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From National Book Award finalist Laini Taylor comes an epic fantasy about a mythic lost city
and its dark past.The dream chooses the dreamer, not the other way around--and Lazlo
Strange, war orphan and junior librarian, has always feared that his dream chose poorly. Since
he was just five years old, he's been obsessed with the mythic lost city of Weep, but it would take
someone bolder than he to cross half the world in search of it. Then a stunning opportunity
presents itself, in the form of a hero called the Godslayer and a band of legendary warriors, and
he has to seize his chance or lose his dream forever.What happened in Weep two hundred
years ago to cut it off from the rest of the world? And who is the blue-skinned goddess who
appears in Lazlo's dreams?In this sweeping and breathtaking novel by National Book Award
finalist Laini Taylor, author of the New York Times bestselling Daughter of Smoke & Bone trilogy,
the shadow of the past is as real as the ghosts who haunt the citadel of murdered gods. Fall into
a mythical world of dread and wonder, moths and nightmares, love and carnage.The answers
await in Weep.

From School Library JournalGr 9 Up—Lazlo Strange is a foundling who has grown up alone and
unloved, sustained only by his fantasies and stories of a city known as Weep. As an adult, Lazlo
finds his way to the Great Library of Zosma and becomes a librarian, tasked with supporting
scholars in their work. His fixation with Weep continues, and he searches for scraps of
information about it and its inhabitants and even teaches himself its language from books in the
library. Then Eril Fane, the liberator of Weep, pays a surprise visit to Zosma. Lazlo seizes the
chance to join an expedition to the city he has dreamed of for so long, and he is caught up in an
old conflict between Weep's mortal residents and blue godlike beings who had terrorized the city
until Eril Fane slew them. Unbeknownst to the inhabitants of Weep, five children of these magical
beings have survived and live in the giant seraph that hovers over the city, blocking the light.
When Sarai, one of these Godspawn, visits Lazlo in his dreams, their growing relationship leads
to the revelation of long-hidden secrets and opposition from other Godspawn, who desire
revenge on mortals. This is the first in a pair of planned companion novels by the "Daughter of
Smoke and Bone" author, and it has all the rich, evocative imagery and complex world-building
typical of Taylor's best work. There is a mythological resonance to her tale of gods and mortals in
conflict, as well as in Lazlo's character arc from unassuming, obsessed librarian to something
much more. VERDICT This outstanding fantasy is a must-purchase for all YA collections.—
Kathleen E. Gruver, Burlington County Library, Westampton, NJ --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorLaini Taylor is a New York Times bestselling author and a
National Book Award finalist. She is the author of Strange the Dreamer and the global sensation
the Daughter of Smoke & Bone trilogy: Daughter of Smoke & Bone, Days of Blood & Starlight,



and Dreams of Gods & Monsters, and the companion, Night of Cake & Puppets. She is also the
author of the Dreamdark books Blackbringer and Silksinger, and the highly acclaimed Lips
Touch: Three Times. She lives in Portland, Oregon, with her husband, illustrator Jim Di Bartolo,
and their daughter Clementine. --This text refers to the library edition.Review"Laini Taylor is so
damn good and like no other."--Leigh Bardugo, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Six of
Crows and Crooked Kingdom* ..".Characters are carefully, exquisitely crafted, the writing is
achingly lovely, and the world is utterly real.... This is a thing to be savored."--Booklist, starred
review* "[Strange the Dreamer] has all the rich, evocative imagery and complex worldbuilding
typical of Taylor's best work. This outstanding fantasy is a must-purchase for all YA collections."--
School Library Journal, starred review* "[Readers] will dive into Taylor's gorgeous prose and
brilliant imagery and relish this story about dreams, love, monsters, gods, ghosts, war, and
alchemy. Told from alternating points of view, this is complex but satisfying, a story about
cultures meeting and clashing."--VOYA, starred review* "Gorgeously written in language
simultaneously dark, lush, and enchanting, the book will leave readers eager for the next."--
Publishers Weekly, starred review* "The luxurious prose and complex worldbuilding invites and
rewards slow reading.... Here readers will find characters to love and ones to hate and,
ultimately, a world to be willingly lost in."--Bulletin of the Center for Children's Books"[Laini
Taylor] has spun another mesmerizing tale with captivating twists and turns, an array of intriguing
characters, strange and beautiful language, and baroque flourishes of the imagination."--Horn
Book"Lovers of intricate worldbuilding and feverish romance will find this enthralling."--Kirkus
Reviews --This text refers to the library edition.Read more
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OF LIBRARIANCHAPTER 35: BLURRED INKCHAPTER 36: SHOPPING FOR A
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EXTRAORDINARY SUGGESTIONCHAPTER 45: STRANGE AZOTHCHAPTER 46: JUST A
DREAMCHAPTER 47: THE TERRORSCHAPTER 48: NO PLACE IN THE WORLDCHAPTER
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WRATHCHAPTER 59: GRAY AS RAINCHAPTER 60: SOMETHING ODDCHAPTER 61: HOT
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FOR STRANGE THE DREAMERFor Alexandra, unique in the worldExplore book giveaways,
sneak peeks, deals, and more..PROLOGUEOn the second Sabbat of Twelfthmoon, in the city of
Weep, a girl fell from the sky.Her skin was blue, her blood was red.She broke over an iron gate,
crimping it on impact, and there she hung, impossibly arched, graceful as a temple dancer
swooning on a lover’s arm. One slick finial anchored her in place. Its point, protruding from her
sternum, glittered like a brooch. She fluttered briefly as her ghost shook loose, and torch ginger
buds rained out of her long hair.Later, they would say these had been hummingbird hearts and
not blossoms at all.They would say she hadn’t shed blood but wept it. That she was lewd,
tonguing her teeth at them, upside down and dying, that she vomited a serpent that turned to
smoke when it hit the ground. They would say a flock of moths came, frantic, and tried to lift her
away.That was true. Only that.They hadn’t a prayer, though. The moths were no bigger than the
startled mouths of children, and even dozens together could only pluck at the strands of her
darkening hair until their wings sagged, sodden with her blood. They were purled away with the
blossoms as a grit-choked gust came blasting down the street. The earth heaved underfoot. The
sky spun on its axis. A queer brilliance lanced through billowing smoke, and the people of Weep
had to squint against it. Blowing grit and hot light and the stink of saltpeter. There had been an



explosion. They might have died, all and easily, but only this girl had, shaken from some pocket
of the sky.Her feet were bare, her mouth stained damson. Her pockets were all full of plums. She
was young and lovely and surprised and dead.She was also blue.Blue as opals, pale blue. Blue
as cornflowers, or dragonfly wings, or a spring—not summer—sky.Someone screamed. The
scream drew others. The others screamed, too, not because a girl was dead, but because the
girl was blue, and this meant something in the city of Weep. Even after the sky stopped reeling,
and the earth settled, and the last fume spluttered from the blast site and dispersed, the
screams went on, feeding themselves from voice to voice, a virus of the air.The blue girl’s ghost
gathered itself and perched, bereft, upon the spearpoint-tip of the projecting finial, just an inch
above her own still chest. Gasping in shock, she tilted back her invisible head and gazed,
mournfully, up.The screams went on and on.And across the city, atop a monolithic wedge of
seamless, mirror-smooth metal, a statue stirred, as though awakened by the tumult, and slowly
lifted its great horned head.PART Ishrestha (SHRES·thuh) nounWhen a dream comes true—but
not for the dreamer.Archaic; from Shres, the bastard godof fortune, who was believed to
punishsupplicants for inadequate offerings bygranting their hearts’ desire to another. 1
MYSTERIES OF WEEPNames may be lost or forgotten. No one knew that better than Lazlo
Strange. He’d had another name first, but it had died like a song with no one left to sing it. Maybe
it had been an old family name, burnished by generations of use. Maybe it had been given to him
by someone who loved him. He liked to think so, but he had no idea. All he had were Lazlo and
Strange—Strange because that was the surname given to all foundlings in the Kingdom of
Zosma, and Lazlo after a monk’s tongueless uncle.“He had it cut out on a prison galley,” Brother
Argos told him when he was old enough to understand. “He was an eerie silent man, and you
were an eerie silent babe, so it came to me: Lazlo. I had to name so many babies that year I went
with whatever popped into my head.” He added, as an afterthought, “Didn’t think you’d live
anyway.”That was the year Zosma sank to its knees and bled great gouts of men into a war
about nothing. The war, of course, did not content itself with soldiers. Fields were burned;
villages, pillaged. Bands of displaced peasants roamed the razed countryside, fighting the crows
for gleanings. So many died that the tumbrils used to cart thieves to the gallows were
repurposed to carry orphans to the monasteries and convents. They arrived like shipments of
lambs, to hear the monks tell it, and with no more knowledge of their provenance than lambs,
either. Some were old enough to know their names at least, but Lazlo was just a baby, and an ill
one, no less.“Gray as rain, you were,” Brother Argos said. “Thought sure you’d die, but you ate
and you slept and your color came normal in time. Never cried, never once, and that was
unnatural, but we liked you for it fine. None of us became monks to be nursemaids.”To which the
child Lazlo replied, with fire in his soul, “And none of us became children to be orphans.”But an
orphan he was, and a Strange, and though he was prone to fantasy, he never had any delusions
about that. Even as a little boy, he understood that there would be no revelations. No one was
coming for him, and he would never know his own true name.Which is perhaps why the mystery
of Weep captured him so completely.There were two mysteries, actually: one old, one new. The



