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1
Lost at Sea

"Hey, kid—stop hanging off thet rall!" A sallor, one of the women, wasydling a me. "Weveonly told
you adozen times! If you fal overboard, well not turn back!”

"Canyaswim dl the way to the Battle Idands?" another sailor called. "If yacan't, yad best keep dla
yersdf onth' ship!"

"If 1 fal in, will I Snk dl theway to the bottom?' | yelled back. | didn't pull mysdlf up off therall. If |
sank, | would be lying among stones again. | would be among my own kind, with no fathoms of nasty
water between me and solid earth. The sailors laughed.

"The sdt water holds yaup, wench! Y oull float whilst the fishiespick at yal™

"But my bones will ank. That's what matters,” | replied. And | muttered, so | wouldn't be scolded for
rudeness, "I can take care of mysdlf.”

| dropped until 1 hung from my knees, my back against the ship's hull. Then | stretched out my hands.
The choppy water was still dozens of feet beyond my reach. | let my magic stream through my fingers
into the sea. It plunged through water and sdlt. | strained and strained, but the sea hasits own magic, a
power that hates mine. | couldn't fed the earth anywhere below me.

| hate traveling by ship. Hateit. Assoon as| can't fed the stone of the ocean floor with my power, I'm
lost. It'slike the day my mother sold me. She left me with no family and no way even to spesk to my
new, foreign owner. Aboard a ship, when | wasn't trying to fedl the approach of land, | huddled ina
corner. Therel placed my own stones around me and held my friend Luvo in my lap.



Luvo helps me some. He's about eighteen inchestall. He has the shape of abear made of clear, deep
green, and purple crysta that's been rounded and smoothed by water. Hisfaceisagentle point, not a
muzzle. He's not truly arock, though he has the magic of athousand stones. Heisthe heart of a
mountain, aliving creature with power for blood. So even though Luvo isagood friend, and company as
| travel, he can't make up for the fed of rock under me.

| shouldn't have been on that ship. Dedicate Rosethorn—my guardian—was the one who had been
caled to Starns, one of the Battle ISands. They needed her to see why their trees were dying. Shewas
packing to go when | had a problem with some rich boys who were students at Winding Circle temple.
They were bothering some of my friends. | said | would hit them with my staff if they didn't stop, and they
drew swords and daggers on me. It wasn't asif | actualy broke any of their bones. They were
disobeying temple rules. Rosethorn told the temple council that the boys got what they deserved, and
their parents could put their complaints someplace tender. But | aso heard her tell Dedicate Lark, my
other guardian, that she would take me to Starns, so the wealthy parents would have time to calm down.

"I won't have anything to do!" | cried, when Lark and Rosethorn gave me the news officidly. "These
idand people want Rosethorn because their plants are dying. That's no bread and salt of mine. And | hate
shiptrave.”

"Then you may partake of confinement to Discipline cottage,” Rosethorn told me. " That's the punishment
the council wantsfor you, since you pounded those boys after you disarmed them. Travel to Starnsand
help mefind what iskilling their trees, or stay ingdethislovely, tiny home of ours. Y our choice.”

So now | hung from therail, stretching my magic asfar asit would go and fedling lost.
"Do you know, Evumeimei, that ocean rocks do not swim to the surface?”

Luvo aways said that when he found me hunting for the sea's floor. The hearts of mountains gpparently
never get tired of telling the samejokes.

They aso never get tired of hearing the same answers, so | told him what | often did, "Therésawaysa
firgtime"

| think the reason Luvo came out of his mountain to meet me, and the reason he's stayed with me ever
snce, isbecause | make him laugh. Though | don't actualy hear him laugh, | know he does.

"The sailors have told Dedicate Rosethorn that we should see theidand of dying treestomorrow, if not
today," Luvo said. ™Y ou will be able to sense the ocean floor soon, | promiseyou.”

"I know," | replied. " You never lost touch with it. I'm sorry I'm not centuries and centuries old. I'm sorry
I'm not even agreat mage. | bet you Rosethorn knows each and every plant below us, however many
fathoms deep they areright now. But I've only been at this mage businessfour years. | have some
catching up to do—"

The hairson my arms stirred, then stood up. My belly rolled, like that first cramp that warns you the
sausage was bad. My magic flexed. Far under the seal felt power move. The Pebbled Sea had earth
tremors and earthquakes, plenty of them, but this one was different. It was thick and heavy, like molten
stone. My body filled with a deep, bone-tugging hum. It swamped my teeth and made themitch.

| began to dide off therail. | svung, twisted, and grabbed. | clung tight to the rail with both hands and
oneleg. My hold was strong—I was used to climbing mountains. | waited for the world to settle,
especidly my magic. Right then it was till bouncing up and down, making my bonesrumble.



"Did you fed that?' | caled to Luvo. | thought I might pop out of my skin, | was so excited. "What was
it?sit going to happen again?'

"It isawaking tremor.” | heard Luvo'svoice as clearly asif he hung beside me. "It may well happen
again. You should climb back on board, Evumeime.”

"Evvy! There, you see? | warn and warn you, and now it's happened. Y ou never ligen.”

That was Dedicate Fusspot caling out from the deck. Hisred namewas Myrrhtide. | caled him
Fusspot, for good reasons.

"Y ou went over therail. Y ou nearly dropped straight into the ocean just now. How many times have |
said dangling like amonkey isagood way to drown. Y ou never know when aswell like that one will
overtake ud" Myrrhtide was coming closer to me from the sound of hisvoice. | dragged mysdlf back on
deck and faced him. Myrrhtide annoyed me. Hewasn't old. Hewasn't in hisforties, like
Rosethorn—more like his early thirties. Y et he dways moaned about hisgray hairs. | couldn't even see
any among hisred ones. Hejust carried mine. Herswas nice and small. Her lipswere even anatura
reddish color. Mine were just wide. My skinisYanjing gold brown, so | don't have to worry about the
sun as much as she does, but if | ever get interested in romance, I'll have to pay attention to my looks.

"Y ou could try harder to get dong with him," Rosethorn told me. ™Y ou're a stone mage. Y ou could
borrow patience from your rocks."

"I'm no butter of his," | grumbled. "He doesn't have to try and churn me dl the time. Don't worry about
Myrrhtide and me, Rosethorn.”

"I'm not worried. | just don't want him carrying bad reports of you to Winding Circle.”

| didn't like that thought, so | changed the subject. | looked at Luvo, who sat on the deck between
Rosethorn and me. "Does the earth do waking tremors often?”’ | asked him. "It's not like ordinary
earthquakes, where two dabs of rock are dipping together. Thisis more like—"

"Molten rock. Magma," said Luvo. "It ismoving. | have sensed such tremorsfor several days, but not of
this strength. Prepare yoursalves. Another comes.”

| put my feet on the deck and gripped therail. Luvo hardly ever gives orders. Far below the ship, stone
power rose to meet the outermost fedlers of my magic. It felt so strange, pressing like hot, solid water on
me. | gasped. The wave passed on, but the sense of stone didn't die, not completely. | felt touches of
micaat the fringes of my power, and quartz, and granite. | was brushing ocean floor.

A ridge! There was aridge underneath the ship, three hundred yards below! | could fedl basalt—good,
cam, steady old basdlt, long dabs of it!

Myrrhtide came back. Alongside the ship came along arm of seawater with Rosethorn's hat on top of it.
It passed the hat to Myrrhtide, who patted the tentacle as he'd pet a good dog. The water dropped back
into the sea. Myrrhtide offered the hat to Rosethorn.

"Thank you." Sheran her fingers over the hat. The seawater dropped out of it. | guess she made the
straw chaseit out: She could get plants, or things that had been plants, to do amost anything.

"Waking tremors." Her voice was quiet. "What isthe earth waking up to, Luvo?'

"It may only be waking enough to turn in its deep, as you humans do, Rosethorn. Or tremors may come
from movement that began in adistant place. It ishard to say."



| could fed theridge start to drop away from me. It wasjust asharp peak, not arisein the land under
the ship, and we were sailing away from it. "Nooo!" | leaned over theralil. "Come back!" | didn't want to
losethetingle of dl those beautiful rocksthis soon! | had been so lonely, even with dl my old stones and
Luvo to keep me company. " Stay close! Stop this stupid ship!™

"Evumeimd,” Luvo cdled.

"Let medone" Far below, the floor had dropped out of the range of my magic. "I'm sick of the seal I'm
sck of being away from rocks!"

"Evumemd, if you will stop making that dreadful noise, | will show you athing,” Luvo said patiently. To
be honest, | think Luvo has few moods other than patient. It's part of being a mountain's heart, | suppose.
It'sredly annoying.

"What she'sdoing is called ‘whining," | heard Rosethorn say. "'l don't think you should reward her for it."

"Y oung mountains are restless and impatient, Rosethorn. As such, they can be dangerous. They must be
kept amused. Although Evumeime is not ayoung mountain, my spirit urges meto guide her asone. And
that noise she makesis quite grating. Evumeime, St on the deck and place your handson me."

When Luvo speaksto mefirmly likethat, | do ashe says.

| felt ghost hands reach through his clear skin and wrap around my wrists. He pulled meinto his crystal
ingdes. Wefdl through the ship, ghost Luvo mingled with ghost Evvy. It isapowerful thing, being aghost
before you are dead. In Y anjing, they would say | was cursed forever for being aghost while | wasdive.
So many things are different when you're amage.

We dropped into the water. It ran through me, cool and tingly with sat, warm from the sun. | would have
gasped, but | had no lungs. We zipped through a huge school of fishes, their skinsdick and dippery. The
water got colder as we went down. Bright flashes sparked along my insides. | looked at mysdif. |
glittered.

They are flecks of stone borne by the sea. Luvo's voice sounded in my mind. Once the sea has
ground rock down into tiny grains, it is light enough to float. The sea carriesthe grains. They are
so little you could not sense them with your magic. | feel themall.

More fishes dashed by, blursin the water. | was sarting to wonder what they ate, to make them rush so,
when | understood. It was not the fishes, but Luvo.

Is this how you see Rosethorn and Briar and Myrrhtide and me?'t asked. Dashing around like
someone had turned us into crazy flies? Because we're meat creatures and you're stone?

| made an adjustment to see you as you see yourselves. It was necessary. | shall make one now,
Luvo replied.

The crystal |adders and spirds that made up our ghost body seemed to go loose, then twist. The dashing
fish twinkled. Suddenly they dowed. Jelyfish appeared—I hadn't even seen those until now. Luvo and |
continued on down, onto the ocean floor. Theridge | had felt lay before us. Beside it was a deep canyon.
Luvo took usinto that. | reached my ghost hands out to fed its stony sides.

It's volcano rock. Why is there a volcano canyon in the ocean? asked.

Vol canoes exist everywhere. Once—long before my time—the world was born of vol canoes.



Long before histime? Luvo was thousands of yearsold. | couldn't imagine anything older than hewas.

I have spoken with the mountains from those times, he continued. They were only pebbles by then,
but they were very wise. | learned much by waiting patiently to hear their wisdom.

Isthat "patiently" thing a hint to me? | wanted to know.
| would never hint to you about patience, Evumeimel .

The lower wefdl in the degp canyon, the warmer the water got. Shouldn't it be freezing by now?1
inquired. What makes it warm ?

Luvo sad, Look, and you will see.
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We Meet Our Guides

Below uslay adeep, deep crack in the canyon floor. Strange, death-colored plants grew there, food for
the pale fishes that nibbled on them. Around one hump in the crack, bubbles streamed from an opening,
boiling up through the water. It looked like aminiature volcano. | touched it with my magic, naming the
minerds hegped around it: sulfur, magnesium, and other volcano leavings. The crack itself waslimestone.

The vent belched. It threw out a boiling cloud of bubbles that passed through Luvo and me. Where does
it come from? | wanted to know. Where does whatever air that isin the bubbles come from? What
made this crack, and why did it burp just now?

It "burps’ asyou comically put it, because the heart of the earth is forever in motion, Evumeimei,
sad Luvo. This seam reaches down to the molten heart, which is gas and liquid stone. These things
come to the earths surface through such vents, be they under water or under the land. That is
where the ocean rolls to the earth's pul se.

So where does this seam go? Under the Battle Islands?

Many do, hereplied. have heard it said that earthquakes often take place in this part of the world.
It is because many seams are here. | had thought tha t if | showed you these things you might have
fewer questions. Instead, you have more. Are you never unquestioning?

| could tell Luvo wasteasing me. I'm quiet when | sleep. Besides, you said you wanted to stop me
whining. You didn't say you wanted me not to ask questions. I'm not whining, am|?

We began to rise dlong the canyon wall. The creatures that had been blown out of the way when the vent
belched werereturning to it. Do they wor ship their ocean volcano, Luvo?

| believeit is only you human meat creatures who wor ship things, Evumeimei. These animals eat
the small creatures that live on its sides, the little gray ones that crawl there. They draw strength
from the warmth of the volcano, as well. VVolcanoes are good to those who live on them. The soil
on the ones above water isricher for plants. Humans farm there, and animals come to graze, just
as these sea creatures do.

Above us| saw theripple of sunlight on the water's surface. Have you ever been to a volcano, Luvo?

| was born in one. That was sufficient. Exposure to a second volcano would be the death of me,
Evumeimel, just as it would be the death of you.



Helet mego. | felt mysdlf turning and twisting on his crysta paths again. Then heaviness clamped around
me: asuit of hot, thick meat. That was my body. For amoment | didn't enjoy it very much. Luvo calls
humans "mest crestures.” For thefirst timel felt like one.

Someone breathed fish and garlic in my face. Hands shook me. A voice made ugly noisesthat banged in
my ears. In the sea every noise was softened by the swish of water. These noises grated. | flinched. The
hands grabbed me harder. | opened my eyes.

Terror flooded me. | forgot where | was. | thought | was a captive. A man's face was too close to mine.
| couldn't breathe. Was | back in Gyongxe? That was it—I was the prisoner of the emperor's soldiers.
They beat melast time! They'd beat me again to make metdl on my friends!

| screamed and dammed my head forward, hard, into the soldier's nose. Then | lashed sideways and bit
deep into hisarm. Except hisarm wasn't the silk-covered leather of an imperia warrior. | wasbiting into
flesh covered by bluelinen.

"Make her let go of me!" Dedicate Fusspot tried to shake me off. His voice was muffled.

"Evumemd, you arefar from Gyongxe," Luvo sad.

"Myrrhtide, | warned you not to lay hands on her." Rosethorn sounded like she was close by.

| stopped biting Myrrhtide. My feet were throbbing. They were remembering the emperor's soldiers, too.

"| thought she was having afit." Myrrhtide's nose was bleeding. "I thought she was dying. | wastrying to
save her life. The ungrateful brat broke my nosal™

"When | told you don't touch me to wake me, ever, because I've been inawar and | react violently, you
respected me." For a plant person, Rosethorn could sound like iron when she made a point with
someone supid. "Evvy wasin that same war . She fought as hard as any adult—harder, sometimes. Y et
you refuse to acknowledge that she may suffer the same effects. | told you not to grab her. | said she
might panic if she saw aman'sface so closeto hers when she came out of atrance—"

"Sheistoo young to do amage trance!" Myrrhtide groped his pockets for a handkerchief. He was
bleeding dl over hishahit.

"Looked like amage trance to me," one of the sailors muttered.

Fusspot Myrrhtide glared a her. The sailor shrugged and gave me her water flask so | could rinsethe
taste of Myrrhtide from my mouth.

As| spat the water over therail, Rosethorn dragged Myrrhtide's hand away from hisnose. "It's bleeding,
not broken. | have something that will fix it in atrice. Don't touch Evvy again unlessit'samaiter of lifeor
desth, understand?"

Shelooked at me sidelong. | knew what she wanted.

| sighed. The trouble with learning manners was that sometimes you had to do and say things that stank.
"I'm sorry | dmost broke your nose, Dedicate Myrrhtide." | tried hard to sound truthful. "I thought you
were one of theimperia soldiers who whipped my feet.”

He was about to say something mean, | could seeit in hiseyes. Suddenly helet dl that air out ina
whoosh. "They whipped your feet?' he whispered.



| nodded. "I knew where people were hiding. The soldierstried to make metell by hitting the bottoms of
my feet with acane. See?" | leaned on therail to show him the scars on the sole of onefoot. "I put
crysta around my heart, so | wouldn't tell. They gave up findly."

He was going to ask something else, when the sailor up in the crow's nest yelled, "Land ho!"

| turned and squinted northwest. In the distance rose atall mountain, floating on the horizon. Wewerein
sght of the Battle Idands at last.

"Enough reminiscing.”" Rosethorn wrapped her arm around my shoulders. "Evvy, timeto pack. Myrrhtide,
comebelow and I'll fix your nose."

| had little to pack: clothes, books, my mage kit, and the stone aphabet that Briar gave me. Soon Luvo
and | were back on deck, watching as the Battle Idands grew larger ahead. They were a clump of
idandsin the middie of the Pebbled Sea. Their reputation was shady. Briar said people came there when
they got tired of their home countriesinterfering in their business. Lark just said that idand peopleliked to
keep to themsaves. They must beredly nervousif they were sending for Rosethorn.

"The place used to swarm with pirates.” Myrrhtide's nose was as good as new. Rosethorn's medicines
redly are the best. And he'd surprised me. | had thought he'd be packing until after we had docked, but
here hewas, al ready to go. "It was apesthole. Any vice you can think of was available here. | servedin
atemple on one of the northern idands, and | got quite the education. Then Duke Vedris of Emelan led
three attacks on the Idands, to break up the pirate nations. He was joined by navies and soldiersfrom
the other Pebbled Sealands who were sick of pirateraids. The place is amost respectable, these days.”

"Y ou don't haveto be niceto mejust because | have scars on my feet. It wasalong time ago.”

Myrrhtide stiffened. "1 am trying to be civil because we will be the only three from Emdaninan
environment which may be uncomfortable. Just because they invited us does not mean we will be
welcomed with open arms. It would be niceif we could get dong." He sniffed at me, winced, and | ft.

"He's stiff-rumped, that 'un,” said the woman sailor who was coiling rope nearby. "Ignore him. Look
there. Theidewith thetall mountain? That be Starns, where you're bound. The peak is Mount Grace.
Starnsisgrand. Olive groves and orange groves. Grapes burgtin' with juice. The plumpest goats and
sheep and cattle I've ever seen. And hot springs, where agirl can relax with afriend or two."

"Andtheidand folk arered friendly,” joked another sailor. "Now, they're not too good for common
saling folk. They've no piratesto dangle trinkets and coin in front of them!™

"At least you won't be bored, waiting to take ushome.” | said it mostly to be polite. | could fed the
ocean floor again. | didn't even haveto stretch my magic to do it. | wasn't interested in grapes and
friends, but Lark told methat | should practice making conversation.

"Bored isthelast thing well bel" The man laughed. | suppose they were talking about fooling around.
People always think they haveto discussit like | don't know what it is. That's grown-upsfor you. | let
them do their sdeways joking about sex, while | let my power trail along the ocean floor.

Sustree wasn't much of atown, but it had plenty of docks. Our crew brought us up to one nice and
smooth. | hardly noticed. | was saying hello to every stone on the harbor bottom, and in the walls aong
the docks.

Rosethorn poked me. "Y ou'll fed better ashore. Let'sgo."
We said good-bye to the crew after they carried our bundlesto the dock. | had a cloth ding that | used



to carry Luvo around, those timeswhen it's easier than letting him walk. | arranged it around my
shoulders, and tucked him in. Then | gathered up my mage kit and aphabet, two saddlebags worth, and
followed Rosethorn and Myrrhtide off the ship. The moment | set foot on the ground, | felt like adifferent
person. There were SO many rocks under my feet that | couldn't count them. They filled me with strength.

"It'slike | was bresthing with only one lung.”

"Y ou said that when we sailed home from Gyongxe." Rosethorn looked around. Do you suppose there's
aninn here?'

"Excuse me—are you the dedicates from Winding Circle?' A white man came over to us. "I'm Oswin
Forest, from Moharrin village. I'm honored to be your escort. My headwoman, Azaze Y opali, sent meto
meet you." He was about Sx inchestaller than me, which made him amost six feet tall. He had blue eyes
as bright asturquoises, set in heavy lids. He must have been blond when he was younger, but most of the
hair on top of his head was gone. What was |ft at the back and sides was cut redlly short. He had along
nose that tipped up at the end, and a nice-looking mouth. He dressed like most of the men around there
seemed to, in atunic shirt—hiswas bright blue, like his eyes—and tan breeches, and soft brown boots.
In one hand he held abook, marking hisplacein it with afinger.

"We werejust wondering about the arrangements. I'm Rosethorn, and thisis Dedicate Myrrhtide. Y our
head-woman wrote that you've had water go bad aswell as plants and trees dying?'

Oswin nodded. "It seemsto be random, al around the mountain. I've never seen anything likeit, and |
can't find anything in the village records or here in Sustree. Our mage says there were some incidents,
when she was younger, but they started and stopped abruptly. People thought the usual things—the gods
were angry, mostly—"

"If you could take us to our rooms now?"' For someone who was aways after me about my behavior,
Myrrhtide could be rude. "We would like a proper mesal, aswell. Dedicate Initiate Rosethorn's and my
skillsand senses will be at their sharpest for anight's rest and an hour or two spent in a bathhouse,

perhaps a good massage. ..."

Oswin's nose twitched. "I don't think there's abathhouse on Starns. We have hot springs everywhere, so
no one bothered to build one. Headwoman Azaze could have one set up for you, if you need it for your
rituals and privacy. We have your rooms prepared in Moharrin, long with adecent medl.”

Myrrhtide drew himsdf up. "Areweto walk to your village? It isnot at al what we expect, nor what is
dueto us. | have ddlicate instruments for water scrying and communication with Winding Circles Water
mages. | certainly cannot carry al of my own packs. Dedicate Initiate Rosethorn, moreover, isnot in the
best of hedlth. She cannot bear heavy loadslike a peasant.”

| winced. Rosethorn talked alittle dow, and maybe she wasn't as bouncy as me, but she was tough as an
old root. | stood back, in case plants started shooting out of the ground to strangle Myrrhtide.

"Sorry, Oswin, sorry!" A boy maybe three years older than | am, seventeen or o, trotted down the
Sreet, towing astring of horses and mules. He was about an inch taler than me, with light brown skin and
short, kinky black hair. He had afunny nose, like along brown fat drip of wax that got frozen before it
dropped, and merry black eyes. He was chubby insde his loose orange shirt and breeches. His voice
wasrich, like butter tea. "The old woman took forever to wrap up the herbs | bought. Then she seemed
to think | would look at her dog's sore tooth for nothing because | buy from her, and the poor thing was
inpan—" He stared at Rosethorn and Myrrhtide. "Oh. Dedicate Initiates, you're here dready. I'm
sorry." He bowed low. "I've brought your horses, and they're already saddled. I'll load your things on the
pack mules. Arethese dl of your belongings?'



"Here" | put Luvo on my saddlebags. "I'll show you. I'm Evvy."
"Jayat. The message said there would be an assistant. Well get you packed up in no time.”

Oswin came over to collect Rosethorn's and Myrrhtide's horses. Once held settled the dedicates
saddlebags on their horses backs, he helped Jayat and me finish loading the packs. From the way he and
Jayat worked, they had amost as much experience as | did. It was nice to deal with people who knew
what they were doing.

They weren't chatterers, elther. In fact, they were so quiet, we could hear Rosethorn talking to
Myrrhtide, even though she kept her voice down.

"I should have left you at Winding Circle. We can't demand the roya treatment here! If they could afford
al theluxuries, they would have gotten amage for pay. They wouldn't have sent al the way to Winding
Circlein the hope that we could spare someone!”

"It'simportant to demand respect,” Myrrhtide snapped. " Otherwise, people think they can get the world
of you. | have no intention of deeping in ahovd. This place they have prepared for us—I'm sureit has
fleas™

"I brought flegbane," Rosethorn told him.
"Andras”
"I brought ratbane, you idiot.”

"Have you brought foolshane?’ demanded Myrrhtide. "I don't doubt this matter of poisoned water is
samply one of sewage draining into their water table. | have experience of these Battle Idand peasants. |
know whereof | speak!”

"Should we let them know we peasants can hear?" Oswin spoke softly as he finished tying the last packs
into place.

"No," | replied. "I'd say put rats and fleasin his bed, but Rosethorn's ratbane and fleabane are really
strong.”

"They can hear you, Puffbrainl" Rosethorn gave Myrrhtide ashove. "Mount up, and be quiet. | am six
months fresh from awar. Y ou have me a sesame seed away from declaring anew one on you." She
looked at Oswin. "Forgive Dedicate Myrrhtide. He was dropped on his head as a child. Often.”

Myrrhtide turned garnet red.
"May 17" Jayat offered Rosethorn his hands so she could use them to mount her horse.

| held my breath. She actudly let him help her into the saddle. | guess shewastrying to be nice. "Tell
me—Jaya, right? What isyour placein Moharrin?'

As| scrambled onto the little mare Oswin held for me, | heard Jayat say, "'I'm gpprenticed to Tahar
Catwalker. She's our mage and healer. Me and Oswin will be the onesto show you dl the sick places.
He knowswhere they are, and | know where the lines of the idand's magic are. I—I guess Dedicate
Initiate Myrrhtide will let me know what you need, gpart from what you brought?'

"No," growled Myrrhtide as he checked the third saddled horse. " She's the great mage, after al. She'sin
charge.”



"A greaet mage?' Oswin, who was starting to mount his own horse, missed the stirrup and sscumbled. He
stared at Rosethorn. "They sent a great mage to us?' Jayat gaped at Rosethorn, too.

"l an a green mage. That'stheimportant thing, and al you have to worry about, Oswin. Y ou too, Jayat."
Rosethorn doesn't like it when people fuss over her being agreat mage. She cures diseases and destroys
castleswith plants, but if you ask her what she does, shell tell you she gardens and makes medicines and
jdlies. The green habit with the black stripe on the cuffs and hem that says she's an initiate? She hardly
wears it. She keeps her mage's medallion, the one marked so people know she has power at the great
mage schoals, under her habit most of the time. Myrrhtide always wears the blue initiate robe for Water
temple. If he could make his mage medallion glow on his chest, hewould. To Myrrhtide, Rosethornisa
cat who ingsts on acting like adog.

Rosethorn gathered her reinsin her hand. "1 would like to reach our destination and have that night's rest
before we look into your problem. May we get moving?'

3
The Mountain | sa Restless Slegper

Theroad to Moharrin followed aniceriver caled the Makray. Asroadswent, it wasal right. There
were farms on the side that wasn't ariver. The farms had lots of cows, sheep, olive trees, orange trees,
and grape vines, just asthe sailors had said. It was very pretty, if you like that sort of thing. | was more
interested in the stones al around us.

There was plenty of basdlt, but that wasn't specia. There was|ots of basat on the ocean floor. As soon
as| touched it, | sent my magic on for something new. The stone walsthat hemmed the farms and
orchards sparkled in my magic. The rocks were granite, specked with quartz and feldspar. | was so glad
to seecrydta that | let it soak abit of my power in. The granite shimmered like hegps of jewelsin the sun
when | finished.

"Evumeime.” | think Luvo had been trying to get my attention for awhile, because he was making his
voice boom in my bones. He knows| don't like that. " This young man wishes to spesk to you.”

Jayat wasriding on my left. His eyebalswere bulging in his head. "Y our rock made amouth and it
talked?Hesad it asif held never heard of such athing.”

Well, maybe he hadn't. | hadn't heard of any otherslike Luvo.

"He's not my rock. Hisnameis Luvo. He'sthe heart of amountain. Only | suppose the mountain can go
on living, becauseit's till standing, back therein Yanjing." | looked down at Luvo in hisding on my
chest. "lan't it?"

"My mountain is quite well, thank you, Evumemei." Luvo turned his head-lump to Jayat. "Y ou may cal
meLuvo."

Jayat swallowed hard. Being addressed by arock does take getting used to.

"I'm Jayatin Holly. Mostly people call me Jayat." He bowed to Luvo. | knew it wasto Luvo because I'm
not the sort of person people bow to. If they think | am, | discourageit quickly.

"l will call you Jayatin, then. That ismorefitting," Luvo said.

"Luvo doesn't usudly like short names.” | explain things so Luvo won't try to. Sometimes his explanations



areonthelong sde. "He dways cdls me Evumeme, which isthefull form of my first name.”
"So, Evvy, which dedicate are you apprenticed to?" Jayat asked. "Rosethorn, or Myrrhtide?”

| shook my head. "I'm astudent stone mage. Rosethorn brought me because they don't fedl kindly about
me at Winding Circlejust now. Sheand | are used to long trips together. What kind of magic do you
have?'

"Just the kind that's done with charms and spells. It's good enough for Starns, but that's al. Y ou won't
seethelikes of meat Winding Circle. | could no more hear the voicesin nature than | canfly. | don't
know how you naturd magesdo it." Jayat grinned. "Hearing stones or plants or water talking to me
would make me hdf-crazy."

"W, for onething, it'snot natura magic, it'sambient magic.” | had to show off my Winding Circle
learning. "Not everyone's magic goes through thingsin nature, you know. My foster-mother Lark has
hers with thread and weaving. And there are ambient mages who work with carpentry and cooking and
metawork. That'sdl thingsthat are made."

Jayat chuckled. "Excuse my error, O wise woman from across the water.”

| stuck my tongue out at him, feeling better about thistrip. It looked like | had anew friend who wasn't al
serious and temperamental, like the grown-ups | traveled with. Rosethornisfun in her crackly way, but
dealing with strangers makes her cross. And | knew Myrrhtide was afusspot before we weighed anchor.
Mesting Jayat was abig relief. Oswin seemed all right, too. He actudly had Myrrhtide smiling asthey
rode together.

"What wereyou doing in Yanjing?"' Jayat asked.

Luvo was explaining about Rosethorn's and Briar'strips to see new plantswhen | felt awave coming. It
wasjust likethe one a sea. The problem was that we were on solid ground. It wouldn't adjust to moving
power so well.

"Tremor!" | ydled.
For something with atiny mouth, Luvo can sound like alanddidein asmdl canyon. "Off your horses."

My body was on the ground. | clung to my reins. My mind and magic darted into the earth to ride the
wave in the stone asit raced toward us. The wave roared under our feet, making everything shake. The
horseswhinnied and reared. A gap opened beside the road, swallowing afew trees before it closed. Our
people staggered, clutching their mounts reins, as the frightened animalstried to escape. Then the tremor
wasover.

"Evvy?' Rosathorn meant, did | fed any more coming?
Luvo?1 put my hand on his smooth, cool surface.
"There will be no more wavesfor now," hesad. "It issafeto rideon.”

"Amazing." Oswin shook his head as Rosethorn and her horse trotted back to us. "Can—who isthat?
What isthat? Can you tell tremorsare coming dl of thetime?

| let Rosethorn explain Luvo to Oswin. | took Luvo out of hisding so Oswin and Jayat could have a
better look at him. Luvo looked at them, too, turning his head knob thisway and that. Oswin asked a
dozen questions: Where Luvo was from, how held left his mountain, when he could first remember



walking, things like thet.

He might have asked a dozen more, except Myrrhtide interrupted. "We would like to reach our
destination before next week."

"Probably we should get moving, then." If Oswin knew Myrrhtide was scolding him, hedidn't act likeit.
"It'swonderful to meet you, Luvo. Dedicate Rosethorn, it must be quite useful, in these parts, to have
your own earthquake-warning cresture.”

Rosethorn rolled her eyes, but didn't speak. Luvo never minded thingsthat | would take asinsults. Unless
Rosethorn or | explained that Luvo was more than an earthquake-warning thing, Luvo wouldn't set
Oswin graight.

Aswerode on, Oswin said, "The tremors are the cost of life here. See our mountain? That's Mount
Grace. The wisewomen say that the goddess Grace was deserted by her lover on their wedding day. She
degpsrestlesdy, waiting for him to come back. Her tossing and turning causes the tremors. Our rich
fidlds and forests are the home she made to lure him back to her."

Rosethorn pursed her lips. | looked down so nobody saw me grin. | would have bet any coin | had that
Rosethorn was thinking unkindly of a goddess who waited around for a man who treated her so badly.

Suddenly | felt ashimmer in my magic, like sunlight glancing off water. Thistime| didn't careif Rosethorn
rode on without me. "Mical" | ydled and jumped off my horse. "There's sheet micahere!™

Micalay scattered over aheap of rocks that had tumbled from a cliff face. It lay to theright of theroad in
sheets of asingle thickness, delicate amber-colored glass that would chip away at abresth, and in clumps
of different sizes, some of a hundred sheets or more. | picked up afew thick clumpsto keep.

"You likethis suff?" Jayat had followed me. "What'sit good for?'

"Scrying, if you need to have a use for everything." | showed him glittering flakesthat fell from my hand
like snow. "But mogtly it's just wonderful—so delicate, and yet it's stone.”

| flicked atiny burst of magic up the dope. Hakes, sheets, and clumps of micaflashed, thousands of flat
crysasin the sun. Everyone who rode by would now seethe sone as| did, glittering in the light.

"Beautiful ." Jayat liked what | had done. "I never thought of it like that. It was dways just glassy Stuff,
laying around.”

Luvo looked at Jayat. "That iswha magicisfor, Jayatin. To help usto think of theworld in new ways."

| went back to my horse, though | didn't mount up. | hung Luvo in hisding from my mare's saddle horn.
That way | wouldn't bounce him around as | searched for rocks. Then | carefully wrapped the mical had
gathered, before | stowed it in one of my packs. After that | walked beside the road's edge. Jayat stayed
with Luvo and the horse. | meant to find some excellent new stones for my collection. Briar would be
sorry he went to boring old Namorn with hissisters, instead of coming to Starns with Rosethorn and me.

It was amistake to think of Briar just then. | started missing him, and brooding as| walked along. Briar
was my firgt true friend. He saw the stone magic in me. He taught me how to useit. | learned other things
from him, too, like reading and writing and table manners. We saved each other's lives congtantly, from
our meeting in Chammur through our timein Y anjing and Gyongxe. The problems came & Winding
Circle. Briar could barely stay there for more than an hour or two. Being ingde atemple city just
reminded him too much of Gyongxe. | didn't understand. | had been in Gyongxe, and | wasjust fine a
Winding Circle. Rosethorn told me that everyone recovers differently from war, and not to blame Briar.



| did vidit Briar practicaly every day after he moved in with his sisters. Then they took him to Namorn.
Just four months home, and he's off on the road again! | didn't want to go on some journey that might last
al summer. | had astone mage at Winding Circle who could teach me new and tricky things. So off Briar
went, while | smiled and waved. | thought, I'll bet he's glad to leave me. Of course. I'm finished business
to Briar now.

"Evumeimd," Luvo sad, "will you mope, or will you regard the obsidian to your |eft?"
Obsidian?

| stopped fedling sorry for myself. Standing beside the road, | cast my magic out until | could fed it dide
over pure obsdian. Before Rosethorn could say anything, | scrambled down theriverbank. It lay just
offshore, not too far under the tumbling water. Here the river was somewhat wilder than it was closer to
Sustree. On thefar bank the ground roseinto the air asif it had been shoved straight up. 1ts bare rock
face was colored in pale sdelong stripes. They were made up of quartz layers and cemented with
glasdike sand. Through the centuries the sand had been pressed into amortar that could fight the river's
long rubbing. That rock face wasamarve dl by itself. Then there wastheriver bottom. It was covered
in fine white sand, the kind glassmakers praised to the skies. The obsidian shoved up throughiitin
sheves

| did into the shallowsto reach it. Feding underwater, | gathered a handful of smal piecesthat had
broken from the larger ones. | didn't careif | made amess of my clothes. Obsidian chipped in curved
surfaces. It sent my magic swooping back to me like gliding seabirds. My power chimed off colored
bands and sang from clear ones. It hummed on obsidian flecked with gold, then did sharply from clean
edges. | bathed in fiery magic and music.

"Another day you may admire the pretty rocks, my dear." Someone wrapped ahand in my collar, then
dragged me from the water to land on my bum.

If it had been Myrrhtide, | would have dumped an avalanche on him. Seeing that it was Rosethorn, |
behaved. "I'm sorry. I'll walk now," | said. "l wasjust admiring the obsidian. There's rainbow obsidian.
And gold streaked, and tranducent..."

| wasn't arguing with Rosethorn, mind. Just before heleft, Briar had told me, "Evvy, you have to watch
out for her. Shewon't care for hersdlf, you know it aswell as| do. Don't let people work her too hard,
al rignt?'

And because | was being brave, pretending that it was fine by meif he went off for months and months
with hissgters, | had said yes. Rosethorn was mine, too, after Y anjing and Gyongxe. If the emperor and
al hisarmies hadn't made trouble between Rosethorn and me, then thisdeepy idand in its deepy ocean
would never doiit.

| got to my feet, but Rosethorn till held on. ™Y ou can walk only if you stop dowing usdown, Evvy." She
towed me dong. "Otherwise I'll tie you to your horse. Why are you acting like a child who got into the
honey jar? | know you missed stone while you were at sea, but usualy you calm down once you're on
land. It'snot like you to make visible displays like those farm wals or that rock dide."

| didn't think she had noticed that | made the granite walls sparkle. "But it'sal right if | play.” | saidit,
rather than asking. | was afraid that if | asked, she might say no. | never ask aquestion if | don't think I'll
like the answer. "It'snot asif thewoods are full of enemieswaiting to pounce.”

"No, but usudly you aren't so, so prodigd.”



"Prod—hunh?" Educated mages like Rosethorn and Fusspot awaystak asif you know every long word
they use.

"Prodigd. Inthis case, it means profligate—no. Giddy. Reckless. Tossing your magic around, asif you
shouldn't saveit for an emergency. Spending it without regard for the future."” She let me go.

"I would have just said that | don't go around wasting magic.” | ssowed my obsidian piecesin the front of
my shirt. One of them had cut me. | hid the cut before she noticed it. As| followed Rosethorn onto the
road, | explained, "It's these rocks. So many of them arefire-born.”

Shelooked around at me. "Fire-born?'

| shrugged. "From volcanoes. | keep finding the kind of rock that my stone teachers say ismadein fire.
I've never seen so much in one place, not so closeto the surface. There's some at Winding Circle, but al
underground, mostly. There's granite here, and feldspars, and obsidian—obsidianis really hard to find.
And they're dl volcano rocks. Starnsis one big basket of treats for the likes of me.”

We reached the road. Dedicate Fusspot |ooked asif he was about to complain. He changed his mind
when Rosethorn and | both glared at him.

"Play with your obsidian trestsin the saddle, please,”" said Rosethorn. "No more delays.”

She leaned against my horse's shoulder as| climbed onto its back. | felt guilty as| looked at her. Coming
home from Gyongxe, Briar and | had made her rest. She had relaxed after we got to Winding Circle, but
she dill got tired easily. Rosethorn had ordered Briar and me not to talk about al she had doneto fight
the emperor's armies. She had put so much strain on her body and heart. Seeing her lean on my horse,
hidden from the people who rode with us, | wished Briar and | had disobeyed her. | wish we'd told the
Winding Circle council that she wasin no shape to go saving villages, not so soon.

"Did you drink your medicinetea?" | asked her. "Thekind that smdllslike boiled mule urine?"

My horse was nervous, pawing the ground. Rosethorn pushed away fromiit. "I will haveitin thevillage, if
we can get there with no more—"

The other horses snorted and stamped. Birds flew out of the trees, shrieking.
"Evumemd..." Luvo sadinwarning.

| felt it coming, too, from under my feet—liquid stone on the move, rich and heavy. Now wasthetimeto
usetricks | had learned from theriders of Gyongxe. | wrapped the reinstight around my right arm,
locked my legs around my horse, grabbed Rosethorn's arm, and hung on. | muttered prayersto Heibel,
god of luck. Thistime the weight of the earth's power drove straight up through the ground undernesth
us. It boomed under the horses hooves and rattled down the road, away from the idand's heart. On the
far sde of theriver, sones dropped from the cliff to hit the water with huge splashes. Behind me| heard
the sound of tearing wood and the crash of abig tree asit fell. | clutched Rosethorn with both arms and
the horse with my legs, to keep Rosethorn from tumbling down the riverbank. She clung to me, her lips
tight and her eyesdl business.

Then we had slence. We listened for atime, waiting for asecond shock. The horses quieted down.
Finaly, the birds began their usud chatter.

"Y ou may let go now, Evvy." Rosethorn gave mealittle push.

| let go. Peopletell me sometimes| have agrip like stone. | think | must have used it. Rosethorn's wrist



was marked where | grabbed her. The cloth of her habit was aswrinkled asif I'd ironed it that way.

Rosethorn rubbed her white fingers to get the blood flowing into them, then looked a Oswin. "If | had
wanted to bounce like this, | would have stayed aboard ship. Isyour idand normaly so lively?'

"Weve had alot of tremorsin the last couple of months. Timeslike this come and go, Dedlicate Initiate.
Y ou—Wwe become accustomed, anyway."

"Charming." Rosethorn went to grab her horsésreins. "I can't wait to become accustomed.”

We stopped for a cold lunch Oswin had brought, then rode on—and up. Moharrin was high on the side
of Mount Grace. Asit got later, and theriver and the road entered forested mountainsides, things turned
cooler. | dug out Rosethorn's coat and rode over to her.

"Evumeime, shedidikesit when you try to put warmer clothing on her." Luvo had seen me do this dance
with Rosethorn before.

"Youjust haveto wait until sheisn't paying atention,” | whispered to him. "Hush."

"Stop." Rosethorn climbed off her horse and walked away from the road. With her eyebrows together
and her forehead crinkled, it was clear she wasin athinking mood. Myrrhtide reined up his horse and
grumbled. Hedidn't liketoride, | could tell, but he wouldn't say so. Oswin and Jayat dismounted. Jayat
went to refill their water bottles.

"Perfect, Luvo. If | movefad, I'll get Rosethorn's coat on her before she even notices.” | did to the
ground and caught up to her. She was busy inspecting two dead trees.

| danced around her back and sides, working her armsinto the deeves, while sheignored me. Of course,
| made sure not to get between her and the dead trees.

"l can get my own coat, Evvy." Shelooked at abig patch of dead plants behind the trees. Inthe dim
woods light, that spot looked asif it wasfilled with plant ghosts, the dead |eaves pae againgt the living
shadows of the forest beyond. At the heart of the ghost space, dead birdslay beside adab of basalt that
jutted from the earth.

Do birds and trees have ghosts? | wondered. In Y anjing and Gyongxe, everything human has ghosts.
That'swhat | was raised to believe. Were there bird ghosts here? And wouldn't Rosethorn believe that
plants have ghosts? Plants are her people, just as stones are Luvo's people, and mine.

"Briar told meto look after you. | could see you were shivering.” | answered her in awhisper. | didn't
want the atention of bird or plant ghosts. "What killed them, Rosethorn?’

She gathered some dead limbs and leaves, gently cutting them from bushes and sgplings with her belt
knife. | wasn't going to say that if they were dead, they couldn't fed the cutting. "If | knew that, we might
be ableto go home." Raising her voice, she said, "Stop ralling your eyes and sighing, Myrrhtide. If there's
anything | hate, it's a person who rolls his eyes and sighs when he'simpatient. It just makes me move that
much dower." Under her breath she added, "Twitterwitted Water temple bleat-brain.”

| grinned. She learned "bleat-brain” from Briar.

| put the dead stuff in her workbasket while she mounted up again. Then | got on my own horse. "I'm
sorry about al this getting on and off," | told the horse. "It seemsto be that kind of day."

"Y ou are dways hopping about, Evumeimea.” Luvo was il in hisding, hung from my horsgs saddle



horn. "l wastelling Jayatin and Oswin about our travelsin the East.”
| wrinkled my nose aswe rode on. "Not the nasty parts, | hope. Nobody needs to remember those."
"Only that there was fighting, and that we were caught init.”

"He was describing the temple of the Great Green Man,” Jayat explained. "'l can't even imagine asolid
jade statue over ahundred feet tall."

