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      To the ones who are lost and alone.

      They should not have tried to break you.

      You are the spark that begins their fall.

    

  


  
    
      FEATHER AND FLAME

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I wish I could give you a different ending to my tale. I wish the words I had to offer brought comfort and joy.

      I am not powerful enough to change the path I have tread, and I will not lie.

      I will not allow myself to commit that awful offense that ripped my heart from my chest and left me less than human.

      I am only an orphan from Harane.

      I am broken beyond repair.

      There is no other truth for me to tell.
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      The scent of charcoal filled the little room, and a low rumble carried through the door.

      I listened carefully as I ground the black lumps into fine powder. The sound from the corridor stayed steady.

      Deirdre had brought flowers from the sorcerers’ garden. I would need to use a fresh mortar and pestle to grind the petals once I’d finished with the coal.

      The rumble grew louder.

      If I made good time, I’d be able to finish a fresh set of inks in the next few days.

      “That answer is no longer acceptable.” The rumble of voices grew into actual words.

      The reply was not loud enough for me to hear.

      I set the mortar and pestle aside and went to the washstand in the corner. Someone had left sweet-smelling soap and fine, white cloths for me to dry my hands on.

      “It’s been months!” The angry shout rattled through my door. “If Colm can’t manage it, then send someone who can.”

      I dried my hands on a cloth, leaving pale gray streaks across the pristine white. I didn’t feel guilty for leaving a mess. I’d find fresh white cloths in my workroom in the morning no matter how badly I damaged the fabric.

      “I don’t care about the clans’ rules. This war is a chivving waste of time, and you know it.”

      I fastened my cloak around my neck. The heavy fabric held a chill from being hung against the stone wall.

      “Are we just supposed to wait for more people to die?”

      I squared my shoulders before opening the door.

      Emmet stood in the corridor, glowering at Ailis.

      “What exactly do you want me to do about it?” Ailis asked, not bothering to glance my way.

      Emmet didn’t look in my direction either.

      “Take me up to see Orla,” Emmet said. “Let me at least try to convince her to allow us to join the fight.”

      “She wouldn’t―”

      “You can’t tell me you’re content to stay locked in Lygan Hall.” Emmet spoke over Ailis. “There is a war going on. We should be at the front, making sure Colm does more than drink frie and let the siege continue.”

      Ailis pursed her lips and gripped the hilt of the sword at her hip. “Orla has chosen to sequester herself while the clan is at war. She is our Elder. There’s nothing―”

      “We’re running out of time,” Emmet said. “Spring will be here soon. We have to be ready to go out into Ilbrea. We can’t let Colm drag out the fight with the Hayes.”

      “What a pleasant afternoon, Emmet.” I stepped out of my workshop and into the hall.

      The guards lining the corridor bowed to me.

      I dug my nails into my palms, fighting to hide my hatred of their deference.

      “Are you ready for our walk?” I asked.

      Emmet stayed glaring at Ailis.

      She ran her tongue over her teeth before speaking. “I’m getting really sick of having this fight with you.”

      “Then let me see Orla,” Emmet said.

      “Are you going to wade through the whole argument again?” I looped my hand through Emmet’s arm and tried to steer him down the hall.

      He wouldn’t budge.

      “Orla won’t come out of her chambers,” I said. “You’re not allowed into her chambers. Even if you were, you and I still wouldn’t be allowed to join Colm in fighting against the Hayes Clan.”

      “You shouldn’t―”

      “I should stay safely in Lygan Hall, I know.” I yanked on Emmet’s arm. He finally started walking down the corridor. “The Hayes want me dead, and my going into their territory would only be offering myself up for the slaughter. Besides, my place isn’t fighting in the clan war anyway. I am very aware of your opinion, brother.”

      He didn’t respond. The only sound the hall offered was our footsteps against the stone floor.

      “Now it’s Ailis’s turn to speak,” I said. “She’ll tell you there is no argument she could make to convince Orla that Liam’s people should join the war, even if she could get into the chamber to see our Elder.”

      “It’s true.” Ailis followed behind us with the rest of the guards. “Liam’s duty is to protect us from the paun. The clan war is not his battle, and our place is at our Trueborn’s side.”

      The guards’ footsteps echoed through the hall as well, ruining my chance of hearing anyone approach.

      “Then Emmet will say something about there being evil in the world and how only cowards hide while innocents suffer,” I pressed on. “Ailis will say again that we can’t chase after Colm. Our place is with the Trueborn, and his duty lies in Ilbrea.”

      “We are useless here,” Emmet said.

      “I’ll tell you that, no matter how many paun were creeping into the mountains when you came to Lygan Hall, there’s too much snow between us and Ilbrea to attack the Guilds, and you’ll sink into a silent rage that will terrify everyone we pass.”

      A guard who looked barely older than fifteen scurried forward to open the door for me.

      I nodded to him before stepping into the wide corridor beyond.

      Benches lined the walls, and flames leapt cheerfully in a massive fireplace. Cold swept in through the wide windows overlooking the valley, but it was my presence that froze the people who’d been passing by.

      I let them stare at me for a moment, but I couldn’t bring myself to acknowledge them.

      “Come on,” Emmet said softly.

      I fixed my gaze on him as we cut through the gawking Black Bloods. “Have I missed a part of the daily argument? Is there anything you’d like to add?”

      The long scar on my brother’s left cheek twitched.

      “Well?” I bumped my shoulder against him.

      “You’re annoying when you do that,” Emmet said.

      “I’m your sister,” I said. “It’s my duty to annoy you. And we all must do our duty.”

      Neither of us spoke again as we wound the familiar path through the maze of corridors, down three sets of spiral stairs, and to the raised garden just outside the crag.

      A sparkling layer of snow covered the ground, laying a blanket of white over the paths. But the fierce winter storms hadn’t harmed the blooms of the garden. The Duwead sorcerers had seen to that.

      Brightly hued flowers grew up from the snow, as though the summer sun still beamed down upon them every day. The garden was a beautiful thing to behold, but strolling through the blooms brought me no joy.

      People stopped and nodded as I passed, always granting Emmet and me the path.

      I fought to keep my face pleasant as we walked. Not angry, not joyful, just a blank canvas that would not feed any of their rumors.

      We circled the garden twice before Emmet steered me to a bench under the drooping branches of a weeping tree.