old one opened his mind, but it was the new one that climbed inside, turned several circles, and
settled in with a grunt—like a satisfied dragon in a cozy new lair. And there it would remain—the
mystery, in his mind—exhaling enigma for years to come.It had to do with a name, and the
discovery that, in addition to being lost or forgotten, they could also be stolen.He was five years
old when it happened, a charity boy at Zemonan Abbey, and he’d snuck away to the old orchard
that was the haunt of nightwings and lacewings to play by himself. It was early winter. The trees
were black and bare. His feet breached a crust of frost with every step, and the cloud of his
breath accompanied him like a chummy ghost.The Angelus rang, its bronze voice pouring
through the sheepfold and over the orchard walls in slow, rich waves. It was a call to prayer. If he
didn’t go in, he would be missed, and if he was missed, he would be whipped.He didn’t go
in.Lazlo was always finding ways to slip off on his own, and his legs were always striped from the
hazel switch that hung from a hook with his name on it. It was worth it. To get away from the
monks and the rules and the chores and the life that pinched like tight shoes.To play.“Turn back
now if you know what’s good for you,” he warned imaginary enemies. He held a “sword” in each
hand: black apple branches with the stout ends bound in twine to make hilts. He was a small,
underfed waif with cuts on his head where the monks nicked it, shaving it against lice, but he
held himself with exquisite dignity, and there could be no doubt that in his own mind, in that
moment, he was a warrior. And not just any warrior, but a Tizerkane, fiercest that ever was. “No
outsider,” he told his foes, “has ever set eyes on the forbidden city. And as long as I draw breath,
none ever will.”“We’re in luck, then,” the foes replied, and they were more real to him in the
twilight than the monks whose chanting drifted downhill from the abbey. “Because you won’t be
drawing breath for much longer.”Lazlo’s gray eyes narrowed to slits. “You think you can defeat
me?”The black trees danced. His breath-ghost scudded away on a gust, only to be replaced by
another. His shadow splayed out huge before him, and his mind gleamed with ancient wars and
winged beings, a mountain of melted demon bones and the city on the far side of it—a city that
had vanished in the mists of time.This was the old mystery.It had come to him from a senile
monk, Brother Cyrus. He was an invalid, and it fell to the charity boys to bring him his meals. He
wasn’t kind. No grandfather figure, no mentor. He had a terrible grip, and was known to hold the
boys by the wrist for hours, forcing them to repeat nonsense catechisms and confess to all
manner of wickedness they could scarce understand, let alone have committed. They all had a
terror of him and his gnarled raptor hands, and the bigger boys, sooner than protect the smaller,
sent them to his lair in their stead. Lazlo was as scared as the rest, yet he volunteered to bring all
the meals.Why?Because Brother Cyrus told stories.Stories were not smiled upon at the abbey.
At best, they distracted from spiritual contemplation. At worst, they honored false gods and
festered into sin. But Brother Cyrus had gone beyond such strictures. His mind had slipped its
moorings. He never seemed to understand where he was, and his confusion infuriated him. His
face grew clenched and red. Spittle flew when he ranted. But he had his moments of calm: when
he slipped through some cellar door in his memory, back to his boyhood and the stories his
grandmother used to tell him. He couldn’t remember the other monks’ names, or even the



prayers that had been his vocation for decades, but the stories poured from him, and Lazlo
listened. He listened the way a cactus drinks rain.In the south and east of the continent of Namaa
—far, far from northerly Zosma—there was a vast desert called the Elmuthaleth, the crossing of
which was an art perfected by few and fiercely guarded against all others. Somewhere across its
emptiness lay a city that had never been seen. It was a rumor, a fable, but it was a rumor and
fable from which marvels emerged, carried by camels across the desert to fire the imaginations
of folk the world over.The city had a name.The men who drove the camels, who brought the
marvels, they told the name and they told stories, and the name and the stories made their way,
with the marvels, to distant lands, where they conjured visions of glittering domes and tame
white stags, women so beautiful they melted the mind, and men whose scimitars blinded with
their shine.For centuries this was so. Wings of palaces were devoted to the marvels, and shelves
of libraries to the stories. Traders grew rich. Adventurers grew bold, and went to find the city for
themselves. None returned. It was forbidden to faranji—outsiders—who, if they survived the
Elmuthaleth crossing, were executed as spies. Not that that stopped them from trying. Forbid a
man something and he craves it like his soul’s salvation, all the more so when that something is
the source of incomparable riches.Many tried.None ever returned.The desert horizon birthed
sun after sun, and it seemed as if nothing would ever change. But then, two hundred years ago,
the caravans stopped coming. In the western outposts of the Elmuthaleth—Alkonost and others
—they watched for the heat-distorted silhouettes of camel trains to emerge from the emptiness
as they always had, but they did not.And they did not.And they did not.There were no more
camels, no more men, no more marvels, and no more stories. Ever. That was the last that was
ever heard from the forbidden city, the unseen city, the lost city, and this was the mystery that
had opened Lazlo’s mind like a door.What had happened? Did the city still exist? He wanted to
know everything. He learned to coax Brother Cyrus into that place of reverie, and he collected
the stories like treasure. Lazlo owned nothing, not one single thing, but from the first, the stories
felt like his own hoard of gold.The domes of the city, Brother Cyrus said, were all connected by
silk ribbons, and children balanced upon them like tightrope walkers, dashing from palace to
palace in capes of colored feathers. No doors were ever closed to them, and even the birdcages
were open for the birds to come and go as they pleased, and wondrous fruits grew everywhere,
ripe for the plucking, and cakes were left out on window ledges, free for the taking.Lazlo had
never even seen cake, let alone tasted it, and he’d been whipped for eating windfall apples that
were more worm than fruit. These visions of freedom and plenty bewitched him. Certainly, they
distracted from spiritual contemplation, but in the same way that the sight of a shooting star
distracts from the ache of an empty belly. They marked his first consideration that there might be
other ways of living than the one he knew. Better, sweeter ways.The streets of the city, Brother
Cyrus said, were tiled with lapis lazuli and kept scrupulously clean so as not to soil the long, long
hair the ladies wore loose and trailing behind them like bolts of blackest silk. Elegant white stags
roamed the streets like citizens, and reptiles big as men drifted in the river. The first were
spectrals, and the substance of their antlers—spectralys, or lys—was more precious than gold.



