And if Mildmay can't, Gideon can.
| slenced that voice and began to read Thaddeus sl etter.

My friend,

Although | am of course deeply gratified to see you restored to your right mind, and returned to
us, | am most distressed that you are continuing to associate with Gideon Thraxios. | must tell you
that he is not what he may seem to you to be. | have the gravest doubts of his sincerity in this
ostensible “ divorce” from the Bastion. He was the longtime confeder ate and catamite of Major
Louis Goliath, the spymaster of the Bastion. Moreover, heisan initiate of a particularly
pernicious mystery cult that the government of Kekropia has been trying to eradicate for
centuries. Heisnot to be trusted.

Please believe me: | have nothing but your best interestsin mind. | do not want to see you hurt
again.

And he signed himsdlf, as most wizards did, with an intricately involved sigil instead of hisname.

| stared at Thaddeus s letter for what felt like avery long time, trying to parse what he knew from what
he merdly believed. And dl the while there was a nauseous pounding in my head, not quite physicd, as|
struggled with the contradiction between my memories and my fedlings, struggled to find some basisfor
my fear of Thaddeus, some reason for thisterrible belief that, no matter what he said, he was not my
friend.

Hix?

| looked up; both Gideon and Mildmay were saring at me anxioudly, dthough | could read my brother’s
anxiety only by thefact that hewas taring at all.

“Thaddeus has some extremdly intriguing things to impart about your past,” | said to Gideon and passed
him theletter.

“Yegh, wdl, hetold me you weren't kind to your friends,” Mildmay said to me. Peripherdly, | noticed
Gideon' s eyebrows drawing down into a scowl as heread; | said to Mildmay, “And what did he mean



by that?”

“I think he was warning me you were gonnatreat me like shit.” Something that wasn't laughter flickered
and was gone from hiseyes. “Didn't tell him | knew that dready.”

“Thank you,” | said, midway between irony and sincerity.

:Thaddeus has dway's been a proponent of telling one things ‘for one’s own good,’: Gideon said, and
added something viciousin Kekropian, of which | recognized just enough wordsto redize that Gideon's
gift for invective would turn asalor’ shair white.

“Isit true?’

:Of courseit’ strue. Thaddeusis a self-righteousidiot with agreat gift for willful blindness, but he would
never demean himsdlf by lying.:

And | would have been convinced by his acerbic, contemptuous tone, except that his hands were restless
among his pages of notes, and he looked a my face without meeting my eyes.

“Gideon,” | said, “nothing you’ ve done can be any worse than the things I’ ve done, and you already
know about those.” Some of them, anyway.

:But heiswrong,: Gideon said defiantly. :1 am not aspy for the Bagtion..:

“I know that, idiot,” | said, and when he met my eyes, | amiled a him. He blushed and looked down, but
some of the cold misery had lifted from hisface.

| was not sure what association of ideas prompted meto look at Mild-may then; he was watching us.
There was nothing showing on hisface, and | redized suddenly, by the contrast, how much | had learned
to read from Mildmay’ s face, how much, comparatively, he had started to let me see.

And it took only amoment’ s thought to understand why he might have retreated behind his stone mask
now. “Thaddeus alegesthat Gideonisaspy and acultist.”

“Y ou mean what the Aiaians said wastrue?” Mildmay said, with something that might dmost bedarm,
and looked at Gideon.

Gideon flushed bright red and nodded.

“What kind of cult?” Mildmay said. “I mean, can you talk about it at al?’

“Y ou seem worried about something,” | said, and he looked even more embarrassed.
But he said doggedly, “ Y ou ain’'t an Obscurantist, are you?’

:Obscurantist? Gideon asked me.

“A follower of the God of the Obscured Sun,” | said, “whose cult has been extinct in Mélusine for
centuries.”

Mildmay gavethe equivalent in Kekropian, hatingly and with terrible pronunciation. And Gideon' s eyes
went wide.

:No,: he said, :although | know the god of whom you spesk. My goddessisthe White-Eyed Lady,
goddess of the dead, the logt, the trapped.:



Chapter 11

Feix

| realized, after along moment, that | had both hands pressed flat against the tabletop with enough
pressure that my fingernailswere turning white.

“Fdix?’ Mildmay said, and he sounded frightened.

| turned my head giffly to look at him. His green eyes were watching my face intently, and there was
none of the hardness | was used to seeing in them. He was frightened, but | redized vertiginoudy that he
was frightened for me. No one had been frightened for me since Joline; nobody had cared so much that

they...

My memory lit for amoment, like aflash of lightning againgt abrooding summer midnight, ahundred
jumbled images of Mildmay watching me with that same mixture of fear and lovein hisface. And then the
darkness closed in again; the past was gone, and the present must be dealt with.

| licked my lips and croaked, “ Gideon worships the White-Eyed Lady-The goddess of Nera, and of the
[abyrinth in Klepsydra.”

“Oh,” Mildmay said. Then, very quigtly, “Fuck.”

| had to keep moving, keep responding, keep from breaking down in panic. | asked Gideon, “What does
the worship of the White-Eyed Lady entail, exactly?’

‘In principle or in practice? I’ m not about to murder you both in your beds, if that' s what you’ re worried
about..

“No, I... I didn'tthink... | wasjust...” | was babbling. | pressed the heds of my palms against my eyes,
took adeep breath, looked at Gideon, and said in afalsay steady voice, “We have had dedings with the
White-Eyed Lady. And they have not been pleasant.”

:Dedlings?. Gideon's eyebrows rose dramaticaly. .-Considering that her worship has been dl but extinct
for the past severa hundred years, | am curiousto know what sort of ‘dealings' you might have had.:

“When wewerein Klepsydra, we—"

“Hang on,” Mildmay said, and both Gideon and | jumped. “Y ou asked aquestion, and | want it
answered.”

“Gideon sayshe won't murder usin our beds,” | said.

“I’'m surehewon’t. But that ain’'t what you asked.” After amoment, he added, “I ain’'t keen on him
murdering nobody ese, neither.”

:I don’t want to murder anyone!: Gideon protested.

| relayed, and Mildmay shrugged, looking not entirely convinced. “ Then how d'you go about
worshipping agoddess of death?’

/It has become avery privaterdigion,: Gideon said after amoment, hesitantly, .-although it ssemsaways
to have been amystery cult. The dangers are such—especidly in the Bastion—that her devotees amost



never meet. We never see each other’ sfaces, and if we ever guess another’ sidentity, we do our best to
forgetit.:

| repeated what he had said for Mildmay, then asked, “Then why meet at al? Why practice such a
dangerousfath?’

Gideon and Mildmay gave me equaly impatient looks. Gideon said, :Because we must. Becausethat is
what fathis:

“But surely you can believe in her without worshipping her? Forgive me, but she does not seemlikea
goddess worthy of worship.”

'Y ou do not understand,: Gideon said resignedly, asif he had expected no better. | felt mysdlf redden.

Hetook a deep breath, although he did not need it for speech, and said, :When | wasfifteen, | wanted to
die:

| repested his explanation as he gaveit, feding strangely, rdievedly transparent, asif it were Mildmay that
Gideon spoke to. Mildmay understood him, | thought, in away | never would.

:| had been tithed to the Bastion two years before as an oblate, but my powers had come upon me very
rapidly—too rapidly, and | was made alieutenant when | was barely fourteen. | wasthrust among the
Eusebian officers before | had a chance to understand what they were.:

“What were they?” Mildmay asked, his voice unexpectedly gentle.

:Y ou do not trust wizards,: Gideon said, and Mildmay nodded. : The Eusebians of that generation are the
reason | do not blame you. | think—I pray—that things are better now.:

And yet he had fled, | thought, but Jdid not say it.

:The detail s do not matter, and | do not wish to burden you with them. Sufficeit to say, | was desperately
unhappy, and the only thing that held me back from suicide was fear of what would be doneto meif
someone guessed my intention before | could carry it through, or if | botched it.

‘Now, the White-Eyed Lady isthe goddess of suicides. She takesthem as her lovers, usesthem, betrays
them. It istheir nature as much as hersthat makesit so. In the days when she had a proper
priesthood—or o the initiates of her mysteriestell each other—one of her priests’ duties wasto mediate
between the goddess and those who wished to come to her intemperately. It is said there was once a
ritual, so that suicides could make of their deaths a proper gift, could find the peace the Lady promised.
But that, like so much e'se, has been lost. Now we have only her mystery, and theritud of initiation that
imitates death. In truth, | think that iswhy the Bastion turnsa blind eye to her worship: for so many of us,
that sham death isenough.:

“Likethevave on asteam boiler,” Mildmay said. “Y ou let alittle out, and the whole thing don't blow up
inyour face”

‘Rather, yes.: Gideon smiled, a sudden dazzling sweetness. :Although your smileistheologicaly gppaling,
| find it personaly quite apt.:

Mildmay looked down at his hands—flustered, as he dwayswas by praise. Gideon continued, :Again,
the details do not matter. | wasinitiated into the White-Eyed Lady’ s mysteries, and | did not die. My
degth is hers, when she choosesto takeit.



Finished, hefolded his hands and sat—waiting, | supposed, to discover whether we would reject or
accept what he had said.

After amoment, Mildmay said, clearly struggling withiit, “ So you ain’t—I mean, it an't about helping
other people meet her, whether they want to or not?’

:Sheisnot the God of the Obscured Sun,: Gideon said. We must both have looked dubious, perhaps a
little frightened dtill, for he said, .-The God of the Obscured Sun isthe god of necromancers. The
White-Eyed Lady isthe goddess of the dead and dying.:

“I don't think | entirely understand the difference” | said.

Gideon frowned, his hands moving in afrustrated gesture, asif the words he wanted hovered just out of
his reach. .-The White-Eyed L ady takes the dead into her domain. She neither wishes nor alowstheir
return to thisworld. Ghosts are those who have lost their way to he—or have been dragged back by the
followers of the Obscured Sun, who is both her rival and her ever-rejected suitor..:

| saw Mildmay’ sflinch as| repeated Gideon’ swords. “What?’

He shook hishead. “Nothing. It just... Nothing.”

“That was not nothing.”

“Just something you said once.”

“When?’

He mumbled down at hishands, but | caught the word Nera clearly enough.

So did Gideon. :Yes. Y ou mentioned a labyrinth benesth Klepsydra, where| did not know any labyrinth
existed, and also the city of Nera, which so far as| know has been lost for athousand years.:

“Oh. Um, yes. Thereisalabyrinth beneath Klepsydra, which seemsto have been sacred to the
White-Eyed Lady, and Nera... well, | was not mysdlf at thetime.”

We both looked at Mildmay, who said, “Y ou want me to... Powers.” But when he had collected
himsdf, hetold the story well, vividly, and if he was more honest than | would have liked about the
gpectacle | had made of mysdlf, | supposed it was no more than | deserved for making him tell the story
inthefirg place.

| had the sense, as| had had when he told me about Neraiin the Gardens, that there was something he
was leaving out, something he did not want to say, but | had no idea of what it might be until Gideon
asked, and | relayed, “Do you think the maze worked?’

“Dunno. | can't seeghods.” But hiseyes cut away from mine.

“So you're saying you think it was just my halucination?’

“Not what | said.”

“Doyou believe in ghods?’

“Well, yeah,” he said, asif the answer were so obvious no one should need to ask.

| looked at him, waited until he reluctantly met my eyes. “What aren’t you telling me?’



Hisface colored, and he muttered, “Don’t want to upset you.”

| wondered if he meant he didn’t want to distress me or he didn’t want to make me angry. “Just tell me,”
| said, and tried not to sound impatient. “It could be important.”

“Important for what?*”

“For the problem of the Mirador’ s dead.” Gideon gave me a sharp, skeptical 1ook, but did not interrupt
me. “There are paralds between the two stuations that could be useful. So out with it. What happened
when we made the maze?’

“Fuck,” hesaid. “Okay.” Then he stopped, looking a me with adifferent kind of wariness. “Y ou sure
you don't remember it?” and hiseyesdid, just dightly, Sdeways at Gideon.

| understood what he was asking, and | felt for amoment amost physical pain at the loyalty he was
showing me, and the completely unexpected senstivity to something | had never openly told him, but
clearly heknew. He knew | was concedling theloss of my memory, and he waswilling to help.

| smiled & him. “Let usmerely say that | do not imagine my memory of eventsisat al, ah, riable.”
Which was perfectly true, if grosdy mideading, and there was appreciation of that in the nod Mildmay

gaveme.

“Okay,” he said. “ So, we made the maze and got outsideit, and | didn’t see nothing, but | could tell you
did. And thenyou...” Another pause, and he said dowly, watching my face, “Y ou started for the maze.”

| had known thiswould be unpleasant; | nodded at him to continue.

“I stopped you,” he said, “dong of how | didn’t know what might happen. And you started cussing me
out. Said they—the ghosts—they said you could come with *em if you wanted. And 1—"

Therewas aflash, as quick and bright and painful aslightning searing the sky: pouring rain and amonster
pinning me to the ground and voices caling, pleading, promising...

“Joling,” | said, my voice barely more than bregth.

Mildmay’ swords cut off jaggedly. | redized after amoment that he and Gideon were both staring at me.
Mildmay wouldn’t ask, of course, but Gideon would; | had to say something first, had to keep this matter
under my control. “They said they could hdp mefind—" But | couldn’t think of how to explain Joline. |
findly sad, inadequately, “ Someone | knew asachild,” and Mildmay said hagtily, asif heweretrying to
head off further questions, “ And after awhile you quit fighting me, so | knew the maze had worked and
the ghosts were gone. That, um, that wasit.”

| let my hands grip together benegth the table, wel coming the dull pain of bone struggling against bone,
the sharper bite of my ringsin the flesh of my fingers. Joline had died more than fifteen years ago; there
was no need to alow mysdf to become overset. | said, “ Then we have the testimony of amadman.”

'Y ou sound asif you were hoping for something more.:

“Itwasjust anidea,” | said and fled gratefully into theory. “I know very little about necromancy, and
none of what | know hasto do with... | believethetermis laying aghost. So | thought, if therewasa
method that we knew worked—"

:For followers of aparticular goddess.:



“Neither Mildmay nor | knew anything about your White-Eyed Lady.” :I mentioned her to you once;:
Gideon said. :When | kept you from committing suicide off the Linlowing Bridge, if you recall..

| had amoment of flat white panic. But he wastesting; | saw that particular brightnessin hiseyes. | said,
“Gideon, | know you have high standards, but surely even you cannot expect that someone... someone
in that Situation would be able to understand and remember every word you say. If you tell meyou
mentioned your goddess, | will beieve you, but my own memory...” | shrugged, carefully indifferent, and
did not let myself appear to watch hisreaction. But | could see that he was thwarted, and said, asif this
werethe point, “Well, let’s ask the expert. Mildmay, are there any rituals native to the pantheon of
Méusinethat bring rest to the dead?’

“Dunno,” hesaid. “Y ou wannatry that with words for stupid people?’ Y ou aren’'t Supid. But even if |
said it, hewould never believe | meant it. “What do people in the Lower City do to lay aghost?’

“Go to the cade-skiffs. Or the Resurrectionists. Depending on how they died and who you want knowing
about it.”

“Y ou know perfectly well that’ s not what I’ m asking.”

“How can |, when| ain't heard haf the conversation y’ al been having?’ Heflinched at his own words
and said, “ Sorry,” to Gideon. “I didn’t mean—"

“We have been discussing waysin which to lay the dead. Particularly the dead of the Mirador. Gideon
seemsto think hisgoddess sriteswon't help.” Gideon glared at me, and | glared back; he did not speak.

Mildmay said, “Mostly that stuff’ s cade-skiff mysteries. Or necromancy, which | ain't into and never
have been. But, if you mean that maze we did, ain't that sort of like Heth-Eskdaden?’

| looked a him blankly.

“The curtain-mazes a the Trials. That'swhat they'refor.”

“What do you mean, ‘ That’ swhat they'refor’ 7’

“Youwak themaze,” Mildmay said patiently. “That' s how you get to Hell.”
Mildmay

| had to do alot of explaining before Felix was satified, including telling most of the story of
Heth-Eskaaden’ s Trids, with both of them gitting there watching me and Gideon taking notes. Which |
gottosay | didn't carefor.

But | told the story, and Fdlix sat there and drank it al in like he' d never heard it before.
“Didn't you gotothe Tridsasakid?’

He shrugged. “ Once or twice,” and then him and Gideon got going again, and | followed asbest | could
from Felix’ shdf—which isto say not hardly at all—but | got enough to figure that Gideon thought Felix’s
ideawas aredly bad one, and Felix got hisjaw set and that look in his eye like a bad-tempered mule,
and | knew Gideon would' ve had better luck getting him to go to court naked than to let go of thisthing
he wanted. But it would only pissthem both off if | saidit, so | didn't.

Finally—sometime after dinner thiswas, and they’ d been going round and round for hours—Gideon
stood up, sudden enough to make me jump, bowed to Felix, rea giff-like, bowed to me, and stalked out



of theroom like an offended cat. When the door had closed behind him, | raised my eyebrows at Fdlix.
Who had the grace to look embarrassed. “1 shouldn’t have caled him that, should 17’
“| don’'t even know what al them words mean, and it didn’t sound good.”

Helaughed. “I'll makeit up to him later. But just at the moment...” Hisvoice seemed to go back on him.
Helooked away, twisting hisrings. “Do you truly believein ghosts?’

“Yesh,” | said. “Straight up.”
He nodded, still not looking at me, and said, “I need to tell you about something.”
“Okay,” | said after amoment when he hadn’t gone on. “What?’

“ Something that happened—something that | think happened—when | was mad.” His voice got softer
and softer dl theway aong, until at the end he was barely whispering.

“I thought you didn’t remember anything from then,” | said, trying to be practical because it wouldn’t do
to have both of us making an opera about it.

“Bitsand pieces,” he said, pushing his hair back from his face with both hands but still not looking at me.
“No, not even that much. Scraps. Four or five sentences chosen at random, each from a different chapter
of avery long romance. So | haven't any context. | can't tell you why | wasby mysdf in thelower levels
of the Mirador or what | thought | was escaping from, athough | know | was escaping from something.
But | think | met aghost.”

“Met aghost?’

“Yes. | cannot remember... it'sal warped somehow, but | know he showed me the crypt of the
Coradlii.”

“Wow,” | sad. “1 mean, um, why?’

“Presumably hewas a Cordelius,” Felix said. He sounded tired. “And | know he needed meto do
something for him.”

| waited, dong of being pretty sure he wasn't done. He did look at me then, aquick glance and away,
and sad, “I think he wanted meto lay him.”

Another long pause, and | didn’t say nothing because | didn’t know what the fuck to say. Then Felix
said, hiswords coming faster, “And of course, | couldn’'t help him at the time, being mad and under
interdict, and of coursethe Virtu' s binding on its necromantic foundation hadn’t been broken yet. But that
isn't true anymore, and | honestly think the maze might work. And if | am not wrong about as many
things as Gideon thinks | am, it might solve the entire problem of the Mirador’ s dead. The only hitch
being...” Herased hiseyebrows a me, like he wasinviting metdl him what the only hitch was—except

| saw so many hitches| didn’t know whereto start.

Felix rolled hiseyes. “The only hitch being the location of the Corddius crypt.”
“Y ou mean they don’t know?’
“It waslost. On purpose, | now suspect.”

“| don't get it. Why would you want to lose acrypt?’



“The same reason they chose to lose the knowledge of the Virtu' sfoundations. Because it was so much
more convenient not to know.”

“And you want to find it?’
“Themore| think about it, the more certain | am that that' swherethe Virtu' s foundation waslaid.”
“Sorry, what?’

“The foundations for aspell-casting of this nature have to be physicaly located. Two of the Virtu' sthree
foundations are obvioudy in the Hal of the Chimeras—the plinth and the oath-taking—hbut, well,
gpeaking as a Ca-bdine wizard, if the Cabal was going to use necromancy on the dead of the Mirador
for anything, they’ d do it in the crypt of the Cordelii. So that’ swhere | need to go.”

| still wasn't sure that made sense, but | said, “Okay. So if nobody knowswherethiscryptis...”

“I found it once,” Fdix said, with agrin that scared the living daylights out of me. “I want to seeif | can
doitagan.”

Fdix
He camewithme.

| had not expected him to, certainly wouldn't have dreamed of asking, but when | said hedidn’'t haveto,
he just gave me a one-shouldered shrug and said, “ Y ou’ re gonna need somebody to find the way back.”

| couldn’t argue with that, and | wastoo sdfishtotry.

Mildmay didn’'t even balk when | said we had to go now. | had my arguments marsha ed—the fact that
there was court in the morning and | would be expected to work with the Virtu in the afternoon, the need
to keep secret how close | was skirting to the edge of nhecromancy, my bone-deep desire to discuss none
of thiswith Mavortian von Heber—and | felt absurdly deflated when none of them was necessary.
Mildmay just said, “Okay,” and waited for meto lead him where | would.

| wanted to yell at him not to trust me, to take him by the shoulders and shake him until he understood
that | was treacherous and fickle and as crudl asacat playing with ahaf-dead mouse. But he knew dl of
that aready, and he trusted me anyway.

“To start, we need to go down,” | said and led the way to the nearest staircase that would allow usto do
S0, ddliberately ignoring my own knowledge of how hopelesdy farcica thisideawas. Because there was
one truth about the relationship between thaumaturgy and architecture that | did not need Gideon to tell
me: the Mirador, acitadel of wizardry for al thelong centuries of itsexistence, had... not magic of its
own, but something that might be called sengtivity. It pawned coincidencesin its hdlslike maggots from
adead dog—and it occurred to me as we emerged into a narrow corridor, dust-shrouded except for a
blurry track down the center, that perhaps the Mirador’ s coincidences were somehow related to the
huphantike, the labyrinth of fortune. There were three places on the floor of the Hall of the Chimeras,
each about the size of agorgon, that were always ice-cold. There was aroom aong the Stoa Errata—I
had forgotten which one, but | could find it again with five minutes' exploration—that smelled of smoke
and burning flesh, no matter how many cleansings were performed. Booksfdl off the shelves of the
Février Archive, randomly and without cause. There were other such phenomena, others and others; to
list them dl would take the length of anight.

And if you went about looking in the right way, in the Mirador you would often find what you sought.



It had been many yearssince| had doneit, asit made Shannon nervous and unhappy when |
disappeared into the abandoned leves of the Mirador for hours on end, but | thought | could il
remember thetrick of it. It was not so different, in itsway, from the methods Thamurisand | used to
explore the Khloidanikos.

It involved agood ded of what Thamuris called surrender and what | preferred to call openness. | had
not known what this necessary state was before—probably if | had, | would have been unable to achieve
it. To anyone taught by Makar Gennadion, this sort of deliberate vulnerability seemed asuicidally stupid
idea. And Mdkar had proved how damaging it could be by forcing me open in his destruction of the
Virtu. | thought, as Mildmay and | crossed agrest pentagona room with running houndsinlaid in seven
different woods as a border around its marquetry floor, that | had more to be grateful to Thamurisfor
than | had redlized. He had taught me that openness had a purpose, that it was an asset, not merely a
weskness.

Without him, | doubted | would have understood what the Khloidanikos showed me.

We moved deeper and deeper into the Mirador, Mildmay, my witch-lights, and |. Mildmay padded
slently at my heds—like afamiliar in the stories about wizards | had heard asachild, though I’ d never
met awizard who had afamiliar or had the first ideahow one would go about acquiring such athing.

Smple, | thought bitterly. Just cast the obligation d'ame.

Every time| looked back, Mildmay’ s eyes were wide and unearthly in the glow of the witchlights, and he
was staring around with the unsalf-conscious wonder of achild. | nearly jumped out of my skin when,
after an hour or more, his deep voice said behind me, “That' s the Raphenius crest.”

We were passing through a ballroom, the floor avast black and white checkerboard sweep, the plaster
on thewalls cracked and fallen away in patches to show the unforgiving stone of the Mirador. | followed
the direction of Mildmay’ s pointing finger and saw on apiece of plaster that was cracked and flaking but
not yet falen, acrest of two lions rampant, back to back, the interlaced feathers of their wide white wings
like armor dong their flanks. | had never seen it beforein my life.

“Raphenius?’ | said and was pleased it didn’t come out in a squesk.

“It would' ve been them instead of the Corddlii if Claudine Raphenia had just been born Claude. She gave
it agood try, though. Whichiswhy you ain’'t heard of *em. Paul Cordeliuswasn't anice guy.”

“Dotdl,” | said, and the next dow, winding phase of my exploration was to the accompaniment of
Mildmay explaining to mewhat | eventualy redized wasthefall of the Ophidian dynasty and the rise of
the Corddian. What astonished me was not so much that Mildmay knew the history—although that was
astonishing enough—as that he spoke about the people involved asif he d known them al persondly, as
if thiswas not history to him, but gossip of the sort laundresses traded across their washtubs. | wanted to
ask him where he had learned the story of Paul Corddlius s ascension to the throne of Marathat, but the
question would embarrass him, and | was afraid that he would stop talking altogether.

Theweight of darkness pressing in on usfrom al sdeswas easier to bear with hisvoiceto listen to.

We descended another staircase and another: spiral staircases, staircases barely the width of my
shoulders, running insde thewallslike mousetrails, broad sweeping saircases; servants stairs pitched
amost as steeply asladders. We waked through ballrooms, lords' receiving rooms, wizards
workroomsinlaid with symbols| did not know, anterooms and pantries, corridors and stoas and greet
echoing vaultsforested with pillars. All of it abandoned a hundred years ago at least, al of it cold,
brooding. Not quite awvake enough to be hostile.



Mikkary.

| shivered, thinking that the sensation was not easier to bear for having anameto put to it, and Mildmay
interrupted himsdf in the middle of explaining why the Bercromii had not ralied to the Raphenii’ sraised
dandard to say, “Felix? You dl right?’

“Moreorless” | said. “These halsdo not welcome us.”
“It’ sthat mikkary thing again, ain't it? Because thisfeds exactly like that fucking maze in Klepsydra.”

How many times do you haveto learn? | asked mysdlf. Don’t underestimate him. “Yes” | said. “Thisis
mikkary. It cannot—" | had to stop, clear my throat. “It cannot harm us. It has not been channeled asthe
mikkary of the [abyrinth was”

“Doadl old buildings get like this? | mean, if nobody uses‘em?’

“I don’'t know,” | said. “I know that the problem here, asin Klepsydra, isnot merely that the buildings
areold, but that they are places where magic was worked. Places on which magic wasworked. And
that makesthem... different. | think it makesthe mikkary stronger.”

“ *Causethat’s just what we need,” Mildmay muttered, and made me laugh.

A hdf gaircase and the length of astoalater, standing at an intersection marked with the points of the
compass, | felt it, ajagged sense of d§javu and broken magic. “Therel” | said, and behind me, Mildmay
sd, “Um, Fdix?’

| turned. Hisface had gone aghastly color, even adlowing for the witch-lights. “ Did you know y’ dl got
ghoulsdown here?’

And | remembered, in an entirdy different and very visceral way, the death of Sherbourne Foss.

“They ain't noticed usyet, but...” And | followed the direction of his stare; far down the corridor to my
left, | could just make out dim, scuttling shapes. They hadn’t noticed us because they, too, were
surrounded by witchlights, which | guessed was the effect of an amost entirely disabled Warding spdll.

“Comeon!” | said, grabbing Mildmay by the wrist and dragging him in the direction of my dgavu. He
followed willingly, only stumbling alittle between the dight remaining untrustworthiness of hisright leg and
his apparent determination not to look away from those faint, moving lights.

“Wherewe headed?’ he said in avoice pitched to carry to my ears and no farther.
“There should beadtaircase,” | answered inkind. I'd learned that trick asa child, and Joline and I—
| cut that thought off vicioudy.

Then my witchlights, skittering and spinning, illuminated apair of marble columns, an arch of roses.
“That'sit,” | said, and Mildmay moaned behind me, “ Oh shit they spotted us.” The next second, his hard,
fierce weight knocked me off my feet and, for amoment, entirely clear of the floor. Then we wererolling,
blunt edges and hard flatness, down the sairs, atangle of limbs, and Mildmay was dragging me, one
hand on my wrist and one painfully in my hair. White marble and a black iron threshold. Helet go of me
with ashove and | skidded on cold stone, and at the same time heard the great rasping groan of the door
swinging shut.

And the next second something hit it from the other side, hard and with aterrible hungry scrabbling as of



claws
“Fuck,” Mildmay said, a haf-breathless exhdation.

| propped myself up on one elbow to look at him. He was leaning against the door, hisforearms braced
and his head resting againgt his hands. From the other side of the door, the scratching continued,
interspersed with the thud of bodies throwing themsalves againgt its blessedly unyielding mass.

“Areyoudl right?’ | sad.
“Y ou ever seen anybody bit by aghoul 7’
“No, of course not. The Mirador doesn’t—"

“Beievein ‘em,” hefinished for me. “Yeah, | know. Wdl, | saw what was |eft of Rory Sdpétre after the
ghouls got donewith him, and | dmost got bit once mysdlf. If I'd known there were ghouls down here, |
wouldn’'t' ve come, and | wouldn't‘ ve let you come, neither.”

| didn’t think I’d ever heard him say so many words at one time when hewasn’t telling astory, and | bit
back my reflexive response: you couldn’t have stopped me. Instead, more reasonably, | said, “1 didn't
know either. Do you think they’ |l be ableto get in?’

He straightened away from the door. “Nah. Thisfucker’ ssolid.” And he broke off, and | had just enough
of hisprofileto see hisfrown. Then he said thoughtfully, “Well, fuck me sdeways,” and | heard the
unmistakable sound of bolts being thrown, one at the top of the door, one—with an awkward stoop—at
the bottom.

“Bolts?’ | said stupidly. “On the insgde of the door?’

“Yeah.” He extended ahand, and | let him brace meto my feet. “ Guessthey didn’t want nobody
crashing their funeras”

| tried not to laugh, but it was alost cause. We ended up leaning againgt the tomb of Paul Corddiusin an
act of the grossest |ése-magjesté, both of us giggling and gasping for breath, more giddy than actualy
amused.

The ghouls continued to paw at the door.

Findly, Mildmay said, “1 hope you' ve got some bright ideafor getting us out of here. ‘Causel’m
guessing thereain’t no back door.”

“If what I'm trying to do works, we won't need to worry about it.”
“Andif it don't?’

“Doesn’'t. And let’ s not worry about that until we haveto.”

“Okay.” And then he raised one eyebrow a me. “What do | do to help?’
Mildmay

| got to admit, | love making Flix’sjaw drop.

And | guess he must’ ve been expecting me to argue with him or something, because that sure did it.



Hejust sared at mefor the longest time, like1’d, 1 don’t know, told him | was going to go set up asa
portrait painter or something, and then he kind of shook himsdlf and said, “1t would help greetly if we
could find thefocal point of the origina foundation. | know you can't sense that sort of thing, but will you
stay with mewhile | search?’ He gave me aone-sided, not very happy smile. “1 find my nervesarealittle
bit on edge.”

“Sure” | said. “1 mean, me, too. Where d' you want to start?’

“My first guess would have been the tomb of Paul Corddlius” he said, laying a hand on the tomb we
were standing next to. “ Sinceit’ s here so conveniently by the door. But there' s nothing here. My next
guesswould be John Corddlius, but | can’'t imagine...” Hisvoicekind of died in histhroat, and he put
one hand up to hishead. It should’ ve looked like a pantomime actress making fun of Madeleine Scott or
Susan Dravanya, but it didn’t.

“What isit?’ | said.

He gave me alook that was either asnarl or asmile, | couldn’t tell which, hiseyes glittering in the
witchlight in away that spooked me thefuck out. “Let’scal it ahunch,” he said and took off down the
line of tombs, muttering their names as he went: “Paul, Matthias, Sebagtian, Edmund, Laurence,
Charles... Claudius... Jasper... John. Damn them. | knew it. Damn them.”

“What?’

“It'sright here,” he said, and that |ook was a snarl, no two ways about it. Both hands were gripping the
edges of thetomb like hewastrying to break it in half.

“What is?”