      Without a word, the guards fanned out around the tree, each with a hand on their sword, none of them seeming to mind the freezing air that whipped through the valley.

      I bundled my cloak around me as I sat on the bench. The material was thick enough to block the worst of the wind. But the frozen ground still chilled my feet, and the air raised goose bumps on my neck.

      “How was the training ground this morning?” Emmet asked.

      “Much as you’ll find it this afternoon,” I said.

      I stared up through the branches to the bright blue sky. I didn’t want to talk about how empty the training ground was with most of the Duwead guards off fighting the Hayes. I didn’t want to say that Cati looked like she might go mad at any moment either.

      “We’re not exposed enough,” I said in a voice barely loud enough for Emmet to hear.

      “I know,” Emmet whispered, “but I needed to talk to you first.”

      “Why?” I twisted in my seat, leaning over to examine the rosebush beside the bench.

      “There are too many places to hide around the path you want to take,” Emmet said. “If they come for you―”

      “Then I’ll have eleven people protecting me. I am not naïve, and I am not helpless.”

      “We should go back inside. Think through another plan.”

      “We’ve tried all our other plans, and none of them have worked. We take the path we’ve chosen, and that’s final.”

      “Do not push me, Ena. I am not some Black Blood who will fall at your feet.”

      “No.” I turned to Emmet, locking my gaze onto his eyes rather than letting it drift to the burn scars on his neck. “You are my brother, which means you know me well enough to understand that I will keep going with or without your help.”

      “I could tell him what you’re up to.”

      I stood and brushed the dusting of snow off my cloak. “If you want to rat me out to Liam, so be it, but you’d have to speak to him to do it.”

      “There is nothing I wouldn’t do to protect you,” Emmet said.

      “I am protecting myself.” I pressed my hand to the knife hidden at my hip without meaning to. “Pretending danger doesn’t exist will not make me safer. Locking me up won’t get rid of the people who want me dead. I will do this with or without your help.”

      Emmet stared up through the leaves as I had.

      I doubted he was studying the hue of the sky.

      “If I tell you we’re turning back, I don’t want to hear a chivving word of argument,” Emmet said.

      “Of course.” I took Emmet’s arm. “But it’s such a fine winter’s day, a nice long walk seems like a lovely idea.”

      I led Emmet back onto the path.

      Ailis stepped up to my side, eyeing the people between us and the entrance to the crag.

      “I’d like to walk a while longer,” I said. “Since there’s no snow coming down, it would be a shame to waste the sunlight.”

      “We can circle the garden.” Ailis gave me a nod.

      “I’m going into the village.” I longed to run but kept my pace even as I headed toward the stairs that led from the garden to the valley below.

      “Is there something you need?” Conn stepped up to flank Emmet.

      I looked to the guard.

      Conn had such a bland face, I couldn’t tell if he was trying to be helpful or was furious at my suggesting we venture into the village.

      “Nothing that you can help me find, Conn.” I offered him a smile.

      “If you need one of the ladies from the Hall to fetch you something―”

      “There are things I need to see for myself,” I cut across Conn. I didn’t want to watch the corners of his eyes scrunch up and not know if he was in pain or only squinting in the sunlight.

      I didn’t pause at the top of the sweeping staircase.

      A group of women stepped out of my way, pressing their backs to the carved stone rails to give me the path.

      I wanted to curl up inside my cloak and hide as the women reverently lowered their eyes.

      Emmet placed his hand over mine as we passed the women.

      They bowed to him.

      “When did the Ryelands become objects of awe?” I whispered.

      “When you found a city under a mountain and defied everything they thought they knew,” Emmet said.

      “Do not leave yourself out of this mess,” I muttered, nodding as an older man bowed to us at the bottom of the stairs.

      “All I’ve done is torment paun,” Emmet said. “I’d be bowed to in half the taverns in Ilbrea if folks were brave enough and there were no Guilded soldiers nearby.”

      I swallowed my laugh as we reached the valley floor.

      My shoulders tensed as we walked between the banks of snow along the dark stone path, though I didn’t catch sight of anything dangerous.

      “If you’d like to take a walk, maybe the sorcerers’ compound would be a better destination,” Ailis said as the path weaved between snow-covered flowerbeds. “I’m sure the Lir children would be happy to see you.”

      “I’ll visit them later.” I veered onto another path, one I had not been allowed to tread before.

      Barren trees flanked the narrow lane, and mounds poked through the snow where bushes would bloom come spring.

      I knew what was hiding beneath the blanket of white, but the mounds still seemed foreboding, as though monsters might leap out to devour me.

      Emmet lifted his arm from my grip and let his hand hang by his side, closer to the hilt of his sword.

      I strained my ears, listening for whatever might have set him on edge.

      The blanket of snow muffled the sounds of the valley.

      I am here. All you have to do is attack.

      I sent my silent call out onto the wind.

      We passed more Black Bloods on our way to the village. All their reactions to my brother and me were the same.

      I hated it.

      Their reverence seemed like a part of a terrible lie that I was somehow guilty of telling. But I had spoken only truth in the Broinn.

      I had found an abandoned city below the mountain. I had been protected by the mountain, even though I was not a Black Blood.

      I had spoken only truth, and still, my friend had died.

      My breath hitched in my chest.

      “Are you all right?” Emmet glanced down at me.

      “Fine,” I whispered.

      “We should go back,” Emmet said.

      “I won’t sit in my room, waiting to be murdered. If someone wants to attack me, they can chivving well do it in the open.”

      We reached the edge of the village. Despite my own words, I hesitated just before the first of the black stone houses.

      “If you really want to go into the village, we should wait for more guards,” Ailis said. “I’ll double the lot assigned for tomorrow. We can come back then.”

      “Are the ten of you not enough?” I squared my shoulders and took my first steps into the village of Lygan Hall.
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      Signs of life poured out of the houses along the main thoroughfare. Smoke drifted up from the chimneys, and the scent of food and animals blended in a way only found where people live packed close together.

      A child raced across our path. He stopped at the edge of an alley, nearly tipping over as he spun around to face me.

      The boy’s eyes went wide before he dropped into a low bow.

      I bit my lips together, resisting the temptation to run from the child.

      The boy stared up at me, his eyes filled with awe.

      “What’s your name?” I stepped closer to the boy.

      He blinked at me as he straightened up.

      “My name is Ena.” I waited for the boy to speak.

      He silently blinked a bit more.