"It was wonderful” | said. "Thejade was the color of that grass over there. It sang to my magic.
Alabaster the color of the moon. Some rubies, though they weren't very good. It was hung with ropes of
pearls, too. They'rewdl enough in their way. Briar really liked the blue and pink pearls, the onesasbig
as histhumb. He said you could get very good pricesfor thosein the marketsin Sotat and Emelan.”

"But you weren't impressed.” Jayat sounded like he waslaughing a me.

"Wll, they're pearls. They're just fake stones, you know. Cheats. They're dirt an oyster puts around grit
to keep it from itching. Y ou'd think there'd be alaw againgt trying to cheeat people with fake stoneslike
that. Now, jade—the Green Man statue had it carved al kinds of ways, so it sang back to you in
different tones."

We taked about my travels as we rode onto the shores of Lake Hobin. Wed findly reached Moharrin,
just asdark was setting in. Torcheswere lit on the road along the lake, to guide us past fams and
orchardsto thevillage.

"Jayat, go let Azaze know were here As Jayat rode ahead, Oswin told Rosethorn and Myrrhtide, "
know you're too tired for abig reception, but Azaze—our headwoman—also owns the inn. People tend
to gather there asamatter of course. There will be some of them to greet you.”

"Aslong asthere is adecent meal, they may greet me asthey choose." Myrrhtide snapped hishorse's
reins and moved ahead of us.

"l don't think you have to worry." Oswin sounded very innocent in the dark. "' Azaze gives a decent mesl
to dmost everyone.”

| saw Rosethorn dagp Oswin lightly. "Naughty.”
| don't think Myrrhtide could hear. Or if he did, he pretended he didntt.

4
Thelnn at Moharrin

| hung back as the grown-ups rode on. People rushed out of the houses as we reached the outskirts of
the village. They surrounded Rosethorn and Myrrhtide, giving methe shivers. "Evumeime, you are
unhappy,” Luvo remarked.

"Areyou so weary from your journey?'
Luvo seesinthedark. | think he sees, anyway.

"People,”" | grumbled. "L ook at them. They swarm around Rosethorn and Myrrhtide like ants at afeast.
They do everything but wag their tails—"



"Ants do not havetals, Evumamea "

He couldn't distract me so easily, not when | was cranky at seeing the old game begin again. "Don't play
logic games, please. Just listen to them for me, will you?' | asked. Luvo could hear at great distances. It
wasvery useful.

"They say itisan honor for their village and their idand, that two dedicate initiates of Winding Circle
temple are here. They say they could not have hoped for such blessings. They are happy, Evumeimei.”

"They're happy now, Luvo. People dways start out being grateful,” | reminded him. "But under the
gratitude? They're dready telling themselves that Rosethorn owes—"

"Not Myrrhtide?'

Luvo was learning too many human tricks, including trying to distract me. It wasn't at al becoming for a
rock to be so dy. | ignored him. "Fusspat, too, if you insist. That our people owe them work and magic.
That they should half-kill themsdlvesin the service of this, this beetle-gpit village next to its chicken-piddie
lake on its donkey-dung idand. Y ou watch. Fast enough their requests will turn into demands and orders.
That'swhat people arelike. If you do thingsfor them?'Y ou turn from friend, or even helpful stranger, into
adave"

| hadn't noticed that Jayat had returned on foot. HEd come through the trees on my right. That waswhy |
hadn't noticed him getting close to me. HEd heard some of what | told Luvo. "Evvy, how can you say
that? Surely you don't believe people are so crudl.”

| dumped in my saddle. | hated having this argument with others, even more so when they seemed like
they might be sensible. | squinted so | could see Jayat's face better in the shadows. "'l know they are that
cruel. See here. My mother sold me asadave when | was six. It was because | was one mouth too
many, and only agirl. | understood that. The part | minded was where they sold me. They brought me al
theway from Y anjing to Chammur. Why didn't they just sell mein Yanjing? At least | was born there,
and | knew thelanguage.”

"Y ouwould have liked it if they sold you before they |eft?" Jayat sounded shocked.

"It would have made more sense,” | answered. "'In Chammur | was astupid dave who could barely tak.
| had to run away, my master beat me so much. Then | lived on the street. Y ou really seethe good side
of peoplethat way. They chase you from, their garbage heaps with brooms and rakes. They dump
chamber pots on your head. They scream ‘thief!" when you walk by, they stedl what little you have, they
kick you when they pass... For every person who did me akindness, | knew twenty who left bruiseson
me"

Jayat took my horse'sreins. "I'm sorry, Evvy | must have sounded like anidiot." He looked up a me.
"But people are different here. We won't take advantage of either of your dedicates. Y ou haveto trust
me on that. Shelll see, won't she, Master Luvo?'

Luvowasasslent asclay.
Jayat glared a him. "Master Luvo?"

Luvo clicked and said, "My knowledge of humanity is most incomplete, Jayatin. The samplesof it that |
have encountered until today have been of amixed kind."

Luvo aways could say something bad so politely that it almost sounded good.



"Wewereinawar," | told Jayat. "It soursyou, kind of "

We had reached the circle of light in front of the inn. Rosethorn, Oswin, and Myrrhtide had aready given
their horsesto stable handsfor care. | did off mine and hit the ground with awince. My knees and thighs
moaned. | hadn't done so much riding in months. My bum felt like crumbling sandstone. | hung Luvo's
ding over one shoulder, and my stone mage kit over the other. A stable boy took my reins.

Jayat got my saddlebags, lifting them down with agrunt. "What have you got in here, rocks?!
| grinned & him.

"So what happened?’ He showed me insde and up a set of gairs. "How did you cometo betraveling
with Dedicate Rosethorn, if you were adireet kid. .. where?"

He opened a door and ushered me into aroom with two beds. | saw that Rosethorn's gear was already
there. | also saw abasin of warm water, soap, and clothsto dry with.

"Luvo, would you tel himwhile| clean up?1 fed like | have amask of dust on my face."

"I do know the story. Evumeimei was nine human years of age when she heard the song of stones out of
harmony with themselves. Shewasin the city of Chammur.” | had put Luvo and hisding on my bed. |
peeked over. Jayat sat besde him, watching Luvo asif Luvo wasthe village soryteller. | giggled and
began to scrub off the dust.

"She followed the disharmony to amerchant who sold stones,” Luvo went on. " She offered to clean them
for coins, and in cleaning them, she restored their harmony. A year later, young Briar, Rosethorn's
student, saw Evumeimel's magic in the stones. Briar pursued Evumeimel for days, to inform her that she
hed magic.”

"He sounds very determined,” Jayat said as | dried off.

"He would haveto be." Oswin stood in the open doorway. "From what | hear, the mages of Lightsbridge
and the Living Circle have grict rules. Regarding new mages, if agraduate of those schoolsfinds one, he
has to make sure that new mage gets an education. If he doesn't, the penalties are harsh. The graduate
mage will lose his credentids. Or hers”

| nodded at Oswin. "That's right. The only stone mage in Chammur was afungus on legs. | refused to
study with him. Briar had to teach me the easy stuff until he found somebody who wasn't. He and
Rosethorn were just visiting Chammur on their way to Y anjing, so | went with them. That's where we met
Luvo. Oswin, you know alot about mages, for somebody who isn't one. You aren't amage, right?"

"You can't tell?' Oswin crouched by the bed so he could have a better look at Luvo.

"No, that's Briar. And hisssters. They can dl tell if someone has magicin them.” | squinted at Oswin. |
aways do that, squint a people, though | can't really see magic. At the sametime | reached out with my
power to try to fed Oswin's. | fdt only air, like I do with most people. I'd only felt air with Jayat. "Are
you amage, then, Oswin?'

He gave me atwisted, sideways smile. "No, but I've studied what they do, every chance | get. How they
use herbs, how they clean wounds—whatever helps the magic dong. Y ou'd be surprised how many of
those thingsanorma human can put to use.”

"Oswin'sthe reason why Starns hasn't needed to call on outside magesin years." Jayat said it with as
much pride asif he wasthe reason.



"That's not true.” When Oswin blushed, he did it from the collar of histunic al the way to the back of his
skull. There wasn't any hair to cover it. "Tahar isgood for most problems, and you're coming aong,

Jayat."

Jayat chuckled. It was adeep, rich sound, like warm honey. "Tahar would tell you herself, she can't even
predict the weather with a spyglass and atall rock to stand on. Maybe once, but she'stoo old now.
Shel's good enough for the likes of me, with my cupful of talent, but what does that say? None of usisup
to Winding Circle standards. If we were, weld be somewhere else, earning areal living."

"It isawise mortal who knows hislimits, young Jayatin." Luvo cocked his head knob to look a Oswin.
"And what kind of manisit who is more vauable than mages?'

"I'm not!" Oswin turned even redder.

"Oswin fixesthings." Jayat |eaned back on the bed. "Let's say you have a problem. Maybe your well's
gonedry, or your barn roof isfaling gpart. Y ou have no money for anew roof, or the mage can't find
water to fill your well. So you go to Oswin'swith aloaf of bread or acrock of pickled eggplant, and you
tell him your problem. Oswin comesto your place with adate and chalk and looks things over. He sarts
drawing things and telling you what you have to do. Sometimesit involves helping another fellow who
comesto help you. Sometimes Oswin builds adeviceto fix your well so you have water again. Then you
send him home with aroast leg of lamb or a sack of couscous. They always need food at his house.”

"Oswinfixesthings" | said it again just to be surel had it Sraight.

Jayat nodded. "Now, he might see what your Rosethorn does for plants. Next time helll remember what
medicines she used besides her magic. If we use the medicinesfirgt, before the plants are dying, maybe
wewon't need the magic.”

"Now, then! Isthis how you show folk Moharrin hospitaity?* awoman asked from the doorway. Oswin
and Jayat legped to their feet, asif they were boys who'd been caught raiding the pantry. The woman
looked them over with snapping black eyes. She was queenly tall. Shelooked even taler with her
henna-red hair pinned in aknot on top of her head. Her dresswas plain brown cotton with yellow and
orange embroideries, under adeevelessydlow robe. Still, the emperor didn't look soregd indl hissilk.
When she frowned, her thin black eyebrows snapped together over an eagle-beak nose. "This child has
been riding al day. Now | find you've kept her here, gabbling like a goose, when doubtless she's
garving. In my house!" She looked at me. "Y our Dedicate Rosethorn tells me that you are Evvy. | am
Azaze Y opdi, heedwoman of Moharrin. My apologies for these two scapegraces.”

"Wedidn't mean—" Jayat hurried to say.

"Wewere just explaining afew things." Oswin was sweeting alittle. | guffed my deevein my mouth o, if
| giggled, no one would hear.

"Forgive us, Azaze Yopdi." Luvo reared back on his bottom end. He stretched up as high as he could,
though that wasn't very far. "I am unable to reply to questions speedily. | fear the delay was mine, and the
blameismine”

For amoment the lady could only blink. Then she said, "'l wasn't told of atalking rock.”
"| prefer to be known as Luvo, though it is not my complete name. Taking rock' is unflattering at best.”
Again Azaze was briefly slent. "Are there more of you about?"

"They prefer to keep to their mountains. | am an unusua sample of my kind."



"I don't know what to feed you," Azaze said.

"Y ou need not concern yoursdlf, but accept my thanks,” Luvo told her politely. "1 dine on the power
within the earth, and take it as| need it. Asto my housing, | remain with Evumeime. We have traveled
together for some time and are accustomed to one another.”

Azaze smoothed her hair. "Wel." Shelooked at me sharply. "There's more to you than meetsthe eye,
that's plain. Come down and be fed. And—Magter Luvo iswelcome for his company, if helikes." She
turned and walked downgtairs, muttering to herself.

"We should have taken you to supper.” Oswin still looked sheepish. "I'm sorry, | just wanted to get to
know Luvo better. Come on, Evvy. Azaze's as prickly as athorn-berry bush, but her girls know how to
serveamed.”

"Dothey ever!" Jayat said eagerly. "Master Luvo, may | take you down to the common room?"
"Do you want to walk, Luvo?" | asked. "1 know you don't like steps.”
"Thank you, Evumeimai. | would prefer to be carried on the stairs.”

Before| could warn Jayat to let me do it, Jayat put his hands around Luvo. Luvo's size being what it was,
| knew Jayat had expected L uvo to weigh four or five pounds at most. Jayat lifted, and amost fell over.

"You'd better let me carry him," | warned. "Me being astone mage, it'salot easier.”
"No, | candoit. Excuse me," Jayat told Luvo.

| looked a Oswin. He stood just outside, afinger on hislips, watching Jayat try to pick Luvo up. His
eyeswere interested, but distant, like Briar's when he was thinking. | wondered if that was the look
Oswin had when he was deciding how to fix something.

It was agood thing for Jayat that Luvo isthe patient sort. When he likes someone, he only weighs about
forty pounds. Once, he adjusted himsdlf when someone he didn't likewaslifting him. It didn't go well for
that man's back. | hadn't liked the fellow, ether.

"Can your Briar carry him?' Jayat staggered ashe carried Luvo to the sairs.

"Briar knowsto leave stone thingsto me," | said. Oswin and | followed them. "Actualy, that'swhat |
liked about him, once | got to know him. Hewasthefirst person | knew who ever treated melike | had
amind of my own. See, he was a strest rat, once. He knew how bad people could be. So he knew what
would help me understand things.”

"He... sounds... likea... paragon.” Jayat was puffing when we waked into the main room of theinn.
Paragon—I knew that word!

Jayat set Luvo down on the table closest to the door and collapsed onto the bench.

"I'll get the food." Oswin patted Jayat on the shoulder. "I think you've done enough for today."

| giggled at both of them as Oswin waked off. "Briar's no paragon, Jayat. He likes pretty girlsand
picking locks and making jokes and playing with knives. And he'saredlist. We both are.” | looked
across theroom. "And we both ook out for Rosethorn.”

She and Fusspot sat with Azaze and afew people who seemed to think they wereimportant. They had a



table near abig stone hearth. There was afire burning there, even though it was the middle of the
summer. The room needed the heat. The air up here was even colder than it had been when 1'd gotten
Rosethorn's coat on her. There were more grown-ups at other tables around the room, esting, drinking,
and eyeing themain table.

"Y ou watch Azaze." Jayat had caught his breath. " Shewon't let people impose on your Rosethorn.”

It was true: Two men approached the table, only to leave when Azaze glared at them. | wasimpressed,
but how long could it last? There had to be people about who weren't afraid of Azaze, headwoman or
no. And I'd seen plenty of headwomen and headmen who would do what they weretold, if enough rich
peopletold themto doit.

At least they were feeding Rosethorn. Girlsin gprons were putting bowls and plates before Rosethorn
and Myrrhtide. They dready had bread, hummus, and olivesin front of them. Fusspot smiled and nodded
to everyone, asif he wasking of the Battle Idands. Rosethorn listened to Azaze and ate with a serious
appetite. That was good. She wasn't too tired to pick at her food.

Oswin gave us bowls of chicken stew and pulled spoons wrapped in napkins from his sash. The stew
smeled of ginger and cinnamon. My belly growled. Behind Oswin, amaid brought usatray of plates: hot
bread, olives, chickpeaand yogurt dips, lentils cooked with noodles, and pastries stuffed with eggplant. |
swalowed my sdivaand dug into my stew. It was delicious.

"Isthe death of your plants and trees so unusua, Oswin?' Luvo had settled on the table where he could
watch the room. He never got tired of looking at things, human or naturd.

"l haven't seen anything like this, Master Luvo." Oswin scooped up hummus and olives with his bread.
"Trees, srong, healthy ones, gone dead overnight—actuadly overnight. And I've never seen something
that killed plants and animalsin the same spot. It's happened al around Mount Grace. The samething
with water sources. A pond that was good one day is acid the next, the fish, the plantsal dead. It'slike
the place has been cursed, but it'sarandom curse. It doesn't strike any one family or village. I'l tell you,
it'sthe saddest thing in the world, to go to a place that was living amonth ago, and find it... dead." His
mouth made ahard line. "If it'sa person who's doing this, I'd like to dump him in one of the acid ponds.
Thereésan old pine in the grove by my place—it wasthere in my grandfather's day. I'm going to have to
cut it down, beforeit drops on one of the children.”

Jayat looked up and swallowed hard. " Speaking of your household.”

| turned around. A beautiful girl about Jayat's age had comein. Shewaked over to lean on Oswin's
shoulder and stedl apiece of bread. She moved like adancer, swaying and graceful, as she whispered to
Oswin. Her hair was the color of dark honey. She had atiny, ddlicate nose. | tugged at the end of mine,
trying to giveit alittle point. It stayed flat.

Oswin swore. "I told Treak if he started one more fight he was out on hisear.”
"| think that wasthe ear he wasn't listening with,” the girl replied. Even her voice was pretty.

"All right, I'm coming. Nory, thisis Evvy. Evvy, thisisNory." Oswin got up. "It was very nice meeting
you, Evvy." Helooked a Luvo. "And amazing to meet you. | actually wanted to ask—"

Nory dragged on hisarm. "Treek is bresking furniture and you're talking to a rock?"

"Furniture?' Oswin wasred again. Thistime, from theway hiseyeswere bulging, | think he wasred from
anger. He hurried out, the girl trotting beside him.



"Remember | said he dways needsfood at his house?" Jayat asked. "A lot of kids were orphaned or |eft
behind when the pirates were cleaned out. Oswin found homes for plenty of them al around thisidand,
but not dl of them. Therest livewith him. They can be ahandful .

| wasn't listening very closely. | waslooking a my teainstead. | hadn't touched the cup or jostled the
table, yet the tearippled, asif astone had falen into its center. On and on the ripples went. | looked at
what was left of my stew. There, too, the liquid shivered. | closed my eyes. Grimly | concentrated on
what | could fedl. Under my feet and my behind | felt the ghost of avibration in the floor and in the
bench.

| rested my hand on Luvo. More earth-pulses?| asked him.

The earth can be asrestlessin its slegp as you, Evumeimel . | didn't like histone. It was troubled.
Luvo had faced armiesin Gyongxe without even grinding his crysta jaws. | hoped that whatever troubled
him would go away soon, before it Sarted to trouble me aswell.

5
Dead Water

"Even after two yearsin this aboveground world, | ill loveto watch the sunrise.” Luvo was spesking
quietly to Rosethorn as| woke up. "Thisisagift you and Evumeime and Briar have given to me. When |
was safein my mountain body, | did not understand the glory of the dawn.”

Rosethorn explained, "Having to do midnight temple services for worship of the Earth gods putsadent in
my admiration for sunrise." When | cracked my eydids| could see Rosethorn pour her morning wash
water into the basin. She went on, "I'm too tired to appreciate it, most of thetime. On theroad it's
different.”

| looked out of the window. Ever since Luvo had firgt told me about hislove of daybreak, | remembered
al the sunrises | had missed, living in my burrow deep inside the stone cliffs of Chammur. Usudly |
watched for dawn with him. | could seeit from my cot now. The sky wasthe pink of rose quartz.

As| tossed aside my blanket, | noticed that Rosethorn was staring at the water in the basin.
"Rosethorn?' | asked. "The water's shivering, isn't it? Making ripple circles?!

"Yes. Last night, my teadid the same. Myrrhtide didn't mention it, but | saw him try to make his stop
moving. Hefailed.” Shelooked at me. "A water mage of his degree couldn't get acup of water to stop
quivering, Evvy. Thd's... interesting.”

"What do you think it means?' | wanted to know. "Earthquake?'

She shook her head. "No earthquake I've ever been through was so regular in itswarnings. Nor did it
send greetings by water like this." She took a breath and started to wash.

When | joined Luvo at thewindow, | saw that he wasn't looking east, where the hills were gold around
the sun'srim. His head knob was turned north. There, at the western edge of Lake Hobin, stood Mount
Grace. It wastal enough to have snow at the peak, even in summer. Trees covered the lower dopes.

"Luvo, do you think theré's an earthquake coming?' | asked him. "Raosethorn says not, and she's been
through plenty. Have you ever been in one?'



"Small ones, many. Large ones? Only when my mountai n—when I—was born, the earthquakes, and the
volcano that created me. | know of that because the older mountains told me of it. Though some of what
| feel now reminds me of my earliest memories. Terror, fire, bursting into freezing air asthe warm earth
spat me out. Growing higher, rising into the air, above everything around me. But | do not know if these
aretrue memories, or what | was taught.”

"Then what isatrue memory?' | wanted to know.

Luvo began to pace aong the windowsl|1. | had to Sit on my bed, | was so sartled. Luvo never paces.
He's not the pacing sort. He's the standing sort, or sitting. He did the new pacing dowly, but ill... |
glanced back at Rosethorn. She had stopped in the middle of tying the belt to her habit. Like me, she
dared a him.

"l remember dow giffnessthat began on my skin, and grew into my flesh, turning it from lavato stone,"
hesad. "l got hard and cold. | felt crystals and minerds form. The stiffnesswent on, bringing with it
dillness. Silence. Indifference. It came closer to my heart. To this piece of me, that you think of as Luvo."
His stone feet thumped on the wood. "I had to make my first choice. | could let my heart, aswell asmy
body, go solid and sillent. | could dream my days away. So many of our kind choose that, unlessthey are
awakened by great events. | could also choose to fight. | knew the battle would be hard and constant. It
iseaser to be ill and to dream, harder to move around as | do. But | wanted to know more about the
green things that were growing on my sides. | wished to seethe water asit shaped my flanksinto
something different. | needed to fed the air asit remade me. | desired to meet the crestures that came,
like the birds, and you. Those were my first needs. Evumeimei, Rosethorn, | have not thought of my birth,
for many spans of your time." He stopped, and looked at Mount Grace. "I do not know why this place
makes methink of it. Why it makes methink of pain.”

Rosethorn came over to hiswindow, drying her face. "Do you wish to return to the ship, or to Winding
Cirde? I'll make the arrangements, if you aren't comfortable here. | can find someone who will take
you..."

But Luvo was shaking his head. He sat on his haunches. "I want to know why | fed thesethings here.
And | do not wish to leave Evumeime. Y ou are ateacher, Rosethorn. Y ou know the most dangerous
students are haf-taught ones."

"W, | likethat!" | put my hands on my hips. Rosethorn was laughing softly.

"With the earth in mation, you might find yoursdlf in a predicament,” my friend the upstart piece of grave
told me. "l must ook after you and keep you out of trouble.”

"That'snot funny,” | cried.
Rosethorn was till laughing at me.

"Of courseit'snot.” She gave me awicked, wicked grin. "Come down to breakfast dressed for riding.
We have another long day."

Azaze was up, too. "I have everything ready for you," shetold us aswefinished breskfast. "Y ou've
horses saddled and waiting, and alunch packed. Jayat waits outside. Oswin will cometo you later. He's
work of hisown to seeto, firdt. Y our Dedicate Myrrhtide says hell be down as soon as he'sfinished his
breakfast."

Rosethorn pursed her lips. "He had breskfast in hisroom?”



When she soundslikethat, I'm redlly grateful if sheisn't talking about me.

"l wasjust as pleased.” Azazefilled Rosethorn's teacup a second time. "He kept fussing at my maids.
Men likethat are best |eft locked away, where they can't meddle with folk doing honest work."

Rosethorn choked as Azaze walked off to see to something in the kitchen. When she caught her breath,
shesad, "1I'd say our headwoman can handle Myrrhtide.”

Hearing that Fusspot was coming had taken the edge off my excitement. "Do | haveto comeif Myrrhtide
goes? Y ou don't need meto look at plants or water."

"But we need you as we go higher on the mountain, in case of rockfals. Y es, you're coming. Just think,
Evvy. Y ou could be snug in your bed at Winding Circle right now, if you'd kept your temper with those

boys."

| knew she would make me go. "Would you have doneit differently? Would you have let those boys
bully my friends?'

"That's different,” Rosethorn told me. "I'm adedicate initiate. When | pick on bullies, it's called an object
lesson. And | know when to stop. You didn't.”

| hate it when she saysthings | can't argue with. | finished my breakfast and went to get her mageKkit. |
left minein my room, even my stone a phabet. | wouldn't be able to study any magic on horseback, for
certain. Myrrhtide chatters at me when | take out my aphabet stones around him. He's afraid the magic |
have gored in them will get out.

Like Azaze said, Jayat was waiting in the courtyard with the horses. | put Rosethorn's kit on her horse
myself. Then | dung alittle pack | carried, in case | found new rocks, in front of me on my saddle and
perched Luvo onit. Luvo wanted to see everything. By thetime | was ready, Rosethorn and Myrrhtide
were st to ride. The sun was all theway up aswe followed Jayat east, on the road through Moharrin.

By day we could see more of the village. It was set on the inner edge of agigantic, gently soping bowl
ringed by mountains, or at least very tal hills. Mount Grace was the queen of them, towering over the
others. Lake Hobin was where the water ran at the lowest point of the bowl. There were patches of
farmland and orchards around the rim. The country seemed prosperous enough, earthquakes and all.

"Have you been in the lake yet?' Rosethorn reached over with afoot and nudged Myrrhtide.
Heglared a her. "I have not. It looks very, very cold.”

"It'ssnowmelt, alot of it." Jayat was much too cheerful for that hour of the morning. "Y ou'll be wide
awakeif you haveaswim."

"| thought you Water temple types didn't care about the temperature,” Rosethorn said. | don't know why
she kept telling me to behave with Myrrhtide. She was aways after him like a needle with the mending.

"Will you please be quiet?' Myrrhtide rubbed hisforehead. "1 can't hear the adorable little birdies greet
the thundering sun.”

The road followed the shore. We had awonderful view of Lake Hobin and al the birds that fished and
swam there. The sun turned the water into a bright silvery mirror. Now and then afish would splash,
rising to grab abug. | half-expected the lake to show us those same weird ripples Rosethorn and | had
seen in our wash water and tea. Only the animal s ruffled its surface. Not even thewind stirred it. The air
wasill.



At last we turned down anew road, away from the lake. It took us past afew of those smdl farms. "This
isOswin'splace." Jayat led usthrough arickety gate. "He wasthefirgt of usto find adead patch on his
land."

A little girl stood on the doorstep of the main building, sucking her thumb. She was six, maybe, amix of
races, with light brown skin, brown hair, and long brown eyes. Her nose and chin were sharp. Shewasa
pretty thing. She needed better clothes, though. Her dress was the color of butter amber, but it was
patched. The deeves had been ripped out of the armholes. She stared at us, walking out into the
dooryard for a better |ook.

The beautiful girl—Nory—who had come for Oswin the night before ran out of the house. "Meryem, |
told you to change out of that old rag!" She grabbed the girl by the back of her dress, then glared at us.
"Dont even think of waking Oswin. He didn't get to deep until long after midnight, with one horse having
croup and us needing arebuilt table for breakfast.”

| felt watched and looked up. Facesin the upstairs windows of the house, boy and girl, watched us. They
weredl colors: black, white, brown, and mixes like Meryem. These would be the pirate kids Oswin had
taken in, the ones|eft over after the adults had been killed. They looked like Street kids | had knownin
the old days, before Briar had found me. They had that wary expression, the same asferd cats.

"Dedicates Rosethorn and Myrrhtide need to see the pond, Nory," Jayat said. "We don't have to wake
Oswintodoit."

Nory scowled at dl of us. "There are plenty of dead spotsal around here. Why don't you go poke your
nosesinto them?'

"Because we're here. We won't be any trouble.” Jayat was amost pleading with Nory. | wondered how
long he'd been sweet on her. Quietly he said, "Come on. Y ou'll wake Oswin before we do, with your

growling."

The older girl took Meryem inside the house. Jayat looked at us and shrugged. " Oswin says she's getting
softer, looking after the kids. Y ou just have to know her, | guess. Thisway." Heled us around the house,
down arock-lined path into the trees.

| drew up even with Jayat. "I don't get it. Why are you showing us around, if you and your master arethe
only mages for thiswhole area? Won't you be needed someplace, sooner or later? Couldn't someone
eseplay guidefor us, if Oswinisn't available?"

Jayat shook his head, making his curls bounce. "It isn't just that the plants and water are getting
poisoned.” Helooked older thismorning. Maybe he just didn't like what he was saying, or thinking. "Too
many of the dead patches are on places where thisidand's lines of power lie." He pointed to arough
granite post beside the path. It was astall asmy hip. Carved in the top of it was the Earth symbol, the
circlethat enclosed a cross.

| had seen them the day before, but had been too busy looking for new rocksto care. | studied the post.
"It'stilted. And therésacrack in the middle of the granite. A bad shock and it will split right down the
middle. Y ou haven't been taking care of it."

Jayat scowled a me. "Then well replace it. We have one of those every ten yardsto mark where the
lines of the earth's power are hereabouts—"

"Arethey dl one?' At least thiswas something | could take an interestin. "Arethey dl granite?’



"How would | know?" Jayat seemed grumpy. "They're just rocksthat tell uswhere we may draw on the
force of the earth, to give us strength for our spells. That's how lesser mages like Tahar and me can be of
useto our kindred..."

| felt for the line of power that was supposed to be under the cracked granite post. | didn't sense
anything. | let my magic sink through the stones benegth it. There was some power in them that fizzed,
but nothing big. There had been strength beyond the normal in those dull bits of sone. The quartz there
clinked with an echo of it, but it was just an echo.

| let my magic run deeper and deeper. | sensed ahum, way down. It reminded me of how my own magic
had oncefelt. It caled to me. It waslike akid, wanting me to come and play. | kept reaching out, trying
to grab thet fizzing sense of being dive...

Then| fel off my horse.

It'snot asif it never happened before. | start to chase somefire or crackle in my magica senses, and my
body forgetsto hold thereins, or to keep my feet in the Stirrups.

My horse doesn't know what's going on because I'm not telling it anything, so it does what the other
horses do. Thistime, the other horses had stopped in aclearing of dead trees around a dead pond. My
horse did, too, only suddenly, because it dmost walked into Fusspot's horse. Fusspot's horse objected
to mine coming so close. It turned its head and snapped. My horse backed up and stamped—that's what
Jayat said, when he stopped laughing. The stamp jarred me enough that | did down my horses side.

At least my body knew whét to do, even if my attention was somewhere ese. | tucked and rolled like a
Y anjing acrobat.

Rosethorn grabbed me before | landed in the pond. Thistime my collar ripped. | was about to argue
when she pointed at the water.

Dead fish floated there. Dead animalslay at the water's edge. The skin of the fishes was eaten away.
"Acid." Fusspot looked absolutely miserable. "Thiswater hasturned to acid.”

"These plants and trees have been poisoned by it." Rosethorn dragged me to my feet, away from the
water. | didn't complain, not after alook at thosefish. | didn't want my shoes burned off my feet. "There,
now, Myrrhtide. It's not sewage, as you thought.”

"Not here, anyway. It might be sewage in the water table elsewhere.”
Myrrhtide never knowswhen to give up.
"Evumeime?' Somehow Luvo had stayed on the horse even while | fell off. "Y ou aredl right?"

"I'mfine. Just my dignity hurt. Jayat, listen, nobody could have drawn earth power here. | got up.
Rosethorn let me go, once she knew | wouldn't ssumble into that nasty-looking brown pond, with its
scum of dead things. " The stones were touched by something greet, but not lately. They fizz, but it'sadl
leftovers. Maybe you and your Tahar Catwalker were chewing funny leaves. The shamans of Qidao do
that, to imagine they can talk to the sky and horse gods.”

"We didn't teach you how to be rude." Rosethorn was using her this-is-your-only-warning voice.

I'd been rude? | wasimpatient. How was| rudeif | was just honest and wanted a straight answer?



"That'swhat |'ve been trying to tell you." Either Jayat didn't agree I'd been rude, or he wasredly
easygoing. "We used to be able to cal up the deep power with the right spells. Mages here have done it
for centuries. The veins along these trails are so accustomed to this use, they almost offer the power at a
touch. But at least close to Moharrin and the lake, it'sal gone out of reach. And if | can't reach it, my
master can't—I'm stronger than sheis, evenif | don't know a quarter as much. Further up thetrall, there
are more bad places. In one of them, there's a spot where the power istoo close to the surface, and
theré'stoo much of it."

Myrrhtide frowned. "What do you mean, too much? Y ou're amage, you heed to learn to be more
precisein your reports. 'Too much' ishardly definitive.”

Maybe | was wrong about Jayat's patience. He did scowl at Fusspot. "Master Tahar was called to help
awoman who was having a difficult childbirth. She lives out by that place | mentioned. It's a power spot
Tahar has used since she was my age. She was going to save thiswoman and her baby, with spells she's
worked dl her life. That time, when she set the spellsto channel the power, it swamped her magic and
her contral. It was, was..." He shook hishead. "It was ariver, an ocean. Tahar would have killed them
both if she'd used it. Instead she turned it back through herself. They died anyway. Master Tahar couldn't
leave her bed for two weeks. She couldn't work magic for amonth.”

"What would makeit do that?' | asked Rosethorn.

She shook her head. "There are al kinds of reasons. The earth lines are part of nature. They aren't an
easy source of power for academic mages who need a bit extra. Too many things can go wrong." She
frowned at Jayat.

He shrugged. "Y ou're adedicate initiate of Winding Circle temple. Y ou can say that. | bet you've never
had to call on sources outsde yoursdf for help inyour life”

"Y ou'rewrong about that," Rosethorn said. "I draw from the green world al thetime.”

"Because the green world isyou, and you areit,” replied Jayat. "Master Tahar and | aren't so lucky. Our
people depend on usto help them live, Dedicate Rosethorn. Y ou and Dedicate Initiate Myrrhtide here
will leave when you've solved our problem.”

"Of course." Myrrhtide sniffed, asif Jayat smelled bad, not the water with the dead thingsinit. "You
could hardly expect usto remain here. We have other demands on our time and skills."

"Wdl, Moharrin isthe demand on Tahar'stime and skills. She'sin her eighties. She needs dl the help she
can get." Jayat didn't even look grumpy as he spoke. It makes me cross just to see Myrrhtide when he
sniffsthat way. " So we do what we must to satisfy the village's demands, since we are the only mages
here. If doing our work right means tapping avein of power, as the mages before us did, you can't blame
usfor using thetoolswe have."

"Except there's nothing here but cold earth and stones that remember something,” | reminded Jayat. "I
can sretch down haf amile, and it'sal ghost fizzing."

"| can reach even further," L uvo announced.

From the way Jayat flinched, he had forgotten that L uvo rode on my saddle. | wondered why Luvo
aways had to be so dow. Didn't he understand that life was just whooshing by?

Luvo went on talking. Sowly and pokily. "Thereisno crack below the ground, though it may bethere
was at onetime. Some of the rock facesamileto the west are cloven, asif they were sheared off. Asif



they were once small fault linesin the earth. But that shearing isno longer evident. Y ou could no more
reach the power in the faults under the heavy cloak of the earth than | could fly."

Myrrhtide sniffed. "Nonexistent fault linesare dl very wdll, but | understand our little tour of ingpection
will take us up on the mountain today. Y ou may talk rocks at another time. Let'sgo."

"No." Rosethorn pointed to abig, brown-needled pine tree on the far side of the pond. It wasleaning,
half-uprooted from the soft earth. "That's a hazard. It needs attention.”

"Y ou certainly don't expect meto get an ax and hack at it," Fusspot told her huffily.
"Oswin said hewould cut it down,” Jayat caled to Rosethorn.

She was dready walking around the pond. "He took in the children the pirates abandoned. Azaze was
telling me about that. He's got enough to do with hisdays. | can handle this.”

Jayat turned his horse. "I know where Oswin keeps his saw.”
| put ahand on hisarm. "Shell hateit if you cut. She wantsto give the tree a proper funerd.”

Hefrowned at me. He didn't understand, but he had the sense to halt and wait to see what happened. |
picked Luvo up and cradled him against my chest. But we can do something to help, right? | asked
him through our joined magics.

Luvo and | mixed our power and let it Sink into the ground. Under the pond we flowed from stoneto
stone. | winced at the burn of that water on each rock we passed through. Even with afoot of mud
between us and the pond itsdlf, we could fed the acid init.

Did some evil mage poison it or something? | asked.
No mage has been here, Evumeimel, Luvo told me.

That was that. When Luvo was definite, he knew what he talked about. | don't know how he understood
things, but he did. He tellsme I'll know, too, in afew thousand years. | can't get him to seethat | won't
be around al that time. It makes me wonder if he knows something | don't.

Ahead shone the white blaze of Rosethorn's magic. She jammed vines of her power into some shadowy
thing. The threads spread away from her to fill the shape of aleaning tree. Sowly and clumsly they
tugged, trying to moveits dead roots.

Luvo and | entered the stones around and under the tree. There Luvo went very, very ill. | felt usflex,
asif Luvo had swallowed with our magics. A wave of coolness from outside Luvo and me bore down on
us. It wasan invisble power that filled the earth, caling to the children of iron in the surrounding stone.
Theironinfool'sgold, hematite, and olivine, even specks of iron no bigger than pinheadsin the granite
around us, all stirred like waking bees.

Rocks don't like to move. Still, given achoice between their iron's pull to that immense force, and battling
the loose soil to Stay put, the rocks chose to move away from the tre€sroots. Luvo and | drew them
back from Rosethorn, too, so she wouldn't be knocked off her feet.

With no rocksto help keep it standing, the tree dowly lay down on the ground. Luvo and | thanked the
earth power that called theiron very politely. Luvo taked to it then for awhile. My head was abit
woozy, so | drew back to my body aone, and leaned on my horse.



When | could, | drank some water and ate a peach, then looked around. Rosethorn was speaking the
Green Man's prayers over the dead pine and the other dead trees. Myrrhtide, who grumbled that he
should do something, collected pond water as he waited. He worked spellson it, to see what was
wrong.

Jayat's face was covered with swesat. "What wasthat?' he whispered when he saw me smile at him.
"'Something went through me. It came from you and Luvo. I—I didn't know what was up or down,
wherethevillageis, where the mountain or thelekeis..."

"There are more important thingsin the world than this village and 1ake." Myrrhtide was definitely cranky.
Maybe he was as touchy about sick water as Rosethorn was about sick plants. "Even a hdf-trained
bumpkin like you should understand that.”

| was taking a breath, getting ready to teach Fusspot some manners, but Luvo had come back from
talking with that great force. He stood in front of me. | steadied him as he spoke in his thundering
mountain voice. "Regpect amagein hislands, human. Y ou know nothing of those things that Jayatin has
put into this place. Y ou do not know the dedi cation and sacrifice that he and his masters have given this
lake, thisvillage, thismountain. Y ou preen yoursdf on your learning. Take shameingtead for the fear that
bars you from true work and true devation. Y ou have not the heart for it. Y ou have not the soul to
understand those whose measure will dways be greater than yours."

Myrrhtide went dead white. He kicked his horseinto atrot on up thetrail, away from us.

Rosethorn came over. "L uvo, remind meto stay on your good side. It was very well done, though." She
mounted her horse and looked at Jayat. "I hope Myrrhtide went in theright direction.”

Jayat wiped swesat from his face and nodded. His dark cheeks were scarlet. He took adrink of water. "I
don't think | was worthy of that, Master Luvo."

"I am thousands of years older than you, Jayatin. | know what you deserve.”

6
| Fusswith Fusspot

We caught up to Myrrhtide. Nobody said anything for along time. | believe none of us could think of
anything that wouldn't sound like fake jewd s after Luvo'sthunder.

Thetrall followed those earth lines marked for the idand's mages. It often came close to places where
plants and water had gone bad. Not all the water places—ponds or streams—had turned acid, but there
were plenty of dead patches of land. Rosethorn got quieter and quieter. Her eyebrows came together
more often in her puzzled look, until they just stayed that way. Myrrhtide fussed over each bit of dead
water asif it was his child.

We crawled up the mountain's shoulder except for halts at dead spots. | kept searching the ground for
the fizzing rocks, for something to do. They were hard to find. The strength in those ones | touched was
fading, without their source of power to renew them. | was getting bored to death.

"Thewholeworld is hurrying by while we poke dong,” | muttered when we stopped for the thousandth
time

Jayat shrugged. "We can only ride so fast. Hereswhere the earth's power swvamped Tahar." He pointed
to the farmhouse that sat back from the road. "The farmer's mother looks after him now." He and



Rosethorn went to the house to talk to the family.
Myrrhtide glared at me. "Magica investigation takestime. A proper student would be taking notes.”
| smiled at him. "I'm not Rosethorn's student.”

"Y ou think you don't have to obey temple rules because you have her and Briar Moss and that rock for
friends?' he asked me softly. He kept an eye on Rosethorn. "'In two years you'll be sixteen. It won't
matter then who your friendsare. Y ou'll be out on your ear, Evumeimei . Out on the street where you
belong." He amiled cruely. "Unless you take your vows to the temple. But you'd have to care about
us—and that's not athing you can lie about.”

Something around my heart pinched me. "I'll be on my way to magecraft, Dedicate Fusspot.” | said it
with as much sassas| could, pretending | didn't care. "I won't need your precious temple then.”

"Spoken like atrue guttersnipe." He sounded pleased. "Take, take, take. Never give anything back. Why
the temple keegps alowing the likes of you in—"

"Shut up.” | turned to face my horse. "Rosethorn's coming, you stupid man.” | climbed back into the
saddle, thinking, HE's just anasty old fusspot. | don't care what bile he spits.

"What were you taking about?' Rosethorn looked suspicioudy at us. ™Y ou both looked very passionate
about something.”

| dug asmile up from somewhere. "Midday. I'm aways pass onate about food, you know that. He wants
towait awhile, and | didn't eat enough breskfast.”

She looked at Fusspot, who was getting back on his horse, then at me. She didn't seem convinced.
"Luvo, werethey discussing the midday med?"

"I wasinattentive, Dedicate Rosethorn.” Luvo's head knob was pointed toward the cliffs to the west.
"My thoughts were on the fine-grained vol canic gabbro and quartz crystas higher on the mountain. Some
of the crystals have apleasing violet-pink color which | have never seen.”

Jayat |ooked awed. Rosethorn could tell something was not right, but she could never bring hersdlf to call
Luvoaliar. Not that hewaslying. Luvo'sthinking isfunny. It works like the rope of clear crystalsthat
runs through hisbody. Each crystd isalittle mind. Luvo hasthoughtsin dl of them going on at once. He
probably was thinking of gabbro and quartz, in part of him.

"Let'smove on." Rosethorn mounted her horse. "Myrrhtide, you will ride beside me, if you please.”

Off wewent. Luvo sat in front of me and didn't move for along time. Jayat rode ahead of Rosethorn and
Myrrhtide, thinking about something. | tried to Sit quietly, but it got harder asthe morning woreon. |
swear, even the sunlight made my blood itch to move faster. My flesh throbbed inside my skin.

Isthishow Luvo feds when he watches us? | wondered. Birds and small creatures dashed past and
around thetrall, living their red livesa areal pace, not crawling along. Does Luvo fed asif lifeispassng
him by? Or does he like being dlI11loooowww?

| ground my teeth.

At yet another halt, Luvo looked at me. | don't know how, because he didn't have to turn his head to do
it, but | felt hiseyesonme. "Y ou tremble. Y ou give off heet. Areyou ill?’



"Judt restless. | fed fine" | retorted. 1 fed better than fine. | just want to ride, not trudge dong likea
snal. I'm not hot. | don't fed the ground trembling one bit. I'm not trembling.”

But | looked at my hands on the reins. They shook, asif | had afever. | didn't feel sck.

| felt it then, far below the stone and earth under us. Thelittle hairson my arms tirred as | caled the
warning: " Shake coming!”

Weadl dismounted. | held Luvo with onearm as| clutched my horse's reins with the other. Now
everyone ese had the sense of it. The birds and little creatures were silent. Our horses stamped and
yanked at the bits. We hung on as the earth rattled the |oose leaves from the trees and the stones from
their places. When the shock struck us, | fdlt like athousand fingers weretickling me. | giggled. Then the
power was gone. Life got dow and boring again.