The second were svytagors, whose pink blood was an elixir of immortality. There were ravids, too
—great cats with fangs like scythes—and birds that mimicked human voices, and scorpions
whose sting imparted superhuman strength.And there were the Tizerkane warriors.They wielded
blades called hreshtek, sharp enough to slice a man off his shadow, and kept scorpions in brass
cages hooked to their belts. Before battle, they would thrust a finger through a small opening to
be stung, and under the influence of the venom, they were unstoppable.“You think you can
defeat me?” Lazlo defied his orchard foes.“There are a hundred of us,” they replied, “and only
one of you. What do you think?”“I think you should believe every story you’ve ever heard about
the Tizerkane, and turn around and go home!”Their laughter sounded like the creaking of
branches, and Lazlo had no choice but to fight. He poked his finger into the little lopsided cage
of twigs and twine that dangled from his rope belt. There was no scorpion in it, only a beetle
stunned by the cold, but he gritted his teeth against an imagined sting and felt venom bloom
power in his blood. And then he lifted his blades, arms raised in a V, and roared.He roared the
city’s name. Like thunder, like an avalanche, like the war cry of the seraphim who had come on
wings of fire and cleansed the world of demons. His foes stumbled. They gaped. The venom
sang in him, and he was something more than human. He was a whirlwind. He was a god. They
tried to fight, but they were no match for him. His swords flashed lightning as, two by two, he
disarmed them all.In the thick of play, his daydreams were so vivid that a glimpse of reality would
have shocked him. If he could have stood apart and seen the little boy crashing through the frost-
stiff bracken, waving branches around, he would scarcely have recognized himself, so deeply
did he inhabit the warrior in his mind’s eye, who had just disarmed a hundred enemies and sent
them staggering home. In triumph, he tipped back his head, and let out a cry of…… a cry
of…“Weep!”He froze, confused. The word had broken from his mouth like a curse, leaving an
aftertaste of tears. He had reached for the city’s name, as he had just a moment ago, but… it
was gone. He tried again, and again found Weep instead. It was like putting out his hand for a
flower and coming back with a slug or sodden handkerchief. His mind recoiled from it. He
couldn’t stop trying, though, and each time was worse than the one before. He groped for what
he knew had been there, and all he fished up was the awful word Weep, slick with wrongness,
damp as bad dreams, and tinged with its residue of salt. His mouth curled with its bitterness. A
feeling of vertigo swept over him, and the mad certainty that it had been taken.It had been taken
from his mind.He felt sick, robbed. Diminished. He raced back up the slope, scrabbling over low
stone walls, and pelted through the sheepfold, past the garden and through the cloister, still
gripping his apple branch swords. He saw no one, but was seen. There was a rule against
running, and anyway, he ought to have been at vespers. He ran straight to Brother Cyrus’s cell
and shook him awake. “The name,” he said, gasping for breath. “The name is missing. The city
from the stories, tell me its name!”He knew deep down that he hadn’t forgotten it, that this was
something else, something dark and strange, but there was still the chance that maybe, maybe
Brother Cyrus would remember, and all would be well.But Brother Cyrus said, “What do you
mean, you fool boy? It’s Weep—” And Lazlo had just time to see the old man’s face buckle with



confusion before a hand closed on his collar and yanked him out the door.“Wait,” he implored.
“Please.” To no avail. He was dragged all the way to the abbot’s office, and when they whipped
him this time, it wasn’t with his hazel switch, which hung in a row with all the other boys’
switches, but one of his apple boughs. He was no Tizerkane now. Never mind a hundred
enemies; he was disarmed by a single monk and beaten with his own sword. Some hero. He
limped for weeks, and was forbidden from seeing Brother Cyrus, who’d grown so agitated by his
visit that he’d had to be sedated.There were no more stories after that, and no more escapes—
at least, not into the orchard, or anywhere outside his own mind. The monks kept a sharp eye on
him, determined to keep him free of sin—and of joy, which, if not explicitly a sin, at least clears a
path to it. He was kept busy. If he wasn’t working, he was praying. If he wasn’t praying, he was
working, always under “adequate supervision” to prevent his vanishing like a wild creature into
the trees. At night he slept, exhausted as a gravedigger, too tired even to dream. It did seem as
though the fire in him was smothered, the thunder and the avalanche, the war cry and the
whirlwind, all stamped out.As for the name of the vanished city, it had vanished, too. Lazlo would
always remember the feel of it in his mind, though. It had felt like calligraphy, if calligraphy were
written in honey, and that was as close to it as he—or anyone—could come. It wasn’t just him
and Brother Cyrus. Wherever the name had been found—printed on the spines of books that
held its stories, in the old, yellowed ledgers of merchants who’d bought its goods, and woven
into the memories of anyone who’d ever heard it—it was simply erased, and Weep was left in its
place.This was the new mystery.This, he never doubted, was magic. 2 THE DREAM CHOOSES
THE DREAMERLazlo grew up.No one would ever call him lucky, but it could have been worse.
Among the monasteries that took in foundlings, one was a flagellant order. Another raised hogs.
But Zemonan Abbey was famous for its scriptorium. The boys were early trained to copy—
though not to read; he had to teach himself that part—and those with any skill were drafted into
scribing. Skill he had, and he might have stayed there his whole life, bent over a desk, his neck
growing forward instead of upright, had not the brothers taken ill one day from bad fish. This was
luck, or perhaps fate. Some manuscripts were expected at the Great Library of Zosma, and
Lazlo was charged to deliver them.He never came back.The Great Library was no mere place to
keep books. It was a walled city for poets and astronomers and every shade of thinker in
between. It encompassed not only the vast archives, but the university, too, together with
laboratories and glasshouses, medical theaters and music rooms, and even a celestial
observatory. All this occupied what had been the royal palace before the current queen’s
grandfather built a finer one straddling the Eder and gifted this one to the Scholars’ Guild. It
ranged across the top of Zosimos Ridge, which knifed up from Zosma City like a shark’s fin, and
was visible from miles away.Lazlo was in a state of awe from the moment he passed through the
gates. His mouth actually fell open when he saw the Pavilion of Thought. That was the grandiose
name for the ballroom that now housed the library’s philosophy texts. Shelves rose forty feet
under an astonishing painted ceiling, and the spines of books glowed in jewel-toned leather,
their gold leaf shining in the glavelight like animal eyes. The glaves themselves were perfect



polished spheres, hanging by the hundreds and emitting a purer white light than he’d ever seen
from the rough, ruddy stones that lit the abbey. Men in gray robes rode upon wheeled ladders,
seeming to float through the air, scrolls flapping behind them like wings as they rolled from shelf
to shelf.It was impossible that he should leave this place. He was like a traveler in an enchanted
wood. Every step deeper bewitched him further, and deeper he did go, from room to room as
though guided by instinct, down secret stairs to a sublevel where dust lay thick on books
undisturbed for years. He disturbed them. It seemed to him that he awoke them, and they awoke
him.He was thirteen, and he hadn’t played Tizerkane for years. He hadn’t played anything, or
strayed out of step. At the abbey, he was one more gray-clad figure going where he was told,
working, praying, chanting, praying, working, praying, sleeping. Few of the brothers even
remembered his wildness now. It seemed all gone out of him.In fact, it had just gone deep. The
stories were still there, every word that Brother Cyrus had ever told him. He cherished them like
a little stash of gold in a corner of his mind.That day, the stash grew bigger. Much bigger. The
books under the dust, they were stories. Folktales, fairy tales, myths, and legends. They
spanned the whole world. They went back centuries, and longer, and whole shelves of them—
entire, beautiful shelves—were stories of Weep. He lifted one down with more reverence than
he’d ever felt for the sacred texts at the abbey, blew off the dust, and began to read.He was
found days later by a senior librarian, but only because the man was looking for him, a letter from
the abbot in the pocket of his robes. Elsewise, Lazlo might have lived down there like a boy in a
cave for who knows how long. He might have grown feral: the wild boy of the Great Library,
versed in three dead languages and all the tales ever written in them, but ragged as a beggar in
the alleys of the Grin.Instead, he was taken on as an apprentice.“The library knows its own
mind,” old Master Hyrrokkin told him, leading him back up the secret stairs. “When it steals a boy,
we let it keep him.”Lazlo couldn’t have belonged at the library more truly if he were a book
himself. In the days that followed—and then the months and years, as he grew into a man—he
was rarely to be seen without one open in front of his face. He read while he walked. He read
while he ate. The other librarians suspected he somehow read while he slept, or perhaps didn’t
sleep at all. On the occasions that he did look up from the page, he would seem as though he
were awakening from a dream. “Strange the dreamer,” they called him. “That dreamer, Strange.”
And it didn’t help that he sometimes walked into walls while reading, or that his favorite books
hailed from that dusty sublevel where no one else cared to go. He drifted about with his head full
of myths, always at least half lost in some otherland of story. Demons and wingsmiths, seraphim
and spirits, he loved it all. He believed in magic, like a child, and in ghosts, like a peasant. His
nose was broken by a falling volume of fairy tales his first day on the job, and that, they said, told
you everything you needed to know about strange Lazlo Strange: head in the clouds, world of
his own, fairy tales and fancy.That was what they meant when they called him a dreamer, and
they weren’t wrong, but they missed the main point. Lazlo was a dreamer in more profound a
way than they knew. That is to say, he had a dream—a guiding and abiding one, so much a part
of him it was like a second soul inside his skin. The landscape of his mind was all given over to it.



