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Susa, the great holy city, abode of their Gods, seat of their mysteries, I conquered. I entered its palaces, I opened their treasures where silver and gold, goods and wealth were amassed . . . I destroyed the ziggurat of Susa. I smashed its shining copper horns. I reduced the temples of Elam to naught; their gods and goddesses I scattered to the winds.


 


Assyrian tablet, 7th century BCE










ACT I


Altars










You


Pay attention.


Pay very close attention.


This is how a city is born.


This is also how you are born, because you and this city are one. A single creature. An enfolded whole, more than coexisting. You and the city are the same being.


Aren’t you?


Anyway. The story goes like this. A princess from a distant land (it doesn’t matter which) was fated to give birth to a great hero, and so her father, fearing he would be usurped by his grandson, forbade her to marry. But he couldn’t stop her from looking out of her window and seeing the young soldier who paraded past each day in the courtyard. They married in secret and soon she was pregnant with his child.


(The story does not touch on what she was thinking, how she ever hoped to hide that pregnant belly from her father. And you can remember jokes about this part of the story, boys with half a blanket stuffed beneath their tunics saying in a girlish falsetto, ‘Oh no, Father, ’tis not a child, I have only gorged myself too much at dinner’. You all fell about laughing.)


There was a short period of marital bliss until the news inevitably reached the king. Of course, he was furious. The young soldier was executed despite the princess’s tearful pleas.


(Perhaps she thought there would be no need to keep the lie going forever, that the king would be moved by the conviction of his daughter, that he would show mercy on this small family once he saw how truly in love they were. Silly girl.)


The king could not bring himself to kill his only child, and so he ordered her cast out into the wilderness. By now she was very pregnant indeed. Heartbroken and weeping, she wandered barefoot for many miles and fell down dead at the bank of a river. But the baby lived on. It was birthed from the corpse, squalling, slimy and horribly alive. A snake came along and tried to make a meal of the child, but the child bit first and suckled at the wound as he would a mother’s breast. A passing farmer found the boy soon after with his mouth still clasped on the serpent’s tail.


The name of the princess is lost to history . . .


(Lost forever, though during your reign you will devote vast resources to trying to find some trace of her, this girl, who you can see in your dreams sometimes, her upper half in sleeping repose with a hand outstretched toward the water’s edge, her lower half a blur of shit and gore.)


. . . but the son was called Nivelus and immortalised himself by founding a city on the bank of the river where he was born. He called the city Nivela.


This is you. Part and parcel, blood and brick. Soul and city, forever intertwined.


 


There is another story, one of a brigands’ camp that swelled over time with plundered wealth, and of a first generation born through kidnap and rape. But that story is whispered, not inscribed in stone.










Wall’s End


He shook her awake at dawn.


‘Kirby. Kirby, wake up!’


She blinked at the darkness, and was taken over by a spasm of panic. ‘Balain? What’s wrong? Are we . . .?’


The sentence trailed off, but her mind supplied the options: On fire. In trouble. Under attack. But the room was peaceful and the only smoke she could smell was a warm, fragrant scent coming from the fire pit, where last night’s kindling was still edged in amber. She could just make out the shape of their ma’s sleeping body. Broad hips and shoulders under the blanket, gently swelling foothills.


‘Get dressed. Quickly.’


‘Wh—?’ Her fear cooled into suspicion. ‘Why are we whispering?’


‘I found something.’


She propped herself up on her elbows. ‘Can’t you show me later?’


But the irritation was feigned. She could tell he was excited. It was infectious.


‘I can’t explain now,’ he said. ‘You’ve just gotta see. Come on, I’ll be waiting outside.’


Sighing (but quietly, to not disturb their ma) she got up, pulling on a shirt and boots and wrapping herself up tight in her cloak. The house was warm as a lung and she winced when she stepped into the cool air outside. Uncertain snuffling sounds came from the pigpen, layered with the last verse of the dawn chorus, bright insistence against the early lull. Mist kissed Kirby’s skin and dew reached up and pressed clammy hands into her boots. She shivered and stomped. ‘Balain, I’m cold.’


‘Get moving then,’ he replied, bouncing impatiently on his heels. He was 15, a year her senior, and looked somehow older and younger than his age in the uncanny way boys did around that time. ‘It’ll be worth it,’ he said, noticing her glare. ‘Promise.’


With one last shake of the head, she fell into step behind him.


The village of Wall’s End did not lie at the end of the Wall. Not quite, anyway. A little ways past the furthest building the old Wall faded, crumbling in a V-shaped break that allowed safe passage on foot to the ruined city beyond. A few paces on it picked up again, rising almost to its former glory, and continued brokenly down to the distant sea. The village itself (sleeping still, though it wouldn’t for long) was only small, a determined huddle of houses, some free-standing, some leaning against the enormous wall that gave the village its name, cobbled out of stone and timber and useful parts plucked from the debris. At the centre was a place where they kept the Wall bare. A small shrine lay there, half-melted candles fusing with the altar before a wicker likeness of the sun.


Balain led her westwards to the break in the Wall. Through it Kirby could see a long desolated horizon, dominated by the blunted spike of the broch, the only building in the old city still standing under its own weight.


Balain was obsessed with the city – a forest of ruin so huge it made Wall’s End look like a pimple on a giant’s chin. Kirby spent half her life picking after him through the pyramids of rubble, clambering over rotted oak timbers carved with strange animals and braided with thick, bristling vine. He’d talk her ears off about the city’s forgotten days, rambling lectures that were some part myth and some part history and some part (she suspected) his own overzealous imagination.


The shape of the city’s name was a toy to her, a curiosity on the tongue: Balt. Like a heavy ball. Like the pip of a fruit from a faraway land.


But instead of crossing through into the city, Balain turned and headed southwards, picking up a track into the marsh. ‘We’re going to the fort?’ she asked, surprised.


He nodded, said nothing else, didn’t slow. She jogged to catch up.


The fort lay south of Wall’s End, over a soggy plain, atop a small dimple in the land that gave a good view over the surrounding marshes. They had to stare at it a long while before they arrived: a huge squarish construction, fronted by pillars, straight lines with vast gulfs of darkness between. The fort’s exterior was eerily well preserved. Time and weather had not done to it what they’d done to the city. To Kirby it seemed like magic. Balain said it was cement.


After a minute of trotting in silence, Kirby asked, in a medium-accusatory tone: ‘What were you doing in the fort, anyhow?’


‘Investigating.’ Balain had a spring in his step, a merry swing to his shoulders. He looked like he was onto something. ‘I’m such a fool,’ he went on. ‘I’ve been looking in the wrong places all this time.’


‘Uh-huh.’


‘Looking for treasure in a sacked city. That’s just stupid.’


‘Right.’


They came to a stream and Balain hopped onto a lichen-slick boulder to help Kirby across. A lark startled and rose from the grass with a trilling, reproachful cry.