Aswe rode on, those neglected stone markers started to vex me. What if they didn't show thelocal
mages where strength could be drawn from the earth anymore? That was no reason to leave them
untended. They had done generations of service. Some of them had fallen over. Some were just tilted,
which made them look undignified.

When | found maoss covering most of one granite marker, flaking its carvings away, | couldn't bear it
anymore. "Rosethorn!™

"Evvy, I'mthinking," shesad.

"It'smoss on arock, and the rock doesn't want to be changed. It likes being al neat and carved.” | was
jittery and aggravated. "If you won't clear it away, | will, Rosethorn, you know | will. | have followed like
agood dog al morning. Now | would like to tend this marker."

She sghed and dismounted.

"| can't believe you're doing this." Fusspot turned his horse around in the road. "We're going about
important work, looking at serious problems. Why do you cater to that spoiled brat you insisted on
burdening uswith?"

Jayat rode alittleway up thetrall, to get away from us.

Rosethorn glared at Fusspot. "Evvy and | have an understanding. There are plenty of reasons for doing
things as we do them. Sheisno burden to me. Sincel am senior and in charge, | will thank you to hold
your tongue!" She came over to me and muttered, "Don't make me have to defend your behavior to him

agan."

| didn't tell her I could defend myself. | was eager and nervous and vexed, but | was not ready to die. It
was one thing to snap at Fusspot. | had learned early on, a person who snapped at Rosethorn had best
be armed for war and prepared to take casualties.

"What isthe matter with you, anyway?' Rosethorn demanded. ™Y ou don't normally careif theré's moss
on stone or not. Didn't you tell mein Yanjing that you don't even think vines are rock killers now? That
since rocks have no bodies like oursto grow and change, they are dependent on forces from the outside
to change them, and that includes plants?’

| scuffed my foot in thedirt of theroad. "This marker wantsto stay theway it isfor now.” Normaly |
would havetold the rock not to be silly, but my veins werefilled with hat, fizzing blood. It was like what
I'd sensed in those old power places, only stronger. If Jayat and Tahar had drawn thiskind of strength
from there, | was surprised Jayat could bear to ride along so pokily.



"And gtop jittering," snapped Rosethorn. "Milasave us, Evvy, it'slike you've been sniffing dragonsdt.
Enough!™

Carefully Rosethorn put her hands on the moss. Shetaked it into letting go of the stone. Piece by piece,
shelifted it free and moved it to ashady patch. | caled afistful of lesser stonesin the soil to come
together, bracing the marker. They helped meto push it until it was Straight again. When that was done,
Rosethorn and | mounted up and followed the others dong the trail.

Fusspot couldn't keep till for long. We hadn't gone more than five more markers up the dope of Mount
Grace when he drew his horse even with Rosethorn's. "I want her |eft at the village next time! Sheisa
digtraction and anuisance! Sheis—"

"What inthe Green Man's mercy?' Rosethorn turned her horse down a path among a tumble of rocks.
Myrrhtide might think she was riding off in atemper, but | knew better. She hadn't even heard him.
Something €l se had gotten her attention. | looked at Jayat.

"There's abetter placeto seeit from," Jayat called to her, and turned to me. "How did she know?"

"How did she know what?' | asked. Fusspot shoved in front of usto ride after Rosethorn. Jayat didn't
answer; hejust followed Fusspot, and | followed him.

Rosethorn led us down among rocks that got taller and taller. These were big, gorgeous dabsof flat
stone. They looked like some giant had cut them from the mountainsde with an ax. We came out ona
ledge. Stone rose behind us, and the ground doped far below. The dope ended in asmall canyon filled
with deed trees.

Jayat sghed. "Thisisthe worst place. My uncleand | found it two weeks ago as we were hunting.”

| dismounted and put Luvo on the ground. Thefizzing in my blood was starting to annoy me. It made me
fidget, when | am not by nature afidgeting person. | rested my hand on one of the dabs behind us,
hoping the nice, steedy granite would calm me down. Instead its roots warned me of what was risng
under our feet.

"Shock!" | yelled. How did it come up on us so fast? It must have welled up under the mountain. "Earth
shock!"

The othersthrew themsalves off the horses, which were panicking. The animas had felt the coming
shakesamost as soon as| had. That was embarrassing. | should have known faster. "Luvo, why didn't
youwarn me?' | cried.

"It istoo quick. Too close," he said.
| dragged my horse's head down. It fought, until | yanked my jacket off and covered its eyes.

The earth shuddered and crackled. Treesfell into the dead canyon from its Sdes. Boulders tumbled along
with them. Everything smashed to bits at the bottom. The wave of power struggled to reach the surface,
fdll short, and sank back.

We waited and did nothing, only listened. Luvo and | sent our magicsinto the ground, feding for more
waves.

We found nothing. On the mountain and in the canyon, more stonesfell. Big ones, littleones... They
wel comed the chance to change themsalves. | wished them well on their journeysto new shapes.



"That was very, very close" Jayat, like me, had covered his horse's eyesto keep it calm. He began to
unwrap his shirt from his horse's heed.

| stared at the long scars on Jayat's back. He shrugged and said, "Not everybody was sad when the
foreignlordskilled as many pirates asthey could find."

| nodded. | could see that he wouldn't be too upset at that. "Luvo? Areyou al right?" | asked.

Luvo wandered over to the ledge to look down into the dead canyon. "The crack in the earth beside the
road closed, but a new one opened down below. | do not recommend that you try to use the new line of
power, Jayatin. There are seams of quartz crystal around and below it. They will make any magica
srength drawn by ahuman somewhat irregular.”

"Areyou sure we would do so badly, Master Luvo?' Jayat smiled patiently, asif he spoketo achild.
"We've gotten pretty good at finding ways to draw on this stuff, you know. We have to, you see. We're
just alittle bit desperate at the moment. Perhaps our skills don't look like much to you, being stone..."

"The strength you used is affected by certain laws, including those of crystds, Jayatin." Luvowasin his
teaching mood. | was glad it wasn't me who brought it on. "Magic passesinto quartz aslight does. It is
reflected from the inner walls of the crysta. Y ou would gather it up quickly, if your magic passed only
through one crystal. However, along the seams below and around the crack in that canyon arelarge
clusters. Within each cluster the crystds are turned in their own arrangements. They will reflect each bit of
power back upon itself, then to other crystals. Y ou would be trapped here, chained by your magic, until
it wore out."

| heard a grinding noise above our heads.

So did Rosethorn. "Luvo, be quiet." Her brown eyes searched for the source of the sound. "Everyone,
back up—"

Higher up the mountainside, a huge dab of granite gave way. The shock had broken it fromitsroots. It
did toward us, collecting atrain of smdler bouldersand gravel asit came. Asit fdl, it gathered the

grength of itsfaling, picking up speed.

And then it flipped, like acoin in astreet magician's hand. In my head | had been set to send it on aneat
detour around us—until that flip. When it legped high in the air and came down like aSix-ton ax, there
was no time to be pretty. | even forgot Luvo wasthere. | just threw up my hands and my power, sucking
the strength of the mountain granite in through my feet. | hurled it around that dab and the worst of the
boulders.

They locked into place over our heads. They were as solid in the air asthey had been on the
mountaingde. | held them still, wondering what | was going to do now.

Luvo's power did into place over mine, cool opa dabs over my thin micasheet. 'l haveit, Evumeimel.
We arefortunate that you are so quick."

He gently lifted dl that stone away from me. I've seen parents set infantsin bed with acareful gentleness,
asif one dip might break the baby. That was how Luvo settled the dab and its boulder friendsin the
canyon below, asif they were his children, and he didn't want to disturb their deep.

"Still wishing she had stayed at Winding Circle?' Rosethorn raised an eyebrow at Fusspot. One of the
gmaller rocks that escaped me had bruised her cheek. | winced in shame—I should have caught those
stones, too. She took alittle pot of something from her saddlebag and dabbed some of its contents on



her skin. The bruise faded to ayellow spot. Then she did the same for Jayat, Fusspot, and the horses,
who had all been dinged by smaller rocks. Jayat gaped at me even when Rosethorn was mending his cut.

"What?' | wasfeding cross. "Aretheflieslonesome? Are you offering them awarm, wet home?"
"Hunh?' Jayat blinked at me.
Rosethorn pushed Jayat's chin up until he realized his mouth hung open. He closed it.

"It'sjust raw power. Therewasn't any art to it." Fusspot was red-faced as he fiddled with hishorse's
reins. "Thank you." Hesaid it to the horsg's side.

Despite the banging in my head—it hurtsto work so fast and so hard—I had to grin. | bet the horse
didn't get thanked every day. That night it would probably tell al the other horses about the strange
human who snapped one moment and said thanks the next.

Jayat was still garing. "Stop goggling,” 1 snapped. "Y ou don't do that to Rosethorn or—" | dmost said
Fusspot, which Rosethorn wouldn't like. "Myrrhtide."”

"They're dedicateinitiates. Y ou're my age." Jayat tugged a his collar like it was suddenly too tight.
"Luvo did theredly hard work. | just stopped it. Ogle Luvo,” | ordered.

"Ogleno one." Rosethorn gathered her maresreinsin her hand. "L et's go someplace safer and est our
midday | don't know why it is, but sudden peril and rescue always improves my gppetite.”

7
Fizzing

We returned to thetrail. Jayat led us up afew hundred yards, to a broad open space covered with grass
and flowers. "Thisisas high aswewill go." he said aswe stared at the huge pesk of Mount Grace
towering over us. "The road circles the mountain but doesn't climb. We can't clear it in the winter. But
there are advantages to keeping it open thisfar." He gestured for usto look toward the north side of the
clearing.

From there the mountainsde fell away. We had aglorious view of the neighboring Battle Idands. Two of
them were smdller than Starns. They looked sunbaked and dusty in the blue-green sea. Behind them rose
another idand, abig one, with red forests on the ridges that faced us. Cliffsrose out of those forestslike
castlewalls. They seemed to frown down at the tiny fishing boats on the water between the idands.

"If the weather's good, we can seeif the neighbors are sending trouble our way." Jayat took a spyglass
from his pack. He gave it to Rosethorn and Fusspot, who viewed the idands with it. When they were
done, he offered it to me. "Moharrin and the other villages take turns manning awatchtower just amile
from here, to givethedarmi if that happens.”

Once we had dl looked, Jayat put the spyglass awvay. Rosethorn and | unpacked the lunch. Azaze didn't
mean for usto starve: She'd sent bread rollsfilled with spinach and lentils, pickled beets, and grape
leaves stuffed with rice, pine nuts, and currants. While we ate, Jayat, Rosethorn, and Myrrhtide talked
about the Battle Idands.

"Jayat, why don't you go study with the mages on the other idands and learn more stuff?" | picked up
some chunks of rock to juggle. "I don't know about you, but the more teachers | meet, the more tricks|



learn.”

Hemadeaface. "l wish | could, but | can't be spared. We're both so busy. Tahar's hedlth isn't good.
She—"

"But you said yoursdlf you're stronger than her." | know interrupting is bad manners, but | think | had my
bad manners skin on that day. " She has to know you need more education than you'll get here. Doesn't
sheredlize it does more harm than good to keep you ignorant? Just because she's spent her whole life
here doesn't mean that helps—"

"Evumeimel Dingzai." Thistimeit wasn't Luvo who used my whole name, but Rosethorn. And unlike
Luvo, when she used my whole name, it wasn't agood thing or even anormal one.

| looked at her.

""Since when do you have the right to comment on the way others choose to conduct their lives?' She had
her eyebrows raised—a bad sign.

| felt very, very warm, and strange. | looked at Jayat. He stared at the ground. What had | been saying? |
thought about it for amoment, and choked. Kanzan the Merciful forgive me, | thought, she'sright. "
just—I didn't mean..." | whined, and clapped my hands over my mouth. For amoment | sounded like a
street beggar again! What was wrong with me today?

Weall heard the voices at the same time."—ridiculous for both of usto comedl thisway—"

"It won't kill Treak to see how hard it isto manage without us. Y ou might never get asecond chance for
him to prove he'slearned. Oswin, you said you'd |leave the management of the houseto me. Y ou either
meant it or not."

"That'sNory'svoice." Jayat ood as Oswin and the girl Nory rode into the clearing.
| sghed inrelief. Now everyone would pay attention to them, not me.

"| told her she wasto wake me the moment you came, so | could help take you around." Oswin glared
at Nory, who tossed her hair. "What have | missed?’

"Evvy stopped an avalanche." Jayat was trying hard not to look at Nory. " Dedicate Rosethorn and
Dedicate Myrrhtide have gathered alot of dead plants and bad water."

| Sghed. "Luvo did the hard part with the avdanche.”

Rosethorn actudly smiled at Oswin. "Once young people get the idea that they're taking care of you,
they become perfect tyrants. Besides Evvy, | have four others, so believe me, | know. Sit down and eat
something, Oswin. All we did was collect samples from the destroyed aress.”

He got off hishorse, which didn't look asif it had liked itstrip up the mountain road. " Five, Rosethorn?
Y ou have five of them doing thisto you?' He passed hisreinsto Jayat, who took over unsaddling his
horse. Nory dismounted and cared for her own animal.

Rosethorn patted the ground beside her. "My student Briar and his three foster ssters hover over me
whenever they're given the chance. Evvy here makesfive young tyrants. Have aspinach roll, Oswin. Tell
uswhen you first saw these dead places. Jayat, I'll need the same information from you." After she
passed the food to Oswin and Nory, Rosethorn felt around with her hands.



| stuck my juggling rocksin my pockets, then got her map, notebook, and writing kit from her saddlebag.
She opened her map on the grass and anchored it with cups. While she did that, | broke a piece off of
her ink stick and ground it to powder, then mixed it with water until her ink was the thickness she liked.
Jayat had brought his own notebook and writing kit. He set that up.

| could seethat they were settling in for along, dull meeting. | wandered across the clearing and through
the stones that marked itslimit. A short walk brought me to the dead canyon, among the sharp-edged
granite dabsthat madeitsrim. | squatted on my hunker bones and plucked a stem of grassto chew,
looking at the streak of brown that marked the canyon floor.

Under the carpet of dead trees and brush, | felt sone that had been soured, touched with some nasty air.
It had tainted the surface of the granite down there. | let my magica body pop free of my red one and
dide down those poisoned surfaces, into the distant earth. The touch of bad air covered dl the stones
benegth that ground, asif the poison had swelled around it before bursting into the free air above.

These stones fizzed. The power that Jayat and the mages before him had drawn on had been there
recently, filling them. | plunged deeper, hunting the source of that wonderful feding. Here wasthe quartz
Luvo had mentioned. It glinted in the crack, throwing the reflection of my power back at me from
hundreds of its facets. There was enough white, clear, and smoky quartz to keep Winding Circleand
Lightsbridge supplied for centuries. Bits of the fizzing power that had passed through here clung to them
like echoes of alightning storm.

Now | was having fun. Quartz has as many aspects as Rosethorn has medicines, from agates to
tiger's-eye, in shades from darkly smoky to colorless. There were agates at the canyon's bottom, aswell
as amethysts and pure white quartz. | shimmered through the white vein, then bounced along hexagond
rods of amethyst. The faces and chunkstold metheir stories, about the times this bed had moved up as
the earth shifted, then down again. | did through thelong sides, seeing my magical shadow ripple aong
their surfaces.

Evumeimei . Luvo's voice was thunder in the ground, echoing off of every stone there. | shrieked and
shot upward. | opened my body's eyes and looked for him frantically.

He sat next to me, seemingly just agreen and purple and crystal bear worn down by water.
"Why did you do that!" | shouted. "That hurt"

"We have company,” Luvo said quietly. Y ou would never believe he had made every rock underground
within miles bang with the sound of hisvoice. "Y ou should greet her."

"l wasfinel | was minding my own businessl | wasjus—"

Nory stepped into my view. "What are you screaming about? And where did you find the talking rock?”
She stood next to us, her arms folded over her chest.

| glared at her. "Why are you here anyway?' My head hurt badly enough from Luvo'svoicethat | didn't
careif | wasrude or not. " You're not amage or afixing person or a person who looks after her mage.”

"Treek'sdl full of remorsefor being bad last night. | am taking advantage and getting free of the house for
the day. Not that it's your business, Person Who Looks After Her Mage. Astitles go, that's not very
impressive. Will you answer my question or not?"

| stared at her. How did someone so pretty get so hot-tongued? Do your parents worship at the Fire
temple every day of ther lives?'



"My mother worshipped money. Then her ship got hit by lightning and sank whileit attacked Winding
Circle eight years ago. My father and older brother worshipped Urda and Lakik like sensible people,
praying to Lakik's good-luck side. Pirate chasers mistook them for fierce outlaws and killed them. I'm
skeptical on the whole question of gods at the moment.” If saying these things bothered Nory, it didn't
show on her face. "Y ou il haven't told me where you got the talking rock.”

| took out the juggling stones | had stuck in my pockets. Luvo could handle this snapdragon himself.

Hewaked toward her, his short legs thumping on the dry grass. "'l sensed the coming of Evumeime and
her friends when they approached my home in the Heaven Wind Mountains of southern Y anjing. | had
never fdt the spirit of any human like Evumeime before, and so | |eft theingde of my mountain to meet
her."

"Stone mages are acopper apair,” Nory told him scornfully. "At least, they arein the rea world, not this
pile of droppingsin the Pebbled Sea”

"But none like Evumeime. Sheisdive Theworldishers, or shewill makeit hers. She sparkles.”
| spat on the ground. Luvo isadear, but being amountain for thousands of years made him adreamer.

Thefizzing in my veinswas bothering me even more. | tossed my juggling stonesin the air, but my hands
shook too much. | dropped one and smacked a finger with the other. That hot, itchlike tingle made me
want to scratch my own skin off. Did | bring it back with me from the stonesin the dead canyon? Now
that | wasup here, | knew that | felt the power that Jayat and his master had used. Luvo wasright. It was
down below the canyon floor.

| picked up my juggling stones. "The earth strength found new paths. If | reach down far enough, | could
maybetouch it." | spoke out loud, forgetting | wasn't by mysdf. "I could maybe find out what happened
to the old lines, what made them shift.” Therocks| held were puzzling me. One was pumice, littered with
long holes. Another was obsidian. One was feldspar. What were volcano rocks doing up here? | brushed
the area around me with my power. More volcano rocks. Mount Grace was covered with them.

Never mind those, | told myself. What of al that power far beneath the canyon? That line went
someplace, but where? | sent my magic down to touch it. The line passed out of my reach under the
mountain. | wondered if | could pick it up on the far Sde of the pesk.

At our present rate of travel, we'd be another couple of hours riding around the top of Mount Grace,
even if the grown-ups were done talking. My body's itch was getting worse, the fizz spreading into my
bones. By the time we got down the other sde of the mountain, | would be chewing my arms.

| can't explain what | did then. | just did it. | ran back to the clearing and threw the bridle on my horse's
head. | got the bit on faster than | had ever managed before. | think | had taken the anima by surprise.
Once | had donethat, | wasin too much of ahurry to bother with asaddle. | smply jumped on the
horse's back, grabbed the reins, and kicked it in the sides.

| don't even remember hearing anyone, though | am very sure Rosethorn and Fusspot had thingsto say. |
rode, galloping madly aong the rocky, twisty mountain road. At least | knew enough of what | was doing
to stop and rest the horse now and then. | would wipeit down with handfuls of grass. | even
remembered to give it water from my bottle, since there might be acid in the streams.

I'm surprised | thought of it. Otherwise, my mind was on the cracks and seams of Mount Grace. | let my
magic seep into them, searching for the feding of power. | wanted that sure sense that grestness had
touched these stones. | searched far ahead of me and to either Side, letting my magic sink deep into the



ground. Thefizzing grew into the thunder of waterfals through my veins and bones. | had to stop guiding
the horse and trugt it knew the road, because | couldn't see anymore. My eyes werefilled with magic. |
saw only stones.

She says she will drown you in the lake tonight, so say your prayers. Luvo'svoicein my mind wasa
cool bath that softened the roar of the power in the mountain stone. | sighed in relief, it felt so good. She
isvery, very angry. She cannot defend your actions to the others, and that makes her angrier.

| couldn't answer him. Crystals—moonstone, quartz, garnet, the indigo-in-green gem caled black
moonstone—sang through the roar. Their power was raised to heart-piercing levels by what had passed
through them. | had found the place where the magic was loudest.

Hands helped me off of my horse. My legs crumpled. | wasn't used to riding agrown horse bareback for
solong.

"Evvy, here are somerocks.” | think that was Jayat. My memory wasn't good for anything but the voice
of my magic. "Luvo, she can't walk. Does she havefitslike this often?’

"Never. However, | know the nature of what possesses her. If you wish to ride on, Jayatin, | will remain
with her. We may be herefor sometime.”

"Y ou said yoursdlf you couldn't run for help and get to it in time for anything. And you can't ride. Oswin
can show them the old power trail aswell as| could have. | don't like the way you've been acting, either.
| mean, our acquai ntance hasn't been long, but you've been quiet and tucked into yourself thislast bit of
theroad like you're ailing. Do you even get sick?"

"l do not. Moreover, | cannot tell you what it isthat makes me so uneasy. | only know that Evumeimei
pursuesit.”

Jayat helped me onto atumble of basalt—cool, black, rationa basdlt. In this shape it was Sx-sided
columns, broken in spots, lying in apile. He shooed away some lizards and arranged my body so | could
gt, then dribbled water between my lips.

"My master goes on spirit quests sometimes, and her body getslikethis" After amoment he closed my
eyes—I dimly remember they were starting to hurt, they were so dry. He yanked off my headcloth. Soon
after that | felt cool wetness on my forehead, cheeks, and eydids. He had dampened the cloth and laid it
over my face.

| pulled my magic in from al around me. Two hundred yards or so under the ground, aboui fifty yards
downdope from the basalt, there was a new crack in the earth that bled strength. It would take me closer
to al that wonderful magic. | gathered my power and fell into it.

Evumeimei, you do not know what you are doing. Luvo followed me. He didn't sound like the Luvo
who had taken me down into the Pebbled Sea, or the Luvo who had fled with me through Gyongxe
mountain canyons. He sounded. .. old. And frail. The earths molten heart istoo close to the surface
here. It may overwhelm us.

Don't be silly! It's melted stone! How can melted stone be anything but wonderful for the likes of
us? Honestly, Luvo, if you re going to natter and scold, don't come with me!

You are young. You do not understand the great forges below the blanket of rock. None of us do.
We are all bornin fire, with no memory of that birth but pain.

That's what | mean about nattering and scolding, Luvo! In my magica shape | swooped through a



vein of rock-water, theindigo crystal cooling me as| passed. | had reached the depth that was usudly as
far as| could go. Thistime, though, | could keep traveling through the earth. | could do the same as Jayat
and his magter, using the power | had followed here. | wrapped it around melike ashdl of fire. It threw
off colored flashestorival the onesfrom the crystals | passed through: scarlet, violet, flaming orange,
amethy<, seagreen, midnight blue.

Luvo dowed behind me, then stopped. Do not go further. | will not stay with you. Thereis no good
to be found down there.

My soul wason fire. Luvo, where's your spirit of adventure? The heart of the earth is here!

Findly the crack was starting to open up. Power and hest filled it, welcoming me. | dropped into it,
grabbing al the magical protection | could wrap around myself | screamed with victory over the treasure
of power | had found. No wonder | had been restless and half-mad, with an abundance like this close
by! It wasamiracle| didn't split in two. Those first minutes of bathing in that wealth exploded inme. If |
hadn't protected myself on the way down, it might have eaten me like a chip of wood.

Floating there, the part of me that till had sense knew | wasin danger. It found amess of spells| had
made once to soften, then harden, rock to trap an enemy. | used the spells now, with some changes. |
grabbed power, not stone, and turned it into atough shell of protection around what | already had.

Then | drifted, my magica eyestaking in my surroundings. | had cometo the celling of animmense
chamber under Starns Idand. Below me was a huge poal filled with melted stone. Minerds, metals....
they dl swirled together in different colors of hot. The chamber squeezed them together in astone vessel
that melted even whileit kept them underground. The moving colors enchanted me, calling to me. |
thought | saw facesin them and hands. They beckoned meto join the fiery spiritsthat swam in that pool.
| could fedd mysdlf melting around the edges. What would it be like down there? Maybe it would be like
joining one huge lake of meted stone and magic, with no beginning, and no ending. | thought | would like
that.

8
Flare and Carnelian

| was gtarting to sink down through the air toward the pool when two shapes rushed out of the
sone-melt.

They grabbed my protection-sphere, hauling me back up to the crack | had just Ieft. Hello, hello, look
at you! one of them cried, twirling around me.

You're new, you're not old, you're not cold and dead, who are you? the other demanded, twirling the
other way.

You're sparkly and you came from the cold place above, said thefirst. How did you get in? Show
us! Take usout of here!

They danced me around like two kids who had found a new playmate. Then they wrapped their hat,
snakey bodies around my shell. Now | was really glad for my protections. Even with three layers of
magic around me, these two kidsfdt hot. Quickly | dragged more strength from the melted rock below.

| put it into my layersto keep from being eaten. My magical body was dl ideas and power, controlled by
my mind, but | was certain that if my magica salf burned to ashes, my redl body would die, too.

Who areyou? | asked. Where did you come from? Are you mages? What are your names?



What are mages? The one who felt more like aboy dowed down. Hetrailed a shock of sparks and
flame from histop end, like aflare. To keep them straight, | decided to cdl him that. WWe came from
below to here, Flare said. Now we want to go up. WWe must go up.

Can't you fedl it? The other one had a prettier voice, more like agirl's. Her corefire was a darker,
cooler orange, like carnelian. | thought it would make agood namefor her. How important it isto go
up, and out?

Sowly, though they kept spinning me around, they were changing. When they'd first grabbed me they
were likeapair of comets, gripping mewith long, molten stonetails. Now they were shifting, their bodies
getting shorter. Thetails became two legs, ams split off from the trunk. The ends at their heads settled
into their bodies until they had formed necks. Were they copying the shape of my magica body? | had
aways liked to appear human, maybe so | wouldn't forget.

Oncethey had smple bodies, they changed even more. Hare was sgpphire blue, ill with histrailing
flame of hair. He had black-rimmed eyeholes around flame eyes. Carndian had turned her fiery hair
black like mine. She made hersdf anose and mouth, aswell as eyes.

What are you?1 fet likean idiot for having to ask again. A rea mage would know, it seemed to me.
What are you doing here?

We're the children of the pool . Flare spun until hewas ablur, then stopped and took his humanlike
shape again. We were born there. We swim there, too, sometimes, but that isn't all we are anymore.

We want other things than just melting together now. We want to go out. Carnelian obvioudy
thought | was quite dow. Don't you? Don't you have the pool where you come from? Aren't you
bored with the pool? Don't you want to go somewhere new?

Don't you want to be someone new? Someone who isn't always from the same places? Flare spun
againg theroof of the chamber, melting a hollow spot there. Liquid stone dripped through my magical
body, its power making me shiver.

No. We don't have anything likeit. | looked down at the pool and felt the tug of it again. What would it
belike to give up my edges completely? To melt and join al those other spirits? | could be stone forever.
Why did these two warnt to leave that?

| cameto mysdlf and looked at Flare and Carnélian. | have never met anyone like you in all my
travels through the earth.

You mean the cold stuff? You travel in that? Who do you meet, then? Flare asked.

Sones. Crystals. Metals, | said. Both of them cocked their heads a mein just the same way. How
could they not know what those things were? Then | redlized that if they were spirits from magma, they
might only have seen thewalls around them. If they gpproached anything that was hard, it probably
melted. When all of that—I took my hand from Carnelian so | could wave to the hot world below us—
goes cold, it turnsinto those things. It staysin one place and never moves. Like the walls that
keep us here.

But those are just rock. They aren't like us. They aren't even like the others, the ones who are old
and never want to do anything. Carndian pointed to the lavapool.

The others. Flare sounded impatient. Like us, only boring and sludgy. They're everywhere. He
pointed like Carnelian had.



Now | could see that the pool was made up of thousands of spirits. They had the shapes that Flare and
Carndlian had when they first cameto me. Apart from that, the spirits were every size, fat and thin, tall
and short. All of them watched me with faces that |ooked greedy and worried at the sametime.

They made me very, very uncomfortable. | asked, But aren't you the same as the others? What
makes you different? Why do you want to go out when they don't?

Flare laughed. Oh, they do. They just want someone to lead the way. We're tired of waiting for
someone to come along and lead us. We're going out by ourselves.

Come on! Carnelian dragged on my arm. Come with us. We have a wonderful game, it's called Let's
Find a Way Out!

They pulled me aong the roof of the big hollow chamber, above the pool. Meted stone dripped through
my magica body where FHare and Carnelian touched the roof. | felt the weight of the mountain overhead,
pressing down. How many tons of stone, earth, and water lay on top of meright now?

Look, up there, Flare cried, a crack in the walls!

Flare towed methrough it, thinning himsdf as he did. Carnelian svam in my wake: | could fed her heat
through my magic. Flare and Carnelian were groaning. It was even harder for them to move in that stone
glit than it was for me. They were solid with their melted rock bodies, even if magic shaped the way they
looked to my eyes. At least my magica body took up no more space than the width of my arm. That was
only because I'd covered mysdlf with hard protection spells.

All around usthe rock growled asthey pushed it gpart. At last it refused to budge any more. We didn't
get very far.

Failure. Carndian sounded heartbroken, like alittle girl who had lost her favorite doll. Again.

| sent atendril of my power up through the crack. There was poisoned air on the stones above us. In two
hundred feet or so | broke through into the open, above the ground. Suddenly | wondered: What
happened to the trees there? Heat from my two new friends and air from the chamber would have come
from that crack inthe soil. | felt no stones washed by water, so there was no stream to poison, or a
pond, but... what about the grass, and the bushes?

Let's go here! Flare dragged me back into the big chamber. Carnelian caught up with us and leaped on
Hare. They swirled around like kittens play-fighting for amoment. Then they grabbed me.

| thanked every god | knew, from Y anjing to Emelan, for the protections | had put on mysdf. Without
them, Flare and Carnelian's white-hot touch might have made even my power burn. | can move on my
own! | told them. They ignored me, towing meto another crack in the stone celling that might lead to a
way out.

Three crackslater, | was so very tired. If magic could bruise, | was bruised. | wanted to go to my body
and face Rosethorn and Luvo. | wanted a chance to think about these two lava creatures. Floating high
above apool of lava, | tried to imagine asking Oswin if he could take in two new kids. Oh, I'd say,
they're alittle hot-tempered, or alittle hot at hand, or alittle hot under the collar...

Let'stry the top way, Carnelian announced. The way the Oldest said some break free. We go a little
farther every time.

But it's hard. Flare whined like any human kid. It's hard and we push and push and only get a little
farther along and it hurts!



But now we have Funny Spirit with us, and she can help, Carndlian said.

My name isn't Funny Spirit. Its Evvy. I've been calling him Flare, and you Carnelian. If you have
real names, you could tell them to me now. | suppose | wasn't very polite, but | did fed bruised and

weary.

Names? We never had them in the pool. Everyone knows everyone else. . . . Flare for you, and
Carnélian for me. Names... Carndlian sounded awed.

What's Carnelian? Flare | understand, hesaid. | flare all the time. But Carnelian sounds funny.

It's the name of that darker color she likes, | explained. Since they didn't seem to have ahigh opinion
of stones, | wouldn't say what a carnelian was. Where | come from, everyone doesn't know everyone
€lse, so we have hames.

My color. | like it because it'snice and it has a gentle feel to it, said Carnelian. Not hard, like the
brighter colors. And you are Evvy. What kind of name is that?

It would take too long to explain, | told them.

Who cares about explanations? She's Ewy. You're Carnelian. I'm Flare. Creatures fromthe cold
world have names, so we will, too. We are going to leave the pool and become famous, even if we
die.

Then let'stry the hardest way... Flare. If there are three of us pushing, maybe we can break out
this time, Carndian suggested.

I'mnot sure | want usto break out... | spoketoo late. The problem with these creatures seemed to be
that they never ran out of strength. | suppose that made sense. They did live in aconstant source of it.
They grabbed my hands and raced straight up with me. The chamber rose to ahigh peak just off the
center. Thewalls closed in dowly aswe flew, higher and higher. We were in a cone-shaped area, with
Flare and Carndlian bound straight for the cone's narrow tip.

Thethree of usrammed into it. | screamed, crushed. | knew they felt the same way, but they were
pushing, grinding al three of usinto that tip. | saw thetiniest of cracks ahead of me. They jammed usinto
it. Grain by grain the crack spread. With each grain that broke free, | was forced tighter into that
opening. My protections againgt them creaked and shuddered. My concentration was breaking up. If |
lost thet, | would lose my hold on the spells. My magical body would evaporate.

| panicked. | fought Carnelian and Flare, wrestling until | popped between them. | sped back to the huge
chamber. There| flailed about until | saw the path back to my body. | flew up through earth, water, and
stones. | scrambled to reach my mesat body, my meat lungs, and cooler ar. When | shot onto the basalt
where my shdll sat, my mind went black.

Everything hurt. Everything. Therewere pinsin my muscles. Big, rusty needles stabbed my joints. | tried
to draw the coolness of the basdlt into myself, to make the hurting stop. | drew nothing. My magic was as
dead as ash. Playing with Flare and Carndlian had used it up.

| tried to lift my head off the columns and was sorry I'd ever thought of it. My neck was one big ache. |
opened my eyes. Those worked, thanks to the damp cloth on my face. | tried to lift my arm, to movethe
cloth. A new cramp the size of Mount Grace madeit seize up.

Jayat took the cloth away and put alantern on the rock beside me. | was surprised—it was dark. Briskly
he kneaded the cramping arm. "I've never seen aliving dead person before.” He acted like that was a



perfectly normal thing to say. " She said to come back with a coffin, because that's how she'sgoing to
ship you to Winding Circle. She was very convincing. Should | believe her?"

| tried to nod, and cringed as my neck locked.

Jaya massaged my shoulders, loosening knotted muscles. ™Y ou ought to be ashamed, scaring Master
Luvo likethis. HEsbeen curled up in aball for hoursright next to you. Hed tell me you were dl right,
just 'traveling.' Then he wouldn't say another word for the longest time. The others came past here about
mid-afternoon. She came over and checked your heartbeat and your breathing. Master Luvo talked to
her and said you were well.

Dedicate Initiate Myrrhtide was in fine fettle, now that you're in disgrace. Oswin wanted to leave you
somefood, but Dedicate Initiate Rosethorn said to let you starve. When she went away, though, it turned
out sheleft you these" He held up acloth with some cold dumplingsinit.

Lucky for me he knew the signs. Jayat rolled me on my side with my head hanging over the ground, not
the boulders. | started to puke.

That went on for atime, long after | had anything to bring up. Luvo came out of hisball. Hewaked up
and down my cramping thigh, kneading out the bunched knots. When | finished vomiting, Jayat and Luvo
worked on meuntil 1 could st without screaming, then till 1 could stand. | rinsed my mouth with weter,
and kept from looking at the dumplings as Jayat ate them.

"What happened to you?' he asked, saddling the horses. "Y our whole body was as hard asarock. You
didn't even move when | dapped you or jostled you. | waved stinkweed under your nose. Nory fainted a
year ago. | used stinkweed on her and when she came around she punched me. She has agood punch,
but then, her mother was a pirate queen. | guess she comes by it naturally. Master Luvo, do you eat
anything? Can | give you some water, a least?"

| turned facedown on the basdlt to let Luvo walk up and down my back. Hisweight pressed my spine
back into its proper shape, making the bones crackle. His feet worked my bunched-up muscles. They
tired of clenching, and lay like they were supposed to again.

"I would like to have alittle water poured over me, thank you, Jayatin." Luvo stepped down from my
back.

As Jayat fumbled with the stopper on hiswater skin, | whispered to Luvo, "Y ou were afraid. | could fedl
you, very far back in my magic. Y ou were afraid.”

"Do you know where you were, Evumeimei? Y ou were below. Not in the place where dl rocks are
melted down, but in ahigher chamber to that place. | do not understand how so many spirits of molten
stone have come so close to our world, but they should not be here. Their touch on our kind—yours and
mine dike—isdeath.”

"But Evvy'sdill here. She'sdive" Jayat carefully poured atrickle of water over Luvo. "Tel mewhen
you've had enough.”

"Thank you, Jayatin," said Luvo. "l am not a creature of fancies, yet | cannot rid mysdf of the ideathat
my skinis hot and stretched. The water isvery good, and dso sufficient. Evumeime went as a cregture of
magic. Because sheisnot from that world, she can shield hersdlf. | cannot.”

"It cost me." | sat up again. My hair fdll dl around my face. | had to do something about it. The stuff was
down to my waist and flopping everywhere since Jayat removed my headcloth. | tried to lift my armsto



seeif | could wrap the cloth, but my shoulders knotted with pain. That wasn't going to work.
"Had you been stone, it would not have cost you, Evumeime. It would have killed you.™
"Ingtead it milked every drop of magic | have." | couldn't even braid my hair.

Jayat saw. "My masgter has arthritis. And | havelittle ssters. Now, shal you have aturban like Azaze
Y opali, or aband and braids, or awrap like your old one?'

"Anything, aslong asit'sout of my way." | rested my face on my hands. Jayat wrapped my hair in my
cloth, and coiled and tied it as| would do it. | said, "Y ou didn't have to stay here. Y ou must have been
frightfully bored.”

"Tahar gave me spellsto practice. | did that for awhile. Then | gathered some mushrooms and herbs
she's been wanting. And there are garnets around here | can sal down in Sustree, for extra cash. Once
you were back in your body, Master Luvo told me about where he's from, and the things you have done
sgnceyou met. Your friend Briar sounds like quite the fellow.”

"He'susudly thefirst to tell you o, too." | sat up and managed to plant my feet on the ground, which was
adart. "Arewe ever going to meet Magter Tahar?'

"Not if she has anything to say about it. Her attitude isthat it's bad enough the people who live here know
who sheisand bother her." Jayat frowned, then said, "Y ou know, Master Luvo could mean the source
of the heat that feeds the hot springs.”

"What?' Maybe the time underground had dowed my brain. | couldn't understand what he wastalking
about.

"There are hot springs on the far shore of the lake from Moharrin. People go there for curative baths, or
to get warm when the winter'sreally cold. My master saysthey draw their heat from deep within the
earth. That's probably what you found.” Jayat hung the lantern on atree branch and looked a me. "Can
you ride? I'm gtarting to get really cold, and you have to face her sometime. | can maybe smuggle you
into Oswin's house, or the barn behind theinn, if you'd rather face her tomorrow."

| lurched to my feet, hanging on to the rocks for baance. "No. If she hasto wait to tell you what she
thinks of you, she just getsworse. And she'sright to be angry. | don't know what possessed me. It
wasn't ghods.”

"It was the heat fever." Luvo shifted on hisfeet. "The excitement of magmaand the earth's strength, so
closetotheair. | feltit in the closed-off sources of the power you had once used, Jayatin, but | did not
recognizeit, at first, becauseit was so faint. | knew it alittle better in the dead trees canyon, because it
was 0 fresh there. By then it had moved into Evumeimei's blood. When | saw it in her, my fear overtook
me"

"But the ghost of power like that can't hurt you, Master Luvo. Canit?' Jayat levered meinto my horse's
saddlewith agrunt. | nearly did off the other sde. Then | tangled one arm in the reins and grabbed the
saddle horn with the other. The horse looked back at me. | saw white around its eye in the dim lamplight.

"I'm sorry." | patted the animal’s neck clumsily. "I don't blame you for being angry, ether.”

Jayat didn't trust my control over my body. He walked around the horse to make sure my feet werein
the stirrups. Under the circumstances, | was kind of grateful. My feet seemed far away and not exactly
connected to me. Once | was settled, he set Luvo's pack on his own saddle, then put Luvo on it.



"Oh." | fdt likeanidiot. " That's how you got here.”

"Actudly, | found him halfway down theroad.” Jayat secured the pack to his saddle. "He ran after you. |
was held up because | had to ready my horse and bring your gear." He took down the lantern.

"Thank you," | said. "And how did you know we'd need alight?'
"l didn't. Y our Rosethorn sent it with one of the boys from the inn. Is she going to beat you?”
Werode out onto theroad as | goggled at his back. "Does your master beat you?"

"She did when | was younger and wouldn't mind her," Jayat explained, "or snuck off to go fishing. That's
what masters do.”

| sat back. | cringed as my hipstold me | might think they had forgiven me for that afternoon, but they
hadn't. Jayat was right. My owner had beaten me when | was adave, after al. Jooba-Hooba, who was
going to be my first master in stone magic, would have beaten me. | bet he would have smiled as he did
it. Thelady, who tried to buy mefor her house and her pet gang, would have beaten me. No, shewould
have had me beaten. She wouldn't have soiled her hands with me. But Briar, who never hit me, kept me
away from the lady and Jooba-Hooba.

And Rosgthorn?

"Shelll set me to weeding acres of gardensfor weeks." | tried to Sit more comfortably and failed. "Or put
meinasmall, hot room to cook up nasty messesthat have to be stirred al the time. Or cook nasty
messes part of thetime, and dip candles part of the time. But she would never ever beat anybody."

"But sheseems so fierce" Jayat said with awe.

"Have you ever made sogp?’ | asked. "Let metell you, atemple needsa lot of soap. She's quite happy
to tell them you'll makeit all. Y ou watch. I'll be on my way to Winding Circle tomorrow, with ordersto
make soap and dip candles forever™

9
How to Get Out of Trouble

The ground floor of theinnwaslit up. | didn't wait for Jayat to help me dismount. There wasno point in
trying to put it off. | did out of the saddle, hung on for amoment until my body stopped cramping, then
lurched inside. | ignored Jayat's shout for me to wait while he saw to the horses. | didn't want him to
witness Rosethorn's laying down the law to me. He was bound to hear some of it, but it would be nice if
hewasn't therefor it all.

Inside, the important folk were seated near the hearth fire, asthey had been the night before: Rosethorn,
Fusspot, Oswin, Azaze. Other grown-ups from the town were there, too. Splendid. More witnesses for

my disgrace.

"WEell. Her Highness graces uswith her presence.” Myrrhtide looked asif held just swallowed the
Midsummer goose whole. "I suppose you're just bubbling over with excuses, aren't you? They won't do
you any good thistime."

Rosethorn looked at me and folded her hands on the table. There was no way to tell what she was
thinking.



"I'll go pack." | headed for the stair, trying not to stumble. If she wasn't even going to speak, | wasin
worse trouble than | thought. There was no point trying to explain when shewasthat angry. | may besilly
and | may bereckless, but | know better than to make excuses. Sometimes | have to keep my mouth
shut and take what's coming.

And maybe, just maybe, she didn't want to humiliate mein front of Myrrhtide. Perhaps she would task
mein private, when she came up to bed.

"It appeared to me asif she were under some kind of compulsion,” Oswin said thoughtfully.

| froze with my foot on the stair, holding on to therail. Why did Oswin stick hisneb in, as Briar would
say? If Rosethorn despised people who were supposed to obey and didn't, she hated mages who
couldn't control their magic even more. | turned my aching head to glare at Oswin.

"Look at her." Oswin talked asif | wasn't trying to burn holesin hisface with my eyes. "She's pde and
swesting. Shewasthat way at midday. She was fidgeting then, too—unable to sit fill. She gnawed her
nailsto the quick by noon today. They weren't chewed at dl on the way here from Sustree. Her lipsare
dry and cracked. Shelooks asif she had been taking poppy or was under aspell of compulsion—"

"Nonsense," Rosethorn told him coldly.

Jayat camein. He put ahand under my elbow to help me stay on my feet. | tried not to lean on him too
much. | have my pride.

"Y ou told Dedicate Initiate Myrrhtide Evvy's behavior is highly unlike her. Surdly youll let her explain
before you send her packing.” Oswin was mad-brained stubborn, to keep hammering with Rosethorn,
Fusspot, and meglaring a him.

