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IT WAS WHISPERED that the otherfolk stole children, but one autumn evening they came for the midwife instead.


She was a slim woman with pale hair and strong hands. A small iron charm hung on a leather cord and rested in the hollow of her collarbones—a ward against magic. One did not live so close to Annwvyn without keeping to the old ways. Which was why the woman hesitated when a stranger knocked thrice at her door. Evenings were dangerous. Magic flourished in moments when the world was in flux: when the sun rose or fell, when seasons shifted, and when the days were at their shortest or longest.


“Yes?” said the midwife, speaking through her door. “Who is it?”


It was a man who answered. “Please. I have need for a midwife.”


Compassion overcame caution, and the midwife unlatched the door.


The man that stood before her was not human. His eyes had the flat pupils of a goat, and his clothes were spun from oak leaves and lichen. He was beautiful and unsettling, and at once the midwife took a step back, her hand going to her iron charm. She knew of the otherfolk, but one had never crossed her path. She was half tempted to shut the door on this magical creature.


“My lady,” said the man of the folk. “Please. My wife is laboring with our child, and I fear I will lose them both.” He looked pained. “I do not have gold, but I promise a favor of equal measure.”


The midwife straightened. This was familiar. She strode back into her home, gathering her supplies. Her own babe, a child of six months, was napping by the fire. The midwife bundled her into a sling and settled the babe against her shoulder. “I have no one to watch her,” said the midwife.


The man nodded. “I will provide safe passage to you both.”


The midwife lived on the edge of the wild country, where the forested mountains of Annwvyn cast shadows across the mortal lands. The man led the midwife past the fields and toward the wood. He moved with the unsettling grace of a deer, finding paths that the midwife would never have seen. She held her babe close, glad that her daughter was a heavy sleeper. Perhaps it would have been safer to remain indoors, to stay where iron and fires drove back the wilds. But she had been a midwife too long to let a mother suffer alone.


The man approached two ancient yew trees. Their branches were woven to form an archway—a living gate.


The gates of Annwvyn.


The man hesitated, casting a glance at the midwife. “While you are within the forest, do not speak your name. Nor your daughter’s. There are those who would remember, and they would have power over you both.”


The midwife hesitated for half a heartbeat. Taking a tighter hold on her daughter, she stepped through the wooded gates.


At first glance, all seemed ordinary. The forest was dusky; small creatures found their way by weak moonlight; owls called out overhead; a creek burbled nearby. But when the midwife glimpsed a bird, its wings glittered as though it had been made of spun gold.


“This way,” said the man. He led her down another unseen path until they came upon a small home. It was tucked in the roots of an old oak tree, and the man made a gesture. The roots moved obligingly, revealing a doorway. The midwife stepped inside.


At once, she smelled the blood. There were two of the folk inside: A very pregnant woman lay on a bedroll, laboring with uneven breaths and sweat staining her moss-green hair. A woman knelt beside her, holding a bandage over the pregnant woman’s shoulder. The bandage was soaked through with half-clotted blood.


“A hunter’s arrow struck my sister,” said the kneeling woman. “The iron—it caused her labor to begin before it should. And none of us can dig out the iron.”


The midwife nodded. This was why one of the otherfolk had sought out a mortal midwife rather than one of their own. She set her own sleeping babe on a table, and then she began to work. The midwife found and removed the arrowhead from the folk woman’s shoulder, but the labor was too far gone to halt. The mother had little breath to cry out. The midwife tried her best to save mother and babe.


Her victory was only half won.


She bore a bloodied child to the table. She cleaned him and made sure the babe could breathe well enough on his own. He was a small thing, with briar-green eyes and wickedly sharp canines. The lad’s father sat beside his still wife, hand in hers. The sister had gone outside to howl her grief to the forest. “What can I do?” asked the midwife quietly.


The man let out a small hiccuped sob. “There is an oil,” he said dully. “The bottle on the shelf, with the green stopper. We anoint all our children with it.”


The midwife found the bottle. The liquid inside was a thick brown, and it smelled herbal and sharp. She touched her fingers to the liquid, then brushed it over the newborn’s brow. The lad blinked up at her, bewildered by the touch. He squealed sharply.


That noise startled the midwife’s young daughter. She let out a surprised sob. Hastily, the midwife went to her child.


But her fingers were still stained with the strange oil.


Unthinking, the midwife touched her child’s right eye, wiping away her tears.


Her daughter’s eyes had been the blue of a summer’s sky—but as the midwife watched, gold flooded through the iris. Gold as the strange birds in the forest. Gold as the late-autumn leaves.


Gold was not for people like the midwife. Gold meant coin or magic. It meant power.


Then, as abruptly as it had appeared, the gold faded away. The babe sobbed harder, her face scrunching and chubby fingers rubbing at her right eye. Panicked, the midwife tried to use her sleeve to wipe away any traces of the strange oil, but it was too late.


Behind her, the man drew in a sharp breath. The midwife looked up, suddenly fearful for herself and her child.


“I didn’t mean to,” the midwife said, but the man spoke over her.


“Listen carefully,” said the man of the folk. “You saved the life of my son, and now I shall do the same for your daughter. I will tell no one of what happened, and neither shall you. You both need to leave.”


The midwife picked up her daughter and followed the man through the forest and toward home. When they stepped through the wooded yew gates, the man bowed to her. He reached for the babe, his hand hovering over her. “The trick is not in the seeing,” he murmured. “But in knowing where to look.”


His words made little sense to the midwife. But before she could ask, he returned to Annwvyn.


The midwife dared not chance a look backward until she was home. She locked her door, dragged a chair beneath it, and then placed her sleeping child in her cradle.


Magic had touched her babe, marked her. She knew what happened to those with magic—they were taken by nobles or royals, bound into service. She would not let that happen to her daughter. The midwife yanked the iron charm from around her neck. She stitched that charm into a small cloth and folded it across her babe’s right eye. Then she bound the cloth in place.


She considered leaving her village, to go as far from Annwvyn as she could. But she did not have the coin. Instead, the midwife moved to a home beyond the boundaries of her village, where there were fewer neighbors to watch them. She delivered children and found herbs to ease the pregnancies of her neighbors, all the while keeping an eye on her daughter.


The girl grew up like a weed. She was quiet and watchful, a determined little thing. Her mother told her to always wear the iron-stitched cloth around her eye, and most of the neighbors assumed she had lost her eye in an accident. The midwife told her daughter again and again that she needed to keep her right eye hidden from the world.


And the girl did as she was told.


Until she was seven.


