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BOOK ONE:

IN THE SHADOW OF THE WOLF QUEEN

‘Perhaps the tips of trees are roots that drink the skies’

from Orchards by Rainer Maria Rilke (translated)

 

‘But there is a long way to go before then, and the path takes many turns. It begins at the trunk of a tree’

from The Children of Ash and Elm by Neil Price
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It woke the world the way wind wakes air.

Where once things were still, now they stirred. The trees of Glaw Wood took up a lazy swaying, straining their roots as if to walk. The birds took off from the branches and made shapes like flung silk in the sky, and in the mulch of the cool, wet dirt the ants trailed determinedly away.

In the cold salt-and-darkness of the Tarath Seas the whales heaved their bodies from the waves, the sharks sank to the seabed, and the stingrays flew from the water, bodies like spinning blades. In the cloud-strewn Drakken Peaks, the earth-old rocks rippled like water and shook the snow from their summits. Beneath the tidal heave and pull of the hidden meridian, in the halls of the dead the spirits paced like caged tigers, rootless.

In a castle built of broken boats, a wolf queen sharpened her spear. In the hall that was once his fortress, a rebel lord buried his wife. In the mountains, an ancient girl opened her cobwebbed eye, and flexed her stone-clad fingers with sounds like dropped pebbles.

The earth music had begun, and they must make ready.
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CHAPTER ONE


SNARE
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‘Nara, hush!’

The forest was speaking. Beneath the deep copper fire of the Elder Alder, Ysolda sat cross-legged on the ground, and tried to listen. To her heart she pressed an amber amulet, worn smooth and orange as flame by constant touch, and her feet were bare and buried in moss. Nara was flying a wide loop above her head, and somewhere to the left a sparrow was calling a warning to its mate as the sea hawk swooped her circle.

‘Hush, Nara,’ hissed Ysolda, glaring through a half-closed lid.

The hawk snapped her beak as she glided past, cuffing Ysolda’s cheek lightly with her speckled feathers, but obeyed. She knew not to make a fuss when Ysolda was attempting to listen.

Ysolda closed her eye again and pressed the amulet tighter to her chest. She tried to block out Nara’s huffy chitter, the sparrow’s continued panic, and focused on the forest again, straining to hear the water below her, the trees sharing space and eras, passing knowledge between them like blood. Hari said it was all there, all the time.

They’re not speaking words. You can put our words to what they say – ‘follow’, ‘down’, ‘here’ – but they don’t reach for what is actually meant. It’s instinct that truly passes through you when you’re listening, a feeling. Words aren’t enough, like ‘hunger’, like ‘love’. They fall short. You don’t have to be special to hear: you only have to listen.

It was easy for her to say, with her luminous skin and bronze eyes. Ysolda knew better than to judge by appearances, but if anyone were asked to imagine what a special person who could hear trees looked like, they would think of someone like Hari. So when her sister said listening could be learned, Ysolda didn’t really believe her.

Crunch. Crunch.

Ysolda cracked her eyelid again. Nara sat atop a mossy branch, having skewered a large black beetle with one nail-length talon. She was now pulling its legs off one by one and staring back at Ysolda as she did so, clicking her beak insolently.

‘Sea hawks aren’t meant to eat beetles,’ said Ysolda.

Nara bit off another leg.

Ysolda rolled her shoulders, blew out a short, impatient breath, and tried to retreat once more into the place Hari had described, where your body was only air and listening. If she was going to hear it anywhere, it would be here – beneath the first tree that began their forest, and where all the words of Ogham, the language of trees, were inscribed – with Hari’s amber amulet pressed against her heart. But now her neck was aching, and her stomach was rumbling, and her leg had gone to sleep.

She threw the amulet from her with a frustrated little shout. ‘I almost had it there! If you hadn’t scared that sparrow—’

Nara’s feathers ruffled, and Ysolda’s anger went out of her. She sighed, and slumped back on the springy ground. It was damp, as always. In Glaw Wood, if it wasn’t raining, you were inside. It’s what gave the place its fierce green, so vivid it was almost iridescent as oil on water, containing all colours: gold and blue and purple and green, green, green. It was beautiful, and dangerous to all those who didn’t know it, its paths and its bogs, its stories and its rules.