‘The fort was built by an invading army,’ Balain continued on the other side. ‘You know what armies do, right?’


‘Um . . .’ She counted typical crimes off on her fingers. ‘Murder, kidnap, burn things down . . .’


‘Yes, but also – they steal stuff.’


The land curved upward, breaking apart in a sudden rocky outcrop, which the trail zigzagged over. After they’d clambered to the top Kirby turned outward, huffing. She could see Wall’s End still slumbering in the distance and felt a jealous pang in her chest, wishing she was with the others still sleeping there. In the other direction, cutting like a hunting knife through bog and meadowgrass, was the old road. It had been built by the same people who’d built the fort and held the same obsessive, unnatural symmetry. Kirby’s nose wrinkled on instinct. Just looking at it gave her the creeps.


‘You coming?’ Balain called.


‘Yeah.’


They rounded the sheer corner of the fort, the grass of the mound giving way to tiles, and came to a halt in front of the western entrance. The wind was stronger here, funnelled through the central arch, tugging slightly at the tip of Kirby’s cloak. She could see a courtyard inside, caught scents of dust and strange shapes softened by moss.


Balain had dragged some stuff out into the shade of the archway. A jumble at first, the pile resolved itself into a pair of boots, a shield painted in worn-out red, a moth-eaten cloak, a cloth-bound staff leaned against the wall, and a pair of warriors’ helmets, copper mouths downturned in a fierce grimace, their eyeholes crusted sharp with rust.


‘I found it in a chamber below the south tower,’ said Balain. ‘Some kind of weapons room. Can you believe they left all of this behind?’


Kirby nodded, holding her silence. It looked like a load of junk to her.


‘But that’s not the best part. Kirby of Wall’s End, feast your eyes on this!’


He picked up the bound staff, grimacing with effort. There was a metallic thud as he lowered the base onto the flagstones. The shape of it bulged oddly underneath the cloth. Bulged outwards on either side, almost like . . .


Kirby gasped. ‘No.’


‘Yes!’


Balain dropped to his knees and laid the package flat on the floor. He unwrapped it tenderly, the folds of yellowing cloth glowing pure white on the underside as he peeled them away.


The scabbard was scuffed leather with a blunt iron tip attached by a buckle to a thick shoulder strap. From the top end protruded a long handle of polished hardwood, carved at the pommel with a braided fern. The handguard curved downward to fit snugly against the casing.


‘Did you . . .?’ There was a word for it, but Kirby fumbled for a moment to remember. ‘Did you unsheath it yet?’


The blade had to be generations old. Older than Wall’s End for certain. For all they knew, that scabbard held nothing but iron flakes.


Instead of responding, Balain grabbed the handle and pulled.


There was a shimmer like sunlight on a still pool where the metal met the light. It was perfect, whole, so polished it made even the impressive scabbard look rough and dull by comparison. Kirby leaned over and saw her own reflection, warped by the curve of the fuller and etched with intricate runes.


End to end, it was almost as long as she was. A mean, deadly, beautiful thing. In all their years of exploring the ruins of Balt they’d never found anything this well preserved.


Balain grinned. ‘Told you it was worth it.’


‘Yeah,’ she breathed. On a normal day she’d hit him or call him an arse and a know-it-all. But this was no longer a normal day. ‘Wow.’


‘Look.’ He indicated a rune on the blade. ‘This one means courage, and that’ – his eyes glittered – ‘is the symbol for Iona. Goddess of Spring. Our goddess.’


She used to be, thought Kirby.


Iona, Iona, Iona. That name still lingered in Wall’s End, but only in the past tense, always tinged with wistfulness, longing and spite. When we had Iona. Since they stole Iona. In the days of Iona, long long ago. Balain was the only one who spoke of her as a living god.


But she was gone. Stolen. Everyone knew that. All anyone prayed to these days were the seasons, appealing to the mercy of Nature itself.


And Nature rarely listened.


Kirby hunched down and traced the line of the runes with her finger. Balain let her do it, but he was watching close. ‘I won’t get it dirty,’ she grumbled.


‘It means something, doesn’t it?’ he asked eagerly. ‘It has to. Here I am, on the verge of becoming a man. Come on, Kirby, I am—’


Kirby had been rolling her eyes. ‘Uh-huh.’


‘Here I am, on the verge of becoming a man, and then this sword finds me. That’s how it felt, Kirby, like the sword found me. And it’s her sword, with her name on it. Don’t you think it means something? I mean, it has to, doesn’t it?’


‘What are you saying?’


His squeaky voice firmed up. ‘She’s calling me, Kirby. She wants me to get her back.’


Kirby looked back to her own concave reflection. A part of her wanted to poke fun at him for getting carried away; to tell him that he’d been telling too many stories, and convinced himself he was in one. And a smaller part of her wanted to say: If you get called off somewhere, what’ll happen to me?


But as Balain got to his feet – as he hefted up that gigantic sword and held it out before him, the point chipping a spark of amber from the dawning sun, breeze tousling his hair, proud and strong and fierce – she became quietly convinced that he was right. Her brother was a hero. If anyone could be, it was him.


He must have noticed her looking awestruck, because he blushed and lowered the blade and said, ‘Anyway. Just an idea I had.’


‘Yeah, um . . . I dunno.’ Kirby stood up as well, brushing the soil from her knees. ‘We should get home.’


‘You go ahead. I’ll stay here.’


‘Eh? Why?’


‘I need to train.’ He swung the sword, grunting through his teeth with effort and pain. The blade sailed over his shoulder and came to a halt, trembling, an inch above the earth. ‘One!’


‘Train?’ She crossed her arms. ‘Balain. You’ll catch a cold.’


‘Don’t be a worrywart.’


‘And what’ll I tell Ma?’


He turned to her, panting. ‘Cover for me, okay? If she asks, just say I’m . . . doing something important.’ He hefted the sword again. ‘Two!’


The moment’s spell was broken: he was her big brother again, a child in a man’s body.


‘Fine,’ said Kirby, shaking her head. She turned back toward the trail. Home was calling.


Wall’s End was roused by the time she returned. Scents of porridge and wheat cake carried along from the cookfires, and she had to step aside to keep from tripping on a cockerel sprinting across the beaten earth. Someone called her name, and she turned to find their neighbour Mag, her hair tangled like a bird’s nest, eyes ringed by bruise-purple bags, clutching her youngest son with a single skinny arm.


‘Good, you’re up,’ said Mag briskly. ‘Could you hold him while I see to the pigs? Please? He’s been up all night.’


‘Sure.’ Kirby took him up gladly, a squalling toddler swaddled up in a drool-stained blanket. On being passed over he moved from a wail to a throaty, bellowing scream. The sound made her wince. But Kirby had been looking after the little ones of Wall’s End ever since she could walk, and she knew that screaming was good. It was the ones who fell quiet you needed to worry about.


