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LOTHIAN







For Max, Noah, Arabella, Declan, Charlotte, Jake, Gemma and Elliot


Heads on ’em like mice





Chapter One



Quinn Freeman ducked as a wooden pole whistled past the left side of his head. Hands up to defend his face, he stood with feet apart, breathing heavily, ready for his opponent’s next move. He didn’t have to wait long, as the heavy stick swung back at him, this time low enough to sweep his feet from under him. Quinn jumped, grabbing hold of the mast next to him, and swung himself up onto a thin beam fixed between it and the smaller mast nearby, running lightly along it to evade his adversary. Reaching the end of the pole, he somersaulted off – just because, he’d recently discovered, he could – and turned back to face his ‘foe’ in triumph.


Zain swung the stick back, and rested it on his shoulder. ‘Very good, Quinn Freeman,’ he said, with a half-smile.


Quinn stood up a little straighter – this was high praise from his captain.


‘Next time, however,’ Zain continued, this time baring his teeth in a wide smile that gave Quinn the shivers, ‘perhaps try it without the jester’s acrobatics. Over-confidence often leads to embarrassment at best – and a bloody, painful death at worst. Remember, always stay on your feet.’


Quinn blushed, and looked around. His friend Ash and the other Libertas crew members at the morning training session were all trying to look busy, practising their own attack and defence moves, but Quinn knew they were smirking at him.


‘Ah, Zain,’ said a quavering voice behind them, ‘it is nothing but the exuberance of youth.’


All eyes turned to Cleric Greenfield, the wizened, grey-haired man acting as the King’s representative on board for this voyage. The Libertas was one of three ships taking part in a year-long race to map the world, with the winning captain able to claim the prize of his choice. In Zain’s case, that prize was freedom. John Dolan, captain of the Wandering Spirit, had chosen gold and glory; Odilon of Blenheim and his Fair Maiden crew were trying to win a seat on the King’s own council – and the power that went with it.


Neither Dolan nor Odilon was happy with Zain’s inclusion in the race, feeling that, as a slave, he was not in their league.


From what Quinn had witnessed, this was true – but not in the way that the other explorers thought. Both Odilon and Dolan had proven themselves to be treacherous, untrustworthy characters, and those were two words that Quinn would never use about his captain, who commanded the admiration and respect of everyone on board the Libertas.


Ostensibly, Cleric Greenfield was on board to ‘keep an eye’ on Zain, to ensure he didn’t sail away and never return. But, given that Zain’s wife and daughter were tucked up in the King’s castle in Verdania and, given that the old man had little chance of stopping Zain doing anything, it was clear to everyone on the Libertas that Cleric Greenfield’s role was nominal at best. Still, he was treated with respect by everyone on board.


‘Of course,’ said Zain now, with a slight bow. ‘But exuberance can get a person into a lot of trouble.’


The cleric laughed, his whole body shaking in its coarse, brown robe. ‘What’s youth without trouble?’ he asked with a wink, taking Quinn by surprise. He’d never really considered the fact that the cleric had once been young, but, of course, he must have been. And, judging by that comment, young and cheeky.


Zain’s laugh boomed across the deck in response. ‘Too true,’ he said to the cleric.


‘Speaking of trouble,’ Zain continued, turning back to face the assembled crew, ‘just because we have not yet run into the Gelynions again does not mean the threat has passed. We must remain vigilant. We must remain prepared. We must remain ready.’


There was silence while everyone on board considered their last run-in with the fierce men from the neighbouring kingdom of Gelyn, who seemed determined to not only map the world first, but to destroy everyone and everything in their path along the way. Quinn shuddered as he remembered his encounter with Morpeth, the huge Deslondic mercenary who acted as ‘advisor’ to Juan Forden, the Gelynion explorer with a formidable reputation. Quinn certainly didn’t want to see either of them at close quarters ever again – no matter how vigilant, prepared or ready he might be.


‘Right,’ said Zain. ‘As you were.’


With that, the crew dispersed, muttering amongst themselves. Heading down to his cabin, Quinn noticed that Cook and Dilly went out of their way to stay clear of him, and he sighed.


It was this kind of reaction that had led his family to keep a secret for 14 years: the secret of Quinn’s unusually good memory. Unfortunately for Quinn, the Libertas crew had witnessed his freakish memory in action when he’d learnt a strange language in a day – to save them all from certain death. But while most of them had managed to accept it – managed, Quinn knew, because Zain accepted it and they followed his lead – Cook and Dilly were different, choosing to avoid Quinn, frightened by what they’d seen.


