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      “There’s trouble in Prealíth?”

      “No, not trouble there. Rumors of trouble in Aarenis. You know—or maybe not—of the river trade to their ports and the sea
         trade around the Eastbight from Bannerlíth to the Immerhoft ports.” Garris paused; Kieri nodded. “Rumors from Immerdzan and
         suchlike of increased pirate activity and a pirate king building a castle right up the great river.”
      

      “That would be Alured the Black,” Kieri said. “I know him too well. Started as a pirate, turned to brigandry in southern Aarenis,
         with some story about being the lost heir to the old duchy of Immer, which had been vacant more than a century. He was our
         ally for a while against Siniava. In Tsaia, we heard of unrest in Aarenis the last couple of years.” He cleared his throat.
         “Someday I’m going to have to do something about him.”
      

      “You? You can’t seriously think of returning to Aarenis—” Garris’s voice rose.

      “Someone must,” Kieri said. “He could be worse than Siniava, and I’m the one who supported his claim to Immer—worst mistake
         I made. According to Paks, it’s one reason the Lady thought I might not be fit to rule.”
      

      “Kieri—excuse me, Sir King, but this is madness. This is your realm now. That’s in your past.”
      

      “I’m responsible,” Kieri said. “By Falk’s Oath, I cannot ignore my part in whatever he does.”
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	  Chaya, Midsummer Feast

      
      Falkieri Artfielan Phelan, King of Lyonya, waited with barely concealed impatience for his grandmother, the elven queen of
         the Ladysforest, to appear for the Midsummer ritual. Under his bare feet, the moss of the King’s Grove felt cool and welcoming;
         the fragrance of the summer night, flowers that bloomed at no other time, filled his nostrils. Yet he could not take full
         pleasure in the soft breeze, the cool moss, the sweet scents. Where was she?
      

      
      He had spent the entire short night on the central mound near the Oathstone, expecting the Lady to appear, but she had neither
         granted his request to come early nor sent a clear refusal. He had hoped to use this auspicious day to ask her once again
         for help with his continuing effort to reconcile the two peoples, elves and humans … but since his coronation she had
         come seldom, and never for long. The whole night she had been elsewhere, and not even his growing taig-sense could find the direction.
      

      
      He looked again at the stars overhead; the ritual must begin when the Summerstar touched the oldest blackoak’s crown—and as
         he watched, the star slid that last short distance.
      

      
      “Grandson,” the Lady said. “It is time.” She was there, where she had not been an instant before, and already she had begun
         the chant. No time now to remonstrate. He raised his arms high and sang as the sky brightened overhead. Across the Oathstone,
         she also sang, the two of them—so the tradition went—singing the sun over its midsummer peak. The Lady’s hands drew patterns in the air, coils of silvery light, a net to capture the first rays of the sun’s gold.
      

      
      Kieri suspected she would withdraw into her elvenhome kingdom as soon as it was done, but as her enchantment wrapped around
         him, his irritation subsided. Her song, her power, held him fast. His mind soared: he knew he was in the place he belonged,
         performing the rituals he needed to perform. The taig responded to both of them; he felt it in his whole body, a tingling
         awareness of life that both nourished him and needed him. This was how it should be. But the dawn song and the Lady left him
         at the same time; her enchantment no longer clouded his awareness, and his resentment returned.
      

      
      He knew she would not return until sundown, when they would spend another short night by the Oathstone. This time, he promised
         himself, she would listen to him. They were co-rulers; she should not ignore the king any more than he should ignore the Lady.
         She must at least explain why she had been so supportive that quarter-year ago and so ignored him now. Then he put that out
         of his head; he still had his own duties.
      

      
      That morning he walked the bounds of Chaya, retracing the route he’d taken on his coronation day. Once more his subjects lined
         the streets and the city wall; now he knew many faces and names, and when a child wriggled loose from Berian, baker, and ran
         to him, he scooped her up.
      

      
      “Jerli, where are you going?” Kieri glanced at the child’s mother, who stood red-faced a few paces away.

      
      “Give you Midsummer luck,” the child said, pushing a flower behind his ear. Then she planted a wet kiss on his cheek and wriggled
         to get down. Kieri set her gently on her feet, and Berian snatched her up, face hardening.
      

      
      “Don’t scold her,” Kieri said. “Kind hearts are Arianya’s children.” His own heart ached, thinking of his lost daughter at
         that age, who had run to him just as eagerly.
      

      
      “If the king doesn’t mind—”

      
      “A child’s good wishes? Never.” He went on then, pausing at the four cardinal directions to pour a libation and break a loaf.
         At noon, he went to the royal ossuary to “bring the sun” to the dead with garlands of flowers. The Seneschal had a basket
         of fresh leaves ready; Kieri laid the leaves on eyeholes, mouths, earholes, and hung the garlands at either end of the ossuary. He felt a welcome from the bones; he sat on the stool the Seneschal placed for him between
         the platforms, and the Seneschal set the Suncandle before him, its fragrant smoke wreathing about him, then bowed and left
         Kieri alone. By custom, he would tell the bones how the year went, reassure them or trouble them as it might.
      

      
      He had visited the ossuary several times since his coronation, reading over the stories incised on the bones, aware of something
         he could not define—clouds of feeling from this one and that, not all of them. But always the Seneschal had attended him.
         This was his first visit truly alone and the first when he had a report to make.
      

      
      He let his mind quiet, trying to drive away that persistent resentment of the Lady’s neglect, and then began, talking to the
         bones as if they were living men and women, his ancestors, standing around him. He told of the coronation, of the many conferences
         with his Council, his assessment of the Siers he had met, his concern about the lack of trade, the slow withering of the land’s
         economy, his concern about the danger from Pargun and what seemed to him an unreasonable aversion to preparations for defense.
      

      
      “And the elves and humans are still estranged,” he said, into the silent near-darkness. A chill ran down his back, as if behind
         him someone had stepped out with drawn sword. He felt a tension in the silence: true listening, it seemed. It could not be,
         he told himself … and yet the hairs stood up on his arms. He did not glance around; he would not give in to the fear.
         “The Lady of the Ladysforest—”
      

      
      The Suncandle flared, the flame rising to the level of his knees as he sat on the stool. Kieri felt sweat break out on his
         forehead. Were elves listening? So much the better, then; perhaps they would carry his message to her. He laid it all out
         in plain words, in a voice flat with suppressed anger. She was his grandmother and his co-ruler: she owed him the courtesy
         of her presence and the kingdom the courtesy of her attention and her assistance. She had changed since the coronation, and
         he did not know why. He was angry, he admitted to the bones, that she had neglected what he saw as her plain duty … and
         yet he was not free to act as he would if he were sole ruler. Even that day, that sacred morn of Midsummer, she had ignored
         his request and come to the Grove only at the final moment.
      

      
      As if physical hands touched his face, he felt something—a warmth on his right cheek, a coolness on his left. Something of his father—the merest hint of a man’s firm, warm hand on his sword-side,
         the merest hint of a woman’s softer, cooler hand on his heart-side. His heart stuttered a moment, then beat on. He could not
         speak aloud; he asked the question in his mind. Are you … father? Sister?

      
      Yes.

      
      What … do you want? From his father’s hand—he could not think it otherwise—came a sense of love, support, peace. He could almost smell that dimly
         remembered smell, from times his father had picked him up and held him close. From his sister’s hand, something different:
         affection, wistfulness, and—stronger as he listened—anger. Then, sudden and strong: betrayal and warning.
      

      
      Kieri scarcely breathed. Betrayal? Danger? Who?

      
      They lie. She— But that was interrupted; his right cheek seemed to feel more pressure.
      

      
      Not now. No shadows this day.
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      The sensation faded, his father’s faster than his sister’s, leaving the certainty that he had more to learn from them. The
         final word from his father felt like duty … from his sister, like judgment.

		 “Sir King.”


      
      Kieri opened eyes he had not realized he’d closed; the Seneschal knelt before him, picking up the Suncandle’s holder, in which
         only a puddle of wax remained.
      

      
      “The candle has ended, Sir King.”

      
      “Thank you,” Kieri said. He had no idea how long it had burned. “I … I will need to talk with you after the rest of this.”
         A wave of the hand encompassed all the Midsummer rituals.
      

      
      “I wondered,” the Seneschal said. “From my post I saw the Suncandle burn higher than I have ever seen it before. When it
         flares, sometimes there is a message.”
      

      
      “There was … something,” Kieri said. “Something I do not understand, but must.” He shook his head to clear it. “Seneschal,
         do the bones ever speak to you?”
      

      
      “Speak to me? You mean, do I hear voices?”

      
      
      “I suppose … or something, some knowledge you feel the bones are giving you?”

      
      “That, yes, Sir King. Just as you said you did, on your first visit. Is that not still happening?”

      
      “Yes. But I do not know … how much is real. How much is my wish, or my … I was never given to fancies, that I know
         of.”
      

      
      “Nor would I think you so, Sir King. You have every aspect of a practical man, a man of experience and action. If your ancestors’
         bones are telling you something, then to my mind you should listen. I am at your service whenever you wish, but is it so urgent
         that you must ignore this feast?”
      

      
      “No … I think not.” Kieri sat down on the bench outside the ossuary to put on his boots. “I must come back again, find
         the time to sit awhile with them, and then—then I will need to ask you how to interpret what I think I hear.”
      

      
      He found the court waiting for him outside, musicians and all. He led them to feast in the shade of the trees at the edge
         of the Royal Ride. They ate sitting on the grass, even the stuffiest of the Siers, and watched as a parade of livestock decked
         with flowers and ribbons, mellow bells around their necks clonking gently, ambled past on the main street. Music eddied in
         and out of hearing as the breeze shifted: ballads, jigs, round dances.
      

      
      “We never did any of this in the north,” he said to Arian, one of his half-elven Squires. In the quarter-year since his coronation,
         he’d found himself attracted to her despite the disparity in their ages and his determination not to involve himself with
         much younger women. “I wish I’d thought of it.” It did no harm to talk to her, he told himself.
      

      
      “Were you even there, in Midsummer?” she asked.

      
      “Not often. I spent the summers in Aarenis.” Hot summers those had been, sweat gluing his shirt to his body, sun beating down
         on his helm. “When we were in a safe camp, I poured a libation on Midsummer Morn, and some of the troops would sing songs
         through the night.” Kieri lay back on the soft grass, eyes half-closed against the gleams of sun coming through the tree’s
         canopy overhead, and pushed those memories away; the present peace and ease were too precious to waste. After a time, the
         Squires talked softly among themselves. He scarcely listened, letting his mind wander to the coronation taking place in neighboring Tsaia, to his former captains Dorrin and Arcolin. He wished them well, a Midsummer prayer of abundance
         and health.
      

      
      “But Paks said there were magelords in enchanted sleep out there,” Harin said. Mention of Paks caught Kieri’s attention. “If
         they are magelords, are any of them Verrakaien?”
      

      
      Kieri opened his eyes. “What magelords? Where?”

      
      “In Kolobia,” Harin said. “When Paks was there with the Girdish, she said there were noble warriors in the stronghold the
         Girdish call Luap’s. Didn’t she tell you?”
      

      
      She had, he remembered. Kieri nodded to show he understood.