Cooing in his ear, she found a tree stump nearby and sat down, folding her arms around his chest. ‘What’s wrong, eh, chicken?’ she murmured. ‘Come on. Shh. Tell me.’


‘I had – a – dream.’ He was struggling to speak through the hiccups. ‘A bad – a bad – There was—’


‘Oh no.’ She hiked him up closer. ‘Shh, it’s okay now . . .’


He lapsed into sniffles and finally dozed, dribbling down her forearm. Kirby bounced him against her knee. She watched the clouds. A memory of last night was nudging at the edge of her mind. She’d been dreaming before Balain woke her up, some kind of nightmare of dark, twisting space, where the walls went up and up and the sky was locked off forever.


Then the little boy roused again, and the memory vanished.










Ash


Aleya rose with the ocean wind.


Seabirds wheeled and cried out overhead. From afar came salt, hemp rope, casks of oranges. The image of the city swirled below like a strange kind of heat: bawling cats and bowls of spice and a pair of voices raised in anger and a child’s meandering song. No one element grabbed her focus. She felt, heard and inhaled it all at once.


Where am I? asked her mind, more out of curiosity than fear.


Everywhere, she responded. Nowhere.


But the feeling couldn’t last. Another thought intruded, yanking her downward: Today. It’s happening today.


She struggled in vain to put the idea aside, but it was too late. Now there were new thoughts elbowing their way to the front: Train and tired and tactics and fight and Queen of Heaven, what if I lose?


‘Bullshit,’ she said aloud. ‘I never lose.’


The wind seemed to grow quieter.


With great reluctance, Aleya opened her eyes. She was perched in an open window, legs folded over the edge, the city of Ash rolling out richly below her. Groves of fig and olive trees sprouted up between the whitewashed facades like weeds through ill-set tile. Here and there the streets broke open to make room for a market, a knot of activity where the sounds and smells pooled together. On the coast she could see the circlet, the protected harbour where garlanded royal ships floated on their own personal bay. Merchant boats dotted the open water beyond, speckling outward into the false forever of the inland sea.


A good view. Pretty as a picture, and about as real, for her purposes; a nice thing to look at and never to touch. If only she could touch it, leap down and get lost with the twist of a vine-shrouded corner.


Not today.


Aleya sighed and rolled out her neck. It was time to go. High time, judging by the shape of the shadows. Down the sheer face of the tower she could see the Ash Palace, including the southern courtyard where her trainer was no doubt waiting already. This was no day to arrive late.


She dressed quickly and kneeled before the gold-clothed altar at the foot of the bed. There was a bronze bangle set among the candles. She slipped it on, sealing it tight with a flat clasp carved in the likeness of God: a long-haired woman sleeping beneath a trifecta of stars. The Queen of Heaven was so small that her eyes were tiny scratches, her smiling mouth an upturned eyelash. But it was enough.


The scarring on Aleya’s palm itched. She eyed the intricately wounded flesh, grimacing a little, though the pain of the wound was just a memory’s memory nowadays. The pattern was dense and deep, stretching from wrist to fingertip, overwriting the natural lifelines of her hand.


Aleya returned to the windowsill. She raised the bangle to her face and whispered a prayer. For safe passage. Very delicately, she pressed her lips to the clasp. Then she touched the insignia against her open palm, right at the centre, where the wound went deepest.


One last look at the city. Then Aleya raised her hand over her head and stepped out into the open air.


The bangle erupted. From the wrist downwards her hand was consumed in something that was not quite flame and not quite starlight, a colour that seemed to contain all other colours within itself. She knew of the other planets that were sisters to her own; perhaps, she fancied, this was the colour of an alien dawn.


But really, there was nothing in the cosmos that shone like Idolfire.


Suspended by the bangle, Aleya floated downward like a ribbon on the wind, kicking her legs a little to guide herself to the open courtyard. Even with all the extra training recently, she could feel her shoulder muscles twitching with effort. But it felt good, too, moving under her own steam – under her own faith.


The courtyard rose below her feet and a waiting speck formed into the figure of her trainer, a lean woman in her fifties with a sword on one hip and a blunt, weatherbeaten face. She watched without comment as Aleya landed daintily on the tiles before her.


‘Good morning, Taire,’ she exclaimed with a bow. ‘My apologies for keeping you waiting, honoured teacher. You look well.’


Taire did not respond, except to cast a pointed glance at Aleya’s wrist. Aleya looked down. Her hand was still on fire. ‘Fuck!’


She shook her hand out vigorously, until the last spark died with a lick of unearthly warmth. As soon as she was done, Taire reached over and flicked her sharply on the ear. ‘You could have walked.’


‘I didn’t want to be late.’


‘Then leave earlier. Burning Idolfire for something so trivial . . .’


‘It’s my bangle, Taire.’


‘Hmm.’ Acknowledgement, not approval. ‘And did you sleep?’


Aleya shrugged. ‘I meditated.’


‘That’s not the same thing.’


Aleya scowled. It was true, a few more hours wouldn’t have hurt. Her eyes felt like chips of flint inside her face, sharp and dry. But Aleya never slept well before a trial.


She’d spent the last few months proving herself to a gauntlet of the city’s highest scholars: tests of mathematics, linguistics, theology, astronomy, all of them conquered with ease. There was only one step left before she could move onto the next stage of her training.


Today, for the first time, she had to prove herself in combat.


‘Come on then.’ Taire led her along at the usual unforgiving pace. They passed through latticed shadows, stepping across well-kept courtyards where jasmine clustered around fountains of gold and brass. The Ash Palace was cool despite the sun’s heat. Aleya looked at the sky. A fine morning. If I was anybody else, I’d be enjoying it right now.


‘Nervous?’ asked Taire.


‘No. ’ She replied too quickly. Taire gave her a look. ‘I’m not,’ she insisted. ‘When was I ever scared of a fight?’


She wanted Taire to agree, to reassure her that yes, she’d trained enough, this trial would be a breeze. But the old soldier only looked ahead. ‘Be careful, Aleya. That attitude of yours won’t help you in there.’


‘When has my attitude ever helped me?’


A puff of air through Taire’s nose. Amusement? Irritation? It was always hard to tell with her. ‘And mind your tongue too. You’ll be judged on everything today, not just your ability to throw a punch.’


‘Mm-hmm.’


‘I’m serious. No backtalk. No fucking commentary.’


‘Okay.’


‘And if you get hurt say “Ow”. Not “Shit!” or “Fuck!” or “Son of a flea-bitten bitch!” ’


‘Once! I said that once. And I was nine.’


‘That’s what was troubling about it.’


They’d made it to the trial grounds. There was one entrance for contestants, another for participants. Aleya turned to Taire. ‘I’ll be good,’ she said. ‘You just sit and enjoy the show.’


