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He heard a rustle and footsteps behind him and turned to see three men—two Elves and a Dwarf with an eye patch—had entered the store. One Elf and the Dwarf split up and headed toward different aisles. Giele's hackles raised; he knew a flanking maneuver when he saw it. The third man, tall and broad-shouldered, ducked to avoid a low-hanging collection of lanterns and smiled without humor at Cianid. He wore a hat with a shallow brim and a quail feather stuck in the band. His blond hair fell about his shoulders, framing a handsome face that spoke of good breeding. Over a blue silk shirt, his soft leather vest had been dyed black but for the decorative fringe work, which was the color of dried blood. He rolled a match back and forth in his teeth and walked with a bully's swagger. 

In spite of the heat of the day, he sported a long, dark coat.

He wore a single pistol on a belt across his waist, riding high for what must have been a cross-body draw. The pistol's grip was well-polished and the edges of the holster were scuffed from use.

"Howdy, Cianid. You havin' trouble with this stranger?" He ducked to avoid a low-hanging collection of lanterns and smiled without a trace of humor. His drawl was much stronger than most of those Giele had heard so far in Verigo.

A muscle twitched in Cianid's jaw. She had history with this man, and not of a pleasant sort, from what Giele could infer. "He's just a customer, Rarik."

Rarik. So this was the man who'd been so free with his knife upon Shali. The slow burn of righteous fury started to spread outward from Giele's heart to the tips of his fingers and toes.

Rarik plucked an apple from a bin and polished it on the sleeve of his blue silk shirt. "And so am I. How much?" He jingled his purse as he took a bite.

The other Elf and Dwarf had moved into positions where they could attack Giele without being caught in each other's crossfire if they chose to do so. They all wore pistols, but Giele's was in one of his saddlebags, and his bow in its case outside with his horse. All he had on him was the knife given to him by the 136th. He winced at the irony. They often joked in the Army about the futility of bringing a sword to an archery battle, and here he had brought a knife to a gunfight.

"On the house, Rarik." Cianid's clenched jaw stood out in sharp relief.

His eyes widened in mock surprise. "Oh ho, so you're giving things away, are you?" He stepped toward her. "What else is free today?"

"Easy, Scarface." The Dwarf cocked his pistol and pointed it at Giele when he started to move. Giele never even saw him draw it. "This ain't none of your business."

Cianid stood her ground as Rarik circled her, looking her up and down in appreciation. His eyes lingered upon her like a hungry cat regarding a pigeon. "I've told you before, and I'll tell you again. No."

"Come on, little filly. I ain't gonna hurt you. I just thought maybe we could get to know each other a little better is all." He took another bite of apple and wiped juice from his chin with the back of his hand.

"I'm not one of your whores." She put on a brave face but the quiver in her voice betrayed her fear of him. Giele shifted his weight onto the balls of his feet.

He stopped behind her. She stiffened as he leaned forward to speak into her ear. "Ah, but you should be, with a face and a body like yours. You could be one of my high-priced attractions. Don't you agree, boys? Wouldn't you pay real crowns for a piece of this ass?" He slapped her rear and she jumped away as if scalded by his touch.

The other two thugs murmured their agreement. Giele's fingers found the iron handle of the heavy cooking pan where it rested amid his pile of supplies—a poor weapon, but better than nothing. He hadn't moved his hand more than an inch since the men first entered the store. He moved it another inch.

"Get out of my store, Rarik. I want no part of your business."

"But I want part of yours." He leered at her and licked his lips. "And I always get what I want."

"The lady asked you to leave, friend," said Giele. "Perhaps it would be best if you did."

Rarik spun to face him and took another bite of apple. He chewed for a moment and then spat it back in Giele's face. "You're that feller everyone's raisin' a stink about. The marked man. I already done threw you out of my place today. I'd be doin' this town a favor if I shot you where you stand."

Giele made no move to wipe the fragments of apple from his face, but tightened his grip on the iron handle. "Seems rather like I could say the same thing about you." He kept his voice low.

"What was that? What did you say, you boar-rutting moon-faced son of a diseased whore?"

He took one more step toward Giele, and that was close enough.


Excerpt from Pariah's Moon by Ian Thomas Healy, ©2011




OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
WRITINGIBEGIERIAGHIONIUSING
CINEMATIGIEGENIQUES






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