“John Corddius,” hesad, glaring & me like he thought | was going to try and deny it, “last king of
Marathat, was killed—executed—in arevol ution that not merely brought his dissatisfied cousin Michadl
Teveriusto power, not merely abolished the kingship, but aso entirely exterminated the Cordelian line,
since Queen Alix Corddiaand theinfant prince Daniel Cordelius were both executed—or murdered, if
you prefer—along with John. Why, then, why would anyone go to the trouble of interring himin the
Corddiusvault, afoolishly sentimentd gesture that would certainly get you hanged for treason if you were
caught? Why?”

“Dunno,” | said, athough | was beginning to have anasty fedling like maybe | did.

“Because necromancy works most strongly upon the newly dead. And most enduringly upon those who
died by violence”

My fingers were making the sign to ward off hexes before | could stop them. “Powers and saints. So you
mean—"

“There' s something rather grimly appropriate about the symbolism—which may help to explainthe
Virtu'slegendary stability. The Cabd quite literaly built their working on John Cordelius's dead body.”

We stared at each other for along time, listening to the ghouls thump and scrabble against the door.
Findly, | said, “So what do we do to break it?’

And Fdix said, “We draw amaze.”

He had chak in his pockets, so he took one stick and | took another, and we laid out a maze around the



tombs of the Corddian kings and their wives and their children.

It wasn't nice work, in case you were wondering, and the sound of the ghoulstrying to break the door
down didn’'t help. Felix asked once, dmost whispering, “If this doesn't work, will they give up?
Eventudly?

“Nope,” | said, and | waswhispering, too, athough there wasn't no reason to. “They ain’t smart
enough.”

“Fantadtic,” Felix said with ashudder, and we kept drawing.

When the maze was done—and | don’t suppose | need to mention how hard | wastrying to keep from
thinking how much thelines of red chalk looked like old faded bloodstains—it covered most of the floor
gpacein the crypt, except for a piece right by the door that Felix had told meto leave clear. John
Corddius stomb was the heart, which made things pretty badly off center, but we' d worked it out okay.

We were both standing in the clear space by the door. | gave Felix back the chalk, and he dropped it in
his pocket without seeming to notice. He was frowning at the crypt, sort of generdly, and then he turned
and frowned at me, but not like I’ d done something wrong. Then he got down on hiskneesand drew a

diamond around me, scribbling asymbol at each point.

“What... 7’

“That should keep you safe,” he said, scrambling up and dusting off histrousers. “And if it does't, |
gpologizein advance.”

“Wait—what about you?’
“I haveto wak the maze.”
“What?’ It came out amost in asort of shriek, and | lowered my voice. “Are you absolutely batfuck ?’

“Y ou told me the story yoursdlf,” he said, not loud or angry, and | knew | didn’t have ahope of changing
hismind. “At the Trids, when you walk the curtain-mazes, what are you doing?’

| didn’t want to answer, but it wasn't like | could pretend | didn’'t know what he was talking about. Y ou
and your big fucking mouth, Milly-Fox. “Finding the way so the dead can follow.”

“Exactly.”
“But them ghogsin Nera—"

“Were, as Gideon was at such painsto point out, followers of adifferent religion. These are the dead of
the Mirador, and they need a psychopomp.”

“A what?’

“A guide. Someoneto find the way.”

“You.”

“Yes. Stay within the diamond. Please. | don’'t want you hurt.”

Powers, he was a manipulative bastard. Because of course | went al blotchy red and said, “ Okay, |
promise,” and he got what he wanted just like always.



“Good. Wish meluck?” And then he gave methistwisted, nervouslittle smile, and | redized hewas
scared hdf out of hismind. Remembered that he might sound like he knew what he was doing, but it was
all just guesswork and old stories.

| had to clear my throat twice before | could get the word out, but | said, “Luck.”
He nodded, kind of choppy, then turned and started to walk the maze.

Kethe, | hated standing there watching him and not being able to do nothing. He didn’t go fast. Good,
steady pace, and hishead up, and | knew he was trying to give the thing some dignity, for al these dead
people who' d been stuck here for amost four Great Septads by what the Caba had done. And | loved
himfor it.

He reached the heart of the maze we' d drawn, poor greedy stupid John Cordelius s tomb, and he got his
chalk out and started marking symbols around and on top of it. He was muttering under his breath, but |
couldn’t make out the words, and | wasn't sureit mattered.

| can’'t fed magic, but | knew when Felix’ s spell took, al the same. The ghouls quit beating themselves
againg the door.

There was along silence, heavy and thick, and me and Felix staring at each other with our eyesasbig as
bell-whedls. And then avoice, awoman’ svoice, low and moaning, and Kethe my skin was goosefleshing
so bad it felt like it was trying to crawl right off my body, “Please. Let usin. Let uswalk the maze.”

“Can...” Fdix took a deep breath. “ Can you open the door?’

| started toward it, then stopped mysdlf. “Not without leaving the diamond. And, | mean, | will, but you
s’

“No,” Fdix sad, hisvoicetight and harsh.

“Please,” the dead woman said, and | could hear other voices behind her, mumbling and moaning,
“pleaselet us. Please”

| stayed where| was, ‘ cause Felix had told me to. He reached toward the door with one hand. His eyes
werewide, and | could see sweat beading at his hairline and on his upper lip.

And | heard it when the top bolt on the door did back.

| was praying, akind of panicked babbling in my head that didn’t amount to much more than the ghouls
please please please. Please |t thiswork. Please let this be the right thing to do.

The second bolt went back, and now Felix was leaning on John Cordedlius stomb, and | could see his
hand shaking. “ Please,” sobbed the dead people, and there was the heavy clank of the latch, and the
door shuddered open thetiniest fraction of aninch.

| had to force mysdlf to take achoked little breath that hurt like fuck and then another, and Felix was
kind of hanging on John Cordelius stomb like otherwise he' d be sprawled dl over the floor, and the
door swung open, first just an inch and then it dammed into thewall, and | had one moment where |

thought, perfectly clear, Thisisit, we re fucked. And then the ghouls werein the crypt.

They weren't even looking a me. Asfar asthey were concerned, | might have been so much marble and
iron. And they didn’t head Straight for Felix to rip hisguts out, neither. They were dl about the maze.



| stood there and reminded myself to keep breathing, and the ghouls walked the maze. And I’ m pretty
sure they weren't the only ones walking it. They were just the only ones | could see. It kept getting colder
and colder in the crypt, that much | know.

The ghoulsdidn’'t move like ghouls anymore. They ill looked like ghouls, dl withered and black and
with the crazy red eyes, and powers and saintsthey ill smelled like ghouls. But they moved like they
weredive agan. Like they remembered who they’ d been.

It didn’t take long. Felix moved so he had the tomb between him and the ghouls when they came into the
heart of the maze. | didn’t blame him, but it turned out it didn’t matter. Because the ghoulsdidn’t ook at
him any more than they’ d looked a me. They just reached for John Cordelius stomb, and when they
touched it—I mean, the second they laid afinger on it—they kind of crumbled and fell gpart into dust. |
don’t know how many of them there were. Felix said later he thought there were only twenty or so, and it
just seemed like more. And like me, he thought there were a bunch of dead people besides the ghouls
using themaze.

After awhile, | noticed it was getting warmer again, and then that my breathing had quit sounding so
much like | was carrying something too heavy for me. And then the last ghoul touched John Cordelius' s
tomb and Was gone.

Fdix kind of staggered sideways, and | amost forgot and stepped out of the diamond to go to him. But |
didn’t. | sayed where| wasand called, “Y ou okay?’

“Yes,” hesad, dthough he didn’t sound sure about it. “1 think it worked.”

“Wel, yegh.”

“No. I mean the necromantic foundation. | think it’struly gone. | think thisinsaneideareally worked.”
He sounded pretty punchy. | said, “Hey. Can | get out of this diamond now?’

“Wait amoment. | haveto perform the dispersd.”

So | waited, and he did his hocus-stuff. | knew he was done when al the chalk lines disappeared.

He pushed his hair back from hisface and said, “ All right. Do you think you can find your way back?’

“Watch me,” | said, and made him laugh.



Chapter 12

Feix

Court the next morning was rendered hideous by Stephen’s saying, dmost the instant the necessary
business of ritua was out of the way, “Fdlix, I’ve been told by severd people that you did something to
the Mirador lagt night. Would you mind explaining?’

| managed to keep mysdlf from answering honestly, Yes. What deep | had gotten the night before had
been restless and patchy, plagued, not surprisingly, by nightmaresin which | wastrying to reach the
Khloidanikos through the labyrinth of Klepsydra, and was prevented, first by ghouls, and then, when |
had at |ast eluded them in the oldest and darkest corners of the labyrinth—which was somehow aso the
Mirador—by the Sim running black and cruel across my path. | said, “Were your wizards not able to
inform you, my lord?” earning mysdf ablack look from Vicky aswell as Stephen.

“It' syour explanation I'minterested in.”

The temptation to tell the truth—the exact truth—was dmost physicd, like something stuck in my throat.
But the envoy from Vusantine stood on the dai's, his eyes sharp and cold and very watchful, and any truth
| gaveto court and Curia, | gave aso to the Coeurterre.

And thus| shrugged and said negligently, “ Just tidying up afew loose ends”
“That' san interesting way of putting it. Y ou seem to have entirely rid the Mirador of ghouls.”
“Oh. I'm sorry. Did you want to keep them?”

Baiting Stephen had once been my favorite hobby. And even though | no longer enjoyed it as| once had,
there was a certain bitter satisfaction in seeing | hadn’t lost my touch. He quite visibly repressed hisfirgt
response—and possibly his second—and said, “What | want isfor you to tell me what you did.”

“Entirely rid the Mirador of ghouls.” And | smiled a him brightly to hide my wince as Mildmay kicked my
ankle.

It hung in the balance for amoment; then Stephen snorted and said, “ Al right. I'll leave it to your
colleaguesto get the truth out of you.” And turned his attention to the next item in the day’ s docket.

| did in fact have to endure arather unplessant half hour with Giancarlo, but ironicaly, because hewasa
wizard and understood what had caused the problem—if ghouls might be so lightly described—it was
eader than it would have been with Stephen to avoid deeper questions, the answersto which would only
cause pain and disiress. There was no need to burden the Curiawith the truth, and | reminded myself that
| wanted to prove myself better than they thought me, not indulge in an unending succession of petty acts
of revenge. | told Giancarlo it was necessary work before mending the Virtu, and made up some
persiflage about old and disrupted magic interfering with the patterns my Fressandran colleague was
looking for. Giancarlo legpt at the bait and lost sSight of the ghouls entirely in bombarding me with
questions about Fressandran theory and praxisin general and Mavortian von Heber’ s probable intentions
inparticular. | lied extravagantly when | could not answer with the truth, and Giancarlo findly let me
go—moallified, if not actudly satisfied, by my explanations.

| was |eft in peace for severd days thereafter to do the work | had been appointed. Wizards and
courtiers alike skirted me aswiddy asif the broken state of the Virtu might be contagious; Stephen



glowered, but did not speak. Mavortian, like any wizard worth the name, would let personal
congderations go in the pursuit of aconundrum; Gideon, too, threw himsdf willingly into research among
the Mirador’ s scattered libraries, athough we had had no persond exchangessince | had called hima
reactionary close-minded intellectual coward. He would probably have forgiven meif my attempt to lay
the Mirador’ s dead had failed, but it is hard to be generous when events have conspired to prove an
unflattering estimation of one' s character to be, even partidly, correct. Mildmay stayed at my side,
unguestioning, uncomplaining, asif he' d been borntoit.

My dreams continued to harp tiresomely on ghouls and the Sim and the [abyrinth of Klepsydra, but
nightmares were nothing new or surprising.

It was too good to last, and, of course, it didn’t.

The afternoon of our fifth day of work, we were afflicted with visitors. Mortimer Clef, the envoy from
Vusantine, wished to see what progress we were making, and Stephen had been prompted by some
malicious urge to deputize Shannon to accompany him.

Even so, at firgt it wasn't too bad. Mortimer Clef seemed aswilling to answer questions asto ask them,
and for an annemer, he had aremarkable grasp of thaumaturgy and its theory. He was able to satisfy my
curiosity about the work that had been done in Hermione and what part the wizards of the Coeurterre
had played in repairing and rebuilding the magical defenses of the Mirador. | imagined he could also have
told me agood ded about the part the High King' streasury had played in repairing the physica structure
if I had been inclined to ask, which | was not.

But then he desired to speak to Mavortian, and | was left standing face-to-face with Shannon Teverius.

It would have been alieto say | did not want him. | wanted him as desperately as | ever had, wanted
that fragile gold and aabaster beauty to be mine. What | did not want were the memories, of my crudty,
of his. | remembered striking him, so vividly it might have happened yesterday, but | dso remembered, as
one remembersthings dreamed in afever, flinching from hiswords, from the vicioustriumphin hisvoice,

We had hurt each other, and the weight of that pain was smply more than | waswilling to take up again.
“Good afternoon, my lord,” | said, voice pleasant, face neutral.

“You're awfully formal,” he said, and my heart sank. “Trying to keep your distance? Afraid | might bear
taesto your new light of love?’

Of dl thethingsthat worried me, that surely was not on thelist. I could not imagine Shannon, whose
sheltered life had | eft him deeply uncomfortable with deformity, with incagpacity, talking to Gideon, and
evenif hedid, Gideon wasfar too canny to listen.

He must have seen in my face that his shot was wide of the mark, for he said, “But then, your standards
aren't as exacting asthey used to be, are they, darling?’ Hisimitation of me was devastatingly accurate; |
had to fight to hide my wince. “Honestly, Felix, evenfor you, isv't thisabit much? Summing isone
thing—wedl do it, powers know—but incest? One would think you wereliving in the days of the

Puppet Kings.”

It took me amoment to redize what he wasimplying, and then dl my resolution, my cam, my
self-control went up in a scouring white blaze of fury—all the worse for the fact that it was by no wish of
mine that Shannon’ sdlegationswerefdse.

“Truly,” | said, “you are your mother’ s son, aren’t you?”’



Shannon went stark white. His mother, Gloria Aestia—the only an-nemer ever burned at the stake for
treason—was more than a sore spot with him; shewas araw, till-bleeding wound. The Lower City had
called her the Golden Bitch, and she had earned that soubriquet seven timesover. Legdly, Shannon had
no connection with the House of Aestius, asif Gloria Aestia had never existed, but the fact that hewas as
uncannily like hismother as| was like mine meant that she could never be entirely forgotten. Shewasa
byword for faithlessness and dander, and | added before Shannon could find hisvoice, “But then, there's
never been any doubt of that.”

“You'reafine oneto talk. How many pretty boysdid you leave pining on your way across the Empire?’

“How long did you wait,” | countered, “before you found someone e se to warm your bed? A week?
Two?’

“What' sthe matter, Felix?” Shannon hissed. “ Jealous? Won't your little gutter rat—what’ sthe
appropriate expresson?—put out?’

“Heis not—" And | realized that my voice had risen, that the echoes were catching and multiplying in the
darkness of the vault above us, that Mavortian, Bernard, Mildmay, and Mortimer Clef were dl staring at
measif | had gone mad.

An unfortunate comparison.
It was astruggleto lower my voice. “Whatever it isyou wish to say, my lord, say it and have done.”

“I don't know that | wished to say anything at al,” Shannon said, with the smile| had once found
charming, and sauntered away to join the envoy from Vusantine.

| stood amoment, feeling my nails biteinto my pams, and then started for the doors. | waved Mildmay
away savagdly when he started to follow me, and said, “Don’'t come after me,” using the obligation
d' &me without subtlety. | felt him stop, felt him runinto my words asif into awall, and | wasglad of it.

| walked fast, head down, paying no attention to my surroundings, seeking only to outdistance the black
snarling beast in my chest. A futile endeavor, and | knew it, but | did not want to pick aviciousfight with
Mildmay, and that was the only other option | saw.

| looked up sometime later, out of adark haze, and discovered that my feet had led meto the
Mortisgate, to the Arcane—where | had dways gone when the black fury in me was more than | could
alow the Mirador to see. | shivered at the memory of some of the things I’ d done, but kept my head up
as | strode through the Mortisgate, not acknowledging the guards on duty. Once the men stationed there
might have been my friends, at the least, | would have been able to greet them by name. But now the
uniform of the Protectorate Guard made me think only of monsters with the heads of owls.

The guards, for their part, made no attempt to catch my eye.

| walked through the Arcane as| had walked through the Mirador, without heeding my path or my
whereabouts. No onein Méusine was foolish enough to interfere with awizard emblazoned with the
Mirador’ stattoos, and if | did become lost, agorgon would serve to hire a child to lead me back to the
Mortisgate. In truth, ahandful of centimeswould serve that purpose, but it did me no harm to pay

generoudly.

| walked—not thinking, for in this state my thoughts would be only malevolent, incendiary—and did not
wake to my surroundings until the stench of the Sim was strong enough to make me cough. And then |
did not need to look to know where | was, dthough thiswas a part of the Arcane | had always been



careful to avoid.
Keeper had had friends here.

Once, in ageslong past, before the Arcane was the Arcane, this must have been conceived of asa
pleasure walk, like the Queen Madel eine Garden among the roofs of the Mirador. | could not mysalf
imagine wanting to walk aong the Sim, but the evidence was al around mein the carved columns and
the checkerboard stonework of the floor. There were the remains, too, of awrought-iron fence, adthough
it was apatchwork thing now: three different patterns of ironwork; a stretch of what must once have
been abanigter in anoble stown house, the posts sawn off, the flourish of the newe sticking up foolishly
and obscenely; a short length of masonry; bits of picket fence; even a section of what looked to melike
woven bamboo. On the other Side, forty feet Straight down, the Sim ran swift and black and cold as
death.

There was abar on the inner side of the colonnade now, the Griffin and Pegasus, and the sceneitssign
depicted, acrud mockery of the bourgeois and nobles who favored the card game, was crude enough to
make me blush; | knew the sorts of people who would sit &t its tables, knew the sorts of servicesyou
could buy if you knew whom to ask and what to say to them.

| thought, with horrible clarity, | could buy phoenix here. The heavy, sweet weight of it would keep me
from thinking; that, after al, waswhy the procurers of the Lower City loved it, why Makar had never
tried to cure me of my addiction.

And for amoment, it seemed like agood idea.

Then | recoiled, o violently that | actually staggered Sdeways, catching mysdf againgt the clammy iron of
thefence. And | waslooking down at the dark, rushing water, at thetiny glints, like drowning stars, that
were the reflections of the torchesthat stood on poles at intervals a ong the fence. My hands clamped
againg theiron railing hard enough to hurt, and | wrenched my head up.

| stared acrosstheriver, squinting hard, trying to make out the opposite bank. And at the sametimell
caught up with mysdlf enough to wonder what | wastrying to see, when all that would be over there were
smugglers caches and busi nesses even more dubious than the Griffin and Pegasus, | redized that | was
looking for the white flowers of perseides, for the Khloidanikos, and | remembered my nightmares.

And | wondered if the Arcane partook enough of the nature of the Mirador that it was amistake to
assume anything was coincidence.

| took adeep, unwilling breath, the bitter meta scent of the Sim biting at my nodtrils. First ghouls, and
then the Sim, keeping me from something | wanted. First ghouls, and then the Sim. First necromancy, and
then...

| might have screamed. If | did, it wasathin noise, inaudible over the river. My hands were cramping
tighter and tighter, and | thought for amoment | was going to vomit.

The Mirador isalabyrinth.

It was S0 clear, so terribly clear. That waswhat my dreamsweretrying to tell me: the Mirador wasa
[abyrinth with the Sm at its heart, just like the labyrinth of Klepsydra. Or, to turn it around—and | was
laughing now, tiny hysterical shrieks under my breath—the Sim was the heart of the Mirador.

Or to put it still another way, the Sm was the foundation of the Mirador, and | knew how to mend the
Virtu, and | would have given anything not to have that knowledge.



| leaned over therailing, haf-sick with terror and inevitability, and swore, al the worst words | knew, al
the words Makar had taught me never to say, never even to think, awhispered river of invective and
filth, like the river which, unheeding, poured itsalf through the rock and darkness benesth my fest.

Mildmay
When Fdix camein, helooked like sixty-nine different kinds of death.

Me and Gideon were playing Long Tiffany—because what the fuck else did we have to do>—but we
both put our cards down when we saw him. “You're here,” he said to Gideon. “Good. | need your
help.”

Gideon' s eyebrows went up, and he must have said something pretty snarky, because Felix said, “Don’t
gart,” and he sounded so tired, so beat, that Gideon’ s face softened and he stood up.

“Thank you,” Fdix sad. “Hydromancy. Anything you can find about it.” Thistime Gideon’s eyebrows
practicaly hit hisharline,

“I know,” Felix said. “Beieveme, | know. But...” He shook his head, like abear that’ sbeenin the
baiting-pitsalong time, trying to shake the flies away from whereit’ sbleeding. “I figured it out. | know
how to mend the Virtu, but it al depends on whether | can cast afoundation on the Sm and make it
gick.”

| didn’t need to hear Gideon to know what he said. It was all over hisface. And | guessed that meant
that knowing about magic didn’t make Felix’ sideasound any less crazy.

“It will work,” Felix said. “If | can figure out how to do it.”

Gideon said something. Felix laughed. When he pushed his hair off hisface, | could see his hands
shaking. “Then | suppose!’ll dietrying.”

And of course the next afternoon, Felix had to have the whole conversation dl over again. Mavortian
was gtill pissed a him for undoing the spell on John Corddius' stomb without asking first, and this new
thing didn't help at dl. Mavortian said it was crazy, and had alist of reasons aslong as your am, and
Felix just stood there and heard him out and then said, through histeeth, “Y es, but will it work?”

Mavortian said, “Did you hear me?’ and | couldn’t stand it no more and said, “ Just give the fuck up

dready.”
“I beg your pardon?’ Fdlix said and gave me the mother of all nasty looks.

“Not you. Him. Hean't never going to get you where he wants you, and I’'m sick to deeath of listening to
himtry.”

Fdix looked from me to Mavortian and back a me again. “ And whereisit he wants me?’
“Under histhumb.”

“Ah,” Fdix said and gave Mavortian athin little smile. “He sright. | don't follow orderswel. And in any
event, | will do thiswith or without your help. | would merely prefer it to bewith.”

Mavortian had gone red, and Bernard was giving me thislook like | was dead the next time hehad a
moment to spare. But I’ll give Mavortian von Heber this much: he bounced back quick. He said, “You're



far more likely to bring the Mirador down around your ears, but, no, | can see no reason in theory why it
couldn’t work.”

“And | thank you for your vote of confidence,” Fdlix said. “Now, if you please, let us get to work.”

| thought they’ d been working before, but not the way Fdlix saw it. | don't think he dept four hoursa
night for the next haf decad. Him and Mavortian spent hoursin the Hall of the Chimeras, and he made
them light the candles for him so he wouldn't have to bother with witchlights. And then hel d come back
and spend hours with Gideon and piles of booksthat | swear got bigger every time | turned around.

He gave me the maps.

“They aren’'t complete, and they probably aren’t accurate,” hetold me, “and if they aren’t helpful, for
goodness sake don’t say so, Since Stephen seemsto value them rather more than he would hisfirstborn
child if he had one. But | need you to find me away to get down to the Sim as near to directly beneath
the Hall of the Chimeras as you possibly can—if it'spossbleat dl. I'm afraid it may not be.” And he
gave me akind of distracted smile.

Powers, | was just so glad there was something | could do to help, | didn’t care how hard it was. And |
knew about the city and the Sm. There'd be away.

It was ared bitch of ajob, though. Because it wasn't just that the maps weren’'t complete, it was that
there wasfive different sets of them, plus abunch of sngle mapsthat didn’t match up with anything else,
and they’ d al been drawn by different people a different timesfor different reasons, and | swear some of
them were drawn by spiderswho' d taken abad hit of rose-blood. | ended up alot of the time, when
Fdix and them werein the Hall of the Chimeras doing hocus-stuff, wandering around in the lower levels
of the Mirador and scaring the daylights out of the maids. But when | got up the nerve to ask them what
they knew about the Mirador, they answered me perfectly polite, and told me who eseto ask, and even
found out some answersfor me. And | spent along afternoon with Master Architrave and his maps,
whichweren't at dl like Lord Stephen’ s maps dong of how the maps Master Architrave had were the
ones drawn by people who were actudly trying to figure out how to get from one place to another
without getting lost Sx times aong the way.

And | found out where theflashies' lights of love hung out, and where the servants dept, and the chunk of
roomsthey’ d given over to the musicians. That was one of those weird little pockets where two different
buildings had rammed up against each other—in a sort of historical sense, | mean, not for red. It was
caled the Mesmerine, and it was agood place to keep the musicians out of everybody else’ s hair.

And of course, | spent two hours there, didn’'t see asoul, turned to leave, and came face-to-face with
Hugo Chandler. He wasn't no happier about it than | was. Went bright red, made anoise like a sheep,
and sarted sammering.

“What?' | said.

Hugo ssammered and made noises like a shegp some more.
“ What?”

“Isit trueyou're Felix Harrowgate' s—"

“Brother? Yeah.”

“Lover,” Hugo said, athough the end of the word pretty much got lost in the sort of noise a sheep would
makeif it found out it' d just said something rude to awaolf.



| tell you, hewaslucky | didn't fall down dead on the spot and leave him to explain it to Felix. | said,
“No! Fuck! Where the fuck did you hear that?’

“I, um, everybody’ ssaying it.” And he mumbled something | couldn’t follow. But | heard theword “lord”
al right.

“Who?’ | said, and only redlized when Hugo backed up that I’ d started to movein on him.
Hugo shut hiseyes. “Lord Shannon. He keeps asking for the‘La of Mad Elinor.” ”

Not very fucking subtle. But | remembered that fight him and Felix had had in the Hall of the Chimeras,
and | had asick fedling | knew what it’ d been about. Who, | mean. “It’ snot true,” | said, and yeah, |
was up in Hugo' sface about it, but powers and saints, | remembered standing in theriver under
Klepsydra, and | remembered that kissin Farflung, and Kethe, it was just too close to being true to be
funny. “Not. Fucking. True.”

“Okay, Mildmay. | believeyou. Redly.” And | couldn’t tell if he did, or if he just wanted to get avay
from me, but it wasn't like there was anything | could do about it either way. So | stepped back, because
it wasn't Hugo' sfault after dl, and he sort of squeaked, “ Sorry!” and bailed. And | stood there and
didn’t say none of thethings | wasthinking out loud, because | didn’t want to scare the musicians.

| didn’t mean to say nothing about it to Felix, either. | didn’t want to talk about it, and | was pretty sure
he didn’t want to talk about it, and anyway he dready knew what Lord Shannon thought. But | came
through the door, and he looked up from his books and said, “What' swrong?’ and the smple stupid fact
that he sounded like he cared made me blurt it out like | didn’t have no more sense than alittle woolly
lamb mysdf.

“I know what you and Lord Shannon were fighting about.”
“Oh,” he said. He' d gone very ill. “Damn. Someone told you.”
“Kind of on accident,” | said, dmost like | was apologizing for it, and how fucking stupid isthat?

“How does someone accidentally... No. Never mind.” He gave me alook, kind of half-exasperated
and haf-helpless. “1 suppose | must admit it wasfoolish to imagine | could keep you from finding out.”
LikeI’d doneit on purpose or something. He rested hisface in his hands for amoment, and | redlly did
fed like shit about it, because, powers and saints, didn’t he have enough in front of him aready?

Y ou and your big fucking mouth, Milly-Fox.
“I'msorry,” | said, but he waved it off without raisng his head.

“Y ou have nothing to be sorry for. None of this petty, sordid messisyour fault. Shannon knows metoo
damnably well.”

| didn’t want to talk about it. Kethe bless my stupid head, did | not want to talk about it. | said, “You
wish it wastrue, don’'t you?’

His head came up, spooky eyeswide. Last thing in the world he’ d expected meto say. | was kind of
surprised mysdlf. | stood there and watched him think about lying to me, watched him decide not to. |
hoped, kind of sideways on to anything else, that he didn’t fancy himself a cardplayer, because he’ d get
skinned aive, afacelikethat.

Hesaid, “Yes, | supposel do.”



My heart was damming against my ribslike it wanted out, and my mouth had gone dry as cotton. “Ain’t
itincest?’ | asked, because | needed to hear what he'd say.

Heraised an eyebrow at me. “Afraid I'll get you pregnant?’
“Oh, fuck you,” | said and winced, but he didn’t jump oniit.
“Yes” hesad. “It would beincest. That’swhat makesit such good gossip.”

Neither of us said anything for aminute. He was watching me like right then | wasthe only thing thet
mattered. Only thing ever.

“Um,” | said. “What d'you want meto say?’

“What you think,” he said. He sounded tired. “That’sal | ever want. It bothersyou, doesn't it?’
“Which part?’ | said, and | was so relieved when he laughed that | laughed with him.

But he quit laughing pretty quick. “The fact that it' sincest, for agtart.”

“Don'tit bother you?’

He shrugged, and something about it made me remember he’ d been a Pharaohlight whore before he'd
finished his second septad. “1 wouldn't et it stand in my way, no.”

“Powers” | said, red quiet dong of not having any breeth to get some sound behind it. My shoulder hit
the door, which wasthefirst | redlized I’ d been backing away from him. “1 ain’t molly.”

“| know that,” he said.

Sacred fuck, | couldn’'t breathe. | was pressed up against the door like it was going to save me, and part
of mewanted to bail, just bolt out of the room like aracing dog. But | couldn’t run away. Couldn’t do
thet to him.

“I"'m not going to rape you. | don’t deny that | desireyou. I'll even admit that | think | could make it
good for you. But you don’t want to. And therefore, | will not. | am not PorphyriaLevant.” A pause
while he heaved in abresth. “Now tell metruthfully. Do | disgust you?’

“No,” | said, purereflex. “Y ou scare the shit out of me, but that ain’t the samething.”
He smiled, and | thought he meant it. “No, | supposeitisn’t.”
Felix

| put it off aslong as | could. Even after Mildmay told me he thought he could find the place | needed,
even after Mavortian had grudgingly said that the work we' d done on repatterning the Virtu ought to
hold, I kept seeking reasons, excuses, the flimsest and frailest of rationaizations—anything to keep away
theinevitable.

And no one said anything to me. | was sure they could see my reluctance, and Mildmay at least knew of
my fear, but not even Mavortian demanded to know the reason for my delay. And | knew why. Neither
Mavortian nor Gideon believed it would work.

The knowledge was like lead, to add to theice of my helpless, irrationd terror. And | could not bring
myself to open the subject, to ask if they had reasons beyond the fact that it had never been done



before—to ask for their help. Not just their assistance, but their support. | could not doit; | could not
beg.

My dreams got steadily worse, and that first nightmare became a grim prophecy: | could not concentrate,
awake, adeep, or in between, and thus | could not find the Khloidanikos. All I could find wasthe Sim.

| knew | had to break this paralysis, and yet | did not know how. | had always dedlt with my terror of the
Sim by staying away from it; with that Srategy denied me, | wassmply at aloss.

And thus| blurted a Mildmay one evening, when | should have said good night, “What are you afraid
of?’

“Sorry?” Heturned, eyebrowsrising, hand frozen in the act of opening his bedroom door.

| hadn’t meant to sound so accusing, especidly in the wake of that jagged, dreadful conversation when
he had admitted he was afraid of me. “I mean, what things frighten you? And how do you... how do you
ded withit?’

“Dunno,” he said, predictably. It was hisfirst line of defense. But | waited, and he seemed to decide |
was serious, for he came back toward the table where | sat surrounded by books.

“Don't like ghouls much,” he said, and got asmile out of me. “Afraid of alot of things, | guess. Most
people are. And you dedl with it the best way you can.” He hesitated, those green eyes watching my face
asif what hetruly feared wasthat | would bite him. “D’you want to talk about it?’

| supposed | had been rather trangparent. “No,” | said, “but maybe it would help.”

He nodded; then, still watching me, he pulled out achair and sat down. And waited—no fidgeting, no
impatience, and | had no ideawhat was happening behind those watchful, beautiful green eyes, though at
least I d disabused mysdlf of the notion that nothing was happening at al. He would wait aslong as|
needed him to, and he would still be here when | was ready to speak.

Something in that redlization, some shame, some comfort, acted asa spur. | opened my mouth and heard
myself say, “I grew up besdethe Sm—ontop of it, redly.”