The girl was out in her neighbor’s fields, having been offered a coin to count the lambs born in the night. As she worked, a few strands of sweaty hair snagged in her blindfold. The girl looked around to be sure she was alone, then yanked the cloth away. She knew the tale of what had happened to her eye; her mam had told the girl over firelight, whispering the story. But the girl only half believed it.


She blinked the world into focus, enjoying the early-morning sun on her face.


That was when she caught sight of a man walking along the distant road. Merchants, messengers, and travelers were not an uncommon sight. But this one made her look again. A creature was following the man.


A hound. Long-legged and fearsome, with eyes that glowed like embers. It stalked the man with predatory grace, and the girl’s heartbeat tore into a gallop.


She called out to the distant traveler, warning him. But he merely looked at the girl as if she were telling tales. “There’s no dog,” he shouted back, pulling his cloak tighter around himself. “Go back to your mam, girl.”


“He’s right there,” cried the girl, pointing at the hound. It looked to be a skeletal thing, hungry and gaunt, but again, the man did not seem to see it.


The girl frowned. She raised her iron-stitched blindfold to cover her magicked eye—and the hound vanished from sight. When her hand fell away, the hound reappeared.


The traveler waved the girl off. The hound followed, silent and unseen. As it approached, the world grew unnaturally quiet. The girl shivered and ran back home, not stopping until she was safely behind a locked door, her iron-stitched blindfold firmly in place.


The next day, villagers found the man dead on the road. He had been mauled by some animal, it was whispered, but there were no tracks near his body.


In the following weeks, the girl began to steal moments when she looked at the world with both eyes. It was how she saw the kindly bwbach that lived at her neighbor’s home, helping keep mice and rats from the grain. She saw an aderyn y corph as it soared overhead, casting a long shadow over the fields. She saw the way the otherlands glowed on some nights.


And that was when she understood.


Her left eye saw the world as mortals did; her right eye saw the world as magic.


During the late-summer harvest, the midwife and her daughter went to the village markets. They browsed wares—woven baskets, iron charms, dried seeds. A man played a crwth while a woman sang, and several children danced to the tune. The smell of honeyed cakes and sweet drinks made the girl’s mouth water. She danced with a few other children until sweat trickled down her back. The blindfold itched, and she pulled it up for a moment, scratching at the corner of her eye.


A flicker of movement caught her gaze.


And then she saw the otherfolk.


There were three of them, children all. They darted in and out of the crowd like minnows in a stream. They were taking small treasures from pockets, unknotting cloaks, shoving pebbles into boots. They were folk children playing at mischief, and only the girl could see them.


She tried to turn away, she truly did.


But when one of the folk tried to slip his hand into the girl’s pocket, she seized his wrist. She had only a few coins, and she would not let herself be robbed.


It was a dangerous mistake.


The folk boy looked at her. He had the eyes of a cat, and his hair was red as old blood. “How did you—” he began to say, but then his voice caught. He reached out and pushed the girl’s pale hair aside, revealing her right eye.


“Look!” he said, and the otherfolk children flitted through the crowds. Before anyone could notice, they dragged the girl into an alleyway.


“She’s got an eye like one of us,” said one of the folk, a girl with flowers crowning her head and a voice like a burbling stream. “Did you steal that magic, human girl?”


A second folk boy watched her from a few steps away. He had briar-green eyes and a raspy voice. “She looks like a white crow.”


“We should cut out that eye,” said the first boy. He held a knife made of the fang of an afanc—long and wickedly jagged along one edge.


Cold terror flooded the girl. She was helpless, outnumbered and trapped, with no one near enough to help her. It was the first time she had ever felt such fear.


Fear sharpened into anger, crystallized into action.


The girl slapped the folk boy’s hand away. Tucked into her palm was the iron-stitched cloth. The iron stung the folk boy, and he stumbled back, snarling in agony. The afanc dagger clattered to the ground. The girl seized it, clumsy but determined, and backed away from the otherfolk.


“Try to take my eye,” said the girl, baring her teeth.


The otherfolk hissed, but she had iron in one hand and a knife in the other. The folk retreated.


One of them looked back—the boy with briar-green eyes. “What is your name?” he called.


The girl knew all the tales of Annwvyn. She knew of humans gone missing in the woods, of prophecies, of diviners of magic. And she knew better than to give one of the folk her birth name. She thought of what these folk children had called her.


“I’m a white, thieving crow,” she said flatly. “Call me that, if you are to call me anything.”


The boy flashed a grin. “So be it, Branwen.”


Then the midwife called out to her, rounding the corner. She saw her daughter holding a knife at nothing, and her brows drew tight. Hastily, she took her daughter by the hand and bustled her away. The girl looked over her shoulder and saw the folk watching her with those inhuman eyes.


They would not forget her.


She would not forget them.


She slept with the knife for a week until she went to one of her neighbors. He was an older man, with aches in his joints and a grumble in his voice. But he had served in the cantref’s armies for many years, and his eyes were still sharp.


The girl brought him fresh eggs to sweeten his mood. Then she pulled out the dagger, placing it on his kitchen table. “Can you teach me how to use this?” she asked.


The neighbor picked up the dagger, examining it with a practiced eye. “That’s quite a weapon for a child.”


“I’m seven,” said the girl stubbornly.


He scoffed. “Why do you want to learn?”


The girl thought of the skeletal hound. Of the corpse-bird in the sky. And she thought of hands on her, dragging her into an alley to be threatened with this very knife.


“There are monsters in the mountains,” she said. “And some of them do not stay there.”


He nodded. “Aye. Is that why you’ve come to me? You afeared of monsters?”


The girl shook her head.


The power of monsters was that they could go unseen. Their magic shielded them from sight and sound, so they always struck the first blow.


But the girl had a power all her own. She unbound the iron-stitched blindfold, letting it flutter to the table. The world came into focus. There was an enchantment upon the afanc-fang dagger, a wicked gleam that would cut through anything. Her fingers settled around the hilt.


“The monsters,” she said, “will fear me.”
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CHAPTER 1



MONSTERS HAD LITTLE respect for mealtimes.


Branwen crouched behind a thicket of briars. The late-autumn sunlight cast the forest into shades of crimson and gold. The lush scent of sun-warmed blackberries made her stomach clench with hunger.


It had been hours. Perhaps she should give up this hunt and return in the morning. She was reaching for her small lantern when she heard it.


A whisper of leaves. The murmur of a footfall against damp earth.


Branwen swallowed, her tongue suddenly too dry. She touched the knife at her belt. Her bow was at home; the thick undergrowth and close trees ensured that this hunt would need to be at close range.


