Table of Contents

Title Page
Copyright Page

CHAPTER1
CHAPTER 2
CHAPTERS
CHAPTER 4
CHAPTERS
CHAPTER®G
CHAPTERY
CHAPTERS8
CHAPTER9
CHAPTER 10
CHAPTER 11
CHAPTER 12
CHAPTER 13
CHAPTER 14
CHAPTER 15
CHAPTER 16
CHAPTER 17
CHAPTER 18
CHAPTER 19
CHAPTER 20

EPILOGUE



BY BARB AND J. C. HENDEE
THE NOBLE DEAD SAGA—SERIESONE
DHAMPIR
THIEF OF LIVES
SISTER OF THE DEAD
TRAITOR TO THE BLOOD
REBEL FAY
CHILD OF A DEAD GOD

THE NOBLE DEAD SAGA—SERIESTWO
IN SHADE AND SHADOW

ALSO BY BARB HENDEE
BLOOD MEMORIES






ROC
Published by New American Library, adivision of
Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Stret,
New York, New York 10014, USA
Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto,
Ontario M4P 2Y 3, Canada (a division of Pearson Penguin CanadaInc.)
Penguin Books Ltd., 80 Strand, London WC2R ORL, England
Penguin Ireland, 25 St. Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2,
Ireland (adivision of Penguin Books Ltd.)

Penguin Group (Audtrdia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124,
Australia (adivision of Pearson Australia Group Pty. Ltd.)
Penguin Books India Pvt. Ltd., 11 Community Centre, Panchshed Park,
New Dehi - 110 017, India
Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedd e, North Shore 0632,
New Zesaland (adivision of Pearson New Zealand Ltd.)
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty.) Ltd., 24 Sturdee Avenue,

Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd., and, Registered Offices:
80 Strand, London WC2R ORL, England

First published by Roc, an imprint of New American Library,
adivision of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

Firgt Printing, January 2009

Copyright © Barb and J. C. Hendee, 2009
All rights reserved

REGISTERED TRADEMARK—MARCA REGISTRADA

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA:
Hendee, Barb.
In shade and shadow: anovel of the noble dead / Barb & J. C. Hendee.
p. cm.
el BN : 978-1-440-66114-3
1. Vampires—Fiction. I. Hendee, J. C. I1. Title.
PS3608.E52515 2009
813 .6—dc22 2008027774

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or
introduced into aretrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (el ectronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of

this book.

PUBLISHER' SNOTE
Thisisawork of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’ s imagination or
are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or
localesisentirely coincidental.
The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party Web
sites or their content.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book viathe Internet or via any other means without the permission
of the publisher isillegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not
participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Y our support of the author’ srightsis

appreciated.

http://us.penguingroup.com



http://us.penguingroup.com




PROLOGUE

Wl past sunset, Elias hiked up the hem of hisgray sage' s robe and rounded the avenue' s next corner.
Jeremy was close on his hedls, but at his ssumbling footfals Elias glanced back. Jeremy had tripped over
histoo-long robe yet again.

“Will you dow down!” Jeremy grumbled.

“Let’sget thisfinished!” Elias shot back. “I don't want to miss Elvinaat the Bang-Tankard inn. And
neither should you . . . if she brought afriend, as promised.”

Jeremy grumbled again but quickened his pace.

Elias hurried on through sparse pools of lantern light cast upon the wet cobblestones of Calm Sestt, the
king'scity in Maourné. So much remained uncertain for hisfuturein the Guild of Sagecreft.

He and Jeremy had only recently achieved journeyor status, having completed their years asinitiates and
then gpprentices. Now they needed only be given assignments somewhere in the provinces, maybe even
in neighboring Faunier or Witeny. Up to five years of duty abroad would follow, and then perhapstheir
skillswould be recognized. They could at least petition and test for master status. One of them might
even oneday gain apost at aguild branch with the coveted title of domin. But Elias was worried.
Tonight he'd haveto tell Elvinathat he would be leaving for awhile. Shewasn't the kind to wait. And
why hadn’t he and Jeremy been given assgnments yet—instead of errand duties? How insulting for apair
of journeyor sages. And why?

All because of Witless Wynn Hygeorht and her half-rotted tomes from abroad!
“Isshesmart .. ..,” Jeremy panted, “aside from pretty?’

“What . . . who? Oh, of course she'spretty . . . she' sgorgeous! Y ou've seen Elvina”

Trotting the last city block to their destination, Elias hopped up the steps of asmall shake-wood shop.
He barely noticed the hand-painted sign above the door—THE UPRIGHT QUILL. Dim light was
Seeping through the shop' s shuttered windows, and then something thumped sharply on his back.
“Not Elvina, you bitsa brain!” Jeremy hissed. “ The other one. . . her friend!”

Jeremy dapped a him again, but only the cuff of histoo-long deeve connected. Eliasfended it off.

“I don’t know!” he whispered back.

Hisfriend buckled over, hands on knees, trying to catch his breath. Jeremy findly straightened, hisplain
face dack in astonishment.

“Y ou haven't even met her? Do you even know her name?’

“Of course| do,” Eliasreturned.

The last thing he needed was for Master Teagan—or worse, Master & Seatt—to catch them in some
petty argument outside the scribe shop.

“It's...it's...” hebegan.

But the name of Elvina sfriend escaped him—or had she even told him? Either way, he wasn't about to
let Jeremy ruin hisevening plans. Not after all thework it’ d taken to avoid Elvina sfather.
“Youassl” Jeremy whispered, about to swing again.

A sharp cresk of old hingesrose behind Elias.

Warm light spilled around him, illuminating Jeremy’ s suddenly abashed features. Elias spun about and
came face-to-face with old Master Teagan.

The elder scribe glared at him from the shop’ s open doorway, and Elias shrank back.

“What' sthis nonsense?’ Teagan creaked. “ And where' sthat timid cohort dways following behind?’
“I'...um..." Jeremy began.
aght="6">
“WEe re not doing anything,” Elias answered. “ Just herefor the latest transcription folio . . . asinstructed.
And Nikolas wasn't assigned to comewith us.”

Fortunately, as far as Elias was concerned.
Asmuch as Elias liked the shy young man—in a general way—Nikolas had barely achieved gpprentice
status. He was abit old to have advanced so little. Besides, Elvinawasn't very fond of Nervous Nikolas.

Scrawny, shriveled, and haf-bald, old Teagan peered at Elias through round, thick-lensed glasses. His



amplified pupils above his extended nose gave him the look of agaunt hound sniffing out afox beneath a
chicken coop.
“Get in here,” he ordered in acrackling voice, “before dl the heat leaks out.”
Eliasdidn’t wait for Jeremy and stepped briskly into the scribe shop’ s warmth.

The front room waslittle more than awide and shalow space. Itslong and worn counter blocked off two
doorways to the shop’ s rear—and behind that counter stood the tall and dour Master Pawl & Sesit.
Shining black hair hung straight to the shoulders of his charcoa suede jerkin. And dthough afew strands
of gray graced hislocks, not asingle wrinkle showed on hisface. It was hard to guess hisage. His
features were a bit squarish and never seemed to show emotion, but his brown eyes, too bright for that
color, were cold and intense.

Eliasdidn’t carefor the shop's owner any more than for Master Teagan, but & Seatt waswell regarded
at theguild. Elias had to be politein dl dealings with this establishment.

“Aren’t you donefussng?’ Teagan cdled.

Elias glanced back. Jeremy had snesked in behind him, but the old master scribe was't looking at ether
of them. Teagan closed the door and impatiently watched the shop owner behind the counter.
“Another error,” Master a Sestt returned flatly.

“What?” Teagan squeaked, and quickly hobbled over.

Pawl & Seatt never looked up. He scanned page after pagein a stack freshly transcribed by his staff.
“Not inthe scripting,” & Seit replied, “in the trandation.”

Teagan grumbled under his breath. “Enough aready. Y ou think you know more than sages?’

“An error nonetheless,” a Sestt answered.

Elias watched the shop owner dip aquill precisaly in astout ink bottle. As he scrawled something on a
spare parchment sheet, the right door beyond the counter cracked open, and asmall head peeked out.
“Ah, no,” Elias muttered.

Imaret was barely tall enough to peer around Master & Seatt’ s back and over the counter. Her kinky
brown-black hair was tied back, but too many errant strands bounced around her caroutround
hamel-tinted face. And her eyeslit up at the Sght of Jeremy.

Elias scowled, but Imaret didn’t notice,

Why did grim Magter a Seett have athirteen-year-old girl working in his scriptorium?

Imaret was known on the guild grounds and had suffered more than once as she tailed Jeremy about.
Instead of attending one of the four public schools run by the guild, someone, somehow, had paid for her
more intense tutelage. Certainly not her father, who was only aretired sergeant of the regulars.
“Hello, Imaret,” Jeremy said politely.

Eliasrolled his eyes, but again no one noticed.

Imaret dropped her gaze bashfully, opening her smal mouth to spesk.

“Y ou have finished cleaning up?’ Pawl a Sestt asked, not looking up from the pages.

Imaret raised her eyes, her mouth till open.

“It'slate, girl,” Teagan added. “And | don’t need another sharp word from your parents.”
Imaret’ s pout turned to a vinegar scowl, and she backed through the door with alast lovesick glance at
Jaremy.

Pawl a Sertt finished another notation. WWhen he set down the quill, Teagan snatched up the sheet of
notes.

“Seven?’ the old scribe moaned. “ Seven corrections to the trandations? | can barely read haf the sages
symbolsinwhat we transcribe, let alone know what they mean. Our task isto provide clean copiesfor
their master codex—not to correct their work. How would you know what’ s an error or not?’
Eliaswondered how, indeed. Trandating scattered passages from Wynn Hygeorht’ stexts had been a
dow and tedious process, from what he' d heard. Whatever pieces could be completed with certainty
wererecorded in the sages Begaine syllabary. Occasionally this might include certain untrandated words
or phrases carefully rendered in the origina symbols and languages.

Neither Elias nor Jeremy had actually seen the contents of any folios sent out to salect scriptoriums. The
whole project was hushed and secret, and only guild masters and domins were directly involved. Y et



Master a Sesatt, mere owner of a private scriptorium, had the presumption to correct work he knew
nothing about.
“Thatisdl,” Pawl a Sestt said, and he lifted amore worn collection of sheets from under the counter.
“Now for your corroborating count.”
Teagan paged quickly through the first crisp stack. “All of our work is present.”
“And the guild’ s note sheets?” Pawl asked.
Teagan reviewed the second stack more dowly, its sheets wrinkled and creased by repeated handling.
He accounted each againgt theinclusonslist sent with thefalio.
“All present,” he confirmed.

Thfont size=e old master scribe began wrapping both stacksin alarger sheet of russet paper, but he
stopped as Pawl & Seatt held out his corrections list. Teagan blew an exasperated snort, but he took the
sheet and placed it upon the stacks before wrapping them all.

Master & Seatt brought out ablue wax stick and the shop’ s heavy pewter ssamp, and he sedled the
package closed. He then dipped it into the same leather folio in which the sages work had been
delivered that morning.

“Findly,” Jeremy whispered.

Eliaswas no less eager to be on their way. Elvinawaswaiting.

Pawl a Seatt held out the folio, and his brilliant eyes settled coldly on Elias. But as Eliastook hold with
both hands, Master a Sestt didn’t let go.

“Y ou will return immediatdly to confirm ddlivery.”

Elias dumped in dismay as Jeremy groaned.

They were going to be very late to the Bang-Tankard inn. For an instant he thought to argue, but
a Sedtt’ s hard gaze made him quickly reconsider. He nodded again.

“Comeon,” he grumbled, and pushed past Jeremy for the door. “We' Il haveto hurry.”

He was aready trotting the wet cobblestones by the time he heard Jeremy close the shop door.
“Walit up,” Jeremy called.

Elias had no more patience. When he cameto the first side street, he skidded to a stop. Only then did
Jeremy catch up. Elias could barely make out the crossing dleyway at the side street’ send.

“No, you don't,” Jeremy warned.

“It' Il befagter,” Elias countered. “We can cut through to Galloway Street, then the main aley behind the
northwest market, and out to Switchin Way.”

“No!” Jeremy snapped. “We re supposed to stick to the main streets, whereit’ swdll lit.”
“Damnyou, I’m not missing the whole evening. Elvina s only—"

“Elvinathis, Elvinathat . . . Blessed ink and sand! Areyou going to let that girl run your life?’

Elias sammered for afew breaths. “Wdll, at least | have someone I’ m leaving behind when wefinaly get
our assgnmentd”

Jeremy flinched asif dapped, and hisface clouded over.

“Finel” he growled. “Go bumble around in the dark. I’'m not dipping and diding on chamber pot leavings
insomeadley. Not for somegirl . . . when you don’t even know her name!”

Eliasdumped, thefolio dragging down in hisarms.

Jeremy had never been any good at holding agirl’s. . . awoman'’ s attention—not counting Imaret. Either
tongue-tied or babbling about whatever he was currently studying, he was lucky if any companion lasted
through awhole medl. But E3">e med .liaswished he could take back the low blow he'd struck his
friend.

Someone moved beneath a shop awvning down the way. The indistinct figure halted and seemed to be
looking their way.

Oh, that was dl they needed—to have the local constabulary set on them for disturbing the peace with all
their shouting in the street.

“Just thisonce, trust me,” Eliasurged. “It' |l beworthiit; you'll see”

Jeremy didn’t answer.

“We |l stop at theinn on the way back,” Elias offered. “Y ou can wait with Elvinaand her friend . . . and



I’ll go give Master & Sestt his damn confirmation.”
“Fine” Jeremy mumbled.
Eliasturned into the side way, but he glanced once down the main street.

Whoever had been standing outside that one shop was gone. Hopefully the constable had smply moved
on. But the sooner he and Jeremy were away from here, the lesslikely they’ d have to ded with another
on patrol. At the Side street’ s end, he turned southeast into the dley. And Jeremy followed, muttering the
wholeway.

“Stay clear of the center gutter,” Elias advised, “and keep your robe up. Y ou won't have time to change
if it getssoiled.”

“Yes, yes” Jeremy grumbled.

They made their way past the back doors of shops, around crates and ash cans and less identifiable
shapesin the dark space. Three side dleys passed by before Elias heard a sharp snap of cloth. Jeremy
had stumbled again, and he paused.

Jeremy came up short to keep from running into him. Elias could barely make out hisfriend’ sface.
“What?" Jeremy asked.

“Nothing,” Elias uttered. “I thought you dipped.”
“I'mfing”
Ready to press on, Elias started to turn, but Jeremy back-stepped, his eyes popping wide.
“What wasthat?" he whispered.
Eliasfroze, garing at him. “What are you talking about?’

“Ahead,” Jeremy whispered, “ between us and the light of the far Street . . . something crossed.”
Eliaslooked down the dley. At thefar exit into Galloway Street, alantern around the corner spilled light
across the opening. But he saw nothing more.

“A dray dog scavenging garbage,” Elias assured him. “Come on.”

A shadow filled the dley, blotting out the far light.

Elias backed up one step, bumping into Jeremy.

“Who'sthere?’ hecdled.

The shadow shifted dightly, hesitant movements beneseth avoluminous cloak. The far avenue slight
rendered only its silhouette filling the narrow space. It was so black he could barely makeit out. And the
wide hood’ s opening was only a pocket of night.

“We'veno coin,” Eliascdled, trying to sound forceful as he clutched the folio to hischest. “You'll gain
nothing by robbing sages. . . . Be off!”

But thefiguredidn’'t move.

“Comeon!” Jeremy whispered, tugging the shoulder of Elias srobe.

Eliasretreated three steps. As he turned, Jeremy bolted. They were halfway to the Sde Street’ s entrance
near the scribe shop when Elias glanced over his shoulder.

The dley was empty. The dim glow upon Galloway Street was plain to seein the distance.
Jeremy squeded sharply.

Eliasbarrded blindly into hisfriend’ s back, and they both sumbled. Still trying to right himsdlf, helooked
ahead.

A shadowed silhouette stood at the dley’ s head, where it spilled into the Side street. Light from the street
barely reached it, but itsfull form showed clearly.

It was so tall that Elias would' ve had to reach up to grab the neck of its hood. And till he saw nothing
withinit. Its cloak wafted softly, though the night air was till and breezel ess. Beneath those flexing wings
of the black cloth, there was nothing but night’ s darkness.

“Comeon!” he hissed.

Jeremy only whimpered.

Elias snatched the back of hisfriend’ srobe as he fled down the dley. He d amost made it past the fina
sde dley when the distant light of Galloway Street suddenly winked out.

Elias shuddered, diding to ahdt.

Jeremy snatched hisarm and pulled him into the side dley. He didn't even have the witsto pull back nor



to redize their mistake, not until they swerved two corners, straight into adead end.
Someone dsetried to grab him from behind.
Eliaswhirled away and heard hisrobe deeve tear as he ssumbled deeper into the dley’ send.
“We have afew coingd” Jeremy shouted. “ Takeit . . . takeit dl!”

A tinkle of scattering coinsfilled the blind dley. But Elias kept his eyes on something €lse as hisback met
abrick wall. He couldn’'t seeit clearly at firgt, that black fist gripping apiece of hisgray robe. Then it
opened, and the scrap of gray fell.

Elias thought he saw long fingers wrapped in shredded strips of black sackcloth.

The shadow figure drew closer, seeming to grow in height.

It didn't leen down"6"'n’t leafor the cast coins, and he heard no footfdlsin its gpproach.
“Help!” Jeremy screamed. “ Someone . . . guards! Help us!”

But Elias couldn’t take his eyes off the figure towering over him.

Its cloak folds spread, seeming to climb the dley walls. He heard Jeremy pound on wood, maybe the
back door of some shop. But he was shuddering even beforethe air turned frigid.

The smell of dust choked Elias, just as an overpowering scent of strange spices thickened in his head.



CHAPTER 1

Wynn Hygeorht knelt on the narrow bed of her small stone chamber and stared out her window. She
watched the square inner courtyard of thefirst castle of Calm Seetit, home of the Guild of Sagecraft.

A few sages came and went in yellow pools of light cast by hanging lanterns and the torches on the
gatehouse' sinner wall. The last sages reached the great double doors at the courtyard’ s rear and dipped
from sght into what had once been the feasting hal in bygone days.

Wynn crawled across her bed to the floor, and settled cross-legged upon abraided cloth rug.

She was not exactly hiding. Rather, she called her recent tendenciesa*“preferred privacy.”

But in the two seasons—summer and autumn—since her return, she' d shied away from her brethren
more and more. At times she even wished she were ill on the arduous long journey that had brought her
hometo the king'scity in Maourné. And though the Farlandslay half aworld away, her memories of the
eagtern continent were still so clear.

A plate of green grapes and afluted tin mug of water sat on her bedside table. She sighed, deciding to do
something more constructive than wallow in the past.

Wynn closed her eyes, clinging to theimage of water within the mug.

Nearly two years had passed since she' d first attempted asmall thaumaturgicd ritual. She'd tried to give
hersdf mantic sight in order to see the lement of Spirit in al things—an arrogant choice, consdering she
was no mage. Her companions at the time, Magiere and L eesil—and Chap—had been desperate to
track an unfamiliar undead. And Wynn had succeeded in her small ritual, helping her friends save a
village, but the repercussions till plagued her.

Asajourneyor sage, but one with no new assgnment and few duties, she had too much freetime. She
spent some evenings secretly working to expand the ever-present taint of the mantic sght il trapped
within her. To date, she’' d had very limited success—and one quite painful mishap.

Wynn held to the image of water as she evoked amemory of Chap . . . that wise old Fay-born dog now
gonefrom her sde. Focusing upon hisimage had ass sted her more than once in summoning mantic sight.
She thought of hisbrilliant crysta blue eyes, his shimmering silver-gray fur, and even the derisveway he
licked hisnose at her. AsaFay, an eternd entity of the dements, Chap had chosen to be born into living
flesh.

Intheform of amgay-hi, the rare breed of guardian wolf-dogs found in the Elven Territories of the
Farlands, he had watched over Leesi| and Magiere—and Wynn. And then he left her. She missed himin
more ways than one.

The only times she had sure control over her lingering mantic Sight wasin his presence. But tonight she
wasn't seeking the dement of Spirit.

With theimage of Chap and that of Water lodged in her mind, Wynn opened her eyes. . . to nothing.
Just her room, her little table-desk piled with scattered books, paper, and quills. . . and the plate of
grapes and mug of water on the bedside stand. All of it waslit by the glow of her cold lamp’s crysal.
Wynn douched, and her back thumped against the bed’ sside.

Whenever she awakened her mantic sight to Spirit, that element showed as a blue-white mist permesting
al things, strongest wherelife existed but thinner where it waned—or where it never was—for the five
dementswere part of dl things, living or inert.

And afew times she’ d seen black spaces amid that mist.

Places where there was no Spirit at dl, or perhapsits unknown opposite. Permeating mist would shift
ever s0 dightly, flowing into those voids—to be swallowed by the presence of aNoble Dead.
Wynn wasn't certain how Water would’ ve gppeared compared to Spirit, but obvioudy she wouldn't
learn tonight. Then athought occurred: What if she evoked sight of Spirit, as she' d done afew times, and
then tried to shift it to something el se?

Wynn closed her eyes once more.

Inasmdl innwithin the Warlands of Lees|’ shirth, she'd sat donewith Chap in their room. It wasin the
early days, when her malady was till amystery. With that memory of Chap’ sface, Wynn recalled the
fed of hisfur, her fingers curled in histhick coat, and she opened her eyesagain.



Nauseawelled in her scomach.
The room turned shadowy benegath the overlaid off-white mist just shy of blue.
Everything, even the stcone walls, became doubled, asif variegated blue-white shapes of thingsoverlaid
and overwhemed their real forms. She d grown accustomed to the queasiness and the vertigo, but they
were no less unpleasant for being familiar. Luckily she hadn't eaten yet, and she glanced at the bedside
table.

Strongest in the grapes’ small nodules, the mist waned within the table’ swood and the bed’ swool
blanket. Only athin trace showed within the tone walls and the tin of the fluted mug. When she glanced
down at her own hands, Spirit glowed strongest within her living flesh.

To seethe dement of Spirit was part of her curse, if and when she could make it comeat dl. But if she
had to accept this condition as more than just amalady, she needed more fromit.

Wynn lifted her eyesto the fluted mug, whispering, “Giveme. . . Water.”

Nothing happened—then aflicker passed. Or had it?

Wasthat color shift red? Did the blue-white in the grapes melt for aningtant . . . to blue-green . . . toa
deep ted?

Themigt’s color surged into cascading shifts as vertigo swelled in Wynn's head.

Blue-white swirled to ayellow-white. She hadn’t seen such a color before. Then it turned rapidly to dark
amber-red.

Wynn sucked in asharp breath. “Oh, no . . . not again!”

The mug's shape overlaid with deep black, for the water it held chilled thetin vessel. A dim umber-red
blotch covered the bed' s blanket, showing the remnants of her body heat from knedling upon it.
Once before Wynn had briefly glimpsed the dement of Fire.

She panicked, flinching away, and turned too quickly. Before she could shut her eyes, her gaze lit upon
the desk—and the glow of her cold lamp’scrystd.

Searing pain welled through nausea and vertigo, spiking through her eyesinto her skull.

Light wasamanifestation of Fire,

Wynn grabbed her aching head. Tears|eaked through her clenched eyes, asif she'd stared into the sun,
and swirling blotches of color played across the backs of her eydids. Vertigo sharpened, and she knew
mantic sight was till with her. She dared not open her eyes.

The last time she’ d seen Fire, haf the night passed before her dtered sight faded on its own.

A knock sounded at her door.

Wynn whimpered under her breath. “Ah, damned dead deities. . . not now!”

She nearly fell over as she shifted. Her head ached so badly she found it hard even to think. A baritone
voice called softly from beyond the door.

“Wynn, areyou up?’

“Oh, no,” shewhispered.

The one person in this place who even knew of her malady stood outside. And he wasthe last person
who should see her in this state. He would know exactly what she had been up to.

“Wynn, | can hear you,” the voice called, strangely accented and dready less than patient. “ Enough
solitude. Open up!”

Covering her eyes with one hand, she crawled across the cold floor. Her knee suddenly pinned her
robe’ sgray skirt. When shetried to jerk it free, she toppled to her elbows.

In the Farlands she’ d worn everything from breeches and hand-me-down shirts to elven pants and tunics.
The bulky robe was one more thing to which she hadn’t readjusted. She finaly reached out blindly for the
door, but the latch clacked and the iron hinges grated softly. Something heavy struck her shoulder—the
door, of course—and she toppled sidewayswith ag swayswirunt.

Shuffling footsteps followed, then a pause, and then an angry exhale. Someone grabbed her robe’ s collar
and half dragged her across the room. Before she cried out, she was dropped into a Sitting position upon
the bed’ sedge.

“You obgtinate little fool,” his deep voice barked. “I have told you never to do thiswithout my
upervison.”



Wynn was very tired of being caled obstinate, among other things. Before she could spit back aretort,
dender fingers peeled her hand from her clenched eyes and settled over her face. With them camethe
smell of parchment dust and the lingering odor of olive oil and spices she couldn’t quite name. A low and
breathy chant filled her ears and ended with an exhausted sigh.

“Open your eyes.”

Wynn's head till ached and her eyes ill burned, but she carefully parted her Ieft eydid and peeked ouit.
Colored blotches swam over everything. Then she made out the front of a midnight blue robe and dusky
tan hands. She opened both eyes and stared up into the hard glower of Domin Ghassan il’ Sanke.
Hewastal for a Suman, and, standing so close, he towered over her. His short, glossy hair, the color of
pure chocolate, waved dightly upon hisforenead whereit peeked from beneath the lip of hiscowl. The
barest flecks of slver showed in those locks. A straight but beaked nose separated histhick eyebrows
above bright eyes with irises darker than hisskin.

He had become amaster among sages long before Wynn was born, and yet histrue age was a mystery
to her. Only hints of lines showed at the corners of hislively eyes. His cheeks were rough, asif exposed
to blowing sands of the great desert separating the northern Numan Lands from the great Suman Empire
to thefar south. And he didn’'t wear the light gray of Wynn's Order of Cathologers, those who studied in
the Realm of Knowledge.

Domin Ghassan i’ Sdnke was garbed in midnight blue, for he belonged to the Order of Metaology.
Asthe smdlest of the orders, and perhaps the most enigmatic, they focused upon the Realm of Existence.
They gathered and recorded information concerning metaphysics and cosmology, cultura religionsand
myths, and even magic.

I Sénke made most young sages uncomfortable, even those attending his seminars given asavisting
domin of note. But not Wynn—or at least not often. No one knew him well, for hisguild branch lay hdf a
continent south in Samau’ a Gaulb, the capital of the Suman Empire and that of il’ Dha ab Ngjuum, one of
its nations. II’ Sdnke was amage of thaumaturgy—oby spellcraft, ritud, or articifing—and was well
acknowledged for hisskill.

His mouth tightened, and he didn’t look pleased.

Despite her state of suffering, Wynn couldn’t help awave of anxious anticipation. It sharpened when her
gaze fdl upon anarrow bundle of plain mudin cloth lying on the bed beside her.

“It' sfinished.. . . findly?" she asked without even greeting him.

She reached for the bundle, ght the bubut il’ Sénke grabbed it first.

“Premin Sykion will have harshwords” he said in his smooth accent, “when she seesthe final accounting
of resources and funds—at least those | listed. Then, of course, there's Premin Hawes.”

Wynn didn’t care what her order’ s leader or the head of metaology had to say on the matter. She
fidgeted impatiently until i’ Sdnke unrolled the bundle, and she drew another quick bresath.
Resting in the opened cloth was asix-sded crystal, pure and clear as polished glass. Two fingersin
thickness, it was|longer than her outstretched hand.

Wynnwas dill holding her breath as she grabbed the crystal from his hand. Sheingtantly began rubbing it
furioudy, as shewould to initiate acold lamp crysta.

But nothing happened.

“Contain yoursdf!” il’ Sdnke chided. “ Even when it isfinished, friction’ s heat will not be enough to
awakenthe‘suncrysa.’ ”

Wynn's mouth turned dry at those fina two words.

It didn’t matter if il Sénke thought her foolish, or that most sages here viewed him asamysterious
outsder. He had listened to her wild tales of the Farlands without judgment—the same tales that Domin
High-Tower and others dismissed as nonsense. Many of her peers now viewed her as an outsider as
well. Ironic, considering she' d grown up in this branch of the guild.

Staring into the lightless crystal was like looking at an open blank book. And acrossits unmarred pages
she could see words she didn’t wish to write.

Not names, places, and events of her time in the Farlands, but wordsfor the fear that made her
desperate for iI’ Sanke to finish what she' d asked from him.



Y ears ago as an apprentice she d taken leave of her hometo follow her master, Domin Tilswith. They
traversed their continent and crossed the eastern ocean to the Farlands, where Domin Tilswith intended
to found anew guild branch in the city of Bela. The prospect had been thrilling, and she' d been pleased

with this adventure—until the day her life tangled with two hardened strangers and adog. In that city,

Magiere, Lees|, and Chap had come to the old barracks, claiming to be hunting an upir.
A vampire, in their language—one of what they called the undead . . . the Noble Dead.

All too soon Wynn had faced redlities she' d never imagined nor wanted. When thistrio left Belain search
of an ancient artifact sought by a powerful undead, Domin Tilswith had sent her with them—asa
journeyor on her first solo assgnment. Thelr travelstook them through the dank lands of Droevinka, and
through Stravinaand into the Warlands on their way to the Elven Territories of the an’ Créan. The
journey’slast leg ended far south in the Pock Peaks' high, desolate range. There they’ d finaly uncovered
the artifact—the “orb.”

Hidden within an ancient cadtle, it was guarded by afemae vampire so old that she' d forgotten the sound
of spoken words. Li’kan had waited there for a thousand years or more, and was perhaps one of the first
Noble Dead of the world.

In that place locked inice and snow, Wynn and Chap had dug through alibrary filled with ancient texts
written in languages or didects either dead or long forgotten. Some of the writings were garbled mixes of
tongues that echoed the chaos and madness of Li’k&n’ s fragmented mind. Wynn and Chap had struggled
to choose what to carry away amid an overwhelming amount that was left behind. Upon their return to
Bela, Domin Tilswith gave Wynn the task of bearing those texts safely back to Calm Sesit.

She accepted willingly but with sadness at leaving her old master—as well as others she might never see
agan.

Magiere, Leesil, and Chap had sailed with her, bringing the orb. The ocean voyage waslong, and
traveling the middle continent even longer and more dangerous. The entire journey encompassed the
better part of ayear. Her friends remained by her sde until the city of her childhood waswithin
sight—then they parted ways, to Wynn's pained regret.

She' d thought they were bringing the orb to her guild’ s home branch, at least to seek counsdl from her
superiors. But something had changed a ong the way, something she hadn’t been told—and which had
likely been all Chap'sdoing. He, Magiere, and Lees| wereto take the orb into hiding, someplace safe
from those who might till seek it out.

Wynn tried to deny their concerns. Magiere remained adamant that none of the sages would be safe with
the orb in their midst. That had been avery bitter argument. But in the end Wynn reentered the city of her
youth, aone among the caravan.

She' d deivered the ancient texts to the guild’ sfirst branch; she believed they were penned by ancient
vampiresfrom the time of the Forgotten History and the mythica great war. She sought solace among
like-minded scholars.

But nothing had turned out as she expected.

Thetexts, aswell asdl of her journds, were taken and locked away. She was most stunned by the
confiscation of the latter. She hadn’t seen them since. And no one believed even the lesser of her tales.
When she grew insstent, the other sages kept their distance, asif shewere sick in the mind and
contagious. Domin High-Tower, amagter of her order, chastised her and insisted she stop telling “wild
tales’ of undead, dhampirs, and superstitious nonsense.

For awhile Wynn had tried to remain obedient.

She' d never been—fdt—so done. Eventualy she couldn’t stand it any longer.

She pressed her accounts of powerful undead, of subterfuge and meddling from the Anmaglahk, and
Most Aged Father’ s obsession that along-forgotten Ancient Enemy was stirring in the world. And the
more she said, and the more she was denied and shunned, the more her fears overwhelmed her from
within.

Memories came as nightmares that wouldn't ease, but no one listened to “Witless” Wynn Hygeorht
anymore. No one except quiet, watchful, sardonic Ghassan il’ Sanke, another outsider in a place she
thought was home. But even that didn’t keep her from dwelling on her inadequacies compared to the



srengths of her missing friends.
Magiere, ari3">Magi dhampir born of amortal mother and avampire father, had anature akinto a
Noble Dead. Leesil, haf-elven with the sharp senses of his mother’ s people, had been trained asan
n. And Chap, aborn-Fay in amagjay-hi’ slarge form, had awareness like no other living being.
Each had their way of dealing with the undead, and together they had sent many to ashes.
Wheat did Wynn have to match them? Nothing.
So she had goneto i’ Sanke with awild notion.
She asked—begged—for his help, as he was the only one who might achieve her request. Rather than
the cold lamp crystals made by her guild with notable effort and cost, she needed light of adifferent
nature.
Wynn wanted sunlight—to shield herself from the dark and dl that moved in it, including the Noble Dead
that no one else here bdieved in.
That night, Domin i’ Sanke had just Stared at her.

The look on his dusky tan face made Wynn' s doubts egt her up inside, until she nearly broke into tears.
Was what she asked even possible? It had never been done, to her knowledge, at least not by the few
sageswith skill in achemy, apractice of thaumaturgy viaartificing.

To makeacrysta that could emit light of the same nature asthesun. . .

Waiting upon il’ Sénke s reply had been the heaviest slence Wynn could remember. But he never looked
at her asif she were mad. When he finally nodded, narrow-eyed and scowling, Wynn amost broke into
tearsagain.

Finaly someone beievedin her.

Now, sitting upon the bed with the dark-skinned domin, Wynn held up the long crysal.

“Show me. . . how to activateit.”

Another disapproving scowl darkened il’ Sinke' sface. He shook his head with a huff and took the
crysd.

“Firgt, it must be properly mounted for handling. | do not think it safe to hold when activated—and it is
not yet ready. | and my chosen aides have only completed its physical making . . . after quite afew
unsatisfactory results. Now | must work upon it mysdlf . . . prepareit . . . and only then teach you its
e
Wynn's mouth dangled open. “How much longer?’

I’ Sdnke arched one thick eyebrow.

“Sorry,” shesad. “It’sjust taken solong, but I’ m grateful for your effort and faithin me.”
Dominil’ Sdnke rewrapped the crystal and dipped it inside his robe. “ Then as repayment, you will come
out among your peers. Play at cards, discussloca palitics, drink tea, anything besides this salf-imposed

cloiger.”
Wynn quickly shook her head. “No, no, I'm . . . | havethingsto work on privately.”
“No, you do not!” he answered sharply. “Not without my supervision. If only | could find away to
removeyour . . . talent.”
At that Wynn turned narrow-eyed hersdlf.
He was the only one here who knew of her malady, and she noticed the glistening of his brow. Shutting
off her mantic sight hadn’t been easy on him, even as an adept mage. Not asit had been for Chap, with
his Fay nature.

When she'dfirgt told i’ Sénke, he/ d seemed anxious and angry, immediately suggesting hetry to “cure”’
her. She' d hesitated, and then refused. That didn’t please him, and he insisted she not tamper with her
sight except under his supervision.

He' d said “could” and not “ should” concerning removing her mantic sight. Had he been trying something
behind her back?
II" Sanke placed a hand behind her shoulder and propelled her toward the door.
“Your work canwait. Come.”
Annoyed a being forced from privacy, Wynn couldn’t think of apoliterefusal. Not after dl hiseffortson
her behaf. She alowed herself to be escorted into the outer stone passage.



Along the hallway they passed other doorsto small chambers of other gpprentice and journeyor sages.
They headed down the far narrow stairs and out an old oak door. Entering the castle sinner courtyard,
il Sénke herded her to the same double doors she' d watched from her window. When the domin pulled
one door wide, warm air with athin taint of smoke, and the sounds of voices, spilled out around Wynn.
Evenin her hestation, il’ SGnke waited patiently until she stepped into the entryway. She followed as he
headed |eft down the passage leading into what had once been haf of the castle' sold great hall.

In spite of everything since Wynn' sreturn, she loved this place—this old fortress. Over four centuries

past, thefirst rulers of Maourné had resided here, when Calm Seatt had barely been acity. But they’d

embarked upon plansfor anew and greater castle. The roya court moved in, and thisfirst castle became
abarracksfor the country’ s armed forces.

Two centuries |ater, Queen Alfwine |1 saw aneed for something more. Severa scholars of history
thought she desired amore lavish residence, while others claimed that—like her descendants—she
wanted a place where she could view the sea. Those of the roya bloodline had dways shown astrange
attraction to the open waters, even unto tragedy. To this day no one knew why the seacdled to the
family of Areskynna. Even their name meant “kin of the ocean waves”

Alfwinel oversaw designs of an elaborate castle closer to Beranldmr Bay. The nation’s armed forces,
including anewly established city guard to augment the constabularies, moved to the vacated second
cadtle. Thefirg castle—by far the oldest and smallest—was given over to the early beginnings of the

Guild of Sagecraft.

And since that time, with the help of the dwarves across the bay in Dhredze Sesit, who had lent their
legendary stonecraft to the building of dl threefortifications, thefirst castle was modified to meet the
sages needs. New buildings were attached to the main keep’ sexterior initsinner bailey.

The keep of the guiled p of thd' s castle was a hollowed square, itsinner courtyard surrounded by the
outer wals, with inner buildings flush against them. The round corner towers were now used for the
offices and studies of domins and premins. Wynn'sroom was located on the second floor of the old
barracks to the courtyard' s southeast side.

“Perhaps some cinnamon bread is |eft over from thismorning?” il’ Sdnke mused, stepping ahead of her.
Wynn admost smiled. The Suman sage had afondness for spiced cakes and breads, perhaps missing his
homeland more than he acknowledged. Down the passage, they rounded amain archway into a greet
hall.

Heretheroyals of Maourné once entertained guests of high birth and visiting dignitaries. But the space
was now the guild’s common hall, filled with avariety of mismatched tables and chairs, stoolsand
benches. It was used for everything from off-hour meals and light studiesto leisure pursuits and socid
gatherings. Asachild Wynn had spent happy evenings here, with the enormous hearth in the back wall
blazing with piled logs. Theroyd family was generousin increasing the guild' s yearly budget.
Tonight, twenty-plus sages of lesser rank milled about the hall. Most wereinitiatesin their plain tan robes,
while others were likely apprentices, garbed in the colors of their chosen orders. It was difficult to know
if anyonewas ajourneyor like Wynn, but few such remained at the guild unless awaiting assgnment
abroad.

Nearly everyone looked up as Wynn entered with Domin il’ Sdnke. No one caled agreeting, and Wynn
wished she' d stayed in her room.

Asdde from those who thought her somewhere between addled and half-mad, others considered her
“above hersdf” asajourneyor. Even sages weren't beyond envy, considering that she' d returned home
bearing the greatest scholarly find in the guild’ s history. And worse, no one but the domins and premins

even knew what the find entailed.
Wynn had few, if any, friends here, and privacy was becoming astanding habit. Her gaze settled for an
instant upon astooped young sage wearing the gray robes of a cathologer.

“Nervous’ Nikolas Columsarn sat reading by himsdlf in the hal’ s near right corner. Even sitting, he kept
his shouldersturned inward, asif he curled into himsdlf. Straight, unkempt brown hair fell forward to
nearly cover hiseyes and shadow his sdlow fegtures.

How could he read like that? Wynn knew his name only from hearing it, but she’ d noticed him afew



times. His only companions were two young journeyors he occas ondly tagged adong behind. More often
he kept to himsdlf, asWynn did.

I’ Sénke ignored all the staring or averted eyes and headed straight through for the hearth.
“Weshdl pull chairsby thefire,” he said, “and arrange for tea. Hopefully something other than the weak
suff you drink herein the north.”

Wynn sighed, about to follow, and avoice like grating granite rose behind her.

“Ghassan, you are back.”

Wynn flinched, reluctant to even turn abouit.

Therein the arched entryway stood the broad form of Domin High-Tower. It wasn't hisfamily name;
dwarves preferred to be called by their given names, usudly trandated into Numanese to keep inept
humans from bumbling over the Dwarvish language.

Wynn had read ancient folklore of the Farlands that spoke of dwarfish beings as diminutive. She knew
better firsthand, having grown up in Calm Sesit.

High-Tower, likeal of his people, was an intimidating hulk compared to such myths. Though shorter than
humans, most dwarves could look her directly in the eyes. What they lacked in height they made up for in
breadth. High-Tower had to turn sdeways to get through any standard human doorway. His shoulder
width was more than haf again that of aman.

Stout and wide as he was, even under agray robe he showed no hint of fat. Coarse, reddish hair laced
with gray hung to his shoulders, blending with histhick beard braided at itsend. His broad, rough
features made his black-irised eyes seem like iron pellets embedded in his pae and lightly freckled face.
Wynn aways thought of amaoving column of granite whenever she heard hisvoice or heavy footsteps.
Though she would never say so adoud, she thought that long, straight-cut wool robes were hardly
flattering to the dwarvish form. High-Tower’ s people were more impressive in their breeches, iron-shod
boots, and thick lesther clothing.

“Back?’ il’ Sdnke replied politely.

High-Tower entered like awar machine, moderate but steady, and no one would dare step in hisway.
He glanced at Wynn with scantly concealed disapproval and folded his barrel-like armsto look up at
il Sdnke. The master cathologer made no secret of hisdidike for the visiting Suman sage.

“Yes, | saw you go out earlier,” High-Tower said, “ and was wondering if you had seen Jeremy or Elias
about. They were due back awhile ago with afolio.”

II" Sanke blinked once and seemed to contemplate his answer, and Wynn wondered why he' d gone out
after dark. Upon returning he must have gathered the crystal and come straight to her room.

“I saw no one from the guild while out,” he answered. “I was hurrying to reach the docks with aletter to
my home branch. But | arrived too late. The port office was closed, and there was no way to find any
ship going asfar asthe Suman coast.”

Domin High-Tower frowned. “Y ou waited to take it yourself? Why not send an apprentice earlier?’

I’ Sdnke didn’t need to answer. He d been called to assist with trandating Suman passages of the texts
Wynn brought back, but he'd come to Calm Sesatt with no apprentices or attendants. High-Tower knew
this but goaded him just the same.

I’ Sanke smiled with another cock of one eyebrow. “ The walk was welcome after along day in tillness.
Y ou might congder it yourself—or even anight’srow inthe bay.”

High-Tower snorted, and Wynn glanced away.

Redlly, such ajest wasin poor taste. Dwarves walked everywhere they went, as few mounts could hold
them upces hold t. Asfor aleisure boat trip, no dwarf cared to be on water. Even without armor or
wegpons, they sank.

Before either could exchange another barb, two apprenticesin gray bolted through the entry. Wide-eyed
and panting, they never got out aword before someone strode in purposefully on their hedls.

Tdl with long, tangled hair, the man wore ared tabard over his chain mail vestment and padded hauberk.
Asfrightened as the apprentices appeared, his expression was twisted somewhere between anger and
anguish. The man’s sword sheath was embellished with aninlaid pand of slver engraved with the roya
crest and apanorama of Calm Sett.



Hisred tabard marked him as military, but the silver plate suggested more. This one was an officer in the
Shyldféd ches—the " People s Shid d’—the contingent of the city guard.
Wynn had no ideawhy he was chasing two apprentice sages of her order.
“Whereisthe premin of cathologers?’ he demanded.
Both young sages stepped aside as Domin High-Tower closed on the officer.
“Why do you seek the premin?” the dwarven sage demanded with twice the officer’ sforce.

The man camed dightly. “Pardon . . . I'm Lieutenant Garrogh. Captain Rodian sent meto bring either the
premin . . . or adomin of the cathologers. Two bodies were discovered in an alley. The master of the
nearby scribe shop identified them, but only knew their given names. . . Eliasand Jeremy.”
Murmurs of shaky voices rose in the common hal, and Wynn heard a stool scrape as someone stood too
quickly.

“Bodies?’ High-Tower growled. “They are dead?”’

Wynn’s mind blanked as othersin the hal drew nearer. She barely noted the varied degrees of shock
and fright on their faces. She didn’t recognize the names mentioned, even when afrightened, breathy
voice repeated them.

“Jeremy . .. Jeremy El&nqui . . . and EliasRaul?”’

Nikolas surged from his corner stool, hisface paer than usud. At the lieutenant’ s continued silence, his
gaze wandered and he began to shiver, backing toward his corner. When he dropped upon the stool he
teetered, nearly dipping off. Hisjaw clenched astearsrolled down, shaken out of him by his shudders.
Wynn'sthoughts cleared. Nikolas knew them both, likely the same two she had seen him with. But try as
she might, she couldn’t remember their faces.

Lieutenant Garrogh licked hislips nervoudly at dl the attention he/d drawn in his haste.

“My condolences,” he said quickly to High-Tower. “But the captain requires an authority from the guild.
By your robe, you'll do aswell asthe premin.”

High-Tower’ sdark glower broke. He turned hisiron eyes on one apprentice who' d led the lieutenant
ingde.

“Find Premin Sykion immediately. She may bein tht G may bee new library. Inform her where | have
gone...and why.”

He waved Garrogh out and followed.

Without aword, Domin i’ Sinke went after High-Tower, and Wynn didn't hesitate to tail him. But when
they reached the wide doorsinto the courtyard, High-Tower redlized they were following. He planted
himself, and avibration shuddered through the courtyard’ s stones.

Wynn pulled up short asthe lieutenant did to ahat. But she had no intention of being left behind.
“Oneof usisnot enough,” il’ Sdnke said quietly. “1 am the only other of rank at hand. There will be much
to ded with in this grave matter.”