      “It was very nice to meet you,” I said. “Be sure to keep warm.”

      The boy nodded and tugged the neck of his coat higher before turning and bolting down the alley.

      “Mother, I’ve just met Solcha!” The boy’s voice bounced between the stone houses.

      “We should go back.” Ailis laid a hand on my shoulder.

      “No.” I kept my breathing even as I walked farther down the dirt road between the houses.

      The soothing sounds of people living normal lives carried through the windows.

      The shutters and doors of the homes were painted cheerful colors that seemed odd against the dark stone of their walls. Reds, purples, yellows, every manner of color had been chosen, but each house had a stripe of Duwead blue right above their door.

      I did not want to imagine what sort of legend might have created such a tradition.

      Before I’d reached the next crossroad, the dull sounds around me had changed.

      “Quinn!” a woman shouted. “Get back here!”

      Other voices added to the buzz.

      “What exactly were you coming into the village to find?” Conn stepped up to my side. “I can lead you wherever it is you’re trying to go.”

      I’m looking for the ones who are hunting me.

      “Solcha.”

      The sound of the name rattled my spine.

      I looked toward the nearest alley.

      A woman stood in the shadows.

      “We should keep moving.” Emmet took my elbow, leading me onward.

      “Solcha, you’re here.” The woman stepped out of the shadows, moving closer to me.

      The knot of guards tightened around me.

      “I knew you’d come into the village.” The woman moved closer still.

      Emmet shifted to stand in front of me.

      “My husband and son,” the woman said, “they’ve both gone with Colm to fight the Hayes and protect Lygan Hall.”

      I opened my mouth to speak but had forgotten how to form words.

      “We are all grateful for those who have gone to fight,” Emmet said. “I pray the stars will watch over them.”

      “You could watch over them.” The woman reached for me.

      Ailis gripped the hilt of the sword at her hip. “We should keep moving. Ena has places to be.”

      “Solcha, the mountain chose to protect you.” The woman smiled as tears spilled from her eyes. “She showed you secrets she did not trust to any of her own children.”

      Footsteps thundered toward us from every direction.

      “Move. Now.” Ailis grabbed my arm, dragging me away.

      “Please!” the woman screamed. “You can help our people, Solcha. You can protect them. Show them how to break into the Hayes citadel. We need―”

      The rest of the woman’s plea was lost under the roar of the crowd that surged toward me.

      Emmet gripped my other arm, using his body to push through the still growing horde of Black Bloods.

      “Solcha!”

      “Solcha!”

      Solcha.

      That was the only word I could make out in the clamor of the people.

      I hated the name the people had laid upon me, like it was some kind of gift or honor. I couldn’t find the word in any books. For all I knew, it could have been invented by whispering drunks in the back of a tavern. But the name had grown alongside the rumors of what I had seen when the mountain swallowed me.

      They believed the mountain had shown me wonders so I could light the path the Black Bloods must follow. They believed the mountain had chosen me to help them. They believed I deserved to be called Solcha. They did not know that I was only an orphan from Harane. I had no hope to offer them.

      I searched the rooftops, looking for a path to freedom or any hint of an attack. But the only blades in sight were the ones raised by Liam’s guards.

      “Don’t hurt them.” I remembered how to speak as I screamed the words. “You will not hurt them!”

      I broke free of Emmet’s and Ailis’s grips, but the guards behind me still blocked me in.

      “Keep moving,” Conn ordered.

      I turned to face him. “You will not hurt these people.”

      “It’s not their lives I’m concerned with,” Conn said.

      “Solcha, tell us what the mountain showed you,” a voice cut above the din.

      I didn’t resist as Emmet wrapped an arm around me and hauled me forward.

      If I had been braver, I might have climbed up onto a rooftop and shouted to them all that the mountain sheltering me had not saved me. My life had been spared, but the cost had been too high. I was not worth a clan war. I was not worth losing Finn.

      Even as they called after me, I was not brave enough to shout that I was not Solcha. I was not a savior chosen by the mountain. I was only Ena Ryeland. I could not save anyone.

      Emmet did not loosen his grip on me until we’d left the village and were safely back on the path to the crag.

      The clamor of the people still trailed in my wake.

      “Two of you stay behind, and do not let them follow,” Ailis ordered.

      I didn’t look back to see which two had stayed. I kept my gaze front, already forming new plots and plans in my mind.

      “Do not attempt to follow her,” a voice shouted.

      Ailis seized my arm and quickened her pace, dragging me behind her.

      “Do you really think they’ll chase us all the way to the garden?” My voice didn’t shake. My heart hadn’t even sped up in fear as the people had surrounded us.

      “Only fools try to reason through what desperate people will do,” Ailis said.

      “Let’s just get to the crag,” Emmet said.

      “And once we get there, you’re staying where you can be protected,” Ailis said.

      “I am not a prisoner,” I said. “You have no right to lock me away.”

      “What I have is a son who needs his mother.”

      I looked to Ailis. Her face was rigid. She might as well have been formed of stone.

      “I am willing to risk my life to protect you,” Ailis said. “It is my duty to protect Liam. But the next time you want to go strolling through a pack of people, consider whose life you’re putting on the line. If things go badly, you won’t be the first to die.”

      “I’m sorry.” My words tasted foul. “You never told me you had a son.”

      “It is possible to be more than one person, Solcha,” Ailis said. “You only have to learn what parts of yourself to offer.”

      We stepped off the tree-lined path and back onto the black stone walkway that led up to the garden.

      Prickles sprang up on the back of my neck, giving me the jolt of fear I hadn’t felt when the crowd had pressed in around me in the village.

      Four blue-clad guards hurried down the stone steps from the garden. All of them had their gaze locked on me as they trotted down the path.

      “Is there anything I should know?” Emmet whispered.

      My mind raced back through the morning, searching for what could have made the guards look so serious as they charged toward me.

      Liam.

      I took off at a run, outpacing my guards as I sprinted up the path.

      “Ena,” Emmet shouted, “where are you―”

      “Where’s Liam?” I shouted over Emmet, calling to the approaching guards. “Is Liam hurt?”

      The first of the guards gave a merciful shake of his head, though none of them spoke until we met in the center of the snow-bordered path.

      “We’ve been sent to collect you,” the oldest of the guards said.

      “Do not run ahead of us, Ena,” Ailis said.