Which was exactly the reaction Quinn’s family had tried to shield him against.


Thinking about it made Quinn long for the safety of his little home. At this time of the morning, his da and brothers would be out in the fields, ploughing or fencing or tending the family’s small herd of cattle. His mam would be in the cosy kitchen with its stone hearth, cooking up a batch of wheatcakes for morning tea, humming as she worked, sunlight streaming through the windows onto the big wooden table.


At least, he thought that’s what they’d be doing.


The truth was, Quinn had no idea what time it was in Markham right now. Just like he had no idea why the stars in the night sky looked different here, why the deep ocean changed colour as they sailed south, or, frankly, where in the world they were.


There was so much Quinn didn’t know that it made his head hurt. Often. He fingered the animal tooth he’d found months before, and had carried as a good luck talisman ever since.


One thing he’d learnt in his four-and-a-half months at sea was that all the worrying and head-hurting in the world wouldn’t change anything. Not when you were on a boat, sailing into the unknown, trying to map a world that may or may not be round. Or potentially sailing right off the edge, if the world were flat, into the waiting jaws of Genesi, the dragon at the end of the world.


Nope, thinking about that stuff didn’t change anything. Which was just one of the reasons that Quinn sometimes wished that his brain didn’t remember everything.


Opening the door of his little cabin, Quinn’s heart sank when he realised that his cabin mate was in residence: Kurt, the Northern boy they’d rescued from a frozen ice village. From the way that Kurt was standing awkwardly in the middle of the cabin, Quinn knew he’d been snooping around Quinn’s desk again. Not that he could prove it. Kurt was too quick for that. But Quinn knew just the same – and Kurt’s sly smile told Quinn that he knew that Quinn knew.


Quinn wished, as he did most days, that he could wipe that smile off Kurt’s face … all the while knowing that he did not want to deal with his captain (and the consequences) if he did so.


The way the Northerner carried on, you’d think that Zain, Quinn and the Libertas crew had wrenched him from the bosom of a loving family, instead of saving his boots (and the rest of him) from certain death by Gelynion sword. Even if they’d simply driven off the Gelynions, the other boy would have had no chance alone in the ice and snow.


It seemed that the way Kurt saw it, though, they had deprived him of the only home he’d ever known – and if he had to suffer, then so did Quinn. Which was why he was now sitting in the corner, fiddling with the shard of rock that he always had with him, glowering as Quinn tried to go about his work.


The work. Even the thought of it was enough to banish Kurt from Quinn’s mind. The work was the one thing about this whole crazy expedition that Quinn really loved. When Master Blau had dragged him off to his mapmaker school, Quinn had been dubious to say the least. He loved books and learning, but he knew that making maps meant actually going out into the world to see what was there.


For starters, Quinn had been firmly in the camp that thought all of these ships were going to sail over the edge of the world. Part of him still was, even though they’d been sailing for months now, with no end in sight to the briny ocean. Just because they hadn’t got there yet, didn’t mean the end wasn’t coming …


In the meantime, Quinn was doing his utmost to create the best, most detailed map he could, because if Zain won, Quinn would also win a parcel of land for his family. And with six sons to worry about, that land would go a long way towards wiping the worried frown from his da’s face forever.


He dipped the small brush he’d made from a twig and feathers into the pale green ink that Ash had created for him from her ever-growing collection of exotic plants, using it to shade a section of coastline. Ash had stowed away on board the Libertas before they’d sailed from Verdania, and, when discovered, had managed to convince Zain to let her stay on board – on the condition that she masquerade as a boy and that no-one discover her secret.


‘There’s no point, you know.’ Kurt’s voice broke into Quinn’s thoughts, startling him.


‘No point in what?’ asked Quinn without looking around, staring at his map. The Verdanians had sailed directly west from their homeland, striking land after many weeks. Zain had decided they would go north from there, and north they’d gone, with Quinn tracking the progress of the coastline as they passed it. The sea on that route had been a thrashing, squalling beast of dark navy blue, topped with white caps and lashed by storms.


‘This mapping business,’ continued Kurt. ‘You’re never going to be able to show it to anyone.’