It made sense, though Wynn knew that if High-Tower were less pressed, he would' ve chosen someone
dse
Lieutenant Garrogh backed toward the castl€' s gatehouse tunnd. Still seething, High-Tower resumed
following. Wynn sneaked dong behind il’ Sanke, alittle more than relieved. Trying to get past adwarf,
once he was planted upon the earth, was harder than battering through a stone wall with one’ s own head.
Two young sages returning atrandation folio had been found dead in an dley. And that folio had
contained materia from the texts she’' d brought back. She didn’t want to see the bodies, to learn how
they’d died or why.

She had to—her fears demanded it.



CHAPTER 2
Siweard Rodian, captain of the Shyldfé ches, rocked on his hedls as he stared down into ayoung, ashen,
dead face. Another body lay crumpled nearby in the dead end’ s corner. Neither victim bore any cuts or
bruises, and he saw no signs of astruggle, except a piece from the robe’ s shoulder of the nearest body
had been torn off.
The eyes of both young sages were open wide, and their faces. . .

Both expressonswere locked in smilar twisted fear—no, outright terro—with mouths gaping, asif their
last scream had never come out. Their hair looked faintly grayed, aged in an instant. Though he' d seen
sudden fright and trauma produce such symptomsin men, particularly after theworst of battles, he'd
never seen thisin ones so young.

Rodian was at aloss for where to begin. He wasn't even certain how much he should disturb the scene.
Murders happened in mogt large cities. Unlike petty crimes, |eft to district constabularies, the dead
dwaysfdl in hislap. At twenty-eight, he was notably young for his postion. He knew it, though he'd
certainly earned the honor. And in the three years since taking command of the Shyldféches, he'd
learned that most murders were motivated by revenge or passion. Only afew came from panic, when
some unfortunate stumbled upon a culprit engaged in criminal undertakings.

Serious poverty wasn't rampant in Calm Sestt. Even pickpockets and muggers were less common than
e sawhere. Theroya family kept the people swelfare at heart. Funding to help the poor and homeless
was made available whenever possible.

But Rodian had never seen anything likethis.

Hewould have to report these deaths by dawn to the minister of city affairs. By noon at the latest the
king and queen would hear of it. Maourné sroyastook pridein the guild, founded by their ancestors.
Shaken, angry, even anxious, he felt overwhemed. He needed to resolve this quickly.

And wherewas Garrogh?

Guards of thelocal didtrict’s constabulary had blocked both alley entrances. Two of his own men stood
at the turn into the dead end. And one more stood close, holding alantern to light the scene.
There were adso two civilians present.

Master Pawl & Sestt, owner of the nearby scriptorium, had found the bodies. Behind him, clinging to his
arm, was adark-haired girl named Imaret—in hisemploy. She wept in silence, her eyeslocked wide as
she stared at the bodies. Now and then she looked up to her tall employer, who ignored her.
Rodian felt Sck ingde that he had to keep the girl thisclosefor so long.
“Youfoundthem...jus likethis?" he asked. “Y ou didn’t move or touch anything?’

Master a Sestt seemed neither shocked nor unsettled by the sight.
“| touched nothing,” he answered. “I found them and sent word to the congtabulary. In turn, they caled
for the guard.”

Rodian lowered his head, studying the bodiesin their long gray wool robes. They wore the color of an
order as opposed to the bland tan of initiates. But he couldn’t remember which order. Too young to be
magters, they were still old enough to be apprentices, perhaps even journeyors.

And asto how they had died . . .

His best guess was poison. Something quick, but chegp and common, considering they’d died in such
agony. But why would anyone poison two woul d-be scholars? And why poison, if thiswas murder
spawned by the culprit’s panic at being discovered? It wasn't done with some toxin-laced weapon, since
he could find no wounds.

“Sr7’

Rodian lifted hishead at the familiar voicerolling dong the dley walls. Garrogh pushed through, ushering
in three robed figures.

Lieutenant Garrogh was agood man, quick and efficient, though waiting here had eroded much of
Rodian’ s patience. Perhaps now he could begin finding answers. Then he spotted Pawl & Sestt watching
the newcomers.

The hint of a serious frown spread across & Seett’ s features—the first real expression Rodian had



observed on the man’ sface.

A determined, solid-looking dwarf in agray robeled the new trio, followed by atal, dender man with
dark skinin adeeper-colored robe. Asthe latter entered the lantern’ s light, Rodian spotted him as
Suman, and his robe was a blue shade near to black. The lagt of the trio was a younthrio was g woman in
gray. Asthe dwarf’ s gaze settled upon the bodies, sorrow broke his stern features, then quickly turned to
frightened anger.

“Baynee vasti’ag ad,” he whispered like aprayer.

The Suman released along sigh and held his arm back.

“Thereisnothing for you to see here,” he said, beginning to turn.

But the young woman shoved hisarm aside and peered into the dley’ s dead end.

“No. .. not herel” she breathed, each word rising in force. “Not so far from.. . .”

She lunged into the dead end and fell upon the first body before Rodian could stop her. Grabbing its
head, she tore back the robe’ s cowl.

“Wynn, no!” the dwarf commanded.

Everyoneflinched a histhunderous voicein the dley’ s smal space—except for the young woman.
Rodian reached for her as she wrestled to tear open the robe’ s neckline. The instant he touched her
shoulder she lashed wildly at him, striking his hand away.

“Wynn!” the Suman snapped. “ Thisis not the way!”

Rodian glanced at the man, but his attention shifted to Pawl a Sesit.

The scribe master had stepped closer. As he peered around the two elder sages, his stoic expression
filled with intensity. He watched the young woman' s furious struggles with the body, and her actions
seemed both to surprise and fascinate him.

Rodian reached again for Wynn as Garrogh closed in on her other side. To his shock sherolled the
victim’s head from side to sde, pulling down the robe’ s collar as she pawed at histhroat and chest.
“No blood?’ she whispered between rapid breaths. “No wounds. . . no blood?’

Rodian hated Garrogh with araised hand. He' d already memorized every aspect of the scene, so what
was the young woman looking for?

“Did you find them like this?” she blurted suddenly, but she didn’t look up. “Did anyone see what killed
them?’

“They werefound by Master a Sesatt and one of hisscribes,” Rodian answered. “ And neither saw . . .”
He never finished, for his answer wouldn’t have matched her question.

She hadn't asked who—but rather what—had killed members of her guild. There was something telling
in her strange choice of words. In her frantic pawing, was she looking for a cause of death, something
she' d expected but hadn’t found?

Master & Seett stepped yet closer, watching her every move. Imaret remained half-hidden behind him.
“No teeth marks,” the small sage whispered.

“Wynn!” adeep voice grated. “That isenough!”

She stared blankly at her tabletop, quill poised in stillness above ablank sheet. She seemed locked ina
moment other than here and now, asif time had stopped.

Wynn approached, and Imaret finally looked up. Her eyeswidened with two blinks. On ingtinct Wynn
lifted onefinger to her lips. She didn’t wish for Imaret to gasp.

Master Teagan hung nearby, but he leaned over to check the work of another scribe.
“Youwerethere. . . last night,” Imaret said loudly enough to be heard throughout the room.
Magter Teagan glanced over with aconfused frown.

Lying didn’t come easlly to Wynn. “My nameisWynn . . . and Jeremy and Eliaswere my friends & the
quild”

Imaret’ s dark eyesturned glassy and wet. One tear spilled down her brown cheek.

“I thought so, when you became s0 .. . . They were my friends, too. And Nikolas. Ishedl right?1 thought
he’' d cometoday.”

Wynn didn’t know how Nikolasfared, but she stored Imaret’ s question for later.

“Much of the guild isin mourning. We d like to know more of what happened last night, to try to ensure



the safety of our messengers. Were you here when Jeremy and Elias arrived?’
“Yes, just meand Master Teagan . . . and Master & Sett.”

Imaret spoke the last name so softly that it caught Wynn' s attention the most. Her next question was
risky, but she blurted out, “How did Magter & Seatt cometo find Jeremy and Eliasin the dley?’
The bell over the door in the front room tinkled.

Imaret lowered her voice. “He asked them to verify thefolio’s ddivery, but after they’ d been gonea
short while he seemed . . . bothered. He kept pacing, and . . .”

Wynn waited, and Imaret glanced at the back door. “And?” Wynn findly said.

“He kept looking at the back door, but he never opened it. Then he just stopped suddenly and stared at
thewal.”

Imaret’ s gaze shifted, and Wynn glanced dong the girl’ sline of sight. But she saw nothing except the
back room’sfar wall beyond the end of the storage shelves.

“Then he grabbed his cloak and told me not to leave the shop.” Imaret trembled dightly. “He rushed out
theback . . . and didn’t even stop to lock the door.”

“What' sthisal about?” Master Teagan sputtered.

Wynn straightened. She d learned athing or two about keeping up alie from watching Leesl.
“Two of our people are dead, and thefolio in their chargeis missing. Domin High-Tower wishesto know
the events beforehand.”

“Thenwhy didn’t he come himsd {7’

“We arein mourning, and he has greater mattersto attend. I’m Journeyor Wynn Hygeorht.”
Teagan blinked, his pupils exaggerated by his thick-lensed glasses. And Wynn could tell he recognized
her name.

Perhaps he knew she was the one responsible for the current wealth of scribe’ s work—and good
payment. Domin High-Tower and Premin Sykion had warned her against spesking to anyone concerning
what she' d brought back. But of course there were many at the guild who aready knew she wasthe one
who had caused so much “fuss’ for the last half year.

Teagan' s scraggly eyebrows wrinkled, but he finally grumbled off to check on the other scribes. Wynn
turned her attention back to Imaret.

“S0. .. Master & Seatt became worried about the length of their abbsence and went after them?”
“Yes” Imaret said, her eyes growing distant. “1 knew Jeremy and Elias had plansto meet up with. . .
other friends. | thought they might deliver thefolio and ignore Master a Sestt’ srequest for confirmation,
50 | decided to go after them. And | eft the shop.”

Wynn sighed. Aside from Imaret disobeying her employer, ayoung girl shouldn’t be wandering about
donea night.

“Then | heard ascream,” Imaret whispered. 1 didn’t know where it came from until | heard footsteps. .
.inthe side street down theway.”

Imaret choked off, and Wynn put her hand gently on the girl’ s shoulder.

“I went tolook . . . and saw them,” the girl whispered, “but he wasthere. . . Master & Seatt was dready
there”

“That is quite enough!” Master Teagan sputtered. “If Domin High-Tower wants any more morbid details,
he can damnwe|—"

“Spesk with me,” adeep voice cut in, “after my investigation is complete.”

Wynn jerked upright.

Captain Rodian stood in the workroom’ s doorway, glaring at her.

How long had he been listening? He wasn't due at the shop until evening, as Master & Seett had
requested. Rodian strode across the room, his swinging cloak dragging afew parchmentsfrom an
unattended table.

“Migiress Hygeorht, isit?’ he demanded. “What are you doing here?’

Inlast night’ sfear and sorrow, she hadn’t taken much note of him.

At firgt nothing about him stood out. Of medium height and build, he wore the typica garb of the
Shyldfaches, but benegth his open cloak hisred tabard was carefully pressed. His cropped hair was an



amost colorless shade of dark blond, but the dightly darker close beard aong his jawline was perfectly
trimmed. His eyes struck her the most—Iarge for therest of hisface and alight shade of blue.
Wynn swallowed and calmed hersdlf. He would be just like Premin Sykion or Domin
High-Tower—another obstacle to the truth.
“I’'m asking after dead friends and our lost folio,” she answered. “Isthat against the law?’
“That depends upon circumstances. . . or any interference in my investigation.”

He glanced once at little Imaret, then turned his heated suspicion past Wynn to Master Teagan. The old
scribe returned it in kind for another unwelcome outsider. The captain appeared to compose himself.
“Forgivetheintruson,” hesaid, but it hardly sounded apologetic. “1’ ve just come from the guild, though
no one there seems able to tell me what wasin the folio that Jeremy and Elias carried. Perhaps one of
you can hep.”

And his gaze settled back on Wynn.

Both Teagan and Imaret frowned in unison.

“Did the sages not explain about their script?” Teagan asked.

“No,” Rodian returned, but he never took his eyes off of Wynn.

Wynn grew nervous, then agitated, and then angry over being scrutinized. As usud she started babbling.
“Evenif the scribes were dlowed to spesk of their work—which they are not—only afew have enough
experience with our Begaine syllabary to read any of it. They are concerned only with aestheticsand
precision of copying and are trained to carefully rescribe adraft. Only journeyors or higher among the
guild are fluent in this writing system, which is more than some standardized st of |etters.”

Master Teagan ignored her and spoke to Rodian. “No work from the guild was delivered today. | didn’'t
pay attention to pages scribed yesterday and have nothing to say regarding their content. By our contract
with the guild, you' d better have a court order before you ask that again. | was under the impression that
you would be visiting us this evening. We have work to do. Master a Seett should be present tonight for
any sort of . . . interrogation.”

Rodian’ s eyesflicked only once to Teagan, with amild twitch of annoyance.

Wynn knew he wouldn’t likely question scribesright in front of her. So why had he come here
unannounced?

The captain finaly nodded to Teagan, but he settled a strong hand on Wynn' s shoulder.

“Wynn Hygeorht . . . please come with me.”

Instead of waiting on her answer, he pushed her with dow, steady force toward the door to the front
room. Wynn wished she had some way out of this place other than in the captain’s company.
Imaret stood up, and her stool scraped sharply acrossthe floor. The tears had already dried on her
cheeks.

“She'sonly asking after friends” the girl cried, and her smdl voicefilled with hysterical anger. “ The sages
arelikeafamily! | only wishthat | knew . . . that | could remember more, but when | saw Jeremy .. .”
Poor Imaret broke, and Wynn'sguilt v hWynn's overwhelmed her. Her interest lay only in what had
killed the messengers. Shetried to turn back to the girl but couldn’t get out of the captain’ sgrip.

“If you think of anything else,” Wynn said to Imaret, “will you send for me?’

“No,” Rodian ordered. “ Shewill send for me.”

He shoved the door open and propelled Wynn out. Once they passed through the counter’ s hatch and
stepped outside, he took his hand away and pointed toward his horse down the street.

“Over there”

Wynn followed beside the captain, noting the point of his sword’ s sheath trailing beneeth his cloak’ s hem.
Heading for Rodian’ swhite mare, they passed the very side sireet leading to the aley of last night.
Wynn was lost in resentment when a skittering sound reached her ears, like the click of clawson
cobblestones, and she turned her head.

At the Sde street’ s end something dark darted away into the dley.

Wynn dowed, amost turning aside, but then thought better of it. It was probably just a dog scavenging
behind the shops. For some reason that brief glimpse wouldn't fade from her thoughts, though she hadn’t
Sseenit clearly.



Suddenly she missed Chap so much her chest ached.
“What’ swrong?’ the captain asked.
Wynn found him paused in the street, studying her again. She shook off the strange melancholy
remembrance. Part of her wondered if Premin Sykion, High-Tower, and others weren't right about her.
Was shelosing her wits?
“Nothing,” she answered.
He rounded the horse, motioning Wynn to follow, and they stood out of the chill breeze between his
white mount and a pottery shop.
“Do not interfere,” he began. “ Every question you ask may change an answer | seek later, when
someone thinks they’ ve dready mentioned something of importance. I’ll find who murdered your
brethren, but only if I'm able to gain information untainted or second-guessed. Do you understand?’
She glanced down at the street stones, wondering if hewould be of any use at dl to her. At least he now
spoke to her asan equal.
“Yes” sheanswered.
“Lagt night, when you began searching the body . . . what were you looking for?’
The sudden question took her off-baance. She peered up, again trying to estimate his nature. If there
was an undead in the city, she would need help when the time came to dedl with it. At present she had no
one except Dominil’ Sénke.
In Rodian’s cold blue eyes, meticulous appearance, and zed for order, she saw aman determined to
advance himself. He bore no title other than rank and had probably worked hisway through the military
by effort rather than favor. But he might till tell the royals and their officidsiv>ir offiexactly what they
wanted to hear. How would hereact if shetold him an undead had attacked Jeremy and Elias, drained
thelife from them, and taken afolio for some purpose of its own?
“I was smply shocked by their condition,” she haf lied. “Y our lieutenant didn’'t warn us”
“Y ou were looking for wounds,” he said flatly.
“And you didn’t? With their faces so twisted, skin paled too quickly . . . yet they bore no wounds, did
they?’
Hisjaw didn’'t even twitch at her challenge, so she knew he had checked the bodies. But he dlso said
nothing at her indnuation concerning the mysterious way they’ d died. No, she couldn’t look to this

captain for any help.
“So, have you been sworn to secrecy aswell,” he began suddenly, “concerning this project of your
quild?

Wynn sighed. “1 am only ajourneyor. | have no part in the trandation project.”
“Evenif you did know, would you tdl me?’
“No,” she answered honestly.
Thistime hisjaw clenched. He put hisfoot in the stirrup and swung into his saddle.
“I don't understand your people. You al clam to want these murders solved—the killer or killers
caught—yet your project seemsto mean more than two lives.”

“Perhaps you should stop blaming my guild for your shortcomings,” she answered. “Y ou are the captain

of the Shyldfél ches—the People' s Shield—established by the monarchs of Maourné. Where were you
when two of my people died?”’

Rodian pulled his horse around, and his cam broke. “Even with my full complement of guards, we cannot
be everywhere at al times. Nor can the constabularies. We are few compared to the breadth of our
responghilities”

“Y ou know less than you presume concerning my guild,” Wynn countered. “We have our own duties and
limits, some dictated from the same sources as yours. We fulfill our responsihilities, but it’ syour duty to
solve these murders—not ours.”

Rodian looked down upon her, and she watched his bresths deepen. He shifted uncomfortably, settling
both hands upon the saddl€’ s pommel with the reins till wrapped between them. Wynn wastired of this
arrogant soldier.

“It'snot wayseasy . . . what isasked of us,” hesaid quietly.



“Y es, remember that.” And she turned away down the Street.
“Whereareyou going?’ he called after her.
“Home”
Wynn heard the clop of horseshoes. Rodian’s mount appeared beside her, and she hopped asidein
surprise. The captain flipped his cloak back and reached down an open hand.

In truth, the afternoon grew cold, and in her hurry she’d worn no cloak. The sun had been out earlier, but
the sky was now hee sky w overcast and rain would likely come. Rodian’ s horse craned its head at her,
apretty white cresture with round gentle eyes.

Without aword, Wynn grasped Rodian’s hand.

He heaved her up behind himsdlf. Asthe horse lurched forward, Wynn quickly wrapped her arms around
the captain’ swaist. For ashort way the ride was unnervingly quiet. Wynn tried to watch the people in the
Streets going about their daily lives.

“You areajourneyor, yes?’ the captain suddenly asked.

Sitting behind him, she couldn’t see hisexpression. “I said asmuch,” shereplied.

“And, asyou said, | know little of the guild’' sways,” he answered. “| was merely curious.”
Shesad nothing to this.

“Assuch, you have. . . an assgnment? Or so I’ ve heard. Some duty you perform outside the guild, now
that you' ve achieved journeyor status?’

“Yes—no. .. not anymore.”

“Yes, no, whichisit?’

Wynn leaned sideways but couldn’t quite see hisface. What was he getting at?

“I had an assignment, asyou call it. It ended about sx moons ago.”

“So you finished, and now you will advancein rank?’

“It'snot that ample. . . and | haven't finished anything. Not enough to petition and test for master’s
Satus, not by far.”

“l see,” Rodian replied. “At times, in the military, we too must point out our accomplishmentsto our
superiors”

Wynn looked up at the back of hishead. This captain had ambition if he was bold enough to do such a
thing. That wasn't the way things were donein the guild. And she wondered just what he' d doneto gain
his post as head of the city’ s honored guard. Even in that, it seemed a strange placeto be, if hewasa
career soldier.

“It'snot like that with us,” she said. “Our superior, achosen mentor in our selected order—usualy a
domin—advises uswhen it' stime to go before the premin council.”

“And you' ve not been so advised?’

“No.”

“But you have no assgnment, asajourneyer?’

“Not anymore.” And it was her turnto sigh. “I just sit about . . . waiting.”

“| don't understand,” Rodian said. “For what?’

Wynn thought she saw him shake his head, and she had no answer for his question.

“What was this assgnment you didn’t finish?’ he asked.

“I went with my mentor and othersto help start anew branch of the guildsel of the.”

Rodian was slent for along moment. “ That seems quite a venture, but | haven't heard of any new branch
inthemaking.”

“It wasn't anywhere nearby.”

“Then abroad? | know the Lhoin’ na, the elvesto the far southeast, have a branch. Another isinthe
Suman Empire on itswestern coast. It seemsthere’ s no need for one more.”

“Not here. . . on the eastern continent.”

“A lengthy journey. Y ou must' ve been gone along while. Y et now you do nothing. So the endeavor
failed, and you and your mentor returned?’

“No, just me. The others till riveto keep it going.”

“Isthisacommon pursuit . . . to establish further branchesin far-off lands?’



“It' sthe only atempt | know of—in my lifetime.”
“I see,” Rodian said, and that was all.

They rodein slence until Wynn spotted remnants of the old outer bailey wall among shops and other
buildings dong Switchin Way. That wal had opened in many places over the centuries since the guild
took over thefirst castle. The city had flowed in to fill the outer bailey, al the way to what was now
cdled the Old Balley Road. They turned onto it, looping around the still-present inner bailey wall of the
guild’ sgrounds.

“Wynmn!”

The thunderous growl carried to her asthe captain’ s horse neared the front gate. Beyond, just outside the
gatehouse, Domin High-Tower stood with two apprenticesin gray. He began striding down the path, and
both apprentices scurried after in nervous steps.

“You'd better leave me here,” Wynn told the captain.

He reached back, bracing her as she did off his horse. Before she could thank him for the ride, Domin
High-Tower came & them.

“Get back insde!” he barked at her, but his outraged expression was aimed at the captain. “ And you
weretold no interrogation without supervison.”

Baffled, Wynn looked up, wondering what Captain Rodian had done to earn such ire. And what
interrogation was the domin referring to?

“By the Trinity, | thank you for the tutelage, Journeyor Hygeorht,” the captain said. “Knowledgeis
aways ablessing, when it comes. Perhaps you would teach me more at a better time.”

Wynn cringed for more than one reason.

Firstly she knew hisreference to one of severd religionsin the land—they called it the Blessed Trinity of
Sentience. Though one of the most reasoned, it didn’'t it well with her. Captain Rodian was an arrogant,
controlling, ambitious man, but she hadn't figured him asafanatic.

Asheturned his horse down the street, Wynn tried to remember dl she’' d said to this complicated
soldier. And the second reason . . >
He had played her, but she wasn't sure how well or for what.

At thefirst intersection aong Old Procession Road, Rodian reined in and turned hishorsein timeto
watch the dwarven sage herding Wynn Hygeorht into the guild' s castle. He pulled hissmall journd from
his belt and scanned his notes.

Whatever the sages had in their possession and hid from outside eyes under roya protection, he had little
doubt where it had come from. Or at least, who had brought those texts to them.

Haf ayear, Sykion had said, since trand ations had begun—and six moons since ayoung journeyor
returned alone from abroad. In that time, the project was still ongoing in small pieces. Whatever Wynn
Hygeorht brought back from foreign lands, it was more than just afew old scrolls or an obscure tome.
But it was't al that she' d brought.

Wynn had brought fear to her guild, though they hid thisaswell.

It didn’t matter that these sages dismissed a connection between one folio and the deaths of two of their
own. Their emphatic certainty didn’t weigh in the balance,

Captain Siweard Rodian believed—knew—this, as sure as hisfaith.



CHAPTER 4

After finishing haf a supper, done among the othersin the common hall, Wynn carried awooden crate
filled with empty milk bottles out through the gatehouse tunnel.
Everyone living within the guild grounds equaly shared regular duties. Tonight Wynn took her turnin the
kitchens, and any errand to get away from staring eyes was welcome. Chopping vegetables had been
especidly unpleasant, considering who' d been in charge of med preparations. ReginaMeélliny wasa
nasty beanpole of an gpprentice in the Order of Naturology, and the ringleader for those whispering most
behind Wynn's back.

Whether it was snide comments about Wynn being “above hersdlf,” or just that shewasafool with all
her mad talk of dhampirs, undead, and assassins, Reginahad ahand in it. Shewaslike the head of a
motley troupe of street players, who picked a passerby to mock for everyone else' s amusement.
Perhaps the venom stemmed from a zeal ous approach to her order’ s pragmetic pursuitsin natural and
earth studies. Or maybe it was just her noble upbringing. Either way, Wynn couldn’t wait to escapethe
kitchens during cleanup.

She trudged to the inner bailey’ s gate and settled the crates with anote on top, requesting afull whed of
goat cheese with the next delivery. In the morning adairyman would pick up the empties, leave full
bottles, and fulfill requestsfor goods that were available.

Wynn lingered awhile, bresthing the damp night air and watching her own breeth billow likefog in the
cold. Then astrange thought popped into her head—or rather amemory.

As Captain Rodian had shoved her out of the Upright Quill, she' d glimpsed a shimmer, like fur touched
by distant street lanterns, as something ducked into the dley. Again shatr, e found hersaf missng Chap to
apainful degree.

Wynn peered down Old Procession Road running straight into the city. She didn’t really notice the dim
glow from al of the scattered street lanterns. Or rather she peered into each pool of light upon the wide
cobbled sireet, one by one, searching for another glimpse.

She shook her head and scoffed. That was dl she needed—to lend more credence to her fame for
addled wits, even if only to hersdf. She reluctantly turned up the path and was nearly to the gatehouse
when shefroze.

Largetorches, their blazing heads girded in iron bands, were mounted to either sde of the tunndl. But
someone stood in the entrance’ s darker shadow, just out of the light’ sreach.

Nikolas Columsarn inched out into plain Sght.

Wynn sighed, heart till pounding in her chest. 1t had been too long aday, and she wasn't up to this. But
the closer she stepped, the more hislost expression wrenched her. His straight brown hair hung partly
over hisface, but didn’t quite hide his nervous, shifting eyes.

“I heard the captain brought you back,” Nikolas said softly, uncertain whether to whisper or not. “Did he
tell you anything about . . . 7’

“Jeremy and Elias?’ shefinished after he faltered.

“My only friends, except maybe Imaret.”

“1 saw her today. She asked after you.”

He brushed hishair aside. “How isshe?”’

“Sad. Y ou should go see her.”

Wynn stepped past him into the tunnel, but he didn’t follow. She should' ve left him there if hewas just
going to lurk about, but she reached back and pulled him once by the arm.

His shuffling gait sent the sound of scraping leether on stone rolling around the tunnd until they entered the
inner courtyard. Wynn turned aside rather than head for the main hal. Nikolas quickened his step to
catch up as she walked around the courtyard.

“Doesthe captain know anything yet?’ Nikolas repeated.

“Why areyou asking me?’

“I can’'t ask Domin High-Tower, or the premin . . . or anyone else. They wouldn't talk to me. Do you
think the captain will find whoever did this. . . punish them, execute them?’



Wynn stopped. Clear hatred and hunger for vengeance surfaced under those shaky words. Shewas
aready certain the killer was undead, but Nikolas had sought her out for areason. If he harbored any
blame for an innocent, it had to be dispelled immediately.

Then again, she' d known vampireswho' d fooled her into believing they were morta—at least one or
two. Welstiel, Magiere’ sown half brother, fooled her for awhile, and asto the other that had once
tricked Wynn.. . .

But she aso remembered Rodian’ s warning not to meddlie—or from hn tdle—or er own perspective, not
to get caught doing so.

“If you know anything,” shesaid, “you must tell the captain.”

Nikolas quickly shook hishead. “I couldn’t, not him. Therearethingsin my past . . . But Jeremy and
Elias were easy to be with. They might ve laughed a some of what | told them, but not to make fun of
me”

He paused.

“I could tell you,” he said, “and you can tell the captain.”

Wynnwasalittlelost and redly not up to this. Nikolas spoke of something more than friendship that he
shared with two lost companions. Something out of the young man's own past was tangled in hisloss of
Jeremy and Elias.

“Tdl the captain what?’ she asked.

His eyes narrowed, and anger seeped back into hisvoice. “ Elias was courting amerchant’ s daughter
named Elvina”

“Courting? Wynn blinked. “When would he even find time?’

Nikolas shook his head again, dismissing the question. “Have you heard of Baron Adweard Twynam?
Only one generation noble, barely above acommoner, but his son Jason wants Elvina, too. Eight days
back Jason cornered Elias behind the sogp shop in the eastern digtrict . . . and threatened to kill him if he
didn’'t stay away from Elvina. Jason said no onewould missausdesslittle sage.”

Wynn exhded dowly. “Why didn’t Eliastdl the domins?’

“He d just made journeyor and was ill waiting for his assgnment. The dominswould' vetold him to stay
away from her. And who knows where they would' ve sent him to make sure of it.”

Nikolas was correct, though he still should' ve told someone about a death threat. But Wynn's own
conclusonswavered a bit concerning the deaths of Elias and Jeremy.

What if il’ Sdnke wasright? Was it possible they were killed for such an explainable reason, and not by
something out of memoriesthat still plagued her dreams? But it didn’t dl add up, if this Elvinawas
interested in aminor nobl€ s son with wed th and means. Sages generdly led augterelives, and only afew
found their way into some wedth. So why had Elvinagiven Elias any note?

And if this story was true, why had Jason even felt threatened, unless he was that petty and controlling?
“How could Elias afford to court thisgirl?” Wynn asked.

“He borrowed coin from Jeremy.”

Wynn was|losing patience. “ So how did Jeremy get the money?’

Nikolas sarted fidgeting again. “Hewasworking . . .”

Wynn folded her asamsand glared at him.

“. .. for amoneylender named Sdwyn Midton,” he mumbled. “1 went with him sometimes.”
Wynn letch ="3">Wy out huff. “Nikolas!”

“I' know, | know!” hewhined. “It'sagaingt guild rules, but the payment was so much. Eliaswas taking
Elvinato dl the best inns, and Jeremy wanted to help him. And Jeremy a so had his eye on afine set of
cdligraphy quillsthat he wanted before being sent off on assignment. He has—had—a good hand,
enough to have been a scribe. But after he took the job with Selwyn, we started learning things. Selwyn
didn’'t have acharter for moneylending, and he was charging ridiculousrates on illicit loans. But that
wasvtal of it....”

Wynn couldn’'t believe what she was hearing. How had this taken place with no one’ s knowledge?
High-Tower always seemed to learn everything about his charges. Or had he been so embroiled in the
hushed trandation work that he never even noticed?



“I couldn’t read dl of Selwyn’sciphers,” Nikolaswent on. “Buit | think Jeremy may have figured out
some of hisclients. He was very quiet acouple of times heading back to the guild, like he knew some of
them.”

Wynn dumped againgt the keep’'sside.

Most citizens seeking loans for business went through one of the few banks or chartered lenders under
the sanction of the ministry of commerce. But there were people—many others—who didn’'t have
collateral. Moneylending, legal or otherwise, was frowned upon, but it still took place in any mgjor city
for those who had no other recourse.

Sages should never beinvolved in anything so sordid.

Initiates and apprentices were forbidden involvement in private enterprise. Asde from masters, only
journeyorswere adlowed to do o, if whatever assgnment they were given was explicitly inalega
enterprise. It wasn't just about protecting them from exploitation. The guild couldn’t risk tainting its
reputation as a public inditution.

“What happened?’ Wynn demanded, not certain she wanted to know.

“Selwyn had a partner, Méhos Smythe,” Nikolas answered. “They lent only to desperate people who' d
never go to the authorities. But a caravan owner couldn’t pay back hisloan, let lonethe
interest—probably half the reason he couldn’t clear the debt. He confessed to the high advocate and
lodged alegd complaint. A judge ordered Sewyn to turn over al ledgers and entry keys necessary, but
Méthos was the one who handled the books. He vanished that night, taking the master ledgers with him.
Sawyn caled in Jeremy to make atered copiesin Méthos s handwriting . . . Jeremy was that good.”
“Oh, dead deities!” Wynn breathed.

She began rubbing her temples at a sudden throb in her head. A murdered sage had been paid for
forgery by anillegd moneylender. If thisever got out . . .

“Maybe Jeremy didn't fully understand at first,” Nikolas continued. “But he kept at it, even when he
started suspecting. | was scared of what might happen to him when the work was finished.”

“Y ou should' ve told someone!” Wynn exclaimed.

“I am telling someone!” His voice broke on asqueak. “They were my only friends, and | know the
dominswon'’t want anyone outside tn’ tone outo hear of this. But someone should pay. . . . | can't tdll the
captain, or anyone, because | can't lose my place here. | have nowhere lseto go.”

Wynn didn’t understand the last part. Perhaps, like hersdlf, Nikolas was an orphan. Pity for him, aswell
as confused second guesses, overwhelmed her. What had actually happened to Jeremy and Elias? Then
another question surfaced.

Among those ledger names, whom had Jeremy recognized and worried over? Who would an
overworked gpprentice sage even know, who needed money enough to go to the likes of Selwyn Midton
and Méthos Smythe?

Members of the guild came from dl regions, including other countries beyond Maourné and the Numan
Lands. With some of them far from home, their closest companions were aways others within the guild.
Wynn immediately thought of the sun crystal she had begged for.

Premin Sykion had demanded an explanation from i’ Sénke when she saw the guild’' s recent ledgers.
Wynn didn’t know how Premin Hawes, head of metaology, had reacted. Just how much had the sun
crysta cog, not just in money but in time and resources? The night Domin il’ Sdnke had come with the
crystd, he' d said something about “at least those | listed.” So how ese—and where else—had he
acquired what was needed?

There was no doubting il’ Sanke' s skill, but she' d pressed him to do something never tried before. . . as
quickly as possible. He' d agreed, and he was till working on the crystdl.

Wynn reached for Nikolas s shoulder to offer comfort but stopped herself.

“I'll spesk to the captain,” she said. “I’ll keep your name out, for now. But sooner or later thiswill come
to the attention of the domins. . . and the premins.”

Nikolas stared at hisfeet and didn’t answer. Wynn couldn’t bring hersdlf to dismiss him outright, no
matter how badly she wanted to disappear to her room.

“Comewithme” shesaid. “Well get someteain the common hall.”



Nikolaslooked up in surprise.
“It would do us both good,” she added hafheartedly.
AsNikolasfdl into step, Wynn glanced back through the gatehouse tunndl. But she caught no glimpse of
shimmering fur in the night beyond itsfar end.

Evening settled benesth alight patter of rain as Rodian sat at the square table that served as his desk.

Unlike that of Domin High-Tower, his office was smple and orderly. He paged through his noteswithin

his office at the barracks for the Shyldfé chesinsde Calm Sestt’ s second castle.

The wide grounds around thisfortress didn’t sport gardens. Instead itsinner bailey wasfilled with stables,
barracks, and housing available for officers. A full sanding army hadn’t been necessary for many years,
but Maourné s border cavary and regulars were still carefully maintained. This second castle of Cdm
Sestt was the heart of dl the military, with the exception of the Weardas—the * Sentinels.”

That smallest elite force protected the roya family and was housed within the last and grestest castle of
the sprawling city. Placed upon arise nearer the shore, it looked out over the open sea, the wide port of
Beranlémr Bay, and the peninsulaat the bay’ sfar side, home of the neighboring nation of the dwarves at

Dredhze Sesit.
The Weardas answered only to theroya family.

Rodian’ s position and relative young age drew envy among older members of the Shyldf&lches. Though

most officersin the regulars saw the city guard as a dead-end career, others recognized its advantages
beyond military life. Affluence could be gained in many ways, and so much the more within the ranks of

the Shyldféches.
But not haf as much as among the Weardas.

Someday Rodian would lead that force. If only the Blessed Trinity continued to cast itslessonsinto his

path, eevating his knowledge and wisdom.

Not long ago he' d resigned his commission in the regulars and immediately accepted alower rank in the
city guard under its previous captain, Balthild Wilkens. After that he rose quickly to first lieutenant by
numerous—and correct—arrests, with all the necessary evidence for clean convictions. He gained
notoriety in protecting his people and formed strong connections with other officersand afew nobles. He
took pride in both his service and his accomplishments.

Unlike his predecessor.

Captain Wilkens had married the niece of Lord Kregdlian, aclose confidante of the roya family. By
happenstance and some effort, Rodian discovered that Wilkens had set up house for aformer prostitute
in one of the city’ s mercantile digtricts. He visited her whenever possible, and perhaps abit more than he
did hisown wife, who lived in aremote fief. After one brief warning from Rodian, Wilkens announced his
early retirement. He recommended Rodian as his replacement.

No one eselearned of the ex-protitute, as Rodian believed in keeping hisword. To his knowledge she
remained well cared for by the former captain, but no such man belonged protecting the people's
wdfare.

Rodian felt no persona guilt or regret over histactics. He' d dready proven himsalf much more effective
than his predecessor. He didn’t gamble nor visit brothels. He didn’t indulge in drink, besides one mug of
aebut twicein amoon or aglass of wine at aforma dinner. Men who practiced complete abstinence
wererarely viewed as trustworthy, and appearances were everything.

But tonight histhoughts turned inward with concern.

Two young sages had been dead for nearly afull day, and he hadn’t gained asingle surelead. There

were only entanglements and the frustrating shroud surrounding the sages’ hidden project.
Anoil lantern burned brightly on the table, and he glanced out the window.
Night had come. He' d waited long enough for his appointment at Master & Seatt’ s scriptorium. Ashe
headed for his cloak hung upon the perfectly placed peg near the door, the image of aface pushed to the
forefront of hismind.
nt>ont 32\Wynn Hygeorht.
Her uncombed brown hair. Her wrinkled gray robes. The soft tone of her olive skin. Theway her eyes



pierced him asshe said, “It's your duty to solve these murders.”

Rodian didn’t notice pretty girls or women. He had a certain kind in mind for when it cametime to marry.
Face and form were not primary criteria. Virtue, socia position, possible wedlth, and most certainly
education mattered more for someone who would be hisaly for life. But no one had ever spoken to him
quite like that little journeyor sage returned from abroad. Criminas cursed him and peers whispered
behind his back, but Wynn Hygeorht’ s quiet scrutiny left him unsettied.

And she knew more of these murders than she said—as did iI’ Sanke. Perhaps she knew more than even
shewas aware of. Rodian would find out, as always. But as he opened the office door a shadow moved
inthe outer halway.

Rodian shifted back and his hand dropped to his sword’ s hilt.

The shadow came forward into the door frame, and lantern light illuminated the form of Pawl & Sesit.
“Apologies,” hesad. “I thought we had an interview thisevening.”

Rodian stepped farther back to let him enter. “Yes. . . but a your shop, | believe.”

“| thought to save you the inconvenience.”
Rodian wondered at this palite turn. He hadn’t forgotten the tail end of Imaret’ s story. Pawl & Seett had
gone looking for those two sages. The girl had seen him. And that night, Imaret had said, the scribe
master sent her away to rouse the constables.
“Sit,” Rodian said, not pressing the matter. He could dways vigit the scriptorium later.
He stepped around the table, took out his note journal, and sat as the scriptorium owner settled across
from him. He studied hisvisitor’ s face and found the man hard to read.

Black hair hung straight to & Seatt’ s shoulders. A few streaks of dark gray could be seen there.
Clean-shaven, his complexion was rather light, possibly from alife spent too much indoors, poring over
books and parchments. But Pawl a Seatt did well for himsdlf, by the cut of his charcoa suedejerkin. His
intense brown eyes were calmly watchful, though their mundane color seemed too vivid in the lantern
light.

Rodian aso considered the man’s name.

“A’ Seeit” might mean “from” or “of” the seatt—aname of aplace, likely referring to this city, rather than
any surname of Numan origin. Obvioudy taken by choice rather than heritage, it couldn’t bethe man’s
truefamily name.

“How well did you know Jeremy and Elias?’ Rodian began.

“| had seen them anumber of times. They were among those sdlected to deliver folios and return finished
work to the guild.”

“Last night how long were they in your shop before you sent them of f?”
dth="1ent 9ze="3">"A few moments a best.”

“Imaret said that you requested they come back with confirmation of the folio's safe ddlivery. Isthat
norma?’

Pawl a Seett’ s pause took no longer than ablink, but Rodian caught it nonetheless.

“Imaret told you this?’ the scribe master asked.

“Isit norma procedure?’

“At times. The guild pays uswell and has asked for utmost care.”

“What do you know of the project itself?’

“Nothing. Scribes are not concerned with content, only the perfection of thefina copy.”

“Can you read what is being copied?’

Thistime a Sestt paused so long that Rodian continued rather than give the man timeto think.

“I learned that trand ations are written in shorthand or some code created by the sages. Can you read it?’
“Yes,” Pawl answered, “though it is not acode or a shorthand. Most master scribes, in working with the
sages, develop some familiarity. But the Begaine syllabary is both complex and mutable. Again, we do
not concern ourselves with content. If you are asking what information the folio contained, | do not
know. And if | did, I would not tell you'. . . unless authorized by the guild or court-ordered to do so.”
Rodian leaned back. He d dready hit thiswall with Sykion and her cohorts. Asyet, he hadn’t found
enough connection between the deaths and the sages project to chalenge any roya backing for



secrecy—even with the sanction of the high advocate.
“Why did you go looking for the young men?’ he asked.
Pawl a Sestt’ s strange eyes blinked twice. Perhaps he wondered how Rodian aready knew he' d done
0.
“Too much time had passed,” & Sestt began. “They should have returned with confirmation. | grew
concerned and stepped out, hoping to see them coming back late. | did not, so | followed the assumed
path they would take. But when | passed the side street near my shop, | heard acry. | went to look and
heard more noise down the adley at the Side street’ send. | had just found the bodies when Imaret
gppeared. | immediately told her to runto thelocal constabulary station. | assume they notified you, since
you arrived shortly after.”
Rodian frowned. So Imaret had followed & Sestt into the alley and seen him with the bodies.
“Y ou saw nhothing,” Rodian asked, “and just came upon the bodies?’
“Ves”
“And the folio was gone?’
“Yes. .. no, not precisaly. | did not notice its absence until after Domin High-Tower’ sarrivd. | wastoo
shocked over what | had found.”
Rodian stalled for an instant—idtr an in“shocked” wasn't aword he would use to describe & Sesit’s
date that night.
“S0. .. you cannot verify that the folio was missing when you found the bodies.”
“I do not remember.”

Rodian stopped to jot down notes. Pawl a Sesatt’ s answers were precise, and thereby offered no more
than was necessary. Certain detailswere till missing. And for al the man’s concern over the safereturn
of afolio, Rodian found it hard to believe the scribe master hadn’t once looked for it inthe dley.
“You said Imaret came after you?’

Another pause followed, and adight crease appeared on a Sestt’ s forehead.

“Yes, though | had told her to stay insgde the shop.”

“An upsetting sight for the girl,” Rodian added, but a Sestt didn’t respond. “How isit that you have such
ayoung girl working so latein your shop?’

His tone was not accusatory, but he knew the words might bite with insnuation.
“Sheisgifted,” Pawl a Segit answered without reaction. “I wish to seethat gift nurtured.”
“Gifted? How?’

“She can recall any text she seeswith accuracy. Her hand is not yet refined but adequate—better than
any of her age and experience.”

Rodian saw new potentid in this. “ So she remembers everything she reads?”’

“No.”

“But you said—"

“Every piece of text she sees—not reads,” a Sestt clarified. “ She does not know the sages’ script. She
understands only contemporary Numanese and its common writing and the western Sumanese diaect.
But at aglance she can recall the pattern of half a page of strokes of any kind and render a clean copy.
Wheat she can read she recals with accuracy, but that does not include the Begaine syllabary.”
Unfortunate, but it might still be of use, and Rodian turned down a connected side path.
“Imaret obvioudy hasamixed heritage. | take it her parents paid for her gpprenticeship.”
Thistimeit was Pawl a Seatt who stared intently. “| fail to see what this hasto do with your
invedtigation.”

“Imaretisawitness,” Rodian countered, “though after thefact. | need basic information on dl involved.”
Pawl & Sestt' s eyes remained fixed and steady.

“Her father was a sergeant in the regulars, now retired. Her mother was an apothecary in Samau’ a
Gaulb, the capitd of il’ Dha ab Najuum, one of the nations of the Suman Empire. They offered tuition, but

it was not necessary.”
Rodian stopped scribbling in hisjournd. “ Unnecessary? Why?”
“Asl said, sheisgifted. | pay her adequately for—"



“You are training an apprentice for free?” Rodian asked. “And paying her for her training?’
“Captain,” d Seatt said dowly, “severa of my employeesare ill a my shop, but recent events have | eft
them shaken. If you have no more relevant questions, some of them must be escorted home.”
Rodian found this scribe shop owner troubling, one who took on an unusua apprentice without tuition
and yet hadn’t noticed amissing folio of importance sent off with two young sages. And again he
wondered why Pawl a Seatt had come al the way to the barracks rather than wait at his shop.
“Vidtsfrom the city guard are the fodder of rumor,” a Sestt said, asif catching Rodian’ s suspicion. “I
prefer this unfortunate business be kept asfar as possible from my staff and shop.”
Rodian had heard such excuses before, asif an interview with the captain of the city guard suggested a
taint of guilt. Sometimesit did. For now he could think of no further reason to detain this man.
“I regret any gossip,” Rodian offered, “but thekiller or killers must be caught. If ... when . . . | have
further questions, | will try to exercise discretion.”
Pawl & Seett looked dowly about the office, taking in its scant and orderly fixtures. Rodian thought he
saw the man nod dightly to himsdlf.
“Good hunting,” & Seatt said softly, and then rose and | ft.

