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      Three days was long enough for Doctor Ashmole to settle in to Mull. It was time I visited him to pass on the medical records of our patients, as well as to inform him that I was available for midwifery cases.

      The problem was, I didn't want to. Giving him the records would be like handing over the last piece of my father's legacy. A legacy he'd built over decades and nurtured as tenderly as he'd nurtured me. I couldn't face drawing a line under his career, his life, and the role he'd played in the Mull community. Handing over the records felt like giving away part of myself.

      Yet I had to do it, for the sakes of the patients. Although some wanted me to continue to tend to their aches and pains, they knew I could not. They would have to be satisfied with merely buying medicines from me and put their trust in the new doctor.

      According to gossip at the market, Doctor Ashmole had moved into a run-down cottage on the edge of the village with his wife. He was a recent graduate of the medical college at Logios, which didn't inspire confidence in the villagers exchanging the gossip. I did my best to reassure them, reminding them that my father had been a fresh graduate once too.

      I had gathered up the patient records and was stacking them in a small handcart when Doctor and Mistress Ashmole arrived on my doorstep.

      "This is fortuitous," I said after introductions. "I was on my way to see you." I indicated the cart. "These are the patient records."

      Doctor Ashmole's dark, serious eyes didn't spare a glance at the cart but scoured the hall, taking in the kitchen entrance behind me, and the closed door that led to my father's workshop. He was a slender man with a shiny pink scalp showing through thinning blonde hair. His face was pink too, contrasting starkly with his black clothing.

      I smiled. "Do come in. Would you like tea?"

      Doctor Ashmole took a step across the threshold, but his wife grabbed his arm and jerked him back in line with her. "We cannot stay," she said. "There's much to be done."

      "I'm sure there is." I tried to maintain my smile, but it was almost impossible when faced with two unfriendly expressions. Mistress Ashmole resembled her husband in many ways. She was also slender with dark eyes that hardly spared a glance for me or the cart, preferring to inspect her surroundings, including the street. Her hair was drawn back with such severity that her eyes pinched at the outer corners. Her broad-brimmed hat protected her face from the summer sun and probably accounted for her lack of freckles. Her sharp cheekbones bore the small circular scars of a childhood pox. There'd been an outbreak in Tilting twenty years ago but only sporadic cases since.

      "We ought to go through the records together," I said to Doctor Ashmole.

      He looked down his thin nose at me. "That won't be necessary, Miss Cully. I'm capable of reading them."

      So that was how he wanted to play. Or, rather, not play. I would have gladly shut the door in his dour face, but the only ones to suffer from such pettiness would be the patients. "There are some things you should be aware of. For instance, Owen Fish came here four days ago with chest pains. Has he been to see you yet?"

      "I cannot divulge confidential patient information." Doctor Ashmole reached for the cart handle, but I stepped in his way. Both he and Mistress Ashmole bristled.

      "Then you should seek him out," I went on. "Without asking him questions, I couldn't diagnose the severity of his pains, but I sent him away with a bottle of catspaw tonic."

      "You can't do that!" Doctor Ashmole snapped.

      "I can. I'm an apothecary."

      "Qualified medical advice is required before dispensing medicines."

      I pushed down my rising anger. It would serve no purpose. "It's not against the law to dispense medicine when there is no doctor available to give a diagnosis. Owen Fish came to me four days ago. You arrived in Mull three days ago."

      Doctor Ashmole's nostrils flared. His wife's eyes narrowed to slits. "There is a doctor at the palace, is there not?" he asked.

      "Doctor Clegg, an employee of the finance minister," I said. "He doesn't like to come to the village or tend to anyone who is lower than a knight."

      His lips flattened. "Don't let it happen again."

      "It won't, now that Mull has a doctor." I was pleased that my voice didn't give away the frustration plucking my nerves. Years of dealing with difficult patients had trained me well. "May I say how happy we all are that you've finally arrived. I was beginning to despair that my letters to the college had been thrown away. I'm thrilled they've sent a new graduate to replace my father. I'm sure you'll find much variety to cut your medical teeth on here in Mull. You might find us a little too provincial after Logios and Tilting, although that's changing." I bit my tongue to stop myself blabbing. It wasn't the best time for my nervousness to reveal itself.

      "How do you know we're from Tilting?" Mistress Ashmole asked.

      "Your—" I cut myself off from pointing out her pox scars, and grasped at the first alternative that came to mind. "Your dress is the latest fashion. I imagine the capital is a very, er, fashionable place."

      "Nonsense," Mistress Ashmole said, her spine stiffening even more. "Fashion is for the weak-minded and ungodly. I have more important things to do than concern myself with vacuous endeavors."

      If I hadn't been so rattled, I would have taken more care in my choice of words. She was quite clearly not a lover of fine and fashionable things. Her dress was black and plain, the collar as white as snow but lacking lace or other embellishment. It sat high at her throat, and the sleeves reached her wrists. Most young women wore shorter sleeves in the summer. It also didn't fit her very well, being loose at the chest and through the waist.

      "What I meant to say was, it's very well made."

      She scowled. "The records, Miss Cully," she said with a nod at the cart. "We'll be on our way."

      "Of course." I didn't move aside. This was too important a moment for such a brief discussion. "I'll be continuing my duties as midwife," I added.

      "You are within your rights to do so," Doctor Ashmole said.

      I hadn't been asking for his permission but smiled anyway.

      Mistress Ashmole looked me up and down as if seeing me for the first time. "I expect it must unnerve the expectant mothers to have a midwife who hasn't gone through childbirth herself. Unless I'm mistaken."

      "You aren't."

      "You're unmarried." Once again Mistress Ashmole cast a meticulous eye up and down my length. Her thoughts were written in the upturn of her nose, the lift of her top lip. With my blue dress, complete with short sleeves, she must think me quite weak-minded and ungodly. "I believe you are all alone."

      "Your source of information is mistaken," I said. "I have many friends in Mull. Who is it, by the way?"

      "Who is what?"

      "Your source of information?"

      It must be someone who disliked me to call me friendless. Ivor Morgrain sprang to mind, with his jealousy surfacing after his failed attempt to court me. Aside from Ivor, there were no villagers who'd say such a cruel thing about me. Unless it was the Deerhorns. Lady Deerhorn in particular would say that and more to anyone who listened. I'd first come to her notice when I attended a party at the palace that I should not have. Her sights had focused even more tightly on me after I refused to help her son spy on the Duke of Gladstow.