Mildmay said nothing, but | could see that he was listening; that pin-scratch frown was dready between
his eyebrows, and | thought he knew hewasn’t going to like what he heard.

“My keeper,” and saying those wordswas till hard, after al the years of not saying them, of denying
they were thereto be said, “he—wadll, | don’t know if he owned them or nat, to tell you the truth, but he
used the Pdadin Warehouses, in Smside.”

“I been there,” Mildmay said grimly.
“Then you know about the basement.”
“That an’'t abasement at dl, yeah.”

It seemed unfair that this should get harder asit went dong. “Y ou’ ve seen my back.” Not a question,
since | knew he had: an awkward moment in awretched hotd in the middle of the Grasdands, and why |
should have forgotten so much and yet have to remember that... I'd lied to him then, but I’ d told the
truth later. “And | told you that was Keegper’ s second-worst punishment.”

“You said he' d hold you under.”



| nodded once, convulsively. “But | don't think 1... do you know how many of us he drowned?’
Mildmay shook his head, his eyes never leaving my face.

“Neither dol,” | said, and bit theinside of my lip hard against asob. Against remembering.
“Kethe,” Mildmay said softly, and | knew he understood—or was gtarting to.

“I don’t know how many times| earned theriver,” | said, to my hands now, staring a the ringsand
tattoos that reminded me | had escaped Keeper, that | wasn't that weeping, terrified little boy any longer.
“But | know | almost drowned five times between thetime | was sx and the Firewhen | was eleven.
When Keeper died.” | could still remember the way theriver tasted when it rushed in, filling nose and
mouth, throat and lungs and stomach. And | remembered how much worseit tasted afterward, as| lay
on the bank, coughing and vomiting and sobbing, and none of the other children daring even to offer
comfort. “And... hemade us all watch, you know. Whatever the punishment was. If it wastheriver, we
all had to go down there and stand and watch. | watched him drown Ursy. And Rhais. And Belinda. We
al did. We stood there and watched him murder our friends, and we didn’t do anything.”

“Youwerelittlekids”

“If we'd dl rushed him at once,” | said. “We could have pushed him in. Big as he was. And he couldn’t
swim, ether. We could have stopped him.”

“You werelittlekids,” Mildmay said again, even more gently. “ And you were scared to degth of him.”
“| «ill am.”

| looked up then, in the slence; Mildmay was watching me, eyes anxious. He d been akept-thief, too,
and in that moment | saw the child he had been, just as he probably saw the child | had been. “That's
what I'm afraid of,” | said. “Theriver isjust theriver. If | fal in, I’ll drown. Butitwon't...” | managed a
laugh, dthough it was shaky and unconvincing. “I1t won't reach up and drag mein. | know that. But I....
I’'m afraid of him.”

“Y ou told me he' sdead.”

“Heis. Hedied inthe Fire, in the Rue Orphée.” | stopped, dragged a breath in through my tight and
aching throat. “Just like Joline.”

“Your friend,” he said, and it astonished me that that brusgue, durred, drawling voice could be so kind.

“Wetold each other stories where we were brother and sister. And they dwaysfelt like they weretrue.”
| forced myself to meet hiseyes, forced mysdlf to drag in another breath. “Y ou remind me of her.”

For amoment, there was no jade hardnessin hiseyes at al. Then helooked avay and said, “I do my

“If... if | didfdl intheriver...”
“I’d jJump in after you. Doneit before.”

And he had. When | thought of the river beneath Klepsydra, | mostly thought of that moment of scalding
humiliation when | had betrayed my desireto him. But it wastrue. | had falen in, and he had come after
me. And saved me.

And somehow that hel ped. Remembering that onetime at least | had come out of theriver before



Keeper let me up. Quickly, whilel still had this momentary bravery, | said, “Tomorrow, then. After
court.”

“Tomorrow?’

“I can't put it off any longer. | shouldn’t have put it off thislong.”

He thought about that. “Okay. And if you fdl in, I'll beright behind you.”

| smiled a him and thought, although | could not bring mysdlf to say: | love you, too.

Mildmay had sensibly chosen not to explore the uninhabited depths of the Mirador alone, so he, too,
walked our path for the first time. The Mirador isalabyrinth, | thought again and shuddered, ahard
gpasm that made Gideon look at me anxioudy, athough he said nothing. I knew that he was wary of
intruding and that | would have to reach out to him first, but | felt flayed and brittle with what | was about
to attempt; | could not let my defenses down now.

We descended through dust and cobwebs, past the tiny bones of mice caught and dain by long-ago cats.
Mildmay carried no map with him, but it was clear he did not need one. He solved thislabyrinth as easly
as he had solved the one in Klepsydra.

And the deeper we descended, the stronger the smell of the river became. | saw water damage on the
panding of the walls; brackish silt gritted the floor beneath my feet. | wondered how often the Sm
flooded these halls, with no one to notice or care asthey drowned. | redlized that the noise at the edge of
my consciousness was the voice of theriver, not the full-throated roar | had been expecting, but amore
delicate sound, the noise of athousand tiny streams braided together. To distract myself fromit, | said,
“How long hasit been, do you think, since these levelswere used?’

“Dunno,” Mildmay said, “but thisis old shit. | mean, Thestonariusold.” And the Thestonarii werethe
kings and queenswho had built Mé8usine swalls.

“Arewe even on the mgpsany longer?’
“Nope,” Mildmay said cheerfully.

“Youmeanwe' relogt,” Bernard said from behind me. He was supporting his brother—carrying him
when the going became too treacherous—and | supposed he had reason to beill-tempered, dthough |
did not like histone.

“Nope,” Mildmay said again, just as chearfully. “Thisis like some pieces of the Arcane. | got the hang of
it

“I wish | found that comforting,” Mavortian said.
“You should,” | said. “He knowswhat he'sdoing.”

“If you say s0,” Mavortian said, and | bit my tongue againgt an intemperate reply. Quarreing with
Mavortian would serve no purpose, and Mildmay would not thank me.

The sound of water was growing clearer, the scent and feding of it in the air stronger, heavier. “Down
here,” Mildmay said, and led us down anarrow spird staircase; in the light of lanterns and witchlights, the
carvings of water liliesand koi dong the walls dmost seemed to move.



At the bottom, | ingtinctively cast for more light, fegling the size of the darknessthat met us. Wedl stared
for amoment, unable to take in what we saw.

Mildmay said, “ Sacred bleeding fuck,” mostly under his breath, agenuine expression of awe.
Gideon said, :I thought she was not worshipped thisfar west, but—:
‘I know,: | said, answering in kind because | did not care to have Mavortian hear. :I can seeit.:

It was not atemple, asin Huakinthe, nor agreat cathedral, asin Klepsydra | wondered if the labyrinth in
Neramight once have been like this, and knew that, whether it had or whether it had been completely
different, the ancient Troians had destroyed without bothering first to understand. They wor shipped
abominations, Themistokles had said, and if they had worshipped the God of the Obscured Sun, that
was certainly true.

But till... eveninthe darkness and decay, even through my own fear and desire for flight, | could see
what had been here. It was the obverse face of thelabyrinth in Klepsydra, areminder that the
White-Eyed Lady could aso be kind.

Someone had made of the Sim awater garden, laid out in the twining, spirding knots of amaze, and all
these centuries|ater, it sill ran obediently in its channdls, till sang asthe maze' s designers had wished. |
hated it, and yet | could not deny its beauty, could not deny that what they had done was awork of
reverence and honor.

Mavortian said, “1 would be quite surprised to discover that the Virtu is not directly above the center of
thismaze”

“Heart,” Mildmay said, and | nodded at him in gppreciation of the distinction. Mavortian ignored him.

“Thaumaturgica architectureisavery odd discipline, but | think | am beginning to grasp its principles.
Shdl wegofind out if | amwrong?’

:Architectura thaumaturgy,: Gideon said, crosdy pedantic.

Therewas nothing | wanted |ess than to find the heart of that maze, to stand and try to work magic while
surrounded by the Sm. Be grateful, | said to mysdlf. Y ou could have found yoursdlf trying to work magic
while ganding in the Sm. Small favors, as Mildmay sometimes said. | smiled at Mavortian and agreed,
“No timelike the present.”

The maze beneath the Mirador—if “ beneath” was the correct term when it had once been part of the
Mirador asthe Hall of the Chimeras was now—uwas not difficult; it was not meant to be. :1t' squitelike
that hedge maze in Hermione,: Gideon said, :only here we can each serve as our own observation tower.

| made some noncommittal agreement, and would have even if | had remembered what he wastalking
about. The farther into the maze we penetrated, the sharper my memories of Keeper became. | was
flinching from the expectation of hearing his voice over the gentle music of the water maze.

I’d learned to fellate a man when | was eight years old. Two of the fivetimes|’d come close enough to
drowning to fed death—to fed, | realized, the White-Eyed Lady’ s cold kiss—had been for refusing. Or

tryingto.
One of thefive had been for doing it too well, to the wrong man.



Keeper had taught me | was awhore. He had taught me | was beautiful, too, by the way he looked at
me. He' d taught me how to use what | wasto get what | wanted, even when dl | wanted was not to be
hurt anymore. He' d taught me how not to gag on an erect penis, taught me how to swallow semen and
say thank you for it.

He d taught me how to die.
And he d taught me how to fear, taught me so well that dl these yearslater, | was ill afraid.

If youfdl in, | reminded mysdlf, Mildmay will comein after you. But it wasn't theriver | wasafrad of,
and | wasn't sure Mildmay could save me.

| was't sure anyone could save me. Keeper had taught me | could not save myself. Makar had
hammered that lesson home. And if it needed an object lesson, the shards of the Virtu hundreds of feet
above uswould do nicdly.

But | kept following Mildmay, my hands knotted into fists and my teeth digging into my lower lip. Not
screaming, not running. Continuing into the water and darknessin the arrogant and misguided belief that |
could for oncein my life do something right.

Andif | waswrong... none of uswould surviveto explain, and it was quite possible that no onein the
Mirador would survive to care. Water-working was chancy at best—though not as straightforwardly
suicidal aswood—and working at this scale meant that even the tiniest of mistakes would be magnified.

It wasthe only solution | had, | reminded myself, and | had learned enough from observing Mavortian to
be ableto fed the necessity of doing something. If we smply dismantled the Virtu entirely, the Mirador's
magic would fal apart, the Cabaine school would dissolve—maybe not this month, or thisyear, but

soon. Or would smply not be strong enough to withstand another assault. The Virtu, and the oaths sworn
on it, and the tradition it represented, were what held us together, and we needed that. But unlessthe
Virtu was restored, able to resumeits function as a power-channeler, to find al the voices of itsfugue
again, the magic of the Mirador would be dragged continual ly askew, warped by the brokenness at its
center. Again, weakness led to vulnerability, and vulnerability was what the Bastion was waiting for.
Waiting for the moment when they could conquer: burn the city, raze the Mirador, put to death every
Cabdine wizard who did not flee swiftly enough. They had not attacked yet presumably because Stephen
had had the witsto cdl in the Coeurterre, and the High King of Tibernia behind them, but the Coeurterre
would not stay forever. Stephen would not permit it; Marathat was not avassal state of Tiberniaany
more than it was aduchy of Kekropia, and the balance between the two was one that the Lords
Protector had been maintaining for the nearly two hundred years of the Teverian dynasty. And Stephen
had to be aware of how close that balance wasto dipping. It was no wonder he had agreed to my
reckless gamble.

We reached the heart of the maze, a broad disk carved and channeled into a mandala of water—itself a
symbol of balance, and | wondered if | dared believe in omens sufficiently to take that as agood one.

“Yes” Mavortian said. He was stlanding in the center of the mandaa, craning awkwardly on his canesto
look up at the celling, hiswitchlights strung out in averticd linelike beads. “Directly above us. | ill think
you'reinsane, but there’ sa possibility thiswill work.”

“It will work,” | said, with more confidence than | felt, and joined him at the center of the mandaa. The
water was only aninch deep, and | could fed the symmetry of the maze converging on thisplace. | could
aso fed afant echo of the Virtuy, like afaraway jangle of untuned violins.

“Maybeif they had known thiswas here, they wouldn't have...”



“Yousadit yoursdlf,” Mavortian said. “ They were trained necromancers. They wouldn’t have taken a
risk likethis”

“I supposenot.” | sighed, looking down at the dark water with agrimace. “I’ d better take my boots off.”

Boots and stockings, given to Mildmay to hold. The water was cold, the current tugging gently at my toes
as| planted my feet. | clenched my teeth until the urge to scream ebbed alittle, then said, “It would help
if each of you would stand at one of the compass points.” | caught the anxiety in Mildmay’ slook and
sad, “As placeholdersto help guide me. Nothing more.” He nodded, athough the tension did not
dissipate from his shoulders. | directed him to the south, Gideon to the east, Mavortian to the north, and
Bernard gave me agrudging half nod and took west.

| stood facing Mavortian, feding oddly reassured by having Mildmay behind me. Mavortian said quietly,
with no trace of hisusua bite, “Y ou don’'t haveto do this”

“I do,” I said. “Y ou know what | need from you?’
“Yes” He banished hiswitchlights.
1] G(m.”

| shut my eyesfor amoment, wishing the smell of the Sm was not thick enough inthe air to taste, and
banished my own.

Wedlll had light; Mildmay was holding alantern, and—I reminded myself asmy nailsbit into my
pams—either | or Mavortian or Gideon could summon witchlights anytime we chose. And the water was
gill no more than an inch deep, the current till no more than avery gentle pull. Thiswas not the labyrinth
beneath Klepsydra. For dl its age and long desertion, for al that it was a place meant for the White-Eyed
Lady, there was no mikkary here, no old hatred running in the lines of the maze. And that, more than
anything, made me hope that this casting would work, that the third foundation would hold.

We had straightened the Virtu' stwisted magic, Mavortian and |, working from the patterns he and his
cardsfound asadowsing rod findswater. | could fed the Virtu now, from where | stood, fed theway it
pulled againgt its two anchors, the Rock and the Dog. Mavortian took out his cards, ran them through his
hands, pulled out, one a atime, the Rock, the Dog, the River; he put the other cards back, held the
Rock and the Dog in hisleft hand, raised the River in hisright. | reacted into the pattern we had made,
found the place where the third anchor belonged, gaveit that card of the Sibylline.

That was the easy part; even broken and twisted, the Virtu was responsive, willing. But the card was
only aplaceholder, as the men standing at the points of the compass around me were placeholders, to
keep me grounded in this place. This place and no other. As aplaceholder, the symbol of the River
wouldn’'t stand for very long; the Virtu’ s anchors had to be thaumaturgically stable, like stone, or
congtantly renewed, like the Cabaline oaths. Or congtantly moving, unstable, shifting, changing, but
undying, like the black river that was Méusine s blood.

| had to show the Virtu that the Sm was the River, that the symbol | had given it as an anchor
represented this flowing darkness, this cruelty and strength. Thisriver and no other. But to do that, | had
to work the Sim into the pattern. And that meant...

| forced mysdlf to keep breathing deeply, forced mysdf to be aware of Mildmay, Gideon, Mavortian,
Bernard. | forced mysdlf to fed the water against my feet. | knelt and did not alow mysdlf to wince asthe
water soaked into my trousers. | sat back on my heglsto find my balance; then carefully, dowly, |
reached down, both hands, and laid my pamsflat againgt the stone. | looked up. Mavortian was il



holding the River face out in hisleft hand. | could fed the pattern of the Virtu' smagic pulling to the card
and then pulling away again.

| took abreath, held it a seven count, let it out again. And began to work theriver.

It was like drowning again. Only thistime, it was my own hands holding me under. | remembered not to
gruggle. | let theforce of theriver takeme.

Though they had never said so, | knew Mavortian and Gideon had expected meto fight the Sim, to
contral it. That was how most wizards thought, Cabalines and Eusebians, Fressandrans with their strong
divination. But | had learned from Thamuris and the Khloidanikos. | could not control the Sm; | could
only kill myself trying. But I could open mysdlf to theriver, surrender to theriver.

| could drown. | could drown in an inch of water, and they would find no water in my lungs.

That will happen if you panic, | sad fiercely to myself. Remember whereyou are. | could not lift my

head, could not tear my gaze away from my hands, from the distorted underwater gleam of the garnetsin
my rings. But | could fed Mildmay behind me, the obligation d' ame like arope between us, arope
woven of iron and slver, the heat of breath and the st of skin. Hewon't let you drown, | said to the
screaming, sobbing child locked in the cage of my ribs, and my magic gathered and reached into the heart
of theriver.

It was the surrender that was hard, not the magic. The pattern was there in the thaumaturgy, just like the
pattern of channelsthat made the water maze. Theriver flowed into it, into the course Mavortian and |
had laid. | watched it twine around the other two foundations, felt a hesitation, a shudder, and for avivid
moment saw them braided together, black and silver-gray and scarlet, river, rock, and blood.

And then | was on my kneesin the water, starting to shiver with cold.
The Virtu was sill unawakened, till dark.

But the third foundation was st.



Chapter 13

Mildmay

| woke up—some dream about trying to drag chests out of the Sim before the water got into them, and
sometimes|’d look at the chest and it' d be alittle kid instead—and Felix wasin the doorway, holding a
lantern.

Helooked like shit, to be perfectly frank. He said, “Let’ sfinish thisnow.”
“Fnish... oh. Now?’

“Now,” hesaid.

| sat up. “You sure? | mean, ain't you done enough today ?’

“Now,” hesaid again, and powers, | was scared to argue with him.
“Okay, give me asecond.”

| ran both hands hard up my face, dragged on yesterday’ s trousers and shirt, was |ooking around for
sockswhen he said, “Y ou won't need your boots.” | saw he was barefoot, wearing just anightshirt and
his beautiful quilted dressng gown.

“Fdix?Y ou, um, wanna put some clotheson?’

“Thiswon't takelong,” he said, and there | was again, scared to argue with him. | wasn't scared of what
he would do to me, exactly. More scared of what he might do to himself. That was how bad he looked.

So | followed him, and et metell you, wandering around the Mirador a night is not theway to find a
good time. Felix didn’t seem to notice anything, but, Kethe, | felt it. Didn’t know what it was, mind, but |
fetital right. Feltit in every separate bone of my spine, and ended up walking about as closeto Felix as
| thought he' d let me, spooked right straight out of my skin.

Hedidn't go round to the big bronze doors of the Hall of the Chimeras. Instead, hetook away | hadn’t
known about before, and we came out through the door that Lord Stephen used. And, no, | wasn't
happy about thet, neither. But | did figure it wasthe least of my worries.

“Shouldn’t you at least have Mavortian with you?’ | said. “ Or Gideon? Or somebody?’

He stopped right by the big stone pillar the Virtu sat on. It was the right shape again—him and Mavortian
had donethat, got it back to being aglobe instead of an ugly set of teeth. Felix said, “You'redl thehelp |
need,” and hiswitchlightswere al around his head like a crown, and the way they made his eyes shine
was nothing | ever want to see again.

“Me?But I'm, | mean, I'll do anything | can, but—"

“Itisn't amatter of magic,” hesaid. “I have that. | need...” He stopped, seemed to look at me properly
for thefirgt timethat night. “If you arewilling to help me, that is”

“Y ou don't need to ask that.”



“I know. But I'm asking anyway.” He smiled a me, ared smile and meant for me. “Will you hep?’
“ ‘Course. Tell mewhat to do.”

“I need your strength,” he said. “I felt it earlier, through the obligation d'ame. And | wouldn’t want to try
thiswith another wizard. I might inadvertently do to them what Makar did to me.”

“Oh.” After asecond | got the part hewasn't saying. Whatever exactly it was—and | didn’t want to
understand it better than | did—he couldn’t do it to me. I’'m annemer. Nothing for him to take, whether
he wanted to or not. My voice was pretty steady when | said, “Okay. Tell mewhat to do.”

“Givemeyour hands,” he said. “And don't let go, no matter what happens.”

| would' ve felt better about the whole thing if that hadn’t been an echo of what Thamuris had said to me
when he was doing his pythian casting, and, fuck, Felix didn’t look much better than Thamuris had, even
figuring for the consumption and dl. But he trusted me, and | knew for him to ask for help meant he
needed it, and not in no half-assed way, neither. And | was till scared of what might happen to himif he
couldn’t do this. He looked like he was about half a step from completely losing his shit.

“Okay,” | said.

| put my hands out, pams up. He took them, held them amoment, his hands warm when I’ d expected
themto beicy. Hesad, “ Thank you,” very quietly, and then locked his grip around my wrigts. Not sure if
it wasright or wrong, | did the same, and he nodded.

“Don't let go until | tell youit'sdl right,” he said, and then his hands clamped down and he was gone
from behind hiseyes.

The bands on hisrings bit like double-jointed dligators. | couldn’t help the way my breath hissed in, but
I”’m pretty sure Felix didn’t notice, and | didn’t flinch or try and pull away, and that’ s what counts.

| wish | knew thefirgt thing about what he was doing, so | could explainit right. But | don’t. | couldn’t
even tdl anything was happening, except for the grip he had on my wrigts, and after awhile | started
getting aheadache. Not much at first, but it kept getting worse and worse until it was like some fucker
had gotten an ice pick and was jabbing it between my eyeball and the bone behind my eyebrow, right in
time with my heartbest. | tightened my hold on Felix’ swristsso | didn’t do something stupid, and just
hung on. It was al | could do, al he' d told me about. | kept my gaze down, on our hands, because |
couldn’t stand looking at his face with nobody in it, and a second after | felt something wet on my upper
lip—right Sde, same asthat fucking ice pick—I saw the blood land, bright red, on the joint of my thumb.

| hoped like fuck there wasn't a connection, but you know, | wasn't doing real good convincing mysdlf.
Comeon, Fdlix, | thought. Hurry it the fuck up already.

Nothing happened for awhile, and | watched blood drip from my nose onto my hand. Then Felix’s
fingers clamped down even harder, and, powers and saints, I’ d been serioudy underestimating how
strong hewas. | could fed hisringsdl the way to the bone. He yeled something, and it might’ ve been a
language | don’t know, or no language at al, and then, Kethe, like abody blow, the Virtu lit up.

Bright blue everywhere. Bright fucking blue. | made somekind of anoise, | think, but | couldn’t even
hear mysdf. It wastoo fucking blue. | had just enough time to wonder if it had struck me blind and this
fucking bluewasdl | was going to seefor therest of my life, before it started backing off again, and |
could tell that me and Felix were still standing on the dais just like we had been, with our hands locked
together and hisrings digging into my wrists and blood dripping down my face.



Hesad, “There,” in thisnice normal voice, like nothing weird had been happening at adl. “You can et go
now.” | looked up and wasjust in timeto see hiseyesroll back in his head.

He went down like he' d taken a d edgehammer between the eyes. | managed to catch him, but he was so
much taller than me that there wasn't much more | could do than just dow him down so hewouldn't hurt
himsdf. And then | found ahandkerchief in my trousers pocket and sat down under the Virtu to try and
get my damn nose to stop bleeding before | dragged the dead weight of my brother back to his bed.

Fdix

Thefirst thing | heard when | woke up was Mildmay and Bernard shouting at each other. My immediate
impulse was to bury my head under the pillows and go back to deep, but | rolled over to look at the
clock, and half a second later was out of bed, standing in the doorway, demanding, “What were you
thinking to let me deep thislate?’

Mildmay turned. Bernard glared at me. Mavortian, in my favorite chair, did the same.
“Wéll for onething,” Mildmay said in hisdow drawl, “I didn’t think I’ d be able to wake you up.”

“What do you mean?| never...” My voicetrailed off as| took in his appearance. Neat as ever, but he
was haggard, the linestoo strongly marked around his mouth, eyes bloodshot, especialy the right one.
“What happened to you?’

“Fromwhat little he’ ssaid,” Mavortian put in, “1 gather you did.”
1] I .17
“What' sthe last thing you remember?’

“We cast the foundation on the Sm,” | said. “Came back, had awell-deserved dinner, and...” | felt my
eyeswiden, felt one hand go up to my mouth in a pantomime-cliché gesture of distress. “| didn’t.”

“Look,” Mildmay said. “I been telling them. It'sno big dedl. | said yes.” He sounded exasperated, but
the shadows under his eyes, the lack of color in hisface...

“How badly did I hurt you?’

“Youdidn't.”

“Those bruises on your wrists say otherwise,” Bernard said.
Mildmay gave him avenomousglare, but | said, “ Show me.”
“Fdix, it don't—"

“Yes, it does. Show me.”

| didn’t use the obligation d*ame, although we both knew | could have. He sighed, shrugged off his coat,
and removed hiseft cuff link. He pushed his deeve back and held hisarm out.

My breath caught. Livid purple and yellow bruisesin an uneven ring around hiswrigt. | took his hand,
turned it over gently; the soft skin of hisinner wrist was even worse, with scabbed-over tearslike the
marks of tiny, viciousteeth, “| did that?’

“Youdidn't meanto. And | ain’'t mad, so it don’t matter. Okay?’



| et go of him and turned away. “What an abysmally, damnably stupid thing to do.”
“At least you admit it,” Mavortian said.

“Hedidn’t do no better for himself,” Mildmay said. “Y ou been ditting here same as me the past two days,
soitan't likeyou don't know that.”

| doubted Mavortian had caught one word in five, but something el se took precedence. “Did you say
two days?’

“Two days,” Mavortian said, not pleasantly. “Well over forty-eight hours.”

| looked at Mildmay, who shrugged. “1 went in and checked you were breathing a couple times. |
couldn’'t make you wake up, and | didn’t think you' d want anybody knowing. Couldn’t keep them
out”—with an eloquent jerk of his head toward Mavortian and Bernard—"but | told everybody ese you
were resting and didn’t want vistors.”

“Everybody dse?’
He pointed at the table. “Can't keep people from noticing you fixed the Virtu, neither.”

Letters on every color of paper imaginable swamped one end of the table. “Goodness,” | said and
moved past Mildmay to open thefirst one.

“A singularly ingppropriate word,” Mavortian said, “when what you did isthe rankest kind of ...”

| let him harangue me, sinceit was clear | could not stop him, but | did not listen. | had heard the same,
over and over again, from Giancarlo and Victoria, from Vidaand Thaddeus and dl those other wizards
who' d thought they had the right to tell me what to do. Though not from Mallear, who had had hisown
methods of making his displeasure felt. | continued opening letters, one after another, congratulations
from wizards, and annemer courtiers, atiffly polite little note from the envoys of the Coeurterre, aletter
from Stephen so charmingly begrudging thet | thought | should have it framed, aletter from Master
Architrave “on behdf of the domestic staff of the Vielle Roche.” An announcement of a soiréeto be held
in honor and celebration.

“What' sthe date?’ | said without looking up.

“Knew you' d ask that,” Mildmay said, sounding amost pleased with himsdlf. “So | got Rolloto giveitin
the flash calendar. Dai twenty-gixth.”

“That’ stonight, then.”
“Have you heard aword | said?” Mavortian demanded.

| gave him a perfectly insncere smile. “ Of course” And gave hiswords back to him verbatim, atrick I'd
learned in sdf-defense as Madkar’ s cregture, although it was far more satisfying as an offensive wegpon. |
continued opening letters as| recited, checking off names against the mentd lists| had of aliesand
enemies. My lists of course were woefully out-of-date, but there was interest and information il in how
these |etters matched up with where | thought | stood.

And then | opened aheavy cream paper, sedled with blood-red wax, and an enclosure fell out. | picked
it up, glanced at it, and dropped it, my fingers suddenly nerveless and my voice charred to ashesin my
throat.



“Fdix?’ Mavortian said.

“What' swrong?’ Mildmay came around the table, though he did not quite reach to touch me.
“Malkar,” | croaked.

“Fuck,” Mildmay said. “Here. Chair.”

| sat down heavily; it was only barely not an uncontrolled fdl. | told mysdf it wasridiculous, childish, to
be this badly affected by the mere sight of his handwriting, but | could do nothing about my shaking hands
or theway | was having to fight to keep my breath from shortening.

“Food,” Mildmay said. “Powers, I'm anidiot. Be right back.”

Heleft, and Mavortian struggled to hisfeet. “He svery protective of you, you know. Charming, if rather
misguided. | imagineyou find it very useful.”

“l don't...”

“And Makar Gennadion. | admit I’ ve become quite curious...” He d reached the table and picked up
theletter. My ingtincts screaming, | was dready standing up to reach for it when | realized hisvoice had
died just as mine had, the color draining from hisface.

“Mavortian?’ Bernard, and | thought that if anyone should know about being the object of
protectiveness, misguided or otherwise, it was Mavortian.

Mavortian ignored Bernard completely. Helooked at me, eyes blazing in his paleface. “ Do you know
whose handwriting thisis?’

“Of course” | said. “I told you—"
“Beaumont Livy's”
Wewere gill staring at each other, trying to make sense of it, when Mildmay returned.

He stopped just inside the room, his gaze going from my face to Mavortian's, wary asafox ingpecting a
trap. “What' sgoing on?’

“We ve made avery interesting discovery,” Mavortian said, “and found the answer to ariddle that has
been plaguing mefor avery long time.”

Mildmay looked at me. | said, “It seemsthat Makar Gennadion and Beaumont Livy are one and the
same”

“What? Your Beaumont Livy?’
“Hishandwriting isdiginctive,” Mavortian said.

Mildmay was slent; | saw him exchange a glance with Bernard that | could not interpret. Finaly, he said,
“So what' re you gonna do?’

“Wel,” | sad, “thefirgt step must be to find out what Makar feelshe hasto say tome.” | held out my
hand for the | etter, and Mavortian yielded it.

| knew Malkar too well to make the mistake of reading hisletter out loud. After thefirst two words, | got



up and moved over to the fireplace so that | could burn it as soon as| finished reading.

My darling foolish child—

Vey has brought me word of your latest exploit and promises she will enclose these few words of
mine in the congratulatory letter she herself intends to send.

| am very proud of you, my darling, and cannot help feeling it is a pity your most heroic and truly
astonishing effortswill bein vain. | feel this so strongly, in fact, that | am going to give you a
chance to salvage something from the wreckage.

| can almost see you frown as you struggle to understand me. | will be clear, for | know you will
not share these words with anyone.

| have entered into an agreement with Vey Coruscant—who | believe is known in Mélusine by the
charming soubriquet of Queen Blood—to assassinate Stephen Teverius as Brinvillier Srych
assassinated his grandmother. Vey was Srych’ s last, dearest, and greatest pupil, and helped him
as shewill help me. Trust me, my darling, we will succeed.

| should regret it if you were to be destroyed with the rest. There is time yet—even with Vey's
knowledge and advice, it is a tricky matter—so consider your options carefully. But do not
consider for too long.

If you wish to find me, dearest, you know where to [ook.

He had not signed it, but he did not need to. As Mavortian had said, Malkar’ s handwriting was
unmistakable, and even if he had hired a scribe, | would have known the letter was his. Every word
reeked of him.

| crumpled theletter vicioudly, but did not throw it in thefire as | had intended and passionately desired.
It was proof of Makar’s plans; it might be necessary to alow other people to read it. The thought was
enough to make me fed withered andiill.

Firg thingsfirs, | said to mysdf grimly. And thefirst thing wasto seewhat Makar’ s new confederate
had written. | wondered if she'd read Makar’ sletter before she sent it, and knew she had. It waswhét |
would have done.

| straightened and refolded Malkar’ sletter, put it in the inner pocket of my waistcoat. Then | went back
to the table and picked up the second letter. | recognized the name. | had grown up hearing the stories
about Queen Blood—afact that Makar had no doubt guessed and was ddlighted by. And the Curia had
periodically agreed that something had to be done about V ey Coruscant, athough nothing ever was.

Her handwriting was small, danting, with extravagant tailsto theg'sand y’s. Clerk’ s hand, with the
idiosyncracies of someone whose living did not depend on her script:



To Lord Felix Harrowgate of the Mirador, late of Pharaohlight and Arabel, greetings.

| understand now why Lord Malkar speaks so highly of you. Your accomplishment is marvelous
enough that | am sureit did not even grow in the telling as it traveled from the Mirador to the
Lower City. Indeed, it must have shrunk, for one part of your great feat | have not heard
mentioned at all. Perhaps the Mirador does not like it spoken of, that their prodigal child has been
dabbling in necromancy. Certainly, it would be an embarrassment to them were it to become
common knowledge.