Quinn finished putting colour on a small cove, then turned to face the other boy. Kurt was sitting, slumped against the wall, under the hammock that had been slung between the walls of Quinn’s cabin to accommodate him.


Quinn sighed. ‘And why is that?’ he asked, though he knew full well what Kurt was going to say. The same thing he’d said the other 27 times he’d started this conversation.


‘You won’t get back home,’ said the blond boy now, a smile of satisfaction creeping over his face. ‘We’re all going to die out here. You should have left me where I was.’


Quinn sighed again. ‘We’ve been over this, Kurt,’ he said, keeping his voice even. If there was one thing he’d learnt from dealing with five brothers, it was that it never paid to be the first one to raise your voice. If you got emotional, they knew there was a weak spot, and if there was a weak spot …


‘If we’d left you where you were, you’d be dead already. Those Gelynions were not there to tuck you into bed.’


Kurt blanched. ‘So you say,’ he muttered.


Quinn shook his head, annoyed at himself. Bringing up the Gelynions was a low blow – after all, they had killed Kurt’s parents, along with many other members of his village. Quinn did feel sorry for the younger boy – but he also remembered Morpeth telling Zain that Kurt had translated documents for the invaders, trying to save his own skin.


Another reason Quinn was happy to keep the Northerner at a wary distance.


‘Why don’t you just sit back and enjoy the ride?’ Quinn said now, trying to forestall further conversation. ‘It’s not like you even have to do anything to earn your keep.’


So far Zain had seemed happy enough to let Kurt sulk and waft about the Libertas like a black mood, which was another mark against him as far as Quinn was concerned. Not that Quinn didn’t enjoy what he was doing, and he didn’t even mind the stints he took up the ship’s tallest mast on watch, because they gave him an even better perspective of the stars, the current, the landfall and all the other tools that he used to make his maps as accurate as possible. He just felt that Kurt had too much time on his hands and he was using that time to annoy Quinn.


‘Only because you won’t let me help,’ said Kurt, frustrated. ‘I helped my father with bookwork.’


Quinn exhaled sharply. Surely Kurt wasn’t going to go over this territory as well. ‘It’s not your job,’ he responded. ‘It’s mine.’ There was no way he was letting Kurt, with his sly ways, get hold of the map.


Ash had laughed at him when Quinn had raised his concerns with her. ‘You sound like your da,’ she’d laughed. ‘What can he possibly do here? He’s surrounded by people, he’s getting further and further from everything he knows and he doesn’t even speak Verdanian. He’s probably just trying to find a way to feel part of things.’


He can watch, thought Quinn. Like he was doing now. Sitting in the corner, watching everything Quinn did.


This watching meant that Quinn had stopped writing notes on his cabin wall, as had been his habit before Kurt moved in, and he was now keeping everything in his head. It was probably being overly cautious but he wasn’t taking chances. He’d only been at sea a few months and already he was less trusting. Having all your food stolen and being left for dead by another Verdanian competitor could do that to a person. Quinn’s hand tightened around his brush as he thought of Dolan, the famed Verdanian explorer and his mapmaker Ira, who had been Quinn’s nemesis at scribe school, as Master Blau’s mapmaking school had been known.


That lack of trust was also why Quinn had taken the step of creating an entirely false drawing, complete with inaccurate calculations, which he worked on openly in his cabin. It was just different enough to his real map that it wouldn’t look fake, but anyone who tried to use it would find themselves very quickly off course – or run aground.


He worked on and stored the real map in Cleric Greenfield’s cosy cabin. Quinn had said nothing of Kurt when he’d explained his idea to the cleric, instead saying he was worried that the map would be stolen – by Gelynions or other – and that he wanted to keep it safe.


Once the cleric had agreed, it had taken only half a day to create the ‘new’ map, and to hide the real one away in the old man’s desk. So far, it hadn’t proved too difficult to update his real map in secret whilst ostentatiously making changes to the fake one, like he was doing right now.


The cleric was the only one who knew that there were two maps, and he had promised to keep Quinn’s secret, though he had questioned why Zain could not know. The truth was that Quinn didn’t want his suspicions about Kurt to be made light of again – Zain tended to think that Quinn was too hard on Kurt and that Kurt just needed time to settle in. But Quinn had told the cleric that the fewer people who knew, the safer the map would be, and he had seemed satisfied with that.


A shout from overhead brought Quinn back to the present. Straining to hear, he waited for the shout again – and soon it came.