Wynn stepped through the guild’ s main doors with Nikolas close behind. At panicked whispers, she
paused and spotted asmall cluster of initiates and apprenticesin the entryway. Nikolas' seyeswidened in
like confusion.

Journeyorswere scarce at the guild, as most were off on assignments, but neither did Wynn note any
domins nearby. After supper initiates were supposed to be in their quartersif not in the common hall.
“What' sgoing on?’ she asked.

Two apprentices turned eyes on her. Asthey shifted aside Wynn saw Miriam, astocky apprentice with a
cloak draped over her gray robe. Another cloaked apprentice shivered beside her asif they’ d both just
comeinfrom outsde.

“Oh, Wynn,” Miriam said, asif glad to see someone—anyone—of higher rank. “Domin High-Tower sent
usto Master Shilwise' s scriptorium to retrieve today’ sfolio . . . and Master Shilwisewouldn't giveit to
us He said thefolio wastoo intricate, and his scribes hadn’t finished. He wouldn't turn over unfinished
work.”

Wynn was stunned. Nothing sent by the guild was ever to remain overnight. That much, if nothing else,
was wdl-known concerning the trand ation project.

“What about the drafts?’ she said.

Miriam shook her head. “He said they would finish firgt thing in the morning, and he kept the wholefalio.
He shooed us out and locked up his shop! What is Domin High-Tower
Wynn rubbed her head again, a persistent ache now growing. First Nikolas s belated confession and
now this?

She' d never heard of even onefolio left out overnight. The domins and masters sent out only one per day
to any of the five most reputabl e scriptoriums. They seemed paranoid about too many pieces of the texts
in the same outside hands or beyond their control for too long. And no one scriptorium should grow
entirely dependent upon the trand ation project—which would end at some point—and thereby build a
stronger relationship with the guild than the others had.

Domin High-Tower handled dl the arrangements and had madeit clear to dl that folio contents ddlivered
in the morning must be returned with the final scribed versionsthat evening. What was Master Shilwise
thinking?

“I can't tell Domin High-Tower!” Miriam nearly wailed. “He |l be so angry. HE |l blame me.”

“No, hewon't,” Wynn said, but her words did nothing to camthe girl. “Very wel, I'll inform him.”
“You?' Miriam sniffed, wild rdlief filling her eyes.

High-Tower was dready displeased with Wynn. Aside from the usual, he hadn’t cared for finding her
unsupervised in the company of Captain Rodian.

“Yes” Wynn answered wearily. “Now, you two take off your cloaks. Nikolas, take them to the common
hall and get sometea”



Without waiting for areply, she headed off for the north tower.
When shefindly climbed the curving stairwell to the third floor and approached High-Tower’ s study, the
heavy door was shut tight. He did this only when he preferred not to be disturbed. Wynn grasped the
iron handle anyway.
Muffled voices rose beyond the door.

She didn’t want to disturb whatever was going on insde, but if she waited the domin would be even
angrier a not being told straight off. She' d barely raised a clenched hand to knock when someoneinside
haf shouted—in Dwarvish.

High-Tower’ s home was Dhredze Sestt, the dwarven city across the bay on the mountain peninsula. The
journey was't long, but she' d never known him to have visitors from home before. And whatever she'd

heard passed too quickly for her to trandate.
Wynn stood in indecision. She couldn’t leave, but she shouldn’t stay and listen either.
“Youwill stop!” someone roared from insgde—or so Wynn thought. And the voice had astrange quality,

like gravel being crushed under a heavy boot.
She read Dwarvish quite well, but their written terms didn’t change as much astheir spoken words.
Unlike Elvish, even the old didect of the an’ Crdan, pronunciation of Dwarvish mutated over generations.
Y et the dwarves never fatered in understanding one another. When she was ayoung girl, Wynn'stutor in
the language had been High-Tower. She' d enjoyed attempting conversation with him, much ashe
smirked &t her diction.

“Itisnot within my power!” High-Tower shouted back. “ And unfair of you to ask.”
“Sages—such foolish scribblerd” thefirgt voice declared. *Y ou will exhume our ruin!”
“Knowledgeis not the enemy,” High-Tower shot back. “ And trandation will continue.”

“Then you risk betraying your own, to shame and remorse,” athird voice shouted, “if you let others

know what you find.”

Wynn wasn't certain she understood it al correctly, but it was the best she could make out. And that
new voice was so much different from the other. More somber and reserved than thefirst, though equaly
passonate, it held asirange warning. The first voice demanded that High-Tower put astop to trandating

the ancient texts, but the other one seemed less resistant, so long as what the sages learned was shared

withonly . .. whom?
Footsteps pounded toward the door’ sfar side.
Wynn scurried down around the stairwell’ s bend. She heard the door jerk open and held her breath as
she peeked carefully around the inner wall’ srising arc.
A dwarf stood in the open doorway, head turned as he looked back into High-Tower’ s study. Wynn
caught only hisprofile.
Wide features, with adim undertone of gray, were deeply lined aswell asflushed in rage. Hewasold,
though he stood strong and tall, at least astall as Wynn but over three times her bulk. At best guesshe
had to be well over ahundred years old, as dwarves often made it past two hundred.
He swallowed hard, trapping anger down. And hisattirewas . . . sunning—like that of no dwarf she'd
ever seen.
Over char-gray breeches and awool shirt he wore an oily black hauberk of leather scales. Each scale's
tip was sheathed in findy engraved stedl, and two war daggers tucked dantwisein histhick belt had
black sheethswith fixtures to match.

Then another face appeared over his shoulder. Armed and armored like the first, this dwarf had hair of a
reddish hue and he was clean-shaven. Something about his face looked familiar to Wynn, though she
knew she' d never seen either of these two before.

Asthe second visitor came up, thefirst turned back toward the stairwell.

Wynn ducked away, but not before she glimpsed something more.

They both wore thorhks.
Those heavy, open-ended sted circlets rested upon the collars of their scaled hauberks. Each end knob
flanged to aflat surface that bore an intricately etched symbol. Wynn couldn’t make it out from a
distance, but she couldn’t help remembering a thorhk of ruddy metal given to Magiere by the



Chein’é&s—when Magiere and Lees| had visited “the Burning Ones’ on the last run to find the orb.
Magiere s open-ended circlet wasn't the same in make as what the dwarveswore. But it had been close
enough that “ thérhk” was the only term by which Wynn could describe her absent frnother absiend's
device.

Thorhks were gifted only to thanae those among the dwarves most revered for their accomplishments.
They were dso worn by the leaders of the tribes and sometimes clans, and afew others of socia status.
These two dressed like warriors, but skillsin battle weren't al that the dwarves found virtuous. And most
warrior thanaetook service by their own choice, siwearing no allegiances and serving wherever they saw
need.

Wynn heard the sudy door dam shut.

She held her place for afew shaky breaths and then peered around the stairwell’ s turn. No one stood
upon the landing, though she heard voices again inside High-Tower’ s study. The three spoke too softly,
S0 she crept up the stairs, crouching low near the narrow space between the floor and door to listen.
“The war happened!” High-Tower growled in Dwarvish. “You know it . . . we know it. But now we
have the meansto proveit. And something that—"

“Youwill not findit in thoserotted texts” the gravel voiceroared. “All you will find isruin and—"
“And the shame of the Hassag' kreigi 7 High-Tower finished.

A moment of silence followed, but Wynn was dready lost in confusion.

She couldn’'t make out that final word. Was it some kind of name or a dwarven clan or tribe? She
struggled to think of root words from which it had been formed.

Theroot chas san, if sherecalled correctly, meant “passage,” and hassag sounded likeaverba nounin
the vocative. Something about “ passages’—no, someone making passage or using a passage—a
“walker”? And chregh—" stone’—she knew well enough. In the vocative plura it might be pronounced
kreigi.

“Stonewakers?” Wynn whispered.

Then sheflinched a her own voice, but no one inside seemed to have noticed.

“Even some of our own people are sick of your secretive ways,” High-Tower growled, “ especidly the
rare few who gill know the myth of Baalde Seett.”

“Watch your tongue, brother!” the younger voice countered. “ ThalGhearag was no myth!”
Wynn's eyes popped wide. High-Tower had ayounger brother? That was why the younger visitor had
looked strangdy familiar.

“Spare me your misguided faith!” the domin answered. “ And don't speak to me again of that thing. | do
not share your belief. | do not accept you or it. Y ou do not even know that false abomination’s real name
... and no one should, if he ever existed!”

“I believe,” the same voice answered.

“Faith that deniesfact isfanaticism,” High-Tower spit back. “Not faith a al, when it triesto hide from
truth. I will find truth. If you have no sscomach for it go back to praying in your crypts.”

Dead slencetrailed on. Wynn findly rose to her knees, leaning an n s, leaniear close to the door.

“| said get out!” High-Tower shouted.

Wynn recoiled in panic. With no timeto gain her feet, she scrambled down the stairson al fours. One
hand dipped and she tumbled over.

Wynn flopped and did dong the stairwel’ s downward curve until her trailing knee smacked a step. She
yelped before she could stop hersdlf, and her back hit the outer wall. Finally at astop, sherolled to sit up
and dropped another step. Her rump hit stone as she grabbed her aching knee. Panic-stricken, she bit
her lip and stared up the flight of steps, waiting to be caught.

No one came down. She never even heard the study door open. And another tense moment passed.
Wynn findly found the courage to rise and limp upward, but not as quietly as she wanted. She paused,
listening at the study’ s door, but heard no voices.

“Yes?" High-Tower growled from within. “Well, comein or be off.”
With everything €l se she' d done to lower the domin’ s opinion of her, the last thing she needed wasto be
caught snooping about. She gently gripped the handle and dowly opened the door.



Domin High-Tower sat behind his desk, scribbling on a scrap of paper, asif merdly a work. But his
rough features were flushed, and perspiration glistened upon his brow beneeth the wiry tufts of his
gray-streaked reddish hair.

Domin High-Tower was done.

Wynn |ooked about the room. Where had the other two gone?

The only way out of the room was the door. Even so, no one had come down, and the other way led up
to the tower’ s next level—which was the top. Had they dipped out, and gone up, and she hadn’t heard
them? But why and to where?

She stepped in, still uncertain if she' d been overheard outside.

It was uncommon for High-Tower’ s peopleto join the Guild of Sagecraft—and some even considered it
an unworthy choice. Hewasthe only dwarf among sages that she' d ever known. High-Tower never
spoke of this, but Wynn guessed he had suffered over the decision of his chosen path. Hefinally looked
up and let out agrowling Sgh.

“Wdl, what isit?’ he asked.

Perhaps he' d been so caught up in arguing with hisvigtorsthat he hadn’'t heard her outside.
“Newsthat couldn’'t wait,” she answered quickly. “Today’ sfolio wasn't returned. Master Shilwise's
scribes didn’t finish, and he refused to turn over work to our messengers. . . he kept the drafts aswell.”
High-Tower stood up. “What?’

“Thereisnothing you can do,” Wynn said, but he was aready rushing for acloak thrown over the spare
chair. “The shop has been closed and locked for the night.”

“Closed?’ High-Tower’ sblack pellet eyes widened ashe set hisjaw.

Wynn had no wish to upset him more than he aready was. Neither did she care to be the only target
avalablefor hisire,

“All the scribes have gone home,” she added quickly. “But the drafts should be safe for one night. Master
Shilwise' sshop isin agood neighborhood.”

High-Tower’ s gaze drifted—not to the stairs or the door, nor did it wander about the room. It fixed upon
the study’ s northwest sde, and Wynn followed it.

Through one deep-set window, she saw the keep's northwest wall. But upon a second check she found
High-Tower wasn't looking out the window. He was staring at the study’ s curved wall to theleft of it—in
adirect linewith that outer wall.

“Foolsand fanatics!” he hissed to himsdlf.

He seemed to cometo his senses, glancing a Wynn. His voice rumbled like adistant sea storm closing
upon the city.

“Thisisthelast work Shilwisewill ever seefromud | must tel Sykion.”

High-Tower headed for the study’ s open door, sdling Sdewaysto get through it, and Wynn felt his
heavy steps through the floor stones. Shewas logt in her own jumbled thoughts as the domin vanished
down the curving airs.

ThallUhearag . . . Hassig' kreigi . . . Baaldle Sestt . . .

That last was amyth that the world had forgotten, though Wynn knew better.

During travelsin the Elven Territories, Magiere had seen the distant memories of Most Aged Father,
reaching al the way back to the“mythica” war. The Enemy’ sforces had laid Segeto adwarven
stronghold called Baad e Seatt. Both sides had perished, though no one then ever learned what
happened there. The placeitself was forgotten as much as any of the Forgotten History.

But within the domin’ s chamber had been two who knew it. And what of those other Dwarvish terms?
Wynn studied the wall to the window’ sleft, whispering again, “ Stonewalkers?’
Where had High-Tower’ stwo visitors gone?

Chane Andraso woke from dormancy with astart. Dusk had fallen, and he had not even stirred at the
eighth bell marking the end of the day. He should gather his cloak and head fast for the Gild and Ink, the
scribe shop of one Master Shilwise.

It had not taken him long to map out the pattern of the scriptoriums being utilized. The guild had hired five



shops and rotated them on the same daily basis. the Upright Quiill, the Gild and Ink, the Inkwell, the
Feather & Parchment, and Four Scribesin House. But ashe sat up in his shabby bed, hismind il
lingered on the previous night.
He had seen Wynn for thefirgt timein well over ayear.
His existence had once been so intricately connected with hersthat he knew every line of her face. Back
in Bela, when she had joined the journey of Magiere, Leesi|="6giere, , and Chap, Chane had reluctantly
accepted akind of servitude to aNoble Dead named Welstied—Magiere’ s haf brother. And the two of
them had secretly followed Wynn and her companions across entire countries, seacoasts, and mountain
ranges, al in search of Welstid’ s coveted “orb.” But in the end, only Magiere could find and retrieveit.
And Wetie lost his head in theice-trapped castle of the Pock Peaks, hisbody dropped into the misted
depths of amolten fissure.
But Chane survived.

Running a hand across hisface, herose, looking about the faded walls of hissmall attic room.
When he had first arrived in Calm Seatt, with little money, he had taken the chegpest accommodation he
could find. It was arun-down inn caled Nattie' s House on the outskirts of the city’ s poorest sector,
which the locas had dubbed “the Graylands Empire.” Over time he had acquired coinsfrom his prey and
could have afforded better lodgings, but he did not care enough to make the effort. Remaining in this
obscure, little-noticed shambles suited his needs.

Chane went to crouch before his belongings, dl piled in the corner where the celling rafters danted down
to the streetside eaves. He reached for the nearest of two packs, opened it, and removed an aged tin
scroll case. With thisin hand he closed his eyes, drifting back to the night Welstidl had taken his*“second
desth.” The same night Chane had waked away from Wynn in the library of theice-bound castle.
He hated dwelling on the padt, but it was not the firgt time or even the hundredth that his thoughts dipped
to eventsthat led him down this current path. . . .

When he had left Wynn in thelibrary of that castle, which housed one ancient undead, he had stumbled
out done onto the snowy plain.

Freefor thefirgt timein his undead existence, he had no place to go. In that moment he had no future, no
Wynn, and no fantasies of existing in her world. She did not deserve amonster driven by lust for the hunt
and the euphoria of akill. The need to survive, to feed, was the only thing that kept him moving.
Wandering to escape the lifeless Pock Peaks, he drifted dowly west.

Belawas the place where his existence as a Noble Dead had begun—and where he had met Wynn and
her sagesfor thefirst time.

Part of him believed she would leave Magiere and return there, to the newly established branch of her
guild. She belonged there, and eventualy she would redlize this. Even as Chane crossed the Belaskian
border, ill far from the king' s city, he knew he should not try to touch even that small part of her world.
But with each step across the homeland of hisliving days, Chane’ s mind dipped backward, desperate to
erase hispast and live only asasage. . . .

Among books and parchments, acold lamp’s crysta lighting the dark, with one companion of choice. . .
Impossible—for he was undead, and the beast inside him would never deep.

When hefindly reached Bela, he stayed clear of the old barracks given to the sages. Instead he took a
room in adingy littleinn beyond the city’ s outermost wall. He ill had dl of Welstiel’ s possessons and
his own, aswell asthe books he hethe boohad saved from the monastery, where Welstid had killed and
raised healer-monks as feral undead. Chane aso had the scroll case, the only thing he had taken from the
ice-bound castle.

And every time he held it, apart of him wished it had been Wynn he had taken from that place.

He tucked the scroll case from sight, distracting himself with other things.

Weddtid’ s belongings and books baffled him, for that arrogant undead had been more than Noble Dead.
He had been a skilled conjurer, better than Chane in many ways, though the man preferred artificing over
Chan€e suse of ritud and scant pdlls. Welstid’ sjournas were written mostly in Numanese—\Wynn's
native tongue—and took much timeto read. Chane was functiona in speaking the language, dueto
Wedtid’ stutoring, but not in reading it.



Welstid’ s arcane objects, from the steel hoop that conjured heat within its metd, to the metd rods, the
life-conjuring cup, and a strange box of vials, were as unfathomabl e as the man’ stwo arcane texts. Aside
from scattered notes, those latter handwritten volumes were filled with esoteric symbols and characters
thet likely Welstiel had developed himsdlf.

That wasthe way of all mages, whatever they practiced. Breaching the persona symbol systems of
another mage, born from hisfathoming of magic, could takelong, if it were possible a al. And even with
pieces that Chane worked hard to understand, after only afew moons he found himsdlf holding the
ancient scroll case once again.

It represented his one remaining connection to Wynn. And one he could not push aside.
Thefirg time he pulled off its pitted pewter cap, carefully diding its contents out, the scroll was hard and
brittle. Made from asheet of thin hide, it wastoo pae even in agefor any livestock animal. And he could
not unroll it without risk of bresking and crumbling.

Chane had much to do before he could glimpse what it held.

He spent evenings skulking around Bela after dusk before all shops had closed. He needed to know how
to restore age-hardened | eather to aflexible state without destroying whatever was marked upon it.
Consulting leasther-workers on the pretense of refurbishing an old vest, helearned to make a cold-filtered
mixture of linseed oil and white vinegar. Then he sought scribes and others familiar with inkswho could
tell him if the solution would affect anything written. One night, back in hisroom, he took acamd hair
brush and ddlicately applied the mixturefor thefirst time.

The scroll’ stightly curved outer surface darkened suddenly.

Chanefroze, fearing he' d ruined the ancient relic. But asthe solution dried, the thin leather returned to its
pale aged color. Caution took hold nonetheless.

He applied the restoration solution only once per day, just before dawn but keeping it in adark, cool
corner. He gently tested the scroll’ sflexibility at each dusk when he rose from dormancy. Twenty-seven
nights passed before the scroll lay perfectly flat, but it was on the seventeenth night that Chane had caught
hisfirg glimpse of its content—or lack of it.

Thtot Sze=etop end of the scroll’ sinner surface was nearly black, asif wholly coveredinink that had
St centuries ago.

Chane dumped in astonishment, and he almost took the scroll and tossed it in the inn’ s front hearth.
Instead he opened the small room’ s one window, sick of the solution’s stench, and stalked out for the
night.

When he returned before dawn, senses enlivened by afresn kill, he didn’t bother testing the scroll’s
flexibility. He shut the window, covered the panes with a moth-eaten blanket againgt the coming sun, and
stretched out upon the straw mattress.

A faint odor tickled hisnose. Not vinegar and linseed ail, but something else just benegth that.
Chane sat up.

With fresh lifefilling him, hisskin prickled lightly at dawn’ s gpproach. He heard someone out intheinn's
front room dump alog on the hearth. Chane drew air deeply through his nose.

He got up and went to the stool he used for aworktable, carefully lifting the scroll.

He d never before noticed the scent beneath the solution’s pungent odor. Or perhaps the solution,
permesting and softening the hide sheet, had revitalized something else. With theroom’sair cleared and
his senses opened fully, helifted the scroll, sniffing its black coating repeatedly.

At first he could not place the thin trace, but it sparked amemory.

In that lost mountain monastery of the healer-monks, called the Servants of Compassion, he had fought
with Wegtid and bitten into his undead companion’sleg. AsWelstid’ s black fluids seeped through his
breeches, Chane' s mouth filled with ataste like rancid linseed oil, and he smelled it aswall. . . .

That same odor rose faintly from the scroll’ s blackened surface.

There had been worn and jumbled writings on the ice-crusted castle€ swalls, made with the fluids of an
undead. The same scent had lingered thinly around the writing.

Urgency made Chane' s hands shudder, until the scroll quivered dightly beneath hisfingertips. He
recognized the scent, not from theink coating itself, but from something hidden benegth that blackness.



Chane smdled ahint of rancid linseed ail.
A Noble Dead had written on the leather scroll inits own fluids or another’ s—and then blotted it out with
painted ink. But then why had the scroll been kept for so long?
And how would he ever find out, with no way to read beneath the coating?

Chane couldn’t reason away to remove the ink without fear of damaging what lay benesth. So he smply
continued with his paingtaking restoration until the twenty-seventh night, when the scroll lay completely
flat, restored to full pliancy.

He had never been done before—or perhaps not lonely. The scroll’ s content, blocked from him, much
as he was blocked from Wynn' s world, began to conjure renewed thoughts of her.

For aquarter moon he lurked outside the old barracks. All he wanted was one glimpse of Wynn, though
he still did not know if he should—could—face her again. But she never gppeared. Chane saw Domin
Tilswith severa times, but he could not reved his presence to Wynn's old magter. Tilswith also knew
what hewas. Finally, one evening he could stand the ignorance no longer.

A girl inagray robe like Wynn' s ventured out of the barracks worn door with empty milk bottles
bundled clumsily in her arms. And Chane stepped from the shadows.

Hedid not often spesk, hating the sound of his own voice. During his pursuit of Magiere she had once
beheaded him in the forests of Apudasat. Welstid managed to bring him back through some arcane
method, but Chane' s voice had never healed.

In his brushed cloak and polished boots, he looked again like ayoung affluent gentleman. But still, the girl
amost dropped her bottlesin surprise.

“I amlooking for news of an old friend,” he rasped. “Do you know where | might find Wynn Hygeorht?’
Thegirl’s brow wrinkled at Chane’ s maimed voice, but then smoothed as her eyeswidened in
understanding. Though hetook no pridein it, he was aware of how histal form and handsome face
affected some women. She spoke Belaskian with a Numanese accent.

“Journeyor Hygeorht? I’ m sorry, but sheisno longer with us. When she returned with old texts
recovered from an abandoned fortification, Domin Tilswith gave her the duty of carrying them back to the
home branch in Mdourné. Sheisgone.”

Chane stepped back.

The apprentice looked a him with more interest, perhaps even compassion.

“Y ou could writeto her,” the girl offered, “though aletter would take along while to reach Cam Sestt.
We do send regular correspondence on the eve of the new moons. | could include yours, if you like.”
He nodded, still backing away, asif the ground began dipping from under hisfest.
“Yes...thank you. | will consder that.”

Wynn was gone, left for home across the ocean to another continent—another world.

Chane ambled listlessly through Bela' s night streets, paying no heed to where he walked. He found
himself at the waterfront, standing before the great warehouses and docks. And he stared out over the
bay’ s night water sparked by a star-gpeckled sky. The only other light came from sparse lanterns hanging
along the double-deck piers or on ships out in the wide harbor.

Thiswas where Wynn had boarded and |eft for the Numan lands, long gone from any chanceto catch
onelast glimpseof her. . ..

“Sir, will you be wanting teatonight?’

At the voice, Chanewasjerked from hisreverie in hisroom in Calm Sestt. He stepped over and cracked
the door.

The corng e="3">Tpulent innkeeper, who he assumed was Nattie, stood outside. In the Crown Range
north of the Farlands, Chane had picked up the habit of drinking tea. And only recently had he begun
going out at dusk to track thefolios. The innkeeper sometimes still checked in on him. He dways paid his
bill in advance, and the grease-stained owner treated him with decent manners, following arequest not to
knock during the day.

“No, thank you, not tonight,” Chane said, and closed the door.

Timewas dipping away, and he had dready wasted too much reliving events he could not change. He
grabbed his cloak, sword, and packs, then locked the door and |eft the inn.



No one addressed him as he walked quickly through the darkening streets. Wearing along wool cloak,
he was nondescript. A few drunkards eyed him asthey sstumbled from atavern, but they stayed well out
of hisway. He headed toward the better-lit and -maintained eastern merchant district.

He knew the location of the Gild and Ink, but cursed himsdf for not leaving the inn sooner. It was along
way off, even if he wasted energy bolting aong back aleys. Any messenger sages may have dready
come and gone with tonight’ sfolio. Y et he had to be certain, and walked quickly until approaching the
correct street.

Rounding a corner, he dipped in benegth the eaves’ shadows as he approached the scriptorium. The
entire street was empty—no lightsin the shops he passed, and he heard no voices—and he silently
cursed himsdlf again. Then he stopped one shop away, looking at the front of the Gild and I1nk.
Chane dowly stepped forward to the scribe shop’ s corner.

All itswindows were dark, like the other shops along the street, but the front door . . .
Shattered wood shards lay across the cobblestones before the Gild and Ink. In place of the door was
only adark opening into the shop. No scribes, no sages, the shop closed for the night, and someone had
brokenin. ..

Chane glanced at the door’ sremains. No, not in—someone had broken out.

He crept closer to seeingde, but then voices reached him from down the street. Had someone seen this
and caled for constables? He could not be seen here, especidly not now.

Frustrated, wildly wishing to enter the shop and see what had happened, Chane dipped into the
shadows, moving quickly away.



CHAPTER 5
R odian woke the next morning to knocking on his chamber door, adjacent to his office.

His needs were few—abed, abasin to wash in, amirror for grooming, and achest for extraclothes.
After spending long hours at each day’ s end filling out reports and updating log entries, hefdt it best to
have his persona space close a hand. He' d chosen an office with an empty adjoining room to convert

for personal space.
Rodian sat up quickly, ingtantly aert. No one knocked this early but Garrogh, and not without agood
reason.
Snowbird dowed for atottering beggar crossing the road, and Rodian started from remembrance. He
found himsdf in what thelocas called the Graylands Empire.

Dull and worn buildings stretched beyond sight, many with shutters hung at broken angles. Dogs and
unwashed children ran about, and mogt of the Street lanterns showed decay and rugt, their glass either
lost or shattered long ago.

Rodian disliked this shabby sector, but duty often called him here. Through the generosity of Areskynna,

civil ministers had set up charitiesfor the dangeroudy poor. All cities had their digtricts of low-end
busi nesses run by those who hoped to move up in the world. Unfortunately, such were patronized only
by other unfortunates. Many shopkeepers here couldn’t make enough even for nailsto fix their shutters.
Of those who could, some smply didn’t bother.
Rodian refused to pity thelatter, those who wouldn't help themselves.

He glanced at the paper dip to double-check the address. Selwyn Midton’ s shop—the Plum

Parchment—was listed as offering “ clerica services” He turned Snowhbird left down a street of decrepit
shops and one tavern. He had to place a hand across his face as the scent of burning meat mixed with the

gench of refuseinasdedley.

Smoke-stained people milled about in the streets as they went their way, seeking ameager living.
Although he passed numerous pony- and hand-drawn carts, he was the only one on horseback.
Rather than aswinging sgn, The Plum Parchment was painted across afaded door. Rodian pulled
Snowhbird to astop, and as he dipped from her saddle he patted her gently on the neck.
Perhaps there was athird time he' d broken the law.

On an evening less than half amoon after the inquest, ayoung white horse had been delivered to the
military barracks. She was exquisite, agift of thanks from the duchess, but as captain of the city guard
Rodian shouldn’t have accepted. He kept silent when comrades asked about this high-bred horse he

named Snowhbird, but likely dl knew where she' d come from.
The Plum Parchment’ s shutters were intact but tightly closed. Rodian tried the front door’ s latch and
found it locked. When he thought of Wynn's story of Jeremy, he couldn’t picture ayoung sage coming
anywhere near this place.
“Been gonefor two days,” someone croaked.
An old woman with no teeth shuffled up from the dirty street. Her thinned hair stuck out from beneath an
age-ydlowed mudin scaf.
“You are certain?’ he asked.
She nodded, her loose-skinned jowlsjiggling. “We heard he was caled to the court. Serve’im right,
leech thet heis”
Moneylenders were dways hated, even when legitimately chartered. Rodian couldn’t fathom why people
with little coin would borrow more at high interest. He dug in his pouch, looking for a copper penny, but
with only silver he handed oneto her.
“If he comesback, | wasn't hereig | wasne.”
The old woman scoffed, but pocketed the coin as she shuffled on.
Rodian mounted and headed northwest. Strangedly, Selwyn Midton’s home was agood distance from his
shop and the Graylands Empire. And he hadn’t been to work in two days.
Eventually Rodian entered aresidential sector where the main businesses consisted of food carts,
eateries, or bread and vegetable stalls—all the things sought on adaily basis near homes. He was



surrounded by small, modest houses, but al well kept, asif the inhabitants took pride in their
neighborhood. The farther west he traveled, the larger the domiciles became, until he pulled up Snowbird
before atwo-story stone house crafted in the cottage style, with awrought-iron fence acrossits front. He
double-checked the address as he dismounted.
How could a Graylands Empire moneylender afford a home like this? Such parasites fared better than
those they fed upon—~but not this much better.
A young woman in adightly stained gpron came around the house' s side carrying two large ceramic milk
bottles. As shetried to shift both to one arm, Rodian pulled the gate open for her.
“Thank you, Sr.”
Hewaited until she placed the emptiesin her cart and moved on before he stepped through the gate.
“Snowbird, come,” he called.
Shefollowed himin, pressing her noseinto hisface. He steered her aside off the front walkway.
“Stay.”
He closed the gate and approached the house.

A fine brass knocker hung upon a stout mahogany door. He grew more uncertain that thiswasthe
correct home—Salwyn Midton might have given the court afalse address. He clacked the knocker, and
moments later the door opened. He found himsdlf facing the least attractive proper lady he' d ever seen.
Tdl ashimsdf, shewas neither plump nor thin, but rather blockish from her neck to her hips. A
two-finger-width nose hung over amouth no more than adash above her chin. Her skin was sallow, and
her hair, once dark, was prematurely harsh gray. Even worse, some unfortunate lady’ s maid had tried to
dress those tresses upon her head. The result was amass of braids like coils of weather-bleached rope.
However, shewore awell-tailored velvet dress of chocolate brown. Smal rubies dangled from her
thumblike earlobes. And she peered at him through small, hard eyes.

Rodian redlized that hisrevulsion had lessto do with her gppearance than the cold dispassion she
emanated.

“Yes? shesad, and her hollow voice left him chilled.

“Matron Midton?’

“Ves”

He had the right house.

“Captain Rodian of the Shyldféchiv he Shyles. I’ ve come to spesk with your husband.”

“WW?’

He thought the mention of hisdivison might melt her ice with alittle concern, but she remained
unimpressed.
“It'samatter of city busness,” hereturned. “Ishe at home?’
The smple annoyance on her face told him thiswoman knew nothing of her husband' s court summons.
She stepped back and grudgingly let himin.

The foyer was tastefully arranged with athick, dark rug and amahogany cloak stand. Squedls of laughter
rolled down the hall asfour children raced out of what appeared to be asitting room—three girlsand a
smdl boy, al well dressed. They stopped, struck dumb at the sight of him.

Rodian remembered his cloak was open when one of the girls stared at his sword.

“Go back and finish your game,” their mother said, shooing them down the hdl, but she stopped at a
closed door and knocked loudly. “Selwyn . . . acaptain from the city guard to see you.”

Barely ablink later the door jerked inward.

A handsome man holding a brandy snifter leaned out with wild eyes—not at al what Rodian expected.
He' d met moneylenders before, and the ones at the bottom of society al tended to be small, spectacled,
shifty, and wheezy.

Salwyn Midton wastal and dender, with peach-tinted skin and silky blond hair. He wore black breeches
and aloose white shirt. He recovered himsdf quickly and smiled & hiswife.

“Thank you, dear. Please comein, Captain. Has there been a neighborhood burglary?’

Rodian advanced, backed him into the study, and shut the door. Then awide-eyed Sdwyn Midton
quickly turned on him.



“I have one more day!” he hissed in alow voice. “ The advocate dready checked that I’ ll make my court
date. He doesn't need to threaten me again!”

Hislight brown eyes were bloodshot, and his breath reeked of brandy.

“Why have you been away from work for two days?’ Rodian asked.

“Why havel . ..?" Hiseyescleared dightly. “Y ou went to my shop?’
Rodian gestured at the polished maple desk resting on an indigo Suman carpet. “Hardly afitting place of

business for someone who lives here.”
Midton backed around his desk and settled in his damask chair.

“I’ve been preparing documents for my court appearance. What ashamethat our legal system puts so
much effort into persecuting me. All | do is provide much-needed service to people the bankswon't even
Speak to.”

“Service?’ Rodian repeated.

“Who e, if not me, givesthem enough cointo improvetheir lives?’

Rodian took abregth through his teeth. The only shame would beif this hypocrite were found innocent
tomorrow, and that wasn't likely. There was no charter on record alowing the Plum Parchment to
engage in moneylending. But regarding Rodian’ s visit, there was aso no clear proof that Selwyn Midton
had a hand in the death of two young sages.

Rodian redlized he wanted Midton to be guilty of that crime aswdll.

It was possible that, to keep Jeremy silent, Midton had killed the young sage and his companion, and
then taken the folio to make it look like a theft. Perhaps the break-in at Master Shilwise' s scriptorium
was unrelated. Stranger coincidences had happened. At the moment it even seemed more likely than
Wynn's mention of aminor noble€' s son making thresats.

Rodian wanted to solve these murders today, and sending this parasite to the gallows would be so much
the better. But he checked himself. Such a course went against duty, let alone reason, and hence hisfaith.
“When you say ‘ preparing documents,”” he began, * have you been waiting for ayoung sage named
Jeremy Elanqui?”’

Midton’s mouth went dack. “| beg your pardon?’

“Hewas hdping you dter your ledgers.”

“If that boy’ sbeentdling lies, I'll raise chargeson the guild!”

Rodian focused intently on Midton’ sfacein this crucia moment. “Jeremy can't tell lies. He was murdered
two nightsago.”

Midton dropped the brandy snifter.

It hit the carpet and rolled under the desk, likely spreading brandy al over that expensive carpet. But
Rodian sank—no, fell—into sudden disgppointment.

Midton’s bloodshot eyes widened in complete shock; then shock faded, replaced by fear.
“Dead?But that'snot . . .” Midton began. “Y ou cannot think . . . | had nothing to do with it!”
“Where were you the night before last?’

Midton bresthed in harshly. He couldn’t seem to get out aword until he jumped to hisfeet.

“| was here, at home. My wife, children, our cook, they can dl verify | never left the house.”

The cook’ stestimony would bear the most weight, more than awife or child's. Then again, Sewyn
Midton could' ve easily hired someone elseto do the killing. In fact, that wasfar morelikdly, if sucha
specia poison had been used. For what would this coin gouger know of handling dangerous
concoctions?

And yet, how would he even know whereto find the rare individua who did?

Rodian had questioned many who'd committed whatever crime was in question—and many who hadn't.
Midton was certainly acrimina, but he' d been taken too unaware by the young sage’ s deeth.
“Don’iv ize="3"t ask my family to testify!” Midton rushed on. “| swear | had nothing to do with Jeremy’s
desth. If ahint of thiscomesout | will be ruined, my wife, my family—"

“ After tomorrow you will beruined. Finesfor illegd moneylending are high . . . if afineisal the high
advocate seeks from the judges. But fortunately for you, hearsay can't be used, and Jeremy won't be
joining you for your court appointment.”



Midton appeared to calm abit, and leaned on his desk with both hands, pitching his voice low.
“I'll be exonerated, and no one here need know it ever occurred. My wife knows nothing of my business
and . . . neither does her father.”
Rodian blinked. “Y our wife has never seen your shop?’

Midton shook his head rapidly. “ She doesn’t involve herself. Her family came out strongly againgt our
marriage, but she wanted it. We bought this house with her dowry, but I’ ve managed to give her aproper
life. When her father passes she will inherit, unless sheis disowned. Any whisper of my involvementina
murder investigation could . . .”

Hisjaw tightened as he dropped back into his chair.

“I had nothing to do with Jeremy’ sdeath,” he repeated. “If you pursue me publicly, you will destroy my
family for noreason. . . and nogain.”

The man’ s background suddenly became clear. Midton had won the affections of adour, plain-faced
woman againg her family’ swishes—afamily of means. He'd hung on by athread ever since, faking a
lifestyle barely affordable as he waited for hiswife sinheritance.

Ruining this man might squash a parasite feeding on the desperate and poor. But ten more would scurry
in like cockroachesto fill hisplace. And Rodian had no wish to destroy the four children playing in their
Stting room.

“I require awritten statement from your wife,” he said, “that you were a home on the night in question.
How much truth you tell her to explain the need is up to you. Have it ready for her to sign in the presence
of my lieutenant when he comestomorrow. | will speak with your cook and your business neighbors
myself. Y our current legd issues with the high advocate are your own problem.”

Gut fedings or not, Midton gtill had a strong motive for murder—even stronger than Rodian initialy
redlized. Hiding illega moneylending, dong with his scheme upon hiswife sinheritance, was certainly
motive enough. But Rodian’ s words washed anxiety from Midton's expression.

“Thank you,” the man breathed.

“Cdll your cook,” Rodian commanded. “1 will spegk to her done.”

Sdwyn Midton hurried out the study door.

Rodian dready knew the cook would tell him that the master of the house had been home. That left him
with one more lead to pursue. . . and he did not wish to.

After asparse lunch, Wynn shuffled through the guild’ sinner bailey. She stayed near thewall asshe
passed through theidt througsmall arboretum close to the southern tower. Beyond thewall she
occasionally heard people come and go. But not many, asthe Old Bailey Road wasn't amain

thoroughfare.

When the castl€’ s outer bailey wall had been opened long ago, a double-wide cobbled street had been
kept clear, running along the outside of the inner bailey’ swall. Only the backs of buildings across that
road were vishble from the keep. All those faced the other way, toward other shops across the next
streets and roads. But if one stopped in aquiet garden or copse of the inner bailey, an occasional
passerby could be heard beyond the wall.

“Get, you mutt! Stay out of my garbage!”

That angry voice interrupted Wynn's sulking, and she peered up thewall’ s height, greater than a
footman’ s pike. Some cook in an eatery must have come out back and shooed off astray dog. Wynn
moved on through the remains of agarden.

The tomato bed was barren, itslast harvest sun-dried for winter storage. Deflated by Premin Sykion's
refusal to let her see the texts or her journas from the Farlands, Wynn contemplated what to do next.
“Why do they deny these crimes have anything to do with the trandation work?’

Wynn pulled her cloak tighter as a late-autumn breeze sent aspen leaves raining down around her. She
talked to hersalf too often these days.

High-Tower and Sykion hadn’t made her life easy since her return, but they weren't fools. Even if they
wouldn’t accept what she suspected, that the killer might be an undead, surely they recognized that guild
members carrying folios might bein danger.



Half ayear of work had passed, and now someone or something was clearly desperate to see materia
recently touched upon. Whoever it was could read the Begaine syllabary; otherwise the folio pages
would beworthless.

But how had anyone outside the guild learned enough about the folios' content to want to seethem at al?
Mogt of the guild, besdesthoseinvolved in trandations, knew even less than Wynn did of the content of
those old texts. Unless. . .

... someone within the guild—at ahigh level—had aready read something of importance.

But what could drive someoneto kill for it?

She passed through the narrow space between the wall and the newer southeast dormitory building.
Beyond it and the keep’ swall was the old barracks and her own room.

Wynn shook her head &t the notion that the murder might be someone within the guild. If avampirewas
living among them, she should' ve spotted it long ago. Once, she' d been deceived by Chane, but looking
back she remembered al the Sgns. He' d dways visited at night, never ate, and drank only mint tea.. . .
hispaeface. . . and his strange eyes, sometimes brown . . . sometimes almost clear.

Still, there were the moneylender and the young man who' d threatened Eliasto consider.

No, the murderer had to be an undead, and one that killed without leaving any marks, and it had to be
outside of >Habe outs the guild' s popul ation.

She rounded the east tower and peered aong the keep’ s back at the near end of the new library. Every
Sde of the keep but the front had an additiona building added on. Only the spaces around the four
towers, aswell asthefront side, were left open for gardens and other uses.

Thetwo-gtory library, barely more than two-thirds the kegp’ s height, wastall enough to view the
surrounding city from its upper windows. Although its new stone was pleasant compared to the ancient
castle sweathered granite, the library contained only the best selected volumes copied for use by the
guild at large. Wynn had always been more drawn to the catacombs benesath the castle—the master
archives
She remembered the Sght of Jeremy’ sand Elias s ashen skin and rigid, horrified expressons. They'd
died quickly but interror and agony.

Wynn turned about, heading back toward the keep’ sfront.

Rodian had said that whoever took the folio from Master Shilwise’ s shop gained entrance and then had
to bresk out. Wynn was sick of every new discovery making no sense.

How and why would a Noble Dead gain unnoticed entrance, and then not be able to dip away just the
same? She rounded the southern tower, returning through autumn aspens and fallow gardens, and then
heard someone walking outside aong the Old Bailey Road.

The steps scraped and clicked, like asmall or short-legged person hurrying to keep up with someone
else. But sheheard noonedse.

Beyond the undead that WWynn had seen or learned of, she knew little about the Noble Dead. Cdled the
Vneshené Zonrelé in naive Belaskian—or upir, or even vampyr in Droevinkan—theterm referred to
an undead of the most potent nature. Unlike ghosts or animated corpses, they retained their full presence
of sdlf from life. They were aware of themselves and their own desires, ableto learn and grow as
individuasin their immortal existence.

And her peerswould think her mad if she said such athing out loud.

But dl thiswas recorded in her journas. No doubt al involved in the trandation project had read them.
Asagirl she'd sometimes assisted Domin Tilswith with his research in Numan folklore and legend. She'd
enjoyed her master’ s dabbling, up to apoint. It often left her wondering why he' d become a cathologer,
ingtead of joining the Order of Metaology, likeil’ Sdnke. Tilswith’ s fascination would' ve been better
served that way. She remembered the day he mentioned an old term—ardadesbarn.

It meant “dead’ schild” in one of the pre-Numanese diaects, the child of aliving woman and arecently
deceased man. She' d forgotten that bit of nonsense from her days as an apprentice, until later, when she
had met Magiere.

“Ghostsand walking dead . . .” she muttered, “ ardadesbarn and dhampirs. . .”

Wynn stepped out of the bailey’ s south grove, headed toward the wall’ s gateway across from the



massive gatehouse,
Vnem">If Domin Tilswith could find referencesto the ardadesbarn, what dse might be waiting inthe
catacombs bel ow the guild, unread and untouched for years? What vampire could enter a scriptorium
covertly, haveto leaveit by force, and could feed without leaving amark?
Her thoughts were interrupted by a skittering outside the bailey wall.
A memory rose sharply in Wynn' sthoughts. She stumbled midstep and frozein place.
Crouched behind awater trough at night, inasmal river town of Magiere' shomeand, Wynn had seen
everything before her permeated with the blue-white mist of Spirit. Thet first time she' d raised mantic
sight by dabbling in magic, she' d watched a pae undead come up the main road through the town.
Vordana
Grayed, emaciated flesh Stretched over the bones of hisface and hands, and filthy white hair hung in mats
out the sides of his cowl. Hiswhite shirt-front beneath the soiled umber robe was stained dark by old
blood.
And themist of Spirit in al things seemed to drift toward Vordana
Benegth hisfilmy white eyes and pdlid skin, Wynn had seen no trand ucent blue-white mist. Only
darkness, asif hiswholeform were avoid that no light could penetrate. Those drifting trails of Spirit
withindl thingswere dowly swalowed into him.
Vordana had fixed upon Leesl.
Lees| buckled to hisknees as hislife began to drain away into that undead, though V ordana never even
touched him.

Wynn snapped to her sensesin the castle' sinner bailey asacold gust of wind pulled on her cloak and
hood. The clicking outside the wall came and went, again and again, asif someone paced in agitation.
Like paws on stone, claws catching in the cobble.

Wynn stared up wide-eyed to the wall’ stop. She gasped in a breath and ran for the gateway.
“Chap!” shecried. “Areyou there?’

The gates were open, and she raced out into the Old Bailey Road.

There was no onein sight, let alone adog. She spun about, looking both ways, then ahead down the Old
Procession Road. She raced down that main way, skidding into the intersection with Wall Shops Row.
“Chep!”

All around, people went about between the shops. Three finely dressed gentlemen stood talking before a
poster board where the day’ s recent newswas nailed up. A city guard atop ablack horse leaned dightly
aside as he checked in with two local constables. A dowdy woman in drab attire pushed through asmall
gathering to elbow her way into a confectionery.

A carriage midstreet came on a bit too fast.
Wynn quickly backpedaed before the paired horses ran her down. And her back thumped into someone
tall and solid. That somem"lid. Theone grabbed her by the shoulders from behind.
“Areyou dl right, miss?’

She spun about, face-to-face with atal, clean-shaven young man in athick wool cap and coat. Through
the coat’ s open front she saw a canvas workman’ s gpron filled with the tools of histrade—aleather
crafter. A young woman in a pleated bonnet peered around his side and frowned at Wynn.

Wynn looked about the street, filled with patrons out and about for anoon med and errands. Something
brushed harshly againgt her leg.

Wynn slumbled again as another clear memory filled her head.

Chap...

She saw through his eyes as he ran the dark streets of Venjetz, Leesil’ s birthplace, but this memory was
much hazier than the last. Details of Sights and soundswere missing or indistinct. But she could almost

fed hisrageasheand Lees| hunted . . . avampire.
Suddenly the undead vanished from Chap’ s awareness. He' d been hunting on senses aone, and his
quarry smply wasn't there anymore.
“Mama, did you seethat?’
Wynn shivered as her head cleared.