"He'sright." Now Jayat had to pitch in. "l was with Evvy on the road up from the segport. She's been
different today, and it only started after we left Oswin's pond. On the road she acted like any girl—all
right, onewho's really fond of sparkly rocks, but she was fun. She wasn't short-tempered or, or strange.
Dedicate Rosethorn, you acted yesterday asif she behavesthat way al thetime, asfar as| could tell. If
shewas norma then, today she was someonedse.”

If I ever got on my kneesfor anyone, | would have kndlt right there. | would have knelt and begged these
two not to help. | didn't want Rosethorn angrier with me than she dready was. I'd messed up. They were
complicatingit.

"Shewas seized by the earth's power." Because Luvo stood on the floor beside Jayat, it seemed as
though his voice came from nowhere. Everyone but Rosethorn glanced around, startled. Rosethorn
looked straight at Luvo. "Shetraced the remains of the earth linesthat Jayatin spoke of, seeking their
remnantsin the soil. Then she found new, greeter lines." With agrunt Jayat set Luvo up on the steps so
he could be seen.

| didn't dare move. Luvo scares me when he'slike this, when he speaks with the age of hismountain
within him. In Y anjing, his mountain supports huge glaciers. There are villages and forests on hisflanks,
and deep, ice-cold cavernsin his depths. People worship him asagod.

Luvo didn't look a me. Hewastaking to the others. " She followed the earth lines into the heart of this
idand. She used their power to go far deeper than she could venture with only her own strength. Ina
chamber full of magma, she met the creaturesthat inhabit it, the children of the earth's heart. They
captured her. They kept her for hours until Evumeimel escaped. She did so not only with her magic, but
with dl of the power she had collected over the course of the day, power that had clung to her as she



examined thefailed earth lines. She did it with the power that made her act so strangely. If she had not
had it, she would have perished alone under the earth. | could not help her. | would have been devoured,
had | followed her. Y ou mages would not have survived thefirst thirty feet, even traveling as pure magic,
asEvumeime and | do. Theforce of this magic would have crushed you. It nearly crushed my young
friend."

Something he had said itched my brain. He said the power clung to me. | sat on the step closest to my
rump. My knees didn't want to keep me upright anymore. What was the ideathat had caught my
attention? Something about power clinging, and sticking?

| looked up. "I know why the plants and water have been going bad.”

"I don't believe this!" Fusspot dammed his cup down, dopping tea on the table. " She gets her animate
rock to plead her case, she playsthetottering invalid to get our sympathy—"

"Bedill." Azaze spokewith avoicelikeice. "Unlike you, she hasanidea Y ou have only tests you wish
to perform.” She looked at me and twitched her fingersina"comeon” gesture.

| glanced at Rosethorn. She nodded.

| opened my mouth. Words, an avalanche of them, spilled onto my tongue. "In the gorge with dl the dead
trees, | felt the skin of the rocks was touched by bad air. There was poisonous Suff in it, chemicals that
stuck to the rocks after it passed. Under the ground, the poison was al around the rocks on either side of
the crack in the earth—it was left behind when the bad air passed through the crack.” | started to cough.
My throat was dry as chak. Jayat went to the kitchen and brought me acup of mint tea. | sipped it until
my coughs stopped, while Jayat went to stand with the kitchen maids. "When | wasin the big chamber
with al the magma and the rock spirits, | got adopted by two. | named one Flare, and the other was
Carndian. They didn't have names of their own. They wanted meto play with them. They dragged me dl
over the place. Everywhere they went, Flare and Carnelian yanked me up into these cracks. They
couldn't make themselves as thin as me because they were solid magma. They could melt part of the
cracks, but they could only force them open so far. They want out of that chamber really bad. They
keep saying it likeit'stheir prayers—they want out. And they keep trying. In the chamber they were
surrounded by wavy lines, like you see coming off of cobblestones on redlly hot days. | think those wavy
lines were the poisoned air, and the poisoned air isthe only part of them that can escape through the
cracks." | finished my tea. "Thelast thing they did with me, | think they tried to jam al three of us straight
through the top of Mount Grace."

My hands started to shake. | put my teacup next to Luvo so they wouldn't see, and tucked my handsin
my armpits. "That was... bad. | got away, findly, and escaped through one of the cracks we had tried
before. The stonesin it were coated with poison. The stuff that's killing the water and plants comes out
ahead of Flare and Carndian. Therest of the magmaspirits can't get out, not yet, but the poisonsin their
ar can. If they followed Carndian and Hare, they could kill thiswholeidand.” | opened my mouth to tell
them more, but the word avalanche was over. Trembling, | waited for Myrrhtide to start on me again. |
could fed swest trickle down my back. My head pounded.

Fusspot didn't say aword. | looked up. He was pouring water into abowl. Onceit wasfull, he wet his
finger and wrote signsall around itsrim. Then he stared into the water, his pae eyesfixed. Hewas
scrying in the bowl. He'd done so every night on the ship, communicating with Winding Circle, or trying
to see what was going on around us. What was he trying to see now—FHare and Carnelian?

Rosethorn came to it on the step next to me. She put an arm around my shoulders and held me close.
She spokein awhisper. "Areyou sure of dl this? No, never mind that. Y ou are an appalingly truthful



girl. Do you understand the meaning in what you have said?"
| shook my head. My poor stomach lurched.

"Y ou describe the beginnings of avolcano. It makes sense of what's happening with the plants and water
here," she explained. "Y our friends looking for away out—they will bring lavaand gaswith themin an
explosion that may kill everyone on Mount Grace. Perhapseven dl of Starns.”

| shivered. Flare and Carndian had such dreadful strength. Then there were the other spirits behind them,
waiting. They might not search for away out, but they would follow Carnelian and Hare. | was sure of it.
"They would kill everyone, Rosethorn. That underground chamber is bigger than the lake. | don't know
how deep it is. The power of them dl..." | twisted to look at Luvo, though it hurt my bonesto do it.
"Why didn't you say we'relooking at avolcano? | wouldn't have gone down there!™ | kept my voice as
quiet as Rosethorn's.

"I did not know." Luvo hung his head knab, not looking at us.
"But youwereborninone!” | poked him with afinger.

"And | told you, who remembers his birth?" he asked. "I have not encountered avolcano in our travels. |
did not know the early signs of an eruption. Rosethorn, are you certain that these Sgns pertain to such an
occurrence?’

| put my handsto my head. Luvo asking Rosethorn to explain things a mountain should know—I felt asif
my world had been upended.

"To passtheinitiate's examinations, were taught the basics of dl the Living Circle disciplines, even when
they don't match our powers. Evvy's story fits the facts. So does the spot die-off of plants, the acid
water, and the vibrations and earth shocks. | had my suspicions—so did Myrrhtide—but this confirmsit."
As Rosethorn whispered, she laid acool wrist on my forehead. Then she checked my heartbeat with the
other. Shefrowned. "Not good. Y ou're clammy, and your pulseisthin and rapid.” She looked at Jayat.

"' She has the symptoms of shock. Has she eaten?”

"She couldn't, Dedicate Initiate." Jayat came over. No one el se seemed to want to. It was asif we had
something catching. "Shethrew up alot, but she didn't eat anything fire.”

"l see. Thank you, Jayat." Rosethorn looked at me. "For those studies | mentioned, we had to read
classcwritings. In The Book of Earth Magic, ahandful of mageswrote of spirits of molten stone found
deep in the earth. They described what happened when they found aroute to the surface. It was much
likewhat you told us." She stood and shook out her robes. "I'm going to brew you sometea. Then you'l
est something. Then youll tell usal about your explorations and discoveries with the stones here. We
need to see how much time we have before thisidand blows up under us." She went upstairs.

"What can she possibly do?" Luvo stepped clumsily into my Iap. "I do not understand why she rushes off
inthismanner. The new mountain will come. We will be consumed in molten lava. That isthe cycle of
birth and desth in stone. Thereis nothing to be done.”

His behavior today now made alot more senseto me. | cuddled him close in my aching hands and kept
my voice down. For some reason, Rosethorn didn't want everyone in the room to hear what we were
talking about. "Y ou thought you were going to die, didn't you? That'swhy you curled up in abal and
didn't talk to Jayat. Y ou just figured, uh-oh! Here comesthe lava, I'm going to die, nothing to be done.
Luvo, you bleater, you're not some rock stuck in the path of an avalanche, you know! Well get on aship
and sail away fromthis!" | gripped him and tried to stand, only to have my kneesgotojdly. | sat again.



"All right, it may take us awhile before we get to the ship.”

Before | knew what he was up to, Oswin came over and picked us both up. Like Jayat the night before,
he wasn't ready for Luvo. His knees bent under us. He grunted with the strain. Hisface turned anice,
dark ruby. As he staggered to carry usto the table where Azaze and Fusspot sat, | tried to distract him.
"The emperor of Y anjing gave me a coat made of silk that was the same color as your face right now.

Y ou forgot about Luvo'sweight, didn't you? Y ou're very strong for an old man.”

"I'm forty-fivel That'snot old!" Oswin did us onto the bench at the elders table.
"It certainly isnot." Luvo dmost sounded huffy as| put him on thetable,

Azaze had been talking to Fusspot. Now she got up and looked at the people who had been witnessto
al this. "Therest of you, off to your homes. The council must gather immediately. Magter Miller, Mistress
Weaver, Master Carpenter, will you remain? I'll send an hostler for the smith, the chief herder, and the
chief miner. Jayat. Fetch your mistress. Tell her | insist”

Jayat gulped. "Y es, Headwoman Azaze." Heran out of theinn.

Azaze went outside for amoment. When she came back, she sat down across the table from me, and
looked meintheeyes. | don't think | flinched. It was hard. Thistall, stern-looking old lady would do
better as a queen than as the headwoman of an armpit little village snuggled to a mountain that was about
to blow up.

"What do you think you saw down there, girl? Or did you just invent atae to keep yoursdlf out of
trouble?" Azaze demanded.

If she spoke to everyone likethat, I'd bet her children died of fear when they were smdll. "If | was doing

that, I'd have said | got aface full of bad air, and it made me do strange stuff,” | told her. "When | lie, I'm
smart enough to keep it smple. That'swhere liars dways go wrong. They get fancy. Then they forget the
details. It's best to have asmple, basic lie that you don't have to worry about remembering.”

Azaze'sthin mouth twitched. | think she maybe smiled. "Y our career to this point has made you an
expertinlying, | takeit."

| nodded, though it made my head spin. "Y es, Headwoman Azaze. But | never lieto Rosethorn. She,
um, discouragesit.”

"Evvy and | have an understanding.” Rosethorn had returned with packets of herbsand amug. She
grabbed the teakettle and poured hot water into the mug. "Shetells me the truth, and | don't hang her in
thefirst well we cometo. It'sasolution that workstolerably well for both of us.”

| watched sadly as she tipped powders into the mug. It didn't help to know she was adding her magic
with them. Her power just made the brew taste that much nastier.

"Isthis Evvy such ahandful? She seemed well enough last night." Azaze had ared smile on her face now.
The village's miller, weaver, and carpenter, who sat with us, were out-and-out chuckling.

"As much as my student—her former teacher—Briar was a handful,” said Rosethorn. "He and | had a
smilar undergtanding. Evvy, stop making faces. Y ou will need aclear head tonight. Y ou are drinking this,
whether you likeit or not."

"Not even honey?' | had to ask, though | could see she hadn't looked at the honeypot.



"Honey would just make the experience pleasant. | haven't forgiven you for racing off without aword.”
Rosethorn looked at me and her face softened, alittle. "Honey would aso give thisteanasty side effects.
I'm sorry, butit'strue. Drink it al, Evvy."

| took the mug. ™Y ou could try harder to make them taste good, you know."

She gave me amocking smile. "Now, where would the fun bein that?' She turned to the maid who had
been serving the eders. "Isthere any egg-and-lemon soup |eft?

Thegirl nodded.

"Shelll need acup of that to start, then a cup of the white bean soup. If she can eat more, the artichokes
inail," Rosethorn ordered.

| held my nose and gulped a mouthful of the tea. Even that way, | thought it would be amiracleif | kept
the stuff down. It had the musty, greenish taste of cellar mold. Before | met Briar | had eaten vegetables
stolen from cdllars. | knew what that taste was. Wherever did she find the herbs for these drinks? | was
aways afraid to ask. Shewould tell me.

And yet the sweat on my face began to dry. My stomach settled after three more gulps of the stuff. My
ears stopped ringing. My knees, ankles, elbows, and wristsfelt like they were made of bone, not green
twigs. My brain decided | was not on rocking ground, but asolid bench. My heart sopped hammering.

| put the mug down. "Not the dudge." With my eyes| begged Rosethorn not to say the dreaded words.

She looked into the mug, where soggy herb paste waited. Then she checked my forehead, and my pulse.
"Much better." She threw the dudge on the open hearth fire. It roared up in flames. Everyone flinched

with agasp.
| looked at Rosethorn with admiration. What had she put in thet tea?

The maid set artichokes and both soupsin front of me. Remembering what had happened when Jayat
showed me those dumplings, | ate dowly and carefully.

"How could you go under the earth if your body did not go?' While she had waited for Rosethorn to
finish doctoring me, Azaze gtill had questions. "'Can al mages do this?*

| shook my head. " Some can, some can't.” | felt good enough to take out the rocks | had gathered that
day and put them on the table. When I'd first comein, the smallest of them had fdlt too heavy for meto
lift.

"Dont tak with your mouth full, Evvy." Rosethorn sat next to me, accepting a cup of normal teafrom the
maid. "My young friend will have water." Two of the other people Azaze had sent for arrived. The maids
rushed to serve them.

| swallowed my beans so | could answer Azaze. "It'suseful if you can doit, thetraveling in your magic.
It's how Luvo could see things on his mountain. It'd take him forever to wak over dl of it. His
mountain's huge" | grinned at Luvo. "So hejust goes around as hismagic seif.”

"But how does his mountain do thingswith Luvo gone?’ That was Myrrhtide, asking anorma question,
for achange. Helooked a my smal pile of rocks and didn't even sniff.

"My mountain rgoices." Luvo waked over to stand in front of Myrrh tide, so that Myrrhtide would have
to watch him as he spoke. "1 do not rearrangeits crystals and pillars, or redirect its streams and glaciers.



| do not reshape it with avalanches, floods, or tremors. It can dumber in the sun and cold in peace. My
mountain finds metoo active aheart for itsliking, Dedicate Initiate Myrrhtide."

"No wonder you get on so well with Evvy." Myrrhtide leaned back, though he kept his eyes on Luvo.
"Being so wise, Master Luvo, I'm surprised you didn't warn us of what is happening under this
mountain.”

"Warn you? As| have said, | did not know." Luvo sat on hisrounded stone rump, his head knob pointed
up at Myrrhtide. "And what is the point of awarning? The volcano will be born, devouring dl inits path.
It will continue to destroy, or it will become land, and amountain. The new eatsthe old. It isalways s0."

"But we're humans,”" said Myrrhtide. "We can flee. Provided we havetime." He nodded to yet another
village notable who camein the door.

"That'swhat we're going to work out, once the entire village council ishere." We had forgotten that
Azaze wasligening. "Evwy—it isEvwy?"

| nodded. | wasfishing stones from my other pocket and setting them on the table. Here was an odd,
interesting bit of obsidian, like pumicein texture. Here was afine-grained gray rock that had begun life far
below the earth. There were other kinds of volcano rocks that had been high on Mount Grace.

Azaze snapped bony fingers under my noseto get my attention. | think she did it severd timesbefore
Rosethorn kicked me gently.

"I could have kicked her mysdlf, Dedicate Rosethorn,” Azaze said. "Evvy, if we give you date and chalk,
can you draw maps? Where this chamber is compared to the village, and the lake, and the mountain?
Wherethese cracks are?' Azaze turned a beaded ring on one of her fingers. "It will be easier for the
council to follow what you're saying if you have even a crude map." She pointed to the table behind us.

| hadn't seen the big date and the tray of colored chaksthat lay on it. Someone must have brought them
out while | was eating. | took some flatbread and walked over to the date, thinking while | chewed.
Drawing maps of places| had gonein my magic was something | had studied a Winding Circle. |
sketched aview of the mountain and thelake from the side, asif I'd cut Starnsin two.

| was concentrating so hard | didn't hear Oswin go out and return. | did notice when he plopped his
saddlebag on the table next to me. "Here. Maybe thiswill help." He undid the straps and took out a
leather tube. He pulled arall of papersfrom the tube. He thumbed through them, muttering to himself.
"Margret Idand, no, Lore Idand, Karl Idand, Sustree, Sotat—ah!"

He sdlected a paper and spread it next to my date. It was arealy good map of dl Starns. | whistled my
respect. It had the usua things, like roads, towns, and rivers, but it aso showed the old lines of power
that Jayat and Tahar once used. There was even atrick of coloring that showed ridges and gorges.

"Will that help?* Oswin weighted the corners with plates and cups.
"A lot, thankd" | said. "Where did you get this?'
"Oh, | didit. It'suseful.” Oswin told me.

| smiled a him as he put Luvo on the table next to me. "Useful for somebody who goes around fixing
things?”
"And | guide people over theidand for coin. If they pay me extra, | try not to get them logt.”



"Did you draw dl those maps?' | asked him.

"No, only the onesfor thisidand and ahandful of our neighbors. The others| bought. | wish | were
traveled enough to have done the others mysdlf." Oswin put the other maps away.

| had afeding I'd touched a sore spot. | looked at Luvo. "How far under the mountain was 1?1 figure
three and ahdf miles, but you'd know better than me.”

"Three and three-quarter miles straight down, Evumeime.”
"But you weren't there, Master Luvo,” commented Oswin. "Y ou said you weren't.”

"But | amin her mind now, Oswin. | can fed as shefdt then. Having learned this measurement of yards,
miles, and feet, | am better ableto tdl than she how far she has traveed under the earth. Sheis better at
it than shewas, but it is harder for mest creatures.”

"Meat creatures?' Oswin asked.

"He meansliving thingslike people and animads. | am trying to think, you two." | worked carefully to
finish the haf-view of the chamber.

"Now amap of the area around the mountain?' Luvo suggested as | picked up another date.

| nodded. "The one with the cracks in the earth. | don't know if Flare and Carndlian can split one wide
enough for many of the spirits to escape. Even one could do a lot of damage.” | felt adraft on my back
and turned around.

10
Telling the Council

Jayat came in with the oldest woman | had ever seen. Maybe shewas as old as L uvo. Her skin could
have been smoked and stretched over her bones, it was so brown and tight. Her eyes were like black jet
beads. She wore asmall turban of anasty, bright orange cloth. It didn't even match her pink and yellow
plaid dress. That wastied at the waist with abrown sash, and she wore aratty green shawl over the
whole mess. She went barefoot, her toes more like roots than human feet. Her hands were knobby, too.
She clung to Jayat with one and clutched a cane with the other. Shelooked right at me.

"Lakik helpyou if you lie, girl." Her scowl would frighten sireet dogs. Her voice crackled like greasein
the pan. "If you do, every louse and flea | have taken off otherswill become your new friend.” She glared
a Azaze."Y ou summoned dl the council for the rantings of a disobedient child?Y ou sent Jayat to drag
me out of my nice warm bed?'

"And over to the nicewarm seat by thefire, Master." Jayat handled her asif she were made of eggs.
Gently he helped the old crosspatch to a padded seat the kitchen girls had brought out. It was set beside
the hearth. He didn't seem like hewas dragging her.

If Azaze was frightened, she didn't look it. "Dedicate Initiate Rosethorn of Winding Circle, Dedicate
Initiate Myrrhtide, thisis our mage, Tahar Catwaker. Tahar, st down before you fdl down. Theteais
madejust asyou likeit. The girl whosetale hasaarmed usis Evvy. Her companion—thelittle fellow, the
green and purple crystal one—is Master Luvo. Heisthe heart of amountain, but not localy, as|
understand it.”



Mage Tahar snorted. "Our mountains know better than to get up to such mischief.” She squinted up at
Rosethorn and Myrrhtide, who were bowing to her. " Stop that. Both of you have more power in your
thumbsthan | have in my whole body. We al know it. | can't say much for the templ€sway of raising a
child, if Jayat speakstrue. Stedling horses, running al over without leave—"

"Oh, shesdoneworse." Rosethorn's face was straight when she said it. " Spying, fighting, stedling,
insulting people of great rank. .. But how can you manage young girlsthese days? In this case, Mage
Tahar, Evvy has done usafavor. Without her warning, we die. We might yet if this council does not act
quickly."

"Well see. Don't gawp like agirl at her first dance, Azaze. Let's get on with this" Tahar thumped her
cane on thefloor.

Jayat sat on abench near Tahar's elbow. Azaze looked at the maids, who le&ft, closing the door behind
them. Now it was just us and the town council. Oswin propped the dates where everyone could see
them when thetime came.

Rosethorn stood in front of them to speek. "Myrrhtide and | came in response to your complaintswith
regard to the poisoning of your plants, streams, and ponds.” She looked calm and beautiful, her hands
clasped in front of her. These people wouldn't know she had been riding dl day. "Evvy and her friend
Luvo came by chance, except that the gods seldom leave these things to chance. Luvo isthe heart of a
mountain, traveling with usfor atime. Evvy ismy friend, ayoung stone mage, presently in training at
Winding Cirde"

| hung my head 0 she wouldn't see me blush &t her calling me her friend.

Rosethorn told them what had happened that day, up to meriding off. Jayat took over, explaining how he
caught up and stayed with me. Then | told my story to the council. | described the underground chamber,
Flare and Carndlian, and the spirits underground. | explained the poisons on the stones under the dead
spots, and my ideathat the poisons were borne on air that escaped volcano spirits asthey pushed

toward the surface. About how the shocks were their attempts to escape that chamber. About how they
were going to succeed, somewhere around Mount Grace, very soon.

Using the maps | had made, | showed them where Carnelian and Flare had come closest to the open air.
Luvo told them where the chamber was while Rosethorn made me drink asecond cup of her medicine
tea. By then | was very tired. Even after | had the tea, the room seemed a little spin-y. | took astep
away from the dates and lurched. | caught mysdlf on thetable. | had never had to talk to peoplelikethis
before, drained of magic and my bones aching from exhaustion. | searched the grown-up facesfor
Rosethorn, but either | wastoo tired to pick her out, or she wasn't there.

"The volcano spiritswill come out sooner or later,” | told the village council. "It'll go better if they break
through one of Mount Grace's sides facing the open sea. But the thickest stone they have to push through
isthat way. If they come through the top, or through the cracks, they'll dump lavaand poisons on any
villages around Mount Grace, maybe on the whole idand. Maybe on the neighboring idands.”

"That makes sense.” Oswin looked up from histea. "If we confine something that moves, like astream,
then giveit asmal path to escape, like aholein apipe or adam, you know yoursavesit'salot stronger.
And remember the volcano on Levit Idand three years back? We could see the blast from here—that
went through the top of the mountain. There wasn't atree left standing on the wholeidand.”

Softness settled around my shoulders. Rosethorn tucked a knitted blanket around me. Even as| grabbed
it I recognized itsopal colors. Lark had made it specid for Rosethorn, knitting in signs of strength and
healing and warmth for her.



"But she meant thisfor you." | tried to take it off. Rosethorn settled it back around my arms.

"She meant it for anyone who needsit. Right now you need it," she whispered very quietly inmy ear.
"Y ou till need to convince these people, dl right?”

The smith got up. "Azaze, you and these |earned dedicates are paying heed to this nonsense? She makes
up thisfaradiddle and expects usto swalow it? The wench istrying to duck abegting at her master's
hands. | don't know how she worked the magic to get therock to look asif it talks. Plainly she's talented
if she can fool Winding Circle mages. That still doesn't mean honest country folk like us have to scramble
for her nonsense." Helooked at Myrrhtide and Rosethorn. "Forgive me, Dedicates. Y our mindsareplain
addled with dl that magicd learning if you swadlow thischit'stde.”

Myrrhtide glared up at him. "1 am not addled. | am no more likely to swallow anyone's‘tae,' asyou call
it, than | am likely to fly. | am aDedicate Initiate of the Water temple of Winding Circle. | have studied at
Lightsbridge university and a Swanswing university in Hatar. In that time | have studied the writings of
some of the greatest earth, water, and fire mages ever born. What they record of the days before a
volcano's eruption sounds very much like what Evvy and Luvo havetold us since their return to thisinn
tonight.”

So that was why Fusspot hadn't started yapping at me the first chance he got. Heredlly did believe me.
Heeven said he believed me.

Maybe | ought to try to be nicer to him.

Fusspot wasn't done with the smith. He thrust histeacup over in front of the man. "What do you seein
my cup?"

The smith gave him aglare that would start afire. "Tea, you pompous—"
"Master Smith!" Azaze's voice cracked likeawhip.

Fusspot acted like he hadn't even heard. He'd never acted that way when I'd insulted him. If he had, |
would have stopped. "What is my tea doing, Master Smith? Please note that | am not touching the cup.”

The smith jammed hishandsin his pockets. "It's shivering.”

"Aswas my wash water," Myrrhtide said. "Asisthewell water. Asisthe water in the pots used for
cooking and laundry. Before volcanoesloose their heavy fire, Master Smith, the ground can tremble for
days, congtantly. Thisiswhy we addled mages keep written records from the past. So we can learn from
the experience of otherswho have gone before.”

For amoment, even though he'slittle and skinny, Fusspot seemed magjestic. Like hewas cloaked in the
wisdom of those long-ago mages. Like he was worthy of respect, even as they had been.

"l don't understand this at dl." The Master Herder was awoman. She was wringing her hands. "1 know
the herds have been odd for days, skittish, panicky—I thought it was so many earthquakes. | just don't
understand, why us, why our mountain? Have we offended some god? Wetry to pay respect to al the
oneswe know of, but perhaps we missed one? Our mountains have dways been so quiet.”

"Nonsense." Luvo actualy sounded cross. "I know that you mest creatures are exceedingly short-lived,
but you are supposed to have minds, and memories, and eyes. Y ou are supposed to use these things.”
Helooked at me. "' Are some breeds of human more stupid than others?!

"Luvo, it'sbeen along time since I've heard you be actudly rude." Rosethorn kept her voice quiet but



direct. "I don't understand what has upset you."

Luvo turned his head knob so hisinvisible eyeswere on hers. "I have known you for three or so of your
morta years, Rosethorn. | have seen what happensin these Situationsin which you involve yoursdf and
Evumeme. For reasonswhich are unclear to me, you will ingst on remaining in this place to reason with
people who will not heed you. They will delay your departure until you, and thus Evumeimel, arein peril
of your lives. How long until these volcano children find away out, and lead dl their kindred through it?
A week? That isvery littletime. It may not give you enough chance to get out of range. If these meat
creatures argue and deny and quibble as | saw those others do, back in Gyongxe, | am certain it isnot
enough time. Now that | seethereisa chance that —we—will survive thisvolcano, | do not wish the
bleatings of human sheep to delay our escape. Perhaps | am abad mountain. Perhaps| should resign
mysalf and wait for the earth's cycle to take me. But | have grown attached to Evumeimel, and to you. |
would like to see more of your world. | would liketo see Lark and Briar again.”

"We don't haveto sit here and be insulted.” Thistime it was the Master Miner who spoke. | knew he
was the miner. Though his clothes were clean and hisface well washed, grains of stone were worked into
hiswrinkles. | reached out to see what the stone grains were. It waslike trying to take a deep breath,
only to find your lungswon't open up. | hugged Lark’s blanket around my shoulders, trying not to cry.
How long would it take my power to come back?

"I have sons a homewho will insult mefor nothing.” The miner was il talking. "Forgive my saying so,
Master Luvo, though | don't mind telling you | fed funny, caling alittlefdlow like you'Madter.' But I've
been in the mines al week. Nobody enjoys the ground-shakes, but we've weathered them. It just seems
like Mount Grace is missing her lover more than usudl. But she isn't the volcano sort. I've seen two of the
volcanoes we have in these idands, Sharyno and Kieta. Our Mount Grace has never been that sort.”

That made me perk up. "Never? Never?' | looked at Jayat and Tahar. ™Y ou know the spell for looking
a athing, right? The one where you tell it to show its nature? My book mage friends say it's like your
ABCs, you dl learn something likethat."

"I know acurst Ssght more than my |etters, you pepper-mouthed minx.” Tahar glared at mefor good
measure. "My Jayat, too."

With Lark's strengthening blanket around me | could walk. "I'll be right back."

As| wasclimbing the stairs| heard Luvo say, "All of these idands are vol cano-born. How can you not
know that? The lines of power that your mages called on, they are but tributaries to great faultsin the
earth. Those faultslead to the furnacesin which everything was made."

In my room | got therocks | had collected the day before: mica, obsidian, quartz, and feldspars. All had
been shaped far below the earth, where they should have stayed. | carried them downstairs, my knees
wobbling.

"It isasmall underseavolcano, seven miles off your shore and one mile deep.” Luvo wastdling them
about the vent we had found under the ocean. | could see the village councilors didn't believe him. |
wasn't surprised. Onething | had noticed in my travelswith Briar and Rosethorn. People took to them
because their magic was ordinary. So Briar and Rosethorn talked to plants and played with them like
pets. At the end of the day, they had dirt under their nails, stickersin their clothes, and acrop to show,
like everyone else. Unless people witnessed it when they did some great magic, calling out huge thorny
vinesfrom agravel dope, or turning atiny treeinto agiant one, they seemed like everyday people. They
were the kind who got invited to meet daughters or say the blessing over the new grandbaby.

But Luvo was not like that. Luvo was not everyday. | wasn't everyday. | was Luvo'sfriend, and | had no



liking for people. They were fine aslong asthey left me alone, of course. | preferred cats and rocks.

| put my stones on the table next to those | had gathered that day. Azaze and the carpenter moved aside
s0 Tahar and Jayat could see them. "Ask the stones, Mage Tahar, Jayat. Stones don't lie or make up
pretty stories. Ask them what their nature is, where they came from. What they came from. Don't ask
me, I'm alying chit trying to get out of being in trouble. Ask the stones how they got made.”

| sat at the table where Luvo stood. Even with Lark's blanket around me, | guessed | had overdone
things. | wasfedling cranky. I'd been up at dawn to traipse al over their silly idand. | had tried to see
wheretheir precious source of mage-strength had gone. Then look what had happened to me! Catch me
warning people their stupid home was going to blow up again.

Now that Rosethorn and Myrrhtide knew the problem was nothing to do with plants or water, we could
go home. Against volcano spirits, my magic and theirswas helpless. Our ship waswaiting for usin

Sustree. | didn't even care that it meant another week at sea. I'd have the new rocks I'd gathered here to
entertain me. And maybe aview of the volcano when it finaly exploded. That would be redlly interesting.

Jayat and Tahar drew spell designs on thefloor. Their lips moved asthey called on the rocks to show
wherethey came from. | Sghed. It was taking forever.

Then | had to smile at myself. | was spoiled. In the old days, in Chammur, magic never happened a a
snap of the fingers. We waited for the mage to dance, shake rattles, burn herbs, or spin aprayer whed a
hundred times, until the mage was ready and the magic was done or failed.

It wasn't until | knew Rosethorn and Briar that magic turned into something at the speed of, "Here you
go."

| smelled heating stonefirdt. It'sadry smell, likethe sunin the desert. Grains of dirt and dried leaf from
therocks | hadn't cleaned were baking. Then the leaves burned outright. | shook my head. In a good
spell, the heat that the stones remembered would never escape the spell. If the leaf bits were burning,
there would be scorch marks on the table, too. Azaze had better not blame me.

My pieces of mica started to crack. | wasn't bothered. 1'd collect more on the way back to the ship.

A little volcano image appeared over each rock. Jayat looked up from the design on the floor. He was
swesting. He made a swirling motion with hishand. Thelittle volcanoes formed one big image, one big
volcano that stood over six feet tall. Just asthe single image came together, ablast of smoke and stones
blew the mountain's side out. Everyone flinched, though the blast—the eruption, my books back home
cdled it—went through them like aghost, and vanished.

Tahar sghed. Theimage disgppeared. The room seemed darker, though the lamps and the fire till
burned. | went over and picked up abeautiful pink granite chunk | had found that morning. It would have
burned anyone ese. Just as | thought, it left ascorch mark on the table. My lovely micawasjust ruined.
They might have to scrape that off the wood.

The nervous herder gulped her tea before she spoke. "But—I don't understand. Where was the |ake?
Where was Mount Grace?"'

"This happened thousands of centuries ago." Rosethorn rubbed her eyes. "Didn't you look at the trees?
The only timeyou'll ever seeleaveslikethat iscaptured in stone, just asyou'l find animal and fish
skeletons. They're the ancestors of your trees. The distant ancestors.”

"But our lake." Just like her goats, the Herd Mistress wouldn't let go of something she had her tegth into.



"The place where the volcano erupted. .." Tahar was hoarse.
Jayat poured her acup of tea.

Once shefinished drinking, Tahar went on. "Where the volcano blew out its Sde, that became our lake.
The remains of the volcano became the spine of our Mount Grace." She looked a me. "The child found
countless rocks here which were born in avolcano. If Dedicate Rosethorn isright, that volcano last
erupted in the dawn of time. We sit on top of its sedled grave. That sedl is about to come right off."

Rosethorn got to her feet and put an arm around me. "Well done, getting their own mages to show them.
Very well done. Timefor you to go to bed. Theres more talking to do, but you're about to collapse.
Don't eventry to carry Luvo. I'll bring himwhen | come up. It'snot asif he degps.”

"Areyou sure?' | know | was swaying where | stood. "I can go for abit longer."

"Of courseyou can." | knew better than to believe her when she spoke dl syrupy swest like that. "Why,
you can last just aslong asit takes to go back up those steps. I'll bring the rest of your stones, too. Go
on, Evvy. You know it will just annoy you to hear us negotiate with thelocals. It usudly does.

"It annoysyou, too."

"Yes, but my vows say | have to be nice to people sometimes, for the good of my soul. Y ou haven't
taken vows. Scat.”

Every now and then | liketo do asI'mtold, just to confuse people. Thiswas one of thosetimes. |
climbed the stairs and fell into my bed. | don't think | even took off my sandals.

11
Helping Out

Magic, a least the kind Rosethorn and Briar and | have, is greedy stuff. It doesn't dways need usto be
awake or even conscious. We ambient mages, drawing on part of the everyday world, haveit easier than
book ones. Our power hunts when we're weak, looking for more. Our magical selves draw new power
to replace what's gone. | was adleep, but my power wasn't. It went to the stone a phabet that Briar had
given me. That was a collection of rocks, onefor each letter of the aphabet. They were negtly laid out in
pockets sewn in aquilted piece of cloth.

He used to tease me about it. "Other kids get abook or ascroll to learn their |etters. | had to get you an
alphabet made of stones, so your letters would make adent in that stubborn head of yours.”

He didn't fool me. He wanted me to have something nice of my own. Something that was al new. | never
let on that | understood, of course. Briar would just start hitting the air like he was pushing me away .
Hed say, " Girls! Always making aboo-hoo about stuff!”

Just so he knew | didn't forget, | showed him every new stone | added to the cloth pockets of my
aphabet. And just S0 hedidn't think | was sentimentd, | told him al the magical uses for the new rocks.
He'd moan and roll around, saying stones bored him. He'd also see how nice | kept my aphabet.

| have amage kit, with rocks dedicated to spell work, like any stone mage. But my aphabet iswhere |
store spare magic, in case of blizzards. Or in case | ran into something that milked me so dry | couldn't
even call sparkleto quartz.



| didn't think of that as| dept. | didn't think at al. Instead my magic latched on to my a phabet. From
agateto zircon, | drained it. Inmy deep | felt my strength return.

Eventudly | dso felt arudefoot kick my bed. It was Rosethorn. "1 wish | could let you deep, but you've
hed afull day and two nights. We're running out of time, and half thisvillageisn't even packed.”

| sat up and moaned. | was iff dl over. "But | can pack usin two shakes of agoat'stail. Why did you
even wait? Y ou could have tied me to my horse and taken me down to the ship. Y ou've doneit before."

Rosethorn was pouring water in the basin. " And then what? L eave you there? Come wash your face.”
Shewaited. Then she frowned. "Y ou thought we would be leaving?'

| tossed away my blankets. Someone, | guessed her, had taken off my clothesand put mein my
nightshirt. "Of course. What can you do about a mountain blowing up? Even you can't stop that one,
Rosethorn.” | was surprised she couldn't see thelogic of it. "Fusspot won't be of any use, either. Plant
and water mages can't stop moving lava. We should be at seadready.”

"Y ou would just leave everyone hereto their own devices." Rosethorn said it, she didn't ask.

| was ravenous. Someone had |eft cheese, bread, and grape juice by my bed. | gulped down thejuice.
"What are they to me? They're not you or Briar or anyone we care about. It's their idand, they haveto
solve getting off. They'relucky | could warn them.” | stuffed bread into my mouth. It wasalittle dry.
They must have lft it for me yesterday.

Rosethorn finger-combed her hair. ™Y ou would abandon even the babies, Evvy? Even the cats?"

Her remark about the cats stung, especialy around my eyes. After loang my catsin Gyongxe, | had
avoided even the ship's cats on the voyage home. What was the use of getting attached when | would
leave them when we got to Emean? Lark had offered to let me have akitten at Discipline, but what if it
got sick and died, or was killed by awagon, or the temple was attacked?

Just because | was afraid to have a cat didn't mean | stopped caring about them. It was mean of
Rosethorn to hit me on my sore spot. "Catsdie dl thetime," | made mysdf say. Inmy mind | could see
the dead animals of Gyongxe. | couldn't save the animalson thisidand, either, any morethan | could save
the people. And | like animals. "Theworld remakesitself. We can't stop it. We'd be stupid to Say. It's
timeto save our kins."

Rosethorn sighed. "Lark wasworried about this aspect of you. I'm not so fond of people myself, Evvy,
but I took my vowsfor areason. There are two classes of peoplein the world, the destroyers and the
builders. | want to build, not destroy. Y ou need to ask yoursalf who you're going to be. Deserting people
like Jayat and Tahar, or Oswin and Azaze, who have worked hard to build agood village, isastep
toward becoming adestroyer. In any event, you're not getting avote. Myrrhtide is at the lake. He's
reaching to every water mage around the Pebbled Sea. Anyone who's close enough will send shipsto
evacuate Starns. Azaze sent people to warn the other villages and Sustree. And you are going to Oswin's
to help them pack. Oswin istrying to get the mountain villagers down, and Nory has her hands full with
the children. So eat up and ride out there."

I'd been stuffing food in my face while she lectured. Builders and destroyers—was this the pap they fed
people when they took their vows? And I'd always thought Rosethorn was a sensible person. "We need
to go" | repeated when | could talk.

"Then the quicker Nory getsthe children ready, the quicker we can leave," Rosethorn told me.



| knew that tone of voice. When Rosethorn has her mind set, that was the end of any conversation. |
grabbed my clothes. "Myrrhtide can redly reach al the way to Sotat and Emelan in water? From here?

Her smile was crooked. "Why do you think he came? It wasn't because | find his persondity charming. |
pray that Tuhengri of the winds and Runog of the deep send us enough shipsto be of help." She picked

up her mage'skit. "Wash your face and clean your teeth." She paused, afunny look on her face. "Might

you talk your volcano friendsinto waiting until we get away?"

"Humans never cease to look for ways out of the circle” Luvo sat up on the windowsll, watching the
dawn. "Behind the ones Evumeimei calls FHlare and Carndlian are thousands who pressforward. They
hunger for their time of glory and transformation in the open air. It iswhat the stuff you call magma, or
lava, ismadefor. If Flare and Carnelian do not lead them, they will find othersto do so. Those spirits will
not lisgen to Evumeime.”

Rosethorn shrugged. "I just thought | should ask." Shelooked at me. "Oswin's, Evvy | meanit."

| can't say | dressed happily. | yanked my clothes on. If they hadn't been sewn by Lark, | would have
ripped seams.

| jammed my feet into my sandals. People! Rosethorn would risk her life, and mine, and Luvo's, over
these bleat-ers. What if we did get them off theidand in acouple of days? There was no guarantee that
we would get far enough away to be safe. | saw that old-time explosion that Tahar and Jayat raised from
my stones. Those flying chunks of rock looked big enough to punch clean through ships. They would kill
anyone they hit. From my books, | knew that volcanoes created earthquakes, and sometimes gadolgas,
the killer waves. Gadolgas might swamp a ship overloaded with passengers and their belongings.

I'd rather diveinto avolcano than drown, any day.
"How many people have left aready, Luvo, did you see?’ | asked.

"Quite afew. Those with carts and horses. They assembled and took the road at dawn. | watched them
from thiswindow." Luvo hestated for amoment. "Evumeimel, many villagers came to those with wagons
and begged them to take their children. | could see that there was room for at least one or two little ones.
Stll, many of those in the wagons refused. Some held off the others with sticks and whips."

| growled and put his cloth carry ding around my shoulders. Then | tucked himintoit. " Therich only look
after themselves. They don't careif the poor areleft to die. Let's hurry Oswin'stribe aong.”

| took him down to the stables, saddled, and mounted my horse. We passed carts and riders on the
road. They were all on their way out of thevaley. | ignored them and looked at the land itself. Now that
| had seen thefirst volcano in the vision spell, | spotted traces of the ancient crater it had left. It
surrounded the lake, forming the rim of tal hillsand the spire of Mount Grace. Many of Jayat'slines of
power had been cracksin it. They led from the shallowest parts of the crater down into the great
chamber where | had met Carnelian and Flare.

All thistime the old volcano's remains had been adeep. Then magmabegan to fill that hollow again miles
below the ground. All that power dowly building inthe earth... It gave methe shivers.

Once | reached Oswin's, | found a patch of grassfor my horse. | unsaddled it and I€eft it to graze there.
The door to the house stood wide open. A boy whose hair went in every direction but down was
wrestling awooden box acrossthe yard. He was on hisway to arickety cart tied together with rope.
"Don't... expect me ..." He heaved his crate into the cart and stood there, panting. "To do anything for
you. | promised Oswin I'd load this L akik-blessed thing."



"Lakik don't blessthings, unlessit'swith fleas or maggots.” That'swhat Briar dways said, and he'd gotten
mein the habit. "I'm looking for Nory, anyway."

"I'll pray for you," hesaid. "She'sindde, herding kids."
"Which oneareyou?' | asked.

He was dready dashing around the house to the back. His hair bounced like storm-tossed branches as
heran. "Tresk!" he cdled.

So that was furniture-breaking Treak. He didn't ook crazy.

| banged on the open front door. Nobody answered. | heard yelling upstairs, so | followed the sound.
There| found Nory and the girl she had called Meryem the last time | visited. They watched asfour boys
tore aroom to pieces.

"I don't careif you can't find every toy," Nory told the boys as she clung to Meryem. "Even if you don't
have everything you want in those bags | gave you, we leave at noon." She turned to me. "What do you
want?' Her blue-gray eyesflashed dangeroudy. "If it's Oswin, he's heping the widow who lives by
Bottdik Pond. Up the main road and turn by the split willow. Theré's only one way to turn, and one split
willow." Shewaked down the hdl, towing the howling Meryem. She must have redized | hadn't moved.
She hated and glared at me. "Why are you till here?"

| sighed. "I wastold to come make mysdlf useful. If you want meto go away, fine, but Rosethorn sent me
to hdp."

She cocked her head a me. "And you brought your toy rock for comfort?*
Luvo poked hishead out of hisding. "l am of usein my ownway."

If Nory wasimpressed, she hid it pretty well. "All right. Give Meryem abath and dress her in clean
clothes" Shethrugt thelittle girl into aroom off the hdl. "Y ou have atub in there. The water's probably
only warm by now. She has clothes, and brushes for her hair, and soap, and towels."

"What good does abath do?" | asked. "Shélll only get dirty again on the road.”

Nory propped her hands on her hips. "Meryem has bad dreams about soldierskilling her family some
nights. She had the dreams last night. When she has the dreams, she has accidents. | cleaned her up as
best as 1 could, but unless you want to carry her on your horse, you'l give her abath.”

| didn't want to carry agirl who'd wet hersalf with me. | guessthat meant I'd have to wash her.
Nory frowned at Luvo. "I haven't the foggiest idea about what use you might be. Y ou can't pack.”

