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      Author's Note: All of the stories in this book tell a chronological story that I broke into parts for convenience of writing and reading. They start with The City of the Ladies and continue onwards to Repair and Rebuild. These are the early lessons that the Dana kids learned as they grew up in the Dana Clanhouse, and they're the lessons that they will take out into the wider world as they grow up. I hope that you enjoy their stories!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The City of the Ladies

          

        

      

    

    
      "Why do we have to go to their stupid park?" Anwyn demanded for the fourth time.

      "Annie," Mother said in her second most seriously warning tone of voice. "Quit it."

      "But why?" Anwyn insisted. "You hate the Delbhana Clan, Mother! I hate them. The whole family hates them. Why do we have to go to celebrate some big park they set up?"

      She waved her hands at her Uncles who were busy packing carts full of baskets filled with food, blankets and several big tents so that they wouldn't all be sunburned by the end of the day. Mother groaned, rubbing her forehead before glaring down at Anwyn. She had that expression that said 'I'm glad that you're a smart girl but do you have be so smart right now?' All around them Anwyn's aunts shouted orders and hefted the things that her uncles couldn't lift. It was like loading a ship before it sailed only they were going out of the city to the new park that Siobhan's stupid grandmother had ordered built.

      If it was any other family besides Siobhan’s family, Anwyn would have gone willingly. The chance to get away from her lessons and training would be wonderful. But it wasn't. Siobhan was a brat and a horrible bully. Anwyn knew that this was going to be horrible, even if her mother refused to admit it. As Anwyn and her mother glared at each other, Anwyn's oldest sister, Gwen, tugged at her sleeve, trying to get her to come along with the other kids in the family to their cart. Anwyn shrugged her off.

      "Okay, let's go over this for the fourth and final time. Mind, the only reason you're getting another run-through is this is part of your business lessons, girl," Mother said. This time the glare was serious enough that Anwyn knew she couldn't get away with asking anything else or else her butt would be spanked so hard that she wouldn't sit down for days. "The Delbhana Clan are bragging about the new park. It's stupid. We all know it's stupid. Frankly, the whole damned city knows that it's stupid. The park is going to flood and wash away as soon as the spring rains make the river rise. But they're making it out to be a big deal and saying they gave the city a huge present. All they did was block the flow of the river and hide the City of the Ladies behind their stupid dirt mounds. Us attending is pure politics."

      "I got that part," Anwyn said impatiently. "It's a big whoopa-whoopa party and the Delbhana are spending tons of money on it. Why are we going though? We don't need to go to their stupid party, Mother! Why are we playing their game?"

      "We're going because anything the Delbhana can do, we can do better," Mother declared grouchily enough that Anwyn actually felt a tiny bit better about having to play nicely with Siobhan. "They make a park and have an opening celebration? Fine. Lovely. We'll throw a party to beat all the parties ever held and we'll hold it smack in the middle of their stupid park. Show them how it's really done. The Dana do parties better than any other clan in the whole damn country!"

      Mother waved a fist at the sky as if she was getting ready to hit the Tripartate Goddesses themselves and to challenge the Ladies in their own city. Anwyn grinned at her until Cadfael ran over, carrying a little basket full of napkins. He shoved it into Anwyn's arms and stuck his tongue out at Anwyn when she squawked. Before she could give it back to him Cadfael ran off to help carry other things for their uncles. He completely ignored Anwyn's angry glare. Anwyn would never understand how her twin could be so different from her. There were things to understand and do but all he cared about was getting petted for helping the grown-ups with the stupid party that they shouldn't be going to anyway.

      Then Mother grinned as she ruffled Anwyn's flaming red curls. "No more questions, girl. We have a party to put on and you're going to help whether you like it or not."

      "I don't mind helping," Anwyn spluttered as she tried to knock her mother's hand away without dropping the basket full of napkins. "I just don't want to deal with Siobhan!"

      That set Mother to laughing her booming belly laugh that always echoed through their warehouses and the many apartments above it. Her laughter accompanied Anwyn out to the cart where the tables, plates, silverware and such had been loaded. Well, one of the carts. There were ten of them; each loaded with stuff that Anwyn thought should go to the family, not to a bunch of strangers who were just there to eat their food. It really shouldn't go to all the people attending the party because they'd eat everything while praising Siobhan's family for being so 'kind' and 'generous' when the Delbhana Clan had already said that people had to bring their own food to eat if they came to the celebration. It wasn't kindness at all. The whole reason they'd created the park was to make their family look good, nothing more. If they'd really wanted to good things for people they'd have fixed the roads and lowered taxes. That was what Mother said all the time.

      Well, maybe some good would come from the party, Anwyn thought as she watched Uncle Harold carefully load a tray full of pastries onto the cart. The food looked really good though Anwyn thought that the pastries should definitely stay home. She could stay and protect them until everyone got back.

      "Hands off, Anwyn," Uncle Harold warned her with a wry smile at the way she stared at the pastries. "Go ride with your siblings."

      "But someone should keep them from spilling!" Anwyn protested, reaching towards the pastries with twitching fingers.

      "Yes, and that someone is me," Uncle Harold replied.

      He helped Anwyn down and patted her back to send her off to the cart where all the kids were riding. Anwyn grumbled about it but went as directed. She might argue with her mother, aunts and great-aunts but she wasn't going to argue with the uncles. Doing that led to no desserts and those horrible lectures where they told you how disappointed they were in you and how they really thought that you were going to be a better person than that. Uncle Harold was especially good at the big sad eyes that made Anwyn feel like she was the most horrible person ever to have been born.

      "Annie, what took you so long?" Cadfael asked. He tugged her sleeve as she climbed into the cart with Gwen's assistance.

      "Uncle Harold has whole trays full of pastries," Anwyn explained because telling Caddie that she'd been asking Mother questions would just start a fight that would get both of them in trouble.

      "Oh!" Cadfael said at the same time as every other kid in the family. They all peered at Uncle Harold's cart, sighing when he glared at Anwyn for telling about the treats.

      Cadfael gasped and clung to Anwyn's sleeve as the cart started moving. It seemed like the entire city was heading for the park once the carts started rolling. Anwyn saw dozens of other carts, many of them with families like her own though none of them had as many kids. No other family had as many kids as the Dana did. Anwyn had heard way too many jokes about her family breeding an army. They weren't. The Dana just had lots of pregnancies and lots of healthy births. Plus they all seemed to grow up healthy too, so Anwyn had eight siblings and six aunts and uncles, and twelve great aunts and uncles who'd all had as many kids as Mother had. It just looked like a lot when they were all together like now, but it wasn't that big of a deal as far as Anwyn was concerned. As they bounced over the cobblestones, and Cadfael waved at his friends, Anwyn amused herself with watching the people they passed.

