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“A truly extraordinary saga . . . The characterizations are consistently superb, and [Hobb]
animates everything with love for and knowledge of the sea.”—BooklistAs Bingtown slides
toward disaster, clan matriarch Ronica Vestrit, branded a traitor, searches for a way to bring the
city’s inhabitants together against a momentous threat. Meanwhile, Althea Vestrit, unaware of
what has befallen Bingtown and her family, continues her perilous quest to track down and
recover her liveship, the Vivacia, from the ruthless pirate Kennit. Bold though it is, Althea’s
scheme may be in vain. For her beloved Vivacia will face the most terrible confrontation of all as
the secret of the liveships is revealed. It is a truth so shattering, it may destroy the Vivacia and all
who love her, including Althea’s nephew, whose life already hangs in the balance. Praise for
Robin Hobb and the Liveship Traders Trilogy “Fantasy as it ought to be written . . . Robin Hobb’s
books are diamonds in a sea of zircons.”—George R. R. Martin “A major work of high fantasy,
reading like a cross between Tolkien and Patrick O’Brian . . . one of the finest fantasy sagas to
bridge the millennium.”—Publishers Weekly “Rich, complex . . . [Hobb’s] plotting is complex but
tightly controlled, and her descriptive powers match her excellent visual imagination. But her
chief virtue is that she delineates character extremely well.”—Interzone

Don’t miss Robin Hobb’s Ship of MagicBook One in the Liveship TradersTrilogyMad ShipBook
Two in the Liveship TradersTrilogyandThe Farseer Trilogy:Assassin’s ApprenticeRoyal
AssassinAssassin’s QuestAlso, coming in spring 2002:Fool’s ErrandBook One in the Tawny Man
TrilogyFrom the Paperback edition.From the Inside FlapIn the powerful conclusion to the
Liveship Traders trilogy, Robin Hobb weaves the spellbinding story of a once-thriving city on the
brink of ruin, a glorious and mythic species on the edge of extinction, and the Vestrit clan, whose
destiny is intertwined with both....As Bingtown slides toward disaster, clan matriarch Ronica
Vestrit, branded a traitor, searches for a way to bring the city?s inhabitants together against the
Chalcedean threat. Meanwhile, Althea Vestrit, unaware of what has befallen Bingtown and her
family, continues her perilous quest to track down and recover her liveship Vivacia from the
ruthless pirate Kennit.Bold though it is, her scheme may be in vain. For her beloved Vivacia will
face the most terrible confrontation of all as the secret of the liveships is revealed. It is a truth so
shattering, it may destroy Vivacia and all who love her, including the boy-priest Wintrow Vestrit,
whose life already hangs in the balance.... --This text refers to the mass_market edition.About
the AuthorRobin Hobb is the author of the Farseer Trilogy, the Liveship Traders Trilogy, the Tawny
Man Trilogy, the Soldier Son Trilogy, and the Rain Wilds Chronicles. She has also written as
Megan Lindholm. She is a native of Washington State. --This text refers to the mass_market
edition.From the Back CoverIn the powerful conclusion to the Liveship Traders trilogy, Robin
Hobb weaves the spellbinding story of a once-thriving city on the brink of ruin, a glorious and



mythic species on the edge of extinction, and the Vestrit clan, whose destiny is intertwined with
both....As Bingtown slides toward disaster, clan matriarch Ronica Vestrit, branded a traitor,
searches for a way to bring the city's inhabitants together against the Chalcedean threat.
Meanwhile, Althea Vestrit, unaware of what has befallen Bingtown and her family, continues her
perilous quest to track down and recover her liveship "Vivacia from the ruthless pirate
Kennit.Bold though it is, her scheme may be in vain. For her beloved "Vivacia will face the most
terrible confrontation of all as the secret of the liveships is revealed. It is a truth so shattering, it
may destroy "Vivacia and all who love her, including the boy-priest Wintrow Vestrit, whose life
already hangs in the balance.... --This text refers to the mass_market edition.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter OneThe Rain WildsMalta dug her
makeshift paddle into the gleaming water and pushed hard. The little boat edged forward
through the water. Swiftly she transferred the cedar plank to the other side of the craft, frowning
at the beads of water that dripped from it into the boat when she did so. It couldn’t be helped.
The plank was all she had for an oar, and rowing on one side of the boat would only spin them in
circles. She refused to imagine that the acid drops were even now eating into the planking
underfoot. Surely, a tiny bit of Rain Wild River water could not do much damage. She trusted that
the powdery white metal on the outside of the boat would keep the river from devouring it, but
there was no guarantee of that, either. She pushed the thought from her mind. They had not far
to go.She ached in every limb. She had worked the night through, trying to make their way back
to Trehaug. Her exhausted muscles trembled with every effort she demanded of them. Not far to
go, she told herself yet again. Their progress had been agonizingly slow. Her head ached
abominably but worst was the itching of the healing injury on her forehead. Why must it always
itch the worst when she could not spare a hand to scratch?She maneuvered the tiny rowboat
among the immense trunks and spidering roots of the trees that banked the Rain Wild River.
Here, beneath the canopy of rain forest, the night sky and its stars were a myth rarely glimpsed;
yet a fitful twinkling beckoned her in between the trunks and branches. The lights of the tree-
borne city of Trehaug guided her to warmth, safety, and most of all, rest. Shadows were still thick
all around her, yet the calls of birds in the high treetops told her that in the east, dawn was
lightening the sky. Sunlight would not pierce the thick canopy until later, and when it came, it
would be as shafts of light amidst a watery green mockery of sunshine. Where the river sliced a
path through the thick trees, day would glitter silver on the milky water of the wide channel.The
nose of the rowboat snagged suddenly on top of a hidden root. Again. Malta bit her tongue to
keep from screaming her frustration. Making her way through the forested shallows was like
threading the craft through a sunken maze. Time and time again, drifts of debris or concealed
roots had turned her aside from her intended path. The fading lights ahead seemed little closer
than when they had set out. Malta shifted her weight and leaned over the side to probe the
offending obstacle with her plank. With a grunt, she pushed the boat free. She dipped her
paddle again and the boat moved around the hidden barrier.“Why don’t you paddle us over
there, where the trees are thinner?” demanded the Satrap. The erstwhile ruler of all Jamaillia sat



in the stern, his knees drawn nearly to his chin, while his Companion Kekki huddled fearfully in
the bow. Malta didn’t turn her head. She spoke in a cold voice. “When you’re willing to pick up a
plank and help with the paddling or steering, you can have a say in where we go. Until then, shut
up.” She was sick of the boy-Satrap’s imperious posturing and total uselessness for any practical
task.“Any fool can see that there are fewer obstacles there. We could go much faster.”“Oh, much
faster,” Malta agreed sarcastically. “Especially if the current catches us and sweeps us out into
the main part of the river.”The Satrap took an exasperated breath. “As we are upriver of the city, it
seems to me that the current is with us. We could take advantage of it and let it carry us where I
want to go, and arrive much more swiftly.”“We could also lose control of the boat completely, and
shoot right past the city.”“Is it much farther?” Kekki whined pathetically.“You can see as well as I
can,” Malta retorted. A drop of the river water fell on her knee as she shifted the paddle to the
other side. It tickled, then itched and stung. She took a moment to dab at it with the ragged hem
of her robe. The fabric left grit in its wake. It was filthy from her long struggle through the halls
and corridors of the buried Elderling city the previous night. So much had happened since then,
it seemed more like a thousand nights. When she tried to recall it, the events jumbled in her
mind. She had gone into the tunnels to confront the dragon, to make her leave Reyn in peace.
But there had been the earthquake, and then when she had found the dragon ... The threads of
her recall snarled hopelessly at that point. The cocooned dragon had opened Malta’s mind to all
the memories stored in that chamber of the city. She had been inundated with the lives of those
who had dwelt there, drowned in their recollections. From that point until the time when she had
led the Satrap and his Companion out of the buried labyrinth, all was misty and dreamlike. Only
now was she piecing together that the Rain Wild Traders had hid the Satrap and Kekki away for
their own protection.Or had they? Her gaze flicked briefly to Kekki cowering in the bow. Had they
been protected guests, or hostages? Perhaps a little of both. She found that her own sympathies
were entirely with the Rain Wilders. The sooner she returned Satrap Cosgo and Kekki to their
custody, the better. They were valuable commodities, to be employed against the Jamaillian
nobles, the New Traders and the Chalcedeans. When she had first met the Satrap at the ball,
she had been briefly dazzled by the illusion of his power. Now she knew his elegant garb and
aristocratic manners were only a veneer over a useless, venal boy. The sooner she was rid of
him, the better.She focused her eyes on the lights ahead. When she had led the Satrap and his
Companion out of the buried Elderling city, they had found themselves far from where Malta had
originally entered the underground ruins. A large stretch of quagmire and marshy river shallows
separated them from the city. Malta had waited for dark and the guiding lights of the city before
they set out in their ancient salvaged boat. Now dawn threatened and she still poled toward the
beckoning lanterns of Trehaug. She fervently hoped that her ill-conceived adventure was close
to an end.The city of Trehaug was located amongst the branches of the huge-bold trees. Smaller
chambers dangled and swung in the uppermost branches, while the grander family halls
spanned trunk to trunk. Great staircases wound up the trunks, and their landings provided space
for merchants, minstrels and beggars. The earth beneath the city was doubly cursed with



marshiness and the instability of this quake-prone region. The few completely dry pieces of land
were mostly small islands around the bases of trees.Steering her little boat amongst the
towering trees toward the city was like maneuvering around the immense columns in a forgotten
god’s temple. The boat again fetched up against something and lodged. Water lapped against it.
It did not feel like a root. “What are we snagged against?” Malta asked, peering forward.Kekki did
not even turn to look, but remained hunched over her folded knees. She seemed afraid to put
her feet on the boat’s floorboards. Malta sighed. She was beginning to think something was
wrong with the Companion’s mind. Either the experiences of the past day had turned her senses
or, Malta reflected wryly, she had always been stupid and it took only adversity to manifest it.
Malta set her plank down and, crouching low, moved forward in the boat. The rocking this
created caused both the Satrap and Kekki to cry out in alarm. She ignored them. At close range,
she was able to see that the boat had nosed into a dense mat of twigs, branches and other river
debris, but in the gloom, it was hard to see the extent of it. She supposed some trick of the
current had carried it here and packed it into this floating morass. It was too thick to force the
small boat through it. “We’ll have to go around it,” she announced to the others. She bit her lip.
That meant venturing closer to the main flow of the river. Well, as the Satrap had said, any
current they encountered would carry them downriver to Trehaug, not away from it. It might even
make her thankless task easier. She pushed aside her fears. Awkwardly she turned their
rowboat away from the raft of debris and toward the main channel.“This is intolerable!” Satrap
Cosgo suddenly exclaimed. “I am dirty, bitten by insects, hungry and thirsty. And it is all the fault
of these miserable Rain Wild settlers. They pretended that they brought me here to protect me.
But since they have had me in their power, I have suffered nothing but abuse. They have
affronted my dignity, compromised my health, and endangered my very life. No doubt they
intend to break me, but I shall not give way to their mistreatment of me. The full weight of my
wrath will descend upon these Rain Wild Traders. Who, it occurs to me, have settled here with
no official recognition of their status at all! They have no legal claims to the treasures they have
been digging up and selling. They are no better than the pirates that infest the Inside Passage
and should be dealt with accordingly.”Malta found breath to snort derisively. “You are scarcely in
a position to bark at anyone. In reality, you are relying on their goodwill far more than they are
relying on yours. How easy it would be for them to sell you off to the highest bidder, regardless of
whether the buyer would assassinate you, hold you hostage or restore you to your throne! As for
their claim to these lands, that came directly from the hand of Satrap Esclepius, your ancestor.
The original charter for the Bingtown Traders specified only how many leffers of land each settler
could claim, not where. The Rain Wild Traders staked their claims here; the Bingtown Traders
took theirs by Bingtown Bay. Their claims are both ancient and honorable, and well documented
under Jamaillian law. Unlike those of the New Traders you have foisted off on us.”For a moment,
shocked silence greeted her words. Then the Satrap forced a brittle laugh. “How amusing to
hear you defend them! Such a benighted little bumpkin you are. Look at yourself, dressed in rags
and covered with filth, your face forever disfigured by these renegades! Yet you defend them.



Why? Ah, let me guess. It is because you know that no whole man would ever want you now.
Your only hope is to marry into a family in which your kin are as misshapen as yourself, where
you can hide behind a veil and no one will stare at your frightfulness. Pathetic! But for the actions
of these rebels, I might have chosen you as a Companion. Davad Restart had spoken out on
your behalf, and I found your clumsy attempts at dancing and conversation endearingly
provincial. But now? Faugh!” The boat rocked minutely with the disdainful flip of his hand. “There
is nothing more freakish than a beautiful woman whose face has been spoiled. The finer families
of Jamaillia would not even take you as a household slave. Such disharmony has no place in an
aristocratic household.”Malta refused to look back at him, but she could imagine how his lips
curled with contempt. She tried to be angry at his arrogance; she told herself he was an ignorant
prig of a boy. But she had not seen her own face since the night she had nearly been killed in the
overturning coach. When she had been convalescing in Trehaug, they had not permitted her a
mirror. Her mother and even Reyn had seemed to dismiss the injuries to her face. But they
would, her traitor heart told her. They would have to, her mother because she was her mother,
and Reyn because he felt responsible for the coach accident. How bad was the scar? The cut
down her forehead had felt long and jagged to her questing fingers. Now she wondered: did it
pucker, did it pull her face to one side? She gripped the plank tightly in both her hands as she
dug into the water with it. She would not set it down; she would not give him the satisfaction of
seeing her fingers grope over her scar. She set her teeth grimly and paddled on.A dozen more
strokes and suddenly the little vessel picked up speed. It gave a small sideways lurch in the
water, and then spun once as Malta dug her plank into the water in a desperate effort to steer
back into the shallows. She shipped her makeshift oar, and seized the extra plank from the
bottom of the rowboat. “You’ll have to steer while I paddle,” she told the Satrap breathlessly.
“Otherwise we’ll be swept out into the middle of the river.”He looked at the plank she thrust
toward him. “Steer?” he asked her, taking the board reluctantly.Malta tried to keep her voice
calm. “Stick that plank into the water behind us. Hold onto one end of it and use it as a drag to
turn us back toward the shallows while I paddle in that direction.”The Satrap held the board in his
fine-boned hands as if he had never seen a piece of wood before. Malta seized her own plank,
thrust it back into the water, and was amazed at the sudden strength of the current. She clutched
the end awkwardly as she tried to oppose the flow of water that was sweeping them away from
the shore. Morning light touched them as they emerged from the shelter of the overhanging
trees. Suddenly the sunlight illuminated the water, making it unbearably bright after the dimness.
Behind her, an annoyed exclamation coincided with a splash. She swiveled her head to see
what had happened. The Satrap was empty-handed.“The river snatched it right out of my
hands!” he complained.“You fool!” Malta cried out. “How can we steer now?”The Satrap’s face
darkened with fury. “How dare you speak to me so! You are the fool, to think it could have done
us any good in the first place. It wasn’t even shaped like an oar. Besides, even if it would have
worked, we do not need it. Use your eyes, wench. We’ve nothing to fear. There’s the city now!
The river will carry us right to it.” --This text refers to the mass_market edition.Robin Hobb



concludes her nautical fantasy epic with Ship of Destiny, set in the world of her Farseer series. It
lives up to its predecessors, Ship of Magic and Mad Ship in every way: the characters continue
to develop, the plot moves swiftly, and the setting is vividly realized.Again, three generations of
Vestrit women are at the heart of the story. Ronica, the matriarch, stands alone against
accusations that her family is responsible for the chaos that has overtaken Bingtown. She fights
to uncover treachery and maintain the Trader's Council. Her daughter, Althea, sails on the
disturbed liveship Paragon, hunting for Vivacia, the Vestrit's liveship, now the flagship of a pirate
fleet under Kennit, who is both ruthless and compassionate. Her granddaughter, Malta, has
disappeared following an earthquake in the ancient treasure city by the Rain Wild River. Her
fiancé, Reyn, and her brother, Selden, are trapped while seeking her. They are rescued by the
dragon Tintaglia, whom they helped liberate. Reyn asks Tintaglia's aid in finding Malta, but
Tintaglia has her own urgent mission to accomplish, one which will change everything. Hobb
weaves these plot threads into an exciting and satisfying conclusion. This is an original trilogy
well worth reading! --Nona Vero--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From
BooklistAlthea Vestritt isn't the Danielle Steele character portrayed in cover art for her Liveship
Traders trilogy, and the account of the rebuilding of Bingtown, the traders' home, is a trifle
preachy. But otherwise it is hard to carp about the triumphant conclusion to what is probably the
best fantasy trilogy of the past decade and a prospective fantasy classic. Hobb handles the
seafaring aspects as well as ever but focuses this grandly complex book on relations between
individuals and between groups and changes in individuals and relationships. Captain Kennit
remains the most complex character, despite his growing ruthlessness, but Althea runs a close
second, as her quest for the family liveship Vivacia and her love for Brashen Tell both become
star-crossed. Althea's spoiled-brat niece, Malta Haven, matures in the school of hard knocks
and finds her true love in a River Wild Trader, and the "mad ship" Paragon becomes the ship of
this book's title and crucial to reestablishing the linkage between sea serpents, wildwood
cocoons, and the dragons that hatch from the cocoons. Hobb's narrative skill is great enough to
guarantee that the tale's many persons, places, and objects won't throw new readers.
Meanwhile, veteran readers will appreciate more than ever before the sheer splendor of the
Liveship Traders' story. Roland GreenCopyright © American Library Association. All rights
reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Library JournalUnaware of
the war that threatens the trading families of Bingtown, Althea Vestrit searches the sea lanes for
her stolen liveshipDonly to discover the truth behind the origin of the sentient vessels. Hobb
combines a unique fantasy vision with themes of devotion and selflessness to produce a
powerful conclusion to an innovative saga. Highly recommended, along with series
predecessors Ship of Magic and Mad Ship, for all fantasy collections.Copyright 2000 Reed
Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From
Publishers WeeklyOne has to use a jeweler's loupe to find a flaw or a dull moment in this
splendid conclusion to one of the finest fantasy sagas to bridge the millennium. True, there are
moments in this third novel of the Liveship Traders Trilogy (Mad Ship; Ship of Magic) when



things progress too easilyDthe folk of Bingtown, for example, seem to embrace diversity, equality
and female empowerment too quickly to be believed. But otherwise, this book soars. Hobb
weaves together multiple storylines: there's Althea Vestrit's quest for her family's liveship,
Vivacia; the awakening of Paragon (the eponymous "ship of destiny"); the establishing of links
between the liveships made of wizardwood and the sea serpents who, cocooned in wizardwood,
mature into dragons; the appearance of the dragon Tintaglia; and the maturing of Malta Haven
through rescuing the Satrap. Such a profusion of plotlines could have overwhelmed or slowed
down the book, but Hobb handles them with such agility that the reader is likely to want not
fewer but more stories. The most absorbing theme continues to revolve around Captain Kennit,
his mistress, Etta (now carrying his child), and the conversion of Wintrow Haven into Kennit's
heir as king of the Pirate Isles. (Kennit, perhaps the most interesting character in the trilogy,
clearly was developed with a good deal of scholarship about the history of piracy.) This
installment leaves nothing to be desired: the subplots advance in parallel; the nautical themes
are handled splendidly; and the characters (including one of the more engaging and terrifying
dragons in current fantasy) and world-building are of the very highest standard. Like its
predecessors, this is a masterful achievement. Major ad/promo. (Aug.)Copyright 2000 Reed
Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.ReviewPraise
for The Liveship Traders series: 'Even better than the Assassin books. I didn,t think that was
possible, George R R Martin A truly extraordinary saga... the characterizations are consistently
superb, and [Hobb] animates everything with love for and knowledge of the sea. If Patrick
O,Brian were to turn to writing high fantasy, he might produce something like this., BOOKLIST 'A
wonderful book, by a writer at the height of her abilities, J V Jones --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/MQbvj/Ship-of-Destiny-Liveship-Traders-Trilogy-Book-3


