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            Author’s Note: Inca Measurements

          

        

      

    

    
      The Incas used well-defined units of measurement in their buildings, and Amaya still thinks in Incan terms. For readers who wish to compare, a rikra is equivalent to 1.62 meters, and a thousand rikras are slightly less than one mile.

      (My thanks to Douglas McElwain for his informative article on Incan metronomy, found at http://www.electrummagazine.com/2015/03/inca-metronomy-an-intersection-of-cultural-elements/)
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            In which polite society encounters Amaya, and Amaya strikes back

          

        

      

    

    
      It was the smells Amaya found hardest to endure. The English had so many strange customs, so many rules about how one should dress and how one should eat, where one must sit at their absurdly high tables, who should receive a bow and who merely a nod, that she was overwhelmed in any social gathering, not just this evening’s affair at Mrs. Eleanora Gates’ home. So many people, few of them known to her. Amaya tried to conceal her discomfort so as not to offend her hostess, but she felt alien in this setting. The sounds of conversations in a language she still understood imperfectly battered at her; her hands in their uncomfortable gloves would have sweated had she not Shaped her body to suppress that physical reaction.

      But the smells…oh, how the sweetness of fruit or flower mingled with the sharp bite of alcohol to hang cloyingly in the air, imperfectly covering the honest smell of warm bodies. The smells made her long for fresh, crisp mountain air, something she was unlikely to have ever again.

      She might have deadened her olfactory senses, numbed her nose, but as sick as the stench of civilization made her, she was reluctant to give up any advantage against her enemies. Her dear friend Bess had assured her she was in no danger here in England, but Bess was, despite her experiences amongst the people of Tawantinsuyu, hopelessly optimistic. Amaya knew that the most dangerous opponent was the one you did not see. And no warrior deserving of self-respect ever let down her guard.

      “You must like that painting, to spend so much time admiring it,” someone said from close beside her. Amaya let out a hiss of surprise and drew back her fist for a blow before realizing who had addressed her and lowering her hand.

      Bess’s brother, Edmund Hanley, regarded her with an amused expression. Though he was dressed as formally as every other man present, his relaxed, careless pose gave him an air of perfect confidence that comforted her, as if she need not face her enemies alone.

      “It has been most of five minutes,” he continued, this time in Spanish, “and I consider that long enough that you should direct your attention elsewhere. Unless I am mistaken, and you genuinely are interested as opposed to wishing to deflect the attention of admirers.”

      Amaya smiled ruefully. “It is easier than conversation,” she said in the same language, “particularly with those who speak only English. Trying to understand their words makes me cross. And now you will say I should practice anyway, and endure my trials.”

      Edmund smiled more broadly. “You know me better than that. This evening is supposed to be enjoyable, and it can hardly be that if you are groping for words the whole time. I will simply have to amuse us both.” He scanned the room, his eyes narrowed. “There, see Mrs. Broome? The lady in the unfortunate chartreuse gown? She is here alone because Mr. Broome has once more abandoned her company for the gaming houses. I would feel compassion for her were she not one of the most sharp-tongued women I have ever met.”

      Amaya covered her mouth to conceal a laugh. “You are terrible.”

      “Am I? I am simply being honest.”

      “Being honest does not have to mean being cruel, Edmund.”

      Edmund shrugged. “I agree, and to prove it, I will tell you of Mr. Dench, who recently made a large anonymous donation to the orphans’ home. He is the man in the puce waistcoat. He looks like a miser, does he not, with his pinched face and straggling hair? And yet he is one of the most generous men in London.”

      Amaya regarded Mr. Dench, who did not look generous. “If it was anonymous, how do you know?”

      “I have my sources,” Edmund said. “And now that I have dispelled the look of gloom from your face, will you walk with me? You know there are many who wish to make your acquaintance. Ah, there is that scowl again.”

      “I dislike being on display, as if I am a captive jaguar rather than a woman.” Amaya turned her attention back to the painting. She had, as Edmund had guessed, not seen it, had merely been staring in its direction. Now she realized it was a landscape of English trees and grasses and a slender river, and the sight made her unexpectedly homesick, not for England, but for Peru.

      “I will not force you,” Edmund said, suddenly serious. “But you must know how concerned your friends are for your happiness. You cannot be satisfied to lock yourself away from everyone, moping after what you cannot have.”

      Amaya glared at him. “You choose to lecture me?”

      Edmund held up his hands in self-defense. “Merely expressing an opinion. Bess is concerned for you. She told me, before she left on her wedding trip to Italy, that she feared you felt lost here in England, unable to return home and unwilling to settle here. You know if you wish, we will return you to Peru.”

      His concerned expression dispelled her irritation. Edmund made a good show of being frivolous and light-hearted, but beneath his demeanor was a kind heart and a good mind. “I cannot return to the Incas,” she said, using the European name for her people. “They are well hidden within the mountains, and even if I were able to find them, they believe me dead, and another is Uturunku in my place. I would have to kill that person to regain my position, and I am reluctant to do that.”

      “You might make a place for yourself among the Spanish.”

      “That part of my life is in the past. My people were killed, and I know no family to return to. And it is not as if I have any more place amongst them than I do here, a jaguar warrior in civilized society.” Amaya shook her head slowly. “You are correct. If this is now my home, I should make an effort to find a place for myself within it.”

      Edmund sighed dramatically. “How glad I am you came to that decision, because I had no more arguments on my behalf. You know I am averse to telling people their business.”

      “I know you are not fond of being told your business by others,” Amaya said with a smile, “and no doubt that influences your own actions.”

      “I believe in not doing unto others what you hope they will not do to you, and that is the closest I will ever come to being guided by scripture.” Edmund extended his arm to her. “Come. Let me introduce some of these people to you. You may find their conversation interesting, after all.”

      Amaya accepted his arm without hesitation. It was one of the English customs she found most disconcerting, this hindering of a person’s movement, and it was also the one that most surely drove home the point that this was not a warrior’s society. But Edmund was a friend, and no danger to her, and he had also learned to take her left arm so her right would be free. Perhaps she could learn to fit in here, after all.

      She spoke pleasantly, if stiltedly, to the men and women Edmund introduced to her. They, of course, knew who she was: Amaya who had been Imelda Salazar, formerly of the Incas, rescuer of an English Extraordinary Speaker, heiress to a fortune. That last was supposed to be a secret, but secrets, Amaya was learning, were impossible for the English to keep. She did not know who had revealed the existence of the Inca gold hoard England had retrieved thanks to her and Bess, but it was now common knowledge, though common knowledge had inflated the value of the hoard substantially.

      Another quality of the English was a general reluctance to speak of certain matters directly, specifically money. No one ever asked her directly how much her share of the treasure was, nor what that meant in English pounds, but she knew from Edmund that speculation ran high. So the men and women she spoke with that night never mentioned it to her face, even as her enhanced hearing revealed those same men and women discussing the subject privately. It amused Amaya rather than irritating her. English manners aside, human beings were all equally preoccupied with questions of wealth. Though the Incas would never have dreamed of being allowed a share of the Sapa Inca’s gold.

      She permitted Edmund to lead her around the room, never stopping to converse with anyone for very long. Despite her discomfort, she had to admit it was a lovely room, if over-warm, with many paintings like the one she had stared at hanging on the walls and an empty fireplace surmounted by a creamy stone mantel. English art was so different. The Incas did not paint images of their surroundings as the English did—though the English did not sculpt images into everyday objects as the Incas did, something else Amaya missed.

      “Miss Salazar, good evening,” said a man who had been introduced to Amaya two nights ago and whose name she had forgotten. “I am pleased to see you again. How comes your reading?”

      She remembered now that she had told him she was learning to read English, but this did not bring his name to mind. “It is well,” she said. “Slow, but well.”

      “I of course have ulterior motives in asking, since I hope you will one day read my book,” the man said with an arch smile. “Hanley, you agree with me, yes?”