Hesaid, "I can watch those boys and guide them in their choices of itemsto take. They obvioudy require
Upervidon.”

Nory smiled crookedly. "That they do. Suit yourself. Watch them dl you like. If you actualy watch
things. | have ahundred questions, | suppose, but the other girls are probably fussing and there's Oswin's
thingsto pack.” Shetrotted up the stairsto the garret. | put Luvo on the floor and watched him go back
to the room with the boys. Then | went into the bathroom with Meryem. She stood next to the large tub,
scowling a me.

| scowled back. "Don't think you can out-stubborn me. My magic comes from rocks. | might aswell be



one mysdf asfar as stubborn goes. Dirty clothes off and into the tub.”

She broke to my left. | stepped back, close to the door, and grabbed her by her shift. Since she was
dirty anyway, | dumped her into the tub, clothesand al. She thrashed and wailed as | pulled the shift off.
Now both of uswere soaked. | grabbed a handful of gloppy, homemade soap, and tried to put it in her
hair. Meryem got in alucky head butt. She jammed my hand up into my face.

By thetime | had rinsed the soap from my burning eyes, shewas gone. | cursed in every language |
knew, then grabbed some towels. | promised mysdlf I'd tie her up if | had to.

| followed Meryem's wet footprints down the stairs and out of the house. They were il clear inthedirt
of the path to the dead pond. | ran, then. | was scared she might fall into the water. The acid water would
burn her.

The sight of dead animals in the pond stopped her on its shore. When she saw me, sheranto thefar sde
of the water and stuck her tongue out. | was thinking of a plan of attack when bubbles rose to the surface
of thewater. They popped with the stink of rotten eggs. Slowly | approached Meryem. Asl did, other
bubbles burst. They smelled lesslike rotten eggs and more like other kinds of bad air.

Bad air.
"I'm not coming!" cried Meryem. ™Y ou're not my family! I'm not leaving! People dways make me leave!™

"Maybethey'retrying to save your lifel" | didn't want to argue. | wanted to think. What might bubbles of
bad air mean? If they were coming up, what was coming after them? " Go back to the house. Go back
and wait! Go!" Bad air went hand in glove with FHare and Carnelian. How close to the surface were
they? What if they were right behind these bubbles?

"OOOMMMM." The sound madethe air quiver. "OOOUUUUUUUMMMMM "
Meryem shrieked. "What was that?"

That was Luvo, getting serious. The boys must have tried to play some trick on him. The sound would be
even worse to them, trapped in the same house with Luvo.

A large bubble popped with a stink that made my throat close. | moved away fromit. | couldn't let
mysalf be digtracted. "That sound isawarning that you'd better get back to the house no!"

She didn't make me repeat myself. Sheran to Oswin's asfast as she could.

"Finish your bath and get dressed!” | yelled after her. Then | lay on adry patch of ground, away from the
mud. | put my handsflat on the earth and drew from the rocks al around me. Even though | had built
myself up again with my stone a phabet, | wasn't as strong magically as| was before | had cometo
Moharrin. | needed whatever power | could gather. | could find magic in ordinary stones—they werethe
heart of my power. They wouldn't hold as much as ones| had fiddled with, but they could still help.

Today | waslucky. To my left was apocket of feldspars, forged in that volcano. All of them held some
of itsages-old strength. Rainbow, plain, and black moonstone, plain feldspar crystals and gaudy
sungtone, | drank al of it in, then thanked the rocks. In the ground | searched out the heavy, dense
granite, dark and stubborn basat, and the cruel edges of gabbro. | spread my net wider for stonesfilled
with holes: scoriaand pumice. | needed them so the drag of the volcano spirits would pass through me
ingead of pulling on me.

Once |l wasarmed, | glanced at the pond. It bubbled like akettle boiling on thefire. "Don't wait any



longer, Evvy," | told mysdlf. | let my magical body fal out of my flesh one, seeping into the ground.

There | saw asclearly with my magical eyesas| could with my real ones. The power of the volcano
spirits shonein tiny wigps from acrack on the bottom of the pond. | doveinto it, following the power
back down into the earth.

12
TheQuartz Trap

| took me along timeto track the traces of their magic until | ran into Flare and Carnelian. When | had
noticed those bubblesin the pond, then seen their power under it, | had been afraid they were closeto
the surface.

Both of them had kept their humanlike shape and seeming. | hoped that was agood thing.

Where were you? Hare circled me so fast | began to spin like atop. We looked all over the chamber
but you were gone! We thought you had left us with everyone old.

Why did you go? We know you did. We didn't like it. Carnelian stared a me. The stone around us
softened and dripped down the sides of the crack where we drifted.

You almost crushed me up there. Although we were deep underground, | somehow knew where
Mount Gracewas. | pointed toit. I'm not like you. You have to see that. You nearly killed me. Of
course | ran away. If you start trying to crush me against this roof here, I'll leave again, | promise.

You're big and strong. I'mnot. | have a right to preserve my life.

We couldn't crush anybody here. The roof isweak, can't you tell? There's more bounce. Hare
pushed the stone over uswith hisarms. It didn't bounce, though parts of it melted away. | think it
bounces. If we push...

The shimmering waves around him streamed into the thin crack in the stone. That was the poisoned air, |
knew. It would speed to the surface far in advance of him, bubbling into the pond. Could it widen the
crack and open theway for Carndian and Flare?

| didn't think Nory would likeit if avolcano, or even adowly leaking lavaflow, came up out of Oswin's
pond.

Maybe if | help. Carndian roseto put her shoulders against the crack. It widened under her pressure.
More poisoned air roseintoit.

| felt heat rise below us. | looked down. At the far end of the crack, whereit entered the underground
chamber, the others had noticed something was going on. A handful of them had swum up to stare at us.
| had to get Flare and Carnelian out of here. The others might not follow if we moved quick enough.
They weren't as curious asthese two. | wished | could get Luvo down here with hisbig noise. Luvo
could teach them!

Luvo. Teaching. | thought of the crystals | had seen, the ones whose strength | had borrowed. Something
about Luvo teaching crystals. ..

That morning on the mountain, above the canyon of the dead trees. Luvo wasteling Jayat about the new
line of power. Hewas saying it might be atrap for amage, because of al the quartz crystals around it.



The crystalswould grab power and reflect it inside themselves. They would be amaze for magic. | might
have atrap for my new friends. Of course, it would only work if pride wasn't something common only to
humans. Still, Luvo had pride. It wasworth atry.

| know a game you might like. | looked back at the other lava spirits. But it's a small game. The
placeto play it isn't very big. The three of us could play, but thereisn't enough room for them.

They won't follow. Flare didn't even look at them. They only follow if it looks like we're getting out.
Will this game let us get out?

Flare and Carndian stared a me, their black-rimmed eyes wide around the orangefireinsde. If I'd had
skin on, it would have crawled. They looked hungry.

It was so much easier to lie without ared face or body. | could see mysdif reflected in those flaming eye
openings. | was ashimmering silver ghost shape of agirl, with nothing to give away what | thought.

No, it won't let you out! | don't know any game that does that! This game makes you stronger, so
maybe you can break through the peak one day, if you can't find another way out. But the way
thisgameis played isa little scary. | hedtated for amoment, then did the thing that Briar dways called
"setting the hook." Y ou gave the person you lied to one last shove, so they would do what you wanted
themto. Its probably too hard.

It's not too hard! Carndian might be a spirit of ayoung volcano, but in some ways she wasn't much
different from ahuman. You'll see! Just tell us how it's played!

| drifted toward Mount Grace. Flare came on one side of me, Carndlian on the other. The game has one
tricky part. See, | notice that when you touch the cold hard parts of the ground, it startsto melt.

S? Flare sounded just like any other boy. If it melts, it gets out of our way.

Except you need to work with that stuff for this game, | explained. There's a special formof it,
called crystal. It's got flat sides all at angles to each other. Within the crystal, things bounce from
side to side, and they get bigger as they bounce. Say you put power in the crystal, like the kind you
two have. If you bounce around inside the crystal long enough, it'll make you stronger .

Why didn't you say so? Flare swarmed ahead of me. What's this crystal look like? Here we go
shoving ourselves into cracks, when we could have been in these crystal things...

| was stupid then. | grabbed hisfiery legs. For amoment my arms sank into him, becoming part of him. |
felt mysdf start to melt into Flare. His body started to become mine. My heart roared like afurnace: |
wanted to soar up through the earth and shoot straight into the sky. | panicked and struggled, fighting
againg hispull. Findly | yanked free.

That hadn't happened before. They had grabbed me and towed me dl over Starns, and it hadn't
bothered me.

Carnelian looked a me. | swear | saw her smirk. We're stronger, aren't we? Not strong enough to
break out, but soon.

| glared at her. Without my game you'll never break out. Flare! | kept my handsto mysdf. If you go
into a batch of crystal like you are now, you'll melt it. You'll never get stronger that way!

Flare came back. Then how does it work?



Wait. | sent my magic out, until it began to come back to mein chimes. It had struck that grest bed of
quartz under the canyon. Thisway. | led them toward it, then stopped far below the quartz, so they
wouldn't melt the crystals. Thetrick is, you have to break yourself up into tiny, tiny bits no bigger
than this. | showed them just ascrap of my finger. | had been calculating al theway. | had to scatter
Hare and Carndian in hundreds of tiny pieces throughout the bed of stones. Broken up, small, they
wouldn't be hot enough to melt them. They would bounce inside each piece constantly. And they would
get too dizzy to pull themsdlves together into whole creatures again. They would be occupied for awhile,
maybeforever.

It wasn't foolproof, but it wasthe best | could think of, in ahurry.
How will we get strong if we're all in pieces? Carndian seemed to be the thinker.

Each piece gets stronger, reflecting from the faces of the crystal . | used my "everyone knows that,
bleater” voice. So dl of you is strong, not just part. Then, when you find the way out, you're better
than when you went in.

I'm not sure. Flare darted back and forth. Break ourselves up? It took me forever to become one
separ ate person in the deep down under .

In the core. Carndlian whispered it like it was the name of atemple. In the core, where all of usare
born.

Well, we were in pieces there, and had to come together to make one person, before we came up
to the pool, Flare said. What if | stay in pieces thistime? What if Carnelian staysin pieces?

| thought of a core that was al volcano spirit, and shuddered so hard | nearly broke into pieces myself.
You won't stay apart, you two. How can it be a game if you stay apart? The game is that you get
stronger. The winner is the one who puts herself together quickest, Carnelian or Flare. | wasn't
about to tell them thetrick: that if they broke themsalves up, and jumped into each piece of quartz, they
wouldn't be strong enough to escape and put themsealves back together.

What makes you think it will be Carnelian? Flare demanded. I'm faster. I'm the one who wants to
win and get out the most!

You are not faster! Carnelian exclamed. And whose idea was it to break out in the first place? Mine
!

It was your idea, but | found the first crack. Fare brokeinto hundreds of tiny flames. All of them
asked with hisvoice, Where are these crystals ?

WE'll see who wins this game! For someone who worried about breaking apart, Carnelian sure
managed itinahurry.

| led the way through the ground until we came up into the cold, hard bed of quartz crystals. Two fiery
clouds shot past me. They split up like flocks of birdsto dart into the stones. Bits of blue and orangefire
tangled and sprang apart: pieces of Flarefighting over aparticular crystal with pieces of Carndian.

| watched for atime. | needed to seeif they overheated the quartz. Thankfully, | hadn't been adeep the
day | studied heat and stones a Winding Circle. A candle flame would not burn the stuff. Inside hundreds
of crystals| saw flecks of Carndlian and Flare. First, they would have to see that 1'd tricked them. Then,
they'd have to find away to escape each smal mirror maze, where the only thing they could see on the
inside was themsdlves. They might be trapped for weeks. Just to be sure, | wandered over that seam of



quartz at least threetimes. They were bouncing inside.

It's hard | Feel how hard! And cold! And it doesn't melt or burn like the walls of the chamber!
Carnelian's voices whispered, shivery with excitement.

It feels so different from the others! Remember the straight edges we could see, before they
melted? Thisiswhat straight feelslike, and flat! Fare'swhispers actualy sounded happy.

| hadn't thought of that. It never occurred to me thiswould be wonderful for them. Flare and Carnelian
had only known the lava pool and the spirits, or the melting stone and earth that kept them from breaking
free. They hadn't redlized yet the quartz bed was a prison. Maybe it would keep them happy for along
time. Then | wouldn't haveto fed bad about sticking them there. They were only kidslike me, after dl. It
wasn't their fault they could destroy so much.

| finally began my swim up through the ground. It was hard. | was getting tired. It was more like aclimb
than aswim, actudly, with me grabbing power from every stone | passed. Even after I'd drawn on my
stone a phabet and the stones I'd found coming here, | wasn't as strong as | was normally. Borrowed
magic or sored magic is never as good aswhat you have from day to day.

| dowed to look at acluster of sunstones. How did they get the name sunstone? They hardly shone, and
only glittered in spots. They were mostly orange.

Evumeimel, you are dazzed. Luvo'svoice spilled over melikeicy water. It woke me from my dazed
dtate. He poured his strength into me as| dragged mysdlf into my cold, real body.

No, I'mall right! Turning his power aside waslike trying to kick an eephant.

Where have you been? Luvo wanted to know. Norya is quite pleased that you frightened Meryem
into taking her bath, but she says that you should have stayed with her.

If I had stayed with Meryem, Nory might have had Flare and Carnelian eating the house. | opened
my eyes and sat up, safein my body. Luvo had come down to the pond to find me. | put ahand on his
back. It was quicker to show Luvo what had happened than to tell him inwords. | let him seeit al asl
had seenit.

For along time he said not aword. | began to fear | had made him angry. Perhaps he thought it could
have been him trapped in the quartz under the dead tree canyon. Then he began to glow, hiscrystals
shining. Warmth spilled out of him. It wasred and magica. The creskinessin my jointsand thefog in my
head vanished. | felt asif | could take Mount Grace apart stone by stone.

Delightful, Evumeimei, Luvo told me. Most splendid. To divert them with the quartzbed is
ingenious. They have not known crystal before. Whole, they would have destroyed it. In small
pieces, they will be able to enjoy its facets, its resistance to heat. They can learn that it is the
firstborn mineral of lava. They may even see that quartz crystals are the children of one of their
kind. As such, they will want to get to know all of that bed of crystals.

"Too bad thebed isn't larger.” | could hardly bresthe. "1 wish it ran the length of theidand and back. My
biggest worry isthat they might reach the end of the crystals somehow and break out.”

Luvo got up and paced for amoment. The glow flowed after him like ascarf that connected us, till
wrapping mein hisapprova. "l have anidea" He said it out loud, instead of in our magic. "It will take me
atime, however. If you will remain to watch over me? | vexed the boys enough that | know they would
consder tossing meinthewater."



"Letthemtry,” | assured him.

Luvo sat. Hisapproving glow vanished, but | ill felt al that wonderful warmth. | hugged it to me. Did
Luvo'smountain fed like thiswhen helived indde it? He said the mountain was happy when he was
gone, but | couldn't believeit redlly was.

| heard someone approach. It was one of Nory's boys. "Please tell 'im"—the boy pointed at L uvo, who
had curled into a purple and green lump—"that we packed al our things and put ‘em in the cart, and then
we helped Nory and the little ones, and we carried what Nory told usto, dl to the cart. If'n he asks. If'n
he don't ask, don't tell him were even dive. If heforgets us, that's fine. But we done like he bid. And
Nory saysif you want soup you ought to come, ‘cause were leavin' at sun high." He turned to go, then
looked back a me. "He ever done you like that? With the noise, and the house shakin'?"

| nodded and tried not to giggle. "Severd times.”

"And you gtill bewith 'im?YY ou magesis god-touched. | aimsto get asfar from him asthe seall put me!”
He trotted back to the house.

| watched Luvo, thinking about those timesin Y anjing that he had used his mountain voice on Briar and
me. We had been awed and curious, not terrified. Well, maybe we had been alittle terrified, the first few
times. Or just deeply impressed. It's hard to tell the difference between so much awe and fear.

Luvo uncurled. "1 have done athing." He wobbled ashe sat up. | felt pulseslike earth shockstravel
through me. They didn't pass through the ground, though they somehow moved in the stones inthe
ground. A long, groaning shock dragged a me. Another shock followed. 1t dumped Luvo and me on our
sides. Another dragging shock came next, and alast bump that threw me and Luvo in the air. Welanded
with athump.

The strange part was, we were the only two things that moved. Nothing else did. Not one piece of grit or
gtick.

What did you do? | cried in our magic as| grabbed on to anearby tree and stared at Luvo. Aloud |
sad, "That was like an earthquake, but in the magic! And it bounced you, too!"”

"Sooner or later Flare and Carnelian would have found the end of the quartz bed,” hetold me. "Y ou said
it yoursdlf. So... | arranged for them never to find it."

| just stared a him. "How can you arrange that?'

Luvo stood on al foursand shook himself. His crystals jumped and settled insde his clear sone skin. It
was enough to make apersonill. "I took one end of the bed and pulled it toward the other. Before |
joined the ends, | gave oneahdf twit. | had the ideafrom a puzzle shown to me by a Gyongxe monk.
Try it with apiece of paper. Once the two ends are joined, if one traces the paper's edge, one will find
the circle has only one edge throughout itslength. The circleisinfinite. Hare and Carndian will never find
anendtoit. They will pursuetheir reflectionsin each bit of quartz forever." Luvo hesitated. "Evumeime,
when you tricked them into entering the quartz bed, did you redlize, that if they reassemble themsalves,
they would be far stronger?| do not absolve mysdlf of blame. It will be worseif they escape my variation
onyour trap."

| hugged my tree. "It wasthe only thing | could think of inahurry,” | growled.

Luvo made asound that was scarily likeasigh. "That ismy excuse, too. We shal pray we are off Starns
when—if—they do manage to free themsdves. | fear they will destroy much more than thisidand should



they escape.”

| looked at him. "Wedidn't mean to make it worse."

"We bought time, Evumeime," Luvo said. "We must warn the people of the neighboring idandsto fleein
any case. The measure of how great these children will be as avolcano isbeyond our skills. We must
hope that we have done enough, and go. Before Flare and Carnedlian are too strong for our trap to hold
them.”

13
Oswin'sKids

Nory waited for us at the back door when we reached the house. "Do you believe I'll thank you for
inspiring Meryem to bathe and dress? Y ou were supposed to be with her.”

| gave her my best glare. With my head spinning, | doubt it was very good. "I had something important to
do, dl right?1f | hadn't, maybe none of us could have left hereat dl. And your darling Meryem might
have gotten her toesiesboiled.”

The darling Meryem peered at me from behind Nory's skirts and giggled. | scowled at her, but not very
hard. She was as cute as an amethyst once she was clean.

"There's nothing around here to boil her toes." Nory didn't look convinced.

"There would have been, had not Evumeimei acted quickly." Luvo walked over to Nory and sat on his
rump so he could look up at her. "How are the boys?'

She had to back up and knedl to talk to him politely. It wasinteresting to see that she wanted to talk to
him politely. "They're packed and in the cart. Were dl ready to go." She glared over Luvo a me. "You
can forget anything to eat.”

My head ached and my hands shook. Her mention of food explained my wobbliness. | had overdone
things, even with Luvo's approva magic to bolster me. | needed food. I'd hitch aride in the wagon back
to theinn, and get something there.

"If you're ready, why arewe gabbling?" | picked up Luvo. "Werewasting time." Thiswasthe problem
with meet people. They had to be talked into everything. | made mysdlf forget thetime | spent arguing
Hare and Carnelian into doing things. Anyway, it was stones | was thinking of, calm and quiet stones.

"So I'm to believe you found some huge magic thing to do out by our pond.” Nory led the way back
through the house. "A pond so usalesswe can't even get decent-sized fish out of it."

"We can play in the water when the weather's hot." Meryem decided to hold on to my hand. | don't
know why, but it made me fedl funny. She kept looking up a me, too. Was there mud on my face? | had
plenty of it on my clothes.

"Yes, Meryem, you play in it when you're hot." Nory stopped to shoulder a pack and pick up two carry
sacksleftin the hal. "Then you walk back here and track dirt in the house. And you're coated in pond
mud and | haveto give you abath."

Meryem just grinned. "Treak gives us abath sometimes. And Lexaand Jesy and Deva. You aren't the
only one. And they mop the floors sometimes. It isn't just you.”



"Sometimes.” Nory checked the pack’s straps. "And sometimes they get silly and pour water al on the
floorsand get mud al over everything." She pushed the front door open. "Some help. Urda save me, did
you kids pack up the entire house?"

Just like Nory, | was staring at the cart. It was piled with boxes and bags. | saw acrate with chickens
and another with puppy noses sticking out of it. A dog wastied to the cart by alength of rope. From the
look of her, she was the puppies mother. Eleven people, boys and girls of different ages, sood around it,
waiting for us. A pair of sorry-looking cart horses sagged in the shafts. They looked asif they expected
nothing but bad out of life,

"You aren't taking all thiswith you?' Nory demanded. She had told the boysto pack only what would fit
asmall bag. | had even seen the smdll bags.

"Youlet us worry about what we take, Nory. Y ou and the little ones can ride right here." The boy giving
the orders was Treak, the one whose hair went every which-way. Now he patted a spot on the cart
where Nory and the littlest children could Sit. "Jesy can drive.”

"Thanks, Treak." A wiry blonde girl with the thickest spectacles| had ever seen—Jesy—clambered onto
the driver's seat. Nory settled Meryem and asmall boy, then climbed up beside them. Another boy
offered methereinsto the horse | had left with Treak earlier that morning. It was freshly combed and
saddled. The boy held out hisfree hand, palm up.

Hewanted payment? | asked, "What's your price? | don't have any money."

"A ridetotheinn." He was a cheerful fellow, black as shadows, with ribs that showed againgt hisskin.
None of these kidswaswhat I'd call plump. "I'll save myself afew blistersthat way."

| dapped his open pam with mine to show we had abargain. Then | mounted and pulled him up behind
me. Oncein the saddle, | rearranged Luvo in his ding and rode out ahead of the cart.

Traveling on horseback, | tend to forget the bumpsin the road. | was hdfway to the village when | heard
a nasty-sounding rumble and thump behind me. | glanced back. The cart'sfront whedl had goneinto a
deep rut. There was another bump asit came out, followed by the crunch of breaking wood. Thelittle
ones screamed. The other kids shouted. The dog barked; the puppies replied. The chickens shrieked. |
turned my horse so my rider and | could look.

"Oh, ringworms," the boy whispered. He dismounted to help. The cart leaned to one side, the rear left
whed bent in under the box. Theleft front whed was aso bent. The axle was broken. The cart was
going nowhere.

"Hog puke, dog dung, and navy snot!" Treak jumped up and down in the road. Now he looked like
someone who could break furniturein arage. "Lakik's curses twelve times on the scum swiller who fixed
thislast!"

"Oswin did." Tearsrolled down Meryem'sface. "Don't you ydll a Oswin, Tresk! I'll cut you!" From
somewhere she had gotten asmall dagger. She held it like she knew how to useit.

Pirate kids, | thought, and sighed.

Nory took the knife away like she'd had alot of practice. "Kill Tregk later, Meryem. Get down
carefully.” She and the driver, Jesy, climbed down and hel ped the children get off.

As some of the kids cried and others asked what they would do now, | made amistake. | let my
weariness and my need for food run my mouth. "I knew thiswas abad idea! Carrying al these things, for



what? Those shipswill be packed! Surely Oswin told you that. It'swhy you had ordersjust to bring a
few things, not al this" | waved my hands at the cart. "When the volcano explodes, you'll till be here
withdl this junk—"

"Itisnot junk!" Nory stared up a me. Her eyeslooked like blue-gray ice in the winter sun. "What do you
know? | bet you've never done without in your life!l I'll bet you never had to run from anywhere with just
the rags on your back! Every one of us hasleft our whole lives behind more than once, so don't you
preach! We have to save what we can!”

| ground my teeth. "And if they don't let you bring it on the ships?' She had anerve, talking that way to
me. She didn't know thefirst thing about what I'd had to do.

Meryem grabbed a beat-up looking thing that maybe was adoll once. "I have to have Dally. Dolly's my
family."

My gut twisted. "They'll let you take one dolly, Meryem. It's crates and bags and trunks of stuff I'm not
sure about.”

Luvo raised up in hisding so we were touching. You crossed five lands with your cats, he said so only
| could hear. You wouldn't let anyone separate you.

"If we can't take it, then welll sort it out on the docks, not amoment before! Y ou don't tell usto give up
our home and our treasures, too!" Nory was crying. "Treak, stop running around or I'll hit you, | swear!
Find ablacksmith. Not the Master Blacksmith, we can't afford him. Maybe his gpprentice will fix this
rattletrap.”

It wasn't my job to tell her the blacksmith had |eft before dawn. | dismounted and gave my horse'sreins
to Treak so he could ridefor help. Then | put Luvo beside theroad. | helped the kids stack their things,
including the crated animas, on the grass, out of the way. Meryem seemed to think she and her dreadful
doll were supposed to help me. Everywhere | turned, | tripped over her. When we stopped for adrink

of water, Nory shoved an egg turnover at each of us.

"Therock saysyoull beill if you don't eat, Evvy. | didn't ask you to help,” Nory told me.

| devoured the turnover. | never refuse food, even food grudgingly offered. Pride is something rich folk
can afford. Nory gave Meryem and me another egg turnover each. Then we split one stuffed with
chicken spiced with cardamom. | gobbled it, too. The headache that squeezed my temples|oosened.
"He's not arock. HisnameisLuvo. Hes as closeto agod as any of uswill ever get.”

"He says you bought ustime with atrick you played on the volcano spirits," Nory remarked.
"Helbe, take thisbad luck and bury it," | said.

Nory thumped mein thearm. "What's that supposed to mean?”

"Dont hit Evvy." Meryem was licking her fingers. "Y ou don't hit me."

" likeyou. | don't like Evvy. What's hay-bay?"

| sighed and rolled my eyes, which would have gotten me atwesk of the ear if Rosethorn had been
around. "Heibe'sthe god of luck back homein Y anjing. | asked him for help. He's agood god, not
undependable, likeyour Lakik. It's bad luck to say athing istaken care of, even whenit's Luvo saying
it." | wasn't assure as Luvo that it would take time for Carnelian and Flare to see they'd been tricked. |
decided to keep that notion to mysdlf. "I'll fed better when were on shipsand well away from this



idand."

"Your rescuers are herel” Jayat drove up in acart that was some less rickety than the first one. The new
one dready held two trunks—his and Tahar's, | would have guessed. "Y ou kids start loading up, all
right?’

Meryem was the first to start loading the cart. The other kids scrambled to help.

Treak, behind Jayat, dismounted from my horse and tied it to atree branch. Up the road came two of the
inn's hostlers. They had arig they could use to tow the broken cart into the village.

Jayat went to Nory. "Why didn't you have Oswin check that thing before he left?

"Hedid. He'sthe onewho fixed it so it would go." Nory could pout very prettily, | saw. She dso knew
how to use her beautiful eyes on poor Jayat. "1 believed him. Even though | knew hewas haf out of his
mind, thinking about every little old widow on the mountain. | should have seen hismind wasn't on the

job." Nory grabbed a seabag and lugged it over to Jayat's cart. "Evvy'srock sayswe have moretime.”

Jayat looked around. "L uvo? How can thisbe?!

Luvo started to explain about Flare, Carnelian, and the quartz trap. | couldn't bear to st still anymore.
From the sun's pogition, | knew we weren't leaving that night. | untied my horse.

"I'll seetherest of you at theinn." | wanted alook at Oswin's map again. "Luvo, are you coming?'

"l will stay with the cart, Evumeime. If thereisashock, | can steady the rocks under it, and reduce the
effect onthewheds™"

Jayat looked at him with gppreciation. "Thanks, old man. That's kind of you."

"What'syour rush, Evumeimei ?" Nory's eyes glittered. "Or don't you like to be around us poor
homdesswafs?'

"Nory!" Jayat looked shocked at the way she spoke to me.

"Nory's mean to Evvy." Meryem perched on top of the cart with the luggage, her doll tucked in her sash.
"Nory thinks Evvy doesnt like us."

"I need to replenish my magic." | didn't enjoy the way Meryem'swords made mefed. Meryem thought |
did like them. It'sno good liking people, not when they're probably going to get killed. | had learned that
the hard way. "Y ou think Luvo and | know more about the volcano spirits by accident? We found them
under your pond. We set atrap for them deep in the ground. Now | have to strengthen myself again.

Y ou don't need meto get to the village. Luvo just said he can help you." To build mysdlf up thistime, |
wanted Oswin's map with the lines of power sketched on them. It was still on atable at the inn when we
hed |eft that morning.

When no one else said anything, | mounted my horse and rode off. It occurred to methat if | left the
animd in the stables, someone might take it. That wouldn't do. Just outside the village, | dismounted and
led the horse into a clearing beside a stream. The clearing was shielded from view by trees. Therel
removed the saddle. | tethered the horse where it could graze and drink safely, once I'd checked that the
water wasfree of acid. When the horse lipped my shirt, | stroked its muzzle and sighed.

"I suppose we ought to be better acquainted.” | had tried so hard, since Gyongxe, not to get to know any
animalswell. The only exception was the dog, Little Bear, who had been at Discipline. Mostly | had



blamed him because he wasn't a cat, which seemed unfair, now that | thought of it. I checked the inner
rim of the saddle. There wasthe horse's name, "Spark.” A look under the horse's belly told me Spark
wasamare. "Hello, Spark. I'm Evvy. Y ou probably knew that aready. | need you to wait quietly here.
We're going to do some more running about. I'll try to bring you some treats when | come back.” |
thought, And if they won't et me bring you aboard my ship, | get to leave you hereto die.

She made a happy horse noise and bumped me with her nose. | hesitated, then gave her arub with some
handfuls of dry leaves. After | wiped my eyes—they were watering—I went on into Moharrin.

Some carts stood in the open space in front of theinn, but not many. | bet that those who could afford
good carts had |eft aready, rushing to get places on the ships. People waited in the courtyard with their
bundles and their horses, donkeys, or mules, if they had them. | also saw dogs, sheep, goats, and baskets
and crates with cats or birds. | turned away. | wasn't the one to say that they probably wouldn't be
alowed to take their creatures dong. The inn's servants were carrying boxes out to pack into the carts.
They were too busy to do more than nod to me and dodge the children who played in the yard. Why
hadn't these peopl e taken the road dready? Were they waiting on someone? Tahar, maybe, or Azaze.

Ingde theinn's public room, | found Azaze folding blankets as she supervised the maids sedling food in
crocks.

"Not that one, thelid is cracked! Thefirst bump and well havefish brineall over usl Firouze, pack that
basket tighter—we aren't going on apicnic.” Azaze cast aquick dark eye my way. "Evvy, you were
supposed to be hel ping Oswin's children.”

"They're on their way, with Jayat and two of your stable boysand Luvo,” | told her. "If they have any
more help they won't get here a all. Have you seen Rosethorn?”

Azaze |ooked down that beak of anoseat me. "Do | hear snippiness from you, girl?* She inspected me
and sniffed. "Sit down.” She began to pull things from jars and baskets onto a plate. "Onething | have
learned about magesin my years, you have to eat when you are working. What did you do out there?"

| scowled at her. "What makesyou think | did any work? And | had two and a hdf turnovers.”

Azaze set the plate on atable with one hand. She thrust me onto the bench in front of it with the other.
"Y ou're trembling, you're pale, and your mouth is pinched. Whatever magic you worked, those turnovers
weren't enough to bring you back."

"They werent very big,” | admitted. Shed given me bread stuffed with ground lamb and cheese—travel
food. | began to eat while she poured me a cup of mint tea.

"No one has seen your Rosethorn,” Azaze said. "Myrrhtide is till in the [ake. HE's working magic, too.
I've had alad taking food out to him, for al the boy thinks I'm crackbrained to do it. He hasn't seen as
many mages collapse as | have. | hope whatever you did was important.”

"| thought 0." | waited to say it until my mouth wasn't full.

"That'swhat matters. I'm getting back to work—I have my account books to pack up—»but if you need
anything, Firouze over there will get it for you." The maid she pointed to nodded a me. | waved and kept
eating. Maybe | was ill hungry. | cleaned the plate.

| was right about the map. It was till on the table where wed left it last night. Once | was done, | knelt
on the bench and studied it. | memorized the old paths for the land's Strength. They followed the cracks
that led to that huge chamber under the mountain. The old paths might have been erased in the



earthquakes, but only so new ones could open up.

If I wasto build my power again, | had to find those new cracks and tap their strength. Or, better yet, |
could find one of the big veinsthat fed the small ones. | touched athick red line that showed amain fauilt.
| doubted the local mages had dared to tap these. One of them ran straight under the Makray River, all
theway up to Lake Hobin. | could reach the place where the river poured out of the lake easily. Why
bother with little cracks when | could go to astronger source?

Somebody plopped down next to me. "What's that?*

It was Meryem. Oswin's children had arrived at last. "It'samap,” | said. "Leaveit done. Oswin will cook
you inagew if you touchit.”

She actudly laughed a me.

Rosethorn leaned over my shoulder and inspected the map. "L uvo says you and he trapped those two
would-be volcano creaturesin abed of quartz." Her pale skin was smutched, and so was her robe. She
looked like she had been working hard. She did onto the bench with asigh.

| picked up Meryem and pushed her toward the door. "Shoo," | told her. Once she was out of theinn, |
looked at Rosethorn. "Yes. | got them to break themsalves up into alot of tiny pieces, redly tiny ones,
and put each into aquartz crysta. There'sabig vein of them under the dead tree canyon. And Luvo
turned the whole vein into someweird circle. Carndian and FHlare will think they'retraveling in astraight
line, getting stronger, when they're just going around and around.”

"But the solution is only atemporary one?' Rosethorn could dways sense aflaw in my plans. A kitchen
maid set aplate of food down in front of her. "Thank you. Milaand the Green Man bless you and yours.”

Themaid curtsed and hurried away.

| Sghed. "Yes. They'll escape sooner or later, and get back to volcano-making.” | stopped. Rosethorn
was too polite to talk with her mouth full. Instead she raised her eyebrows, waiting for meto go on. |
leaned closer 0 she would be the only oneto hear me. "Bouncing around in the quartz... If they can pull
themselvestogether, they'll be alot stronger. | should have worked it out, but Rosethorn, | thought they
were going to pop out of the pond right by Oswin'shouse. Luvo made it harder for them to escape the
quartz, but that's al he could do. Welvejust bought alittle more time. Myrrhtide hasto tell the shipsand
the magesto get people off the neighboring idands, too. Now."

Rosethorn swallowed. "Y ou and Luvo madeit worse” Shesaid it very quidly.
| was swesting. "Maybe. Kanzan the Merciful smile on me, I hope not.”

"Don't waste apleaon your Kanzan now," said Rosethorn. ™Y ou might require her more later, when
they're about to hang us al. What are you going to do?'

"I'll collect al the power | can hold,” | promised. "L uvo can get some of the people outside started on
their way to the ships. Hewasredly ingpiring for Oswin's boys."

Rosethorn's mouth quivered. She had seen Luvo ingpire people before. " Then go collect more power,”
shetold me. "I shal beinspiring the dow movers, too. | want to be on the road out of here at dawn
tomorrow."

| heard the thumps of Luvo's feet on the wooden floor. | turned to look at him and said, "1'm going to find
one of the big veins of earth strength that's on the map, the one that runs under the river. Do you want to



come?'

His magic brushed me. He knew | was nearly drained again. "1 do not care to explore the greater
srength of the earth'sfire, Evumeime, not unless| must. | tested my own courage thismorning in my
dedlingswith Carndlian and Hare."

| never thought of that. He hadn't seemed worried at dl. | had told him they were broken up into
harmless pieces. He had acted asif he believed me. A lump formed in my throat. He had trusted meto
make certain that it was safe for him to go near the two volcano spirits.

"And | wish to spend sometimein solitude, if we do not plan to travel on right away."

"Wedo not." Rosethorn sighed. "There's too much to organize yet. Don't you remember how it went in
Gyongxe? People are so much harder to get moving than we plan for."

"Then | will take my solitude. Evumeime can find me by the shore of thelakeif | am needed.” Luvo
turned and walked away.

"Areyou dl right?' | cdled after him.

Helooked back at me. "Yes. | am aso covered in dirt and spilled honey. Nory tells methisisanormal
consequence of being near young humans. | do not carefor it, and | wish to be clean and quiet.”

Rosethorn put her head in her hands. "We both understand, dl too well. Go, with my prayer that no one
seesyou.”

Beforel left | went upgtairsto collect my stone alphabet. If | wasright, | would be able to Suff each
piece of it full of power. | couldn't pass up that chance. On my way out of the inn | stopped at the stable
to collect feed and treats for Spark. She was going to do alot of work in the next few days. | could
thank her, at least.

Burdened likeamule, | |eft the courtyard. Only when | heard Nory yell, "Meryem! Wheres Meryem!”
did | redlize | had company.

| looked around. She trotted beside me, clutching the Dreadful Doll. "What do you want?"'
"l want to go with you and see magic,” shetold me.

"Y ou're not going to see magic,” | said. "I'm going to ride the horse and sit on the ground.”
"When do you do magic?' asked Meryem.

"Leter."

"Can | watch?"

"Y ou won't see anything. The kind of magic | do, nobody can see."

"Then how do you know it's magic?' Meryem wanted to know.

"How do you know you ate supper?’

"My bdly tdlsme.”

"My magictdlsmel'musngit,” | sad.



"But | want to seeit.”

"The only magic | have that people seeisstones.” | held up the cloth roll with my aphabet. "And you see
magic likethat al thetime." | bent down—I dmost dropped the bag of oats—and picked up astone
from theroad. "It's here, too. My magicisin every stone.” It was actudly anice piece of feldspar. |
studied it for amoment, and found abit of power inside me. | drew it through the feldspar. It caught
ingdethe crystd, making it shimmer and glow.

Meryem gasped.

| handed the glowing stone to her. "Now go back to Nory." | lifted my foot and gave her apush on the
bum. Treak was coming for her, ascowl on hisface. "Hurry, before Treak catchesyou.”

Meryem looked up and saw him. She squeaked and ran to theinn, clutching the feldspar | gave her.

Spark was waiting right where | had left her. | gave her anose bag of oatswhile | saddled her again.
Once| was done, | stopped to look at my hands. They were trembling. | was scared. Telling Rosethorn
what I'd done with Flare and Carnelian had made me see how bad it could get. Each bit of their strength
would grow asit bounced from facet to facet in the crystals. But what choice did | have? They had been
under the pond. Might they have shoved their way out? | had no way to know. What I'd had was all
those kids, aswell as Nory and Luvo, in the house nearby. Luvo couldn't even come near the chamber
under Mount Grace with me. The power of the volcano spirits was the power that gave birth to him; it
could destroy him. He could get near it only after Flare and Carnelian broke themsalves up into hundreds
of tiny pieces.

| couldnt risk it. | couldn't have risked them escaping that pond to kill Luvo and the others.

But Luvo and | had only bought days for Moharrin and the other villages around Mount Grace. If the
quartz held out. If Carndlian and Hare didn't get so Strong in it that they melted each crystd, if they didnt
break out, if the volcano spirits didn't find new leadersto bring them up into the air...

"Ifsjust make your head hurt, Evvy," Briar told me often. "They're probably bad for your teeth, too.
Concentrate on'will, asin'l will do this;" or 'l will do that.' It saves you head- and toothaches, take it
fromme"

| wished Briar was here. He made cold-swest fear seem likeasmall problem | could kick in the bum.
And heaways made melaugh ashedid it.

14
Oswin

I mounted Spark and guided her onto the road, trotting through Moharrin. | waved at the people who
caled out to me, but kept going. Not everyone was waiting to get out of there. Spark and | passed a
stream of horses, donkeys, and carts aready bound for Sustree. There were even some people on foot.

Weleft them al behind. When we turned off the main road, we followed thetrail to the place where the
river flowed out of Lake Hobin. Up here, where the river flowed from the lake, it was rapids. Once | got
to the rocky bank, | found a place where Spark and me could halt. | watered her and gave her some
carrots, then tethered her.

Findly, | settled myself. The river had shifted. | could see the former bed. It was marked with dried dime
and dead creatures who had not been able to follow it. Rocks aong the origina banks had tumbled from



their places. The old stoneswere cross. They were used to water diding over them. They did not care
for thisnew lifeinthe sun.

"Luck of thecircle, lads" | told them. "One day you're under water, the next you're not."
"Youtak likeadedicate," Oswin said. | jumped. | hadn't even heard him ride up. "Are you anovice?'
"What are you doing? Areyou following me?' | asked.

"Absolutely.” Oswin siwung down from his swaybacked horse and took off the saddle, like I'd removed
Spark's. "Y ou looked like you were going to do something mage-like. One more of those timeswhen |
might learn something useful. Y our Rosethorn is badgering people to get packed and get their cartsin
line. Word got out that L uvo said we might have afew more days, so our people act asif they have
forever. I've donedl | can for the moment, so | followed you."

| didn't fed like arguing. He'd get bored fast enough. People dways do. "Don't make any noise, then. |
need to find the new line of strength and draw dl of it | can.”

“Why?

"Why? Because | might need it," | said, testy. "I'm not restocked from yesterday, al right? BecauseI'm a
squirrel who stores up nuts of power for the winter. Why." | closed my eyes and sent my quivery magical
sef down into the ground. | searched out the fizzing rocks that showed me where the old line of power
had been. Then | spread out and down, seeking the new one. Just as | thought, it was under the changed
riverbed, aseam in the granite that shot straight down. It blazed white-hot with the earth's pure strength.

| soaked it up likethe rays of the sun after along winter. | bathed init, drank it, filled my skinwith it. The
more | gathered, the more was offered to me. Streams of it poured through me to those things | was
connected to, my stone a phabet and my mage kit. We brimmed over with power.

| let mysdlf follow the big fault where the power flowed away from the mountain. It ran along the

Makray. It madetheriver'sbed. | flew in my magica body down to the place where the river met the
sea. There| fell degper into the earth to get away from the salt water. Down | moved through sand and
basalt. The ocean's floor rose high over me. Far from Starns, firewarmed my body. | had found avein of
magmathat rose into the ocean floor. It carried power with it. | followed it, curiousto see where thisthin
pipe of molten rock and magic went. It opened into ahole in the ocean floor, at the bottom of asmall
crater. All around me strange, goggle-eyed creatures with rippling flaps of skin raced away. They were
used to lava, it seemed, but not to magica people popping out along with it. The touch of the water made
me shiver. It didn't like me. | darted back into the smal lava pipe.

Back | swam into the vent and adong the fault. | found other cracks like the one that opened into the
crater—Ilike the one Luvo had shown me, that day we reached Starns. There were tiny vol canoes, some
no bigger than my head, dl around the Battle Idands. And the faultsin the sea, big ones and little ones,
were roads under the skin of the earth. They could lead meto other idands, or even the shores that
surrounded the Pebbled Sea. It wasamazing! | could travel back to Emelan thisway. | wasso fast in
magical form, not weighed down by my mesat body and aneed for aship. No more dealing with people,
no more being hungry or cold...

| was drifting, dreaming of freedom, when al the world—or at least my part of it—shuddered. The seam
where | traveled squeezed. Volcano spirits from deep within the heart of the world roared. Heet roseto
press my skin. Magmawas moving up into the fault. If | didn't leave, it might caich me. | didn't want to
be there, far below the sea, when that happened. | didn't think | could surviveit.



| raced back to my body, covering dozens of miles under the earth, skidding between layers of basdlt.
Up | flew from under the seg, plunging into the fault that led under the Makray River with relief.

| tried to dip into my body, and stopped. It wastoo smdl! My magica saf was bigger than usud, built
up with al the power | had taken from the earth. | had trained myself to hold my magicin acertain way.
All that romping under the sea had interfered with my control over it. Kanzan and Mohun, couldn't
anything ever be simple?

| ordered mysdlf, Evvy, stop—cam down. Be steady, drag yoursdlf together. You're atight little ball of
you.

| pulled myself inward. | didn't want to lose any of the power | gathered, but | needed to concentrateit.