      
      “If some were Verrakaien, would they be under attainder if they were to wake?” Arian asked. She sounded fully awake herself.
         Kieri turned his head and glanced at her. She was plaiting the stems of pink and yellow flowers into a crown.
      

      
      “Who could wake them?” Maelith asked. She fitted a wristlet of blue flowers over her hand and began work on another.

      
      “Who would want to?” Harin asked. “Magelords were always trouble. Let them sleep, I say, until the end of time.” Then he flushed
         as Kieri looked at him. The king, after all, had magelord blood. “The Tsaian ones, I meant.”
      

      
      “The Girdish are trying to find out,” Kieri said without raising his head. “The Marshal-General visited me last winter—back
         in Tsaia—and I heard a little about it then.”
      

      
      “Surely whoever put them to sleep could wake them,” Arian said. “And that I would like to know: how did they come to be sleeping
         there, and who else might be sleeping somewhere else?”
      

      
      A disquieting thought. Kieri considered what little he knew of Kolobia, what Paks had told him. The magelords had taken refuge
         in that land, been attacked by something—perhaps the iynisin who attacked Paks—and then cast into an enchanted sleep. Why?
         For what purpose? And if what cast that sleep ended it, what would come out from that distant fortress? Allies or enemies?
      

      
      “Maybe dragons out of the old tales are asleep somewhere, too,” Maelith said.

      
      “Dragons! They’re all gone; Camwyn Dragonmaster sent them away.”

      
      “We thought magelords were all gone,” Arian pointed out. “Maybe dragons are just sleeping.”

      
      
      “They were said to be shape-shifters as well,” Sarol said, putting a pink and white wreath on his head. “We might have one
         in Chaya today: would we know?”
      

      
      “The Lady would, surely,” Arian said.

      
      Kieri glanced around at his Squires, now all decked with flower wristlets, garlands, crowns of flowers. They looked harmless
         as any of the farm lads and lasses strolling down the lane but for the swords and bows laid close at their sides.
      

      
      Some of them, he thought, must be barely out of Falk’s Hall—certainly not more than a year or so. He felt his years of war
         and intrigue as a chasm separating them from him. Even Garris, leaning against a tree a few lengths away, a stone jar of summerwine
         in his hand, seemed young in comparison. His gaze met Arian’s.
      

      
      “I could make you one,” Arian said, holding up a handful of flowers and grinning down at him as if she’d read his thoughts.

      
      “Oh, just give him yours, Arian,” Panin said, in a teasing tone. “Berne will plait you one to make it up.”

      
      Arian shook her head and gave Kieri a look he couldn’t interpret. “No,” she said, “I’ll make my own.” Before Kieri could move,
         she’d dropped her flower crown on his chest and turned away to pick more flowers.
      

      
      It was not the first time he’d felt silent communications between Squires wafting past him, but he was not going to respond
         to it, whatever it was. If there were covert courtships or rivalries going on, better not to know. He’d learned that in the
         first few years he’d commanded his own company.
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      That Midsummer night, he and the Lady sang together again, Kieri trying to blend his taig-sense with hers. Once more she had
         arrived just in time, but he knew she would stay for the feast. The light of her own kingdom, the elvenhome kingdom, rose
         around them; the trees of the grove glowed silver-green. Other elves appeared from the trees below, circling the mound. Kieri
         had met many of them by now and knew their names, their families, some of their history.
      

      
      After the ceremony the Lady sat enthroned on the mound, surrounded by her subjects. Kieri tried to approach, only to be stopped again and again by elves who wanted to speak with him—a courtesy he could not ignore. The Lady smiled at him from that distance
         but did not beckon him to her. He felt like a child—loved, perhaps, but not wanted in what was an adult conversation. For
         all that she was his grandmother, she seemed less cordial than the elves who spoke to him.
      

      
      One who sought him out and begged him to sit with her for a time was—she had confided before—one of the youngest and formerly
         a friend of his own elven mother. Her crown of violets and tiny white mist-stars released a haunting fragrance. Though she
         looked younger than his Squires, he knew she must be older; his mother had died nearly five decades before.
      

      
      “Guess my age,” she said, teasing.

      
      Kieri had been wondering but without permission could not have asked. Asking an elf’s age was, for reasons he didn’t understand,
         as rude as a slap in the face. Younger than the others … age of his mother … he tried to calculate what that might
         have been.
      

      
      “Eighty?” he ventured.

      
      “No, no,” she said. “Your mother was older than that when she bore you. I am just over two hundred.” She smiled at his confusion,
         and he felt like a toddler beside her, his fifty years banished by her smile. “But you are as handsome as your father, and
         you also are a king. And I am accounted a mere child by most elves.” She twinkled at him. “Some of us younglings might even
         be interested in you, should you wish to have an elven queen, as your father did.” The look she gave him from wide eyes the
         color of the violets in her hair made it clear she was one of those.
      

      
      The thought of having a wife more than two centuries old chilled his loins, beautiful as she was, for he knew she saw him
         as the flower of a season, soon to wither and blow away and be replaced by another. He glanced toward the Lady and saw that
         she was watching him and the young elf with both speculation and approval. That was worse—his ancient and ageless grandmother
         watching him with a woman as old as his mother would have been. He murmured what pleasantries came to mind and did not touch
         the hand that hovered for a moment over his. The elf-maid chatted on a moment more, then shrugged slightly and withdrew. Kieri
         glanced again at the Lady; now her expression was remote, and she seemed to be looking past him.
      

      
      
      Before he could reach the Lady without discourtesy to those who delayed him, she had once more withdrawn herself and the elvenhome
         kingdom, leaving him alone with the new dawn. His anger flared; he felt alongside it, like a thread laid alongside a rope,
         what had the flavor of his sister’s anger and her warning. What had she known, that he needed to know?
      

      
      Could she have meant the elves, all the elves? Or only the Lady?
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      Back in the palace, Kieri considered going directly to the ossuary, but he knew the armsmasters would expect him in the salle.
         For that matter, he welcomed the chance for open combat. Sure enough, both armsmasters were waiting for him with what looked
         like indecent glee.
      

      
      “I hope you’re not too sleepy, Sir King,” Carlion said, tapping the blade of his wooden waster on his heart-hand.

      
      “You do not intend to go easy on me, I take it.”

      
      “It would be a disservice,” Siger said. He blew on his fingers. “Danger comes on its own terms. As the king knows.”

      
      “You are terrible men,” Kieri said, grinning at them. He felt more awake already. “I shall have to do something about you.”
         He turned to the chest of bandas, lifted the lid, then glanced back. Siger was where he had been, but Carlion—Kieri snatched
         a banda from the chest, whirled just in time, and parried Carlion’s blade with the banda.
      

      
      “I told you that wouldn’t work,” Siger said. He had his thumbs stuck in his belt now. “Always more awake than you think, the
         Fox is.”
      

      
      Carlion shrugged as he backed away. “I’ve caught a lot of ’em with that. Worth trying.”

      
      “You have no respect for your king,” Kieri said.

      
      “Not so, Sir King. I have enough respect for my king to test him. With due respect for your predecessor, I dared not test
         him, even as a young man. He was willing, but never strong or fast.” Carlion stood beside Siger now, and tucked his waster
         under one arm so he could put his thumbs, too, through his belt. “I’ll bide here until you’re ready.”
      

      
      Kieri put on the banda, fetched a waster from another chest, and came back to face them.

      
      
      “Pardon, Sir King, but that’s not the length and weight you usually use,” Carlion said.

      
      “As you said, danger comes on its own terms. I might not have my own weapons—I might have only a branch or … or a jug
         of water or a loaf of bread.”
      

      
      Carlion raised his brows. “Well, then, another time I’ll be sure to have them on hand so you can gain mastery with such weapons.
         Ready?”
      

      
      Kieri nodded, and the day’s practice began. A full glass later, sweaty and breathless, he felt much better despite a few fresh
         bruises. Physically, at least. Swordplay could not erase his worry about the estrangement between the peoples of his realm.
         Increasingly he sympathized with the humans. Just like his grandmother, the other elves avoided any disturbing or difficult
         issue by retreating to the elvenhome kingdom, where even he—king of the realm—could not go without invitation, an invitation
         that never came. Yet whatever course of action he proposed, Amrothlin or Orlith would insist it must await the Lady’s approval.
      

      
      Garris wandered in, eyes bleary. “When will I ever learn that summerwine knocks me flat?” he said. Kieri chuckled; Garris
         shook his head. “I suppose it’s your elven side that makes you impervious,” Garris said. “Here’s the new courier schedule.”
      

      
      Kieri looked at it. “You shaved another day off the time to Harway,” he said. “How?”

      
      “Another relay station. Thanks to your decision to increase the number of King’s Squires and those extra horses. Though you
         are going to need more forage, come fall or if we have any problems to the north.” Garris yawned. “Falk’s Oath, I’m sleepy.
         Anyway, I’ve also set up a schedule that gives every Sier no more than a two-day courier run to Chaya. I want to know if you
         expect them to provision relay stations on their domains or if you want the Crown to do it.”
      

      
      “They should,” Kieri said. “Otherwise we waste time and effort collecting our Crown due, bringing it here, and then sending
         it back out.”
      

      
      “And if the best place for a relay station is on the boundary of territories?” Garris pointed to the map.

      
      “Both domains can share expenses. In fact, wherever it’s possible, why not put it on the boundary?”

      
      
      “Good.” Garris made a note. Kieri felt a wave of affection for the man who had been an old friend and had become a valued
         assistant, excellent at his new assignment. “Now,” Garris said, “while I’ve got you alone—have you met anyone yet? No, that’s
         a stupid question; I know you’ve been introduced to one Sier’s daughter after another, but—”
      

      
      Marriage. Kieri scowled at Garris. Did even Garris have to bring that up? He would marry—he had said he would marry—but he
         would do it in his own time. With someone the right age, the right temperament, who was not ambitious or coerced. His mind
         drifted to the King’s Squires on the schedule Garris had brought. To one particular Squire. No, he must not. They were young,
         and he was a king, and he must be careful not to exert any pressure. “I’ll let you know first, shall I?” he said to Garris
         with some asperity. “You and Hanlin of Pargun are two of a kind.”
      

      
      “Not so,” Garris said, hand to his heart.

      
      “Nearly. She’s written me several friendly notes, always mentioning Pargunese princesses.” He had answered politely but without
         much warmth. “She says they’re beautiful. I expect they’re as sly as Hanlin and as difficult as their father. The Lady wants
         peace, but I doubt she’d be happy to get it by way of such a marriage.”
      

      
      “I’m not urging that,” Garris said. He scowled.

      
      “And there are more important matters than my finding a wife,” Kieri said, tapping his pen on the schedule. He mentioned one
         he could share with Garris. “Gods grant Mikeli made it safely through his coronation.”
      

      
      “You think he might not?”

      
      “Verrakaien,” Kieri said. “They didn’t want me king in Lyonya; they won’t want Mikeli king in Tsaia.”

      
      “But they’re under attainder—”

      
      “And Dorrin warned us they can take other bodies. The prince—the king now—survived one attempt on his life. I worry about
         another.” He blew out a long breath. “I should trust the gods, I know that. Falk’s Oath, I’ve been faithless so long, it’s
         hard to practice that discipline.”
      