Nara stopped crunching the beetle and swooped to land near Ysolda’s head, kneading her hair like a large, feathered cat. It was quite painful, and the juice from the beetle was seeping into her plait, but Ysolda knew Nara was trying to say sorry, in her own sea hawk way.

‘It’s not your fault,’ she said, reaching a finger up to Nara, who nipped it lightly. ‘I wasn’t close really.’

It was the truth, and it punched her in the heart. She had been so sure that today of all days, she’d get somewhere. She’d woken with a tug in her toes, a tingle like her feet knew where to go. She’d lifted Hari’s amulet from where it hung by the door, and her feet had led her to this spot in the forest, an invisible path snaking through the trees and ending at this clearing beneath the oldest tree of the wood. It was a pull, a charge as strong as lightning plucking at the matter of the sky, and it had brought her here. She was sure of it. But what for?

There were some in their village who could scent water and ore wherever they were, dowsers who could pluck a stick from the forest floor and charge it with their spirit, send it swinging and sniffing out hidden streams, or seams of shining silver and lead. Still others would never be hungry a moment in the forest, knowing as they did every type of leaf and moss, every mushroom and every insect by sight.

Most prized were the listeners like Hari, who knew trees and understood the language of their roots, the routes they took to pass messages of water or danger, or an unnatural turn in the air. It was none of it magic, only a special sort of attention, but it might well have been to Ysolda, who could not scent, nor see, nor listen. She felt a connection to her twin tree, of course, the tree planted the day of her birth and growing a ring for each year she grew, but it didn’t talk to her. The forest was a vast silence, and she longed to hear it speak.

Hari found it too loud – where other villagers had built their crofts from the plentiful wood of the coastal forest, after Hari was born their parents had had to rebuild their own with stone. She couldn’t have wooden buttons on her clothes, and even the amber amulet, being fossilised sap from their Elder Alder, had to be kept on a hook unless she needed to listen.

Now their parents were dead, Hari would drag a complaining Ysolda to the cliffs to roll home slabs of slick black slate on logs to repair their roof, or heat-holding sandstone for their floor. They could not even burn wood because Hari heard it screaming. They used only peat, which smoked their house out, making it smell like Clya’s smokehouse with its hanging kippers and cloudy-eyed mackerel. Even with these precautions, some days Hari stopped up her ears with beeswax and sheep’s wool to keep the clamour of the trees from her head.

The Elder Alder was dazzling in the late afternoon sunlight, leaves burnished and the deep grooves of the Ogham alphabet illuminated. Ysolda soothed herself by reciting them aloud – the grid of ae, the nest-like weave of ar, the diamond of oi. She could read them as well as Hari, though it was learned by heart rather than inscribed there. But just because one thing is nature and another thing skill, does not make it less special. Easy for Hari to say.

Ysolda watched the light trailing long fingers through the leaves above her, fine mist-like rain shimmering as though suspended in amber, making her squint as it hit her pale grey eyes.

Before Hari became busy with her gift, she and Ysolda would come to learn the alphabet, to tell stories of the planting of this ancient tree, of the forest that once stretched to the End-World Wood, covering the entire country. Ysolda loved telling stories, though sometimes hers were a touch too convincing. Lies, Hari called them, but Ysolda thought there was nothing wrong with a little imagination.

Still, it was a long walk home and it would be dark soon. Now the festival of Mabon was approaching, signalling the turn of the season, the sun seemed to drop out of the sky like a hawk diving rather than sinking slowly as a feather as in summer.

‘Home now, Nara,’ she said, pushing herself up and buckling on her shoes. She retrieved the amulet, turning it around in her hand. It was slightly too big for her palm and shaped like a stretched-out raindrop, its pointed tip crenated like an oak leaf, its surface marked with the brush-like lines of nion, ash, meaning, ‘open’: open your ears to the forest. I’m trying, thought Ysolda.

She needed to return it before Hari realised and besides, she was hungry. The handful of blackberries her foraging had yielded that morning was a distant memory, and Hari was making goose pie for dinner, with real butter churned herself and flavoured with parsley picked from the herb patch outside their house. Ysolda’s stomach gurgled again, and she sucked her purpled fingers for a taste of the berries.

Nara took flight and lifted suddenly out of sight. Before Ysolda realised what she was planning, the hawk was plunging back through the leaves, and the sparrow was suddenly silent.