      The new Queen had declared today to be a holiday for everyone in the city but Anwyn saw lots of people working in the shops they passed. Half her great-aunts had stayed behind to mind the warehouse so Anwyn assumed that the shop keepers had done the same thing. The new fabric shop that Uncle Davin loved so much was full of men buying sturdy fabric to sew into pants, tunics and shirts for the women in their families. Next door, the little lace shop was just as busy with men buying lace and finer fabrics for their own clothes. Across the street was Anwyn's favorite weaponry shop. She giggled at all the women checking out the knives, swords and other weapons that lined its walls. Instead of hanging on as she should, Anwyn hung over the side of the cart to try to see more of them only to be hauled back into the cart by Great-Aunt Gail.

      "Butt on the floor, Annie," Great-Aunt Gail said. "Aravel, sit down! I'm not holding you while this is moving. Gwen, stop picking on Daire. He's littler than you and a boy to boot. Pick on someone your own size or at least a girl who can take the tussling."

      Anwyn had just enough time to register the words before Gwen landed on her with a laugh. They wrestled until Great-Aunt Gail pulled them apart and smacked them upside the heads for kicking little cousin Jarmon and knocking Cadfael over. Anwyn wasn't surprised at all when Cadfael launched himself at her.

      "Meanie, meanie, meanie!" Cadfael yelled, flailing at her with fists curled up wrong with the thumbs inside and tears on his cheeks.

      "Wah!"

      Anwyn caught Cadfael's wrists, pulling him into a hug that included a knee to her stomach because Caddie never was one to give in easy even though he was a boy. Still, it didn't take very long before Caddie calmed down. He sniffled against her shoulder, making a little wet spot with his tears. Gwen pet Caddie's hair too, which calmed him down even faster. As soon as she did Aravel crawled into her lap for hugs of his own. Gwen grinned at Anwyn and shrugged. All Anwyn could do was shrug back because Cadfael wouldn't let her go.

      The rest of the ride out of town was a lot quieter because of that. By the time they made it out of the city's streets and to the big park with all its trees and bright green grass Anwyn was desperate to run around and do something fun. Unfortunately, as soon as the back gate on their cart went down the uncles were there to conscript all of them to help with setting up tables and putting out food. Caddie went happily enough but Anwyn and Gwen grumbled about it. Anwyn grumbled more loudly when she saw Siobhan walk by in a new tunic and a smug smile at Anwyn's tray full of boring fruit. Her friends all snickered at Anwyn though the snickers only lasted until Siobhan's mother smacked her for being rude.

      "So good to see you putting those kids to work," Siobhan's mother said archly to Mother. "I really don't know how you manage with so many."

      "It's not hard," Mother said, gesturing for Anwyn and Gwen to get back to putting the food out. "Not like we're doing poorly. The trade's been good lately. Our latest ship from Chinwendu has turned a tidy profit."

      The hatred that Siobhan's mother felt for Anwyn's mother was so obvious that other people in the area eased away as if expecting a brawl to break out at any second. Anwyn could hear the way Siobhan's mother's teeth gritted at Mother's comment about the profit. Grandma Treva had said in lessons yesterday that the Delbhana Clan never turned a profit like the Dana did and she'd even had charts and graphs that Great Uncle Jarmon had created to prove it. She didn't get to hear much more though because Uncle Daire was there to take the tray of fruit from Anwyn and direct her to run and get another tray of food from the carts. People were already descending on the Dana's blue tents with hunger in their eyes. They looked hungry enough that Anwyn was almost afraid that they'd eat the Dana symbol on the sides of the tent before all the food was put out.

      Anwyn started asking questions about everything once she got bored. It didn't take very long at all for Uncle Daire to start sending her on errands to get things from the carts or to find this aunt or that cousin. Whenever she was sent out of the tent on an errand Anwyn could see her mother arguing in that 'not really arguing' tone of voice that tended to lead to fists being thrown later on. Since Siobhan was right there listening in, Anwyn stayed well away from her mother. She'd promised to be good and if she had to deal with Siobhan there was sure to be a fight. Still, feeding everyone kept Anwyn busy for a long while. By the time Great-Uncle Jarmon started serving all the kids their lunches Anwyn was starving. She all but inhaled her meat bun and apple. The pastry, however, was too yummy to eat quickly. Anwyn savored that for so long that the cleanup was pretty much done.

      "All right," Great-Uncle Jarmon said as he brushed off his apron and smiled at the last few people getting food, "you kids are free to run and play. Don't get too dirty. Anwyn, Gwen, no fighting. We're here to make friends, not enemies."

      "Yes sir!" Anwyn said in time with Gwen.

      As soon as Great-Uncle Jarmon shooed them away Anwyn slipped out of the tent and scanned for Siobhan. To Anwyn's delight, she was nowhere to be seen. Anwyn grinned and headed off to explore the park. Her siblings and cousins could go play together but Anwyn wanted to see what the park looked like. To her dismay Cadfael ran after her instead of joining the others.

      "Where are you going?" Caddie hissed.

      "Caddie, I'm bored," Anwyn complained. "I want to explore."

      "We're supposed to stick together," Caddie said loudly enough that Anwyn glared and hauled him away from the tent so that the grownups wouldn't hear him whine. "Annie! We're not supposed to run around."

      "I'm not running around," Anwyn said with her hand latched around Cadfael's wrist. "I'm exploring. That's totally different."

      "Annie…" Cadfael groaned.

      As soon as they were away from the tents Cadfael stopped complaining, probably because the park was actually pretty. They could see the city's red brick walls no matter where they were in the park. Maybe in a few years when the trees had grown and the hedges had filled in it would be more difficult to keep track of where you were but for now it was easy to stay oriented. The paths of the park meandered through flower beds and ponds filled with tiny little fish with many-colored scales. Anwyn forgot her annoyance at having to come to the park as she watched the fish with Cadfael by her side.

      "Oops, don't fall in," Siobhan said behind Anwyn.

      She reached out and pushed Cadfael who squawked. Anwyn caught him, keeping him from going head-first into the water. The tip of his braid did splash in the water for a moment but not too long. As Siobhan laughed Anwyn stood and whirled to glare at her with Caddie behind her back. All of Siobhan's friends were behind her, most of them several years older than Anwyn and Cadfael. To her surprise she could see some of Cadfael's friends and their younger sisters running over. Maybe it was because they'd seen Siobhan picking on Caddie, not that it mattered. Having backup against Siobhan was always nice. Siobhan never did fight fair.