      “I am no reader, and I hesitate to make recommendations,” Edmund said. “I am certain Miss Salazar can decide for herself someday.”

      Even Amaya’s limited grasp of English caught Edmund’s excessive formality of speech that suggested he disliked the man. “It is too soon,” she agreed. “I regret.”

      “Not at all,” the man said. He sounded disappointed, which annoyed Amaya—how dare he behave as if she were under some obligation to him? Then she felt ashamed for having such a cruel thought of someone she barely knew. She nodded and smiled and let Edmund draw her away again.

      “Bess says his books are terrible,” Edmund told her in Spanish once they were safely away. “He remains blissfully unaware of this.”

      “I feel pity for him, then.”

      “Don’t waste your sympathy. He has no conversation that is not related to his writing, and is sometimes a dreadful bore.” Edmund’s head turned, and he released her. “That is Spofford—I should speak with him. Will you be all right if I leave you?”

      “I am not made of glass, Edmund,” Amaya said, half amused, half annoyed again. “And you are correct that I should make friends. I will be perfectly well.”

      “Very well.” Edmund touched his forehead as if in salute, which amused Amaya and dispelled her annoyance. He turned away to approach a short, rotund older man with grey-streaked black hair. Amaya wondered if he was someone with whom Edmund had business. She knew Edmund worked for the government as a translator, but that was all she knew—that, and how Edmund’s parents spoke occasionally of his excellent prospects in that field.

      She stood alone beneath the glittering chandelier that cast its light and warmth over the already warm room. No one seemed immediately inclined to speak with her, which relieved her mind even as it disappointed her. She felt slightly foolish, standing beneath the light as if she believed herself deserving of being set apart by its glow.

      “Miss Salazar, I hope you are enjoying yourself.” Mrs. Gates approached with her hand outstretched. She was one of Bess’s Speaker friends, and Amaya clasped her hand briefly, smiling in a pleasant way. Being friendly to Bess’s friends seemed important.

      “May I introduce to you Mr. and Mrs. Ellery,” Mrs. Gates said, indicating the couple beside her. “They have traveled extensively in Spain.”

      “Buenas tardes,” Amaya said. Mr. Ellery chuckled, an uncomfortable sound. Mrs. Ellery looked confused.

      “We don’t speak Spanish,” Mr. Ellery said. “Never could get the knack of foreign tongues.”

      “But Spain is lovely—do you, that is, have you much experience with your home country?” Mrs. Ellery added.

      Amaya looked for Mrs. Gates to take up part of this awkward conversational burden, but the woman had moved on. “I was born in Peru and I do not know Spain,” she said.

      This apparently left the couple with nothing to say. More awkwardness descended upon their little group. “I know only my name,” Amaya offered, then wished she had not said anything so potentially personal.

      “Of course,” Mr. Ellery said, then fell silent again.

      “Lord Braithwaite,” Mrs. Ellery exclaimed, “have you met Miss Salazar? Miss Salazar, this is Lord Braithwaite.”

      Lord Braithwaite was an attractive older man, possibly a Shaper by the regularity of his features and the broadness of his shoulders. “Charmed,” he said, bowing over Amaya’s hand. “You are an Extraordinary Shaper, are you not? I am also a Shaper, though I do not intend to trade upon any supposed connection our shared talent might give us. I’ve always said there is a great divide between Shapers and Extraordinary Shapers. It’s the calling, don’t you agree? The ability to Shape others, to Heal broken bones and other wounds—that suggests God intended you to use that talent to help others.”

      He spoke so rapidly she barely understood one word in five. Her enhanced hearing did not help; Lord Braithwaite’s words tangled with more distant conversations until she felt even more confused. “I do not know. I think yes,” she said, hoping she had not just agreed to something unpleasant.

      “I disagree,” Mr. Ellery said, but placidly, as if his disagreement was not personal. “Why should Extraordinary Shapers be held to higher expectations than other talents? If Miss Salazar, for example, chooses not to direct her talent in a medical way, should that not be her decision to make?”

      “The War Office—” Lord Braithwaite began, but Amaya took advantage of their conversation to drop into the meditative state from which she Shaped her body. This, at least, was comforting and familiar, this sense of her physical form and how it moved and breathed and changed according to her will.

      A Shaper’s body, whether Extraordinary or no, differed from an ordinary human body in its elasticity, in its readiness to accept a new Shape. Amaya rarely had cause to Shape herself so rapidly it hurt; she was accustomed to taking her time, relishing the buzzing, tingling sensation that came with altering her body. Now, she instantly assessed her physical condition, a habit dating from her years as a jaguar warrior, and was satisfied at finding her body still as perfect as she could make it—better than perfect, as her senses were superior to the average human’s, and her lungs and muscles would allow her to run for miles without stopping. No hidden defects, no incipient illnesses. Perfect.

      She Shaped the delicate inner structures of her ears to be less receptive and came to herself to find both men looking at her expectantly. Dizzy from the heat and noise, she nodded agreement to something she had not heard. She needed air. “Excuse me,” she said in English, then repeated herself when neither moved. The two men and the crowd surrounding her seemed ignorant of her distress. “Please to pass,” she said.

      Someone gripped her elbow. Without hesitating, she spun around and slammed her fist into her assailant’s stomach, making him bend double and expel air in a great ooph of breath. With her other hand, she grabbed the man’s hair and bent his head back to expose his throat. She pressed her claws against the jugular vein and shoved him backward, his feet scrabbling to keep him upright, until she had him up against the wall. A painting shifted and fell to the floor with a crash.

      “Amaya!”

      Her lips curled in a snarl. The man’s eyes were white all around, and he held himself still, pressing hard into the wall as if hoping to escape her claws. She examined him closely. He wore formal English dress, those short pants that came only to the knee and the odd coat that was longer in back than in front, and was round of face and belly. He did not look dangerous, but she still was not entirely familiar with how English warriors looked.

      “Miss Salazar,” Edmund said from close behind her, “has this man assaulted you?”

      The man swallowed, and Amaya’s claws dimpled his flesh. “I didn’t,” he whispered, still motionless except for the convulsive leap of his throat as he swallowed again. “I beg your pardon, Miss Salazar, I meant only to attract your attention. I should not have touched you.”

      “Miss Salazar, if he has offered you offense, we will take him into custody,” Edmund said. His words were heavily emphasized, the word custody a heavy stone pressing against her. She felt the man’s pulse beating fast and hard beneath her hand, heard his heavy breathing, and realized her own body was poised to kill.

      She slowly released the man’s hair and lowered her claws. “You startle me,” she said in English. “That not—it is bad manners to touch.” The phrase bad manners was a familiar one; so many of her instincts that were appropriate among her people were bad manners in English society.

      “It certainly is,” Edmund said. He stepped forward to stand beside Amaya. “Lord Carstairs, apologize to the lady.”

      Lord Carstairs ran a quick hand through his disordered locks and bowed deeply. “Miss Salazar, I crave your forgiveness. I should never have done that. Please overlook my behavior, and know I hold you in the highest respect.”

      “Thank you,” Amaya said. “I forgive.” She could say nothing else if she desired to keep these people from fearing her.

      “Miss Salazar, I came to inform you that your carriage is here, as you requested,” Edmund continued. “If you would care to make your goodbyes to our hostess?”

      She had not ordered the carriage, and she had never been so grateful for Edmund’s perspicacity. “Thank you, I must go.” She nodded to Lord Braithwaite and Mr. and Mrs. Ellery. They looked afraid, and the worried feeling centered on Edmund’s words about taking her assailant into custody intensified.

      Edmund handed her into the carriage without comment. Amaya settled her awkward skirts around herself and plucked at her gloves to remove them. The fingertips of both were shredded. She wadded them into a ball and closed her hand around it tightly. “He startled me,” she said in Spanish. “Everything was so loud, and that is exactly the circumstance under which an attack is most likely.”