It was a deep and ravishing landscape, and a daring and magnificent dream. Too daring, too
magnificent for the likes of him. He knew that, but the dream chooses the dreamer, not the other
way around.“What’s that you’re reading, Strange?” asked Master Hyrrokkin, hobbling up behind
him at the Enquiries desk. “Love letter, I hope.”The old librarian expressed this wish more often
than was seemly, undaunted that the answer was always no. Lazlo was on the verge of making
his usual response, but paused, considering. “In a way,” he said, and held out the paper, which
was brittle and yellowed with age.A gleam lit Master Hyrrokkin’s faded brown eyes, but when he
adjusted his spectacles and looked at the page, the gleam winked out. “This appears to be a
receipt,” he observed.“Ah, but a receipt for what?”Skeptical, Master Hyrrokkin squinted to read,
then gave a crack of a laugh that turned every head in the huge, hushed room. They were in the
Pavilion of Thought. Scholars in scarlet robes were hunched at long tables, and they all looked
up from their scrolls and tomes, eyes grim with disapproval. Master Hyrrokkin bobbed a nod of
apology and handed Lazlo back the paper, which was an old bill for a very large shipment of
aphrodisiacs to a long-dead king. “Seems he wasn’t called the Amorous King for his poetry, eh?
But what are you doing? Tell me this isn’t what it looks like. For god’s sake, boy. Tell me you
aren’t archiving receipts on your free day.”Lazlo was a boy no longer, no trace remaining—
outwardly—of the small bald foundling with cuts on his head. He was tall now, and he’d let his
hair grow long once he was free of the monks and their dull razors. It was dark and heavy and he
tied it back with bookbinder’s twine and spared it very little thought. His brows were dark and
heavy, too, his features strong and broad. “Rough-hewn,” some might have said, or even
“thuggish” on account of his broken nose, which made a sharp angle in profile, and from the front
skewed distinctly to the left. He had a raw, rugged look—and sound, too: his voice low and
masculine and not at all smooth, as though it had been left out in the weather. In all this, his
dreamer’s eyes were incongruous: gray and wide and guileless. Just now they weren’t quite
meeting Master Hyrrokkin’s gaze. “Of course not,” he said unconvincingly. “What kind of maniac
would archive receipts on his free day?”“Then what are you doing?”He shrugged. “A steward
found an old box of bills in a cellar. I’m just having a look.”“Well, it’s a shocking waste of youth.
How old are you now? Eighteen?”“Twenty,” Lazlo reminded him, though in truth he couldn’t be
certain, having chosen a birthday at random when he was a boy. “And you wasted your youth the
same way.”“And I’m a cautionary tale! Look at me.” Lazlo did. He saw a soft, stooped creature of
a man whose dandelion-fluff hair, beard, and brows encroached upon his face to such a degree
that only his sharp little nose and round spectacles showed. He looked, Lazlo thought, like an
owlet fallen out of its nest. “Do you want to end your days a half-blind troglodyte hobbling
through the bowels of the library?” the old man demanded. “Get out of doors, Strange. Breathe
air, see things. A man should have squint lines from looking at the horizon, not just from reading
in dim light.”“What’s a horizon?” Lazlo asked, straight-faced. “Is it like the end of an aisle of
books?”“No,” said Master Hyrrokkin. “Not in any way.”Lazlo smiled and went back to the receipts.
Well, that word made them sound dull, even in his head. They were old cargo manifests, which
sounded marginally more thrilling, from a time when the palace had been the royal residence



and goods had come from every corner of the world. He wasn’t archiving them. He was
skimming them for the telltale flourishes of a particular rare alphabet. He was looking, as he
always was on some level, for hints of the Unseen City—which was how he chose to think of it,
since Weep still brought the taste of tears. “I’ll go in a moment,” he assured Master Hyrrokkin. It
might not have seemed like it, but he took the old man’s words to heart. He had, in fact, no wish
to end his days at the library—half blind or otherwise—and every hope of earning his squint lines
by looking at the horizon.The horizon he wished to look at, however, was very far away.And also,
incidentally, forbidden.Master Hyrrokkin gestured to a window. “You’re at least aware, I hope, that
it’s summer out there?” When Lazlo didn’t respond, he added, “Large orange orb in the sky, low
necklines on the fairer sex. Any of this ring a bell?” Still nothing. “Strange?”“What?” Lazlo looked
up. He hadn’t heard a word. He’d found what he was looking for—a sheaf of bills from the
Unseen City—and it had stolen his attention away.The old librarian gave a theatrical sigh. “Do as
you will,” he said, half doom and half resignation. “Just take care. The books may be immortal,
but we are not. You go down to the stacks one morning, and by the time you come up, you’ve a
beard down to your belly and have never once composed a poem to a girl you met ice-skating
on the Eder.”“Is that how one meets girls?” asked Lazlo, only half in jest. “Well, the river won’t
freeze for months. I have time to rally my courage.”“Bah! Girls are not a hibernal phenomenon.
Go now. Pick some flowers and find one to give them to. It’s as simple as that. Look for kind eyes
and wide hips, do you hear me? Hips, boy. You haven’t lived until you’ve laid your head on a
nice, soft—”Mercifully, he was interrupted by the approach of a scholar.Lazlo could as easily will
his skin to turn color as he could approach and speak to a girl, let alone lay his head on a nice,
soft anything. Between the abbey and the library, he had hardly known a female person, much
less a young female person, and even if he’d had the faintest idea what to say to one, he didn’t
imagine that many would welcome the overtures of a penniless junior librarian with a crooked
nose and the ignominious name of Strange.The scholar left, and Master Hyrrokkin resumed his
lecture. “Life won’t just happen to you, boy,” he said. “You have to happen to it. Remember: The
spirit grows sluggish when you neglect the passions.”“My spirit is fine.”“Then you’re going sadly
wrong. You’re young. Your spirit shouldn’t be ‘fine.’ It should be effervescent.”The “spirit” in
question wasn’t the soul. Nothing so abstract. It was spirit of the body—the clear fluid pumped
by the second heart through its own network of vessels, subtler and more mysterious than the
primary vascular system. Its function wasn’t properly understood by science. You could live even
if your second heart stopped and the spirit hardened in your veins. But it did have some
connection to vitality, or “passion,” as Master Hyrrokkin said, and those without it were
emotionless, lethargic. Spiritless.“Worry about your own spirit,” Lazlo told him. “It’s not too late for
you. I’m sure plenty of widows would be delighted to be wooed by such a romantic
troglodyte.”“Don’t be impertinent.”“Don’t be imperious.”Master Hyrrokkin sighed. “I miss the days
when you lived in fear of me. However short-lived they were.”Lazlo laughed. “You had the monks
to thank for those. They taught me to fear my elders. You taught me not to, and for that, I’ll always
be grateful.” He said it warmly, and then—he couldn’t help himself—his eyes flickered toward the