      “Learn to run faster.” I cut between the guards, continuing toward the stairs leading up to the garden. “Who sent for me?”

      “Liam,” the older guard said.

      “Why?” I started running again.

      The pounding of feet chased after me.

      “Where is he?” I asked.

      “In his quarters,” the guard said. “We’re to―”

      I sprinted up the stairs and away from the pack of people in blue.

      I heard their footfalls chasing after me but ignored their warnings that I should slow down.

      By the time I reached the entrance to the cliff face, only one set of footfalls stayed near me.

      The people in the corridor shifted out of my way as I tore past, pressing themselves against the walls, as though trying to dodge out of Death’s path.

      You are right to fear me.

      The thought dug painfully into my lungs. I ran faster, drowning out the fear that seized me, fighting for air as I sprinted up the stairs.

      The one set of footsteps still followed behind me.

      No one even bothered trying to stop me as I raced past fountains and statues. Doors with fancy metal carvings were wrenched open before I had to slow my pace.

      The first blocked entrance I came to was the door that led to the corridor where Liam and I lived.

      Ten men with swords at their hips stood outside that door.

      Kely stepped forward, tightening his grip on the hilt of his blade. “Are you being attacked?”

      “Liam sent for me.” My breath grated my throat as I spoke.

      Kely furrowed his brow but bowed just the same.

      “That doesn’t mean you should run from the people who are guarding you.” Emmet stepped up beside me.

      “I knew you could keep up,” I said.

      A thunder of footsteps pounded into the hall behind me as Kely opened the door.

      “Ena,” Ailis gasped, “you can’t chivving well run away from your guards after you were mobbed in the center of the chivving village.”

      “There was a mob in the village?” Kely’s hand flew back to the hilt of his sword.

      “No, just a bit of a crowd.”

      “That was not a crowd,” Ailis said. “Do you know how quickly that could have gotten out of hand? Do you have any idea how fast adoration can turn into madness and murder?”

      Kely’s eyes were wide as he bowed me into the corridor.

      “Ena, will you chivving listen to me?” Ailis darted in front of me before I could reach the door to Liam’s room. “I do not want to treat you like some naughty child, but you have got to start taking your safety more seriously. If I cannot trust you to act with your own safety in mind, I will have to speak to Liam.”

      “Do as you please.” I stepped around Ailis. “I am no one’s prisoner.”

      “Ena,” Emmet said.

      I looked back toward my brother and met his gaze.

      He didn’t need to say he wouldn’t be coming into Liam’s room with me because he couldn’t stand the sight of the man who had once been his friend. He didn’t need to say I’d be given an earful for my failed plan to draw out whatever shadows longed to taste my blood. He didn’t even have to say that he expected a full report on whatever had been important enough for Liam to send guards to collect me.

      My brother just gave me a nod and faded away to wherever it was he liked to hide.
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      I loved looking at the silhouette of Liam’s face. I wanted to devour the beautiful strength of the warrior who had chosen me to share his bed. I wanted to hold his bravery close to my heart, locked away where no one could ever steal it from me.

      When I stepped into his sitting room, he wasn’t standing over the table he’d covered with maps or meeting with grim-faced guards discussing the latest news of Colm’s siege of the Hayes citadel. He stood by the windows that looked out over the valley. The sun kissed his face and glinted off his dark hair.

      For one slim moment, I forgot my rage and fear. There was no room for anything in my mind but Liam.

      “Ena.” He turned to me, and I caught a flash of a smile at the corners of his eyes before the joy vanished and the Duwead Trueborn took Liam’s place. “I didn’t think they’d find you so quickly.”

      “We were already heading back.” I looked to the closed door behind me, fighting the urge to slide the bolt into place and lock Ailis out. “What’s happening? Has there been word from Colm?”

      “He sent a message, but it wasn’t anything new.” Liam rubbed his hands over his face. “The Brien are blocking one end of the citadel, and the Duweads the other. All the Hayes are trapped, and Colm seems content to let things stay that way.”

      I joined Liam at the window. The snow-blanketed valley below was vast―miles across and reaching even farther into the distance. Towering mountains surrounded Lygan Hall, blocking out any hint of the outside world.

      I’d been told the Hayes’ citadel wasn’t like the Duweads’ valley. I’d seen sketches of the stone fortress built between two mountain peaks. Somehow, I still couldn’t wrap my mind around Colm and more than three thousand other Duweads just sitting in the snow, waiting for the Hayes to offer a crack in their great stone armor.

      “How many good men will freeze while Colm bides his time?” I asked.

      Liam wrapped his arm around my waist, and I laid my cheek against his chest. His familiar scent tempered the wrathful fire that flared to life every time I so much as thought of Colm’s siege.

      “No more than would die if they tried to breach the walls without a solid plan.” Liam’s chest rumbled beneath my cheek as he spoke.

      “And when will Colm finally form a plan? When will Orla stop hiding and decide something more needs to be done?”

      “When the mountain forces their hand.”

      When they realize their fear is more deadly than the Hayes.

      “I received another message.” He kissed the top of my head before stepping away. He held out his hand, and a black stone bird soared down from the top of his wardrobe and landed on his palm.

      “From who?” I laid my hand on my chest, pressing my stone pendant against my skin, as though Liam’s magic could somehow protect me from whatever horrible news the stone bird had flown into Lygan Hall.

      “The Brien Elder.” Liam stroked the stone bird’s neck.

      The bird raised its chin, and a little scroll pushed out through the front of its throat.

      “Why would Bryana send a message to you?” My hand moved from my pendant to the knife hidden at my hip. “Are the Brien abandoning the Duweads to fight the Hayes on their own?”

      “Far from it.” Liam handed the little scroll to me.

      
        
        Trueborn Duwead,

        In these dark times, we must set aside all quarrels and push toward a future where the Black Bloods retain control of the mountains that are, without any doubt, our rightful territory.

        The war with the Hayes will not be won in a single winter. The terrors of the outside world will not stop in our absence.

        It is in the best interest of all Black Bloods that the work in Ilbrea, undertaken by the Brien and the Duweads, continue, regardless of the clan war.

        My envoy will arrive at Lygan Hall within the week to lay out plans that will ensure the protection of all the mountain’s children.

        Our enemy to the west is more powerful than we feared. We cannot ignore that threat, even as our own brethren betray us.

        ~Bryana, Elder of the Brien Clan

      

      

      I read the letter twice before looking back up to Liam’s face.