      
      “About the only one you don’t practice,” Garris said. He poured water from the flagon for Kieri and a goblet for himself.
         “I understand—we need a strong ally to the west. Prealíth—”
      

      
      
      “There’s trouble in Prealíth?”

      
      “No, not trouble there. Rumors of trouble in Aarenis. You know—or maybe not—of the river trade to their ports and the sea
         trade around the Eastbight from Bannerlíth to the Immerhoft ports.” Garris paused; Kieri nodded. “Rumors from Immerdzan and
         suchlike of increased pirate activity and a pirate king building a castle right up the great river.”
      

      
      “That would be Alured the Black,” Kieri said. “I know him too well. Started as a pirate, turned to brigandry in southern Aarenis,
         with some story about being the lost heir to the old duchy of Immer, which had been vacant more than a century. He was our
         ally for a while against Siniava. In Tsaia, we heard of unrest in Aarenis the last couple of years.” He cleared his throat.
         “Someday I’m going to have to do something about him.”
      

      
      “You? You can’t seriously think of returning to Aarenis—” Garris’s voice rose.

      
      “Someone must,” Kieri said. “He could be worse than Siniava, and I’m the one who supported his claim to Immer—worst mistake
         I made. According to Paks, it’s one reason the Lady thought I might not be fit to rule.”
      

      
      “Kieri—excuse me, Sir King, but this is madness. This is your realm now. That’s in your past.”
      

      
      “I’m responsible,” Kieri said. “By Falk’s Oath, I cannot ignore my part in whatever he does.”

      
      “But your duty’s here—”

      
      “Yes, until I’ve sired my replacement,” Kieri said. “I’m not planning to storm off tomorrow, after all. But in time—” Now
         that he had time, having learned of his half-elven heritage … barring accidents or illness, he could expect at least another
         seventy years of vigorous life and a slow aging after that. By their standards, he was now in the prime of life.
      

      
      “Well, then,” Garris said. “You’d best get to courting, don’t you think?” He picked up the maps and schedules and left the
         room, his shoulders stiff with disapproval. Kieri stared after him. He had not expected that reaction … yet when he thought
         about it … about leaving his father’s and sister’s bones to go to Aarenis … the weight of his inheritance dragged
         at his earlier determination.
      

      
   

      
      CHAPTER TWO
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Orlith was his next visitor. Surely, Kieri thought, he would not bring up marriage.

“The Lady was pleased with the taig’s response to you during the Midsummer ceremonies,” Orlith
         said. “She suggested that I advance your training.”
      

      “I see,” Kieri said. “And in what way?”

      “She saw you talking to one of the younger elf-maids,” Orlith said. “But it appeared you did not understand the maid.”

      “I think I did,” Kieri said.

      Orlith smiled, a particularly superior smile. “She liked you,” he said. “She made you an offer of marriage. The Lady had permitted
         it; the taig approved. You did not understand—”
      

      Kieri put up his hand. “Yes. I understood she found me attractive and might consent to marry.”

      “And you did not—”

      “She is my mother’s age—the age my mother would have been,” Kieri said, trying to keep his voice level. “I cannot marry 
         … someone like that.”
      

      “She is very young for an elf—”

      “I understand. She told me.”

      “Which was a great honor and a compliment to you.” Orlith folded his lips in and crossed his arms. “I tell you, you did not
         understand. It would fix the taig-sense in your line for generations.”
      

“Is that why the Lady did not let me approach her?”

      “The elf-maid?” Orlith’s brows arched high.

      “No,” Kieri said, trying to control his voice. “Herself. Was the Lady keeping me away to force me to talk to the elf-maid?”
         If Orlith wasn’t using her name, neither would he.
      

      Orlith’s mouth tightened. “I doubt the Lady ‘kept you away’ but merely had no need to speak to you at that time.”

      “I had a need to speak to her, as I have had these past tens of days, as you know. I have invited her repeatedly; I asked
         her to come early the first night of Midsummer—”
      

      “She had, doubtless, more urgent matters than yours.”

      Kieri felt anger rise and pushed against it. “She is my co-ruler; she has responsibilities to the realm.”

      “Indeed.” A touch of scorn and disbelief was in that. “And do you not think the Lady had the realm’s welfare close to her
         heart when she considered your need for an heir to succeed you and thus a consort who was not—as you remarked at your coronation
         celebrations—a mere child and yet young enough to bear children? Is there need greater than that?”
      

      “There might be,” Kieri began, but Orlith interrupted.

      “You will allow me, Sir King, to finish what I have come to say. The Lady approves this match. The elf-maid is very young,
         for our people, and apt for bearing children. She will commit her life to yours—”
      

      “That is not the point,” Kieri said. “I cannot marry someone the age of my mother. Or someone who will outlive me so long.”

      “Your father did.”

      “My father had need to do so,” Kieri said. “And did he even know how old my mother was? He did his duty—” He realized too
         late that phrasing could seem an insult to both his mother and elvenkind in general. Orlith looked angry now. “And his mother was not an elf. It may be different with you Elders, but for us, to marry someone the age of our mothers is—”
      

      “Even if the maid truly loves you?”

      Kieri sensed withdrawal as well as anger and chose his words carefully. “I do not think she loves, or even thinks she loves,
         the man I am. I think she loves the idea of repeating—perhaps completing—the pattern of elf-maid marrying a human king. It
         is something she would do for the memory of her friend, my mother, and for closing a circle … but not the real desire of her heart.”
      

      Orlith’s arms relaxed. “So you are not rejecting her for any flaw?”

      “Flaw! No, in my eyes she is flawless. I meant her no discourtesy. You are right: I did not recognize what she said and did
         as an offer of marriage, but as permission to court her, if I wished to do so. I do not wish—not because of any flaws in her but because—”
         He could not tell this ancient person the exact truth; what he had said already must serve. “I will know, when I find the
         right woman, who it is. I felt nothing from within or from the taig.”
      

      “The taig seems not upset, true,” Orlith said. He spoke more slowly than usual. “The Lady assured me it had agreed to your
         union with the maid if it so happened, but I sense no real regret from the taig that it did not.” He paused, then shook his
         head. “Well. If that is so, and you have said it is, then so be it. But I warn you, the Lady is not pleased, and you may find
         her less understanding than I am. She is not wont to let human custom stand in the way of her plans.”
      

      Kieri opened his mouth to ask if she thought the king’s will had any part in her plans but felt something sharp as a pinch
         in his mind that warned him not to open that topic yet. “Would she ask an oak to grow like an ash?” Kieri asked instead, hoping
         that metaphor would make sense to Orlith—and, through him, to the Lady. “It is the nature of humans to follow human custom
         as it is the nature of elves to follow elven.”
      

      “You are half-elven,” Orlith said. “You should be able to follow either.”
      

      “I am but one person,” Kieri said, “and for fifty years knew nothing of my elven heritage. Do not bend hardened wood until
         it breaks.” He took a breath and dared more. “I am, after all, the king the Lady chose to rule with. She and I together, I
         thought: making decisions, taking actions. You know I have asked her, more than once, to talk with me, help me bring our people
         closer. Yet she does not come, and I do not believe she spent a full quarter of the year searching out a mate for me.”
      

      “You criticize the Lady?” Orlith looked furious again.

      “I ask why,” Kieri said. “Does she want me to fail? This realm to fail?”

“Of course not!”

      “Then she should do her duty.”

      “You have no right to speak of her duty!”

      “I am the king,” Kieri said. “That gives me the right. This realm is my responsibility, and I am not going to let it fail
         because the Lady will not stir herself to tend it. She can spare the time for this, out of her immortality, or she can give
         up her claim to sovereignty.”
      

      “You dare! This land was ours; we share it with lateborn out of generosity.”

      “I dare because I must,” Kieri said. “This land survived so long because—so the tales say, at least—elves and humans worked
         together. Now, as you well know, they do not—and she is not helping. Was she like this when my mother was queen? Did she help
         my sister when she came so young to the throne? Or did she withdraw to her elvenhome whenever my sister asked for her help?”
         That, after all, might explain his sister’s sense of betrayal, if after losing mother and brother, her grandmother refused
         to have anything to do with her.
      

      Orlith’s expression was suddenly guarded. “Your sister did not ask.”

      “Why not, do you think?”

      Orlith shrugged. “How would I know? She never spoke to me.”

      “Perhaps the Lady never offered,” Kieri said. “I wonder if she even cares that my sister and I were her grandchildren.”

      “The Lady saved you,” Orlith pointed out. “If she did not care, do you think she would have come?”

      It made no sense. “I’m grateful for that,” Kieri said. “But I don’t understand why she is so … so changeable.”

      “She is the Lady,” Orlith said, as if that explained and excused everything.

      “And I am the king,” Kieri said, “but that does not mean I can do whatever I please from moment to moment.”

      Orlith glared but said, “Then perhaps the king’s majesty will condescend to have the lesson which I came to give. We shall
         go to the garden.”
      

      Kieri sighed inwardly, but he might as well comply. Though he felt—he was sure—that he was gaining taig-sense even when not
         around elves, he knew he needed more instruction.
      

      In the garden, surrounded by the roses in full bloom and the other flowers, birds, insects, he tried to do as Orlith wanted, and use only his taig-sense to identify the components of the garden,
         but he could not keep his nose from telling him where the roses were, his ears from noticing the wasp that zipped past his
         ear.
      

      Yet Orlith was pleased when he was able to sense beyond the rose-garden wall that in the kitchen garden a row of carrots had
         been pulled … there was a gap where five days before there had been a row of living plants.
      

      “You have indeed made progress, Sir King. Now try to reach the King’s Grove trees … do you feel them?”

      “Yes,” Kieri said without hesitation. “All I have to do now is reach out.”

      “Good. Then let us see if you can distinguish them.” He handed over a polished stick. “Only one of the King’s Grove trees
         is kin to this … can you tell which one?”
      

      Kieri held the stick, admiring the gold and dark grain. “What is it?”

      “Later. For now I want you to feel your way to the parent tree.”

	  Kieri had no idea how to match the wood in his hands to his
         taig-sense connection to the trees … but the taig itself, he thought, might help. He imagined the stick as a tiny child
         looking for its parent … and as if that were true, one of the trees reached out. His hand tingled, and then he knew.
      

      “Sunrising side of the circle,” Kieri said.

      “Could you put your hand on it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Excellent! Try this one.”

      Dark wood, the grain barely visible. Kieri was sure it was blackwood, but he said nothing and let the taig lead him. This
         time it was faster; he opened his eyes and said, “Summerwards, two trees into the grove from the circle.”
      

      Orlith blinked. “Amazing. That is, indeed, the location of the tree. We will try one more—it is the traditional test—but I
         expect you will have no problems with it.” He handed over a stick of wood with red and black grain that glittered a little
         in the sunlight.
      

      “Fireoak,” Kieri said. He had no need to ask the taig; it wrapped itself around and through him, and he and the tree both
         regarded the wood that had once been part of a particular limb on its sunsetting side with pleasure. He told Orlith; the elf
         nodded, smiling now.

“Well done indeed, Sir King!” Orlith stood and bowed. “It is enough for one day.” Then he was gone in an instant, and Kieri
         realized that he had never answered why the Lady had not come, nor if she would.
      

      Another chance gone. He wondered when Orlith would come back or if he even would.