papers in his hand.The old man saw and let out a huff of exasperation. “Fine, fine. Enjoy your
receipts. I’m not giving up on you, though. What’s the point of being old if you can’t beleaguer the
young with your vast stores of wisdom?”“And what’s the point of being young if you can’t ignore
all advice?”Master Hyrrokkin grumbled and turned his attention to the stack of folios that had
just been returned to the desk. Lazlo turned his to his small discovery. Silence reigned in the
Pavilion of Thought, broken only by the wheels of ladders and the shush of pages turning.And,
after a moment, by a low, slow whistle from Lazlo, whose discovery, it transpired, wasn’t so small
after all.Master Hyrrokkin perked up. “More love potions?”“No,” said Lazlo. “Look.”The old man
performed his usual adjustment of spectacles and peered at the paper. “Ah,” he said with the air
of the long-suffering. “Mysteries of Weep. I might have known.”Weep. The name struck Lazlo as
an unpleasant twinge behind his eyes. The condescension struck him, too, but it didn’t surprise
him. Generally, he kept his fascination to himself. No one understood it, much less shared it.
There had been, once upon a time, a great deal of curiosity surrounding the vanished city and its
fate, but after two centuries, it had become little more than a fable. And as for the uncanny
business of the name, in the world at large it hadn’t caused much stir. Only Lazlo had felt it
happen. Others had learned of it later, through a slow trickle of rumors, and to them it just felt like
something they’d forgotten. Some did whisper of a conspiracy or a trick, but most decided, firmly
closing a door in their minds, that it had always been Weep, and any claims to the contrary were
nonsense and fairy dust. There just wasn’t any other explanation that made sense.Certainly not
magic.Lazlo knew that Master Hyrrokkin wasn’t interested, but he was too excited to mind. “Just
read it,” he said, and held the paper under the old man’s nose.Master Hyrrokkin did, and failed to
be impressed. “Well, what of it?”What of it? Among the goods listed—spice and silk and the like
—was an entry for svytagor blood candy. Up until now, Lazlo had only ever seen it referred to in
tales. It was considered folklore—that the river monsters even existed, let alone that their pink
blood was harvested as an elixir of immortality. But here it was, bought and paid for by the royal
house of Zosma. There might as well have been an entry for dragon scales. “Blood candy,” he
said, pointing. “Don’t you see? It was real.”Master Hyrrokkin snorted. “This makes it real? If it was
real, whoever ate it would still be alive to tell you so.”“Not so,” argued Lazlo. “In the stories, you
were only immortal so long as you kept eating it, and that wouldn’t have been possible once the
shipments stopped.” He pointed out the date on the bill. “This is two hundred years old. It might
even have come from the last caravan.”The last caravan ever to emerge from the Elmuthaleth.
Lazlo imagined an empty desert, a setting sun. As always, anything touching on the mysteries
had a quickening effect on him, like a drumbeat pulling at his pulse—at both his pulses, blood
and spirit, the rhythms of his two hearts interwoven like the syncopation of two hands beating at
different drums.When he first came to the library, he’d thought surely he would find answers
here. There were the books of stories in the dusty sublevel, of course, but there was so much
more than that. The very history of the world, it had seemed to him, was all bound into covers or
rolled into scrolls and archived on the shelves of this wondrous place. In his naïveté, he’d
thought even the secrets must be hidden away here, for those with the will and patience to look



for them. He had both, and for seven years now he’d been looking. He’d searched old journals
and bundled correspondences, spies’ reports, maps and treaties, trade ledgers and the minutes
of royal secretaries, and anything else he could dig up. And the more he learned, the more the
little stash of treasure had grown, until it spilled from its corner to quite fill his mind.It had also
spilled onto paper.As a boy at the abbey, stories had been Lazlo’s only wealth. He was richer
now. Now he had books.His books were his books, you understand: his words, penned in his
own hand and bound with his own neat stitches. No gold leaf on leather, like the books in the
Pavilion of Thought. These were humble. In the beginning, he’d fished paper from the bins, half-
used sheets that thriftless scholars had tossed away, and he’d made do with the snipped ends of
binder’s twine from the book infirmary where they made repairs. Ink was hard to come by, but
here, too, scholars unwittingly helped. They threw away bottles that still had a good quarter inch
at the bottom. He’d had to water it down, so his earliest volumes were filled with pale ghost
words, but after a few years, he’d begun to draw a pittance of a salary that enabled him to at
least buy ink.He had a lot of books, all lined up on the window ledge in his little room. They
contained seven years of research and every hint and tidbit that was to be found about Weep
and its pair of mysteries.They did not contain answers to them.Somewhere along the way, Lazlo
had accepted that the answers weren’t here, not in all these tomes on all these great, vast
shelves. And how could they be? Had he imagined that the library had omniscient fairies on staff
to record everything that happened in the world, no matter how secret, or how far away? No. If
the answers were anywhere, they were in the south and east of the continent of Namaa, on the
far side of the Elmuthaleth, whence no one had ever returned.Did the Unseen City still stand?
Did its people yet live? What happened two hundred years ago? What happened fifteen years
ago?What power could erase a name from the minds of the world?Lazlo wanted to go and find
out. That was his dream, daring and magnificent: to go there, half across the world, and solve
the mysteries for himself.It was impossible, of course.But when did that ever stop any dreamer
from dreaming? 3 THE COMPLETE WORKS OF LAZLO STRANGEMaster Hyrrokkin was
immune to Lazlo’s wonder. “They’re stories, boy. Stuff and fantasy. There was no elixir of
immortality. If anything, it was just sugared blood.”“But look at the price,” Lazlo insisted. “Would
they have paid that for sugared blood?”“What do we know of what kings will pay? That’s proof of
nothing but a rich man’s gullibility.”Lazlo’s excitement began to wane. “You’re right,” he admitted.
The receipt proved that something called blood candy had been purchased, but nothing more
than that. He wasn’t ready to give up, though. “It suggests, at least, that svytagors were real.” He
paused. “Maybe.”“What if they were?” said Master Hyrrokkin. “We’ll never know.” He put a hand
on Lazlo’s shoulder. “You’re not a child anymore. Isn’t it time to let all this go?” He had no visible
mouth, his smile discernible only as a ripple where his dandelion-fluff mustache overlapped his
beard. “You’ve plenty of work for little enough pay. Why add more for none? No one’s going to
thank you for it. Our job is to find books. Leave it to the scholars to find answers.”He meant well.
Lazlo knew that. The old man was a creature of the library through and through. Its caste system
was, to him, the just rule of a perfect world. Within these walls, scholars were the aristocracy,