The young woman in the bonnet sighed. She grabbed the arm of alittle boy, who was dressed much like
thetdl young man. Blueberry stains encircled the boy’ s mouth, and the remains of aturnover were
clutched in one hand. With the other hand the boy pointed down the road.
“It was bigger than me!” he said.
Wynn looked through the people adong the street, her heart pounding.
“Miss?’ said the young father. “Do you need hel p?’
Wynn stared blankly up a hisworried frown. Hiswife now tried to get their other two children’s sticky
hands off the shopwindow. Wynn backed away from the family and peered through the busy street.
She saw no sign of silver gray fur or crystal blue canine eyes. No dogs at dl, let aone the one she ached
to see.
The young father shook his head and turned to help hiswife with the children.
“Chap!” Wynn shouted again, her voice quickly weakening. “Chap . . . please. . . please come.”
Wynn felt so suddenly aone on that busy street that she wanted to sink to her knees and weep. By the
time shefelt tears on her face, other people werelooking at her in passing.
If anyone from the guild saw her now, they wouldn't need rumors and spiteful hearsay to think she'd
gonewell beyond witless. She backed away from hesitant glances and fled back toward the bailey wall’s
gate.
Why was this happening to her? Why did she hear claw clicks and then walow in yet more disturbing
memories? First of an undead who drew life force from adistance, and then of another event whhe ther
evere avampire seemed to vanish.
Was she going mad? Were High-Tower and Sykion and dl the othersright about her? Had all she been
through in the Farlands driven her into obsesson?
In her travelswith Magiere, Lees|, and Chap, she' d encountered only one Noble Dead who could drain
life without breaking skin—V ordana, dso asorcerer. To Wynn's best knowledge, his rise from death
had been unique. Unlike avampire, he wore atiny urn that trapped his spirit and kept his corpse animate.
But Vordana had fed upon a defensdessriver town merdly by being present within it, draining life without
touching anyone.
Wynn hurried through the gates and up the stone path.
Shewasn't mad.
Wheat she' d lived through in the Farlands was real. And now did some cresture like V ordana hunt sages
and whatever lay hidden within the texts? If she wasn’'t alowed to see those ancient works, there was il
the wedlth of the guild archivesin the catacombs.
Wynn stopped before the gatehouse s tunnel, and late autumn’ s chill sank deep into her body. She turned
and gazed back to the busy intersection a block beyond. Those memoaries, which had risen suddenly,
lingered in her mind.
Even before anyone learned how sentient Chap was, what he was, he' d manipulated Magiere and L ees|
with hismemory play. It was dso part of how he communicated with them—and Wynn. At least until a
later manifestation of wild magic' staint began to let her hear his menta voice sent into her thoughts.
From anywhere within hisline of sight, Chap could cal up in someone any memory that he' d dipped at
sometime before. He could bring it back to their conscious awareness, and he used thisto influence
people when necessary.
In that second, hazier memory, Wynn had recdled the hunt asif looking through Chap’ s eyes. But that
night Leesil, Magiere, and Chap had |eft her behind at an inn. Wynn stared dong the bailey wall, wary of
claw clicks on cobblestone.
Onething that Chap could never do was send one person’ s memories to another. He couldn’t even send
hisown to her.
The second memory hadn’t been one of Wynn's own, but one of his.
And that wasimpossible.
Outsde the digtrict nearest the sea, Rodian climbed off Snowbird before a beautiful sone mansion. From
its uppermost floor one could look over the bay docksto the white-fringed waves rolling into the farther
shore. Heled his horse to the front walkway and whispered, “ Stay.”



Snowbird put her head into his back and snorted softly. It waswell past noon, and she'd had no
breakfast—neither had he.
“Last stop,” he said, and walked up the triple steps.
He knocked at the ornate front doors framed on each side by triple columns, and a pretty maid with a
lace cap answered shortly.
“Hello, Biddy,” he said.
She amiled. “Good afternoon, Captain. The baron wasn't expecting you.”
“I know . . . but ishe or Master Jason about?’
She shook her head. “They’ ve both gone to temple. The masons are coming to redo stonework on the
west Sde”
Rodian sighed quietly. Thelast place he wanted to have this conversation wasin the temple, but he
couldn’t put it off.
“Snowbird is out front, and we ve had abusy morning. Could you have one of the stable handsfind her a
gall and bring her some oats and water? I’ ll walk from here.”
“Of course,” Biddy answered. “I'll take her mysdlf.”
Rodian was well-known &t this house—as was Snowhbird. He turned and whistled, and the white mare
trotted over, empty stirrups bouncing at her sides.
“Go with her,” he said, nodding toward Biddy.
Snowhird tossed her head once and blew warm air into his hand as the maid reached for her bridle. Girl
and horse disappeared around the mansion’ s north side.

Rodian crossed the courtyard, out the tall iron gates, and headed up the street. He barely noticed the
surroundings filled with fine townhouses and other mansions, and looked aside only once as he passed an
eatery called the Sea Bounty. A bit pricey for acaptain’s stipend, but occasiondly he' d succumbed to
the establishment’ sfine cuisne.

Not much farther on he dowed before alarge construction built from hexagona and triangular granite
blocks laced with faint blue flecks. Again, atrio of columns graced both sides of the landing before the
large front doors.

Commissioned dwarven masons had built the temple generations past. Each one of itslarge wall stonesfit
so well that not abit of mortar had been used to set them. Climbing roses had been carefully nurtured to
twine about the triple columns' bases and ran in trellis hedges along both sides of the path from the Street
to the entrance. No sign identified this sanctuary, only those trios of columns—asimpler designation of
the sacred teachings of this place.

Rodian climbed the three front steps of the temple for the Blessed Trinity of Sentience. Before he took
hold of either door latch, voices rose from somewhere around the building’ sleft sde. Rounding the
corner, he spotted a burly dwarf hefting a granite hexagon for ingpection. Baron Adweard Twynam and
his son, Jason, leaned closer.

“Looksfine” the baron said. “I hope these new ones hold up better.”

The dwarf huffed disdainfully. “Wind and water ways get the best of stone. . . after many years.”
As Rodian approached, the mason set down the stone with athud that shuddered through the ground.
“Sweard,” said the baron with asmile. “Good to see you.”

Baron Adweard Twynam wa onard Twystall and thinned by age, with hair and beard nestly
trimmed—both gone sted gray. His polished boots, blue tunic, and lamlb’ sswool cloak fit him perfectly,
and hissmilereached al the way to hiseyes. His son stood in stark contrast.

Jason was barely a head tdler than the dwarven mason, though solid for hissize. Histhick, dark hair
curled to his shoulders, and his skin was dusky like hismother’s. He rarely smiled, unless hefound
himsdf at an advantage of some kind. His near-black eyes shifted congtantly, asif seeking any
opportunity to take offense or make a challenge.

Rodian found Adweard studying him with a serious face.

“Wha' swrong, my friend?’

“Isanyonedseingde?’ Rodian asked.

“No. .. except Minigter Taultian and histwo acolytes. We ve no mesetings or gatherings today. Jason



and | just wanted to check on the work.”
“Can we speak indde? Something unfortunate has happened.”
“Of course.” And the baron nodded at the mason. “Y ou have thingswell in hand, Master Brim-Wright.
Send thefind hill to the sanctuary, and I’ll make certain it’ s settled directly.”
The dwarf nodded curtly and began to direct two men working with him.

Thetemple s backsde faced toward the sea, and though set within the city’ s wealthy district, ssorms and
salt-laden winds had eroded it as much as any other building. It had been along while since repairs were
needed, and Rodian couldn’t spot any placein thewall that showed flaws. But better to replace stones
before weathering turned to some more troubling imperfection.

Adweard gestured to Jason and placed a hand on Rodian’ s shoulder. “Come. We' ll go maketea. My
old bones could do with alittle extra heat.”

The three rounded to the templ €’ sfront, passing between the paired triple columns and through the wide
double doors. They stepped directly into the main sanctuary room.

Hardwood floors were polished weekly, as were the long tables stretching up both sides of the main
chamber to the stagdlike dtar. But Rodian saw no sign of Minister Taultian or his acolytes. At theroom’'s
far end, upon theraised platform’s centrd dais, stood three life-size figures carved from white marble.
A man wearing the clothes of acommon laborer stood behind awoman with abook in her arms. Before
the pair was achild with long hair, too young to ascertain its gender.

The Toiler, the Maker, and the Dreamer.

Swenen the Father—the Toiler—gathered what had passed and supplied the Mother’ s needs. Wyrthana
the M other—the M aker—tended and prepared for what was needed at present. M éatenge the
Child—the Dreamer—imagined future days and what might be.

Thistrinity maintained past, present, and future for al sentient beings, and awayswould. The sagesin
their scholarly fervor read too much into what they uncovered. Their eager speculations led them astray.
Life, aswell as sentienrinll as sce, had dways been—would aways be—ever-growing and continuous
from thefirst spark of sentienceitsalf. There had been no * great war” that covered the world.

Such extreme interpretation of uncovered relics only created fear and interfered with the natural order.
The very ideawas offensive, as Tailer, Maker, and Dreamer would' ve never dlowed anything so
horrible to occur.

Before stepping fully into the sanctuary, al three men paused to whisper in unity.

“By theTailer . ..” And they raised one hand, fingers up with pam turned sideways.

“By theMaker . . .” And they each closed that hand gently, asif grasping something from the empty air.
“And by the Dreamer . . .” And they pulled their closed hands, thumb side inward, to their foreheads.
“Blessdl who turn thisway with heart, mind, and eyes open.”

Rodian led the way through the sanctuary. They passed around the dais and through arear door into the
minigter’ sofficewith asmal hearth.

It dways remained open and accessible to the entire congregation. Furnished with smple chairswith
somber-colored cushions, the room also contained awide ash-wood desk and two smaller matching
writing tables. The walswere lined with bookshel ves filled with carefully maintained volumes. They held
the overview of knowledge and culture of the world, as well asthe teachings of the faith.
Knowledge was sacred, and some of these texts contained records of the world' strue history, and the
manner in which awareness cameinto being.

Rodian redlized he was growing hungry and thirsty. He set a half-full teskettle on ahook over thefire. No
one had spoken since their prayer upon entry, and Jason folded his arms. Adweard cocked his head,
studying Rodian with concern.

“I've not seen you thistroubled in along while,” he said. “ And you missed the last service. . . aswdl as
the socid the night before.”

Rodian bresthed in twice, uncertain where to begin. Thiswould be far different from questioning citizens
at large. These two were more than friends—they were brethren. They shared his beliefsthat higher
thought and its mora processes were the prime virtue that raised humanity to its cultivated state. And
knowledge bel onged to those who possessed true ability and clarity to useit.



Other members of the order included nobles, politicians, men and women of thelegd fields, and even a
few prosperous merchants. New members had to be sponsored for a period of two years. Adweard had
sponsored Rodian, with the added advantage of becoming closaly connected to elements of the city’s
dite.

But regardless of discomfort, truth mattered most, even if it meant interrogating two of hisown. And if
Jason had anything to do with the degath of two misguided young sages, then that truth had to be exposed.
Rodian put tealeavesinto three cups and poured the softly boiling water.

“I"m conducting an investigation for the sages’ guild,” hefindly said.

Jason's brow wrinkled over asneer, and even Adweard couldn’t quell the cinch of his brows. The
congregation’s members viewed the sages as indiscriminate when it came to their choice of initiates, much
asthey recognized that the guild had aso done great good for the people. But they exposed

week-minded initiates to their inflated and imaginative interpretations of history.
“The sages—" Jason began, hisvoice low and venomous.
“Two journeyors are dead,” Rodian cut in, watching him intently. “ One was a young man named Elias.”
Jason swallowed hard. “Dead? How?’
“Murdered, possibly by poisoning, in an aley near ascriptorium. Do you know agirl named Elvina?’
Rodian fired hisfind question before Jason responded to anything €l se. He watched the young man’s
eyeswiden in slence. Jason dropped hisarms, turning wary and frightened.
“What isthis about?’ Adweard asked sharply.
For thefirgt time Rodian regretted his postion. “ Thereisaclaim that Jason made threats againgt Elias. . .
because of thisgirl.”
“Who?" Jason demanded. “Who said that?’
“Did you thresten him?’
“He shouldn’t have even been spesking to her! A sage. . . not even that, just ajourneyor still in—"
“Answver mel” Rodian ordered.

The sted gray of Adweard’ s hair echoed suddenly in his hardening gaze, but his son still rambled angrily.
“Someone had to protect her name,” Jason growled. “Y ou of al people should know that.”
“Thisismy duty,” Rodian returned. “And | am trying to help you. Where were you the night before lat?’
Adweard stared in shock and then ran ahand over hisface. “ Of course, Siweard, as captain of the guard
you must follow thisthrough. Faith aswell as duty demand it.” He settled dowly into achair. “ Drink your

tea. You look tired.”
Tenson faded as Rodian sat and took along sip, the liquid’ s warmth flowing down histhroat. He took
another sip.
“ Jason was with me that night—and Minister Taultian,” Adweard said. “Aswell as many others herein
the temple. Wefirst went to the Sea Bounty for an early supper, and then came here for asocid to plan
the next gathering. Later we went home.”
“How late?’
“Near the mid of night, the fourth bell. Much later than old Taultian could stand. He retired earlier, once
ceremonid consderationswerein order.”
Rodian settled back in his chair and couldn’t stop along exhde of relieved tension.

Aswith Sdwyn Midton, Jason’sdibi didn’'t exonerate him. He could' ve hired someone elseto kill Elias.
A father’ switness would be suspect, but it was agtart. Jason was accused of threatening ayoung sage,
and crimes of passon weren't usually carried out by hired thugs.

“So,” Adweard said, “you now have my word, though you could certainly ask after others of the

congregation.”
Rodian nodded and waved off the suggestion. Jason was far from a paragon of the congregation, and too
dy for hisown good. But Rodian didn’t believe the son of Baron Twynam capable of such cold-blooded
brutality. A petty whelp and abully, but rarely would that kind go asfar as murder.
“I'll need written statements from you both,” he said, “and one from Minigter Taultian. That should be
enough, if any further pursuit of Jason arises. If | can solve this soon, the statementswill be filed away
without undue attention.”



Jason puffed a breath and turned aside, averting hisindignant gaze.
“Thank you.” Adweard sighed. “ Two young sages murdered. | cannot see why. What do you believe
wasthe true motive?’
“A folio of scribed pages,” Rodian answered. “Have you heard anything concerning atrand ation project
at theguild?’

The baron frowned. “Whispers concerning someold find . . . but no more. Theroya family hasno idea
how deluded these sages and their ideas can be. If not for their public schools and pragmatic services, |
couldn’t see why the king continues to fund them.” He shook hishead. “If this project is the cause of
deaths, perhaps someone in power will put astop to it.”

Rodian blinked and stood up as his thoughts turned inward.

Perhaps the true motive wasn't acquiring the folios but destroying them? This hadn’t occurred to him
before. HE d considered only greed or desire for secret information.

Adweard hadn't realized what he suggested and spoke only from an intellectual perspective. On second
thought, Rodian consdered the motive unlikely. Destroying the transcribed passages till 1eft the originals
and the sages’ own notesintact at the guild.

“Can we take you to the Sea Bounty for alate lunch?’ Adweard suggested.

“Thank you, no,” Rodian replied. “1 have other duties at the barracks and should head back. Bring your
satementsto Lieutenant Garrogh before signing them.” He paused and turned. “Jason . . . my gpologies,
but | am trying to protect you. Stay away from Elvinauntil al thisis over. Remember that, or suffer for
it”

For once Jason’ s sullen demeanor broke, and he nodded. “1 was only thinking of Elvina s good name.”
Rodian kept hisresponse to himsaf—no, you wer e thinking of your self—but he believed Jason
innocent of murder.

“I'll seeyou both at the next service.”

He stepped from the office, pausing long enough to pay homage at the dtadive at thr, then left to find
Snowbird. But Adweard' s words echoed in his head.

If this project is the cause of deaths, perhaps someone in power will put a stop to it.



CHAPTER 7
Wynn burst into her room, going straight for her desk table without shutting the door.
But she stopped halfway and glanced at her storage chest. Changing directions, she dropped to her
kneesand lifted itslid.

Severd itemsfrom her travelsrested insde, but she reached for onein particular: aspecia quill witha
white metd tip. It had been a gift from one of the elven elders during her visit among the an’ Crgan, Those
of the Blood. Closing her eyes, she could till remember Gleann’ s kind face as he' d pushed the quill and
shests of parchment at her, so she could keep arecord of her experiences and observations.

The notes she recorded had survived a great del—including a shipwreck and the grueling mountain trek
through the Pock Peaks. But since returning home, Wynn hadn’t used this quill. With dl her journals
confiscated, she' d dmogt felt asif shewould betray the memory of Gleann' skindness by using the quill
here.

She picked it up now and closed the chest.

Hurrying to her desk, she gathered a bottle of ink and ablank journa. Rubbing her crystd harshly until it
glowed, she mounted it in the tin clip holder inside her cold lamp. Armsloaded, she hurried out, the
lantern clinking againgt the door as she sht it.

It had been along while since she' d been filled with asense of purpose. She bardly noticed Miriam
coming up as she hurried down the far Sairs.

“Hello, Wynn.”

Wynn offered aquick smile and moved on. But when she cracked open the door at the stair’ s bottom, a
double column of ten young initiates marched out of the gatehouse tunnd, straight toward the keep’smain
door.

Wynn pulled back and closed the door hafway.

A pair of apprentices, onein brown and the other in light blue, walked ahead of the initiates—arather
odd combination. Leading the procession was brown-robed Domin Ginjerié. She was the youngest
domin ever in the Order of Naturology. Obvioudy she d taken aband of initiates for afield outing or
perhaps some community service.

Right then Wynn had no wish to face anyone.

Thirteen sages passed through the kegp’ s main doors.

And gill Wynn waited. Giving them timeto clear the entryway, she then raced quickly acrossthe
courtyard to the main building. Upon finding no one indde the doors, instead of turning left past the
common hall, she went right down along stone corridor. Passing the hospice, lower seminar chambers,

and other rooms, she hooked | ft at the passage’ s end, intent upon reaching the spira stairwell at the
base of the east tower. Before she reached the antechamber’ s door, a smooth voice with a Suman
accent floated from out of aseminar r>
Wynn paused, stepping back to peek through the room’ s open door.
“Thethird dement for practicd consderaionisAir,” Dominil’ Sanke said.
The domin sat upon astool beforeahaf circle of smal benchesfilled by adozen or more young figures
inrobes. Not al the students were metaologers. Severad wore the pale blue of sentiology, and afew
otherstheteal of conomology or the brown of naturology. There were even threeinitiates, though it
was't common practice for such to attend seminars on specid topics. Wynn knew she shouldn’t linger,
but she stood fascinated, watching asil’ Sanke raised both hands, palms up, and the deeves of hisdark
blue robes dipped, exposing hisdender wrists,

She d forgotten that hel d offered to teach during his stay, though she hadn’t known he would include
seminarsfor students from any order. Normally metaology seminars were held on the second floor, but it
seemed he' d obtained amore commonly used room.

“Many novice practitioners discount Air asalesser dement,” il’ Sdnke continued, “believing it less useful
than Fireor Water . . . or even Earth.” He dowly spread his pams, asif moving them conscioudy
through theair.

Some domins and masters could prattle on until their students drooped, half-conscious, but al those here



fixed their eyes on the dark-skinned domin. And Wynn noted a particular tall young man in midnight blue
gtting far off to the lft.
“Dagmund?’ she whispered.
She hadn’t seen himin years, and knew him only in passing. He' d made journeyor and left on assgnment
before she' d even headed to the Farlands with Domin Tilswith. But now he was back? Perhaps he was
finished, and returned for anew assignmen.

Or was he here to petition for master’ s status aready? It couldn’t have been more than three years. And

he certainly wouldn't be attending such agenerd introduction to metaphysica elements.

“Y et Water and Fire, even the dust of Earth, can be carried within Air,” il’ Sdnke continued. “And thus
Air could be viewed as most essentid among the five dements, viaeither conjury or thaumaturgy. It can
hold aspecid place asfacilitator when degling in works of higher complexity.”

Wynn sighed. How niceit would beto smply joinin, to listen to il’ Sénke' steachings. But she didn’t have
timefor such diversons.

Then Dagmund turned his head, peering toward the door, and Wynn held her place amoment longer.
Stout cheekbones were his most prominent feature beneath pae blue eyes. At first he seemed troubled
by the sight of her—or perhapsjust confused. Then his high forehead smoothed. With the barest smile he
nodded to her, but it took a moment before she nodded back.

She' d grown so accustomed to disdain, suspicion, and wariness cast her way that even abrief friendly
acknowledgment was unsettling. Perhaps he hadn't been back long enough to hear about her. She'd
barely known him, considering their differing paths, and hadn’t seen him since her earliest daysasan
apprentic Cs ahere.

But she remembered one time in aroom like thisone.

Some apprentices of cathology wanted to hear alecture by Premin Hawes on mantic practices of
thaumaturgy. It wasn't redly of interest to her, but Wynn tagged along anyhow. By the time it was over
her curiosity had grown, and Dagmund had been there among a great number of apprentices from
metaology. She'd asked him afew questionsin passing, wanting to read more on the theories and
practices of information gathering viathe arcane arts. He gave her thetitle of an obscuretext hiddenin
the archivesthat covered the basics of rituasin thaumaturgical manticism. Little did she know then how
much trouble that would cause her later.

“But what about sorcery?” asmall voice peeped up. “ That’ s got none of the Elementsiniit.”
The entire room went quiet. Dagmund turned sharp eyes of concern on one of the tan-robed initiates
gtting in the front row. That word—sorcery—was rarely even spoken.
Domin il’ Sanke was gill and somber, folding his handsin hislap. How would he answver without
sguelching smple curiogty?
“Wall, it doesand it doesnot,” hefindly replied. “The Elements are not in any magica practice. They
metaphoricaly represent the makeup of the universe' s greater existence. Thefields of magic arenot a
matter of practice as much as differing ideologica approaches. . . asrelated to the Three Aspects of
Existence—spirit, mind, and body.”
Wynn was dubious, but at least he’ d done better than Premin Hawes, or especidly High-Tower, in
dedling with anaiveinitiate.

“Each of the five Elements have three forms, according to the Aspects,” he added. “For example, take
my own order. Metaology is associated with Spirit among the elements, but it has three references or
representations according to the Aspects: Spirit is, well, the spiritud Sde, whileitsintellectud referenceis
Essence, and its physical symbol isthe Tree. Smilarly we have Air, Gas, and Wind, and then Fire, Flame
or Light, and Energy . . . and soon.”

Wynn wasfamiliar with dl this, and it seemed the domin was politely diverting from the origind question.
That same young initiate raised hishand, waving it inthe air.

I’ Sénke let out alow chuckle.

“Yes, | know . . . theterm Spirit is used for both an Aspect and an Element. But let’ s leave that puzzle

for another day. It isthe Aspects, not the Elements, in which we find the grounding for the ideol ogies of
meagic. Thaumaturgy isthe body, the physical ideology, while conjury isthe spiritua or essence-based



approach. . ..”
The domin took a deep breath. Perhaps he thought that would be the end of it, but Wynn saw that it
wasn't. That persstent little initiate leaned forward expectantly.
“Asto sorcery,” il’ Sankefinaly said, “it islittle known . . . and no one known to us practicesit, even
among metaologers. Itis. . . severely frowned upon.”
Wynn choked—it was more than frowned upon.

Mages and lesser practitioners weren’t common, even among the guild. Thaumaturgy was the most
accepted, and conjury of limited sorts was tolerated. But sorcery, by whatever term in varied cultures,
was feared—hated—and rightly so. The power and skill to apply one swill against the world and other
beings had been adeath knell asfar back as any bits of history uncovered.

And she did know of one such person—V ordana. Fortunately Leesil had sent that oneto hisfind end.
Wynn forced hersdlf to leave the domin’slecture.

Juggling her burdens, she heaved open the antechamber’ s heavy door. Across that small space she
reached one of two doorsto be found in either the north tower or the east tower. They were dways | eft
unlocked whenever any of the archivists were in the catacombs, and so she pushed this one open.
The cold lamp’s crystd illuminated stone steps spiraling downward into the dark. A dight smell of stde
dust filled her nose, and she could taste it on her tongue. No candles, torches, or flames of any kind were
alowed below. All those entering the catacombs had to acquire a cold lamp from the archivists or bring
one of their own. And only those with their own—journeyor status or above—were allowed below
without supervison.

How long since she' d been down here? Certainly not since she and Domin Tilswith had l€ft for the
Farlands over two years ago. Most texts of genera use had been copied and placed in the new upper
library. Few of her peers had reason to go digging for anything else.

Gripping the cold lamp’ s handle with her right hand, she shifted her burdens under that same arm.
Tugging up her robe’ s hem with her left, she descended. Soon adim light grew from below, and, taking
the last step, Wynn emerged into acavernous main cdllar.

In spite of the recent tragedy and frustration, she fdt like ascholar again.

Wooden shdlveslined thewalls, filled with matching bound volumes of dark leather among afew
cedar-plank sheaves of 100se pages. Severd tablesfilled the space, lit by cold lamps hung at the
chamber’ sfour corners. And awithered old man in agray robe sat hunched over atable, writing rapidly.
“Domin Téarpodious?’ she said, stepping closer.

Likely engrossed in recata oguing old volumes, hefinally glanced up.

Old Térpodious squinted milky eyes over along beaked nose, asif uncertain who had spoken. The
expression made him look like an old crow, though hiswrinkled skin was the ashen white of someone
who rarely ventured out-of-doors. Hiswhite hair was thin, and his hands looked brittle, but he rose
suddenly with asmile that multiplied the linesin hisface threefold. He greeted her with genuine pleasure.
“Y oung Hygeorht?’ the old archivist asked, still squinting. “Isthat you?’

Y ears of working by only acold lamp’ slight had limited his eyesight. It happened to dl cathologers
posted as archivids.

“Yes” Wynn answered. 1’ ve come seeking your help once again.”

Flattering Téarpodious s expertise was best, and he rarely received visitors down here.
Archivisswere a strange | ot atogether, preferring subterranean silence and solitude to even their own
quarters above. They spent days and some nights—there was no difference down here—catal oguing,
indexing, and organizing centuries of acquisitions held in the guild branch. And any one of them could
quickly locate whatever text another sage sought. Thiswas part of what it meant to be a cathologer.
“Has Tilswith returned?’ Téarpodious asked, his voice breathy and reedy.

Wynn would haveto tread carefully. She could hardly tell him that she suspected the killer of two young
sageswas undead, not if she wanted his help.

“No,” she answered. “He s4till in Bela, establishing our new branch in the Farlands.”
Tarpodious and Tilswith were old friends whose individua interests so often reached beyond the texts
and parchments housed in the new library above. Wynn'sformer master had spent quite afew evenings



down herein the company of the venerable archivigt.

“But I’'m ajourneyor now, and | recelved aletter from him,” she added. “He asked me to come see you.
Many outer regions of Belaski arefilled with superstitions. And you know how that piques hisinterest.
Y ou once guided him to folklore references. . . especidly one about the ardadesbarn, the ‘dead’s
child. ”

Térpodious scratched hisbony chin. “Truly?’

Wynn held up her journal and shrugged with aforced roll of her eyes. “He wants direct copies of any
smilar folklore, so | may be down frequently over the next few days. Can you guide me?’

It pained her to lieto the old archivist. Tarpodious lived in such seclusion that he would have no
knowledge of—or interest in—the socid poalitics of the guild, and certainly not regarding High-Tower’s
order that she never mention the undead.

The cavernous chamber, once the kegp’ s main storage room, boasted three archway's of large and heavy
frame stones. Tarpodious lifted his cold lamp from the table and shuffled toward the east one.
“Tilswith and his supergtitionsl” He chuckled. “How far he might’ve gone, if only he’ d turned hismind to
something redl. Come, child.”

Swallowing guilt, Wynn followed. She knew how the archives were organized, but it had been along
time since her last visit. And one could quickly get lost in the catacombs.

Hundreds of years past, when the guild took possession of thefirst castle, they immediately began to
excavate with the assistance of dwarven masons and engineers. The work continued over decades. What
had once been basic chambers for storage and dungeons were carefully expanded in whatever direction
didn’t encroach on the city’ s growing sewer system. Therewas adso adouble leve of basements below
the northeast workshops, where the laboritorium was housed, for the making of cold lamp crystalsand
other items.

Rooms|ed into chambersthat led through clusters of acoves. . . which led into more rooms. Faded
woode Cs. m">n cubicles and antechambers along the way provided placesto Sit and perusetexts, for
no materia could be removed without the archivists explicit permisson—and avery good reason for it.
All spaces and walls dong the way werefilled with endless rows of shelves, and Wynn soon lost count as
everything began to look the same. She blinked once, and the backs of her eyelids projected images of
sheaves, bound books, some spineless with only cord stitching showing; and scroll cases everywhere.
No cold lamps were placed thisfar in, and she stayed close on Téarpodious s hedls, their two lampsthe
only illumination to ward off the blackness.

“Here,” he said with a sudden stop, fingering atall set of shelves along a passageway. “ Some from the
Suman lands, more from our scattered old cultures. A few have been trandated into the Begaine
syllabary, but not many.”

She nodded, peering at the shelves. “1 can read some Sumanese.”

“Stick to Spirit by Fire, for the generd accumulations,” Térpodious added, “ or by Air, should you need
to branch out into social customs based on old tales.”

For an ingtant the references left Wynn's mind blank. Tarpodious tapped the bookshelf’ s end, and she
saw the faded etchings filled with remnants of paint in the old wood.

Each guild order was symbolically associated with one of the Elements of existence—Spirit, Fire, Air,
Water, and Earth. In turn, geometric symbolsfor such were used to classify, subclassify, and
cross-reference subject matter by emphasis and context.

On the bookshelf’ s vertical end wasacircle above atriangle.

Circle—for Spirit and the Order of Metaology, with its sudy of metaphysics, philosophy, rdligion,
folklore, etc.

Triangle—for Fire and the Order of Cathology, with its devotion to informational and organizationd
pursLits.

In this section, Wynn would find works catal oguing and organizing collected information on the subject
she sought.

“Thank you,” shesaid. “I’d like to get agood start before supper.”

Her breath quickened as she scanned faded titles down afew volumes with cracked leather spines. Her



gaze paused briefly on one written in Dwarvish. She suddenly longed to be aone, to pore through these
volumesin search of answers. But Tarpodious waked farther down the row, his gray robes dragging
through the dust.
“Theseherearetheoldest . . . too old to date accurately, some in varied ancient Numanese diaects and
acouplein the dven Edan script. Much of the content is poorly organized and difficult to follow. Not
much isof interest anymore, so you wouldn't find it in the upper library.”
“Y es, thank you,” Wynn repeated anxioudy. “I don’t wish to keep you from your work.”
He squinted again, perhaps hearing her implied intent. “Y es, yes, but don't try to reshelve anything, or it
may end up out of place. Be selective, and then leave any worksin the acove. I'll check on you later.”
Cahtf p
“That would be kind,” Wynn said.
Téarpodious shuffled away, only the glow of hislamp marking his passage through the dark. Theinstant
the old domin was out of sight, Wynn backtracked to the nearest antechamber and dropped everything
but her lamp on the table. She scurried back to the shelves, and began peering at spines and labels.
Findly she pulled two wood-bound sheaves, each with no markings or title, and one old book. Clutching
the heavy burden, she rushed back to the antechamber.
Wynn paged through the first sheaf of stacked loose sheets and found that it was a collection of various
short works divided by hardened parchment separators. Though old and worn, dl werein their origina
languages yet written in ink, which meant these weren't original's but copies, regardless of age.
Texts were often duplicated to keep originals safe in storage. Later, those of greatest importance were
transcribed again using the Begaine syllabary, somein their initia language and some trandated aswell
into Numanese—if they were of good generd usefor the upper library.
Not this sheaf. It remained a hodgepodge, deemed unnecessary for such expense or time. But that didn’t
mean it held nothing of interest. The first pages were written in lyindu, anearly forgotten desert diaect of
the Suman Empire.
Wynn grumbled under her bregth.
For al her language skills, thiswas one she barely understood, and her research wouldn’t go quickly.
She might work her way through dozens of texts before finding asingle useful tidbit. She put that first
stack aside and paged deeper into the shesf.
She had no ideawhat she was looking for, only that she sought an undead, aware and sentient enough to
desire the folios—recent ones—and that it could read the Begaine syllabary. And it could drain life
without leaving amark.
Wynn let out asgh—too many contradictions muddling her thoughts.
The most expedient way to pinpoint a motive would’ ve been through the trandation project. Such
thoughts—wishes—wouldn’t help her now. She didn’t even know where the origina textswere being
kept, let alone where trandated portions were being worked on.
Normdly trand ation was done aboveground on the main hal’ sthird floor, closeto the offices of the
premins. But they and the domins feared anyone outside the project’ s staff finding out too much. The
origina texts themsdves would be hidden somewhere very secure.
And Premin Sykion and Domin High-Tower would never let her near them.
No, trying to uncover the undead in question was the best she could do for now—abetter than doing
nothing a dl.
The next bundle of pages was written in Helltak, acommon enough a phabet used in pre-Numanese
languages.
Wynn opened her blank journal, white-tipped quill in hand, and began reading. By the time she neared
the bottom of the second stack within the sheaf, piles of sheetsweredl over thelittletable.
Dominil’ Sanke glanced up from his book.
Wynn offered him atired smile and went to join Nikolas. Hisrobe was dightly disheveled, and his
sraight hair fill hung into his eyes, but she couldn’t recall the last time someone had waited supper on
her.
| had research to do,” she said, her journd, lamp, and quill ill in hand. “Keep the bowls covered alittle



longer. I'll run these things up to my room and be back.”
Her answer brought an odd relief to hisface. She knew how it felt to belonely, or just done, and when
company mattered more than food.
“Thelentilswill keep,” hesaid. “I’ll put our bowls by the hearth.”

Wynn headed for the hall’smain archway. A chill breeze rolled in as she approached, asif someone had
opened the keep’ s doors. She heard someone heave up from a chair too quickly behind her, and she
glanced back. I’ Sanke strode straight toward her with a hard gaze, and then Miriam’ s frightened voice
echoed from the entryway .

Wynn hadn’'t made out the girl’ swords, and il’ Sdnke rushed by in atrot, hisrobes swishing around his
feet. She waved to Nikolas, and they hurried after the domin.

Around the corner beyond the main archway, Wynn spotted a panting Miriam standing beforeil’ Sénke
halfway down the hdl to the front doors. The girl was clutching afolio to her chest, and Dagmund stood
behind her, lowering his cowl.

Miriam’s hood was thrown back, and her face glistened asif she' d been running. For once shedidn’t
cringeinil’ Sénke s presence.

“Domin. . ." shebreathed. “We were followed! Someone followed us”

Déagmund looked lessfrightened than Miriam, but he was clearly troubled.

Wynn pursed her lips. Why had Domin High-Tower sent ajourneyor metaologer out with Miriam? A
few moreinitiates and gpprentices from the main hal began gathering in the passage behind her.

I’ Sénke turned stern eyes on D&gmund. “Isthistrue?’

The young man nodded once. “A tal manin along dark cloak. | saw him twice. He had to be the one.”
I’ Sdnke held out his hand. “ Give methefolio.”

Miriam shoved it & him without hesitation and exhded loudly in relief.
ToWynn'ssurprise, il Sanke stepped past the pair of couriersto the empty entryway. Beyond anyone's
reach, he opened the leather flap and pulled out the short stack of pages. The domin scanned their
contents once, and then placed them back inside.

Wynn would ve given anything to peek over his shoulder.

Inthat ingtant i’ Sénke glanced at her.

Without aword he strode sillently past Miriam and her companion—and Wynn. The cluster of gathered
initiates and gpprentices scattere Ctic wod to the passage wallsto let him through. Wynn quickly
followed him back into the common hall, but Domin il’ Sénke never paused. He headed straight for the
narrow side archway. Wynn snesked after him, al the way to the turn, and watched him head straight for
the door to the north tower—and Domin High-Tower’ s study.

What had he seen in those pages?

“Come have supper,” Nikolas said softly.

Wynn had forgotten about him standing right behind her.

“Put your things away later,” he added. “ Just come and edt.”

She smply nodded and followed him back to the table in the common hall. But Wynn' s thoughts were
locked on the folio, and the frustration of watching il’ Sdnke scan those pages right in front of her.

Chane was seething as he stalked back toward the Graylands Empire. He had come so close and then
lost the folio through clumsiness. And he was hungry, asif anger made his need that much worse.

In the past, the beast within him had reveled in the hunt, in the smell of fear in his prey, and relished their
attemptsto fight back. He had fed indiscriminately, taking whoever pleased him in the moment.
Some things had changed since he had last poken with Wynn.

Hiss choices had become more particular, and the beast within whimpered in suppression or howled in
rage a his sdlf-denia. Chane struggled with hislonging for the euphoria of atrue hunt and akill.

He had been in Cam Sestt for just over amoon, but he had learned its districts quite well. When he
needed—rather than wanted—to feed, he headed into the southern reaches of the Graylands Empire.
Tonight he walked shabby and dim byways, listening and watching. Most people here were squaid and
wretched, but those were not the criteria of his choices.



An old woman with no teeth shuffled by, muttering to herself, but he ignored her. Findly he passed a
shack set between afaded tavern and what might be a candle shop on the corner. Muffled shouting
escaped one shutterless window, and Chane dipped into the shadow of the candle shop’ s awnings.

“Y ou put that back!” awoman shouted. “ That' sfor milk and bread. Wager your boots at dice, if that's
al you care about!”
A loud crash followed, and the sound of awoman weeping. The shack’ sfront door burst open asalarge
man stepped halfway out. He had not shaved in days.
“Leaveme be!l” he snarled back through the doorway. “I’m going to the Blue Boar to ask about . . . to
find somework. I'll get the milk and bread mysdlf, so stop sniveling!”
S0 obsessed was he with maintaining control, Chane was startled by afamiliar, uncomfortabletickle at
the back of hismind. And the beast within rumbled in warning, bringing him to avareness.
The man was lying. He turned down the street, leaving the door wide-open.

Chane dipped o Chan, lut to follow. Thisworthless cresture was an acceptable choice—aliar, awastrd,
and awaste of human flesh. Hewas no lossto thisworld, just another head in the cattle of humanity.
Three streets down, Chane halted short of the next aley’ s mouth.

“Sir,” herasped in Numanese, knowing that both hisvoice and his accent might cause suspicion. “I could
not help overhearing amention of dice.”

Thefilthy man stopped and turned, eyes squinting.

For this part of the city, Chane was well dressed in hard boots and adark wool cloak hiding al but the

hilt of alongsword.
The man blinked inindecision. “Youlookin' for agame?’
Chanetook astep and pulled out his pouch, alowing the coinsto clink.
“Dependson the priceto get in.”

He stepped only asfar asthe aley mouth’s other side, and noted that the closest passerby was two cross
sreetsto the west. The large man’s eyesfixed on the pouch, and he smiled, perhaps seeing some witless
foreigner to take in among hisregular companions. He strolled back toward Chane.

“lsn't no feeto enter,” the man said. “ And we bet what we please—no holds barred.”

The ingtant he reached the alley’ s mouth, Chane dropped the pouch.

The man’ s gaze flicked downward in reflex.

Chane s hand shot out and latched across his mouth and jaw. Spinning, he wrenched the man into the
aley’ s deeper darkness. The man was as strong as he looked and struggled like abull, and he suddenly
rammed an elbow into Chane' sribs.

Chanedidn’t even flinch. He dammed hisvictim againg thewall and drove his distended fangsinto the
man’ s stubble-coated throat. The smell of stale de and swest filled his nose, but the beast trapped insgde
of Chanelunged againgt its bonds.

Once, he would have played with his victim until fear permeated the air. He loved that sweset, musky
smell—or wasit the beast within who savored it more?

He bit deeper, gulping like aglutton. Sat warmth flowed into his mouth, and the beast inside grew wild
with joy. He drank so fast that the man went into convulsions. The would-be gambler’ s blood dowed to
atrickle before his heart could even stop.

Death was ablink away.

Chane wrenched his head back and released his grip on the man’s jaw. He stepped away and watched
the body dide down the aley wall, until the corpse sat propped up with throat torn and eyes still wide.
It was over S0 quickly—too quickly. Even the rush of life making Chane' s head swim and his cold flesh
tingle with heat brought no pleasure. And the beast inside him whimpered like adog pulled back before

finishingitsmed.

Chane had seen his own maker, Toret, and then Welstidl, raise new minions from sdected victims. Not
al rose from degth, whic Com ne h waswhy careful selection was necessary. But therewas sill adim
chance that a victim taken too quickly might rise thefollowing night. Toret had believed that for aNoble
Dead to make one of itsown, it had to feed avictim its own fluids. That was another superdtition.

All it took was devouring alife—suddenly, quickly, al at once—and the close contact of aNoble Dead



in the instant between life' send and death’ s coming. Chane had been lucky in the past not to have any of
hisprey rise.
Or had they? In recollection, asde from histimein Belawith Toret, he had dways been on the move
with Welstiel. He had never stayed long enough in one place to be certain.

Chane wanted no minions. And certainly not thisside of beef gtting limp inthe dley. Thelast trickles of
blood ran down the corpse' s neck, staining hisfilthy shirt like black ink inthe dley’ s darkness.
Chane closed his eyes and saw Wynn's pained face staring back at him in accusation.

He opened his eyes, pulled out afish knife stolen off the docks, and cut the man’ sthroat deeply. When
the corpse was found, his death would seem acommon murder by some desperate cutpurse. Knedling
down, he searched the man and took every coin he found for his own needs.

Chane stepped from the aley and retrieved his own pouch, adding new coinsto old. He began walking
“home” toward the inn and never looked back.



CHAPTER 8

Wynn spent the next day in the catacombs with two terms stuck in her head— Athkyensmyotnes and

blach-cheargéa.

She searched deep through the archives, even trying to find possible variations on the term “vampire.”
But her continent’ s earliest peoples had no such wordsin any language. The varied onesshe' d learned in
the Farlands wouldn't be found in this branch of the guild. Severd times she got lost in the maze of stone
chambers and rooms. All she could do was follow the elemental symbols upon the edges of bookshelves.

Spirit, Fire, Air, Water, and Earth.
Circle, triangle, square, hexagon, and octagon.

The fewer the symbolsin a column, the closer she was to the catacomb’ s front below the keep’ srear

wall. Themost primary and generd textsfor each field of knowledge, indicated by one lone geometric

shape, were closest to Domin Téarpodious s main chamber. Soon enough she found her way back and
headed into other reaches of the archives.

Whenever she found atome, sheaf, book, or scroll of interest, she backtracked to the nearest acove.

There she settled to read, never certain of how long she sat donein thelight of her cold lamp. Again,

Wynn gained little more than a headache and tired eyes—until sometime close to supper.

... Master Geidelmon stared at the warth, though he could not make out its face within the cowl.
The dark harbinger drifted into the kitchen’s dim candlelight, appearing like a tall figureclad in a
walfting shr Fin oud of black. . .

That one word—"*warth”—wasn’t familiar to Wynn, but she quickly turned the page of the old ghost tale.

... Tall and trim, its stature was much like Geidelmon once had, before he had sunk into years of
gluttony. Rapture in food and wine had left him so rotund he could not even rise and flee. And
following the portentous visitation, the next morning he was found slumped dead upon the table,
a joint of mutton still lodged between his teeth.

Theterm, and even the whole tale, sounded like something Wynn had read before. But everything was
beginning to sound like something she' d read before. She propped her ebows on the table, resting her
head in her hands. She' d finally had enough of it.

Just the same, she recorded the term in her journal and then left for the comfort of her own room. But as
she emerged into the castle' s main floor, she paused.

The new library wasn't far off.

Wynn wove through the passages to its nearest entrance. It had no door, only atall double-wide
archway of findly crafted frame stones. The topmost four were engraved with Begaine symbaols, one after
the other, for the sages’ creed.

TRUTH THROUGH KNOWLEDGE . . . KNOWLEDGE THROUGH UNDERSTANDING . . .
UNDERSTANDING THROUGH TRUTH .. . WISDOM’ SETERNAL CYCLE.

Hurrying in, she fingered dong atall bookcase on the main floor, passing over adozen lexicons, until she
found the one she sought on the bottom shelf. Groaning at its bulk, she hefted it up and dropped it ona
table. It took timeto find any smilar term.

waerth, n. [Origin unknown; found in early southern regional dialects, prenationalization of the
Numan Lands.] One of several possible alternate spellings for the obscure modern Numanese
termwraith [réath].

Wynn flipped pagesto find the referenced entry for “wraith”: a dark or black apparition, sometimes
similar to, or in the likeness of, a particular person. Found in folklore as an omen of immediate



impending demise, though sometimes said to be seen shortly after an individual’s death.

Wynn dammed the thick book shut—portents indeed!
More supertitious nonsense, which brought her no closer to the truth concerning what hunted her people
and thefolios. She jotted down the new term and definition next to her entry for the warth and left the
library, hurrying dl the way to her room.

Onceinside, with the door tightly shut, Wynn flopped onto her bed. After awhile she crawled over to
peer out her narrow window. Somewhere in the distance, beyond the keep’swalls, K ke he she heard
eight bellsring out softly.

Thelast eighth of day, cdled Geurédled—"day’ swinter”—in the dwarven time system used throughout the
Numan Lands. Dusk was coming, and the day’ swork hardly seemed useful.