      A breeze swept through the street, whipping up dust and rattling the sign of Hailia's cupped hands hanging above the front door. Doctor and Mistress Ashmole both looked at it then shared a glance.

      "Good day, Miss Cully," Doctor Ashmole said with a nod for me. They turned to go.

      "Wait," I said. "The patient records. Don't you want them?"

      "Of course."

      I tugged the cart to the front door and he took it from me. "There's one other thing," I ventured. "My father and I created a potion that eases pain. It's very effective. I'll sell it to you at a discounted price."

      "That won't be necessary," Mistress Ashmole said.

      I ignored her and addressed her husband. "Surgeries are much easier when the patient is pain-free and calm. It's expensive to make and the ingredients are rare—"

      "It's the work of the devil," Mistress Ashmole cut in.

      I blinked at her. "Pardon?"

      "If Hailia and Merdu wanted us to live without pain, they would have made it so."

      "You cannot be serious."

      Her lips thinned. "Your concoction is for the weak, those who do not allow the god and goddess into their heart." She spun around and marched off.

      Doctor Ashmole pulled on the cart handle and followed her.

      I glanced up at the sign of Hailia's hands above the door. "You wouldn't be so cruel," I told the goddess.

      I was about to return inside when Meg emerged from her cottage and signaled for me to join her.

      "Who were they?" she asked, staring along the street in the direction in which the Ashmoles had gone.

      "The new doctor and his wife."

      "He looks more like an undertaker and she the chief mourner. What are they like?"

      "He could be the finest doctor to come out of the college in recent years, but I suspect his bedside manner will be on the curt side. And Hailia help anyone in pain."

      "Why?"

      "Never mind."

      "My family will continue to come to you anyway, Josie. My mother is suspicious of anyone new to the village."

      "Everyone is," I said on a sigh. "But you can't keep coming to me." Like many of Mull's locals, Meg's family had continued to ask me for medical advice after my father's death. I had to turn them away or risk being fined for practicing medicine when I wasn't qualified to do so.

      "We can if we don't pay you for your services. That reminds me. There's a bowl of stew for you. It's a little watery and flavorless but it's fine with bread."

      Mistress Diver had taken to getting around the law by paying me with food. She argued she was simply providing for a neighbor in need. I doubted her reasoning would hold up under close scrutiny, but it was unlikely to come to that. Sheriff Neerim was too busy keeping the peace, and stopping Mullians like Ivor Morgrain from rioting, than worrying about me practicing medicine.

      "Thank you for the offer, but your family hasn't needed me for several weeks. You don't have to keep feeding me."

      She dismissed me with a wave of her hand. "Are you free to go to the market with me?"

      "Again? You went yesterday."

      "I forgot onions."

      "No, you didn't. I saw one in your basket."

      "I need another."

      I pressed my lips together to suppress my smile before Meg saw it. If she suspected me of teasing her, she'd change her mind and not go. I didn't want that. Not when I knew she was lying about the onion so she could see Max.

      The sergeant of the palace guards had been leading a small cohort through the village as a show of strength ever since a riot had almost broken out three weeks ago. Ivor Morgrain and his friends had followed their leader, Ned Perkin, in causing dissention in the village. Upset over the newcomers to Mull taking their jobs and driving up the prices of rent and food, they'd demanded something be done about it. The problem was, very little could be done. Only the king or village council could create more employment by funding capital works in the area. So far, the village had funded the new custom's building and the dredging of the harbor to deepen it. Private enterprise was building more warehouses and offices at the dock. The king had washed his hands of further funding, including providing charity to the poorest residents, despite Dane, Theodore and Balthazar attempting to reason with him. His Majesty was far more interested in finding himself a wife while he kept his mistress busy by throwing parties for the nobles who had been there the entire summer.

      I collected my purse and basket from the kitchen and rejoined Meg. We walked arm in arm to the village green, our hats angled so they protected our faces from the sun. At least in my case, that was why my hat was at an angle. In Meg's, I suspected she was preparing to meet Max by hiding the wine colored birthmark on her neck and jaw as best she could.

      "Lyle is angry with me," she said when we rounded the corner. "I defended Sheriff Neerim's employment of the Vytillians, and he got cross."

      I hadn't thought Meg's brother would be against employing outsiders. When I had explained to him that Vytillians needed work just as much as Glancians, he'd seemed to understand my point. He'd also nodded agreement when I told him a Vytill presence in our law enforcement ranks might dissuade the disreputable Vytillians from causing trouble. It seemed he said one thing to me and another to his sister.

      "Will you speak to him, Josie? Make him see that not all foreigners are bad? You're good at that."

      "I think you're mistaken," I said on a sigh. "I'm not nearly convincing enough."

      We passed a pair of guards on horseback. I greeted them by name and they smiled back, but Meg didn't notice, with her arm obscuring her view and her birthmark as she held onto her hat brim. In their crimson palace uniforms, the men looked very dashing. The two young women walking on the other side of the road, giggling into their hands and tossing coquettish looks at the guards, seemed to agree.

      "The sheriff's new recruits will be ready to start soon," I said to Meg. "And the guards can return to their regular duties at the palace. The captain will be pleased to have a full roster at his disposal again."

      She nudged my arm. "It's a shame he won't be in the village as much. I know you like coming to the market more often in the hope he'll be on duty."

      "I hardly see him at all anyway." I nudged her back. "Max is the one who'll be here less."

      "Ouch. Stop elbowing my ribs."

      I spotted Erik sitting on his horse beneath the shade of a tree and waved at him. He rode out to join us, moving his mount deftly through the crowd at the edge of the market.

      The big Marginer guard grinned as he hailed us. "Josie! It is good to see you." He leaned down and drew Meg's hand away from her hat. "Greetings, Meg. I tell you last time, do not hide. I wish to see you." He leaned down even further and lowered his voice to a seductive level. "All of you. You are pretty."

      Meg blushed fiercely and stared down at the ground, but at least she didn't try to cover her face again.

      "Oh look, there's Max," I said, waving at the sergeant. "No more flirting, Erik. Max won't like it."

      "He knows I cannot help if women find me handsome." He puffed out his chest.

      I rolled my eyes and was about to tell him that wasn't what I meant when Max joined us.

      "Good morning, Josie, Meg. Fine day for it," he said.

      "For what?" Erik asked.

      "For, er, going to the market." Max shifted in the saddle. "Weren't you two here just yesterday?"