and everyone else their servants—especially the librarians, whose directive was to support them
in their important work. Scholars were graduates of the universities. Librarians were not. They
might have the minds for it, but none had the gold. Their apprenticeship was their education,
and, depending on the librarian, it might surpass a scholar’s own. But a butler might surpass his
master in gentility and remain, nevertheless, the butler. So it was for librarians. They weren’t
forbidden to study, so long as it didn’t interfere with their duties, but it was understood that it was
for their personal enlightenment alone, and made no contribution to the world’s body of
knowledge.“Why let scholars have all the fun?” Lazlo asked. “Besides, no one studies
Weep.”“That’s because it’s a dead subject,” Master Hyrrokkin said. “Scholars occupy their minds
with important matters.” He placed gentle emphasis on important.And just then, as if to illustrate
his point, the doors swung open and a scholar strode in.The Pavilion of Thought had been a
ballroom; its doors were twice the height of normal doors, and more than twice the width. Most
scholars who came and went found it adequate to open one of them, then quietly close it behind
himself, but not this man. He laid a hand to each massive door and thrust, and by the time they
hit the walls and shuddered he was well through them, boot heels ringing on the marble floor, his
long, sure stride unhindered by the swish of robes. He disdained full regalia, except on
ceremonial occasions, and dressed instead in impeccable coats and breeches, with tall black
riding boots and a dueling blade at his side. His only nod to scholar’s scarlet was his cravat,
which was always of that color. He was no ordinary scholar, this man, but the apotheosis of
scholars: the most famous personage in Zosma, save the queen and the hierarch, and the most
popular, bar none. He was young and glorious and golden. He was Thyon Nero the alchemist,
second son of the Duke of Vaal, and godson to the queen.Heads lifted at the jarring of the doors,
but unlike the irritation mirrored on all faces when Master Hyrrokkin had laughed, this time they
registered surprise before shifting into adulation or envy.Master Hyrrokkin’s reaction was pure
adulation. He lit up like a glave at the sight of the alchemist. Once upon a time, Lazlo would have
done the same. Not anymore, though no one was looking at him to notice the way he froze like a
prey creature and seemed to shrink at the approach of “the golden godson,” whose purposeful
stride carried him straight to the Enquiries desk.This visit was out of the ordinary. Thyon Nero
had assistants to perform such tasks for him. “My lord,” said Master Hyrrokkin, straightening as
much as his old back would allow. “It’s so good of you to visit us. But you needn’t trouble yourself
to come in person. We know you’ve more important things to attend to than running errands.”
The librarian shot Lazlo a sideward glance. Here, in case Lazlo might miss his meaning, was the
best possible example of a scholar occupying his mind with “important matters.”And with what
important matters did Thyon Nero occupy his mind?With no less than the animating principle of
the universe: “azoth,” the secret essence alchemists had sought for centuries. He had distilled it
at the age of sixteen, enabling him to work miracles, among them the highest aspiration of the
ancient art: the transmutation of lead into gold.“That’s good of you, Hyrrokkin,” said this paragon,
who had the face of a god, in addition to the mind of one. “But I thought I’d better come myself”—
he held up a rolled request form—“so that there could be no question whether this was a



mistake.”“A mistake? There was no need, my lord,” Master Hyrrokkin assured him. “There could
be no quibbling with a request of yours, no matter who delivered it. We’re here to serve, not to
question.”“I’m glad to hear that,” said Nero, with the smile that had been known to render parlors
full of ladies mute and dazed. And then he looked at Lazlo.It was so unexpected, it was like
sudden immersion in ice water. Lazlo hadn’t moved since the doors burst open. This was what
he did when Thyon Nero was near: He seized up and felt as invisible as the alchemist pretended
he was. He was accustomed to cutting silence, and a cool gaze that slid past him as though he
didn’t exist, so the look came as a shock, and his words, when he spoke, an even greater one.
“And you, Strange? Are you here to serve, or to question?” He was cordial, but his blue eyes
held a brightness that filled Lazlo with dread.“To serve, my lord,” he answered, his voice as brittle
as the papers in his hands.“Good.” Nero held his gaze, and Lazlo had to battle the urge to look
away. They stared at each other, the alchemist and the librarian. They held a secret between
them, and it burned like alchemical fire. Even old Master Hyrrokkin felt it, and glanced uneasily
between the two young men. Nero looked like a prince from some saga told by firelight, all luster
and gleam. Lazlo’s skin hadn’t been gray since he was a baby, but his librarian’s robes were, and
his eyes, too, as though that color were his fate. He was quiet, and had a shadow’s talent for
passing unremarked, while Thyon drew all eyes like a flare. Everything about him was as crisp
and elegant as freshly pressed silk. He was shaved by a manservant with a blade sharpened
daily, and his tailor’s bill could have fed a village.By contrast, Lazlo was all rough edges: burlap
to Nero’s silk. His robe had not been new even when it came to him a year ago. Its hem was
frayed from dragging up and down the rough stone steps of the stacks, and it was large, so the
shape of him was quite lost within it. They were the same height, but Nero stood as though
posing for a sculptor, while Lazlo’s shoulders were curved in a posture of wariness. What did
Nero want?Nero turned back to the old man. He held his head high, as though conscious of the
perfection of his jawline, and when speaking to someone shorter than himself, lowered only his
eyes, not his head. He handed over the request form.Master Hyrrokkin unrolled the paper,
adjusted his spectacles, and read it. And… readjusted his spectacles, and read it again. He
looked up at Nero. And then he looked at Lazlo, and Lazlo knew. He knew what the request was
for. A numbness spread through him. He felt as though his blood and spirit had both ceased to
circulate, and the breath in his lungs, too.“Have them delivered to my palace,” Nero said.Master
Hyrrokkin opened his mouth, confounded, but no sound came out. He glanced at Lazlo again,
and the glavelight shone on his spectacles so that Lazlo couldn’t see his eyes.“Do you need me
to write out the address?” Nero asked. His affability was all sham. Everyone knew the riverfront
palace of pale-pink marble gifted him by the queen, and he knew they knew. The address was
hardly the issue.“My lord, of course not,” said Master Hyrrokkin. “It’s just, ah…”“Is there a
problem?” asked Nero, his pleasant tone belied by the sharpness of his eyes.Yes, Lazlo thought.
Yes, there is a problem, but Master Hyrrokkin quailed under the look. “No, my lord. I’m sure… I’m
sure it’s an honor,” and the words were a knife in Lazlo’s back.“Excellent,” said Nero. “That’s that,
then. I’ll expect delivery this evening.” And he left as he had come, boot heels ringing on the



marble floor and all eyes following.Lazlo turned to Master Hyrrokkin. His hearts hadn’t stopped
beating after all. They were fast and irregular, like a pair of trapped moths. “Tell me it isn’t,” he
said.Still confounded, the old librarian just held out the request form. Lazlo took it. He read it. His
hands shook. It was what he thought:In Nero’s bold, sweeping script was written: The Complete
Works of Lazlo Strange.Master Hyrrokkin asked, in utter mystification, “What in the world could
Thyon Nero want with your books?” 4 THE BASTARD GOD OF FORTUNEThe alchemist and
the librarian, they couldn’t have been more different—as though Shres, the bastard god of
fortune, had stood them side by side and divided his basket of gifts between them: every gift to
Thyon Nero, one by one, until the very last, which he dropped in the dirt at Lazlo’s feet.“Make
what you can of that,” he might have said, if there were such a god, and he was feeling
spiteful.To Thyon Nero: birth, wealth, privilege, looks, charm, brilliance.And to Lazlo Strange, to
pick up and dust off, the one thing left over: honor.It might have been better for him if Nero got
that one, too.Like Lazlo, Thyon Nero was born during the war, but war, like fortune, doesn’t touch
all folk with the same hand. He grew up in his father’s castle, far from the sight and smell of
suffering, much less the experience of it. On the same day that a gray and nameless infant was
plunked on a cart bound for Zemonan Abbey, a golden one was christened Thyon—after the
warrior-saint who drove the barbarians out of Zosma—in a lavish ceremony attended by half the
court. He was a clever, beautiful child, and though his elder brother would inherit the title and
lands, he claimed all else—love, attention, laughter, praise—and he claimed it loudly. If Lazlo
was a silent baby, harshly raised by resentful monks, Thyon was a small, charming tyrant who
demanded everything and was given even more.Lazlo slept in a barracks of boys, went to bed
hungry, and woke up cold.Thyon’s boyhood bed was shaped like a war brig, complete with real
sails and riggings, and even miniature cannons, so heavy it took the strength of two maids to
rock him to sleep. His hair was of such an astonishing color—as the sun in frescoes, where you
might stare at it without burning out your eyes—that it was allowed to grow long, though this was
not the fashion for boys. It was only cut on his ninth birthday, to be woven into an elaborate
neckpiece for his godmother, the queen. She wore it, and—to the dismay of goldsmiths—
spawned a fashion for human-hair jewelry, though none of the imitations could compare with the
original in brilliance.Thyon’s nickname, “the golden godson,” was with him from his christening,
and perhaps it ordained his path. Names have power, and he was, from infancy, associated with
gold. It was fitting, then, that when he entered the university, he made his place in the college of
alchemy.What was alchemy? It was metallurgy wrapped in mysticism. The pursuit of the spiritual
by way of the material. The great and noble effort to master the elements in order to achieve
purity, perfection, and divinity.Oh, and gold.Let’s not forget gold. Kings wanted it. Alchemists
promised it—had been promising it for centuries, and if they achieved purity and perfection in
anything, it was the purity and perfection of their failure to produce it.Thyon, thirteen years old
and sharp as the point of a viper’s fang, had looked around him at the cryptic rituals and
philosophies and seen it all as obfuscation cooked up to excuse that failure. Look how
complicated this is, alchemists said, even as they made it so. Everything was outlandish. Initiates