[, on the other hand, am intrigued—indeed, quite eager to test your strength against my own. We
would, of course, wish to do such a thing quietly, so | propose that you meet me at sunrise, Dai 27,
2281 AUC, in Adrian’s Park, where we may discuss the matter quite undisturbed.

If you do not feel it necessary to meet me, | shall of course understand, and will have no qualms
about pursuing my inquiries through more public channels.

Yours most respectfully,

Vey Coruscant

| put Vey’'sletter down carefully, asif it might break, or bite me, and said, “Blackmail.”
“Y ou're going to have to give us more information if you hope for a useful response,” Mavortian said.

“I don't.” But | could not contemplate “the matter,” as Vey had so tactfully phrased it, in slence. | said,
“Malkar plansto nate Stephen, and Vey Coruscant has challenged meto adud.”

| looked up as| said it, and was gratified by their reactions. Bernard |ooked merely irritated and anxious,
but Mildmay went white as bone, and Mavortian said something in Norvenan | recognized asa curse.
After amoment he asked, “What are you going to do?’

“I don’t know. Fight adud, | suppose.” The Mirador had outlawed dudlling in the Protectorate of Helen,
but no one had ever gotten around to patching that loophole in the oaths and wards. And | knew how to
useit. Makar had been very interested in the loopholesin the Mirador’ swards, and with hindsight, |
now knew why.

“You can't!” Mildmay burst out at the sametime Mavortian said, “Don’t beridiculous.”

“But | don't seewhat else | can do. | can’t have her going to Stephen saying | was using necromancy in
the Corddiuscrypt.”

“Yes, but fighting adud with her isn't the answer. And, besides, isn't it moreimportant to deal with the
assassnaion plans?’

“I’ve got time to worry about that. She wants me to meet her tomorrow morning.”

“Sotdl Lord Stephen tonight,” Mildmay said, so vehemently that we all turned to stare a him. Hisface
reddened, and he looked down at his hands, muttering, “Y ou don’t want to fuck with VVey Coruscant.”

“Doyou serioudy imagine | can't defeat her?”

“Ain’'t that,” Mildmay started, but Mavortian was aready saying, “Perhapsit would help if you told me



who Vey Coruscant is”

“A blood-wizard. Very powerful. According to Malkar, Brinvillier Strych’slast pupil. Makar’ staken up
with her in hopes of repeating Strych’'s nation of Jane Teveria”

Mavortian tilted his head, blue eyesbright. “So Masdlle Coruscant is essentia to Livy’'s—I beg your
pardon, I mean Messire Gennadion—Messire Gennadion’ s plans?’

“Hisletter certainly carriesthat implication.” | felt my mouth twist, had to resst the urge to get Makar's
|etter out again and tear it into shreds. “ Trying to make mejedlous.”

“Interesting,” Mavortian said. “And thisdud. Is that part of Messre Gennadion’ s plans?’

“No,” | said dowly, thinking it through. “Malkar’ s plan seemsto be for meto betray the Mirador and
joinhim.”

“And yet Masdlle Coruscant wishesto kill you.”
“Jealous,” | said. “Mdkar aways sets his disciples at each other’ sthroats.”

“Ah,” Mavortian said, asif he was matching that up against some experience of hisown. “Do you think
ghe can kill you?’

“Unlikdly,” | sad. “Evenif—"
“Thought you weren’t gonna commit heresy no more,” Mildmay said scathingly.
| flinched. Mavortian said, “ Is it heresy for you to kill ablood-wizard in adud ?’

“Petty heresy. Dudling is petty heresy. Not gross heresy like killing another Cabaline or practicing
necromancy. But it is heresy, and 1...” | swallowed hard and said, my voiceridiculoudy smdl, “I’m not
surel could do it anyway.”

“Thendon't,” Mildmay said.
“And have Stephen find out about the gross heresy | did commit?’

“No, he/ sright,” Mavortian said. *Y ou shouldn’t meet her. But that doesn’t mean she can't be dedlt
with.”

“Beg pardon?’

“Clearly, from what you' ve said, removing Masdlle Coruscant from the playing field will greetly
inconvenience Messire Gennadion.”

“But you just saild—"

He continued over me: “If Masdlle Coruscant wishesto meet you tomorrow morning, | believe we must
move tonight. And since she expectsawizard, | suggest we send an annemer.” And he turned his brilliant
gaze on Mildmay.

“No,” Mildmay said. “No fucking way.”

“Butit’sperfect,” | said. With Vey Coruscant gone, Malkar would not be able to nate Stephen.
With Vey Coruscant gone, | might not haveto tell Stephen about any of this. The thought was agiddy



relief. “You' vekilled awizard before.”

“l didn’t—"

“Of courseyou did. Y ou admitted it to the entire Mirador. Y ou can hardly try to deny it now.”
“It won't do you no good.”

“What do you mean by that?’ Mavortian said.

“If she knows about the Corddius crypt,” Mildmay said, to me, asif Mavortian didn’'t even exig, “then
sheain't theonly one. | get that you don’t want Lord Stephen to know, but he' s gonnafind out anyway.”

“And what about Makar’' s plans?’

“Tell him that, too! He sthe Lord Protector—it’ s his job!”
“Do you have any ideawhat Stephen will do to me?’

“He sgonnafind out anyway,” Mildmay said again, mulishly.

“Yes, mogt likdly,” Mavortian said. “But thereisagreat difference between bringing news of aplanned
assassination, which one has received from a dubious and compromising source, and bringing news that
one has prevented a planned nation. Preferably with Messire Gennadion’ shead as evidence.” His
smilewasfera, bloodthirsty, and | smiled back.

“Arey’dl listening to yoursdlves?’ Mildmay said. His voice had gone up, and he reached across the table
to grip my forearm. “Fdix, please. Can't you see how crazy thisis?’

“The combined power of the entire Curia, with the Mirador behind them, wasn't enough to save Jane
Teverig” | sad, freeing mysdf from hishand. Helet me.

“And do you imagine you could even get that kind of unanimity?” Mavortian said. “ Especidly with the
emissaries of the Coeurterre in the equation?’

| hadn’t thought of that. “ Stephen won't even lisgento me,” | said. “Not until he’ sactualy dight and
burning, and by then it will betoo late.”

Mildmay must have looked at Bernard, for Bernard said, “I'm not getting in hisway.” It wasn't clear if he
meant me or his brother, and it hardly mattered.

| said to Mildmay, “Y ou've done it before.”

“That don’'t mean | wantto do it again.”

“It' sthe best way. And we do have to move tonight.”

“So moveto Lord Stephen,” Mildmay said between histeeth.

“And what's Stephen going to do? Y ou know aswell as| do the Mirador won't touch Vey Coruscant.”

He opened his mouth to argue, redlized | wasright, and closed it again. And was staring at me, frustrated
and searching for words, when there was aknock on the door.

Mildmay answered it. “ Y eah, he' sawake,” he said. “Maybe you can talk him out of it.” He stood aside
and let Gideonin.



“Splendid,” Mavortian said and smiled. “Messre Thraxios swisdom having proved so helpful inthe

Gideon looked from Mildmay to Mavortian to me, his eyebrows going up. | explained the Stuation
briefly; it was not getting more pleasant with practice. Gideon agreed with Mildmay, as Mavortian and |
had both known he would, but he could not offer any reasons better than those Mildmay had aready
tried. And he could not argue that Makar and Vey did not need to be stopped.

‘Fdix,: hesad findly, :may | spesk to you aone?.

“It seemsentirely unnecessary,” | said. “We are agreed that we must act, and | have chosen a course of
action.”

“l won'tdoit.”

| stared at Mildmay. He flinched and looked down, but said, “1 told you the next time you wanted me to
kill somebody, you' d better pay mefor it. And I’ m telling you now, you can’t pay me enough. Can't

nobody pay me enough.”

“We need her dead,” | said, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice, trying to make him
understand.

“You need to talk to Lord Stephen.”

“No,” | said, remembering years of hatred, of bitter quarrels, the two of usfighting over Shannon like two
coyotes over abone. “Mildmay, please. | need you to do thisfor me.”

“No.” Hat, hard, like adap acrossthe face.

“No?’

“lwon'tdoit.”

“But that’ swhereyou' rewrong,” | said. “Youwill doit.”
His head came up. “Y ou wouldn't.”

“I most certainly would.”

He st hisjaw. “Thenyou'll haveto.”

He had cdled my bluff, but | wasn't bluffing.
“Canyoufind Vey Coruscant?’ | said.

“Fdix, can't you see what—"

“Can you find her ? And don't lie.” The obligation d' &me could be aweapon, and | was furious enough
to useit.

Hisface had gone white. “Yeah.”
“Do you know how to kill ablood-wizard?’

And with the obligation d'ame on him, he said, “ Y eah.”



“Thenyouwill do as| tdl you. You will find and kill Vey Coruscant tonight.”

Hesmiled a me. | had never seen him try to smile before, and the twisted mask it made of hisface would
have been ghastly enough without the venom behind it. “Y ou’ re gonna have to give me permission to go
to the Lower City firg.”

| had forgotten | had forbidden it to him. “Yes” | snarled. “Y ou have permission. Just go. All of you!
O'Jt! ”

They |€ft, even Gideon having the sense not to try to linger. My fury drained away, and | felt clear,
resolved. Vey Coruscant would die tonight; Makar would be infuriated, awounded lion, essier to track
and kill. And had a soirée to prepare for.

Mildmay

He' d told meto go, and | had to go.

He' d told meto kill Vey Coruscant, and | had to kill Vey Coruscant.
But | didn't haveto doit right away.

Okay, | know it was stupid and childish and not even worth it, and | know | was the one wanted the
binding-by-formsin thefirst place. Soit’smy own fault. But I’ d trusted him. That wasthe redly stupid
thing. I’ d trusted him not to pull this sort of shit on me, and now | couldn’t even figure out why. Why I'd
thought he wouldn't walk al over me the second | wasin the way of something he wanted.

| went to Mehitabel because | wouldn't have to explain it to her. She knew about the obligation d ame.
Fuck, she knew about Felix. She knew what he was and what | was. And the worst | had to worry
about was her saying | told you so.

| didn’t even stop to think she might not be there, and | don’t know what | would' ve doneif she hadn’t
been. But she was. Her door was open, with candldlight like a beacon, and when | looked in, | saw
she'd got four or five candelabra.crammed in around her vanity, to give her really good light to look at
hersdf by.

She was dressing for the soirée, and | wasn't even surprised she' d gotten herself an invitation. She was
the sort of lady who mostly did get what she wanted.

She saw mein the mirror, turned, started to get up, but kind of stuck hafway. “What happened?”

| looked at my own reflection and saw what she meant. Powers, | looked like I’ d been dead three days
and it hadn’t been no nice death, either. “1 won't keep you,” | said. “I just wanted to...”

Wdll, what did you want to do, Milly-Fox? Do you even know?

“Mildmay.” She got her dress, yards and yards of this gorgeousindigo crushed velvet, free of thelittle
vanity stool, and came over to me. She was beautiful. | don’t know how she did it, because, | mean, |
knew what shelooked like, | knew her sdlow skin and the way her upper lip overhung her lower, and |
knew what shewas, and al the same—Kethe. She was so beauttiful it hurt.

“Mildmay,” she said again, kind of gentle, like shewas afraid | was going to spook and run. “What isit?’
“I wanted to say good-bye,” | said.
“Good-bye? Where are you going?’



Deep bresth, and the words till kind of stuck, like there was rust and sand in the gears. “Fdlix is sending
me to murder Vey Coruscant.”

Her eyebrows went up, and | saw the sharp teacher-lady in her face, theone I’d met in Klepsydra. “I'll
assume he has agood reason for it. Who's Vey Coruscant?’

“She' sablood-witch. And she' sin with Fdlix’ s old master, the one who drove him crazy, and it turns out
he' sthe same guy that Mavortian's been after dl thistime, and fuck, | think they’ re both crazy now, if
you redly want to know.”

“Slow down,” she said. “ Come on—sit down. Tell it the right way round and from the beginning.”
“Can’t,” | said. “1 got to go. He, um...”

The way she frowned should have been funny. | mean, here she was, beautiful lady, with the dressand
the maquillage and her hair up and everything, and with her big eyes and soft little mouth that made her
look like she' d maybe finished her second septad, and that scowl should have looked plain ridiculous. It
didn’'t. She said, “He used the whatsit, didn’t he?’

“Theobligation d'ame,” | said. “Y eah. He, um. Hekind of did.”
“That asshole. You wait here. I'll go—"

“No!” My hand was clamped around her wrist before either of usredized I’d meant to move. “You
can't. | mean—you can, but it won't change hismind. And it'll just make him pissed off &t me. More
pissed off, | mean. And | can't...”

But | couldn’t find the end of that sentence, elther.
Shesad, “You'rehurting me”
| let her go like she'd caught fire. “Oh, powers, sorry! I'mredly sorry. | didn't mean—"

“I know you didn’t. | won't do anything you don’t want meto. But if you' re coming to say good-bye,
doesthat mean you think you won'’t succeed?’

“I’ve got abad feding about it,” | said. “1 get ‘em sometimes, and | got one now.”

“What kind of bad feding?’

| shrugged. “Judt... it sgonnago wrong. That'sdl.”

“Didyoutdl Fix?’

“Hedidn’'t give methe chance.”

“Areyou sureyou don’'t want meto talk to him?’

“It'sredly nice of you. But, no. | swear to you, it won't help. I'll just be extracareful, isal.”
“Do you think that’ Il be good enough?’

“No. Butit'sdl | cando.”

“Mildmay.” | looked at her. She put one hand very gently on my shoulder and leaned in to kissme on the
mouth.



“What wasthat for?’
“Luck,” shesaid. And she smiled a melike nobody had smiled at mein | didn’t even know how long.

“Um, thanks,” | said, and, powers, | was blushing. | backed up astep, couldn’t think of anything to say.
“Thanks. I, um. | mean...” But, Kethe, whatever | meant, | couldn’'t say it. | said, “Thanks,” again, likea
half-wit dog, and then just turned and went.

Off tokill Vey fucking Coruscant, may al the powers and saints preserve me.
Felix

If I tried, | could remember the last time | had been in the Hall of the Chimerasfor asoirée: the night |
went to Makar, the night | hit Shannon, the night Robert told the Mirador what | was.

| did not try.

Intruth, I did not have time for morbid reflections on the past. It had been left carefully unclear whether
the soirée was being held in my honor or the Virtu's, but it was not a secret that | was the person who
had mended what was broken, and | was all but besieged with well-wishers, sycophants, wizards and
courtiers jockeying for interest. Mavortian was similarly occupied, and | wasglad of it. | did not want to
think about Malkar tonight. There would be time enough for that tomorrow.

| talked and drank and danced. Shannon and | were scrupuloudly polite to each other; Vicky gave mea
cold, forma nod. Every time | turned around, it seemed that Stephen was glowering a me, but having
given hisofficia speech, he did not gpproach me. The Virtu, blue and beautiful and serene, presided like
abride.

| talked to Thaddeus de Lalage, still uncertain whether | counted him asfriend or foe. He seemed equally
uncertain of me; our conversation was stilted with caution and mostly about politics. He did not mention
Gideon, nor did I.

| saw Mehitabel Parr once, in the glittering, swirling crowd, and she looked straight through me asif |
didn't exist. It was her prerogative, and | hardly cared—certainly not enough to try to find out what it
was | had done thistimeto invite her wrath.

Gideon wasnot there at dl.

| talked to wizards | knew, wizards | didn’t know; made polite conversation with one of the painstaking
junior envoys from the Coeurterre; danced with noblemen’ swives and lovers and daughters; in two
cases danced with the daughters' lovers. | was standing by the bust of an early Ophidian king, drinking
lemonade and flirting absentmindedly with Edgar St. Rose, who knew better than to take anything | said
serioudy, when | felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. | didn’t turn, but leaned closer to Edgar
and sad, “Who'sgtaring at me?’

Edgar was a veteran of Cabaine palitics, he glanced around without seeming to, then grimaced
expressvely and sad, “Robert.”

“Oh, marvelous. Doesit look like he' s going to come over here?’
“Yes. Infact, here he comes, and if you don’t mind, | think herel go.”

“I don't blameyou,” | said. Edgar ducked into the crowd; | sighed and shifted my weight, and managed
totimeit sothat | turned just as Robert opened his mouth to demand my attention. Anything to



wrong-foot him.

He recovered swiftly, with an entirely insincere bow, and said, “Lord Felix. Y ou are much to be
congratul ated.”

“Thank you, Lord Robert.”
He gave meady look. “Do you find yoursdlf quite recovered from your, ah, ‘indisposition’ ?’
“I beg your pardon?’

Hewidened his eyes at mein that mock-innocent way of his| particularly loathed. “Weweredl very
worried about you, you know. Especidly after you disappeared from Hermione like that. Brother
Orphdin was most anxious.”

“You're babbling.” | wanted only to get rid of him, to end this conversation before anything regrettable
happened. But his head jerked back; his eyes widened, then narrowed in an expression | wasal too
familiar with: | had just given Robert the gift of ammunition.

“Am 1?7’ Hesmiled, dow and wide. “Have you forgotten your say in St. Crélifer’ s? They will be most
disappointed to learn of your ingratitude.”

“I don't havetimefor this” | said and left him there, desperate to disengage before he could mire me
further.

S. Crelifer's.

The madhouse.

A year of my lifel did not remember.

Although the Hdll of the Chimeras was stuffy and overwarm around me, | found that | was shivering.
Mildmay

| could find Vey Coruscant dl right. Not that I’ d ever been crazy enough to want to, but | knew where
her house was. When | was akid, we' d used to dare each other to go over to Dassament and walk
along Sonnet Street—on the other side of the street from her house. We were stupid kids, but we
weren't, you know, suiciddl.

And if shewasn't there, there' d be somebody who could tell me where to look. Whether they wanted to
or not.

I’d done this sort of thing for aliving. And I’ d been good at it. And the fact that | didn’t want to be doing
it now, and | had that terrible crawling feding that it was dl fucked in ribbons, well, inawerd way, it
helped. Because it made it fucking easy to just concentrate on getting the job done.

| could remember feding likethisalot, thelast half indiction or so | was with Keeper.

And, you know, | think theworst thing wasthat | knew what to do. | didn’t have to think about it. Didn’'t
need to plan or ask questions or nothing. It wasjust there, dl them ugly facts, just waiting for meto pick
‘emup agan.

Y ou want to kill ahocus, you got to take ‘em by surprise. Miriam had told me that, when she sent meto
kill Cerberus Cresset. ' Cause where hocuses are different from annemer ain't in their bodies, in their flesh



and blood and the way they breathe. 1t's somewhere else, and | don’t know if you cdl it mind or soul or
spirit or what, but it ain’t the body. Body’ sjust as vulnerable as anybody else’'s. Now the Mirador tries
to get around that with dl their oaths and warding spells and the fucking curse that had crippled me, but
blood-witches don’'t have that kind of thing. Most people would agree as how they don't need it. Most
people aren’t stupid enough to go and fuck with ablood-witch, but here | was anyway.

So you got to take ahocus by surprise, to kill them. Y ou got to be fast, and you don’t want to give them
time to say nothing. Not even aword, Miriam said, so I’ d gone straight for Cerberus Cresset’ s heart,
and nailed it, too. And he hadn’t made so much as a squeak. But blood-witches—and my friend Zephyr
had told me this, because he was worried about me and the shit | was getting into, and Kethe he’ d been
right and | only wished | could tell him so—you aso got to watch out that nobody starts bleeding. Not
you and not them. Because they’ re called blood-witchesfor areason, and it ain't for the poetry of it.

Knivesareright out.

Firstjob | ever did, | garotted aguy. What goes around fucking well comes around, Milly-Fox. And I'd
kited ascarf from Mehitabe’ sroom.

| could get it done.

| got into Dassament through the Arcane. It was better than going through the streets, dlthough | didn’t
think anybody in the Arcane was going to like me anymore. Peoplein the Arcane don’'t make eye
contact, and they don’t look you in the face, and I’ d hidden my hair under Mehitabel’ s scarf, and |
figured | probably had about enough leeway to get me where | wastrying to go. Never mind about
getting back. Most of medidn't think | was going to last long enough to worry about it.

| went the back ways, down on the levels where nobody much goes. Because even when ajob’sgoing
to be bad, you don’t need to be stupid about it. Came up the Thimblespring Spird, dark and dank, with
the iron of the banister rusty and wet under my hand, and out into the old Clockmakers Guild that ain't
been used—at least, not by clockmakers—since sometime back in the reign of Mark Ophidius. The
Nemesis Clock was pretty much the end of that guild, and clockmakers now call themsalves horologers
and have anice shiny new guildnal over in Sundave.

| didn’t go out the front door. Went up to the roof—nobody ran Dassament’ s roofs along of not wanting
to fuck with Queen Blood, and, Kethe, what the fuck am | doing here?

But | didn’t even think about turning back, even though | wanted to so bad | could tasteit. | knew |
couldn't doit. Evenif | tried, the obligation d'amewouldn’t let me. | could fed it, like an iron plate at my
back, pushing me forward. Fighting it wouldn’t do me no good, and it’d just fuck up my concentration.
Which I needed for other things, thank you very fucking much.

Along the roofs, tenements and warehouses and the big ugly wart of the Vespers Manufactory, where

most of the girlswho didn’t diein Lornless sover in Dragonteeth cameto dieinstead. | went down the
fire escape of the Pinchbeck, agambling hell that’ d been running longer than I’ d been dive, cut across

two aleysand a courtyard, and there | was on Sonnet Street, with Vey’sbig ugly house looking like it

was about to fal down and smash usdl flat.

There wasthisfad, two, three Great Septads ago, for houses built like the Mirador, big high walsand no
windows fronting the street. Great for ablood-witch, | reckon. Lousy for acat burglar. | looped the
block. Vey’ s house was the middle third of the block, from Sonnet Street on one side to the Boul’ Neige
on the other. And | was't real surprised to see that the rest of the buildings on the block were vacant.
Who' d want Queen Blood astheir neighbor?



So it was easy to get into one of them buildings, get up to the roof—give or take a couple nasty minutes
with some rotted treads on the stairs—and vault acrossto Vey Coruscant’ sroof. My bad leg didn’t like
the landing, but it held up okay.

You just don't find buildingsin the Lower City without adoor onto the roof. Vey’ d bothered to putin a
decent lock, but agood hard kick just under the plate was enough to breek it. | wasn't feeling subtle, and
it wasn't like they weren’t going to know I’ d been here.

The stairwel wasaweird sort of tower thing—I guesstrying to imitate all the Mirador’ s towers—and
had stairs going up aswell asdown. | checked up first, but there was nothing there but a skylight and an
astrologer’ sglass, so | went down.

Top floor was storage and stuff, dusty and closed off and not where you’ d hang out if you had better
choices. Next floor down was servants rooms—no joy there, either. Then things started looking better.
Carpet and nice furniture and paintings and shit. | found aroom | was pretty sure wasVey'sdressing
room. Serioudy flash ladies' clothes, and some of the stuff in the back of the armoire had these stains
around the cuffs, and even though | wanted to, | couldn’t pretend | didn’t know what they were.

And | was just wondering what my next move was when | heard the door to the hall sart to open.

Which meant my next move was straight into the armoire. | tugged the door to behind me and heard the
rustle of alady’ s dress againgt the carpet as somebody cameinto the room.

Soppy, Milly-Fox. Very doppy, and if you end up dead for it, don’'t come crying to me.

But it had to be Vey Coruscant, because even flash ladies maids didn’t wear floor-length skirts. Unless,
of course, it was Vey'slight of love or niece or something, and whileif she was either of those things, she
probably wasn't no nice person, that didn’t mean | wanted to murder her on accident. And | didn’t know
what Vey Coruscant looked like, having gone pretty far out of my way to be sure the lady and me were
never eyeto eye.

Closest I'd ever been to her before, it was pitch-dark and raining in the Boneprince.

And then she called, “ Go ahead and make yoursalf comfortable. I'll only be amoment.” | heard
footstepsin the hall, moving away, but, Kethe, | didn’t care. | had a cold sweat sarting in my armpits,
because oh fuck oh saints and powers and Kethe patron of thieves and secrets, | knew that voice.

It wasVey Coruscant, dl right.

That was when she opened the armoire, and | was moving, cold and clear and like | had adiagram to
follow. | had the scarf that’ d been covering my head, and it was|ooped around ey’ s neck with the knot
tightening before she even knew | was there. Her mouth came open, but she never had achance. I'mno
hocus, but I can move fast enough to best one. We hit the floor hard, me on top, and | got my knees
braced to pin her arms, set my wrists, and pulled.

Strangling isafucking ugly way to die. She' d been pretty, Vey Coruscant, with light brown hair and
hazel-green eyes, not looking aday past her third septad. Blood-witches can do that. It sin dl the
stories, though I’ ve never wanted to ask exactly how they go about it. She thrashed under me, and her
light brown hair came loose from its pins as her face turned blue, then purple, and her hazdl-green eyes
bugged out of their sockets. She didn’t make anoise, though, not loud enough for anybody but meto
hear.

And then she was dead.



| unknotted the scarf, tried to smooth it, although | knew it was useless, and why the fuck was|
bothering? | could get it ironed, back in the Mirador. Give it back to Mehitabel. Maybe she wouldn’t‘ ve
noticed it was gone, and | wouldn't haveto tell her what I’ d donewithiit.

Get up and go, Milly-Fox, said that voicein my head, and | stuffed the scarf in my pocket and started to
get to my feet—and what the fuck had | done to my bad leg?—and then | redlized there was a shadow
in the doorway.

| was up, my heart damming in my chest, and staring at this guy. Hewas big, taller than me and bulky,
with dark red-brown hair queued back like aflashie, and light brown eyesthat looked as clever and fake
asglass.

“Gracious,” he said mildly, like therewas't adead body on the floor and it wasn't somebody he knew.
“You weren't the tiger | was expecting to catch.”

| couldn’t move. It was like them shiny eyes had me pinned, same way I’ d pinned Vey Coruscant. He
stepped into the room, closing the door behind him, and then reached out, like | was so much fucking
Satuary, caught my chinin one hand and tilted my head. He had rings on his big broad ugly hands, but no
tettoos.

“How intriguing,” he said. And | couldn’t stop him, couldn’t move, couldn’t even fucking fall down and
die. “How very intriguing. And thismay serve even better than my origind plan. Certainly, you haverid
me very tidily of one obstacle”

He nudged Vey’ s body with onefoot. “ She was aclever child, but afaithless one. That much | will grant
Felix. He hastried to rebd against me, oh, many times, but he has never betrayed me. Of course, | was
afar stricter master to him than | ever wasto Vey. Truly, discipline is good for the spirit.” He smiled like
adog snarling, | guess at the look on my face. “I see you' ve realized my secret. Y ou must be smarter
than you |ook—although that wouldn’t be difficult.” His voice had dropped down into apurr, and | hated
it and recognized it because I’ d heard it in Felix’ svoice athousand times. “But, please, | must not neglect
my manners. Allow meto introduce mysdf.” The smile widened, and | wanted to look away but |
couldn’t fucking move. “I an Makar Gennadion. Otherwise and formerly known as Brinvillier Strych.”



Chapter 14

Feix

It was the nightmare again—the dark room, the table with straps, the heart of the maze, the heart of the
monster—and | was almost glad to be woken by someone pounding at the outer door of my suite asif
they meant to break it open with their bare hands.

A woman’svoice, carrying well, “Felix! Goddamn you, | know you'rein there! Felix!” Mehitabel Parr's
voice.

| remembered she had been furious with me at the soirée the night before. | ill didn’t know what I'd
done, but it looked rather asif | was going to find out.

| crawled out of bed, groping for my dressing gown. She was still hammering, and | wondered why
Mildmay hadn’t opened the door. He wasn't a heavy deeper to begin with, and—

For amoment, everything seemed to stop. My mind, my breeth, the heart in my chest, the blood in my
vens

Mildmay hadn’t come back. | had sent him to murder Vey Coruscant, Queen Blood, the greatest, and
possibly only, blood-wizard now living. He hadn’t returned, and | wondered dizzily why I’ d thought he
would, why I’ d thought my annemer brother would be able to defeat the queen of blood, the queen of
stolen bones and graveyard earth.

| had promised not to rape him, and what alie that had turned out to be.

| waslurching like adrunk by thetime | reached the door. | threw it open and said to Mehitabel Parr,
“He sdead, isn't he?’ Dead, and my fault. Dead, and | killed him.

“No,” shesad, gartled. “Wdl, he might be by now.”

| redized there was someone with her, someone | didn’t know. A man, short and dight, wearing along
black coat and holding a broad-brimmed soft black hat in both hands. | recognized the traditiona clothes
of acade-skiff, and looked back at Mehitabel in confusion. If hewasn't dead, why was a cade-skiff
here?

“This gentleman has someinformation for you,” she said. “May we comein?’

| stood aside obediently, shut the door behind them. “Why are you here?’ | said to Mehitabel and
redlized amoment later how rude that sounded. “1 didn’t mean... but—"

“Let’ stakethe story in order,” she said. “ Starting with Cardenio’ sinformation.”
“ Cardenio?”

The cade-skiff blushed bright carnation pink and mumbled, “ Y es, your lordship.” Mousy, unremarkable
face, accent thick enough to butter bread—Mildmay’ sfriend.

“Stdown,” | said, my voicethin and utterly hollow to my own ears. “Please. And tell me what newsyou
have brought.”

He sat, dmost swallowed by the armchair. | took the other, and Mehitabel dragged over achair from the



table. | saw Cardenio’ sfingerstighten on his hat, but his voice wasleve and clear when hesaid, “I got a
vigitor thismorning told me they saw Mildmay being taken out of the city by a hoc—by awizard who
smelled like bad magic. And when | came out of the morgue my master told me ey Coruscant had been
murdered.”

“Wait,” | said. “ Someone cameto you in the morgue?’
“Yes” he sad and met my eyeswhen hesaid it. “ Out of theriver, actudly.”

A headache was starting to throb in my temples. “Wait,” | said. “Stop. Can wetakethisonefact a a
time?Vey Coruscant isdead.”

“Murdered,” said the cade-skiff. “ Strangled. | saw the body. | only know one man in Méusine who
could have doneit, and that’ s Mildmay.”

“And he' sleft town?’

“Been taken,” Cardenio corrected me. “Out through the Seventh Gate.”
“Theriver.”

“yes”

“But if Vey Coruscant isdead, thenwho... 7’

“I believe,” Mehitabd said waspishly, “the gentleman’ s nameis Makar Gennadion.”

| got the story from Cardenio question by question, patient answer by patient answer. | had dready dept
through court for the fourth day in arow; we were not interrupted. | could not let mysdlf think beyond the
next question, the next answer. Could not let myself think about what | had done.

Around the eleventh hour of the night (Cardenio said, and | mentaly converted to about five 0’ clock in
the morning), he had been roused by a confrere of his, the journeyman who had night duty in the
cade-skiffs morgue benegath their guildhall; Cardenio did not tell me what night duty entailed, and | did
not ask. This cade-skiff told him that someone wanted to see him, and refused to say anything more
beyond the fact that he didn’t think they should be kept waiting. Cardenio had dragged some clothes on
and accompanied his colleague down to the morgue.

From Cardenio’ s manner, | gathered that thiswas not the first strange request he had met with since
joining the guild.

What was waiting for him was amonster. He described it as best he could, and | gained an impression of
acreature like the mermaids of folktales, only not a haf-human maiden, whether benign or maevolent,
but a scaled thing, with a human torso and arms but atail like a sea serpent, and greet pale eyeslike
nothing, Cardenio said, he had ever seen before. But what really took him aback was when it spoke to
him, cdling him by name.

It demanded to know if he was Cardenio, and if he was afriend or Mildmay’s. He said yes, to both—*I
an'tseenhiminalongtime, but if weain't friends, it son hisside, not mine.” His eyes met mine, not
defiantly, but steadily, and | said before | could stop mysdlf, “Y ou’ re the only person I’ ve ever heard him
cdl afriend.”

Hesad shyly, “I'mglad,” before continuing his story.