      “Will it do any good for me to point out you are not in Peru, and you are unlikely to be attacked in a London drawing room?” Edmund asked. He sounded, not angry, but resigned, and it made the worry deepen further.

      “For ten years I have been a jaguar warrior,” she said, “and those instincts kept me alive. They are not something to be easily overcome. And you yourself said he should not have touched me.”

      “His foolish mistake could have cost him his life.” Edmund leaned forward to gaze at her directly, all frivolity vanished. When she protested, he added, “I don’t mean that you might have killed him. You have better self-control than that. I mean that assaulting an Extraordinary is a serious crime, punishable in some cases by death. You owe it to society to be circumspect in your doings.”

      That explained the expressions of the others. Amaya clasped her hands in her lap and bowed her head to stare at them. Her skin was darker than most Europeans, darkened by choice when she was among the Incas, but no one ever commented on the difference. Her nails, however… She did not need claws here in England, and she might cut and Shape them to look like ordinary human fingernails. But the thought of doing so made her uncomfortable, as if in giving that small thing up, she lost another piece of herself.

      “I would not be so vindictive,” she said.

      “Others might be vindictive on your behalf. If he had truly assaulted you, you would find many of those in attendance willing to testify to that fact.” Edmund laid a hand atop her clasped ones. “I wish I knew how to help you.”

      She raised her head to look into his eyes. “Help me in what way?”

      “You are not one to enjoy sitting idle. You are learning to read, and to ride, and you enjoy visiting museums and going for walks. And yet as busy as you are, you still seem restless, as if there is something you wish to do.”

      “I am grateful to your family, Edmund,” Amaya protested.

      “That is not what I mean. You have the air of someone whose destiny has yet to be revealed, if you will permit me a dramatic moment. I don’t suppose you have given any more thought to Dr. Macrae’s offer?”

      Amaya frowned. “It is hardly an offer. It is more a thinly veiled threat. She seems to believe that, as a fellow Extraordinary Shaper, she has a right to dictate how I use my talent.” So had Lord Braithwaite, she recalled. She could not help but wonder how prevalent this opinion was in English society.

      “Medical training for all Extraordinary Shapers makes sense to me.”

      “It implies that my talent exists purely for the benefit of others. And yet—oh, I am saying this badly. I understand Dr. Macrae’s perspective. Shaping others to be free of injury is a noble effort, and having all Extraordinary Shapers capable of doing so does make sense. But she would have me embark upon a years’ long course of study, at the end of which my life would no longer be my own. I have no interest in becoming a physician.”

      “And yet you attended my sister-in-law’s confinement and delivered her child.” Edmund released her and sat back. “You clearly have the ability.”

      “That is different. I attended upon the Sapa Inca’s wives when they gave birth, and Mary asked the favor of me. It is the expectation, Edmund, the assumption that because I am an Extraordinary Shaper, I owe it to humanity to Heal the injured. No one behaves as if Extraordinary Bounders should keep themselves ready to transport anyone who asks, or as if Extraordinary Scorchers must hie to the site of great conflagrations to extinguish fires regardless of the time of day or night.”

      “England has only one Extraordinary Scorcher, so that is unlikely.”

      Amaya waved that objection aside. “You understand my meaning.”

      “I do.” The carriage came to a stop, but Edmund did not rise. “And I believe you will discover your calling, if you permit yourself time. You know you are welcome to stay with us as long as you like.”

      “I do, and I am grateful for your family’s hospitality.” She was grateful; she simply knew she could not go on like this forever, a hanger-on at the Hanley household, a poor relation with no home of her own. Well, she was not poor, obviously, but in every other respect she was a dependent.

      “I am glad of your company,” Edmund said. “With Bess gone, I have no one else behind whom to conceal my interest in antiquities. If you were to leave, I would be forced to go to the British Museum alone, and be mocked mercilessly as a bluestocking by my peers.”

      “I was under the impression only women were bluestockings,” Amaya said with a smile.

      Edmund stepped down from the carriage and extended his hand. “Then the male equivalent—an eccentric, perhaps, like my brother Vincent, so absorbed in his studies.”

      Amaya gave a moment’s consideration to Edmund’s younger brother, up at Oxford. He had enthusiastically welcomed her to that university, introduced many scholars to her, and was relentlessly engaged in academic pursuits. “I see nothing wrong with being interested in a life of the mind.”

      “I have a reputation to maintain, Amaya. It is that of a carefree man about town.” Edmund held the townhouse door for her. “Suppose someone were to begin to take me seriously? So much for that carefully constructed reputation.”

      “Well, I like you whatever your reputation,” Amaya said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            In which Amaya receives a startling revelation

          

        

      

    

    
      Amaya woke late the next morning, emotionally weary from the previous evening’s gathering. She lay in bed as she always did upon waking, marveling at the softness of the mattress. It had taken most of a week for her to feel comfortable sleeping on a thick mattress, and two weeks to learn to enjoy it. She had missed the firm support of a pallet at first, and struggled to climb out of bed for several days. Now she feared she would find a pallet uncomfortable, but as she was unlikely to return to the Incas, it hardly mattered.

      She eyed the window; by the intensity of the light and the shadows it cast, it was an hour past dawn. Gone were the days when she would have risen with the sun. Sleeping late was one more alien habit to acquire, though Mary, wife of Edmund’s older brother Charles, slept even later than she. Of course, Mary was still recovering from the birth of her child three weeks earlier, but Amaya was certain Mary enjoyed sleeping late regardless.

      She rose and dressed in a white muslin gown patterned with rosebuds. Mrs. Hanley had taken her to the warehouses to acquire clothing, back when Amaya and Bess were newly returned from Peru, but it was Bess who had directed the beautiful fabrics to be delivered to a woman who would make them up in the War Office style. “Women in the War Office may not be in a position to be waited upon,” Bess had explained, “and our clothing is made to be donned unassisted.” She had also introduced Amaya to something called convenables that went beneath one’s clothing and shaped one’s figure, but Amaya had declined the offer. She could Shape her own body to whatever mode English society demanded.

      Now, fastening her gown, she once again was grateful to the absent Bess for knowing what would make Amaya comfortable. Amaya missed her friend terribly, but Bess was so happy with her husband, Lord Ravenscourt, she could not wish Bess here again. Soon enough, their wedding trip would be over, and then Amaya would go to live with Bess at her invitation.

      The idea sent an unexpected twinge of annoyance through her. Dependent on the Hanleys, dependent on Bess… Should she instead look for a situation of her own? And yet, where would she go? The idea of being alone in a city full of people whose language she barely spoke unnerved her as no physical threat could.

      She ate breakfast alone, then retired to the drawing room to read. It had been Edmund’s suggestion that she practice her English by reading as well as by speaking, and that had been an excellent suggestion. She could take her time with her reading as she could not in conversation, and if a word stymied her, she could look for its meaning in the little book Edmund had procured for her, with its lists of English words and their Spanish equivalents.

      The book she was currently reading had been recommended by Mary, and Amaya was not certain she liked it. On the one hand, it provided an excellent portrayal of English society and culture, and the characters were lively and clever—clever enough that Amaya was certain she missed much of what was actually said. But she was not sure she believed a woman such as Elizabeth Bennet could exist, much as she wished otherwise. The character spoke with such easy confidence, even to men to whom she was not related, and seemed not to care that her existence was terribly precarious—Amaya needed to ask Edmund what an entailment was—and was nothing like most of the Englishwomen Amaya met. She wished Miss Bennet were real, because she felt certain they would be great friends.

      She heard footsteps, and looked up to see Albert the footman enter the room. “Miss Salazar,” he said in his ponderous voice, “you have a caller. May I tell her you are at home?”

      Albert intimidated Amaya as no one else did, with his straight, unsmiling mouth and his fierce eyebrows. He always looked at her as if expecting her to do something uncouth. “Who is it?”

      Albert extended a silver tray to her, upon which lay a rectangle of pasteboard. Amaya picked it up and squinted at the curly writing. “Mrs. Casper Neville,” she pronounced slowly. “I do not know her.”