‘Nara!’ Ysolda shuddered and hurried to the thick bracken where Nara had disappeared. ‘Not the little ones!’

Ysolda was squeamish about these things, though she tried not to be. Hari had warned her when she had decided she wanted to train a sea hawk that you could not train it out of its nature. This was another thing Hari had been right about, though in Ysolda’s mind her sister’s tabby cat, Sorrell, was far crueller than Nara ever was. At least the hawk did not play with her food before killing it.

Nara was hunched over her meal, broad wings hiding it from view.

‘Nara, come.’

The hawk turned her imperious head towards Ysolda. A strip of grey fur was hanging from her beak, and Ysolda’s empty tummy churned.

‘Nara, come. Home.’

Nara swallowed, and lowered her beak for more. Ysolda reached for her impatiently, and then froze. Sparrows did not have fur, grey or otherwise. She knew Nara had probably just caught a squirrel, but something did not feel right.

Her hawk was in a place clear of bracken and fern, lit with the last sunlight, a circle that echoed in miniature where Ysolda had sat waiting for the trees to speak to her. But it was mossy beneath the remains of Nara’s kill, and moss grew only in shadow.

Ysolda’s mind worked, but it was too slow. Even as she gasped her hawk’s name and went to pull her clear, something tightened around Nara’s feet. The bird felt the shift in the ground, her wide wings stretching to lift her away, but it was too late.

‘Nara!’

The snare tightened, and like a pebble loosed from a slingshot, Nara was yanked away. Ysolda ran after her, the thin soles of her rabbit-skin shoes yielding to the brambles as she fumbled through them, thorns tearing her clothes. The hawk’s cries were just in front of her, just out of sight, but Ysolda kept up, legs aching, heart hammering, eyes fixed ahead.

So focused was she on reaching her hawk that she did not notice the change in the light, the sudden thickening dark, the ground becoming boggy underfoot. If she had stopped to look down, there would have been a root or line of stones engraved with X, Ogham for danger. But it was not until the arm reached out and caught her about the waist that she realised she was in a trap, too.
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CHAPTER TWO


BOG
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Since childhood, Ysolda had been told what to do if she ever found herself stuck in a bog – not that a Glaw Wood dweller should ever be so foolish as to step in one. Still your body, spread your weight, swim. But now, as she found her ankles sinking, her feet stuck in cold, sucking mud, a stranger’s strong arm clamped around her, all the calming words vanished from her head. She screamed, and struggled, and would have lost her balance had the arm not been gripping her so tightly.

‘Stop!’ the voice commanded, hoarse and loud.

‘Let me go!’ Ysolda scratched at the arm and tried to bite it, but it was clad in coarsely woven wool that tasted worse than it smelled. She spat and retched. She could hear Nara screeching, hear the cracking air beneath her wings, but she couldn’t see the hawk, couldn’t see who held her.

‘You need to stop,’ said the voice – a boy’s, she thought. The arm was thin but vice-like, the hand bunched in her clothing grimy with muck.

‘Let go!’

‘If I let go, you’ll fall. If you fall, you’ll sink. You need to stop struggling.’

Despite her fear and fury, Ysolda knew the stranger was right. Already the mud was inching up her calves, and with every twist the ground strengthened its grip. She stilled, gasping as panic squeezed her heart tighter and tighter, a fist closing about a desperate bird.

‘Good. Now I’m going to let go, and pass you this stick.’

The stranger released her and Ysolda swayed, nearly falling, but she clenched her stomach and managed to stay upright. A long, plank-like branch entered her periphery, inched out over the boggy ground like a raft. It took all her will not to lunge for it; she had to move slowly. Nara was still screeching, still out of sight, and though Ysolda was almost certain this person did not want her dead, she could not be sure they didn’t mean her or her hawk harm.

Lowering herself carefully as the bog moved closer to her knees, she kneeled on the plank. She had to twist painfully, her ankles still held down as though tied, and as she lay on her belly along the length of the wood, she felt the muscles straining, every one of her bones clicking in protest.

‘Pull yourself forward.’

‘My ankles—’

‘The worst that happens is they break.’ The voice was completely unconcerned.

‘Oh, is that all?’ snapped Ysolda. She could see their hands holding the wood steady, the knuckles showing like acorns with the effort. They were large hands, dark skinned and long fingered – splayed against the wood, they reminded Ysolda of a spider.