      I waited for Meg to say something, but she continued to stare down at the ground. It was the same every time we came to the village and saw Max, which was indeed every day, lately. She wanted to see him yet she didn't speak to him. The birthmark made her insidiously shy. Her shyness didn't seem to bother Max too much, though. He simply spoke to her as if she'd spoken to him first and often held a one-way conversation for several minutes without so much as a pause.

      "If you're after apples, don't go to that stall," he said, pointing to Selwyn Grigg's cart. "The freshest produce is gone. Try further into the market."

      "Thank you," I said and nudged Meg again.

      "Thank you," she repeated. "I'm after onions."

      "In that case, you'll want the grocer at the back." Max then went into a long explanation as to why those onions were superior to any others he'd seen in the market.

      "I think you've been here too long," I said, laughing.

      "The relief duty will be here soon," he said.

      "Will one of them be the captain?"

      "No, but if you want to see him, just come to the palace. He'll have some time off later in the day, before the king's early evening walk."

      I thanked him but declined the invitation. For one thing, I wouldn't impose on Dane when he hadn't invited me. For another, I'd vowed to keep my distance. He'd made it clear there couldn't be anything between us. For all he knew, he had a wife or lover somewhere, and his honor forbade him from being with me when he could have made a commitment to another. Until his memory returned, we could not explore the feelings blooming between us. I admired him and his convictions too much to make it harder for him.

      "You are welcome at the palace any time, Josie," Erik said. "Hammer would like to see you, but he lies and says he does not."

      "Erik," Max warned.

      "I do not understand him. Josie is pretty, yes? She is nice, yes? He likes her, yes?"

      "Shut up," Max growled. "You talk too much."

      Erik rested a hand on his hip. "And you are idiot too. Meg is—"

      "You have work to do," Max barked. "I suggest you get back to patrolling."

      Erik laughed. "Aye, sir." He wheeled his horse around only to wheel it back to face us again. "I almost forget, Josie. The lump on my little friend is gone. The maids are rejoicing all over the palace. Thank you for the medicine."

      "Little friend?" Meg asked.

      "Don't!" both Max and I cried.

      Erik tossed the matted blond coils of his hair over his shoulder and laughed as he rode off.

      Meg blushed again and a pink tinge colored Max's cheeks.

      "If he's anything to go by, the Margin folk are mad," he said. "He's right, though, Josie. Come to the palace any time, and not because of Hammer. Quentin misses you. He doesn't stop talking about you and your medical skills."

      "Tell him to come to my cottage for tea and cake if he has the time."

      "If I tell him that, he'll make the time."

      "You too, Max. Join us for tea when you're free." I hoped he understood I was referring to Meg when I said 'us'. His blush didn't fade, so perhaps he did.

      He thanked me and headed off in the same direction as Erik.

      Meg and I finished our marketing, buying the grand total of one onion. Neither of us was in a hurry to return home, so we stopped to talk to friends. I wasn't sure if Meg was avoiding going home because she knew she'd have to help her mother with the housework or if she was hoping to see Max again.

      In my case, going home meant walking into an empty house with very little to occupy my time. With so few pregnant women in the village, and the larder stocked with as much medicine as I could afford to make, I was at a loose end. There wasn't even housework to do, since I'd cleaned from top to bottom last week to keep idleness at bay.

      By the time the midday sun hung high in the sky, the stall holders had packed up and shoppers drifted away. I tried tempting Meg with a dip in the shallows at Half Moon Cove, but she couldn't afford to stay away from home for the entire afternoon as well as the morning.

      "My mother will call me lazy," she said as we ambled toward our street.

      "You do too much, Meg."

      "I'm sorry. Another time."

      "Don't apologize. I'm not sure I could face the walk to the cove in this heat anyway."

      We entered our street and both stopped. A gentleman on horseback waited outside my house. He sat somewhat awkwardly, as if he were afraid of falling off. It wasn't until he turned that I realized why. The gentleman held the reins in his left hand. His right arm lay across his lap, limp.

      Lord Barborough.

      "He looks important," Meg said in a hushed whisper. "It's his high forehead. It gives him an arrogant air."

      "You are right on both counts," I said. "He's important and arrogant. I'd better see what he wants."

      "You won't invite him in, will you?"

      "Certainly not."

      Lord Barborough was one man I didn't want to be alone with. I wasn't yet sure if he was a danger, but he certainly could be. As the representative of King Philip of Vytill, Barborough was powerful. A mere village woman with no family had very little protection against men like him.

      Meg and I parted outside her door but she did not go in. She remained on the stoop and watched, her gaze unwavering as it settled on Barborough. She might be shy about her birthmark, but she was fierce when it came to looking after loved ones.

      "I've been waiting an age," Barborough snapped as I approached. "Where have you been?"

      "I don't believe I have to account for my movements to you," I said.

      "We have an agreement."

      "And I have fulfilled my part of the agreement as best as I can. You, my lord, have not."

      I had gone to him to learn more about magic, but he had only given me a little information so far. In return, he had asked me to question the servants and find out where they came from in the hope it would help him piece together the puzzle of the palace's origins. Dane, Balthazar, Theodore and I had fed him false answers and gained a little knowledge from him about the sorcerer, but it wasn't enough. He knew more.

      The problem was, I couldn't tell him the truth about the servants' memory loss, and I couldn't keep feeding him lies. If he discovered I was lying, he would follow through on his threat and tell the king that I'd been asking about his involvement in the palace's mysterious creation. Speculating about the king using magic brought up the question of his right to sit on the throne, and that was treason.

      "You haven't fulfilled your part of the bargain to my satisfaction," he said. "I told you last time, I need more. What have you done lately? I've hardly seen you at the palace."

      "That's because I have no reason to be there."

      "Not even to see your captain?"

      "He's not my captain."

      He barked a brittle laugh. "Come now, Miss Cully. You're sleeping with him."

      "If that's what your spies told you, you need better spies."

      He bristled. Clearly he didn't want anyone to know he had spies at court. In truth, Dane wasn't positive, but he suspected a man like Barborough wouldn't venture into the palace without a spy or two. The servants could be discounted, since they believed their fates and memory loss were tied to King Leon's fate, so that left the nobles. With most wanting Leon to marry the Vytill princess, it was possible they'd spy for Vytill's representative.

      The two dukes, however, wouldn't. Buxton and Gladstow didn't want Leon marrying Vytill's princess; they wanted the throne to be vacated altogether so one of them could take it.

      "Don't test me, Miss Cully," he snarled. "You have already crossed the line once by informing your friends about me. Cross it again and that pretty nose will get sliced off."

      My breath caught in my throat. "I don't know what you're referring to. What friends?"