Then, something unexpected: Taire’s arm encircled her shoulder. ‘Show them who you are, fledgling,’ she whispered, and kissed her on her forehead. She hastened away before Aleya could respond.


Aleya made for the other entrance, rubbing at the spot where Taire had kissed her. What was that? she wondered.


She pushed the thought aside. In the brief gloom of the tunnel, Aleya tried hard to swipe her mind clean of everything but the present. To return to seabirds and the salt-scented breeze.


For such an important trial, the setting was mighty sparse. There was slabbed seating for the audience, an upholstered stool for the judge. The fighting pit was a rectangle of freshly raked sand. A low ring of clay bricks marked the edge of the arena.


It was the smallest such arena in the palace, a place for private ceremonies and tests such as these. There was a small crowd assembled. She ignored it.


The challenger was already waiting.


He was a barefoot soldier in his late teens with a broad chest and thick, dangling arms. A boy, really. A year or two older than her at most. He was bouncing on the spot, boxing with the air, an exercise that seemed half warm-up and half intimidation. He had a good physique, but was top-heavy. Aleya took note of this.


He was making a show of not looking at her. Was he excited? Would he brag to his friends later about how he beat the spirit out of her, the infamous little demon-spawn? There were people in Ash who’d be willing to pay good money for the pleasure. But he was all composure, at least on the outside. Perhaps she’d imagined that arrogant glint in his eye. Perhaps not.


Aleya removed her sandals and took her place opposite him in the pit, rolling her shoulders. She’d already stretched out that morning, but she couldn’t bear to stand there like a lump of sod. Jangling, ticklish energy coursed under her skin.


Excitement, she told herself. That’s all this is.


The officiator stepped out from the sidelines. A retired soldier like Taire, though he was further past his prime, robed and portly, his hair beating a full retreat. They’d met before on less formal occasions, and she bowed her head in recognition. He nodded back briskly and cleared his throat. ‘Ritual dictates I explain the rules before we begin,’ he said.


Straight into it, huh? Fine by me. The boy paused his bouncing to listen.


‘This is a hand-to-hand fight,’ the officiator went on. ‘Concealed weapons are not permitted. Gouging or scratching with fingers of any area, including the eyes, is not permitted. Concession from either fighter will not mark the end of the match. Instead, the match ends when the judge calls victory for one side.’


The officiator gestured to the man seated beyond the square. She’d been staring so hard at her opponent that she hadn’t even noticed who was judging the match. When she did, her stomach dropped.


It was her uncle Eshmer.


She had to fight hard to keep the shock from showing. Eshmer was gazing determinedly into the middle distance, ignoring her stare, while the officiator carried on droning out the rules. Neither he nor anyone else in the audience seemed to register Eshmer’s presence for the outrage that it was.


More than an outrage. With Eshmer presiding as judge, the trial was as rigged as a backstreet dice game. Fuckers.


Eshmer’s oldest son Irtu was a mere handful of years behind Aleya in age. Since the queen had no children, he ought to be next in line for the highest seat. Aleya alone – parentless, unmarried, without even a sibling to hide behind – blocked the flow of power like a cork in a wine jar. Her loss here would be highly convenient for Eshmer. Her death, even more so. It wasn’t even necessarily personal.


Though it was, of course. Very personal. Eshmer hated her. He’d always hated her. Under the pleasantries and the courtly nods and the How goes your training, niece? hatred pulsed like a living thing, and the feeling was mutual. Irtu was an irritant; a chubby-cheeked braggart who’d been boasting since he could speak about how he’d be King one day. But Eshmer was an adult, and cunning besides.


He scared her. He always had. That was the truth of it.


Familicide was an ancient and irrevocable taboo in the Ashalite royal family. They were not like the courtiers of other cities, slicing each other’s throats in an endless squabble for power. Ash respected blood, but it chose and tested its leaders. Hence why the city had stood firm since the dawn of man. Hence why they’d outlasted even that city which was called the greatest of all cities, the so-called City at the Centre of the World.


Ash was different. It persevered.


But this wouldn’t be an assassination, would it? she thought, feeling a creep of dread. Just an unfortunate outcome to a dangerous match. A tragedy.


It was a scant crowd: some guards, an officiator, a scribe, a handful of witnesses, Taire (expressionless again). It wasn’t too late to raise a complaint. But the story was already forming in her mind. The spoiled little bastard backing out of the match at the last minute, spineless and plotting, smearing her uncle’s name to avoid an honest fight.


There was no escape. He’d trapped her in formality.


She could feel rage rising and commanded herself to hold tightly to it. The choice was one between anger and fear: ignoring the former would mean giving in to the latter.


The officiator was finally done. ‘Bow to one another.’


They both complied. Deep in his bow, the boy’s gaze flicked upwards. Measuring her.


‘Positions.’


She took up a stance.


‘Begin.’


Aleya was braced for an immediate offensive, but her opponent hung back, pacing. Over the boy’s shoulder was her uncle’s watching eyes. Aleya wanted nothing more than to curse at the both of them, but this was a trial, and trials meant regality. So for now she matched his rhythm, pacing and watching, mindful always of the arena’s brick border behind her, short enough to trip and sharp enough to hurt.


At last the challenger made his move. An arching right hook, followed by a left, which glanced off her chin. While she was backing up a whipping kick connected with her thigh. She held her stance but felt her eyes well up; that one hurt. Late-blooming pain rose from the punch to the chin, a meaner clip then she’d first thought. Sensing an opening, the boy advanced. Overconfident. She pivoted on the bad leg and kicked his torso with a satisfying whap. Pulled back for a second blow, but he’d already moved out of reach. Slippery little fucker. Okay then.


They were an even match in height but he had a slight advantage in range, which he’d noticed and was using well. She wanted to upset his equilibrium. Feed the boy some sand.


So far in the fight Aleya had been acting as a mirror, going left to his right, retreating against advance. Now she switched quietly to pursuit. Closing the distance, stepping in rather than out. Once she was in range she tried out a few short, flickering punches, testing his guard. Again he tried to duck away, but she followed this time, keeping the pressure up. His eyes behind the raised fists were watchful, calculating. Not quite ready to take the bait.


C’mon. C’mon. More little jabs. Just when Aleya thought she’d need some new trick to tempt him out, the boy exploded, choosing the space between two punches to drive a hard strike right into her unguarded face.


A mean blow. But Aleya saw it coming. Rather than counter, she pivoted, moving outside the punch, aiming a sweep at the back of his knee. It didn’t need much force, not from this angle. The punch was in motion and he was already off balance. The boy tripped. A rush of triumph – but no, it wasn’t a trip.


It was a lunge.


A sudden exchange of floor and ceiling. Pulled by the waist, Aleya went down with him, and hers was the rougher landing, winded as she smacked the ground.