‘This branch will sink soon.’ The stranger sounded bored now, the grip on the plank loosening, and Ysolda scowled, unable to keep the bite from her voice despite her fear.

‘Broken ankles it is, then.’

Taking a firm hold of the plank, mud scraping its way under her nails, she heaved herself along the rough wood. Her ankles wrenched, her shoes were torn from her feet, but though the bones popped and ached, they did not break. With a sudden squelching sigh, the bog released her, and Ysolda scrabbled her way along the plank, the stranger moving clear as she tumbled on to the firm, mossy ground.

Any stranger to Glaw Wood couldn’t have been blamed for not seeing the bog. It blended perfectly with the uneven ground. The green sludge lay innocent once more, aside from where she had churned it up. But there, as she’d guessed there would be, was a root jutting from the ground with its carved X. Even without this, she could have smelled it, should have seen the subtle blur where liquid met land.

The plank of wood was already being swallowed. Queasiness rocked Ysolda’s stomach as she watched the bubbles of air displaced by the sinking branch. Panting hard, she squinted up into a brown face, dark as she was pale, eyes deep, golden brown and large as Hari’s. A girl, with a strong, determined chin and a low brow, hair cropped short and so dirty it could have been any colour.

Her lip was pulled back in a smirk, showing surprisingly white teeth, and Ysolda rolled herself angrily on to her side and pushed herself upright. Her soles cringed on the cold moss and her ankles felt bruised, but she was careful to keep any sign of pain from her face. Her hawk’s cries were still loud as ever, but she couldn’t see her anywhere in the dense foliage that crowded to the edge of the deadly clearing.

‘Where’s Nara?’ she snarled. She was taller than the other girl, and now she stepped up close to her, hoping to seem looming and scary, though she felt like she might faint.

‘Who?’

‘My sea hawk.’

‘Is that what it is.’

‘She’s not it, she’s she.’

A flutter caught her eye, and with an icy jab of fury she saw Nara bundled in a fine string net hung from a nearby tree, her beautiful wings caught at odd angles as she fought to free herself.

Ysolda shouldered past, already reaching for her knife, but as she brushed against the stranger’s stinking cloak, a bright flash of metal caught her eye. A moment later the girl had a weapon in her hand, so bright and gleaming it could have been newly forged. Ysolda’s knife looked like a toy beside it.

‘Don’t touch my dinner.’

‘Dinner?’ The word came out like a yelp.

‘Don’t have good manners, do you? You’ve not even thanked me for helping you out of the bog.’

The smirk hadn’t left her face, and Ysolda resisted the urge to punch her, eyeing the weapon. It was a spear, no simple throwing stick, forged from moon-bright metal and engraved with ornate runnels that would channel blood away from the tip so as to keep the holder’s grip certain even in the heat and chaos of battle. It was a warrior’s spear, too fine and too large for this slight and filthy girl. She must have stolen it, just like she was trying to steal Nara.

‘It’s your fault I was in there. You took Nara, and now I’m getting her back.’ More bravely than she felt, Ysolda turned her back on the glinting blade and started towards her hawk, but a moment later her legs were swiped from under her by the spear’s haft.

She fell forward, hard, jarring her wrists as the girl tutted. ‘If you’re going to do something, just do it. Don’t tell people the plan if you don’t want it ruined.’

Humiliated as well as furious, Ysolda kicked out, sending the girl tumbling. She snatched at the girl’s wrist, managing to wrest the spear free and clumsily turned it on her attacker.

‘Like that?’

The girl gave a delighted shout of surprise, but it turned into a grunt as Ysolda elbowed her hard in the stomach, levered herself up and ran to Nara, taking great care not to nick her wings as she sliced through the net. The hawk tumbled free and gathered her great wings beneath her, flapping hard to catch herself before she hit the ground. She gave an indignant cry and settled high in the tree she had been hung from, the thin snare still dangling from her talons.

Now her hawk was free and at a safe height, Ysolda rounded on the girl, who was sitting up on her elbow massaging her stomach where she’d been winded. Ysolda was furious to see she had not managed to wipe the smirk from her face.

She was a strange sight, with her black hair worn in the short style of a boy, one longer part left to grow behind her right ear, braided and stoppered with a green glass bead. Her cloak seemed to be of loom-spun wool, dyed the deep red of winterberries. This again contrasted with her tunic, which was more patch than cloth, and reeking.