      "Go away, Siobhan," Anwyn said in as close as she could get to Mother's scathing tone of voice. "We don't want to play with you."

      "This is our park," Siobhan declared. She crossed her arms over her chest. "We can go wherever we want to."

      "Fine, have fun with the fish," Anwyn said. "We're leaving."

      She grabbed Cadfael's hand, tugging him away from the pond. Cadfael's friends surrounded them, most of them younger than Anwyn and Caddie. Gwen wasn't there, unfortunately. Siobhan always avoided making trouble when Gwen was around. After their last fight where Gwen had broken Siobhan's arm and blacked both her eyes while only losing one baby tooth, Siobhan avoided Gwen entirely.

      To Anwyn's dismay, Siobhan and her friends followed them, one of the oldest girls sniffing and saying something about making sure that the 'kids' didn't get hurt or lost. That made Anwyn mad enough that she really thought about turning around and seeing if she could repeat Gwen's performance with Siobhan. She wasn't a kid. Siobhan was only two years older than Anwyn. Instead, and mostly because Cadfael was clinging to her hand as if to restrain her, Anwyn headed for the edge of the park, hoping to escape Siobhan. The hedges there were really thin. When Siobhan slowed down to look at one of the fish ponds that apparently had frogs as well as fish it was easy enough to dodge through the hedges. Beyond the carefully cut grass and hedges were the fields that had always been out here.

      Anwyn took a deep breath, grateful to be away from the studied beauty of the park. Sure, the fields were just fields. The early summer grain was barely ankle high so far so the brown earth was striped with rows of bright green. On their left were the city's high red brick walls with the slate roofs behind them. On the right were the big earthen mounds that the Delbhana had put up when the new queen took the throne. The mounds were boring, just mud and rocks pounded into two-story high hills that snaked along the side of the river, but it was prettier to Anwyn than the park behind them. The other kids looked at Anwyn with hesitant expressions. After a moment Cadfael tugged Anwyn's sleeve.

      "I know we're not supposed to be out here, Annie," Cadfael said hesitantly enough that he knew that they were kind of stuck for a little bit. "We should go back."

      "Straight into Siobhan's arms?" Anwyn asked. "Uh-uh! You know Grandma Treva said we had to be extra good today. If I have to go back and deal with Siobhan I'll end up getting in a fight with her. You don't want me to get in trouble, do you?"

      Cadfael glared at Anwyn, his lips so thin that they looked like they were gone. "If you'd stop getting angry at everything she does, you wouldn't get into so many fights with her."

      Her spluttering protests that she didn't start things died as Siobhan poked her head through the hedges to glare at Anwyn. The other kids clustered behind Anwyn and Cadfael as Siobhan, along with her friends, squeezed through the gap in the hedge. From the sneer on Siobhan's face the field looked ugly to her. Anwyn automatically fisted her hands as Siobhan stomped over.

      "You're supposed to stay inside the park," Siobhan complained. "This isn't part of the park. Get back in there where you're supposed to be!"

      "No way," Anwyn declared. "I can go anywhere I want to go. You don't have any right to tell me to do anything. You're not the queen and you never will be! Your mother's too young to make it to the throne and your grandmother just married in anyway. She's just the King's Consort, not the real Queen, no matter what anyone calls her, so there!"

      The things that Anwyn's aunts always said about Siobhan's family made her cheeks turn blotchy red. Her hands were in fists too but Siobhan's hands shook, unlike Anwyn's. "There's nothing out here anyway. What are you even looking at?"

      Anwyn and Siobhan glared at each other. She could feel the fight hanging in the air. It really didn't matter what they said or did. Siobhan had been looking to cause a fight from the moment she spotted Anwyn and Cadfael. Honestly, she'd probably been looking forward to it since the last time they got in a fight. Anwyn had been looking forward to it too. Despite being smaller than Siobhan, Anwyn regularly won their fights as long as Siobhan's friends didn't pile on her.

      "The mounds," Anwyn declared. She pointed at the one off to the left. "I never got to see them before so I wanted to so I am, so there!"

      "They're boring," Siobhan said with a little sniff of pretend disgust. "They're just big piles of dirt. Hey! Where are you going?"

      "To look at the mounds," Anwyn said, stomping away from Siobhan. Cadfael trailed after her, whimpering quietly. His friends and their younger cousins followed, whispering nervously.

      "It's not allowed!" Siobhan screeched.

      No way was Anwyn going to listen when she'd managed to make Siobhan that mad. She clambered up the side of the mound of dirt. It was as tall as the windows on the second story of the Dana family's home so it took quite a bit of effort to scramble up to the top. Cadfael was on her heels, complaining under his breath the whole way. He took a lot longer because he refused to use his hands or to get his kilt dirty.

      "Get down from there!" Siobhan tried to order. Instead of it being a properly booming yell like their mothers would use, Siobhan sounded frightened and very young.

      "Wow," Anwyn breathed. "This is so cool!"

      She stared across the delta that divided the fields from the river. The City of the Ladies stood in the middle of the river. It was far enough away that the many crystal spires looked solid. Anwyn stared at it despite the way the sunlight sparkling off it tried to blind her eyes. Cadfael clung to her elbow, staring at the City too. He didn't seem as entranced by it. If anything, he seemed suspicious of it.

      Siobhan scrambled to the top of the mound, panting and glaring at Anwyn. She expected Siobhan to say something but instead Siobhan shoved her back towards the park. Anwyn slipped and then slid down the side of the mound, scraping up her hands but managing not get her pants too grubby. When Siobhan went to shove Cadfael towards the park too, Anwyn shouted and scrambled straight back towards him. She impacted with Cadfael halfway up the side of the mound as he scrambled towards the bottom with a wail that was probably audible all the way back in town.

      "Don't you dare touch my twin, you bully!" Anwyn yelled at Siobhan. "He's just a boy!"

      "He shouldn't have been up here!" Siobhan yelled back. Her face had gone even blotchier than before. "No one's supposed to see the City of the Ladies but the Delbhana. My Grammie said so!"

      "That's not fair!" Anwyn complained. "Everyone could see them before your stupid Grammie put this stupid dirt wall up!"

      "The Ladies are bad and they hurt people," Siobhan said as though it was a fact that everyone knew instead of a dumb idea that the Delbhana Clan had created to make people listen to them and do what they wanted. "The people had to be protected from the Ladies so no one would be hurt anymore."