      Even as he stood up, one of his Squires appeared in the garden door.

      “Pardon, Sir King—”

      “Yes?”

      “Master-trader Geraint Chalvers to see you—you had asked him for a quarterly report.”

      “Yes, of course.” Master-trader Chalvers, the first merchant appointed to his Council, bowed low as Kieri came into the room.
         He had a cluster of wood and leather tubes under his arm.
      

      “Sir King, I have the reports you asked for.”

      “Thank you, Master-trader Chalvers. Perhaps you would like some sib. I was just about to have another cup.”

      “Er … thank you, Sir King.” Chalvers bowed again.

      “We should go to a larger room,” Kieri said, looking at the size of the rolls Chalvers had brought. “Are those maps?”

      “Yes, sire. These were made for trade.”

      “Then we need the big table.” Kieri led Chalvers to the smaller dining room.

      Chalvers spread the maps out on the table. “You asked what impeded trade here. I know you’ve lived most of your life in Tsaia
         and the south—you’re used to a trade network that runs at least from Fin Panir to the Immerhoft Sea. Here our largest problem
         is that we’re at the far end of anything … we don’t have an easy pass across the Dwarfmounts, we don’t have a really good
         river port, and for overland transport our roads are inferior to many in Tsaia and the Guild League roads of the south.”
      

      “Have you yourself traveled to Aarenis?”

      “Oh, yes, Sir King. When I was young, my father bade me follow the trail of Lyonyan goods all the way to the last buyer. I
         went as far east as the Immervale and as far south as Cha and Sibili, where I found them making tiles more cheaply than we
         could. I even came back with the secret of a blue glaze we did not have then. I was gone almost three years.”
      

      “Well, then, let’s see what you’re showing me.” Kieri bent over the first map.

      “Lyonya has many trails but only two real roads—” Chalvers pointed. “—along the foothills, where every spring the snowmelt
         and rain flood across the road and no one much cares to fix it. Wagons make it only as far as Halveric Steading, and some
         years not that far. There was a road, or so the tales run, all the way across Prealíth once, right through the Ladysforest,
         or what the Ladysforest is now.”
      

      Kieri nodded, thinking of his own journey the other way, from Bannerlíth to Halveric Steading: forest tracks and trails, dry
         leaves underfoot and more falling from the trees as day by day it had grown colder. Had he gone through the Ladysforest? He
         must have, and yet he had never seen an elf. A dim memory came of someone tall and shadowy, asking him questions and then
         walking into a silvery mist.
      

      Chalvers was waiting for his attention, he noticed, and nodded again. “Go ahead.”

      “The other road is here, Sir King, along the Honnorgat. At thaw every spring, the river floods some stretches and makes it
         impassable for tendays at a time. That connects with an even less passable track in Prealíth but intersects one that cuts
         across here—” He pointed. “—from the river to Bannerlíth. Most of our traffic goes up to the river road, then into Tsaia at
         Harway. From Harway to Vérella, the Tsaian road is two wagons wide and passable in most weather. We do have wagon access here
         and here.” He pointed to the southwest corner and partway up—opposite Verrakai land, Kieri thought. “But that middle way was
         never satisfactory with both Verrakai and Konhalt jealous of traffic. Mud holes and brigandage. We traders think the Verrakai
         supported both.”
      

      “So we don’t get as much trade coming in or out, and it’s hard for people to get their wares to a Tsaian or Finthan or southern
         market.” Kieri looked the map over again; this one did not have all the steadings marked on it, only the few towns and the
         trade routes.
      

      “Yes, my lord. T’elves don’t mind; they don’t depend on trade, anyway, not our kind at least. And there are Siers, you know,
         who are happy to live out in the woods on what they can gather and grow. And I say nothing against that—each to his own. Only if we need an army, my lord, we need a way to feed and clothe it. I
         know you know that; I’m not meaning any disrespect.”
      

      “No offense taken,” Kieri said. “You’re quite right. Armies must be fed, clothed, and paid—they don’t come cheap. Some changes
         we must make, and I agree that better roads is a good place to start. Where would you put the roads?”
      

      “We can’t do a thing about the southern trade road once it’s in the Ladysforest,” Chalvers said. “We’ll likely never have
         a trade route by land to Bannerlíth. But up to the last steading before the Ladysforest, it could be improved—bridges over
         the runoff streams instead of fords, for instance. And the river road or that middle road, supposing the new Verrakai duke
         allows, could be laid out like the Guild League roads, all-weather roads for heavy traffic.”
      

      “Those cost a great deal,” Kieri said, thinking of what he’d been told in Aarenis. “Where would the stone come from? And the
         labor?”
      

      “That’s this map, my lord,” Chalvers said, unrolling another and spreading it on top of the first. Kieri stared. Chalvers
         had marked the resources needed for road building: where they were, what ways led to them, and his estimate of costs. “The
         roads alone will pay for themselves in five years—increased trade. It’s true we don’t have the population of Tsaia or Fintha,
         but perhaps we could hire rockfolk—dwarves or gnomes—to cut and move the stone.” Kieri had doubts about that; he suspected
         the elves would not favor such a plan.
      

      “But the real improvement—and we need the roads to make it work—is this,” Chalvers went on. He put his finger back on the
         first map, on the Honnorgat northeast of Chaya. “The river towns have landing places and some crude wharves, but they’re not
         adequate as trading ports. That’s what we need. Water travel—down the Honnorgat to the eastern sea, to Bannerlíth at least
         and maybe around to Aarenis—would open new markets and be cheaper transport than overland.”
      

      “It’s a long way,” Kieri said, tracing the route with his finger. “Over the mountains, even going through Tsaia, is shorter.”

      “Yes, but Tsaians take toll of everything that passes through. Downriver, no problem. Harbor fees and cargo taxes at Bannerlíth,
         but I know the Pargunese and Kostandanyans trade to Aarenis without stopping there.” He tapped the map again. “Look here.
         There’s a marshy area, a double handful of little mucky streams, not good for anything: dig it out, make it a harbor off the river.
         What comes out to make the harbor can build up around it to support buildings.” He looked up, grinning. “Our very own river
         port. Tsaian ports are all above the falls. They’d use our road to reach this port, and they’d pay us tolls. It would still be cheaper, even for them, than going overland—at least for some goods.”
      

      “You talk to the Pargunese?” Kieri asked; that had trapped his attention.

      Chalvers shrugged. “Well … yes. There’s some trade across the river—not much—but traders will talk to traders whether
         their rulers are friends or not. We’ve seen their seagoing ships heading downriver, loaded with furs and timber and whatnot.
         Salt fish, I expect. Woolen goods: their women are fine weavers.”
      

      Another problem Kieri hadn’t anticipated. Tsaian traders, as far as he knew, had nothing to do with Pargun … but was that
         true? “So … you found out their routes,” he said to cover his unease.
      

      “Yes, Sir King. Right now, merchant vessels coming north have nowhere to go but Bannerlíth and one port each for Kostandan
         and Pargun. Pargun doesn’t have a road from its port up above the falls, and they don’t trade much with Tsaia anyway. Southern
         merchants would come to us to reach markets in Tsaia and Fintha if we had a safe port and a good road up past the falls. We
         might even attract the Pargunese. Better to trade than fight, eh?”
      

      Kieri just managed not to shake his head. He had hoped for a new viewpoint when he insisted on having a merchant representative
         on his Council, but he had not expected such immediate results. Chalvers had the imagination his Siers seemed to lack and
         solid practical experience as well.
      

      “I’m very pleased,” he said. “I agree the roads must be improved. I have hopes that the new Duke Verrakai and Count Konhalt
         will prove able to reopen that middle road to safe travel within a year or two, but in the meantime we must see what we can
         do about our own roads. The river port … that had never occurred to me.”
      

      “It’s an advantage we have over Tsaia,” Chalvers said. “Theirs over us have been a few good roads and a short route to Aarenis,
         but they have only the one pass over the mountains. If there’s war—well, I’m sure they’d go by sea if they could … and
         we would profit.” He grinned at Kieri, who could not help grinning back; the man’s enthusiasm was contagious.
      

      “You are definitely the right man for this task,” Kieri said. “Convincing the rest may be difficult. Though I am king, I prefer
         to work with my people rather than force them. Still, if we make a start with one road …”
      

      Chalvers nodded. “Understood, sire. I am the newest on Council; I know that. But even a small start should begin to show its
         value.” He bowed and withdrew. Kieri smiled after him. What a relief to deal with a sensible, practical human after Orlith!
         And he hadn’t mentioned marriage.
      

   

      
      CHAPTER THREE
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Vérella, Midsummer, Coronation Day

      
      Dorrin, Duke Verrakai, sat her borrowed horse in the coronation procession, very much aware that more than Duke Marrakai’s
         red chestnut stallion objected to her presence. The horse she understood—a spirited charger would resent her unfamiliar hand
         and seat. Her tact and skill should settle him quickly. But she felt the gazes of lesser peers behind her as if they were
         spears tickling her shoulder blades. How could she reassure them? Or would they always fear and distrust her?
      

      
      Beside her, Kirgan Marrakai nodded, no hostility now in those green eyes. “You ride very well, my lord,” he said, as they
         turned the first corner of the palace wall. Then he flushed, having revealed he hadn’t expected her expertise.
      

      
      “A fine horse,” Dorrin said. “Kieri always preferred Marrakai-bred horses. What’s his name?” She smiled and nodded at the
         crowd lining the street, held back by Royal Guard troops.
      

      
      “Firebrand, my lord,” he said. “Stable name’s Cherry.”

      
      Ahead of them, the king touched spurs to his horse, and the gray curvetted; Duke Mahieran, just behind him, did the same.
         The red stallion jigged; Dorrin lifted her hand slightly, shifted her weight, and the stallion lowered his haunches, bent
         to the right, and began the half-parade. Beside her, Kirgan Marrakai did the same to the left, and the two of them formed
         a V behind the king and his uncle for a dozen steps before shifting to haunches out. As long as she kept him busy, Dorrin found, the red stallion steadied: supple, obedient to the lightest aid. She doubted anything similar would work
         with the peers.
      

      
      By the time the procession had completed its tour of the city bounds and returned to the palace, the stallion had relaxed.
         Not so the peers, other than Kirgan Marrakai and Duke Serrostin; the others’ glances were brief and ranged from anxious to
         hostile. The palace servants, too, as they helped the peers change from riding boots to court shoes, avoided her gaze. The
         same tiring maid who had giggled while adjusting Dorrin’s court dress that morning now seemed terrified of her. No doubt the
         woman had heard that Dorrin was one of the dreaded magelords. Dorrin longed to get away, but law and custom decreed she must
         attend the coronation banquet.
      

      
      In the anteroom of the banquet hall, she was surprised to see Duke Marrakai slouched in a chair; she’d assumed he was still
         in bed, under a physician’s care. Dorrin, uneasily aware of the Marshal-General’s displeasure and the fears of some of the
         other peers, stepped aside to let the others talk to him first, but he gestured to her.
      

      
      “Come closer,” he said. “You were Phelan’s captain; I hold no grudge against you for your name.”

      
      “You are kind, my lord,” Dorrin said, wondering why he said nothing about the attack in the courtyard. “But how do you feel?”