      I tried to sound innocent, but it rang false to my ears. I had told Ivor Morgrain that the gentleman he thought was a Glancian advisor, keen to hear about Mull's problems, was in fact a Vytill lord who wanted to stir up trouble. Ivor had passed the information onto Ned Perkin, the self-appointed leader of Mull's troublemakers. I wondered if Ned had confronted Lord Barborough, or whether he simply shut the door in his face when Barborough tried to attend their meetings again.

      Barborough bared his teeth. "Don't pretend. That captain might believe your act, but I know women like you. Your kind are cunning, slippery. Your sweet tongue and big eyes won't work on me. I'm immune to your charms."

      I kept my mouth shut. Talking would only rile him more and my trembling voice would betray my fear.

      He wheeled his horse around and I had to quickly step out of the way. "You owe me, Miss Cully, and I expect to see the fruits of your labor. If you don't present me with information soon, you'll need more than a disfigured neighbor and the captain of the guards to help you. You'll need the intervention of the sorcerer itself."

      I watched him ride off down the street. Once he was out of sight, I let out a shuddery breath.

      Meg joined me, her brow creased in concern. "What did he want?"

      "Nothing," I said before adding, "He needed medicine."

      "But he left without any."

      "I have to make some up."

      "So he's coming back?" She screwed up her nose. "There's something about him I don't like but I can't put my finger on it."

      Meg was an excellent judge of character. I wished I had been more discerning when I'd decided to ask Barborough for answers about magic. He might be the Fist Peninsula's foremost expert on the topic, but no answers were worth being in his debt. Not when he held the threat of treason over my head, and one small misstep could see him tell the king.
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      The arrival of a message from Dane was the highlight of my day. Indeed, of the last several days. I had become pathetic and dull since Father died, with far too much time on my hands. The only thing that could save me from becoming even more pathetic would be a spate of village pregnancies, but with the men outnumbering the women by a substantial margin, the situation was unlikely to change soon.

      The message was brought by Quentin, leading a horse named Sky. Sky and I were acquainted, having accompanied Dane and his horse on a short ride into an unused part of the palace gardens. One ride did not make me an able horsewoman, and I wished Dane had sent a carriage instead.

      "Come on, up you get, Josie." Quentin cupped his hands and waited. When I didn't step into them, he looked up. "Put your foot here, grab the pommel, and I'll hoist you up. The pommel is that bit that sticks up at the front of the saddle."

      "Thank you, I know what the pommel is. I'm just concerned that I'll break your fingers."

      "I'm stronger than I look."

      I doubted that. As the youngest member of the palace guards, the scrawny lad was out of place among the strong men. He didn't excel at any of the guards' tasks like fighting, swordsmanship, riding and looking fierce. He needed protection from the likes of Sergeant Brant. In ordinary circumstances, he wouldn't be a guard. He would be tucked away in a Logios college, studying, or assisting in a shop. But his situation wasn't ordinary. Each servant remembered only three things—their name, the names of the other servants, and their role at the palace. Without knowing why they'd lost the rest of their memories, it would be foolish to change anything. Dane believed they'd been assigned guard duty for a reason.

      I wasn't so sure it had been that well thought-out. For one thing, Quentin made a terrible guard. For another, Sergeant Brant shouldn't have been given so much power. He and Max had only the captain above them in the chain of command. Max was a good man, but Brant was a thug. The question was, who had made the decision?

      "Wait here," I said and disappeared back inside. I returned with a stool and positioned it beside Sky.

      Quentin pouted. "I could have done it. You don't look heavy."

      I felt a little sorry for him. The other guards teased him mercilessly, and he usually took it in his stride, but perhaps the teasing was finally getting to him.

      I put out my hand. "You may assist me, sir," I said, affecting an accent similar to Kitty's, the duchess of Gladstow.

      Quentin's pout disappeared. He took my hand and I stepped onto the stool then into the stirrup. I settled on the saddle and clutched the pommel tightly when Sky shifted her weight.

      Quentin chuckled as he handed me the reins then strapped my pack to the saddle. "She's a good old nag, nice and calm." He mounted his own horse and urged it forward. Sky followed meekly. "I learned to ride on her," he said.

      "You couldn't ride at all in the beginning? Not even a little?" I asked.

      "Couldn't ride, couldn't hold a sword right, couldn't fight to save myself. Not like the others. I could read and write, though, which some of them can't. But it doesn't do me much good in the garrison or the practice yard. Brant only respects hard hitters, not writers of poetry. Do you want to read some of mine? It ain't bad, if I say so myself."

      "I'd love to." I gave Sky a little squeeze with my thighs and she picked up her pace and fell into step alongside Quentin's horse. "I wonder what you were before you came here."

      "I try not to think about it. Theodore says it'll only make us melancholy, and he's right. I only think about the future."

      "Very well," I said cheerfully. "Then tell me why I've been summoned to the palace this time. Is one of the maids with child?"

      "It's Laylana. Captain wants you to check on her. She's sick."

      Ordinarily I would refuse, but no one outside of the servants knew of Laylana's existence. She had lost her memory too, but unlike the others, she lost it over and over again, beginning afresh with no knowledge of what had gone before. Dane worried it was slowly driving her mad. She'd once run off, desperately asking if anyone in the village knew her. When Dane's men had taken her back, and explained what happened, she locked herself away in a room in the palace depths.

      I didn't like it. She needed sunlight and fresh air. But she refused, and instead cowered in her bed. It was no wonder she was sick.

      Quentin and I talked all the way to the palace. He asked me a lot of questions about medicines, diseases and conditions. I'd given him a book on the human body to read some weeks ago and he couldn't stop talking about what he'd read. He would make a fine doctor, if he only ventured away from the safety of the palace. Perhaps one day he would. Perhaps one day, he and the other servants would get their memories back and resume their old lives.

      The palace stood at the end of the long avenue like a glittering jewel topping a scepter. The sight of it never ceased to dazzle me. It was unearthly in its magnificence, and unparalleled in all of the Fist Peninsula. The kings of Vytill and Dreen were said to be jealous, while Freedland's anti-monarchist ministers were scornful of the cost. Only the Zemayans openly spoke of magic, but the word was whispered behind closed doors here in Glancia.

      Sky followed Quentin's horse past the stables, across the gravel yard to the palace's main gate, the gold glinting in the sunshine. The two guards on duty opened it and we entered the outer forecourt. A footman assisted me to the paved ground and retrieved my pack from the saddle. He greeted me by name, but I couldn't recall his. There were too many servants for me to remember them all.