When | was packed together astightly as| could manage, | tried once moreto dip into my real skin. This
timeit worked.

| opened my eyes. It was trying to straighten my legs that made me groan. | was horribly stiff. Oswin
offered me kibbeh patties. | grabbed one and bit down. The beef and wheat were greasy, but good,
though someone had overdone the cinnamon. "Nory cooked these?' | asked.

Oswin grinned. " She aways puts in too much cinnamon. Tell her, if you want your nose bitten off. She
likes cinnamon.” He gave me aflask. It held good, cool mint tea. | looked at him as| drank. He had
made himself comfortable while | was away. Hed brought his saddlebags over. One was open. There
was a pad of paper sheets stitched together, an ink brush, and an ink bottle. He must have been writing. |
sniffed food in the other cloth bundles| could seein the bag. | aso spotted books around the food
bundles. Oswin used the other saddlebag as a backrest.

| looked around. Rocks had fallen into the riverbed from the heights across from us, making fresh
changesintherapids. A crack had opened in the riverbed. That had dropped the bottom another thirty
feet. Thelake was booming down into the new channd, throwing up afine, cool soray. Moharrin had a
new waterfal.

"Therewasashock?' | asked. | offered the flask to him, but he shook his head.

"Morelike along shiver, but ahard one. Sometreesfell.” There were shadowsin Oswin's blue eyes. It
must have been a scary shock.

"Why didn't you go? | must have been entranced for awhile" | said.

"Go back to see Nory try to get the axle fixed on that cart?' heinquired. "The smith's gpprentice might
have done it—he's sweet on her—but he left with the smith. Shelll be furious, which means shell be
bullying someone dseinto fixing it. I'd offer, but | doubt shed even let me try asecond time. She knows
I'd probably just botch it again. | fed bad | couldn't get her and the kids a decent cart.”

"Y ou do lots of other thingsfor them,” | told him. ™Y ou give them ahome.”

Oswin spat on the ground beside him. "It won't do them much good if it and they get buried in ash and
lava. What were you doing away from your body? | wouldn't think gathering power would take so long.”
He offered me some dried figs.

| ate those, too. "I was exploring the fault under the river on out to the sea” | looked over &t the granite
marker nearby. It had fdlen over. | cadledtoit. Sowly, pulling againg the soil, it Straightened. | tugged on
the surrounding rocks. They rolled into place, bracing the marker until it stood firm again.



Oswin swallowed hard. "I'm used to abit more fuss when people work magic.”
| shrugged.

"Maybe you know the answer to this, Since you're the stone mage," Oswin began. "What are they, these
lines?Big and smdl? Tahar and Jayat don't know what they are, apart from the fact that they carry
power. They only know they can usethem.” Oswin drew his knees up to his chest like aboy and
wrapped hisarms around them. His eyes were blazing with curiogty. "They never say where the power
comes from, or why they find it in these places, and not in others. When the lines moved, Tahar and Jayat
were at acomplete loss. They couldn't find new ones.”

"But that'sslly,” | told him. "Why didn't they just do aspell for fedling power, and sweep acrossthe
ground? The big faults didn't move far. They couldn't. Look. The lines—they'refaults, or seamsinthe
earth's sone cloak. The faults reach down. Miles, some of them. Way below us, theworld isfull of
molten rock—Ilava. Well, Luvo and my stone mage teachers call it magmainside theworld, lavawheniit's
outintheair. It's hest, it's pressure—it would mash usflat in the blink of an eye—it'slight, it'sthe
elementsthat make up every stone, every mineral, every meta and every gem ever was."

"How do you know?"' Oswin asked me.
"What?' | was confused.
"How do you know that'swhat'sin it?"

| blinked. "Wéll, when one of my teacherswas called away, | sneaked alook at the booksfor the
advanced students. But | would have known anyway, after this. | can fed them. The—the makings of
gold, and iron, and sulfur. Like hedler mages would know if awoman's unborn baby isaboy or agirl or
dead or amage.”

Oswin shook hishead. "'I'm surprised you bother with us human beingsat dl. Y ou mugt livein adream
world, if every stone and crystal speaksto you likethat."

Hed finaly startled me. How could he know that, and him not amage? "People are dl right.” | sounded
likealiar evento mysdf.

Oswin smiled a me. | wondered how much he saw, and how much he missed. Suddenly what Jayat had
sad, that Oswin fixed things without magic, made alot more sense. "All people, or some people?’ he
asked.

"l don't know. | haven't met all people,” | replied. Maybe | should have | et the volcano spirits squeeze me
instead of escaping up to this.

| think he took pity on me. ™Y ou were telling me about what's far below the surface stone," he reminded
me

"Underneath. Um—that'sright." | drank some more mint tea. "It'sdl amazing hot. Asde from volcanoes,
the only openingsto it are those faults. And they move. The faults shift. But these big ones, the earth
doesn't erase them, like it might the little ones. The big onesthe earth needs. They're like the belt in your
breeches, to pull in tight when you lose weight, or to let out whenyou gainiit.”

Oswin looked at his stomach. "It'snot that big. My belly.”

| shook my head. "They say girlsare vain. Every man I've ever met wasjust as bad. Anyway, the earth
line here isone of the big faults under theidand. It's part of aweb of faults under the Pebbled Sea. They



feed the other volcanoes around here, and the earthquakes. And the smaller faults split off from the big
ones, like, I don't know, fingers from the hand.”

"A network, you say," murmured Oswin. " Throughout the Pebbled Sea."

"And the lands around them. Theworld adjustsitsdf dl thetime." It was getting cool as the sun passed
behind the mountain. | got to my knees, wincing.

Then | fdtit, far in the distance. "Oswin, grab the horses. Weve got another shock coming, and it's going
to be bad.”

The volcano spiritsin the hollow chamber were moving. They were hunting for Carndian and Flare, miles
below us. Their movement sent power rolling from the chamber, out through the faults. | wasn't going to
ask mysdf how | knew, when they were so far down. Instead | lurched to saddle my horse. Oswin did
the same, then strapped his saddliebagsin place.

"Let'sgo ontheroad,” | told him. "But don't mount up. We have alittle bit of await.”

"Isthat 307" He soothed his horse. ™Y ou can tell even though it's not right away? No one mentioned you
were a seer."

| glared at him. "'l can fed them moving, that's how. Therésawholelot of them. They'relooking for Hare
and Carndlian.”

Oswin led his horse into the roadbed. The spirits were deep under theriver, pressing against the armor of
stone between us and them. The earth shook. Spark wrenched against her bridle. | clung to her as stones
began to rattle and move. Oswin had taken off histunic and wrapped it around his horse's eyes. Even so,
he ill had to cling to the anima's bridle to keep him from running. Boulders crashed in the riverbed. |
heard trees toppling. My teeth clacked together so hard they hurt. The spirits smashed against the Sdes
of thefault, caling to Hare and Carndlian. | bit my lip. Could their bellowsreach dl the way to the quartz

trap?

Sowly the great mass of them split. Most rolled on down the fault to the sea, hoping to find Carndlian
and Flare out that way. The others returned to the chamber under the mountain. The ground quieted, and
Settled.

| looked at Oswin. "The sooner we get everyone out of here, the safer they'll be. It's bad to expect
anything with that much power to follow atimetable.”

15

Arguments

When Oswin and | returned to the courtyard at the inn, we found amess. People clustered around a
soaking wet Myrrhtide, shouting at him. Otherswere carrying their things back into their houses. Azaze
came out of the inn, thrusting men and women aside. Oswin shoved in to stand beside her asthey cleared
agpace around Myrrhtide.

Azaze held a poker. She looked like she was ready to use it on someone. "Dubyine, how dare you speak
to aguest thisway?'

A big woman armed with aladle faced Azaze. "How dare |, Azaze? How dare you and these outsiders
take us for green kids? There's gonna be no volcano! First they say, it's coming any time now! Then they



say, acouple more days. I'm not fool enough to be taken by such atrick! They're going to loot the town
when we go. They dready got rid of the richer folk, but they're not getting whet little we havel”

"Trick?2" Myrrhtide's face was garnet-colored, he was so furious. "I am a Dedicate I nitiate of Winding
Circletemple, and you call me acommon thief?"

He'd better cam down, | thought, or he'll have a heart attack. From the look of hisneck and temples, a
wholelot of Myrrhtide's veins were about to explode.

"Dedicate Initiate, do not trouble yourself with thisrabble." Azaze put her free hand on Myrrhtide'sarm.
"They aren't worth your time. | assure you, though, | will make them worth mine”

"Y ou and who else, Azaze?' Dubyine smirked at her. "Y ou and Oswin here? | don't think that's enough.”

"I'm just wondering, Dubyine. Did you notice the earthquake we just had? What do you think that was?
A whisper from the goddess?' Oswin sounded asfriendly asif she offered him cake, not abashing with a
ladle

"Weve had a hundred earthquakes this year. Maybe you and Azaze arefools, but | know athing or two.
These fase dedicateswon't help themselvesto my little bits of things." Dubyine gave Myrrhtide asmal,
mean smile. "Though I'll turn ablind eyefor hdf of the proceeds.”

"You dare?' Myrrhtide's eyes bulged from his head. "To say such athing to me—me—" Hismouth
opened and closed.

Yep, | told mysdlf. Heart attack for sure.

"I have spent thisentire day immersed in that lake." Myrrhtide's voice shook. "I have sent callsto every
quarter of the compass, requesting shipsto save the people of thisidand. This ishow you thank me?
Threets? Bribes? The council of Winding Circlewill hear of this They will remember, and you can
whistlefor it when you need our help again!”

"We don't believe you're from Winding Circle, mate." Several men closed in behind Dubyine. The one
who spoke gave me goose bumps. When | saw him | started to send heat into the rocks around the
courtyard. | called them, wriggling them from the ground. | might need them for wegpons. If ever
someone's looks screamed "pirate,” it was this man's. There were tattoos on his arms—he didn't have
deeves—and abig scar on hisface. "And now you'verid us of our richer folk and their fighting servants,
he said to Azaze, "we see no reason why we should let you take any of the profit.”

"Karove, you've aways been agreedy fool." Azaze nodded to someone behind the man Karove and his
friends,

The master miner and some other people walked out of the shadows. They looked just ashard as
Dubyine, Karove, and the others. In their hands they carried staffs or clubs. What they might have done
next | don't know. They didn't get the chance to do it. The ground under Dubyine and Karove sprouted
vines. Rosethorn was nearby. From the thorns on the vines, | guessed she wasn't in agood mood. Little
gprings of water spurted from the ground under the feet of the pirate-looking men. In ablink of an eye
they were up to their anklesin mud. That was Myrrhtide's work. The men doshed and dipped, faling.
The miner and hisfriends stepped in to take their weapons away.

| drew the heat from my stones and let them settle into the ground again. | didn't wait to hear Azaze and
Oswin gpologize to Myrrhtide. | went inside. When | found the maids, | asked them to fix some hot food
and teafor Myrrhtide and Rosethorn. Then | climbed upstairs. The maids wouldn't go near Myrrhtide's



bags. | took out a clean robe and some underclothes, and spread them on his cot. | fetched clean towels
for him, too. Then | went to my room.

| heard aboy's voice as | approached: Treak's. "So have you seen these volcano kids Oswin wastaking
about?"

"| have seen them as smdll pieces only. | cannot see them aswhole beings, any morethan | can visit the

chamber where they and their kindred live." Poor Luvo. After visiting the lake he must have goneto my

room for some more quiet. "They are part of the force that gave birth to me. Their power isthe same as
mine. If | draw too closeto them, my existence will end. | will melt.”

| walked in. Not only was Treak there with Luvo, so was Meryem. Worse, they had my chunks of
granite out, the ones | kept for an emergency supply of strength.

"What are you doing with those?' | demanded. "They're magic. Luvo, why did you let them meddle with
my meagic things?"

"To keep them from meddling with things which might do them harm, Evumeimel,” said Luvo. "They
cannot release the power from these, as you know quite well."

"We're not deaf," said Treak, "we can answer for oursalves. We're hiding from Nory. She wants to make
adrag ded from blankets and branches. | told her wait till Oswin comes back. Hell pull together some
way to cart therest of our things.”

"She saysthat'slazy." Meryem was putting my granite cubesin their wooden box. | was impressed that
she remembered the right spot for each cube. " She saysthat if more people did for themsealves Oswin
wouldn't work so hard."

"Wadl, Oswin's the only one of uswho can get the grown-upsto help." Treak wastrying to juggle two of
my crystal spheres.

| snatched them from the air before he dropped them. "L eave my thingsdone!™
"You'reastouchy asNory," Treak said. "Who cares about stupid old rocks anyway?'

| dmost said, Who cares about stupid old humans, but | didn't. Instead | ground my teeth and gave Luvo
avery obvious look.

"Master Luvo'sdifferent.” Tresk waved ahand at Luvo. "He'sagod or aspirit or something. Therules
are different for them. But regular old rocks just Sit there. They don't have abrain. They can't spesk.
They can't hear."

"Y ou show your ignorance, young meet creature.” Luvo was sitting on awooden chair. He settled alittle,
and the seat bowed with hisweight. | kept an eye on the sedt. If Luvo forgot and settled again, the chair
might break. "Rocks and crystals have memories far longer than yours. It wastheir memory, caled forth
by Tahar and Jayat, that told us of thefirst volcano here. Rosethorn can tell you of the prints of ancient
animasand plants carried within stones. They can tell you of the changesin the earth and of the sea. You
dwell here for agpeck of time, but stones have the memory of thousands, millions of humans.™

"Stones can tell you about light and heat and water," | brokein. "Look here." | took the cloth roll of my
aphabet from my back. Carefully | untied it, opening it up on the bed. | drew out my favorite stone. "See
this? It'san opal. The colorswork because the crystals are arranged at different anglesin the stone.
Crystas bend light. Crystals know more about light than you could ever dream of . Meryem bent over
the opal, her mouth open. | hesitated, then let her hold it. " Some stones will keep heat for along time.



Othersyou can heat and heat and heat and nothing happens. Some will tell you al aout the weight you
need to press stone together so itslayers blend. Some will say how long they took to move from the
bottom of the seato the top of the mountain. How isany of that boring?"

Treak shrugged. "If you have to ask methat, then you can't understand my answer. Meryem, it'sjust a
rock."

"It'sabeautiful rock. It'sthe most beautifullest rock | ever saw.” Meryem gave the opa back to me. "l
have abeautiful rock of my very own. Therésgreen and blueinit.”

"It sounds pretty.” | looked at Treak. "Just because you don't understand, don't pick on Meryem." | took
out the stone that looks like shards of blueice crystastrapped in whiteice. | showed it to Meryem. "No,
I'll hold it. It'sredly fragile. It'scdled kyanite."

"Lemme see." Treak grabbed for it. He broke off thelong spar that stuck out of one end. He looked at
the dender length of kyanite, then at me, shocked. "I didn't mean—"

He waswearing ared shirt. Theimperia soldiers wore red tunics. For amoment Treak looked alittle
like one of them. They had smashed their way into my room to capture me, and broken the stones | was
keeping there. "No wonder the thing you're best at is bresking furniture! Get out!” | yanked the stone
from hishand. | didn't even carethat it cut him.

"Y ou mages think you're so great! Y ou think even your dung ismagic!" Treak reached for thebasin. |
think he meant to throw it & me.

Meryem seized hisarm. "Stop it, Treek!" Shelooked a me. "He doesn't mean it, Evvy! | can fix your
rock, honest! Oswin makesthis specid glue. | can put your rock together!™

| couldn't stand that look in Meryem's eyes. Shelooked like akitten climbing out of astream. "The
rock'sfine—it just lost a piece. Take Meryem to Nory, Treak. Before you really make me mad.”

He towed Meryem to my door. Then he looked back a me. "1 hope your volcano spirits eat you. | hope
you get lost under Mount Grace!™

| answered before | thought. "It would be better than being around people like you!"
Treak towed Meryem out of the room.

"It isbut one piece of kyanite, Evumeima.”

"I'm just being amest cregture, Luvo. Give me atime.”

Now | could cry as| sat on the bed. He had handled this piece of my new life—thelife with no hunger,
beatings, or cold—asif it was a cheap toy. | tried to fit the kyanite pieces together. It was usdess. Once
theinner bondsthat held it were broken, no magic could fix this delicate chunk of crystas.

Cloth rustled behind me. Rosethorn walked in. "I think Meryem fedlsyou meant her.”

"I'll setitright later.” 1 had handled too much power that day. 1'd bent my magic around too many new
ideas. My mage sdf was up to it, because | was till dive, but my body was till meat. It was weary meat
at that. "I'm so tired, Rosethorn.”

"Seep, then. Don't wait too long to set things right with her. Unlessyou redly would rather live with the
volcano spirits.” Rosethorn looked me over and sighed. "I'll bring your supper up later.”



If I livedinlava, | wouldn't need supper, | thought. | lay down on my cot. | didn't even redlizethat | was
gill holding my kyanite as| went to deep.

Luvo woke mewhen he stuck hisnosein my eye. His crystals were glowing with asoft purple light that
filled our room.

"What isit?' | whispered because | could see Rosethorn's degping body in the next cot.

Luvo said quietly, "1 am disturbed by the movement of the earth that approaches now. It is—"

"Ten milesout." It was abig shaker, coming a usin agiant wave. "Rosethorn!™ | cdled.

She sat up ingtantly. "Wha? 'S better be good.”

"Quake coming," | said. "We haveto be outsdefor thisone." At least | was till wearing clothes.

We grabbed our mage kits. | stuffed my alphabet into mine. Then | settled my ding and put Luvoiniit.

Rosethorn was scrambling into her robe. "I'll wake Myrrhtide, you wake the kitchen staff. They'rethe
only people who deep here. Send one of them to rouse Azaze and her husbands. Have the others wake
everyonein the courtyard.”

| did asl| wastold. All of usfled theinn. Most of the villagers who meant to go in the morning were
camped just outside. By the time we came out, they were awake. They hung on to their animas or their
children, waiting nervoudy. Many of them prayed. Rosethorn and Myrrhtide prayed with them. | guess
they were supposed to, under the circumstances.

The earth surged from down deep, miles of stones groaning and rocking. Roof datesfell from theinn.
Inside wood and mortar crashed. The horses protested; dogs howled. People screamed. A crack
opened under the stable; half of the building collapsed into it with aroar.

At last everything was quiet again. People got up and went to see what damage there wasin the rest of
thevillage.

Azaze went to look at the stable. " Splendid. Just splendid. | had thiswreck rebuilt four months ago, and
now look! It'sruined! | can't afford an entirely new stable!"”

"Evumeime," Luvo whispered, "we must talk."

| chewed my lower lip. | knew atrick that only worked with stonesthat were of the same kind. It would
proverealy useful just now. "All right, but | need to do something first.”" | picked up my kit. "Let'sfind
some privacy."

The half-moon gave me enough light to find the inn's kitchen garden. 1t was messed up from the
earthquake. Mostly that meant the night was filled with the scents of crushed basil, oregano, and fennd. |
put Luvo on an upended bucket so we could talk face-to-face when it got to be time. Then | took a
chunk of quartz from my kit. It was no bigger than my palm. The important thing wasthat it was a
collection of crystds, kinin spirit to the oneswhere | had left Carnelian and Hare. | let mysdf fal into its
cracksand splits. Init | drifted, keeping a seed of thought in my head: the picture of Carnelian and Flare
inthe crystd trap.

And thereit was, asif | stood only afew yards away. Waves of heat rose around me, rippling through
the earth. Something weird had happened to the bed of quartz. It had been raised, twisted, and fused
together into agreat loop, just as Luvo had said. Inside its thousands of pieces| saw bits of carnelian and



blue color, aspot of eachto acrystd, al spinning. They moved so fast, each bit initsown little prison,
that they looked asif they flowed through the quartz, instead of being stuck in one place. And the bed
itself quivered in the earth, making the dirt and stones around it shake.

How long before their volcano friends found them? Wheat if they felt that quivering and came to see what
madeit? And what would happen once they freed their guides?

My imagination showed me ascary picture. Init, the whole idand of Starns shot into the sky, riding a
huge column of molten lava

"Heiba, thisisabad timeto frown a me," | whispered. | pulled my mind from my crystals and put the
clump away. Then | looked at Luvo. "We made amistake. | thought if we could get Flare and Carndlian
out of the way, the danger would be over. But it's not.”

"The earthquakes that have come since we trapped them are not normal earthquakes.” Luvo kept his
voice down. "They fed more like the waves of the ocean, but far below the earth's stone shell.”

"It'sthe others," | told Luvo. "The ones Flare and Carnelian said never had the nerve to do anything. |
think they werewrong. The otherswant Flare and Carnelian to lead them out. Now they're hunting for
them. They won't stop till they find them and everyone getsto break out into the open.”

Luvo began to pace. | leaned back and waited, closing my eyes. My head ached ferocioudy.

Luvo halted. "I will build shields between the lower depths and the trap we have made for Carndlian and
Flare. Obsdian drawn from the riverbed, | think. The obsidian will show the other spiritstheir own faces,
nothing else. It will reflect, not reved.”

"Graniteto back it, though,” | suggested. "If the volcano spirits get close enough, they'll melt the obsidian.
Granitewill dow them down. What do you want me to do?"

"Guard me asyou rideto the ships," Luvo ordered. "Azaze and Tahar will wait no longer. Dawnisjust a
short time away. Pick me up.”

When we came out from behind theinn, | saw that Luvo was right. Everyone was up and moving. No
one had gone back to deep. Tahar was bundled up in ahooded robe. She sat on the seet of her little
cart, screeching orders. Jayat stood at the head of the pony that drew the cart. It looked like he was
going towalk.

Oswin waited with Nory, Treak, and his other foster-kids. He carried a huge pack on his shoulders asiif
it weighed nothing, and apair of kittensin abasket on one hip. If he wasworried, he didn't look it. His
head was cocked. He stared into the distance, hislips moving silently. Nory was fastening small cloth
packs onto the backs of the little children. They rode the tired-looking ponies who had been harnessed to
the cart before it collapsed. When Nory saw me, she gave me aglare that would have peded paint.
Treak and the older kids did the same. | went to saddle Spark.

Oncel'd taken care of that, | placed Luvo in hisding and hung it from the saddle horn. He was as Hill as
dead rock. The best part of hismind and power had gone into the earth. | strapped my saddlebagsinto
place. Rosethorn had cared for her own horse. She was talking quietly with Azaze and Myrrhtide.

"I don't careif we have more days, perhapsl™ Tahar's old voice was crystal clear above dl of the others.
She was talking to one of the village women. " Perhapses never got fields plowed or wood chopped, you
brainless nit! Will you wait for earthquakesto pull your house down, or the volcano to burn it? Were
leaving! Therock may be great among hiskind, but he himself admits there's a chance the spirits will



escape the trap. Jayat, stop ogling Norya. Move this collection of splinters!”

Oswin turned to look at the old mage. "What about Dubyine, Karove, and their people? They went back
to Snake Hollow. Should we send word that were leaving?”

Azaze snorted. "Let them stay and loot until the volcano cooks them.”

Tahar leaned to the cart's sde and spat on the ground. "That for Dubyine and her stinking crew. May
they eat ash cakes and drink molten stone.”

For dl that everyone said that Tahar wasn't much of amage, | saw lots of people grab amulets and press
them to their lips. Either they didn't want to take achance, or they feared Tahar'sill-gpesking. Asfar as|
was concerned, Dubyine and Karove had called Rosethorn athief. That settled it for me. | hoped Tahar's
curse took.

16
M age Stuff

With everyone awake, the cooks fixed breakfast.

When it was done, there was enough predawn light to see by. It wastimeto go. Cartsand animals
moved forward along theroad, finally. | joined the line at the end, with the herd animas and the kids
who watched them. It wasn't the fanciest place in the caravan. That'swhy | was shocked when
Myrrhtide rode back and fell in beside me. "How are you feding?'

| gaped a him. He never asked how | fdlt. "I know it'skind of dark, but you haveto be ableto tell
youretaking to me."

"I know who | am speaking to. Y our hedth isimportant, young woman. Right now you and Luvo may be
our best protection from atomb made of lava.” When | stared at him, shocked, Myrrhtide snorted.
"What? Because | spent the last day in the lake I'm too preoccupied to understand the obvious?
Rosethorn and | can do very little against avolcano. You are dl the help we have."

"Y ou don't think we messed up, |etting people know that we'd bought some extratime?' | asked. "l
thought you'd be saying | don't have any right to call myself amage.”

Myrrhtide rubbed his eyes. "Thefirg thing every mage should learn isthat magic makesfools of us. Now
you may cal yourself amage. Y ou have learned the most important lesson. Tell me, then—if you did trap
our young volcano children, why do we rush along today?"

| have no ideawhy it spilled out of me. Maybe it wasthat Myrrhtide had said that | might still call myself
amage, when | had fumbled things so badly. Rosethorn was busy. | could see her up ahead. She was
growing vinesto pull fallen treesfrom the road so we could get through. And Myrrhtide was actudly
ligeningto me.

Hetook me back over my tale. He asked questionsto clear things up in hisown mind. "Luvo didn't
believe these other spirits were a problem?”

| shook my head. "He can see what | do, because our magicsjoin in spots. He thought they were just
stupid and didn't care. We believed if we trgpped Flare and Carnelian, that would be enough.” Six miles
out and ten milesdown, | felt the next squeeze coming. | looked around. We were passing atal series of
granite dabs. On our other side was adopethat led to theriver.



| gulped. | didn't have Luvo to help me with thisone. "Would you ask Rosethorn something for me?
Could shelay vines over the shakier parts of the stone on our |eft? Theres atremor coming. I'll hold the
stone back hereif she can do that. Tell everyone we're gonnaget ahard shake. It's coming fast.”

Myrrhtide rode up aong our draggledy parade, passing on the warning. | dismounted from Spark and
passed her reinsto somebody. Then | called up all that power | had collected the afternoon before,
greeting therock on my left as| walked over toit. Thisgranite was lavathat had cooled dowly enough
for bits of quartz and feldspar to form in it. Water and plants had done some damage here. So had
quarrymen, who had taken away stone for buyers around the Pebbled Sea.

Hold strong, | told the unsteady dabs. Can you fed these youngsters rushing around?

| heard the whisper of stone laughter. Then the volcano spiritsrolled under usin afiery tide. They were
returning to Mount Grace far beneath the river. They bellowed for Hare and Carnelian asthey traveled.
They had been searching under the Pebbled Sea, with no luck. Now they plunged into the hollow
chamber, discouraged.

The ground calmed. The granite boulders under my magic settled back into their beds, complaining. They
had wanted to move. Another time, | promised them. Maybe even today.

That cheered them up. | knew it would.

| looked ahead. Apart from some tumbled bundles and people knocked from their feet, everything
seemed to be dl right. On we went. Eventually people started to fal behind, especidly the older ones,
and thekids.

Rosethorn rode back to me. She had a baby in ading on her chest, and a one-legged boy riding behind
her."Y ou look comfortable, on your nice strong horse, by yourself."

| scowled at her. "In Gyongxe you let meride.”

"In Gyongxe you had flayed feet. And | did make you get off the horse before you got flayed." Sheraised
her eyebrows. "Are you too worn-out from playing with the nice volcano?'

Sheknew | wasn't. | gave Spark up to Meryem and two of Oswin'ssmall boys. | even carried ababy.
He wet himsdlf, and me. For good measure he burped sour milk on my shoulder. By then the road had
come down closeto theriver. | gave the baby back to his mother to be changed. Then | happily took off
my boots and walked into theicy water. Cold doesn't bother me that much. And the smell of water and
wet stone was much better than the smell of dirty baby.

| was gathering blue moonstones on the river bottom when the volcano spirits stirred in the big chamber
under the mountain. It was strange. The moretime | spent listening for them, the more | knew what they
were doing. Now the ones who had gone out were rousing up the oneswho had stayed behind. They
started to whirl around, deep below the earth. The walls of the chamber began to melt, making the room

bigger.
"Shakel" | yelled to the people on the road. " Shake, abig one! Shake!™

They scrambled to grab the horses and get out of the carts. | dared not move. | threw my power against
the huge dope of loose, quarried rock beside the road. Even atiny shiver would send tons of granite on
top of everyone there. Next | sucked theriver boulders weight into me. | needed to be sure | wouldn't
tumble when the earth began to kick. Once | wasfixed in place, | spread my magic thin, covering as
much looserock as| could. Then | jammed it down, locking thousands of stone fragmentsin place. They



shifted, trying to cut through my power.

Heat rose from the big chamber. The volcano spirits were hungry. They wanted Hare and Carndlian. |
sent that hunger back to them as echoes. They fdt battered by their own fedings. Confused, they backed
deeper into the chamber. Knowing they were being monkeyed with, the earth spiritsroared their fury.
The ground under everything buckled and rolled.

Then, for thefirgt time, | heard their voices. They wanted Flare and Carnelian.
They are near! one of them shouted. We need them to lead us!

We need themto lead us out! We need them to take us into glory and fire! another cried, one that
sounded female.

They are the leaders, the guides! Where are they?That one seemed older.

Where are the ones who will free us of the prison and the shadows? From the sound of that voice,
the spirit had been waiting to get out for avery long time.

Where are the ones who will guide usto freedom? And that one was my age, or sounded that way, at
least.

Find them! Find them! They dl joined in that cry, shouting it over and over.

The shake and the spirits screaming seemed to go on forever. | held down the rocks on the dope until |
thought I would melt. | was so full of heat and power | wanted to rip the earth in two and bare its heart. |
wanted to shake the world to pieces.

The earthquake eased and stopped. The volcano spiritstraveled out of the chamber to the north, leaving
the big chamber half full. They sensed that Carnelian and Flare were someplace close. And now |
understood their need. Luvo and | would never be able to hide Carndian and Fare from the other
volcano spiritsforever.

Those two volcano kids had it dl wrong. They'd understood only part of the sory.

| pulled myself back to my body. Once more | brought alot of power with me. And | needed it, to keep
the unstable rock from burying the refugees. For the second time my magica body was too big for my
red one. | sworein my home language of Zhanzou and dragged mysdlf in here, tucked mysdf in there.
Findly | jammed mysdf back into my skin.

| came around to discover | was drenched. Myrrhtide stood beside mein the river. HEd put hisarm
around my chest so he could hold my head above water.

"Uh-oh." My voice came out asacroak. "l guess| fell down."
Heraised hiseyebrows. "Most of you did. Y our feet and legs are as stiff as tone.”

| sighed. "Thanksfor keeping me from drowning." | looked at hisface. Fusspot actually showed whisker
stubble, when held shaved every day. There were black circles under hiseyes. ™Y ou should create a spell
s0 your whiskers come off in water. Think how much time you'd save. Y ou'd make afortune peddling it
to people. Even ladies would want it, so they'd never have to get their bodies plucked again.”

"Shaving—or plucking—isthe last thing on my mind,” Myrrhtide said drily. "Will you tell mewhat was
on yours? Y ou nearly drowned. | couldn't carry you out. Y ou felt like you weighed severa tons.”



"Oh. Right." | released the magicsthat settled my feet and stood on my own. "I borrowed the stones
weight so the shake wouldn't knock me down. It never dawned on me I'd need to be tiff al over.”

"Why didn't you wade to the bank and do whatever you had to?' asked Myrrhtide.

| blinked at him. Heat came to my cheeks—not magic heet. | felt likeared villagefool. "I didn't think of
it. | just wanted to lock down that scree up beside the road, quick, before the next tremor struck.”

"Ah." Hesad it like he would have gotten to dry land first. Probably he would have, too. "Then the
exerciseisvauable, if you learned from it. Now, if you'll excuse me, | need to check with my fellow
water mages—"

He never finished. Miles off, in the direction of Moharrin, we heard something explode. Myrrhtide and |
raced up the riverbank to the road. Everyone was nervous and unable to see athing. We had come
down the other sde of thering of tall hillsthat surrounded the lake. The cliffsaong the road helped to
block our view of Mount Grace.

Therewas only onething to do. All of the climbers started up asolid stone cliff just alittle ways back. |
outdistanced everyone, fast. Well, they weren't sone mages who could cling to flat rock. When | got to
thetop, | had aclear sight of the mountain. She towered over the forest that surrounded the lake.

High on Mount Grace's eastern Side, athick plume of light gray smoke rose. It climbed rapidly in the sky,
billowing.

Do not panic, | told mysdlf. | couldn't have said it aloud if | had wanted to. My mouth had gone sticky
dry.

Panicisbad. | reached for that plume with my power, telling myself, A volcano spirit couldn't have
escaped without you knowing, Evumeime Dingza! Every spirit in that chamber would be shouting the
news

| felt nothing. There was no drop of molten rock anywhere near that fat column of smoke. | couldn't even
findrock ashinit.

When | got back to theroad, | begged some water from the inn servants. Then | went to find the mages.
Azaze, Oswin, Tahar, and Rosethorn dl gathered around Luvo, who was il in hisdling on Spark.

Other adults listened nearby as Luvo talked. "It is steam and air only. It has been thrust through cracksin
the mountain by the movement of volcano spirits." Of course Luvo would know. He could ask even
distant stonesto tell him what was going on. | had to be close to them to hear what they said. "One of
those cracks passed through an underground spring. The water was heated far past boiling. The
explosion was steam burgting through a crack in the mountainsde.”

Tahar gave the most wicked chuckle | have ever heard. "Dubyine, Karove, and their pack will gallop
past soon enough. They whine about poverty, but they have the best horses on Starns. Master Luvo,
they'll complain your magery was at fault, saying they maybe had afew more days. Dontt tell them
they're running from ategpot that boiled over.”

"You didn't believewe had extratime!" | said it before | thought. Then | winced as the adults turned to
look at me.

"I may be only ahedgewitch, but | understand enough about the world to know that its power is greater
than | am. Y ou mages who draw on it, whose magic comes from things outside you, you think you
control it. Maybe when it's weaving or iron-making or pottery you can. | wouldn't know. But stone, or



the green world, or water? Y ou no more control those thingsthan | control where my
great-great-grandson burps.” Tahar grinned evilly a me. "Y ou're shocked that the volcano won't come
and go asyou predict it will. I'm surprised you're silly enough to think it. That goes doublefor you,
Master Rock. Now, let's move on, before those spirits come to bump us dl into theriver.”

| stood aside and let them pass me. Why Heibel hadn't made that one agreat mage | don't know. She
had the attitude for it. And she had told me the same thing that Myrrhtide and Rosethorn, in their own
ways, weretrying to tell me. It wasn't that mages didn't make mistakes. It wasthat they learned from
them.

What could | learn?
Rosethorn stopped. "Did you amuse yoursdlf in theriver?'
| fished in my pocket and offered her a blue moonstone. "Want one?’

Rosethorn cupped my chinin her hand, looking me over. " The gods were watching over me when you
got in trouble back at Winding Circle. All the same, Evvy, don't kill yourself with this. Don't try to hold
back thetides. Briar will never forgivemeif | let you diewhile hes away."

| smiled a her. "I'm not going to die. | bet it hurts.”
Shelet mego. "Imp." Shewalked over to acart and took charge of ababy.

Oswin cameto meleading Spark. Once | took Luvo and his ding, Oswin gave Spark to a couple of
kids. They climbed into the saddle with reli€f. | figured Oswin would wander off—he looked
distracted—Dbut he didn't. Although he carried that immense pack, he walked like it wasfilled with
feathers. His hands were tucked in his pockets. He gazed off into nowhere, hislips moving silently.

Since Oswin didn't seem to want to talk, | turned to Luvo. How did the shield building go? | asked in
our magics. Will it fool the volcano spirits? Will it keep them from finding Carnelian and Flare?

The shield ismade, he said, granite on one side, obsidian facing outward. It will reflect only the
volcano spirits, should they find it. I do not know how long it will hold. The volcano spirits might
come too close, and melt it, or enough of them may decide to ramit. Has Myrrhtide said if more
ships have arrived in the seaport?

| didn't ask, | replied.
"Quedtion," Oswin interrupted.
| was so fixed on Luvo that Oswin's voice made me jump. We both stared at him.

Hedidn't realize hed gartled me. "'Y ou said Flare and Carnelian wanted to play when you first met them.
They wanted to show you things, and they wanted you to help them escape.”

"Ye-e-ess" | wasn't surewhat hewas getting at. | didn't want him springing any word traps on me.

"What if you went back to them now, and said you want to go out with them?' Oswin asked. "What if
you told them you'd found them the perfect spot to do it? An easy spot? Then you led them to it—away
from Starns?’

| stopped dead in my tracks and stared at him. Luvo stood up on hisback legsinside hisding to get a
better look at Oswin.



It seemed like Oswin was used to reactionslike ours. "No, wait, lissen amoment. Y ou said they want to
come out. They never insgsted on where, did they? In fact, Mount Grace wastheir last resort. Some old
faker of their own kind sold them that old wheeze. Y ou know, the one that if they struggle and fight
through tons of solid rock, they'd be worthy to bregk into the open air.” Oswin said "worthy” like it was
avery bad word. "Flare and Carnelian were smart. They're looking for faultsthat will take them closeto
the surface, so they can save their strength until the last moment. Y ou know they'll breek free eventually.
Why not do it where they won't kill thousands of people and make whole idands unlivable?"

"I have never heard of such athing indl my millennia, Oswin Forest," Luvo said flatly.

Oswin looked at Luvo and shrugged. "Y ou led me to believe you came aong with Evvy for new
experiences. Thiswould be one of them.”

"Y ou propose to tamper with the great cycle of birth,” Luvo told him with alittle outraged thunder in his
voice. "Mountains enter lifein thismanner. Thereisawaysthe struggle, violence, destruction, fire. Things
die, things are born, the old is buried in the rush of the new. So it has been from the very beginning of this
world."

Again Oswin shrugged. "Once, if ababy started to come out backwards, the choice wasto seeif it could
be born that way alive, to bring it out that way and risk the mother's death, or to try to turn it and risk the
baby's desth. Then amidwife learned how to turn the baby in the womb. More babies and motherslive
because nature never minds alittle extrahdp.”

"How did you find that out?' | asked, curious. I'd never met a man who could talk midwifery.

"Jayat hasn't been around to help Tahar for long," Oswin explained. "Before that she was without an
apprentice for acouple of years. | helped her. We are talking about volcanoes, Evvy."

"Blagphemy.” Luvo wasrocking from sideto sde. Hisweight shifts made him hard for me to balance.

"I'm not proposing an end to the process through which mountains are born. Thisisjust anew wrinkle."
Oswin was being very patient. " Could many stone mageseven do it?"

"BEvumame'sskills are unusud,” Luvo said, distracted from his crankiness. "'l believe thefact that her first
ingtructors were green mages influenced her power. Her magic follows more flexible channd s than those
of the stone mages | have encountered.”

"l am standing right here," | told them. "I can speak for mysalf.”

"I was wondering about how Evvy doesthings. Most stone mages I've encountered seem very, very
settled” Oswin commented. "They only ded with their immediate circle of sonesand learning. Certainly
they aren't flexible. | never heard that a mage'sfirst teachers have an effect on how their magic works,

though.”

They would remember me eventudly. In the meantime, the refugees were drawing away. Luvo camed
down as| gtarted walking, and Oswin caught up. He and Luvo kept talking about first teachers. | turned
Oswin'sideaover in my head. Hadn't Rosethorn mentioned something similar? Sheld been joking, but
Oswin wasn't.

Flare and Carndlian didn't know | had tricked them. If they did, their anger would be enough to blow the
quartz trap to pieces. They might suspect. If | showed up before they broke out, though, if | set them
free, | could convincethemit redly wasjust agame.

Worse, | didn't know if | could keep them from the surface. They were big before they went into the



quartz. If they were bigger when they came out, | might not be able to control them.
| might die.

Theroad crested a high point in the ground. Below us was the long line of refugees. Rosethorn was riding
back, alittle boy behind her, alittle girl in front of her. Shelooked tired and thin.

| promised Briar | would take care of Rosethorn.

| interrupted Oswin and Luvo. "Wheredo | take Flare and Carndlian? | can't just drag them any old
where. They'll come straight back here.”

Oswin grinned. "All of those roads that |ead away from Mount Grace, and you can't think of something
that's a better place than this?'

"I don't know any roads for volcanoes" | didn't fed like playing games! Then | bit my lip. The cracks.
The cracks, that led to the faults deep in the ground. The seamsin the earth. Where might they take me?

Inmy mind'seye | saw black, cold depths at the foot of a stone cliff. Strange sea creatures danced in
cold salt water. They swirled around an opening that spurted clouds of hot water.

"Luvo..." | whispered.

"l saw." Of course he saw, | was holding him. "Isit far enough from human dwellings?"
"Iswhat far enough?' Now we had confused Oswin.

"I'm not sure,” | said. "It's seven miles. We need Myrrhtide.”

Oswin, Luvo, and | worked our way down the river-bank. Myrrhtide wasin the water again, his habit
kilted up around hiswaist. He walked aong the river bottom as easily as | walked on the road. He didn't
dipor didelikel did.

| stared in awe. Fishes darted around and between hisfeet, some of them big ones. Now and then one
would legp in the air and hit broadside, splashing him. His pale lashes were marked with water drops.
Water beads sparkled on his short red hair. Helooked... happy.

Maybe our voyage would have been more fun if we had just towed Myrrhtide behind the ship on arope.
"Excuse us—are you working on something?* Oswin could be very polite.

"No. Evvy, if your face freezes like that, you will frighten smdl animas. Is something the matter?”
Myrrhtide asked gently.

Kanzan blessme, with fish nibbling at histoes, Myrrhtide was actudly decent. "Back on the ship, when |
banged you in the face, did you know where we were?" | inquired.

Hebridled, asif I'd suggested he didn't know how to do his sums. "We were directly over the Ditlo
Trench, the deepest such trench in the Pebbled Sea. It measures ten thousand feet at its greatest depth.
Not one of the biggest trenches—there is a deeper one at the heart of the Syth, and another off the Bight
of Firethat issad to be nearly twice that. At the onein the Bight of Fire there are creatures, completely
bleached of color, who give off their own light—never mind." Myrrhtide bent to scratch a catfish on the
chin. "l fail to see why an offshore formation like the trench would be of interest to anyone just now.”

"Evumeimei, you would haveto do thisalone," Luvo said unhappily. "1 can send you strength, perhaps.



Y ou know | dare not bring my essence too closeto that of Flare and Carndlian.”

"Theresaspdl that Tahar and Jayat know. Sometimes Tahar does something risky and needs Jayat to
observe or to lend her strength, but not to get too entangled with her. Jayat usesit, too. That way she can
tell him what to do when she's too weak to work magic hersdlf. It might not serve you, of course, Master
Luvo. We could ask." Oswin's eyeswere shining. | began to see why Jayat spoke of him like hedid. This
man lived to work out things, even when he couldn't do them himself. Why hadn't he been born a great

mege?
On the other hand, the idea of Oswin with the power to try some of hisideaswas alittle scary.
"Jayat!" Oswin's bellow nearly split my skull. "Come here, we need to ask you aquestion!”

"Will someone please tdl me what that trench hasto do with anything? We are running from a volcano,
may | remind you?' Myrrhtide doshed out of the river. He yelped as he stepped on something pointy on
the riverbank. | set Luvo down and went to help him.

"Here. Y ou can brace yoursdf on me and put your own sandals on, or brace yoursalf on meand I'll put
your sandals on. Either way, step on that rock right behind you. No sticksto hurt your feet then." |
pointed to the rock. "Or you can go back intheriver. Y our fishesmissyou.” It wastrue. They swirledin
the shallowest water they could manage, right where Myrrhtide had climbed out.