      
      “They tell me I fell and hit my head—what a thing to happen on a coronation day, eh? But a head as hard as mine does not crack
         easily, whatever the physician says. I have a headache, that’s all. Anyone might.”
      

      
      Dorrin looked at him closely, concerned. Despite his words, he looked the color of new cheese, and his gaze wavered. She leaned
         close. “My lord duke, with no intent to argue, I have seen soldiers take such a blow, who wore helmets. They needed to lie
         quiet; our physicians insisted on it. By your leave, I would have you obey the physician; you are not yet well.”
      

      
      “It is the coronation banquet—my last, I am sure, for Mikeli is young and will long outlive me. I do not wish to miss it.”
         He gave her a crooked smile. “If I die now, no one will blame you. You had nothing to do with it.”
      

      
      So he remembered nothing of it; that in itself could be expected with a blow to the head, but as for the rest—if that were all, he should look better than he did. Dorrin looked around; the
         other peers, out of courtesy or nervousness, had left a little space for her and Duke Marrakai to talk, but the Marshal-General
         stood not far away, watching. Dorrin caught her gaze and nodded. The Marshal-General moved nearer.
      

      
      “My lords,” the Marshal-General said, her tone edged. “How may I serve you?”

      
      “Tell Verrakai you do not blame her,” Marrakai said. “She is worried about my health, but I am as hale as any man of my years.
         It was but a knock on the head from falling.”
      

      
      The Marshal-General looked closely at his face. This time her voice was gentler. “My lord duke, I understand her worry. Such
         blows are not always harmless; I believe yours did more damage than you know. Will you not retire?”
      

      
      “No!” Marrakai’s voice was loud enough to turn heads. More quietly he repeated what he had told Dorrin. “And I won’t go off
         to bed like some errant boy who’s displeased his tutor!”
      

      
      This vehemence convinced Dorrin—and, she saw, the Marshal-General as well—that his injury was still affecting him and perhaps
         worsening. “Marshals have healing powers, do they not?” Dorrin said to the Marshal-General.
      

      
      “So, it is said, did magelords once,” the Marshal-General said, looking Dorrin in the eye. “Are you unwilling to use your
         powers that way?”
      

      
      “Not unwilling but unskilled,” Dorrin said. “Healing was the rarest of the gifts, and there was no one to teach me. All I’ve
         healed so far is a well.”
      

      
      “A well?”

      
      Dorrin shook her head. “Too long a story for now. If you have the ability, Marshal-General, or know someone …”

      
      Marrakai slumped in his chair, his head falling forward; his eyes had not quite closed, but when the Marshal-General called
         his name, he mumbled something they could not understand. Now the other peers crowded in, including Kirgan Marrakai.
      

      
      “What did she do this time?” asked one of the barons; others shushed him.

      
      “She did nothing,” the Marshal-General said. “It is that blow to the head. Send for the physician and any Marshal in the palace.
         My lord Verrakai, I ask you to lend your aid, as a Falkian would.”
      

      
      “Certainly,” Dorrin said. Every instinct told her they had little time, that something was wrong inside Marrakai’s head. She
         had seen the same in battlefield wounds.
      

      
      “Help me lift him from the chair to the floor.” The other peers shuffled back as two palace servants came forward. Together
         with the Marshal-General and Dorrin, they lifted Marrakai—no easy task—and laid him on the floor; someone hastily handed them
         a folded cloak to put under his head. “Duke Verrakai, lay your hand on his shoulder—like that, yes—and one on his chest; I
         will hold his head. And now I ask all Girdsmen to pray with me for the healing of this peer of your realm, while I also pray
         and Duke Verrakai calls on Falk.”
      

      
      Dorrin felt hands on her own shoulders and glanced back to see Duke Mahieran and the king both standing there, as if guarding
         her back and joining her effort at the same time. Others, behind them, reached to form a human chain. She closed her eyes,
         calling on Falk and trying to feel what the Marshal-General was doing so she might aid. Power rose in her, as it had before
         without her bidding. She opened her eyes and looked at Marrakai’s face. He had gone pale again, almost gray around the mouth.
         It wasn’t fair—he had done nothing wrong—he had defended her; he must not die for that.
      

      
      Her power moved along her arms; they first itched, then tingled, a sensation she had not felt when healing the well. She felt
         she could see the power moving up to his head, joining with something the Marshal-General was doing, though she could not
         say what that was. Something urged her to shift the power a little this way, a little that. She was unaware of time passing,
         of anything at all, until her power cut off suddenly and Marrakai opened his eyes and blinked. His color was healthy again,
         his lips pink, his eyes clear.
      

      
      “What happened?” he asked in a more normal voice. “Did I faint?” He glanced from one to the other.

      
      “Somewhat more than that, my lord,” the Marshal-General said. “The blow to your head—”

      
      “Blow to my head?” He frowned, put a hand to it. “When? How?”

      
      Everyone started talking at once, telling what each had seen, a rising gabble of voices, until the king said, “Silence, my lords and ladies. This noise will not serve him.”
      

      
      Into the silence that followed, the king said, “You were attacked, my lord duke, and, when you fell, hit your head on the
         stones of the courtyard. You woke and were put to rest by the physician for a while but then lost consciousness again. You
         were healed by the Marshal-General and Duke Verrakai. You remember nothing?”
      

      
      “No,” Marrakai said. “Not clearly, at least, since—since the coronation ceremony. I feel well now.” He moved his head on the
         folded cloak beneath it. “No headache—if only I could remember.”
      

      
      “Juris can tell you about it later,” the king said with a warning look to the other peers. Kirgan Marrakai nodded to his father;
         the Duke shrugged and extended a hand; the Kirgan reached down, and Marrakai stood. He was steady on his feet, his gaze clear
         and focused. He, the Kirgan, the physician, and two Marshals both withdrew briefly.
      

      
      This time the physician and the Marshals all agreed that Marrakai was as fit as he said he felt. The banquet started. Dorrin
         took her seat as instructed, but it seemed unreal. Too much had happened too fast. Too many people—still strangers, but now
         her fellow nobles—eyed her with a mixture of awe and concern. Marrakai, apparently now in perfect health, sat across from
         her, chatting with Duke Serrostin; Duke Mahieran sat next to Dorrin. At the head of the table, the king and his younger brother
         Camwyn—the boy looking uncomfortable—sat alone and at first spoke only to each other.
      

      
      “It is clear, my lord,” Mahieran said to her as servants produced a fish course, “that having you among the Council will ensure
         no dull days.”
      

      
      Dorrin shook her head. “I shall hope to bring no more excitement, my lord.”

      
      “I suspect you and that paladin have something in common,” Mahieran said. “You cannot help what you are, and what you are
         is change.” He chuckled. “I daresay this Coronation Day will never be forgotten, and since it turned out well in the end,
         the celebration’s all the sweeter.”
      

      
      But was it the end? Dorrin kept waiting for something else to happen: a servant to leap at the king with a bolt of power or
         a carving knife, the taster to fall dead of poison, one of the peers to attack her. The banquet went on smoothly, servants bringing in course after course, pouring the different wines, offering warm damp towels
         at intervals. Musicians played, jugglers and acrobats performed, a chorus of Girdish yeomen in their formal blue and white
         sang a deafening “O King Below, O Gods Above” to the accompaniment of trumpets and drum. Dorrin recognized the tune as one
         her troops had marched to, with very different words, some of which ran through her mind.
      

      
      A stab of nostalgia smote her, but would she really be happier to be back in the field than here? She looked across and down
         the table draped in Tsaian white, rose, and crimson, glittering with crystal goblets, gold and silver plates, the peers in
         their many colors, their lace and jewels, the hovering servants in palace livery. Back there she’d had less luxury but the
         company of true friends. Here she might find new friends and clear her family’s reputation. After all, she’d saved the king’s
         life already, and that had to count for something.
      

      
      She wondered what Paks would think. Paks, she suspected, would tell her to follow what Falk wanted, as any Knight of Falk
         should. Falk—when she tried to ask—said nothing. This was more Falk’s world than Gird’s, this magnificence and luxury, and
         Falk probably expected her to be comfortable with it. The next course was roast venison spiced in a way she’d never tasted.
         She finished the meal laughing at herself and her internal dialogues while Duke Marrakai talked horse breeding with Duke Mahieran.
      

      
      “How did my horse carry you in the procession?” Marrakai asked her suddenly. “Did he give you any problems?

      
      “None at all,” Dorrin said.

      
      “Good. I’ve taken care that he’s ridden by others regularly, so he knows he’s to behave. But he will try things, even with
         me.”
      

      
      “We had them all prancing and showing off,” Duke Mahieran said. “I’m not sure if m’lord Verrakai asked for everything he did
         or if it was his idea.”
      

      
      “Both,” Dorrin said. “I thought it would keep him busy, and if he offered more, I made use of it.”

      
      “What concerns me now,” Duke Marrakai said, “is the security of the royal stables and stud.”

      
      Duke Mahieran nodded and turned to Dorrin. “Is it likely other grooms could have been taken over? Do you have any idea how long the transference has been going on?”
      

      
      “A very long time, my lord,” Dorrin said. “I looked only at the current family book, for those I thought would be alive now.
         When I glanced back, the same symbol was used as far as I looked. The worst of it is that some have been transferred more
         than once.”
      

      
      Duke Serrostin spoke up. “My lords, this is a matter of state; perhaps it should be deferred to Council.”

      
      “It is urgent,” Mahieran said.

      
      “Indeed. And this is a banquet hall with more ears than ours.” His gaze flicked briefly to the king’s table, where Prince
         Camwyn sat, cheeks flushed from unaccustomed wine. “Unless Duke Verrakai perceives another immediate threat, I suggest we
         confine our topics to those appropriate to a celebration.”
      

      
      Mahieran raised his glass. “And I salute your wisdom, my lord.” He turned back to Dorrin. “At the Council meeting tomorrow,
         you’ll be asked what you know.”
      

      
      “Council meeting?”

      
      Marrakai leaned across the table toward them. “Of course—Verrakai’s seat has been vacant since your uncle’s treason, but
         as Duke, you’re entitled to a Council seat unless the king changes his mind. You will have to spend hours—I was going to claim
         a headache, but you and the Marshal-General made that impossible.”
      

      
      Duke Serrostin, next to Marrakai, laughed. “You’re incorrigible, Selis. You could let Duke Verrakai decide for herself if
         Council meetings are boring. Besides, complaints or no, you always show up early and are the last to leave.”
      

      
      “It’s my duty,” Marrakai said, hand over his heart. His eyes twinkled. Dorrin smiled a little uncertainly.

      
      Serrostin smiled at her. “You’ll find, Duke Verrakai, that we three are sometimes considered difficult. Once there were eight
         dukes in Tsaia, but after the Girdish wars only five intact dukedoms remained. The new king—the one the Girdish allowed—chose
         to break up the others into counties or redistribute the land to those who were left. The Code of Gird recommends dissolution
         whenever there’s a break in inheritance—and for various crimes as well. Tsaian law doesn’t require it, but the Fellowship
         has pushed for fewer large estates. At any rate, the Escral title died out about a hundred years after the Girdish war—that was in the northwest, bordering Fintha. Dirga, perhaps a hundred years after that—they bordered
         Lyonya in the southeast, from the mountains north to your own domain.”
      