SHIP OF DESTINYA Del Rey eBookCopyright © 2000 by Robin HobbExcerpt from Fool’s Fate
by Robin Hobb copyright © 2004 by Robin HobbAll rights reserved.Published in the United
States by Del Rey, an imprint of Random House, a division of Random House LLC, a Penguin
Random House Company, New York.DEL REY and the HOUSE colophon are registered
trademarks of Random House LLC.This book contains an excerpt from the forthcoming book
Fool’s Fate by Robin Hobb. This excerpt has been set for this edition only and may not reflect the
final content of the forthcoming edition.v3.0_r3ContentsCoverTitle PageCopyrightMap of The
Cursed ShoresSummer’s EndPrologueChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter
FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter
ElevenWinterChapter TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter
SixteenChapter SeventeenChapter EighteenChapter NineteenChapter TwentyChapter Twenty-
oneChapter Twenty-twoChapter Twenty-threeChapter Twenty-fourChapter Twenty-fiveChapter
Twenty-sixChapter Twenty-sevenChapter Twenty-eightChapter Twenty-nineChapter
ThirtyChapter Thirty-oneChapter Thirty-twoChapter Thirty-threeChapter Thirty-fourChapter
Thirty-fiveChapter Thirty-sixChapter Thirty-sevenSpringChapter Thirty-eightChapter Thirty-
nineChapter FortyEpilogueDedicationOther Books by This AuthorAbout the AuthorExcerpt from
Fool’s FateSUMMER’S ENDPROLOGUESHE WHO REMEMBERSShe wondered what it would
have been like to be perfect.On the day that she had hatched, she had been captured before
she could wriggle over the sand to the cool and salty embrace of the sea. She Who Remembers
was doomed to recall every detail of that day with clarity. It was her entire function and the
reason for her existence. She was a vessel for memories. Not just her own life, from the moment
when she began forming in the egg, but the linked lives of those who had gone before her were
nested inside her. From egg to serpent to cocoon to dragon to egg, all memory of her line was
hers. Not every serpent was so gifted, or so burdened. Only a relative few were imprinted with
the full record of their species, but only a few were needed.She had begun perfect. Her tiny,
smooth body, lithe and scaled, had been flawless. She had cut her way out of the leathery shell
with the egg tooth atop her snout. She was a late hatcher. The others in her clutch had already
broken free of their shells and the heaped dry sand. They had left their wallowing trails for her to
follow. The sea had beckoned her insistently. Every lap of every wave beguiled her. She had
begun her journey, slithering across the dry sand under the beating sun. She had smelled the
wet tang of the ocean. The moving light on its dazzling surface had lured her.She had never
finished her journey.The Abominations had found her. They had surrounded her, interposing
their heavy bodies between her and the beckoning ocean. Plucked wriggling from the sand, she
had been imprisoned in a tide-fed pool inside a cave in the cliffs. There they had kept her,
feeding her only dead food and never allowing her to swim free. She had never migrated south
with the others to the warm seas where food was plentiful. She had never achieved the bulk and
strength that a free life would have granted her. Nevertheless, she grew, until the pool in the cave



was little more than a cramped puddle to her, a space barely sufficient to keep her skin and gills
wet. Her lungs were pinched always inside her folded coils. The water that surrounded her was
constantly befouled with her poisons and wastes. The Abominations had kept her prisoner.How
long had they confined her there? She could not measure it, but she felt certain that she had
been captive for several ordinary lifetimes of her kind. Time and again, she had felt the call of the
season of migration. A restless energy would come over her, followed by a terrible desire to seek
out her own kind. The poison glands in her throat would swell and ache with fullness. There was
no rest for her at such times, for the memories permeated her and clamored to be released. She
had shifted restlessly in the torment of her small pool and vowed endless revenge against the
Abominations who held her so. At such times, her hatred of them was most savage. When her
overflowing glands flavored the water with her ancestral memories, when the water became so
toxic with the past that her gasping gills poisoned her with history, then the Abominations came.
They came to her prison, to draw water from her pool and inebriate themselves with it. Drunken,
they prophesied to one another, ranting and raving in the light of the full moon. They stole the
memories of her kind, and used them to extrapolate the future.Then the two-legs, Wintrow
Vestrit, had freed her. He had come to the island of the Abominations, to gather for them the
treasures the sea left on the shore. In exchange, he had expected them to prophesy his future for
him. Even now, that thought made her mane grow turgid with poison. The Abominations
prophesied only what they sensed of the future from stealing her pasts! They had no true gifts of
Seeing. If they had, she reflected, they would have known that the two-legs brought their doom.
They would have stopped Wintrow Vestrit. Instead, he had discovered her and freed
her.Although she had touched skins with him, although their memories had mingled through her
toxins, she did not understand what had motivated the two-legs to free her. He was such a short-
lived creature that most of his memories could not even leave an imprint on her. She had sensed
his worry and pain. She had known that he risked his brief existence to free her. The courage of
such a brief spasm of life had moved her. She had slain the Abominations when they would have
recaptured both of them. Then, when the two-legs would have died in the mothering sea, she
had aided him to return to his ship.She Who Remembers opened wide her gills once more. She
tasted a mystery in the waves. She had restored the two-legs to his ship, but the ship both
frightened and attracted her. The silvery gray hull of the vessel flavored the water ahead of her.
She followed it, drinking in the elusive tang of memories.The ship smelled, not like a ship, but
like one of her own kind. She had followed it now for twelve tides, and was no closer to
understanding how such a thing could be. She knew well what ships were; the Elderlings had
had ships, though not such as this one. Her dragon memories told her that her kind had often
flown over such vessels, and playfully set them to rocking wildly with a gust from wide wings.
Ships were no mystery, but this one was. How could a ship give off the scent of a serpent?
Moreover, it smelled like no ordinary serpent. It smelled like One Who Remembers.Again, her
duty tugged at her: it was an instinct stronger than the drive to feed or mate. It was time, and past
time. She should have been among her own kind by now, leading them in the migration path that



her memories knew so well. She should be nourishing their own lesser recall with her potent
toxins that would sting their dormant memories to wakefulness. The biological imperative
clamored in her blood. Time to change. She cursed again her crooked green-gold body that
wallowed and lashed through the water so awkwardly. She had no endurance to call upon. It was
easier to swim in the wall of the ship’s wake, and allow its motion to help draw her through the
water.She compromised with herself. As long as the silver ship’s course aligned with her own,
she would follow it. She would use its momentum to help her move as she gained strength and
endurance of her own. She would ponder its mystery and solve it if she could. Yet, she would not
let this puzzle distract her from her primary goal. When they drew closer to shore, she would
leave the ship and seek out her own kind. She would find tangles of serpents and guide them up
the great river to the cocooning grounds. By this time next year, young dragons would try their
wings on the summer winds.So she had promised herself for the first twelve tides that she
followed the ship. Midway through the swelling of the thirteenth tide, a sound at once foreign and
heart-wrenchingly familiar vibrated her skin. It was the trumpeting of a serpent. Immediately she
broke free of the ship’s wake and dove down, away from the distractions of the surface waves.
She Who Remembers sounded a reply, then held herself in absolute stillness, waiting. No
answer came.Disappointment weighted her. Had she deceived herself? During her captivity,
there had been periods when in her anguish she had cried out over and over again, trumpeting
until the walls of the cavern rang with her misery. Recalling that bitterness, she lidded her eyes
briefly. She would not torment herself. She opened her eyes to her solitude. Resolutely she
turned to pursue the ship that represented the only pallid hint of companionship she had
known.The brief pause had only made her more aware of her hampered body’s weariness. It
took all of her will to make her push on. An instant later, all weariness fled as a white serpent
flashed by her. He did not seem to notice her in his single-minded pursuit of the ship. The odd
scent of the vessel must have confused him. Her hearts thundered wildly. “Here I am!” she called
after him. “Here. I am She Who Remembers. I have come to you at last!”The white swam on in
effortless undulations of his thick, pale body. He did not even turn his head to her call. She stared
in shock, then hastened after him, her weariness temporarily forgotten. She dragged herself
after him, gasping with the effort.She found him shadowing the ship. He slipped about in the
dimness beneath it, muttering and mewling incomprehensibly at the planks of the ship’s hull. His
mane of poisonous tendrils was semierect; a faint stream of bitter toxins tainted the water around
him. A slow horror grew in She Who Remembers as she watched his senseless actions. From
the depths of her soul every instinct she had warned against him. Such strange behavior hinted
of disease or madness.But he was the first of her own kind that she had seen since the day she
had hatched. The drawing of that kinship was more powerful than any revulsion and so she
eased closer to him. “Greetings,” she ventured timidly. “Do you seek One Who Remembers? I
am She.”In reply, his great red eyes spun antagonistically, and he darted a warning snap at her.
“Mine!” he trumpeted hoarsely. “Mine. My food.” He pressed his erect mane against the ship,
leaking toxins against her hull. “Feed me,” he demanded of the ship. “Give food.”She retreated



hastily. The white serpent continued his nuzzling quest along the ship’s hull. She Who
Remembers caught a faint scent of anxiety from the ship. Peculiar. The whole situation was as
odd as a dream, and like a dream, it teased her with possible meanings and almost
understandings. Could the ship actually be reacting to the white serpent’s toxins and calls? No,
that was ridiculous. The mysterious scent of the vessel was confusing both of them.She Who
Remembers shook out her own mane and felt it grow turgid with her potent poisons. The act
gave her a sense of power. She matched herself against the white serpent. He was larger than
she was, and more muscled, his body fit and knowledgeable. But that did not matter. She could
kill him. Despite her stunted body and inexperience, she could paralyze him and send him
drifting to the bottom. In the next moment, despite the powerful intoxication of her own body’s
secretions, she knew she was even stronger than that. She could enlighten him and let him
live.“White serpent!” she trumpeted. “Heed me! I have memories to share with you, memories of
all our race has been, memories to sharpen your own recollections. Prepare to receive them.”He
paid no heed to her words. He did not make himself ready, but she did not care. This was her
destiny. For this, she had been hatched. He would be the first recipient of her gift, whether he
welcomed it or not. Awkwardly, hampered by her stunted body, she launched herself toward him.
He turned to her supposed attack, mane erect, but she ignored his petty toxins. With an ungainly
thrust, she wrapped him. At the same moment, she shook her mane, releasing the most
powerful intoxicant of them all, the deep poisons that would momentarily subdue his own mind
and let the hidden mind behind his life open itself once more. He struggled frantically, then
suddenly grew stiff as a log in her grip. His whirling ruby eyes grew still but unlidded, bulging
from their sockets in shock. He made one abortive effort to gulp a final breath.It was all she could
do to hold him. She wrapped his length in hers and kept him moving through the water. The ship
began to pull away from them, but she let it go, almost without reluctance. This single serpent
was more important to her than all the mysteries the ship concealed. She held him, twisting her
neck to look into his face. She watched his eyes spin, then grow still again. Through a thousand
lifetimes, she held him, as the past of his entire race caught up with him. For a time, she let him
steep in that history. Then she eased him out of it, releasing the lesser toxins that quieted his
deeper mind and let his own brief life come back to the forefront of his thoughts.“Remember.”
She breathed out the word softly, charging him with the responsibilities of all his ancestors.
“Remember and be.” He was quiescent in her coils. She felt his own life suddenly repossess him
as a tremor shimmered down his length. His eyes suddenly spun and then focused on hers. He
reared his head back from hers. She waited for his worshipful thanks.The gaze that met hers
was accusing.“Why?” he demanded suddenly. “Why now? When it is too late for all of us? Why
couldn’t I die ignorant of all that I could have been? Why could not you have left me a beast?”His
words shocked her so that she laxed her grip on him. He whipped himself disdainfully free of her
embrace and shot away from her through the water. She was not sure if he fled, or if he
abandoned her. Either thought was intolerable. The awakening of his memories should have
filled him with joy and purpose, not despair and anger.“Wait!” she cried after him, but the dim



depths swallowed him. She wallowed clumsily after him, knowing she could never match his
swiftness. “It can’t be too late! No matter what, we must try!” She trumpeted the futile words to
the empty Plenty.He had left her behind. Alone again. She refused to accept it. Her stunted body
floundered through the water in pursuit, her mouth open wide to taste the dispersing scent he
had left behind. Faint, fainter, and then gone. He was too swift; she was too deformed.
Disappointment welled in her, near stunning as her own poisons. She tasted the water again.
Nothing of serpent tinged it now.She cut wider and wider arcs through the water in a desperate
search for his scent trail. When she finally found it, both her hearts leapt with determination. She
lashed her tail to catch up with him. “Wait!” she trumpeted. “Please. You and I, we are the only
hope for our kind! You must listen to me!”The taste of serpent grew suddenly stronger. The only
hope for our kind. The thought seemed to waft to her on the water, as if the words had been
breathed to the air rather than trumpeted in the depths. It was the only encouragement she
needed.“I come to you!” she promised, and drove herself on doggedly. But when she reached
the source of the serpent scent, she saw no creature save for a silver hull cutting the waves
above her.CHAPTER ONETHE RAIN WILDSMalta dug her makeshift paddle into the gleaming
water and pushed hard. The little boat edged forward through the water. Swiftly she transferred
the cedar plank to the other side of the craft, frowning at the beads of water that dripped from it
into the boat when she did so. It couldn’t be helped. The plank was all she had for an oar, and
rowing on one side of the boat would only spin them in circles. She refused to imagine that the
acid drops were even now eating into the planking underfoot. Surely, a tiny bit of Rain Wild River
water could not do much damage. She trusted that the powdery white metal on the outside of
the boat would keep the river from devouring it, but there was no guarantee of that, either. She
pushed the thought from her mind. They had not far to go.She ached in every limb. She had
worked the night through, trying to make their way back to Trehaug. Her exhausted muscles
trembled with every effort she demanded of them. Not far to go, she told herself yet again. Their
progress had been agonizingly slow. Her head ached abominably but worst was the itching of
the healing injury on her forehead. Why must it always itch the worst when she could not spare a
hand to scratch?She maneuvered the tiny rowboat among the immense trunks and spidering
roots of the trees that banked the Rain Wild River. Here, beneath the canopy of rain forest, the
night sky and its stars were a myth rarely glimpsed; yet a fitful twinkling beckoned her in between
the trunks and branches. The lights of the tree-borne city of Trehaug guided her to warmth,
safety, and most of all, rest. Shadows were still thick all around her, yet the calls of birds in the
high treetops told her that in the east, dawn was lightening the sky. Sunlight would not pierce the
thick canopy until later, and when it came, it would be as shafts of light amidst a watery green
mockery of sunshine. Where the river sliced a path through the thick trees, day would glitter
silver on the milky water of the wide channel.The nose of the rowboat snagged suddenly on top
of a hidden root. Again. Malta bit her tongue to keep from screaming her frustration. Making her
way through the forested shallows was like threading the craft through a sunken maze. Time and
time again, drifts of debris or concealed roots had turned her aside from her intended path. The



fading lights ahead seemed little closer than when they had set out. Malta shifted her weight and
leaned over the side to probe the offending obstacle with her plank. With a grunt, she pushed
the boat free. She dipped her paddle again and the boat moved around the hidden barrier.“Why
don’t you paddle us over there, where the trees are thinner?” demanded the Satrap. The
erstwhile ruler of all Jamaillia sat in the stern, his knees drawn nearly to his chin, while his
Companion Kekki huddled fearfully in the bow. Malta didn’t turn her head. She spoke in a cold
voice. “When you’re willing to pick up a plank and help with the paddling or steering, you can
have a say in where we go. Until then, shut up.” She was sick of the boy-Satrap’s imperious
posturing and total uselessness for any practical task.“Any fool can see that there are fewer
obstacles there. We could go much faster.”“Oh, much faster,” Malta agreed sarcastically.
“Especially if the current catches us and sweeps us out into the main part of the river.”The Satrap
took an exasperated breath. “As we are upriver of the city, it seems to me that the current is with
us. We could take advantage of it and let it carry us where I want to go, and arrive much more
swiftly.”“We could also lose control of the boat completely, and shoot right past the city.”“Is it
much farther?” Kekki whined pathetically.“You can see as well as I can,” Malta retorted. A drop of
the river water fell on her knee as she shifted the paddle to the other side. It tickled, then itched
and stung. She took a moment to dab at it with the ragged hem of her robe. The fabric left grit in
its wake. It was filthy from her long struggle through the halls and corridors of the buried Elderling
city the previous night. So much had happened since then, it seemed more like a thousand
nights. When she tried to recall it, the events jumbled in her mind. She had gone into the tunnels
to confront the dragon, to make her leave Reyn in peace. But there had been the earthquake,
and then when she had found the dragon … The threads of her recall snarled hopelessly at that
point. The cocooned dragon had opened Malta’s mind to all the memories stored in that
chamber of the city. She had been inundated with the lives of those who had dwelt there,
drowned in their recollections. From that point until the time when she had led the Satrap and his
Companion out of the buried labyrinth, all was misty and dreamlike. Only now was she piecing
together that the Rain Wild Traders had hid the Satrap and Kekki away for their own
protection.Or had they? Her gaze flicked briefly to Kekki cowering in the bow. Had they been
protected guests, or hostages? Perhaps a little of both. She found that her own sympathies were
entirely with the Rain Wilders. The sooner she returned Satrap Cosgo and Kekki to their custody,
the better. They were valuable commodities, to be employed against the Jamaillian nobles, the
New Traders and the Chalcedeans. When she had first met the Satrap at the ball, she had been
briefly dazzled by the illusion of his power. Now she knew his elegant garb and aristocratic
manners were only a veneer over a useless, venal boy. The sooner she was rid of him, the
better.She focused her eyes on the lights ahead. When she had led the Satrap and his
Companion out of the buried Elderling city, they had found themselves far from where Malta had
originally entered the underground ruins. A large stretch of quagmire and marshy river shallows
separated them from the city. Malta had waited for dark and the guiding lights of the city before
they set out in their ancient salvaged boat. Now dawn threatened and she still poled toward the



beckoning lanterns of Trehaug. She fervently hoped that her ill-conceived adventure was close
to an end.The city of Trehaug was located amongst the branches of the huge-boled trees.
Smaller chambers dangled and swung in the uppermost branches, while the grander family halls
spanned trunk to trunk. Great staircases wound up the trunks, and their landings provided space
for merchants, minstrels and beggars. The earth beneath the city was doubly cursed with
marshiness and the instability of this quake-prone region. The few completely dry pieces of land
were mostly small islands around the bases of trees.Steering her little boat amongst the
towering trees toward the city was like maneuvering around the immense columns in a forgotten
god’s temple. The boat again fetched up against something and lodged. Water lapped against it.
It did not feel like a root. “What are we snagged against?” Malta asked, peering forward.Kekki did
not even turn to look, but remained hunched over her folded knees. She seemed afraid to put
her feet on the boat’s floorboards. Malta sighed. She was beginning to think something was
wrong with the Companion’s mind. Either the experiences of the past day had turned her senses
or, Malta reflected wryly, she had always been stupid and it took only adversity to manifest it.
Malta set her plank down and, crouching low, moved forward in the boat. The rocking this
created caused both the Satrap and Kekki to cry out in alarm. She ignored them. At close range,
she was able to see that the boat had nosed into a dense mat of twigs, branches and other river
debris, but in the gloom, it was hard to see the extent of it. She supposed some trick of the
current had carried it here and packed it into this floating morass. It was too thick to force the
small boat through it. “We’ll have to go around it,” she announced to the others. She bit her lip.
That meant venturing closer to the main flow of the river. Well, as the Satrap had said, any
current they encountered would carry them downriver to Trehaug, not away from it. It might even
make her thankless task easier. She pushed aside her fears. Awkwardly she turned their
rowboat away from the raft of debris and toward the main channel.“This is intolerable!” Satrap
Cosgo suddenly exclaimed. “I am dirty, bitten by insects, hungry and thirsty. And it is all the fault
of these miserable Rain Wild settlers. They pretended that they brought me here to protect me.
But since they have had me in their power, I have suffered nothing but abuse. They have
affronted my dignity, compromised my health, and endangered my very life. No doubt they
intend to break me, but I shall not give way to their mistreatment of me. The full weight of my
wrath will descend upon these Rain Wild Traders. Who, it occurs to me, have settled here with
no official recognition of their status at all! They have no legal claims to the treasures they have
been digging up and selling. They are no better than the pirates that infest the Inside Passage
and should be dealt with accordingly.”Malta found breath to snort derisively. “You are scarcely in
a position to bark at anyone. In reality, you are relying on their goodwill far more than they are
relying on yours. How easy it would be for them to sell you off to the highest bidder, regardless of
whether the buyer would assassinate you, hold you hostage or restore you to your throne! As for
their claim to these lands, that came directly from the hand of Satrap Esclepius, your ancestor.
The original charter for the Bingtown Traders specified only how many leffers of land each settler
could claim, not where. The Rain Wild Traders staked their claims here; the Bingtown Traders



took theirs by Bingtown Bay. Their claims are both ancient and honorable, and well documented
under Jamaillian law. Unlike those of the New Traders you have foisted off on us.”For a moment,
shocked silence greeted her words. Then the Satrap forced a brittle laugh. “How amusing to
hear you defend them! Such a benighted little bumpkin you are. Look at yourself, dressed in rags
and covered with filth, your face forever disfigured by these renegades! Yet you defend them.
Why? Ah, let me guess. It is because you know that no whole man would ever want you now.
Your only hope is to marry into a family in which your kin are as misshapen as yourself, where
you can hide behind a veil and no one will stare at your frightfulness. Pathetic! But for the actions
of these rebels, I might have chosen you as a Companion. Davad Restart had spoken out on
your behalf, and I found your clumsy attempts at dancing and conversation endearingly
provincial. But now? Faugh!” The boat rocked minutely with the disdainful flip of his hand. “There
is nothing more freakish than a beautiful woman whose face has been spoiled. The finer families
of Jamaillia would not even take you as a household slave. Such disharmony has no place in an
aristocratic household.”Malta refused to look back at him, but she could imagine how his lips
curled with contempt. She tried to be angry at his arrogance; she told herself he was an ignorant
prig of a boy. But she had not seen her own face since the night she had nearly been killed in the
overturning coach. When she had been convalescing in Trehaug, they had not permitted her a
mirror. Her mother and even Reyn had seemed to dismiss the injuries to her face. But they
would, her traitor heart told her. They would have to, her mother because she was her mother,
and Reyn because he felt responsible for the coach accident. How bad was the scar? The cut
down her forehead had felt long and jagged to her questing fingers. Now she wondered: did it
pucker, did it pull her face to one side? She gripped the plank tightly in both her hands as she
dug into the water with it. She would not set it down; she would not give him the satisfaction of
seeing her fingers grope over her scar. She set her teeth grimly and paddled on.A dozen more
strokes and suddenly the little vessel picked up speed. It gave a small sideways lurch in the
water, and then spun once as Malta dug her plank into the water in a desperate effort to steer
back into the shallows. She shipped her makeshift oar, and seized the extra plank from the
bottom of the rowboat. “You’ll have to steer while I paddle,” she told the Satrap breathlessly.
“Otherwise we’ll be swept out into the middle of the river.”He looked at the plank she thrust
toward him. “Steer?” he asked her, taking the board reluctantly.Malta tried to keep her voice
calm. “Stick that plank into the water behind us. Hold onto one end of it and use it as a drag to
turn us back toward the shallows while I paddle in that direction.”The Satrap held the board in his
fine-boned hands as if he had never seen a piece of wood before. Malta seized her own plank,
thrust it back into the water, and was amazed at the sudden strength of the current. She clutched
the end awkwardly as she tried to oppose the flow of water that was sweeping them away from
the shore. Morning light touched them as they emerged from the shelter of the overhanging
trees. Suddenly the sunlight illuminated the water, making it unbearably bright after the dimness.
Behind her, an annoyed exclamation coincided with a splash. She swiveled her head to see
what had happened. The Satrap was empty-handed.“The river snatched it right out of my