Hefrowned a me. "Why are you being hel pful?' He stepped on the stone dab and unhooked his sandas
from hisbelt.

| took hisfootwear. "Because | found out you're not such acrosspatch. 1t's funny, the way you learn how
decent people are, when things get bad.” | kndlt and undid the knot in hislaces. When | had asandal
free, Myrrhtide braced ahand on my shoulder and lifted up afoot. | put it on and laced it for him.

"All right, young lady. What are you up to?" Myrrhtide asked suspicioudly.

"Nothing bad,” | told him as| did up the other sandal. "Milaand Green Man willing, and maybe Helbei
too, it could even be good." Silk moths began twirling in my belly. Stop thet, | told them. | haven't even

done anything yet.
| stood up and smiled a Myrrhtide. "There you are. All shod and ready to visit the emperor.”

He smiled, too, and tightened his grip on my shoulder. "Good. Very good. Now let's see what you and
your friends are cooking up. And try to take care of yourself. Y ou are starting to grow on me."

17
Stone Clothes

When Rosethorn saw ustrailing the refugees and talking, she rode back to see what was going on. We
told her what we planned.

"Absolutely not." Her mouth settled into ahard line. "Tamper with the volcano spirits asecond time?
Particularly when they might be getting more powerful? 1 won't hear of it."

"But if she can lead them away from Starns, the idand will be safe.” Oswin shifted from foot to foot, he
was S0 excited.

"Oswin Forest, sheis my charge. | am responsible for Evvy getting off thisidand dlive," Rosethorn told



him. "Y ou have no guarantee that she would survive leading Carnelian and Flare out to sea. Evenif they
did not kill her for trapping them, what of the other volcano spirits? If Luvo won't face them, why should

Bwy?"

"Her power isnot the same astheirs, Rosethorn,” said Luvo. "If Evumeime keeps her distance from any
groups of volcano spirits, she ought to be safe.”

"'Ought to' trims no trees, Luvo," Rosethorn snapped.

They were still arguing two hours later. We had come out onto the flat, where the river made the long,
dow turn toward Sustree. Tahar, Myrrhtide, Jayat, and even Azaze had joined in the discussion.

| lost patience. Thelonger | put off actually trying Oswin'sides, the better the chances were that Flare
and Carndlian would escape on their own. | wouldn't give awooden coin for our livesthen. | had to get
to work now.

| looked around for a place to stop and saw agood one. Leaving the others, | lugged my packsto some
trees that shaded a cluster of boulders. The stones were stable granite. They were perfect for my needs.

Luvo came to watch me make the place comfortable as people went by. "What if Carndlian and Flare
will not believe you? They may well deceive you into relaxing your guard, then turn againgt you.

Evumeime, you trgpped them. What if they claim they accept you are their friend, then lureyou into a
trap of their devising? They are volcano spirits, not meet people. They have no faces or eyesthat you

may read.”

| asked the rocks to shift, to make a seat that wasn't so lumpy. "Maybe they were pure spiritswhen | first
met them. But once they got to know me, they started shaping themsalves more like people. Copying me.
They acted more human, too. I'll give my magic saf alook that's more like human me somehow. I'll
shapeit with stones. If they copy mein thisnew way of looking, I'll know they still admire me. Stop
ill-wishing, Luvo! | have to makethiswork!"

"l do not do anything that might be termed awish for good or ill," Luvo said. "Neither do | want you to
end your days as charcod.”

"| don't plan to do that, trust me,” | told him.

Meryem came running over. She was dusty from top to toe, her and the Dreadful Dall. She carrieditina
cloth ding now, just like the one | used to carry Luvo. Someone had dso made asmall pouch for her to
wear around her neck. She kept the feldspar piece | gave her in that. | could tell because | saw the stone
shining through the pouch. "Why did you stop? Y ou look like you're making camp. Y ou can't stop here,
Evvy. Were running away from the volcano, remember?"

Helba, thisis not funny, | told the god. "Meryem, go with the others. Find Nory. I'm doing something.”

"No!" Thelittle tyrant ssamped afoot at me. "Y ou can't do it here, Evvy. You can't. Do it on the ship.
The mountain is going to blow up, don't you know anything”

Thelonger she stood there jabbering, the morelikely it was that someone would cometo find her. They
might try to stop me, too.

"Meryem, | don't want you with me, adl right? I'm amage, not anursemaid. Me and my rocks have
important thingsto do, right now, so go away."

She blinked a me, her lip trembling. "I thought you were my friend.”



"I'm not! I'm abusy mage, and | need quiet right now!" | sngpped.

She had tearsin her eyes, but what was | supposed to do? If Rosethorn noticed | was missing before |
left my body, she'd find away to stop me. If everyone got killed because Flare and Carnelian escaped, it
wouldn't help that I'd been nice to Meryem. I'd wasted too much time aready. The ground was quivering
under my fedt.

"Go on, go!" | added for good measure.
Meryem ran away. She vanished into the group of kids at the side of the refugee caravan.
"For ahuman, that was hard speaking,” Luvo said.

"I'minahurry, Luvo. I'll makeit up to her later, if we have alater." From one of my packs| took out my
Zhanzou jacket. It wasthe only clothing I'd kept from home, but not because | missed Y anjing fashions.
The plain black jacket had eight pocketsin it. There were four outside—two over my chest, two over my
hips—and two insde. | wore it when | needed to keep stones close to my body.

It wastimeto put my mage kit to use. | opened it up and considered my choices. | had to squint as|
removed the stones. The magica glare from the spells on them always half-blinded me. First | showed
Luvo the onyx globe. "This doesn't just hold power. The spellson it will ground me and help keep mein
myself. They'll dso deflect anything bad Flare, or Carndlian, or their friends might throw at me. | hope

they will, anyway."
Luvo didn't seem impressed. "V olcano spiritswill annihilate your globe. What else have you?!

"Rutilated quartz, to increase my effectiveness” | explained. Luvo clicked a me. It was not asound of
approval. | put the crystal in a pocket anyway and went on. " Jade for wisdom and protection. Sardonyx
for courage.”

"I doubt yourswould ever fail, but that at least may accomplish what you wish for it."
"Rockwater for strength and perseverance.”

"Asif you ever required ether of thesethings, Evumeme.”

"Malachitefor protection from peril." | was getting cross.

"A moon cut from it would not be enough to guard you from Carndlian and Flare.”
"You'renot helping,” | told him. "Garnet for strength and vigor.”

"Piffle dl of it."

"Y ou learned that word from Rosethorn."”

"These onesare usdless,” Luvo argued. "Worse than usdessif you rely on such toysinstead of your
own power."

| glared @ him. "'l am relying on my own power. It's the power of the spells| made and stored in these
'toys," you stubborn chunk of rock!"

"Thisisfolly, Evumeimel. Let these mest people fleethisidand. Let us make our escape with them.
Oswin does not understand the immensity of power held by just one of these spirits. Beingslike Flare
and Carndian and their kindred are the agents that make and unmake the surface of the entire earth.”



"Y ou worry so because you can't imagine tricking the forcesthat gave birth to you. | understand. But
look here. The force that made me sold me for ahandful of coppers. I'm not asawed. If | get in over my
head, I'll just run away." He doesn't understand, | thought. | put Carndlian and Flarein atrap that ended
up making them stronger. | haveto limit the damage| did. | don't want to be one of Rosethorn's
destroyers, even by accident.

| patted Luvo on his head knob, which | knew he hated. Then | made myself comfortable and closed my
eyes.

The fault that ran under the Makray, up under the lake and Mount Grace, was warm. | gathered power
fromit as| raced through the ground in my magica body. | headed for Moharrin and the quartz trap.
Travel was so much faster without my meat self. Of course, | couldn't haul anything useful when | moved
likethis. | paid aprice in exhaustion when | returned to my real body. Still, if 1'd had to go to the trap by
foot or horse, | would have given up before | even tried. | probably would have reached the trap too late
for usdl.

A new earth shock picked me up. It threw me from the place where the river |ft the lake al the way to
thefar end. The volcano spiritswere traveing in afault just three miles from Carndian and Flare. With
my senses spread wide through the ground | could fedl them. They rooted in the fault like pigs hunting
truffles. | jammed mysdlf through the ground past them. My claim to be Hare and Carnelian's friend
wouldn't sound good if | didn't set them free.

| smacked into Luvo's black obsidian wall. It curved above, below, and to either side of me, aglossy
black shield inthe earth. A sparkling ghost floated in it: me. Flare and Carnelian were on the other side.
I'd kept careful track of their location. They were just three hundred yards beyond thiswall, with its
granite back. The volcano spiritswould only see this—at least until it began to mdlt.

| flowed through the cool black shield. Behind it was the thick granite dab Luvo had set there. That was
guaranteed to dow the volcano spirits more than easily meted obsidian. From it, and from the earth
around it, | collected what | needed for my new appearance. | made agirl shell from crystalsand
minerds, fitting them around me. | built astone tunic of olivine and fashioned green tourmaine leggings.
Black tourmaline served me for hair and eyebrows. | shaped rose quartz into amouth. Black garnets
worked as my eyes, and gold feldspar became my skin. By thetime | reached the quartz trap, | wasan
Evvy made of magic and stone.

| had comeintime, barely.

Tiny lightnings sparked around the quartz. They melted the earth and cracked the crystasthemsalves.
Severa dozen drops of blue and carnelian-colored fire broke free. They flowed together to join with
othersof their color. | didn't wait to see how big those combined drops had to get before they began to
think on their own—though | was curious.

Would you release all the pieces of my friends? | asked the quartz crystals. | think they've
overstayed their welcome, don't you?

Itisour pleasure, said the biggest crystal. She sounded like an unhappy housekeeper. | 1ook at how
they've ruined our order!

Your guests have been very rude. That crystal was one of the smallest, but it was dso very old. No
matter how many times they were asked to settle, and find their places, they just wouldn't listen.

| felt bad. | knew crystasloved organization. It'stheir nature. I'm sorry. | didn't mean for it to turn out
so badly for you.



Oh, no. We have benefited immensely. The thing the mountain did to keep them here, when he
united both ends of our vein? asked the friendliest of them.

Oh, that was splendid, the housekeeper said.

| was too exciting. The grumpy old one was determined to be unhappy. There's been altogether too
much excitement going on around here of late.

The thing the mountain did, thefriendly one said firmly, it made quite a few of us better able to
resist heat. That was good.

And many of us have stolen power from your rude friends, the housekeeper crystal added.

But we will still be happy if they never return, the old one told me. They do not know how to
behave. Not like you.

The crystals split. Out squirted hundreds of drops of indigo and reddish-brown fire. They formed a
sngle, mixed-color pool in the soil, the big drops caling to the small ones that had aready escaped.

| waited. The pool doshed and stirred. The rocks and earth around it softened and shifted. At last the
blue drops did to one side, the carnelian-colored onesto the other. Slowly Carnelian and Flare took on
the shapesthey'd held when | saw them last. There was one difference. Thistime, they weretdler than
me by ahead.

They looked down a me. The soil melted and drooled around them.

18
Luvo Thunders

| threw out my hands. Flare, Carnelian, hello! I'm so sorry! | talked like Briar did when he courted a
rich lady while stedling her bracelet. He didn't sted anymore, but he taught me the gpproach for
emergencies. Maybe the quartz is a toy my people manage better. Are you tired? Were you bored? |
was so busy helping my friends that thisisthefirst chance | got to check on you! Honestly, |
thought you would have solved it long ago.

You trapped us! Fareraised afist. You wanted to seal us up so we couldn't get out!

| grinned a him. Why? I'm your friend. Maybe the others got you to do it. To stop us from having
fun. Carnelian crossed her arms. They never want to have fun.

When would they do that? | asked. | don't go near them, remember? Now, stop being silly. Shall |
tell you how the quartz toy works? Or do you want the other game | have for you?

That was no toy! Bitsof flame escaped Flare. It was a trap! You tricked usinto it! He grabbed for
me

| flowed just out of hisreach. Then why did | set you free? Honestly, Flare, if you're going to be like
this, maybe you're not ready to be out. In the world above, we understand things like quartz toys.

Flare split in two. He shot at me from both sides. | dropped down through the soil, then flew up, putting
the granite between us. He must have flown straight &t it. | felt the ground and the stone shiver when he
struck the two-foot-thick shield.



| backed up until | felt heat behind me. | turned. Carnelian had flowed through the ground, past the
shield, to follow me. She'd aso reshaped hersdlf, so that some of her flames had the shape of clothing.
She couldn't make herself stone clothes, though, not when rocks melted within afew feet of her.

What kinds of games do you have? She smoothed a hand over her front, shaping the flamesinto atunic
of bluefire. And what was the trick of the quartz toy?

| folded my arms over my chest, like | wasthinking. It made you and Flare larger. Don't you like
that? You would have broken out soon. I'm curious—is Flare your brother? Do you come from
the same flames, or the same pool? Were you part of one thing, that you're so close?

Carndlian shrugged. At first | wasin the core, with the others. We were all one. Then | came to
know | was me.

Separate. | chose to go in another direction from the others. | flowed away. After atime, | looked
around. The only other one who swamin a direction, being separate, was Flare. So | kept
swimming, and he kept swimming. Both of us, being separate. One day we swam side by side. We
didn't even know we wanted to be out then. We just didn't want to swim like the others.

| arranged my stone clothes so | could Sit cross-legged. How long did it take you to get here? To the
hollow under the mountain ?

Again Carndian shrugged. Shetried to St as | did. The best she could manage wasto blend her legs
together. Y ou have to understand legs to create a proper tailor's seat. When | saw she wasn't going to
attack, | spread some power in the earth, above and below me, and on the other side of the shield at my
back. When FHare returned, he wouldn't take me by surprise.

Once Carndlian was settled as much like me as she could manage, she answered my question. We don't
under stand things like how long it took us to |eave the core and come to the chamber. The older
ones, the ones who have been here since the last big escape—

The last big escape? | asked, curious. When? Where? Excuse me, but we've never really talked.

Carndian shook her head. Her black flame hair drifted with the motion. Here, of course. Thousands of
volcano people got out in that escape. They took huge amounts of cold earth and stone up into the
air with them. And some remained behind to tell us newer ones the story when we came, in the
great chamber below. They said it was glorious. The thousands broke into the air. They soared out
in freedom from this world. It was cold, where they went. They roared. And they died, of course.

Well, that stinks, | said, feding bad for them.
Sinks? Carndlian cocked her head. What is that?

| can't explain. Only its not right, to get outside and then die. | noticed Flare was gpproaching. His
power was hot and shifty. He was ill angry, then, but he had it under some control. | drew strength from
the stones around me, just in case.

Here comes Flare. He feels better now that he has melted rock, Carndlian said, pleased.
| wondered how Carnelian knew what he'd been doing. That must be some part of their magic.

What else is there? she went on. We go, we soar into the air and burn in its glory. What more could
there be?



Flare came roaring through the earth, headed straight for me. | was about to jump clean out of the ground
when he whirled away from me and spun around Carndlian. You're starting to look like her. He didn't
sound happy about it. You're shaping yourself like her. It's just rocks, what she has on her outside. |
could melt them all with a breath. Maybe | should. He opened his mouth as he looked at me. His
tongue and teeth were made of flames.

You've had enough stone for the moment. Carndian unfurled her legsfrom their knot, stretched out her
arms, and wrapped dl four limbsaround Flare. | was telling her about getting out. She doesn't
understand. She doesn't think it's wonderful, to be outside and to die.

They were hdf-melted together. Carndian's blue tunic mixed with Flare's shoulders and chest. His black
flame hair wound around her arms and legs. Do you have something better ? Flare wanted to know. At
least when we |leap outside, we turn into something new. We will become something none of the
others have been.

But Carnelian says others have done this before. | put abit of needleinto my voice. A lot of them,
right here. They blew the whole crown of thisisland apart. | shrugged. And that was ages ago.
Nobody cares now. Nobody cares about old stories. They only care about new ones.

WA, we don't care about what your people care about. Flare opened his mouth. His tongue shot
forward. It was along spout of flame, green and pink mingled with orange. It flicked the air athumb's
width from my nose. | felt the gold feldspar on the tip of my magica nose mdlt. | hid ashudder. | never
wanted to seethat again.

Tricks, | said. If that's the best you can do...

An earth shock rolled into usfrom just afew milesaway. It drove me back against the shield, pressing
meinto the obsidian. It mashed Carndlian and Flare into one creature. With the shock came abdllow so
loud I thought it would tear meto shreds.

Asl| pulled away from the shield, Hare said, It's the others. They're... over that way. Hundreds of
them. He separated himself from Carnelian.

More sound blasted through the earth. The rocks that made my girl body dropped off. | couldn't hang
onto them and my magica sef at the sametime.

They want to talk to us? Carnelian was as astonished as Flare. They say we are to lead them?

They turned toward the sound of their kinfolk. That'swhen | got scared. And when | get scared, I'm the
firdt to admit it, | turn nasty.

Lead them where?| demanded scornfully. Around and around and around? You couldn't even get
out of a quartz toy.

Lucky for me| realized what ablester | was. | moved as soon as| said it. Hare turned on me. He
opened his mouth and shouted. Except there was no sound, only ripples of heat. Everything between
Flare and where | had been melted asthat heat passed through.

| meant that in a hdpful way! A useful way! | scrambled to tell them.

| don't. Flare came a me, stretching out, asnake of fire in the ground. Soil and fast-melting rocks went
to soup as heraced for my throat, his blazing hands grabbing for me.

| darted away. Reaching Carnelian | said, | can show you a way out. It's a lot easier than the



mountain. Then | ran, because Fare was coming.

Your quartzwasn't atoy. It was a trap, Flare growled. You are a cheat. I'm going to melt you. Then
I'll coat the quartz "toy" with you.

People in my world escape those toys every day, Flare. And we escape things like the mountain.
WA, | did. I turned on the persuasion. But there's another way out that's made for only a pair like
you and Carnelian. | found it by accident on my way here.

Hare opened his mouth. Hest billowed from him, turning solid earth to smoke. | couldn't move fast
enough. Pain shot through me, pain | thought | couldn't fed in that shape. | rolled into atiny bal, fighting
the agony. | wasterrified that if | gaveintoit, I'd lose control of my magic. I'd turn to smoke just asthat
s0il had done, and belost forever.

You will stop. Luvo's voice boomed from every pebble, every stone, and especialy from the huge
obsidian and granite shidlds. It shivered the soil. You will stop, or | will crush you so deep, it will be
forever before you rise this high again. Hurt Evumeimei once more and | will seeto it that you
forget your soul.

| stretched out. Carefully | remade my magical eyes. Hare and Carndlian had curled up. | didn't blame
them. | felt like paste. Luvo's voice wasthat big in the ground. He sounded like the mountain he was at
home, amountain far bigger than Mount Grace.

Rain luck on us, Heibe, | prayed. Don't et them find out Luvo has no power over them!
Evvy, who's that? Carnelian whispered.

You do not have the right to address Evumeimei , thundered Luvo. You have not earned the right to
address anyone.

| shivered everywhere, in every grain of stonethat filled me. Carnelian and Flare shrank even more.
He's not as bad as he feels, | whispered.

Who are you, Big Voice? Flare didn't sound as nasty as he had just afew moments ago, but he wasn't
aswary as Carndian. And who's Evumel —whatsit?

SHE is Evumeimel. You are not so much as a drop in the earth's veins.

Luvo's bellow flattened me, and my magica body wasn't entirely redl. It drove Flare and Carndlian deep
into the earth, hundreds of yards below wherewe'd been. | let mysdlf drop to follow them.

| had to find out how he did that.

When | caught up to the volcano kids, they were dowly stretching themselves out, making themsdalves big
agan.

What was that? Carnelian kept her voice quiet, in case he might hear. Where did it come from? How
does it know you? Can it hear us? Can it find us?

Flare just looked around nervoudy, asif Luvo might gppear out of the rock. With amagmavein warming
my magica feet, giving usdl new strength, | knew Luvo couldn't come near this place. Still, after what he
had just done, | had to think about exactly what Luvo meant when he said he was helpless. Apparently

he and | had two different meanings for that word. | couldn't do anything when | was hel pless, but Luvo



could... thunder through the earth.

"It" isa"he," | explained. Hisname is Luvo. Well, that's part of hisname. The only part | can
pronounce, anyway. He's a mountain. He makes the mountain you're trying to break through look
like that piece of granite | put between us. | was doing some really fast thinking now. HE's my friend,
but | have to tell you, he doesn't like the idea of you and your friends blasting this mountain apart
just so you can get out. | don't think he'll let you do it.

The earth moaned. The others were caling, Carnelian and Flare's people.
We can't just stop. Flare sounded shaky. They want us to do something for them. | can fedl it.

He may be a mountain, but he isn't this mountain, Carnelian said. He can't stop us. We're going to
go out. She didn't sound much more confident than Flare did, but | had the fedling that didn't matter with
Carnelian. If she wanted to do something, she would try it even if she wasn't certain she could succeed.

He can talk to the other mountains around here. | was il thinking asfast as| could. If they all get
together, they can do something. Trust me. | know mountains. They don't want you to blow them
into gravel. Now me, I've been trapped. | know what it's like to want out. And | know a way—an
easer way. There'sa crack in the world. You won't have to break through anything. The door's
already open.

They drifted in the fault where we'd come to astop, looking at each other. | shut up. Therésatimeto
talk, and atimeto keep till. Sometimes| even know whichiswhich.

Finally they seemed to agree.

Flare asked, And where might we find this crack?

19
Melting

Once | explained about the crack in the world some miles beyond the hollow chamber, Flare and
Carndlian rushed off to tdll the others. Luvo had terrified them. They wanted to get away from him, now.

Me, | took hardly amoment to feel smug. For one thing, they might yet wake up and guess| could be
lying like an emperor. They weren't stupid, after al, only not very experienced.

For another, | wanted to have aword with Luvo. | sensed him in the earth hundreds of yards above me.
He must have reached down as close to the volcano kids as he dared. As quick as mercury on awarm
dish, | rose through stone and packed clay. | stopped, drifting, when | felt Luvo's power around me.

LUVO! | shrieked. He wasn't the only one who could bellow.

Evumeimei ? He was confused and worried. Why have you left Carnelian and Flare? Are you hurt?
Did they escape you?

They're convincing their idiot friends to come with us. You said you couldn't do anything down
there! Thanks for saving my life, but you lied to me!

Hewas quiet for amoment. When he answered, he sounded even more puzzled, though lessworried. |
cannot do anything so far from myself.



Then what was that? You nearly blew us all apart! You—you almost made us into fish paste, only
we weren't fish!

Now he waited even longer. Thistime, when he spoke, he spoke as héld heard Lark talk when she
handled the very stupid, or the crazy. | was taking.

Talking! You pounded with your voice! They were cowering! Flare was ready to turn to drops
again! Who else do you talk to like that? | asked.

Other mountains. Glaciers. Faultsin the earth. Things that vex me.

| shook my head. Possibly Luvo didn't know the voice he uses with the great, ancient parts of the world
might overpower younger ones. Findly, | said, It was something. Maybe it was talk to you, but it had
weight. You helped me out of a very bad spot. Um. Thank you, again. You convinced Carnelian
and Flare they want to try the underwater volcano. They'll do anything to get away from you.

You are welcome, Evumeimei. That is good news.

The earth beneath us dammed upward, asif agiant punched it. Stone, clay, and water shot through us. |
sent part of my magic out. Way down | felt ahuge fist of melted stone push up. Flare and Carnelian's
friendsjammed in the thousands into the huge chamber under Mount Grace. The wallswere mdting,
making the thing expand. Far over my head stones cried out as they split. Chunks broke away to fal and
shatter after ralling for hundreds of feet.

I'd better go! | shouted to Luvo. | flew through the ground. | collected strength and fashioned spellsas|
went, adding pieces of granite for good measure. Then | pulled power and granite dike around meinto a
thick, tight ball.

WHAM! The dam happened again. It shoved my ball into a pancake. | was mixed in with the magic,
spells, and granite. | yanked myself together into one centrd ball. Quickly | dragged my protection spells
into athick shell around that. Finally | added the granite shell once more. While | worked, the world
shook. | felt cracks open in stone and dirt up where open air touched the ground. Bits of stone shot into
that air, thrown from new chimneysin the mountainside. A few more jumpslike that and the volcano
spiritswould spill through cracksin Mount Grace.

Let'sgo, | thought. | put alot of magic behind it.

My granite ball dammed through the earth, into atunndl that led down. It dropped, and so did 1. | clung
to every particle of the stone. If I'd had area mouth, areal throat, and red lungs, I'd have been
screaming as | dropped straight into achimney full of magma

Volcano spirits grabbed my stone sphere. They passed me down the pipe. Even granite haslimits. My
shell began to melt. The hegt from the volcano spirits Szzled dong my magica skin. It burned.

| was spreading out. My granite shield dissolved. My musclesfelt like warm honey, my boneslike melting
butter. | fought to stay whole, but it was so hard.

| drifted in the heet. | thought | smelled power burning. That was silly, because magic doesn't burn.
Sowly | descended into the birth chamber of gones. Evumeime Dingzai wasturning to smoke. My life
was szzling out. Any memory of what | did there mdlted. | wanted to hang on to the memories of my life
asthey dissolved, but | couldn't think why. Instead | gave them up, happiness by happiness. | floated in
the great power of the earth...

She's flowing into the river! That sounded like agirl. | ought to know her voice, | thought in adreamy



way.
A boy said, | have her head—you grab her tail. Who knew she could get all liquid like us?
| ought to know the boy's voice, too.

Don't let her drip! thegirl ordered.

Blue and carnelian-colored hands dragged me adong, out of the heat and the power. Legs, or tails, or
something, wrapped around parts of me. They pulled meaong.

Carndian and Flare yanked meinto cold stuff. It had hard lumpsin it. They rolled me up, shoving my
liquid piecesinto atighter shape. | squirmed and wriggled, fighting to get back to that hot river. | was
going to float in the heart of everything. | would be reborn with the stones.

A chunk of diamond dug into my side.

Diamond. | curled myself up around it. How could | forget diamonds? Diamonds were so hard it was
amogt impaossible to cut them, impossible to break or crush them. | could only ask one to break for me.
It would do so only if it wanted to. I'd never find adiamond in dl that molten stone. I'd never find any
rocksinit. And I'd never find asingle crysal.

What had | been thinking?

| uncurled myself and looked around. Flare and Carndian, shaped like they wore clothes, sat on either
gde of mein the earth. They had saved me. They had pulled me out of there.

The others said they had a rock that acted like one of us, Flaretold me. You're lucky we thought
that sounded weird enough to be you.

They say they'll go, Carndlian said. They say they'll follow us out. They were so excited they shook
the earth. Are you fit to take us there now?

| wanted to be melted some more. .. The warmth pulled on me. | shook it off and ran my magica fingers
through the diamond, soaking up itsstrength. | can do it, | replied. | wasthinking, Y ou saved my life.
And now I'm going to lead you out into the cold, cold ocean to die.

It's either the ocean or the open air, Evumeimé, | told myself. Sowly | pulled every last bit of me back
into my normal shape. They're going to die anyway, because they want to get out of the earth. And if they
get into the air here, they're going to kill alot of people and animals, too. They maybe did dready, them
and therr friends.

What about my friendsin the air above? That scared me. The last shake was such abad one, and it had
cracked the surface in so many places. How much ash, underground water, mud flow, and flying rock
was set inmotion? | had to get the volcano spirits out to sea, before they split theidand likeamelon.

Wed have to take the fault that lay under the Makray River. And we'd have to go deep, redlly deep. So
deep the refugees on the road next to it would be safe.

| didn't even know if | could bear traveling so deep under the earth, but | would have to. Fat lot of good
it would be, for meto lure the volcano spirits away from the quartz trap and Mount Grace, and have
them escape right under everyone | wanted to protect.

| can show you the way, through the deepest cracks of the earth, | told Carnelian and Flare. But I'm



afraid to travel with your friends. I'm afraid I'll melt again. | have to stay away from them.

Of course you're staying away from them! Flare got larger for amoment. We're leading them, not
youl!

Which way is the crack you want to travel ? Carnelian watched me, waiting. | had afeding shewould
wait forever. Her patience scared me alot more than Flare'stemper. If | ran away, | had afeding that
wherever | went, Carnelian would find me and take revenge.

| sent out atiny burst of magic. It was nothing like what 1'd entered the earth with. 1t showed methe
chamber under Mount Grace. | described the part of it that opened onto the fault under the Makray
River to Hare and Carndlian.

Gather the others, Flare, said Carndlian. Tell them to assemble at that entrance. | will take Evvy
there around the room of the melting together, outside, so there is no danger. She leads us, and
we lead them.

That's a good plan. Flare sounded happy. We'll get away from Evvy's monster. And the ones who
stay behind when we go? They can tell all the ones who haven't come up from the core yet that we
led everyone to glory!

He raced away through the crack in the ground. Stones melted in his path.
Thisway. Carnelian pointed down. If you're feeling strong enough.

No, but | have a way to fix that. | pulled my magica fingersthrough the diamond again. All of itsinner
surfaces vibrated, passing their power to me. When | had drawn every bit of magic from it that | could, |
looked around. There was another diamond, asmaller one. Quickly | gathered its power. Thiswasredl
luck. With these two stones | was nearly at full strength. | needed to be.

Carndian dropped through the earth, straight down. | followed her. So do you like mashing all
together like that and losing yourself? It doesn't sound very good to me. No wonder you want to
go out so bad. | lied. It was good. When I'd turned into aribbon of hot syrup, it had felt wonderful . |
had been the essence of every rock in the world, free of my mesat body. I'd been al the other volcano
spirits, and they had been me. Evvy waslost. Instead | had just been aglorious part of everything. |
wondered if | had felt like that before | was born, ingde my mother.

| don't know, Carndlian replied caredlesdy. Once we grow that little kernel that says we are one
creature, separate from the others, we can't ignore it. We can't forget ourselves all the way. We
can't stop being curious about things, either. We keep leaving the pool to look for new things,
things that don't melt away when we come close. We dropped through the biggest chunk of basalt |
had ever seen. Sometimes we go back to the pool and join it, Flare and me, because it makes us
happy. We can't lose ourselves, but it's still fun. What do you do for fun?

| was trying to describe eating and waking—I wasn't doing very well—when we popped into a huge
crack in the ground. Far above | sensed the wet coldness of the stones at the bottom of the Makray
River. Just above, far off, | saw and felt the volcano spirits. | had never entered the chamber under
Mount Grace thisway. | turned to ingpect the heavy rock sides of the fault. They opened out down
below. They shivered from the pressure of the earth and al the shocks that had come through. | hoped
the fault would hold steady aswe traveled, but | was out of choices. We had to go thisway. More
people could live through earthquakes than the mess caused by volcanoes: fire, muddides, floods, moving
lava, and falling ash so thick it suffocated. And | wastruly impressed by how deep down the fault ran into
the earth. | could keep the spiritswell away from theriver, that was certain.



| glanced a the chamber's entrance again. At first it wasasmall orange circle. Suddenly | redlized the
circlewas getting bigger.

Hare raced down the fault toward us. Go! Go! They're coming. Ewy, if they catch up, you'll melt
again. Show us the way!

| turned and dropped down the side of the fault, plunging into the earth. | wasthrilled to find magic ong
those sides, |eft over from the power of the earth shocks and the passage of the volcano spirits. It fizzed
and popped insde my skin, mixed with fire and the strength of stones. My magic belonged here, and it
didnt belong. | didn't belong, unless| melted.

Don't think about melting, | ordered mysdf. Don't think about trading your mest life for thisliquid one!

Thelower | dropped, the dower | went. | had to draw the volcano spirits down, away from the surface
and my human friends. | knew that. But | was starting to fed alittle... smooshed. There was so much
weight on top of me. True, | could draw on the magic in the stone for strength. But the water, the sail,
and the clay were dull, and sullen. | had never had so much weight on me. It didn't matter that my body
was magic, athing of power, that could passthroughit al. Theidand had its own grest substance. It
rested on me.

Come on! Flare shouted in my ear. The otherswill see you. They'll think you're showing us the way!
| glared & him. Don't yell at me. Doesn't the weight bother you?

What weight? Flare asked.

Theidand, | said. The wholeisland is pressing down on us. Doesn't it make you feel crushed?

Carndianlaughed. That tiny bit of pressure? You've never been in the core. All the world presses on
you there. I1t's why so few of us make it this close to the skin. Most can't fight the core.

If Evwy meant pressure, she should have said so, Flare announced. And | don't feel any.

Flare's not sensitive to pressure like me, Carndian explained. He's one of the ones that's more
sensitive to heat.

Snce you melted so fast, you must be sensitive to both. Don't ever go to the core, that's my
aadvice.

Has the monster ever been to the core? asked Flare. Does the weight bother him?

| looked at Hare and smiled. He was till afraid of Luvo. He thought Luvo might be watching. The core
parts and lets him pass through, | bragged.

Flare sped up until he was beside me. He wanted me to protect him from Luvo.
| never saw the core do anything like that, Carndlian said as we moved on.

The core'sa big place, isn't it? You couldn't see everything at once. | tried to sound strong, but the
earth was so heavy. | pulled magic from thewals of thefault. | couldn't even take the timeto gather a
new granite shell. The volcano spiritswould catch up and swamp me againif | did. Don't worry about
Luvo. Just stick to leading your friends out into the open, and you'll be fine.

She'sright, Flare, Carndiantold him. The others depend on us to bring them out. Carnelian and
Flare looked back. Far behind us came the other volcano spiritsin abillow of heet that toasted my toes.



| didn't want them any closer. Carnelian reassured Flare, She's just showing us a way past her
monster friend.

And | know an easier way than through the top of the mountain. | didn't want them forgetting that
my way was easy. | was scared they would get bored and try to find another way out.

Onweflew, far below StarnsIdand. If I'd had lungs | would have been panting, theidand was so
crushing. Thefault was huge, but it fdt tiny. Worse, | fdlt likeit was getting smdler al thetime. Thewalls
trembled with al those tons of dliffs, fidds, rivers, hills, and lakes on top of them. If they dipped, how
much of the earth's might would they release? Enough to split theidand? The fault wasthe seam. This
onewas settorip...

Sowly, so dowly | didn't notice at first, the weight changed. It eased. The fault wasrising. | knew | ought
to sink deeper into it, but the change felt so good. Suddenly a huge amount of pressure vanished. | sent
power up, enough to fed the shape of the world overhead. We were three miles deep, no more. We had
passed out from under tal dliffs. The fault had entered the shallows of the sea.

Sop! | heard avolcano spirit cry. Where do we go?
We came this way before! someone else called. While we searched for you!

Be quiet! Carnelian shouted back to them. Are we your leaders or not? We told you, we know a way
out! A way that will leave us the strength to fly when we have broken through!

More of uswill fly free thisway! Harewhirled in acircle before the distant spirits, afiery beacon. You
said you trusted us, so trust us! Hetold me softly, And we had better be able to trust you, Evvy. If
not, we will twine around you until you are nothing but smoke.

Don't threaten me, Flare, | warned him. I'll tell Luvo on you.

Heglared at me for amoment. Then he blazed white-hot, sending heat clean through me. It fdlt... nasty. |
pulled away from him.

Carndian rammed him from the sde. Seamhead! Do you want her friend to come for us?

The others were roiling where they waited a hundred yards back. They were getting restless. Come on,
you two. Sop frisking, | ordered. We have a long way to go still. Your friendswill come to see
what's going on if you don't move. Do you want them to find out you're listening to a
whosawhatsit like me?

That was enough to calm them. We went forward. | led them dong the quivering fault. We were avay
from theriver, after all. My friends were out of the way if steam or even ash and stone escaped the ocean
floor. And | wasfree of the weight of Starns.

It never occurred to me that the sea might be even worse.

20
The Sea

Overhead | felt her weight grow as we flowed under the waves, amile, then two milesfrom shore. | had
thought the idand was bad. At least when we were under it, everything on top of uswasfilled with
stones. Thiswas something like the voyage to Starns. | was burdened with miles of stondesswater.



Don't bedlly, | told mysdf. Y ou're wrapped in sone. Y ou're miles under stone. Well—only three miles
down, now. But gill, that's plenty of stone. A little while ago you were burdened with stone.

But now the power of the sealay on me. Normally, the magic in water touched menot a dl. Stone and
water were too different in the usual way of things. Maybe | was changed, after melting and spending so
long in my magical body. Perhapsit was because | wasin stonethat had carried the seafor time out of
mind.

Possibly it was because this seaknew | wasthere.

What are you, hiding far below with those other hot worms? Not rock, but rock in your veins, the
sea hissed, its voice dithering down into the fault. | looked at Flare and Carndlian. They didn't seemto
hear that creepy, cold voice. Rock in the power that runs through you. The voice dripped down
through the tiny cracksthat ran to the salty water. I'll draw you up, small silvery rock worm. I'll draw
you into my aqua embrace and float you between tides. You will never touch so much as a flake of
guartzin your life. Won't that be amusing? Come up, come up. | will have you in time. No rock
thing fights me forever.

When do we get there? That was Flare, and he whined. | hate whiners. We've been traveling forever,
he went on.

It's not forever, | snapped. Be quiet and keep moving. | shouldn't have slenced him. The minute he
went quiet, the seawas a me again. | clung to thewall of the fault, drinking up itsmagic as| did dong. |
wanted it to make mefed stronger.

Do you know how many rocks | have worn down, little silvery worm? the sea asked. | haverolled
over specks of stone that lie on my belly. | rub them until they are tinier till, wearing them down
to dust. | thrust them against the boulders underneath, scouring the boulders until they are
smaller and smaller and smaller. Piece by piece, limestone, obsidian, marble, it must all surrender
to me. You are just another stone for the grinding. In time, your hot companions will be more
stones for my grinding.

| was dowing down. So much mdice... The seahad so much hate for anything that was not part of it.
Hot pain seared my arm. Carndlian had grabbed me!
Owl | yanked free. Are you trying to cook me or something? Don't do that!

You were hardly moving! Carndlian accused. How much longer, Evwy? Maybe you're lost. If there
was a way out here, why didn't the other spirits find it before? They said they came this way to
search for us.

There's a way out—we have to turn soon. Stop complaining! | told her. If you want something you
have to work for it! | didn't say the trip was a quick one, don't try to tell me | did!

Flare got behind me, shielding me from the view of the volcano spirits. Sop shouting, Evwy. | think you
lied to us, like you lied about your "toy."

I'mno liar. How much longer did | have to bear this? | should have seen anything made of firewould
have no patience, evenif it was also stone! Grow up. There are no easy answersin the outer world.
We have a ways to go.

Maybe we should try to get out here. There's a crack. FHarerammed himself up into ahairlinefault. It
ended ahundred yards up in adab of granite. The fault widened alittle, then stuck. He rammed again.



Carndlian waited until Flare backed up. Then she jammed hersdlf into the fault with him. The volcano
spirits rushed forward. They thought wed reached our destination.

You want to do that?| yedled. Fine! But the place | talked about is miles on! They weren't ligening. |
was furious. We were only two miles offshore. It wasn't far enough to spare theidand.

Comeon, | pleaded. That isn't the way. It isn't far now. When they popped out of the fault, | grabbed
their hands, ignoring the pain. Tell the others you were just trying your strength or something—ow! |
had to let go, but at least I'd gotten their attention. Flare hesitated, then motioned for the volcano spirits
to stop.

| looked a my hands. Their form had melted alittle. | pressed them againgt the sides of the big faullt,
taking in more of its strength. 1t was shaking harder than ever. | looked back. The volcano spiritswere
damming around, hitting first one side, then the other. | had to get them moving again, before they started
an earthquake.

They're bored, said Flare. They want to get to this place. So do we, right, Carnelian ?
No—1I didn't haveto get them moving. | wasn't their leader.

| shuddered and drank as much power as| could bear. Have you told them how amazing this new
placeis?| asked. You'll have black clouds all around as you come out, and black smoke. You won't
have to break the earth open at all! Snce you won't tire your selves breaking through stone to get
free, you'll be ableto fly high!

Carnelian and Flare went back to tell the others. They stopped attacking the sides of the fault. When |
saw Carndian and Hare returning to me, | flew on ahead, showing them the way.

Their concentration was broken, though. The volcano spirits roared behind us, growling and grumbling.
They werewhining, too! | didn't have to spesk lavato recognize the sound of complaints. The fault

devel oped branches, and each new branch distracted everyone who wasn't me. Wheedling and pleading,
| brought them aong another mile. It waswork, al the time with the sealaughing at me.

They say, if we're going to swim, they want to do it melting together . Carndlian was spending too
much timein agirl shape She actualy pouted, her lower lip stuck out and everything. They say when we
go around melted together, at least they can taste Flare and me, and feel bold like Flare and me.
They can be excited like Flare and me in the melting together. In the fault they just run along.
There's nothing new.

Flare leaned againgt the side of the fault. It melted away from his shape, the stone quivering like ajdly. |
felt something give back there. Back where we were, before you dragged us here. There was a lot
of the cold stuff in the way, a lot to melt and draw off our strength, but if we got the others to do
the shoving—

So you can jump into the air and die? | would have gladly smacked their heads together, if | hadn't
cared about my hands. If you don't fail? You don't even know how much stoneis on top of you! |
do! No one has broken through it in thousands of my years. That's so long the only way we even
know it happened once is because there is a record in the stones themselves. How many times do |
have to tell you, thereis a crack that comes all the way down here. You'll be able to leave without
exhausting yourself in breaking through. The only problemis, a little travel and you start bleating
like sheep!

They Stared a me.



What's bleating? Carnelian asked.
What's sheep? That was Hare.
We gstared at each other, just hovering.

Pathetic. We were haf amile below the bottom of the sea. Her voice was even louder in my mind this
time The silvery worm tries to bribe melted rocks. Give up, worm. Give yourself over to me. | will
have you in time. | will have themin time. You will be exhausted, they will be dead. | will grind
and scour you all to nothing. | never, ever tire.

The edges of my magical body were blurring. | waslosing my grip on mysalf, on my concentretion.
The volcano spirits came roaring up.

Enough. We're going to try here. Flare dammed into the side of the fault, where a deep crack reached
up. That wasn't even afaullt, just ahollow. Carnelian and ahuge ball of the othersflew after him, striking
the hollow with aroar. More cracks appeared there. Other volcano spirits rippled forward.

| cameto my senses. No! Not here, thisisn't it!

They ignored me. Hare and Carndian fell back among the vol cano spirits. In one huge surge they struck
the roof of thefault again.

WHAM! All around me the seafloor shook. There was adow, grinding, growling crunch. Thewalls of
thefault did, oneto my left, the other to my right. Overhead the seagasped, feding itsbelly lift.

At least you aren't nattering at me anymore, | told her.
WHAM!

The volcano spirits punched the fault again. Once more the wals did, two inchesto my left, an inch to my
right.

Earthquake. A few inchesin afault was an earthquake.

| had to get back to my humans. The ground under their feet would be buckling. What if therewas a
gadolga—atida wave—headed for Sustree? | had to reach them.

We were three miles offshore. It would have to be enough. There was nothing else | could do. | was
tired, scared, and | couldn't make the volcano kids listen. I'd done my best. And at least | wouldn't have
to st around and watch them shoot out of the ground and die.

| thought it would be easy to get back to my real body. It was, what? Four miles as the goose flew? One
milefrom the shore.

But | was so tired.

You are half the size you were when you crossed my borders, silvery worm, the seataunted. Why
bother going back? You wished to melt. Say and be ground to a speck instead.

Don't you ever tire of the sound of your own voice? | whispered. It wasn't very good, but it wasthe
best | could manage. | felt as small as a pebble when | found land that wasn't under st water. Instantly |
legped to the earth's surface. It was wonderful to shed the weight of water and earth together.



Oncethere, Luvo's magic was a huge beacon in my eyes. | flew to him, drawing on his strength. He
wrapped me around like a good father, taking meinto his depths. If my magica body could have cried, |
would have wept. | felt so safein hisheart. | was surrounded by his power. He waslayered like atree
with centuries of stonelife. Here wasfire, water, sun, patience, resolve, wrath, wisdom, anything | could
ever wan.

| knew then that | wanted to be Luvo someday. | don't know how, but | can strive to be more like him.
The patience will need alot of work.
Evumeimel, thereisathing, Luvo said inmy mind. | fear you will not like it.