were required to swear an oath upon an emerald said to have been pried from the brow of a
fallen angel, and when presented with this artifact, Thyon laughed. He refused to swear on it,
and flat refused to study the esoteric texts, which he called “the consolation of would-be wizards
cursed to live in a world without magic.”“You, young man, have the soul of a blacksmith,” the
master of alchemy told him in a cold rage.“Better than the soul of a charlatan,” Thyon shot back.
“I would sooner swear an oath on an anvil and do honest work than dupe the world with make-
believe.”And so it was that the golden godson swore his oath on a blacksmith’s anvil instead of
the angel’s emerald. Anyone else would have been expelled, but he had the queen’s favor, and
so the old guard had no choice but to stand aside and let him do his own work in his own way.
He cared only for the material side of things: the nature of elements, the essence and mutability
of matter. He was ambitious, meticulous, and intuitive. Fire, water, and air yielded up secrets to
him. Minerals revealed their hidden properties. And at fifteen, to the deep dismay of the “would-
be wizards,” he performed the first transmutation in western history—not gold, alas, but lead into
bismuth—and did so, as he said, without recourse to “spirits or spells.” It was a triumph, for
which he was rewarded by his godmother with a laboratory of his own. It took over the grand old
church at the Great Library, and no expense was spared. The queen dubbed it “the
Chrysopoesium”—from chrysopoeia, the transmutation of base metal into gold—and she wore
her necklace of his hair when she came to present it to him. They walked arm in arm in matching
gold: his on his head, hers on her neck, and soldiers marched behind them, clad in gold
surcoats commissioned for the occasion.Lazlo stood in the crowd that day, awed by the
spectacle and by the brilliant golden boy who had always seemed to him like a character from a
story—a young hero blessed by fortune, rising to take his place in the world. That was what
everyone saw—like an audience at the theater, blithely unaware that backstage the actors were
playing out a darker drama.As Lazlo was to discover.It was about a year after that—he was
sixteen—and he was taking the bypass through the tombwalk one evening when he heard a
voice as hard and sharp as ax-fall. He couldn’t make out the words at first and paused,
searching for their source.The tombwalk was a relic of the old palace cemetery, cut off from the
rest of the grounds by the construction of the astronomers’ tower. Most of the scholars didn’t
even know it was there, but the librarians did, because they used it as a shortcut between the
stacks and the reading rooms in the base of the tower. That was what Lazlo was doing, his arms
full of manuscripts, when he heard the voice. There was a rhythm to it, and an accompanying
punctuation of slaps or blows. Thwop. Thwop.There was another sound, barely audible. He
thought it was an animal, and when he peered around the corner of a mausoleum, he saw an
arm rising and falling with the steady, vicious thwop. It wielded a riding crop, and the image was
unmistakable, but he still thought it was an animal that was being beaten, because it was low
and cringing and its bitten-off whimpers were no human sound.A burning anger filled him, quick
as the strike of a match. He drew in breath to shout.And held it.There was a little light, and in the
instant it took his voice to gather up a single word, Lazlo perceived the scene in full.A bowed
back. A crouching boy. Glavelight on golden hair. And the Duke of Vaal beating his son like an



animal.“Stop!” Lazlo had almost said. He held in the word like a mouthful of fire.“Witless—”
Thwop. “Imbecilic—” Thwop. “Lackadaisical—” Thwop. “Pathetic.”It went on, merciless, and Lazlo
flinched with every thwop, his anger smothered by a great confusion. Once he had time to think,
it would flare up again, hotter than before. But in the face of such a sight, his overwhelming
feeling was shock. He himself was no stranger to punishment. He still had faint scars
crisscrossing his legs from all his lashings. He’d sometimes been locked in the crypt overnight
with only the skulls of dead monks for company, and he couldn’t even count the number of times
he’d been called stupid or worthless or worse. But that was him. He belonged to no one and had
nothing. He had never imagined that Thyon Nero could be subject to such treatment, and such
words. He had stumbled upon a private scene that belied everything he thought he knew about
the golden godson and his charmed life, and it broke something in him to see the other boy
brought low.They weren’t friends. That would have been impossible. Nero was an aristocrat, and
Lazlo so very much wasn’t. But Lazlo had many times fulfilled Thyon’s research requests, and
once, in the early days, when he’d discovered a rare metallurgical treatise he thought might be of
interest, Nero had even said, “Thank you.”It might sound like nothing—or worse, it might appall
that he only said it once in all those years. But Lazlo knew that boys like him were trained to
speak only in commands, and when Thyon had looked up from the treatise and spoken those
simple words, with gravity and sincerity—“Thank you”—he had glowed with pride.Now his Stop!
sat burning on his tongue; he wanted to shout it, but didn’t. He stood rooted, pressed against the
cool side of the mossy mausoleum, afraid even to move. The riding crop fell still. Thyon cradled
his head in his arms, face hidden. He made no more sound, but Lazlo could see his shoulders
shaking.“Get up,” snarled the duke.Thyon straightened, and Lazlo saw him clearly. His face was
slack and red, and his golden hair stuck to his brow in tear-damp strands. He looked a good deal
younger than sixteen.“Do you know what she spent on your laboratory?” demanded the duke.
“Glassblowers all the way from Amaya. A furnace built from your own plans. A smokestack that’s
the highest point in the entire city. And what have you to show for it all? Notes?
Measurements?”“Alchemy is notes and measurements,” protested Thyon. His voice was thick
with tears, but not yet stripped of defiance. “You have to know the properties of metals before
you can hope to alter them.”The duke shook his head with utter contempt. “Master Luzinay was
right. You do have the soul of a blacksmith. Alchemy is gold, do you understand me? Gold is
your life now. Unless you fail to produce it, in which case you’ll be lucky to have a life. Do you
understand me?”Thyon drew back, stunned by the threat. “Father, please. It’s only been a year
—”“Only a year?” The duke’s laugh was a dead thing. “Do you know what can happen in a year?
Houses fall. Kingdoms fall. While you sit in your laboratory learning the properties of metal?”This
gave Thyon pause, and Lazlo, too. Kingdoms fall? “But… you can’t expect me to do in a year
what no one has ever done before.”“No one had ever transmuted metal, either, and you did it at
fifteen.”“Only to bismuth,” the boy said bitterly.“I am well aware of the inadequacy of your
achievement,” spat the duke. “All I’ve heard from you since you started university is how much
smarter you are than everyone else. So be smarter, damn you. I told her you could do it. I