hands!” he complained.“You fool!” Malta cried out. “How can we steer now?”The Satrap’s face
darkened with fury. “How dare you speak to me so! You are the fool, to think it could have done
us any good in the first place. It wasn’t even shaped like an oar. Besides, even if it would have
worked, we do not need it. Use your eyes, wench. We’ve nothing to fear. There’s the city now!
The river will carry us right to it.”“Or past it!” Malta spat at him. She turned from him in disgust, to
focus all her strength and thoughts on her single-handed battle with the river. She lifted her eyes
briefly to the impressive site of Trehaug. Seen from below, the city floated in the great trees like a
many-turreted castle. On the water level, a long dock was tethered to a succession of trees. The
Kendry was tied up there, but the liveship’s bow was turned away from them. She could not even
see the sentient figurehead. She paddled frantically.“When we get closer,” she panted between
strokes, “call out for help. The ship may hear us, or people on the docks. Even if we are swept
past, they can send rescue after us.”“I see no one on the docks,” the Satrap informed her snidely.
“In fact, I see no one anywhere. A lazy folk, to be still abed.”“No one?” Malta gasped the
question. She simply had no strength left for this final effort. The board she wielded skipped and
jumped across the top of the water. With every passing moment, they were carried farther out
into the river. She lifted her eyes to the city. It was close, much closer than it had been a moment
ago. And the Satrap was right. Smoke rose from a few chimneys, but other than that, Trehaug
looked deserted. A profound sense of wrongness welled up in her. Where was everyone? What
had become of the normal lively bustle along the catwalks and on the stairways?“Kendry!” she
cried out, but her breathless call was thin. The rushing water carried her voice away with
it.Companion Kekki seemed suddenly to understand what was happening. “Help! Help!” she
cried in a childish shriek. She stood up recklessly in the small boat, waving her hands. “Help us!
Save me!” The Satrap swore as the boat rocked wildly. Malta lunged at the woman and pulled
her down into the boat again, nearly losing her plank in the process. A glance around her
showed her that the plank was of no real use now. The little boat was well and truly into the
river’s current and rapidly being swept past Trehaug.“Kendry! Help! Help us! Out here, in the
river! Send rescue! Kendry! Kendry!” Her shouts trailed away as hopelessness dragged at
her.The liveship gave no sign of hearing. Another moment, and Malta was looking back at him.
Apparently lost in deep thought, the figurehead was turned toward the city. Malta saw a lone
figure on one of the catwalks, but he was hurrying somewhere and never turned his head. “Help!
Help!” She continued to shout and wave her plank while she could see the city, but it was not for
long. The trees that leaned out over the river soon curtained it from her eyes. The current rushed
them on. She sat still and defeated.Malta took in her surroundings. Here, the Rain Wild River
was wide and deep, the opposite shore near lost in permanent mist. The water was gray and
chalky when she looked over the side. Overhead the sky was blue, bordered on both sides by
the towering rain forest. There was nothing else to be seen, no other vessels on the water, no
signs of human habitation along the banks. As the clutching current bore them inexorably away
from the marshy shores, hopes of rescue receded. Even if she succeeded in steering their little
boat to the shore, they would be hopelessly lost downriver of the city. The shores of the Rain



Wild River were swamp and morass. Traveling overland back to Trehaug was impossible. Her
nerveless fingers dropped the plank into the bottom of the boat. “I think we’re going to die,” she
told the others quietly.Keffria’s hand ached abominably. She gritted her teeth and forced herself
to seize again the handles of the barrow the diggers had just finished loading. When she lifted
the handles and began to trundle her load up the corridor, the pain in her healing fingers
doubled. She welcomed it. She deserved it. The bright edges of it could almost distract her from
the burning in her heart. She had lost them, both her younger children gone in one night. She
was as completely alone in the world as she had ever been.She had clung to doubt for as long
as she could. Malta and Selden were not in Trehaug. No one had seen them since yesterday. A
tearful playmate of Selden had sobbingly admitted that he had shown the boy a way into the
ancient city, a way the grown-ups had thought securely locked. Jani Khuprus had not minced
words with Keffria. White-faced, lips pinched, she had told Keffria that the particular passage
had been abandoned because Reyn himself had judged it dangerously unstable. If Selden had
gone into the buried corridors, if he had taken Malta with him, then they had gone into the area
most likely to collapse in an earthquake. There had been at least two large tremors since dawn.
Keffria had lost track of how many lesser tremblings she had felt. When she had begged that
diggers be sent that way, they had found the entire corridor collapsed just a few steps inside the
entry. She could only pray to Sa that her children had reached some stronger section of the
buried city before the quake, that somewhere they huddled together awaiting rescue.Reyn
Khuprus had not returned. Before noon, he had left the diggers, refusing to wait until the
corridors could be cleared and shored up. He had gone ahead of the work crews, wriggling off
through a mostly collapsed tunnel and disappearing. Not long ago, the work crews had reached
the end of the line he had left to mark his way. They had found several chalk marks, including the
notation he had left on the door of the Satrap’s chamber. Hopeless, Reyn had marked. Thick
muck oozed from under the blocked door; most likely the entire room had filled with it. Not far
past that door, the corridor had collapsed completely. If Reyn had passed that way, he either had
been crushed in the downfall, or was trapped beyond it.Keffria started when she felt a touch on
her arm. She turned to face a haggard Jani Khuprus. “Have you found anything?” Keffria asked
reflexively.“No.” Jani spoke the terrible word softly. Her fear that her son was dead lived in her
eyes. “The corridor is mucking in as fast as we try to clear it. We’ve decided to abandon it. The
Elder ones did not build this city as we build ours, with houses standing apart from each other.
The ancients built their city like one great hive. It is a labyrinth of intersecting corridors. We will
try to come at that section of corridor from a different approach. The crews are already being
shifted.”Keffria looked at her laden barrow, then back down the excavated corridor. Work had
stopped. The laborers were returning to the surface. As Keffria stared, a flow of dirty and tired
men and women parted to go around her. Their faces were gray with dirt and discouragement,
their footsteps dragged. The lanterns and torches they carried guttered and smoked. Behind
them, the excavation had gone dark. Had all of this work been useless, then? She took a breath.
“Where shall we dig now?” she asked quietly.Jani gave her a haunted look. “It has been decided



we should rest for a few hours. Hot food and a few hours of sleep will do us all good.”Keffria
looked at her incredulously. “Eat? Sleep? How can we do either when our children are missing
still?”The Rain Wild woman matter-of-factly took Keffria’s place between the barrow handles.
She lifted it and began to push it forward. Keffria trailed reluctantly after her. She did not answer
Keffria’s question, except to say, “We sent birds out to some of the closer settlements. The
foragers and harvesters of the Rain Wilds will send workers to aid us. They are on their way, but
it will take some time for them to arrive. Fresh workers will shore up our spirits.” Over her
shoulder, she added, “We have had word from some of the other digging crews, also. They have
had more luck. Fourteen people were rescued from an area we call the Tapestry Works, and
three more were discovered in the Flame Jewel corridors. Their work has progressed more
swiftly. We may be able to gain access to this area of the city from one of those locations. Bendir
is already consulting with those who know the city best.”“I thought Reyn knew the old city better
than anyone,” Keffria said cruelly.“He did. He does. That is why I cling to the hope that he may be
alive.” The Rain Wild Trader glanced at her Bingtown counterpart. “It is why I believe that if
anyone could find Malta and Selden, it is Reyn. If he found them, he would not try to come back
this way, but would make for the more stable parts of the city. With every breath I take, I pray that
soon someone will come running to give us the tidings that they have emerged on their
own.”They had reached a large chamber that looked like an amphitheater. The work crews had
been dumping the tailings of their work here. Jani tipped the barrow and let the load of earth and
rocks increase the untidy pile in the middle of the formerly grand room. Their wheelbarrow joined
a row of others. Muddy shovels and picks had been tumbled in a heap nearby. Keffria suddenly
smelled soup, coffee and hot morning bread. The hunger she had been denying woke with a
roar. The sudden clamoring of her body made her recall that she had eaten nothing all night. “Is
it dawn?” she asked Jani suddenly. How much time had passed?“Well past dawn, I fear,” Jani
replied. “Time always seems fleetest when I most long for it to move slowly.”At the far end of the
hall, trestle tables and benches had been set out. The very old and the very young worked there,
ladling soup into dishes, tending small braziers under bubbling pots, setting out and clearing
away plates and cups. The immense chamber swallowed the discouraged mutter of talk. A child
of about eight hurried up with a basin of steaming water. A towel was slung over her arm.
“Wash?” she offered them.“Thank you.” Jani indicated the basin to Keffria. She laved her hands
and arms and splashed her face. The warmth made her realize how cold she was. The binding
on her broken fingers was soaked and gritty. “That needs to be changed,” Jani observed while
Keffria used the towel. Jani washed, and again thanked the child, before guiding Keffria toward
several tables where healers were plying their trade. Some were merely salving blistered hands
or massaging aching backs, but there was also an area where broken limbs and bleeding
injuries were being treated. The business of clearing the collapsed corridor was hazardous work.
Jani settled Keffria at a table to await her turn. A healer was already at work rebandaging her
hand when Jani returned with morning bread, soup and coffee for both of them. The healer
finished swiftly, abruptly told Keffria that she was off the work detail, and moved on to his next



patient.“Eat something,” Jani urged her.Keffria picked up the mug of coffee. The warmth of it
between her palms was oddly comforting. She took a long drink from it. As she set it down, her
eyes wandered over the amphitheater. “It’s all so organized,” she observed in confusion. “As if
you expected this to happen, planned for it—”“We did,” Jani said quietly. “The only thing that puts
this collapse out of the ordinary is the scale of it. A good quake usually brings on some falls.
Sometimes a corridor will collapse for no apparent reason. Both my uncles died in cave-ins.
Almost every Rain Wild family who works the city loses a member or two of each generation
down here. It is one of the reasons my husband Sterb has been so adamant in urging the Rain
Wild Council to aid him in developing other sources of wealth for us. Some say he is only
interested in establishing his own fortune. As a younger son of a Rain Wild Trader’s grandson, he
has little claim to his own family’s wealth. But I truly believe it is not self-interest but altruism that
makes him work so hard at developing the foragers’ and harvesters’ outposts. He insists the
Rain Wild could supply all our needs if we but opened our eyes to the forest’s wealth.” She folded
her lips and shook her head. “Still. It does not make it any easier when he says, ‘I warned you all’
when something like this happens. Most of us do not want to forsake the buried city for the
bounty of the rain forest. The city is all we know, the excavating and exploration. Quakes like this
are the danger we face, just as you families who trade upon the sea know that eventually you will
lose someone to it.”“Inevitable,” Keffria conceded. She picked up her spoon and began to eat. A
few mouthfuls later, she set it down.Across from her, Jani set down her coffee mug. “What is it?”
she asked quietly.Keffria held herself very still. “If my children are dead, who am I?” she asked.
Cold calmness welled up in her as she spoke. “My husband and eldest son are gone, taken by
pirates, perhaps already dead. My only sister has gone after them. My mother remained behind
in Bingtown when I fled; I know not what has become of her. I only came here for the sake of my
children. Now they are missing, and perhaps already dead. If I alone survive—” She halted,
unable to frame a thought to deal with that possibility. The immensity of it overwhelmed her.Jani
gave her a strange smile. “Keffria Vestrit. But the turning of a day ago, you were volunteering to
leave your children in my care, and return to Bingtown, to spy on the New Traders for us. It
seems to me that you then had a very good sense of who you were, independent of your role as
mother or daughter.”Keffria propped her elbows on the table and leaned her face into her hands.
“And this now feels like a punishment for that. If Sa thought I undervalued my children, might he
not take them from me?”“Perhaps. If Sa had but a male aspect. But recall the old, true worship of
Sa. Male and female, bird, beast and plant, earth, fire, air and water, all are honored in Sa and
Sa manifests in all of them. If the divine is also female, and the female also divine, then she
understands that woman is more than mother, more than daughter, more than wife. Those are
the facets of a full life, but no single facet defines the jewel.”The old saying, once so comforting,
now rang hollow in her ears. But Keffria’s thoughts did not linger on it long. A great commotion at
the entrance to the hall turned both their heads. “Sit still and rest,” Jani advised her. “I’ll see what
it’s about.”But Keffria could not obey her. How could she sit still and wonder if the disruption were
caused by news of Reyn or Malta or Selden? She pushed back from the table and followed the



Rain Wild Trader.Weary and bedraggled diggers clustered around four youngsters who had just
slung their buckets of fresh water to the floor. “A dragon! A great silver dragon, I tell you! It flew
right over us.” The tallest boy spoke the words as if challenging his listeners. Some of the
laborers looked bemused, others disgusted by this wild tale.“He’s not lying! It did! It was real, so
bright I could hardly look at it! But it was blue, a sparkly blue,” amended a younger boy.“Silver-
blue!” a third boy chimed in. “And bigger than a ship!” The lone girl in the group was silent, but
her eyes shone with excitement.Keffria glanced at Jani, expecting to meet her annoyed glance.
How could these youngsters allow themselves to bring such a frivolous tale at a time when lives
weighed in the balance? Instead, the Rain Wild woman’s face had gone pale. It made the fine
scaling around her eyes and lips stand out against her face. “A dragon?” she faltered. “You saw a
dragon?”Sensing a sympathetic ear, the tall boy pushed through the crowd toward Jani. “It was a
dragon, such as some of the frescoes showed. I’m not making it up, Trader Khuprus. Something
made me look up, and there it was. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It flew like a falcon! No, no, like a
shooting star! It was so beautiful!”“A dragon,” Jani repeated dazedly.“Mother!” Bendir was so
dirty that Keffria scarcely recognized him as he pushed through the crowd. He glanced at the
boy standing before Jani, and then to his mother’s shocked face. “So you’ve heard. A woman
who was tending the babies up above sent a boy running to tell us what she had seen. A blue
dragon.”“Could it be?” Jani asked him brokenly. “Could Reyn have been right all along? What
does it mean?”“Two things,” Bendir replied tersely. “I’ve sent searchers overland, to where I think
the creature must have broken out of the city. From the description, it is too large to have moved
through the tunnels. It must have burst out from the Crowned Rooster chamber. We have an
approximate idea of where that was. There may be some sign of Reyn there. At the least, there
may be another way we can enter the city and search for survivors.” A mutter of voices rose at
his words. Some were expressing disbelief, others wonder. He raised his voice to be heard
above them. “And the other thing is that we must remember that this beast may be our enemy.”
As the boy near him began to protest, Bendir cautioned him, “No matter how beautiful it may
seem, it may bear us ill will. We know next to nothing of the true nature of dragons. Do nothing to
anger it, but do not assume it is the benign creature we see in the frescoes and mosaics. Do not
call its attention to you.”A roar of conversation rose in the chamber. Keffria caught at Jani’s
sleeve desperately. She spoke through the noise. “If you find Reyn there … do you think Malta
may be with him?”Jani met her eyes squarely. “It is what he feared,” she said. “That Malta had
gone to the Crowned Rooster chamber. And to the dragon that slept there.”“I’ve never seen
anything so beautiful. Do you think she will come back?” Weakness as well as awe made the boy
whisper.Reyn turned to regard him. Selden crouched on an island of rubble atop the mud. He
stared up at the light above them, his face transfigured by what he had just witnessed. The newly
released dragon was gone, already far beyond sight, but still the boy stared after her.“I don’t
think we should count on her to return and save us. I think that is up to us,” Reyn said
pragmatically.Selden shook his head. “Oh, I did not mean that. I would not expect her to notice
us that much. I expect we’ll have to get ourselves out of here. But I should like to see her, just



once more. Such a marvel she was. Such a joy.” He lifted his eyes once more to the punctured
ceiling. Despite the dirt and muck that streaked his face and burdened his clothes, the boy’s
expression was luminous.Sun spilled into the ruined chamber, bringing weak light but little
additional warmth. Reyn could no longer recall what it felt like to be dry, let alone warm. Hunger
and thirst tormented him. It was hard to force himself to move. But he smiled. Selden was right. A
marvel. A joy.The dome of the buried Crowned Rooster chamber was cracked like the top of a
soft-boiled egg. He stood atop some of the fallen debris and looked up at dangling tree roots
and the small window of sky. The dragon had escaped that way, but he doubted that he and
Selden would. The chamber was filling rapidly with muck as the swamp trickled in to claim the
city that had defied it for so long. The flow of chill mud and water would engulf them both long
before they could find a way to reach the egress above them.Yet bleak as his situation was, he
still marveled at the memory of the dragon that had emerged from her centuries of waiting. The
frescoes and mosaics that he had seen all his life had not prepared him for the reality of the
dragon. The word “blue” had gained a new meaning in the brilliance of her scales. He would
never forget how her lax wings had taken on strength and color as she pumped them. The snake-
stench of her transformation still hung heavy in the moist air. He could see no remnants of the
wizardwood log that had encased her. She appeared to have absorbed it all as she
metamorphosed into a mature dragon.But now she was gone. And the problem of survival
remained for Reyn and the boy. The earthquakes of the night before had finally breached the
walls and ceilings of the sunken city. The swamps outside were bleeding into this chamber. The
only means of escape was high overhead, a tantalizing window of blue sky.Mud bubbled wetly at
the edge of the piece of fallen dome Reyn stood on. Then it triumphed, swallowing the edges of
the crystal and slipping toward his bare feet.“Reyn.” Selden’s voice was hoarse with his thirst.
Malta’s little brother perched atop a slowly sinking island of debris. In the dragon’s scrabbling
effort to escape, she had dislodged rubble, earth and even a tree. It had fallen into the sunken
chamber and some of it still floated on the rising tide of muck. The boy knit his brows as his
natural pragmatism reasserted itself. “Maybe we could lift up that tree and prop it up against the
wall. Then, if we climbed up it, we could—”“I’m not strong enough.” Reyn broke into the boy’s
optimistic plan. “Even if I were strong enough to lift the tree, the muck is too soft to support me.
But we might be able to break off some of the smaller branches and make a sort of raft. If we can
spread out our weight enough, we can stay on top of this stuff.”Selden looked hopefully up at the
hole where light seeped in. “Do you think the mud and water will fill up this room and lift us up
there?”“Maybe,” Reyn lied heartily. He surmised that the muck would stop far short of filling the
chamber. They would probably suffocate when the rising tide swallowed them. If not, they would
eventually starve here. The piece of dome under his feet was sinking rapidly. Time to abandon it.
He jumped from it to a heap of fallen earth and moss, only to have it plunge away under him. The
muck was softer than he had thought. He lunged toward the tree trunk, caught one of its
branches, and dragged himself out and onto it. The rising mire was at least chest-deep now, and
the consistency of porridge. If he sank into it, he would die in its cold clutch. His move had