      The note sparked something in my chest that I hadn’t felt for months. It wasn’t anything as naïve as hope, but I couldn’t quite name the feeling. Something between the urge to fight and the need to run through the trees.

      “What does this mean?” I asked.

      “That despite Orla’s indifference, our cause in Ilbrea has not been forgotten.” Liam looked back out the window.

      “This is a good thing.” I took his face in my hands, making him meet my gaze. “You’ve spent years fighting against the paun and keeping sorcis out of the hands of the Sorcerers Guild. This means the clan war won’t make you abandon all the innocent people in Ilbrea you’ve been trying to help.”

      “I know. We need to go west. We need to keep the paun out of the mountains and make sure the Guilds don’t become an enemy the Black Bloods can’t defeat.” The worried lines around Liam’s eyes did not ease. “But in all the years the Brien and the Duweads have been working together to help the sorcis, they’ve never sent an envoy to Lygan Hall.”

      “Oh.” A cold dread prickled the back of my neck.

      Liam lifted my hands from his cheeks and kissed both my palms. “I have no idea what Bryana is after, but she wouldn’t bother sending her people all the way here if it were nothing more than working out a new agreement on where to send the sorcis.”

      “You mean the sorci children Regan threatened to kill if I didn’t give her poison?” I pulled my hands from Liam’s grip as the memory of warm blood spilling over my skin sent bile to my throat. “Will Regan demand my help again?”

      “She might try, but the answer will remain the same.”

      “Then why would Bryana send someone here?” The need to flee raced through my veins, but there was nowhere for me to run. “Have you told Orla?”

      I left the sitting room and strode into the bedroom I shared with Liam. Flames crackled in the fireplace. The orange glow danced across the carved profile of the massive bird that surrounded the hearth.

      “I wanted to tell you first.” Liam followed behind me. “I didn’t want you to hear any rumors sweeping through the Hall.”

      I stopped as close to the flames as my skin could bear, letting the heat dissolve the last bits of winter chill that had sunk into my bones.

      “I’m so tired of rumors.” I didn’t fight as Liam undid the bird clasp on the front of my cloak.

      I’d made them use the fastening from the cloak I’d been given in Frason’s Glenn when the seamstresses in Lygan Hall had fashioned me a new garment, one fit for the girl who shared their Trueborn’s bed. Fine black wool, and a deep blue, silk lining. I knew I should be grateful. Never in my life had I been given such beautiful things, but I wanted to be back in the woods where a plain coat and sturdy boots were all I needed.

      “I’m sorry.” Liam tipped my chin up and brushed his lips against mine. “I’m sorry I dragged you into―”

      I pressed my fingers to his lips. “You saved my life, and I chose to join you. You hold no blame for any of this.”

      He kissed my fingers and slid my hand to his cheek. “You are extraordinary, Ena. You are everything―”

      I kissed Liam, cutting off his praise.

      I didn’t want to hear more comforting words. I didn’t want to wonder what demands the Brien would bring to Lygan Hall.

      The great void inside me had grown too full of grief and rage. There was not room to tuck any more pain away. Every bit of adoration from the people was only a reminder of how badly I had failed, and how much those failings had cost me.

      Liam wrapped his arms around me as I deepened our kiss, and a new simmering heat filled me.

      I threaded my fingers through his hair and pressed myself against him.

      I did not recognize my own sigh as he trailed his lips along the side of my neck.

      Wanting pulsed through me as he untied the strings of my bodice and I pulled free the bottom of his shirt.

      With each ridge of his body I explored, the troubles of the world became a little more distant. As my skirt fell to the floor, the weight of the name the people had laid upon me tumbled away. As he tasted my skin, the worries of the war vanished. As I locked myself around him, the entire world faded like a wretched dream.

      Nothing existed but Liam and me.
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      “It’s not that I mind the studying. It’s that it’s not actually fun.” Evie bounced on her toes as she spoke, as though the force of her magic were burning the bottoms of her feet.

      “Not everything that is necessary is fun,” Gwen said.

      “But not everything that’s not fun is actually necessary either.” Evie wrinkled her forehead.

      I bit the inside of my lips together as I swallowed my laugh.

      “Enough, both of you.” Marta shooed the sisters apart without even looking up from the tea she was brewing.

      Evie huffed and moved off to one side of the wide, stone practice room while Gwen rejoined Cinni on the other.

      Dorran sat against the back wall, book in hand, completely ignoring his siblings.

      “How are you?” Marta pressed a mug into my hands and came to join me on the one wooden bench the barren space offered.

      “Well enough.” The floral taste of the tea wasn’t something I really enjoyed, but I’d grown accustomed enough to the flavor the sorcerers favored that I didn’t wince when I sipped the hot brew.

      “Sounds dreadful,” Marta said. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing.”

      Marta narrowed her eyes at me.

      “Look. Look!” Evie shouted from her side of the room.

      I glanced over to find her balancing a tiny ball of flames in her hand.

      “Is that really worth shouting about?” Dorran said.

      “Be careful,” Marta warned.

      Cinni left Gwen and walked slowly toward Evie, narrowing her eyes as she watched the dancing ball of flames.

      “Look what I made.” Evie held the flames out to her sister.

      Cinni reached toward the fire.

      “Don’t touch it.” Gwen ran forward, waving a hand through the air.

      Evie’s flames disappeared in a gust of chill wind.

      “That wasn’t nice,” Evie said.

      “Do not lure her in with fire.” Gwen took Cinni’s hand and led her younger sister back to the far side of the room.

      “So, it’s still going well?” I allowed myself a little smile.

      “Wyman seems happy with the children’s progress,” Marta said. “None of them have needed any healing in the past few days, so I suppose things are going as well as I could hope for.”

      “Huh.” Dorran gave a low laugh.

      “Wyman is especially pleased with how Dorran has taken to his book studies.” Marta gave a wry smile that displayed her dimples. “It seems I have quite the little scholar on my hands.”

      “Until you leave us.” Evie balanced tiny blue flames on each of her fingers. “Then we’ll be dumped on someone else.”

      Marta’s smile faded for a moment so brief, I barely caught sight of her dimples flickering away.

      “Let’s not fuss about something that hasn’t happened,” she said.

      “Of course,” Dorran said. “I’m sure they’ll find someone else to toss us on. No point in fussing. We’re only children. We won’t have a choice in who cares for us anyway.”