The mongter identified itsalf asthe Kaliphorne. To Cardenio, that name had evidently meant something.
To me, it meant nothing. He had to explain about &. Kirban' s flooded vaults, the nature of the traffic
through them, the man who controlled them, and just how he kept that control. As a cade-skiff, Cardenio
had seen what Phoskis Terrgpin’s watchdog could do; he had never doubted that the creature
exised—as many in the Lower City gpparently did—and he had no hestation in bdievingit.

It told him Mildmay had spoken of him as someone who could be trusted, though it did not explain how it
came to be on speaking terms with my brother, and it told him what it had seen and smelled that night: a
man reeking of bad magic and Mildmay in his company. “It said there was something wrong with him.
Like he couldn’t see where he was going.”

Or hear anything but Makar’ svoicein his head, most likdly, | thought, remembering the times Malkar
had done that to me. My heart was thudding nauseoudy in my chest, the fedling too raw to be described
asanything asclean asquilt.

| should have known, athought so heavy, so massive, that | could barely breathe around it, could barely
keep my shoulders straight, my face composed. | should have known.

Mercifully, although it was not amercy | deserved, there was not much moreto the story. The
Kalliphorne had followed the boat at a careful distance until the current carried it out of M@usine. Then
the monster, with a concern and effort that were surely the opposite of monstrous, swam back to the
cade-skiffs guildhall to find Cardenio. And Cardenio, having discharged his portion of the cade-skiffs
duty to the remains of Vey Coruscant, had gone to Britomart and indebted himsdlf to Mildmay’ sformer
keeper for away into the Mirador.

“But you're a cade-skiff,” | protested. “Y ou could have come openly.”

“I couldn’t have gotten to you without stating my business, and the Kalliphorne begged me not to tell
anyone except the people who could help him.” He frowned. “Mr. Terrapin must have some sort of hold
onit.”

“But to go to Mildmay’ s keeper—!”

“Madame Kolkhis has connections,” he said, with apragmatic ruthlessnessthat sat oddly with his
nondescript face and gentle eyes. “ She gave me aletter of introduction to amusician named Hugo
Chandler, and he brought me to Miss Parr—"

“Who brought him to you,” Mehitabe finished. “ Sometimes clandestingly is the best way to get things
done.”

“Oh, and Madame Kolkhis gave me thisto give to you.” He handed me a sealed paper, which | held,
feding asif it was poisoning me through the skin of my hands.

There was a pause, an awkward gtillness. Cardenio said, “Lord Felix, what are you going to do?’

“I don’'t know,” | said, and to Cardenio’ s frown, Mehitabe’ sincredulity, | could only say again,
helplesdy, “1 don't know.”

To get away from their eyes, | opened the letter from Mildmay’ s keeper:

Cardenio Richey tells me that Mildmay the Fox isin trouble, and that it is serious, although he
will not tell me what the trouble is. Although | am fond of all my children, | have loved few of



themas| loved Mildmay. If there isanything | can do to help him, a message to the Stag and
Candlesin Britomart will find me.

Like Makar, Mildmay’ s keeper did not sign her correspondence.

| said, bewildered, “ She says shewill help him if thereisany way she can. But | thought... | thought she
hated him?” It twisted into aquestion, and | looked at Cardenio.

“Hated him?No, m’'lord. Not Madame Kolkhis. We reckon she' d do just about anything to get him
back.”

“He doesn’'t speak of her with any fondness.” When he spoke of her at al.

Cardenio grimaced. “I don’t know how hefeds, m'lord. Y ou never do, with him. But she was crazy
about him. Nearly scared her kids to deeth, the fit she pitched when he left her.”

“Wait,” | sad, feding bludgeoned again and terribly stupid. “ * Crazy about him’ —are you saying they
wereinvolved romantically?

“They wereloversfor indictions,” Cardenio said. “ After he... you know, after hisface.”

“When he was fourteen?” My voice had risen, and part of me wondered cynicaly—considering what
I’ d been doing when | was fourteen why | was so shocked.

Cardenio blinked at mein darm. “I thought you said he talked about her.”
“Hedidn’'t mention that part.”
“Oh. Well, | guesshewouldn't. | know she hurt him, but he’ d never talk about that, either.”

“Of course hewouldn’t.” 1 shook myself. At the moment, Mildmay’s past, and what he had or had not
told me about it, did not matter. “When Kolkhis says she will help,” | said carefully to Cardenio, “can |
trust her?’

“Dunno what she can do, but yeah. She keeps her word.”
“Would we could dl say asmuch,” Mehitabe said; | managed not to flinch.

“I'll help, too, m’lord, if there sany way | can,” Cardenio said, getting up. “ Just send to the
Fishmarket—they’ Il know how to find me. But | got to go. There’'s, um. Well, with Madame Coruscant
dead, there' s stuff we' ve got to do.”

“I canimaging” | said. “Thank you.”

He bowed to both of us and left. | wondered for amoment if | should have summoned someone to show
him the way, but then remembered he was a cade-skiff. He could take care of himsdlf.

Mehitabel stood up, shook her skirts out sharply. “Nothing | say to you will have the dightest effect, so
I’m not going to bother.”

The door closed decisively behind her, leaving me done with myself. She was right; nothing she could
have said could have hurt as much asthét.



| managed to avoid Mavortian for four days, largely by the smple expedient of never being in my rooms.
| did not want to talk to him, did not want to look at him. | did not want to see my own evil reflecting at
me from hiseyes. And | did not want to face how successfully he had manipulated me, how witlesdy |
had danced to histune. | sent anote, brief, impersonal, detailing the facts of Vey Coruscant’ s desth,
Mildmay’s capture, and Makar’ sflight, and then did my best to forget that Mavortian von Heber even
exiged.

But he ran meto earth in the end—or had Bernard run me to earth, which was very much the same thing.
| had been working in the Février Archive, searching for someway that | could use the obligation d' @me
to find Mildmay, when a shadow fell across my notes and Bernard said, “ There you are.”

| put downmy pen. “Yes” | said. “Herel am.”
“Hewantsto tak to you.”

“I’'mnot surprised.” | looked up at him; | hadn’t been deeping more than two or three hours at atime,
and | saw him with the clarity of exhaustion: the gray in his mustaches, the frown line worn between his
eyebrows. “What do you think of dl this?

“Me?’ Hewasvisbly taken aback.

“Y ou’re neither an automaton nor a beast of burden, regardless of how Mavortian treats you. Y ou must
have opinions.”

“You'reafineonetotalk,” he muttered.

“About having opinions?’

“ About treating somebody like abeast of burden.”
“You think that’s how | trest Mildmay?’

He snorted. “ There’ sno think about it. I’ ve watched you. And I’ ve watched him. Powers know, | don't
like him, but you want my opinion, my opinion is, | wouldn’t wish you on my worst enemy.”

“Thank you for your candor,” | said. | wanted it to be bitter, venomous, and was horrified at how tired |
sounded, how sick. | had no right to pity, had no right to sound asif | pitied myself. | shut my eyesfor a
moment, took adeep breath. “But truly, | want to know. What do you think of your brother’ s grand
scheme of vengeance?’

“Half brother,” Bernard said, and therewas dl the bitter venom | hadn’t been able to put into my own
words. “1 don't think anything. That’s not what he pays mefor.”

“He paysyou?’

“I’'mthe hired help, like my mother. And that’sasfar as| go. Now, come on. He wantsto talk to you,
and it smy job to be sure he gets what he wants.”

| could have refused him; we both knew he couldn’t actually force me. But | wastoo tired to continue to
fight againgt the inevitable. | was a mongter; denying that fact would not changeiit.

“All right,” | said, gathered up my pen and quire of notes, and accompanied Bernard slently back to the
Filigree Corridor, where he and Mavortian had been housed.

Mavortian was laying out his cards by witchlight, his engraved silver focus pressed between the hollow of



his thumb and the deck.
“Bernard found me,” | said. “What did you want to say?’

“We need to decide what our next moveisgoing to be,” he said, without taking his attention away from
the cards.

“Our next move?’

“Now that Messire Gennadion has been driven out into the open, we must decide how we are going to
confront him.”

“ ‘Driven out into the open’ ? Is that what we did?’

Thelook he gave mewasjust barely short of rolling hiseyes. “I regret as much asyou do Mildmay’ s bad
luck—"

“Somehow | doubt that.”

“But,” he continued over me, “we cannot change what has happened. Therefore, it only makes senseto
congder how we may best turn it to our advantage.”

“We have no advantage.”
“Masdlle Coruscant isdead.”

“And if you think that isn't exactly what Makar wanted, you' re even more stupid than | am.” Mavortian
frowned at me, and | continued, “He intended meto get rid of Vey for him. He probably drafted that
letter she sent. Hewas there, Mavortian. If he hadn't wanted her dead, shewouldn’t be.”

“Youtak about him asif hewereagod. He sasfalible asany of us”

| hesitated on the brink of arguing, but | knew | would not be able to make Mavortian understand. It was
quintessentidly Makar—as| had told Mavortian, listening to my own words no more than he had—to
pit one follower againgt another, telling each adifferent lie, and now that | had had time—more than
enough time, long, cold hours of the Mirador’ s deepless darkness—to think the thing through, the story
about emulating Brinvillier Strych wasthin. Makar did not follow in other wizards' footsteps, and |
wondered what hisreal usefor Vey Coruscant had been. Clearly, whatever it was, it had been of limited
duration.

Instead of any of that, | said, “ Regardless, we don’t know where Makar is, we don’t know what he's
planning, and he has a hostage. Where, exactly, do you see our advantage?’

He scowled. “I had not expected that you would run craven.”
“And | hadn't redlized you were amadman. So I'd say we're even.”

He opened hismouth, but | cut him off. “I don’t want anything more to do with your revenge, or with
you, and | should grestly prefer it if we never spoke to each other again.” | turned to go, turned back to
say, “Don’t send him after me.”

| 1eft then, and although Mavortian shouted, “Fdlix! Damn you, come back here!” he did not send
Bernard.



Court was a penance. No one knew, of course, that it was my doing Vey Coruscant was dead, and my
feeble explanations of Mildmay’ s absence were accepted—because no one cared. They were grateful an
embarrassment had been removed, and not at al concerned about what | had done to removeit. They
wouldn’t have cared if I’ d killed and eaten him; they probably wouldn't even have been shocked. | saw
thetruth in every face | looked at; | was a mongter, and no one expected anything better of me.

It was on the sixth morning since | had woken to the redization of my own terrible, arrogant stupidity that
| left the HAll of the Chimeras done, chin up, avoiding eye contact, and heard Robert of Hermione's
voicecdling, “Lord Fdix!”

| knew better than to pretend | had not heard Robert; he would only follow me. | stopped, waited. Did
not turn, and was gratified by the hint of annoyance in Robert’ s voice when he said, “Good morning,
Lord Fdix.”

Then | turned. And smiled and said, “Good morning, Lord Robert,” asif there were no hogtility between
usat al.

Anything to disconcert him.

It did not faze him for long; he smiled in return, the wide unpleasant smilethat | had hated for years.
“Dear me, you look dreadful.”

“I beg your pardon?’
“I redly begin to wonder if Giancarlo isright to be so sanguine about your stability.”

“I am perfectly stable.” As stable and resolute as an aspic, Makar’ svoice said mockingly in my
memory. | did not flinch.

Robert raised his eyebrowsin aparody of polite skepticism, but something €lse had caught my attention.
“When were you talking to Giancarlo about my stability?’

“I wasworried,” hesad, asif that were any sort of an explanation. “Y ou don't look like you' ve dept
more than five hoursin the past week. Have you?’

“It isno business of yours.”

“Considering what you' re capable of, that’ s aremarkably naive thing to say. Would you say the sameto
your friend Sherbourne Foss?’

“Y ou are not Sherbourne. Nor are you my friend.”
“That won't save meif you run amok again.”

“I did not—!" | bit theinside of my lower lip, let my nails dig just afraction harder into my palms beforel
relaxed my hands. “What do you want, Robert?’

“I told you. I'm worried about you.”
“Y our concern gratifies me. What do you want?’
“I want you to cometo S. Crdlifer’ swith me.”

| stared at him for afull five seconds before | could find anything to say, and even then it was an
indegant, “ What?'



“The monks there have agreat deal of experience with illnesses such asyours. They may be ableto
I,H p.’l

“l'amnot insane” | said through my teeth.

“Then you lose nothing by avigt except an hour or two of your time.”

“Andif | refuse, you'll go to Giancarlo and tell him I’ m being unreasonable.”

His smile widened. “I1t would be nothing but the truth. Thisis not agreat dedl to ask.”

| eyed him, wishing—and not for thefirst time—that murder were aviable dterndive. “Itisridiculous.”
“You may find it so, but | assure you there are many in the Mirador who would not.”

It was athreat, and we both knew it. And athough | did not think Robert could get me reconfined to St.
Crdlifer' sashe clearly wished to, he could create anearly infinite series of blocks and impediments,
eroding time away from me one frustrating minute after another. And that probably would drive me mad.

“Very well,” | said levelly—an elaborate pretense of nonchalance would gratify Robert nearly asmuch as
Spitting rage.

Robert smiled, poison-bright, and said, “| knew you' d see reason eventudly.”

Thetrip to St. Crellifer’ swas made in stony, frozen silence. Thefirgt thing either Robert or | said was
when | told the hansom driver to wait, adding pointedly in Robert’ sdirection, “ Thiswon't takelong.”

| had seen the madhouse before, driven past its high wall with Shannon on some junket of pleasure or
another. But | had never...

Only, of course, | had.

Seething, | followed Robert across the courtyard, up the grim gray steps. The door swung open aswe
approached, and | knew that the denizens of St. Crellifer’ s had been waiting for us. The porter, aghastly,
gnarled, yellow-toothed creature, bowed usin, fawning at Robert, saying something about the warder
being very pleased.

And the smdl hit melike the stroke of a hammer againgt my breastbone.

It was foul enough on its own—sweat and rot and fear, urine and excrement and desth—but what was
worsewasthat | remembered it. It was the memory | choked on, not the stench itself; my muscles
twisted in aviolent shudder, and | found my hands knotted in my hair asif | weretrying to keep my skull

from flying gpart.
“Feix?’ Robert said, histone aparody of concern. “Areyou al right?’

| forced my hands away from my head, forced my spine to straighten, gave Robert asmile that was close
kinto one of Mildmay’ ssnarls. “Fine” | said. “| merely find the... atmosphere... abit oppressive.”

Before he could decide how to respond, a cold, colorlessvoice said, “Lord Robert, Lord Fdlix.
Welcome back to St. Crédlifer's”

| turned. A smdll, spare, balding man, dressed in the habit of amonk of St. Gailan. Cold eyes, acold,
composed face. Therewas no irony, either in hisvoice or in hisface; he was clearly one of those men for



whom the concept was alien and incomprehensible.
“Brother Lilburn,” Robert said, smiling widdly. “Y ou remember Brother Lilburn, don’t you, Felix?’
But there was nothing familiar about the monk—nothing | wanted to be familiar, ether.

“Perhapsyou don't,” Robert said; | could hear the smirk in hisvoice without needing to see hisface.
“Brother Lilburn remembersyou, though, from your stay a S. Crelifer’s. Right, Lilburn?’

“Yes, my lord,” themonk said inacold, flat voice. | knew that he wastdlling the truth—that nothing
Robert had to offer could have induced himto lie. And ahysterical voicein the back of my mind
whispered, He' s il dead.

It made no sense, but at the sametimeit made al the sensein the world.
“You seewhy | am concerned,” Robert said loudly, carefully, like aman reciting from a script.

“Yes, my lord,” themonk said in his cold, colorless—dead—uvoice. His gaze had me pinned; | didn’t
remember him, and | didn’'t want to, but he terrified me al the same. “I’ m sure the warder will wish to
speak to you both. Thisway, please.”

| wanted to bolt—to turn like afox doubling back under the noses of the hounds and run—buit |
couldn't. | followed Brother Lilburn, and the obedience was familiar even if the man was not.

The Hospice of &. Crellifer’s had once been a nobleman’ stown house; | could seeits history inthe
sweep of the staircases, the lovely arches of the doorways. But it was dark and fetid now, and instead of
the sounds of a hired orchestra or the murmur of gossiping ladies, | heard screams from some distant part
of the building, screams of such grief and rage that they scarcely seemed human.

“Jeanne-Chatte' sat it again,” avoice said near my feet, theright side, and | had been focused on Brother
Lilburn, not on my surroundings. “Noisy bitch.”

To say that | jumped would be agross understatement. | shied sideways, as violently as a spooked
horse, dammed up againgt thewall hard enough that | was momentarily breathless. And the thing that |
had taken for aclot of shadows or apile of discarded bedding—or aghost, avoice whispered in the
back of my mind—raised its head, its eyes nearly aswide as my own. “Beg pardon, sir. | thought you
were—"

One hand went up to its mouth. It was ayoung man, | saw, skinny, dark, dressed in ragged layers of
cloth washed to colorlessness. “But you are Fdix!” it—he—said. “Wha—"

“Wallie” Brother Lilburn’svoice, cold and flat and hard asiron. The madman and | both flinched. “You
have work to be doing, and it does not involve bothering visitors.”

“Yes, Brother Lilburn,” the madman said, lowering his head. He was scrubbing the flagstones, | saw, a
bucket of the Sim’ sdark water at hisside.

Brother Lilburn watched him amoment, expressionless. “ Better,” he said, and gestured to Robert and me
to resume walking.

It wasdl | could do not to stumble as| followed in hiswake. My hands were starting to shake, and |
laced them together tightly for amoment, feeling the cold weight of my rings, before letting them fal back
to my sdesasif | were unconcerned. Desperately, sdfishly, | wished Mildmay were here. With him on
my right, | wouldn’t have had to worry about what might be lurking where | could not seeit.



And if Mildmay were here, it would have been because | had not betrayed him.

| swallowed hard and climbed a seeming infinity of stairs behind Robert’ s boots and Brother Lilburn’ sflat
sandds. Then Brother Lilburn stopped, opened adoor, said, “1n here,” with no more inflection or interest
than he had said, Welcome back to S. Crellifer’s.

Theroomwascircular, the plaster yellowed, cracking. The man rising from behind the desk was
monstrous, surely the biggest man | had ever seeninmy life.

“Robert!” hesad. “Fdix! How lovey to seeyou again!” And in hisvoicewasal theirony Brother
Lilburn had not used.

My heart was damming itself against my ribslike abird trying to escape awindowlessroom. Thisman, |
knew; this man was the monster of my nightmares, the monster whose heart was the table fitted with
strapsin that dark, dank room...

... which lay beneath St. Crdlifer's.
| knew it, as surely as | knew the magic coiled about my bones and beating heart.

| lost severa momentsto awild, bleeding kaleidoscope, acyclone of glass, and when the dust settled,
and the pieceslay in aquiet mosaic, shards of memory connected now by understanding, | knew things,
too many things, and | wanted to scream like the madwoman Jeanne-Chatte.

| remembered her, too.

| was leaning with one hand braced againgt the tacky, swesating plaster of thewall, Robert and Brother
Orphdin aring at melikeapair of coyotes watching alost buffalo calf. Robert opened his mouth to say
something—no doubt dong thelines of, He' s clearly unstable, don’'t you agree? asif therewerea
wizard in the entire Mirador who could claim more than a passing acquai ntance with “ stable’ to begin
with.

| cut him off. “What did you think you were doing?’ | straightened away from the wall, dusted my hands
againg thelegs of my trousers, smiled a him pleasantly.

“I beg your pardon?’

“Lagt year, Robert, in the basement of this very building. I’'m sure you remember. What did you think
you were doing?’

Robert’ sface turned very nearly the color of thewals. “Fdlix, I... | don’'t know what you' re talking
about.”

“You'll haveto do better than that,” | said. “ Or perhaps Brother Orphelin can explain.”

The warder wasn't monstrous anymore, just a grotesque, petty creature as trapped in this madhouse as
his chargeswere. Still dangerous, and | was not fool enough to forget it, but not the all-powerful
malevolence of my memories. He could not hurt me unless | gave him the power to do so, and the
wariness of histiny stone-chip eyesindicated that he knew | was not about to do any such thing. He
made a broad, helpless gesture and said, “1 am annemer and know nothing of these matters. If Lord
Robert told me he wastrying to cure you, | would believe him.”

| could not help admiring the deft coupling of that tota disavowa of respongbility with asuggestion to
Robert of how to defend himself. “ You might,” | said, and there was satisfaction in being ableto load my



voice with contempt, “but | wouldn’t. Well, Robert?’

“You can't prove anything,” Robert said. “Y ou can make as big a stink as you want, but you can’t prove
anything, and you know Stephen won't believe you. And if you think | care what you say, you are very
much mistaken.”

Thethings | wanted to say in response crowded my mind, and even with Brother Orphdlin listening
greedily | might have said them. It would have been ardlief, aterrible, gloriousrelief, to express some of
the fury that had been building for days—fury at Makar, fury at Mavortian, fury above dl at myself and
my stupidity and my pride.

But it would also have been awaste of time.

Perhaps my researches were also awaste of time, but even if they were, at least | was trying. | didn’t
believe in redemption, or atonement; if anything existed beyond thisfrail and sordid mortd life, | knew |
was damned. Knew, and no longer cared. | couldn’t make right what | had done wrong. But that did not
exempt me from dedling with the consequences of my stupid, evil, selfish behavior. And that
respongbility, even if it wasfutile, was more important than anything else. And especidly moreimportant
than Robert of Hermione.

“Thenwell cal thisadraw then, darling, shal we?’ | amiled a him and Brother Orphelin, beautifully but
ingncerely, said, “I’'m sure you two have lotsto talk about,” and turned on my hedl and left. Not running,
my head up and my face composed, nothing in my bearing to indicate the horror | felt, horror and
revulsion and pity for the men and women trapped here by their own minds.

The hansom driver wasn't inclined to argue with mewhen | told him we were leaving.

By thetime | returned to the Mirador, my head was throbbing with the tangle of half-understood
memories . Crellifer’ shad uncovered. | was still missing more than | had recovered, but | had a
framework now. | knew what had happened to me.

| paused just insdethe Harriers Gate. The impulseto return to my suite, to hide like ahurt animal and
lick my wounds, was painfully strong, but there was something | needed more. Robert had said | couldn’t
prove anything, and | needed to know if that wastrue.

And | remembered enough now to know that the person who could tell me was Thaddeus de Laage.

We had been friends. Thaddeus seemed il to think of me asafriend, and athough | no longer trusted
him, for reasons that remained murky, | owed him ameseting. He had gotten me out of &. Crellifer’s.

And what, pray tdl, do you owe Mildmay?

An hour, | bargained with mysdf. An hour and | could put thiswhole business out of my head, one way
or another. And the ugly truth was that an hour wasn't going to make any difference. It wasn't asif |
were close to an answer to anything.

Finding Thaddeus was not difficult. The Mirador was resstant to change; just as no one had taken my
suite or my workroom, even when there had seemed no chance of my returning, so Thaddeus' s
workroom had been left undisturbed for the five years he had been in Aurelias, and as | had expected, he
wasthere, working on another of hisinfinite permutationsto the same complex of light spells. It was
important theoretical work—as Thaddeus would remind anyone unwise enough to comment—~but it was
monumentaly boring. Thaddeus claimed it waa’t; | thought, remembering something Gideon had said,



that that was another thing Thaddeus had talked himsdlf into believing. | could see no other way that he
could have borneit.

Heleft his door open while hewas working, and | stood in the doorway watching him for dmost a
minute before he noticed me. | was grateful for the chance to observe him, to ground myself againgt the
bewildering array of things| felt about him.

Thaddeus had been one of thefirgt friends | made when | wastrying to bresk free of Makar. With his
experience in the Bastion, he understood better than any orthodox Cabaine how Malkar had trested
me—although | had never told Thaddeus more than fragments of the truth. | had sworn him to secrecy,
so terrified of Makar | could barely breathe, and whatever € se might have happened between us, he had
never broken that promise. He was honorable to the point of rigidity, incapable of seeing theworldin
other than black-and-white.

He had rescued me from St. Crdllifer’s, and after that... | could remember that he had been angry at me,
could remember that | had been afraid of him, but the whys and wherefores were gone. There had been
amongter, but I did not know what that monster had been. From the vantage point of sanity, of distance,
| thought | could fall back on asmple summation: | had been insane—defensa ess and hurt—and he had
bullied me,

| could even understand why—I knew Thaddeus well enough for that. In his smple black-and-white
world, oneidentified problems and solved them. And when one had solved them, they stayed solved. |
had been a problem, and he had solved me. He had gotten me out of St. Crellifer’s, convinced the Curia
to remove Makar's compulsion. And | had not had the decency to stay solved. There was no room for
me in Thaddeus s cosmology, and so he had been impatient, angry. He had hit me, | remembered, a
sudden sense memory amost enough to make me wince.

He had hit me, and | would not have thought it of him, and that was ultimately the cause of my confusion
about him. | knew Thaddeus wasintolerant, close-minded, rigid in histhinking, but I had never thought he
would beabully.

He saw methen, out of the corner of hiseye, and swung round. “Good God, Felix, what are you doing?
Trying to give me acoronary?’

“| wanted to talk to you,” | said.

“Did you?Have you findly seen the truth about Gideon? | understand how charming he can be, how
plausible, but you—"

“What are you babbling about?’ | said, cutting him off sharply. “More of your nonsense about spies and
cultigs?’

“Itisnot nonsense,” he said, putting down the double compass and a handful of amber beads. “It isthe
truth.”

“Wasthetruth.”

He snorted. “Do you think leopards can change their spots, then? Wash them away?’
“I think Gideon isnot aleopard.”

“Y ou and your willful blindness. | thank God you' re off the Curia, you know.”

“Have you been spreading poison? | thought that was better 1eft to people like Robert and Agnes.”



“I'm telling the truth. The Curia shouldn’t make any decisons about him without knowing what heis.”
“Decisons?’

“He saready petitioning,” Thaddeus said, scowling blackly at me. “Asif they’ d befool enoughto let him
take our oaths.”

“They letyou,” | sad.

“l am not aspy!”

“Neither isGideon.”

“You'll believe anything aman tells you when he' s buried in your ass, won't you?’

| recoiled physicaly, as much from the uncharacteristic vulgarity as from the contempt in hisvoice. | had
aways known Thaddeus regarded the ganumedes with suspicion, believing them wesk, effeminate,
perverted. But | hadn’t thought he saw me that way, had thought...

I’d thought | was an exception to hisrule, and that had been stupid. Willfully blind, ashe had said. And
looking at him, anger and disgust on hisface, | redized what had happened, why he had been angry in
Hermione. Why he had hit me.

M adness was weakness, weakness was what one expected of amoll. He' d thought | was an exception
to hisrule, aswell, and if there was one thing in the world Thaddeus de Laage hated, it was being
proved wrong.

| felt Sck, amost to the point of literally vomiting on Thaddeus s workroom floor. Sick of Thaddeus, sick
of mysdlf. “If that’ swhat you think,” | said, “1 won't keep you.” | did not run, although | wanted to; some
absurd remnant of pride inssted that | not let Thaddeus hear my boothedls clattering asif | werefleeing
fromhim.

Now, more than ever, | wanted to retreat, to hide. Thaddeus had answered my question before I’d
managed to ask it: he would be al too glad to tell anyone who asked that | was unstable—to use
Robert’ sword—and not to be heeded. Are you satisfied? | asked mysdlf savagely. How many more
blowswill it taketo kill your vanity?

Animponderable, like the number of angels who could dance on the point of aneedle. And unimportant.
For if Thaddeus stongue had been busy while | had been hiding, craven, from my own culpability, then
the person | needed to worry about now was not mysdlf, but Gideon.

He was not in the room he had been given, and | only very briefly contemplated the idea of asking
Mehitabel if she knew where he was. Whether she knew or not, | would be pressng my luck totry to
convince her to tell me.

But where could he go? The Mirador was not kind to strangers, and asfar as| knew, he had no friends
here. Where would he go, if hisroom was not a haven?

Thaddeus probably came preaching a him. It was the worst of Thaddeus; he so passonately beievedin
his own rectitude that he could not leave other people donein their wrongdoing. | couldn’t imagine what
he thought he wanted to persuade Gideon to do—return to the Bastion? confess himsdlf aspy in front of
court and Curia? commit aquick and gentlemanly suicide?—but | knew hewouldn't let it rest. It was
how he' d gotten me out of . Crdllifer’s, after dl.



| knew where | would have gone—where | had gone, in years past, to get away from Robert or
Roseanna Aemoria, even sometimes from Thaddeus himself—and in awhimsy born of defet, | found
the nearest staircase to the battlements and climbed it.

Gideon wasthere, small, shabby, tired—looking not out over the city as| awaysdid, but back at the
roofs of the Mirador, at the fire-savaged remains of their gaudy, brassy beauty. He did not ook surprised
to see me. Neither did helook pleased.

“Gideon,” | said. | tried to remember thelast time I’ d seen him, and then wished | hadn’t. I’ d thrown him
out of my room, along with the others, when | was making my insane, malevolent, stupid decision about
Vey Coruscant. He hadn’t spoken to me since.

‘Felix,: hesad. A smdl, meticuloudy polite nod of the heed.

| did not approach him, knowing he would only move away. “1, ah, | just talked to Thaddeus.” Gideon
waited, one eyebrow rising, and | said lamely, “Is he causing you very much trouble€?’

Gideon’ slaugh was bitter mockery. ;Y our concernistouching, if hypocriticd.:
“I have never thought—or said—that you were a spy for the Bagtion.”

Y ouwouldn't careif | were. Unless| threatened you, and then | imagine you would be quick enough to
dispose of me. Or until you get bored. Will it amuse you, Fdlix, to throw meto the wolves?.

“l wouldn't—"

:Of course you would,: he said wearily. :Y ou haven't hesitated to lie to me. I’m not about to expect you
to keep faith.:

“Havel beenlying to you?’ | said, trying for lightness.
There was open contempt in the look he gave me.
| turned away quickly, making my own survey of the damaged roofs.

'Y ou have been dlowing meto believe something that is manifestly untrue. Do you remember anything of
the time we spent in each other’ s company last year?.

Heknew. | knew he knew, and yet | could not keep from defending myself. “We' ve talked before about
what isand is not reasonable to expect meto—"

:By the Seven Saints of Hellebore, | amtired of this.: He came around in front of me, met my eyes
fiercdy. :Suppose you try teling methe truth. If you have even the faintest idea of what that word means,
which | doubt.:

| flinched back, but his hand shot out and caught my wrist. :What do you remember 2

“Being afraid!” The words burst out now, like water pent up too long behind adam. “Being in pain and
aone and there were mongters everywhere.” | wrenched free of him. “Mildmay helped me, and | guess
I"ve shown him what a stupid idea that was. Now I’ m one of the monsters, so why don’t you just fuck

off?’

We were both frozen, both of us hearing, not merely the obscenity, but more than that: the shift in my
vowdls, the nasal stridency suddenly in my voice. | took a deep bregth, then another. Redlized they
weren't hel ping and leaned againgt the battlements, burying my face in my hands. “Maybe Robert was



right.”

:Robert of Hermione? | doubt it.: Gideon’ s voice was dry again, dispassionate. He touched my shoulder,
and athough | did not want to, | looked up. :Fdlix. | do not want to ‘fuck off.” Unlessyou truly do not
wishmy... : Hehestated, visbly searching for aword. :Companionship.:

“| don’t deserve your companionship, and you know that aswell as1 do.”
:None of us get what we deserve,: he said, and | flinched.

A dlence, fishhooks and shards of glass. | said, “Y ou want to stay?’

1 do.:

“Eventhough...”

:Even though. | don't expect you to be other than you are.:

| swalowed hard againgt the lump in my throat. “Y ou’ re afool, you know that?’

'Yes. | know.: Gideon' sfingers brushed gently against the dampness on my cheekbone. :Felix, cometo
bed with me. We can talk later.:

| nodded, mutely grateful, and followed him down the stairs; then, for he did not know the corridors, |
led him to my suite. | closed and locked the door behind us; he stood in the center of the room and
watched me, hiseyes dark and bright and deep enough to drown in.

‘Fdix. Comehere.:

| went to him, bent my head obediently to be kissed. His hands came up, one cupping my jaw, the other
clenching inmy hair, holding meill.