Every time she thought of how she' d carried back awedlth of texts written by ancient undead but wasn't
even dlowed to seethem, it left her so angry that her ssomach burned. If she could only find some
common thread within thefolios' contents, she might provide Premin Sykion with apossible motive.
But for thisto happen, the premin council had to acknowledge that the folios—and the entire
project—were connected to the deaths and thefts. Otherwise, even asound theory of motive would be
disdainfully dismissed, like her tales of dhampirs, vampires, ghosts, and . . .

Wynn sighed and dropped back down on the bed. Rubbing her temples, she tried to drive angry
obsession from her head. She needed clarity and calm as she went to her table-desk and began
reviewing her notes.

Nonsensicd accounts of animated corpses feeding on flesh replaced anger’ s burn with queasiness. She
wished Domin il’ Sanke would finish the sun crystal. But at least she was shut away in her room once
again, where she worked best.

Her possessions were smple: abed, atablefor adesk, her cold lamp, asmall chest, and al her
journaling equipment. In spite of dight nausea, she was getting abit hungry, having not eaten since
breakfast.

At aknock on her door her heart thumped hard, and she thought, Please let it be il’ Sanke, with the
sun crystal finally completed. She ran for the door and jerked it open.

Nikolas stood outside, hisface drawn and pae.

Wynn sagged in disgppointment but tried to express concern. “What' swrong?’

He opened his mouth once, then closed it, and Wynn forgot her own worries.

Otherscdled him little Nervous Nikolas, but he wasn't exactly little. He was dender, but not spindly, and
of medium height. Perhaps his congtant cringing and the twitching worry in his plain brown eyes had led
to that nickname. She wondered what in his past had rooted this perpetud anxiety.
“Comein,” shesaid, stepping back, “and tell me what’ swrong.”

He quickly dipped past her, but not before glancing both ways along the outer passage.
“I'm...I'm...” hebeganinasammer.
Wynn took a deep breath and waited patiently.
“I’'m being sent for tonight’ sfolio!” he blurted out. “Me, with Miriam and Dagmund, and they were
followed last night!”

Wynn frozein disbdlief.

“Domin i’ Sdnke must have told Domin High-Tower what happened,” he rushed on. “ So how could he
send more of usout?’

“Nikolag” Wynn said. “Cam down.”
“I don't want to go!” he haf shouted, and ended in stuttering whimpers. “But if | refusel will . . . seem
unhdpful.”

Pity mixed with Wynn's frustration. The one thing an gpprentice never wished to be called was
“unhdpful”’—athinly veiled euphemism for “lazy” or “incapable.” But in spite of two desths, aransacked
scriptorium, and an account of two messengers being followed, her superiors remained insstent that these
events were unconnected and had nothing to do with the trand ation project.

Nikolas stared at her expectantly, asif she had the power to save him.



“| cannot change their minds,” she said bitterly. “And | can't go with you. They won't dlow me anywhere
near the trandation work.”
Nikolas seemed on the verge of tears as hislips began quivering.
“But | can do something,” she said, returning to her table.
Wynn tore ablank page from her journal and scribbled aquick note. She held it out for Nikolasto read
with her.

To Captain Rodian, commander of the Shyldfélches,

Two sage messengers returning last night with a folio believe they were followed. Neither was
injured, but three more go now, as of dusk. Please send men to Master Calisus's shop—the
Feather & Parchment—and make certain they return safely.

With regards,
Wynn Hygeorht, Journeyor
Guild of Sagecraft at Calm Seatt, Malourné

“I'll have aninitiate run thisto the captain,” she said. “He wants no more trouble over thefolios. I'm
certain he'll send guardsto protect you.”

Nikolas s brown eyes flooded with relief. “ Thank you, Wynn . . . Wait, what if Domin High-Tower finds

out? He sdready angry with you over that day you returned home with the captain.”
“I don't care,” Wynn answered coldly. “ All that mattersisthat the three of you come back.”

If her ingtincts were correct and the killer was a Noble Dead, Rodian’ s men might not be ableto stop it.
But it had dways struck when no one was watching, perhaps wishing to remain unseen. The sight of a
few city guards might giveit pause, and any vampire would think twice about engaging multiple armed

soldiers.
Nikolas dropped hisgazeto thefloor. “1 should' ve thought of this mysdlf. Eliaswould have. He dways
knew what to do.”
Wynn patted hisarm. “ Go get ready, and I’ ll find amessenger.”

Nikolas nodded quickly, and they both le Kd ter.ft the room. As he took off acrossthe inner courtyard,
Wynn'sire at her superiors sharpened. But so did her concern for any innocent sage caught in harm’s
way.

The premins and domins were denying the plain facts before their eyes—and it made less sense every
night. Rodian |eft the barracks that evening with Lieutenant Garrogh. They headed for supper a a
favored local inn called Mother's.

Its founder was long dead, and her grandson now ran the establishment. Close by, with modest prices
and good basic food, it was popular among the forces of the second castle. Sooner or later most of the
city guards and regulars, and even some of the cavary, stepped across its threshold. Though the
barracks boasted afull cooking staff, and the food was hedlthy and plentiful, sometimesit felt good to eat
esawherethan themed hall.

Tonight Rodian picked at abowl of thick seafood stew with his spoon while Garrogh shoveled in
mouthfuls. The lieutenant stopped with his spoon hafway to his mouth.
“Don'tyoulikeit?

“It'sfine” Rodian answered, glancing idly about.

A group of hiscity guard sat at anearby table, though he saw few regular soldierstonight. The place was
packed, just the same. Aside from price and qudity, people were more at ease anywhere they saw the
city guard—the Peopl€e s Shidd—take their rest. All around, private citizens and red surcoated
Shyldfélches ate and drank with boisterous chatter.

The noise was beginning to bother Rodian.

He' d spent arestless day trying to focus on neglected duties. But his thoughts had kept wandering to
dead sages, aransacked scriptorium, the faces of Wynn Hygeorht and DuchessReine. . . and Domin



High-Tower’ sdetermined glare. Asif the guild’'s murder investigation were his only duty to atend to.
It wasn't. Asde from reviewing reportsfiled by hismen, he had his own to write for the minister of city
affairs. Why did the sages continualy impede hisinvestigation? And why were Duchess Reine and the

royd family shieding them from hisinquiries?
“Y ou' re thinking on those sages again,” Garrogh said, and took agulp of ae.
Rodian returned his companion ahard look. He needed no reminder of his continuing failure. He sighed
and dropped his spoon, al appetite gone.

“I don't like having my handstied,” he answered.

“I know you don’t,” Garrogh grumbled under his breath. He leaned over to clean hisbowl, and strands
of hisunwashed hair dangled in the sew’ sgravy.

Rodian grimaced. Though trustworthy and attentive, Garrogh' s personal manners were appaling.

“If you' re finished, we should head back,” Rodian said. “1 ill have work to do, and it’ s getting late.”
He dropped severa coinson thetable, and they exited into the pools of lantern light dong the Street.
They untied their horses, then decided to walk rather than ride. Snowbird didn’t need to be led Kneeern,
and followed.

“Y ou're certain nothing but the folio was taken from Shilwise’ s shop?’ Rodian asked.
Thistime Garrogh shot him ahard look. “Y ou read my report.”

“I’'mnot suggesting . . .” Rodian began, and then fdtered. “I’m just trying to decide what to do next.”
He d received written statements from all requested parties regarding the dibis of Selwyn Midton and
Jason Twynam on the night of the murders. That |eft only the razor-thin possibility that one of them had
hired an outsider. But in his gut Rodian knew pursuing ether of those lines was awaste of time.

He and Garrogh entered the second castl€' s courtyard, handed off their mounts to the stable warden,
and turned toward Rodian’ s office and room. The only useful option left was to pressthe sagesyet again,
but the duchess had publicly asked him not to.

“Captain!”
Rodian turned around as L Uican, one of his men, jogged across the courtyard.
“What now?’
“Sir, aboy from the guild arrived just before dusk, but you' d dready |eft. He has amessage for you, but
the littlewhelp wouldn’t giveit to me.”
“Whereishe?’
“He s been waiting outside your office thewhole time.”
Rodian broke into atrot. He burst through the barracks' side door, looking down the wood-planked
corridor. A boy of eleven or twelve in atan robe fidgeted before the office door. He was clutching a
folded scrap of paper in one hand.
“Give methe message!” Rodian called, hand already out as he strode down the corridor.
The boy jumped dightly. “Y ou are Captain Rodian?’
“Of course,” Rodian barked. He closed on theinitiate with Garrogh right behind him.
The boy swallowed hard and thrust out the folded dip. * Journeyor Hygeorht said | must givethisonly to
you.”
Rodian hesitated before snatching the message. Why would Wynn send anote for hiseyesonly? He
snapped the sheet open and scanned the contents—and his haf-full ssomach rolled.

Last night’ sfolio messengers had been followed, and High-Tower had till sent out more this night.

Rodian whirled about, face-to-face with a puzzled Garrogh.
“Get four men and our horses.. . . now!”

Once Nikolas, Miriam, and Dagmund had |eft, Wynn couldn’t bear waiting in her room. She went and
volunteered to help serve supper, hoping time would pass more quickly. No doubt the captain would
send someone to protect the messengers. But her thoughts also wandered to the sun crystdl.

K" wsenlt might be the only redl protection against a Noble Dead hunting sages and folios.

As she served vegetable soup in the common hal, she watched for Domin il’ Sénke, but there wasno sign
of him throughout the evening.



“You missed me” asmall voicesad.

Wynn looked down. A littleinitiate in pigtailslooked up at her, amix of hurt and pouting indignation on

her freckled face.
“I'm sorry,” Wynn said. “Hereyou are.”
As she st abowl downin front of the girl, Domin High-Tower entered from the narrow side archway.
He paused to study her from across the crowded hall.
Wynn had no wish to face the stout domin, but she handed out the last of the bowls on her tray and

worked her way through the tables.

“Have you seen Dominil’ Sanke?’ she asked. “He hasn’t come to supper yet.”
High-Tower’ s mouth tightened within histhick beard. “He went out earlier. | haven't ssen him since”
“He went out? How long ago?’

The domin’s pellet eyes narrowed at her impertinence. “ A domin’s comings and goings are none of your
concern!”

He strode past her toward the hall’ s hearth, hisfootfals vibrating the stone beneath her feet. She didn’t
even flinch at hisadmonishment.

Instead Wynn peered toward the main archway. What possible reason could il’ Sénke have for going out
thisnight?

Ghassan il’ Sénke lingered around the corner of adry-goods shop, watching across the vacant street as
three young sages approached the Feather & Parchment. The only other living thing he saw was a pony
harnessed to asmall cart in front of the scribe shop.

“Where arethey?’ Nikolas said too loudly. “Wynn promised—"

“Enough!” D&gmund snapped. “We can’t stand about waiting for the city guard. The sooner we get
back, the better.”

II’ Sanke straightened, glancing up and down the street. How had the city guard learned of tonight’ sfolio
retrieva? There was no sign of the Shyldfé ches, so perhaps Nikolas' s expected message had never
arrived.

Once again, Nikolas turned hesitantly about, looking back the way they had come.

“Stop doing that!” Miriam squesked.

“Both of you, be quiet,” D&gmund warned. “Now get insde.”

He squeezed the front latch, stepping into the shuttered scriptorium. Nikolas nearly tripped over the front
step as he backed up, still watching the street. Miriam shoved past, scurrying through the door an instant
before him.

I’ Sdnke remained where he was, awaiting their departure.

Th="3">Chane pulled the window closed, latched it, and stepped back, watching the street outside
through the narrow space of the gjar shutter. A soft shift of shadow flickered to his|eft.

Beyond the shop’ s door, the front wall’ sfar side wavered. Wood appeared to bulge inward like an
ocean swell, and then settled flat around atall shape emerging.

A black figure stepped straight through the wall into the shop’ s front. But it looked as solid as anything
eseintheroom.

Garbed in aflowing robe and cloak, the latter’ sfolds shifting and swaying, the figure paused in sillness.
A voluminous hood covered its head and face, and even Chane’ s undead eyes couldn’t penetrate the
dark within that opening.

He stared as his senses fully awakened.

He had not felt it coming. Not even atingle, until it had pushed through the wall like water or vapor.
Before he could utter ademand or warning threat, the figure raised a hand toward him.

Its deeve dipped down, exposing forearm, hand, and fingers—all wrapped in strips of black cloth. A soft
hissing rose around it, asit did forward acrossthe floor.

Chane shoved the pagesinto the folio and backed against the side wall beyond the window. And till it
came at him. He vaulted the front counter on his free hand and retreated toward the open doorway to the
back room.



The only way out was through the hole in the workroom’ sroof, or to shatter hisway through the rear
door. Either path meant turning his back on thisthing that had just walked straight through awall.
Chanejerked out hislongsword.

“Donot beclosed. . . do not be closed,” Wynn muttered over and over as she ran through the streets
toward the Upright Quill.

If Magter Teagan were dill there, she might bluff her way into retrieve the folio. Perhaps athreat that
Premin Sykion ingsted on its return might do thetrick, regardless that the work was incomplete. Wynn
could smply promiseto have it back first thing in the morning—and hope that later she wouldn't be cast
out of the guild for interference.

One way or another, she was going to get into serious trouble. But alook at thefolio was dl that
mattered.

“Please be open,” she whispered again, and then hated, her mouth dangling open.

The Upright Quill was as quiet and dark as any other shop on the Strest.
“Valhachkasg’a!” she hissed—and then bit her tongue.

Swearing in Old Elvish was abad habit she' d picked up from Leesil. A few profane expressonswere
about al the haf f could pronounce correctly in his mother’ s language. Wynn took along bregth,
shuffling toward the shop’ s door. Now what?

One window shutter was dightly cracked open, and she hurried over.

Swinging the shutter wide, she flinched when it creaked too loudly. She craned up on tiptoe to peer
through the panes.

Light from the nearest street lantern wasn't enough to fill the shop’ s front room, but perhaps someone
was gtill working in the back. She would have to knock at the door after al. Then two closdly spaced
footfals pounded inside the shop. It sounded like someone scomping.

Wynn grabbed the sill with both hands, pulling hersdf up with her face close to the panes. But she saw
nathing.

Anindigtinct form shifted in the dark, near the door to the back workroom.

Wynn's nose squashed againgt the pane.

A tal, broad-shouldered man in adark cloak stood beyond the front counter. His hood was down, and
he held aleather folio in hishand.

Wynn's somach hardened.

Someone had beaten her here and gotten in, and she tried to make out his face. Besides Master & Sextt,
she' d never seen anyone of such stature here. In the dark, his skin was so light she began to make out a
narrow face, straight nose, and red-brown hair, and maybe. . .

Sparkling eyeslooked about the shop’ s front room.

Wynn stopped breathing . . . and stared at Chane.

Thelast time she' d seen him was south of the Farlandsin the company of Welstiel, Magiere' s undead
half brother. Half aworld away atop the Pock Peaks, in thelibrary of Li’kan's castle, he' d promised
never to follow her.

He' d promised—yet here hewas, holding afalio.

Confusion scrambled Wynn' sthoughts.

It wasn't possible, not for the way dl the victims had died. Except that Chane had kept company with
Wedtid for along while. And Welstiel had been trained by hisfather’ s retainer—Ubéd, that decrepit
necromancer and the architect of Magiere’ sunnaturd birth.

Westiel was aconjuror. AsaNoble Dead he' d had many yearsto refine his skills. And what might
Chane, aconjuror himsdlf, have learned under that madman’ stutelage?

Everything kept racing dong twisted pathsin Wynn'smind, and they dl led to Chane.
Sheremembered spirits, walking corpses, and dismembered body parts floating in milky fluidswithin
Ubé&d's hideaway. Chane had been there as well, trying to save her, but looking back . . .
Wynn's chill faded, and bile burned in the back of her throat.

It was him. Chane was murdering sages.. . . her own kind.



He suddenly shoved the folio under one arm, and along line of silver gppeared before him in the dark
shop.
Wynn quickly redlized it was his sword—but why was he drawing aweapon? He wasn't looking her
way but off toward the shopfront’ sfar [opfly Sde. Shetried to shift |eft along the window and glimpsethe
room’sfar right sde.
A black form floated across the floor into sight.
Wynn's eyes widened as she followed it—and then she flinched back.
Chane was looking right at her. His eyes widened aswell, but he quickly returned his attention to the
black mass.
She thought she saw the shape of ablack hood and cloak upon atal form—just before a shout filled the
night street.
“Movein!”
A srong arm latched around Wynn from behind and heaved her off the ground.
Chane heard amae voice shouting outside, and then Wynn cried out.
He glanced toward the window, but the shutter’ s narrow space was empty. And the wafting black figure
rushed him—straight through the counter.
Chane didn’'t even think to swing his sword. He twisted sideways into the door frame, blade out, but he
il couldn’t make out aface within the hood.
Thefigure hesitated. Wasit looking at the sword? Then it surged forward, and Chane dashed.
The blade' stip passed through the figure’ s midsection.
The stedl didn’t even drag, asif cutting only air. Lack of resstance took him by surprise, and helost the
sword’ sbaance. It jarred against the door frame, and the figure' s cloth-wrapped fingers shot out at him.
Oningtinct Chane jerked the sword' s hilt upward, blade tilted to block.
The black hand glided straight through the steel and sank into his chest.
Agonizing cold spread through him before he could shut out the pain. Thefrigid cold in his chest was so
harshit fdt asif he burned. Something seemed to gnaw at him from within.,
Chane' sknees buckled in weakness. Then ahollow moan filled the shop. It roseto ashriek, piercing his
earswith equa pain.
The black figure jerked its hand from Chane' s chest. It hed up shivering fingers, asif it had suddenly
succumbed to the same searing cold.
Chane wobbled, and his shoulder struck the door frame before he could catch himself.
A hissgrew ingde the shop.
The sound seemed to rise dl around as the figure’ s pit of ahood turned to its own raised hand wrapped
in shreds of black cloth. Itsfingerstwitched in convulsons asit retreated through the counter. And the
hood' s opening turned once more toward Chane.
Hefdt the cold fade within him and his strength returned.
He had no notion of what had just happened, but it had not been what his attacker expected. Onceits
hand jerked from his body, the sudden weakness smply faded. Asif it tried to d [ it berain his strength
andfailed.
And Chane had felt something esein that painful contact—empty of life.
He righted himsdlf in panic. Thisthing that walked through solid walls was undead, but unlike any he had
ever seen or heard of. Chane quickly glanced to the rear door and then up to the hole in the roof.
He had to escape, and Wynn was still out front. But he would never gain the roof quickly enough, nor
have time to get past the rear door’ sinner bar. Not before. . .
He glanced back again. Therear door’ s brackets were empty, and the bar |leaned against the wall beside
it. The door might still contain abasic lock, but why had it not been barred when the staff 1€ft the shop?
The robed form curled its fingersinto hooks and did through the counter again.
Chane dodged out the doorway and behind the counter. The back room was too tight and cluttered for
fighting. At best, he would have to break through afront window and run. Then thefolio wasjerked from
under hisarm.

“No!” he rasped.



He snatched hold of the leather case with hisfree hand and spun about, swinging his sword back in
reflex.

Chane watched his blade pass through a black-wrapped forearm and hit the countertop. Thefigure's
fingers il clutched thefolio’ s other end. Chane bardly blinked as something struck the side of his head.
Hefdt thefigure s other hand driving his head sdeways and down. He thought he smelled
spices—perhaps cinnamon—and dust. Then his skull smashed against the counter’ s edge, hammering the
sdeof hisjaw.

Darkness swallowed Chane ssght as hefdt thefolio ripped from his hand.

Wynn struggled, kicking back at her captor, until she heard him shout, “Move, dl of you!”
The voice behind her head was deafening, but she recognized it. Captain Rodian held her off the ground
with onearm.
“Take the back door first,” he called.

Three red-surcoated Shyldfé ches ran into sight with swords drawn. One took position at the shop's
front door while the other two watched the front windows. Wynn heard more running feet and the sound
of battering and breaking wood from somewhere at the shop’ srear.

A grating hissroseinto ahollow wall insde the shop.

Wynn shivered inside, wanting to cover her ears.

“Move, dl of you!”

Chane bardly heard the shout through the ache in hishead. He tried to push himsdlf up, but gouged his
hand on a piece of broken wood. His balance failed, and he toppled against the second door behind the
counter. He had no idea what was happening, but he heard that voice again outside the shop.
no="6" width="1em">"Take the back firs!”

Chane crawled to his knees and peered into the rear workroom. The back door bucked and crackled as
something heavy struck it from the outside. It had been locked but not barred, which would dow any
escape but ill make it possible to force entry from the outside. Chane grabbed his sword off the floor
and struggled to hisfeset.

Thefigure stood just beyond the counter.

Its cloak and robe were quiet and ill, and the folio remained gripped in its hand. Its hood turned dowly,
asif whoever hid within it looked from one front window to the door.

How could thisthing be solid and then not, at the sametime? Y et it never showed asign of that change.
Findly it fixed upon the other window—the one where Chane had seen Wynn—and it stopped.
Another dam hit the rear door, and Chane heard wood splintering sharply. Someone had set atrap
here—but to catch him or thisthing? He threw himsdf over the countertop’ sremains, ralling to the far
sde. Ashelunged for thefalio, the figure dipped beyond reach. It flew straight at the window like
whipping cloth driven on awindstorm—and passed straight through.

No glass shattered; no wallboards broke. Not even the shutters beyond the panes swung in its passing.
Thenthefolioinitsgrip hit againg glass—and did not pass through.

The black figure might be noncorporedl, but the folio was solid.

Chanelungedfor it.

An angry wailing shriek echoed outside, and the window shattered outward.

The shop filled with the sound of bresking glass. Then the noise of breaking wood and shouts carried
from the rear workroom.

Chane bolted for the broken window as a scream erupted outside the shop.

Rodian watched something blacker than night bleed through the shop’ s front wall. He ill held onto
Wynn, but the sage had ceased struggling.
The blot spread quickly over the shop’ swood planks, blocking out one window. Then it bulged like a
shroud clothin agae. It took shape in something he’ d seen once before.
The black-cloaked and -robed figure halted, one arm stretched out behind it. 1ts hand was still beyond



one pane of thewindow. And Rodian saw what it hed initstrailing grip.
It held afolio, ill stuck behind the window, insde the shop.
The pane creaked and began to crack.

Rodian dropped Wynn and shoved her out of the way, and the window exploded outward.
Heraised hissword arm before hisface. Glass fragmentstinkled off stedl and across hisglove. A wailing
scream rose before hissight line cleared.

Then Wynn cried out, “ Captain!”

He d kept three guardsmen with him out front: Shéth, Ecgbryht, and Ruben.

And Shéth was rushing toward the black figure.

“Stay back!” Rodian ordered, raising his sword.

Thefigure stood before the shop, folio in one hand, asits cloak writhed around its robed form. But its
other hand . . .

Black fingerslanced through Shéth’ s chest and out his back, like barbs of shadow emerging from the
guardsman’ sbody. Therest of its hand followed instantly as Ruben and Ecgbryht closed in. Shéth hung
impaled and shuddering as the figure' s hand clenched into afigt.

Murte crackling rose as Shéth choked, but he never screamed. A dark stain spread across the back of his
tabard around the figure' s protruding wrist. The robed figure wrenched its arm back.

Shéth arched as the black fist ripped back through historso.

Blood spattered over Ecghbryht as Shéth collapsed. His body hit the street hard, with hisface frozen into
agaping mouth and eyes.

Thefront of histabard and hauberk were torn around amangled hole.

It happened so fadt.

A low hissrose dl around in the street. The dark space of the figure' s wide hood turned toward
Rodian—no, beyond him, toward Wynn. And it rushed her like some coal -colored ghost, solid and regl
and yet not.

Rodian dodged in, uncertain what he could do againgt thisthing. Ecgbryht was closer, and swung hard at
the figure as Wynn scrambled back across the cobblestones. Rodian stepped in front of her.
“Wynn. . . stay away! Do not let it touch you!”

Those rasping words came like a shout. Rodian didn’t know who' d given thiswarning, but then he saw
someone crouched upon the shattered window’ s sll.

The man wore along dark cloak with its hood thrown back. His face was pae and narrow, and there
was something wrong with his eyes. Two killers emerged from the scribe shop—but why had the second
onewarned Wynn off?

“Stay behind me!” Rodian shouted at her. He siwvung, aiming for the black figure swrist just abovethe
clutched falio.

Too much happened at once.

The black figure swung its free hand and latched it solidly around Ecgbryht’ sthroat. Rodian’s blade
passed through the figure’ swrist with no resistance, and itstip clanged off a street stone.
Garrogh bolted out of the shop’s front door with two guards, LUcan and Taméne, running behind him . . .
just as Ruben charged the figure, trying to forceit off Ecgbryht.

The second killer upon the sill, sword in one hand, reached out and grabbed the folio.

All this passed by the time Rodian righted his sword.

Locked in thefigure' sgrip, Ecgbryht drew short, rapid bresths. His features twisted and paled. The
robed one released him, and he crumpled ingtantly. It tried to pull the folio back, and the second killer
dipped off the sl to the street. Garrogh closed on the other would-be thief clinging to hisend of thefolio.
“Get back!” Rodian shouted at hismen. “It'samage!”

The robed one turned its hood toward Wynn.

“No!” the other thief hissed. “Y ou will leave her donel”

Hejerked hard on the folio, and Rodian fatered.

Thetwo caught in histrap were at odds, but not just over thefolio. Another conflict existed between
them over thejourneyor. Rodian set himself againg either coming at Wynn.



And then asnarl trailed into a howl somewhere in the open street. He heard rapid claws on cobblestone
and had to turn his head.
A tall, dark-coated dog charged along buildings in the thicker shadows benesath their eaves. Or wasit a
wolf?
Rodian thought he saw a streetlight catch upon its eyes, which glittered like pae blue gems.

Wynn barely spotted Chane before Rodian stepped in her way. All she saw around the captain was the
robed figure. When she stared into its hood, the pitch-black within it seemed to bleed over everythingin
her sght. She couldn’t look at anything else.

Then she heard adistant snarl.

It seemed so far away, but so did every other noise around her. Thenit trailed into afamiliar wailing
howl. She' d heard it so many times she knew it like the voice of an old friend in her head.

Chap was here, and he was hunting!

Shewasn't mad, ddlusiond, like everyone whispered. Thisthing killing her people was an undead. No
other reason would cause Chap to howl like that.

For aningtant hisface rose in her thoughts—fur so silver it might tint bluein moonlight, and eyeslike
crystas catching an afternoon sky.

A hissing shriek rang in her ears as she heard claws scrabbling on cobblestones. Another deep snarl
sounded as adark gray form rushed past her. It spun and circled before her on four long legsending in
large paws, and its head swung briefly toward her.

Wynn saw the outline of tall peaked ears over along muzzle—and pae blue eyes gazed at her. Then the
dog whedled, facing the robed undead beyond the captain. She reached out, screaming his name.

“ Cl,m! ”

Rodian sucked abreath. He d lost dl control here. Everything splintered into chaos.

Garrogh grabbed the pal [rabplie-faced man by his cloak, jerking him back. The man lost hisgrip onthe
folio but ducked around the lieutenant and took a swing. Hisfist landed hard, and Garrogh twisted away
under the impact, damming againgt the shop’ sfront.

“Don't let him escapel” Rodian shouted.

L Gcan rushed the pal e man, while Ruben siwung his sword at the robed figure' s back.

A hissing shriek broke over the noise and shouts.

Rodian lurched sideways as the robed figure recoiled. Only then did Ruben’ s sword connect and pass
sraight through, not even ruffling robe or cloak. The figure’ s hood remained fixed on Wynn somewhere
behind Rodian. He glanced back.

Her eyeswere wide yet vacant as she stared up and beyond Rodian, asif locking her gaze with whoever
hid insde the robe’ slarge cowl.

And thewolf rushed in between him and Wynn.

Rodian ingtinctively turned his sword point toward the anima, but it didn’'t go for the sage. It circled her
quickly, coming around between her and everyone el se. Its charcoal fur was nearly as dark as the robed
thief, but strange shimmers showed wherever musclesrolled beneath its coet. It was taller than any wolf
that Rodian had seen, and its eyes scintillated blue in the dark.

The anima glanced once at Wynn and then rushed a Rodian, snapping itsjaws.

Rodian lunged aside, raising his sword.

“Chap!”

He flinched at Wynn' svoice and saw her reaching out after the wolf, and the anima raced by him. Jaws
clacking beneath snarls, it went straight for the robed figure.

The murderous, facel ess mage cowered back—and then bolted, folio till clutched inits hand. Ruben
was behind it, and Taméne was the only guard till standing inits path. The figure struck him acrossthe
face. Rodian heard bones crack as Taméne went down limp and flopping.

And thewolf ran after thefigure. An eerie baying roseinitswake.

Rodian was stunned. But Ruben and L Uican both instantly spread wide to either side, boxing the pale man



againg the shop’ s front. Garrogh climbed to hisfeet, blinking as he shook his head once. The lieutenant
spun about and lifted his sword.
Rodian regained hiswits, pointing at the pale man. “Put him down, if you haveto,” he barked at Ruben
and LUcan. “But don't let him get away.”
With aquick wave for Garrogh to follow, Rodian rushed after the fading howls of the wolf.

Chane locked eyes on Wynn, but she did not look at him. She looked down the way, where the officer
had vanished.
“Chap?’ she whispered weakly.

Sheteetered around, and at the sight of him, Chane heard breath rush between her clenched teeth. The
fear in her eyes was nothing co [wased mpared to the hate that followed, spreading quickly over her
face.

He had fdlen so far from what she had once thought of him.

He had given her up that night in the ice-bound castle. With dl the time that had passed, it should not till
hurt this much. But after al she had been through, and seeing him in Welstid’ s company, what else could
he expect from her now?

“Drop your weapon!” one guard barked.

Chanelet the sword sag in his hand and could not take his gaze from Wynn's hate-filled brown eyes.

Wynn's head ached. She had to find Chap, but here was Chane, staring at her. How could his gaze hold
even ahint of remorse after al he had done?
“Drop your wegpon!” one guardsman ordered.
Chane sagged, but he never looked at the pair of guardsmen ringing him in. He looked only at her,
eyelids drooping, and his sword tip dipped toward the paving stones.
And Wynn faltered.
Three city guardslay in the dreet, the firat ill staring up at the night sky with amangled holein his chest.
Chane hadn’'t done that, and something else had come for the folio aswell.
“| said dropit!” the guard shouted again.
Wynn looked from the dead man to Chane. His eyeswere fully open again as he studied that same
lifeless body.
The guardsinched in on him, yet he neither released nor raised his sword. He turned his eyes on her,
nearly colorlessin the dark, and dowly shook his head.
“Not me,” he rasped.
He spoke in Numanese, her language. How had he learned it so quickly? When his gaze returned briefly
to the mangled body, it suddenly hardened. He shook his head again.
“It was not me!” he snapped hoarsely.
“Shut your mouth and do asyou'retold!” the second guard demanded.
Doubt crept in upon Wynn.

She knew nothing of how he wasinvolved here, but she might never learn if he were arrested. Not that
two living men had afair chance of containing an armed undead. There was only an impulseto guide her.
“Run!” shecdled.

One guard turned wide eyes on her. The other cursed under his breath and charged.

Only then did Wynn go chill insde, redizing what she'd just done.

Chanewhirled.

He caught the charging guard with an elbow in the man’s chest and dashed at the other with his sword.
The blade stip clipped the second guard’ s shoulder asthefirst one buckled wi [onest th agasp. Both
toppled as Chane bolted up the street, disappearing beyond sight.

Wynn turned al the way around.

She searched the night, listening for Chap’ svoice. But dl was silent save for the curses and muffled
groans of the guards. Alone with the wounded and the dead, Wynn went numb.
Somewhere ahead, the wolf’ s howls ceased.



“Where arethey?’ Rodian shouted. “ Do you seethem?”’
“There!l” Garrogh panted, and he pointed west down aside street. “Down there, | think.”
His expression was furious asthey ran on, and Rodian felt the same. Their own trap had turned against
them.

They burst out of the side street into awide main way, but it was empty. Rodian saw no dark wolf or

black-robed fugitive. Frustration choked him.

He d had the killer in sight, cornered by his men, and then the second one appeared. Worse till, they
had seemed at odds with each other. Just how many thieves and killers was he trying to catch? How
many unknown individuas found some gain or threat in whatever the sages were doing with Wynn's

texts?
“Garrogh, do you hear anything?”
His second cocked his head for along moment, and then his expresson fell into aweary scowl.
“No. .. nothing.”
“Damnit!” Rodian struck the street with hissword. A quick, sharp scrape mingled with asted clang
rolling aong the vacant avenue.
“Wait,” Garrogh whispered, and then pointed. “ There!”
In the edge of apooal of lantern light lay aleather folio upon the cobblestones.
Rodian ran for it and snatched it up. The leather lace was broken, snapped rather than untied, and he
flipped the folio open.
All the pageswere till ingde, but it didn’t matter. They were fakes, arranged by High-Tower and & Seait
inthiseffort to lure and trap thekiller.
Rodian raised his eyes, looking through the dark broken pools of lantern light.

Had their quarry—at least the one who' d gotten away—realized the pages were aruse? How could

anyone have even glanced insdethefolio during flight?

“Ruben and L Gcan should have the other in custody,” Garrogh said. “We Il get some answers out of that
onel”

Rodian smply nodded. Turning, he headed back at atrot, al the way to the Upright Quill. But upon

drawing closer to the scriptorium, he dowed in caution.

Four of hismen lay in the Street.
Only L tican was on hisfeet, hovering with sword in hand over Wynn, as the sage tended Ruben’s
bleeding shoulder. [oul"3"
Shéth lay with limbs askew where he'd fdlen in abloody mess.

Far to the shop’ sright lay Ecgbryht’slimp form, his head cocked up against the shop’swall. Nearly dl
color had faded from his rough face, making the stubble of his blond beard stand out. His features were
frozen in shock beneath tangled strands of gray-stresked hair. Taméne lay where the figure had struck
him . . . hiseyes open, his neck broken.

And the pae-faced man was nowherein sight.

“Whereishe?’ Rodian snarled. “Where sthe other one?’

“Ask her!” Lucan snapped, nudging the sage with his boot’ stoe.

Wynn held atorn wad of tabard against Ruben’ s bleeding shoulder. Shedidn’t even look up.
“What have you done now?’ Rodian demanded.

Her shoulders curled forward asif she might collgpse in exhaustion. Then she squeezed her eyes closed
inapained cringe.

“Gods damn you!” Rodian snapped, not caring what anyone thought. “ You are under arrest.”
Wynn tucked the makeshift bandage inside Ruben’ s split tabard, closing the edges over it. Sherose up to
lock eyeswith Rodian, and then movement in the corner of Rodian’s sight made him jerk around.

A shadow-cloaked figure approached aong the degper darkness of the next shop’sawning. Rodian
raised his sword, inching toward the silhouette draped in ablack cloak and . . . ahat?

Pawl a Sesatt stepped out, wearing ablack cloak over his matching vestment and a pressed white shirt.
Upon his head was the flat-topped hat of black felt with abrim amost wide enough to shield his
shoulders. He swept his gaze over the scene, pausing briefly on the shattered window of his shop.



“What are you doing here?” Rodian demanded. Y ou and yours were to keep away until | told you
otherwise”
Master & Seeit didn’t answer.
“Did you find the dog?” Wynn whispered.
Rodian glanced back in disbelief. Wynn gazed down the empty Street like a child who' d wandered off
and only just realized she waslost. Rodian didn’t care.

After dl the careful setup and planning, he' d failed. There had been not one but two perpetrators here
this night, and both had escaped. Three of his men were dead and another injured—and he had nothing
to show for it. And it was al wrapped around one meddling little sage.

“Garrogh, seeto the men,” Rodian growled, and he snatched Wynn by the arm, dragging her down the

Sreet.



CHAPTER 11

Wynn sat done on her cdl’ sbunk within the military’ s castle, saring at a heav ~hely wooden door with
no inner handle. On top of everything elsethat her superiors held againgt her, being arrested was going to
destroy any grain of credibility she had left. Shetook adeep breeth, trying to cam thoughts spinning out
of control, but the effort failed.

A shrouded black figure, who could walk through walls, had stolen afolio and killed three of the
Shyldfa ches. The city guards had barely dowed it down. Thisonly strengthened Wynn's belief thet it
was an undead aswell as a powerful mage.

And Chane had appeared in the company of this mongter, just as he had with Welstidl.

Then Chap had bolted out of the dark to protect her—only to vanish in pursuit of the black-robed
undead.

It wastoo much to hold al at oncein her head.

If Chap was here, then where were Magiere and Lees|? Though she ached to find Chap, to learn why
he' d come, her jumbled thoughts kept turning back to Chane.

Once aminor noblein life, he was a scholar and sometime warrior who' d stood between her and desth
more than once. He was a so another mongter, akiller who fed on the living and had ended or ruined

many lives. She d tried to shut him out, to make him leave her once and for dl in that forgotten castle of
the Farlands highest peaks. Y et here he was again—always again and again.
Wynn dumped, elbows on knees, and buried her face in her hands. Why had she believed hisdenid in
the street?

She' d been disoriented by that thing coming out of the wall and the sudden appearance of Chane. . . and
then Chap. Too much had happened in those panicked moments. Y &, even if Chane was aNoble Deed,
he' d aways revered the guild.

In Bela, across the eastern ocean, before anyone knew what he was, he' d often come at night to Sit with
her and pore over historical texts. Not once had he shown the dightest threst to her, Domin Tilswith, or
the otherstrying to establish the bare beginning anew guild branch.

So how and why was he involved with the missing folios? And what had happened insde the Upright
Quill that led to a conflict between him and the cowled figure? Perhaps Chane was more interested in the
work of sagesthan she' d ever guessed.

She stiffened at a metal jangle outside her cell door. The heavy lock clacked, and the door opened
partway.

Rodian hung in the opening, staring & her.

What could she say that would meatter at al to him?

Oh, don’'t worry. The wolf was actually an elven dog, a kind you don’t know about. And along
with a woman you’ ve never met—a half undead, half something you don’t believe in—and a half
elf you've never heard of, they hunt undeads, and . . .

Oh, yes, that would fix everything. They wouldn’t lock her up for interfering with the city guard. No,
they’d just stick her in aroom in the city ward until she was cured of madness.

When the captain findly stepped in, Wynn could tell he ¢ cov>< was calmer than when he'd nearly
thrown her into the cell. But his neatly bearded face was drawn tight, and dark rings surrounded his eyes.
Hisjaw muscles bulged dightly as he ground histeeth.

“You set atrap,” shesaid.

Rodian paced before the door, taking only four short stepsto cross the cell before turning back the other
way.

“Domin High-Tower must have hel ped, if he sent out that folio,” she went on, “and Master a Sestt.”
The captain stopped, and the lack of hisboots' rhythmic scrape made Wynn tensein the silence.
“What were you doing there?’ he asked flatly.

For an ingtant Wynn considered telling him the truth. That the texts he’ d been denied had been penned by
ancient vampires. And that she wastrying to learn which pages were being stolen and why.
“Answer me!” he snapped. “Y ou're aready complicit in three guardsmen’ sdeeths. . . though after the



fact.”
Wynn dmost shouted adenid. She swallowed immediately, sudying hisface.
Y es, she'd told Chaneto run, but Rodian wouldn't care about her side. Hisonly interest lay in stopping
these murders, giving the roydsarationd and satisfactory answer—and in so doing, advancing himsdlf.
He had no interest in the truth, and he certainly had no intention of reporting anything from her that might
get him laughed out of his pogtion. Asthings stood, he would have a hard enough time explaining a
culprit emerging through a shopfront.
No, he could handle only pieces of the truth.
“| overheard messengers returning from the Upright Quill,” she began.

“After what happened at Master Shilwise' s shop, | feared theworst. So | ran, hoping to find someone
il at Master & Sestt’ s scriptorium and check on thefolio, perhaps bring it back. That’ swhy you caught
me peeking in awindow.”

His expresson never wavered. “Y ou knew the second man.”

Wynn panicked, ready to deny thisaswell.

“Don’'t bother lying,” Rodian said. “He knew your name.”

“Since returning from the Farlands,” she answered, “ many people |’ ve never met seem to know my
name.”

She expected him to press further, as her answer was hardly satisfactory.

Instead he asked, “Did you get aclear ook at the man who took the folio?’

“Man?’ Wynn repeated.

“The magein black robes.” He paused and squinted at her. “What did you see?’

Wynn settled farther back on the bunk. The captain didn’t want to know what she saw—or rather what
sheknew. He d dready convinced himself otherwise.
< ct="okdiv heght="6" width="1em">A mage, perhgps—but an undead as well—though one thing
didn’'t quitefit: Its body passed right through awall, yet it was unable to make the folio follow. It had to
break the window to get thefolio out.
“Y ou saw it shatter thewindow . . .” Wynn said, then wavered, anxious at his darkening expression.
“Wasil’ Sinke at the guild before you left?” he asked.
Thevenomin hisvoice startled her. “I don’t know . . . | was coming out of my room when | heard about
thefolio, so—"
“Why would amage be working with awolf?” Rodian demanded.

Wynn lost her temper in thejarring shift of questions. “The dog wasn't working with that thing!”
“And how would you know?’ Rodian asked quickly. “Thewaolf, or dog, jumped out into the Street when
thethief ran, and it followed. They both fled together.”

For al the captain’s acclaimed cleverness, he was the half-wit, not her. Even he should’ ve seen that
Chap had chased off the undead.

“Why ask me?’ she shot back. “When it doesn’'t matter what | say?’

Rodian ran ahand through his hair and fell silent.

“How long will you keep me here?’ she asked. “If I'm to be charged, then get onwithiit.”

He hesitated, and Wynn waited.

She had shouted at Chane to run and interfered with an attempt to catch amurderer. Even if acharge of
complicity were dismissed, fouling the captain’ sinvestigation wouldn't be taken lightly. The high advocate
of the people wouldn’t have much trouble proving her guilt.

“Y our superiors are waiting,” Rodian said, and the words seemed to stick in histhroat. “I’m releasing
youtothem.”

He pushed open the cell door. It banged against the outer wall, and he just stood there, waiting.
Wynn rose dowly off the bunk, watching him in bafflement, even as she stepped into the dim corridor
withitsline of other heavy cdll doors, al closed and silent. Rodian followed and led the way to thefar

garwdl in slence. Wynn kept quiet aswell.
They climbed to where two regular soldiers stood in the alcove at the top. One unlocked the outer door
asthey approached. Wynn stepped out with the captain and followed closely asthey crossed the paved



courtyard to an old two-level barracks. They entered through aside door at the near end.
“My office,” he said quietly, pointing.
Down the corridor, Wynn walked into alarge room furnished with little more than adesk and two chairs.
Premin Sykion and Domin High-Tower were waiting insde,
The latter ceased his heavy pacing, and his thudding footsteps were nothing compared to the weight of
hisglower.
“My dear,” Premin Sykion said, closing on Wynn. “We are thankful you are unharmed. Y ou must not go
wandering off without telling someone.”
The premin placed her dender, wrinkled hand on Wynn's shoulder, patting it twice before turning to
Rodian.
“Thank you for looking after her, Captain.”
Wynn's heart sank. Wandering off? Looking after? They painted her asahaf-wit again, so no one might
give her any credence.
“I'm sorry tonight’ s endeavor was not successful,” Sykion went on to Rodian, but she cast adark glance
a High-Tower.
Wynn redlized the premin hadn’t known of the scheme hatched between the domin, the captain, and
Master a Sestt.
Rodian only looked at Sykion with ahint of distaste. Then he glanced sidelong down at Wynn, not even
bothering to face her directly.
“You arefreeto go,” hesaid.

Just like that. First he arrested her, locked her up, and questioned her concerning mostly obvious
answers he never let her finish—amaost none of which had anything to do with what mattered. And with a
few condescending words from Sykion, she was being sent home to bed.

Wynn suddenly wondered what Magiere might say in this moment. Probably nothing, but both the
captain and the premin would be bleeding by now. Magiere never backed down from anything. Benesath
her derisgve dignterest, dways wishing to be |eft done, she was furious when something got in her way or
threatened those she cared for. And Leesi| could be coldly vicious beneath his outer warmth and wit
when it cameto protecting hisown. And Chep. . .

He' d dways been manipulative, though usually for the best of reasons. He wasn't above putting peoplein
ahard place to save them from themselves.

Wynn began to seethat abit of al of her wayward friends’ attributes would be necessary here. She
Sraightened.

“| gpologizeif | sound dense,” she said. “But are we still embroiled inamurder investigation™?”
“That was never your concern,” High-Tower warned.

Premin Sykion reached for Wynn'sarm. “Come, dear. Y ou’ ve been through enough, and none of us
wishes you burdened any further.”

Wynn pulled away, backing toward the office door.

“The captain failed tonight, and more people are dead . . . over the contents of afolio. | want accessto
the trand ation work, to see which passages are being sought.”

“Not thisagain!” High-Tower growled in dishelief. “Y ou have mucked things up enough!”

Wynn dropped her own voiceto alow threat. “ Perhaps you can’'t somach that a mere journeyor
discovered atreasure of history on her own. Are seven livesworth alittle damage to your pride?’
Premin cize wo Sykion went pale, losing any crafted display of sympathy, and High-Tower flushed with
rage.

But Rodian watched this exchange intently, his eyes shifting quickly among them.

“Wynn!” High-Tower rumbled. “Thisisno time or place for your nonsense. Tighten up your cloak. We
aregoing home.”

“Yes, my dear,” Sykion added. “Itistimeto leave.”

Wynn didn’t budge. She' d heard dll this before, and she no longer cared if they thought her
addle-minded or even mad. There was only one option left, though it could end in her permanent
dismissd from the guild.