brought him much closer to Selden. He extended a hand toward the boy, who leapt from his
sinking island, fell short, and then scrabbled over the soft mud to reach him. Reyn pulled him up
onto the fallen evergreen’s trunk. The boy huddled shivering against him. His clothing was
plastered to his body with the same mud that streaked his face and hair.“I wish I hadn’t lost my
tools and supplies. But they’re long buried now. We’ll have to break these branches off as best
we can and pile them up in a thick mat.”“I’m so tired.” The boy stated it as a fact, not a complaint.
He glanced up at Reyn, then stared at him. “You don’t look so bad, even up close. I always
wondered what you looked like under that veil. In the tunnels, with only the candle, I couldn’t
really see your face. Then, last night, when your eyes were glowing blue, it was scary at first. But
after a while, it was like, well, it was good to see them and know you were still there.”Reyn
laughed easily. “Do my eyes glow? Usually that doesn’t happen until a Rain Wild man is much
older. We just accept it as a sign of a man reaching full maturity.”“Oh. But in this light, you look
almost normal. You don’t have many of those wobbly things. Just some scales around your eyes
and mouth.” Selden stared at him frankly.Reyn grinned. “No, not any of those wobbly things yet.
But they, too, may come as I get older.”“Malta was afraid you were going to be all warty. Some of
her friends teased her about it, and she would get angry. But …” Selden suddenly seemed to
realize that his words were not tactful. “At first, I mean, when you first started courting her, she
worried about it a lot. Lately, she hasn’t talked about it much,” he offered encouragingly. He
glanced at Reyn, then moved away from him along the tree trunk. He seized a branch and
tugged at it. “These are going to be tough to break.”“I imagine she’s had other things on her
mind,” Reyn muttered. The boy’s words brought a sickness to his heart. Did his appearance
matter that much to Malta? Would he win her with his deeds, only to have her turn away from him
when she saw his face? A bitter thought came to him. Perhaps she was already dead, and he
would never know. Perhaps he would die, and she would never even see his face.“Reyn?”
Selden’s voice was tentative. “I think we’d better get to work on these branches.”Reyn abruptly
realized how long he had hunkered there in silence. Time to push useless thoughts aside and try
to survive. He seized a needled branch in his hands and broke a bough from it. “Don’t try to
break the whole branch off at once. Just take boughs from it. We’ll pile them up there. We want to
intermesh them, like thatching a roof—”A fresh trembling of the earth broke his words. He clung
to the tree trunk helplessly as a shower of earth rained down from the ruptured ceiling. Selden
shrieked and threw his arms up to protect his head. Reyn scrabbled along the branchy trunk to
reach him and shelter him with his body. The ancient door of the chamber groaned and suddenly
sagged on its hinge. A flow of mud and water surged into the room from behind it.CHAPTER
TWOTRADERS AND TRAITORSThe light scuff of footsteps was her only warning. In the kitchen
garden, Ronica froze where she crouched. The sounds were coming up the carriageway. She
seized her basket of turnips and fled to the shelter of the grape arbor. Her back muscles kinked
protestingly at the sudden movement, but she ignored them. She’d rather be careful of her life
than of her back. Silently she set the basket at her feet. Unbreathing, she peered through the
hand-sized leaves of the vines. From their screening shelter, she could see a young man



approaching the front entry of the house. A hooded cloak obscured his identity, and his furtive
manner proclaimed his intentions.He climbed the leaf-littered steps. At the door he hesitated, his
boots grating on broken glass as he peered into the darkened house. He pushed at the big door
that hung ajar. It scraped open and he slipped into the house.Ronica took a deep breath and
considered. He was probably just a scavenger, come to see if there was anything left to plunder.
He would soon find there was not. What the Chalcedeans had not carried off, her neighbors had.
Let him prowl through the ravaged house, and then he would leave. Nothing left in the house was
worth risking herself. If she confronted him, she could be hurt. She tried to tell herself that there
was nothing to gain. Still, she found herself gripping the cudgel that was now her constant
companion as she edged toward the front door of her family home.Her feet were silent as she
picked her way up the debris-strewn steps and through the glass fragments. She peered around
the door, but the intruder was out of sight. Soundlessly, she slipped inside the entry hall. She
froze there, listening. She heard a door open somewhere deeper inside the house. This villain
seemed to know where he was going; was he someone she knew, then? If he was, did he mean
well? She considered that unlikely. She was no longer confident of old friends and alliances. She
could think of no one who might expect to find her at home.She had fled Bingtown weeks ago,
the day after the Summer Ball. The night before, the tension over Chalcedean mercenaries in the
harbor had suddenly erupted. Rumors that the Chalcedeans were attempting a landing while the
Old Traders were engaged in their festivities had raced through the gathering. It was a New
Trader plot, to take the Satrap hostage and overthrow Bingtown; so the gossip flew. The rumor
was enough to ignite fires and riots. The Old and New Traders had clashed with one another and
against the Chalcedean mercenaries in their harbor. Ships were attacked and burned, and the
tariff docks, symbol of the Satrap’s authority, went up in flames yet again. But this time, the fires
spread through the restless town. Angry New Traders set the elite shops along Rain Wild Street
aflame. New Trader warehouses were torched in vengeance, and then someone set the
Bingtown Traders’ Concourse alight.Meanwhile, the battle in the harbor raged. The Chalcedean
galleys that had been resident in the harbor, masquerading as Jamaillian patrol vessels, made
up one arm of the pincers. The Chalcedean ships that had arrived bringing the Satrap made up
the other half. Caught between them were Bingtown liveships and trading vessels and the larger
fishing vessels of the Three Ships immigrants. In the end, the rallying of the small boats of the
Three Ships folk had turned the tide of battle. In the dark, the tiny fishing vessels could slip up on
the large Chalcedean sailing ships. Suddenly pots of burning oil and tar shattered against the
hulls of the ships or were lobbed onto the decks. Abruptly the Chalcedean ships were too
engaged in putting out fires to contain the ships in the harbor. Like gnats harrying bulls, the tiny
boats had persisted in attacking the ships blocking the harbor mouth. Chalcedean fighters on
the docks and in Bingtown were horrified to see their own ships driven from Bingtown Harbor.
Abruptly the cut-off invaders were fighting for their lives. The running battle had continued as the
Bingtown ships pursued the Chalcedeans into the open water.In the morning, after the sounds
of riot and insurrection had died away, smoke snaked through the streets on the summer breeze.



Briefly, Bingtown Traders controlled their own harbor again. In the lull, Ronica had urged her
daughter and grandchildren to flee to the Rain Wilds for shelter. Keffria, Selden and the badly
injured Malta had managed to escape on a liveship. Ronica herself remained behind. She had a
few personal tasks to settle before seeking her own asylum. She had secreted the family papers
in the hiding place Ephron had devised long ago. Then she and Rache had hastily gathered
clothing and food and set out for Inglesby Farm. That particular Vestrit family holding was far
away from Bingtown, and humble enough that Ronica believed they would find safety
there.Ronica had made one brief detour that day, returning to where Davad Restart’s carriage
had been ambushed the night before. She’d left the road and clambered down the forested
hillside, past his overturned carriage to Davad’s body. She had covered him with a cloth, since
she had not the strength to take his body away for burial. He had been estranged from his
extended family, and Ronica knew better than to ask Rache’s help in burying him. This last pitiful
respect was all she could offer a man who had been both a loyal friend for most of her life and a
dangerous liability to her these last few years. She tried to find words to say over his body, but
ended up shaking her head. “You weren’t a traitor, Davad. I know that. You were greedy, and your
greed made you foolish, but I won’t ever believe you deliberately betrayed Bingtown.” Then she
had trudged back up to the road to rejoin Rache. The serving woman said nothing about the
man who had made her a slave. If she took any satisfaction in Davad’s death, she didn’t speak it
aloud. For that, Ronica was grateful.The Chalcedean galleys and sailing ships did not
immediately return to Bingtown Harbor. Ronica had hoped that peace would descend. Instead, a
more terrible sort of fighting ignited between Old Trader and New, as neighbor turned on
neighbor, and those with no loyalties preyed on anyone weakened by the civil discord. Fires
broke out throughout the day. As Ronica and Rache fled Bingtown, they passed burning houses
and overturned wagons. Refugees choked the roads. New Traders and Old Traders, servants
and runaway slaves, merchants and beggars and Three Ships fisherfolk; all were fleeing the
strange war that had suddenly blossomed in their midst. Even those abandoning Bingtown
clashed as they fled. Taunts and insults were flung between groups. The jubilant diversity of the
sunny city by the blue harbor had shattered into sharply suspicious fragments. Their first night
on the road, Ronica and Rache were robbed, their sacks of food spirited away as they slept.
They continued their journey, believing they had the stamina to reach the farm even without food.
Folk on the road told tales that the Chalcedeans had returned and that all of Bingtown was
burning. In the early evening of the second day, several hooded young men accosted them and
demanded their valuables. When Ronica replied that they had none, the ruffians pushed her
down and ransacked her bag of clothing before flinging her belongings contemptuously into the
dusty road. Other refugees hurried past them, eyes averted. No one intervened. The
highwaymen threatened Rache, but the slave woman endured it stoically. The bandits had finally
left to pursue wealthier prey, a man with two servants and a heavily laden handcart. The two
servants had fled the robbers, leaving the man to plead and shout as the thieves ransacked his
cart. Rache had tugged frantically at Ronica’s arm and dragged her away. “There is nothing we



can do. We must save our own lives.”Her words were not true. The next morning proved that.
They came upon the bodies of the teashop woman and her daughter. Other fleeing folk were
stepping around the bodies as they hurried past. Ronica could not. She paused to look into the
woman’s distorted face. She did not know her name, but recalled her tea stall in the Great
Market. Her daughter had always served Ronica smilingly. They had not been Traders, Old or
New, but humble folk who had come to the gleaming trade city and become a small part of
Bingtown’s diversity. Now they were dead. Chalcedeans had not killed these women; Bingtown
folk had.That was the moment when Ronica turned around and returned to Bingtown. She could
not explain it to Rache, and had even encouraged the woman to go on to Inglesby without her.
Even now, Ronica could not rationalize the decision. Perhaps it was that nothing worse could
happen to her than what had already happened. She returned to find her own home vandalized
and ransacked. Even the discovery that someone had scratched TRAITORS across the wall of
Ephron’s study could stir no greater depth of distress in her. Bingtown as she knew it was gone,
never to return. If it was all going to perish, perhaps it was best to end with it.Yet, she was not a
woman who simply surrendered. In the days to come, she and Rache set up housekeeping in
the gardener’s hut. Their life was oddly normal in a detached way. Fighting continued in the city
below them. From the upper story of the main house, Ronica could just glimpse the harbor and
the city. Twice the Chalcedeans tried to take it. Both times, they were repulsed. Night winds often
carried the sounds of fighting and the smell of smoke. None of it seemed to involve her
anymore.The small hut was easy to keep warm and clean, and its humble appearance made it
less of a target for roving looters. The last of the kitchen garden, the neglected orchard and the
remaining chickens supplied their limited needs. They scavenged the beach for driftwood that
burned with green and blue flames in their small hearth. When winter closed in, Ronica was not
sure what she would do. Perish, she supposed. But not gracefully, or willingly. No. She would go
down fighting.That same stubbornness now made her tread carefully down the hallway in pursuit
of the intruder. She grasped her cudgel in both hands. She had no clear plan for what she would
do if or when she confronted the man. She simply wanted to know what motivated this lone
opportunist who moved so secretively through her abandoned home.Already the manor was
acquiring the dusty smell of disuse. The Vestrit family’s finest possessions had been sold earlier
in the summer, to finance a rescue effort for their pirated liveship. The treasures that remained
had been those with more sentimental than monetary value: the trinkets and curiosities that were
souvenirs of Ephron’s sailing days, an old vase that had been her mother’s, a wall hanging that
she and Ephron had chosen together when they were newly wed.… Ronica turned her mind
away from that inventory. They were all gone now, broken or taken by people who had no idea
what such items represented. Let them go. She held the past in her heart, with no need of
physical items to tie it down.She tiptoed past doors that had been kicked off their hinges. She
spared only a glance for the atrium where overturned pots and browning plants littered the floor
as she hastened after the hooded man. Where was he going? She caught a glimpse of his cloak
as he entered a room.Malta’s room? Her granddaughter’s bedchamber?Ronica crept closer. He



was muttering to himself. She ventured a quick peek, then stepped boldly into the room to
demand, “Cerwin Trell, what are you doing here?”With a wild cry, the young man leapt to his feet.
He had been kneeling by Malta’s bed. A single red rose rested on her pillow. He stared at Ronica
white-faced, his hand clutching at his breast. His mouth worked, but no sounds came out. His
eyes traveled to the club in her hand and widened even more.“Oh, sit down,” Ronica exclaimed
in exasperation. She tossed the club to the foot of the bed and took her own advice. “What are
you doing here?” she asked wearily. She was sure she knew the answer.“You’re alive,” Cerwin
said softly. He lifted his hands to his face and rubbed at his eyes. Ronica knew he sought to hide
his tears. “Why didn’t you … Is Malta safe, too? Everyone said …”Cerwin sank down to sit
beside his rose on Malta’s bed. He set his hand gently on her pillow. “I heard you had left the ball
with Davad Restart. Everyone knows his coach was waylaid. They were only after the Satrap and
Restart. That is what everyone says, that they would have left you alone if you had not been
traveling with Restart. I know Restart’s dead. Some claim to know what became of the Satrap,
but they are not telling. Every time I asked about Malta and the rest of you …” He faltered
suddenly, and his face flushed, but he forced himself to go on. “They say you were traitors, that
you were in on it with Restart. The rumor is that you planned to turn the Satrap over to New
Traders who were going to kill him. Then the Bingtown Traders would be blamed for his death,
and Jamaillia would send Chalcedean mercenaries in to take over our town and deliver it to the
New Traders.”He hesitated, then steeled himself to go on, “Some say that you got what you
deserved. They say terrible things and I … I thought you were all dead. Grag Tenira spoke up for
your family, saying that was nonsense. But since he left on the Ophelia to help guard the Rain
Wild River mouth, no one has taken your part. I tried, once, but … I am young. No one listens. My
father gets angry with me for even speaking of Malta. When Delo wept about her, he confined
her to her room and said he would whip her if she even uttered her name again. And he’s never
whipped Delo before.”“What is he afraid of?” Ronica asked bluntly. “That folk will label you as
traitors for caring what became of your friends?”Cerwin bobbed his head in a sudden nod.
“Father was not pleased when Ephron took Brashen on after our family had disowned him. Then
you made him captain of the Paragon and sent him off as if you actually believed he could save
Vivacia. Father took it that you were trying to show us up, to prove that you straightened out the
son he threw away.”“What utter nonsense!” Ronica exclaimed in disgust. “I did nothing of the
kind. Brashen straightened himself out, and your father should be proud of him, not angry with
the Vestrits over that. But I take it that he is satisfied to see us branded as traitors?”Cerwin
looked at the floor, ashamed. The dark eyes he finally lifted to hers were very like his older
brother’s. “You’re right, I’m afraid. But please, torment me no longer. Tell me. Did Malta escape
harm? Is she hiding here with you?”Ronica considered for a long moment. How much of the truth
should she entrust to him? She had no wish to torture the boy, but she would not endanger her
family for the sake of his feelings. “When last I saw Malta, she was injured, but not dead. Small
thanks to the men who attacked us and then left her for dead! She, her mother and brother are
hiding in a safe place. And that is all I’m going to tell you.”She didn’t admit that she knew little



more than that herself. They had gone off with Reyn, Malta’s Rain Wild suitor. If all had gone as
planned, then they had reached the Kendry in safety, and escaped Bingtown Harbor and then
sailed up the Rain Wild River. If all had gone well, they were safe in Trehaug. The trouble was
that very little had gone well lately, and there was no way for them to send Ronica word. All she
could do was trust to Sa that she had been merciful.Relief welled up in Cerwin Trell’s face. He
reached to touch the rose he had left on Malta’s pillow. “Thank you,” he whispered fervently. Then
he spoiled it by adding, “At least I now can cling to hope.”Ronica repressed a grimace. She could
see that Delo had not inherited all the melodramatic tendencies in the Trell family. She changed
the subject firmly. “Tell me what is happening in Bingtown now.”He looked startled by the sudden
request. “Well, but, I don’t know that much. Father has been keeping our whole family close to
home. He still believes this will all blow past somehow, and then Bingtown will go on as before.
He will be furious if he discovers I’ve slipped away. But I had to, you know.” He clutched at his
heart.“Of course, of course. What did you see on the way here? Why does your father keep you
close to home?”The boy knit his brows and stared down at his well-kept hands. “Well, right now,
the harbor is ours again. That could change any time, though. The Three Ships folk have been
helping us, but while all the ships are fighting, no one is fishing or bringing goods to market. So
food is starting to be dear, especially as so many of the warehouses were burned.“In Bingtown,
there has been looting and plundering. People have been beaten and robbed simply for trying to
do business. Some say the culprits are New Trader gangs, others say they are escaped slaves
out for anything they can get. The Market is deserted. Those who dare to open their doors to do
business run many risks. Serilla had the City Guard seize what was left of the Satrap’s tariff dock.
She wanted the message birds kept there, so that she might send word and receive tidings from
Jamaillia. But most of the birds had died in the fire and smoke. The men she posted there did
intercept a returning bird recently, but she would not share what tidings it brought. Some parts of
the city are held by New Traders, some parts by Old. The Three Ships and other groups are
caught between. At night, there are clashes.“My father is angry that no one is negotiating. He
says that real Traders know that almost everything can be solved by the right bargain. He says
that proves that the New Traders are to blame for everything that has happened, but they, of
course, blame us. They say we kidnapped the Satrap. My father believes you were going to help
kidnap the Satrap so they could kill him and blame it on us. Now the Old Traders squabble
among themselves. Some want us to recognize Companion Serilla’s authority to speak for the
Satrap of Jamaillia; others say it is time that Bingtown shook off Jamaillian authority entirely. The
New Traders claim that we are ruled by Jamaillia still, but they won’t recognize Serilla’s
documents. They beat the messenger she sent to them under a truce flag, and sent him back
with his hands bound behind him and a scroll tied to his throat. It accused her of treason and
being a party to the plot to overthrow the Satrap. They said our aggression against the Satrap
and his lawful patrol boats provoked the violence in the harbor and turned our Chalcedean allies
against us.” He licked his lips and added, “They threatened that when the time came and
strength was on their side, they would show no mercy.”Cerwin paused for breath. His young face



looked older as he went on. “It’s a mess and not getting better. Some of my friends want to arm
themselves and simply drive the New Traders into the sea. Roed Caern says we should kill any
of them who won’t leave. He says we must take back what they stole from us. Many of the
Traders’ sons agree with him. They say that only when the New Traders are gone can Bingtown,
go back to being Bingtown. Some say we should round up the New Traders and give them a
choice of leaving, or death. Others talk of secret reprisals against those who dealt with the New
Traders, and burning the New Traders out to force them to leave. I’ve heard rumors that Caern
and his friends go out a great deal at night.” He shook his head miserably. “That is why my father
tries to keep me close to home. He doesn’t want me involved.” He met Ronica’s eyes suddenly. “I
am not a coward. But I don’t want to be involved.”“In that, you and your father are wise. Nothing
will be resolved that way. It will only justify them in more violence against us.” Ronica shook her
head. “Bingtown will never be Bingtown again.” She sighed and asked, “When is the next
Bingtown Council meeting?”Cerwin shrugged. “They have not met at all since this began. At
least, not formally. All the liveship Traders are out chasing Chalcedeans. Some of the Traders
have fled the city; others have fortified their homes and never leave them. Several times the
heads of the Council have gathered with Serilla, but she has urged them to delay calling a
meeting. She wishes to reconcile with the New Traders and use her authority as the Satrap’s
representative to restore peace. She wishes to treat with the Chalcedeans, also.”Ronica was
silent for a moment. Her lips tightened. This Serilla, it seemed to her, was taking entirely too
much authority to herself. What were the tidings she had concealed? Surely the sooner the
Council met and formulated a plan to restore order, the sooner the city could heal. Why would
she oppose that?“Cerwin. Tell me this. If I went to Serilla, do you think she would speak to me?
Or do you think they would kill me as a traitor?”The young man looked at Ronica with dismay. “I
don’t know,” he admitted. “I no longer know what my own friends are capable of doing. Trader
Daw was found hanged. His wife and children have disappeared. Some say he killed himself
when he saw that fortunes were going against him. Others say his brothers-in-law did it, out of
shame. No one talks much of it.”Ronica was silent for a time. She could huddle here in the
remains of her home, knowing that if she were murdered, folk would not talk much of it. Or she
could find a different place to hide. But winter was coming, and she had already decided that
she would not perish gracefully. Perhaps confrontation was all that was left. At least she would
have the satisfaction of speaking her piece before someone killed her. “Can you carry a
message to Serilla for me? Where is she staying?”“She has taken over Davad Restart’s house.
But, please, I don’t dare carry a message. If my father found out—”“Of course.” She cut him off
abruptly. She could shame him into it. All she need do was imply that Malta would think him a
coward if he did not. She would not use the boy to test the waters. What sense was there in
sacrificing Cerwin to ensure her own safety? She would go herself. She had cowered at home
long enough.She stood up. “Go home, Cerwin. And stay there. Listen to your father.”The young
man stood slowly. His gaze traveled over her, and then he looked away, embarrassed for her. “Do
you … are you doing well here, by yourself? Have you enough to eat?”“I’m fine. Thank you for