Then Aleya did something stupid.


Wrestling was not part of her plan. She wanted to set herself upright and gain some distance, and so in a panic she turned away from her opponent, trying to quickly scramble upwards. This was just what he’d been hoping for. He clamped an arm around her neck and started to squeeze.


Ah.


Shit.


This wasn’t an ordinary choke. He’d angled himself right over her windpipe, moving his whole weight over that small window of life. Aleya convulsed, trying to cough. She couldn’t. His arm was a noose. He was hanging her.


What had Taire taught her? Ten seconds maximum. Then she’d be unconscious. And not long after, dead.


In a normal match, this would be a good time for the judge to declare victory. What else could she do except die? The pressure in her skull grew, a kind of dull enveloping warmth, like her brain was the thing being squeezed rather than her neck. For the first time since she’d entered the ring, Aleya’s uncle looked her in the eye. Watching closely. Waiting to see the light fade.


Aleya looked back at him. She grinned.


Having pulled forward against the boy’s grip, she suddenly switched, arching her legs, driving her shoulders back and down. Her opponent fell but did not let go. He thought he could win so long as he had her neck, but he’d forgotten the arena had an edge.


There was a dull crack where his skull met the brick. The grip went slack. Aleya leapt to her feet and took up a stance, ready to fight on, but there was no need. The boy stayed down. He was out cold.


For a moment nobody in the room seemed to know what to do. The attendants glanced warily at one another. The officiator cleared his throat but said nothing. She could see Taire standing straight as a javelin, eyes burning with triumph – but there was no triumph, not until the judge deemed it so.


Eshmer looked at the warrior on the ground. The boy’s head lolled to one side, a trickle of blood running past his ear. Her uncle tightened his lips. Then at last, without even bothering to disguise his disappointment, he declared, ‘Victory to Aleya.’


At once, the tension burst; the officiator nodded, and there was a round of murmurs and sighs. Taire pounded her open palm with a fist, which was as close as Aleya had ever seen her come to whooping. She wanted to run and embrace her teacher, but the test was not yet done. She approached her uncle and kneeled before him. ‘I am grateful to accept.’ Her voice was raspy, and she could feel a necklace of bruises coming on.


‘On your feet.’


She rose. ‘I commend you for your valiance, Aleya Ana-Ulai, citizen of Ash.’ Again, the distaste was evident. She wondered what bothered him more – their shared surname, or the victory she’d scored in front of him? Probably both.


‘My eternal thanks, honoured uncle.’


She smiled wide, and though it remained unspoken, her real message rung loud and clear:


Fuck you. I win.










Wall’s End


By the time Balain returned home, he’d been missing for hours, and he was visibly exhausted, cheeks so flush they were almost purple. His arms trembled as he pushed the door aside.


‘Any luck with the traps?’ asked Ma, her eyes flicking up from the loom in her lap.


‘Not today,’ he said. ‘Pass the oatcakes, Kirb.’


‘That’s a shame,’ she said, as Kirby passed over the last of the morning’s cakes and a browning apple-half she’d saved. Balain plopped down on the rug and tore into it, hungry as a dog. ‘You were out trapping, weren’t you, son?’ Her fingers were busy with the threads.


‘Of course, Ma.’


‘You wouldn’t ask your little sister to lie for you, would you?’


‘Never, Ma.’ He grabbed her around the shoulders and kissed her on the cheek. ‘I could never get anything past my dear old Ma, not in a hundred years – ’


She smiled, shoving him away. ‘Off it. You’re getting crumbs in my hair.’


It took the willpower of a river to keep Kirby from groaning out loud. Of course Balain would get off easy. Of course he’d get a pinch on the cheek, after she’d spent the whole morning clearing chicken poop as a punishment for telling such an obvious lie (‘Nobody gets up before dawn to set a snare, much less a lazyboots like your brother’).


Not long afterward their ma ducked out, leaving the two of them alone. Kirby was pounding away at a bowl of barley, turning her feelings into flour. The heath flickered and spat.


‘Don’t sulk,’ said Balain.


‘I’m not sulking.’


‘Did she make you clean the chickens out again?’


No response.


‘I thought you liked the chickens? You used to cuddle them like dolls and tell them stories and cry every time we—’


‘When I was little.’ She could feel herself going red even though there was nobody else around to hear. ‘I’m just sick of cleaning them out every time you get me into trouble.’


‘Some things are more important than a bit of chicken poop.’


‘Next time I’ll leave it in your bed, then.’


This shut him up for a while. It was a thinking kind of silence, she could tell. He was working on something. There were things in Kirby’s heart she just couldn’t articulate: she wanted to explain to Balain that it wasn’t fair, that she hated how Ma held her to a higher standard even though she was younger, and how Ma always said it was because Kirby was a girl and girls had to be tough in this world. But everyone knew the real reason was Balain looked just like their da and had all his charms and that was why her ma couldn’t say no to him, even though their da had moved on for greener pastures when Kirby was still a baby. And anyway it wasn’t Balain’s fault, only he seemed to always have the sun on him somehow and leave her sitting in a puddle.


One day, she thought, when I have my own children, I’ll treat them all the same.


‘Let’s go out this afternoon,’ said Balain suddenly. ‘I want to explain some stuff.’ When Kirby gave him a look, he added, ‘And I’ll talk to Ma this time. Promise.’


Sure enough, when Ma finally came back he put on his ‘man-of-the-house’ voice and told her, ‘I’m taking Kirby fishing.’


Ma looked sceptical, but she nodded. ‘Okay. Don’t stay out too late.’ Her gaze turned on Kirby, sharpening. ‘You get that flour done before you leave. And get the floor swept and tidied. I don’t want flecks around everywhere. Understood?’


‘The floor will be spotless, Ma,’ Balain assured her, shooting Kirby a sidelong wink.


And so it was: he helped her, even though he hadn’t been told, and within the hour they were heading out again, Kirby with the fish basket, Balain hoisting the rod over his shoulder, whistling brightly. This time they made straight for the break in the Wall. There was no need to make a secret of it: it was a good long walk down to the sea, and the big river that cut through the ruins was flush with bream if you knew where to look.


A few Wall’s End folk called out in greeting as they passed, and Eider, Mag’s oldest, shyly asked if she could come along. She was Balain’s age, gifted with her mother’s amber hair and broad shoulders, and a pretty face that fell completely crestfallen at his cheerful: ‘Nope! Not today.’


Balain either didn’t notice the reaction, or he was kind enough to pretend not to see. When they were a few yards into the old city, Kirby turned and saw her watching them from the gap in the Wall. Kirby waved. Eider flushed, then waved back.