      “Very good, miss,” Albert said. “Shall I show her up, or would you prefer not to be at home?”

      Amaya examined the name again. “No, please to bring her here,” she said. Curiosity had taken hold of her. She had had many callers, but they had always been men and women who had been introduced to her. A stranger. She might be anyone.

      Albert left, and Amaya set her book aside and stood, straightening her skirts. She cast a quick glance around the room, ensuring it was tidy, though the servants were extremely thorough. It occurred to her that Mrs. Neville might be one of the many importunate fortune-seekers with a sad story to evoke Amaya’s pity and open her purse-strings. Most of those interested in her fortune were male, and quick to offer marriage, but there were a few women who had laudable causes to which they wanted Amaya to donate. Well, if this were the case, Amaya would send Mrs. Neville on her way politely but firmly.

      Footsteps sounded in the hall, and Albert reappeared, trailing a small, grey-haired woman with a careworn face. “Miss Salazar, Mrs. Neville,” he said.

      “Thank you, Albert, that is all,” Amaya said.

      Albert bowed and withdrew.

      Amaya and Mrs. Neville gazed at each other. Mrs. Neville’s clothes looked very fine, as far as Amaya’s limited understanding of English fashion went; she wore a gown of striped muslin, pale green and white, and her bonnet was trimmed with a profusion of ribbons to match. She held a large silk reticule embroidered all over with an abstract pattern. By her clothing, she was wealthy, but her expression was not one of someone as free of care as Amaya felt a rich woman should be. Her lips were thin and pale, and wrinkles creased the corners of her eyes and dragged down her mouth. The blue of her eyes looked faded, as if they had seen much and been discouraged by most of it.

      “Mrs. Neville,” Amaya said. “I do not know of you. You are here why?” It was too direct for politeness, but Amaya’s English was not up to the challenge of being polite.

      “Miss Salazar.” Mrs. Neville’s voice cracked, and she visibly swallowed. “Miss Salazar, I am your grandmother.”

      The word at first made no sense. “You are…” Amaya began, thinking to ask the woman to explain herself. Then memory caught up with her. She took a step back and bumped into the round table whereon lay her books. “Grandmother,” she whispered.

      Mrs. Neville looked, if anything, more worried and nervous than before. One hand twisted in her muslin skirt, wrinkling the fabric terribly. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words emerged.

      Amaya’s hand closed hard on the table’s edge. “I do not believe,” she said. Her throat was unexpectedly dry, and the words came out as harshly as a rasp across stone. “I have no grandmother.”

      “I know it must be difficult to believe,” Mrs. Neville said, “but I assure you I am certain you are my daughter Catherine’s child.”

      This had to be the most unusual way anyone had yet tried to lay claim to her fortune. Amaya examined Mrs. Neville more carefully. She did not actually seem certain of anything, with the way her hand restlessly twisted her skirt around her fingers and the pinched look of her forehead. If she intended to make a claim on Amaya’s ancestry, she had chosen a poor way to go about it. Despite herself, Amaya asked, “How can you prove it? My parents were Spanish, not English. This is a terrible lie—”

      “Your father was Spanish, yes,” Mrs. Neville broke in. “Don Ernesto de Salazar y Ortiz. He was of high-class Castilian nobility whose family fell upon hard times. He left Spain for London, where he was introduced to my daughter Catherine. They married, and he chose to pursue a life in the South American colonies. That is where you were born, Imelda Salazar.”

      Amaya’s hand closed into a fist. “It is a good story,” she said, “but someone tell you those names for you to say to me.”

      “Your name has been much in the news, yes, but not that of your father or your mother,” Mrs. Neville said. Her brow was even more pinched than before. “And I do not believe anyone knows you were christened Imelda Magdalena Caterina Salazar.”

      It was like a blow to the stomach. “How?” Amaya whispered. “How do you know this?”

      Mrs. Neville dipped her hand into her reticule. “Catherine wrote to me. Her—my husband would not permit me to receive her correspondence. These two letters were all I was able to hide from him, and one of them—” She withdrew a yellowing, much-folded paper covered with tiny writing— “gives the news of your birth and christening.”

      She extended the paper to Amaya, who took it reflexively. The date and salutation at the top were clear; the cramped handwriting beneath was impossible for her to interpret. She stared blindly at it, willing it to become comprehensible. The possibility that this was all a lie seemed less likely by the moment.

      “I do not know any of this,” she said, thrusting the letter back at Mrs. Neville. “You want things of me? Money? Why do you tell me this?”

      “No, Miss Salazar, no!” Mrs. Neville’s quiet voice rose an octave. “I did not come here—that is, I need nothing from you, but—”

      She drew in a calming breath. “My husband is dead, Miss Salazar,” she said, lifting her chin defiantly. “He cast Catherine off when she declared she would marry Don Ernesto. It was in part due to his stubbornness that they refused to make a life in England. Catherine was my only daughter, and—” She paused to blot her eyes with her gloved fingertips. “Forgive my selfishness, but you are all that is left of her. I wanted to know her child.”

      Words deserted Amaya, even words in her own language. Mrs. Neville continued to look at her with eyes brimming over with tears. She made no move to leave, or sit, and the challenge in her expression confused Amaya more even than the incomprehensible letter had. If Mrs. Neville was lying, this was the most elaborate scheme Amaya had ever heard of, more complex than even Amaya’s well-honed sense of intrigue might have engendered. And Amaya felt deep within herself that Mrs. Neville was not lying.

      She came to herself abruptly. “Sit,” she said, and sank into the nearest chair without waiting to see if Mrs. Neville would comply. Her hands were shaking, and she clasped them in her lap to still them. She ought to call for refreshments; that was the proper thing to do for a guest. But she was still not certain she wanted to give Mrs. Neville a welcome that might indicate Amaya felt a connection to her.

      “Your husband is dead?” she said. Turning the questions back on her unexpected guest might give her time to decide what she wanted from Mrs. Neville, if anything.

      “These six years,” Mrs. Neville said. “I have two sons still living. Both are married, both have children.” A tentative smile touched her lips. “Your cousins. One is an Extraordinary Shaper like yourself.”

      The idea frightened Amaya, as if she were somehow no longer herself if she had relatives she had never heard of. “And my father’s family?”

      Mrs. Neville’s smile disappeared. “I know almost nothing of them except the family name,” she said, “and that Don Ernesto came from Toledo in Spain. I regret that I cannot tell you more.”

      Another unexpected flash of fear touched her heart, the fear that some other family member unknown to her might appear on the Hanleys’ doorstep. She suppressed it and asked, “Do the sons—your sons, they know you come here?”

      Mrs. Neville shook her head. “I decided, if you chose not to allow me entrance, it was better they not know of the connection. So you might choose what relation you wish to have with us.”

      “Thank you,” Amaya said. “I do not know what to say.”

      “To be honest, I did not consider anything beyond convincing you I am not a liar or a fortune-hunter.” Mrs. Neville settled her reticule on her lap. “May I ask, was she happy? Or is that too sensitive a subject? I know so little. Her letters simply stopped, you see, and then when you arrived in England, the newspapers said only that you were an orphan.” The tears returned, spilling over the woman’s thin cheeks.

      “Do not cry,” Amaya said, alarmed.

      Mrs. Neville shook her head, wiping her eyes again. “I beg your pardon, I should not impose upon you. It is simply that believing one’s child is dead is not the same as having it confirmed in such a brutal fashion. But—will you tell me what happened? I cannot bear my imaginings.”

      Sympathy for the woman displaced Amaya’s disquiet. “Attackers. Raiders,” she said. “It is a thing that happens sometimes to small communities far from where there is soldiers to protect. They attacked—” She swallowed as the memories threatened to choke her. Mrs. Neville did not need to know the details that burned in Amaya’s memory, even thirteen years later. “All were killed. Mama, Papi, all in our home.”