asking.” She felt oddly touched by his concern. She looked down at her garden-stained hands
and her dirt-caked nails. She restrained an impulse to put her hands behind her.He took a
breath. “Will you tell Malta that I came, that I was worried about her?”“I will. The next time I see
her. But that may not be for quite a long time. Now go home. Obey your father after this. I am sure
he has enough worries without you putting yourself in danger.”That made him stand up a bit
straighter. A smile touched his mouth. “I know. But I had to come, you see. I could know no
peace until I discovered what had become of her.” He paused. “May I tell Delo, also?”The girl
was one of the worst gossips in Bingtown. Ronica decided that Cerwin did not know enough
about anything to be a threat. “You may. But plead with her to keep it to herself. Ask her not to
speak of Malta at all. It is the greatest favor she can do her friend. The fewer people who wonder
about Malta, the safer she is.”Cerwin frowned dramatically. “Of course. I see.” He nodded to
himself. “Well. Farewell, Ronica Vestrit.”“Farewell, Cerwin Trell.”Only a month ago, it would have
been unthinkable for him to be in this room. The civil war in Bingtown had turned everything
topsy-turvy. She watched him go, and it seemed that he carried the last of that old familiar life
away with him. All the rules that had governed her had fallen. For an instant, she felt as desolate
and plundered as the room she stood in. Then an odd sense of freedom washed over her. What
had she left to lose? Ephron was dead. Ever since her husband’s death, her familiar world had
been crumbling away. Now it was gone, and only she remained. She could make her own way
now. Without Ephron and the children, little of the old life mattered to her.She might as well make
the new one interesting, as long as it was going to be unpleasant anyway.After the boy’s
footsteps in the tiled passage had died away, Ronica left Malta’s bedchamber and walked slowly
through the house. She had avoided coming here since the day they had returned and found it
raided. Now she forced herself to walk through each room and look at the corpse of her world.
The heavier furniture and some of the hangings and drapes remained. Almost everything else of
value or use had been carried off. She and Rache had salvaged some kitchenware and bedding,
but all the simple items that made living gracious were gone. The plates they set on the bare
wooden table did not match, and no linens protected her from the rough wool of her blankets.
Yet, life went on.As her hand fell on the latch of the kitchen door, she noticed one wax-sealed pot
that had fallen on its side and rolled into a corner. She stooped down to retrieve it. It was leaking
a little. She licked her sticky finger. Cherry preserves. She smiled ruefully, then tucked it into the
crook of her arm. She would take this last bit of sweetness with her.“Lady Companion?”Serilla
lifted her eyes from the map she was perusing. The serving boy at the door of the study looked
deferentially at his feet. “Yes?” she acknowledged him.“There is a woman to see you.”“I’m busy.
She will have to come back at a better time.” She was mildly annoyed with him. He should have
known she did not want any other visitors today. It was late, and she had spent all the afternoon
in a stuffy room full of Traders, trying to make them see sense. They quibbled over the most self-
evident things. Some were still insisting that there must be a vote of the Council before they
would recognize her authority over them. Trader Larfa had quite rudely suggested that Bingtown
should settle Bingtown matters, with no advice from Jamaillia. It was most frustrating. She had



shown them the authorization that she had extorted from the Satrap. She had written it herself,
and knew it to be unchallengeable. Why would they not admit that she held the authority of the
Satrap, and that Bingtown was subject to the Satrap’s authority?She consulted the Bingtown
chart once more. So far, the Traders had been able to keep their harbor open, but it was at the
expense of all trade. The town could not long survive those circumstances. The Chalcedeans
knew that very well. They did not have to rush in and control Bingtown immediately. Trade was
the lifeblood of Bingtown and the Chalcedeans were slowly but surely strangling it.The stubborn
Traders were the ones who refused to see the obvious. Bingtown was a single settlement on a
hostile coast. It had never been able to feed itself. How could it stand up to the onslaught of a
warlike country like Chalced? She had asked that of the Council leaders. They replied that they
had done it before and would do it again. But those other times, the might of Jamaillia backed
them. And they had not had to contend with New Traders in their midst who might welcome a
Chalcedean invasion. Many New Traders had close ties with Chalced, for that was the major
market for the slaves they funneled through Bingtown.She considered again the bird-message
Roed Caern had intercepted and brought to her. It had promised a Jamaillian fleet would soon
set out to take revenge on the corrupt and rebellious Old Traders for the murder of the Satrap.
Just to think of it made Serilla cold. The message had arrived too soon. No bird could fly that
fast. To her, it meant that the conspiracy was widespread, extending to the nobility of Jamaillia
City itself. Whoever had sent the bird to Jamaillia had expected that the Satrap would be
murdered and that evidence would point to the Old Traders. The swiftness of the reply indicated
that those who responded had been awaiting the message.The only question was how
extensive the conspiracy was. Even if she could root out the source of it, she did not know if she
could destroy it. If only Roed Caern and his men had not been so hasty the night that they seized
the Satrap. If Davad Restart and the Vestrits had survived, the truth might have been wrung from
them. They might have revealed who of the Jamaillian nobility were involved in this. But Restart
was dead and the Vestrits missing. She’d get no answers there.She pushed the chart to one side
and replaced it with an elegant map of Bingtown. The finely inked and illustrated work was one
of the wonders she’d discovered in Restart’s library. In addition to the original grants of all the
Old Traders, with each holding inked in the family’s color, Davad had penned in the main claims
of the New Traders. She studied it, wondering if it might offer some clue to his allies. She
frowned over it, then lifted her pen, dipped it and made a note to herself. She liked the location of
Barberry Hill. It would be a convenient summer home for her, once all this strife was settled. It
had been a New Trader holding; likely the Bingtown Traders would be glad to cede it to her. Or
as the Satrap’s representative, she could simply take it.She leaned back in the immense chair,
and wished briefly that Davad Restart had been a smaller man. Everything in this room was
oversized for her. Sometimes she felt like a child pretending to be an adult. Sometimes all of
Bingtown society seemed to have that effect on her. Her entire presence here was a pose. Her
“authority from the Satrap” was a document she had coerced Satrap Cosgo into signing when he
was ill. All her power, all her claims to social stature were based on it. And its power, in turn, was



based on the concept that the Satrapy of Jamaillia lawfully ruled over Bingtown. She had been
shocked the first time she had realized how prevalent the Bingtown Traders’ talk of sovereignty
was. It made her supposed status amongst them even more dubious. Perhaps she would have
been wiser to have sided with the New Traders. But no, for at least some among them realized
that Jamaillia City nobles were trying to shake off the Satrap’s authority. If the Satrap’s power in
the capital was questionable, how tenuous was it here in the Satrapy’s farthest province?It was
too late to flinch. She’d made her choice and assumed her role. Now her last, best hope was to
play it well. If she succeeded, Bingtown would be her home to the end of her days. That had
been her dream ever since, as a young woman, she had heard that in Bingtown a woman could
claim the same rights as a man.She rested against the cushions for an instant as her eyes
traveled the room. A generous fire burned on the hearth of the study. The light from it and from
the many tapers in the room gleamed warmly on the polished wood of the desk. She liked this
room. Oh, the drapes were intolerable, and the books in the many cases lining the wall were
disorganized and tatty, but all that could be changed. The rustic styling had been unsettling at
first, almost annoying, but now that the estate was hers, it made her feel she was truly a part of
Bingtown. Most of the Old-Trader homes she had seen looked much like this one. She could
adapt. She wiggled her toes inside the cozy lambswool slippers she wore. They had been
Kekki’s, and they were just a bit tight. Idly she wondered if Kekki’s feet were cold right now, but
no doubt the Rain Wild Traders were taking good care of their noble hostages. She did not
restrain her smile of satisfaction. Even in small servings, revenge was sweet. The Satrap
probably had not yet discerned that she had arranged his snatching.“Lady Companion?”It was
the serving boy again. “I said I was busy,” she reminded him warningly. Bingtown servants had no
real concept of deference to their masters. She had studied Bingtown all her life, but nothing in
its official history had prepared her for the egalitarian reality. She set her teeth as the boy spoke
back to her.“I told the woman that you were busy,” the boy explained carefully. “But she insisted
she would see you now. She says that you have no right to possess Davad Restart’s house. She
says that she will give you one chance to explain yourself before she presents this grievance to
the Bingtown Council on behalf of Davad’s lawful heirs.”Serilla flung her pen down on the desk.
Such words were too much to tolerate from anyone, let alone a servant. “Davad Restart was a
traitor. By his actions, he forfeited all rights to his property. That includes the claims of his heirs
as well.” She suddenly realized she was explaining herself to a serving boy. Her temper
snapped. “Tell her to go away, that I have no time to see her, not today, not any day.”“Tell me that
yourself, and we’ll have more time to argue it.”Serilla stared in shock at the old woman framed in
the doorway. She was dressed simply, in worn but clean clothes. She wore no jewelry, but her
gleaming hair was meticulously neat. Her posture more than her accoutrements proclaimed her
Trader status. She looked familiar, but as intermarried as the Bingtown Old Traders were, that did
not surprise Serilla. Half of them were their own second cousins. Serilla glared at her. “Go away,”
she said bluntly. She picked up her pen in a show of calmness.“No. I won’t. Not until I have
satisfaction.” A cold anger was in the Trader’s voice. “Davad Restart was not a traitor. By



branding him as such, you’ve been able to take over his holdings for yourself. Perhaps you don’t
mind stealing from a dead man, even one who opened the hospitality of his home to you. But
your false accusations have brought disaster to me. The Vestrit family has been attacked and
near murdered, I’ve been driven from my home, my possessions stolen, and all because of your
slander. I will not tolerate it longer. If you force me to take this before the Bingtown Council, you
will find that power and wealth do not sway justice here as in Jamaillia. All the Trader families
were little more than beggars when we came here. Our society is founded on the idea that a
man’s word binds him, regardless of his wealth. Our survival has depended on our ability to trust
one another’s word. To give false witness here is more grievous than you can imagine.”This must
be Ronica Vestrit! She looked little like the elegant old woman at the ball. All she had retained
was her dignity. Serilla reminded herself that she was the one in authority here. She held that
thought until she could believe it. She dared not let anyone question her supremacy. The sooner
the old woman was managed, the less trouble for all. Her memory swept her back to her days at
the Satrap’s court. How had he handled such complaints? She kept her face impassive as she
declared, “You waste my time with this long list of supposed grievances. I will not be bullied by
your threats and implications.” She leaned back in her chair, attempting to appear serenely
confident. “Don’t you know that you are an accused traitor? To charge in here with your wild
accusations is not only foolhardy but ridiculous. You are fortunate I do not have you clapped into
chains immediately.” Serilla tried to catch the serving boy’s eyes. He should take that hint that he
should run for aid. Instead, he only watched the two women with avid interest.Instead of being
cowed, Ronica only became more incensed. “That might work in Jamaillia, where tyrants are
worshipped. But this is Bingtown. Here, my voice is as loud as yours. Nor do we chain folk up
without giving them a chance to speak first. I demand the opportunity to address the Bingtown
Traders’ Council. I want to clear Davad’s name, or to be shown the evidence that condemns him.
I demand decent burial for his remains in either case.” The old woman advanced into the room.
Her bony hands were clenched at her sides. Her eyes roved over the room, her outrage plainly
growing as she noted the signs of Serilla’s occupancy. Her words became more clipped. “I want
Davad’s property surrendered to his heirs. I want my own name cleared, and an apology from
those who endangered my family. I expect reparations from them as well.” The woman came
even closer. “If you force me to go to the Council, I will be heard. This is not Jamaillia,
Companion. Complaints from a Trader, even an unpopular Trader, will not be ignored.”That
scatterbrained serving boy had fled. Serilla longed to go to the door and shout for assistance.
But she feared even to stand lest she provoke an attack. Already her traitorous hands were
trembling. Confrontation unnerved her now. Ever since—No. She would not think of that now,
she would not let it weaken her. To dwell on that was to concede that it had changed her
irrevocably. No one had that sort of power over her, no one! She would be strong.“Answer me!”
the woman suddenly demanded. Serilla started wildly and her flailing hands scattered the
papers on the desk. The old woman leaned over the desk, her eyes blazing with anger. “How
dare you sit there and ignore me? I am Ronica Vestrit of the Bingtown Traders. Who do you think



you are, to sit in silence and stare at me?”Ironically, that was the only question that could have
broken Serilla from her frozen panic. It was a question she had asked herself often of late. She
had rehearsed the answer to her mirror in endless self-validation. She stood. Her voice quavered
only slightly. “I am Serilla, vowed Companion to Satrap Cosgo. More than that, I am his
representative here in Bingtown. I have the signed documents to prove it, documents that the
Satrap created specifically to deal with this situation. While he is in hiding for his personal safety,
my word holds the same force as his, my decisions are what his would be, and my rulings are as
binding. I myself have investigated the matter of Davad Restart’s treachery, and I have found him
guilty of treason. Under Jamaillian law, all he owned is forfeit to the throne. As I represent the
throne, I have decided to make use of it.”For a moment, the old woman looked daunted. Serilla
took courage from that evidence of weakness. She picked up her pen once more. Leaning over
the desk, she pretended to peruse her notes, then lifted her eyes to the Vestrit woman.“As of yet,
I have found no direct evidence of your treason. I have made no official pronouncement against
you. I suggest that you do not goad me to look more deeply into your involvement. Your concerns
for a dead traitor do not do you credit. If you are wise, you will leave now.” Serilla dismissed her
by looking down at her papers once more. She prayed the woman would just go away. Once she
left, Serilla could summon armed men and send them after her. She pressed her toes against
the floor to keep her knees from shaking.Silence lasted. Serilla refused to look up. She waited to
hear this Ronica Vestrit trudge away in defeat. Instead, the Trader’s fist suddenly slammed down
on the desk, making the ink hop in its well. “You are not in Jamaillia!” Ronica declared harshly.
“You are in Bingtown. And here the truth is fixed by the facts, not by your decree.” Ronica’s
features were contorted with anger and determination. The Bingtown Trader leaned across the
desk, shoving her face close to Serilla’s. “If Davad had been a traitor, there would be proof of it,
here, in his records. However foolish he might have been, his accounts were always in
order.”Serilla pressed herself back into the chair. Her heart was hammering, and there was a
roaring in her ears. The woman was completely deranged. She sought the will to leap to her feet
and flee, but she was paralyzed. She glimpsed the serving boy behind Ronica, and then relief
engulfed her as she saw several Traders behind him. A few minutes ago, she would have been
furious at him for presenting them unannounced. Now she was so pitifully grateful that tears
stung her eyes.“Restrain her!” she implored them. “She threatens me!”Ronica swiveled her head
to look back at the men. For their part, they seemed shocked into immobility. Ronica
straightened slowly, turning her back on Serilla. Her voice was cold with courtesy as she greeted
them by their names. “Trader Drur. Trader Conry. Trader Devouchet. I am glad to see you here.
Perhaps now my questions will be answered.”The expressions that passed over the Traders’
faces told Serilla that her situation had not improved. Shock and guilt were quickly masked with
polite concern.Only Trader Devouchet stared at her. “Ronica Vestrit?” he asked incredulously.
“But I thought …” He turned to look at his companions but they had been swifter to compose
themselves.“Is there a problem here?” Trader Drur began but Conry overrode him with, “I fear we
have intruded on a private conversation. We can return later.”“Not at all,” Ronica answered



gravely, as if they had addressed her. “Unless you think my survival is a problem to be solved by
the Companion. The true problem here is one more fit to be resolved by the Traders’ Council
than by a Satrap’s Companion. Gentlemen, as you obviously know, my family has been savagely
attacked, and our reputation smeared to the point at which it endangers our lives. Trader Restart
has been treacherously murdered, and so maligned after the fact that those who killed him claim
they were justified. I am here to demand that the Council investigate this matter and render
justice.”Devouchet’s eyes grew stony. “Justice has already been done. Restart was a traitor.
Everyone knows that.”Ronica Vestrit’s face was impassive. “So I keep hearing. But no one has
presented me with one shred of evidence.”“Ronica, be reasonable,” Trader Drur rebuked her.
“Bingtown is a shambles. We are in the midst of a civil war. The Council has no time to convene
on private matters, it must …”“Murder is not a private matter! The Council must answer the
complaints of any Bingtown Trader. That was why the Council was formed, to see that regardless
of wealth or poor fortune, justice was available to every Trader. That is what I demand. I believe
Davad was killed and my family attacked on the basis of a rumor. That is not justice, that is
murder and assault. Furthermore, while you believe that the culprit has been punished, I believe
the true traitors go free. I don’t know what became of the Satrap. However, this woman seems to,
by her own admission. I know he was taken by force that night. That scarcely seems to me that
he ‘went into hiding, entrusting his power to her.’ It seems to me more likely that Bingtown has
been dragged into a Jamaillian plot to unseat the Satrap, one that may smear all of us with
blame. I have heard that she even wishes to treat with the Chalcedeans. What will she give
them, gentlemen, to placate them? What does she have to give them, save what is Bingtown’s?
She benefits in power and wealth by the Satrap’s absence. Have some Traders been tricked into
kidnapping the Satrap, for this woman’s own ends? If such is the case, she has led them into
treason. Is not that a matter for the Council to judge, if it will not consider Davad Restart’s
murder? Or are all of those ‘private matters’?”Serilla’s mouth had gone dry. The three men
exchanged uncertain glances. They were being swayed by this madwoman’s words. They would
turn on her! Behind them, the serving boy lingered near the door, listening curiously. There was
movement in the passage beyond him, and then Roed Caern and Krion Trentor entered the
room. Tall and lean, Roed towered over his shorter, softer companion. Roed had bound his long
black hair back in a tail as if he were a barbarian warrior. His dark eyes had always held a feral
glint; now they shone with a predator’s lust. He stared at Ronica. Despite the uneasiness the
young Trader always roused in her, Serilla felt a sudden wash of relief at his appearance. He, at
least, would side with her.“I heard the name of Davad Restart,” Roed observed harshly. “If
anyone has a dispute with how he ended, they should speak to me.” His eyes challenged
Ronica.Ronica drew herself up and advanced on him fearlessly. She was scarcely as tall as his
shoulder. She looked up to meet his eyes as she demanded, “Trader’s son, do you admit the
blood of a Trader is on your hands?”One of the older Traders gasped, and Roed looked startled
for an instant. Krion licked his lips nervously. Then, “Restart was a traitor!” Roed declared.“Prove
it to me!” Ronica exploded. “Prove it to me, and I’ll keep my peace, though I should not. Traitor or



not, what was done to Davad was murder, not justice. But more importantly, gentlemen, I
suggest you prove it to yourselves. Davad Restart is not the traitor who planned the abduction of
a Satrap. He had no need to abduct a man who was guesting in his home! In believing that
Davad was a traitor, and that you have destroyed a plot by killing him, you cripple yourself.
Whoever is behind your plot, if there ever was a plot, is still alive and free to do mischief. Perhaps
you were manipulated into doing exactly what you say you feared: kidnapping the Satrap, to
bring the wrath of Jamaillia down on Bingtown?” She struggled, then forced calm into her voice.
“I know Davad was not a traitor. But he may have been a dupe. A sly man like Davad could
become the victim of someone slyer still. I suggest you go through Davad’s papers carefully, and
ask yourself, who was using him? Ask yourself the question that underlies every Trader’s actions.
Who profited?”Ronica Vestrit met the eyes of each man in turn. “Recall all you knew of Davad.
Did he ever strike a bargain in which his profit was not certain? Did he ever place himself in
physical danger? He was a social blunderer, a man close to being a pariah to both Old Traders
and New. Is that the man with the charisma and expertise to engineer a plot against the most
powerful man in the world?” She jerked her head disdainfully in Serilla’s direction. “Ask the
Companion who fed her the information that led to her assumptions. Match those names against
those bargaining through Davad, and you may have a starting place for your suspicions. When
you have answers, you can find me at my home. Unless, of course, Trader Caern’s son thinks
murdering me as well would be the tidiest way to resolve this.” Ronica turned abruptly. Sword-
straight and unsmiling, she faced Roed.Handsome, swarthy Roed Caern looked suddenly pale
and ill. “Davad Restart was thrown clear of the coach. No one intended him to die there!”Ronica
met his angry look with ice. “Your intentions made small difference. You did not care either way,
about any of us. Malta heard what you said the night you left her to die. She saw you, she heard
you, and she lived. Small thanks to any of you. Traders, Traders’ sons, I believe you have much
to think on this evening. Good night to you.”This aging woman in the worn clothing still managed
to sweep regally from the room. The relief Serilla felt as Ronica left the room was momentary. As
she sat back in her chair, she became uncomfortably aware of the faces of the men around her.
As she recalled her first words when the Old Traders entered the room, she cringed, and then
decided she must defend them. “That woman is not in her right mind,” she declared in a lowered
voice. “I truly believe she would have done me harm if you had not arrived when you did.” Quietly
she added, “It might be best if she were contained somehow … for her own safety.”“I can’t
believe the rest of her family also survived,” Krion began in a nervous voice, but “Shut up!” Roed
Caern ordered him. He scowled about the room. “I agree with the Companion. Ronica Vestrit is
crazy. She talks of petitioning the Council and murder trials and judgments! How can she think
that such rules apply during war? In these days, strong men must act. If we had waited for the
Council to meet on the night of the fires, Bingtown would now be in Chalcedean hands. The
Satrap would be dead, and the blame put on our heads. Individual Traders had to act, and each
did. We saved Bingtown! I regret that Restart and the Vestrit women were entangled in the
capture of the Satrap but they made the decision to get into the coach with him. When they