Something about histoneworried me. | didn't want to leave the good place he had made, but | did. |
popped into the body | had left and fought to open my eyes. From the sun's position, |'d been gone three
hours. | wasin Sustree, tied to my horse with ropes. Obvioudy Rosethorn had found me.

From the look of things, we had just arrived. The docks were amess. People were trying to get onto the
ships. Men and women with wegpons were making the refugees leave things. wagons and animals,
mogtly. Children screamed for their pets. Adults argued and shouted at the guards, who told them there
wasn't enough room. The animas just looked confused. Rosethorn, Myrrhtide, Azaze, Oswin, and the
other village leaders were trying to get people aboard the vessals. Tahar was aboard one smdll ship. |
could see her seeted by therail, grim-faced. Jayat was still on the dock, helping Azaze.

Nory was right beside me. She hung on to my knee so tight it hurt. Sheld aready pulled me haf out of the
saddle.

"Stop that!" | smacked at her, or tried to. My arm was too numb to work. "What's the matter? Why
arent you helping?'

Sheglared a me. She had pulled me down so far our eyes were on the same level. One more tug and I'd
be hanging off the saddle. "Awake, are you? I'm here because | wanted to be around when you opened
your eyes."

"Why?" | asked.
"So | could do this"

Evenif | could have moved, | wouldn't have been fast enough to escape the hard dap she landed on my
cheek. Then she dapped me again. She was crying. "While you were playing mage, Meryem decided
you would like her again if she gave you a pretty rock she left a home. She went back. I'm not alowed
to find her. I'm needed to look after the others. So she'sdead in al these shakes, or she's hurt, or she's
going to sarve. All because you're apig who'smeanto little girld™

Then she punched mein the eye and waked off.

Meryem. Meryem had gone back to Oswin's house. And the volcano was going to come through the
ocean floor only three miles out. That wasn't good enough if asmdl girl was|eft on theidand. Shewould
be out there while ash and rock bombsfell and set the forests fire.



21
Panic

| was struggling to get free of my ropeswhen | heard Rosethorn say, "Hold still, Evvy." My ropeswere
hemp, of course. At Rosethorn's command, they came untied.

Azaze caught me before | fell off Spark. "Oswin isn't to know one of hischildrenismissing," Azazetold
me quietly. "Understand, girl? We can't go back for her, and Oswin has twelve otherswho need him. It's
asorrowful thing but true. In the rush he won't be able to count them. Not aword, or | swear, youll
travel in the bilge—or not at dl."

"Shewon't talk. Evvy understandsredity." Rosethorn looked as blegk as date. "We have been here
before, haven't we, Evvy?'

| nodded and sat on the ground. Puffs of ash rose around me. We had been here before. | hadn't wanted
to bein thisposition ever again.

"Wevework to do. Try to get yourself moving, girl." Azaze bustled off.

"Myrrhtide put our packs on that ship over there, the Brown Gull. Try to be aboard when the captain
weighs anchor. For now, when you can walk, start hel ping to get some of these people seento.”
Rosethorn looked at me. "Did you do it, at least? Lead them away?'

"l don't know." My voice cracked. Rosethorn passed awater bottleto me. | think | drank half of it. |
sounded better when | spoke again. "I got them away, but only three miles out. | was exhausted. |
couldn't drag them any farther. They got bored. They're trying to smash their way through the ocean
floor." I hung my head. "Maybethey'll stay there, or move on. Or maybe they'll come back, to the places
they know."

Rosethorn rested her hand on my head. "Evvy, you were foolish to take on volcanoesin thefirst place. It
waslikewrestling Luvo."

| wasgoing to cry, | just knew it. "Rosethorn, it's my fault Meryem ran away. | said mean thingsto her."

"l know. Shetold Nory, who told me." Rosethorn's voice was quiet. If she condemned me, | didn't hear
it. | couldn't look at her, so | couldn't seeit in her faceif shefdt that way.

"If shedieshere, itll bemy fault,” | said.

"And you will haveto learn to live with that, Evvy," Rosethorn told me. "'l never said thefirst gepson the
road to becoming adestroyer wouldn't hurt. | would imagine it would bother you less, over time.”

| broke down and cried, then. Rosethorn sighed. " Perhaps that was hard. | am, sometimes. But Evvy,
sx-year-olds are tender plants. The dightest frost killsthem. | cannot blame you, not redly. Inthe years
when you should have learned to be with people, you were scrabbling to survive dl done. But you
haven't learned to go easy with the defensdess, something I'd hoped Briar and | would have taught you
by now. | can only pray you will remember this, and not get worse. Oh, Milasave us—I haveto go
break that up. Come help me when you can.” She strode off along one of the docks. Two men were
fighting over abag of something. It ripped in two. The seed in it sprouted and fdll to the dock asliving
plants.

"Now you have nothing to quarrd about!" Rosethorn informed them angrily. "Get on that ship!”



| massaged my cramped leg muscles, trying to get my body moving. Ash drifted onto everything from the
crack that had opened on Mount Grace. It lay in alight powder over peopl€e's faces, the animals, the
ships. It made me sneeze constantly.

"Do you need ahand up?' Oswin had come over. He helped meto my feet. "Listen, Evvy, don't blame
yourself about Meryem. | should have kept an eye on her." Hisface was pae and strained. "'l knew what
had happened. When Meryem's upset, she heads for home.”

So much for not telling him. "Y ou're not angry with me?* | couldn't look at him.

"You didn't order Meryem to go back.” He steadied me. "Nory's blaming hersalf. She'swrong, too. This
isamess." Helooked around. He was right—it was amess. One ship wasriding low in the water at the
dock. It was overloaded. Sailors tossed goods overboard, while passengers screamed in rage. Didn't
they see that furniture would do no good if they drowned?

"Where is Nory?' | looked around. | didn't want to get punched again. | aso wasn't sure what Nory
might do to me next. Kill me, maybe.

"Helping Treak get the children aboard our ship. That one over there, with the sun onitsprow.” Oswin
walked over to afamily with awagon. He helped them take bundles out of it. "Y ou should get aboard
your ship, Evvy. Myrrhtide wants to set sail. He says the shakes are setting up strong currentsin the sea.
Once we're out there, he can use his magic and those currents to help us move quicker. And the captains
have windstied up in knots. They're going to set them free to get us away from here.”

"Not southeast.” | unsaddled my horse, Spark, who had been waiting for me dl thistime. We were going
to have to leave my patient little mare. Would she be clever enough to get away from the shore? Would
shego far enough? | dapped her on the rump when | had al of her tack off and watched her run.
"Oswin, did you hear me?"

Oswin turned to look a me. "Huh? What did you say?'

"I said, tell them not to go southeast,” | called. "A volcano is coming up underwater there. That's what
caused the quake alittlewhile ago.”

"Southeast—qot it." Oswin stared at the ship where Tahar sat. Treak stood beside her, jumping up and
down. Hewaved to Oswin. The other children were with him. Some of them were crying. The others
looked miserable, furious, or both. The boy who had ridden with me on Spark was hanging on to two of
them, who fought his grip. Oswin waked toward the ship, his eyes searching the faces at therail. "Treak,
whereé's Nory?'

My bdly flip-flopped. | knew where shewas. And if Nory had gonemissing... | looked around for
Jayat. A moment ago he'd been standing with Azaze. Now Azaze and the guards were moving the last of
the villagers onto the ships. | couldn't see Jayat anywhere.

Oswin turned and strode down the dock, hisface grim. Ash streaks made him look like a Qidao shaman
had painted him for war. His eyes blazed turquoise, blind with the ideasin his head. He looked haf crazy.

Azaze moved into cut him off. "Where are you going?"
"Nory'sout there," he said hurriedly. " She went after Meryem. They—"

"And what of your other eleven children?' she demanded. Once again | thought Azaze should have
been born as a queen. Right now Moharrin needed a queen, not a head-woman. Only a queen could
stop Oswin if they wanted to keep him. "Y ou are dl they have, Oswin Forest. Y ou saved them from



garvation yourself. You stepped in and interfered with the destiny the gods chose for them. If you
abandon them now, the godswill surely strike dl of you down as payment for your abandonment of your

duty."
"You can't know that." Oswin's voice was as hard as diamond and as soft as chalk.

"l know that the gods watch when you replace their plans with one of your own," Azaze's voice was
sure. "Y ou had best make good on your new plan if you interferein theirs. Y ou can't just decide you're
tired of your new plan, or that one part of it is more important than the rest. What will happen to those
children when we get to wherever we're going? I'll do my best, but | can't control them. The only one
who could ever do that is you"

"Azaze—" Oswin reached out to Azaze. His hand shook. "They're my children, too."

Azaze'sface wasiron hard. "But they are only two of your children, and they are out of your reach.
Treak obeysonly you, Oswin. You're the only person | know who can grind lenses so that Jesy can see.
Devacdlsyou 'Pgpa.’ And—"

A boy's voice rang out clear over asudden quiet a the docks. "Oswin, are you leaving us?'

Oswin's shoulders drooped. He looked back at the ship where the other children waited. "No. It'sal
right, Natan. I'll be therein amoment.”

Azazetook one of hishands. "I am sorry, my boy."

"They have my idiot Jayat with them, or Noryadoes, at least!" Tahar screeched from the ship. "That's
more luck than they deserve!l” Shelooked and sounded furious, but there were wet streaks under her

eyes.
I'm wasting time, | thought as Oswin got back to work. | need Luvo.

He stood with Rosethorn and Myrrhtide, on the dock. Enough of the refugees were on the ships that they
had decided it was time to do magic. Rosethorn twisted and knotted strands of hemp. Shewas using
spellsto strengthen the ropes and sails of the ships. Myrrhtide whispered over chains set with
water-magic sones. jade, pearls, beryl, aguamarines. They were too busy to notice anything ese,
induding me.

| knelt beside Luvo. Through our magic | told him, Take care of Rosethorn. Make sure she gets home
safe. | have to go back into the fault.

Luvo reared up onto his hindquarters. | couldn't see hiseyesbulge. If hed had them, though, they'd have
popped from hishead. You will do no such thing. What would it accomplish? You are asweak as a
flake of mica. Three milesis enough if these meat creatures hurry.

| didn't havetimeto say it fast. | gaveit to himal in arush, as pictures and fedings. | showed him
Meryem, Jayat, and Nory al headed inland. That three miles weren't enough, if the volcano wasabig
one. That the volcano spirits could get bored or frustrated. They could return to the cracks under Starns
if they couldn't break out where they were. That if the volcano was big enough, it would set the forestson
fire

How it was my fault for losing my temper with Meryem, and with Carnelian and Flare under the sea.
How | should have been patient, and made the volcano spirits keep going. How after Gyongxe, | just
couldn't bear for more animals or peopleto dieif | had a chance to save them.



How the great fault under our feet was dipping little by little. Sooner or later it would dip alot.

| know all this. Luvo sounded testy. Evumeimei, | have never done so much rushing in all my days
as | have donein my time with you. Now | must rush some more. | do not welcome it.

| don't want you to rush! | cried. | want you to leave with Rosethorn and tell her what happened to
mel

For amoment hewas as silent as only astone can be. Then he said, Take this part of my strength. He
set a huge bdl of magica fireingde me. For amoment | thought | might explode like avolcano. Find
the diamonds ten miles down. Gather their power. Then try to deal with Flare and Carnelian
again.

That wasdl he said. | struggled with what held given me, trying to arrangeit so it stopped choking me.
When | could speak, | asked, Luvo? Luvo?

Hewasgone. Just... gone.

| opened my redl eyes. Luvo was a purple and green lump on the dock. He looked like arock.
Rosethorn and Myrrhtide hadn't noticed anything. They were degp inside their own spells. | tucked my
friend in Rosethorn's mage kit. My hands shook. He weighed no more than an ordinary rock of hissize.
Then | walked away. | used empty wagons as shields. No one noticed | was going in the wrong
direction.

They'd think | was aready on the ship. Once they knew | wasn't there, they wouldn't turn back. They
had to save the most people. And Rosethorn wouldn't return alone. They would need her to keep the
sails and the ropesin one piece. Captains hoarded the winds they bought against emergencies, since they
paid alot of money for them. If they freed dl of the winds at once, they wouldn't risk losing everything if
ahemp rope or asail gave way. For that they needed a plant mage with the ships. Rosethorn knew it.

| hoped she would understand why | had left. | thought she might. | wanted her to know that | meant to
build and not destroy, at least when it came to mest creatures.

Anyway, | was out of time.

| ran in the direction that Spark had taken. She was cropping grass outsde thevillage. "Silly horse," |
said as| dipped abridleon her. | had found it in the street. ™Y ou were supposed to head into the hills."

Shedidn't likeit when | climbed onto her bare back. Shetried to nip me. | tugged her head around and
kicked her sdes. "We'rein ahurry, Spark. Stop playing."

We galloped up the hill behind the town. | wanted to get farther from any gadolgas that might flood the
town, but the gods decided my stopping place. A big shakerolled in. It knocked me off Spark's back. |
clung to the rein as the poor thing neighed and reared.

When | got her calmed down, | took off the bridle. "Now go. Away from the sea, knothead. Heibei
watch over you."

Thistime she went, heeded up into the hills. Even horses|earn.

No more time, no more time. Who knew what the volcano kids were doing now? They hadn't escaped
the earth, or the quakes would have stopped. They were still ramming themselvesinto the fault.

| lay flat on the ground, sucking more strength from the granite all around. Accidentaly or guided there by



the gods, | had found agood place. | thought then that | should say good-bye to my body, just in case. |
wasn't sure | would be able to come back to it. The fault was really unstable. My chances were good
that the volcano spirits would overwhelm and melt me.

So | thanked my strong arms, that helped meto climb and lift and fight. | thanked my hands. They had
led meto Briar and my magic, by itching to handle and polish stones, and by accidentally waking the
power in them. | thanked my legs, with the musclesthat could hike and kick. | thanked my poor feet.
They had carried me so far. They'd had such awful punishment from the emperor's soldiers. | thanked my
belly and guts, for putting up with the bad food | gave them when | couldn't find anything el se. | thanked
my bones, my skin, my mouth, my nose.

Maybe that was how | could survive the volcano spirits. Carndlian said she and Flare could till
remember who they were during the melting together. My stone magic wanted to melt like dl sonedid. |
had to remember my meat saf, my human body. | had to remember what made me Evvy.

Holding tight to Luvo's strength and the power | drew from the nearby stones, | rolled into aball of magic
and dropped through the shivering earth. | had to get to those diamonds. | needed as much magic as|
could stand. All around me every stone and every grain of dirt was moving. Every bit of water had

gpread to make the soil damp. Ponds and streams leaked out and down, turning the ground into mud.
Thiswas part of abig earthquake, when the ground seemed to turn to water. Houses would collapse,
their walls sinking and cracking. The Sdes of the hills and mountainswould dide.

| would not dide with them. | was two miles down, three, and still dropping. The ground's shivering made
it eesier. The movement shook power free of the stone. | gobbled it all as| passed. | could hear the
thunder of the volcano spirits who had stayed behind under Mount Grace. Thelir voices boomed through
the faults. They were wondering if they should have left, too. They were asking if they ought to find
Carndian and Hare now, and follow them out.

The earth bucked around me. Each time Flare, Carndlian, and the others rammed the fault, they shook it.
Stuck asit was, the fault trapped the power of their blows, storing it.

| turned some gathered magic to speed. If the fault came unstuck in abig way, the earthquake that
followed would make these little ones seem like the shake of alamb'stail.

It scared meto think of disasters, but disasters were coming no matter what. They might be big gadolga
waves. They might be earthquakes. If the volcano broke through too close to Starns, it would bring
earthquakes, fire, and ash. And avolcano here wouldn't be adisaster just for theidand, but for the
nearby Battle Idands, too.

How lucky are you, Evumeimd, | thought. Y ou go from Gyongxe's human war to natureswar on Starns.
At least you know it isn't you. This stuff has aways begun by the time you get there.

Seven miles, eight. | felt the diamonds now. They sang to my magic, achorus of nightingales. Luvo had
found a bed of them, each one adull star filled with the earth's power. If I'd trapped Carnelian and Flare
here, instead of the bed of quartz, | never could have controlled them.

Now | bounced from stone to stone. | rippled over faces so hard my power skidded on them. Doing so,
| breathed in the strength from the hearth of the world.

But it was Luvo's power in me that mattered here. It sang to the diamonds. Luvo's strength called up
sparks and flares of power, drinking it in. Drop by drop, | was flooded with magic that was harder than
that of any stone I'd ever fdlt. It was the strongest in any rock that existed. It would guard mein the heet,
it would make me strong. Each surface in that diamond bed gave up a stream of magic that wound



through Luvo's and mine. When | was ready to burgt, | lesped free.

Lines of power showed in my vison. | could seethefault linesdl around me, silvery gray firetinged with
red. They vibrated with the strain that the shakes were putting on them. In the distance, | saw the hollow
chamber under Mount Grace. The volcano spirits who were still there boiled and legped. Some of them
raced through the earth, following the path Flare, Carndlian, and | had taken out to sea. Otherswere so
excited that they pounded the highest part of the chamber, smashing into the pesk of Mount Grace.
Some jammed into cracksin the mountain's shoulders. They turned groundwater into steam and anything
that would burn into ash. Both escaped into the air over the mountain. Those volcano spirits couldn't get
out of the mountain—not yet. How many more shakes would it take before those cracks opened and let
them out?

| screamed and flew through the ground, seeking the quickest path to the place where | had left Flare and
Carndian. | had to let them and their friends out! They had to go where | chose. They would not escape
through al the places they were trying to open up. They'd learn the truth—that out was cold, dow, and
not a al exciting. They would be free, evenif it wasn't what they had dreamed. Who gets exactly what

they dreamiin life, anyway?

The sea hissed when it felt me reach the ground below it. Slvery rock worm, you are so much bigger
now! So much more to seek and grind to sand! You should have stayed in the dry places, where
you wer e safe!

I'minahurry, and | have no time for you, Great One. | covered mysalf with the faces of diamonds.
Where are you? she demanded. You cannot vanish, not in my own realm—where have you gone?

| let the sea cast around, searching blindly for me. Over my head, my reach so much greater with the
power of Luvo and diamondsin me, | felt other magicsthat | knew. The shipswere sailing. Rosethorn,
Myrrhtide, and Luvo werein them.

Thump.

The earth around me thudded, like someone had struck the giant, loose head of adrum. The fault shook
alittle, not alot. | haf-hesitated, afraid this smal shake might knock the fault loose, but it held. | kept
moving. | wasflying so quick | soared past Flare, Carndlian, and their friends. Fedling silly, | had to come
back around to get them.

Again! Again! Hareydled.
Flare, it's not working. Look at it, Carnelian ordered.

Carndian and Flare had hammered the crack in the fault where I'd | eft them. They had melted away dabs
of rock and tons of earth. They had gone just alittle crazy. Though they weren't even amile closer to the
surface, they were dtill at it. The volcano spirits crowded in behind them. | was squeezed between rock
and magma. Since | was decked out with so much power, | felt hot and too big for the space that held
me

Do you think you can hide from me down there, silvery worm? whispered the sea. | will come to
you in time. | will scour away all thisrock that shields you. | will beat it down to helpless specks
that float on my tides. | will turn your hot friends to cold stone and treat them the same. And then
| will have you. | have everything in the end. You will be cold. Miniscule. Helpless. Mine.

| began to gasp, though | couldn't breathe in this shape. | wastoo hot. | was trapped. The weight and the



heat were making me smaller, making my edgesrunny. If | didn't stop this, | would melt again!

| gathered the diamond magic into a human shape, so Flare and Carnelian would know me. Then |
dammed through the crowd of volcano spirits, cutting my way through. They pulled back. They had
never seen anything like me before, not with al the power | had to shield me. | scared them. They didn't
know that | would eventudly melt if they swamped me again. | didn't wait for them to work it out.
Instead | darted into the open space they'd left around Carnelian and FHare.

For some reason Carnelian and Flare till kept the humanlike shapes they had taken after they had met
me. That was my good luck. | grabbed each of them by an ear.

Sop that! Hare yanked against my grip. | poured diamond into it to make sure he couldn't get loose.
We're trying to get out!

That hurtsl Carnelian wriggled and squirmed. | used more diamond on my hold on her, too. Evwy? Isit
you? Or the monster with the big voice? You shiver like him!

| glanced down at myself. Now my magica body looked asif it was made of ice—or diamond. What
are you on about, shivering? It's me, not Luvo. I'mtired of being reasonable. If you won't mind
common sense, then you just have to do what | tell you. This isn't the way. | dragged them out of the
hollow they had made, through the crowd of volcano spirits. They got out of our way. Seemingly they
feared anything that could tow their precious leaders aong like naughty children. If they had children, and
if they towed them by whatever passed for ears.

| hauled Carndlian and Flare dong the fault, in theway | wanted to go. They fought mewith dl their
srength. They were redly strong, but Luvo's power, al that 1'd collected, and the diamond magic
together made me stronger—for now.

Where are you taking us? Flare dug at me. Heripped a my armswith claws made of fire. They did off
my diamond armor, leaving scratchesin it. The magic wastough, but Flare was still acreature from the
earth's heart. Even adiamond wasin trouble there. We're not going back down!

You're going out the way | told you to! | snapped. I'mtired of fussing with you and finding ways to
keep you busy and out of my hair. You're a danger to my friends. You can't be trusted to do things
so you don't kill everything in sight. If you're so determined to die, fine. You'll do it where you
don't murder everything else for miles around.

Why do you care? Carndian wasn't fighting me as hard as Hare. Instead she twined her arms around the
one | used to grip her ear. Her warmth burned even through my diamond armor. Everything's all
temporary anyway, she said. You touch it—well, we touch it, and it disappears. It'snot likeit's
important.

That sounded like Luvo and me cdling people and animals "meet creatures.” 1t scorched meadmost as
much as Carnelian'shold. It's important to them, | said. And in my right shape I'm one of those
temporary things.

Carndlian tried to pull meto ahdt. One of ‘them?
| dragged her onward.

Hare hauled against me, trying to wrench away. How can you have any power over us? How can you
be here or touch us? Thisis our world!

Isthe monster a temporary thing, too? Carndian's voice was very soft and scary. Are you saying we



ran from the likes of that?

For thefirst time | was more scared of Carnelian than Flare. | sped up. No. Luvo isn't like me at all.
You're lucky you listened to him.

| wonder . Flare was suspicious now, too. Maybe he was another one of your tricks.

You seem to know a lot of them, Carndlian remarked suspicioudly.

Carnelian was getting heavy. How could she do that?

Maybe thisis another trick, Carnelian went on. Maybe your way out is just another way down.

You can't lose us. Thisis our home. We will find a way back to your precious mountain and blow it
all to pieces! Hare fought me even harder.

| loosened my human shape. | lengthened my legs and wrapped one around him, one around Carnelian,
then clung to them with the strength of diamonds. For Meryem and Nory and Jayat and Spark, | told
mysdlf. | tightened my grip on their bodies and their ears.

They had to learn to fear my voice, not Luvo'st You can't scare me, you two. | was beaten by imperial
soldiers. | lived for weeks without undressing because it was so cold. | was sold for a slave and
lived on my own for years on garbage. You call that temporary? Fine. But I'm going to be
temporary for a while longer, without you destroying everything around me. Without you
destroying me. And if you want to die so bad, then I'll help you do it! But you aren't going to defy
me ANYMORE!

Wewere nearly five milesout. | poured more magicinto my grip. | let the diamonds power fill the
tentaclesthat | had wrapped around Flare and Carnelian. They squedled, feding their own hest reflected
back upon them.

It's not death, you stupid creature! Inside her skin, parts of Carnelian were moving. They raced
through her, around and around. She was turning hersdlf into the quartz trap, spinning her power. Asit
whirled insde her, it built. She got stronger as shefought. It's not death at all. If you weren't so
temporary, you would know. We go to the next place, the next part of ourselves. Who wants to
swim around through all of time! We want to grow up.

Getting out means we are worthy to move on. We become part of the great world, not cooped up
insideit. Now FHare did the samething as Carndlian, spinning inside hisskin.

They got hotter, burning me. | moved fagter, dragging them for dl | wasworth. The fault wasturning
deeper under the ocean floor. The canyon that was my goal was another two or three miles away,
perhaps. We weren't near enough. Worsg, at the edge of my senses, | felt my stone aphabet. The ships
were sailing right overhead. There were bresksin the celling of the fault here. If FHare and Carnelian got
free now, they might come up right under the escaping fleet.

Let us GO! roared Flare, damming meinto thewal of the faullt.

We don't believe you anymore! Carnelian dragged mein onedirection, Flarein the other. They were
ripping me gpart, blazing astheir ingdes spun. The volcano spirits saw them fighting with me and
screamed. They swamped us. Every inch of the open fault around me was filled with magma. They
copied Flare and Carndian, whirling in circles. Heat built up everywhere, blinding hot.

Then everyone squeezed in, crushing me. My diamond faces strained, trembled, then splintered. The



volcano creatures stuck threads of magmainto the cracks. They oozed into me, trying to swamp Evvy
until al that wasleft was liquid Sone magic.

| fought. | wasn't liquid stone! What of my body? | tried to fed the hands and feet that had done so
much. | wanted to sense the mouth and belly that loved good food. | remembered the tooth that was
garting to ache.

Deepinsde | promised myself that 1'd tell Rosethorn, so we could get the tooth looked after. The
promisefelt like aquartz shard, cracking in the hegt.

| tried to rebuild mysdf. | needed Luvo's smooth and polished skin. | imagined him shedding water as|
wanted to shed these fierce, hot creatures.

While | fought to be whole again, they spun faster.

Up, Carndian whispered fiercdy. We're going up here and now, Ewy. You're going, too. You'll find
out what it's like. And we'll shake the world when we go.

Up, up, UP! Hare shouted. He and Carnelian darted to the top of the fault. They pulled me aong.
| dragged on them, but my arms were noodles. My strength had melted. | was done.

Gods of all stone be praised, Luvo said. We are not too late.

We won't fall for thistrick another time, Evwwy. Shesad it, but Carnelian till halted.

Flare stopped too. You don't fool us. We're going out right here.

NO. | didn't know thisgrest, femae voice, but it wasfamiliar. | knew the stonesin it, from micato
obsidian to basdlt. It sounded like... Starns. It sounded like theidand.

NO. That male voice was strange, too, smaler, but solid and just as unmovable. | knew it was odd, but
he sounded like theidand I'd seen next to Starns.

NO, thetwo idands said together. Their mingled voices set the earth to trembling.

Power as great as the sealswrapped me up. | felt Luvoinit, but there were at least five strangers there,
too. They folded me around, shutting out the lava. | was enclosed in aglobe of magic that was cool and
solid. | would have cried if I'd had eyes.

Not here, fiery young ones, said Starns. You will not destroy my waters.
You will not shower death on our shores, said that second voice. You must change. We know this.

Once we too changed. Once we too broke free of the molten chambers under the earth. That was
Luvo. Each of uswas born like you and leaped free, like you. But my friends here, the Battle
Islands you would destroy in your new birth—

We are not ready to change, Starnstold them. And now we have found that if we join together, we
can stop you from your destruction. Change all you like.

Someplace el se, another idand, ayounger one, said. We will not permit it here.

You can't stop us! shouted Flare.



Actually, | think perhaps they can, Carndlian whispered.
Watch us, theidands said.

The entire earth around us pushed, away from the cluster of Battle Idands. The fault rippled, thrusting the
volcano spirits onward. From ingde the globe that the idands and Luvo had made around me, | shoved
Flare, Carndian, and the vol cano spirits down the fault. We couldn't go back: Theidandswouldn't et us.
We could al fed asolid, invisblewal at our backs. So | kept bumping them from behind in the safety of
my globe. We headed toward the crack in the ocean floor, the one Luvo had shown me, what felt like
ages ago. | wasterrified the fault would shake loose, but the idandswouldn't et it. They held it in place
and kept moving us away, their magic harder than stone.

At long last the celling of the fault opened up overhead. Far, far above | could hear the cold whisper of
theseaindl her mdice.

| retreated to the Side of thefault. Flare, Carnelian—thisisit. If you go straight up through there,
you can come out into the sea. You can form shapes, and make steam... Well, you'll see how it
works.

Flare, Carndlian, and the spirits shot up into the crack.

We'refree! Carnelian, let's go! Flare became avolcano spirit again in his shape. Only hishair remained
of hisold seeming.

Timeto grow! Carndian lost her human shape, until she looked like dl the other volcano spirits. The
only way | knew which one was her was from the blue, dresdike sheath that covered part of her.

They rammed themselves up into the huge crack that led to the ocean floor. The other volcano spirits
followed.

They raced dong in ariver of fiery melted stone. | watched them flood the long crack that would carry
them into the cold, cold sea. There they would go black on the outside, then billow aong the ocean floor,
gtill red-hot stone in their hearts. They would build on each other, climbing toward the surface. In
advance, they would send out waves and steam to warn passing ships. Soon enough—there were so
many of them—they would break the surface of the water, throwing up stones and ash. They would have
al changed into something else. And sooner or later they would become an idand with avolcano at its
heart.

Did I know you could get these islands to help, Luvo? | asked.

We did not know we could command those terrors, replied Starns. | thought my only choice was to
wait for my own destruction, and hope the change would be good.

But we like being idands, the maleone said. It's interesting. | wasn't bored yet.

| did not know it would work, Luvo told me. But | found | was not prepared to let you die,
Evumeimei. | know it must happen. | learned that if | may put it off even for a drop of time, | will
take that drop.

You did not have to be so very rough with us, Great Luvo, the maeidand complained. We were
listening.

You did not listen fast enough, Luvo told them.



22
Out of the Ashes

Luvo and theidand spirits carried me back to Starns. | couldn't have reached it on my own. | had used
up everything in that last fight with Carnelian and Hare. The idands even gave me some strength, after
Luvo nudged them.

| will tell Rosethorn you are alive, Evumeimei. We will come for you as soon as we can find a ship
to bring us, Luvo promised. You know she will manage it. | did know that.

The strength the idands gave me was enough so | could crawl into abarn uphill from the place wherel
had left my body. | needed to be under cover. Ash 4till fell from the cracks that had opened on Mount
Grace. | had no way to know if there would be any gadolgas from the vol cano sprouting out to sea. |
barely noticed the earthquake that shook the hill just as| began to climb it. My sense of everything was
dull and distant. | wasn't too far from being acinder.

As soon as | could do more than blegt like a sheep, | searched for food. Sooner or later | had to seeif
Meryem, Jayat, and Nory were dive. If | had only been unconscious for aday, they might be partway
to Moharrin, if they lived. That day when | woke up in the barn, though, | could do little more than
stagger. The bit of light that came through the clouds of ash wasfading. In my present shape, | wouldn't
make it asfar asthe river without food or a horse.

| had to find food before the light was gone. My feet—then my knees and my hands—crunched as|
headed for anearby farm.

In their rush to escape, the farmers had | eft plenty behind. | ate my food cold for two days. The house's
fireswere out. | couldn't bear so much asthe heat from a candle flame, anyway. Even the touch of my
own breath on my skin wastoo hot. | hoped that effect of being nearly scorched by volcano spirits would
wear off soon. Normaly | likefire.

That second day, the farm's goats came back. They were hungry. | fed them and milked afew. What
milk I didn't drink | gave to the other animasthat returned. | learned to walk like asailor when little
earthquakes shook us dl. Those were more gifts from the Carnelian and Flare volcano, growing out to
sea.

On the second day, | lurched around, sweeping ash off of grass, hay, troughs. | brought up water from
thewell until it was clean. | opened the doors of the house and brought the washtubs and barrelsinside,
to protect them from the worst of the ash. Then, dowly, | filled anything that would hold water for the
animals, insde and out. | dumped grain out of sacksin the barns and sheds. Until rain cameto rinsethe
ash away, they'd be able to survive. | hoped.

The ash stopped faling by the third day. From rumblingsin the ground, | guessed alot of volcano spirits
had abandoned the chamber under Mount Grace entirely, going to try their luck under the sea. No one
remained to try to escape the mountain. The skieswere hazy, but it was clear, except in the southeast,
where ablack cloud hung. That would be the new volcano. FHlare and Carndlian had led enough of their
kind out that they had built amountain on the ocean floor. They were coming into the open air.

| couldn't wait any longer. | needed to find my friends, if they were dive. They had to be dive. After
everything—melting, the seals meanness, fighting with young volcanoes... Meryem, Nory, and Jayat had
to be here. They had to be breathing and walking around. | didn't know how | could beer it if, after
everything, | found their bodies on the way to Moharrin.



| wasn't sure how easy it would be to reach them. The earthquakes would have knocked the road to
pieces. Lucky for me, two of the animaswho had come to the farm were mules. Y ou can't beat mules
for taking on bad terrain. | sweet-talked them into wearing saddles and packs | had stuffed with food and
muletreats. | knew that nobody tellsamule to do anything. It's better to negotiate.

So what if | hobbled like an old woman? It wastime to go. Otherwise, like theferret in the old stories,
curiosity would kill me. Or worry. Or fear.

Off we went, dowly. Each step sent up a puff of ash. Tree limbs sagged with more ash. It blanketed the
grass and hid the stones. | had to wrap a scarf over my face to keep from breathing it. | even ripped up
two shirts and gave the mules scarvesfor their noses. | envied them their long eyelashes. Every little
breeze blew grit right into my face. My eyeswatered al thetime.

The mules warned me when a fresh shake was coming. That was good. My magic was il limp, so |
didn't know. When the mules hated, their eyesrolling, I'd dide from the saddle. I'd talk soft to them until
the ground settled again. | gave them apples and carrots and paid them complimentsin every language |
knew. They liked the compliments even more than the treats. Mules are pretty vain.

There's no good speaking of that journey. It lasted two and a haf days. Theroad was just sad. In three
places rockdides had wiped it away. Lucky for methat | had mules. Lucky, too, that the Makray River
was changed, knocked into anew course by the bouncing earth. We picked our way along the old
riverbed. Thewholetimel prayed to Kanzan the Merciful, to Helbei, and to the gods of the Living
Circle. | wanted to see no tumbles of clothes, no bodies haf buried by rock or ash. | wanted no sign that
the people | searched for had died making this journey. Either the gods listened and they were safe, or
they were under so much rock that | never saw them.

| wore out the three brooms | brought, sweeping ash from the mules grazing and my campsite. | went
through every spare bit of cloth. We couldn't drink the Makray's water. It was acid from the damage
done by the volcano spirits. The mules grumbled as | measured out water from my canteens, but they
could sméll theriver. They wouldn't touch that water. If | came back after desth as anything, it would be
asamule.

It was like ajourney through the hell of those who defy the Y anjing will of heaven. | thought 1'd stopped
believing in those hdlls, but they hadn't Sopped believing in me. They had followed me dl the way here.
Thisone had, anyway.

Around noon that third day, we came down the crumbling road into Moharrin. | took one glance at the
lake. That was enough. It wasfilled with dead fish. More acid from Mount Grace.

The village was amess. The earthquakes had made a hash of it. Some wooden houses had collapsed. A
lot of the rickety wooden barns and sheds were destroyed. Nothing moved anywhere. My heart
dropped to my belly.

The ash was alot worse up here, too. "It's like the town isaghogt,” | told the mules. I'd been talking to
them for awhile. "Without peopleit'saghost of itself, you know? No farmers, no kids. Everything'sall
gray. No smoke from the chimneys, no sounds. It'sdead." My eyes were sulfur dry and bitter. It didn't
matter. Nothing mattered in thisworld.

Themulesjust flipped their ears at me. They aren't good conversationdists.
| looked at the sun and choked. Smoke came from the inn's kitchen chimney.

Of course. Theinn was stone. Its barns were mostly stone. People might come there for safety.



Quiet asamouse, | dismounted. All thisway | had named rocks and their shapesto myself so | would
not think. | had plenty not to think about. | couldn't think that Meryem, Nory, and Jayat were deed. |
couldn't think that rough types who had stayed behind might have gotten them. The problem was, rough
types might be at the inn right now.

What to do? | didn't have any weapons. Talk about bleat-brained! | had aways had my magic before. A
little of it was coming back, but it wasn't enough to turn acrysta into anight lamp. Asawesgpon, my
power was useless.

| took off my headscarf, though | kept the one over my nose and mouth. | didn't want to give myself
away by sneezing. There were fist-szed rocks beside the road, smooth ones. A girl with aheadscarf and
sones aways had the makings of ading.

| tethered the mulesin what was |eft of an orchard. With rocksin my pockets, | crept up on theinn.
Instead of going through the main door, | went the long way around, to the kitchen garden.

Meryem sat on a clean bench in the swept-out kitchen yard. Chickens pecked al around her, looking for
food. She'd been grinding chickpess. The Dreadful Doll sat beside her for company. Shewas singing to
it. She hadn't seen me.

| tried to bresthe and blinked alot, my eyes stinging fiercely. Only six years old, but like me, she had
survived all theworld threw at her. My foolish words hadn't gotten her killed. | had a second chance. I'd
believed | would wear her death as a chain around my neck al my life.

| walked dowly to her, because | was afraid | would ssumble. "I waswrong to say what | did." My voice
was muffled by the scarf over my mouth. | pulled it down.

She dropped her chickpess. "Evvy! You came! | thought you left!" She grabbed me and hugged me and
darted crying.

| hugged her back. So maybe | was crying, too.
"Wait. Stay there—don't run away!" Meryem ran inside the kitchen.

| heard barking. Dogs ran out, growling, their hackles up. They were amixed crew of animals, but they
all looked serious. | backed up, handsin the air to show | meant no harm. Behind them came Nory and
Jayat. Nory was armed with a huge pot in one hand, aknife in the other. Jayat had an iron spit that he
held like astaff. Both of them relaxed when they saw me. And | couldn't help it—I grinned. They looked
good and dive.

Jayat gave a couple of tricky whistles. The dogs growled, circled around me, sniffing, then went back
ingde. | was glad to see them, not just because they were animals, but because they were protecting my
friends. "Nicedogs" | said.

"They come from the farms around here. Nory collected them in case anyone nasty came dong. She
taught me the whistles. What happened to your volcano? We noticed when the mountain stopped
smoking." Jayat pointed to Mount Grace. Clouds hid the peak. The outline | could see looked different,
but | saw no plumes of ash and steam.

"It's poking up offshore,” | told him. ™Y ou can seeit if you go down to Sustree. Flare and Carnelian have
al theglory they could want."

Nory ismore practical, like me. "How bad isthe road?’



"Impossible” | said. "I had mulesand it took metwo and ahaf days. Were stuck herefor awhile.” Asif
theland itsdlf agreed, it shuddered, making us stagger.

Nory looked at Jayat. "We keep foraging. Evvy can help. She owes us some hard work."

| glared at her, but she wasright. It was my fault Meryem had |eft the group. "1 brought two mules," | told
them. "I'll bet theré's plenty more livestock around if we can feed them. We'd better hurry, though. If they
can't dig through the ash or find water, they'll start to starve.”

Jayat leaned on hisiron spit. "How will you get home? s Rosethorn il in Sustree? Did you bring Luvo?”

| shook my head. "They sailed. But they'll return, eventualy. Luvo will tell Rosethorn I'm dive—we're
aive. Assoon as she can bully someoneinto sailing here, shell come. Once | get my magic back, I'll be
abletotdl Luvo you'redive, too. I'll bet you coppersto diamonds Oswin will comewith her. Hewas
haf-crazy when he found out you weren't on the ship.”

"Y ou sound pretty sure of your Rosethorn." Nory's face was as sour as her voice.
| shrugged. | knew Rosethorn, and she didn't.

Nory shook her head. "Meryem! Whereisthat girl? Look at this!" Nory crouched and began to pick
chickpeas out of thedirt. "It's not like we can afford to waste food!" She put them in the bow! that
Meryem had dropped. "Evvy, make yoursdlf useful here, Jayat, why don't you—"

"I'll go check the pot,” Jayat said quickly. "All we need isfor it to burn.” He vanished inside the kitchen.

"Why are you so sharp with him?" | crouched beside Nory and started to gather pess. "He cameto look
after you two. He could have been safdly away."

"l didn't ask him to come," Nory said, her voice clipped. "Now he's stuck. Maybe living with mefor a
few monthswill teach him that he doesn't want to marry me after dl.”

"Y ou think the otherswill come home by then?'

"They awaysdo," replied Nory. "Pirates, earthquakes, big storms. .. they aways return once the people
on the other idands start to get on their nerves. We're proud folk here on Starns. We prefer to do for
ourselves. Keegp gathering those." She got up and went into the house, her eyes sharp. Inside, | heard her
scold Jayat. | did as| wastold, thinking.

It was good to hear her, and good to hear Jayat as he argued with her about something. Staying here for
awhilewouldn't be so bad. Hard work would keep my mind off how little magic | had. | could be useful.
Rounding up animas and getting them fed, collecting food... More people would come once they felt
safer. They would need to eat. | could help with the cooking, too.

Asmy power came back, | could summon the big rocks from under the fields. They could turn the
ground over so the ash would get mixed in with fresh dirt. And maybe | could clear the rockfalls on the
road to the sea.

Sooner or later, though, Rosethorn and Luvo would come for me. We'd go home, to Winding Circle and
adifferent life. I'd need anew direction then. It was as clear asthe plink of the dried peas as they struck
the bowl.

I'd lived two ways. I'd been one with Luvo, theidands, Flare, Carndian, and the volcano spirits. All that
fireand glory was splendid, but... It was nothing like the hot rush of feding that swamped mewhen |



saw that Meryem, Nory, and Jayat were dive. Being a creature of melting stone was powerful. It was as
powerful asthe earthquakes. Being with these mest creatures again was as warm and complete as my
own blood.

| was amest creature who had come close to being amongter. | had amost surrendered being human
without knowing what | was giving up. Maybe only Rosethorn, Luvo, and Myrrhtide would know | had
helped to save lives and thisidand. That made me fed good. Useful. Asif | had earned my place among
my fellow mest creatures.

| liked that fedling. | wanted to earn more of it. | could start here, with the fields, and the roads. In the
end, though, | would have to take Rosethorn's path. Battling Carndlian and Flare had worked because
I'd had Luvo, and because I'd been lucky. Left to mysdlf, finding the way on my own, | might put my feet
wrong, like| did with Meryem. Being useful doesn't come naturdly to me. I'd haveto study it, like
Rosethorn did. Winding Circle could teach meto help on purpose. They could teach meto do it because
I'd planned to doit al along.

So I'd go back. I'd tell them it wastime for meto learn. I'd put on the white robe, and thank the gods of
the Earth for letting mewake upintime.

"Here" Meryem poked mein the shoulder. "I came back so | could give you this." She handed mea
chunk of amethyst the size of her figt. "To make up for the one men Treak broke.”

"Nothing would make up for you dying. No stoneisworth aperson'slife.” Mostly | even believed that. |
meant it about her life, anyway. Some people aren't worth agrain of sand on the beach.

| suppose Winding Circle will teach me not to think that way. Maybe it will be animprovement.
"Doyou likeit?' Meryem looked redlly worried.

"It's beautiful . I'm keegping it dways. I1t'll make methink of you." I meant that completdly. "Comeon.
Y ou can help me bring in my mules. | have more dried chickpeasin my saddlebags.”

Meryem ran across the yard and grabbed a cat. She carried her back to me. "Thisis Squeak. She had
kittensin Azaze'sroom. Nory says | can have one. Do you want one?"

| swallowed alump in my throat. Maybe it wastime to have a cat, too. The templ€'s novices are dlowed
to have pets. Lark saysit makesthem more responsible. | think it makes them less annoying. "Maybe." |
had to clear my throat and say it twice, becauseit came out alittle funny thefirst time. "Maybe. Mules
fird. Kittens|ater."

Meryem ran ahead of me, skipping. Her feet kicked up puffs of ash and dust. At least this part of my
being a better meet creature was off to agood start.

TheEnd.