There was a different feeling in the ruin, compared to the fort. It was vaster, of course – Balt was once a city, and a great one too, as Balain loved reminding her. Kirby couldn’t imagine the number of people it’d take to fill up so many buildings. It was also in a much, much worse state. Even the slightest hill gave a view two or three streets ahead, given how crumpled everything was. In what survived she could see some remnants of the Baltish tastes: low circular buildings like flat cakes piled one atop the other, window holes that curved like eggs or rolled like rippling sand. Chaotic little grass-choked alleyways and byways flowing into one another with the confusion of rivers. There was ornate detailing on every surface, with branches and berries and birds and deer, and everything else that came to mind when you thought of spring. She spotted a nest tucked in the crook of an exposed awning and heard the trilling of real starlings in the rafters. A blur of anxious fur – a fox, maybe – vanished from view as they rounded the corner.


It was the better-preserved buildings that really gave Kirby the shivers. The shadowed entranceway, the open maw of a cellar, hatches long since burned or rotted away. A lot of it seemed precarious, ready to tumble at any time. Even the faintest gust of wind made the timbers creak.


‘Stay close to me,’ said Balain.


‘’Kay.’ She didn’t need to be told twice.


They’d slipped from speaking Bernic into the road tongue, the universal language of travellers; a blunt, flat-sounding thing, like a wooden spoon knocking against a pan. Balain used the road tongue as often as he could. On the rare occasions they got a visitor to Wall’s End, he’d harangue them to teach him as many words as he could stuff into his head, and took great pleasure in passing his knowledge on to Kirby. Their ma thought it was a pointless exercise, and for once Kirby agreed with her. They spoke enough to barter with travellers when they needed it – why learn more? Then again, she liked having something secret between the two of them. And it’d come in useful if Balain really planned on going away.


She set that thought aside. ‘So where’d you put the sword?’


Balain only tapped his nose. ‘Not telling. It’s not a toy.’


‘I know that, I was just asking.’ Now she was sulking again. Damn it.


‘Tell me what you know about Iona,’ said Balain. They were heading for the centre of the city now, and the ground had started to slope upwards.


Kirby sifted through her memory. Their ma didn’t like dwelling on the past, so all she knew about the old days came from stories from the older folks in Wall’s End, and from her brother’s ramblings. ‘She was our god.’


‘Is,’ he corrected sharply.


Kirby sighed. ‘Is. ’


‘What else?’


‘She’s the Goddess of Spring . . .’


‘Spring. Fertility. Life.’


‘That’s what I said.’


They came to a great hill ringed in concentric circles of stone and wildgrass, topped with a gigantic tower shaped like a clay jug – the broch. It had only one entrance, a squat archway dwarfed by the cobbled walls. No windows or fancy detailing here, just the blunt, ancient strength of stone on stone. The story of the city was writ plainly here at its centre. The broch came first and the city sprang around it, buildings and streets striking out like the struts of a cart’s wheel, drawing strength from the old power at the centre.


Balain found a narrow staircase and started to climb the hill, lecturing as he went: ‘So, this mound . . . there’s a bunch of tombs underneath. I don’t know how deep they go, but there’s lots of them. Maybe miles.’ Kirby thought about the empty spaces worming beneath her feet and held back a shiver. A small voice urged her to take hold of Balain’s hand. She resisted. ‘When the city was sacked, some people had the idea to hide down there,’ he went on. ‘They were the only ones who survived in the end. About a thousand in all.’


‘A th—’ Kirby paused for breath, bracing both hands against her legs. The mound was steeper then it looked. ‘A thousand?’


‘That’s right. Do you know many people live in Wall’s End?’


‘I dunno . . . Less than that . . .’


‘It’s forty-six. Forty-seven, if you count Mag’s next baby.’


Kirby pondered this as they climbed the next few flights in silence. When they’d gained enough height to glimpse a hazy strip of ocean over the walls, she asked, ‘Did they run away?’


‘Some did. Most chose to stay. They were the first ones to get the Wither.’


Ah. The Wither. Those two words alone sent a note of unease through her system. She knew about the Wither, of course. She knew which adults in the village had it; about half of them and a few of the old folks, too. But it was a shock hearing Balain speak the word ‘Wither’ so openly. It was the kind of thing you knew, but never said you knew.


Because the Wither was a wasting disease. It shrivelled your insides up. The babies came out sick, or more often than that, never came out at all. To put it in her uncle’s bitter, drunken words, the one and only time she’d brought up the subject of cousins: ‘Never. I’m barren as a mule.’


‘You know what it does, right?’ Balain asked.


‘It’s a disease—’


‘No.’ He cut her off bluntly. ‘It’s a curse.’


‘. . . okay.’


Balain had a fire in him and it was different from the boyish excitement from this morning. Something closer to anger. ‘Nobody will admit to it, but that’s what it is. We let Iona get taken away, and now every spring is deader than the last. I mean, just look at this,’ Balain said, indicating the city with a careless sweep of the hand. ‘We could have rebuilt over time, but there were never enough people around to get anything done. C’mon.’


He vanished into the broch without another word. Kirby fidgeted for a moment in the open air – it was dark in there – then gave up, and rushed in after.


The chamber inside was huge, but felt . . . welcoming somehow. Sunshine fell through the ceiling at an angle, solid and brilliant, like shafts of light through cloud canopy at twilight. A handful of fruit trees, gnarled and leafless, grew from a great ring of earth, exposed roots intertwined. Right in the middle the floor sank inwards, then raised again on a drystone altar that looked like a miniature model of the broch itself.


The altar, of course, was empty.


‘The Ionan orchard.’ Balain’s voice had dropped to a whisper. ‘These trees used to bear fruit all year round.’


‘They’re beautiful,’ she murmured.


‘They used to be beautiful. Now they’re just a bunch of pretty corpses standing around waiting to turn into dust.’


A short, ugly silence. ‘Sorry,’ he added. ‘It just makes me sad.’


Kirby wandered around the grove for a while, trying to imagine how it must have looked when they were all alive and bristling with greenery. Balain seemed locked in front of that blank altar. ‘I come here to pray sometimes,’ he said. ‘Even though she’s gone. I can feel a . . . trace.’


Kirby nodded. She could feel it too.


‘Don’t tell Ma.’


Kirby snickered. As if their ma would approve of any of this. ‘I won’t.’


The trees were so long dead it was hard to tell what kind of fruit they’d made, when those blunted, hollow branches still held a trace of life. She imagined apples pink as a blushing cheek, or soft, swollen, crushable plums, the kind so juicy they’d stain your hands for days after.


Balain had gone silent, and she could tell he was waiting for her to speak. There was a reason he’d brought her up here. This was all a lesson of some kind – he was always trying to teach her things, and he wouldn’t be satisfied until she proved she’d understood.        


‘So . . .’ she said, reluctantly. ‘You think . . . you think if you go and find her and bring her back, that’ll make people better?’


‘I know it will.’


That certainty. Where did he find it?


‘How far away is Nivela?’ she asked. ‘Two weeks’ walking? Three?’