      Quentin asked the footman to find the captain before escorting me past the right-hand pavilion where visiting dignitaries, their servants and some entertainers were housed. We walked in the shadows cast by the palace's northern wing to the garrison. The door stood open, perhaps to allow air to circulate.

      Inside, however, it was still warm and stuffy. A guard sat on a chair, his bare feet propped up on the table, his head tipped back. A soft snore filled the room. Another guard looked up and smiled drowsily at me.

      Quentin knocked the sleeping guard's feet off the table. He awoke with a start and a swear word on his lips. "Feet off," Quentin said. "They're filthy. And don't swear. You're in the presence of a lady."

      "She's the doctor, not a lady," the guard said. "And she don't care if I'm asleep when I'm off duty."

      "The captain will. He'll be here soon."

      The guard grunted, which I assumed was gratitude for the warning, and picked up the sword cloth that had been next to his feet on the table. He busied himself with cleaning the weapon. When Dane strode in a moment later, he was none the wiser.

      The captain had the annoying habit of looking unruffled and not at all hot, even on a sweltering day. I, however, was sweating just from the walk from the gate.

      Dane's gaze swiftly took me in before looking away. "Nice to see you again, Josie."

      "And you, Captain." I refused to call him Hammer since it was neither his name nor a very good moniker for him. Nor could I call him Dane in front of the others since he hadn't told them his real name.

      "Have you been well?" he asked. The muscles in his face twitched in what I suspected was a wince.

      I smiled. "Yes. You?"

      "I'm fine."

      "Good. Now that the obligatory pleasantries are over, do you want to escort me to Laylana's room?"

      His lips curved into a smile that would make even the coldest female heart flip. Mine didn't stand a chance and fluttered madly. He must have guessed the effect he had on me because his smile grew warmer and those clear blue eyes softened as they met my gaze. Perhaps I had a similar effect on him. I hoped so.

      "I'll take her," Quentin piped up.

      "You've got work to do," Dane said.

      "I'm off duty now."

      Dane ignored him and pushed open the internal door that led to the corridor. "I hope he didn't talk you to death on the way here," he said, taking my pack from me as I passed.

      "Not at all. We talked about medicine."

      "Sorry."

      I laughed. "I liked it. Since my father's death, I don't get to talk about medical matters often. As much as I adore Meg and my other friends, our conversations are usually of the gossipy variety. They don't like to talk about diseases."

      "Strange people," he quipped.

      We walked along one of the palace's many narrow and winding corridors, lit only by flickering torchlight. When we passed other servants, we had to draw closer together, our arms touching. It would be easy to grasp his hand and entwine his fingers in mine. We could even do it without anyone noticing.

      But I didn't dare. Being alone with Dane was awkward. I didn't know where to look, how to act, or what to say. After we'd kissed, everything had changed between us. On the one hand, my regard for him had deepened, but on the other, he'd made it very clear we couldn't kiss again.

      "How have you been?" he asked as we turned down another corridor.

      "You've already asked me that," I said.

      He hesitated. "I thought perhaps you might answer me truthfully away from the others."

      There were no other servants in this corridor. The only sound came from our footsteps on the flagstones and our voices echoing off the stone walls. "I did speak the truth. I'm fine."

      "Morgrain hasn't bothered you? Or anyone else from the village?"

      "No."

      "Have you been into The Row?"

      "Only to see Marnie and her baby. She thanks you for the food, by the way, and the employment."

      "I didn't employ her husband, the sheriff did."

      "But it was on your suggestion, wasn't it?" When he said nothing, I added, "Marnie and I both know it."

      We were approaching Laylana's room but I didn't want to go in yet. I didn't want this conversation to end. On a whim, I grasped Dane's hand, forcing him to stop.

      "Because of you, Marnie's family will soon move out of The Row and into better lodgings. She asked me to thank you when I saw you, so I'm thanking you now." I squeezed his hand in an attempt to show gratitude, but it wasn't enough. Kissing him would have been better.

      "I wish I could do more for the people of The Row," he said. "That boy, Remy, shouldn't have to grow up there. It's dangerous, and it will become more so as he gets older."

      The Row was the sort of place where boys didn't remain boys for long. I'd seen children only a little older than Remy fighting in the gutters. I'd seen them take money from men before those men visited the boys' mothers or sisters behind a dirty curtain. It was no place for a child. No place for anyone.

      Marnie lived there too with her husband and three children, including a newborn. With no prospect of work and no money, their situation had been dire. They'd given up everything to move to Glancia from The Thumb, the outcrop of land in Vytill that had become an island after the series of quakes known as the Rift sliced it off from the mainland. Their situation wasn't unique. Indeed, it was a common story among newcomers to Mull, looking for work at the dock. The problem was, Mull was ill prepared for the swelling population, and although there were more jobs due to the increased activity at the harbor, there weren't enough for every man. Marnie was lucky. With her husband now employed by the sheriff, she'd soon get her family out of The Row. Without a husband, Remy's mother, Dora, had little chance of ever leaving.

      "I have had a visit from someone, as it happens," I said, letting go of his hand. "But I'll tell you more after we've seen Laylana. What ails her?"

      "She feels tired all the time and has aching limbs," he said. "She also has a cough she can't shake."

      I knew what was wrong with her without even seeing her, but I asked him to unlock the door anyway. "When did she last lose her memory?"

      "Three days ago."

      "It must be so frightening for her," I said, more to myself than Dane.

      "Not as much as it used to be. Come in and she'll show you."

      Laylana sat up in bed, reading a book. Her pale skin looked even more ghoulish with her lank, dark hair framing her face. She was a Freedlander with a naturally stocky build, but even so, she was too thin.

      Dane introduced us, for Laylana's benefit, but she gently admonished him. "I know who she is."

      "You remember me?" I asked, hopeful.

      "The captain told me to expect you. And I have this." She plucked a piece of paper from the stack on the table beside the bed. It was a sketch of me, done in charcoal, with my name clearly written at the top.

      "The likeness is remarkable," I said. "Did you do this?"

      "One of the footmen. He's an excellent artist."

      She gathered up more of the papers. Some were sketches of people I recognized—Dane, Max, Theodore, Quentin—and others contained words written in a neat hand.

      "He draws the faces of those who come in here regularly so I recognize them again after my memory disappears. I've written down who they are, and anything else I need to know when I start again. When I wake up with no memory, I at least recognize my own handwriting."