A woman rounded a bend in the path. Sunlight caught in her red-brown hair. She carried a basket brimming with loaves of bread, apples, and cheeses.


Or so it seemed.


In the immortal lands, one could not trust mortal senses.


Branwen reached up, her fingers alighting on the iron-stitched cloth she wore across her right eye. Quietly, she pulled it free.


And then the world changed.


The forest glittered with unseen power. Branwen blinked several times, waiting for her eye to adjust. Then she looked at the woman. She half expected to see one of the folk: hair woven with vines, inhuman eyes, or too-sharp teeth. It was not unheard of for one of the folk to visit the village wearing the guise of a mortal.


But nothing about the woman changed. Her hair was still a ruddy brown, a flush on her cheeks as she carried her day’s shopping.


It was just a human woman.


Branwen blew out a breath and sat back on her heels. She would wait another hour, then return home. One did not remain in the forests of Annwvyn—even the outskirts—after dark. She slid the blindfold back into place. Using that eye for too long left her with a headache that throbbed through her whole skull, made her flinch away from light and sound. It was best to use her power sparingly.


The traveler continued along the path. There were always a few willing to risk the edges of Annwvyn. Most of the time, they came out unscathed. Some emerged with bloody injuries or enchanted trinkets. And some simply vanished.


A noble, Barwn Ifor, lost his son a few weeks ago, after the young man ventured too near Annwvyn. The hunt to find him had led Branwen to this briar patch and this very ordinary-looking traveler.


The traveler stumbled over a root in the path and grumbled quietly to herself. Sweat beaded on her brow, and she paused, setting down her burden long enough to swipe at her forehead. She knelt beside a stream and cupped one hand, reaching for a drink. Sunlight danced merrily upon the water. It looked so clear and refreshing that Branwen dragged her dry tongue across her lips. It was easy to imagine how sweet that water would taste, how refreshing it would feel against her dirt-smudged fingers. The traveler cupped a handful of water.


And then a hand surged from the stream and seized her.


The woman shrieked. She thrashed like an animal caught in a snare, but the grip was unbreakable. It began to drag her toward the water. She reached for roots, for ferns, for any handhold. But it was a useless struggle, and slowly she was dragged into the stream.


Branwen surged to her feet. Her legs tingled with disuse, and she stumbled as she ducked out from behind the briars.


There were a few charms against magic. Iron was the most common, but to scatter iron into Annwvyn was akin to walking into a prince’s great hall with a cup of poison. It was an insult at best and a declaration of war at worst.


Branwen shoved a hand into her pocket and withdrew a handful of dried gorse. It was less potent than iron, but it would also decay and leave no trace. She tossed the leaves into the water, where they bobbed merrily in the current. One of them touched the hand emerging from the water, and it flinched in pain.


The hand slipped back beneath the waves, and the traveler scurried to the path on hands and knees. When she saw Branwen, she let out a startled noise.


“Run,” snarled Branwen.


The traveler did not need telling twice. Leaving her fallen basket, she rushed up the path. Branwen listened to the thud of footsteps, to the ragged breathing, to those last mortal sounds. And then Branwen was alone with the monster that rose from the water. That stream should have been far too shallow to hide anything larger than a fish or frog. An illusion must have hidden this unseen creature.


Nothing beneath the trees of Annwvyn could be trusted, save for names and oaths.


The woman who stepped from the stream had hair black as obsidian, skin pale as sun-bleached driftwood, and the kind of beauty only glimpsed in paintings. She wore a white gown sodden with creek water. She looked like a maiden spun from magic and tales, just waiting for the right hero to save her from this place.


Branwen inhaled deeply a few times, blowing out each breath in its entirety—the way she prepared to dive beneath choppy waters. Then she pulled a small flask from her belt and tipped it into her mouth. Alcohol burned at the corners of her chapped lips, and she had to resist the instinct to swallow it down.


The corners of the woman’s mouth curved into a gentle smile. She opened her mouth and began to sing. It was as lovely as the rest of her: clear and perfectly pitched. Slow and gentle. The kind of melody that should have rocked babes to sleep.


Branwen dug her nails into her palms. She did not have magic.


She had something far more dangerous—knowledge.


She yanked away the cloth that covered her right eye. And Branwen saw the woman for what she was.


The creature was thin. Her stomach was hollow—not as one who was starving, but the flesh was simply not there. Her torso was all ribs and tattered cloth.


A cyhyraeth. A maiden of bracken, bone, and driftwood. It was whispered that they foretold death with a wailing song.


She was a nightmare. And yet somehow, when Branwen saw the truth of her nature, her song became all the more beautiful.


The creature approached on bare, skeletal feet. Branwen saw something glittering through her torso. A gleam of silver—no, not silver.


Iron.


An iron-tipped arrow had pierced the maiden’s chest and lodged there.


The cold weight of fear dropped into Branwen’s belly. She swallowed instinctively, and a few drops of the spirits slipped down her throat.


Iron was poison to the otherlands and to all those who dwelled within them. It smothered magic, like dirt poured on flames. It could drive monsters to madness. Iron sickness, the folk called it.


And this maiden of death had an arrowhead buried in her chest.


“Sweetling,” whispered the cyhyraeth. The melody was so lovely that it hurt. The song held all the ache of lost loves and faded flowers.


“What is your name, sweetling?” asked the cyhyraeth. Her voice was soothing as the touch of cool fingers against a fevered forehead. It made Branwen yearn to answer, to give this monster the power it needed to destroy her.


There was a cold touch at Branwen’s throat. Fingers that were half-bone and half-branch stroked her skin with such tenderness that a shiver of pleasure ripped through her.


“Tell me your name,” the cyhyraeth crooned. She had hold of Branwen, fingers curled around the young huntress’s throat.


It would have been so simple to tell her. To whisper the word that Branwen had forbidden herself to say. It was a name Branwen had tried to bury, to leave behind with the failings that accompanied it.


The cyhyraeth was so close, and she smelled of oceans and misty nights. It was intoxicating, as easy to slip into as a warm bath.


She opened her mouth—


The cyhyraeth’s song grew sharper, higher, hungrier.


—and Branwen spat her mouthful of spirits into the monster’s face.


The creature recoiled, its jaw gaping wide in a wordless scream.


Branwen’s left hand reached for her lantern, and she swung it upward, catching the cyhyraeth on the edge of her jaw. And this was why Branwen never stilled her tongue with mouthfuls of bread or iron.


Alcohol burned.


The moment the flames touched the strong drink, the cyhyraeth ignited. Fire caught in the wisps of her cobweb hair and the threadbare clothes dragging from her skeletal frame.