My heart kicked against my ribs, but | knew now where thisfear came from. It had nothing to do with
Gideon, asit had had nothing to do with Ingvard. It didn’t even have very much to do with Malkar,
athough dl my sexua responses were influenced by Mdkar, and | knew it. No, thisfear belonged to the
basements of St. Crdllifer’s, to atable with leather straps, where | had been held down and...

‘Fdix?.

| did not answer him with words, merely moved closer againgt him. | could do this; if Gideon wanted to
bein control, | could let him.

We made our way to the bedroom, and there he pushed me flat on my back on the bed and kissed me
hard, biting, his hands catching my wrists and pinning them down.

And| couldn’t doit.

| knew what was wrong, knew why | was panicking, and | still couldn’t control it. | was ashamed of
mysdlf, even as| was shoving againgt Gideon, humiliated and infuriated even as| flung mysdlf off the bed,
mortified beyond bearing as| came up flat againgt the wall.

If you didn’t like what | was doing,: Gideon said, mild and ddliberate with his own fury, :you could have
just said so.:

“I'msorry,” | said, and | was gasping for bresth, fighting to keep from burgting into tearslike a.child.



“I'mso sorry.”
Fdix?

Thelast thing in theworld I’d wanted: Gideon' s undivided attention. | would have preferred to have him
angry, if only | had been sufficiently in control of mysdf to provoke him.

‘What’ swrong?. Gideon said, getting up and approaching me cautioudy, asif | wereawild animdl... or a
frightened child, and | hated the comparison but could not deny itstruth. :Did | hurt you?.

The noise | made was haf laugh, haf sob. I d been earning favor from tarquins before | turned twelve,
and while pain was not exactly, usualy, arousing, nothing Gideon could or would do to me would even
be enough to make mewince. | shook my head, not wanting to trust my voice, and he said, :What, then?.

“I...” But my voice wouldn’t work, al breath and tears. :I can't.

:Can't what?.

Judt... | can't.:

'Y ou haven't had this problem before,: he said dryly. :Does power truly mean that much to you?.

| fdt asif he'd hit me. | stared & him, my jaw going dack and my eyeswidening. He colored alittle and
sad, :That iswhat dl of thisisabout, isn'tit?:

| couldn’t answer him, and hislipstwitched inagrin. :Did you think | hadn’t noticed? You'rea
manipulative bastard, and you can’'t stand not having things your way. | know that. | just thought... : He
sghed, and he looked so tired, so defeated, that | finaly found my voice.

“Itisn'tthat, | promise. That is, you'reright. | do like controlling things. But it isn't... it snot that |
can't... that | won't... Oh damn.”

Cautioudy, dowly, he reached out, took my hands. His hands were square, sturdy, shorter-fingered than
mine but broader across the palm; his grip was firm and warm and somehow comforting. :Come Sit
down,: he said, :and tell mewhat’ swrong.:

| let him tug me back to the bed, sat down next to him, stared at our clasped hands, minedl pale skin
and gaudy ink, his darker, unmarked. :Fdlix,: he said gently, sternly, and | knew he was not going to
allow meto escape.

“When | was...” My throat seemed to close; | had to swallow hard, twice, before | could continue.
“When | was not mysdlf, in the madhouse, something. .. something happened to me.”

Hisfingerstightened dightly. :Were you raped?.

He startled meinto looking up. “No, not that. That wouldn't... never mind. Someone thought they would
turn what Malkar had done to meto their own advantage. They tied me down”—and | removed my
hands from Gideon's, indicating where the straps had gone—"so | couldn’t move, | couldn’t eventurn
my head, and thenthey...” | pressed the heds of my pamsagaingt my eyes, refusing to cry.

'Y ou were raped,: hesaid. Just not physicaly.:
“| suppose,” | said, heaved in one painful, shaky breath, and then another.
‘Was Robert successful?.



“1 didn't—"
'Youdidn't need to.:

“Oh. I... I don’t remember that part very clearly, but | don't think so. He brought me back here, |
think?’ | couldn’t help it being aquestion, even though | knew it was nonsense to look at Gideon for the

answe's, “Hedid. And hetried...”

:He tried to use you to mend the Virtu,: Gideon said. : Thaddeus quite forgot he hated mein raving about
thet.:

“Thaddeus was there?’
:No. But he heard about it. Surdly, | don’'t need to tell you how gossip travelsin this place.:

“No,” | said, “no, you don’t.” And then something el se occurred to me. “Why wasn't Robert burned for
heresy on the spot?’

:How should I know?. But his dismissive shrug was not entirely convincing, and | only had to wait afew
moments before he said, : They were desperate and frightened, circumstances that can cause the strongest
theology to wobble, and | understand that Robert was quite convinced it would work.:

“Am’?’

:And you were atraitor, heretic, madman, and according to the reports from St. Crdlifer’s, no better
than abesst.:

“Not worth burning anyone over.”

‘They believed you had broken the Virtu yoursdlf,: he said, amost gently.
“I’'mnot saying | didn’t deservewhat | got. | just—"

:Then you should be.:

| had been staring at my hands, running my fingers over and around my rings. | looked up a Gideon,
shocked. “ You say that? Y ou know what | am.”

‘Whatever you are, or aren't, you did not deserve what happened to you.: He leaned forward, kissed me

agan.
“Try for equdity?’
He nodded, dmost shyly.

“I would likethat,” | said, and his smile was beautiful enough to make me believeit might work.



Chapter 15

Feix

In my dream, | am in avast vaulted room, aroom the size of the Hall of the Chimeras, but abandoned,
desolate. There are the remains of amosaic beneath my feet, but in such afragmentary condition that |
cannot tell what the subject matter might once have been; there are only scattered spots of color, blue
and green, gold and red. It isthe most miserably forsaken room | have ever seen. Thereisasinglelight, a
cold, hard, pitilesswhite witchlight that hangs like atiny, unnatura sun benegth the vault; around me,
under my feet and over my head, pressing in against my body, | can hear adow pulse, athrobbing
mechanica heartbest, the relentlessticking of aclock so vast it could cast a shadow againgt the Sars.

Someoneis shoved into theilluminated circle cast by the witchlight. A man, naked, his hands manacled
together behind hisback, a collar around his neck, and aleash stretching back into the shadows. He goes
down on one knee, and | see whip weals scrawling their cruelty across hisback. He strugglesto hisfeet
again, heamost falswhen hisright leg buckles beneath hisweight, but he saves himself, an effort of raw
strength that it hurtsto witness. | want to go to him, to help, but | cannot. His head is down, hisface
obscured by hislong, tangled hair, but | can see bruises on his chest and ssomach, more welts marking
histhighs. Heis shivering, athough whether with cold or fear | do not know.

| don't hear the voice that shouts at him, but | know what it says. Raise your head! It shoutsit over and
over again until he does, bludgeoned into obedience with sound. Hisfaceishorribly bruised aswell; a
scar dashing acrosstheleft side of hisface stands out stark and livid. One eyeis swollen shut; the other is
wide and green and not quite sane.

The voice shouts again. It wants him to say something, to send amessage to hisloving brother. For a
moment, he seems unable to respond, unable to form words, and then heis shouting, asingle word over
and over and over until the leash jerks, dragging him back into the shadows, dragging him into silence. |
wake with theword “ Strych” ringing in my ears.

| woke tangled in the sheets, my bresth coming in hard, painful gasps.
:Felix?. Gideon, Stting up next to me, hiseyes dark with worry in the shine of hiswitchlights.

| couldn’t say anything. Couldn’t stop shaking. Couldn’t stop the horrible noises | was making. Gideon
put hisarms around me, and | let him, even leaned againgt him, grateful for the warmth, for the quiet,
natural sound of his heartbeat. And after awhile, | had some shreds of control again, some vestiges of my
rationd sdf, and | told him what | had dreamed, start to finish.

And he sat and held me and listened, and when | was done, said, :1 remember that you are proneto
true-dreaming..

“Thiswasn't adream,” | said. “It wasasending. Makar’ sgood at them. But I'm sure he didn’t believe
Mildmay would have thewitsto turn it against him.”

'Y ou think that wasn't—:

“If Makar had wanted me to know he was Brinvillier Strych, he had dl the time and opportunity in the
world to tdl me. I wish Mildmay hadn’t doneit, though.”



:But a least now you know what you' re up againgt..
“| dready knew that. Just because he' s also Strych doesn't mean he' snot Malkar.”
:Ah. | seeyour point.:

“Yes” But eveninthe midst of the horror and guilt and grief that had my heart pounding like alead
pendulum againgt my ribs, smply knowing that Mildmay was not dead, that it was not too late, was a
thin, cold mercy, something at last that | could hold to. And as | thought about the dream, thought about
the details around the image Makar had orchestrated, | redized | had something dse.

“I know whereheis,” | said.

'Y ou what?:

“I know where heis. | know where that room is. | know what that sound is”
‘Fdix?.

“He sinthe Bagtion.” Saying it out loud madeit horrifyingly redl. Gideon' sgrip on metightened, asif in
protest.

:‘How can you be sure?.

| couldn’t smileat him, couldn’t be reassuring. * Because the Titan Clock of the Bastion istill running.”

The Titan Clocks were ancient, dating back to the days when the Mirador and the Bastion had been
fortressesin the service of the same emperor. Juggernaut was the Bastion’ s clock; Nemesis had been the
Mirador’s. And there had been others, dthough their names and locations were now |ost.

Five hundred years ago, the Nemesis Clock had been dismantled, ripped out of its matrix of stairsand
hallways, and destroyed. Accounts differed asto the cause, most wizards preferring to blame the
Clockmakers Guild—which had certainly borne the brunt of the city’ s fear and anger—without ever
explaining exactly how agroup of annemer craftsmen, some of them only semiliterate, could have done
anything to affect a Titan Clock. Annemer accounts were much smpler. They said the clock was
haunted.

Titan Clocks were made with iron and gold and human bone; they did not bresk, and they did not fail.
Haunting was not at dl unlikdly, and certainly the Nemesis Clock must have been saturated in mikkary.

Nemesiswas no more; the only Titan Clock remaining was the Bastion' s Juggernaut. And | knew the
ticking of Juggernaut had been the sound underlying Makar’ s sending.

:But how can he bein the Bastion? Gideon said.

| shrugged. “I1t iswhere he said he was going, al those months ago. | think the more important question is
how I’m going to get into the Bagtion to find him.”

‘To find him? Areyou mad?.

“I haveto get Mildmay away from him. | know what Makar’ stermswill be, when he gets around to
sending them, and | can’t accept them. | can't... If it were just me, if | were annemer, I’ d trade myself
for Mildmay in a heartbeat—if | thought Makar could be trusted to honor hisbargain. But it isn't just me.
| can't let him have the use of my power again.”



It sapity you didn’t think of some of this sooner.:

“Yes, itis. But | can’'t do anything about thet. | can only dedl with the Situation asit is, no matter how
much | wish my own selfish Supidity hadn’t caused it.”

.l am sorry. That was unfair. And you do not bear sole responsibility, you know.:

“If you think that makes things any better, you are sadly mistaken. But it does remind me—I need you to
tell mewhat Mavortian did to you.”

‘Why?. Gideon said waxily.

| couldn’t help sighing. “Because | can’t do thisalone.”
|—

“Youcan'tgo.”

2l most certainly can.:

“They will recognize you. And once that happens, you' re doomed, I’ m doomed, Mildmay’ s doomed.
And mogt likely the Mirador is doomed aswell.”

Heglared at me, but he couldn’t deny that what | said wastrue.

“I can't gotothe Curig” | said, painfully speling it out for both of us,  because they won't believe me.
And if they do, they won't trust me. Especialy sincel didn’t tell them about Makar and Vey inthefirst
place.” | bared my teeth at him, not inasmile. “A course of action | regret.”

:But you have friends. Surdy—:
“Who would you suggest?” | said, viciouswith my fear for Mildmay. “ Thaddeus?’
:No,: Gideon said. :Not Thaddeus.:

“And my other friends... | was mad, and then | was gone, and now that I' m back, they don’t quite know
what to do withme. | can’t ask it of them. Not now. And that leaves Mavortian.”

'Y es;: Gideon said, hismouth thinning. :Mavortian.:

“And thus| need you to tell mewhat hedid.”

'Y ou admit you don’t remember?.

“Yes, damnit. Isthat what you need to hear?. | don’t remember what Mavortian von Heber did to you.”

‘Very well,: Gideon said. : The short version isthat he blackmailed me. Thelonger versonisthat, if it
were not for him, | would till have my tongue.:

“Oh,” | said, amogt voicdesdy.

'Y ou had had a dream,: he said, dispassionate now, asif recounting the events of aromance he had read.
'Y ou couldn’t explain it, but you said you had to go east. Across Kekropia. And Mildmay said he would
go with you. Y ou weren't coherent enough to be argued with, and nothing | could say, or Mavortian
could say, would budge Mildmay in the dightest. He said he’ d promised you, and asfar ashewas
concerned, that was that.:



“Isthere away to tell this story that does’t increase my fedings of guilt?’

:Probably not. Once Mavortian redlized he couldn’t change Mildmay’ s mind, he decided we would all
go.:

“Why intheworld... 7’

:‘Beaumont Livy. Y ou were hiskey to Beaumont Livy, and he wasn't about to et you out of hissght. He
inssted | come, too, athough | am not in retrospect certain whether it was for his stated reason—to
protect you from being detected by the Bastion’ swarding spells—or merely because he did not trust me
not to betray you. And when | said | would not go, for | thought then and think now that it was an insane
and suicida thing to do, he blackmailed me by threatening to have Bernard take me to the nearest town
and tell them | was a Eusebian. And as he very kindly pointed out, once we were in Kekropia, it would
be even easier to denounce me to the Eusebians as an apodtate.:

)1 didn’'t know,: | said, mind to mind, desperately. :I swear to you, | didn’t remember. | ill don't.:
‘| know that. | knew it during that horrible argument. If you’ d remembered—:
“If I'’d remembered, | wouldn’t have been talking to Mavortian von Heber at dl.”

Gideon made no answer, one eyebrow rising in eloquent skepticism. | blushed and was unable to meet
hiseyes.

After amoment, hetook pity on me and said, :Bethat asit may, the question, asyou said, iswhat you
are going to do now. Do you ill think Messire von Heber asuitable aly?.

He expected meto say no. | wanted to say no. But the sending was still raw and vivid in my head: the
welts on Mildmay’ s back and thighs, the swollen mess of the |eft side of hisface, the dried blood around
his nose and mouth. Theway he shivered. “I’'m afraid it’s hard to think of anyone more suitable.” | felt
Gideon stiffen and said, dmost gpologeticaly, “We want the same thing.”

'Y ou want Makar Gennadion to die horribly? To the excluson of al other desires?.
“I didn’t say wewanted it in the same way. But—"
'Y ou needn’t go on. | understand. But do you redlly think thisisthe way to help your brother?:

“If nothing else, Mavortian will distract Makar. Even if heisn’t successful. Makar lovesto gloat.” |
couldn’t hide the shudder that wrenched through me, and Gideon’ s armstightened comfortingly.

Hesad, ;Y our ruthlessness, in thisingtance, actudly pleases me. But you have to have someone who
knows the Bagtion. It severy bit aslabyrinthine asthe Mirador.:

Theword struck an echo in my mind. | remembered sitting with Mehitabel in the labyrinth beneath
Klepsydra, remembered her saying, | worked in the Bastion for atime.

“I have someone who knowsthe Bagtion,” | said. “And | think she' |l be happy to help.”

“You must bemad,” said Mehitabd Parr.
“Mehitabd—"

“No!” She had risen to pace somewhere in the middle of my explanation, and now she whirled to face



me. “Look. I’'m as sorry as anyone about Mildmay, and I’'m glad you want to help him. | redly am. But
what you' reasking...”

“Would you prefer | took Gideon? He' s dready volunteered.”
“Oh, God, no.” From her expression, she knew what the Bastion did to wizardswho tried to run.

“Mehitabel, | need someone who knows the Bastion. Someone | trust. Someone who can get Mildmay
out, even if everything e se goeswrong.”

“And you think I'm that person?’
“Yes” | sad, with perfect truthfulness.
“Damnyou,” she said and started pacing again.

| waited; there was nothing more | could say, nothing she did not already know. | had described the
sending asgraphicaly as| could beer to.

She said, “I have spent the past three years doing everything in my power to get out of Kekropia. And
now you want meto walk back in?’

“I want to save my brother,” | said.

And when Mehitabd began cursing in abastard argot of Kekropian and Midlander, | knew that she
would help.

Mavortian was easer, if even more degrading to my pride. He had the tact—or perhapsthe
wisdom—not to gloat over me, and the only questions he asked were sensible ones about logistics and
plans

We had severd problemsfacing us before we even confronted Malkar. | had to invent an acceptable
reason to absent mysdlf from the Mirador for two weeks or more, and then we had to find away to
leave Méusine unobserved, since anyone who knew | was heading east would instantly assume they
knew where | was going—about which, admittedly, they would not be wrong—and why. And | did not
think anyone would listen to my explanations. Then we had to get across the border into Kekropia. And
once we reached Lamia, assuming we were arrested by neither Protectorate Guards nor Imperia
dragoons along the way, we had to get into the Bastion, again without being observed. And then we
could worry about Makar and Mildmay and getting out again.

Mehitabd said that if her information was ill good, she could get usfrom Lamiainto the
Bastion—athough she warned meto bring dl the gold | could lay my hands on. In an odd way, it was
comforting to have evidence that Lamiawas as corrupt as Méusine.

After some careful thought, | went to Giancarlo and said, truthfully, that | was feding the strain of my
exertionsin mending the Virtu and, aso truthfully, that | did not find the atmaosphere of the Mirador
conduciveto recovery. | mentioned neither Robert nor Shannon by name, nor did Giancarlo, but he
agreed with me that the Mirador was not arestful place and suggested | should go south to . Millefleur
to recuperate. He even advanced me generous traveling expenses out of my stipend without my having to
say aword. | answered my guilt at deceiving him with the memory of Makar’ s sending and turned my
attention to the next task.

My thoughts kept returning to the letter from Mildmay’ s keeper. She had said shewould help Mildmay if



she could, and | remembered Mildmay mentioning, in an offhand way, having done work with smugglers
asateenager. Wasit so very unreasonable to put those two things together?

At theleast, | decided, aswe neared the midpoint of the second week that Makar had had Mildmay in
his power, | could ask her. | knew how things worked in the Lower City. If Kolkhis hersalf could not
help me, she would know someone who could. And | could pay for any help provided.

| did not want to write her aletter, for anything put in writing was potential ammunition against me
later—assuming there was alater, and | was going to assume that until every other option had been taken
away from me. Therefore, | went to Mavortian and asked to borrow Bernard.

“What in theworld for?’

“I need to go into the Lower City, to speak to someone about. .. well, let’s say arrangements and leave it
a that.”

“And you need Bernard for this?’

“A Cabainewizard donein the Lower City sends entirdly different sgnals than onewho' s brought a
bodyguard. | don’t want anyone to get confused.”

“Ah,” sadd Mavortian. “What sngularly unpleasant vistas that opensto the imagination. Then, yes, by dl
means, take Bernard.”

And Bernard rolled his eyes but didn’t complain. We did not need to like or respect each other aslong
as he continued to do what Mavortian told him, and whatever the bargain was between them, he showed
no sgnsof bregkingiit.

Wetook a hansom to Britomart, although the driver was not happy about admitting he knew the Stag
and Candles, or how to get there, or that there was adistrict of Méusine called Britomart at all. We had,
however, come out of the Mirador, and | let him get agood look a my tattoos and an even better [ook
at the septa-gorgon | was offering, and he acquiesced. Bernard and | said nothing to each other dl the
way there.

The Stag and Candles was higher-class than | had expected; floor and bar dike gleamed with polish, and
the thin, ferret-faced bartender sent agirl around to scrub the tables once an hour or so. Although
exquistely polite, he was even less happy than the cabdriver about admitting he could help with what |
wanted. But his eyes kept skittering back to my tattoos, and he findly gavein and bellowed, “Hey,

Hob!”

A gangly teenage boy emerged from the back, drying his hands on his pants as he came.

The bartender gave him a sour look. “Run to your other boss, and tell her there’ s a gentleman here
wantsto talk to her.”

“Right,” Hob said, and then his eyes reached my face. His jaw dropped, and | thought for amoment he
might fant.

“No, I'mnot him,” | said. “But go tell Madame Kolkhis | need to see her.”

“Yes, dr,” the boy said, then caught sight of my ringsand turned even pder. “My lord. I'll... I'll be
quick, my lord!” He dashed off, al awkward knees and elbows, but moving fast.

| bought a bourbon for myself and abeer for Bernard, overpaying fairly lavishly, and weretired to a



corner table to wait. And continued to say nothing to each other.

Wewaited haf an hour, at my best guess, before the gangly boy returned. He gave our table anervous,
sidelong look, and vanished into the back again. Two minutes later, the door opened.

Shewastdl, dender, lithe. She wore her hair in smooth black coils around the perfect ova of her face,
and her eyes were pae gray, the color of fog. She wore the clothes of alady with neither apology nor
discomfort, dark purple poplin trimmed with black lace, high-necked and formfitting with agreat swag of
bustle behind. She saw us and made her way across the room without hesitation. She sat down,
managing her skirts with the absent dexterity of onewho did so daily, gave me aflat, leve look. “Isit true
you' redeegping with him?’

Bernard choked on his beer.
| had expected some form of attack. | said, “No.”

“How about the obligation d'ame? Did you cast that on him?’” She had made no effort to lose her accent,
athough her grammar and phrasing, like her clothes, were those of alady.

“Yes. At hisrequest.”

She said nothing, but | could fed her disbelief. | wanted this conversation to end, wanted to get away
from this woman who seemed to represent my past as much as my brother’s. “Y ou said you would help
Mildmay if you could,” | said, forcing my eyesto stay Steady againgt hers. 1 have found away that you

“Tdl me”

“I need passage for four people on one of the, er, unofficial caravansthat run from hereto Lamia”
“ToLamia?”

“He sinthe Bagtion.”

“Wizards” she said withloathing. “ Seeitinacrystd bal?’

“Something like that. | assure you, | wouldn't go anywhere near the Bagtion if | didn’t know for afact my
brother isthere.”

“Your... brother.”

“Isthe family resemblance not strong enough for you?’

“Oh, | believe you're brothers. | just find the fraterna concern alittle overdone.”
“And what is that supposed to mean?’

Her smile made my blood run cold. “ L eaving aside the indictions when he could have used a brother and
you were... somewheredse, | didn't raise him to be stupid. If he went after Vey Coruscant when and
how hedid, it was someone elsg’ sidea. At aguess, yours.”

“And sending him after Cerberus Cresset was a stroke of genius?’

“He got out again.”



“With acurse on him that nearly killed him!” After amoment, | was ableto straighten the fury and tension
out of my fingers. “That is neither here nor there. If | have made mistakes, | am trying to rectify them. Wil
youdoasl ask?’

“It depends,” she said and smiled, an ugly smile, cruel and thin.
“Depends on what?”’
“On what you' rewilling to do for mein return.”

For one ghastly moment, | thought she was propaositioning me, but she continued: “ The Mirador
confiscated certain of Vey Coruscant’s persond effects, including something that | want.”

“Something thet you want?’

“Yes” shesad, unperturbed. “For aclient.”
“And what isthis object?’

“A book.”

At once, | understood why she wanted my help. The Mirador did not confiscate books so much as
absorb them; no outsider had a chance of success, even knowing exactly what they were looking for.
“Which book.”

“ItisaMidlander book—" She produced a piece of paper from a hidden pocket, consulting it with a
dight frown. For amoment | was convinced shewas going to say The Doctrine of Labyrinths, and bit
my lip againg ahysterica shriek of laughter. “ Artemisade Charon's Principia—"

“Principia Caeli,” | finished inrdlief. “Yes, | know it. It's not exactly an uncommon book. It snot even
hereticd.”

“My client wants Madame Coruscant’ s copy, and no other. And | am assured the book isidentifiable as

“And you want meto fetch it for you?’

“Not theword | would have chosen, and | certainly wouldn’t insist you ddliver it in person. But if you
want my help getting out of Méusine unobserved, that ismy price.”

“I shouldn’t have expected you to do it out of the goodness of your heart,” | said, choosing my inflection
carefully to suggest that both goodness and heart were words | did not expect her to know.

“No, you expected meto do it for your brother’ s pretty green eyes. But that isn't how thingswork. Y ou
send your bruiser with the book, and I’ [l seewhat | can do. He can leave it with Byron at the bar.” She
stood and turned on her hedl in one smooth motion, and was gone with barely aripple through the
crowded tavern.

Now | know where Mildmay learned to move like that, | thought stupidly; | was aware of something
leaving the room with her, something like the oppressive miasmas that brought feversto the Lower City in
summer.

Bernard said thoughtfully, “ That woman could have your balls off before you even knew she had aknife.”



De Charon's Principia Caeli was abook on westher-working, the sort that most wizards referred to as
a“cdasscinthefidd” without ever having bothered actudly toread it. | had read it; it wasdull,
methodica, and utterly harmless. Even Vey Coruscant’ s marginaiaseemed unlikely in the extremeto
changethat, and it was not asif the Mirador did not have ahaf dozen copies aready.

| wasrationalizing, | admitted to mysdlf that night as| opened the door to the Archive of Cinders, having
left Gideon adegp in my bed, frowning dightly asif he sought for alost earring in his dreams and could
not find it. But whether | rationaized my actions or not made no difference. | did not know any other way
to make contact with someone who could bypass Mé8usine' s ever-guarded gates, and the problem with
knowing that Mildmay was aive was knowing that he might not stay that way for long.

The Archive of Cinderswas not the only place confiscated books were stored—the Archive of the
Chamberlain and the Archive of Brocades were also used for that purpose—but the Archive of Cinders
wasthe mogt likely placeto find abook that had interest only by association. | had to drag a chair over
to reach the top shelves, for the Archive of Cinderswasfar taler than it waswide, lending credenceto
the story that it had gotten its name from having once been achimney, but up there, on a quite recently
dusted shdlf, | found what | was looking for.

It was an octavo volume, bound in dark red leather, embossed and gilded, more suited to anobleman’s
library than ablood-wizard's. But | thumbed through it quickly—my witchlights providing enough light to
see, dthough | would not have wanted to try to read without a good branch of candles—and observed
writing in the margins with the same distinctive looping tails | had observed in Vey Coruscant’ sl etter to
me. And on the back flyleaf | found her sedl, impressed without wax. As Kolkhis had said, it was
unmistakable, and | dammed the book closed with ashiver.

Regardless of what Kolkhis's client wanted the book for, | was not sorry that it would not bein the
Mirador, would not be adding its mite to the weight of mikkary wedl lived under.

Although | would not have been surprised if she had betrayed me, Kolkhis was as good as her word.
The smuggler’ s name was Theodore d’ Erda; | did not ask what he and his cousins and their patient oxen
weretaking to Lamia, and hein return did not ask about our plans and did not so much asraisean
eyebrow at our patently false names. | had expected smugglersto be arough and vulgar lot, but d’ Erda
and his cousins were perfectly polite.

The journey wastorture, and knowing | deserved it did not make it easier to bear. After three nights of
patchy deep and horrific dreams, afraid to resort to methods of gaining deeper deep lest it should disrupt
the spells of concealment Gideon had taught me—I decided that | no longer had enough pride to worry
about, and went to Mavortian.

“Teachmethecards” | said.
He gave mealook of politeincredulity and said, “1 beg your pardon.”

| sat down opposite him. “1 am going mad by inches. And since thereisnothing | can do, and no way on
earth to make these damnable oxen walk fagter. .. teach methe cards.”

“Very well. Now?’
“Please” | said. “Now.”

Mildmay



Small room. Stone walls. No windows.

Ironbound door. Hinges on the outside. Keyhole you could drive acoach and four through.
One lamp wired into a bracket on thewall.

Fucking clock. Fucking binding-by-forms, like aguy yanking on aleash.

Two cots, sagging mattresses, threadbare dirty blankets. Better than nothing.

Two men, onetal and skinny, the other older and fat. Both with the tattoos. The skinny one wears
gpectacles, dl held together with bits of wire. The fat one—well, he don't ook too good. Gray-faced,
and he breathes like abunch of carniva rattles being shaken in abag. Heain't athreat, and the skinny
one don’t have but three whole fingers on both hands put together. So heain’'t athreet either.

That'sgood.

They talk alot. Skinny one’snamed Simon, fat one's Rinaldo. They been prisoners herealong time, long
enough that the guardstalk to them, give them al the good gossip. Guards are annemer. Don't matter as
long asthey don't let the hocuses out the door. Magic don’'t work in here.

The hocuses do their best to help, but there ain’t much they can do. Wait for the bruisesto fade and the
cutsto heal. No bones broken. Small favors.

“Stop pacing,” Simon says. “Rest. You'll never hed if you don't rest.”
Rinddo says, “Obvioudy, hecan't.”

“Youcouldstonhim.”

“I doubt I’ d survive the attempt.” Rinaldo don’t miss much.

“But why?’ He sounds like he redlly wantsto know. “ Why can't you rest?’

“Ataguess” Rinado says, “egregioudy unfinished business with someone on the other side of that
door.” They're both quiet aminute, then Rinaldo says, “Whoever heis, I’m not going to Stay up nights

praying for him.”
He' s sure asfuck right about that.
Fdix

The Bastion loomed over usfor three days, gradually esting more and more of the horizon, before we
reached the outskirts of the “city” of Lamia, where we parted from Theodore d' Erdaand his cousns and
their unmentioned cargo.

Lamiahad been atrue city once, asister to Méusine, but one of the early Eusebian generas, declaring it
to be nothing but a breeding ground for sedition and disease, had put the entire city to the torch.

It had grown back, of course, like the many-headed Hudra of Kekropian legend, but only asatent city,
something the generals could pretend was ephemerd, even if some of those tents—loosdly
so-called—had been standing longer than the oldest wizard of the Bastion had been dive. Certainly the
population was in congtant flux—merchants and smugglers and craftamen and prostitutes—but |
suspected Lamiaremained abreeding ground for al sorts of things, in thisincarnation just asmuch asin
thelast.



When we left the d' Erdas, Mehitabd rather grimly took over. | was certain within five minutesthat | had
donetheright thing in convincing her to come. We had entered Lamia, aswe had left Mé8usine, inthe
dead of night, but Mehitabel led usdirectly to a sprawling canvas-sided hotel where the night clerk asked
not a single question beyond how many rooms we wanted.

We went to our rooms through a confusing tangle of tent flaps and ropes, Mavortian and Bernard in one,
Mehitabel and me directly adjacent. Mehitabe put down her vdise, said, “All right, sunshine. Herewe
arein Lamia, just like you wanted. I’ m going to go find out just how out of date my information is, and |
suggest you and your coconspirators give some thought to what you' re going to do now.”

“Mehitabd.”

She stopped and turned to face me, her spectacle lenses glinting in the lanternlight. She said nothing,
samply waited as she must have waited for Delilaor Angorato come up with theright answer.

“| told Mildmay not to trust me,” | said at last.

“I wish he'd listened to you,” she said, and was gone.

What we did, for most of that day, was read the cards.

Our success depended on so many factorsthat it seemed dmost ridiculousto plan in any grester detail
than agreeing that we had to get into the Bastion, find and rescue Mildmay—and athough | had expected
him to, Mavortian did not argue about that being our first priority—find and kill Malear, and get out.
Mavortian seemed confident, now that he knew Makar’ strue identity as Brinvillier Strych, that he could
use hisslver focustofind him. “Itis, after dl,” he said with athin smile, “what it is for .”

But the rest of our plans seemed to depend dmost entirely on Mehitabd . According to theresearch | had
done, | should have been ableto find Mildmay using the obligation d ame, but athough | had learned to
fed him conscioudy, the feding refused to localize. The only certainty | had was that he was not dead,
and while that was acomfort, it was not terribly helpful.

Thus, weread the cards, looking for the patterns, the ways the future might unfold in front of us.
Mavortian had been surprised a how quickly | had learned the dance of significances through mgjor and
minor arcana; | had wondered with irritation how heimagined | had earned my tattoos, if he had so poor
an opinion of my intelligence. | would have had to seduce the entire Curia, afeat which was frankly
beyond my skill. | did not ask, though, for it was not worth open hostility between us, and | found | did
not careif Mavortian thought ill of me.