      I wanted to say something comforting but couldn’t find any soothing words for the children I’d taken from their home.

      “We’ll all be together,” Gwen said. “We’ll all be training with the sorcerers. I think that’s plenty to be grateful for.”

      “Well said.” Marta gave Gwen a nod.

      We sat and watched the children for a few minutes.

      “How are things going at the keep?” Marta asked in a pleasant voice.

      “Well enough,” I said. “We’re to have visitors coming in soon.”

      Marta’s shoulders tensed, but her face stayed calm. “That’ll be an exciting change.”

      “Before the end of the week,” I said. “They’ll be coming up from the south to plan for the warm season.”

      “I’m sure they’ll enjoy seeing the wonders of Lygan Hall.” Marta looked to Cinni. “It’s a pity they won’t be able to visit the sorcerers’ compound. Wyman guards his treasures closely.”

      Cinni knelt on the ground, trailing her fingers along the stone to create some invisible pattern.

      “It’s best not to display precious things in front of thieves and hoarders,” Marta said.

      I gripped my mug with both hands, willing my heart not to race and betray my fear.

      In all the blood and fighting, it had never once occurred to me how easily we might have passed the Lir children on to the Brien and how horrible the consequences might have been if Marta had not been with the children to protect them.

      “I heard there was a bit of excitement in the village today.” Marta sipped her tea.

      I took a sip from my own mug to keep from cursing about my chivving brother. “It was nothing, just got a little crowded.”

      “That’s not what Ailis said.”

      “Ailis?” I slopped a bit of tea onto my fancy blue skirt.

      “It’s been quite the day for visits,” Marta said. “Ailis came to see me as soon as she left you. Wanted to know if you’d always been one for such little adventures.”

      “And what did you tell her?”

      “That if you were determined to see the village, perhaps she should take you on a tour late at night, when you wouldn’t run the risk of crowds. If you want to do something, you’re going to do it. The best she can hope for is to offer you a chance to do it in the way she likes best.”

      “Did you learn that from dealing with me, or my brother?” A true smile curved my lips.

      Marta’s smile didn’t look as genuine. “A bit of both.”

      “Are you―”

      A tap on the back of my hand cut me off.

      I looked over to find Cinni staring at me with her dark eyes.

      “Hello, Cinni. How are you this afternoon?”

      Cinni pressed one finger to my mug, guiding it out to the side and away from my lap.

      “Would you like some tea, Cinni?” Marta asked.

      Cinni paid no attention to Marta. Instead, she stared down at the dark spot the tea had left on my lap.

      “It’s all right,” Marta said. “It’s only tea. The skirt can be cleaned.”

      Cinni pressed her palm to the damp spot and stared into my eyes.

      “It really is fine,” I said.

      The child just stared at me for a moment, as though wishing she could tell me something.

      “What’s wrong, littleling?” I asked.

      Cinni lifted her hand from my skirt. The spot had vanished as though I’d never spilled at all.

      “That’s wonderful, Cinni.” Marta beamed. “Such gentle magic is very difficult. I’m proud of you.”

      “Not proud enough to stay with us,” Evie said.

      “Hush, you.” Dorran didn’t look up from his book.

      Cinni reached out to Marta, touched both of her dimples, and smiled. Before I could wonder what Cinni might mean, she’d turned and walked back to where she’d been kneeling in the corner.

      Marta raised an eyebrow at me, but her smile stayed in place. It was an expression filled with such quiet, placid joy, I couldn’t shove away the envy that flared in my chest.

      “I should go,” I said. “I don’t want to make the guards wait for me in the dark.”

      “We’ll see you tomorrow, then?” Marta said.

      “Sure. Will you tell Emmet about our friends from the south coming to visit?” I set my mug down and lifted my heavy cloak from the bench beside me.

      “If I see him.”

      “Good.” I draped the black around my shoulders and fastened the clasp. “Better for you to deal with his storming than me.”

      “It could be a good thing,” Marta said. “At the bottom of it all, the Duweads and the Brien are on the same side.”

      “Of course.” I waved to the children and slipped out the door into the winter’s night.

      I took a deep breath of the freezing air, letting the chill of it race to my lungs and wash away the panic that had nibbled at my nerves.

      I didn’t know how I could envy their peace and find it so suffocating at the same time.

      “Leaving already?” Conn stepped forward.

      “It’s been a long day,” I said.

      “We’ll get you back to the keep then.” Conn nodded, and the rest of the guards stepped out of the shadows to surround me.

      I took another deep breath before setting off toward the exit of the compound.

      In all the months I’d been coming to visit the children, I’d never learned any more about the place than the path to their room and, once they’d started training in earnest, the way to the barren chamber where the children practiced.

      I’d never met the sorcerers who worked with the children during the day. I’d never seen the library Evie hated spending time in.

      Part of me wanted to dive into all the secrets of magic the compound had to offer. But most of me, the parts that were battered and scarred by everything I’d seen and done, knew I had shadows enough of my own to conquer. Diving into the dark world of magic would do nothing to protect me or the people I cared about.

      I could not allow myself the luxury of curiosity, not when I still had so much to lose.

      I kept to the same path I always followed―along the outdoor passage, past the wide double doors that led to some hidden secret, and into the inner courtyard where tiny lights hung in the air, as though the stars had come down from the sky to watch the sorcerers work.

      Stone tiers bearing blooming flowers hovered in the air, casting strange shadows across the flowers that grew in beds along the ground. All the blooms in the courtyard had been enchanted with the same magic that protected the blossoms in the raised garden outside the crag, keeping the flowers as vibrant as they’d been in midsummer.

      But it was the fountain at the center of the square that I could not ignore.

      The water flowed freely, despite the ice that shrouded the lip of the basin. The statue of a woman at the center of the fountain had not been marred by a single snowflake.

      I stopped to study the lines of the woman’s face, from the sharp angle of her chin to the wrinkles that had been meticulously carved at the corners of her eyes. The lights that hovered in the courtyard seemed to have been placed to give perfect depth to the shadows of the fountain, as though even the sorcerers recognized the statue as a work of art beyond even magic.

      They worship her.

      What do they say of you?

      Sour shot into my throat.

      “Are you all right, miss?” Conn stepped forward.

      “Fine.” I pressed my face back into a placid expression.

      “The mother watches over us all.”