      
      “What Counts Konhalt and Clannaeth hold now?”

      
      “And others. There are some free towns. Brewersbridge is one, nominally in Clannaeth’s rule, but it has special status. Fiveway—
         well, actually that’s in Harbin’s, I think. Counts can propose barons to the Crown Council—so there are baronies within counties—or
         the Crown sometimes grants them independently, when it’s believed the baron will develop into someone who could manage a county.”
      

      
      “But very few dukes,” Dorrin said.

      
      “Yes. Well, that’s natural. King at the top of the mountain, dukes next. More counts than dukes, more barons than counts,
         more commoners than anyone else.”
      

      
      “But are there only we four?”

      
      “There’s Gerstad,” Marrakai said. “But he’s old and never leaves home. Had no children—well, he did, but they all died in
         a fever. Bitter as gall, and I can’t wonder at it, but he’s never at court and his domain’s in sad state. If it weren’t for
         Count Rundgren—and you, Serrostin—”
      

      
      Serrostin shrugged. “I do what I can,” he said. “It isn’t much; he won’t allow it.”

      
      “So it is mostly we four,” Mahieran said. “At this level, anyway. Which made it very difficult when your uncle was Duke, as
         we were not exactly close.”
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      Next morning, all the nobles appeared for the Council meeting: the king named his new officers of the court, confirmed the
         new Marshal-Judicar officially as a royal appointment and Juris Kostvan as the new Knight-Commander of the Bells—a popular
         choice, Dorrin gathered, from the reaction. Then he named his Council. The others stood and applauded, then filed out, while
         the Council gathered around the table.
      

      
      “I welcome you all,” the king said, “both those who were on my Regency Council and those who are new to this gathering. As
         events this year have proved, threats loom over Tsaia, but together and with Gird’s aid we will prevail.” He looked around the table; Dorrin saw the others smile and nod. “Now,” the king said, “Duke
         Verrakai will report on the danger we face from Verrakaien magery.”
      

      
      Dorrin repeated what she had explained before about the transference of personality into unwilling victims. “And as I wrote
         the king, we found children—” she said.
      

      
      “Their own children?” asked Oktar, the new Marshal-Judicar.

      
      “I am not sure.” Dorrin explained what she suspected about the parentage of at least some of the children who had suffered
         the death-sickness and “recovered.”
      

      
      “I do not know how you found the courage to kill them,” Mahieran said softly, looking down. “I am not sure I could have, in
         your place.”
      

      
      Dorrin felt tears burning her eyes again. “My lord—I cannot say—only that the real children—the child they had been—had already
         died and this was a usurper. I fixed my mind on that, but it was not easy.”
      

      
      “I imagine not, even for a seasoned soldier like yourself.” Mahieran paused, then went on. “Do you know, I think you may have
         more military experience than any other peer—at least until Phelan’s other captain, Arcolin, comes to be confirmed at the
         Autumn Court.”
      

      
      Dorrin’s heart rose. “Will he, then? I am glad to hear it. He’s a fine man, Jandelir Arcolin.”

      
      “Surely you knew—”

      
      “That he was given temporary authority, yes, but not that he would be confirmed in the grant.”

      
      “It is the king’s decision, with the Council’s advice—and we are now the Council.” A murmur of agreement from around the table.
         “I favor it myself, though whether he should be made duke at once—”
      

      
      “It’s a big step, from captain to duke,” one of the barons said, looking at Dorrin. Brenvor, she remembered after a moment.
         “What do you think?” His voice was challenging.
      

      
      “Me?” Dorrin had not expected to be asked. “Arcolin has more years with the Company than I, and he was Kieri’s senior captain
         all those years. He’s served as his agent with all his business; he knows it thoroughly. If not a duke, what would you?”
      

      
      “Count, perhaps,” Brenvor said. “Even I can see the domain—and the Pargunese danger—needs a higher rank than baron to head it. But I’d like to see proof he can meet the challenge, before
         we grant the higher title.”
      

      
      Dorrin wondered what challenges Baron Brenvor had ever met, but knew she was being unfair. They had seen Arcolin only as a
         loyal subordinate, not in command.
      

      
      “But as to the danger of those hidden Verrakaien,” the king said. “Duke Verrakai, do you know any way to identify them, other
         than your own powers?”
      

      
      “No, Sir King.”

      
      “Can you sense them from a distance without seeing them?”

      
      “No, Sir King, I cannot.”

      
      “Then I must ask you to stay in Vérella until you have examined the entire staff and all peers.” He held up his hand to still
         indignant murmurs. “My lords, I do not suspect any of you—I know you to have been loyal for years—but so was the groom whose
         body was taken over. Unless Duke Verrakai has some other way of detecting the threat, we must one by one pass examination.”
      

      
      “Not you, Sir King,” Dorrin said. “Nor any in this room or at the coronation banquet last night. For those I am sure are not
         taken over.”
      

      
      “Are you, indeed? Then it is Gird’s mercy, I say, that so much has been accomplished.” The Marshal-Judicar’s voice held a
         slight note of mockery.
      

      
      “But, Sir King,” Dorrin said, ignoring the Marshal-Judicar for the moment, “I do think those Verrakai in custody awaiting
         trial or sentenced to prison must be killed unless I can assure you they have not been taken over. Confinement does not lessen
         their powers, as yesterday’s events prove. Any still alive could attempt a transfer—to a guard, to a servant bringing food—and
         might be successful. I know you do not want to kill the children—or what seem children.”
      

      
      “You’re talking of a summary judgment on the basis of your examination? Without a trial?” the Marshal-Judicar asked. He sounded
         angry. “That’s against the Code—everyone has a right to a trial.”
      

      
      “A speedy trial,” Serrostin said. “We cannot risk anything long enough to allow them to change bodies. And think of the harm
         to the person whose body they take.”
      

      
      “I take your meaning.” The king looked sad. “My brother’s best friend is a Verrakai—was a page here, now in prison—and Camwyn’s sure he’s innocent. He keeps asking to visit him.”
      

      
      “He must not,” Dorrin said. “If the Verrakai boy is actually no child, he might take over the prince.”

      
      “Could you tell if the boy is one of those—or guilty of anything?”

      
      “If he is someone else, yes. But I’m not sure I could tell if he was part of the conspiracy.”

      
      Duke Marrakai stirred; the king shot a glance his way. “I know, my lord, what you said about the lad’s attitude toward your
         son Aris.”
      

      
      “It’s not just that,” Marrakai said. “It’s what the prince has told Aris since.”

      
      The king’s brows raised. “Do we need to call Aris to testify?”

      
      “If you wish. But haven’t you noticed the difference yourself in the prince’s demeanor and attention since he’s no longer
         close with Egan Verrakai?”
      

      
      “Yes.” The king shook his head as if to clear it. “It’s a bad, bad business. I cannot take chances with the realm, or with
         my brother’s life. Duke Verrakai, you will visit the prisoners and determine if any are harboring ancients of your family.
         Do we all agree that such is evidence of treason and punishable by death?” Every hand smacked the table. “Then I will appoint
         witnesses to go with Duke Verrakai, including at least one Marshal and one judicar. But we must finish the other tasks of
         this meeting as well.” He cleared his throat. “I have received reports from Lord Arcolin warning that Aarenis continues unsettled.
         Though he was hired to put down brigands, thought to be vagrants from Siniava’s War, he has found instead organized bands
         willing to give battle and clearly supported from without, he thinks by the new Duke Alured of Immer. Duke Verrakai, you know
         of this Alured, do you not?”
      

      
      “Our ally against Siniava,” Dorrin said, nodding. “Younger than the other captains, said to be a former pirate, very ambitious.
         He supplied a company of woods-wise fighters, and we used his network of spies.”
      

      
      “Spies! In Aarenis only? Or beyond?”

      
      “The ones we used were all in Aarenis, but now that he has a title, I expect he will have spies everywhere, including here.”

      
      “Arcolin says he is ruthless.”

      
      
      “Indeed. We were with him during the capture of the Immer ports, after Siniava’s death—that was the price of his earlier aid.
         Kieri—the king—regretted he ever made that bargain when we saw how cruel Alured could be. Alured wanted to hire him—us—through
         the winter and another season, but Kieri refused.”
      

      
      “Does he pose any present threat to us?”

      
      “Not unless he gains control of the Guild League,” Dorrin said. “I’m sure he now controls river trade down the Immer to the
         sea, but taking over the Guild League will not be easy or quick.”
      

      
      “That much should be enough for anyone,” Count Halar said.

      
      “It wasn’t for Siniava,” Dorrin pointed out. “And if he hadn’t been stopped, he might well have cast his eyes northward.”

      
      “If this Alured heard about what you found,” Duke Mahieran said, “would that influence him?”

      
      Dorrin felt a cold chill down her back; she had not thought of that. “Alured? Certainly. He would want that crown as proof
         of his claim that he was descended from the old royal family of Aare. Impossible, of course, but a lost crown rediscovered
         would, in his mind, be his family’s.”
      

      
      “No chance it could be his?” Serrostin asked. “I mean—your family’s had it, and perhaps they were related. Could this fellow
         be a distant relative of yours?”
      

      
      “I suppose,” Dorrin said. She hated the thought, but Alured’s cruelty and even his slight magery fit her family’s pattern.
         “But our family records are so unreliable, with the transfer of personalities, that I cannot possibly tell. What I do know
         is that he had a vast network of spies in Aarenis during Siniava’s War, and it would be folly to think he had none here.”
      

      
      “And if he had them here,” Duke Marrakai said, “he will have heard the rumors that were going around the markets.”

      
      “And are now going through the court,” Dorrin said, nodding. “How many people saw me battle my father in the courtyard? How
         many heard of the gifts I brought the king? Whatever is widely known, he will know, and things we think confined to a few
         he may also discover.” She turned to the king. “The regalia, Sir King, are not safe: he will seek to have them stolen for
         his benefit. He will hire the Thieves’ Guild.”
      

      
      
      “It’s in my treasury,” the king said. “He couldn’t possibly get to it, nor could any thief of the Guild.”

      
      “Sir King,” Duke Mahieran said, “remember the assassinations. We thought we had secured the palace then.”

      
      “If he has allied with my surviving relatives,” Dorrin said, “he may have powers through them.”

      
      “True. You had not mentioned Alured before.”
      

      
      “No, my lord. I thought his menace confined to Aarenis and his domain large enough to keep him busy longer.”

      
      “Have you heard from Arcolin?”

      
      “No, my lord.” She wondered at that, since Arcolin had been writing to the king, but those messages would have been carried
         from Valdaire to Vérella by royal courier; his to her would be by private messenger and no doubt slower.
      

      
      The king nodded as if satisfied. “Is there any way we can interdict the spies’ report?”

      
      “No, my lord. If they deemed the information important—and I’m sure they would have—they will have sent it ahead already.
         Those rumors about the crown were circulating before your coronation.”
      

      
      Duke Serrostin spoke up. “It’s possible that the Thieves’ Guild could be convinced to cooperate with the Crown, after the
         scouring we gave them.”
      

      
      “For a price,” Count Kostvan said.

      
      “You would pay thieves not to steal?” asked the Marshal-Judicar, raising his brows.

      
      “Isn’t there a master thief the Marshal-General has invited to Fin Panir?” Serrostin asked, with a glance her way.