Cade-Cholera s card turned up with depressing frequency. It might mean change as well asdeath, and it
might mean Makar’ s degth rather than mine or Mildmay’s or any of my alies’, but it was not acard of
good omen, no matter how hopefully onetried to interpret it.

The Sibyl of Swords showed up repeatedly, as did the Knight of Swords. Mavortian told me how the
Knight of Swords had brought Mildmay to him; | bit my tongue against any clever remarks about heresy
and agreed that probably the Sibyl of Swords represented me.

“Y ou and he are at the heart of the matter, as you have been dl dong,” Mavortian said, eyeing me
thoughtfully as he shuffled the cards again. That was onething | could not do aswell as he, even with
practice; the stiffnessin my badly heded fingers made it impossible for me to manage even abox shuffle
with grace.



| pushed away the memory of cards moving like water through Mildmay’ s hands and said, “Does it hurt
your pride?’

“Itisdisconcerting,” he said after amoment. “But | don't lose deep over it.” And helaid the cards out
again.

Mehitabel returned near sundown, bad-tempered but successful. “I’m told thisisthe first time anyone has
paid to get into the Bagtion,” shesaid. “They dl think I'm completely insane.”

“Will they tak?’ Mavortian asked.

“No. They'd be arrested right aong with us, and they know it. But if we are caught in the tunnds, we will
be destroying those two old ladies along with ourselves.”

“Wewon't be caught,” Mavortian said, and seeing the spark kindlein Mehitabel’ seyes, | said hadtily,
“Tunnds?’

“Thelast remains of Old Lamia,” Mehitabd said, with araised eyebrow at me that told me she knew
what | was doing and was alowing hersdlf to be distracted. “Irene’ s grandfather dug it out over a century
ago—found it by accident, Irene says. And now she and Barbaramake at least as much money off
looking the other way when people come out of their cellars asthey do from the tearoom itself.”

“Barbara?’

“Her widowed daughter-in-law.” She smiled, alittle sharply. “They’ re expecting usfor the dinner service
at eight o' clock.”

Mildmay

Guards got aroutine. They make their rounds after dinner, make sure everybody’ stucked inand ain't
trying to dig their way out with aspoon or something. And then they don’'t come round again for asolid
four hours.

You learn alot when you can’t deep.
“Do you think he smad?’ Smon saysto Rinaldo.

“Indubitably,” Rinddo saysto Simon. “But | also think he's perfectly lucid. | don’t know why he wants
that lamp, but I'm sure he has areason.”

“Probably to set usdl onfire”

“Simon.” Rinaldo sounds kind of pained. “He has shown not the dightest inclination to harm either of us
once he realized we were not the people who had harmed him.”

“Easy for you to say. Y ou're not the one with bruises on your throat.”

“| fed quite confident that if he wanted us dead, we would be dead aready. We ve proved we aren’t
equipped to defend oursaves againgt him.”

“Thank you, Rinaddo.” Simon sghs. “I just wish he'd say something. Or that we knew his name. Or
anything.”

“We know who brought him here. Isthat not enough?’



Simon’ s hands flinch back into his pockets. He's had his own run-inswith Strych. “1’d just like to help,”
he says, kind of sad.

“Until he lets ushdp him, we' ve donedl we can.”

They st and watch like stuffed owls.

Thelamp finally comesloose. Rinaldo can hold it. Wire smore ussful.

“Ishe doing what | think he' sdoing?” Simon whispersto Rinado.

“He seemsto be attempting to pick thelock. | wonder if he hasthe least idea how to—"

Old lock. Not areal good one. The tumblers groan and roll over. A push, and the door swings open.
Come on, you stupid hocuses. Come on, move!

“Hewants...”
“He seemsto want us to escape.”
“We can't escgpe from the Bastion!”

Drag ‘em, push’em, just get them on the other side of that fucking door where their magic will work.
Don’t have to worry about ‘em if their magic’ sworking. They’ re like fucking sheep. Been penned up too
long, forgotten how to run. Kick the door closed again with them on the right Side of it. Catch the skinny
one. Ugly voice, hoarse and muddy, not like aperson at al: “Gonnagive you one fuck of adistraction.
Gonnamurder Brinvillier Strych.”

Feix

Suddenly, | felt him. It waslike the moment when, after searching for something for three days, one
findly sees it, and it made me spill my tea.

Mavortian, Bernard, and Mehitabel al stared a me, and | felt my face flush crimson. But | remembered
to keep my voice low when | said, “1 canfed him.”

“Fed him?" Mehitabdl repeated doubtfully.
“I couldn’t before—I don’t know why. But now | can. | could walk straight to him.”
“Could it be some sort of trap?’ Bernard asked. A reasonable question.

“I don’'t think s0.” | knew more about binding spellsthan Malkar did, for dl that he' d been the oneto
teach me about them. He had never figured out how I’ d broken the obligation de sang, and if hedidn’'t
know that, | did not think he would be able to influence the obligation d* @me so subtly.

“Doyou think it'slikely to prove temporary?’ Mavortian said.
“I don't know.”

“Then perhaps, Masdlle Parr, our amiable hostesses might be persuaded to show us the way into the
cdlar now, rather than later?’

“Yes. Wait hereamoment.” She got up, crossed the room to the elderly lady who sat knitting beside the
giant gold-and-red-enameled teaurn. A quick exchange of words, and Mehitabel came back. “Irene



says she will not be sorry to have wizards gone from her tearoom.” Another sharp smile. *Y ou bring bad
luck.”

“Isthat bad luck theliteral or metaphorica kind?’” Mavortian asked as he began struggling to hisfeet.

“InLamia, it's Imperid dragoons. Come on.”

The tunnels beneath Lamialooked like the corridors of the Warren, the same narrow, ruinoudy old,
uneven courses of stonework, smoke-darkened and hostile. Mehitabel carried alantern the old woman
hed given her; neither Mavortian nor | felt witchlights were worth the varied risks they would bring with
them. If we were spotted, the longer we could keep from being identified as wizards, the better.

“Istheway marked?’ | heard Bernard murmur to Mehitabdl.
“Yes, if you know what to look for.”

“And you know?’

“Better than I’d like.” Something bitter in her voice, something old.

But she did not lead uswrong; every turn she took brought me closer to Mildmay. | felt asif | was
beginning to be able to breethe again for the first timein three weeks or more. And | could fed

Juggernautt ticking.

We climbed anarrow staircase—amost more like aladder—Bernard carrying Mavortian. At the top,
Mehitabel whispered, “ This door takes usinto the Bagtion's cellars. From here, | guess Felix isgoing to
haveto lead.”

“Unlesswe go after Messre Gennadion firg.”

“Wediscussed this,” | said, feding anger like sparks from afirefloat upward in my chest. And | had
wondered why he was being so complaisant. He had merely been biding histime. “ Since we cannot be
aure of killing, or even incapacitating, Makar, we—"

“Why ‘incapacitate’ 7’
“I beg your pardon?’

Mavortian's eyes had an unpleasant shinein the lanternlight. “ Are you not so sure you want Messire
Gennadion dead after al? Perhaps you would rather your teacher was | eft dive?’

“Y ou don't have any ideawhat you' re talking about,” | said, stiff with the effort of not letting my temper
overwhem me. “Of course | want him dead. | just don’t want him dead more than | want Mildmay
dive”

“What if you cannot have both?’

“Then | will save my brother’ slife. Y ou can do what you want. Mehitabel 7’
“I’'mwithyou, Fdix.”

“Youcan't let him get away,” Mavortian said, ahisslikeasnake's.

“It' snot like he srunning.”



“Fine. Suit yoursdf.” The savagery in hisvoice far outstripped the words themselves. “Bernard and | will
do what’ s necessary.”

“It depends on how you define ‘necessary,” ” | said, and nodded to Mehitabel to open the door.
Mildmay

Fucking hocuseswon't go away.

Sheep.

Not a sheepdog. Clear the fuck out aready.

Got to find Strych. They ain’'t apart of it. Need to go away.

But they say they don’t know whereto go. Say they’re lost. Keep following. Can’t ditch them. They’' Il
get caught, get hurt. Don't know where to take them. Don’t know where to find Strych.

No fucking good at thinking anyway.

Footsteps. Lanternlight. No way to hide Rinaldo in the shadows. Y ou could stand in Lyonesse and hear
him breathingin Verdigris.

No weapons. Hands will do.

Wave the hocuses back. Usdlessin afight. Ain't even got their witchlightslit. Eyesbig as bell-whedls,
both of ‘em. Up to the corner, quick count of seven, swing round and aim hard for the throat.

Fuck. Pull it at the last second, catch at thewall to stay upright.
Mehitabel Parr says, “Areyou awaysthisfriendly, or did | just get lucky?’
Felix

There was nothing human in hiseyes. Truly the eyes of the fox he resembled: cold, flat, filled with fear
and savage hatred, afox brought to bay by monstrous dogs. | was vaguely surprised he did not actudly
bare histeeth a usin asnarl.

If he recognized us—if he recognized me—he gave no sign.
And then avoice said, from around the corner, “Um, has anyone died yet?’

Marathine-speaking, afaint Monspul chran accent. Not a Eusebian, and | managed to take a breath deep
enough to get words out. “No, no one has died. Hopefully, no onewill.”

A smdl, sharp slence. “ Felix Harrowgate?’

The lanternlight was abruptly doubled. A tall man, my own height or nearly, long blond hair starting to go
gray, wide bright blue eyes behind apair of terribly battered spectacles. Beside him, a second man,
shorter, much fatter, gray-haired, with tiny twinkling eyeslike the wise eyes of an infinitely good-natured
pig. Both of them with the Mirador’ stattoos winding in barbaric beauty around their arms.

Simon Barrister and Rinddo of Fiora, logt in the Empire years ago, Simon before Thaddeus de Lalage
had been sent to Aurelias, Rinaldo so long ago that | barely remembered seeing him, would not have
remembered aman of lesser girth. And apparently they had been imprisoned in the Bastion al thistime. |



would never even have known to look for them.

The corridor was thronged with things we wanted to say, things there was not time for. Smon, with the
habitua awvkward delicacy of astork, put his head on one sde and said, “Do you know him?’ The blue
eyes cut Sdeways at Mildmay.

That'sa very good question, | dmost said. “He' smy brother.”

“Oh,” said Simon, looking from one to the other of us. “Of course.”

“Hashenot... 7’

Rinddo sad, “ The only thing he ssaid in dmost aweek isthat he' sgoing to murder Brinvillier Strych.”

“I’'mterribly sorry,” Simon said. “Wedon't know... that is, he' d been hurt before we ever saw him, and
I’m mogt awfully afraid it' saffected hismind.”

Simon wastrying to say, politely, that Mildmay wasinsane. And hewas, if he thought he would get
anywhere near Makar likethis. But that wasn't what Simon meant.

“Actualy,” | said, “that part makes perfect sense. Y ou see, Brinvillier Strychisaso Makar Gennadion.”

| saw Simon’ swince, knew that here was another thing that Makar had broken in his passage through
the world. Rinaldo merely frowned and said, “ Can you prove that assertion?”

“Do | need to?’

He thought for amoment, and then hislips quirked in something that was not quite asmile. “No, |
suppose you don’'t. Malkar—"

“Thisisnot,” Mehitabd interrupted, “the best place for aconvivia chat.”

“No. And | need to find Mavortian. If Mildmay’sdl right.”

“I'm not sure Mildmay is dl right,” Mehitabel said.

“He supright and mobile” | said.

“Hegot usout of our cdl,” Simon added.

“Let’scdl it provisondly dl right and get moving,” | said.

“Your party, sunshine,” Mehitabel said. “What do you want to do?’

“Um.” | thought hard. “Will you take Simon and Rinaldo and Mildmay back through the tunnels?’
“How will you and the others get out, then?”

“I'll follow the bond to Mildmay,” | said, and did not miss the sharp look Rinaldo gave me. More things
that would haveto be said | ater.

“Of course” Mehitabe said. “ Silly me. All right. Y ou go play hero. I'll try to get everybody ese out
dive”

“That'sjust as heroic as anything el se that happenstonight,” | said, smiled at her poleaxed expression,
and cagt into the maze of the Bagtion for Makar.



| only wished it had been harder to find him.

But feding Makar was as easy as fedling the poisoned ache of an infected wound. His magic had aflavor
toit, abitter, grinding bite, and he was usng magic now, usng it—

—usding it to kill Mavortian von Heber, one agonized inch at atime.
| took off running.

| knew, even as| ran, that | was already too late, but there was nothing else | could do. | had to try.
Evenif it was not entirely my fault that Mavortian had been trapped—and | knew that the blame was
truly Makar's, and to some degree Mavortian’ sin hisown right for choosing to separate from me—part
of the responsibility was on my shoulders. | had valued Mildmay over Mavortian, and it seemed that that
had not been necessary. Mildmay—and | should have known it—was perfectly capable of rescuing
himsalf. Mavortian was obsessed and recklesswith it, and athough | had tried to explain, | thought
perhaps he had not grasped exactly who and what Brinvillier Strych was, who he was dealing with
beyond the man he had hated for so long.

He had not wanted to grasp it, but that did not mean | should have left him to walk into Makar’ sjaws
done.

| ran, my witchlights skittering around me, tracing atangle of corridors and antechambers and half
staircases without more than the most passing atention paid to any of it. For oncein my life, | was not
worried about getting lost.

Stairs down, and more stairs down, and | wondered distractedly what business Malkar had had in the
Bastion’ s subbasements, before | skidded around a corner into aroom lit by sulfurous witchlight: chains
on thewalls, apentagram inlaid in thefloor, adrain gaping like ahungry maw.

Bernard waslying, limp asarag doll, against onewal, Mavortian' s canes broken underneath him;
Mavortian was pinned, unnaturaly gtiff, againgt another, his eyes bulging from his head, blood aready
beginning to drip from nose and mouth and ears. Malkar stood in one point of the pentagram, his hands
rased, the witchlight reflecting evilly from the rubiesin hisrings. And then | knew. Somehow, Makar had
felt us coming; | did not know which of us had betrayed himsalf, Mavortian or I, and it did not matter.
Something had derted Makar. And being Makar, he had done what he did best: he had set atrap.

Hedidn't bother to turn around; he had no need. And dl therich, purring cruelty in the world wasin his
voice when he said, “There you are, darling. Come to watch the show?’

Mildmay
He' s going to find Strych. Mehitabe can look after the hocuses. They’ll befine. HE s the oneto follow.

No problem getting away from them. They ain’t gonna go wandering around in the Bastion. Got anew
sheepdog to keep ‘em safe, and she' sno dummy. Easy to follow him and hislittle green witchlights. Just
keep back, keep out of the way.

Harder to keep up. Long legs, and he' smoving fast. Follow. All or nothing.

Down and down. Sim don't run under the Bastion. Small favors. Down, and there' sthe smell of Strych.
Y ou don't forget it once you' ve learned it.

He turns a corner and stops dead. Hang back, don’t get cocky. Strych’s voice. Words don’t matter.
Nothing matters but the smell of death.



A scream. Don't have to look to know somebody’ s dead. That ain’t the sort of scream you live through.
He says something, likeit hurts him. Angle past him, and there’ s Strych.

Now it'sjust down to waiting.

Good.

Felix

Mavortian was dead, terribly, aheap of splintered bonesin apool of blood.
“Areyou redly Brinvillier Strych?” | said into the sillence.

“Yes” Makar’s smile was mocking. “1 would have told you before if you had asked.” He took astep
forward.

My back was againgt thewall before | even redlized | was going to move, ingtinctsingrained by years of
pain and fear telling me that when he was like this, | had to keep out of hisreach.

Not that it had ever done me any good.
Hetook another step, his smile widening.

Ohyou usdess sniveling vermin! Aren't you even going to fight? Can’t you for once in your damned
worthless existence stand up for yourself? But I d never been able to fight Makar, not since his gorgons
dropped into Lorenzo’s pam, and he turned to me with that little smileand said, Let us find out if you
areworth the price. | could hate him; | could cherish my fury and hoard it like amiser. But face-to-face
with him, and dl there was|eft wasfear.

Onceit was clear | was not going to speak, Makar said, “It redly is amazing, how much you and your
brother look dike. | had thought my memory was playing tricks on me.”

It was amistake. He never made mistakes, and | didn’t know what had prompted this one—what cue he
had misread. It occurred to me, in amoment of sickening shame, that if he' d made Mildmay describe the
way | behaved toward him, the picture he would have gotten would have justified a belief that | cared no
more for Mildmay than a bear-baiter did for hisdogs. But Makar’ swords did to me what | had been
unable to do to mysdlf: jarred me out of the rut of fear and memory hisvoice had trapped mein. | saw
Mildmay as he had been in my dream, beaten and scared but till fighting, usng Makar’ s own games
agang him.

My hands came up, and they werefull of fire.

Makar swatted my lightning aside. “Y ou aren’t thinking. Y ou know you can’t win—you could never
beat me before.”

“Thisian’t before” | sad.

Makar laughed. “ And you think you can escape your past, my poor deluded child? Trust me, my darling,
it can’'t be done.”

And that was when the shadows behind me, on my bad side, exploded in a snarling howl, the scream of
an animd goaded finaly beyond endurance; | shied sdeways, hard enough that | lost my balance and fell,
and it took me amoment to redlize it was Mildmay, and he was leaping for Makar’ sthroat.

Mildmay



Only chance. Only shot. Can't kill ahocusif they see you coming.
Strych laughs, and that' sit.

Now.

Now now now.

Aim for thethroat. VVulnerable. Windpipe and choke vein and al kinds of good shit. Shove his voice box
out through his spine. Both hands, grip hard, bear down. Don't matter that it’s him, don’'t matter how
much he hurt you. Just kill the son of abitch and it’ll be over.

He ssurprised. Likeit on him. Clamp down, hard. It's going to work. It’'s gotta work. Come on, you
fucker, die aready!

But one big hand’ smoving. Too late to dodge.
—oh fuck—

Pain. Like before. Raw screaming. On the floor, Strych’ sfoot pressing down. Hard to breathe. Hard to
hear. Can't scream anymore, though, and that’ s good. Strych’ s voice like thunder. His voice answvering.
Don't do anything stupid, plesse. Please. Please don’t let him hurt you, too.

Pease.

Felix

Mildmay was on the floor, Makar’ s boot resting across his throat.
“A cunning anima,” he said, one hand rubbing his own throat.

| was on my feet again, lightning dancing from finger to finger, but | could not attack, not when dl he had
to do was redirect my lightning to my brother’ s hel pless body.

“But | can’t imagine why you had to cast the obligation d' @me on him, my darling. Surely acreature like
thiswould never dareto be didoyd.”

“Y our example has taught me never to be overconfident about such things,” | saild—and regretted it the
next moment, as hisfoot bore down harder, and | heard Mildmay choke.

“Hippancy does not become you, dearest. | suggest instead of being clever, you devote your attention to
deciding what you' re going to do now. It isn't asif you have many choices.”

No, | didn’t. | couldn’t et him hurt Mildmay, but | could not see how to defeat him otherwise.
You know you can’t win—you could never beat me before.
And that wastrue. | had never been able to defeat Makar. Never once.

And then the thought turned itself around in my head, and | had to fight to keep sudden enlightenment
from showing on my face. | could not defeat Makar any more than | could have defeated the Sim, but |
could—I had always been ableto—giveinto him.

| did. | lowered my hands, let the lightning fade.

Malkar cocked his head a me, his smile resurfacing. “ Surrender, my dear?”’



| stepped forward, hoping that he would take my trembling for exhaustion and despair. “1 can't...” | sad,
letting my voicetrall away. He knew | wasn't articulate at moments like this—he, better than anyone,
knew that. It didn’t bother him that | didn’t say what it was| couldn’t do.

“So sudden,” he said, “and yet so expected. If you are very good to me, my darling, | may not make you
watch me eviscerate your little brother.”

He stepped forward himself, meeting me, hisfoot finaly off Mildmay’ s neck, and said, “Kissme, swest.
Remind me of what you're good at.”

“Yes, Mdkar,” | said and kissed him.

And with thekiss, I flung my magic around him, locking ustogether, |etting the weight of his
attack—which I’d known was coming, as surely as| knew | breathed—carry us both down, not
physically, but down into the dark underlayer of dreams, of divination, into my construct-Méusine. He
had been expecting res stance, expecting my strength arrayed againgt him, so he could not check our fall.
But my advantage lasted only the barest moment; as soon as he redized his miscaculation, he was
fighting me, hismagic twigting against mine, struggling for dominance.

Not for flight. Never for flight.

My raw power was greater than his. He had known that from the moment he found me in the Shining
Tiger, had moved quickly, brutaly to ensure that | would never be capable of using that strength against
him. Even now, it wasal | could do smply to withstand him, to keep from rolling over and showing him
my bely likeadog.

| held on, thinking of the fear in Mildmay’ s eyes. Makar bludgeoned me savagdly, but | could fed his
confusion; hedidn’t know what | wastrying to do, and that wrong-footed him. He was used to being
ableto predict my actions, my thoughts. | was his creature, as he had liked to remind me, and as
transparent to him as apane of glass.

But not now. He had adways disdained thaumaturgie architecture, sneered a the magic of dreamsand
divination, and so he could not understand what | had learned from Gideon and Thamuris, from
losephinus long ago. He was as blind to the world of the spirit, Sand’s manar , as he was to the idea of
compasson, of love, of loyalty that was not anchored and founded in fear. And so he was uncertain, a
fedling that had to be an unwelcome novelty to amonster asold and clever as Brinvillier Strych, and he
did not strike with quite hisfull force, did not, even now, try to disengage. And it baffled and enraged him
that | would not fight back; he fought harder, his own power now holding him as much as| was, for the
more he grappled with my construct-sel f—rather than drawing back to engage my physica body as he
could have done, at least at firs—the more he accepted the symbolism of this construct-Méusine, the
more the symbolism accepted him and worked upon him.

And since | was not fighting him, and | was not fighting it, the congtruct acted asit dways wanted to,
dragging us both down, back, south, through its jagged mockery of the Seventh Gate and into the dark,
mirish madness of the swamps beyond. | dragged Makar down with me, exerting mysdif only to hold
him. Now he was struggling, now he wastrying to free himsdlf from me, but he could not. He himself had
let me close—had told meto kiss him. His own symbolism chained him to me, left him vulnerableto my
symbols, and asthe mire closed over our heads, still locked together in that grotesque, nausesting kiss, |
caled on the symbols | had been immersed in for the past severd days, the Sations of the Sbylline: the
River, the Drowned Man, the Two-Handed Engine, findly, with every scrap of power and self |

possessed, the Heart of Light.
And Malkar screamed.



Screamed and burst into flames.

Our physical bodiesjolted gpart, so violently that | wasn't even burned. | was screaming, too, | realized
digantly, but my attention was focused on holding my spells on him, on keeping him under the knotted
web of magic and madnessthat waskilling him.

Later, | cameto redlize that he probably couldn’t have saved himsdlf in any event. Brinvillier Strych or
not, greatest living blood-wizard or not, he was burning from within, asif my touch had ignited his bones.
Even burning, his eyeswere aware, and the ook in them, fixed on me, was a searing compound of shock
and rage. He hadn’t thought | could do it—he hadn’t thought anyone could. Even then | wondered how
long it had been since anyone had hurt him, since anyone had dared to try.

Thefire, unnaturd asit was, consumed him quickly, but to meit was aghastly, crawling eternity before
something in him—nhis heart, | thought, for that was where the fire had begun—exploded. | ducked away,
cowering againgt thewall, and felt hot shreds of him fal on my hair and left shoulder and back. It was
only partly the pain that had mein a panic to shake them off and best out the sparks.

When | could look again, Makar Gennadion was apile of coals settling dowly into ash. He was deed; he
could be nothing but dead. There could be no miraculous resurrection from thisfor him.

| drew adeep, shuddering, painful breath. | stepped around the remains of my former master, torturer,
lover, teacher. Knelt down by my brother.

His eyes blinked open, dazed and hurt, but maybe... maybe they were not quite so cold? Maybe | was
deluding mysdf.

“Dead?’ Hisvoice was aharsh, durry rasp, worsethan | had ever heard it.
1] Ya”

“Need...” Hereached for me, and | understood. | helped him sit up, edged myself awkwardly around so
that he could see.

Helooked, unblinking, for along time. It was only very dowly that | redlized he was crying, even more
dowly that | redized | was crying, too. | put my arms around him; he hugged me back with surprising
strength. We crouched there for some timein the darkness, weeping while the ashes of our nemesis
settled and smoldered in the middle of the room.



Chapter 16

Feix

On our own, we might well have stayed there, unmoving, unthinking, until the Eusebians or their soldiers
found us. But Bernard stirred, moaned. Then his breath hissed in, and he said, “ Ah powers, that poor
stupid son of abitch,” in atone so mixed of bitterness and sympathy, contempt and grief, that | could not
begin to categorizeit. “ He never stood a chance, did he?’

“Not redly,” | said, straightening cramped limbs, encouraging Mild-may to do the same. He obeyed me,
but his eyes seemed as empty as glass.

“What about the other one, whatever hisreal name was?’

“Dead.” Therewas no pleasurein saying it.

“Well, that's something. Y ou, um...” Hisgaze had found Makar' s pathetic, smoldering remains.
“Yes. | burned him dive. It swhat he did to Jane Teveria, you know.”

“I wasn't going to criticize”

“Wadll, that’ safirg,” | said, and he snorted. Almost laughter, amost friendship. But not quite one, and not
quite the other. He stood up, dowly, clearly in pain, and hobbled over to Mavortian’ s body, where he
went down, dowly, onto hisknees again.

“Wecan't carry himout.” It wasn't really aquestion.
“We have no way to explain adead body. Especidly onethat died like that.”

“Powers.” | thought Bernard shuddered, although it was hard to tell in frail witchlight. “Y eah. Not an
accident.”

“But wedon't haveto leave him here)” | said. “If it mattersto you, we can find somewherein the tunndls,
somewhere hewon’t be found.”

“Yeah. Stupid of me, isn't it? Wedidn't like each other, and | know if it was me, he'd just walk over my
body and keep going. But... yeah. Let's”

And it was a that moment that | realized | had no idea.how to find the door to the tunnels again.
Mildmay

Fdix was knedling in front of me, looking worried. He said my name again, kind of sharp, but not angry
or nothing, and | realized he wanted something from me, so | nodded to show I’ d heard him.

Helooked terrible, like he hadn’t dept for amonth, and his voice was even more breathless than usud,
amogt not there at dl, when he said, “Mildmay, can you find your way back to where you left Mehitabel
and the others?’

“Others?’ Bernard said, but Felix wasn't paying attention. He was fixed on me.
| nodded, and Felix gave along sigh of rdlief. “Good, for | truly do not want the Eusebians to capture us



now. Bernard, can you manage?”’

“Yeah, I'mfine” Bernard had wrapped up Mavortian’ s body and broken canesin hislong coat, and
was holding it dung over one shoulder, like acarpet or something. “Y ou want to tell mewhy the
Eusebians haven't captured us dready?’

“Beg pardon?’
“Theway | understood you and Mavortian, the wizards here can fedl your magic. Or was | wrong?’

“I would bet my rings—as | havein fact bet my life, and yours, and his—that Makar told the Eusebians
not to disturb him tonight, no matter what they fdlt or thought they felt.”

“I wish that didn’t make sense,” Bernard said. “He led us down here, you know. Mavortian couldn’t
figure out what he was doing.”

“Malkar loved setting traps,” Felix said. Then he turned back to me. “ Are you ready to go?’

| nodded and got up. It was hard. Everything ached, athough the worst pain wasin my throat. Felix
Seadied me, and | let him. “You all right?” he said, and | nodded again.

“Good.” And helet me go, kicked the pile of Strych’s ashes apart, and knelt down to sft throughit.
“Powers, must you?’ Bernard said.

Fedix said, more or lessto both of us, “We re going to have to keep going. Leave Lamiatonight.”
“Wewon't get far enough,” Bernard said.

“Oh, but we will. Because Makar’ s disappeared as well. And without these—" He stood up and held
out ahandful of dark lumps. Strych’srubies. “ There' s going to be nothing to say that he didn’t take the
prisoners somewhere himself.”

“Oh,” Bernard said and signed himsdlf, looking sick.

“I don’t imaginethey’ll bein any hurry to find him, especidly if they think he doesn’'t want to be found.”
He shivered hard. Then he kicked through the pile of ashes again, until there wasn't apile no more. He
stuck the rubiesin his pocket, athough he didn’t look happy about it, and said, “Let’sgo. Please.”

It wasn't hard, getting back through the Bastion. There was nobody around, and it looked to me like
Felix had guessed right about what Strych had done. After awhile, when we were getting near the point
that I’ d have to lead us back to Smon and Rinaldo’ s cell because it wasthe only thing | knew, Bernard
grunted and said, “I know where we are now. It'snot far.” | was happy enough to let him lead. Powers,
let somebody else do the work.

Felix

Mehitabel waswaiting for us at the foot of that first narrow staircase.

“What are you doing here?’ | said, somewhere between fury and overwhelming relief.

But her eyes were focused past my shoulder. “Oh, good. He did run off to find you, then.”

| wanted to dap her for her flippancy, but then | saw the naked worry in her face and redlized she had
not meant it the way it had sounded.



She looked at me and smiled, an impressive effort. “1 came back to find you, sunshine. Since you weren't
very well going to be able to do your homing pigeon trick if he wasn't where he was supposed to be.”

“I would have...” But | wastoo tired to keep up the pretense. “Thank you.”

Her smilegot alittle morered. “Y ou re welcome. Come on. | |eft the two other wizards just short of
Irene scdlar.” Bernard came into the pool of mingled lantern- and witchlight, and Mehitabel’ seyes
widened. “Oh. Ishe...”

“Very dead,” Bernard said. “1 didn’t want to leave him there.”
“No, of course not.” She bit her lip. “We can’t bring a dead body into the tearoom.”
“Fdix said we could put him down here somewhere. Where he wouldn't be found.”

“Yes,” Mehitabel said dowly, thinking. “Y es. Wewon't have to go far from the marked route.” Her
mouth twisted. “And | doubt anyone will be coming down here for quite sometime.”

| explained Makar’s* disappearance’ to her as we walked, and her face lightened. “ That’ s good, then.
Good that he' s dead—and good that perhaps Irene and Barbarawon'’t suffer for this.”

“We paid them extremey well.”

“And they earn that money, every day they St up there and don’t have the cellars bricked up.” She said
over her shoulder to Bernard, “Here. Down this corridor.”

“How do you know these tunnels so well?’ | asked her as we turned aside, a strange parody of afunera
cortege. “Isthishow you lft the Bagtion?’

She hesitated just a split second too long, and | knew she lied when she said, “ Yes.”

We could not give Mavortian much of afunerd, but at least, as Bernard said, he would be left done.
Then back through the tunnels, collecting Simon and Rinaldo, up into the tearoom, deserted now except
for the elderly lady by the teaurn, who clucked and fussed in a completely impenetrable Midlander
didect, and would not |et usleave without washing our hands and faces. Sheingsted on giving Mildmay a
coat, made for amuch larger man; he blinked at her, green eyes dtill distant, till dazed, and nodded his
thanks. If the elderly lady noticed the tattoos on Simon’ s hands, on Rinddo’s, on mine—I remembered,
and fetched out my gloves, wincing as my fingers brushed the dull, dightly greasy lumps of Makar's
rubies—she gave no sign.

Out into Lamia. | stayed outside the hotel with the two wizards and my brother while Mehitabel and
Bernard went in to collect our belongings and settle the bill. | wondered how many peoplein thiscity
made their careers out of not asking questions.

Not much of my “traveling expenses’ remained, but enough to buy tickets on the diligence to Medeia
Ticketsfor five, not six: Bernard caught my arm in the yard of the posting house and said, “ Thereé sno
reason for meto travel farther with you. And | think we'll both be happier if | don't.”

| didn’t have the strength to pretend to disagree with him, but | wasworried. “ Are you sure? | mean—"
“Don’t take thisthe wrong way, but | think I’ [l be safer on my own.”
| grimaced at the truth of what he said. Mehitabel and | had done our best—and Bernard had given us



permission to ransack Mavortian’ s effects—but there was no denying we were an eccentric lot, nor that
we were safe only so long as no one was looking for us.