      “But not you.”

      “No. I hide, and then I run. The Incas find me and give me a new home. I do not die.”

      Mrs. Neville nodded. “I regret so much that I did not—oh, it doesn’t matter now. I feel such sorrow for your loss. How old were you? Nine?”

      “Ten years.” Mrs. Neville’s unexpected sympathy made her blurt out, “There were more of us. More children. Ernesto and Rosita. They die too.”

      Mrs. Neville covered her mouth to hold in a gasp. “Oh, my dear,” she said. “My dear child. To have witnessed such horrors.”

      Amaya’s discomfort increased. “I am strong,” she said. “I live and they do not. It is not to be sad for me that I live.”

      “Of course not. I apologize.” Mrs. Neville’s pinched expression reappeared. “Miss Salazar, I would very much like…that is, if you are willing…might you pay us a visit? I would like for you to know your family.”

      Amaya flinched. “I am—” She did not know the right words. How to explain that she did not feel the need of familial protection, that Mrs. Neville’s offer made her feel as uncomfortably obligated as Dr. Macrae’s demands on her talent did? “I have a place here,” she said, and immediately wondered why she had not said “a home” instead.

      Mrs. Neville’s thin cheeks turned pink. “I did not mean to offend,” she said. “It is simply that I know you are a stranger in this country, and hoped it might matter to you to have family here. No one will make demands upon you, I assure you. I only wished…” Her voice trailed off. Amaya, looking into her faded blue eyes, did not need to be a Discerner to perceive Mrs. Neville’s longing.

      “Am I like her? Like my mother?” she asked.

      Mrs. Neville shook her head. “You look much like Don Ernesto, in the color of your hair and the shape of your nose and cheeks,” she said. “But your eyes are grey like Catherine’s.”

      Neither hair color nor eye color could be altered by Shaping. It was oddly reassuring to know there were parts of her that would always link her to the parents she only barely remembered. “Mama never spoke English,” she said. “I am sad not to know of you. Of this birth. I may come.”

      Mrs. Neville smiled. “Thank you,” she said, extending her hand to Amaya. It felt as frail as her smile. Then she rose, and Amaya stood as well. “I will not keep you longer, but here is our direction.” She removed another card from her reticule and handed it to Amaya. “Call on us whenever it is convenient. I rarely leave the house, so please do call.”

      “I will consider,” Amaya said.

      When Mrs. Neville was gone, Amaya returned to the drawing room and sat at the table, riffling the pages of her book. Elizabeth Bennet would have known what to say to Mrs. Neville. She would have asked the right questions. Amaya did not even know the extent of her newly-discovered relations. Cousins? She swiftly paged through her list of English words with their Spanish translations. Primos. Two uncles, and who knew how many cousins. She did not know whether to laugh or weep.

      She stood and went in search of someone to talk to. She found Edmund in the small room that doubled as a library and a study for when Edmund’s father was in residence. Its four walls were lined with bookcases that rose all the way to the ceiling, making the room dim even when both its lamps were lit. A desk occupied one corner, heavy and brooding and carved with images impossible to discern in the low light, and a short sofa took up the adjacent corner. It looked comfortable, but Amaya knew from experience it was actually lumpy and the velvet upholstery was worn thin in places.

      Edmund was seated at the desk, pen in hand, papers spread out before him. “Good morning, Amaya,” he said in Spanish without raising his head. He twitched one of the papers over another as if to conceal the second. “Did I hear the door just now?”

      “You did. Oh, Edmund, I am so confused.”

      Now he looked up. “You sound distressed. Has something happened?”

      Amaya sat on the lumpy sofa and immediately rose again. “I have had a caller,” she said, “someone who—Edmund, she claimed to be my grandmother, and I believe she was telling the truth.” She began to pace restlessly in front of the desk, her hands clenched into fists.

      Edmund set the pen down very precisely in front of him. “Such a claim is preposterous. She must be a fortune-hunter.”

      Amaya shook her head. “If you had met her, you would understand. It seems my mother was English, and her mother, Mrs. Neville—she says I have more family, her other children, and their children—Edmund, what am I to do?”

      Edmund rose and came around the desk to clasp Amaya’s hand and stop her pacing. “You need do nothing,” he said in a quiet yet firm voice, “nothing you do not wish to do. Even if this Mrs. Neville is your grandmother, you owe her nothing. Do not feel you should pursue the connection if it makes you uncomfortable. It is not as if you need their name to give you consequence.”

      Amaya could not bear to meet his eyes. Instead she stared at his fashionably tied neckcloth, tracing its folds until her whole world was nothing but white cloth. “That is true,” she said, “but I still feel like a stranger to myself. I was alone in the world, and now I have family, and it is as if I have been given a gift I am afraid to open.”

      Edmund’s hand gripped her tighter, and now she looked into his eyes and saw nothing but compassion. “You are not alone, because you have friends. If you choose to make this family’s acquaintance, we will support you. And if you choose not to, you are still Amaya, and you still have a home here.”

      Amaya nodded. The firmness of his hand reassured her, made her feel less alone, and without thinking she laid her other hand atop their clasped ones. Edmund’s smile deepened for a moment, and then he released her. “A home,” he repeated, “and many delightful occupations. Though it is a pity you do not read English well yet, or I might pass this task off to you.”

      “What task is that?”

      Edmund returned to his seat at the desk and picked up the pen, tumbling it between his fingers. “Writing one of many letters to my associates, informing them that I will be leaving the country for several months. It is tedious because the message is the same for all, but I must still write it out for each.” He laid the pen down and sighed. “How unfortunate we are not all Extraordinary Speakers. Bess tells me she is capable of Speaking a single message to several minds at once. If I could do that, my task would have been finished ten minutes ago.”

      “Do you mind, having no talent?” Amaya asked, feeling curious. She had been about to ask what took him out of the country, but his weary tone of voice when he spoke of his sister’s talent disturbed her.

      Edmund eyed her as if wondering what her secret intent in asking was. “I do not mind,” he said. “Perhaps a hundred and fifty years ago, when talent was still new and the Stuarts gave preference to Extraordinaries, I might have said differently. But today there are still relatively few talented individuals, and England cannot afford to spurn those with intelligence and wisdom and wealth simply because they lack magical talent as well.”

      “And I suppose you are one of those intelligent, wise, wealthy people without whom England would surely collapse,” Amaya teased.

      Edmund smiled again. The wicked twinkle in his eye made him look even more charming than usual. “Naturally. Though I would quibble over ‘wealthy.’ I have sufficient for my needs and have shed most of the vices that would drain my resources. That makes me better off than half my peers.”

      A quiet knock on the door made them both look up. It was the footman Albert. “I beg your pardon, but there is a message for Miss Salazar,” he said, proffering a silver serving tray. Upon it lay a sealed envelope.

      Amaya resisted the urge to shut the door in Albert’s face, denying this new mystery. Surely it could not be yet another unknown relative, imposing on her? She picked the envelope up and turned it over curiously as Albert shut the door behind him. “It does not say who sent it,” she told Edmund.

      “If you open it, you will be relieved of your ignorance,” Edmund said with a straight face.

      Amaya grimaced at him and used one of her sharp claws to break the seal. She likely should not have done so, but only Edmund was there, and he knew what she was capable of and was not horrified by it. She unfolded the paper and squinted at it in the low light.

      “I cannot read it,” she said. “Here. Tell me what it says.”

      “If it is a note requesting an assignation, I will be very embarrassed,” Edmund said with a smile. He held the paper close to his eyes. “Ah. It is from the Ministry of the Treasury, requesting a meeting in two days’ time. No doubt it is to do with the final disposition of your reward.”

      “I do not see why they need a meeting for that.”

      Edmund shrugged. “It is the government; they need no excuse to have a meeting, and I say that as a member of that government who has endured many such meetings. Your signature might be required, and I suppose they will need to know where you would like the funds deposited.”