chose such a companion, they chose their fate.”“Capture?” Trader Drur raised an eyebrow at
him. “I was told we had intervened to prevent the New Traders from kidnapping him.”Roed Caern
did not blanch. “You know what I mean,” he growled, and turned aside. He paced to a window
and stared out over the darkened grounds as if trying to see Ronica’s departing form.Drur shook
his head. The grizzled Trader looked older than his years. “I know what we intended, but
somehow …” He let his words trail away. Then he lifted his eyes and looked slowly around at all
the folk in the room. “It was why we came here tonight, Companion Serilla. My friends and I fear
that in trying to save Bingtown, we have placed it on the path to destruction of its very
heart.”Roed’s face went dark with anger. “And I come to say that those of us young enough to be
the beating of that heart know that we have not gone far enough. You long to treat with the New
Traders, don’t you, Drur? Even though they have already spat upon a truce offer. You would
bargain away my birthright for the sake of a comfortable old age for yourself. Well, your daughter
may sit home and tat while men are dying in the streets of Bingtown. She may allow you to crawl
cravenly to those upstart newcomers and dicker away our rights for the sake of peace, but we
shall not. What would come next? Would you give her to the Chalcedeans to buy peace with
them?”Trader Drur’s face had gone red as a turkey’s wattle. His fists knotted at his
sides.“Gentlemen. Please.” Serilla spoke softly. Tension thrummed in the room. Serilla sat at the
center of it like a spider in her web. The Traders turned to her and waited on her words. Her fear
and anxiety of a moment ago were scorched to ashes in the triumph that burned invisibly within
her. Bingtown Trader opposed Bingtown Trader, and they had come for her advice. This was how
highly they regarded her. If she could keep her grasp on this power, she could be safe the rest of
her life. So, carefully now. Go carefully.“I knew this moment would come,” she lied gracefully. “It
was one reason I urged the Satrap to come here to mediate this dispute. You see yourselves as
factions where the world sees only a whole. Traders, you must come to see yourselves as the
world does. I do not mean,” and she raised her voice and held up a warning hand as Roed drew
breath for an angry interruption, “that you must give up any of what is rightfully yours. Traders
and sons of Traders may be assured that Satrap Cosgo will not take away what Satrap Esclepius
granted you. However, if you are not careful, you may still lose it, by failing to realize that times
have changed. Bingtown is no longer a backwater. It has the potential to become a major trading
port in the world. To do so, Bingtown must become a city more diverse and tolerant than it has
been. But it must do that without losing the qualities that make Bingtown unique in the Satrap’s
crown.”The words just came to her, falling from her lips in cadenced, rational statements. The
Traders seemed entranced. She hardly knew what she was advising. It did not matter. These
men were so desperate for a solution that they would listen to anyone who claimed to have one.
She sat back in her chair, all eyes on her.Drur was the first one to speak. “You will treat with the
New Traders on our behalf?”“You will enforce the terms of our original charter?” Roed Caern
asked.“I will. As an outsider and the Satrap’s representative, only I am qualified to bring peace
back to Bingtown. Lasting peace, under terms all can find tolerable.” She let her eyes flash as
she added, “And as his representative, I will remind the Chalcedeans that when they attack a



possession of Jamaillia, they attack Jamaillia herself. The Pearl Throne will not tolerate such an
insult.”As if her words of themselves had accomplished that goal, there was a sudden lessening
of tension in the room. Shoulders lowered and the tendons in fists and necks were suddenly less
visible.“You must not perceive yourselves as opponents in this,” she offered them. “You each
bring your own strengths to the table.” She gestured to each group in turn. “Your elders know
Bingtown’s history, and bring years of negotiating experience. They know that something cannot
be gained without all parties being willing to surrender lesser points. While these, your sons,
realize that their future depends on the original charter of Bingtown being recognized by all who
reside here. They bring the strength of their convictions and the tenacity of youth. You must
stand united in this time of trouble, to honor the past and provide for the future.”The two groups
were looking at one another now, openly, the hostility between them mellowing to a tentative
alliance. Her heart leapt. This was what she had been born to do. Bingtown was her destiny. She
would unite it and save it and make it her own.“It’s late,” she said softly. “I think that before we
talk, we all need to rest. And think. I will expect all of you tomorrow, to share noon repast with me.
By then, I will have organized my own thoughts and suggestions. If we are united in deciding to
treat with the New Traders, I will suggest a list of New Traders who might be open to such
negotiating, and also powerful enough to speak for their neighbors.” As Roed Caern’s face
darkened and even Krion scowled, she added with a slight smile, “But of course, we are not yet
united in that position. And nothing shall be done until we reach consensus, I assure you. I shall
be open to all suggestions.”She dismissed them with a smile and a “Good evening,
Traders.”Each of them came to bow over her hand and thank her for her counsels. As Roed
Caern did so, she held his fingers in her own a moment longer. As he glanced up at her in
surprise, her lips formed the silent words, “Come back later.” His dark eyes widened but he
spoke no word.After the boy ushered them out, she breathed a sigh that was both relief and
satisfaction. She would survive here, and Bingtown would be hers, regardless of what became
of the Satrap. She pinched her lips together as she considered Roed Caern. Then she rose
swiftly and crossed to the servant’s bell. She would have her maid assist her in dressing more
formally. Roed Caern frightened her. He was a man capable of anything. She did not wish him to
think that her request to him was the invitation to a tryst. She would be cool and formal when she
set him to tracking down Ronica Vestrit and her family.CHAPTER THREEWINTROWThe carved
figurehead stared straight ahead as she sliced the waves. The wind at her back filled her sails
and drove her forward. Her bow cut the water in a near constant white spray. The flying droplets
beaded Vivacia’s cheeks and the foaming black curls of her hair.She had left Others’ Island and
then Ridge Island behind her. Vivacia moved west now, away from the open ocean and toward
the treacherous gap between Shield Wall and Last Island. Beyond the ridge of islands was the
sheltered Inside Passage to the relative safety of the Pirate Isles.Within her rigging, the pirate
crew moved lively until six sails bellied full in the wind. Captain Kennit gripped the bow rail with
his long-fingered hands, his pale blue eyes squinting. The spray damped his white shirt and
elegant broadcloth jacket, but he took no notice of it. Like the figurehead, he stared longingly



ahead, as if his will could wring more speed out of the ship.“Wintrow needs a healer,” Vivacia
insisted abruptly. Woefully, she added, “We should have kept the slave surgeon from the
Crosspatch. We should have forced him to come with us.” The liveship’s figurehead crossed her
arms on her chest and hugged herself tightly. She did not look back toward Kennit, but stared
over the sea. Her jaw clamped tightly shut.The pirate captain took in a deep breath and erased
all trace of exasperation from his voice. “I know your fears,” he told her. “But you must set them
aside. We are days from a settlement of any size. By the time we get to one, Wintrow will be
either healing, or dead. We are caring for him as best we can, ship. His own strength is his best
hope now.” Belatedly, he tried to comfort her. He spoke in a gentler tone. “I know you are worried
about the lad. I am just as concerned as you are. Hold to this, Vivacia. He breathes. His heart
beats. He takes in water and pisses it out again. These are all marks of a man who will live. I’ve
seen enough of injured men to know that is so.”“So you have told me.” Her words were clipped. “I
have listened to you. Now, I beg you, listen to me. His injury is not a normal one. It goes beyond
pain or damage to his flesh. Wintrow isn’t there, Kennit. I cannot feel him at all.” Her voice began
to shake. “While I cannot feel him, I cannot help him. I cannot lend him comfort or strength. I am
helpless. Worthless to him.”Kennit fought to contain his impatience. Behind him, Jola bellowed
angrily at the men, threatening to strip the flesh from their ribs if they didn’t put their backs into
their work. Wasted breath, Kennit thought to himself. Just do it once to one of them and the first
mate would never need to threaten them again.Kennit crossed his arms on his chest, containing
his own temper. Strictness was not a tack he could take with the ship. Still, it was hard to leash
his irritation. Worry for the boy already ate at him like a canker. He needed Wintrow. He knew
that. When he thought of him, he felt an almost mystical sense of connection. The boy was
intertwined with his luck and his destiny to be king. Sometimes it almost seemed as if Wintrow
were a younger, more innocent version of himself, unscarred by the harshness of his life. When
he thought of Wintrow that way, he felt an odd tenderness for him. He could protect him. He
could be to Wintrow the kind of mentor that he himself had never had. Yet, to do that, he had to
be the boy’s sole protector. The bond between Wintrow and the ship was a double barrier to
Kennit. As long as it existed, neither the ship nor the boy was completely his.He spoke firmly to
Vivacia. “You know the boy is aboard. You caught us up and saved us yourself. You saw him
taken aboard. Do you think I would lie to you, and say he lived if he did not?”“No,” she replied
heavily. “I know you would not lie to me. Moreover, I believe that if he had died, I would know of
it.” She shook her head savagely and her heavy hair flew with her denial. “We have been so
closely linked for so long. I cannot convey to you how it feels to know he is aboard, and yet to
have no sense of him. It is as if a part of myself had been cloven away.…”Her voice dwindled.
She had forgotten to whom she spoke. Kennit leaned more heavily on his makeshift crutch. He
tapped his peg loudly thrice upon her deck. “Do you think I cannot imagine what you feel?” he
asked her.“I know you can,” she conceded. “Ah, Kennit, what I cannot express is how alone I am
without him. Every evil dream, every malicious imagining that has ever haunted me ventures
from the corners of my mind. They gibber and mock me. Their sly taunting eats away at my



sense of who I am.” She lifted her great wizardwood hands to her temples and pressed her
palms there. “So often I have told myself that I no longer need Wintrow. I know who I am. And I
believe I am far greater than he could ever grasp.” She gave a sigh of exasperation. “He can be
so irritating. He mouths platitudes and ponders theology at me until I swear I would be happier
without him. However, when he is not with me, and I have to confront who I truly am …” She
shook her head again, wordlessly.She began again. “When I got the serpent’s slime from the gig
onto my hands—” Her words halted. When she spoke again, it was in an altered voice. “I am
frightened. There is a terrible dread in me, Kennit.” She twisted suddenly, to look at him over one
bare shoulder. “I fear the truth that lurks inside me, Kennit. I fear the whole of my identity. I have a
face I wear to show the world, but there is more to me than that. There are other faces concealed
in me. I sense a past behind my past. If I do not guard against it, I fear it will leap out and change
all I am. Yet, it makes no sense. How could I be someone other than who I am now? How can I
fear myself? I don’t understand how I could feel such a thing. Do you?”Kennit tightened his arms
across his chest and lied. “I think you are prone to flights of fancy, my sea lady. No more than
that. Perhaps you feel a bit guilty. I know that I chide myself for taking Wintrow to the Others’
Island where he was exposed to such danger. For you, it must be sharper. You have been distant
with him of late. I know that I have come between you and Wintrow. Pardon me if I do not regret
that. Now that you have been faced with the possibility of losing him, you appreciate the hold he
still has on you. You wonder what would become of you if he died. Or left.”Kennit shook his head
at her and gave her a wry smile. “I fear you still do not trust me. I have told you, I will be with you
always, to the end of my days. Yet still you cling to him as the only one worthy to partner you.”
Kennit paused, then ventured a gambit to see how she would react. “I think we should use this
time to prepare for when Wintrow will leave us. Fond as we are of him, we both know his heart is
not here, but at his monastery. The time will come when, if we truly love him, we must let him go.
Do you not agree?”Vivacia turned away to stare out over the sea. “I suppose so.”“My lovely water-
flower, why cannot you allow me to fill his place with you?”“Blood is memory,” Vivacia said sadly.
“Wintrow and I share both blood and memories.”It was painful, for he ached in every limb, but
Kennit lowered himself slowly to her deck. He put his hand flat on the bloodstain that still held
the outline of his hip and leg. “My blood,” he said quietly. “I lay here while my leg was cut from my
body. My blood soaked into you. I know you shared memories with me then.”“I did. And again,
when you died. Yet—” She paused, then complained, “Even unconscious, you hid yourself from
me. You shared what you chose to reveal, Kennit. The rest you cloaked in mystery and shadow,
denying those memories even existed.” She shook her massive head. “I love you, Kennit, but I do
not know you. Not as Wintrow and I know one another. I hold the memories of three generations
of his family line. His blood has soaked me as well. We are like two trees sprung from a single
root.” She took a sudden breath. “I do not know you,” she repeated. “If I truly knew you, I would
understand what happened when you returned from Others’ Island. The winds and sea itself
seemed to answer to your command. A serpent bowed to your will. I do not understand how
such a thing could be, yet I witnessed it. Nor do you see fit to explain it to me.” Very softly, she



asked him, “How can I put my trust in a man who does not trust me?”For a time, silence blew by
with the wind. “I see,” Kennit replied heavily. He got to his knee and then laboriously climbed up
his crutch to stand erect. She had wounded him and he chose to let it show. “All I can say to you
is that it is not yet time for me to reveal myself to you. I had hoped that you loved me well enough
to be patient. You have dashed that hope. Still, I hope you know me well enough to believe my
words. Wintrow is not dead. He shows signs of recovering. Once he is well, I have no doubt he
will come to you. When he does, I shall not stand between you.”“Kennit!” she cried after him, but
he limped slowly away. When he got to the short ladder that led from the raised foredeck to the
main deck, he had to lower himself awkwardly to it. He set his crutch flat on the deck and
scrabbled his body around to the ladder. It presented difficulties for a one-legged man, but he
surmounted them without help. Etta, who should have been at his side to aid him, was nursing
Wintrow. He supposed that she, too, now preferred the lad’s company to his. No one seemed to
care how his exertions on Others’ Island had exhausted him. Despite the warm weather, he had
developed a cough from their long and arduous swim. Every muscle and joint in his body ached,
but no one offered him sympathy or support, for Wintrow was hurt, the skin scalded from his
body by sea-serpent’s venom. Wintrow. He was the only one that Etta and Vivacia noticed.“Oh.
Poor pirate. Poor, pathetic, unloved Kennit.”The words were drawled sarcastically, in a small
voice. It came from the carved charm he wore strapped to his wrist. He would not even have
heard the tiny, breathless voice if he had not been climbing down the ladder, his hand still
gripping the rung by his face. His foot reached the lower deck. He held to the ladder with one
hand as he tugged his coat straight, and corrected the fall of lace from his cuffs. Anger burned in
him. Even the wizardwood charm he had created to bring him luck had turned on him. His own
face, carved in miniature, flung mockery at him. He thought of a threat for the beastly little
wretch.He lifted his hand to smooth the curl of his moustache. Carved face close to his mouth,
he observed quietly, “Wizardwood burns.”“So does flesh,” the tiny voice replied. “You and I are
bound as tightly as Vivacia is bound to Wintrow. Do you want to test that link? You have already
lost a leg. Would you like to try life without your eyes?”The charm’s words set a finger of ice to
the pirate’s spine. How much did it know?“Ah, Kennit, there can be few secrets between two
such as we. Few.” It spoke to his thoughts rather than his words. Could it truly know what he
thought, or did it shrewdly guess?“Here’s a secret I could share with Vivacia,” the charm went on
relentlessly. “I could tell her that you yourself have no idea what happened during that rescue.
That once your elation wore off, you cowered in your bed and trembled like a child while Etta was
nursing Wintrow.” A pause. “Perhaps Etta would find that amusing.”An inadvertent glance at his
wrist showed him the sardonic grin on the charm’s face. Kennit pushed down a deep
uneasiness. He would not dignify the ill-natured little thing with a reply. He recovered his crutch
and stepped swiftly out of the path of a handful of men hastening to reset a sail that was not to
Jola’s liking.What had happened as they were leaving Others’ Island? The storm had raged
about them, and Wintrow had been unconscious, perhaps dying, in the bottom of the ship’s
boat. Kennit had been furious with fate that it would try to snatch his future away just as he was



so close to realizing it. He had stood up in the gig, to shake his fist and forbid the sea to drown
him and the winds to oppose him. Not only had they heeded his words, but the serpent from the
island had risen from the depths to reunite the gig with its mother ship. He exhaled sharply,
refusing credulous fear. It was difficult enough that his own crew now worshipped him with their
eyes, cowering in terror at his slightest remonstrance. Even Etta quivered fearfully under his
touch and spoke to him with downcast eyes. Occasionally, she slipped back into familiarity, only
to be aghast with herself when she realized she had done so. Only the ship treated him as
fearlessly as she always had. Now she had revealed that his miracle had created another barrier
between them. He refused to surrender to their superstition. Whatever had happened, he must
accept it and continue as he always had.Commanding a ship demanded that the captain always
live a detached life. No one could fraternize on equal terms with the ship’s captain. Kennit had
always enjoyed the isolation of command. Since Sorcor had taken over command of the
Marietta, he had lost some of his deference for Kennit. The storm incident had once more firmly
established Kennit as above Sorcor. Now his former second-in-command regarded him with a
god-struck gaze. It was not the elevation in their regard that Kennit minded so much. It was
knowing that a fall from this new pinnacle could shatter him. Even a slight mistake now might
discredit him in their eyes. He must be more careful than ever before. The path he had set
himself upon grew ever narrower and steeper. He set his customary small smile to his face. Let
no one see his apprehension. He made his way toward Wintrow’s cabin.“Wintrow? here is water.
Drink.”Etta squeezed a small sponge above his lips. A pattering of drops fell. She watched
anxiously as his blistered lips opened to the water. His thick tongue moved inside his mouth, and
she saw him swallow. It was followed by a quick gasp for breath. “Is that better? Do you want
more?”She leaned closer and watched his face, willing a response from him. She would accept
anything, the twitch of an eyelid, the flaring of a nostril. There was nothing. She dipped the
sponge again. “Here comes more water,” she assured him, and sent another brief trickle into his
mouth. Again, he swallowed.Thrice more she gave him water. The last time, it trickled down his
livid cheek. She dabbed it gently away. Skin came with it. Then she leaned back into the chair by
his bunk and considered him wearily. She could not tell if his thirst was satiated or if he was too
weary to swallow more. She numbered her consolations. He was alive. He breathed; he drank.
She tried to build hope upon that. She dropped the sponge back into the pan of water. For a
moment, she regarded her own hands. She had scalded them in Wintrow’s rescue, for when she
had seized him to keep him from drowning, the serpent slime on his clothing had rubbed off on
her, leaving shiny red patches, stingingly sensitive to both heat and cold. And it had done that
damage after it had spent most of its strength on Wintrow’s clothing and flesh.His clothing had
been corroded away to flimsy rags. Then, as warm water dissolves ice, the slime had eaten his
flesh. His hands had taken the worst damage, but spatters of it had marred his face. It had eaten
into his sailor’s queue, leaving uneven hanks of black hair clinging to his head. She had cut his
remaining hair to keep it from lying in his sores. His shorn scalp made him look even younger
than he was.In some places, the damage seemed no worse than sunburn; in others, raw tissue



shone wet beside tanned and healthy flesh. Swelling had distorted his features, rendering his
eyes as slits beneath a ledge of brow. His fingers were as sausages. His breath rattled in and out
wetly. His oozing flesh stuck to the linen sheets. She suspected his pain was intense, and yet he
gave few signs of it. He was so unresponsive that she feared he was dying.She closed her eyes
tightly. If he died, it would reawaken all the pain she had schooled herself to leave behind. It was
so monstrously unfair that she was going to lose him so soon after finally coming to trust him. He
had taught her to read. She had taught him to fight. She had competed with him jealously for
Kennit’s attention. Somehow, in the process, she had come to consider him a friend. How had
she let herself be so careless? Why had she allowed herself such vulnerability?She had come to
know him better than anyone else on board. To Kennit, Wintrow was a lucky piece and a prophet
of his success, though he valued the boy, perhaps even loved him in his grudging way. The crew
had accepted Wintrow, reluctantly at first, but with almost paternal pride since the mild lad had
stood his ground at Divvytown, blade in hand, and voiced his support for Kennit as a king. His
shipmates had been eager for Wintrow to walk the Treasure Beach, sure that whatever he
discovered there would be omens of Kennit’s greatness to come. Even Sorcor had come to
regard Wintrow with tolerance and affection. But none of them knew him as she did. If he died,
they would be sad, but Etta would be bereaved.She pushed her own feelings roughly aside.
They were not important. The vital question was, how would Wintrow’s death affect Kennit? She
truly could not guess. Five days ago, she would have sworn she knew the pirate as well as
anyone. Not that she claimed to know all his secrets; he was a very private man, and his motives
often mystified her. Nevertheless, he treated her kindly and more than kindly. She knew she
loved him. That had been enough for her; she did not need to be loved in return. He was Kennit,
and that was all she required of him.She had listened with indulgent skepticism as Wintrow had
shyly begun to voice his speculations. His initial distrust of Kennit had evolved slowly into a belief
that Kennit was chosen by Sa to fulfill some great destiny. She had suspected Kennit of playing
on the boy’s gullibility, encouraging Wintrow in his beliefs simply so he could enlist him in his
own endeavors. Fond as she was of Kennit, she believed him capable of such deceptions. It did
not make her think less of her man that he was willing to do whatever he must to achieve his
ends.But that had been before she had seen Kennit lift his hands and voice to quell a storm and
command a sea serpent. Since that moment, she felt as if the man she loved had been snatched
away and another set in his place. She was not alone in this. The crew that would have followed
Captain Kennit to any bloody death now fell silent at his approach and near cowered at a direct
command from him. Kennit scarcely noticed. That was the uncanny thing. He seemed to accept
what he had done, and expect the same of those around him. He spoke to her as if nothing had
changed. Shockingly, he touched her as he always had. She was not worthy to be touched by
such a being, yet she dared not deny herself to him, either. Who was she to question the will of
one such as he?What was he?Words she would once have scoffed came to her mind. God-
touched. Beloved of Sa. Destined. Prophesied. Chosen by fate. She wanted to laugh and
dismiss such fancies, but could not. From the very beginning, Kennit had been unlike any other