      
      “Yes,” the Marshal-General said, “Arvid Semminson, to tell what he knows of Paksenarrion.”

      
      “Well, it’s my understanding he now stands high in the local Guild. I see no harm in asking him to report any offer he gets
         from this Alured.”
      

      
      “Indeed,” the king said with a sidelong glance at the Marshal-Judicar, who had clamped his lips together as if to hold back
         something he might say later.
      

      
      That first Council meeting lasted well into the afternoon, and Dorrin left it feeling even more that she had been caught up
         in a whirlwind. She knew less of Tsaia as a whole than any of the others; they talked of agriculture, industry, and trade in terms
         that confused her. But when the topic of defense came up, everyone looked at her.
      

      
      “Duke Verrakai, I wish you to assess our readiness,” the king said. “Review our resources and our training methods. If this
         Alured fellow tries force a few years hence, we must be ready.”
      

      
      Dorrin assented: he was right; she did have the expertise for this. But the looks she got from the other Council members suggested
         that not all of them would be eager to have her questioning the way they organized their troops.
      

      
      A palace servant stopped her on her way out. “The Marshal-General would like to speak with you,” he said. Dorrin followed
         him to the offices of the Knights of the Bells, the Girdish training order housed in the palace complex.
      

      
      The Marshal-General was talking to the new Marshal-Judicar, Oktar, when Dorrin arrived. “Ah, Duke Verrakai. Have you a little
         time?”
      

      
      “Yes, Marshal-General,” Dorrin said.

      
      “You gave us all a surprise yesterday,” the Marshal-General said. “Like most, I believed all the magelords long dead or frozen
         in time like those in the far west. Safely distant. What I knew of your family’s treason and the magicks used there, I thought
         due to blood magic alone. But you—” She shook her head. “Neither I nor any of the Marshals I’ve spoken to here have sensed
         evil in you. They tell me you asked for help from a local grange.”
      

      
      “Yes,” Dorrin said. “And two Marshals came. We have not yet gone into the cellar, though, where I expect the worst.”

      
      “Now that I’ve heard some of your story,” the Marshal-General said, “I agree the king made the right decision yesterday in
         sparing your life, but frankly, I find all magicks distasteful and the power you showed—and told us about—terrifying. It is
         one thing to face obvious evil, as I know Marshals here did in cleaning out Liart’s lairs, but another to see great power
         and be uncertain of its source.”
      

      
      Oktar spoke up. “The Code of Gird, in one revision, allowed for the use of magery for specific reasons, including healing.
         And the Chronicles of Luap speak of a partnership between a mageborn and a Girdish peasant—”
      

      
      “But that was overturned in the Edicts of Barlon—”

      
      
      “I know, Marshal-General, but to my mind the discoveries made in the last few years—the scrolls that the paladin Paksenarrion
         brought from somewhere in the mountains and the discovery of Luap’s Stronghold in Kolobia—bring those Edicts into question.”
      

      
      “So you would support removing all strictures on the use of magery?”

      
      Oktar snorted. “No, Marshal-General, I would not, of course, suggest that a magelord be granted dispensation to use magery
         for any and all purposes, including evil.”
      

      
      “Good,” the Marshal-General said. “Because I’m not going to take that proposal to my Council.” She grinned at him; he chuckled. Dorrin had noticed the Marshal-General’s informality at Kieri’s
         stronghold but, after her mood the day before, did not expect the almost teasing tone. She turned to Dorrin. “If it’s convenient
         for you, I’ve got the rest of the day free, and I know Marshal Tamis is at your house now.”
      

      
      “Certainly,” Dorrin said.

      
      When they arrived at the house, windows and front door stood open, with Eddes, one of Dorrin’s escorts, sitting in the entrance
         hall polishing his boots. He jumped up, sock-footed as he was, and bowed. “Sorry, m’lord—didn’t think you’d be back yet.”
      

      
      Dorrin waved a hand. “Go ahead, Eddes. Do you know where Marshal Tamis is?”

      
      “Upstairs. I think the bedrooms.”

      
      “Thank you,” Dorrin said. She would have to find someone else to watch the front door and explain to Eddes that boot-cleaning
         should be done out back. She led the Marshal-General and Oktar into the house. They found Marshal Tamis just coming out of
         the room Dorrin was sure had been her uncle’s bedroom.
      

      
      “If it wouldn’t risk fire in other houses,” he said to Dorrin without preamble, “I’d say burn this place out. Those spells
         are stubborn—oh! Marshal-General. I didn’t know you were here.”
      

      
      “I came to help, if I can,” the Marshal-General said. “What’s the problem?”

      
      “Blood magery, and the blood’s soaked into the fabric of the house—into the wood of the floor in this instance. I think someone
         or something was killed here, under the bed.”
      

      
      The bed had been moved aside; they all looked at the old brown stain on the floor. The room seemed to darken as Dorrin stared, though the window stood open to the afternoon sunlight.
      

      
      “What have you tried?” the Marshal-General asked.

      
      “Prayer, of course, and the Relic of our grange.”

      
      Sudden nausea gripped Dorrin’s belly; she gagged and grabbed for a basin on a table to one side. As the others watched, she
         heaved into it, too sick to be embarrassed for the moment.
      

      
      “What—?” the Marshal-General said.

      
      “It’s a body,” Dorrin said. “We have to get the floor up.

      
      It’s—under there.”

      
      “It?”

      
      “The body—the blood’s coming up, not down.” She saw their faces pale and knew her own must be bloodless as well. “And we must
         do it now. Quickly.” She stepped to the door of the room and called out. “Bring an ax; there’s one in the stable! Bring it
         here at once.” Feet thudded in the distance as someone ran through the house.
      

      
      “What do you think it is?”

      
      “Someone was killed to hide a secret. I don’t know how it was done, but the blood survives until a counterspell removes it.”

      
      “And you know the counterspell,” Arianya said.

      
      “I hope I do,” Dorrin said. “Something similar guarded the vault in which I found the crown—you heard about that, did you
         not?”
      

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “I think this is another old family secret, and it’s dangerous.”

      
      Inder appeared at the head of the stairs, a towel tied around his waist, with an ax and a sharpening stone. “It’s not that
         sharp, m’lord, but you said hurry—”
      

      
      “Thank you, Inder. You should go back downstairs—do not be alarmed if you hear wood cracking, but if you see—” She paused.
         What might he see that would give warning for her servants’ escape? “If you see an odd mist in the house, get everyone out.”
      

      
      “Yes, m’lord.”

      
      Dorrin took the ax into the bedroom. She heard a thin buzzing whine, as if a wasp circled her head. “You should leave the
         room,” she said to the others. “And risk or no, set fire to the place if I’m not successful.”
      

      
      
      “I do not run from danger,” the Marshal-General said. “I will witness.”

      
      “I do not know if I can protect you,”

      
      Dorrin said. “Dorrin, I don’t ask your protection. Perhaps I can even help. Tamis, what Relic do you have?”
      

      
      “It’s supposed to be a piece of the Cudgel … of a cudgel, anyway.”

      
      “Hold it up, then.”

      
      Dorrin raised the ax; the buzzing grew louder. “Do you hear anything?” she asked, wondering if the sound were perceptible
         to those without magery.
      

      
      “There’s a fly in the room somewhere,” the Marshal-General said.

      
      “It’s not a fly,” Dorrin said. She brought the ax down full force on the floor. The old wood, hardened by time, rang but did
         not yield. The bloodstain darkened perceptibly. Again … again … and the wood cracked. Blood spurted up through the
         crack, the smell of it strong in the room, followed by the stench of decay. Dorrin ignored it, striking again and again, working
         the head of the ax into the gap and tugging pieces of board free. She had no time to think of the others, not with wave after
         wave of malice pounding at her. The first board yielded finally with a shriek, and then another and another. The red mist
         she had seen before formed in the air, but this time others were also praying, and it dissipated more quickly.
      

      
      Under the floor a space the size of a small body had been framed in and covered with a blood-soaked cloth. She pulled that
         back and saw for a few moments a child’s mummified body resting on a bed of shattered bone. Then it collapsed, the skin and
         flesh vanishing away like the blood-mist, leaving clean bone behind. Every prayer she knew ran through her mind; she felt
         her eyes burning, the hot tears on her face.
      

      
      “Gird’s grace,” the Marshal-General said softly. She was kneeling beside Dorrin now and put out a hand to touch the small
         skull, stroking it. “Gird’s grace on this child and—I presume—the others whose bones lie here. Poor little ones. And their
         families—they must have thought them run away or fallen into the river.”
      

      
      Dorrin blinked her tears away and wished she could erase that momentary glimpse of the body—the obvious marks of pain on those
         small limbs. “Marshal Tamis is right,” she said. “This house should be destroyed. We burned the old keep, back in Verrakai domain, for the same reason; it was saturated in evil, centuries of
         it.”
      

      
      “I think not,” the Marshal-General said. “This evil is gone—I feel it is gone.”

      
      “And I,” Oktar said. “Look—the bloodstains are gone from even the broken boards.”

      
      At that moment something rustled in the cavity, and the bone fragments under the skeleton stirred. “A mouse,” Marshal Tamis
         said.
      

      
      “No mouse would—” Dorrin began, and then a battered, dusty spoon with a loop-shaped handle rose through the bone fragments
         to the surface.
      

      
      “Holy Gird,” the Marshals said together. Then the Marshal-General said, “A spoon? What does a spoon mean?”
      

      
      “It’s not a spoon,” Dorrin said. Despite the horror of the whole room, she knew she had to pick it up.

      
      Yes, the crown said in her head. It belongs with us. With you.

      
      She reached out; the Marshal-General grabbed her wrist. “Be careful! It might still be—”

      
      “It’s magical but not evil,” Dorrin said. “I think it will change in my hand—watch—” She plucked the spoon out—heavy silver,
         it felt like—and her hand and arm tingled as they had before. The spoon squirmed, re-forming into a ring, a sapphire surrounded
         by diamonds.
      

      
      Put it on! Put it on now! The room filled with light that faded after a few moments when Dorrin made no move to slip the ring onto a finger.
      

      
      “It looks like more of the regalia,” Dorrin said when none of the others spoke. “I should take it to the king, to be stored
         with the rest.”
      

      
      No! Put it on!

      
      Dorrin pulled out the lace-edged handkerchief that went with her court dress and laid the ring in the center; the cloth eased
         the temptation to put it on.
      

      
      “It looks like the same sort of work as that necklace Paks brought,” the Marshal-General said after a moment. “Oktar, did
         you see that when you were in Fin Panir?”
      

      
      “No, only the scrolls. I had heard the necklace might be elf-made.”

      
      “The elves said no, when I asked them,” the Marshal-General said. “They were quite firm about that, but then they would not say what they thought it was. Typical, I thought. Nor did the dwarves
         admit to it. They did want to buy it, though, if we chose to sell. The jewels, they said, were from very far away. That was
         all they could tell us.”
      

      
      “Paks wondered if the legends had been wrong and Gird had been crowned King at some time,” Dorrin said.

      
      “No,” Oktar said. “On that the records are clear. He wanted nothing to do with kings.”

      
      “We both thought—the colors being blue and white—”

      
      “Of course,” the Marshal-General said. “But our records tell that the peasants of Gird’s day were not allowed to wear blue.
         We think blue became his color out of defiance—probably clothes taken from lords during the war.”
      