‘Port!’ Jericho was calling, over the sound of the waves and the seabirds. ‘Port to port!’


A port, out here on the edge of the world?


Quinn gathered his parchments together into a neat pile, put the corks back in his inkpots and flung the door open, ready to go and see what the watch had spotted.


Behind him, he could hear Kurt muttering as he dragged himself to his feet.


Half of Quinn hoped he took a very long time to join them, even as the other half wanted to race back, scoop up all his parchments and writing tools and take them on deck with him.


For a moment, Quinn dithered in the passageway, but then Jericho shouted again and he pushed Kurt out of his mind.


Ash was right. What could he do?
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Quinn hadn’t expected the edge of the world to be so crowded. As he stood on the sandy road, swaying slightly after so many weeks on the rolling deck of the Libertas, he was jostled once, twice, a third time by people pushing past him.


‘Move, Quinn!’ Ash shouted in his ear, dragging him by the elbow to the side of the road.


‘I’ve never seen so many people,’ he said, shaking his head, his ears assaulted by a babble of voices. The ‘port to port side’ that Jericho had spotted from the watch was teeming.


‘Sure you have!’ she said with a laugh. ‘It’s just like market day at King Orel’s castle – but you’re not used to it anymore!’


It was true, Quinn reflected, taking a closer look. There were scores of people going about their business, but no more than he had seen on a busy day in Oakston, the capital of Verdania. But after four moon cycles at sea with only the crew for company, people – particularly in large numbers – were a novelty.


Quinn blinked as a wooden handcart rumbled past, whipping dust into his eyes.


‘Come on, Quinn,’ said Ash, tugging his arm again. ‘We’ll get left behind.’


He followed in her wake, stomach growling in anticipation. Enticing aromas of smoky, grilling meats were wafting their way from a row of food stalls on one side of the port. He could see steaming pots over open fires and, at the other end of the stalls, a display of brightly coloured fruits and vegetables – yellow, red, green and … was that purple?


As Ash strode ahead of him, Quinn was struck by how alike they looked these days, both small and wiry with dark hair. She had freckles and blue eyes. His skin had turned a deep brown over the months they’d spent at sea, so that it was almost the same colour as his own hazel eyes. But other than that, they could be twins.


Skinny twins.


Keeping a wary eye out for Gelynions, Quinn took in the squat structures that lined the teeming port, which seemed hastily constructed around the deep, natural harbour. He slowed to a halt as another handcart cut across his path, and swiped at a bead of sweat running down his nose. It was only early, but the clammy heat of the day was already creeping up and up. On board the Libertas, with the ocean breeze sweeping the deck, Quinn had been aware of rising temperatures (and marked them in his notes) but it was only once they’d stopped in port that he’d realised just how warm this part of the world was.


‘Come on, Quinn, what are you doing?’ shouted Ash, pushing her way back through the crowd towards him. ‘Zain’s over there. And so is the food.’


Quinn laughed. Ash’s plant knowledge didn’t only extend to making coloured inks – she’d learnt some herb craft from her mother, Sarina, before her mother’s death, and she was constantly muttering about the fact that the Libertas crew were a very lean bunch now, and that under-nourished bodies never healed as well. Quinn tended to put this in the basket labelled ‘things too big to worry about’. There wasn’t much they could do about their supplies situation except to stock up, and eat up, when they could.


Today was going to be an ‘eat up’ kind of day.


The closer they got to the stall, however, the more apparent it became that Zain wasn’t happy. Then again, Quinn thought, cheerful wasn’t really a word one associated with Zain. Imposing, perhaps. Or terrifying … But Quinn knew it was mostly just his appearance that gave that impression. Mostly.


‘You three stay close to me,’ Zain had told them before they’d disembarked. Quinn had watched enviously as Dilly, Ison, Abel and Jericho had hustled down the gangplank and disappeared into the crowd, with Zain’s ‘be back in two bells or else!’ ringing in their ears.


‘Couldn’t Ash and I just …’ he’d begun, hoping he and Ash might get the chance to scout around on their own for a while.


‘No,’ said Zain. ‘I need the mapmaker to make the map, remember? You stay with me.’