      I spun toward the voice.

      A woman with pale blue eyes stepped out of the shadows. “She is the magic in our blood and the stone in our walls. The magic of the mother fills the mountains.”

      “Of course.” I gave a quick nod.

      “Did the magic of the mother fill the place the mountain showed you, Solcha?” The woman stepped closer to me.

      The guards tightened their pack around me, though not one of them reached for their blade.

      “I don’t know,” I said. “I’m not a sorcerer or a Black Blood. I know nothing of magic.”

      The woman tipped her head as she examined me.

      I tried not to shrink under the gaze of her pale eyes.

      “Perhaps you really do believe that,” the woman said. “Pity they don’t teach Ilbreans to understand the difference between what they see and what they feel.”

      I slid my hand closer to the hilt of my knife.

      “Rest well, Solcha.” The woman bowed. “May the mountain continue to guide you on your path.”

      She turned, strode away, and vanished into the darkness.

      A prickle sprang up on my skin, as though a hundred enemies lurked in the shadows, waiting to attack. Or each of the shimmering stars floating in the air were somehow waiting to kill me.

      “We should go,” Conn said.

      “Right.” I nodded and turned my feet toward the path that would lead me home, trying to ignore the fear tingling my flesh as the pull in my chest shouted that I needed to be near Liam.
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      I have never liked waiting for anything. Not supper, not pain, and certainly not for the Brien to arrive.

      Not knowing exactly when the envoy would come only made things worse.

      Every morning, I would train with Cati and wonder if the next time I drew my blade it would be to defend myself against the Brien. Every time I left my workshop, I would wonder if the petals I’d left to stew would spoil if the Brien kept me from coming back. Every walk with Emmet was a time to plan for whatever tricks the Brien might use to harm us. Every visit to the children brought fear of their being discovered. Every night spent in Liam’s arms felt like the last time I would find such blissful escape.

      But waiting cannot last forever, no matter how long time might seem to drag.

      The Brien arrived, and I wished I could go back to waiting.
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      The pounding of boots in the hall no longer set my nerves on edge. As the sounds carried from the corridor outside Liam’s sitting room, I stayed in my seat, eating my dinner.

      Ailis’s voice rumbled through the door.

      A voice I didn’t recognize responded. “I don’t know anything more than that.”

      Ailis said something else I couldn’t understand as Liam stood and fastened his sword back onto his belt.

      I took a sip of my chamb, touched the hilt of the knife hidden at my hip, and twisted my foot enough to be sure my other knife was tucked safely in the ankle of my boot.

      “I’m not doing anything but following orders, Ailis,” the unknown man said.

      Liam squared his shoulders and opened the door.

      An older guard with gray hair stood in the corridor, sweat glistening on his brow.

      “Trueborn.” The guard bowed to Liam. “I’ve been sent by Orla. The Brien envoy has arrived.”

      “Am I to meet them in Orla’s council chamber?” Liam asked.

      The guard glanced to Ailis before bowing to Liam again. “No, Trueborn. Orla will not have visitors in her council chamber.”

      I took another sip of my chamb and pushed away from the table.

      “Where will Orla be greeting the envoy?” Liam said.

      “She doesn’t want to see them at all,” the guard said. “She’s sent orders for you to handle the visitors.”

      “And where has she ordered me to meet them?” Liam asked.

      “They’re to be kept in the crag.” The guard tucked his chin, like a child frightened of being scolded.

      “When did Orla make this decision?” Liam asked.

      “My guess would be as soon as she heard they were coming,” Ailis said.

      Liam rubbed a hand across his chin.

      “They’ll be waiting for you.” The guard bowed.

      “We should go,” I said. “I’ve never heard rumor of a patient Brien.”

      “You stay here.” Liam turned to me. “There’s no need―”

      “I’m coming with you,” I cut across him. “I don’t care about any sort of tradition, and I chivving well don’t care if the Brien are fighting with us against the Hayes.”

      Liam held my gaze for a moment before nodding.

      “They’ll be waiting in the lower terrace.” The guard bowed one last time before fleeing down the hall.

      Ailis stood, silently blocking Liam’s path until the door at the end of the corridor closed.

      “Conn,” she said, “I want two dozen more guards at the lower terrace before we arrive. And I want them from our people.”

      Conn bolted down the hall.

      “Why do we need more guards?” I stepped up to Liam’s side, needing to be sure that no danger had come chasing after his blood. “Do you think the Brien have come to hurt Liam?”

      “No,” Ailis said, “but Orla’s decided she wants nothing to do with this meeting, which can’t be a good thing for us.”

      “Could she know something we don’t?” I asked.

      “No,” Liam said. “She’s just spent a lifetime dealing with Bryana and the Brien.”

      Liam placed his hand on the back of my waist, and I let him guide me out into the hall.

      The sound of the guards marching behind us was the same as it had been for months. Everywhere I went, the dull thump of their boots chased after me.

      But there was something about walking down the corridor that night that felt closer to stepping up to the edge of a cliff and waiting for the ground to collapse beneath me.

      A few more guards joined our pack as we passed through the hall of statues.

      I wanted to ask Ailis to send someone to the sorcerers’ compound to warn Marta to keep the children quiet and out of sight. But even thinking of their existence felt too dangerous to be allowed, as though I were inviting the shadows to drag the children into some horrible game.

      The pressure of Liam’s hand on the back of my waist kept me calm as we cut through corridors and wound down spiral steps into a vast, open space I had never seen before.

      Hundreds of orange lights hung from the ceiling, and hundreds more had been set into the walls. A swath of white-leafed trees grew up against the wide windows, which let in enough freezing air to raise goose bumps on my arms. Outside, the moon shone brightly across the valley, bathing everything in a silver glow.

      More than thirty guards in blue uniforms stood in a long line, forming a barricade across the center of the room, separating us from the far end where more mirrors than I had ever seen in one place had been set into the wall.

      As Liam led me closer to the guards, I stared at the wall of mirrors, trying to reason through which Black blood had wanted such a thing in Lygan Hall and what the mountain might think of so much glass covering her stone.

      The guards parted.

      A group of twenty Black Bloods dressed in Brien purple waited on the other side.

      Liam didn’t stop to acknowledge the Brien. He strode straight past them and to a raised stone platform just in front of the wall of mirrors.

      I watched our reflections as we neared the glass. We looked like something out of a fairy story―a handsome warrior with a beautiful maiden by his side.