man she had ever known. None of the rules had ever seemed to apply to him. He had
succeeded where any other man would have failed, achieved the impossible effortlessly. The
tasks he had set himself baffled her. The size of his ambitions astounded her. Had not he
captured a Bingtown liveship? What other man had recovered from a sea serpent’s attack? Who
but Kennit could have made the rag-tag villages of the Pirate Isles start to think of themselves as
outposts of a farflung realm, Kennit’s rightful kingdom?What kind of a man harbored such
dreams, let alone brought them to fruit?Such questions made her miss Wintrow even more
sharply. If he had been awake, he could have helped her understand. Though he was young, he
had spent almost his entire life in schooling at a monastery. When she had first met him, she had
disdained him for his educated ways and gentle manners. Now she wished she could turn to him
with her uncertainties. Words like destiny and fate and omen fell from his lips as easily as curses
came from hers. From him, such words were believable.She found herself toying with the small
pouch she wore around her neck. She opened it with a sigh, and once more took out the tiny
manikin. She had found it in her boot, along with a quantity of sand and barnacle shells after
they had escaped from Others’ Island. When she had asked Kennit what such an omen from the
Treasure Beach might mean, he had told her that she already knew. That answer had frightened
her more than any dire prophecy he could have uttered.“But truly, I don’t,” she said softly to
Wintrow. The doll just filled her palm. It felt like ivory, yet it was colored the precise pink of a
baby’s flesh. The curled and sleeping infant had tiny perfect eyelashes on its cheeks, ears like
minute seashells and a coiling serpentine tail that wrapped around it. It warmed quickly in her
hand, and the smooth contours of the tiny body begged to be touched. Her fingertip traced the
curve of its spine. “It looks like a baby to me. But what can that mean to me?” She lowered her
voice and spoke more confidentially, as if the youth could hear her. “Kennit spoke of a baby,
once. He asked me if I would have a baby if he wanted that of me. I told him, of course I would. Is
that what this means? Is Kennit going to ask me to have his child?”Her hand strayed to her flat
belly. Through her shirt, her finger touched a tiny lump. A wizardwood charm, shaped like a tiny
skull, was ringed through her navel to protect her from disease and pregnancy. “Wintrow, I’m
afraid. I fear I cannot live up to such dreams. What if I fail him? What am I to do?”“I will not ask of
you anything I believe is beyond you.”Etta leapt to her feet with a startled cry. She spun to find
Kennit standing in the open door. She covered her hand with her mouth. “I didn’t hear you,” she
apologized guiltily.“Ah, but I heard you. Is our boy awake now? Wintrow?” Kennit limped into the
room, to gaze hopefully on Wintrow’s still form.“No. He drinks water, but other than that, there is
no sign of recovery.” Etta remained standing.“But still you ask him these questions?” Kennit
observed speculatively. He turned his head to pierce her with his glance.“I have no one else to
share such doubts,” she began, and then halted. “I meant,” she began hesitantly, but Kennit
silenced her with an impatient motion of his hand.“I know what you meant,” he revealed. He sank
into her chair. When he let go of his crutch, she caught it before it could clatter to the floor. He
leaned forward to look at Wintrow more closely, a frown furrowing his brow. His fingers touched
the boy’s swollen face with a woman’s gentleness. “I, too, miss his counsel.” He stroked the



stubble of hair on Wintrow’s head, then pulled his hand back in distaste at its coarseness. “I am
thinking of putting him up on the foredeck, by the figurehead. She may be able to speed his
healing.”“But—” Etta began, then held her tongue and lowered her eyes.“You object? Why?”“I
did not mean to …”“Etta!” Kennit barked her name, making her jump. “Spare me this whining and
cringing. If I ask you a question, it is because I wish you to speak, not whimper at me. Why do
you object to moving him there?”She swallowed her fear. “The scabs on his burns are loose and
wet. If we move him, they may be rubbed off, and delay his healing. The wind and the sun may
dry and crack raw skin all the more.”Kennit looked only at the boy. He appeared to be pondering
her words. “I see. But we shall move him carefully, and we will not leave him there long. The ship
needs assurance that he lives still, and I think he may need her strength to heal.”“I am sure you
know better than I—” she faltered, but he cut off her objection with “I am certain that I do. Go
fetch some crewmen to move him. I shall wait here.”Wintrow swam deep, in darkness and
warmth. Somewhere, far above, there was a world of light and shadow, of voices and pain and
touch. He avoided it. In another plane, there was a being that groped after him, calling him by his
name and baiting him with memories as well. She was harder to elude, but his determination
was strong. If she found him, there would be great pain and disillusionment for both of them. As
long as he remained a tiny formless being swimming through the dark, he could avoid it
all.Something was being done to his body. There was clatter, talk and fuss. He centered himself
against anticipated pain. Pain had the power to grasp him and hold him. Pain might be able to
drag him up to that world where he had a body and a mind and a set of memories that went with
them. Down here, it was much safer.It only seems that way. And while it seems that way for a
long time, eventually you will long for light and movement, for taste and sound and touch. If you
wait too long, those things may be lost to you forever.This voice boomed rich all around him like
the thundering of surf against rocks. Like the ocean itself, the voice turned and tumbled him,
considering him from all angles. He tried in vain to hide from it. It knew him. “Who are you?” he
demanded.The voice was amused. Who am I? You know who I am, Wintrow Vestrit. I am whom
you most fear, and whom she most fears. I am the one you avoid acknowledging. I am the one
you deny and conceal from yourself and each other. Yet, I am a part of you both.The voice
paused and waited for him, but he would not speak the words. He knew that the old naming
magic worked both ways. To know a creature’s true name was to have the power to bind it. But
the naming of such a creature could also make it real.I am the dragon. The voice spoke with
finality. You know me now. And nothing will ever be the same.“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he babbled
silently. “I didn’t know. None of us knew. I’m sorry, I’m so very sorry.”Not as sorry as I am. The
voice was implacable in its grief. Nor yet as sorry as you shall be.“But it wasn’t my fault! I had
nothing to do with it!”Nor was it my fault, yet I am the one punished most grievously of all. Fault
has no place in the greater scheme of things, little one. Fault and guilt are as useless as apology
once the deed is done. Once the action has been taken, all must endure what follows.“But why
are you down here so deep?”Where else should I be? Where else is left to me? By the time I
recalled who I was, your memories were stacked many layers deep upon me. Yet here I am, and



here I shall remain, no matter how long you deny me. The voice paused. No matter how long I
may deny myself, it added wearily.Pain scoured him. Wintrow struggled in a blaze of heat and
light, fighting to keep his eyes closed and his tongue stilled. What were they doing to him? It did
not matter. He would not react to it. If he moved, if he cried out, he would have to admit he was
alive and Vivacia was dead. He would have to admit his soul was linked to a thing that had been
dead longer than he had been alive. It was beyond macabre; it numbed him with horror. This was
the wonder and glory of a liveship. He must consort forever with death. He did not wish to
awaken and acknowledge that.Would you prefer to remain down here with me? There was bitter
amusement in the being’s voice now. Do you wish to linger in the tomb of my past?“No. No, I
wish to be free.”Free?Wintrow faltered. “I don’t want to know any of this. I don’t want to have ever
been a part of it.”You were a part of it as soon as you were conceived. There is no way to undo
such a thing.“Then what must I do?” The words wailed through him, unvoiced. “I cannot live with
this.”You could die, the voice offered sardonically.“I don’t want to die.” Of that, at least, he was
certain.Neither did I, the voice pointed out remorselessly. But I did. Rich as I am in memories of
flying, my own wings never were unfurled. For the sake of building this ship, my cocoon was
stripped from me before I could hatch. They dumped that which would have been my body to the
cold stone floor. All I am are memories, memories stored in the walls of my cocoon, memories I
should have reabsorbed as I formed in the hot sun of summer. I had no way to live or grow, save
through the memories your kind offered. I absorbed what you gave me, and when it was enough,
I quickened. But not as myself. No. I became the shape you had imposed upon me, and took to
myself the personality that was the sum of your family’s expectations. Vivacia.A sudden shift in
the position of his body freshened Wintrow’s physical pain. Air flowed over him and the warmth
of the sun touched him. Even that contact scoured his denuded flesh. But worst of all was the
voice that called to him in a mixture of gladness and concern. “Wintrow? Can you hear me? It’s
Vivacia. Where are you, what are you doing that I cannot feel you at all?”He felt the ship’s
thoughts reach for him. He cringed away, unwilling to let her touch minds with him. He made
himself smaller, hid deeper. The moment Vivacia reached him, she must know all that he did.
What would it do to her, to confront what she truly was?Do you fear it will drive her mad? Do you
fear she will take you with her? There was fierce exultation in the voice as it framed the thought,
almost like a threat. Wintrow went cold with fear. Instantly he knew that this hiding place was no
asylum, but a trap. “Vivacia!” he called out wildly, but his body did not obey him. No lips voiced
his cry. Even his thought was muffled in the dragon’s being, wrapped and stifled and confined.
He tried to struggle; he was suffocating under the weight of her presence. She held him so close
he could not recall how to breathe. His heart leaped arrhythmically. Pain slapped him as his body
jerked in protest. In a distant world, on a sun-washed deck, voices cried out in helpless dismay.
He retreated to a stillness of body and soul that was one degree of darkness away from
death.Good. There was satisfaction in the voice. Be still, little one. Don’t try to defy me, and I
won’t have to kill you. A pause. I really have no desire to see any of us die. As closely interwoven
as we are, the death of any of us would be a risk to the others. You would have realized that, if



you had paused to think. I give you that time now. Use it to ponder our situation.For a space,
Wintrow focused only on his survival. Breath caught, then shuddered through his lungs again.
His heartbeat steadied. He was peripherally aware of exclamations of relief. Pain still seethed.
He tried to pull his mind back from it, to ignore its clamor of serious damage to his body so that
his thoughts could focus on the problem the dragon had set him.He cringed at her sudden flash
of irritation. By all that flies, have you no sense at all? How have creatures like you managed to
survive and infest the world so thoroughly and yet have so little knowledge of yourselves? Do not
pull back from the pain and imagine that makes you strong. Look at it, you dolt! It is trying to tell
you what is wrong so you can fix it. No wonder you all have such short life spans. No, look at it!
Like this.The crewmen who had carried the corners of the sheet supporting Wintrow’s body had
lowered him gently to the deck. Even so, Kennit had seen the spasm of fresh pain that crossed
Wintrow’s face. He supposed that could be taken as an encouraging sign; at least he still reacted
to pain. But when the figurehead had spoken to him, he had not even twitched. None of the
others surrounding the supine figure could guess how much that worried Kennit. The pirate had
been certain that the boy would react to the ship’s voice. That he did not mean that perhaps
death would claim him. Kennit believed that there was a place between life and death where a
man’s body became no more than a miserable animal, capable only of an animal’s responses.
He had seen it. Under Igrot’s cruel guidance, his father had lingered in that state for days.
Perhaps that was where Wintrow was now.The dim light inside the cabin had been merciful. Out
here, in the clear light of day, Kennit could not insist to himself that Wintrow would be fine. Every
ugly detail of his scalded body was revealed. His brief fit of spasms had disturbed the wet scabs
his body had managed to form; fluid ran over his skin from his injuries. Wintrow was dying. His
boy-prophet, the priest who would have been his soothsayer, was dying, with Kennit’s future still
unborn. The injustice of it rose up and choked Kennit. He had come so close, so very close to
attaining his dream. Now he would lose it all in the death of this half-grown man. It was too bitter
to contemplate. He clenched his eyes shut against the cruelty of fate.“Oh, Kennit!” the ship cried
out in a low voice, and he knew that she was feeling his emotions as well as her own. “Don’t let
him die!” she begged him. “Please. You saved him from the serpent and the sea. Cannot you
save him now?”“Quiet!” he commanded her, almost roughly. He had to think. If the boy died now,
it would be a denial of all the good luck Kennit had ever mustered. It would be worse than a jinx.
Kennit could not allow this to happen.Unmindful of the gathered crewmen who looked down on
the wracked boy in hushed silence, Kennit awkwardly lowered himself to the deck. He looked
long at Wintrow’s still face. He laid a single forefinger to an unblemished patch of skin on
Wintrow’s face. He was beardless still and his cheek was soft. It wrung his heart to see the lad’s
beauty spoiled so. “Wintrow,” he called softly. “Lad, it’s me. Kennit. You said you’d follow me. Sa
sent you to speak for me. Remember? You can’t go now, boy. Not when we’re so close to our
goals.”He was peripherally aware of the hushed murmur that ran through the watching crewmen.
Sympathy, they felt sympathy for him. He felt a flash of irritation that they might construe his
speaking so as weakness. But, no, it was not pity they felt. He looked up into their faces, and saw



only concern, not just for Wintrow, but for him. They were touched by their captain’s regard for
this injured boy. He sighed. Well, if Wintrow must die, he would wring what good from it he could.
Gently he stroked his cheek. “Poor lad,” he muttered, just loud enough to be heard. “So much
pain. It would be merciful to let you go, wouldn’t it?”He glanced up at Etta. Tears ran
unashamedly down her cheeks. “Try the water again,” he bade her gently. “But don’t be
disappointed. He is in Sa’s hands now, you know.”The dragon twisted his awareness. Wintrow
did not see with his eyes, nor wallow in the sensation of pain. Instead, she bent his awareness in
a direction he had never before imagined. What was the pain? Damaged units of his body,
breaks in his defenses against the outside world. The barriers needed repairing, the damaged
units must be broken down and dispersed. Nothing must get in the way of this task. All his
resources should be put to it. His body demanded this of him, and pain was the alarm that
sounded through him.“Wintrow?” Etta’s voice penetrated the woolly blackness. “Here is water.” A
moment later he felt an annoying trickling of moisture against his lips. He moved his lips, choking
briefly as he tried to evade it. An instant later, he realized his error. This liquid was what his body
needed to repair itself. Water, sustenance and absolute rest, free of the dilemmas that
encumbered him.A light pressure on his cheek. From far away, a voice he knew. “Die if you must,
lad. But know that it hurts me. Ah, Wintrow, if you have any love for me at all, reach out and live.
Don’t forsake the dream that you yourself foretold.”The words stored themselves in him, to be
considered later. He had no time for Kennit just now. The dragon was showing him something,
something that was so much of Sa he wondered how it could have been inside himself all this
time and remained unseen. The workings of his own body unfolded before him. Air whispered in
his lungs, blood flowed through his limbs, and all of it belonged to him. This was not some
uncontrollable territory; this was his own body. He could mend it.He felt himself relax.
Unrestricted by tension, the resources of his body now flowed to his injured parts. He knew his
needs. After a moment, he found the reluctant muscles of his jaws and his laggard tongue. He
moved his mouth. “Water,” he managed to croak. He lifted a stiffened arm in a faint attempt to
shield himself. “Shade,” he begged. The touch of the sun and wind on his damaged skin was
excruciating.“He spoke!” Etta exulted.“It was the captain,” someone else declared. “Called him
right back from death.”“Death himself steps back from Kennit!” declared another.The rough palm
that so gently touched his cheek, and the strong hands that carefully raised his head and held
the blessedly cool and dripping cup to his mouth, were Kennit’s. “You are mine, Wintrow,” the
pirate declared.Wintrow drank to that.I think you can hear me. She Who Remembers trumpeted
the words as she swam in the shadow of the silvery hull. She kept pace with the ship. I smell you.
I sense you, but I cannot find you. Do you deliberately hide from me?She fell silent, straining with
every sense after a response. Something, she tasted something in the water, a bitter scent like
the stinging toxins from her own glands. It oozed from the ship’s hull, if such a thing could be.
She seemed to hear voices, voices so distant that she could not make out their words, only that
they spoke. It made no sense. The serpent half-feared she was going mad. That would be bitter
irony, finally to achieve her freedom and then have madness defeat her.She shuddered her



whole length, releasing a thin stream of toxins. Who are you? she demanded. Where are you?
Why do you conceal yourself from me?She waited for a response. None came. No one spoke to
her, but she was convinced that someone listened.CHAPTER FOURTINTAGLIA’S FLIGHTThe
sky was not blue, oh no. Not once she had taken flight, for compared to her own gleaming self,
what could claim to be blue? Tintaglia the dragon arched her back and admired the sunlight
glinting silver off her deep blue scales. Beautiful beyond words. Yet, even this wonder could not
distract her keen eyes and keener nostrils from what was even more important than her
glory.Food moved in a clearing far below her. A doe, fat with summer graze, ventured too bravely
out into a forest clearing. Foolish thing! Once no deer would have moved into the open without
first casting a watchful glance above. Had dragons truly been gone so long from the world that
the hoofed ones had discarded their wariness of the sky? She would soon teach them better.
Tintaglia tucked her wings and plummeted. Only when she was so close that there was no
possibility the deer could evade her did she give voice to her hunt. The musical trumpet of her Ki-
i-i as she stooped split the morning peace. The clutching talons of her forelegs gathered her kill
to her breast as her massive hind legs absorbed the impact of her landing. She rebounded
effortlessly into the air, carrying the deer with her. The doe was shocked into stillness. A swift bite
to the back of her neck had paralyzed her. Tintaglia carried her prey to a rocky ledge overlooking
the wide Rain Wild River Valley. There she lapped the pooling blood of her meal before
scissoring off dark red chunks to sate her hunger, flinging back her head to gulp them down. The
incredible sensory pleasure of eating nearly overwhelmed her. The taste of the hot bloody meat,
the rank smell of the spilled entrails combined with the physical sensation of loading her gut with
large pieces of sustenance. She could feel her body renewing itself. Even the sunlight soaking
into her scales replenished her.She had stretched herself out to sleep after her meal when an
annoying thought intruded. Before she had made her kill, she had been on her way to do
something. She considered the play of sunlight on her closed eyelids. What was it? Ah. The
humans. She had intended to rescue the humans. She sighed heavily, sinking deeper into sleep.
But it wasn’t as if she had promised them, for how could a promise between one such as herself
and an insect be considered binding on one’s honor?Still. They had freed her.But they were
probably dead and it was doubtless too late to rescue them anyway. Lazily, she let her mind drift
toward them. It was almost annoying to find they were both still alive, though their thoughts were
the merest humming of a mosquito now.She lifted her head with a sigh and then roused herself
enough to stand. She’d rescue the male, she compromised with herself. She knew exactly where
he was. The female had fallen into water somewhere; she could be anywhere by now.Tintaglia
paced to the edge of the cliff and launched herself.“I’m so hungry,” Selden quavered. He pressed
himself more tightly against Reyn, seeking body warmth that Reyn himself was rapidly losing.
Reyn couldn’t even find the spirit to reply to the shivering boy. He and Selden lay together on a
mat of tree limbs that was gradually sinking into the rising muck. When the mud consumed it, it
would devour this last hope as well. The only opening out of the chamber was far overhead.
They had attempted to build a platform of debris, but as fast as they piled up fallen earth and



tree limbs, the muck swallowed them. Reyn knew they were going to die here, and all the boy
could do was whine about being hungry.He felt like shaking some sense into him, but instead he
put his arm around Selden and said comfortingly, “Someone must have seen the dragon. My
mother and brother will hear of it and guess where she came from. They’ll send help.” Privately,
he doubted his own words. “Rest for a bit.”“I’m so hungry,” Selden repeated hopelessly. He
sighed. “In a way, it was worth it. I saw the dragon rise.” He turned his face to Reyn’s chest and
was still. Reyn let his own eyes close. Could it be as simple as this? Could they simply go to
sleep and die? He tried to think of something important enough to make him go on struggling.
Malta. But Malta was likely dead already, somewhere in the collapsed city. The city itself was the
only thing he had cared about before discovering Malta, and it lay in ruins all around him. He’d
never unearth its secrets. Perhaps dying here and becoming one of its secrets was the closest
he would ever get to it. He found his heart echoing Selden’s words. At least he had freed the
dragon. Tintaglia had risen, to fly free. That was something, but it was not a reason to go on
living. Perhaps it was a reason to die content. He had saved her.He felt another tiny quake. It was
followed by a splattering sound as loose earth cascaded from the opening above them to splash
into the muck. Perhaps the whole ceiling would cave in; that would furnish him a quick end.Cool
air wafted past his face, heavy with the scent of reptile. He opened his eyes, to find Tintaglia’s
pony-sized head thrust down into the chamber. “Still alive?” she greeted him.“You came back?”
He was incredulous.She didn’t reply. She had pulled her head out and her taloned forepaws
were tearing at the earth around the opening. Rocks, dirt and bits of ceiling rained down within
the chamber. Selden awoke with a cry and cowered against Reyn. “No, it’s all right. I think she’s
trying to rescue us.” Reyn tried to sound reassuring as he sheltered the boy from the falling
debris.Earth and stone trickled down and the hole overhead grew larger. More light found its way
into the chamber. “Climb onto this,” Tintaglia suddenly commanded them. A moment later her
head entered the chamber, a stout section of tree trunk gripped firmly in her jaws as if she were
a terrier who had fetched a stick. The breath from her nostrils steamed in the cool chamber and
the stench of reptile was overpowering. Reyn summoned his last strength to stand up and lift
Selden so he could scrabble up onto the log. Reyn caught hold of the other end. As soon as he
gripped it, she lifted them. They snagged for a moment in the opening, but she tore the log free
with a fine disregard for how weakly they clung to it.An instant later, she had set them down on
mossy earth. They sprawled upon an isolated hummock of land amidst the swampy forest, the
long-buried dome beneath them. Selden staggered away from the log and then collapsed,
crying in relief. Reyn tottered, but found he could stand. “Thank you,” he managed.“You are not
obliged to thank me. I’ve done as I said I would.” She flared her nostrils and a blast of steamy
breath briefly warmed him. “You’ll live now?” It was as much statement as question.His legs
began to shake and he dropped down to his knees to keep from collapsing. “If we can get back
to Trehaug soon. We need food. And warmth.”“I suppose I can take you there,” she conceded
unwillingly.“Thank Sa,” Reyn breathed as fervent a prayer as he had ever uttered. He drove
himself to his feet and lurched over to Selden. He bent over and seized the boy, intending to lift