Strange, thought Quinn, how Zain suddenly remembered the importance of the mapmaker when they were in this exciting, bustling port, and yet he’d had no qualms about dispatching Quinn into a deserted, forbidding tribal village …


‘It’s a lot easier to hide a Gelynion horde in a crowd,’ said Zain, as though reading Quinn’s mind. ‘Besides, I may need your help with languages.’


Quinn had nodded. He could understand the basics of several different languages, including his own, Renz, Athelstanish, Gelynion and, perhaps most useful, Suspite, the language at the heart of all others. He’d also picked up Deslondic, simply from eavesdropping on the crew’s conversations. His talent for languages had proved handy on their journey so far.


And it’s about to be tested again, thought Quinn now, taking in the situation at a glance. The stall-keeper did not understand Zain’s attempts to order food.


‘You try,’ Zain commanded in a low voice, turning to Quinn.


‘Okay,’ said Quinn, sweating profusely in the hot sun, feeling the press of people behind him. There wasn’t a breath of wind and the air seemed to settle around him like a fine mist.


‘Good morning, good sir,’ he tried in Suspite. Nothing.


‘I already tried that,’ hissed Zain in his ear, clearly not enjoying the closeness of the heat and crowd any more than Quinn was. ‘And Deslondic.’


You could have said, thought Quinn, before trying again in Renz. Then Gelynion. Then Athelstanish. In desperation, he even tried the series of clicks and vowel sounds that had made up the language in the tribal village. Nothing.


Quinn blew the fringe off his face in exasperation, as the crowd behind them grew restless with their efforts and began to shout orders over their heads. Zain nudged Kurt beside him, and Kurt muttered a few words in his clipped Northern dialect. The stallkeeper shook his head again – at which point, Zain threw his hands up and ushered the group off to one side of the stall, out of the crush.


‘We might have to resort to sign language,’ Quinn said. ‘Or try a different stall?’


‘Or you could try Verdanian,’ said Ash, watching the proceedings from beside him.


Quinn laughed. ‘I’m pretty sure these people will never have heard Verdanian in their lives,’ he stated.


‘Okay,’ she said, mildly. ‘Only, they don’t look surprised to see us.’ She waved her arm in the general direction of the throng. ‘We’re the only ones here who look like us, in breeches and tunics, and nobody cares.’


Quinn stared. She was right. Most of the people around them were obviously locals, their skin a beautiful caramel colour, their hair dark and straight. Males and females both wore soft, knee-length cotton tunics in bright colours and looked, to Quinn, whose breeches felt hotter and heavier by the minute, cool and comfortable.


A few looked different, some dark-skinned like Zain and the other Deslonders, while others looked as though they’d made their way down from a tribal village in the north, similar to the one the Verdanians had ‘visited’. But no-one was paying any attention at all to Quinn, Ash and Kurt, who were the odd ones out in this crowd.


‘Also,’ Ash added conversationally, ‘nobody’s tried to kill us. I think they’ve seen Verdanians before – and liked them, which, to me, rules out a brief visit from Dolan or Odilon.’


Quinn laughed again; he couldn’t imagine the other Verdanian crews leaving a good impression either. He looked to Zain, who nodded his head, and they pushed their way back to the stall counter.


Without much hope, Quinn tried his greeting in Verdanian.


‘Ah, Verdania!’ said the stall-keeper in delight. ‘Yes, yes!’


Zain and Quinn exchanged looks. ‘You know Verdanian?’ said Zain, carefully.


‘Yes, yes!’ said the stall-keeper, with a big smile. ‘My friend, he taught me.’


Quinn’s eyebrows flew up. ‘Friend?’ he asked.


‘Yes,’ said the stall-keeper. ‘My friend, Mr Frey.’


‘Your friend is Verdanian?’ asked Zain, looking as perplexed as Quinn felt. How could a Verdanian man have ended up here? As far as Quinn knew, no Verdanian had ever been this far west. And, until they’d been sent on this crazy quest to map the world, no Verdanian would have even known this place was here.


‘Yes,’ said the stall-keeper, nodding so enthusiastically that his bright red robes rippled beneath him. ‘You must meet him! Come with me now!’


With that, he walked away from his counter. ‘Wait!’ shouted Zain. ‘Let us buy supplies first. Then we will come.’


Not for the first time, Quinn thanked the stars that his captain was a practical man. As interested as he was in meeting this mysterious Verdanian, he was far more interested in filling his grumbling stomach.


Having spent a lot of time hungry, Quinn knew that everything was easier on a full stomach.