Her song sharpened into a screech. The cyhyraeth’s hand flashed toward Branwen’s stomach. Her long nails were jagged as broken barnacles. Branwen leapt back, but those nails sliced through the loose fabric of her tunic. It parted, a few threads fluttering through the air.


The cyhyraeth shrieked again, pressing her advantage. Branwen stumbled. Her feet were on damp, uneven ground, and this creature was swift as a fish in water. The fire guttered in the cyhyraeth’s damp hair.


Fighting back a surge of fear, Branwen ducked and rolled away, reaching into her pocket. When she came up, she threw another handful of gorse leaves into the cyhyraeth’s face.


But the cyhyraeth was too swift. She ducked beneath the flutter of leaves, her mouth pulled back into a snarl. Her teeth were jagged chips of river rocks and a terrible light burned in her eyes. Before Branwen could swing her knife, the creature had her by the throat again. She felt the wind gusting out of her as she slammed into the hard ground. Creek pebbles dug into her back. Her hand was pinned beneath her, knife sinking into the ground. She dared not thrash, not with her own blade pressed flat against her back.


The cyhyraeth hissed, her slender fingers tight around Branwen’s throat. “What are you? A mortal with a fang in her hand and fire in her mouth?” Even those hissing words had the cadence of a song. “The iron-blooded should know better than to touch our lands, our streams.”


“You’ve iron in you, too,” gasped Branwen. Her gaze flicked down to the arrow embedded in the creature’s torso.


“Iron, iron, iron,” sang the cyhyraeth. “It burns in our bones, sings in our veins. We used to fear it, you know, but now it’s in the streams, in the rains, in the trees. We will never escape it—and so, we shall drown the ones who made it. A young man came into the forest looking for legends and glory, but all he brought was iron.”


The barwn’s son. He must have been the one to fire the arrow.


“Let me take it from you.” Branwen rasped out the words; she had one hand around the cyhyraeth’s wrist, and the other was twisted beneath her. Her heartbeat throbbed in her temples as the cyhyraeth squeezed her throat. Every time she blinked, the cyhyraeth’s visage shifted. First, she saw the creature with her mortal eye—beautiful, cold as a starlit night—and then her right eye focused on the monster—bone and sinew, river and murk. “I will free you from the iron if you tell me where to find the one who shot you.”


“Take it?” The cyhyraeth’s grip tightened, and Branwen could barely hold back the animal panic of suffocation. “You offer mercy with a blade in your hand.”


“You’re—a—monster.” It took the last of Branwen’s breath to utter the words.


The cyhyraeth leaned in closer. “Want to know a secret, mortal girl?” Her voice softened, losing its giddy ire. She sounded suddenly, terribly lucid. “I may be a monster, but you are the most dangerous creature in this forest.”


Branwen went limp.


The cyhyraeth loosened her hold, satisfied she had wrung the life from the mortal. But as her bony fingers slackened, Branwen bucked like a startled horse. She twisted, wrenching her arm out from beneath her, and drove the afanc-tooth dagger up. She cut the creature from pelvis to collarbone, shattering ribs and driftwood.


The cyhyraeth screeched. She pulled back, retreating into herself, but the damage had been done.


The cyhyraeth died like a pitiful spider: thin limbs pulled tight, her body drawn up, suddenly so much smaller than before. Only once she had gone utterly still did Branwen sheath her dagger and slump into a crouch. Her throat burned, and she could feel bruises forming on her back.


I may be a monster, but you are the most dangerous creature in this forest.


Some hunts let Branwen sleep better at night… while others gave her nightmares.


This would likely be the latter.


Branwen nudged the creature over. Wincing, she shoved her hand into the creature’s ribs and withdrew the metal arrow tip. She tucked it into her pocket. The ironfetches—humans tasked by the otherfolk to seek out and remove iron—would have found this arrow eventually. But Branwen might as well save them the trouble.


She picked up her lantern. The fire had gone out, candle fallen into the damp earth. Her cloak was stained with mud, and she smelled like burning driftwood.


All she wanted was a meal and a bath. But her job wasn’t done, not yet.


Branwen carefully picked her way down the embankment. Without the cyhyraeth’s magic to enchant the water, its luster had faded. The stream had a tinge of green algae, and beneath that—


Bones.


Bones and fine cloth. There was a leather boot and glove, and what looked horribly like the remnants of blond hair. Tangled around one of the finger bones was something heavy and silver.


Forcing herself not to retch, Branwen reached down and took hold of the bones. Attached was a heavy ring, embossed with the seal of a noble. She recognized it at once: the signet belonged to the barwn’s household.


Well, that was that. The barwn’s son was dead, and Branwen’s hunt was for naught. All she had to show for it was a silver ring and a broken lantern. She straightened, giving the drowned bones one last glance before she picked up the traveler’s fallen basket. It brimmed with apples, cheese, and bread.


“It would be a shame for this to be left behind,” murmured Branwen, hefting the basket into the crook of her arm. At least she wasn’t going home entirely empty-handed.


She turned toward home, choosing one of the folk trails. She could see the traps, the enchantments, the lures. She knew which trees had false roots, ones that could be pried open with the right whisper. She knew where to step and where to avoid.


It had always been this way, as long as she could remember. One eye was mortal, the other immortal.


It was why she could hunt magical monsters. She could see them for what they were.


Human monsters were not so easily discerned.
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CHAPTER 2



GWYDION, SON OF DÔN, moved through the forest like a wraith.


He went barefoot, every step softened by the moss that rose up to meet him. These lands may have belonged to his uncle, but the woods answered only to Gwydion. He knelt amid the grasses, brushing his bare fingers against the roots of an oak. “Talk to me, friend,” he murmured.


When the morning sunlight touched their leaves, the trees sang. The song rose and fell, a murmur of appreciation and comfort—unheard by all but him.


The wind rustled through the browning leaves, and there was an answering groan. It might simply have been the creak of wood, shifting as sunlight warmed tree bark. But Gwydion could hear something flitting beneath the trees, rushing in a desperate attempt to escape.


Gwydion rose. He did not run; he did not even quicken his pace. He simply walked barefoot through the wood, and when he pushed the ferns aside, he saw the creature.


The fox was small, with fear-wild eyes and heaving breaths.


“Hello there, little one,” said Gwydion softly. He kept his voice low, the way he did when his nephews woke from nightmares. “You look as though you’ve had better mornings.”


The fox trembled. It was a beautiful creature, with sleek fur and dark eyes. It looked at Gwydion, unsure of which way to run. There came the distant bay of a hound. The fox flinched, its ears low against its head.