Balain’s mouth turned wry. ‘More than that. It’s at the end of the old road, over the sea.’


Kirby baulked. She couldn’t imagine what kind of people lived over the sea. The rare visitors from other parts of Bern were weird enough: long-haired traders in colourful patchwork cloaks, babbling at each other in the road tongue, yanking along ponies ladled down with strange goods, obsidian mirrors and funky-smelling salves and strong, sour spirits. They were often surprised to stumble across Wall’s End, and Wall’s End was often surprised to be stumbled across. This far west most people assumed they’d hit the edge of the world. But that was further north somewhere, beyond the badlands.


‘It doesn’t matter,’ Balain went on. ‘I don’t care how far I have to go, what I have to do. I’ll get her back and then everything will be different. Better.’


She’d completed her circle of the chamber and joined him in front of that strange, empty altar. ‘I like things the way they are now.’


‘I know you do, Kirb. I know.’ He pulled her into an awkward brotherly side hug, patting her shoulder, and for once she didn’t feign disgust and shove him off. There was something in it, a kind of strange grown-up carefulness, a way he’d never acted around her before.


One day, long after this one, she’d find the word for it: pity.


But for now Kirby just gazed up to the broken ceiling. Soft white clouds were passing through the stone halo overhead.


It all seemed so simple in that moment. The Ionan grove was a held breath, a picture missing a piece. Balain would find that piece and bring it home and then, like he said, everything would be different. It would be better. Somehow. Of course, Kirby didn’t like it when things changed, and she hated the idea of him leaving, even for a month or two. But she agreed that the grove would look prettier if the trees were alive.


‘Diplomacy ideally, but I’ll do it alone if I have to.’ Balain had started talking again, mostly to himself. ‘That old tracker that came up the road last spring, he said Nivela’s been shut down for years. The timing is perfect. That’s why she found me now. That’s why she gave me Cursebreaker. It’s her way of saying—’


‘Cursebreaker?’ Kirby turned to him. ‘What’s that?’


‘My sword,’ he said, grinning. ‘Duh.’










Ash, Underneath


Most of Aleya’s earliest memories started the same way; with whispers and stolen glances, and a child’s keen sense of unease.


This memory found her ten years old and deep, deep underground. Oily light licked the walls, and the whispers came from heavenly attendants, whose sacred duties were not so sacred as to keep them from muttering to each other, and whose heavy cloth hoods did not disguise their pointed stares.


‘Ignore them,’ said Taire, planting a hand between her shoulder blades and ushering her past. ‘Come on.’


Aleya tilted her head back, caught the attendant’s eye and smiled wolf-wide. The woman’s nostrils flared, and she whispered to her friend, ‘Did you see that? She’s goading me, the little bastard.’


‘Shh.’ The other attendant looked more alarmed than hateful. ‘Not here.’


A warning squeeze on the shoulder from Taire. A little later it would seem strange to Aleya that only her trainer came along for the ceremony, rather than any family. Later than that it would make a sad kind of sense. For now she didn’t dwell on it, and was only grateful for Taire’s warm shadow and her familiar soap-and-leather smell.


Aleya knew three things about what was about to happen. One: she knew all her older family members had gone through it, and all the city’s highest priests, evidenced by the strange, twining scars on their right palms. This ceremony would mark her as one of them, forever. No matter what they or anyone else thought about it. Two: she knew it was called shaking the hand of heaven, though this was just a metaphor and not a literal shaking. The ‘hand’ would stay still. All she had to do was hold it. Holding the hand of heaven probably didn’t sound dramatic enough, that was all. Three: once the ceremony was over, she – Aleya – would be able to tap and channel the city’s greatest treasure.


‘They’re just jealous they’ll never do magic,’ she said, loud enough for the attendants to hear.


‘Aleya.’ Taire flicked her sharply on the ear. ‘This is an honour. Take it solemnly.’


‘Yes, Taire.’


‘And straighten up. This is a sacred place, for fuck’s sake.’


‘Yes, Taire.’


Deeper down now. The floor sloped gently away. Aleya imagined she could feel the weight of the Ashalite Palace overhead, though she couldn’t, really. The lamps seemed to be further and further apart. Like time was slowing down, or like the tunnel itself was warping, extending itself as they went.


There was a fourth thing she suspected, but had not had the courage to confirm.


‘Taire?’ she asked.


‘Yes, fledgling?’


‘Is it going to hurt?’


Taire paused.


‘Very much,’ she said.


Ahead, through the distant, open entranceway, the Right Hand of Heaven glowed like an eye. She could already smell the coals.


 


After the combat trial, there was no celebration.


‘Rest,’ was Taire’s only command. ‘I feel exhausted just looking at you.’ But Aleya was restless, despite the lack of sleep, buzzing like an urn full of bees and somewhat drunk on victory.


So she snuck out.


She was smart enough to know she was being stupid, but she couldn’t resist. She’d earned a little freedom, after coming so close to death – not that anybody else saw it that way. Taire insisted there’d been no subterfuge from her uncle: ‘He ruled you the winner, Aleya. Stop whining.’


Of course Taire didn’t believe her about Eshmer. Nobody ever did.


The power of her bangle was exhausted from that morning, cold and dim, and it would take another week of careful prayer before the Idolfire inside burned anew. But there was another treasure at her disposal. It lay not at an altar but in a locked box under her bed, alongside some other, less useful trinkets.


A leather-strap necklace bearing the symbol of Divan, the Kubalite lord of unyielding strength and, significantly for her purposes, boundaries. Divan had protected the walls of Kuba for almost a thousand years, so they said. The tiny jade hammer was scorched black at the base from the last time Aleya had used it, but she could sense some pent power within.


Burning Idolfire twice in one day – and with a foreign god, no less – was just the sort of behaviour Taire would yank her ear off over. It was a flippant use of ancient magics, she knew, and borderline disrespectful to the people of Kuba.


But it was her mother’s necklace, and Divan had been her mother’s god. And Aleya had no qualms about taking something from her mother.


She grabbed a cloak and fastened on the necklace, wincing a little as she brushed up against the bruises. It rushed up on her. The memory of that clamped arm, squeezing.


Forget it. You won. That’s all that matters.


She took the stairs this time, setting her shoulders back and walking at a pace so nobody would ask where she was going as she strode towards the Dawn Gate. Palace watchmen held the gate at either entrance, guarding the way to the palace steps, a broad staircase arching over the lily-speckled moat.


Aleya walked a few yards to the right of the gate. After checking one last time for onlookers, she drew the necklace out from under her shirt, clasped it in her scarred palm, and whispered: Lord of Boundaries, open the way. She did not kiss the sigil, for the gods of Kuba were no gods of hers. Then she turned to face the wall.


Sure enough, the brickwork swallowed her hand like water. Aleya took a breath and stepped through.