“I want my journasfrom the Farlands returned,” she said, not even acknowledging their evasions. “I
want my property back . . . now.”
No one said aword. Even High-Tower’ s blustersfaltered, but Premin Sykion’ s expression grew sterner
than Wynn thought possible.
Rodian turned his eyes on Wynn, but he wasn't glaring or scowling anymore.
“Y ou are acathologer of the guild—" Sykion began, and the edge in her voice belied her dignified
manner.

“Very wel,” Wynn interrupted, “then I'll filelegal claim to have the textsreturned to me. | found them. |
brought them halfway acrossthe world. | allowed the guild accessto them . . . but they are mine, by
right of discovery.”

“Discoveriesmadein service!” High-Tower snarled, findly regaining hisvoice. “ All you are, you are
because of sagecraft . . . and thereby the texts belong to the guild by law.”

“I know of no such law,” Rodian said quietly.

Sykion turned her stricken expression toward the captain, and another dead silence followed. But Wynn
found Rodian studying her with cold interest. Whether from duty or ambition or anger a hisbeing
stonewalled thusfar, her gamble' s hope was reflected in hisintense eyes.

“Do | have alegitimate clam?’ sheasked him.

“Certainly not!” High-Tower cutin.

Rodian raised ahand for slence. “If ajourneyman smith or leather-worker finds anew technique or
technology, does it belong to the master to whom the journeyman has contracted? Or if he or she
develops or obtains new knowledge in the craft, isit the master who takes credit?’
High-Tower took aheavy step toward the captain, his gaping mouth working hard. But he couldn’t get
out one word.

“Not by law,” Rodian said, supplying the answer.

“Thisisdifferent,” Sykion countered.

“Wynn,” High-Tower rasped. “Y ou would not do thisto—"

“Give me access,” Wynn demanded. “Or | will go to the high advocate—and take the texts from you!
And whether my claim againgt your unlawful seizureisupheld or ciswinot . . . thetextswill dill be
reveded for the judgment.”

Thistime outrage flushed High Premin Sykion’sface. It quickly faded, asfear overwhelmed the head of
Wynn's order and the guild branch asawhole.

The following morning Rodian paced around alavish sitting room in the roya castle overlooking the bay.
He' d received asummons at the barracks and was now uncertain what to expect. Perhaps the royals
wished for apersond report on his progress—or rather, hisfailure.

Three of hismen were dead. The costs of repairsto a Seatt’ s shop were growing, for apparently the roof
and front counter had been damaged aswell. A member of theroyas favored Guild of Sagecraft had
been caught in histrap, but not the perpetrators. And al he had to add to this, concerning the actual
investigation, was that at least one of the suspects possessed a mage' s skillsthe like of which he' d never
thought possible.

Rodian hdted in place.

He had to plan out the most logical and succinct account of events. Certainly the roya family couldn’t
hold him accountable for facing down someone with rare arcane skill. He could redirect his account to
restore confidence in his ability. And now he had anew chanceto learn what dl of thiswas about—the
texts of the guild' strandation project.

Wynn Hygeorht, troublesome as she was, had given him that much.

After he' d released her last night, the trio of sages went off together, none of them speaking to one
another. He' d suffered a short deepless night wondering what might come of Wynn's demand. Would
Sykion, ashead of the Premin Council, legdly chalenge Wynn's clam? Would the journeyor back down
if the premin refused to concede?

More than anything else, Rodian hated uncertainty. Wynn's determined, angry face kept dipping into his



thoughts, and he pushed it aside. He il had this meeting with the roya family to get through, and he
began pacing again.

He barely noticed the thick carpets and deeply polished furnishings tended with great care. Some had
likely been in the Areskynnafamily for generations. Couches of walnut were upholstered in silks, refined
or raw, mostly dyed in shimmering sea greens and cyans, and embroidered in variegated patterns. The
plastered walls were painted arich shade of cream offset by golden yellow curtains and draperies around
the entrance. The double doors were carved with the large crest of the roya family—an upright
longsword upon awide square sail over atroubled sea.

Thiswasaworld far removed from the eastern grasd ands and farms of his youth, and he'd clawed his
way to his current position on ability and merit. He wasn't abouit to fal because of some mage murdering
sages over bundles of old texts.

The ornate doors opened wide.

Rodian stared into the large amber eyes of an old df in awhite robe with poorly disguised contempt on
histan face. More than the €f’ s age, the robe bothered him. It was cut much like that of the sages, but
whitewasn't acolor of any of thefive orders.

“ Princess Athdlthryth Areskynna and Duchess Reine Faunier- cReidivAreskynna,” the lf announced,
sepping in and to the side.

Rodian breathed quickly through his nose.

From the outer crossing passage, Duchess Reine rounded through the entrance first.

Her chestnut hair hung loose, pushed back above each ear with amother-of-pearl comb shaped like a
foaming seawave. She wasn't wearing afronta-split gown, only her peopl€’ s preferred riding boots and
breeches dong with amatching vestment over awhite shirt of shimmering fabric. And arider’ s saber
hung upon her |eft hip from awhite satin sash lashed about her waist. The effect made her look amost
roguish and younger than her years.

“Captain,” shegreeted him. “Areyou dl right? Y ou were not injured last night?’

“No, I'mwadl, Highness” he answered carefully, still wondering why hewas here. “But | cannot say as
much for my men.”

Princess Athdthryth glided in next, asharp contrast to her sister-in-law.

Rodian had seen her only afew timesin hislife. Nearly astal as him, she was as dender and upright asa
young aspen tree. She shared the wheet-gold hair of the roya bloodline, aswell astheir aqguamarine
eyes, narrow features, and a blade-thin nose stretching down to a pale pink and thin-lipped mouth. Her
pastel teal gown was smple and long-deeved, but no one would ever mistake her for aminor noble.
Where Reine dway's exuded an auraof quiet inner strength edging upon wildness, Athdlthryth filled any
room with somber, intense reserve and detached awareness of everything.

Rodian dropped to one knee, bowing his head, and waited to be acknowledged.

“Captain,” the princess said quietly, and he raised his head just enough to see the subtletilt of her head.
“Comeand st,” the duchess added. “We require a service from you.”

Rodian rose as the duchess settled on a couch, pointing to another across from her. Then she stretched a
hand up to the princess.

“Come, Sgter.”

The royds and highest nobles dways referred to the wives or husbands of brothers and sstersin this
manner. It upheld theimpression of unity before the people, apalitically sound presence for therulers of
anation. But as Athelthryth approached, shelightly grasped and squeezed Reine' s hand once, then took

position standing behind the duchesslike one of her family’s Weardas, the Sentindls.
There was more than solidarity here. Rodian could see that the Areskynna shared genine affection with

Reine. He settled on the couch across from them.

Thetal df closed the doors and took a place afew steps off from the two ladies of the royd house.

“Wereceved adistressing report,” the duchess began. “A young guild journeyor wasinvolved in last

night’ stragedy.”

Rodian blinked. What report, and from whom?

“Sweard . . .” the duchess began anxioudy, dropping any pretense of formdity, “do you think thiswill



appease the young sage”?’
The princess glanced down at the duchess sfamiliar use of his given name. Then she, too, turned
expectant eyes on Rodian.
“Perhaps,” he answered shortly.

Wynn had expressed interest in seeing which folios were being targeted. She knew there was something
specific being sought in those pages. The cul prit—one who could apparently walk through solid
walls—hadn’t tried to gain the origina works, or at least not as far as anyone knew. But higher-ranking
sages had shown nothing but contempt for Rodian’s demands.

“Why me?’ he asked. “ Surely Sykion would be more amenableif she heard thisfrom you, Duchess?’
Reine shook her head dowly. “It would not look well if the royd family intervened in this case. It might
draw undue attention to the guild’ s sengtive work. It might even be seen asroyd interference with the
law, and push Journeyor Hygeorht to rash action. Y ou have aways shown good judgment and discretion
... both in upholding the peace and in serving your peopl€e sbest interest.”

Rodian studied her. Did she expect him to use the power of hisofficeif Sykion refused?

“Do you have any leads on who escaped last night?” Athelthryth asked abruptly.

The change of focus caught him off guard, and he hesitated. The black-robed figure appeared taler than
Ghassan il’ Sénke, but the Suman sage had something of areputation as atrue mage within hisown guild.
“One” heanswered. “But | won't name a suspect without more concrete evidence.”

The princess s frown vanished. As her features settled to their ever-placid state, Rodian caught an instant
of relief in her aquamarine eyes.

“We dedire you to stop these murders,” she said, “ but keep the guild’ s project protected at the same
time. If you can do this, we would be grateful . . . most grateful, Captain.”

Rodian thought his heart stilled as he held his breath.

Her words were as close to an open admisson as he might ever hear. Theroya family wanted him to
keep Wynn' s ancient texts buried in secret. Thisvelled request left him caught between duty, faith, and
ambition.

He knew lives depended upon him asthe highest officer of the Shyldfédches, even thelives of these
well-intended, if deluded, sages. But he dso knew the rewards of roya gratitude.

Rodian took adow breath. “1 will not fail.”

By late morning Wynn gtill lay in bed. Drained by last night’ sturmoil, she’ d drifted in and out, but true
deep never came. Findly she swung her legs over the bedside, her small feet settling on the cold stone
floor.

What had she done with her meddling and threats?

Certainly she' d jeopardized her placein the guild. Neither Sykion nor High-Tower spoke aword to her
on thewak home. Since returning from the Farlands she hadn’t been happy here, but life as asage was
al sheknew. What would she do if she were dismissed and cast out?

Still, the thought of liveslogt, the persstent denids of her superiors, and what her wayward friends
might’ ve done in her place convinced her there was no other choice than the one she' d made.

But at a soft knock on her door, Wynn shrank in apprehension. She had to force herself up to go crack
open the door.

Dominil’ Sénke stood in the outer passage. The wrinkle of his dark brow might’ ve been worry—or
scorn, if he'd already heard what she' d done.

“Get dressed,” he said. “The Premin Council has called agenera assembly.”
Wynn'sthroat tightened. Was she to be cast out in front of everyone?

It didn’t matter. She would still go after the texts by whatever means necessary.

II’ Sénke shook his head once. “I do not believe this concernsyou,” he said, perhaps reading the worry
on her face.

Wynn redlized she was standing there in her night shift—not that he seemed to notice. Sheheld up a
finger, telling him to wait, and closed the door to dress. Without bothering to brush or tie back her hair,
she hurried out to join him. She found him staring intently down the hall.



Wynn glanced aong hissight line. The passage was empty al the way to the landing above the Sairsto
the courtyard door.
“I'mready,” shesad.

I’ Sénke gtarted like someone interrupted from listening closely to anearby conversation. He nodded,
and shefollowed him to the stairs. When they findly reached the common hall, a surprising sght awaited
Wynn.

The place was nearly burgting at the seams.

Every initiate, apprentice, journeyor, master, and domin in residence had been summoned. All five
premins of the orders stood before the massive hearth, facing the gathered assembly. But more puzzling
was the presence of scribe masters or shopowners from every scriptorium hired within the past half
year—the Gild and Ink, the Inkwell, the Feather & Parchment, and Four Scribesin House. They dl
stood closest among the crowd before the council, al except for those of the Upright Quill.
Masters Pawl & Seatt and Teagan stood off at the hearth’ sleft end.

Wynn continued scanning. Anyone not arobed sage stood out in the mass. Captain Rodian stood near
the hall’ s back, close to the wide entrance archway. As she crept in beside il” Sanke, the captain turned,
arms crossed over hisred surcoat, and his gaze briefly met hers. Then it locked on il’ Sénke, and his
expression hardened.

Last night in the cdll the captain had specifically asked about il’ Sénke s whereabouts. But why hadn't
Rodian asked about anyone el se?
abt="6" width="1em">Premin Sykion raised her handsto quell the buzz in the hdl from too many
speculating discussions. She stepped up on the hearth’ sfrontal ledge. Domin High-Tower stood nearby,
below on her right.

“ After much consideration,” she began in aclear voice, “regarding recent events, the council isforced to
make changes that will affect thoseinvolved in thetrandation project . . . and indeed everyone residing at
theguild.”

She paused and looked around the quiet hall.

“We wish no speculation to cloud our intent, so we have caled this gathering. It has been decided that no
further folios, nor any work related to the project, will leave these grounds for any reason. Therefore, we
will engage scribes from only one shop to come each day to accomplish their contracted work . . . here
within our wals”

Soft whispers grew to murmurs among the crowd, until Wynn couldn’t hear the hearth fire s crackle.
Relief showed on many faces, but arumble among the scribe masters began to rise above the noise.
“Which shop?’ demanded Master Calisus of the Feather & Parchment.

Premin Sykion cleared her throat. “We have engaged Master & Seett’ s staff of the Upright Quill. Ina
recent attempt to assist the city guard his shop was damaged, and we fed partidly responsible.”
“My shop was ransacked before hisl” shouted Master Shilwise of the Gild and Ink. “And far worse,
fromwhat I’ ve heard. But | don't see the guild offering me compensation.”

“All scriptoriums have done worthy service for the guild,” Sykion returned, “but Master & Sesit’ s kept
the best schedule and often provided additiond assstance. . . beyond the commonly shared high
sandards you have dl shown.”

“ Standards be damned!” Shilwise snapped, and even discontented Calisus appeared startled by his
vehemence. “I’ ve put aside too much other work trying to meet the guild' s requirements and
schedules—and you till have a contract with my shop! | won't be pushed out like this. My scribes
should be brought in aswell.”

At this, Cdisus and the other two scribe masters chimed in with a cacophony of demands and
accusations. Sykion put narrow fingersto her temple and had to shout over them.

“All scriptoriums have performed well in their task. Weintend no dight by this decision, and you will be
compensated for the sudden change.”

“Not good enough!” Shilwise returned. “ There' s more than just coin involved—my shop' sreputation is
a stake.”

“Y our reputation iswhy you were originaly chosen,” Sykion responded.



“WE ve put other customers needs second to the guild’s,” Shilwise shouted back. “ On top of that, what
happens when word gets out that a Sestt isyour favorite? | demand you fulfill your contract . .. or I'll
seeyou in court, Sykion!”

Severd of the premins pushed in around Sykion, al whispering to her. Sykion tried to wave them off and
fixed her full attention on Master Shilwise. Her voice shock cer kioed the hdl’ sair, sartlingly loud for her
tactful nature and frail Sature.

“Compensation will be offered as promised. The matter is closed!”

At this, the master of Four Scribesin Housetried to pull Shilwise back. But Shilwise shoved the stout
man off, cagting a seething glare to the hearth’ sfar left end.

Pawl & Seatt stood slent and unaffected, his heavy cloak and wide-brimmed hat in hand. Stooped old
Master Teagan pushed round spectacles up his beaked nose, and he wrinkled that nose at Shilwise. But
then he glanced nervoudy up at hisemployer.

Shilwise shoved through his competitors and strode out between the crowded tables and bystanders. He
headed straight for the hall’ smain archway.

As he passed, Wynn saw his glistening face.

Master Shilwise had broken out in asudden sweat. The owner of the Gild and Ink seemed more
panicked than outraged as he rushed out. Wynn turned back but stopped halfway, her awareness
catching on Dominil’ Sanke.

His head was half bowed, asif he'd lost interest in the events. Instead he focused completely on Rodian.
The captain stood partly twisted around, staring after Shilwise, clearly as perplexed as Wynn by the
scriptorium owner—not because of the man’ s outrage, but the extreme nature of it, and the strange
change that came over Shilwise as hefled. Instead of turning back to the proceedings, Rodian’ s gaze
dropped to Wynn. Only after a discontented breath through his nose did he turn away.

Wynn heard a sharp sgh—from il Sénke—and she quickly looked up.

Thetal domin’s brow wrinkled under the barest shake of his head before he turned his own attention
back acrossthe hall.

Wynn kept looking about, from the captain to the domin to the archway where Shilwise had vanished.
And she sarted to fed dizzy.

What had just happened? Why was Rodian even here? And was il Sdnke aware of the captain’s
suspicions?

“Thereismore,” Sykion caled out, pulling Wynn's attention. “ Until further notice, dl members—from
Initiates to premins—will remain within guild grounds between dusk and dawn. Those with family or
homes elsewhere in the city shall dso remain here. There will be no exceptions. Thank you, thet isall.”
Premin Sykion stepped down from the hearth’ sledge, gathering with the other council membersto spesk
in soft tones. The murmur in the hall grew as people began to rise, joining into small groups or drifting
toward ether exit.

The audience was over, but Rodian remained. Sages young and old passed around him, but he only
watched the council before the hearth. With nothing further to hear, Wynn turned to leave.
“Wynn!” adeep voice caled, and she whipped around.

Domin High-Tower stood near the hal’ s center. Thiswasthefirst he' d spoken to her since Rodian's
office the night before. ¢ niomi She glanced up a Domin i’ Sanke.

“You had best go,” he said.

Wynn took one more worried look at High-Tower before she pushed forward against the current of
othersleaving the hal. High-Tower was aready heading for the narrow side archway. At his gesture, she
followed him.

He said nothing more, leading her dl the way to the north tower and his study. Wynn steded hersdlf, and
any relief at not facing dismissa before the entire guild was gone. It would be no better in the private
chamber of Domin High-Tower. But when they entered, he didn’t St down. He stood before one narrow
inset window, looking outside dong the keep’ s old battlements.

“Premin Sykion .. ..” he began, and then fatered. “We have decided you may have accessto pages
trandated so far, but not the origina texts. . . and only on the condition that you give up thistreacherous



notion of aclam.”
Wynn held her breath, caught somewhere between rdlief and frustration.

A claminthe peopl€' s court before the high advocate concerning al the texts could take moonsto setle.
There were precedents regarding the rights of anyone working in any form of guild, and in the end she
might still lose. For now she needed to see only the trandations, to try to learn what the black-robed
figure was after.

And shewasn't being cast out.

But Wynn was not about to let High-Tower hear her wild relief.

“And the codex,” she said, not aquaver in her voice. 1 need the codex aswell to know which pieces of
finished work are related to or from the same source. Too many pages and drafts have been lost so far.”
Hewould aready know this. She would need to see every stage of the trandation to truly understand
what the murderer sought.

High-Tower never turned from the window as he nodded curtly.

“How soon?” she asked.

“Tomorrow,” hereplied. “Preparations will be made for you.”

A moment’ sfrustration passed over the prospect of another delay, but Wynn didn’'t argue. If no more
folios were carried back and forth, tomorrow would be soon enough.

And gtill, Domin High-Tower wouldn't look at her.

In his profile she could see that he thought her ungrateful and didoya— or certainly above hersef. But all
that mattered was that an undead was hunting sages, maybe even hunting High-Tower, eventualy. And
no one but her seemed willing to acknowledge the truth or follow a proper course of action.
“Agreed,” she said, and turned for the door.

“What has happened to you, Wynn?’

She froze with her hand on the latch. He sounded sad, dmost defeated. She jerked the door open,
stepping out into the tower’ s spird Stairway.

“I grew up,” she answered.

Shedidn’t look back as she shut the door.



CHAPTER 12
Just past dusk, Chane paced about his shabby attic room.
Wynn had seen him—and knew he had broken into a scriptorium to steal afolio.

He stopped and settled dowly on the bed’ s edge, looking around at the faded four walls and danted
celling. Events seemed to be hurtling forward without direction, without his control. How had he cometo
this sate?

He pushed hisred-brown hair from hisforehead, thinking back, remembering what had driven him from
Belaadl theway to thiscontinent. . ..

After learning that Wynn had returned to the Numan Lands, he seemed merely to exigt, passing from
night to night in Belawith little purpose and no future.

In desperation he often worked on furthering his grasp of Welstid’ s arcane objects or deciphering bits
from the man’ stwo journds. Little came from great effort, but he uncovered one mystery, seemingly
unrelated to Welstiel’ sconjury.

The oldest of thejournds had a parchment covering folded over it. The covering was annoying in
handling the book, so Chanetook it off. And there on theleft of itsinner surface was alist. Though most
were common herbs, one was written in Belaskian among the other Numanese terms.
Dyvjaka Svonchek—“Boar' sBdll.”

Chane knew it, also cdled by other folk names such as Flooding Dusk, Nightmare' s Breath, and
Blackbane. Its yellow bell-shaped flowers faded to dark plum at the edges. Toxic and deadly to the
living, its mere odor could aso cause ddirium. He knew itsfishy scent in two ways. One from dried
petasleft on atablein the back room of the healer-monks' hidden mountain monastery. And the other . .

Chanefished degp in Weldtid’ s belongings.

He pulled out along and shallow box, bound in black leather and wrapped in indigo felt. Insde were Sx
vidsinfdt padding, each with aslver screw-top cap. But only one and ahalf held any of the strange
liquid. The unwary might have thought it watery violet ink.

Chane carefully sniffed at the full one without even opening it. His heed filled with itsfishy sweet odor,
and he quickly pulled thevid from hisface.

He looked back to the parchment cover’ sinner surface. On the right half was a diagram with symboals,
most of which he didn’t know. Perhapsit was aformulaof somekind.

All theviads had been full when he and Welstiel had |eft the monastery—in company with Six monks
raised asferal undeads. Somewhere adong the journey to the Pock Peaks and the castle of that ancient
white femae vampire, therest of the vials had been used. What purpose had Welstiel’ s concoction
served? And how was it made, |et done used?

All Chane knew wasthat during the journey, Welstiel continued to grow more agitated and more
obsessed with getting his“orb.” That and when Chane dipped into dormancy each night, Welstidl was
till up and dert. When Chane arose the next dawn, Welstiel was already up and about, perhapsfor a
longwhile
Chane had no doubt the list of ingredientswas for this deadly liquid, and only the flower would be
difficult to find. Some claimed it had hedling properties, but he did not think so. Chane rewrapped the via
case, stored it in the pack, and refitted the parchment cover on the journal.

On afew nights hisfrustration at too little progress began to mount, and he would return to Bela s great
docks. Or he would wander to the city’ s southern edge and stand upon the shore, staring out over the
Inner Bay and ocean beyond. He did take the time to seek an apothecary, who reluctantly admitted that
he carried Boar’ sBell in secret, for sdle to select customers. Chane paid heavily for asmall amount, not
having the time or opportunity to search for the flower in the wilderness.

Sometimes he hunted, turning more often to the lowly didtricts.

His existence became more and more pointless, until one night he caught aflash of dark fur near aloading
platform on the southernmodt pier.

Heignored it at first. Dogs often roamed the city’ s quarters, scavenging for aquick med. But the



anima’ s movement pulled his atention back.

The dog hung its head over the dock’ s upper level and watched the men below.
Onthelower leved of that nearest dock, three men busily loaded cargo into awide, flat-bottomed skiff.
Even under the dock’ s hanging lanterns, they couldn’t see aswell as Chane in darkness. He stepped
closeto the dock’ s landbound end, having nothing better to occupy him.

The dog wastdler than he had first thought, perhaps the height of atimber wolf, but with long legsand
muzzle, and taller ears. Charcod-colored, its coat seemed to shimmer faintly in the lantern’ s light.
“I’'mgick of dl therush,” said one sailor below. “When are we going to take time for some eats?’
“Get onwith it!” another snapped. “WE re outbound by dawn, and we' re short on cargo for the
crossing. So much for profit shares a the journey’send.”

“WEe ll fix that once we hit the far coast,” the third replied.

The dog lifted its head and looked out toward a three-masted vessdl in the harbor, dmost asif it knew
what the men spoke of.

Chane saw itsblue crystdline eyes catch the lantern light.

The anima dunk slently to aside-hanging walkway and padded softly down the ramp to the dock’s
lower level. For amoment, Chane thought he was looking at Chap.

But this dog was much darker, more dender in build, and ayounger animal, perhaps not yet having
ganed itsfull weight. Chap was unique, ahunter of undead, yet the anima was certainly of the same
breed. Chane moved quietly out to peer over the dock k ovs u'sside.

The dog crept around amassive, dightly dented trunk waiting to be loaded. The sailors were busy
grumbling and wrestling with cargo and never noticed as the dog parted the trunk’ slid with its nose. It
squirmed ingde amid piles of folded cloth.

Chane watched in fascination before he called out, “Y ou, there. . . whereisthat ship headed?”’

One sailor straightened up, wiping his sweeting brow with adeeve.

“Langinied, at firgt light,” hereplied, “if we can get her loaded in time. WE ve cargo going straight across,
then we' re south for the long haul to the eastern Suman coast.”

Chane lifted hiseyesto the vessd out in the bay. He knew of Langinied, alargeidand off the coast
across the ocean. It was supposed to be one of the few civilized places this side of that
continent—Wynn's continent. Therewas along land journey beyond that to reach the far west coast and
her homeland.

Two sailors picked up the old trunk and hefted it atop the crates aready overburdening the skiff.

A strange dog stowed away on aship bound for Wynn's continent. The only other of its breed that
Chane had ever seen was a close companion to Wynn.

“Isit till possible to buy passage?’ he asked.

“What?’ the third sailor called back, steadying the skiff as his mates|oaded arope-bound bale. Perhaps
he could not catch Chane swordsin his voiceless rasp.

“Passagel” hecdlled again.

The man huffed at him. “ All passengers are supposed to be onboard aready. Y ou'll have to speak to the
purser . .. over there”

The sailor pointed along the pier’ slower level. Chane spotted a gaunt man directing othersin loading
water casks onto another skiff.

Before long Chane had arranged passage, and the price took nearly al the money he possessed. Heran
inland, and was well beyond the port before finding a coach to hurry him the rest of the way out of the
city to hisinn. By the time the coach returned him to the docks, the eastern skyline wasjust barely
lightening. The purser waswaiting impatiently by an empty skiff.

The moment Chane boarded the ship, he hurried below, but not to his cramped quarters. He crept into
the cargo hold, searching among lashed crates, barrel's, and bundles for that one old trunk.

If the dog weretruly like Chap, it could sense an undead, let alone anyone else' s approach. But thisdid
not concern Chane—he wore Welstid’ sring of nothing. More than once the ring had hidden Welstiel and
himself from Chap’sand Magiere' s unnaturd awareness. And Chane needed to learn why thisanima
appeared to be heading in Wynn' sdirection.



Hefound the trunk, its strgps still unbuckled, but he hesitated at flipping it open. Though thering hid his
nature, sartling the dog could ignite an assault. Helifted the trunk’ slid half a handbreadth, but it wastoo
dark in the hold for even his eyesto seeinto the hidden kto It.gpace. Finaly he had to open it wide.
The trunk was empty but for the bolts of cloth.

Chane glanced about the hold. There was no sign of the dog, nor could he smell it. Hefindly turned
away, heading back for hissmall cabin.

At least the animal was not trapped, would not starve to death on the voyage. Beyond that he wanted
nothing to do with it, other than to learn why it was here—and if it was truly headed toward Wynn.

In thelong voyage, he took only two victims. one penny-poor passenger, lodged in steerage, and one
sailor. But only during rough wesather a night, when he could dump the bodies overboard, asif they had
been lost at sea. Otherwise he held himsdlf in check, trying not to exert himsalf and force further feeding.
Not once did he see the dog, and he wondered if it lived on vermin in the hold or had somehow settled in
with the crew. Perhapsit had even been taken in by one of the officersin the fore or aftcastle quarters.
To hisrelief, the ship reached the free port of Langinied, thelong idand off the coast of the middle
continent—and it docked at night. He indsted on leaving immediately, though the purser was put off at
arranging oarsmen and a skiff before dawn.

Though the city sorawled over alarge rocky areain both directions beyond sight, it wasfar from an
actua nation or even acity-state, more like a chaotic growth of trade operations and other businesses
with residents needed to support them. Langinied had spawned long ago from the needs of whatever
ships came up the coast from the Suman Empire before making the difficult run acrossto what the sages
called the Farlands. Added to this, some caravans braved what he learned were called the Broken
Lands. A wild, uncivilized territory spanned the continent from this eastern coast to nearly the edge of the
Numan Lands on the western side.

Chane stayed in Langinied, watching the ship as much as he could, until it Ieft port on thefifth dusk. He
never saw the dog again. Without its lead he was | eft adrift, once more questioning his actions. He had
sworn to Wynn that he would never reenter her life—but he eventualy set out for Cam Seett on hisown.
Thejourney acrossland made the sea voyage seem short.

Little dong the way came to bother an undead. At times he lingered in places past dusk, trying to
decipher more of Welstiel’ swritings. Or he paged through the varied texts taken from the hedler-monks
monagtery. Every ink mark made with quill, no matter what it said, reminded him of Wynn.. . . sittingina
room by thelight of her cold lamp, perhaps doing likewise with the ancient texts she had recovered.
Chane hunted wildlife dong the way to sustain himsalf, though it fed him poorly compared to longer-lived
humans. Among wolves, wild dogs, bears, and aranging mountain lion, which he gave awide berth, only
once did he ever see anything ontwo legs.

It was neither human nor df.

He emerged early one night from the tarp used to protect himself from the sun, and felt something
watching him.
filheight="6" width="1em">And then everything in the dley suddenly raced by. She bolted, swift and low,
adongthedley floor, charging by the building and out the dley’ sfar end. Swerving through the empty
Street, she rounded the city block to itsfront sde. There she dowed, creeping along the buildings, finaly
coming to astop. Above the pedling door of a garish and weathered shop, Wynn saw aworn painted
sgn.

Shilwisg' s Gild and | nk—the scriptorium where afolio had been | eft overnight and stolen.

She was crouched two shops down fromiit, but the scribe shop was now silent.

Until the weathered front door exploded outward in the night.

Shattered wood shards scattered over the porch and street as Wynn cowered back. The black figure did
out through the opening, aleather folio clutched in its cloth-wrapped hand.

It didn’t waver in Wynn'ssght. Thiswas Shade' sown memory.

Thefigurelooked as solid and redl as anything dong the street. But when it turned, gliding dong the
buildings, it passed straight through alantern pogt, asif the stout iron pole wasn't even there.

The memory’ sintensity softened.



Wynn stared at Shade, eye-to-eye, with the sheathed blade still in the dog' sjaws. Had Shade been
hunting the black figure, aswell aswatching over her dl thistime?

And on the night Rodian had sprung histrap, the figure had did out through the front wall of the Upright
Quill—but pulled the folio through awindow. Perhaps, by whatever magic, it couldn’t passthefolio
through something solid.

But why destroy the front door of the Gild and Ink? With no one about, it could’ ve smply dipped
through thewall and pulled the folio through an easily breakable window. Or better yet, it could’ ve found
some lesstelltale way to get out, with no one around to seeiit.

No one but Shade, that was.

Wynn was a alossfor what any of this meant, nor why Shade had shown her this now. It had been a
clear image of the undead breaking out of ashop, appearing solid, yet it had walked through aniron pole.
This attempt to talk in memories was frustrating, but it was al Wynn had. Shade wastrying to tell her
something about the black figure. How many Noble Dead, or even other undead, had Wynn known of
snce shefirst met Magiere, Leesil, and Chap? She had to at least iminate the obvious, and put her hand
on the side of Shade' s neck.

Wynn relaxed her mind, letting memoriesrise, but careful not to let any of Chane come clearly to mind.
Therewas Vordana, Welstidl, and the memory of Magiere spesking of her undead father, Bryen
Massing. Thefirst two were mages aswell as Noble Dead.

Shade growled and looked away with a huff.

Wynn exhded sharply. Shade s reaction wasn't like Chap' s clear usage of two barksfor “no,” but it was
plain enough. So now what? The only other undead that Wynn had encounfWynplytered were Ubad' s
animated corpses and endaved spirits.

Shade dropped the blade and grabbed Wynn' swrist in her jaws. Rapidly dternating memoriesfilled
Wynn's head—her own memories. . . .

The ghost of amurdered girl who served the necromancer . . .

Then the black figure on the night Shade had cometo Wynn'said. . .

Black figure and ghost child dternated over and over.

Wynn didn’'t like what thisimplied.

“A spirit?” she whigpered, remembering the ghost child who' d once spoken with that vile necromancer’s
own voice.

Shade gently tightened her grip on Wynn'swrigt.

Wynn looked at the dog and suddenly wished she still had her doubts. 1t would' ve been far less unsettling
to cling to her notion of an ancient Noble Dead mage grown powerful over athousand years.

How could a spirit, as much as it might pass through awall, pick up afolio inits hand, rip out acity
guard’ s chest, and look as solid and redl as a cloaked man? And why hadn’'t Shade smply shown her
ghogtsin thefirst place?

The latter answer came quickly. Because Shade had never seen aghost, until that memory rosein
Wynn's mind when she' d thought of other forms of undeed.

Shade couldn’t dig for memories but only recall ones she' d seen surface in someone else' sthoughts. And
she' d never seen aghost herself, because the undead couldn’t enter the an’ Créan’ s elven
homeland—Shade' s homeland.

Wynn glanced a Magiere’ s usdless dagger lying on the floor between her and Shade. And again she
wished Shade was wrong.

Thisblack spirit took lives, fed upon the living. Only Noble Dead did thisto maintain their fully sentient
existence, versus ghosts, mindless corpses, and such lesser undead.

Wynn felt even worse,

Was this thing—spirit—anew form of a Noble Dead? VVampires were Noble Dead, the terms merely
interchangecble.

With no more time to ponder the rest of what Shade had shown her, Wynn dropped Magiere s blade
into the chest; then she hesitated again. Rodian still had men outside the portcullis. Could she be lucky
enough to dip by them again, thistime with alarge wolf? And she saw her old clothing—elven clothing,



westhered and travel-worn—in the bottom of the chest.
At the very leadt, it was better not to be spotted beyond the guild groundsin a sage’ srobe. She quickly
changed clothing and pulled on her old cloak.

Wynn peeked into the passage outside her room. Spotting no one, she dipped out with Shade. She
checked again before they stepped into the courtyard and then hurried across—not to the keep’smain
doors, but to the building on the northern side, where supplies and kitchen stores were kept.

She car fizeingefully opened adoor there and, finding the storeroom dark, dipped out her cold lamp
crystal. With one quick stroke aong her tunic’ sfront, the crystal glowed no more than alow candle.
Rows of barrels, crates, and sacks of dried goods filled the space, but she urged Shade in and turned
immediately to the right. Through another door she entered the back scullery behind the kitchen.
Stacked, emptied crates and bottles waited to be taken away. And there aso, spare cloaks hung on wall
pegs, for anyone who had to take milk bottles or refuse out. She grabbed the largest one and pulled it on
over her own. Although it wastoo big for her, thiswas eeser than carrying it, and the extra bulk might
further disguise her. When she reached the courtyard again, till trying to think of someway to get Shade
out through the library, another notion cameto her.

Pawl a Seett had come to escort his staff home from working al day in the guild. But had they aready
left, or werethey gill ingde? Either way, what Wynn had in mind was a gamble. She hoped none of the
guards outside had ever seen her before.

Wynn pocketed the crystal, smothering itslight, and crouched before Shade.

Shedidn’t know how to explain with memories that Shade needed to keep quiet. She reached out
carefully for Shade' s nose—again hoping she didn’t get bitten—and clamped her hand over thedog's
muzzle. She quickly covered her own mouth in like fashion.

Shade let out abrief grumble and fell silent. Wynn hoped that meant the dog understood.

She headed down the gatehouse tunnel with Shade padding behind her. Before she was close enough to
touch the closed portcullis, someone shifted beyond it.

In the light of the outer torches, abearded face leaned close between the stout bars. He wore the red
tabard of Rodian’s men and held the shaft of apolearm in one hand.

“What' sthis?” the man demanded. “It’ s after dark . . . orders are that no one goes out.”

“Dol look like asage?” Wynn answered, trying to sound indignant. “I’m with Master a Sestt, from the
Upright Quill.”

The man lifted his head, looking away, and Wynn logt sight of hisface.

“Hedready left,” another voice outside answered.

Thefirst guard peered in again. “Where were you?’

“Domin High-Tower had afit about some midaid notes,” Wynn answered, and Sighed as deeply as she
could. “1 got stuck finding them for him.”

The bearded guard scowled, but he appeared more annoyed than suspicious.

“Open the damn gate!” Wynn snapped.

Hiseyeswidened. “Girl, you' d better—”

“Comeon!” Wynncutin. “I’'mtired, | haven't had supper, and I’ ve been dedling with stuffy, petty little
scholarsal day. Or do you want to tell my employer—and your captain—why | was stuck in here dl
night?’
font, p
The guard let out along hissing breath and vanished from the space in the portcullis.

Wynn's somach clenched. She was stuck. They were just going to ignore her.

“Takeit up!” someone shouted.

The gatehouse tunnd filled with the racket of chains and gears as the portcullis began to rise. Wynn tried
to remain gill and not duck under and bolt out. She stepped onward only when the way was fully open.
“What isthat?’ one guard barked.

She was only three steps down the outer path to the bailey gate when she had to stop and ook back.
Both guards had their long halberds lowered, the wide head blades aimed at Shade.

“A wolf?" one guard uttered.



The only thing Wynn could think of was another insult.
“Oh, good, you' vegot eyes. . . very useful, snce you' re standing watch.”
“Watch your littletongue!” the second guard warned. “What' sawolf doing ingde the guild?’

“Domin Parisean said it was supposed to walk with me,” Wynn countered, “since | missed my escort.”

“A wolf?What do you take mefor?’
“What do you expect?” Wynn snarled back. “ All the nonsensein there, you wouldn't believeit .. . . |
don't! But you think I'm gonnaargue?’
With that she turned away, walking steadily down the path as Shade trotted out ahead. But Wynn didn’t
fed steady.
She was shaking, waiting to be grabbed from behind. She was gill shaking when she reached the gate
and stepped out onto the Old Bailey Road.
And no onefollowed.

Wynn ran ahand over Shade' ssilky ears asthey set out for the Graylands Empire. How she would get
both of them back inside the guild was something she didn’t care to think about just yet.
Cringing in bed, Chane cursed his weakness, and another wave of anxiety choked him.

Pain had beaten him down, and he could not banish it. He had findly succumbed and sent amessage to

Wynn.

Slipping it dong with two slver pennies under the innkeegper’ s door, he had then rushed back to hisroom
before he was seen. Not long after, the reality of what he had done caught up to him. And fear became
companion to the pain.

How could he have drawn Wynn out done into the night? Or would she just send areply? No, she
would come.

“You coward” he hissed a himsdif.

If he sent another message telling her not to come, it might not reach her in time. And he needed to know
if she had recovered from whatever had made her col fad f hlgpse. There were aso questions about the
Suman who had appeared from nowhere to carry her off.

Chane sat up, groaned, and struck the sulfur stick on the stool to light his one candle.

He had fed on ablacksmith working late the night before, but that one fresh life had not been enough to
fully hedl him. The burns on his hands were still severe, though he had carefully peeled away flecks of
charred skin. The ones on hisface felt worse. If not for the cloak’ s hood shielding his hair, hewould have
lost some of that aswell.

His shirtdeeves and one side of his cloak had caught fire from his own flesh. Tearing charred cloth from
his forearms had been excruciating. He had an extra shirt, though he was not wearing it. The touch of the
cloth on his wounds was too much. But he possessed no other cloak. Without one he could not hunt
effectively, asthe sght of himwould shock his prey into flight and cries before he could close for akill.
Chane had never been in such a state, never needed help like this—and he had no oneto trust except
Wynn.

A soft knock sounded at his door.

Chane could not separate shame, relief, and fear.

“Wynn?" hewhispered.

“Y es. The innkeeper sent me up.”

Shame and fear grew—onefor calling her here and the other at the thought of her looking upon him. But
hewasno longer donein hissuffering.

He lunged for the door and whimpered as he gripped the handle with his burned hand. When he cracked
the door, he saw the charcoal -colored majay-hi.

Wynn pushed in past him, and the dog followed. Chane quickly shut the door, retresting to the wall
beyond it and lowering his head. The one candle barely lit the room from the other end near the bed. It
was enough for Chane to see, with his sight opened wide, but he cowered back asfar as he could from
itslight.

Wynn whipped off one cloak and tossed it on the bed, dong with astaff, its upper end coveredina
leather sheath. She glanced at him, about to untie a second cloak beneath thefirst, but her fingers



stopped with the strings pulled out straight.
A shudder ran through her when she peered a him.
“Oh,” shewhispered. “I .. . ah, no!”
He must look worse than he redlized.
“It will pass,” he rasped, and then cringed. He had become accustomed to the sound of hismaimed
voice, but hearing it when he spoke to her made him hateit more.
“| should not have asked you to come,” he whispered.
The mgay-hi began sniffing sharply, watching him. Itsjowls curled.
“Stopit,” Wynn said, sweeping a hand before the dog’' s nose.
When she lookedfWhe'>" back to Chane, her mouth opened. A frown passed briefly over her face, and
her lips closed, possibly in some abandoned question she decided not to ask.
She pointed to the bed. “ Sit down.”
Chane stepped closer, and the dog did growl. Wynn flinched at a clearer sight of him, and aflicker of
fright rose as her gaze shifted rapidly between him and the dog. He settled on the bed’ s edge, loathing
himsdlf for therdlief her presence brought him.
Wynn gasped softly. “Y our back! Did that happen last night?”
It took an instant before he understood. She had never seen him without a shirt, and his back was
covered in white scars.
“No, those areold,” he said. “From . . . before.”
Thiswas not thetime or placeto tell her of hislife before death, or about hisfather. Changing the subject,
he gestured at the staff lying behind him on the bed.
“Isthat what you carried last night?’
Wynn remained silent too long. When Chanefindly glanced up, she averted her eyes. She began digging
in the pocket of her yellow tunic.
“Without Magiere or Chap,” she said, “| needed my own defense.”
So it was the same staff—and under the leather sheath was the searing crystd.
“Wheredid you get it?’

“Our guild achemists make certain things, such asthe cold lamp crystas,” she answered, her tone careful
and matter-of-fact. It was obvious she did not want to say much about it. “I’m il learning to use it
properly,” she added.

Chane congdered himsdlf intelligent, though only moderately skilled in conjury, but to create or even
conceive of acrystd that carried light that burned likethesun. . .

There were moments when Wynn gtill astonished him. What the making of the crystal had taken was

beyond what he could imagine—much like most of Weldtid’ sitems.
Shedrew asmdl ceramic jar from inside her pocket. “A headling salve,” she explained.
“That will nothelp.. .. me”
“You'resuffering,” she sad bluntly, and knelt down. “It may <till numb the pain.”
Chane kept quiet, fearing she might vanish. It was hard to believe she was here, tending to his comfort.
Only the pain seemed truly redl. Therest felt as though one of hisfantasies harbored over the last year
had suddenly sweled into afull deusion.
Her light brown hair hung in loose wisps, sticking to one olive cheek at the corner of her smal mouth.
Candlelight warmed her brown eyes as she reached for hisright hand resting on his knee. Her eyes
flickered briefly to his bare chest, and he wished he had donned his spare shirt. Wynn'sfingers hung for a
moment above his hand.
“Thismay hurt,” shesaid. “I didn’'t mean to injure you. | wastrying to drive off that . . . thing, just before
Domin il Sénke appeared.”
Wynn dowly applied salve to Chane' sright hand. Discomfort heightened under the ddlicate pressure, but
he did not care.
“II"'Sanke?” he echoed. “ The one who carried you off?’
“Yes, and—"
“And he samage.”



Wynn glanced up. “Yes.”
“Perhaps the one who created your crystd?’
Wynn frowned. “He' sthe only one who bdlieves that we' re dealing with an undead, besidesyou . . . and
Shade.”
The dog behind Wynn, so akin to Chap, sniffed at him. Her earsflattened as her jowls twitched.

It would sense nothing of his nature—not while he wore thering. Likely the femae smeled that he was
not right, or at least was not like other people. Chane wanted to ask Wynn about the animd, but the
mention of the Suman brought back images of the night before.

The black figure attacking Wynn, the dog trying to protect her, the flash of the crystdl’ slight.
Chaneflinched. Wynn jerked her fingersfrom a spot of raw skin on hiswrist, where he had ripped away
acharred deeve.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

But her voice sounded distant, asif he were some stranger she tended to. She leaned back to dip her
fingersin the slvejar on thefloor and looked about his small attic room.

The shabby walls, the danting ceiling below the roof, the stoal for atable, and the dusty, chipped water
basn. ..

Chane was not accustomed to embarrassment. The son of anoblemanin life, hehad lived in alavish
manor, worn fine clothes, and had even educated himsdlf beyond what most would gain—beyond what
most gentry thought was worthwhile. Now he lived—existed—in squaor, with little more than his studies
to distract him.

For once he had no one else to blame, not even Welstidl.

Wynn began gently regpplying salve, working around the brassring on hisleft hand without seeming to
naticeit. Then heredized the sing in his right hand was beginning to dull. The cintment might not heal
him, but something init still affected his dead flesh. Heloosdly closed hisright hand, and the pain barely
increased.

“Have you learned anything about the scroll?” he asked.

Wynn's expresson shifted with ahint of interest. “No, | haven't had time. | wasin the catacombs,
studying trandated portions of the texts. By evening | began to figure out which sections of the
trandations had been stolen.”

He froze, for her words confused him on severd levels.

“Y ou have had no access before? Y ou brought those texts back—they are yours.”

Wynn sighed. Picking up the salvejar, she stood and began dabbing &t hisface.
“It'scomplicated . . . but no, not until today. Only masters and domins working on the project are
allowed access. Thereis precedence for this decision.”

She sounded defensive, even resentful. Thiswas a sensitive subject, so he did not pressfor more.
“Do you have any ideawhat isin the missing pages?’ he asked.

She stopped dabbing, and her eyes drifted.

“Li’kan’ swall writings mentioned two companions—V olyno and Has saun. | don’t know what became
of them, but | read some trandationsthat came just before one set of missing pages. . . .”
Shetold him of ancient undead, like the white woman with strangely shaped eyesin the castle of the
Pock Peaks. And of something called “Beloved,” among other names, that might have been what had
whispered to Welstid and sent Magiere her dreams of that castle. And aso of how those undead had
“divided.”