Gwydion heaved a sigh. Of course the hounds would catch the scent now.


“My brother would enjoy having your pelt as a trophy,” Gwydion said. “But he ruined my morning, so I’m inclined to return the favor.” He rose to his feet and hummed softly. The roots of the tree parted, becoming a narrow corridor. The fox looked at the new path, unconvinced.


A howl rang out. The fox’s ears flattened in panic, and it bolted.


Gwydion followed. He had never been good with long distances; too much exertion left him winded and exhausted for hours. But he was a swift sprinter.


And in a forest, no one could catch him.


He divined a path through the oaks and alders, over tangled vetch and through late harvest wildflowers. The morning air was sweet in his chest—sun-burnished grasses, the tartness of blackberries, and a last whisper of autumn. As he ran, Gwydion guided the fox. He opened paths through the growth, keeping the creature going in the right direction.


From behind came the thud of hooves, the cries of hunters, and the barking of hounds. The sounds spurred Gwydion on. His brother had been the one to drag him from the castell. It’s not as though you’re doing anything useful, Amaethon had laughed as he pulled Gwydion from a desk full of coded correspondences and scattered notes.


The fox darted through Gwydion’s path, tired but determined. Perhaps it was the creature’s will to live that made him sympathize with it.


He hummed again, and the forest shifted, opening another path. This one led into a thicket of briars so tangled that the gardeners must have given up. Gwydion murmured, and the briars opened—just the slightest bit. The fox hesitated, looking into the depths. Once the fox vanished into those briars, nothing would catch it.


“Go on,” said Gwydion.


The fox glanced at him, its eyes wide. Perhaps it was his imagination, but Gwydion thought he saw gratitude in the creature’s gaze. It flitted into the thicket. Gwydion waited a heartbeat, then he closed the path behind the fox.


He had chosen briars for a reason. He reached to pluck several tufts of fur from the thorns. He turned them over in his fingers and darted in the other direction. He let a few strands fall as he sprinted around a thick oak. The bay of the hunting hounds echoed all around him.


With a whisper, Gwydion called to the tree. The old oak dozed in the morning sunlight, its golden and brown leaves fluttering in the breeze. At Gwydion’s call, the oak slowly lowered one of its branches. There was an unhurried grace to the gesture; this tree had seen centuries—kings and princes, hunts and fights. A lone diviner that smelled of fox and walked barefoot was of little consequence to the oak.


Gwydion took hold of the proffered branch and heaved himself upward. He took care to put weight on his left hand; his right hand bore the old wood-and-leather brace that kept his index and middle fingers from bending too far. Once he was secure, the oak shifted again, lifting him the way an adult might heft a child to their shoulder. Soon, the oak would be sleeping for the winter; now, it would be shelter for yet another hunted creature.


When the tree went still, Gwydion was shrouded by leaves and morning mist. He waited.


He did not have to wait long.


Three horses cantered along a well-worn path. Their hounds hastened after them, barking and nipping at one another as they chased the scent of prey. One of the hounds, a long-eared creature with a sagging face, sniffed diligently around the roots of the old oak. The other hounds seemed to catch on, and then all of them were circling the tree and barking—at first in eagerness, then in confusion. These creatures had been bred to hunt and give chase, but they could not find their prey.


The hunters drew their horses to a halt. The first, a golden-haired noble with freckles along his pale cheekbones, gazed at the tree. “Has the fox taken refuge among the roots? An old den, perhaps?”


“I don’t see one.” The second noble had dark skin and hair bound into intricate braids. She frowned. “Did the hounds pick up a second trail?”


The last hunter slid from his horse. Amaethon, son of Dôn, had burnished red-gold hair, fair skin, and all the warmth of a hawk watching for mice. Only he knew to look upward. “Brother,” he said the word like a curse.


Gwydion grinned down at him. “I wondered when you would arrive.”


“I should have known you would take the place of the fox,” said Amaethon. “Rather fitting, considering your temperament. And I admit, skinning you does have a certain appeal.” There came a low chuckle from the other hunters.


“But would I end up a rug before your hearthfire, or would you wear me like a cloak?” asked Gwydion, raising his brows. “I could live with the former. A little rest, a little warmth.”


This brought forth a louder bout of laughter. A victory in Gwydion’s favor.


“Come down, Gwydion,” said Amaethon, voice like simmering coals.


Gwydion did not go down. The last time he’d come down when Amaethon sounded like that, Gwydion had been nine and Amaethon sixteen. Gwydion had hidden in a hay loft, having stolen his older brother’s clothing after finding him and a girl rolling around in the stables. Gwydion still bore a scar in the shape of a man’s hand on his upper arm where Amaethon had gripped him.


“I rather enjoy the view from here,” said Gwydion lightly.


Amaethon snapped his fingers—and it was as though he had used firesteel. Flame bloomed in his hand.


The other two hunters fell into a quiet hush, their expressions torn between apprehension and wonder. Magic had that effect.


“Come down, brother,” said Amaethon. “Or I’ll do away with your hiding place.”


It was not a bluff. When Amaethon’s divining manifested itself, the king’s commander had taken the young boy to apprentice. Amaethon had been trained with steel and maps, battles and blood. And when his skill with flame proved to be deadly, the royal blacksmith crafted him a sword that could be stained with pitch and set alight. It wasn’t a practical sword, but the fear it instilled was a weapon all its own.


At the sight of the fire, unease flared in Gwydion’s stomach. He could feel the oak tree, the strength and the life beneath his fingertips. This had been a jest, a simple trick, and the tree should not burn for it. All around them, the song of the forest went silent.


Amaethon reached out, ready to set the oak alight—


And then his arm was jerked back, as though by some invisible force, cracking the back of his hand into his nose. There was a sickening crunch, and Amaethon dropped to his knees, both hands flying to his face. The fire dropped from his fingers and caught in a few fallen leaves. Amaethon looked more startled than pained, his gaze darting around him. But there was no one close enough to hurt him.


“What did you—” he began to say, fury in every word. But before he could react, a fourth figure stepped from the trees.


She wore a dress of copper—not dyed threads but copper. The metal flowed down her neck and shoulders like snake scales. A scar was etched through her right brow and her dark hair was threaded with silver.


“Hello, brother,” she said, stepping on the fire. The flames guttered beneath her heel.


Amaethon glowered at her. He pulled his hand from his bleeding nose, glaring at his rings as though they had committed a deep betrayal. As fire answered to Amaethon, metal answered to his sister.