It was thick. Damn it all, she always forgot how thick those walls were. It was terrifying to be swallowed up completely and take three full steps across blind, suffocating darkness (she didn’t dare try breathing lest she got a lungful of liquid brick). But then there was sea air on her face and sunshine warm against both eyelids. She stepped out into the open just a few inches shy from where the steps dropped down into the moat.


Phew. She checked the necklace and saw the scorch marks had grown to consume most of the hammer’s tiny handle. Good for a few more, but not too many.


The city watch snapped a salute, and she returned it with a courteous nod and then pulled up the hood of the cloak, hurrying into the streets of Ash.


It was past midday and the city was quiet, with most folks keeping to the shade of the awnings on either side of the road. She followed a familiar path, past hawkers and tradesmen on ponies and packs of giggling children sprinting around at knee-height. Her destination was surprisingly nondescript, given the valuables that lay inside: with its white columns and well-trimmed vines, it could have been any other stately home in the city. Only the increased guard and the steady foot traffic that flowed through the open gates hinted that something special lay within.


Aleya hopped up the staircase two at a time and hurried past the sentries into the first of several bright, high-ceilinged chambers. The house had been cleared of furnishings to make way for long tables, around which a small crowd wandered, stooping here and there to stare at the display. The collection was almost as old as the city itself, but the current queen was the first to make it available to the public. It was important, she said, that all the people knew their own majestic history, especially in times like these. ‘Times like these’ meaning times of recovery. Postwar times. When the museum opened some 15 years before, the city had been reeling, dazzled with pain, a stumbling beast with a chunk of flesh torn from its side. This public museum was one attempt to close the wound.


Pottery fragments dating back 20,000 years. Snatches of clay inscriptions. An early sketch of the stars. Aleya walked past them all with hardly a glance, heading straight for the section called Treasures of the Callings.


They were small, these treasures. Almost nondescript. The inscription tablets gave away their true magnificence:


 


Parthe, thirteenth queen. She crossed the desert on foot and drew water from the deepest oasis of the plains. Here sits her canteen.


 


Ducal, the third king. He joined a merchant crew, crossed three oceans and brought back a fist of black rock plucked from the mouth of a young volcano. Here sits the rock. Note the bubbled aberrations.


 


Zila was always her favourite. The fifth queen had followed the merchants’ way eastward – further east than any Ashalite had ventured at that time – and brought back a scroll, a collection of stories in a pictorial language the Ashalite scholars couldn’t even recognise, never mind decipher. Thanks to Zila, they discovered the world was much vaster than anyone had imagined. No greater way to honour the Queen of Heaven than to push the boundaries of knowledge itself.


Each of those objects, many of them small, aged, plain to the eye, held a story of courage and daring, a mythic prelude to an epic reign. The better the treasure, the better the rule. That was the old superstition. And rational as she was, Aleya believed it.


As she walked down the museum steps and back into the street, Aleya’s skin prickled with a dearly held thought: Soon it’ll be my turn. Soon she’d venture out of the city in plain clothes and traveller’s boots, and bring back something extraordinary, something that would prove her worthy of a place in the Ashalite lineage once and for all. The final tests of all the tests that would show her, at last, to be worthy.


How pleasant that would be. To be finished with proving herself, and just be done and proved. Like leavened dough. She laughed, turning a corner, almost in sight of the lily moat. Ah, but what to bring? What would her treasure be? Maybe a jewel from the south-eastern reaches of Ur. She’d always wanted to see what lay beyond the sands.


With her vision so full of dreams, she didn’t see the rock coming – not until it smacked her in the face.


Blood exploded from her lip and Aleya made a noise unbefitting of a future queen. The girl who’d thrown the rock stood a few yards ahead, panting. Even she seemed shocked at her own boldness. Perhaps she didn’t expect the rock to land, or at least land so hard. Aleya cradled her face. There was blood dripping through her fingers and she could taste her own lacerated lips.


Don’t panic. They were Taire’s words, not her own. Don’t panic. Breathe. Assess.


‘I know who you are.’ The girl’s voice was high and quivering. ‘I saw you coming down the palace steps.’ People on the street were starting to turn, sensing a shift in the energy. This seemed to embolden the young rock-thrower. ‘How dare you show your face out here? Where’s your shame?’


Aleya flinched. Is this how it ends? she wondered bleakly. Mobbed to death within a minute’s walk from the gates? If a few more people started lobbing rocks she’d be in real danger. But for the time being, the gathered crowd was content to stare. And point. And whisper. It was worse somehow.


‘Well?’ the girl demanded. ‘Speak!’


Breaking into a run felt dangerous. Taire had drilled it into her a thousand times before: Act like prey, and prey you shall become. But what else could she do? Attack the girl? Argue with her through shattered teeth? Her pride bridled at the thought of having to defend herself against this crowd of leering strangers. She didn’t know these people. She didn’t owe them a single measly thing.


There was nothing else for it. Aleya withdrew her hand. She thrust her chin into the air and walked, no, strolled onwards, her eyes drilling forward like nothing happened, like her face wasn’t sticky with blood, like there wasn’t a whole crowd of people gawking after her as she went.


It worked: nobody followed. Even the rock-thrower stayed where she was. But apparently the temptation for one last jab was too much for her to resist:


‘That’s right!’ she screamed. ‘Fuck off back to Kuba. Bastard!’


As Aleya gritted her teeth and walked away from her people, the charred jade hammer seemed to burn against her chest.


 


‘Taire, you’re being—’


‘Enough,’ she barked. ‘Stop making excuses or I’ll have him sew your mouth shut too.’


Aleya balled her fists up on her knees. The doctor sewing her lip up was a study in diplomatic silence. He’d worked without a single word while Taire ripped into her for her carelessness, her selfishness, her absolute pig-headed stupidity. The needle was still hot from the sterilising flame, and bit like a viper against the skin.


Aleya hated the medical ward. It was her least favourite place in the palace, probably the city. Good ventilation and constant cleaning didn’t hide the odour of death, of shit-tainted blood and ketoid breath and stinking ointments and the cloying scent of the long, low-burning oil lamps for the poor souls that had to stay overnight. Today it was empty, by Heaven’s mercy, so there was nobody but the attending physician to bear witness to her humiliation.


At last the upper half of the wound was stitched, and the doctor turned away to cut a new length of suturing thread. Aleya seized the opportunity. ‘Just let me talk to her,’ she said. ‘I think the queen’ll—’


Taire shook her head. ‘Burana is busy. And you’re not going to change her mind on this. Trust me.’


‘This is a huge overreaction. It’s not fair.’


Her mouth went tight. ‘Don’t talk to me about fair. You messed up. Accept it.’


‘It’s not my fault they hate me.’


There was a long, painful, glaring pause, interrupted at last by someone clearing their throat. It was the doctor. ‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘Your lip.’
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