      The idea made Amaya’s head spin. “Will you go with me? I know so little of finance. I do not expect they will try to cheat me, but—”

      “But better they not get the idea,” Edmund agreed. “I would be delighted to accompany you. Being in proximity to such wealth makes my skin tingle.”

      Amaya laughed. “You were satisfied with being well-off only minutes ago.”

      “Ah, well, when it comes to money, I am as much a hypocrite as anyone,” Edmund said with a wry smile.
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      The Treasury building near St. James’ Park had the reassuring solidity Amaya liked about English construction. Its builder had not only used the heavy rectangular stones so like those of her homeland, but had set stones in arches surmounting the many windows with their curved tops. Near the top of the Treasury, a triangular stone slab carved with intricate designs appeared supported by smooth columns, though Amaya was sure the builder would not trust to such fragile things to keep the slab from falling on passersby below.

      She still marveled at the glass panes filling the windows. She had never seen glass before coming to London, and did not believe even her childhood home that had been destroyed by raiders had had such a luxury. What a convenience, to allow the sunlight in and keep the rain and wind out! And yet no one she knew ever behaved as if this were anything but a commonplace. Sometimes she could not understand how the English did not appreciate the things they had.

      Edmund walked with her past the uniformed guard at the door, who did not acknowledge their presence. Amaya recognized a fellow warrior in how he covertly examined them as a potential threat. It reassured her that the English took their responsibilities seriously. She returned the favor by not smiling at him, a potential distraction.

      The halls of the Treasury smelled of the sharp scent of the same cleanser the Hanleys’ servants used, under which Amaya’s keen nose smelled wood and lamp oil. Men dressed like Edmund in those odd coats that were longer in the back than the front passed through the halls in pairs or singly. They eyed Amaya with interest, no doubt because she was the only woman there, but did not accost her. She guessed, had Edmund not been with her, she would have been subjected to questions.

      It was an English habit that annoyed her, this assumption that a woman needed a man to give her consequence. In Tawantinsuyu, men and women’s roles were sharply defined, and women who were not jaguar warriors defended their prerogatives as fiercely as the men did. But here in England, where female Speaker and Bounders and the like had talents the equal of any man, and often did the work of men, women were still circumscribed as to how they could use those talents. Amaya did not understand why there were no women employed by the Treasury, nor why the English did not fully embrace the liberties they claimed to offer women.

      Edmund, striding along beside her, did not seem aware of the looks Amaya received, but when they neared the door to which they had been directed, he said in Spanish, “They mean no harm, you know.”

      “I beg your pardon?” She should not be so quick to make assumptions about what Edmund did or did not notice.

      “Many men of an earlier generation, which means most of those employed by the Treasury, are not accustomed to the changes Napoleon’s wars have promoted in our society. In their youth it would have been unthinkable for a woman to have business here. Many of them view the increasing freedoms of talented women with suspicion. They believe it is a woman’s natural state to depend on a man for her livelihood.”

      Amaya made a dismissive sound that made Edmund laugh. “That is their class speaking,” she said. “I know very well there are women all over London who must make their own living, and it is only your upper classes that can afford that sort of belief.”

      “True. And, as I suggested, it is mostly talented women who benefit from increasingly liberal modes of thought. You, as an Extraordinary Shaper, gain the most benefit of all. The fact that there are so many females with your talent has led to those women becoming doctors, which in turn has led to women without Extraordinary Shaper talent demanding entrance to our medical schools, on the grounds that female physicians are just as intelligent and skilled as men in medical matters, regardless of talent. Times are changing.” He rapped on the plain wooden door. “I, for one, am fascinated by those changes.”

      The door opened. A balding man with a prominent forehead gestured to them to enter. “Miss Salazar,” he said, “thank you for joining me. This is Mr. Hanley, yes? I am Sir Maxwell Price.”

      Sir Maxwell was not alone in the small room that smelled faintly of lilacs from the spray of flowers in a vase by the window. Two other men were seated in front of the desk that occupied most of the room, and rose when Amaya entered. One was short and round, with round, rosy cheeks that gave him the appearance of a cheerful apple. The other was not much taller than his companion, but very thin, with prominent bones and a slender neck that appeared in danger of snapping from the weight of his oversized head topped by thick grey hair. Neither smiled. The thin man indicated that Amaya should take his seat, and he and the round man retreated to stand near the window.

      Sir Maxwell seated himself behind his desk. He did smile, a friendly expression that would have put Amaya at ease were she not painfully aware of the two strangers behind her. Her fingertips itched with the need to extend her claws in preparation to defend against them. She reminded herself they were likely not warriors, and no threat, but she had not survived this long by making assumptions.

      “Miss Salazar, the assessment of the Inca treasure is complete,” he said. “The total value comes to 432,000 English pounds, of which you will receive half of ten percent. I hope that is acceptable.”

      As Amaya had not demanded any share in the treasure, this struck her as an odd statement, but she put it down to English politeness. “I am thankful,” she said. “But it is good the Sapa Inca does not know. It is danger, to take his gold.”

      “We are not afraid of savages,” one of the strangers said. Amaya turned in her seat and observed it was the round man who had spoken. His hair was damp with perspiration along the hairline, though the room was comfortably warm rather than hot. Amaya suppressed the urge to show him why “savages” were to be feared.

      “My people are not savage,” she said, as politely as she could manage, “and you do not know that all gold is the Sapa Inca’s to his people. They are not permitted to have it. But you are not Inca, and it is, how do you say it, spoils of war, yes?”

      Sir Maxwell cleared his throat. “I would not put it precisely that way,” he said, “but as I understand it, that treasure room is lost to the Incas, and someone might as well take advantage of it.”

      “The question is moot,” Edmund said, “as we have retrieved it already, and there is no way to return it.”

      Sir Maxwell looked grateful for Edmund’s interruption. “Naturally,” he said. “So, Miss Salazar, if I could have you sign this document, accepting payment?”

      Amaya read the document, or tried to; it was in language impenetrable to her imperfect grasp of English. She pushed it over to Edmund, who took his time reading it, to the point that Sir Maxwell said, “I hope you do not believe we would cheat an Extraordinary.”

      “Of course not. But you would not sign anything you did not know the full contents of, sir,” Edmund said. Sir Maxwell had to concede the point.

      Eventually, Edmund handed the paper back to Amaya with a nod. Amaya accepted a pen from Sir Maxwell and carefully wrote her name where he indicated. Sir Maxwell countersigned and put the paper away in his desk.

      “There is one remaining matter,” he said. “May I make known to you Mr. Fenton and Lord Baxter, both of the War Office. I beg your pardon, I should have introduced them when you entered.”

      Sir Maxwell’s last words sounded too casual, and his eyes would not meet Amaya’s. She realized it had been no accident; he had intended that Amaya not know their identities immediately. Why, she could not imagine, because she had no relationship with the War Office and certainly did not fear these men, either in their military roles or in their persons.

      She turned to face them and said, “Is it that you wish to speak to me, gentlemen?”

      Mr. Fenton’s rosy cheeks rounded more fully as he smiled. It was an expression that did not suit him, despite how cheerful he looked; it was closer to baring the teeth. “Miss Salazar, you have English family, is that correct?”

      Stunned, Amaya blurted out, “I do not know how you know this. It is not public.”

      “Then you admit to concealing this information?” Lord Baxter said. He did not bother smiling.

      “Do not harass Miss Salazar,” Edmund said sharply. He no longer looked like a gentleman of leisure; his coolly relaxed pose reminded Amaya of a jaguar waiting to pounce. “If you have something to say, out with it.”

      The men ignored him. “Miss Salazar, you are of English birth, and as an Extraordinary Shaper, you come under the direction of the War Office,” Mr. Fenton said. “You owe the government four years’ service. Failure to comply comes with it penalties, among them a heavy fine.”

      Amaya did not know all his words, but his meaning was clear. She was unsure whether they wanted her service, or her money for failing to give service, but it was obvious they intended to extract something from her. “I am not English,” she began.