      Beside my name, she'd written a short paragraph describing me as the village doctor's daughter and midwife, as well as the words kind, trustworthy, courageous. She had even written a short description of the incident that had occurred in this very room between myself and Lord Frederick Whippler, the poisoner I'd helped capture. That must be why she thought me courageous. In truth, I'd been terrified. I'd only fought him off because I had no other choice.

      Dane showed me another piece of paper titled READ THIS FIRST. The rest was written in a tightly packed scrawl in Laylana's hand, informing herself of her memory loss, where she was, the predicament of the other servants, who she could trust and other details of her life here. It was woefully limited. Like the others, she knew so little of herself.

      "It helps me begin again," she said.

      "She used to wake up terrified when her memory was wiped," Dane said. "But since starting these notes and with these sketches, she can quickly re-learn everything she needs to know, without fear."

      "There is still some fear." Laylana coughed, a dry, brittle cough that wracked her body.

      I asked her to lean forward and placed my ear to her back. Her breathing sounded a little short, but not dangerously so, and there was no rattle. "Do you know how long you've had this cough?"

      Laylana glanced at Dane. "About five days," he said.

      I checked inside her mouth, in her eyes and ears, and asked her to describe the aching limbs. Her answers confirmed my initial thoughts.

      "You're suffering from lack of sunlight," I told her. "You need to go outside on occasion, preferably in the middle of the day when the sun is its strongest."

      "But I can't," she said, sinking back into the pillows. "I can't be seen."

      "Why not?"

      "The lords and ladies will think I'm a maid and ask me to fetch something. I won't know where to go or what to do. I don't know my way around the palace or the gardens."

      "Unlike the rest of us, Laylana doesn't know her position here on the staff, or who the rest of us are, or the layout of the palace, only her name."

      No wonder she was too frightened to leave the room. It would be the only place she felt safe.

      "What will they think if they see a maid going for a walk?" Laylana coughed again and Dane passed her a cup of water.

      "There are parts of the gardens where few nobles go," I said.

      "No," Laylana said, her voice rising. "It's too much of a risk. You must understand, Josie, it's not my safety I'm worried about. It's everyone else. If someone finds out that I've lost my memory, it will lead to questions about the rest of the staff."

      And perhaps the king himself, I might have added but did not.

      "One of my men will accompany you," Dane said. "I'll find a gardening uniform, and you can spend your time in the pottage garden. Nobles don't go anywhere near it."

      "There," I said, taking her hand. "You won't need to worry about getting lost or answering questions. All the guards know your predicament. You'll be quite safe."

      "I suppose," she hedged.

      "Doctor's orders," I said, smiling. "Or it would be, if I were a doctor."

      She only needed a little more convincing before agreeing. Dane promised to send a man for her today with a spare uniform worn by the garden staff. It would be her first outing for weeks, so her hesitation was understandable, but she seemed to grasp the importance of it. She added it to her notes as we left.

      We didn't return to the garrison. Dane wanted to pay me for the visit and Balthazar controlled all palace expenditure. His office was located nearby. Dane opened the door without knocking, earning a scowl from the elderly master of the palace.

      "Good morning, Josie," he said, returning to the ledger on the desk in front of him. He wrote something down then dipped the pen in the inkwell. "I see Hammer found an excuse."

      "Pardon?" I asked.

      "An excuse for you to come to the palace. What was it this time?"

      "Laylana's ill," Dane told him.

      "She's been cooped up in that room too long. Any fool could have told you that. You didn't need to bother Josie about it."

      "It's no bother," I said. "I have nothing better to do."

      He peered at me over the rim of his spectacles. "Hmmm," was all he said before lowering his gaze again.

      I glanced at Dane. He folded his arms over his chest and didn't appear to notice. "Josie requires payment," he said.

      "How much?"

      "Five ells for a simple house call," I said.

      "Ten," Dane said.

      "Usually my patients try to bargain the fee down, not up."

      "The palace is a long way from the village."

      "I'm surprised he didn't say twenty," Balthazar muttered. He removed a key from a chain around his neck and handed it to Dane.

      Dane unlocked a metal box sitting on the floor in the corner of the room and counted out ten ells. He handed them to me and returned the key to Balthazar.

      I thanked them and sat down. Balthazar arched a bushy brow and set down his pen. "You have something to say, Josie?"

      "Lord Barborough visited me yesterday."

      "Yesterday," Dane said flatly. "Why didn't you send for me immediately?"

      "It wasn't necessary."

      "I disagree. Barborough is a threat to your safety. Next time, send for me straight away."

      "I will, if it's necessary."

      His brow plunged and he crossed his arms again. Balthazar chuckled.

      "What did he want?" Dane asked.

      A knock interrupted us and Theodore entered upon Balthazar's command. "Josie! So good to see you." The king's valet kissed my cheek and shook my hand, all the while beaming his friendly smile. "We've missed you."

      "And I've missed you all, too." I did not look at Dane, for which I was proud of myself.

      "Sit," Balthazar said, "since Hammer won't. Josie was just about to tell us something important."

      "About Laylana?" Theodore turned worried brown eyes onto me as he lowered himself into the chair.

      Unlike Dane, and some of the other palace staff, Theodore's heritage was easy to determine from his flat face and straight dark hair. He was from Dreen, without question, and I'd told him so when we first met. It was surprising he hadn't left the palace to go in search of his past there. Perhaps fear of the unknown kept him here. Perhaps it was the need to be with others in the same predicament that stopped him leaving. Understanding and companionship were powerful anchors.

      "Laylana's fine," I told him.

      "She just needed sunlight, didn't she?" he said.

      Balthazar smirked at Dane.

      "Josie had a visit from Barborough yesterday," Dane said. "She was about to tell us what he wanted."

      "I'm sure you can guess," I said. "He wanted more information about the servants. He noticed I hadn't been to the palace much of late and reminded me that my obligation to him hadn't ended."

      "Reminded you how?" Dane asked darkly.

      "With his usual threat of exposing me to the king."

      Dane shifted his stance. "Did he harm you?"

      "No. He was too worried about falling off his horse." My attempt to lighten the somber mood that had descended over us fell flat. The look on Dane's face was as thunderous as a stormy sky.

      Balthazar wiped a gnarled and wrinkled hand over his face, down his jaw. "You can't continue to avoid him. He might follow through on his threat, and we can't give the king any reason to accuse you of treason."

      "The king wouldn't do anything about it, surely," I said.

      They all looked away.

      "But I saved the life of his favorite lady!"

      "Lady Miranda Claypool is no longer his favorite," Balthazar said.

      "He thinks I saved his life."