him, found that his strength was not enough and managed only to pull Selden to his feet. Half-
dragging the boy, he lurched toward Tintaglia.“I’m exhausted,” Reyn told her. “You will have to
crouch down for us to climb onto your back.”The dragon’s eyes spun in silver disdain. “Crouch?”
she demanded. “You upon my back? I think not, human.”“But … you said you would take us to
Trehaug.”“I shall. However, no creature will ever bestride me, least of all a human. I shall carry
you in my talons. Stand before me, together. I shall gather you up and carry you home.”Reyn
looked dubiously at her scaled forefeet. Her claws were silver, gleaming and sharp. He did not
see how she could clutch them tightly enough to carry them without impaling them. He glanced
down at Selden, to find the boy’s upturned face mirroring his doubts. “Are you afraid?” he asked
him quietly.Selden considered for a moment. “I’m more hungry than I am afraid,” he decided. He
straightened himself. His eyes roved over the dragon. When his gaze returned to Reyn, his face
shone. He shook his head in wonder. “Legends. Tapestries and paintings. They are all so feeble
compared to how she shines. She is too amazing for distrust or fear. Even if she killed me right
now, I’d still die in her glory.” The boy’s extravagant words shocked Reyn. Selden summoned all
his remaining strength with a deep breath. Reyn knew what it cost him to stand erect and
declare, “I’ll let her carry me.”“Oh? Will you?” the dragon teased him wickedly. Her eyes glittered
with both amusement and pleasure at the boy’s flattery.“We will,” Reyn declared firmly. Selden
was silent beside him, but gasped as the dragon reared suddenly onto her hind legs. She
towered above them. It was as difficult a thing as Reyn had ever done to stand still as she
reached for them with taloned forepaws. He held Selden at his side and did not move as the
dragon closed her clawed hands around them. The tips of the claws walked over him, measuring
him before her digits wrapped around him. The sharp ends of two talons rested against his back
uncomfortably, but they did not pierce him. She clutched them both to her breast as a squirrel
treasures a nut it has found. Selden gave an involuntary cry as she crouched on those
tremendous hind legs, and she bounded skyward.Her blue wings beat and they rose steadily.
The trees closed below them. Reyn twisted his neck and got a dizzying view of treetops below
him. His stomach lurched, but in the next instant his heart swelled with wonder. He almost forgot
his fear in this perilous new aspect of the world. Green and swelling, the rain forest valley
unfurled itself far below them. Up and up the dragon carried them in a widening gyre that
afforded him glimpses of the open river winding through the lush growth. The river, he saw, was
a paler gray than usual. Sometimes, after large quakes, it ran white and acid for days and
anyone out in a boat had best be mindful of his craft. When the river ran white, it ate wood swiftly.
The dragon tipped her wings and they swung inland and upriver. Then he caught both sight and
scent of Trehaug. Seen from above, the city hung throughout the tree branches like decorative
lanterns. The smoke of cookfires rose in the still air.“That’s it!” He cried the words aloud to the
dragon’s unspoken question, and then realized he needn’t have vocalized it at all. Held this close
to her, their old bond had reasserted itself. He felt a chill moment of foreboding, but then sensed
her sardonic reply: he needn’t worry. Further involvement with humans held no place in her
plans.He was almost grateful for his empty stomach as they descended in dizzying spirals. He



caught whirling glimpses of city and river as they came down, including a brief sighting of
pointing and shouting figures that scattered before them. He sensed her disgust that there was
no wide, flat space prepared for a dragon to land. What sort of a city was this?They landed
joltingly on the city docks. The platforms, free to rise and fall with the changing flow of the river,
gave way to the impact. White spray flew up from the edges of the wharf, causing the nearby
Kendry to rock alarmingly. The liveship roared his bewilderment. As the dock rose, rocking under
the dragon’s weight, Tintaglia opened her claws. Reyn and Selden fell at her feet. She swiveled
aside from them to let her forepaws drop to the wood beside them. “Now you will live,” she
asserted.“Now … we will … live,” Reyn panted. Selden lay like a stunned rabbit.Reyn became
aware of the thundering of footsteps and the excited susurrus of hushed conversation. He lifted
his gaze. A veritable tide of people was flooding onto the piers. Many were begrimed with the
mud of long digging. All looked weary despite the amazement on their faces. Some few gripped
excavating tools as if they were weapons. All halted at the end of the dock. The incredulous
shouts rose to a confused roar as folk gawked and pointed at Tintaglia. Reyn glimpsed his
mother elbowing her way through the crowd. When she reached the front row of awed onlookers,
she alone stepped free of the crowd and advanced cautiously toward the dragon. Then she saw
him, and lost all interest in the towering beast.“Reyn?” she asked incredulously. “Reyn!” Her
voice broke on his name. “And you are alive? Praise Sa!” She ran to him and knelt by him.He
reached up to grip her hand. “She lives,” he said. “I was right. The dragon is alive.”Before she
could speak, a long wail interrupted them. Reyn saw Keffria break free of the clustered onlookers
and race along the wharf to Selden. She knelt by him, and then gathered her boy up in her arms.
“Oh, thank Sa, he lives. But what of Malta? Where is Malta, where is my daughter?”Reyn spoke
the difficult words. “I did not find her. I fear she perished in the city.”Like a rising wind, the cry rose
from Keffria’s throat until it was a piercing scream of denial. “No, no, no!” she wailed. Selden
paled in her grip. The features of the tough little boy who had been Reyn’s companion during
their ordeal suddenly quivered into a child’s face again. He added his sobs to her
wailing.“Mama, Mama, don’t cry, don’t cry!” He tugged at her but could not gain her
attention.“The one you call Malta isn’t dead,” the dragon interrupted sharply. “Stop this
caterwauling and cease your emotional wallowing.”“Not dead?” Reyn exclaimed.His words were
echoed by Selden. He seized his wailing mother and shook her. “Mama, listen, didn’t you hear
what the dragon said? She said Malta is not dead. Stop crying, Malta isn’t dead.” He turned a
shining gaze on Tintaglia. “You can trust the dragon. When she carried me, I could feel her
wisdom right through my skin!”Behind them on the docks, a rising chorus of talk drowned out
Selden’s words. Some folk were exclaiming in wonder. “She spoke!” “The dragon spoke!” “Did
you hear that?” Some nodded in surprised agreement, while others demanded to know what
their friends meant. “I heard nothing.” “It snorted, that was all.”Tintaglia’s silver eyes grayed with
disgust. “Their minds are too small even to speak to mine. Humans!” She limbered her long
neck. “Stand clear, Reyn Khuprus. I am done with you and your kind now. My bond is
fulfilled.”“No! Wait!” Reyn jerked free of his mother’s clutch on his arm. Boldly he gripped the



clawed tip of Tintaglia’s gleaming wing. “You cannot go yet. You said Malta still lives. But where is
she? How do you know she lives? Is she safe?”Tintaglia twitched her wing tip effortlessly free of
him. “We were linked for a time, as well you know, Reyn Khuprus. Therefore, I retain some small
awareness of her. As to where she is, I know not, save that she floats on water. On the river, I
surmise, from the fear she feels. She is hungry and thirsty, but not otherwise injured that I can
tell.”Reyn fell to his knees before the dragon. “Take me to her. I beg you. I will be forever in your
debt if you will but do this one thing for me.”Amusement flickered over the dragon’s face. He
knew it in the swift swirling of her eye colors, and the small flaring of her nostrils. “I have no need
of your service, human. And your company bores me. Farewell.” She lifted her wings and began
to open them. “Stand clear of me, if you would not be knocked down.”Instead, Reyn sprang
toward her. Her sleekly scaled body afforded no purchase to his scrabbling hands. He flung
himself at her foreleg and wrapped his arms around it as if he were a child clinging to his mother.
But his words were full of force and fury. “You cannot go, Tintaglia Dragon! Not and leave Malta
to die. You know she did as much to free you as I did. She opened herself to the memories of the
city. She discovered the secret catches that would open the great wall. But for her seeking you
out, I would not have come into the city amidst the quakes. You would be buried even now! You
cannot turn your back on such a debt! You cannot.”Behind him, he was aware of garbled
questions and conversation among his mother and Selden and Keffria. He didn’t care what they
overheard; he didn’t care what the boy told them. Right now, all he could think of was Malta. “The
river runs white,” he went on to the dragon. “White water eats boats. If she is on the river on a log
or raft, the water will devour it and then her. She will die, because she ventured into the city to try
to save you.”The dragon’s eyes spun silver flecked with scarlet, so great was her anger. She
snorted a hot blast of breath that nearly knocked him down. Then with a single forepaw she
snatched him up as if he were a doll stuffed with sawdust. Her talons closed painfully around his
chest. He could barely take a breath.“Very well, insect!” she hissed. “I will help you find her. But
after that, I have finished with you and yours. For whatever good you and she may have done
me, your kin have committed great wrongs against all my kind.” She lifted him and thrust him
toward the liveship. Kendry stared at them, and his face was that of a dying man. “Do not think I
do not know! Pray that I forget! Pray that after this day, you never see me again!”He could not
take a breath to reply, nor did she wait for words from him. With a mighty leap, she sprang
upward. The sudden lurch of the dock knocked down those who had ventured onto it. Reyn
heard his mother’s shriek of horror as the dragon bore him away. Then all sound was driven from
his ears by the swift wind of their ascent.He had not known, before this, what care Tintaglia had
taken for him and Selden on that earlier flight. Now she rose so swiftly that the blood pounded in
his face and his ears popped. His stomach was surely left far below them. He could sense the
fury seething through her. He had shamed her, before humans, using her own name. He had
revealed her name to those others, who had no right to it.He caught a breath but could not
decide on words. To apologize might be as great an error as to tell her she owed this to Malta.
He stilled his tongue and clutched her talons, trying to ease their grip around his ribs.“Do you



want me to loosen them, Reyn Khuprus?” the dragon mocked him. She opened her claws, but
before he could slip through them to his death, she clamped them shut again. Even as he
gasped in terror, she arrested their ascent, tipping her body and sending them in a wide spiral
above the river. They were too high to see anything. The forested land below them was an
undulating carpet of moss, the river no more than a white ribbon. She spoke to his thought.“The
eyes of a dragon are not like the eyes of a prey beast, small meat creature. I see as much as I
need to see from here. She is not in sight. She must have been swept down the river.”Reyn’s
heart turned over in his chest. “We’ll find her,” the dragon comforted him grudgingly. Her great
wings began to sweep steadily, driving them down the course of the river.“Go lower,” he begged
her. “Let me search for her with my own eyes. If she is in the shallows, she may be hidden by the
trees. Please.”She made no reply, but took him down so swiftly that he saw darkness at the
edges of his vision. She flew with him down the river. He clutched at her talons with both his
hands and endeavored to watch all of the broad face of the river and both banks. Her flight was
too swift. He tried to believe that the dragon’s keener senses would find Malta even if he missed
her, but after a time, despair took root in him. They had gone too far. If they had not found her
yet, it was because she was no more.“There!” Tintaglia exclaimed suddenly.He looked, but saw
nothing. She banked and turned as adroitly as a swallow, and brought him back over the same
stretch of river. “There. In that little boat, with two others. Close to the center of the river. See her
now?”“I do!” Joy leaped in him, followed as quickly by horror. They had found her, and as
Tintaglia bore him ever closer, he saw that the Satrap and his Companion were with her. But
seeing her was not the same as rescuing her. “Can you lift her up from the boat?” he asked the
dragon.“Perhaps. If I drop you and swamp the boat in the process. There is a chance I could
snatch her up without doing more than breaking her ribs. Is that what you wish?”“No!” He
thought frantically. “Can dragons swim? Could you land near her on the river?”“I am not a duck!”
Her disgust was manifest. “If dragons choose to come down on a body of water, we do not stop
on the surface, but plunge down to the bottom, and then walk out from there. I don’t think you
would enjoy the experience.”He grasped at straws. “Can you drop me into the boat?”“To do
what? Drown with her? Do not be foolish. The wind off my wings would swamp the boat long
before I was close enough to drop you right through the bottom of it. Human, I have done my
part. I have found her for you. Now you know where she is, it is up to you and the other humans
to save her. My part in her life is over.”It was no comfort. He had seen Malta’s face turn up to
them as they swept over her. He almost imagined he had heard her cry out to him, begging for
rescue. Yet, the dragon was right. They could do nothing for Malta without putting all of them in
greater danger.“Take me back to Trehaug, swiftly,” he begged her. “If the Kendry sets out after
her now, with every thread of sail he can muster, we may yet overtake the boat before the river
devours it.”“A wise plan!” the dragon rumbled sarcastically. “You would have been wiser still to
have set out on the ship immediately instead of demanding this of me. I told you that she was on
the river.”The dragon’s cold logic was disheartening. Reyn could think of nothing to say. Once
more, her wings worked powerfully, taking them high above the multicanopied forest. The land



passed swiftly away beneath them as she carried him back toward Trehaug.“Is there no way you
can aid me?” he asked pitifully as she circled above the city. At the sight of her, all the folk on the
dock ran for the shore. The winds off her great wings as she beat them to slow their descent
buffeted the Kendry. Once more her heavy hindquarters absorbed the impact of their landing as
the wharf plunged and bucked under them. She lifted him in her claws, craning her neck and
turning her head to focus one huge silver eye on him.“Little human, I am a dragon. I am the last
Lord of the Three Realms. If any of my kind remain anywhere, I must seek them out and aid
them. I cannot be concerned with a brief little spark like you. So. Fare as well as you can, on your
own. I leave. I doubt we shall ever meet again.”She set him on his feet. If she meant to be gentle,
she failed. As he staggered away, he felt a sudden shock, more of mind than body. He was
suddenly desperately afraid that he had forgotten something of vast importance. Then he
realized that what was gone was his mental link with the dragon. Tintaglia had separated herself
from him. The loss dizzied him. He seemed to have been taking some vitality from the link, for he
was suddenly aware of hunger, thirst and extreme weariness. He managed to take a few steps
before he went to his knees. It was as well that he was down, for otherwise he would have fallen
as the dragon jolted the dock with her leap into the sky. A final time the beat of her wings wafted
her reptilian stink over him. For no reason that he could understand, tears of loss stung his
eyes.The wharf seemed to keep rocking for a long time. He became aware of his mother
kneeling beside him. She cradled his head in her lap. “Did she hurt you?” she demanded. “Reyn.
Reyn, can you speak? Are you hurt?”He drew a deep breath. “Ready the Kendry to sail
immediately. We must make all speed down the river. Malta, and the Satrap and his
Companion … in a tiny boat.” He halted, suddenly too exhausted even to summon words.
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Ron M, “An epic story with a few flaws. The Liveship Traders trilogy is an epic piece of
storytelling by Robin Hobb. I was completely enthralled by all three books. Despite how long and
complex this story is, there are very few slow, boring parts. I even enjoyed the discourse of the
sea serpents (I'll admit I'm a very patient reader). The first book, Ship of Magic, was my favorite
because of the way in which the story unfolded quickly and unexpectedly. Mad Ship and Ship of
Destiny were slower to develop and were more predictable but were excellent
nevertheless.However, I have some criticism. Stop here and come back later if you haven't
finished the series.The character of Kennit was flawed in my opinion. Throughout the story, he
oscillates between being a scheming, greedy, cutthroat pirate and a wise, gentle philanthropist.
You never know whether you should hate him or love him. Will he eventually fall into the flames of
a moral abyss? Or will he ascend as a selfless hero? Well, in the end, he's a raping, malicious
thug consumed by his primal lust and abused childhood. I expected him to die a harrowing,
morbid death to pay for his evil deeds. Instead, he dies rather instantly and stupidly by
accidentally taking a sword for the Satrap while trying to steal him back from the Jamaillians.
Worse still, his name becomes honored as the sage king who sacrificed himself. Boo!Just as
bad is the role of Kyle Haven. He's a controlling tyrant who blames everyone else for the
consequences of his own stupid, greedy decisions. His son Wintrow understandably hates him
and never thinks twice when Kennit exiles him in chains. But why didn't Kennit just kill him? Why
leave him on that island with his mother? Well, you would think it's because Hobb is saving him
for a critical cog in the plotline, but what happens? Inexplicably, Kennit's mother takes him with
her to "the showdown", and then while all the fighting is going on, he gets killed incidentally by
indiscriminate enemy arrows. Pardon the pun, but what was the point? Moreover, throughout the
second and third books, Malta (a teenager and the only one who loves Kyle) dreads and grieves
over the unknown fate of her father, but she never reunites with him, and when she learns of his
death, she callously shrugs it off and goes about her business of deftly negotiating a truce
between the warring factions. Weird.One more picky point. Throughout the story, the Rain
Wilders are depicted as being so grotesque they have to wear veils and gloves to not shock
others. But at the end, Reyn and Malta are depicted as "exotic", with their scales being
considered attractive and the Jamaillians taking up fashion that mimics their look. Strange?? It
never was clear to me why the Rain Wilders had to be scaly, anyway.Nevertheless, I thoroughly
enjoyed the ride through this adventure, and I liked the way it all settled out in the "D-day"
episode. I think the Liveship Traders is better than the Farseer trilogy (which had quite a wimpy
ending).”

Wendy, “Excellent.. Robin Hobb is a master of delayed gratification. This series is one of my
favorites ever. So much character growth. Tenderness. Brutality. A sociopath who always
happens to do good. Dragons! There is much wisdom embedded in this story. A central theme is



possession. Do we have the right to “own” our spouses, our children, other beings, other
humans? How one recovers from trauma is also explored. Read and enjoy thinking about this
trilogy after you have finished.”

LiseyP, “The best of an already excellent trilogy. The best of an excellent trilogy. Dragons,
liveships, pirates, remaking the world and breaking with tradition, reunion, loss, hopes for the
future. Ship of Destiny is everything you want from an involving, lore-filled epic fantasy
novel.Even as the characters are in conflict with each other we know them so well by now that
we can see their perspective. The Vestrit family spend much of this books apart fulfilling their
personal destinies and growing past their younger hopes and fears.Even though I know I’m
about to return to the Six Duchies and the world of Fitz and the Fool when I move on to the
Tawny Man trilogy, I slightly grudge the loss (for now) of these characters and this world because
I have loved revisiting it so much. I also can’t believe it took me so long to figure out the major
link between the Liveship Traders and Farseer books. Even though I’ve read these books before
the link was a wonderful and gradual reveal all over again. A sign of excellent and endlessly re-
readable writing.”

Jeff M, “Fantasy story telling at its best!. I have read all three of the Liveship Traders trilogy of
which Ship of Destiny is the third book. Robin Hobbs creates an amazing and fascinating world
of living characters (human and otherwise) who grow and develop as the story progresses. She
does this with a skill and apparent ease even exceeding George R R Martin. Unlike George R R
Martin, however, she does not kill off the best characters but is able to weave an engaging and
surprising story line in which all the characters and plot strands ultimately come together into a
satisfying resolution. Fantasy story telling at its very best!”

Gavin Farrell, “Enchanting. If you're reading a review on Hobbs' final book of this series I'm sure
you need no introduction to this wondrous story. I encourage you to follow on and wrap up on
this glorious tale of talking figureheads and sea serpents traversing the Cursed Shores.However
you might wonder as to why only 4 stars?Well I've noticed Hobb ends her books in a sort of
weak manner. This holds true for her Royal Assassin series also which again consists of 3
books. She sets us out following a harrowing journey with major plots to be completed with
everything travelling at a rapid tense pace leaving the reader craving more and nore
approaching the terminus until BAMN everything slows.You feel like you know everything that's
needed but there's still a hundred plus pages left and you don't even feel like making it through
even though you've eagerly gobbled up the first 2000 or so pages over the series (page
measurement approximate by Kindle standard)For this reason I can only give 4 stars.”

Mrs. A., “Great finale to this trilogy. Having read the first two books in the Liveship trilogy I
couldn't wait to see what became of all the characters I had come to love and despise .



Characters were transformed by the fates which beset each character leading to a feeling of
empathy with some who had been less than loveable in the first book . Looking forward to
reading more books by Robin”

NWiggins, “Such a gripping book and very well written.. This is such a gripping book, I couldn't
put it down. It is very well written with great characters and plots that are interwoven throughout
the story. The writer is brilliant at evoking a wide mixture of feelings towards each character so
you are constantly seeing and understanding them from different view points, keeping you on
your toes as to how you regard them and how they relate to each other. Once you read this book
you will definitely want to read the next two in the series (and no doubt more from this author).”

The book by Robin Hobb has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 2,023 people have provided feedback.

Title Page Copyright Contents Map of The Cursed Shores Summer's End Winter Spring
Epilogue Dedication Other Books by This Author About the Author Excerpt from Fool’s Fate



Language: English
File size: 3537 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 816 pages
Lending: Not Enabled

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