      “I hope you would not be so dishonorable as to attempt to shirk your duty,” Lord Baxter said. “We know the Neville family are your relations.”

      “You were raised in foreign lands, so we choose to believe you were unaware of this obligation,” Mr. Fenton said. “But now that you are aware, we will require you to report to the War Office immediately to begin your service.”

      Amaya felt overwhelmed by all the rapid talk in English. She knew they were wrong, but she lacked the linguistic skills to challenge them. “You are wrong, and I believe you are trying to trick me,” she said in Spanish, feeling desperate.

      “That is enough,” Edmund said, rising to confront the two men. “Your argument is void. Miss Salazar’s father was Spanish, not English, and by both Spanish and English law this makes Miss Salazar a Spanish citizen. Attempting to confuse and deceive her is a despicable act.”

      Mr. Fenton’s rosy cheeks paled. Lord Baxter glared at Edmund. “The law is not so definite as you suggest,” he said. “We are willing to take Miss Salazar to court to claim our rights.”

      “You want my talent?” Amaya said. “You cannot make me use it.”

      “We can, and we will,” Lord Baxter said. “Or we will see you punished.”

      Amaya stood, shoving her chair back. “You may try.”

      Lord Baxter stood his ground, but his skinny throat moved as he swallowed convulsively. “You would not dare attack me.”

      Amaya’s lips curled ferociously. “I am an Extraordinary. It is you would be at fault.”

      “Please, Miss Salazar, Lord Baxter,” Sir Maxwell said. His voice trembled, and he placed both hands on his desktop as if he needed their support. “We are civilized people. We can come to an agreement. Miss Salazar, I do not wish to be crass, but England has awarded you a fortune. Surely you feel some gratitude for that?”

      Amaya turned on him, snarling, her claws extended. “You give a gift and then you demand I repay it? And you think my people are the savages?”

      Sir Maxwell stilled dramatically. His eyes twitched like those of a mouse who had just seen the hawk’s shadow.

      “Miss Salazar, I beg of you, remain calm,” Edmund said. In Spanish, he added, “If you turn your claws on these men, you will seem rash and ungoverned, and the English will fear you. Is that what you desire?”

      Amaya turned her gaze on Edmund. “They wish to use me for their purposes.”

      “I know. They see your power and think only of how it might be turned to their need. Will you permit me to negotiate for you?”

      “Negotiate? As if I were a parcel of land?”

      Edmund grimaced. “No. You have talent, and you will choose how you use it. If you will permit me, I will see if I can turn this to your benefit rather than theirs.”

      Amaya hesitated, then nodded. “But I am not their property.”

      “I assure you, I will not permit them to treat you as such.” Edmund turned to Lord Baxter. “May I ask, my lord, why the War Office is so determined? I was under the impression Napoleon was no longer a threat.”

      “Napoleon has vanished,” Lord Baxter said. “His officers refuse to say where he has gone, and our Discerners believe those men do not know. Wellesley—I should say, the Duke of Wellington—brought the Army into France, and its advance no doubt made Napoleon fear for his control over his soldiers, hence his disappearance. But the War Office is not so foolish as to believe this means the end of the war. We will maintain our vigilance, and that includes continuing to require service of all our Extraordinaries.”

      “Regardless of your nationality, you owe England a debt, Miss Salazar,” Mr. Fenton said. “One which you may repay with service, or with a fine to buy yourself free.”

      Amaya had never heard this suggested before. She opened her mouth to tell the men she did not care about her fortune and they were welcome to it, but Edmund overrode her. “It is unworthy of the War Office to make such a blatant grab for Miss Salazar’s fortune. But I believe that is not what you are truly interested in, is it? Did Dr. Macrae speak with you?”

      Now both men shifted uncomfortably. “Dr. Macrae is a powerful advocate,” Mr. Fenton said.

      “She is powerfully determined to see Miss Salazar at Norwood College,” Edmund corrected him. “And I believe Extraordinary Shapers with the War Office serve as battlefield doctors and surgeons, is that correct?”

      Mr. Fenton nodded. Lord Baxter eyed Edmund as if wondering what trick Edmund intended to play.

      “But Miss Salazar has little medical training, and that of a very specialized nature,” Edmund continued. “If she were to enter the War Office, she would either be useless in the field, or she would have to gain medical training at Norwood, which would also remove her from direct service. In short, Miss Salazar’s talent cannot be usefully employed with the War Office in a traditional role.”

      “And I suppose you have a nontraditional role in mind?” Lord Baxter sneered.

      “Miss Salazar’s medical experience is as a childbed attendant,” Edmund said as if Lord Baxter had not spoken. “She has attended the deliveries of many women, including the Sapa Inca’s wives and my own sister-in-law.”

      “I fail to see how that benefits the War Office,” Mr. Fenton said.

      “Perhaps you are unaware that Lord and Lady Enderleigh have been made ambassadors to the court of King Ferdinand of Spain.” Edmund crossed his arms over his chest, once more the very picture of a gentleman at ease if one could not see his narrowed, intent eyes. “Lady Enderleigh is in a delicate condition and requires an Extraordinary Shaper to attend upon her, now and at the birth of her child. The Extraordinary Shaper attached to their ship must remain with the Royal Navy, leaving Lady Enderleigh without that resource to call on. And I am certain she would prefer a female physician.”

      “But Lord Enderleigh is an admiral with the Navy, not attached to the War Office. Such service as Miss Salazar would provide does not apply to the law.” Lord Baxter took a step forward. He no longer sounded angry.

      “I believe, if the War Office chooses, it might find a way around that difficulty. After all, Lady Enderleigh would have been attached to the War Office had she not voluntarily joined the Royal Navy.” Edmund turned his attention on the silent Mr. Fenton. “Unless you wish to suggest that her ladyship is not deserving of some consideration, given her, ah, extraordinary service to the war effort?”

      Mr. Fenton paled even more. “I would never criticize Lady Enderleigh. No, I believe you are correct. Miss Salazar may serve her term as attendant to her ladyship.”

      “You are mistaken,” Edmund said. His words were polite, but there was steel behind them. “As I have said, Miss Salazar is not an English citizen. She owes you no service. Instead, she will turn her talent to assisting Lady Enderleigh as a token of her esteem for this country, which has shown her such hospitality and generosity.”

      All four men turned their attention on Amaya, who sank back into her chair. She did not know this Lady Enderleigh of whom they all spoke so respectfully, and she was not certain she wished to be her childbed attendant. On the other hand, she had come to trust Edmund over the months she had been his family’s guest, and he would not have suggested this course of action had he not believed it would suit her. And she had fully understood his final words and appreciated their force.

      “It is true I am fond of England,” she said, “and I wish to help so long as I am not forced. This Lady Enderleigh, she is an Extraordinary?”

      Mr. Fenton and Lord Baxter looked at each other, their faces very still as if holding back some strong emotion. “Lady Enderleigh is England’s only Extraordinary Scorcher,” Lord Baxter said. “The Countess is one of this country’s strongest talents. I had not heard of the Earl’s new assignment. Surely Admiral Lord Enderleigh is needed at sea?”

      Edmund shrugged. “I am merely a translator attached to the ambassadorial party, and not privy to the government’s decisions.”

      Amaya eyed him suspiciously. She was certain Edmund, in protesting that he was only a translator, was dissembling. He once more gave the impression of being nothing more than a harmless fop, but no fop could have argued so persuasively on her behalf. And yet she was certain if she challenged him on the discrepancy between his demeanor and his actions, he would look at her with an ingenuous expression and pretend not to understand her meaning. That he meant to seem foolish was clear, but she could not imagine why.

      Sir Maxwell cleared his throat, drawing Amaya’s attention back to the present. “We seem to have come to an accord,” he said. “Miss Salazar, thank you for your service. England is indeed grateful.”