The impression was of someone who had grabbed every element of themselves from elsewhere, a rich man and a poor boy, a fastidious noblewoman and a beggar, and cobbled it together to create something new. No doubt this was exactly how she had come across all her garments: she was a thief through and through.

‘Now what?’ said the girl.

‘What do you mean “now what”?’ snapped Ysolda.

‘Normally the one with the spear makes the decisions.’ She pushed herself upright, slapping her filthy palms together. ‘If you give it back, I’ll be happy to take over.’

‘Stay there,’ Ysolda commanded, trying to keep the tremble from both her voice and her wrist – the spear was very heavy. ‘Don’t move.’

The girl manoeuvred herself languidly, crossing her legs and tilting her head. Her eyes were a confusing shade of goldish brown, like wild honey. ‘Or what?’

Ysolda’s grip on the spear slipped and it dropped to the mossy ground, the blade so sharp it sliced deep. The girl hooted with laughter as Ysolda tugged on it, but it was jammed. She hissed in frustration, took two stomping steps and jabbed her finger at the girl. ‘Just leave us alone!’

Whistling for Nara to follow, she turned her back on the still-laughing stranger and ran barefoot for home.

		
	

CHAPTER THREE


RIFT
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Place names were not much use in Glaw Wood. Every person, every family, every village had a different name for the same things, and the landmarks, so far as they went, were trees or else low stone bridges that were often little more than rocks sunk into the riverbed. Even Ogham was used for generalities: water, danger, crossing.

So if you wanted to find your way to the sea, you might be told to take the turn by the Elder Alder, or the twist by the First Trunk, both names for the same ancient tree that marked the easiest road. Looking for the path north, you could be offered a route across the Step Stones, or else the Bright Bont, and find they were the same bridge. But there was one place everyone knew by its one name.

The Rhyg might have been called a valley were it gentle, but ‘rift’ was really the only word for it. No river had carved its way through the black slate and shining quartz, and the mountains had not risen slowly through eras, rolling the forest on its back like a gentle wave. It had been created in a handful of violent moments when the landscape had torn suddenly, within living memory of Glaw Wood’s oldest inhabitants.

They would tell you it was like a mighty seam splitting, a rocky root cracking, that it shook the birds from the trees like rain and sent them screaming into the sky. That it was the most unnatural thing to ever happen here. Where once there was a village atop a hill, now the tumbled ruins of homes lay scattered along a jagged rip in the earth, and deeper still had fallen people and livestock that not even the longest ropes could reach.

The forest was quick to recover and reclaim the ragged teeth that lined the jaw of the Rhyg, furring it with ferns and fungus, but the people were more reluctant. It was a graveyard of sorts, and there were stories of hauntings, of the fallen dead rising on moonless nights and calling for their lost children, rattling ghostly pots and pans as they searched for their long-buried hearths.

Apart from that, the air in this place did not feel right. It was cooler for one thing, even on the rare summer days, and in winter the frost snapped over the rift like a trap. It made the slate slopes slippery as glass, and treacherous icicles grew in sharp needles from the trees.

But still, return people did. For all its calamity, the Rhyg had been the site of Glaw Wood’s largest settlement for good reason, and those reasons had only increased since the ground split itself in two. It was far enough from the wolf queen’s territories to the east and the rebel lord’s land to the north, and within smelling distance of the sea to the west – only a steep scramble down to the gently curving bay where traders would land bringing spices and stories.

At its tip was the intersection of two springs that fast resolved into rivers, one of them claiming the rift as its new path. The cold air was sweet and held enough rain to grow the place greener than any other, but cool enough to keep crops from rot. Its links to the fabled End-World Wood were deep and cherished, the Elder Alder being the last tree of that once-mighty forest to exist this far south. It was a good place to live, and the story of its terrifying creation kept enough people away to allow those who returned to keep large and sprawling compounds that blurred into one another’s bounds.

Like everything in Glaw Wood, Ysolda’s village had any number of names. Before the rift, it was mostly known as Bryn Uchel, the High Hill, but now the traders and hunters who passed through asked if they had reached the Sunken Settlement, or else the Broken Peak. But Ysolda simply called it home.