Chapter Two



Mr Frey had been away from Verdania for a long time. Quinn took in the man’s wild, greying hair, his long, grizzled beard, and his deep yellow robes. His callused feet were bare, his hands large and rough, and his face blank.


The most telling sign of his long-term residency in this steamy port, however, stood beside him. Frey had one arm around a dark-haired woman, and the other around a tall, lanky boy of about Quinn’s age, who looked to be his son.


The stall-keeper was excitedly explaining to Frey, in a mix of Verdanian and the local language, the sudden appearance of a party of strangers at Frey’s front door. They all stood awkwardly in the dust just behind him, with chickens pecking around their feet, and a large black dog growling at them from its tense, crouched position near the door. So far it hadn’t moved towards them, but Quinn had no doubt that one word from Frey would have it hurtling across the porch, teeth flashing.


Frey nodded as the stall-keeper finally wound down. ‘Thank you, Michel,’ he said in Verdanian, as a courtesy to the listening visitors, Quinn supposed. ‘It is indeed always good to see faces from home.’


Ash shifted beside Quinn. ‘And yet he looks so unhappy to see us,’ she whispered so that only Quinn could hear. Quinn knew what she meant; he was beginning to wish he’d gone back to the Libertas with Cook, Kurt and the supplies. He was also regretting eating quite so much of the stall-keeper’s delicious grilled beef in flatbread, which was starting to roil in his stomach.


‘We were not expecting to see a Verdanian face so far from Verdania,’ said Zain, calmly. ‘How did you come to be in this place?’


Frey paused, and Quinn could see his grip tighten on the shoulders of the woman and the boy.


‘I could say the same of you,’ he said, tightly. ‘But there is a time to share stories, and that is once we know each other a little better. Come, come …’ He gestured towards the dark interior of the hut behind him. ‘Let us drink and talk.’


He ushered the woman and boy through the door before him, gesturing to Michel to stay outside. Quinn was glad to be following Zain’s bulk down the dusty path, past the growling dog on the porch and into the dark, cool interior.


Once inside, he looked about with interest. From the outside, the smooth, brown hut had looked small, but he could see that this impression had been misleading. It opened up into one large room, with a high ceiling, all smoothed off with the same material as the hut’s exterior. Surreptitiously, Quinn ran his hand along the wall, and was surprised to find that it felt the same as his mother’s earthenware jug. The interior walls were painted white, much like his own cottage in Markham, but there the resemblance ended, because here lightweight woven rugs embellished with sparkling beads added splashes of vibrant colour on the floors, on the chairs, and over the dark timber table. Quinn’s eye was caught by a particularly vibrant shade of the deepest blue and he nudged Ash.


She nodded, eyes narrowed, and Quinn knew she was making a mental note to try to find out how that colour was made. He hoped she did. He’d like that shade in his ink palette.


The group arranged itself around the low-set furniture, with Zain opting to sit cross-legged on the cool, tiled floor. Quinn supposed this was more comfortable for him than trying to squeeze his huge frame into a low chair. Or perhaps he was worried that the timber slats slung with what looked like cow hide wouldn’t support his weight. Quinn smothered a smile at the thought of the dignified Zain crashing through a chair …


‘Keila, make us tea, please,’ said Frey. ‘No, wait. Bring cacao.’


The woman nodded and left the room. ‘Keila is my wife,’ Frey was saying, ‘and this is Tomas, our son.’


The watchful boy, sitting next to his father, nodded.


‘They both speak Verdanian,’ Zain noted.


‘Yes,’ said Frey. ‘I taught them. And Michel. To remind me of what I’d left behind, and to remind Tomas of his heritage.’


From the expression on Tomas’s face, Quinn got the impression that the Verdanian lessons hadn’t been the highlight of his day, but Quinn, for one, was happy that everyone could understand what was going on. It took the pressure off him.


‘Ah yes,’ said Zain, as Keila re-entered the room carrying a timber tray on which rested an earthenware jug and what looked like six delicate pottery mugs. ‘Your heritage. Perhaps you could tell us a little of your story. As I said, we are surprised to find you here in this far-flung corner of the world.’


Frey took a mug from his wife and she poured steaming brown liquid into it. A sweet, earthy scent filled the air. Quinn sniffed deeply. If it tasted half as good as it smelt, he was looking forward to trying this cacao.
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