      Both Anwyn and Cadfael stiffened at that. Their whole family knew better than that. Anwyn's great grandmother had talked to the Ladies. She'd gotten some special gift that made her better than anyone else. Their whole clan had been created because their great grandmother had known the Ladies and learned how to read the seas better than anyone else around. They weren't supposed to talk about it but everyone in the Dana Clan knew about it.

      "The Ladies don't hurt anyone," Anwyn yelled at Siobhan. "You're a liar!"

      "Am not!" Siobhan snapped. "My Grammie told me and she knows so it's true! The Ladies are too scary and dangerous for anyone other than the Delbhana."

      Liar," Anwyn growled. She started to scramble back up the side of the mound only to have Siobhan's friends grab her to try and hold her back. "Cheater! You're just making all that up. I bet I could go down to the City and not be hurt at all!"

      "Nobody but the Delbhana can go there and be safe," Siobhan said entirely too smugly as her friends hung onto Anwyn despite the way she tried to fight her way free.

      Anwyn growled. Siobhan's friends were too big and Caddie's friends were too small. If Anwyn had brought Gwen along she knew that she could have won the fight against Siobhan. Gwen was the oldest girl. She'd have been able to make Siobhan stop being such a bully and she would have backed Anwyn up, too. Gwen hated Siobhan nearly as much as Anwyn did.

      But without Gwen or any of the cousins, there was no way Anwyn could win. There was also no way that she was going to let Siobhan get away with this either. Anwyn smirked as she realized exactly what would make Siobhan back down. Even now, with her win apparently secure, Siobhan wouldn't even look at the City of the Ladies. She kept her back to it all the time as if afraid that just seeing the Ladies might bring trouble down on her.

      "Oh yeah?" Anwyn said as she went still in Siobhan's friends' hands. "Prove it."

      "W-what?" Siobhan asked. Her voice went all squeaky on the startled question.

      "Prove it!" Anwyn dared her. "Go down the other side of the mound and then go to the City of the Ladies. If you're so sure that it's safe for you, go ahead and do it. I'll wait here. We all will. You'll be the first person our age to go out there."

      "Ooooooh," Caddie breathed, the other little kids echoing the sound with wide eyes and eager expressions.

      Anwyn suppressed a shiver at just how close Caddie's friends were getting to crossing a line that would get them all beaten up. Siobhan's friends had important enough parents that they could probably get away with smacking little kids. Of course, right now they were following Anwyn's lead so all she had to do was make sure that they got away as soon as Siobhan and her friends were distracted. Still, their awed looks made Siobhan fidget on the top of the mound. She glanced over her shoulder with a frightened expression and then looked back down at Anwyn. Her friends let Anwyn go as if they wanted to go help Siobhan but a glare from Siobhan kept them in their places. Anwyn smirked as she brushed her arms and legs off just like Great-Aunt Keelin did when she was really proud of something she'd just done.

      "It's not…" Siobhan started and then stopped when Anwyn nodded as sagely as she could.

      "Yup, knew it," Anwyn said. "You were lying."

      "I was not!" Siobhan yelled again. "I'll prove it! I'll prove it to all of you. I'll go all the way down there and touch the gate!"

      "Sure, sure," Anwyn said, smirking at her and then grinning as Caddie and his friends 'oooooh'ed' again. "Sure you will."

      Her scorn and Caddie's friends' awe at Anwyn made Siobhan go white. She glared at Anwyn and then turned and stomped to the edge of the mound. One more look over her shoulder at Anwyn told Anwyn just how frightened Siobhan was but she slid down the other side of the mound. Anwyn smirked. With any luck it would take a good half hour before Siobhan came back. In a couple of minutes Anwyn would be able to slip closer to Cadfael and then they'd all run for the hedges. Siobhan's friends wouldn't abandon their leader, which would mean that Anwyn would be able to escape her least favorite person's bullying. And maybe they'd be able to get some more of the pastries now that the adults had had time to talk and eat.

      Just as Anwyn moved closer to Cadfael, Siobhan appeared at the top of the mound. She was panting and shaking like she'd just run a long, long way but it was nowhere near long enough for her to have gone all the way to the City of the Ladies and back again. Anwyn was sure of that. The distance couldn't be covered in a couple of minutes.

      Siobhan scrambled back down to her friends who grinned and patted her back like she'd done the most incredible thing ever. Anwyn stared at her, mouth dropped open. She snapped it back shut again when Siobhan sniffed and then smirked in Anwyn's direction.

      "See?" Siobhan asked. "I told you that I could do it and no one else could."

      "Liar!" Anwyn glared at Siobhan, hands clenched into fists.

      The older girl's friends all looked at Anwyn like she was a particularly loathsome species of bug, one that ought to be squashed as soon as possible. When they saw just how mad Anwyn was the looks disappeared, replaced by fearful expressions. Siobhan glared at her with her hands in fists too. Her friends were backing off, not wanting to get involved with this battle. Even Caddie's friends and their cousins backed off, some of them stumbling in their haste to get out of Anwyn's range. No one wanted to be in the way when Anwyn got this angry, not even Gwen. Caddie tried tugging at her arm to pull her away but Anwyn didn't budge.

      No way was Anwyn going to let Siobhan get away with lying like this. No way!

      "You didn't go there," Anwyn growled. "You lied about the Ladies being dangerous and you lied about going to their city. Liar!"

      "Am not!" Siobhan squawked, going so red in the face that everyone knew she'd lied. "I went all the way down and touched the gate! You just won't accept that I was right!"

      "No way!" Anwyn snorted. "You couldn't have run fast enough to get from the top of the hill, all the way down to the gate and back again in that amount of time. You're a liar-pants and everyone can see it! Liar, liar, liar!"

      Siobhan looked like she was about to cry for half a second and then her temper flared up. She drew herself up to her full nine-years-old height and towered over Anwyn's face, glaring down at her. Anwyn glared right back up at her, not letting herself remember that she was only seven, not letting Caddie pull her away, not letting herself do anything but glare right back into the big bully's eyes just as fiercely as she could.

      "You're too much of a baby to do it yourself," Siobhan said, making the words both an insult and a dare. All the kids oooooh'ed behind them.

      "Am not!" Anwyn shouted, shoving her away. Caddie whimpered behind her. Her twin knew where this was going and he obviously didn't like it.

      "I dare you to do it yourself," Siobhan drawled, only backing off half a step from Anwyn's shove, "unless you're nothing but a crybaby-boy like you're stupid twin brother."

      "You leave Caddie out of this!" Anwyn yelled, decking Siobhan as hard as she could, right in the eye.