      In truth, the king's life hadn't been in danger. Also, when he'd fallen off his horse, he'd preferred my counsel to Doctor Clegg's. In hindsight, it could have been because I was a young woman and Doctor Clegg an aged man. The king had certainly liked me touching his injuries.

      "That might not be enough to keep you in his favor if you do something that displeases him," Theodore said.

      "He's becoming more unpredictable," Dane added. "We used to be able to control him, but not anymore."

      "Control is too strong a word," Theodore said with a shake of his head.

      Balthazar grunted. "Manipulate, coerce, direct, influence…do any of those words suffice, Theo?"

      Theodore sighed. "In the beginning, he could be advised. Now, he prefers his own counsel."

      Balthazar grunted again. "You mean he only listens to that whore of a mistress."

      "Bal!" Theodore glanced anxiously at the door. "Don't call her that."

      "No one can hear us down here, even if Lady Morgrave or the king cared to breathe the same air as us. The walls are too thick in this part of the palace. Why do you think I chose this room as my office?"

      Chose or created? Sometimes I wondered if Balthazar was the sorcerer. He knew everything about the palace, and the revels he'd organized were magical in their magnificence. He'd laughed off my suspicions, however, although he hadn't entirely dispelled my theory.

      "If Lady Morgrave is influencing the king," I said, "you can be sure she's doing so at the bidding of her parents. Lady Deerhorn in particular would love to manipulate him into raising her family higher."

      "No doubt," Balthazar said. "The problem is, how do we limit Lady Morgrave's influence when the king won't listen to us?"

      "I still think we should put pressure on her husband," Dane said, as if this were a conversation they'd had before. "He must hate that his wife has become the king's mistress."

      "Must he?" Balthazar asked idly. "Just because you would hate it, Hammer, doesn't mean he does. Perhaps he likes the compensation he received from the king. Perhaps he likes being connected to the most powerful woman in the realm."

      "No man likes to be cuckolded."

      "You are not like other men, though. Is he, Josie? He's unique."

      I wasn't sure if he wanted an answer or was attempting to bait Dane or me, so I kept my mouth shut.

      "Don't change the subject," Dane snapped.

      "As it happens, you're right." Balthazar's eyes twinkled with mischief, making him seem much younger. "I overheard some gossip yesterday. Lord Morgrave has vowed to win back the love of his wife."

      "Did he ever have it?" Dane asked.

      "I don't think their marriage was a strong one," Theodore added. "He's much older than her, and I overheard two ladies talking about the wedding. Lady Morgrave's parents had to force her to marry his lordship."

      I'd heard the same thing. While Lady Morgrave was young and pretty, her husband was old, foul-tempered, and a drunkard. No woman would want to marry him. Not even for his wealth and title. Lady Deerhorn must have been very persuasive to get her daughter to accept.

      "Apparently several Glancian lords have begged Lord Morgrave to control his wife and ensure she whispers things in the king's ear that benefit them," Balthazar went on. "Hence his vow to win her back, although not necessarily remove her from the king's bed. He seems to like the thought of controlling the king through her."

      "What sort of things do they want her to influence?" I asked.

      Balthazar peered at me over his spectacles again. "The kingdom's affairs are not your concern, Josie."

      "They want Lady Morgrave to urge the king to marry the Vytill princess," Dane said.

      Balthazar rolled his eyes to the ceiling. "Was I not clear enough?" he muttered.

      "Josie knows so much already," Theodore said. "Why hold back information now?"

      "Most of the nobles see the marriage as the best alliance Glancia can make," Dane told me. "It will ensure peace between Glancia and Vytill for a generation, at least."

      Since Lady Morgrave was already married, she couldn't become the new queen. But she could still wield the power of one, if she was clever and the Vytill princess wasn't.

      "Does Lady Morgrave know what Princess Illiryia is like?" I asked.

      Dane and Theodore shrugged.

      "Why?" Balthazar asked.

      "Because a woman like Lady Morgrave will only choose a wife for the king if she knows she's a silly twit, easily manipulated. She won't want his wife to have any influence over him. An even worse outcome for Lady Morgrave and the Deerhorns would be for him to fall in love with his queen and discard his mistress altogether. Is Princess Illiriya plain or pretty?"

      "According to Barborough, she is a beauty," Balthazar said. "The portrait he brought of her would suggest he's speaking the truth, but portraits are not a reliable source."

      "Have any other Glancian nobles seen her in person?" I asked. "Can they verify Barborough's claim?"

      "None. She's been tucked away in her father's castle since birth. Few Glancian lords venture across the border, and reports from diplomats don't mention the princess at all, except for the fact that she exists."

      "Then Lady Morgrave is unlikely to turn the king's head toward her," I said. "It would be unwise with so little information, and I don't think Lady Morgrave is unwise. Her mother certainly isn't."

      "So what will she do?" Theodore asked. "Who will she choose as Glancia's future queen?"

      "The Dreen princess is as much an unknown as the Vytill one," Balthazar said. "I think Lady Morgrave will choose a Glancian noblewoman for the king. Someone young enough to be molded into any shape. Someone pleasant to look at, but not too pretty and certainly not someone with any character and wit."

      They all looked at me. "Just because I'm from Glancia doesn't mean I know its ladies," I said. "Before coming to the palace, the Deerhorn family members were the only nobles I'd seen. If you want to learn the names of likely candidates, you ought to speak to Lady Miranda Claypool. She will probably help, and we know she has no interest in marrying the king herself."

      They continued to look at me.

      I sighed. "You want me to ask her, don't you?"

      "You're friends with her," Balthazar pointed out.

      "And with the duchess of Gladstow," Theodore added. "Between the two of them, you should glean some valuable information. You might even learn who Lady Morgrave's eye has fallen on."

      Both Miranda and Kitty had visited me once in the village, though they had not come a second time. According to Miranda's letters, Kitty's husband forbade her to be friends with me. Miranda had found her own freedom somewhat curtailed too, since her parents learned she frequently ventured away from the palace. I didn't resent them for it. They were fearful of her safety after she was poisoned. The Duke of Gladstow, however, was just a snob.

      "I'll do my best," I said. "But it's not easy for me to mix with them. If we're seen, people will gossip. The Duke of Gladstow will be angry."

      "Gossip certainly rules the palace," Dane muttered. "It's the most valuable currency within these walls."

      "You can only try," Balthazar said to me. "If you learn something, report it to one of us."

      "What will you do with the information?" I asked.

      "That will depend on what you find out. Perhaps nothing. I simply want to be one step ahead of Lady Morgrave and the Deerhorns. We need to be prepared." He made it sound like a war was brewing.