As she approached its sharp slant, Nara flying high above, she felt the familiar sense of calm it always placed over her, as though its shadows were a cosy blanket wrapping about her shoulders. The green smell of the thickening trees, the sound of the river, so far down it was out of sight, soothed her furious heart, and unclenched her jaw.

Who was that creature, with her snares and stolen spear, her filthy face and white teeth? Ysolda had never seen teeth so clean. Despite Hari’s best efforts with spearmint and salt paste, their own were strong but yellowed and jumbled as a miskept drystone wall. She ran her tongue across their uneven ridges, her jarring ankles and muddy trousers a reminder of the bog’s sucking hold. Nara’s shadow swooped overhead and Ysolda shuddered at the memory of her cries, her wings caught in the net. Dinner. How could someone say such a thing? She was a beast, and she was cruel, and she was a thief. With very nice teeth.

Ysolda’s bare feet gripped the cold stone – she would have to tell Hari about the girl, of course. Aside from her missing shoes and muddy clothes, she needed to explain why she was returning so late. She gripped the amulet in her pocket, and hoped her sister would not be too annoyed she’d borrowed it without asking. It was a cherished object, the source of many stories, but Hari always said it was as much Ysolda’s as hers. The goose pie would be cooking in the fire, her favourite fur blanket placed within warming distance of the flames. Hari would heat water for her using fire stones placed in the tin bath, and would brush Ysolda’s hair with her soft fingers and sing tales of the forest. However wrong the day had gone, Hari would make it right.

Wind gripped the trees overhead, shaking rain from their leaves to land cold and heavy as pebbles on Ysolda’s head. She drew her cloak closer around herself. The wind was always fierce, funnelled as it was down the rift’s seam, but the trees usually offered more protection, breaking the icy front into smaller snakes that weaved around the trunks.

This wind, though, was bitter, biting her ears. Above her, Nara shrieked her disapproval as the current was snatched from under her wings. She dived down and landed heavily on Ysolda’s waiting forearm, and Ysolda drew her cloak about the bird, who, for a sea hawk, was remarkably averse to cold weather and discomfort. With the hawk fussing and nuzzling against her, Ysolda bent her head against the wind and walked on.

The first houses of their settlement started to appear through the trees, constructed of moss and wood so you might have walked right past them if you did not know they were there. Gwyn and Gwen’s stood at the midpoint of the Rhyg, which meant Ysolda was halfway home. Sometimes the couple would wait for her and give her warmed milk from their sour ewes sweetened with purple-heather honey. They’d never had children, and as the youngest in the settlement, Ysolda was much doted on. But though she would have welcomed a cup of their kindness now, the door was fastened shut and the windows stoppered up with fleece forced between the wooden slats.

Ysolda frowned, the wind making her eyes water. She was not so late returning. Their shutters were usually wide open, the smell of stew filling the air. She pushed on, the wind growing stronger at her back, helping her up the hill and stuffing her ears with its needling whistles.

‘Stop that,’ she hissed at Nara, who was sharpening her beak against the shoulder bark, occasionally stabbing Ysolda’s skin with the tip. The sound of beak against stone set her teeth on edge.

She passed more houses, each standing quiet and shuttered. As she reached the last crossing before their house, a door swung open a crack, and Fyona’s thin face peered out at her. Her lips were moving, but the wind was too loud for Ysolda to hear. Fyona gestured her over.

‘Inside,’ she hissed, clasping Ysolda’s hand with icy fingers. ‘Quick.’

Before Ysolda could open her mouth, the woman had pulled her into the dark interior of her house. Living as they did with skies often clouded with rain, the inhabitants of Glaw Wood were masters of light. They built their houses with clever vents and slats to let the smoke out and the sparse sun in. Usually Fyona’s house was filled with greenish light, but all the slats were stuffed with fleece and moss, just like Gwyn and Gwen’s. Even the fire was out, an unheard of thing in any house in these parts, so when Fyona closed the door they were plunged into a black so complete they might have been underground. It was this that moved Ysolda to speech, though she didn’t get far. ‘What—’

‘Shhh!’ Fyona groped for her arm again and led her through the small room with a large table at its centre and an immense fireplace around which the family could sleep in winter. She pulled Ysolda to a gap behind the fireplace, Nara chittering angrily as Ysolda tripped on the hearth, and drew aside a thick woollen curtain that smelled like a pony blanket.
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