      Mother always said that if you were going to hit someone, you should hit them with all you had. You might get thumped in the end but at least you'd be able to say that you give it your best shot. Father always said that Great-grandmother Anwyn's pirate blood showed when Mother talked like that, but Anwyn didn't care. She agreed with Mom. It was better to hit hard right off than get into a half-assed fight. Siobhan tumbled backwards onto her butt, crying out and clutching her face. She started to get back up with death in her good eye, but Caddie was between them with tears in his eyes as he clutched at Anwyn.

      "Stop it," Caddie cried, "stop it or I'll tell!"

      "Then tell," Siobhan snarled, hand dropping to reveal her already spectacularly blackening eye.

      "Annie!"

      "Not stopping and not backing down," Anwyn growled to him.

      Caddie huffed and then darted away through the cluster of kids, bawling for their mom, their dad, their Great-Uncle Jarmon, the ultimate authority on all punishments in the family, to come and stop the fight. The other kids closed ranks though a few of them looked really nervous about having Great-Uncle Jarmon show up. He was old but he still ruled the Dana Clan house's upper levels. They were a long ways from where the grownups had gathered for their stupid party so it'd take him a bit to get there and back, always assuming Caddie managed to get him to come right away. Anwyn looked at Siobhan and the older girl gulped, taking a step back into the cluster of her friends.

      "You're a liar and a fraidy-pants and a bully," Anwyn declared. "You didn't go anywhere near the City of the Ladies but I will. I'll go all the way inside, not just to the gates. I'll see what's inside, and talk to the Ladies myself because I'm not a coward and I'm not a liar. So there!"

      "Oh yeah?" Siobhan said, trying to sneer but sounding afraid and terribly impressed instead.

      "Yeah," Anwyn said, drawing herself up as the other kids murmured and whispered and looked at her with awe. "And if you're not too much of a scaredy-pants you'll watch me do it from the top of the mound, you scaredy-baby liar-pants!"

      "Am not!"

      By the time Anwyn was marching across the plain that separated the sunken City of the Ladies from the rest of the world, she didn't feel half as brave or determined. She wasn't just about to turn around and go back, even though after fifteen minutes of walking she'd yet to make it to the huge crystalline gates of the city. It was like another world, not a sunken city. Her home was all red brick and warm wood, but this place was made of crystal in blues and greens and the prettiest lavender that she'd ever seen. It would be beautiful if it weren't so scary. No boats went up this river. No one ever fished these waters. No one went near this place, the city that had been abandoned so long before humans were ever born.

      Anwyn hesitated as she reached the gates, her feet not wanting to carry her through the crystal pillars and into the strange world on the other side. The ground looked so weird, smooth and sleek, more like ice than like ground. It was reflective, too. She knelt down and touched the dark not-ground.

      "Oh wow!" Anwyn breathed, beaming. "It's slippery!"

      She giggled and turned to wave at the kids clustered on top of the mound before she ran through the gates and slid. That one slide carried her forever and a half, all the while giggling with delight. The ground was slippery enough that Anwyn slid right into one of the huge spires of crystal. She'd slowed enough by that point that it didn't hurt. Getting up was a bit of a challenge as the crystal was nearly as slippery as the ground was but Anwyn managed it.

      Anwyn grinned, looking around her as she walked slowly through the city looking for the inhabitants. There didn't seem to be anyone there and the slipperiness of the ground made it hard to keep her feet. Some of the crystals were narrow enough to look like tree trunks. Others were big enough to hold a small house inside. As she moved away from the edge of the city and the closely-packed crystals that formed the wall around the Ladies' city, she realized that very few of the crystals were short. Most of them towered over her head, going higher than any building in Aingeal City. They were higher than the crow's nest on any of the Dana ships.

      The crystals went right into the ground so perfectly that it made her stop and stare. She ran a finger along the join between ground and crystal, blinking that there wasn't even a hint of dust. She would have thought there would be dust in the corners. There always was at home no matter how hard her uncles cleaned. While Uncle Daire claimed that it was because hordes of small children carried messes with them wherever they went, Great-Uncle Jarmon said that it was just the way the world worked. Dust and grime collected in corners no matter what you did.

      As Anwyn tried to figure out how the Ladies kept their corners clean, something moved in the reflections on the floor. Anwyn looked up but there was nothing overhead, not even birds coasting by on the light breeze. She blinked in confusion and then very slowly looked down, really looking at the floor as her stomach clenched with fear.

      There were people under the floor, moving like they were swimming.

      Anwyn stared with mouth dropped open. They drifted by underneath her, long and lean and so strange to look at that it made her stomach do flips and her eyes cross as she tried to figure out what they were. Was that a hand or a tail? A tentacle? Did they have hair drifting around their heads or were those things fingers? They glowed slightly in the darkness underneath Anwyn's feet. She tried to figure out their faces as one of them swam up to look at her but it made her eyes cross and her stomach hurt and she really felt like she'd be sick.

      The Lady made a trilling noise like singing that rippled the floor under Anwyn's knees (she wasn't sure when she'd collapsed to her knees, but maybe when she was trying to figure out the Lady's face?) Anwyn gasped. Water! The floor wasn't a floor; it was the surface of the water, somehow strong enough inside the city to support her weight.

      "Oh wow!" Anwyn squealed, grinning despite the way her head hurt and her stomach churned. "I'm walking on water!"

      She clapped her hands and the Lady made a little trilling noise that sounded like laughter. Even though the Ladies looked very, very strange, Anwyn couldn't help but think that they seemed nice. Several others swam up to smile at Anwyn, the maybe-hair drifting around their faces as they studied her.

      The first Lady started singing something that made the surface of the water shiver. It felt very strange but the water didn't get any softer so Anwyn didn't worry about it. Instead she concentrated on the Lady's voice, trying to hear the tune that she was singing. Once Anwyn realized what it was her eyes flew open and she beamed down at the Lady.

      "I'm learning to play that at school!" Anwyn gasped. "It sounds so different when you sing it!"

      Anwyn scrambled at her belt pouch to pull out her little pipes. She wasn't that good with them yet but it didn't seem to matter as she started playing with the Lady. Her pipes added a pretty counterpoint to the Lady's voice that made the crystals around her chime and sing with them. It was sort of like wind chimes ringing except all around her and very deep. After a moment Anwyn felt like she was in the middle of a xylophone, especially once the other Ladies started singing too.