      
      “Blue meant something to the magelords,” Dorrin said, thinking of the jewels and the embroidered cloth around the crown. “Wasn’t
         there a cloth found in the far west? Paks mentioned it.”
      

      
      “Yes … with a star symbol on it.”

      
      “The scrolls mention a Sunlord,” Oktar said. “It could be a sun symbol.”

      
      “The same design was on the cloth that wrapped the crown,” Dorrin said. “Paks saw it.”

      
      “I should look at that,” the Marshal-General said. “But first—what else in this house? Marshal Tamis?”

      
      “This was the worst upstairs, after the mess in the old Duke’s study. Duke Verrakai said she wasn’t sure she’d gotten all
         the traps out, but Veksin and I dealt with the bloodstain and removed the symbols of Liart. Haven’t had time to do more, with
         the coronation yesterday.”
      

      
      “The cellar,” Dorrin said. “I haven’t so much as touched the door yet.”

      
      “Then let us look there,” the Marshal-General said. “We can at least plan for its cleansing, if we can’t do it all today.”

      
   

      
      CHAPTER FOUR

      
[image: image]

“Should we call in Marshal Veksin?” Marshal Tamis asked.

“I don’t think so,” the Marshal-General said. “Duke Verrakai, lead
         the way if you will.”
      

      Dorrin led the way downstairs to the alcove near the passage out into the cobbled yard. There two iron-bound doors stood side
         by side.
      

      “I think one’s a simple root cellar,” Dorrin said. “The other … not.”

      “Which is which?” the Marshal-General asked.

      “I feel some malice from both, but much stronger here,” Dorrin said, not quite touching the right-hand door.

      The Marshals came nearer, and the Marshal-General nodded. “I agree.”

      “This is very like what we found in various lairs of Liart’s priests,” the Marshal-Judicar said. “And for that we wanted Marshals
         and knights both. I would recommend calling in another—and Duke Verrakai, are your escort sufficiently skilled in arms, or
         should we send for city militia or Royal troops as well?”
      

      “They’re not,” Dorrin said, “though they’re much better than they were a quarter-year ago.” If only she’d had some of her
         own cohort with her. “I am, however.”
      

      Oktar shook his head. “My lord duke, the king would not be pleased if you died here when more good troops could prevent it.
         I feel evil as strong as any we rooted out back then.”
      

Would he not? It would solve several problems for him. But she must not think so of her king, the man to whom she had sworn
         fealty the day before, the man whose life she had saved and who had saved her from a traitor’s death.
      

      “You think there might be a priest of Liart hiding there?”

      “One, several, who knows? But I feel a great menace.”

      Dorrin stepped back and glanced into the kitchen, where Jaim was just emptying a bucket of water into a pot. “Jaim, do you
         know where Marshal Veksin’s grange is?”
      

      “Yes, m’lord.”

      “Run ask Marshal Veksin to come here. We’re going to cleanse the cellar and need his help.”

      Jaim paled. “My—my lord, do I have to come back?”

      “I need a message taken to the palace as well,” Dorrin said. “You can go on from the grange to the palace gates and guide
         the troops back here.” Not that they didn’t know exactly where Verrakai House was. “You can stay outside the house, but I
         don’t want you wandering around in the city. Wait a moment while I write the message.”
      

      Dorrin left the Marshals contemplating the door and ran back upstairs to find writing materials. She scribbled a quick note
         to the palace guard commander asking for assistance. When Jaim left, she took the opportunity to change from her court dress
         to her soldier’s garb and met Marshal Veksin at the front door, ready to fight if necessary.
      

      “This looks serious,” he said as he came in. He, too, had prepared for a fight, bringing swords as well as stout sticks.

      “Yes,” Dorrin said. She led the way down the passage. “Marshal-Judicar Oktar thinks there may still be a priest of Liart alive,
         in the cellar.”
      

      “I brought an extra sword in case Tamis didn’t have his today.”

      “Thanks,” Marshal Tamis said, and belted it on. “Are you going to clear the house?” he asked Dorrin.

      “You think it necessary?” she asked.

      “Prudent, perhaps. Your servants could wait in the stableyard.”

      Dorrin heard the clatter of boots at the front of the house and went to meet the servants and send them toward the back. Then
         she collected her household. “We’re about to cleanse the cellars, and that may be dangerous. For your own safety, you must
         do what I say. Efla, Jaim, I want you in the stableyard, with Gani and Perin to guard you and the horses. Inder, you stand outside the front
         door to warn away any visitors.” Not that she’d had many visitors she hadn’t brought home herself. “Eddes and Jori”—her two
         boldest, who had made the most progress in arms, according to Selfer and Bosk—“come with me. You will be my personal guards.”
      

      The five looked more eager than afraid and jogged off to get their swords. Efla put her hands on her hips, looking remarkably
         like Cook back at the domain. “I have two fowl in the oven.”
      

      “You matter more than supper,” Dorrin said. “Out with you now.” Jaim was already out the door, as close to the outer gate
         as he could get. “Keep Jaim calm, Efla.” That might keep her calm as well.
      

      When they were all disposed as she wished, she nodded to the Marshals. “Do you recognize any traps on this door?” Oktar asked
         her.
      

      “No. I can try the Verrakaien command words if you like.”

      “Do that,” Oktar said. “It may save us some struggle. But stay to one side, where we have room for our blades.”

      Dorrin spoke the words. Nothing happened at first, then a key materialized in the lock, as if condensing from the air itself.
         Dorrin eyed it warily, but when it finished solidifying, it looked like an ordinary key—which it surely was not. Marshals
         Tamis and Veksin advanced with the Relics of their granges. “Wait,” Dorrin said. “Let me try another—” She spoke again, and
         the key turned slowly in the lock with a metallic screech.
      

      Tamis shrugged at the noise. “We weren’t ever going to have surprise,” he said.

      Dorrin tried one command word after another; finally the door ground open, scraping on the stone flags of the passage. The
         air inside smelled stuffy and faintly sour. “Bring a lamp,” she said, annoyed with herself for not having lamps ready. In
         moments Jori was back with two lamps, both lit.
      

      By the lamps’ light they could see a large room stretching into dimness, its level stone floor lined with chests on the left,
         shelves above them. Cloths draped whatever was on the shelves—by the blurred shapes, bowls, pitchers, stacks of plates. Along
         the right wall they saw full sacks, some plumply smooth as if they held grain or meal and others lumpy as if holding fruits
         or roots. In the middle of the room, a worktable with a stack of folded cloths and a hanging chain over it for lamps, though no lamp hung there.
      

      “That’s not what I expected,” the Marshal-General said. “I wonder …”

      Jori pushed past with the lamps. “I’ll hang these up so you can see better,” he said, and strode into the room.

      Dorrin had not even time to say “Wait!” before the floor dissolved before their eyes and Jori fell with a startled cry, flailing,
         into the darkness below. One lamp trailed a long stream of flame as it fell; the other went out. A moment later, a thud and
         a scream of agony from Jori, followed by the creak and clang of some machinery.
      

      Dorrin called on her magelight. Though feebler than Paks’s, it was enough to show the steep flight of stairs leading down
         to the left alongside the near wall, not out into the space. “Get lamps!” she said to Eddes, and started down.
      

      “Careful!” the Marshal-General called, but Dorrin heard others following her down the stairs.

      “Block that door open above us,” she called.

      At the bottom of the flight Dorrin turned back along the side of the stairs; ahead was a wall, a door opening on darkness.
         She could not see Jori, only hear his cries, feebler now. Her own magelight, none too bright, moved with her, showing the
         bare stone flags of the cellar floor.
      

      She looked through the door, her light revealing Jori sprawled awkwardly on a spiked frame; another had fallen on him, piercing
         him from above. A pool of blood spread from beneath him.
      

      “Jori,” Dorrin said. “Don’t move.”

      But he turned his head a little. “My lord—please—”

      Behind her, Oktar asked, “How bad?”

      Dorrin shook her head. Blood trickled from Jori’s mouth; his eyes were wide with fear and pain. “Can you heal him?” she asked.

      “Not until we get him off those spikes,” the Marshal-General said. “You?”

      “The same.”

      “Let us go first,” the Marshal-Judicar said. “These Marshals and I have seen a similar mechanism before in the Thieves’ Guild
         lairs. Is he Girdish?”
      

      “No. Will that make a difference?”

Oktar did not answer. He, Tamis, and Veksin stepped around the frame; Veksin bent to Jori’s head and murmured something Dorrin
         could not hear. She closed her eyes, calling on Falk and feeling the all-too-familiar grief and guilt—how could anyone be
         so cruel, so determined to cause pain? And it was her family, her heritage … She could scarcely breathe for the misery and horror of it.
      

      No. Their guilt is not your guilt. Your heritage is honor.

      Tears ran down her face, but she could breathe again. When she opened her eyes, Oktar and Veksin had the upper frame lifted
         away from Jori. Oktar looked up at her and shook his head. She could see for herself that the spikes had dealt fatal wounds.
         Nor was it likely he would live long enough for a healing.
      

      “One last pain, Jori,” Oktar said, bending close to him. Dorrin could not tell if Jori heard it. “We’re easing it as much
         as we can. Be brave now.”
      

      They lifted him off the spikes, and more blood poured out. He did not make a sound or move, as limp as if already dead, and
         Dorrin hoped he was.
      

      They laid him on the floor outside, the whole front of his body soaked with blood. Dorrin knelt beside him, along with the
         Marshals. No breath, no pulse, no sense of life.
      

      “His suffering’s over—poor man—” the Marshal-General said.

      “He was just trying to help,” Dorrin said. “They—my people—were afraid to do anything on their own when I came, and I’ve
         tried to encourage them. Now this—”
      

      Oktar put a hand on her shoulder. “My lord, you did not build this trap, and you did not tell him to rush in. He knew there
         was evil magery in this house. It was his folly, not yours.”
      

      “I’ll send for the grange burial guild,” Marshal Tamis said. He took the cloth Eddes handed him and wiped Jori’s blood from
         his hands.
      

      “Burial guild?” Dorrin asked. She had not heard of such a thing.

      “They prepare the bodies and mount vigil until they’re buried. Though he was not Girdish, he died bravely, and with your permission
         we will give him what honors we can; he can be buried in the grange burial ground. You have no one trained in such, do you?”
      

      “No, I don’t,” Dorrin said. One more responsibility she had not thought of. “Thank you.”

“I’ll tell one of your people upstairs to take a message to the grange—and to the city militia. They won’t make any difficulty,
         not with the Marshal-Judicar here.”
      

      Oktar nodded. “Their only concern will be sickness; burial must take place before midday tomorrow.”
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	  Jori’s death delayed their investigation of the cellars. When the four members of the burial guild arrived, they put Jori’s
         body on a burial board and carried it upstairs. Their grave demeanor reassured her; they handled the body as if it were precious.
      

      “If we delay now,” the Marshal-General said when they had disappeared upstairs, “whatever evil power is here will have more
         time to defend itself.”
      

      “You can trust the burial guild,” Marshal Tamis said, touching Dorrin’s arm. “They will prepare him for burial with all due
         respect and ceremony. Let us go on with the work.”
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