“If we'revery lucky,” Bernard said, “we Il never see each other again. But | think you should have this.”

| looked a what he was holding out to me, and for amoment didn’t recognizeit. A box, inlaid with vines.
Moonflowers. “The Sbylline?Y ou—"

“I don't know if he'd want you to haveit, or if he would have wanted meto leaveit to rot with his
corpse. But | know they’re not his cards.” He looked me dead in the eye, daring meto say anything.

| looked down, watched my hands take the box from him. Forced mysdlf to say, “ Thank you,” becausel
knew | would regret it if | did not.

“Likel sad, if we' relucky, we'll never see each other again. And | wish you the very best of luck.”

“Luck,” | said, but | didn’t know if he heard me. He d dready turned and was disappearing into the
maze of canvas.

| shook mysdlf, put the box in my inner coat pocket, and went to join the others.

We bought our tickets and boarded the diligence in two groups: Mildmay and | together, since our
blood-kinship was too obvious to be denied; Mehitabel and Simon and Rinaldo as agroup of father, son,
and daughter-in-law. Mehitabel was effortlessy convincing, and Rinaldo played up to better effect than |
would have expected. Simon was rather tiff, but snce Mehitabel and Rinaldo bickered like apair of
gpoiled children around him, it was not to be wondered at.

Mildmay said nothing. He dept for much of the two-day journey to Medeia, but even when hewas
awake, hewas slent. | reminded myself that he had spoken, both to me and to Simon, and that there
was nothing | could do but wait. There was at least avarenessin his eyes, dthough it wasthat ferd
watchfulness rather than the deep, accepting observation | had grown accustomed to and now missed
terribly.

In Medeia, Mehitabel took charge again, choosing asmall and inexpensive hotel, and at once set about
discovering which acting troupes werein the city and whether any of them could help us. *Y ou’ re lucky
I’m with you, sunshine,” she growled more than once, and | could only agree with her.

Mildmay sat slently by the window in the room we shared; | took to spending my timein the adjacent
room, where Mehitabel and Simon and Rinaldo were staying. Since none of us wanted to chance going
out, we occupied oursaves with cards, using the Sibylline until Mehitabel, ever resourceful, found usan
ordinary deck.

We played awestern variant of Long Tiffany caled Dragon’s Clutch. | lost, hand after hand. But the
game wasn't what wasimportant, and | thought al three of usknew it. Simon and Rinaldo had not been
starved or mistreated or tortured, except for the one frightful incident with Makar that Simon would not
discuss—though after thefirst few rounds of Dragon’ s Clutch, he seemed to lose most of his
self-consciousness about his mutilated hands. But they had been prisonersfor along time. They were
uneasy Hill, jJumpy, agorgphobic. The endless game of Dragon’ s Clutch was away to soften the edges of
the trangtion.

We talked about the Mirador, as Cabaine wizardsinevitably do. They knew of the breaking of the Virtu,
could tell me of Generd Mercator’ s suspicion, his caution. “He wouldn’'t move. He wanted to believe



Malkar, but when it came right down to it, he never trusted him. To befair, no one could believehe'd
succeeded in bresking the Virtu, and then later, when he said he' d gone in through a dream, and the
Mirador was burning... the Generdl waited for confirmation. And by thetime it came, the Coeurterre had
movedin.”

“Makar waslivid,” Rinado said quietly, dmost gently. | took the hint and changed the subject.

They dso told me what they could about what had happened to Mildmay, athough that was painfully
little. “He amost killed me when hefirst regained consciousness,” Simon said, touching thefaint yellow
bruises on his neck. “It was amazing—although difficult to appreciate properly at the time. One second
hewas, for dl intents and purposes, out cold; the next he had me flat on the floor and my vision was
going excitingly black, just theway they tell you it will in books. But as soon as he saw me clearly, helet
mego.”

“He never made asound,” Rinado said. “Not aword, not awhimper. Weredly thought he might be a
mute.”

“They’ d cleaned him up before they dumped him in with us.” Simon again, and I’ d noticed before the
way that the two of them would hand asingle line of thought back and forth. “ And we didn’t want to
abrogate his privacy—there’ s so little of it, you understand. He and | already had to share abed. Not
that it mattered, sincel don't believe he dept.”

“No wonder he' s been deeping so much,” | said; | hoped the unsteadiness in my voice wasn't audible to
them.

“What we wondered,” Rinddo sad, “and hedidn’t tdll us, of course, ishow he cameto bein Mdkar's
hands to begin with.” He raised his eyebrows at me, both an invitation and awarning that he was areedy

beginning to guess.

| told them the truth. | did not try to make excuses for mysdlf, or hidewhat | had done. If | did not tell
them thefull truth about my relationship with Makar, that mattered less. All that mattered wasthat | had
let my hatred of him control me.

They listened quietly, atentively; when | was done, | waited, eyes down, watching my gtiff fingers shuffle
the cards over and over again.

“That’squite aconfesson,” Rinaldo said.

“I would tell you to ask Mildmay, if | thought he would answer you. But Mehitabe can confirm it’sthe
truth.”

“I wasn't suggesting | doubt your veracity. | meant that it must be avery painful story to relate.”
“I brought it on mysdlf.”
“Also not what | said.”

And then Simon burst out with: “But how on earth did you know how to cast the obligation d' @mein the
firg place?’

“Makar taught me. Makar taught me amost everything | wish | didn’t know. He...” And then the words
samply bolted out: “He cast the obligation de sang on me when | was Sixteen.”

“The binding-by-blood,” Rinaldo said thoughtfully; he didn’t sound surprised. “He would have been



burned &t the stakeif you' d told anyone.”
“Hetold me’d be burned with him.”
“But that’s—’

“No. He didn't say the Mirador would burn me. He said that if he burned, | would burn along with him.
Evenif | jumped into the Sm.” And he had known perfectly well that there was nothing | waslesslikely
to do.

“Wasthat true?’ Rinaldo asked.

“I don’'t know. I, um, | broke the obligation de sang when | was twenty, so—"

“How?'

“Nothing you want to know about. | don’t think, in any event, that it was entirely successful.”

“I am going to guess,” Rinaldo said, “that your reasons for hating Malkar Gennadion run rather deeper
than what you havetold us”

“It doesn’'t—" | began, when Simon interrupted me.
“Wasit your dream?”’
“I beg your pardon?’

“Malkar said he broached the Mirador’ s defenses through adream. It was your dream, wasn't it? And
you were his cat’ s-pawv—his word, not one | would choose—when he broke the Virtu.”

“I don't know what you' re talking about.”
Rinddo said sharply, “Simon, let him be,” and Simon subsided.

| said, “Someone else should dedl,” and shoved the cardsinto the middie of the table. After amoment,
Rinado picked them up, and the game went on, until Mehitabel camein, her step light and her eyes
shining, to say she' d gotten the details worked out, and in the morning we could leave for home.

Mildmay

We d be leaving Medeiain the morning. Mehitabel had comeinto tell me, and now she was standing by
the door like she was waiting for something.

| couldn’t think what it could be, and | didn't figure it was on my account anyway. | was watching people
go by, people with redl lives. People who weren’t monsters and never had been. A lamplighter, doing his
job, kindling lights one by one.

She said suddenly, “Have you taken avow of slence or something?’
| thought it over. “Nothing to say.”

“No?’ | heard her come closer, but | didn’t turn. “Not even thingslike, ‘ Good morning,’ or ‘ Please pass
thesdt,” or ‘ Thank you for saving my life’ ?’

| said inamumble, “ Shouldn't' ve bothered.”



“What ? Goddammit, would you at feast ook a me while we re having this supid not-conversation?’
She sounded really upset. So | turned. Looked up at her.

“Better. Now, what wasit you said?’

“Don’'t metter.”

“Yes, it does.”

Too much, too loud. I hunched one shoulder and turned back to the window.

“Mildmay, please.” | sartled at her hand on my arm, redlized she’ d gone down on her knees beside the
chair. “Tell mewhy you're doing this. Isit just that you're mad at Felix? Because | can understand that.”

“Not doing nothing.”

“Yes, | know. That'smy point. It'slike you're just Sitting here waiting to die. Please tell meyou're not.”
| shrugged.

“You'regoing to let Messre Gennadion win?’

“Cut that the fuck out.”

“What?'

“Ain't aout winning,” | said. Powers, my voice was ugly. Just fucking ugly.

“Thenwhat isit about?’

| shook my head, looked at aga on the sdewalk carrying apair of white ducks, one under each arm.

Mehitabel’ s hand caught my jaw, dragged me back around to face her. | could have broken her wrigt,
but | didn't. “What isthis about?’

“Youdon't care”

“Yes, | do. | carevery much.”
“You got no reason.”

“Do | need areason?’

She' d kissed me, | remembered. Before | went off to kill Vey Coruscant. She' d kissed me on the mouith.
| said, “1 don’t understand what you want.”

“Tell mewhy you're not talking to anyone. Tell mewhat Makar did to you.”
“Don’'t remember.”

“Y ou don’t remember?’

“ *Swhat | said. | mean, | remember he hurt me. But that’ s dll.”

“Y ou don’t remember, or you don’t want to remember?’



“I don’'t remember.” Didn’'t want to remember, neither, but | wasn't stupid enough to think that mattered.
| just knew I'd woken up in Simon and Rinaldo’ s cell, and everything had hurt. Everything.

“And that' swhy you' re not talking?’

“I told you. Nothing to say.”

“Oh, | don't think so. | think you've got alot to say. Y ou' rejust not letting yourself say it.”
“Powers, would you at least pretend you don't think I'm that stupid?’

“Sorry?’

“l an't that stupid,” | said dowly, carefully.

“| didn’t say you were stupid.”

“Y ou think | am, though.”

“I don't. I think you' re extremely intdligent. And | think you'rein alot of pain.”
“I'mfine”

“You are not fine, and we dl know it. If you're not stupid, then quit lying!”

“If you don’'t want me lying, leave methefuck aone.”

“No.”

| stared at her.

She went red, but she didn’t move. “Fdix is so knotted up in hisown guilt that he’ d probably let you go
ahead and kill yoursdlf because he wouldn'’t think he had theright to interfere. And Simon and Rinaldo
can't redly understand what’ swrong. They didn’t know you before. That leaves me.”

“Why the fuck do you care?’

“Because | likeyou. | don’t want you to disappear into yourself the way you'retrying to do.” She
sgueezed my forearm very gently. “I want you to tell mewhat it isyou' re punishing yoursdf for.”

| sghed and said it, flat out. “1 thought | was done being amongter.”
“Y ou mean the way you tried to kill Messire Gennadion?’

“Theway it wasjust like dl the other people | killed. Him and Vey and that goon in Klepsydra. | quit,
you know. It was supposed to be done.”

She thought about it for aminute, but she didn’t try and make like she didn’t understand what | meant.
“Dedling with the past is never that smple. | don't think anything isever redly ‘done.’ Part of meisdill
fifteen and scared and shamed and furious, crawling out of a second-story window in the middle of the
night because | know by the next day my uncle will have worked himself up to rape. Part of meis il
gtting in the Bastion, ripping asheet to piecesinstead of mending it because | hate where | am and | hate
what | do and | hate mysdlf, but I'm trapped. And part of me will aways be the Gauthys governess,
deeping with aman | don’'t love because it’ s the best option open to me. But that doesn’'t mean | haveto
stay within those boundaries. Mildmay... Look. Nobody’ s blaming you for wanting him dead. Nobody’ s



blaming you for having been alittle distraught—"
“Batfuck crazy.”

“Whatever you want to call it. Think about it thisway: Felix wasworse. Y ou didn’t hurt anybody €lse.
Y ou rescued Simon and Rinaldo. On that showing, you' re not amongter a al.” And she leaned up and
kissed me.

“What wasthat for?’ | said, the sameway | had back in the Mirador.

But thistime, shedidn’'t answer. Shejust kissed me again, hot and knowing—and | got my hands up
between us. “Mehitabel, what' re you doing?’

“I must be dipping. | wouldn't have thought you' d need to ask.”
“But you can't want—"

Shekissed me again.

“Wait. Stop. Why?’

She shrugged. “Because | think it would be better for you than sulking? Because it seemslike fun?
Because I’ ve wanted to ever sincethat kissin Aiaia?’

“You have?

“Oh, God, yes.” She grinned at me. “Been dreaming about it, if you really want to know.”

“Oh,” | said. If it would make her happy, | waswilling to do it. “Okay.”

“Then lock the door and come to bed.”

“Felix—"

“Fuck Felix.”

“No thanks” | said, and she was laughing as she dragged me to my feet.

| locked the door. When | turned, she was standing by the bed, starting to take down her hair.
“Lemmedo that,” | said. Keeper and Ginevra had both liked having me take the pins out of their hair.

“All right,” Mehitabel said. Shelowered her head as| came over, and | found her hairpins one by one,
putting them on the windowsill. For amoment, her hair stayed just like it was, and then | dug my fingers
in and it uncoiled down her back like aflood.

“Y ou're pandering to my vanity,” shesaid.
“S0?’ | said, and made her laugh.

She draightened up—just alittle taller than me, so when sheleaned in to kiss me, neither of ushad to
crane our necks. It was quite a bit later and we were both breathless when she pulled back, tugging the
ribbon out of my braid. I shook my head and my hair fell forward.

“Should cut it.”



“Don't. It'sbeautiful.”

| snorted.

“Some people like foxes, you know. | dways have.”

“Some people are crazy.”

Shelaughed and said, “ Oh, shut up and hel p me with these damnable buttons.”

| undid the buttons down her back while she held her hair out of the way, and then she undid my buttons,
and we got oursalves out of our clothes. She wasn't built generous, not like Ginevra—littletits, and
narrow hipsfor agal. She gave me aonce-over and said in thislow, throaty voice, “Well, | certainly like
what | see.” Made me blush, too, and | was already hard.

“It'sniceto be appreciated,” she said, coming closer, and | yelped when she touched me. Her fingers
were just as knowing as her mouth.

“What? Y ou're not avirgin, areyou?’

“No. It'sjud... wdll, it sbeen awhile, isdl.”
“How long?’

“Oh, powers, | don't know. A while.”

“I hope you haven't forgotten what to do,” she said, nudging me backward toward the bed. “But if you
have, I'm surel can remind you.”

“Think | can figureit out,” | said and sat down.

Shefollowed me, pushing meflat on my back and climbing over meto straddle my chest. “Good.” | ran
my hands up her thighs, found her clit with my thumb. “Very good,” she said and smiled down at me. “I
like aman who can find hisway around.”

“I don't get logt,” | said, and she laughed and leaned down to kissme, and let meroll her over to where |
could get &t her tits and the soft skin of her belly and her cunt.

| brought her off once with my hands and my mouth, and then she dragged me back up the bed to where
she could kissme. “I’ ve never had aman do that without being asked before. Thank you.”

“It'sno big dedl,” | said and ducked my head to kiss her collarbone so she couldn’t see my face.

“I would' ve thought thiswould make it uncomfortable,” she said, and | hdf felt afinger tracing my scar.
“Don’'t,” | said, jerking my head away before | could stop myself.

“Sorry. Did | hurt you?’

“Nah. Hardly any feding there. | just don’t like—"

“Having it touched. | am sorry.”

“It'sokay.” | cupped one of her littletits. “'Y ou up for more?’

“I hate to break thisto you, but I’m not the one who needsto be up.”



Powers and saints, | blushed like abonfire, and she laughed. Her red laugh, not the sexy one, and that
made it okay. “ To answer your question,” she said, “yes, I’ d love another round. But let’ s do something
for youthistime”

“You don't gotta—"

“No?What' syour plan then? Kill mewith delight, then skulk off to the water closet to masturbate?”
“Mehitabdl!”

And she was laughing again, even as she shoved meflat and knelt over me. “Do you mind?’

“Whatever you want' sfinewith me,” | said, going breathlessin the middle as she brought hersdf down.

“Youredly aredmogt frighteningly agreegble.” She shifted her hips and flexed something, grinning when |
couldn’t bite back amoan. “My mother was a sideshow dancer. | think she' d be quite pleased by the
usesto which I've put her lessons.”

She flexed again, tightening hersaf around me, and Kethe | tried not to, but | couldn’t help my hips
bucking up, and Mehitabd said, “Yes, come on, Mildmay. A littleless of the gentleman, if you please”

“Don’'twannahurt...”

“Youwon't hurt me. I’'m not aporcelain doll.” She arched her back, and things flexed awhole different
way, making my hips buck again, and she said, “Oh, God, yes! Right likethat! Like that!”

And we were moving together, her making breathless little coyote yel ps, me with my teeth gritted not to
make any noise a al. It didn't take long before | felt her come, her fingers digging into my shoulders. Sid
my hand between her legs, found her clit again, and she bucked and shuddered and snarled, “Take
something for yoursalf, damn you!” And | could fed it building, white heat in my balsand cock and the
pit of my belly, white shrieking yowling heat, and my other hand clamped around her hip, and | thrust up
into her just as hard as she brought hersdf down, once, twice, and then, Kethe, | camelike | wasturning
ingde out, camelike | wastrying to break something.

And for asecond, asingle blessed second, | wasn't nothing at all.

Afterward, she said, “We |l haveto do this again sometime.”
“If youwant.”

“Youdon't?

“Sure. | mean—"’

She laughed, kissed me again. “Y ou're not amonster, Mildmay. Not even close. Anytime you need
someoneto remind you of that, you comefind me.”

“It was okay, then?’
“Good God, man, you need to ask?’
She made me laugh with that, and | felt better. Felt like maybeit’ d been worth her while.

“I do need to go,” she said and made aface. “ Appearancesto keep up.”



“Yeah.” | watched her get dressed, pin her hair back up. Made mysdlf say, “ Thanks.”
“Y ou're more than welcome. Just say with us, al right?’
“Okay,” | said, and she gave me asmilethat Ieft me breathless and swept out.

When Fdix camein, helooked at me, and | looked at him, and | saw him deciding not to say whatever it
was he wanted to say. | laid down again, rolled to face the wall. Thought, oh fuck this, and said, “Good
night, Felix.”

Silence. A long silence, long enough that even though | waswaiting, | was half-adeep when he said, red
quiet, “Good night.”

Fdix
Somewhere between Medeiaand Méusine, | dreamed.

My construct-Méusine was clean and light; for once, even the brooding presence of the Sim did not
distort things. Horn Gate was open, and through it, | could see the perseides beckoning.

| had not been able to reach the Khloidanikos for weeks, first because the mending of the Virtu left me
no energy, and then because my sick guilt destroyed my concentration, making it impossible evento form
the congtruct, much lessuseit. | went through Horn Gate gladly, gratefully. The Khloidanikos noticed me
aslittleasever, but | did not care; part of its peace wasits sublime indifference, that sense that whatever
its builders had intended, it was continuing serenely, creating its own pattern asit saw fit.

| wandered for awhile, basking in the sllence and the warmth, but when | felt Thamuris enter the dream, |
made my way to our usua meeting place.

Wereached it a the same time. Helooked better than he had the last time | had seen him, the hectic
color no longer flaming in his cheeks, hisrea self no longer bleeding through hisdream image. “It has
beenalong time.”

“I know,” | said. “Thingsgot... complicated. But they’ re better now.” | didn’t want to discuss Makar
with Thamuris, or what | had doneto Mild-may. Any of it. | had confessed to Smon and Rinaldo; surely
that was penance enough.

“| wasworried,” he said mildly. “I couldn’t find you, and your gate was never here.”
“You can seeit?’ | twisted around, seeing its dark bulk over the trees.

“Well, of course” hesaid. “But it' snot hereif you aren’t, although sometimes| see... ashadow?a
ghost?’

| shivered. “If | kegp coming here, do you think it will become permanent?’

“I don’'t know. | don’'t know how the Khloidanikos changes. If it changes. Which reminds me, | should
go seeif the dead treeis still here and till dead.”

| got up to follow him. “The what?’

“When you were gone,” he said. “I found adead perseid tree. | don't think it was here before, and I’ ve
been going back to see what happenstoiit.”

“A dead tree—here?’



“That iswhat | said.” He was eyeing me with some amusement, but he frowned suddenly, stoppingin
front of me so that | was forced to stop, too. “What on earth isthe matter?’

“Matter?’
“You look distressed.”

Damn the Khloidanikos and the thingsit would not allow meto hide. “It'sjust that adead treeisa
symbal in asystem |’ ve been learning recently, and—"

“ Something happened to Mildmay,” Thamuris said, and his voice was hard with that sckening intuitive
leap. “ The dead tree will not shelter you. Ishedl right?’

| stared at him, wide-eyed, voiceless. | had forgotten about the huphan-tike he had told me: Love and
betrayal, the gorgon and the wheel. The dead tree will not shelter you, and the dead will not stay
dead. Though you do not seek revenge, it will seek you all the same. Forgotten it and enacted it, like
apuppet willfully blind to the strings that pulled itslimbs.

“Fdix! Ishedl right?’

“Yes” | said, my voice achoked whisper. “Love and betrayal, two sides of the same coin. Heloved me
and | betrayed him. The dead tree—the Mirador. Or the obligation d'ame. Or maybe hisfriends, the
mongter, thelittle cade-skiff. They couldn’t help him, either. And the dead will not stay dead.” | bit my
lower lip, hard, to kill afit of hystericd giggles. “Brinvillier Strych certainly did not. And revenge. He
didn’t want revenge. He knew it wouldn't do anyone any good. And | didn’t listen.”

“Come st down,” Thamuris said, shepherding me onto the grass.

“I didn’t listen,” | said to him, folding down onto my knees. “I didn’t listen to him, and | didn’t lisgento
you, and | made it happen.”

“It would have happened regardless.” | turned away, and he caught my wrist. “No. Listento me. It
would have happened regardless. That pattern. The huphantike that | made true. It might not have been
those events, but it would still have happened.”

“Yes” | agreed desolately. “But it might not have been my fault.”

Thamuris blinked wise, dreamy golden eyes a me and said, “Who else could it have been? Who dse
does he love?”

Crud truth, and it burned like acid. | held myself still beforeit for ten deep, dow breaths, and then said,
“Let’sgo see about your dead tree, shdl we?’ | scrambled up, hauled Thamuristo hisfedt.

The perseid tree was a black, shattered huddle of branches againgt atumbledown stone wall. Dead
indeed. | kndlt, reached out to touch the knotted bark, gently, asif | thought | had the right to apologize.
The wood was cold and wet beneath my fingers.

| let my hand drop, looked at the small shining pebbles among the roots of the treewhile | tried to regain
my composure, put myself back together again around my guilt and my faillure. Then Thamurissaid,
“Look!” his hand gripping my shoulder, and | looked up and saw at the end of an out-flung twig the first
tender unfurling of green.

No fanfare accompanied our return to the Mirador. But, on the other hand, | wasn't arrested and thrown



on apyretheingtant | walked through the Harriers' Gate, either. Mehitabel separated from us at the
second mgjor branching past the gate—the Tree of Ash, it was called on the older maps—kissing
Mildmay on the cheek and whispering something in hisear that made him blush. | did not ask. Although
he was speaking again, even having something gpproaching conversations with Mehitabel and Simon, to
me he had said nothing more than “good morning” and “good night.” 1t was hischoice; | had noright to
make him talk to me. | was leaning away from the obligation d'@me ashard as| could, trying to pretend it
wasn't there, trying to pretend there was no obligation, in the wider sense, between us.

Of course, there was. Otherwise, he would not be here, padding silently at my hedl's as we wound our
way into the Mirador to find Master Architrave and tell him rooms were needed for Smon Barrister and
Rinado of Fiora. But dl | could do was pretend.

Magter Architrave was ddighted and flummoxed; weleft Rindldo and Simon in his more than capable
hands, and | led the way to my rooms, where the door opened on firelight and warmth, and Gideon
looking up from his book, first blankly, and then with alook of such transparent joy that | nearly
stumbled. Then he looked past me, saw Mildmay, and cameto hisfeet.

“*M dl right,” Mildmay said, forestdling the need for Gideon to relay the question through me. “ Going to
bed.” Slurred into one mumbled word: gontabed.

Gideon raised hiseyebrows at me. | shrugged helplesdy and said, “ Good night. Sleep well.”

“ “Night,” Mildmay said, without turning, and the door of his small room shut decisvely behind him,
leaving Gideon and mein aslence that stretched from awkward to uncomfortable to excruciating, until
findly, desperately, | said, “Did Thaddeus leave you done?’

‘Thank you, yes. Y our suiteis very peaceful, and the servants most palite. | believe they lied to Thaddeus
on my behaf more than once.:

The gossip in the Mirador could be trusted to be up-to-date and accurate; | was not surprised that the
soft-footed young men who tended the rooms on this hall had known who Gideon was and why he was
in my suite. | had told them only that a guest would be staying, and they had not asked me questions.

“You're, ah, welcometo stay. If you'dlike.”
One eyebrow rose sardonicaly; | turned away, my face heating, and went to poke up thefire.
‘How isMildmay?:

“I don't know. Hedidn't talk to anyone for five days. He il is't talking to me, particularly. Mehitabel
told me hetold her he doesn’t remember what Makar did to him.”

:It would not be surprising,: Gideon said and added pointedly, :1t isacommon defensive reaction to
Severetrauma.:

“Thank you so very much.”
:Givehimtime:

“There' snothing dsel can givehim.” | sighed, setting the poker down; Gideon came up beside me and
gently laid ahand on my shoulder.

If | wereto Say...:



“y e
"Youwill treet him—:

“Like he was my brother, yes.” | felt Gideon’ sflinch at my bitterness.
:And how will you treat me?.

| turned to look down at him, to meet those grave, dark eyes. He did not ask the question idly or
rhetoricaly.

And | had been thinking about this, too, in the long silent hours between Medeiaand Méusine. “You said
you didn’t expect meto be other than what | am. But | don’t want to make you be other than yourself,
ether. And | don’t know how...”

:Negotiation is supposed to be good for treaty-making.:

| stared at him for amoment, until helost the battle to keep hisface impassve; he was smiling again,
beaming, an expression of such smple happinessthat it made my heart turn over.

| smiled back at him, and then took his face gently between my hands and kissed him. And | promised
mysdlf, as the kiss deepened, as our bodies began to presstogether, that | would make this treaty work.

No one remarked on either my absence or my return when | appeared in the Hall of the Chimerasthe
next morning. Nor did anyone appear to notice Mildmay at all. A grest fuss was being made of Simon
and Rinddo, and | was glad of it, glad that for once the Mirador was recognizing those who deserved her
praise, those who had suffered in her service. | dared to hope | would escape unscathed—until, as
Stephen was standing to dismissthe court, he said, “Lord Felix, aword with you please.”

He' d planned it. | knew that, even as| controlled awince, even as| murmured, “ Of course, my lord,”
and nodded at Mildmay to follow me. Stephen didn’t normaly indulgein that sort of game, but it wasn't
asif | could deny | deserved it.

It occurred to me to wish that | had not taken Malkar quite so davishly as my mode!.
“Let usretireto the Attercop,” Stephen said. “1 don’t think you want to have thisdiscussion in public.”
“Asyouwish, my lord,” | said, while my heart sank.

But as we followed Stephen, Mildmay bumped my shoulder gently—so gently it might dmost have been
an accident, except that | knew better. | glanced over; he met my eyes, and although there was no
expression on hisface, | suddenly felt better.

Giancarlo was waiting in the Attercop, and my heart sank again. Stephen sat down in the room’sonly
chair; | swalowed hard and straightened my shoulders.

“Lord Felix,” Stephen sad, “I really would like an explanation.”
“An explanaion, my lord? Of wh—7?

Thelook he gave mekilled my voicein my throat. “I havealist,” he said. “ Starting with necromancy and
ending with Smon Barrister and Rinaldo of Fiora”

“Lord Smon and Lord Rinaldo can surely speak for themselves.”



“If that’s how you prefer it.” Stephen’s smile was not pleasant. “ But before Court and Curia, | ask you,
kindly explain what you were doing on the night of the thirty-first that has every necromancer in the
Lower City on the verge of anervous breakdown.”

Theforma phrasing was abad sign, dthough | reminded mysdlf to be grateful that Stephen had
interpreted “ Court and Curia’ in thisinstance to mean one representative of each. Mildmay had warned
me that Stephen would find out, and Stephen had.

| took adeep breath, forced my fingers straight, and told Stephen and Giancarlo the truth. The truth of
what the Cabal had done, the truth of what | had done in answer. They heard me out in Silence, aside
from the occasional strangled exclamation, and when | was done, Stephen said, “It feels very odd to say
this, but | actudly appreciate your tact in not wanting this to become common knowledge.”

“It doesno one any good,” | said.

“Youredizeyou didn't a al have the right to make that decision on your own,” Giancarlo said.
“Yes. But | won't say | wouldn’t doit again.”

“Fdix...” Giancarlo Sghed.

“I can't very well have you burned for heresy,” Stephen said, “since I’ d have to have every wizard snce
the Cabal burned right along with you.” Hislook was not gracious. “I’ Il want to talk to you again, after
I’ve spoken to Lord Rinaldo and Lord Simon, but since you' re going to lieto me anyway, | might aswell
giveyou achanceto get your story straight. But tel methis, at least. Is Mdkar Gennadion dead?’

“Yes, mylord.”
“Andif | asked you how you accomplished it?’

| met hiseyes. 1 would tell you Mildmay killed him.” It wasn't heresy for an annemer to kill awizard,
and we d dready established that my protection of Mildmay made other matters moot—including the
possibility that the Bastion might come baying for his blood.

Neither Stephen nor Giancarlo believed me, but | didn’t need them to. After amoment, Stephen snorted
and said, “All right. Go on then. Clear out.”

Mildmay and | didn’t wait to be told twice. We cleared.

| hesitated in the hall outside the Attercop, wondering whether to go to my workroom, back to my suite,
or to the Février Archive, where my research was till unfinished. And then, dmost defiantly, | did
something completely different. | climbed up to the Crown of Nails, Mildmay following loyaly behind.

The day was bright, cold. | went to the battlements and |ooked at Méusine spread out below uslike a
wanton lover. Mildmay stood beside me, and | noticed that he was not looking at the city, but up at the
deep blue of the sky, asan angel might, itswings broken, knowing that it would never reach itshome
agan.

We stood together silently for along time. The words gathered in my throat, pushed against my chest.

My heart was beating too hard, and | could fed the scalding blood in my cheeks. It was so inadequate,
S0 supid. And yet it wasthe only thing | had that | could say.

1] I’ m $rry.”



“Niceto hear.”
“I hatesayingit.”
“I know.”

“Canyou...” | looked down at my hands and hated the way my voice got small. “ Do you think you'll
ever be ableto forgive me?’

Another sllence. | glanced at him sidelong, afraid to risk meeting his eyes. Hisface was as unreadable as
ever, but | knew that he was genuindly thinking about my question. It was the hardest thing in the world,
but | waited.

And after awhile, hesaid dowly, “I don't know.” What he dways said when faced with a question he
didn’'t want to answer. But he was struggling with it till, and | wished fiercely, usdlesdly, that words were
not so difficult for him.

He bent his head, staring down at his hands where they gripped the parapet, the long fingers, lumped
knuckles, the scars and discolorations of injuries that had healed but could never quite be forgotten
about. Then hesaid, “You and Strych.... I mean... itain'tlike...” Hefdl slent again. | continued waiting,
fedling asif the entire city held its breath with me. Findly, he said, “I understand.”

And those two words said agreat deal. The thingswe couldn’t say now, the things that we would have
to say to each other in the days and weeks and months to come, they were there, but those two simple
words from him made it seem possible to me, for the first time, that we could find away to say them.

“flan't) 7 I sad. * ‘lsn't asif.” Not ‘ain'tlike.” ”

For aminute | thought I’ d jJumped the wrong way, that even though | knew he wouldn’t want hiswounds
touched, I’ d said the wrong thing, but then he burst out laughing.

“Pax?’ | sad.

It was an old piece of street dang; | didn’t know why it had surfaced then, but he turned to ook at me,
and hisfacelit up in that unsmiling way | had missed so very badly.

“Pax,” hesad.
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