      The thought made my skin prickle. If the king rejected Princess Illiriya, would Vytill attempt something as drastic as invasion? They coveted the wealth Glancia had gained after the Rift turned Mull into the richest harbor on the Fist. Their power would fade in the coming years if they didn't do something to retain it. If a political and trade alliance couldn't be made through marriage or diplomacy, then they might resort to forceful measures.

      That theory had prompted King Leon to order an army be raised in Glancia. I'd been privy to the conversation he'd had with Balthazar, Theodore and Dane about it, but I didn't know if anything had been set in motion yet. Recruiters certainly hadn't appeared in the village.

      "That brings us back to Barborough," Dane said to me. "If you're seen more at the palace, he'll think you're questioning the servants. That will keep him satisfied for a little longer."

      "Only until he thinks I've had enough time to gather information," I said. "What shall I tell him when he asks me?"

      Dane opened and shut his mouth then shook his head.

      It was Balthazar who answered. "Tell him the servants you've spoken to made their own way to the palace after learning of vacancies through marketplace gossip. They all come from different villages around the Fist, and none had worked for royalty before."

      "He'll want to know which villages," Dane said. "And where they learned to be maids, footmen, guards and gardeners. If she gives him a name of a village or noble house, he'll send someone to make inquiries there."

      "Then what do you propose she tell him?"

      "She could avoid him."

      "How? He knows where she lives. He can come and go freely from the palace."

      "I could make it so he can't," Dane shot back.

      Theodore gasped.

      A muscle bunched in Balthazar's jaw. "And how will you do that, Hammer?"

      The room fell silent. Dane and Balthazar glared at one another, and the air grew thicker with each passing moment.

      Finally Theodore cleared his throat. "We'll keep that option as a last resort."

      Dane shifted his weight and rested his hand on his sword hilt. "I have to return to work. Josie?"

      I rose and picked up my pack, but he took it from me. "Will you tell Lady Miranda I'm here to see her?" I asked. "Tell her I'll meet her in…"

      "On the lawn at the edge of the lake past the greenhouse," he filled in. "No one will be out there in this heat. Do you remember it?"

      How could I forget meeting him there? It had been one of those warm, languid days, forever etched in my memory, where time had ceased to have meaning. I could have stayed out there with him for days and not cared to return home.

      I went to leave, but Balthazar called me back into his office. "Be careful, Josie. Don't underestimate Barborough. He desperately wants to know if magic is involved in the palace's creation."

      "He isn't the only one," Theodore said.

      "Has anyone considered the fact that he could help?" I asked. "If we told him everything, he might shed some light on the mystery."

      "I think you overestimate his magical knowledge," Dane said.

      "And underestimate the importance of his role as Vytill adviser," Balthazar added. "If he thinks Leon performed magic to be on the throne, he will whisper in certain ears. Ears that can destabilize the monarchy."

      He meant the dukes. If the two Glancian dukes worked together to remove the king, then fought one another over a vacant throne, the perfect environment would be created for Vytill to storm in to the country and take over.

      I swallowed heavily and nodded. I was in over my head with these political machinations, but it wouldn't be of any use to let these men see it. They needed me, and I'd do what I could to help, even if my help was nothing more than exchanging gossip and feeding falsehoods to Vytill's representative.

      "I'll return your pack to the garrison," Dane said as we walked back along the corridor. "Exit the palace on the forecourt side and avoid nobles. I'll send Lady Miranda to you."

      "Thank you." I wanted to ask him when I'd see him again, but I didn't think my question would be welcome. He still seemed very tense and not inclined to flirt.

      "If you see Barborough…" He blew out a breath. "Just be careful."

      "I will."

      "And Josie." He put a hand on my arm and we both stopped. Torchlight illuminated one side of his face, casting the other in deep shadow. "I meant what I said in there. If the situation becomes too precarious, I'll do something about it. I won't let him hurt you." His fingers skimmed down my bare arm, sending a wash of heat through me. He lightly brushed the edge of my hand before setting off along the service corridor at a brisk pace.

      I stared at his broad back for a moment then trotted to catch up. We parted ways in the garrison. He deposited my pack on a chair and left the way we'd entered. I exited through the external door and walked in the palace's shadow toward the first pavilion bordering one side of the inner forecourt.

      The water in the fountain trickled a cool, welcoming tune, but no one paddled in it. Village children would have loved to splash in the shallows, but there were no children in the palace. Two young noblewomen and two elderly ones ambled past, fans flapping furiously. One of the elderly ladies complained of the heat and asked why they had to choose the warmest part of the day to go for a walk. The other elderly lady said it was because it was sweltering inside.

      Two guards walked slowly by and nodded at me. They looked hot and bored, as did the sedan chair carriers. Sweat dripped from their brows, down their necks, and dampened their hair. They wore full palace livery with a crimson waistcoat and jacket over their shirt. I hoped they were given plenty of rest and water to drink. No doubt Balthazar would make sure of it. He seemed efficient yet considerate. I wasn't sure if that was because he wanted the staff to perform with maximum effort, or because he genuinely cared about their welfare.

      I was about to pass the second pavilion when one of the sedan chair carriers shouted.

      "Help! Someone get help!"

      I picked up my skirts and ran back to where the sedan chair sat on the red, white and black marble flagstones. The door was open and the carrier who'd shouted stood there, uncertain, staring inside. The other stood behind him and I quickly realized he had been the one to shout. The first looked to be in shock.

      "What is it?" I asked, reaching them at the same time as the two guards. I could not see past them, however, as big as they were.

      "Move aside!" one of the guards ordered. "Stand back, let us through."

      "What is it?" I said again.

      "H-he's dead," said the first carrier. "His lordship is dead."

      "Let me see." I tried to push aside the two guards but my efforts were in vain. "If he's not dead, he might require medical attention. So move!"

      The guards parted, and I slipped between them. But I didn't immediately check for a pulse. I didn't need to. The signs of death were clear in the gray pallor of his skin and the open, vacant eyes.

      But it wasn't those signs that made my heart dive and my mind reel. It was the fact that I knew him. I'd seen him in the village, but only once. It had been his wedding day. The day he'd married Lady Violette Deerhorn, now Lady Morgrave.

      "Well?" asked one of the guards. "Is he alive?"

      I checked his pulse to be sure. "Send for the captain," I said. "Tell him Lord Morgrave is dead." I would wait for Dane to arrive and tell him privately that his lordship had been murdered.
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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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