      As the Ladies sang and the crystals around her chimed, pictures formed in the air in front of Anwyn. She didn't know what they were supposed to be. One showed a huge lump of what looked like rock except that there seemed to be windows in it and something bright trailed from one end of it. Strange blocks with similar glowing trails showed up next. A procession of people appeared, men like the ones from Archaelaos with beards who were as tall as women were accompanied by women so short and slight that they looked like little girls instead of proper women. Their clothes were so different that Anwyn giggled at them. It looked like they were wearing bedclothes to wander around in instead of real clothes.

      "They're funny looking," Anwyn said when one of the Ladies made a curious sounding noise at her. "Their clothes are strange. Who has clothes like that?"

      The Lady said something that Anwyn didn't understand. Anwyn shuddered because it felt like the words went straight into her brain instead of through her ears. She sort of thought that the Lady said that Anwyn wore clothes like that, or her family did, but that didn't make any sense at all. Even when the kids all got together to do plays for the family or dressed up in the clothes put away in trunks in the attics, she'd never seen anything like that.

      "Maybe in Ingeborg?" Anwyn suggested because she knew the Lady was wrong but didn't want to say so. Who knew if the water would stay hard if she told them they were wrong about her family having clothes like that.

      A brilliant picture of somewhere else showed up, showing steep pine-covered hills that fell almost like cliffs into the water below. Anwyn gasped as she realized that the little buildings perched along the hills looked a lot like the drawings Aunt Newlyn had done of Ingeborg during her last visit there. Anwyn clapped in delight which made the Ladies laugh.

      "How about Ntombi?" Anwyn asked. "Can you make pictures of Ntombi?"

      While Ingeborg was practically on the North Pole, opposite to Aingeal which sat near the Southern Pole, Ntombi was near the equator but on the other side of the world. Anwyn squealed as pictures of Ntombi appeared. Their walls were very different from the red brick walls around Aingeal City. Instead of brick, Ntombi's walls were made of a light gray stone quarried in huge blocks. They seemed to sparkle in the picture but Anwyn supposed that could be the Ladies' doing instead of the stone itself.

      The people there had dark, dark skin, unlike everyone in Aingeal. Anwyn thought that they looked like they'd been burned by the sun until their skin was as dark as the mahogany her aunts brought from Idoya. Their clothes looked really different too. The men the Ladies showed her didn't wear kilts. The women had short kilt-like skirts that came to their thighs while the men wore loose baggy pants and soft shirts that wrapped around their bodies.

      "Wow," Anwyn breathed. "What does it look like in Chinwendu?"

      Anwyn named off every country or city that she could think of, amazed at how different the homes and people were. She'd heard from her aunts that other countries did things differently but Anwyn had never realized just how different other places could be. Between the pictures of places that Anwyn knew were other images that she didn't understand at all, like trees with purple leaves big enough for her to sit on and huge fish that could have swallowed a dozen Anwyn's whole.

      Through it all the Ladies sang to her, telling her things that Anwyn didn't understand. She watched and played along with them for a long while. Eventually she got tired and just listened. One of the Ladies patted the underside of the water, catching Anwyn's attention. Through signs and guesses, Anwyn eventually figured out that they wanted to hear one of her songs, so she played them Lumpy Bumpy Baby, and then sang the song that told the story of the unfortunate little girl who'd caught a cold and then fallen down every stair around her home to them. The song made them laugh so hard that the floor was rippling like there'd been a storm.

      The rippling toppled Anwyn over onto her back as she laughed too. Once she stopped laughing and wiped her eyes, Anwyn looked up at the sky overhead and squeaked when she realized the sun was starting to set. She hadn't realized how long she'd been in the City. Cadfael must have long since told Mother and Great-Uncle Jarmon. Probably by now all the other kids were gone and no one would be waiting. Anwyn was going to be in so much trouble when she got back, if not for coming out here then for staying so long. The party had to be over by now, too, so she must have missed out on getting any of the remaining pastries.

      "Uh-oh, I gotta go, Ladies," Anwyn said as she worked on getting back to her feet. "I've been here way too long already. I bet I'm in big trouble for it. I'll come back and see you later if I can."

      One of the Ladies reached up through the floor to rest a finger-tentacle-whatever against her forehead. Anwyn was too busy panicking about the floor turning back to normal water to panic about the touch from someone so very different. She couldn't swim yet!

      "Do come visit again, little one," the Lady said into her head, warm and loving and perfectly wonderful despite the mouthful of very sharp and dangerous looking teeth that she suddenly displayed. "This was… entertaining."

      The weirdness of not being able to properly see her abruptly disappeared, leaving Anwyn looking at a creature that didn't look human at all. Where the Lady had had a human body with a fish tail, she now had a mushy many colored head with lots of lots of tentacles. The nose looked like a big soft sack with a mouth full of needle teeth on top of it. Two eyes as big as Anwyn's fists looked up at her. Despite how weird the Lady looked, she still felt kind and gentle inside Anwyn's head.

      "Um, okay," Anwyn said. "I'll do my best."

      Anwyn got up and headed for the gate to the city. She walked for a few paces and then ran so that she could get one last glorious slide before she reached the gates. Once she walked through the gates, Anwyn saw lots of people on top of the mound. They weren't kids now. Instead, they were grown-ups who had spy glasses that they used to scan the city as if looking for Anwyn. One of the people in the middle of the crowd had her arms crossed grimly over her chest. Even at this distance, Anwyn recognized her mother. Mother was so going to kill Anwyn for this. Maybe she hadn't intended to cause trouble but she'd obviously done it despite that.

      She ran back across the plain, making it in more like fifteen minutes instead of the twenty or so it had taken to get close. She scrambled up the mound and was hauled the last few feet by her mother who looked ready to chew iron and spit nails. Anwyn was immediately surrounded by police women who barked questions at Anwyn and each other. They'd even brought out one of the police 'Uncles' in his supposedly comforting pale blue kilt and vest, so obviously everyone thought she'd be traumatized or something silly like that.

      "You are so idiotic, girl!" Mother snarled, hauling her down the far side of the mound. "What in the world were you thinking?"

      "That Siobhan is a liar-pants and scaredy-baby who bullies the little kids and shouldn't get away with it," Anwyn declared, determined not to cry like Caddie. Mom hated girls who were crybabies. "She said she'd go and touch the gates and she only went over the edge of the mound and then came right back, acting like she was everything."

      "And that's good enough reason to nearly get yourself killed in there?" Mother asked, her voice warning Anwyn to shut up.

      Siobhan and her mother stood by the hedges along with another big group of women. Most of them were people that Anwyn recognized as being Delbhana or their allies. Mother's grip on Anwyn's shoulder warned her that she might have just landed smack in the middle of the stupid high-level politics that had sent them all out to the park today. Despite that, Anwyn huffed as she glared up at her Mother.