      “I am happy to be asked,” Amaya said, emphasizing asked just enough for Sir Maxwell’s complexion to redden. “Mr. Fenton, Lord Baxter.” She refrained from thanking them; she still did not believe they meant well, and it was only Edmund’s presence that kept her from snarling at them.

      When they were safely outside the Treasury, and Edmund had hailed a hackney, Amaya said in Spanish, “I cannot believe they dared threaten me. I understood my talent would protect me.”

      “They hoped to take advantage of your ignorance,” Edmund said. He helped Amaya into the carriage and settled himself opposite her. “Feel free to thank me at any time.”

      “Thank you, Edmund,” Amaya said sweetly. “I suppose you will not tell me where you learned to argue so persuasively? Your club, perhaps?”

      It was a strong hint. Edmund simply raised both eyebrows and regarded her blandly. “I do not take your meaning,” he said, smiling in the carefree way she now knew concealed a subtle mind. “I did only as anyone might.”

      Amaya considered pressing the issue more, but decided if Edmund had secrets, she owed it to him as a friend not to pry. After all, she herself had things she did not wish to share with the world. She dropped her falsely pleasant demeanor and said, “They were uncivil to make such a blatant grab for power.”

      “They were. And I regret that you were drawn into it. In truth, I almost wished I dared let you handle them your way. They should learn what it is to challenge a jaguar warrior. But, as I said, it would not be good for them to fear you. Fear is the sort of thing that leads men to act rashly.”

      “I fail to understand that, but I cannot recall ever being mastered by fear.”

      Edmund’s eyebrows rose. He gripped the seat firmly as the hackney bumped over a particularly rough patch in the road. “No? Not even facing Uturunku?”

      Amaya shrugged. “I knew I could defeat him. There is no sense in fearing an enemy weaker than yourself.”

      “I find that astonishing—not that you were stronger than Uturunku, but that you have never feared. What of the raiders who destroyed your home?”

      A flash of memory struck her and vanished, leaving only the impression of hiding in a cupboard, her heart beating so hard she could hear it. She looked at the passing streets and the pedestrians enjoying the sunny day. “I suppose,” she said in a low voice, “it is more accurate to say I have feared nothing since I became a jaguar warrior.”

      Edmund nodded, but said nothing. It was one of the things she liked most about him, that he knew when not to speak. For all he pretended to whimsical frivolity for no reason she could understand, he was the most sensible man she knew.

      “Tell me of this Lady Enderleigh,” she said. “You are so certain I will be acceptable to her as an attendant?”

      The carriage jarred them again, leaving Amaya wondering what route they had taken that was so rough. Edmund leaned backward to keep his seat. “She is unusual,” he said. “She and the Earl were not born to the nobility, but granted their titles for services rendered the Crown. I have met her only a few times, but she is unlike other Scorchers, who are erratic of temperament and tend to wildness. Are Inca Scorchers the same?”

      “They can be. Wildness is discouraged, and those who show themselves to be incapable of or unwilling to control their talent are executed.”

      “I see. At any rate, Lady Enderleigh is poised, moderate in her speech, a very calm individual. One has the sense that she has mastered herself through great effort. She has a kind temperament and is deeply attached to her husband, who is devoted to her in turn.” Edmund hesitated, then said, “When you meet the Earl, do not display distress at his appearance. He is severely scarred from burns.”

      “That is ironic, given that Lady Enderleigh is a Scorcher.”

      “Not ironic. She is the one who burned him.”

      Amaya gasped.

      “I do not know the full story, only that he was burned fighting for her life. But it is a sensitive subject you should not allude to, even indirectly. His lordship takes great offense at any suggestion of criticism of his lady wife.” Edmund’s expression was as serious as she had ever seen.

      “I would not be so impolite,” Amaya said. “But you have not said why you believe she will accept your offer to make me her attendant.”

      A smile drove the serious expression away. “Because the two of you are very much alike,” he said. “You are both dangerous in your own way, and simultaneously without malice toward any innocent person. I believe Lady Enderleigh will be curious about a woman such as you are, and as you are of the same rank, due to your talents, I hope you will become friends. I do not believe Lady Enderleigh has had much opportunity to gain friends during her years of naval service.”

      “You said she volunteered to join the Royal Navy.”

      “Her story is legendary. Perhaps she will share it with you.”

      The carriage bumped to a halt outside the Hanleys’ home. Edmund gave Amaya his hand to help her down. She had almost become accustomed to this, given the narrowness of English skirts and how readily they tangled one’s legs. “And you know of her because you are to translate for their party,” she said. “Is that why you are leaving the country?”

      “It is.” Edmund followed Amaya into the house and up the stairs to the drawing room. “In truth, this is no ordinary assignment. What I will tell you now must be held in strictest confidence.”

      Amaya sat near the window and removed her bonnet, smoothing its ribbons. “You frighten me.”

      “Did we not establish you are not afraid of anything?” Edmund said with a smile. “I know you are circumspect, and besides, it is not as if your English is good enough to tell anyone the truth.”

      Amaya mock-snarled at him. “It is good enough for me to tell all the English señoritas that you are not to be trusted.”

      Edmund clutched his waistcoat over his heart as if she had stabbed him. “Perish the thought!”

      Amaya laughed. “So, tell me this great secret.”

      “It is not precisely a secret so much as a diplomatic fiction. Everyone knows the Earl of Enderleigh is a naval man, and while he is intelligent and quick-thinking, he is no diplomat. That role will be played by Sir William Kynaston, who is a diplomat, and one with many years’ experience. Lord and Lady Enderleigh are…it is not exaggerating to call them a veiled threat. The King of Spain and his government are a fractious lot, and their dubious military assistance in the late Peninsular campaigns has left England even less well-disposed toward them than before. But it is to our advantage to see peace in Spain, and to that end, we are sending this diplomatic party, with Sir William to negotiate treaties and Lord and Lady Enderleigh to remind Spain that England is the superior power.”

      “I wonder at Lord Enderleigh being willing to permit his wife to overshadow him.”

      Edmund laughed. “Lord Enderleigh is a highly-rated Extraordinary Mover, and from what I have observed, he is confident in his talent and not at all afraid of coming second to his wife. But that is why you must not speak of this to anyone. My assessment is from personal observation, not the overt statements of the government. As far as Spain is concerned, England is sending two of its most respected Extraordinaries as a mark of, well, their own respect.”

      “Even if everyone there will be aware of the truth,” Amaya said archly. “Your assessment seems most subtle. Another thing you learned from your club?”

      For a moment, Edmund’s gaze sharpened, and he seemed about to speak. Then a lazy smile spread across his features, and he laughed. “You must give me credit for some intelligence,” he drawled. “Even I must accumulate knowledge after spending enough time surrounded by those who swim in it. Perhaps I am the grit in an oyster that time will turn into a pearl.”

      “Perhaps,” Amaya said, feeling obscurely disappointed. “Though I like the man you are now.”

      “High praise indeed.” Edmund set his hat on a table near the door. “Shall I ring for tea? I am certain Mary and Charles will be here shortly.”

      “I feel the need for refreshment, after speaking with those men.” Amaya rose and smoothed her skirts. “In truth, I am grateful for your assistance, Mr. Hanley.”

      “I am happy to be of service, Miss Salazar,” Edmund said with a bow. “And, well, I am not certain how you will feel about this, but Spain is in a sense your homeland. Had you any ideas about locating your father’s family?”

      His words struck her like a fist to her stomach. “I had not considered,” she said faintly. “Should I?”

      “That is your decision.” Edmund, having rung the bell, settled himself on the sofa with his legs outstretched, but his serious expression belied the ease with which he sat. “If you care for my opinion, I would wish to know.”






OEBPS/images/logo_1005326_print.jpg
Night HnrlEPublishing





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-5-liberating-fight-final-front-cover.jpg
MELISSA McSHAN E-&

BOOK FIVE OF TH'{;’ EXTRAORDINARIES