Chane wondered at those other names Wynn mentioned. Did others like the white woman till roam free
inthe world after centuries?

Wynn paused, lost in thought, and then looked intently down at Chane.

“Did Welstid ever speak to you about hispatron . . . the thing in his dreams? Magiere suspected
something was guiding him.”

Chane shook hishead. “1 know only that someone whispered to him in dormancy, perhapstelling him
whereto go. But in the way we wandered, | believe he was not told much. He was obsessed with
herding Magiere ahead of him, asif he needed her. When you and yours entered elven land, | think he



tried to turn to finding his artifact on hisown.”
Even speaking Magiere' s name made Chane' sinddes heat up. He thought he saw Wynin's eyesflicker
once, perhaps glancing at the scar around his neck.
“Some of what Welstid wastold in dormancy turned out to be false,” Chane went on. “When did
Magiere sart having these dreams?’

“When we reached the northern bay of the Elven Territories,” Wynn answered. “We were promised a

ship to take us south.”
Chane shook his head. He had wandered the Crown Range with Welstiel for so long it wasimpossible to

meatch thetime frames.

“The night we found the monastery, Welstiel began shouting at the night sky. He must have believed he
was being led to the castle, but that was not what we found. | think he broke with his. . . ‘patron’ . . .
that night, after being tricked too many times. Whatever spoke to him, perhapsit decided to let Magiere
find the orb without him. And she shares the nature of the Noble Dead.”

Wynn studied him, perhaps wondering if hetold thefull truth. Chane' s thoughts dipped back to the
names she had spoken—and the black-robed figure fk-rizehunting sages, folios, and her.

“Do you think one of these other old undead is the black-robed mage?’ he asked. “ Some ancient
vampire, grown powerful over so much time?’

Wynn gtarted dightly. “It' snot amage, but it isaNoble Dead.”

“No . ..vampires are Noble Dead.”

Wynn tiredly closed her eyes. “Not only vampires. Thereissomething else. . . awraith.”

Before he could ask, she shook her head.

“It'stheword | usefor it, among older ones, though none of them may be accurate. Just something
mentioned in old Numan folklore”

“Thenitisnot—"

“It feeds, Chane. It hasto feed onlife. And it isfully aware. Shadeis convinced the black figureisaform
of spirit.”

Chane gtared at the majay-hi, not quite grasping what she meant. By Wynn' swords, this animal shared
Chap’ s antagonism toward the undead. Much as that might add weight to Wynn's conclusion, it was not
enough. How had she learned thisfrom adog?

“She' s been hunting it, as much aswatching over me,” Wynn continued. “I don't understand everything
yet, but on theway herel kept thinking of something | overheard in one of il’ Sanke' s seminars. Likethe
five Elements, the sages dso divide dl thingsin existence by the three Aspects—physicd, menta, and
soiritud.”

Chane knew this concept by different terms, but it still did not explain her assumptions.

“A vampireisdigtinguished in nature from amere raised corpse,” she went on, “or anything in between
those extremes. . . but they al are physical. So what isthe difference? We both know from experience
that ghosts exist, aswell as other |ess-than-corporea forms of the undead. But nonetheless, we' ve seen
the dead come back . . . in spirit, aswell as body.”

Right then he wanted to deny her, for where she headed with her reasoning was too harsh and
dangerous—especidly for her well-being.

“It' sfully aware and reasons,” she whispered. “Even if it samage aswdll, then it has grown within its
sense of sdf, asif it weredill dive. Andit hastofeed . . . what elseisthat but aNoble Dead?’
Chane had no response, but thiswas not good at al. Uncertain as he was, he till trusted her intellect, as
well educated as his own and then some. Caught between doubt and faith in her, which should he choose
tofollow?

And if shewasright, how could he protect her from something he could not fight?

They 4ill had no concrete ideawhet this cresture—this wraith—was truly after, and they had not yet
unlocked the secret of the scroll. Chane was not fanciful, but he could not help believing that the scroll
had come into his possession for areason. That the white undead had tried to show it to Wynn confirmed
thet indtinct.

Whatever was hi f\WWhae udden beneath the black coating might shape dangerous days ahead, and the



future. At present he had no future.

“You sad Li’ kén wanted you to read the scroll to her,” Chane began, “ or perhapsjust to read it yourself.

| do not see why this forgotten Enemy would want or allow that, so our next step should be to solveits

mydery.”
Wynn looked at thefloor. “I’ ve been thinking the same thing.”
“So how?’
Wynn hesitated along while. “I might have a chance.”
He dtiffened. “You?’
“Do you remember when you found me at the smithy of Pudirlatsat? Y ou protected me from Vordana,
andl was...inagae”
Y es, she had been sick, and, strangely, she could barely see.
“Just before, | attempted to give mysdf mantic sight viaathaumaturgica ritua—the ability to see
eementd Spiritindl things”
Chane had never heard this before. “ That wasfoolish!”
Wynn stiffened. “ Magiere needed to locate V ordana quickly—who, as you well know, was a sentient
undead.”
Hefdl slent.
“But my attempt went wrong,” Wynn whispered.
“Youfaled?
“No.” Shetook along breath. “I couldn’t end it afterward. Chap had to do it for me, and that turned out
to be temporary.”
Chane shook his head. “How would seeing Spirit let you read the scroll’ s content?’
Wynn studied him for amoment. “Because with mantic sight, | also see the absence of SpiritinaNoble
Dead. Spirit asin the Element, not the Aspect.”

Again, Chane didiked where this was headed. He had suffered mishapsin his youth when firgt attempting
conjury on hisown with no tutor. One had | eft him bedridden for many days. The physician cdled by his
mother had no ideawhat was wrong with him, nor why he had succumbed to a sudden burning fever that

made his body seem to dry out and left him with an insatiable thirst.

“I not only see where Spirit is strong or weak,” Wynn explained, “but whereit islacking or where
something other than life drawsit in. The scroll and even the painted ink on top may hold aresidue of
elementa Spirit, but—"

“Thewriting in undead’ sfluids would not,” Chane finished.

“Sde effects of the sight,” Wynn went on, * have been with me ever snce my mistake. But | can call it up
a times, and | might be able to read what is beneath the scroll’ s coating.”

“No!” Chane hissed, standing up.

And the dog—Shade—rose on dl fours, growling.

“Chapisnot here,” he said. “If you cannot stop this sight on your own, then we will find another way.”
“Theré snotime,” Wynn returned. “ And I" ve been experimenting since returning home. Domin il Sénke
has hel ped tutor me.”

“Youtrust him?" he asked harshly. “Enough to let him know about the scrol1?”

Her lips pursed in indecision. “I trust him more than my own superiors. . . though sometimes| think he
has his own agenda.”

“Then do not trust him further.”

Theroom fell silent except for Shade' srumble.

“I havetotry,” Wynn said quietly. “It' sall we have, at present.”

Chane sfirst urge wasto hold her in thisroom until she swore not to do this. Not evenif it meant never
learning the scroll’ s secret and why it had cometo him.

“Do you haveit with you?’ he asked.

“No, it'shidden in my room. | was afraid the wraith might try to takeit if | had it with me.”
Chane pulled on his spare shirt, wincing dightly, and then snatched up the second overcloak she had
brought. “'Y ou cannot walk back aone—and you will not attempt thisaone. | am coming with you.”



“Ingdethe guild?” Wynn countered loudly. “ Absolutely not!”

“We do not know what isin that scroll! Nor what will happen to you if you cannot end your sight.”
He had placed her in enough danger aready with his obsession, and her stubbornness could lead to
worse. Donning the cloak, he pulled the hood forward asfar asit would go.

“And what about Captain Rodian?’ she demanded. “What if he isthere? He saw you, as did some of his
men, and he has stationed guards around the guild’ s grounds.”

Chane scowled. “1 have no concern over city guards.”

“Y ou can barely close your hand,” she said. “ And would you shed blood at the guild?’
Heflinched, ashamed at hislack of thought. Wynn was till an innocent in many ways, no matter what the
last two years had shown her. And the two of them had grown far gpart from the time she had first
learned who—what—he was.

“Isthe captain expected tonight?’ he asked.

“No, but he shows up unexpectedly, whenever he wants.”

“Then we will be cautious—but | am coming with you!”

“I don't even know how to get back in mysdlf,” she said. “ Thereisacurfew in place at the guild, which is
why the city guard isthere, to protect usfrom thiskiller. I had to bluff my way out, and | can’t get back
inthe same way, let done bring you.”

He hated any thought of abandoning Wynn, and even so, he would never make it out of herein time. Not
with whoever was outside the door.

“Get down!” Wynn whispered. “ Cover up!”

Chane wavered briefly. He crumpled and flattened upon the floor. But as hejerked his cloak’ s hood

forward, pressing hisface to the stone floor, the door burst open and bashed hard against the wall.

“Wynn, stop!” adeep voice ordered, and the door dammed shut.
But shedidn’'t. She barely recognized il’ Sdnke s voice, and tried to keep her focus amid the sickening
vertigo of mantic Sght.

The wraith was ingde the guild—inside the dormitory. There were too many gpprentices and initiates
close by. She held the crysta’ striggering pattern in her mind but kept her eyes upon the wraith, hesitant
and writhing before the window.

And for an ingtant she saw it—him—within the cloak and heavy robe.

Blue-white mists permeating the room began to shift, drifting dowly toward thisthing. Wherever they
touched the figure they were swallowed by it. The traces where they vanished formed outlines. Wynn
saw shapes beneath the figure' s black garments and the cloth strips wrapped about its body.

A skull faced her within the cowl.

Consumed mists marked its outline like glistening moisture upon bones as black as coa benegth the
wraps of its skeleton form. Then awisp of another image overlaid thisaswell.

She saw aface.

Not like Chane or any other undead she had seen, retaining their appearance from the moment they were
killed. Aged, emaciated, and sunken features suddenly covered the skull in another layer. Asif this
thing—man—nhad died of old age before he rose again.

She couldn’t be certain, with no complexion to gauge, but the prominent cheekbones, nose, and chin
made him gppear Suman, likeil’ Sdnke. His eyebrows had grown long and unkempt, and the straggles of
aremaining beard hung in wispsdong hisjawline.

Hiseyesweren't clear to her, asif the open sockets were only glaring wells of obsidian. She was nothing
morethan asmadl thing in hisway.

A hand clamped over Wyni' s eyes, blocking everything out.

Vertigo vanished, leaving only nauseain her gut. She logt the pattern in her mind as her head was jerked
back against someone' s chest.

The staff bucked in her hands under someone’ s grip.

“No, not yet!” she shouted, and then she heard i’ Sénke murmuring near her ear.

Chanewas 4till in the room, but was he fully covered?



A last raging howl from Shade hit Wynn'sears. Then aburning flash of light filtered suddenly through
Il Sénke' s hand, turned red-orange by hisflesh.Aont>
“No!” she screamed.

I’ Sénke' s voice faded as darkness winked in behind Wynn's closed eyes. When his hand lifted from her
face, she thrashed free, searching for Chane. The wraith was gone, and the room was no longer filled by
the blue-white of Spirit. II' Sénke had taken away her mantic sight again. Chane was hunched on the
floor, cloak hood pulled over his head.

For an instant she thought she saw thin trails like morning mist rising from his hunkered form, and then
they were gone. He glanced up around the edge of his hood.

“Do not move!” il’ Sénke hissed.

Wynn whipped around in fright.

Domin il’ Sénke stood with one hand latched around the staff, just above her own grip. She knew only by
the downward tilt of his head that he watched Chane—because she couldn’t see hiseyes.

He was wearing spectacles with a heavy pewter frame.

In place of clear lenses, these were so dark they hid his eyes. The lenses began to change, growing
clearer, findly reveding his unblinking gaze locked on Chane.

Wynn rarely saw Domin il’ Sanke truly angry. Even through lingering nausea, she winced at the cold
expression on hisface. Pounding ceased at the door, and Premin Sykion’ s voice rose from the other
Sde
“Quickly! We must bregk it down.”

Wynn tensed with dread at the thought of anyone else entering her room. Then puzzlement followed. The
door didn’'t have alock, so why would they need to break in? I’ Sanke had entered easily enough, so. . .
Wynn looked at thetal domin.

II' Sénke quickly gestured for Chane to move up against the wall behind the door. Chane glanced once at
Wynn.

She had to trust in whatever the domin was up to, or be left to explain Chane' s presence.
“Doit!” shewhispered.

Chane spun onto his knees and stood up, flattening against the wall.

I’ Sanke released the staff and pulled the strange spectaclesfrom hisface. As he tucked them in hisrobe,
he passed his other hand in an arc before the door, never actudly touching it. Then he opened it partway,
holding it in place so that no one could stepin.

“Itisnothing,” iI’ Sinke said through the door’ s space, shaking his head with ahalf smile. “A large cat got
into the courtyard and began to mewil. It set the mgjay-hi off. In our effortsto quiet her, Wynnand |
made quite aracket. | do apologize.”

Wynn couldn’t see Premin Sykion outside, but she heard the head of the guild let out an impatient exhae.
“We shall speak further of thistomorrow.” Her tone was both annoyed and relieved.

“I will make certain everything isquiet,” il Sénke assured her. “Y ou can send everyone back to bed, or
wewill dl beusdessin themorning.”

I’ Sénke closed the door. His false smile vanished as he turned toward Chane.

Always before, in any conflict involving Chane, Wynn feared for the safety of others. Watching il Sanke,
she suddenly felt the opposite.

“Donot hurthim. 1. .. weneed him,” she whispered to the domin, still fearing that anyone outside might
hear.

“| assumed thiswas not some lovers' trys,” il’ Sanke answered disdainfully. “ And do not think | have
forgotten him from your previous outing! | waited to see what you both might do . . . though this hardly
mesets my better expectations.”

Chane just stood tense and silent.

“Toying with the staff—and your sight, at the sametime!” il’ Sénke snapped. “ The growth of your
Supidity isastounding.”

He shook his head dowly, and then snatched the staff from Wynn's hand.

“What drew that thing in here?” he demanded. “Did you snesk any trand ations back to your room?’



“No,” Wynn answered. Just what was he implying? Before she could stop hersdlf, she glanced down
without thinking.

Her open journal and quill had been kicked againgt the wal on the door’ s other side—and the scroll as
well. Fortunately no one had stepped on it amid the conflict. She went cold at the Sight of ink dl over the
floor stones, for her small bottle had been kicked under the bed. But the splash of black hadn’t traveled

to the other items,
By the time Wynn looked up, in no more than ablink, il’ Sénke had aready followed her gaze. He leaned
down and picked up the scroll, frowning suspicioudly at its blackened surface.
“Isthiswhat it camefor?’ he whispered.
“Itismine,” Chanerasped, reaching out. “1 will takeit and go.”

“I do not recal dismissing you,” il’ Sénke replied, though he didn’t even look at Wynn's secret guest.
Wynn silently shook her head at Chane, and he held his place. She glanced down at hishand. Thering
wasthere again on hisleft hand—it hadn’t been when she d looked for it with mantic sght. And she
couldn’t remember seeing him put it back on, let done having taken it off.

I’ Snke' s gaze shifted to the journa and quill. He picked up the former, holding it open atop the scrall,
and then his scrutiny returned to Chane.

That intense gaze made Chane fidget, and Wynn amost lunged when his grip tightened on his sword.
[I" Snke cocked his head and frowned.

A drange ingtant of wary uncertainty washed over hisdark features, asif he'd tried to read something in
Chane' sface and couldn't.

“Weneed him,” Wynn repeated. “ That thing came insde the guild. Maybe it has done so before. . .
since no one could' ve stopped it. Thethree of us are the only oneswho even bdieveit exists. We can't
afford to turn on one another if we' re to seek the truth and away to destroy it.”

“You arelegping to conclusons” il’ Sdnke said. “ After last night it could have smply been attacking you,
asobvioudy thisscroll isunreadable, except . . .”

He bent his head, peering down at thejournd.

“What isthis?’ he asked—like a parent’ s accusation, who aready knew what trouble a child had gotten
into.

“A copy,” Wynn answered. “But only what | could make out from the scroll—”

“—with your sight,” hefinished for her, and then he turned to Chane. “So . . . bearer, where did you get
thisscroll?

Cold mistrust showed on Chane' s burned features.

“From the same library where | found the ancient texts,” Wynn answered.

“Wynn!” Chane hissed.

“We cannot solvethisalone!” she hissed back. “He needsto know everything.”

And sheturned back toil’ Sanke.

“Thereisapoem under the coating, penned by one of the ancient undead among the trio who wrote the
texts | brought back. | haven’t been sure who to trust in this—but we must protect the guild and the
texts. If | tell you everything we have learned, will you help us?’

II' Sénke remained expressionless, but hetilted the staff’ s crystal toward Chane,
Chaneindinctively flinched away.

“Whoishe?’ the doman asked.

“I've known Chanefor sometime,” she answered. “He often cameto our little branch in Bela, studying
with myself and Domin Tilswith. He reads severd languages from hisregion and has an interest in history.
He. .. heknowsagood ded about the undead.”

“I canimagine” il’ Sinke said drily.

Wynn's heart began hammering. How much had Domin il’ Sénke aready guessed concerning Chane?
And the way the domin had tilted that staff suggested much.

“| should not stay,” Chane said. “There will be questionsif | am discovered. | came only to ensure
Wynn's sefety.”

Domin il Sanke snorted once and spoke only to Wynn. “Heis correct about questions—but you cannot



stay here done. Both of you will come with me—now. | will take him out the library window, atop the

wadl.”
Wynn gaped. He knew how she' d been getting out. But they would be seen if il’ Sénke took Chane
through the keep.
“Noonewill sseus” hesad. “I’'m sheif urel can be quite as sneaky asyou. But | will keep the scroll
for now.”

“No!” Chane rasped, raising his sword.

As Shade snarled, Wynn rushed in and grabbed Chane' sforearm. She didn’t fully understand why, but it
was clear how much the scroll meant to him. Y et il Sénke might be the only one who could read the
ancient Sumanese that she' d blindly copied from the scroll.

“Let himkeepit,” shetold Chane. “He snot like the other domins here. Hewon't lay clamtoit. And
even you shouldn’t walk aonetonight while carrying it.”

“Especidly sinceyou dready look rather amess,” il’ Sdnke added.

Chane glanced down a Wynn. With aglower he reluctantly let her pull his sword arm down.
“And you had best take these,” iI’ Sdnke said to Wynn, taking out the strange glasses he' d been wearing.
“Atleast until you learn to control the crystd’ sintendity. Y our mantic sight will beal you haveleft . . . if
you stupidly blind yoursdf.”

Wynn snatched the glasses from him, feding lessthan grateful. “What was | supposed to do? You
weren't here”

“| am not the one drawing so much attention to myself,” he countered, and turned for the door.
With aquick glancein the outer passage, Domin il’ Sdnke ushered them al out. Wynn went last, with
Shade beside her. They paused at the door to the courtyard. When il’ Sénke nodded that al was clesr,
they dipped across to the main doors and back inside the keep, heading for the library. He led them the
same way by which they’ d comein, yet another disturbing coincidence that bothered Wynn.
When they reached the library’ sfirgt floor, il Sénke had them wait while he scouted ahead. By the glow
of perpetud cold lamps, Chane turned to Wynn, and the burns on his cheek looked orange in the soft
light.

“I' will help,” hesaid. “I want to protect . . . the guild.”

“I know,” she answered, but she wouldn’t give him more encouragement than this. She could never let
him hope for anything beyond ending the current criss.

Domin il Sanke reappeared and took Chane upgtairs.

Wynn dropped on abench near a study table, wondering how il’ Sdnke would get Chane out without
being seen by Rodian’s men. Or perhaps Chane would smply scale down the wall with hisrope.
She badly wanted to pet Shade, seeking comfort in acompanion still so new to her, but her thoughts
kept turning to Chane. She had to be careful. Any memories picked up by Shade might make it
impossiblefor the dog to fight dongside him again. And she needed them both for now.

After trotting some distance along thewall’ stop, Ghassan led the way down the sairsinto thefalow
orchard below the southern tower. He paused there, holding back ahand to keep Wynn's“savior” from
stepping past him.

Chanewasin no condition to be scaling wall<be“ss or possibly calling attention to himsdlf if hefell. It was
simple enough to fill the guards' minds with the notion of something skulking near the ke’ snorthern
tower. Y et even asthey took off on an erroneous search, Ghassan was still disturbed.

Not by the strange marred and burned appearance of this one called Chane. More than that, he had not
caught the dightest conscious thought in the man’ s head. He had tried in Wynn' sroom.

Unlike during the duchess svisit with her entourage, when he had picked up only something akinto a
voice muffled insde a closed room, he could not find Chane sthoughts at dl. Asif the man were not
there.

When the guards were gone he waved Chane on. He received not aword in response as the man jogged
off through the gate.

I Sénke returned to the library’ sfirst floor and found Wynn s ouched upon a bench with the mgjay-hi at



her feet. On spotting him, she straightened and stood up.
“Come, you will deep in the northwest building,” he said, “in the sudy outsde my guest quarters. It is
more. . . protected.”

She frowned, then nodded, as perhaps the prospect of degping adonein her room did seem unappealing.
He led the way back through to the main doors and, once outside, cut across the courtyard. Entering
through the storage building, they headed along a halway that passed through the keep’ s outer wall and
into the newer building beyond. On the ground floor they passed the area where he spent time among this
branch’s metaol ogers. When he glanced over his shoulder, Wynn was peering through awide archway
on theleft. He knew what she saw inside.

Dimly lit colored glass tubes, mortars and pestles, smal burners, and tin plates covered tables made of
stone resistant to dangerous substances. Aging books lined high shelves about the workbenches running
along both side walls. Perhaps she spotted the Sairsto the sublevel's, where the alchemica furnace s,
built like amassive barrd of charred stedl mounted to turn and spin as needed. Plates of thick crysta
were embedded initswalls, dlowing aview of the interior to monitor any work in progress.

“I haven't comethisway inalong time,” Wynn said.

Shade, on the other hand, drew nervoudly closer to Wynn asthey traveled up a switchback staircase at
the passage’ send.

II’ Sénke stopped before adoor on the second level. He preferred to keep thislocked the old-fashioned
way—t0 avoid questions—and took a key from around his neck.

“What' sin the lenses of these glasses?” Wynn asked suddenly. “What makes them darken?’

“The glasswasinfused with athaumaturgica ink while still molten,” he replied. “ Nothing complicated,
and not the best lenses to look through. | later discovered that they react to sharp changesin heat as well
aslight. Keep aware of this unexpected side effect.”

He opened the door and let Wynn and Shade inside.

Only oncethey were donein hisstudy did hefed at ease. A faded wooden couch with cushionswas
pushed againgt onewall. On the other Sdex th
Wynn glanced over the desk, the spectacles till in her hand. Her expression filled with disappointment.
“It sso—"

“Ordinary?’ hefinished for her.

Hewasin no mood to discuss the state of his quarters. Anything he did not wish othersto seewas
always kept locked away—one way or another.

“Many things that appear ordinary arenot,” he added. “Y our tal friend, for instance, is one of your
walking dead.”

Wynn stiffened, and Ghassan tried not to smile or laugh.

He could count off the notions running through her head—without even trying to touch her thoughts. First
denid, then came reticence to confirm his statement, to be followed findly by resignation.

Wynn flinched, but Ghassan felt no pity. He had picked up nothing, not even stray thoughtsin Chane,
which seemed impossible. Then again, he had never had a chance before to try such on an undead.
“Yes,” shefindly answered. “A Noble Dead . . . avampire. . . but he would never harm a sage.”
“Andwhy isthat?’

He already guessed, but the longer he prodded her guilt, making her fed asif she had betrayed his
confidence, the better it served him.

“I just know,” she said tiredly. “What else do you wish meto tell you?’

“My interest liesmaost in what you might tell others. Much in the textsimplies warnings, maybe even
predictions, though | have seen little of the materid. Knowledge of their content can never leave these
protected walls—not in any form. Can you grasp that much?’

Her young eyes seemed so weary as she nodded. “Yes, | think | can.”

“Then sit,” he commanded, pointing to the old couch, “and start from the beginning. Tell me everything
concerning thislost library of an ancient undead. Tell mewhat you found today in thetrandations. . . and
inthescrall.”

Asalast emphasis, he held up her journd, taken from the floor of her room, and dapped it down upon



hisdesk ashe sat.
Shade hopped up beside Wynn, curling up on the couch and taking most of its space.

Wynn'stired brown eyesfixed on thejournd, asif it were the end of along tale unto itself. She began,
softly and dowly at first, telling him what she' d learned in the Elven Territories concerning Most Aged

Father, the Anmaglahk, and fear of areturning Ancient Enemy.

Shetold him of the long seajourney down the elven coast, and another bk, anemy land into the rugged
Pock Peaks. And then of the nearly mute white undead called Li’ kan, who could no longer remember the
sound of any voice or her own name. Wynn had found no clues to whatever became of the white one's
missing companions, Volyno and Has saun.

Shetold him of eventsin acavern below the castle, either ones she had witnessed or those later learned
from her companions. He heard of the hundreds of calcified remains of servants, not al human, like
statues knedling with heads bowed for eternity in their buria pockets of sone. And he learned of
something caled an “orb,” and the chaosin ahot and humid cavern when it had been accidentaly
“opened.” Shetold him how she and Chap, a Fay-born canine like Shade, had chosen the texts she
brought back.

But when she cameto the trand ations seen this day, there waslittle he did not know aready. At her
mention of the Eaters of Silence, as opposed to the Children or the Reverent ones, he kept silent, though
at that mention, hisgrip tightened on the chair’ sarm.

Much of what she had read contained passages he had worked on. She had few conclusions that he had
not guessed at as well. When she wound down, al her words spent, they sat in silence for awhile. She
glanced a him now and then, expecting him to say something—anything—though not about a“wraith.”
Y es, he had caught that term from her very thoughts. Along with her deep fear that it would be far worse
to ded with than the vampires, the ones she had thought were the only Noble Dead. Now one of them,
Chane, and awayward mgjay-hi had cometo her.

Ghassan had his own concerns about this black-robed undead mage. He was uncertain that even he
could dedl with it on hisown. And for thisaone, he could not harm Wynn just yet. Not because of
growing fondnessfor her; that wasirrelevant.

She knew much of what he had dready suspected was the truth—too much. And he knew she had to be
slenced for the safety of the world.

Onelifefor thousands—tens of thousands—was a sacrifice he could live with.

Except for thisthing she called a“wraith.”

Wynn finally yawned, shyly covering her mouth, asif sheworried about disturbing hissilence. He got up,
taking aheavy cloak from ahook near the door.

“Liedown,” hetold her. “Seep. You are sefe here”

“We can't let thewraith get morefolios,” she whispered, but her eyelidswere aready closing. “And
tonight it cameingdethe guild.”

“I know.”

“Rodian tried to set atrap for it, but hefailed,” she murmured.

“I know.”

Ghassan glanced at Shade, snapped hisfingers, and pointed a the floor. The majay-hi leered at him but
jumped down, and Ghassan pushed Wynn sideways by the shoulder. She flopped upon the couch, and
he pulled the cloak over her.

“Tomorrow night,” he said, “we will set atrap of our own.”

Rodian took a dow breath. He wasn't the only one under pressure—or had he passed on his own duress
to hismen? They wouldn't have left their post together without some real concern. He dismounted,
handed Snowbird off to Garrogh, and walked the rest of the way in.

When he reached the main doors, he knocked and waited thistime, though his patience had worn
paper-thin. The young apprentice who' d led him to the hospice yesterday peered out.

“Ah, gr, it'syou.” The young man opened the door wide. “ Should | announce you? Do you need to see
Domin High-Tower?’

“No, I'm here to see Journeyor Hygeorht,” Rodian said, and stepped inside. Asyet, he wasn't certain



where they might talk, but she would probably have an idea.
The gpprentice blinked in brief uncertainty. “A moment, ar. I'll seeif sheisavailable”

The boy was well-gpoken, with adight accent. Rodian wondered which province he came from, perhaps
asfar south as Witeny. He nodded, and the apprentice stepped out, hurrying off toward the dormitory on
the courtyard’ s southeastern side.

Rodian paced the entryway for what felt liketoo long. A few young sages passed on their way
elsawhere, but none were anyone he knew. The apprentice came running back in.

“She'snot in her room,” theboy said. “I'll seeif she'sat thecommon hdl . . . or if anyone knows her
whereabouts.”

Rodian nodded and waited again. More time passed, and his patience was dl but gone. Findly the
apprentice came trotting back down the passage.

“I am sorry, S, but Journeyor Hygeorht cannot be found. Domin High-Tower wasjust informed, but—"
“Not again!” Rodian hissed.

He brushed past the boy, striding toward the common hall, and as he rounded through the main archway,
he nearly collided with High-Tower. The hal wasfilled with sages egting, talking, or just milling abot.
“Whereisshe?’ Rodian demanded.

High-Tower’sred hair and beard looked huge, strandsrising in the hall’ swarmth, but his features
seemed even redder, and his dark pellet eyes were wild.

“Y ou have no jurisdiction herel” the domin snarled back. “I thought that much was clear by now!”
But the dwarf looked around nervoudy, asif Rodian’ sarrival were an unwanted interruption of
something dse.

“Whereisshe?’ Rodian repeated more camly. “And whereisil’ Sanke?’

High-Tower huffed loudly, but indignation faded from hisface. “1 do not know . . . nor do | seeyour
point.”

Rodian forced himself to cam again and caled out loudly, “ Has anyone here seen Journeyor Hygeorht or
Domin il Sénke since this afternoon?’

The buzz inthe hal diminished, and someone“d, ilwith anasdly voice cdled out, “I have.”

A young woman in abrown stood up. She was thin to the point of being bony, and even from adistance
her nose wastoo long for her face.

High-Tower grumbled through gritted teeth and hurried toward her. Hiswide girth and vibrating steps
sent apprentices and initiates shuffling out of hisway. Rodian followed on the domin’s hedls.
“Reging,” High-Tower puffed. “Who did you see?”’

“All three of them,” she answered, her lip curling into asneer. “Wynn, the domin.. . . and that supposed
magjay-hi. | was helping in the kitchen when they came through from the storage building. They went
straight to the other side, to the rear hallway leading to the north tower. But when | peeked out . . .”
High-Tower rumbled as he glared at the girl.

“When | peeked out,” Reginarepeated, “they weren't there. They were gone, and too quickly to be
heading into the keep or even the tower . . . for whatever reason.”

Rodian knew of only one degtination in the tower—High-Tower’ s study.

“Where were you about that time?’ he asked the dwarf.

“In my study, of course,” High-Tower replied. “ The door was open, since | was available to sudents and
apprentices. | saw or heard no one.”

“There' s always the back door,” Regina piped up. “It opens on the back of the keep . . . right across
from thekitchen.”

This spiteful pole of agirl glanced up a Rodian, adding, “None of us are supposed to go out at night.”
Rodian ignored thisthinly veiled accusation, and turned on High-Tower. “If they’ re here, | want them
found. Either you do it, or my menwill, and I'm not waiting for permission from your premin.”
What followed, after the seething dwarf headed off, were long moments of Rodian pacing before the
hal’smain arch. Too many curious glances turned hisway, not to mention a pack of whispering young
sages who gathered around Regina as she smugly returned to her table. And when High-Tower
regppeared dourly at the hall’ s narrow side arch, Rodian knew the domin had found nothing.



Right then he thought of putting L tcan and Ulwad on night patrol, walking the Graylands Empirefor the
next moon.

High-Tower waded through the hall, his hands folded behind his back. But Rodian wasn't thinking of
Wynn at that moment. There was only one possible way the errant trio had gotten out: Someone had
somehow tricked L iican and Ulwald.

Ghassan i’ Sénke.

Rodian dmost demanded whether High-Tower knew how the Suman had done this. But if il’ Sdnke had
such tricks, whatever they were, it seemed unlikely that amurderer would share such with anyone.
“Where would they have gone?’ he asked instead.
<="6">The dwarf gppeared lost for what to say. “I do not know why they would leave, let doneto
where. II'Sénkeisn’t fool enough to do thiswithout telling someone what he was up to.”

Once again, High-Tower provided aless than worthless answer.

“Thank you for your help,” Rodian said coldly.

He strode out of the keep and ran down the gatehouse tunndl. Garrogh was waiting there with the horses.
“She'sgoneagain!” Rodian spit, losing hold of hisanger. “ And so isthat Suman sage! No one knows
how or why, but they are out in the city somewhere.”

He swung up on Snowbird and urged her out, but where could he even begin looking?

“Shel sdonewith thekiller,” he said, wiping ahand across hisface. “Where would she go?’
Hewasn't redlly speaking to Garrogh, but hislieutenant replied, “Both times she' s disappeared, she
ended up at a Seatt’ s shop.”

Rodian’seyesflew to Garrogh' sface. Thefirst night, when he' d caught Wynn inside the shop, she'd
been quite friendly with Imaret. And Rodian still believed that Pawl & Sestt was hiding something.
“Yes,” heagreed, for at least it was somewhere to Sart.

But what would il’ Sdnke do if Rodian found them and tried to take Wynn away? The mage had some
motive for taking her off alone—and so recently after she' d gained accessto the trandations.
Rodian pulled up outside the bailey gate. Garrogh' s horse skidded to a stop beside him. Therewas no
time to send for more men, regardless that he was about to countermand his own snarling outburst. He
needed at least one more of his guards.

“Lucan! Where€ syour horse?’

The guardsman looked confused and pointed off along the bailey. “Wetied ours off in there, Sir.”
“Get yourst And comewith us.”



CHAPTER 18
Wynn strolled up the street past the Upright Quill asif engaged in some hafhearted errand. She kept a
lethargic pace, fearing to get too far, too fast. If she traveled more than ablock past the scriptorium, then
Chane and Shade might grow anxious and try to shadow her through the aley behind the shops. She
would be out of their Sght linefor too long.

The street was till empty as she passed the silversmith'’ sfine establishment and then the perfumery.
When she finally reached the far intersection, she stopped near the candle maker’ s shop.
“Bother!” shewhispered loudly, feigning forgetfulness, and turned to head back the other way.

In spite of an outward semblance of being put upon in her late task, Wynn wastenseinsde. Domin
il Sénke had her sun crysta, and she was completely defensaless. In her mind’ s eye she couldn’t stop
picturing thew—r Iraith asit had gppeared in her room last night. Wraps of black shroud cloth—its buria
raiment—covered its shriveled form benesth the robe and cloak.

An undeed, but far different from those she’ d cometo think of asthe Noble Dead. It could kill with a
touch—could feed upon her with great speed—and nothing seemed able to harm it but another undead
or amgjay-hi. In comparison, avampire seemed far less of athrest.

Some of them had unique abilities, aside from knowledge and skills carried over from life. But Leesl,
Chap, and Magiere had destroyed such, and Wynn had even helped afew times. Decapitation and
incineration were effectivein finishing them off, but these were worthless upon a creature with no true
physical form. What powersdid it possess asde from mimicking physical presence a need? Worse,
what if it was gill amage aswdl?

Forcing cam, Wynn hummed alow tune she' d learned from Lees| on the voyage from the Farlands. A
terrifying truth had been forming in the back of her mind.

The wraith seemed to know too many things about the guild’ s project and the comings and goings of the
folios. Tonight’ s ploy to lureit out depended upon its somehow learning where she was. And no one at
the guild knew of thisplan.

Thewraith had entered the guild last night. Had it done so in the past, perhaps tracking those involved in
the project? Obvioudly literate, snceit sought folios, if it had once been Suman, then it could read its
native language. Even i’ Sinke could read some of the ancient didects of his own tongue, but only if given
enoughtime.

So why had the wraith been stedling trand ated passages, instead of going after the origind texts?

It could walk through walls, and since Wynn' sreturn surely it could have searched every corner of the
guild’ s keep and catacombs.

Wynn dowed alittle too much in her walk.

Any search of guild grounds, for a creature that could go anywhere, would have succeeded . . . unless
the texts were stored somewhere else.

Wynn picked up her pace again. Thiswasn't the time to get distracted by more puzzles.

As she passed the perfumery once more, she dowed to glance a its front windows. Theinner shutters
were closed and barred, hiding displays of hand-blown glass and porcelain bottlesfilled with heady
fragrances. With nothing to look at she moved on—and then stopped completely.

A column of night stood ahead in the middle of the Street.

Wynn flinched, even though she was prepared for this.

Appearing solid and redl, its cloak corners began to lift on their own around the black robe. Unlike what
she' d seen with mantic sight, the hollow of itshood held only darkness. So aien—Ilike spotting a black
spider running up her arm. Wynn began to shudder.

It just waited, not even coming for her. Wasit playing with her? Did it want her to smother in her own
fear and run?

“What are you after?’ she said, and her voice turned shrill. “What isworth murder?’

Not even an echoing hiss rose around her in response.

Wherewasil’ Sanke? He had to seeit. It was standing right there in the open.

The night’ s chill degpened around Wynn, biting at her exposed face and hands.



The wraith did forward across the cobblestones, its speed increasing. Wynn turned and ran.

Chane tensed to keep from charging out, hisleft hand with the ring still resting on Shade’ s back.
Wynn raced down the street, toward his hiding place.
Therewasno sgn of i’ Sanke, and Chane forced himsdlf to wait. But the wraith was closing too fast. He
held back until Wynn blurred past him—and still no sign of il Sénke.
“Now!” herasped, and lifted his hand from Shade' s back.
The dog cut loose awail as shelunged into the street, and the sound made Chane quiver. He pulled his
longsword, counted off two forced breaths, and bolted out after Wynn.
The blade would not affect the wraith, but histask was to do anything to divert it onceit faltered amid
too many adversaries appearing. He had to focus on that one purpose aone.
But it did not falter—not even as Shade charged after it, snapping and snarling. It reached out with its
cloth-wrapped hand, until its fingers stretched to within ahand’ slength of Wynn's back.
And Chane was still too far off. But Shade closed the distance.
She legped, arcing straight at the black figure—and it vanished. Shade landed with afrustrated growl and
whirled about.
Chane did the same, quickly searching the street. Like some mockery of light, ablack flash caught in the
left sde of hisvison, and he saw Wynn sumbleto ahdt.
Thewraith stood ahead of her, down the Strest.
Chane veered as Wynn backpedal ed and began digging into her robe’ s outer pocket.
Onething was clear: This creature didn’t want the mgjay-hi to touch it. That gave Chane an advantage.
Asherushed at it, he shouted, “ Shade!”

Thewraith did sharply to theright, trying to get out of hisway as Shade' showl erupted again.
Chane thrust out with hisempty hand, driving it toward the black figure. Part of him suddenly hoped the
wraith would vanish to escape.

For an ingtant he thought he saw adarkened shop wall through its form. Momentum speared his hand
through the black robe’ s chest.

A shock of cold shoc. Miffened hisfingers. It shot up hisarm as abrief screech surrounded him. Both
the sound and the black figure vanished—but not the pain in hisarm. Chane dammed into the shop wall
beyond.

His numbed fingers rammed wood planking. He thought he heard one finger crack as his shoulder hit the
planks. Herolled along thewall, looking frantically about as athousand icy needles seemed to dide
through his hand, arm, and shoulder.

Shade raced by, snarling like arabid dog.

He never had a chanceto look for Wynn. Coiling wisps like soot-laced smoke gathered into acolumnin
the mgay-hi’ s path.

But it was dower thistime, not like the last. For an instant, the thin transparency Chane had glimpsed
remained. Then it grew solid black as a screeching hiss exploded, filling the street dong with itsreturning
form.

Thewraith’ s ability to vanish and regppear wasn't as quick as Chane had thought, and now it seemed to
struggle even more to become red. And he had hurt it aswell. But hisfingers barely moved and hisarm
was nearly limp a hissde. He would have to throw aside his sword to try again with his other hand.
Before Shade could leap, the wraith rushed forward and swiped down with its hand.

Shade ducked away, but one forepaw dipped. She fell sdeways, quickly rolled over, and her rump hit a
shop porch before she could scramble up. Chane lurched off the shop wall asthewraith circled wide
around Shade.

Thenit jerked to a dead stop.

The hissgrew again in the street, like water pattering upon ahot stove. It whipped about, facing toward
Chane.

“Throwit. .. now!”

Chane glanced back.



There was Wynn, fumbling to pull the arms of the spectacles over her ears.

The ingtant the wraith gppeared, Ghassan dropped to the street with the staff in hand—but not from
where he had whistled to the others.

While waiting, he had wondered how this thing had learned so much about thefolios. If it had skillsasa
mege of any kind, he did not want it locating him. And when it appeared, he would not have timeto
obscure his presence from its awareness. If it learned of Chane and Shade slocation, that smply served
asafurther distraction.

In thelast instant Ghassan dowed his descent and settled silently behind the robed undead. It seemed
utterly unaware of him, remaining still and slent, watching Wynn.

Ghassan fixed upon its exposed back.

Before he even wiped away the spell’ sremainsto call another, the wraith rushed forward down the
street, and Wynn took off running.

Ghassan did not know how long Chane and Shade could keep this thing distracted, and Wynn was
defensdess. He could not alow it to touch her, or thiswould dl end too quickly >nd howith nothing
gained.

As Shade charged out, Ghassan lifted to the rooftops again. Half hopping and half floating over the
shakes, he raced aong above the street. Before he could halt and focus upon the figure, Chane emerged
and the dog legped at the wraith.

It vanished.

In one blink, it materiaized beyond Wynn. She skidded to a hdt as Chane rushed by her. And Wynn's
pal e companion rammed his hand through the black robe. The wraith vanished again as Chane collided
into a shop.

Black wisps swirled in the street ten paces beyond as Shade charged past Chane.

Ghassan rushed across another two rooftops and dropped to the street behind those swirls.

He needed only to mask the wraith’ s sense of place and bind it in confusion. Asit struggled to reappesar,

he banished the spdl| that et hiswill lift him and began building walsin his own thoughts.
The wraith swung down at the mgjay-hi as Ghassan closed his eyes.

The pattern of anew spdl gppeared behind hiseydids. He began to chant, murmuring audibly, so the
sound of hisown voicein hisearsreinforced hisintent. He opened his eyes and reached for thething's
thoughts—if it had any.

Thewraith swiveled around.

Ghassan stared into the pitch-black hollow of its cowl—and choked for air.

Something twisted about in hismind.

Likewormstrying to bore their way out of hishead, they ate at his thoughts as they writhed and turned.
Pieces of hisspdl’ s shapes and sigilsrotted before his sight. The glimmering lineslost dl color and
decayed to dugt.

Worms of rage and hate ate a him from within.

He had connected to thisthing, found histarget with his own thoughts—but he sensed nothing there, only
the worms and their bitter hunger.

The street’ s lantern light began to darken before Ghassan' s eyes.

Somewhere digtant from his awvareness, hefet theair turn cold. Chill seeped inward until it sank into his
mind. Nothing he had ever touched by will or hisarts could do this.

Ghassan retreated deep inside himself, behind the walls made of his own thoughts.

Helet go of any reach for thisundead. He used dll that was left of hiswill and shored up thewdlsin his
mind, until the worms' gnawing grew faint—like scales upon those worms scraping upon stone.

A voicecried out, “Throw it . . . now!”

Ghassan' ssight cleared alittle, asif caled back, and the wraith did toward him. Wynn trotted up behind
Chane, trying to pull on the spectacles.

The staff—all he had to do wasignitexo dChathe crystd. That thought made hiswill dip.

The night nearly swallowed him as the scaled worms cracked through stone insde hismind. He found



himsdf staring into the dark space within the black figure' s hood.
Ghassan hurled the staff—and the wraith froze, raising its cowl asthe staff arced overhead.

“No,” Wynn whispered.
The gtaff was coming down short.

Thewraith twisted about, raising its cowl skyward, and it thrust a cloth-wrapped hand into the air.
Wynn'sfright spiked as Chane threw himsdf into the wraith—and passed straight through it. His scream
came on thetail of arising screech that filled the street, seeming to come from everywhere around.
Wynn bolted forward, her eyeslocked on thefdling staff.

She couldn’t look for Chane, Shade, or il’ Sénke, not even to seeif the wraith still stalled. She couldn’t let
the crystd hit the street’ s stones.

The spectaclesjostled on the bridge of her smal nose as the staff landed in her palms. She closed her
grip tightly, too frightened to fed relief.

Then she saw thewraith .. . . or throughtit.

It wavered, more shadow than illusory solid black. Its enveloping shriek till tore at Wynn's ears. Beyond
it—through it—Chane was trying to rise off the cobblestones. I’ Sénke straightened himsalf, sumbling as
he shifted around the wraith’ s|eft sde. He was shaking, hislips parted over clenched teeth. Chane
hobbled the other way, until he thumped into ashop’s porch pillar.

Something had happened to i’ Sénke, and Chane was Htill too close, but if shedidn’t ignite the crystal
now . . .

The wraith solidified and fixed upon her—upon the S&ff’ scrysal.

“Doit!” il’ Sénke shouted weskly.

The screech faded to a hiss, and the black undead lunged at her.

Wynn dodged away to the street’ s center, and Shade charged in, snarling. The wraith faltered and swung
at the dog. Shade wastoo dow intrying to reverse.

The cloth-wrapped hand didn’t go through thistime.

Shade yel ped as the blow struck solidly against her head. She went tumbling across the cobblestones as
if sheweighed nothing.

Wynn had no chance even to cry out asthe wraith turned on her again. Shetried scurrying out of reach
to get even oneingant to ignite the saff’ scrysta.

The wraith jerked to a halt. The hand that had struck Shade now trailed behind it. Itsarm was pulled
back taut, asif something unseen had taken hold of itswrist. Wynn heard a thrumming utterance coming
fromil’ Sénke.