      She hadn't nearly been killed. The Ladies had been really scary but also nice. She was fine, just late. She didn't see what the problem was. The Ladies had even invited her back, though the teeth at the end had made her really, really nervous.

      "I wasn't almost killed!" Anwyn declared as they hurried back towards the park. Mother walked so fast that Anwyn had to run to keep up with her. "The Ladies were nice! Well, they were really strange and weird to look at and made my tummy want to do odd things but they sang and I played my pipes and nothing bad happened. The floor is made of water that's tough enough to walk on and there's no dust in the corners and you can see right down through the floor because that's where the Ladies live. I even sang to them and they liked my song."

      "What did you sing?" the police 'Uncle' asked, using that too-gentle tone of voice that said he was humoring her and was afraid she was going to collapse any second.

      "I sang Lumpy Bumpy Baby," Anwyn said, narrowing her eyes at him and using as close to Mom's ice-cold-going-to-hurt-you tone of voice as she could manage. "They laughed so hard that the floor was shaking like jelly. They were nice. You're not. You're stupid if you think I'm going to break or something."

      Mother growled, and Anwyn looked up at her, hurt that her Mother would take that guy's side. She was fine! The Ladies hadn't hurt her or anything. The look in her Mother's eyes shut Anwyn right up. She had a feeling that she wasn't going to be sitting down for a week or two once they got home, which made her mad. She wasn't the one who'd started all of this. She'd just done what she'd said she would and that was right. They made it back to the carts just as the sun set. Siobhan and her mother followed them there, Siobhan looking like she'd already gotten a spanking. Caddie was in Great-Uncle Jarmon's arms, sobbing his heart out as if he'd lost his twin for good.

      "We've got her," Mother said, utterly disgusted.

      "I hope she's going to be punished for hurting my daughter," Siobhan's mother huffed.

      "She started it!" Anwyn yelped, glaring at Siobhan. "She was picking on the other kids and she was the one who started all the teasing about the City of the Ladies! She was the one who said she'd go and touch the gates first, not me. But she's a scaredy-baby liar-pants and didn't do it! At least I did it for reals! I did it and got to go inside and see pretty things and talk to the Ladies and you're a scaredy-baby liar-pants who'll never do anything like that in your whole life, so there!"

      Anwyn shouted the last words since her Mother growled at her as she got ready to swat her. Siobhan's mother squawked as she shook Siobhan's arm and demanded to know if it was true. The police women smirked at Siobhan, laughing at Anwyn with a little bit of awe in their eyes. What bugged Anwyn was that Caddie was glaring at her like she was the stupidest person he'd ever seen and it had all started because he wouldn't let Anwyn wander off alone.

      If he'd just let her then he wouldn't have gotten picked on by Siobhan and none of this would have happened. She huffed at him and squawked at the swat to her butt that followed. Anwyn made sure to bite down on her tongue to prevent any tears. Mom spanked hard and would only spank harder if Anwyn started crying in front of Siobhan and her family. At least it would probably only be a few swats here. It'd be much worse once they got home, Anwyn knew.

      Much later, Anwyn lay on her tummy on her bed. The whole trip back to the city had been horrible. Mother had lectured Anwyn in a loud enough voice that everyone riding around them could hear every word. That everyone had included Siobhan and her mother. Caddie had glared the whole way. He'd refused to even let Anwyn touch him. When Anwyn got sent to her room without dinner and with the promise of two months of extra chores, Cadfael had run away to go play like the little traitor he was.

      Their shared bedroom was lonely without Caddie, Gwen or Raelin. Her bunk built into the wall was even lonelier despite the log book Mother had allowed Anwyn to take with her into her exile. Of course, the log book was supposed to be educational, with records of what had happened when Mother went to visit Minoo three years ago. Anwyn didn't bother trying to read it right now. The light that came through the window had long since faded and Anwyn didn't want to bother getting a candle so that she could read. Instead she poked at the beaded curtain hanging at the edge of her bunk. Every nudge sent the crystals spinning. There was just enough light from the hallway to cause tiny rainbows to cascade over her bunk.

      The rainbows reminded her of the Ladies' city. Somehow Anwyn doubted that she'd ever be able to get back out there, despite having promised to do her best to do so. She hadn't mentioned the promise to her mother. Given how angry Mother had been, saying that she wanted to go back would be stupid. And honestly, Anwyn had overheard enough really scary things being said by Siobhan's family about how she should be 'put down' because she'd been 'contaminated' to know that keeping her mouth shut would be a very good idea not just for her but also for her entire Clan. Either way, Anwyn was alone and unhappy about it. She poked the crystals again, watching as one rainbow spiraled out of her bunk, across the floor and then up the wall opposite towards the star charts that Father had painted on the ceiling.

      "It's not fair," Anwyn pouted to herself since no one would be around her right now. "Siobhan started it all. I shouldn't be in this much trouble. It was all her fault. She's the bully, not me."

      "True, but you decked Siobhan," Aunt Niamh said from the doorway, "and you went to the City of the Ladies even though the Queen decreed that it's forbidden."

      "Siobhan still started it," Anwyn grumbled as she tried to hide her start of surprise. "She's the one who was bullying Caddie. I just dared her to do it because I thought it would let us get away without getting beaten up. I couldn't let Caddie and the kids get thumped. You know Siobhan doesn't care if she really hurts people as long as she doesn't get hurt."

      Aunt Niamh laughed as she pushed aside the curtain to sit by Anwyn's side. She was actually the wife of Great-Uncle Jarmon, which made her Anwyn's great aunt instead of her aunt but everyone else called her Aunt so Anwyn did too. Her dark hair, now grey streaked, contrasted strongly with the red hair that marked the Dana Clan. Every single one of her kids and grandkids had red hair like the rest of the family. Her descendants had auburn hair instead of flaming red like Anwyn, probably because of Aunt Niamh's blood. Out of all the Aunts though, Aunt Niamh was the one most likely to come and comfort Anwyn or Gwen when they got in trouble for whatever adventures had come their way lately.

      She petted Anwyn's hair, fingers combing through the russet curls. It felt good enough that Anwyn stopped poking at the hanging crystals that screened her bunk from the rest of the room. The whole thing really wasn't fair. Anwyn hadn't wanted to go to the stupid park in the first place. If she'd had her choice she would have stayed home and helped her great aunts run the warehouse. At least then she would have learned something useful.