“Arianrhod,” Amaethon gritted out from behind his broken nose.


“Younger brothers,” she said, with a sidelong look at the visiting nobles. “They never stop squabbling, do they?”


That brought forth the loudest laugh, but Gwydion heard an undercurrent of relief beneath the mirth. They were glad to return to the thrust and parry of a verbal spar, rather than the threat of a wildfire.


“Come along,” said Arianrhod. “My uncle sent word that his baker has spun together some new delight, and he wishes to share it with you.” She inclined her head toward Amaethon. “You, as well.”


“Of course,” Amaethon said, recovering his temper. His moods burned away as swiftly as his divined flame, and he looked as amiable as any young man on a fox hunt. He led the hunters away, their voices and the hounds’ barking fading into the quiet sounds of the forest.


Arianrhod crossed her arms. The copper scales of her dress glittered in the morning sunlight. “Come down, Gwydion.”


This time, he did.


“Before you say a word,” said Gwydion, his bare feet softly hitting the earth, “I would like to remind you that I just gave you the best gift you will receive this autumn.”


Arianrhod’s mouth was set in a disapproving line. “Did you?”


Gwydion grinned. “No one else at the festival next week will have the joy of breaking Amaethon’s nose.”


Her frown fractured into a begrudging smile, one that she hid behind her hand. She had a smith’s hands—flecked with burn scars and calluses.


“Admit it,” said Gwydion. “You’ve wanted to do that for years.”


“He’ll snore worse than ever now,” said Arianrhod.


“When he finally gets his wish to invade Dyfed, they’ll hear him coming.”


Arianrhod made a sound that was half exhale, half laugh. “I’m sure he’ll tell everyone that it was broken in a valiant battle with an afanc. And not that his older sister made him punch himself.”


“You could use the rumor to your advantage,” said Gwydion. “Story has a power all its own. A few whispers, and all will know you as the powerful diviner that drove the would-be prince to his knees.”


He was only half joking. While Amaethon was practicing with swords and spears, Gwydion had been learning how to listen at keyholes and spread rumors. Magic aside, his voice had always been his best weapon.


The kingdom of Gwynedd had no spymaster—and it did not need one.


It had a trickster instead.


“The rumors,” said Arianrhod with a prim little grimace, “already say that I am a wicked diviner who lives in a magicked fortress and plots King Math’s demise. And that my twins were born on the floor of the great hall. I’ve had enough of your stories.” She sighed, tilting her head back. “Did you truly have to taunt Amaethon? What if I hadn’t come along? All you had to do was sit on a horse and watch him chase a fox. And now, I’ll have to explain to Uncle why I felt it necessary to maim his heir.”


“He’s not the heir,” said Gwydion at once.


Arianrhod gave him a tolerant look. “Not yet.” She blew out a breath. “Why did you sabotage the hunt?”


Gwydion shrugged. “The fox was sentenced to death for the crime of being defenseless. I thought it rather unfair.”


It was a light answer but with a ring of truth. What Gwydion did not say, would never say, was that when he saw that fox, he’d felt a prickle of empathy. He knew what it meant to be easy prey.


If Gwydion had been born to any other family, he would have been beloved. With his divining, he could have charmed crops, sung fields to life, whispered harvests into glorious yield.


But the family of Dôn was a family of magic.


Arianrhod and her twin brother, Gofannon, had power over metal. Amaethon had his fire. Only Gilfaethwy had been born without magic, and he had been exiled to a distant friary after his… indiscretions.


The other children of Dôn carved themselves a place in the kingdom of Gwynedd: Arianrhod created elaborate works of armor; Gofannon commanded boats and worked with shipwrights; Amaethon was groomed for war.


When one’s siblings divined metal and fire, being able to grow a fern was not a feat to boast of. But Gwydion knew that power was more than magic or weapons. Power was simply another word for advantage. If he could not best his enemies in battle, he would do so from the shadows. His voice and sleight of hand were his weapons.


And if everyone overlooked him, they would never see him coming.
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CHAPTER 3



BRANWEN BEGAN HUNTING when she was nine.


It began with an unruly flock of sheep. The shepherd complained to Branwen’s mother that his herd was avoiding a large swath of pasture and grazing the rest to the ground. Branwen listened from her place in the corner, where she had been trying to mend a torn shirt. Seeing an opportunity for more excitement, she slipped outside.


She went to the pastures. True to the shepherd’s word, the sheep were avoiding the eastern edge of the fields. Branwen looked for the cause but found nothing. Finally, she unbound her iron-stitched blindfold.


That was when she heard the screaming. It seemed the magic that touched her right eye had changed her other senses, as well. Without the touch of iron, she could sense that which other mortals could not.


Branwen had hastened to a clump of bushes, where she found a coblynau caught in a hunter’s snare. It looked a little like a tiny man with astonishingly ugly features. It was said coblynau haunted quarries and mines, and they could find the richest veins if treated kindly.


The iron had snagged on one of the coblynau’s sleeves, rendering it helpless. The creature was exhausted and near starving. Branwen could have slain it. But the coblynau was no great monster. Carefully, she reached down and freed it. It bit Branwen for her troubles and then scurried into the bushes.


But the next morning, she found an uncut, beautiful red crystal on her doorstep.


After that, Branwen earned a reputation as the girl who could find and deal with magicked troubles. She kept quiet about her eye and simply let the villagers think that she had a knack for finding the unseen. She discovered a stray but friendly pwca—a shape-changing creature—disguised in the form of a goat and brought it to her poorest neighbor, advising them to feed it well. In return, the pwca had blessed their farm with milk and good harvests. One weaver was haunted by an owl and feared that it was an ill omen. Branwen climbed a tree to find an irate and wholly ordinary owl with a nest of eggs. She had returned to the weaver with bleeding arms and reassurances that the owl meant no harm.


When she was thirteen, she began to hunt the true monsters. There had been a llamhigyn y dwr that had nearly drowned her in a murky lake—and Branwen bore the scars across her left shoulder. An iron-mad pwca took the form of a wolf and killed two men before Branwen slew it with an arrow.


She had attempted less dangerous means of earning coin: She worked as a messenger, using her sight to navigate the outskirts of Annwvyn without falling into traps. But that did not pay enough. Then Branwen tried her hand at being a mercenary—until one of the men said something rather unsavory, and Branwen knocked out three of his teeth with her dagger. There was the month she spent as a ring fighter. Then a single week of serving drinks before the tavernkeeper, Glaw, declared her too restless for indoor work.


Branwen was not a mercenary, nor a messenger, nor a server of drinks.