      I smiled at the absurdity of the thought.

      Three chairs waited on the platform. Ailis and her guards filed up and stood along the back wall, each with a hand on the hilt of their sword.

      Liam led me to the right-hand chair and waited for me to sit before taking his place on the throne-like seat at the center.

      I laid the folds of my skirt perfectly across my lap as I waited for Liam to speak. But he stayed silent as he examined the group of Brien.

      A full minute passed before the guards in purple shifted, and a girl with pale blond hair stepped out to the front of the group.

      I pressed my hands to my lap to stop them from shaking as Regan smiled at Liam.

      “It’s good to see you, Trueborn Duwead.” Regan strode toward the throne as though there weren’t more than thirty Duwead guards, who would be perfectly happy to kill her, standing just behind Liam. “I never knew Lygan Hall held such wonders.” She swept a hand toward the glowing orange orbs overhead. “I’ve heard stories of lae stones that did not glow blue, but I never thought I would see so many in one place.”

      “The Duweads that built Lygan Hall held great magic,” Liam said. “Is it any wonder their light still shines bright today?”

      “Hmm.” Regan’s smile grew. “I suppose the Duwead Clan is not one I usually associate with great magic. I must reconsider what I know of the Brien’s closest ally.”

      “Ally,” Liam said. “Is that what we should consider ourselves?”

      “We fight on the same side,” Regan said. “Our enemies are the same, and the threats to our people grow all the time. Come, Liam, would you rather sit on your mother’s throne talking around the lives that are at stake, or shall we have an actual conversation away from the horde of ears?”

      I will cut your throat before I let you hurt him.

      My fingers tingled as I longed to reach for my knife.

      “Do you expect me to trust you?” Liam asked. “You abandoned the cause we shared for years because I wouldn’t allow you to make Ena your assassin.”

      “The southern route has been compromised,” Regan said.

      “You had a temper tantrum because you didn’t get your way,” Liam said.

      “How dare―”

      “What will you demand of the Duweads this time?” Liam said.

      “There are things that are best not spoken of in crowds,” Regan said.

      “Is it your own people you don’t trust, or mine?” Liam asked.

      “Hers,” I said. “The Brien Trueborn can’t trust the ones who are sworn to her. Isn’t that right, Regan? Or do you not remember the man you made me kill?”

      All hints of humor vanished from Regan’s face. “The clan treaty demanded Jareth’s death, not me.”

      A slicing pain bit through my stomach. “You allowed such a man to come near me. Did you really not know what would happen?”

      “You think me capable of such treachery?” Regan stepped closer to the platform.

      Boots thumped against the ground as the Duwead guards stepped closer to my chair.

      “You asked me for the means to murder a stranger,” I said. “You wanted to murder the sorci children we found, or worse, leave innocent children to be tormented by the Guilds. Yes, Regan, I think you capable of any amount of evil.”

      “You’re an Ilbrean fool,” Regan said. “You know nothing of the clans. You know nothing of the sacrifices the Brien have made to protect the sorcis.”

      “To hoard their power?” I said.

      “There are Guilded soldiers creeping into Brien territory.” Regan looked to Liam. “The paun are pushing their way into the mountains. How long until they start bringing sorcerers into our woods? How long until they attack us?”

      “Leaving the sorcis in Ilbrea only makes the Sorcerers Guild stronger,” Liam said. “And murdering children is not an option I am willing to consider.”

      “Send the guards away,” Regan said. “We have things to discuss, Liam. Matters that belong between trueborn.”

      “Do you not trust your own people, Regan?” Liam asked.

      “Are you foolish enough to trust so many of yours?” Regan said.

      I waited for Liam to shout that he trusted each of the sword-bearing Duweads in the terrace, but he only sat, staring at Regan.

      “Our people are dangling off the edge of catastrophe,” Regan said. “Pride, quarrels, tawdry love affairs mean nothing. Liam Duwead, I am asking you to do what is best for our people. Will you not even listen to what I have to say?”

      I dug my nails into my palms, biting my cheeks as I swallowed my urge to scream.

      “Ailis, Conn, and Ena will stay,” Liam said. “You can send all of your people away.”

      “You will keep two guards, and I will have none?” Regan asked.

      “We are facing catastrophe,” Liam said. “Are you not willing to trust me for the good of the clans?”

      Regan turned to her purple-clad guards. “Go, all of you.”

      One guard dared to step out of line. “Trueborn, we―”

      “Obey my order, or I will rip the stone from your side,” Regan said.

      The guard’s face didn’t pale. He didn’t even wince at Regan’s threat before stepping back into line with the others.

      “Take them to their quarters,” Liam said. “See them fed and cared for.”

      “This way.” One of the Duwead guards led the Brien out in the opposite direction of where Liam and I had entered.

      “Wait outside.” Liam looked to his own guards. “Do not allow us to be interrupted.”

      Without question or complaint, the Duwead guards left the way we’d come. I wondered what they would whisper to each other as they all blocked the path back up to the keep.

      The door shut behind the guards with a soft thud, and the cavernous room went quiet.

      “What do you want, Regan?” Liam stood and stepped off the platform.

      Ailis and Conn moved forward to stand behind him.

      “I want to keep the sorcis away from the Guilds,” Regan said. “I want to protect our mountains from the paun.”

      “And you came all the way here to tell me that?” Liam said. “You had your mother send me a message. She could have written all that down and had a bird fly your request here.”

      Regan sucked in her cheeks as she looked from Ailis to Conn and finally to me.

      “There are troubles that must be dealt with before we can even begin working to protect the sorcis,” Regan said.

      “Still looking for poison?” I stood, brushed off my skirt, and walked slowly to Liam’s side. “You’ll get no help from me.”

      “If I need to stab the slitch who interfered with the southern route myself, so be it,” Regan said. “I’d like it done quietly, but I am not afraid to end a life for the protection of my people.”

      “Then why are you here?” Liam asked.

      “The paun have mountain stone,” Regan said. “They could have a whole stash of it, and who knows what their sorcerers have made of stone magic? If the Guilds bring the sort of weapons that nearly destroyed the Black Bloods before the treaty onto Brien land, I will not be able to protect my people. The enclave will fall. Would you be able to protect your camp from mountain stone-made weapons, Liam? Would you be able to stop the Guilds from taking everything you love?”
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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.
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