      Though Anwyn had to admit that meeting the Ladies had been fun. She hadn't understood a lot of what the Ladies had tried to tell her but that was okay. Maybe she'd figure it out as she got older. It wouldn't be easy as Anwyn was pretty sure that she wasn't supposed to say a word about what happened or what she'd seen while she was in the City. That thought made Anwyn grumble again at the sheer unfairness of the whole thing. Two months of horrible chores, a butt that had been paddled so hard that it still throbbed and getting blamed for it all when it was stupid Siobhan who'd picked the fight just wasn't right.

      "It's not fair," Anwyn grumbled into her pillow.

      "Life rarely is fair, Annie," Aunt Niamh chuckled. "That's the way the world works. The sooner you accept that, the better off you'll be. Better to figure out how to skew things in your favor than to fret about fairness, especially with the Delbhana watching you like hawks over this whole mess."

      The advice was fairly stern but Aunt Niamh rubbed her back as she dispensed it. Anwyn sighed, not caring about anything other than the fact that she'd done exactly what she should have, what she'd always been told a daughter of the Dana Clan should do. She'd done what she said she would. She'd seen new things and had fun while going strange places. The Ladies had been nice, if creepy, and they'd invited her back--not that Anwyn was likely to be allowed out of the house for weeks. Telling the truth, exploring and making friends were the most important things that a daughter of the Dana was supposed to do, other than making a profit. Anwyn had no idea how she could have made a profit from the day but she supposed that having her butt tanned was definitely taking a loss.

      "You know," Aunt Niamh said quietly as her hand drifted comfortingly over Anwyn's back, "they say that your great-grandmother went down to the City of the Ladies, too. She sang to the Ladies and they gave her a gift. No one ever knew what the gift was. According to your grandmother Treva she would never tell anyone what she was given."

      "Really?" Anwyn asked, staring up at Aunt Niamh.

      "Mm-hmm," Aunt Niamh said with a nod and a smile because Anwyn had finally met her eyes. "Grandmother never said one word to anyone about what they'd given her but her ships never crashed. Pirates never caught her. Storms only rarely gave her trouble. Part of the reason she did so well setting up the Clan is because she was so lucky with the sea. Personally, I think the Ladies liked her for coming to visit, so they helped her in her trading missions."

      "I thought Great-Grandma Anwyn was a pirate," Anwyn commented. She started to sit up and then winced. "Ow! Darn it!"

      Anwyn's pout as she pummeled the pillow made Aunt Niamh laugh. Only once Anwyn had settled back down on her stomach did Aunt Niamh start talking again. Her expression was highly amused but her hand on Anwyn's back was as gentle and comforting as if she was an uncle instead of an aunt. Aunt Niamh had always been oddly gentle. Right now Anwyn was grateful. Better Aunt Niamh petting her than Aunt Erlina shouting at her like they were on the bow of a ship in the middle of the storm while telling her that she should be up and doing things instead of sulking in her room.

      "Oh, she was pirate, and a merchant, and a diplomat when she had to be," Aunt Niamh said, chuckling at Anwyn's grouchy expression. "The family tends to play down her piracy but that's to be expected. The seas were much wilder in her days than they are now. No one now would get away with a fraction of the things that she did. But then no one but her would get away with as many scrapes as you do, Annie. You're named for her and somehow I'm not surprised that you're just as much trouble as she ever was."

      "What happened to her?" Anwyn asked, eyes wide.

      She hadn't realized she'd been named after her great-grandmother. Anwyn was a common name in town. It was even more common in their family where kids were frequently named for their aunts, uncles and older relatives. Learning that her name was more than a coincidence made Anwyn a little happier; maybe she could travel as widely and do as many things as her great-grandmother had all those years ago. That would be fun and well worth all the unfair things that had happened today.

      "No one knows what happened to her," Aunt Niamh said, shrugging and standing as her littlest great-granddaughter appeared at the door. "She might have crashed and died. All we know is that she went off on a trading mission to Chinwendu and Ntombi and never came back. Apparently there was a huge storm that blew in around the time she would have sailed through the area. I like to think that the Ladies took her home with them since they liked her so much."

      "Wow," Anwyn breathed.

      Little Dahmanait tugged at Aunt Niamh's pants leg, sucking on her thumb. Her hair was almost black in the dimness of Anwyn's bedroom but there were still hints of flame in her hair. Aunt Niamh smiled as she picked Dahmanait up and cuddled her close to her chest with one arm that was still strong enough for hauling bales of silk from Chinwendu, despite her age.

      "Get some rest, dear," Aunt Niamh said with a fond expression on her face that Anwyn could just barely see. The light from the hallway was fading as full night fell and the lantern outside slowly burned down. "You're going to be doing a lot of scut work around the house for the next couple of months. You might as well rest up for it while you can."

      "Thank you, Aunt Niamh," Anwyn sighed.

      "You're welcome, dear," Aunt Niamh replied.

      She hummed as she carried Dahmanait out and left Anwyn with her thoughts. Anwyn put the log book into the bookshelf at the head of her bed. The blankets felt way too heavy on her rear end but now that it was full dark Anwyn knew that she'd get cold if she left them off. In the distance Anwyn could hear Gwen and Raelin herding Cadfael back to their bedroom. Caddie really shouldn't be sleeping with the girls. He should have a bunk in Gavin, Aravel and Andros' bedroom but Caddie had pitched a fit at the thought of being separated from Anwyn despite the fact that they fought more than they were nice to each other.

      Anwyn carefully rolled over so that her back was pointed towards the door. Gwen shushed Caddie as they entered; helping him up onto his bunk so that he wouldn't make noise that would wake Anwyn up. The whispered warning that Caddie should be very quiet because Anwyn had cried herself to sleep made her bristle. She hadn't cried at all and she wasn't going to. If anything Anwyn was angry, not frightened or sad about the whole thing.

      Once Gwen and Raelin climbed into their bunks across the room, Anwyn allowed herself to think about what Aunt Niamh had said about her great-grandmother. Anwyn wasn't sure she liked the thought of being taken to live with the Ladies, but then she wasn't sure what to make of them in the first place. They'd felt so very nice when they spoke into Anwyn's head but the weird effect that they'd had on her head and stomach was kind of scary. And they looked so very different from everything that Anwyn had ever seen that it was hard to know if they really were that different inside or if they were just normal people with different bodies. She sighed as she hugged her pillow. Maybe someday, after the punishment was over and Siobhan's family had backed off, Anwyn would be able to go back and talk to the Ladies again. It would be really nice if she could. They were very interesting.

      At least she'd proven she wasn't a scaredy-baby liar-pants like Siobhan--that was worth any amount of spankings and nasty chores!

      The End
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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.
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