She was a huntress. And she was tired of pretending to be anything else.
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“What do you mean he’s dead?”


Ifor’s house was far more luxurious than Branwen was used to. The rugs were plush and thick, the air sweetened with burning herbs and the smell of fresh bread. As barwn, Ifor collected taxes, defended the village and its surrounding lands, and would be required to raise troops if Gwynedd commanded it. But even with his lavish house and servants, he was merely a vassal to nobles of higher rank.


One of the servants had led Branwen into a sitting room, whispered into the barwn’s ear, and scurried away. In hindsight, that servant had been wiser than Branwen. She should have sent a written note and a request for her fee. But Branwen knew how it felt to lose family, and she had wanted to do him a kindness.


Barwn Ifor stood before her, hands clenched and mouth drawn tight. Grief radiated from every quiver in his voice. “My son can’t be dead.”


Branwen reached into her cloak and withdrew the heavy signet ring. “This was all I could bring back.”


“I don’t believe you,” said Ifor. He was well past middle age, with silver hair and a brittleness about his eyes. “My son is alive. You’re—you’re wrong.”


“No,” she replied, keeping her voice soft. “I’m not.” She set the ring down on the barwn’s table.


“I paid you to find him!” snarled Ifor.


“And I did,” said Branwen. “What was left of him.”


It was the wrong thing to say. She knew it the moment the words left her tongue.


Ifor’s grief crystallized into anger. And before Branwen could so much as blink, he struck her across the face. The shock had her staggering, and instinctively, her hand rose up to protect her cheek. Her fingers came away bloodied. His own signet ring had scratched a shallow cut across her face.


“Get out,” Ifor snarled.


He did not have to ask her again. Branwen turned on her heel and strode from the room. To her surprise, the servant appeared as though she’d been waiting. “This way,” said the servant, putting a hand on Branwen’s shoulder.


It was not in Branwen’s nature to take orders, but the gentle weight of the older woman’s hand and the warmth of her voice were irresistible. She could not recall the last time anyone had taken care of her. She found herself being guided into a well-kept kitchen. A cook was tending to a cawl simmering above the fire, and when she saw Branwen, sympathy flashed across her face.


“Come here,” said the servant. She picked up a cloth, dampened it with cool water, and pressed it against Branwen’s cheek. “You’re lucky he missed your eye. It’s not as though you have one to spare.”


Branwen snorted. Most people were under the impression she had lost her right eye in a childhood accident. It was a safer explanation than the truth.


“Did you find the barwn’s son?” asked the cook.


Branwen nodded. She did not have to explain; both the cook and the servant grimaced.


“I heard the lad before he left,” said the cook. “He was blathering on about joining the Wild Hunt.”


Branwen jerked in surprise. “What?” She thought the son had simply wandered too near Annwvyn, not that he had been fool enough to try and enter the Hunt.


The Wild Hunt was held on the last day of autumn every fifth year. It was a hunt for the immortal King Arawn and the mortal King Pwyll, in celebration of their friendship between their two kingdoms—Annwvyn and Dyfed.


No one knew what they hunted, but there were rumors aplenty: monsters, legends, even mortals. Those who lived near the village of Argoed knew better than to trespass into the woods on a Hunt year, lest they go missing.


“Why?” asked Branwen. “He must have known that was certain death.”


“He was saying that the winner of the Hunt was granted a boon,” said the cook. “And he wanted to be the greatest fighter in all the lands.”


The servant snorted. “As if a noble from Gwynedd would be allowed two steps into Annwvyn.”


“I know,” said the cook, with a long-suffering sigh. “He’s a daft one.”


“Was,” said the servant quietly. “He was a daft one.”


They all went silent for a moment, bowing their heads in acknowledgment.


Branwen shifted on her feet. “I should be going,” she said, pulling the damp cloth from her cheek. “It’s an hour’s walk home.”


“You give your mam these from me,” said the cook. She hurriedly bundled up an assortment of hard cheeses, salted fish, and a loaf of bread. “She helped deliver my niece a few years back. Tell her Olwenna still thinks well of her.”


Branwen took the food gladly. “I will.”


The gift meant she would not spend what little coin she had on food. While she could hunt for her meals, there were other necessities: cloth for mending and sewing, tools, and medicinal herbs. So many herbs. She had meant to visit the village apothecary, but without the barwn’s payment, Branwen could not afford it.


She left the village, ducking between houses until she was in the familiar countryside.


The sun sank toward the western seas and evening stole across the golden fields. She quickened her step, her hand resting on the hilt of her dagger. With Nos Calan Gaeaf a week away, it was best not to be out at dusk. The last night of autumn was known to be rife with magic.


As she rounded a bend in the path, she saw a creature waiting in the branches of an oak tree. For a moment, Branwen’s heartbeat quickened… and then she recognized the familiar black-and-white fur.


It was a cat. Her cat, to be specific.


“What are you doing out here?” said Branwen, frowning. “I locked you in the house.”


Palug stood, stretched, and then darted down the tree. Even among cats, he was a gorgeous creature. His black-and-white fur was long and well-groomed, his eyes were like cut emeralds, and he was quite large for a cat. But he had a kitten’s mew when he wanted food.


“Come out to greet me?” said Branwen, but concern tightened her belly. He should not have been outside; the neighbors had seen a pack of stray hounds wandering the countryside, likely escaped from Gwynedd’s soldiers. Branwen knew it was only a matter of time until a shepherd scraped together what coin they had and came knocking at Branwen’s door. Stray hounds were more dangerous than wolves because they did not fear humans. Sooner or later, they would attack livestock. It would be a dangerous and ill-paid job, but Branwen would take it. In the wild country, one needed the goodwill of their neighbors. And Branwen needed it more than most.


Palug batted at her bundle of food and gazed up at her adoringly.


“Oh, no,” Branwen said. “This cheese is not for you.”


Palug’s tail lashed in irritation. Branwen did the only thing she could: She scooped up the cat. He squirmed for half a heartbeat before he seemed to decide that the indignity of being picked up was worth a few chin scratches. He purred, relaxing against Branwen’s shoulder.


“Monster,” said Branwen affectionately.


Her home looked as it always had: stone walls, thatched roof, and windows that remained firmly closed during the fall and winter months. A small wooden fence rounded the home and tree. Gorse grew up along that fence—a valuable protection against wild magic, even if she did have to cut it back every year. Branwen opened the gate, allowing Palug to slip from her shoulder. The cat trotted to the front door and meowed back at her, as if insisting she hasten her pace.


The door was ajar.