“Chane, get out of here!” she screamed.

Shedidn’t darelook away to seeif he'd listened. She kept her eyes on the wraith as she envisioned the
circleand nested triangles, al wrapped around afina circle. Wynn thrust the staff’ scrystal out torest it in
the pattern centered on the wraith.

Theblack figureflickered, briefly trangparent.

Thelast thing i’ Sénke taught her was to spesk her focus phrasesin Sumanese, hoping afamiliar tongue
might Sartle thismonger.

From Spirit to Fire.

“Mén Ruhk el-Nar . ..” shewhispered.

Wheatever hold il’ Sdnke had on its arm broke asiit thrashed free.

... foritslightof ...

‘... méngjil Nar'u. .. ménajil—’

“No one move!” someone shouted. “Keep your place. All of you!”

Wynn never finished the last word as a clatter of hooves broke her focus.

Three horses charged up the street, with Rodian in the lead on hiswhite mare. He rode straight at
i’ S&nke with his sword drawn.

The pattern vanished from Wynn's Sght as she shouted, “No, not him!”



Rodian heard howling from severa blocks away and drove Snowbird through the streets until he burst
upon agtartling scene.

I’ Sénke stood closest, his back turned. Another man holding alongsword stumbled aong the shops at
the street’ sleft sde. And Wynn' swolf righted itself near a porch up the way.
“Noonemove!” he ordered, jerking his sword from its sheeth. “Keep your place. All of you!”

Then Rodian spotted Wynn.

She held out a staff with along piece of prismatic glassfixed atop it. Strange glasses with large lenses
covered her eyes. Her lips stopped moving as her head turned toward him, then her face filled with panic.
What was she doing here with the Suman and these others?

[I’ S&nke remained where he was. Rodian couldn’t be certain whether the man waslooking a Wynnor . .

2
Rodian spotted the black-robed figure. He hadn’'t seen it at first in the dimly lit street with so many others
scattered about. Only the figure’ shood pivoted toward him.

It was here—but so wasil’ Sénke. They weren’t the same person, but the Suman still muttered a chant.
Rodian flipped his sword tip up and nudged with his hedls. Snowbird closed on il’ Sanke' sback at afast
canter. He would bring an end to this chain of desths.

“No, not him!” Wynn ghvt h caouted.

Rodian hammered his sword hilt down on i’ Sdnke' s head, and Snowbird skidded to a hdt asthe domin
crumpled.



CHAPTER 19
Chane ssumbled into anarrow path between two buildings, fearing the crystal might flash at any moment.
But the burning light never came,

He flattened against one shop’ s dingy side as shouts and the sound of pounding horses' hooves grew in
the street. The sting like iced needles il filled his body, but shock overcame suffering when he peered
into the strest.

Shade was on her feet, rumbling instead of howling, and she limped sideways toward Wynn.
Wynn stood in confusion, holding the crysta’ s taff out. But she turned her widening eyes, behind the
strange spectacles, toward the first horseman.

The man she called Captain Rodian—the same one who had set the trap at the scriptorium—sat on a
fidgeting white mare, his sword in hand. And the Suman lay in alimp mass, clearly unconscious.
Amid dl this, thewraith remained till, turning only its hood toward the captain, astwo other city guards
kicked their mounts, charging &t it.

Everything had turned to afool’ s chaos. There was nothing left but to get Wynn out of the middle.
Chane willed down pain, letting hunger riseto et it, and he ducked out, bolting straight a Wynn.

Rodian looked up from il’ Sanke' s crumpled form as Garrogh charged with L tcan flanking him. Thetwo
raced toward the black-robed man.
“Hold!” Garrogh shouted. “Keegp your hands where | can see them!”
“Keep away!” Wynn shouted back.
Rodian was't certain whom she shouted at. The wolf hobbled quickly in front of her, but the
black-robed figure did straight into the path of Garrogh' s bay gelding.

Garrogh’ s horse reared with a sudden scream, and the figure thrust out his hand.
Hisfingers pierced the gelding’ s chest, and then he dipped aside. Asthe gelding’ sforeleg came down,
the horse collapsed.

“Garrogh!” Rodian yelled.

Hislieutenant was tossed forward, damming against the cobble and skidding aong the street. L Gcan
swerved his mount around the downed horse and charged at the black figure.

“Ldcan, no!” Rodian caled.

The robed man swung with his hand, striking the head of the guardsman’s horse.

The anima never made asound asit skidded on its folded forelegs. Rodian jumped off Snowbird as
L tican fought to pull his mount up. But the horse collapsed sideways, and the young guard cried out as his
|eft leg was pinze ened.

Rodian ran for his men. The black-robed man closed on L Gcan, struggling beneath his mount.

L Ucan tried to pull his sword. The dark man dapped his face—and the guardsman screamed. Garrogh
rolled over on the street and lunged up, drawing his blade as he turned on the robed one' s back.
“Get away from him!” he shouted.

Rodian’s mind went numb. He' d thought il’ Sdnke was the cause of dl this, and that the black-robed man
would surrender once his accomplice was put down. Wynn's earlier words echoed in his head as heran
to ad hismen.

You're not hunting a living man! And you'll never stop it through your usual means.
Garrogh swung as Rodian tried to get in front of the black mage.

Thefigure reached back and caught Garrogh’ s blade. The sword halted ingtantly, asif no morethan a
child'sstick. Garrogh’ s eyes widened as Rodian swung at the figure' sfront.
Hislongsword passed straight through the cloak and robe. Meeting no resstance at dl, Rodian dmost
lost hisbalance.

Inthat brief instant the black one twisted. His other hand struck Garrogh’ sface. . . and passed straight
through.

Horror closed Rodian' sthroat.
Garrogh’ s grip released his sword'’ s hilt, and he crumpled.



The lieutenant’ s face turned ashen in the pattern of ahand overlying his dack features. When his knees hit
the cobblestones hislegs folded, and he fdll backward with his eyes|ocked open.
Theblack figurefinished itsfull turn back to Rodian with Garrogh' s blade il inits grip.
Rodian backed up a step.
“Don't let it touch you!” Wynn cried, but her voice now came from behind him.

He retrested another step as the figure opened its hand. The blade didn’t dide aong the cloth-wrapped
pam. Garrogh’s sword dropped straight down, right through the hand, and clanged upon the street.
Rodian heard aloud snort and hammering hooves. Snowhbird was coming. She would kill—or die—for
him, but he couldn’t afford to look back for her.

“No!” he shouted. “ Snowhbird, stay!”

Still he heard her hooves.

“Shade, go!” Wynn cried.

Rodian quickly glanced sdeways.

Wynn'swolf bolted past him at the black mage, till limping on one foreleg, and began snarling and
snapping. Rodian snatched Snowbird' s reins as shetried to follow the wolf. He jerked her away and
turned around. Wasted moments were foolish, but he couldn’t let her be hurt.

Wynn' swolf harried the black-robed man, yet seemed hesitant to stay close for too long. It hopped
about, staying out of reach, but in turn the black figure flinched each time the wolf made alunge.
Rodian jerked Snowbird's head aside and shoved on her neck.

“Back!” he commanded. Then he turned and closed behind the wolf.

He had no ideahow to fight this man if his sword couldn’t connect. Instead of swinging, hefeinted and
jabbed. Hisblade tip dipped through the figure’ swhipping cloak, and whoever hid within the cowl never
took notice. When the blade came out, there wasn't even atear in the fabric.
Thefigurelashed out a him.

Rodian saw the hand of wrapped black cloth coming for hisface and jerked his head aside.
Searing cold spread ingantly through his shoulder.

He cried out asif frosthite had erupted insde his muscles. Searing cold strangled acry in histhroat as
pain ran down hisarm and up his neck. Fear struck him as hard as the cobblestones when he toppled.
Rodian vagudly heard the wolf’ s snarl, its claws scrabbling on the street, but he couldn’t lift his head. He
was going to die, and dl he could do was lie there, waiting to see the empty cowl appear above him.
Someone leaped over him from behind. He caught only the sight of awhipping brown cloak.
“Shade, hold!” someone rasped, asif too hoarse to speak clearly.

Rodian struggled, curling up to pull his knees under himsdlf. A tall man with jagged red-brown hair,
wielding alongsword, held out hisfree hand toward the snarling wolf. He and the wolf shifted about,
keeping the black figure between them. Of al strange things, the figure remained stuck there, hesitant to
turnits back on ether of them.

Something about the pale-faced man was familiar, and he appeared to have no fear of getting near the
robed one.

What was happening here?

Rodian’ s pale protector lifted his booted foot and kicked Rodian in the chest. As he tumbled acrossthe
street, he heard someone whispering, and then . . .

“Chane, run!” Wynn shouted.

The man in the brown cloak glanced once to wherever Wynn called from. Hisfacefilled with darm. With
effort Rodian rolled the other way, lifting his heed.

Wynn was supporting il’ Sdnke with her shoulder and gripped the staff in her other hand. A trickle of
blood ran out of the Suman’s hair and down hisforehead, but he stayed on hisfeet.

The Suman sage was chanting in a breathy whisper.

Rodian heard an angry snort. Despair took him as Snowhbird began to charge again.

eight="6" width="1em">Chane groaned as he pushed back the cloak’ s hood. “No, not burned.”
The earlier burns on hisface were amost hedled, but he didn’t seem well at all—weaker than she'd ever



seenhim.
“Thewraith?’ he asked.
“Gone. Dominil’ Sanke held it somehow. Itsform broke apart . . . dissipating in the light. It wasfully
gonewhen | put the sun crystal out.”
He only nodded with effort.
“Theguildissafe,” she added, expecting some response. “And so arethe texts.”
Chane said nothing to this.
Wynn guessed the pain in his eyes had little to do with hisinjuries, visble or otherwise. His hand with the
ring was braced flat on the floor no more than an inch from hers, but she didn’t reach for it.
What would become of him now?
Hewas akiller, amonster—aside from awishful, would-be scholar—and one of the few here whom she
could trust with her life.
“Chane, I’ve been thinking . . . about the scroll’ s poem . . . and about—"
“Journeyor Hygeorht . . .”
Wynn raised her head a amasculine, hollow voice beyond the counter.
“Move away from him!” the voice added in asow, even demand.
She scrambled to her feet, disoriented, and Shade began to growl.
Someone stood in the doorway to the scriptorium’ s back workroom.
His head was covered by alarge round object that seemed darker than the room, and hisform was
draped in black cloth.
“No!” Wynn breathed, pointing the staff’ sdormant crystal at it. “You . . . you'regone! Y ou were burned
to nothing!”
The dark figure stepped forward. Heavy boots clomped against the shop’s wood floor.
A ribbon of dim street light dipped sideways across his head as he neared the countertop’ s flipped-open
section.
Master Pawl a Seett gazed at Wynn from beneath awide-brimmed hat.

Shade' sgrowl wastinged with a pedling tone, asif she might howl again, but wasn't certain whether she
should. It was the same confused tone Wynn had heard in the guild hospice as she sat with Nikolas—as
Pawl a Segtt had appeared there with Imaret.

The scribe master pushed aside his cloak’ s edge and braced hisleft hand on the counter’ sedge. The
wood creaked under hisgrip.

Chane struggled up, dragging his sword in one hand. As he ssumbled back toward the open door, he
grabbed Wynn's shoulder and jerked her along.

“Get out!” he rasped.

Pawl & Sesit flipped the cloak’ s other side.

Wynn glimpsed asword hilt protruding above hisright hip.

It was too long, too narrow for any sword she' d ever seen, asif the blade’ stang had been directly
leather-wrapped instead of first fitted with wood for a proper hilt. The pomme wastoo dark for sted,
evenin theroom’ s night shadows.

“What' s happening?’ she asked, about to |ook to either Chane or Shade.

Pawl & Sestt lifted his hand from the counter and pulled on his blade shilt. *| said get away from that
thing . . . journeyor.”

The strange blade dipped free.

“Undead!” Chane rasped. “Wynn, get out!”

Sheglanced a him, but what little light crept in only silhouetted him from behind. She couldn’'t seehis
face.

“Ligtento Shadel” heurged. “Ligten to her!”

“Move away,” Pawl a Sestt repeated coldly, and stepped through the counter’ s opened top.

At firg Wynn thought she saw along war dagger in his hand, like the one given to Magiere by the
Chein’ &s, the Burning Ones.

But no, this blade was larger, longer, almost the size of a short sword. Where Magiere’ swas made of the



slvery white metal of Anmaglahk weapons, the onein Pawl a Seatt’ s hand was nearly black, asif made
from aged iron.
It was well more than a handbreadth wide above the plain bar of its crossguard. Each of its edges
tapered straight to the point. But those edges were strangely rough in an even pattern.
Wynn squinted and saw that it was serrated.

Shade' s noise remained constant, like mewling benesth a continuous shuddering snarl, but she didn’t rush
at the scribe master. Wynn put a hand on the dog’ s back as she stared at Pawl & Seatt’ sface.
Black hair hung straight around his features from benesth the wide-brimmed hat. Thefaint ribbon of light
exposed skin not even close to Chane' s palor. His eyes were brown, though too sharp and bright for the
color. They were not the crystalline of an undead.

“No,” shewhispered. “No, hecan't be.”

He' d been present when the guild had chosen his scribes as the ones to come work inside the guild. Pawl
a Seatt had come to the gathering before noon, in daylight.

“I will not ask again,” he said, but looked briefly out the broken window toward the Street, where the
conflict with thewraith had played out. “1 will not alow even one of these things, let donetwo . . . inmy
cty.”

My city? Asmuch asthat utterance puzzled her, Wynn was caught by something else.
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Pawl & Segtt knew what Chane was—knew what the wraith was, or had been.

“I tell you, heisan undead!” Chane hissed & Wynn. “Bdieve me!”

Shade began to physicaly shudder under Wynn's hand. Wynn side-stepped in front of Chane and
pointed the crystal out like a spear’ s head.

“Wewerejust leaving,” she said.

Master & Seatt shook his head.

“You go done.” Heturned his gaze on Chane. “I watched you throw yoursdlf through that black thing.
The guardsdied quickly, yet here you stand. And you fled from the light that drove off another undead. |
do not know how you mask your nature . . . your presence. . . . Only one other has ever done this. And
he left herelong ago.”

Chane' s hand tightened on Wynn' s shoulder as he whispered, “Welstie ?’

Only the barest change registered in Pawl & Sestt’ s expresson—»buit it was there, that dight widening of
hiseyesinintensity, and Wynn caught it. The scribe master knew Magiere shaf brother.
Welstid Massing had been in Calm Seett at one time? Did Chane know of thisand hadn't told her? The
ring was the only connection she could think of.

Magiere and Chap could sense an undead, but Welstiel had dways eluded them. And he had often
hidden Chane aswell.

Pawl a Seatt spoke asif he too could fed an undead' s presence but had been baffled by the lack of such
in Chane. But he never |looked at Shade, asif she didn’t matter. Even an armed man, like Rodian, had
reacted alittle at Shade' s distressin the hospice ward. Shade' s noise kept eating through Wynn's
uncertainty.

She could remember one other time she' d heard this, but not from Shade.

Chap had reacted differently to Li’ kan than to any other undead. He had told Wynn later that the ancient
white femae was not like other Noble Dead or vampires. Li’ kan had |eft Chap cold and frightened
instead of heated for a hunt.

Wynn found it hard to breathe.

Was Pawl & Sestt another ancient one? Was she standing before another of il’ Samar’ s “Children”? And
still, he had been out in daylight.

Helooked aive enough to her. Even Li’kén couldn’'t conced thetdltale physica signsof an
undead—though Wynn had once seen her walk straight through a shaft of daylight.

Chane, 4till young for avampire, also had to be wary of close scrutiny by anyone.

“Youwill not touch him,” Wynn managed to get out. “If you saw him in the street, then you saw what he
did. He was protecting the city, protecting the guild!”



“He...you...smply accomplished what | would have done myself,” Pawl a Seatt countered, histone
hardening, “oncel findly found it. Move asde now!”
Wynn thought she saw those brilliant brown eyes of histurn suddenly pale and glassy.
They glinted, but that wasn't possible. It was only faint street light catching in hisirises, the brief spark
seeming too much in adark room.
If Pawl & Sesatt was what Chane claimed, he wouldn't hesitate to toss her aside. She could think of only
one reason he hadn’t done so already: She was one of the sages.

“Thewrathisn't anisolated incident in our world!” she nearly shouted. “Chane and | are among the few
who believe something from the Forgotten History isreturning. We may be among the few who can
hinder or stop it! | will take him out of the city, far from here. Y ou will never seehim again.”

Pawl a Seett turned his head toward her. A hint of disbelief—or disdain—wrinkled his smooth brow.
“I havetoo muchtolearn. . . too much to do,” Wynn rushed on. “If you saw us out there, you know |
need himif I’'m to stay aive long enough to uncover the truth. Y ou are not taking that from me.”

She did her hand over Shade' sface and shoved.

Shade backed toward the door, and Wynn retreated, backing Chane along until she’ d gotten him onto
the outer steps. Only then did she withdraw the staff and itscrystal.

Madgter & Sesit followed dowly, his hard gaze dtill fixed on her. He didn’t close or strike, only maintained
the same distance between them.

Wynn stumbled as she retreated down the shop’ s steps. She wasn't about to turn her back on this
man—whatever he was.

Pawl a Seett stopped in the doorway .

Even as Wynn went to retrieve il Sinke and Rodian, the scribe master never took his cold gaze off of
her.



CHAPTER 20

Dawn was aways off when Ghassan il’ Sdnke climbed the steps to his quarters above the guild’'s
workshops. He had never been so tired nor wanted to be alone more than now. He knocked briefly
before entering.

A glowing cold lamp rested upon hisdesk. By itslight, Wynn sat on the floor looking calmly at the
scroll’ s blackened surface, with Shade lying beside her.

“Wynn,” he said in warning, “you have not caled your—"

“Mantic Sght?” shefinished. “No, I’'m too exhausted. Whatever isleft in the scroll can wait.”
Through the room’ s rear open door, Ghassan barely made out someone upon his bed. Wynn'svampire
lay il inthe dark bedroom, though Ghassan did not know whether the undead actudly dept. Chane had
been injured in the conflict, although he bore no physical wounds. Wynn insisted they bring him back and
that Ghassan get them dl inside without detection. It had been tricky, not letting either of them know how
the guards out front were suddenly gone from their post yet again.

Once Chane was put to bed andifro Wynn dumped upon the study’ s small couch, Ghassan had |eft them
for awhile. He had amore unpleasant task to face.

Now, as he closed the door, Wynn spoke up before he could offer an explanation of his whereabouits.

“Y ou went to speak with High-Tower and Premin Sykion,” she said, “about what happened tonight.”
Hesdghed. “Yes, and | thought you would be adeep by now.”

“Did they bdieveyou?’

“Unfortunatdly, yes,” he said, “though they have only my word . . . and yours. But we have broken more
guild rulesthan | can name.”

“What do you mesn, ‘unfortunately’ ?”

Ghassan did not want to explain, but it was better that she knew. “I would guess they have believed you
dl dong”

The opened scroll began quivering in Wynn's hand.

“What you know,” he said, “are things that no one outside our walls should ever learn.”

Wynn stared up at him. Shelooked beaten down. In having been denied for too long, outrage flushed her
olive-toned cheeks.

“They trested me. . .” she began, choking on her words, “like an imbecile, like an insanelittle child!”
“They could not afford the panic,” he countered. “ Or subsequent denia and denouncement of the guild,
should others believe you—or learn what might be in those texts. Truth would not hold againgt the beliefs
of many that the world has dwaysbeen asitis”

“What about the captain?’ she snapped. “He survived . . . he knows!”

Ghassan sighed again and shook hishead. “ True, he now faces acrisis of faith, but not as much asyou
assume. The history taught by hisreligion, so much like secular perspectives, isfdse. . . but the
philosophica teachings of the Blessed Trinity of Sentience are ftill sound. If he can distinguish that, then
he may redize he has not truly lost anything.

“But by hisexample, we should not be so forthright with those who do not wish to know, do not need to
know. The guild is safe for the moment. Trandation can continue in amore expedient fashion.”
“Yes, the project,” Wynn whispered spitefully, and lowered her head.

Ghassan till found her to be apuzzle. She knew far too much, yet always remained determined to do
what wasright, no matter the persona cost. At the sametime, she did not really want to thrust the truth in
everyone sface.

Wynn Hygeorht smply wanted acknowledgment from those who aready knew. But she had received the
exact opposite from the very people and way of life she cherished. It was stranger <till that upon the edge
of such dangeroustimes, Ghassan dmost trusted in her judgment.

“Y ou struggle over more than just the illusory blindness of your superiors,” he said.

Wynn picked up her journa on the floor, the one in which she had scribed words from the scroll.
“This,” shewhispered, and held up the scroll aswell. “I think you know—or suspect—more than you' ve
sd”



“It'sno more clear to me than to you,” he answered. “ All poetic metaphor, smile, and symbolism.”
And hisingtinct to sllence her forever returned.

Even arumored hint of such abominations asthe wraith, and what it might represent, would creste panic
beyond control. Suspicion and paranoiawould grow, aong with heated denia and possibly open conflict
between differing ideologica factions. Ghassan had seen such things before within hishomeland and the
Suman Empire at large. But Wynn had served an essential purpose tonight. Perhaps that purpose was not
yet completely fulfilled.

She opened the journal, scanned the scroll’ s copy page, and pointed to a brief string of ancient
Sumanese, perhaps lyindu and Parpa ésea. Her finger traced one haphazardly trandated phrase.
“Canyou guessat thisat dl?’ sheasked. “What is‘ chair of alord’ssong' 7’

With atired breath, Ghassan took the journal from her.

If Wynn's hasty strokes were accurate, the script indeed appeared to be lyindu, both an old diaect and
awriting system little used anymore in the empire. Fortunately it was not Pérpa sea, which was more
obscure, But he did make out one error.

“You havethelast of it wrong,” he said. “It is not prepositiona but an objective possessive adjective, a
form not found in Numanese. Thefirst word isnot ‘chair’ but ‘seet, soitwouldread. . .”
Ghassan paused, studying Wynn's attempt at trandation, and then he looked down to the corresponding
lyindu characters. Theword “ maj’ at” meant “seat,” but the find character of lyindu script had been
doubled. Had Wynn copied it wrong as “ maj’ att” ?

“Fine” Wynn said, “so what does ‘ seet of alord’ ssong’ mean?”’

“Seatt,” i’ S&nke whispered, adding the sharpened ending of the last | etter.

Wynn straightened, craning her neck, but she could not see and so scrambled up to peer at her scroll
notes.

“Seatt?’ sherepeated. “Likein‘Cam Sestt’ . . . or Dhredze Sestt, the Dwarvish word for afortified
place of settlement?’

Ghassan frowned. “Possibly . . . but the other part of your trand ation needs correction aswell. lyindu
pronunciation changes according to case usage, though the written form of words remainsthe same.”
Wynn huffed in exasperation.

“You trandated based on ‘min'bal’ alu,’” iI’ Sdnke continued, “which isnot just asong but an ululation of
praisefor atribal leader. In this case, and declination, the spoken pronunciation would be
“min'b& aldle”

Wynn stiffened, asif in shock.

Ghassan wondered if shewas dl right. Before he asked, a breath escaped her with a near-voiceess
question.

“Baalde Seatt?’ she whispered.

Ghassan had no ideawheat the truncated reutterance meant.

The phrase kept rolling in Wynn'smind.
“Do you know thisterm?’ Domin il’ Sdnke asked. “ Something you have heard?’
Oh, yes, she'd heard it twice before.

She' d never seen it written, except when she recorded its syllables in Begaine symbolswithin her journds
of the Farlands. Even then, she knew thefirst part of the term wasn't Dwarvish as she knew it. If i’ Sanke
had read that one brief mention in her journds, he wouldn't have remembered it among the stack she
brought home.

Thefirgt time Wynn heard of B&al&e Sestt wasfrom Magiere.

They’ d reached the glade prison of Leesil’smother in the Elven Territories, and Magierelost control of
her dhampir nature. Most Aged Father had somehow dipped his awareness through the forest and into
the glade strees. He witnessed everything. At the sight of Magiere, appearing so much like an undead,
terror-driven memories surged upon the decrepit patriarch of the Anmaglahk. Magiere lost her footing
amid the fight and touched atree. Through that contact she’ d dipped into Most Aged Father's
remembrance.



Lost in hismemories, Magiere heard one brief passng mention of a Dwarvish term.

Most Aged Father, once called Sorhkafaré, had been acommander of dlied forces and dive during the
war of the Forgotten History. He received areport of thefall of one“Béaal&le Sesit,” and that all the
dwarves of that place perished, taking the Enemy’ s Siege forces with them. But no one knew how or

why.

Wynn peered at the scroll. Here was that place-name again, hinted at in the obscure hidden poem of an

ancient undeed.
And the second time she’ d heard the name of this forgotten place was far more recent.

A pair of black-clad dwarves—the Hassag' kreigi, the Stonewa kers—had spoken of it as she
eavesdropped outside of High-Tower’ s office. Then they were smply gone when she entered to speak
with the domin.

And thewraith had come a her twice, wanting this scroll asmuch asany folio it had killed for.

“I need more!” she demanded. “Y ou haveto finish trandating what | copied so far!”

“Wynn, no,” il’ Sinke said. “Wefinally have amoment’ s peace. This can wait until tomorrow, after

we—"

“Now!” sheinssted. “| need more so | can go to High-Tower for assignment. Something happened
among the dwarves during the Forgotten History, and I’ m going to Dhredze Sestt acrossthe bay. It'sthe
only place to begin and to find out what happened, or where. . .”

Wynn trailed off, for il’ Sdnke was shaking his head.

“Inthemorning,” heingsted, but by hisfollowing pause, she knew there was something more.

“We both go before the premin council—in the morning,” he explained.

Wynn had nothing to say to this. What could one say when one' sway of life was about to end? They
were going to cast her ot.

Did it even matter anymore? Yes, if shewere ever to seethetrandations again, or the origind textsshe'd
taken from Li’kan'slibrary. None of the council knew of the scroll, but that by itself wasn't enough, even
when or if it wasfully trandated.

“Seepfor awhile” iI’ Sinke said. “Wewill rise early to est. Facing the council’ sforma summonsis not
good on an empty stomach.”

Wynn stood there numb as he retrieved the old tin case from the floor and dipped the scroll away.
“And Wynn,” he added, histone colder, “remember that whatever you have learned must be guarded . .
. only for those who can intellectually comprehend—and face—itstruth. It cannot be shared elsawhere.”
Dropping on the couch, she looked up at him with her serious brown eyes.

“I' know,” Wynn answered. “I think | truly do know that now.”

At dawn Rodian sat at his desk, exhausted and ill. He should' ve rested, but throughout the night’s
remainder he' d tried over and over to write hisreport. Most of those dark hours had been spent merely
staring at ablank sheet of paper.

Hewas driven to finish it, even beyond his own strength.

Upon arriving at the barracks, he’ d gone to hisroom and looked in amirror. A few thin strands of light
gray ran through his hair, and more laced histrim beard. Remembering what had happened to Nikolas,
Rodian wondered how he was till even conscious and on hisfeet. Perhapsthe brief touch he' d received
was less than what the young sage had suffered.

And now he sat poised with quill in hand, trying to find wordsto explainit dl to theroya family, viathe
minister of city affairs. Thethresat to the guild was over. The murderer had been destroyed. Y et what
could he possibly say of the details?

What would the minister think upon reading of ablack spirit that killed by touch asit sought out texts
supposedly written by other “undead”? And al of it concerned awar that most believed never happened.
Indeed, what would the duchess or Princess Athelthryth have to say if he wrote such words? They
trusted him to maintain order, peace . . . and sanity.

Rodian choked on adry throat and sipped some water.

Garrogh was dead, and young L tican was unconscious in the infirmary with afractured leg, looking little



better than young Nikolas. They deserved to have the truth told, even if it would never be believed.
She picked up Magiere’ s old battle dagger from where she’ d tossed it on the bed. The sheath was
seriously weeathered, and the blade itsalf needed tending. She' d never cared for wegpons and knew little
of caring for them. Chane would have to teach her.
Wynn lashed the dagger’ s sheath straps to her belt and retrieved the sun crysta, gripping its staff. Then
she remembered to check for one thing—the pewter-framed spectacles. She found them il in her
cloak’ s pocket.

After dl of il’ Sdnke s effort and the expense to the guild, she had no businesstaking the staff as her own.
The notion of walking off with it, before anyone could stop her, didn’t sit well, but neither had many
recent necessary choices.

And she would be traveling with an undead.

“Come, Shade,” she said, and opened the door.

Shade trotted out, and Wynn glanced one last time around her old room. She could’ ve stayed until
nightfall, when it would be safe for Chane to go outdoors. But another long day in this room, no longer
hers, was too much to bear. No, it was better to wait in il’ Sanke' s study until Chane awakened.

She shut the door and headed down the passage. One door along the way was open.
Asshetraipsed by, acluster of apprentices sitting on the floor inside looked up. Wynn tried not to glance
their way. Soon enough the whole guild would know they no longer had to put up with WitlessWynn
Hygeorht and her fantastical tales.

She passed others as she came out into the courtyard. A couple of craftsmen, perhaps whedlwrights,
made their way to the main building. Y oung initiates and afew gpprentices scurried about, heading every
which way to whatever tasks, lessons, or gatherings were planned for the day by their superiors.
Wynn stopped midway in heading for il’ Sanke s quarters. Upon hearing lively voicesinthe crigp air, she
turned, strangely mesmerized by acommon sight.

“Come now, young ones,” Domin Ginjerié called. “We need to get these hung quickly.”

Ginjerié carried alarge basket in her arms. She was followed by two apprentices and ten initiatesin a
doubleline, al bearing similar baskets filled with damp blankets. The initiates babbled and jostled each
other, afew nearly toppling one another’ s burdens.

Wynn remembered herself once partaking in the late-autumn “washing” ritud. At the close of each fdll,
one domin oversaw the laundering of as many blankets as poss ble before winter set in, when drying them
outdoors became impossible. Wynn should have smiled at such afond memory, but shedidn’t.
“Domin, he'spushing mel” alittlegirl shouted.

“Marten, do you wishtowak aone. . . infront of me?” Ginjerié called without looking back.
Wynn watched the double line of initiates trotting behind the domin, and her gaze fdll to their moving feet.
One domin, two apprentices, and ten initiates walked step by step toward the gatehouse tunndl. Wynn
kept staring as words from the scroll e«om eirchoed in her head, aong with what she'd seeninthe
trandations.

Sx and twenty steps. . . to five corners.

She’ d wondered about five ancient Noble Dead uncovered by name, who had “ divided”—and the
Strange mention of “five corners’ in the scroll. Li"kén was locked away benesth theice-bound castle, and
hopefully Has saun and V olyno were smply no more. That left only the other pair of the five—Vespana
and G& hetman.

But another grain of truth began to dawn upon her, and it was so much worse.
The double column of sages, thirteen in count, fell into shadow asthey tramped out of daylight into the
gaehouse stunnedl.
“Oh, no more of this. . . please!” Wynn whispered to hersalf.

Not five cornersfor five ancient Noble Dead. Not six and twenty—twenty-six—steps taken, as some
metaphor of distance. Whatever the five corners meant, the other measure was for pairs of feet—two by
two, totaling thirteen.

The Children numbered thirteen.

How many of the other names she' d read were those of other ancient undead, possibly still somewherein



the world? It was bad enough that the one she' d banished with the sun crystal couldn’t be one of them.
The Children were ancient vampires, and the wraith had been some new spirit form of Noble Dead.
And Wynn thought immediately of Pawl a Sexit.
The stoic magter scribe with the odd family name had claimed to have been hunting undead in his city.
He' d implied that he had sensed the wraith’ s presence, though he hadn't been ableto find it. Magiere
was the only other person Wynn knew of, besides Chap, who had such ability. Chane had been fervent
in claiming that Pawl & Seatt was an undead, yet Wynn had seen the scribe master in daylight. None of it
made sense.
He couldn’t be adhampir, not for what Wynn knew of Magiere ssingular birth and what great efforts
that had taken. He couldn’t be one of the Children, if Wynn'sguessthat Li’kén' s forced servitude was
common to dl such.
Who—what—was Pawl a Seatt?
The only other thing Wynn knew was that none of the Upright Quill’ s staff showed any fear of the
shopowner, beyond his strange actions on the night of Jeremy’ sand Elias s deaths. Pawl a Seatt wasn't
guilty of those deeths. He had always been protective of his employees, watching over them each night
when they |eft the guild grounds. And he had along-standing and respected rel ationship with the guild.
Wynn turned toward the keep’s main doors, rather than heading on to il’ Sénke' s quarters. She had one
more stop to make.
When she reached the hospice, Nikolas was reclined against the bed' s headboard. He gazed up,
perhaps at the celling or a nothing at dl. At the sight of hislost eyes, Wynn dmost wished she'd just
dipped away instead. But she couldn’t be so crud, and she had something important to tell him.
Shadetrotted in on her hed's, and thankfully, Domi«haningn Bitworth wasn't present.
“Your color isbetter,” she said.
Nikolasrolled his head toward her, only then redlizing someone was there, and he haf smiled.
“Dol 4ill have gray stresksinmy hair?’
She pulled over astool and sat beside him. “Y ou may be stuck with those, but they make you look

distinguished.”
Then he noticed her clothing and the pack, and any hint of happiness drained from hisfragile features.
“You'releaving?’
“Yes, | have an assgnment,” shelied. “1 just cameto say good-bye. . . and that I’ m glad to have your
friendship.”

Herolled hishead back and focused on the celling again. What el se could she say? This poor young man
had more demonsin his past than the memory of the black-robed wraith. Hisfew friends here had either
died or left him.
“Nikolas, ligento me,” shesaid. “Look a me. If anything like thisever happensagain . . .
She grabbed his hand.
“If something . . . unnatural ever plagues you or the guild, don't waste time going to Sykion or
High-Tower or even Captain Rodian. They cannot help.”
At this Nikolas s brown eyesfilled with confusion.
“Go to Magter & Sestt,” sheinssted, “at the Upright Quill. Tdl him everything. Hewill know whét to
do.”
Nikolas blinked and then nodded once as he squeezed her hand.
“I haveto get going,” she said, and stood up, shouldering her pack.
“But you'll come back?’ he asked quickly.
Wynn glanced back from the doorway. “When | can.”
She hoped that wasn't alie as she headed outside into the courtyard with Shade.
Wynn blindly made her way through the northwest door, down the halway through the storage house,
and into the workshop building. She had barely rounded the hallway’ s end and climbed the stairs, pulling
out the key to the quarters, when she spotted i’ Sdnke in the upper passage.
“Where have you been?’ he shouted.
The domin’s dark-skinned face glistened with perspiration. His eyes|ooked wild with panic instead of the



anger in hisvoice. Helooked her up and down, taking in her pack and traveling attire, then shook his
head.
“You...youidiot!” Herushed at her.
Shade snarled in warning, and Wynn had to grab her.
[I’ Sénke snatched the key from Wynn's hand and turned back to unlock his quarters. He dammexteriv d
the door inward with hispalm.
“Get in herel”

Wynn il felt shamed for what had happened to him before the council. But she'd just had ahorrible
revelation, and she was sick of being told what to do. She just stood in the passage, returning hisglarein
dlence
“Y ou do not even know what you have done,” he hissed. “How much danger your dramatic gesture
could bring you. Nor what you might have done instead!”

And Wynn grew so very confused.

“Indde,” hesaid, and thistoo was not arequest.

Wynn dipped silently past il’ Sinke into the study, with Shade rumbling al the way.

Domin i’ Sanke tossed the key onto his desk. Hisrobe' s hood fell back as he ran both hands through his
dark brown hair. Then he jammed one hand into his pocket and pulled out acold lamp crysta.
“Takethisback!” he demanded, and thrust it out.

Wynn looked at her crystal and shook her head.

“I cannot,” shesaid. “I won't be shut away, left to do nothing, while they do little more than that.”
“Why let them?” he said. “Y ou can choose not to.”

Therewas something in il’ Sénke' s gaze that unsettled her, asif her next deniad might make him more
outraged or frightened or both. Thundering footsteps rolled down the passage outside, and Domin
High-Tower barreled through the open door, his bushy red hair disheveled.

“Wynn,” the dwarf exhded. “ Think, girl! Y ou have pushed thingsto the limit, but do not throw away all
you have—"

“She does not haveto,” il’ Sdnke snarled over hisshoulder. “You.. . . and your council gave her dl she
needsto seeto that.”

Wynn looked up, at i’ Sanke. “Make some sense. . . please!” she said.

He shook his head, gritting histeeth. “ Can you not seeit for yourself? Any rope they try to bind you with
can be pulled on both ways.”

“The guild does not play at politics” High-Tower snapped.

“Oh, spareme!” il’ Sénke spit back. “Thisisdl about palitics, the palitics of fear.” And hefixed on
Wynn. “Y ou can choose your own assgnment and still remain one of us. In the end, the council will have
no choice but to accept this.”

Wynn barely grasped what he was getting at. When she glanced a High-Tower, the dwarf’ sface was
flushed, but he remained silent. That was strangest of all, that he didn’t even try to cut i’ Sénke off. Asif
he wanted her to hear this but dared not say it himself.

“They aredfraid of you,” il’ Sdnke added, “with dl you know . . . stepping beyond their reach. They fear
what you might revedl to others, once free of your oath to the guild. They need ahold on you, or &t least
that i«at . .swhat they want you to believe.”

[I" S&nke shook his head, and the hint of asmile spread on hisface. Somehow it wasn't comforting.

“Y ou can do anything you want,” he added.

“The council will never agree,” High-Tower said, but it seemed weak and lessthan atrue denid.
“Then do something, you dried-out mound of mud!” i’ Sénke countered. “Or | will. | have no doubt | can
procure her aplace in my branch the moment | arrive there.”

“I’'m not going to the Suman Empirel” Wynn cut in.

High-Tower sighed. “ She must present aproposal for gpproval . . . if shewishesto request her own
assgnment.”

“Thenwriteit yoursdf,” il’ Sinke returned. “And signit! Tell the council she has changed her mind about
resgning. They will agreeto anything in that event.”



“The specific assgnment hasto be outlined.”
“No, it doesnot,” il’ Sanke answered.
High-Tower closed hiseyes, and i’ Sinke held out the crystal once more.

Wynn's head was spinning asiif she stared at these two through her mantic sight. But the nauseaiin her
stomach was now from fear that this small hope might not be real. She reached out and quickly snatched
the crystd beforeit might vanish.

I’ Sénke dumped in exhaustion, bracing a hand on the desk.

Wynn il had no ideawhy the foreign domin was so frightened by theideaof her resignation, asif her
action might force him to do something horrible.

“I will need funding,” shesaid.

“Youwill getit,” heassured her. “If not from them, then through my branch . . . and no, you will not have
to go to the Suman Empire.”

Wynn gazed down at the crysta in her palm.

Shewasdill asage.

Near midnight, Wynn sat on the second bench of ahired wagon with Chane. He carried the scroll in one
of his packs, dong with Wynn's brief trandations, and she held on to the sun crystal’ s staff. The driver,
paid double for the three-night journey, steered a course aong the bay road asthey headed for the far
peninsula pesk of Dhredze Sestt.

In truth, Wynn didn’t care how they traveled, so long as this search led to answers—and the texts.
Glancing back at Shade stretched out in the wagon’ s bed, Wynn knew that someday, possibly soon,
Shade would discover that Chane was undead. The ensuing scene would be unpredictable—probably
ugly—but shewould leave that until it came.

She glanced over at Chane. What would happen when he grew hungry?

But ag«size="ain. .. shewould ded with that when the moment arrived.

Chane and Shade were the only ones available who bedlieved in the redlity of the Noble Dead—and
possessed the ability to face them.

To her |eft, beyond dark trees obscuring the bay, she could hear small waves lapping at the rocky shore.
“It may be hard for you, traveling only at night,” Chane said.

She jumped dightly, as he hadn’t spoken for most of the night.

“I'll adjust,” she answered.

But would she, to any of this? Shetraveled at night with avampire and amagjay-hi to Dhredze Sestt to
learn. .. what?

Tofind the texts, and to learn of aforgotten place, another dwarven sestt, lost in aforgotten time. And
why had the wraith, whoever it had once been, desired information from the scroll and folios?

She glanced up at Chane' s clean profile in the darkness. No matter what he might be, she could count on
him while she uncovered the truth.

“I'll adjust,” she repeated.



EPILOGUE
The gaudy and worn painted sign above the scriptorium’ sfront door read, THE GILD AND INK. But
the night street was empty, and the only person inside was busy in the back workroom.

There, aportly bald man stood before atall wooden table with his back turned to the open door leading
to the shop’ sfront room. Hewore arich velvet tunic over alinen shirt. The quill in his hand was poised
above a stack of freshly scribed parchments.

Master Shilwise never noticed the darkness within his shop’ sfront room intensfy as something bulged
inward through the front wall.

A figurein ablack cloak and robe wavered and then vanished. Its transparent form regppeared,
wavering yet again, asif struggling to become real. Once wholly solid, it did slently long the
floorboards, through a stand bearing a displayed book, and into the rear workroom.

And gtill Master Shilwise was poised unaware above the parchments—until he shivered. The air had
turned suddenly chill. He spun around, and his eyes widened as a hissfilled the workroom to its rafters.
“Reverent Onel” Shilwise whispered, and swallowed hard. “I'mrelieved to see. . . | heard that you
were. .."

“Dedtroyed?’

With that one word, the hiss became a voice surrounding Shilwise. And the black figure went on.
“Or had you smply hoped 0?7’

The question seemed to coil about Shilwise, squeezing him with frigid cold.

“No!” hewhispered, shaking his head. “I would never. Y ou' ve been more than generous for what you've
asked of me!”

“And ill, no one suspects?’

“That | can read the sages symbols?’ Shilwisefinished. “No, not even my own scribes. And with the
way you ransacked my shop”—and atouch of bitterness|eaked into his voice—*I"m the last person
anyone would suspect to have a®en ded you.”

The black-robed figure floated closer. Shilwise quickly dipped out of itsway.

It approached the table, and itslarge, sagging cowl tilted downward over the parchments. Hands and
fingers wrapped in frayed black cloth extended from the robe’ s deeves and gripped the tabl€' s edge.
For an instant Shilwise thought he saw the table’ swood through one of those hands.

The black figure wavered, its whole form turning trand ucent.

“Areyou. .. dl right?’ Shilwise asked.

The vigtor ignored thisquestion. “ All of them are here?’ it asked, till looking upon the parchments.
Shilwise nodded. “All the extracopies| made, in plain language . . . both from what my shop processed,
and what you acquired from other scriptoriums.”

“And what of the femae journeyor?’

“I don’t know,” Shilwise answered. “I’ ve heard nothing. And you asked me to have her watched only
two days ago.”

“Has your spy learned anything of use? Where arethe origind texts?’
“Only hints and whispers, Reverent One.”
“Hints of what?’

“ Something concerning dwarves,” he answered, “ some visitors glimpsed once or twice on guild grounds,
wearing dark gray or black attire. But they weren't actualy seen coming or leaving; they werejust there.
But . . . now that Pawl a Sestt isthe only one working for the guild, I’'m uncertain how to proceed.”
The black figure gppeared to sag, one hand dipping through the table, and then it straightened.
“Reverent One?” Shilwise asked, uncertainty thick in hisvoice.

“No. .. you have been fully hindered and can go no further.”

The hand that had dipped lifted up.

Shilwise watched as those wrapped fingers extended before the black cowl’ s opening. Some effort
seemed to be applied, for the hand became solid once more. It lowered but dowed before reaching the
table. . . and shot straight for histhroat.

Shilwise sface twisted, eyes and mouth widening to their limit.



All that came from his throat was a strangled gargle, then achoke, and not another sound. Hetried to
claw a thefigure swrigt, to break that grip. His hands kept dipping straight through the figure sarm, and
merdly thrashed intheair.

No one €lse was there to watch the color fade from hisflesh and hair, nor look into hiseyesashisirises
whitened aswéll. There was no one to watch the figure' sform solidify as Shilwise slife faded
completely. When it released its grip, the scribe master dropped straight to the floor.

Shilwise' sbody twitched briefly in alast spasm, like abloated, pallid frog.

And thefigure flexed its seemingly solid fingers.

The hissrose again in the room, filled with strange rdlief. Its hand settled upon the sheets, carefully turning
them one by one. Then its noise laced with frustration. What it sought was not here—there were only
names no one should know. . . .

Jeyretan, Fazabid, Memaneh, Creif, Uhmgada . . .

The figure's cowl turned toward thurn"3"e ashen body |eft crumpled on the floor. Its purchased servant
could not befound in this condition. The city guard and officials dready believed the “ sage killer” was
dead and gone. And better to stay dead—though that twisted double meaning brought it no humor. No
one could know it had not been so eadily finished, at least until it found the young journeyor, misfit among
her own kind. She might yet lead it to the texts, and to what any of this had to do with “dwarves.”
Asit reached for the ail lantern on the table, more names scattered across the pages made it stop.
Li'k&n . . . Volyno and Has saun . . . Vespana and Ga’ hetman . . .

The figure snatched up the lantern and dammed it upon the floor next to Shilwise' s body.

The black figure turned over the last sheets, gathering up the stack as flames began to spread acrossthe
floorboards. But asit headed for the workroom’ srear, it paused again with its cowl tilted down over the
parchments.

One name had been missed in its hurried scan—one on the very first sheet—and amoan threaded in its
hiss
The sound rose above thefire' s crackle until the rear window’ s pane rattled. The black figure shattered
that window and pulled the parchment stack through the opening asit did out through the shop’ srear
wal.

That one name had been kept hidden, as carefully as himsdlf, for athousand or more years.
Hisname. .. Sauilahk.
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