Fear slid into Branwen’s belly. She hurried into the house. “Mam?” she called.


There were no signs of violence, nothing out of the ordinary. Dried bundles of mint hung near the windows, a three-legged stool rested by the hearth, a half-written letter sat on the small table and a cup of tea beside it. Branwen touched her fingertips to the cup. Still warm—which meant it had not been abandoned for long.


She stalked outside and gazed at the tangled web of footprints in the dirt of the yard. And there it was—the delicate shape of a woman’s foot.


Barefoot, Branwen thought, a sympathetic shiver running through her.


Palug meowed as though he could not understand why he was not being fed.


“If you were a hound,” said Branwen, following the footprints toward the gate, “you could find her for me.”


Palug sat back on his haunches and looked away, haughtily indifferent.


“Keep the mice out of the food,” said Branwen, “and I’ll give you a bit of cheese.”


The trail led south. Branwen’s boots were worn so thin that she could feel every ridge in the road. A sheepdog watched her pass; a few small chickens scampered across the trail, heading home to roost. The shadow of the mountains loomed on her left. In evenings, Annwvyn looked as murky as a dark sea. Even Branwen dared not venture beneath its branches after the sun had set; her magicked eye wouldn’t protect her. She would just be able to see what came for her.


Despite the dangers, Branwen preferred Gwynedd’s wild countries to its cities. She liked the stillness of a forest, the beauty of a spiderweb beaded with morning dew, and the breath of cold mountain air.


A distant howl made Branwen quicken her pace. She hurried along the path, rounding small hills and swerving past thickets of trees until she stepped around a large alder.


Ahead was a familiar silhouette. Branwen’s heart lurched in relief. “Mam,” she called.


Branwen’s mother had been beautiful in her day—straight-backed, with hair like snow and bright eyes. Some said that Branwen looked like her, but Branwen couldn’t see it. Where her mam was soft and welcoming, Branwen was sinewy and scarred. Mam had the delicate beauty of a pressed flower, and Branwen was as sharp and pale as the white crow she’d named herself for.


“Mam,” said Branwen again.


Mam halted. She wore a loose dress for working around the house; it was far too thin to be worn outside. Her bare forearms were prickled with gooseflesh, and her feet were bare and muddied. There was a line between her brows, a distance to her expression.


Mam said a name that wasn’t Branwen.


Branwen winced, glad that they weren’t too near Annwvyn. Mam was one of the few who remembered her birth name. Branwen had forsaken it long ago, only using it once when she hunted a murderer. On that hunt, the name Branwen would have alerted her prey that she was after him.


“Your cousin invited us for a meal,” said Mam distractedly, her gaze roaming over the fields. “We should have left earlier—we’ll be late—”


Derwyn had not lived near the village in years. That Mam could not remember… it made Branwen feel ill. Mam was forgetting more and more.


“Mam,” said Branwen, voice gentling. “Derwyn sent word that he cannot meet us tonight.”


Mam went still. “He did?”


“Yes.” Branwen took her mother’s arm, gently steering her back toward home. “We’ll see him tomorrow.”


A year ago, Branwen would have balked at telling such a lie. But since Mam had first begun to forget, Branwen learned that evenings were the worst of it. Something in the shifting light seemed to make Mam restless and uncertain, her memories waning.


Evenings were a time for magic and forgotten things.
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Mornings brought remembrance.


Branwen woke early, boiling water for tea and grumbling when Palug wound between her legs and meowed for cheese.


Mam was awake. She was bright-eyed, sitting beside the fire as she braided her white hair. “Good morning,” she said. “When did you return from the village?” There was no hint of the confusion from last night. And perhaps that was the most painful part—these moments when all was well. Branwen wanted to cling to them, to hold on to these mornings tightly enough that they might never slip away.


To keep her hands busy, Branwen picked up a small knife and an apple and began to slice. While she did not lie, she chose her truths. “Late,” she replied, popping a bit of apple into her mouth.


“And did you find the barwn’s lad?”


Branwen grimaced.


“I can’t tell if you’re making that face because you found him or not,” said Mam, raising one pale brow.


“I found him.” Branwen twirled the small paring knife through her fingers. “… Or rather, parts of him.”


“Poor lad.” Mam finished the braid, letting it rest against her lean shoulder. She gestured for Branwen to come closer. “He should have known better than to venture into Annwvyn on a Hunt year.”


“According to Ifor’s cook, the Wild Hunt was his aim,” Branwen said as her mother began to braid her hair. Mam’s fingers were swift and sure, and the slight graze of fingernails against Branwen’s scalp made her shiver. Mam had been the one to teach Branwen how to braid her hair, how to keep it from being snagged in a bowstring or falling into her eye. When she had been a child, she had sat between her mother’s knees while she plaited her hair every morning. These days, Branwen mostly tended to her own hair. But the touch was familiar and comforting, and she leaned into it. “He thought he could win it.”


Mam shook her head. “Foolish child. I pity his father, though. No one should ever live through the loss of their child.” She folded the braid, making a crown of it, and pinned the hair in place. She nodded in satisfaction.


It was such a small little expression, but it made a lump rise to Branwen’s throat. These moments when her mam mothered her were becoming rarer and rarer. Part of her wanted to cling to them, to cling into her mam’s lap and be a child again. And another part of her wanted to recoil, to brace herself for the inevitable loss when Mam no longer remembered her.


Branwen’s nails dug into her palms. “I need to bring a few things to Rhain. Can you feed the chickens?”


“Of course. And then I have a few shirts to mend,” said Mam, waving her off. “How do you rip so many of them? Do you swim through briars?”


Branwen thought of the clawed fingers of the cyhyraeth.


“Yes,” she said airily. “Briars.”
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Rhain had lived on the next farm over for as long as Branwen could recall. He had always been cantankerous, old, and yet surprisingly formidable. He taught Branwen how to hunt and fight. He had taken a liking to her when she was a child. While her bluntness seemed to irritate some villagers, Rhain only let out a hoarse chuckle when Branwen returned one of his barbs with her own.




OEBPS/images/Art_chorn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P11.jpg
The Huntress





OEBPS/images/Art_Pvii.jpg
7

2ol Brvemant
¢! Brycheiniog ™y,
/\Jh 990 W,

2
2 ’
|






OEBPS/images/9780316568166.jpg
. WITHIN THESE WOODS, TRUST NO ONE.

AUTHOR OF THE BONE HOUSES

EMILY LLOYD-JON ES





OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/publisher-logo.png
LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY
BOOKS EOR YOUNG READERS





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
W\
WL
o
R

©®

LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY
New York Boston