assured her.”“I’m trying, Father.”“Try harder!” This, the duke bellowed. His eyes were very wide,
the whites showing in a full ring around his irises. There was desperation in him, and Lazlo, in
the shadows, was chilled by it. When the queen had named the Chrysopoesium, he had thought
it a fine name for an alchemical laboratory. He’d taken it in the spirit of hope: that the greatest
ambition of the art might one day be realized there. But it seemed there was no “one day” about
it. She wanted gold and she wanted it now.Thyon swallowed hard and stared at his father. A
wave of fear seemed to roil between them. Slowly, and all but whispering, the boy asked, “What
if it can’t be done?”Lazlo expected the duke to lash out again, but he only gritted his teeth. “Let
me put it to you plainly. The treasury is empty. The soldiers cannot be paid. They are deserting,
and our enemies have noticed. If this goes on, they will invade. Do you begin to see?”There was
more. Disastrous intrigues and debts called in, but what it added up to was very simple: Make
gold, or Zosma will fall.Lazlo watched Thyon go pale as the whole weight of the kingdom settled
on him, and he felt it as though it were on his own shoulders.And it was.Not because it was put
there by a cruel father and a greedy queen, but because he took it. Right there in the tombwalk,
as though it were a real, physical burden, he put himself beneath it to help Thyon bear the weight
—even if Thyon didn’t know it.Why did he? He might have turned aside and gone about his
evening and his life, giddy with relief that such burdens weren’t his to bear. Most would have.
Moreover, most would have hastened hence to whisper of it and spread the rumor before night
finished falling. But Lazlo wasn’t most people. He stood in the shadows, furious with thought. He
was thinking of war, and the people the last one stole from him before he could know them, and
all the children the next one would orphan, and all the names that would die like songs.Through
it all, he was highly sensible of his own uselessness. How could he help the golden godson? He
wasn’t an alchemist, or a hero. He was a librarian, and a dreamer. He was a reader, and the
unsung expert on a long-lost city no one cared a thing about. What could he possibly…?It came
to him.He wasn’t an alchemist. He was an expert on a long-lost city no one cared a thing about.
And it happened that that city, according to its legends, had been practicing alchemy back when
Zosma was still a barbarian-plagued wilderness. In fact, the archetypal images of the art and its
practitioners came from the old stories brought across the Elmuthaleth: tales of powerful men
and women who had tapped the secrets of nature and the cosmos.Lazlo thought about it. He
thought about it as Thyon and the duke left the tombwalk in tense silence, and as he returned his
armload of manuscripts to the library, and he kept thinking about it as the library closed for the
night and he missed dinner to return to his room and his books.While resident scholars lived in
the grand guest chambers of the palace’s upper stories, librarians were housed in the service
quarters, one floor above the housekeeping staff, in the rooms once occupied by ladies’ maids
and valets. Lazlo entered a long, low-ceilinged passage with many identical doors, each with a
glave hanging on a hook. He took his down and brought it into his room with him.Glaves were
quarried stones, naturally and perpetually luminous, and they emitted no heat, only radiance, the
color and strength of which varied as greatly as the quality of gemstones. This one was poor: an
irregular hunk of reddish rock emitting a muddy glow. Small as the room was, it left the corners in



shadow. There was a narrow bed on one side and a desk and stool on the other. Two wall pegs
held every item of clothing Lazlo owned, and there was no shelf but the window ledge. His books
were lined up there. He hung up the glave and started pulling them off and flicking through them.
Soon he was sitting on the floor, leaning against the wall, marking pages and jotting down notes.
Footsteps passed in the corridor as the other librarians turned in for the night, but Lazlo had no
awareness of them, or of the descending silence, or the rise and fall of the moon. Sometime in
the night he left his room and made his way down to the dusty sublevel that hadn’t been dusty
for years.It was his sanctuary—a realm of stories, not just from the Unseen City, but the world.
Weep might have been his dream, but he loved all stories, and knew every single one that
resided here, even if he’d had to translate them from a dozen languages with the help of
dictionaries and grammars. Here, captured between covers, was the history of the human
imagination, and nothing had ever been more beautiful, or fearsome, or bizarre. Here were spells
and curses and myths and legends, and Strange the dreamer had for so long fed his mind on
them that if one could wander into it, they would discover a fantasia. He didn’t think like other
people. He didn’t dismiss magic out of hand, and he didn’t believe that fairy tales were just for
children. He knew magic was real, because he’d felt it when the name of the Unseen City was
stolen from his mind. And as for fairy tales, he understood that they were reflections of the
people who had spun them, and were flecked with little truths—intrusions of reality into fantasy,
like… toast crumbs on a wizard’s beard.He hoped this might be one such crumb.At the heart of
alchemy was the belief in azoth, the secret essence inherent in all matter. Alchemists believed
that if they could distill it, it would enable them to master the underlying structures of the physical
world. To transmute lead into gold, derive a universal solvent, and even an elixir of immortality.It
had long been accepted that this would be accomplished by means of some elaborate process
involving the elemental trinity: salt, mercury, and sulfur. An absurd number of books and treatises
had been written on the subject, considering the utter absence of empirical evidence. They were
full of diagrams of dragons swallowing suns and men suckling at the breasts of goddesses, and
Lazlo thought them as wild as any fairy tales, although they were shelved more respectably, in
the alchemy room of the library, which, tellingly, had once been the palace treasury.Meanwhile,
banished belowstairs where no alchemist would ever look for it, in a book of tales from the
Unseen City whimsically titled Miracles for Breakfast, there was mention of another theory: that
the alchemist was himself the secret ingredient—that only the conjunction of human soul with
elemental soul could give birth to azoth.And there it was, a crumb on a wizard’s beard.Perhaps.
5 MIRACLES FOR BREAKFASTHe ought to have waited, at least for a few days. Really, he
ought never to have gone at all. He understood that later. Lazlo understood a lot of things
later.Too late.The sun was rising by the time he emerged from the stacks clutching the book, and
he might have been tired from staying up all night, but energy thrummed through him.
Excitement. Nerves. He felt as though he were part of something, and forgot that only he knew it.
He didn’t return to his room, but made his way out of the main palace and across the grounds to
the old church that was now the Chrysopoesium.All the city was spread out below. A radiance lit



the Eder where it met the horizon. As the sun climbed, its gleam raced upriver like a lit fuse,
seeming to carry daylight with it. The cathedral bells rang out, and all the other church bells
followed—light and sweet, like children answering a parent’s call.Lazlo thought Thyon might not
have slept, either, not with the terrible burden laid on him. He approached the doors. They were
huge, cast-bronze church doors, and weren’t exactly built for knocking. He knocked anyway, but
he could hardly hear the rap of his own knuckles. He might have given up then, retreated, and
given himself time to think better of what he was about to do. If the initial thrill of discovery had
been allowed to wear off, surely he would have seen his folly, even naïve as he was. But,
instead, he checked around the side of the church, found a door with a bell, and rang it.And so
things fell out as they did.Thyon answered the door. He looked blank. Lifeless. “Well?” he
asked.“I’m sorry to disturb you,” Lazlo said, or something to that effect. This part was a blur to
him after. His pulse was pounding in his ears. It wasn’t like him to put himself forward. If his
upbringing at the abbey had specialized in anything, it was instilling a profound sense of
unworthiness. But he was riding the momentum of his outrage on Thyon’s behalf, and the flush
of solidarity from one beaten boy for another, and above all, the thrill of discovery. Maybe he
blurted “I found something for you,” and held up the book.Whatever his words, Thyon stood back
so that he might enter. The space was high and hushed, like any church, but the air stank of
sulfur, like a pit of hell. Wan shafts of dawn light diffused through stained glass, throwing color
onto shelves of gleaming glass and copper. The nave was occupied by a long worktable
cluttered with equipment. The whole of the apse had been taken over by a monumental furnace,
and a brick chimney cut right up through the center of the frescoed dome, obliterating the heads
of angels.“Well, what is it?” Thyon asked. He was moving stiffly, and Lazlo didn’t doubt that his
back was covered with welts and bruises. “I suppose you’ve found me another treatise,” he said.
“They’re all worthless, you know.”“It’s not exactly a treatise.” Lazlo set the book down on the
pocked surface of the worktable, noticing only now the engraving on the cover. It showed a
spoon brimming with stars and mythical beasts. Miracles for Breakfast. It looked like a children’s
book, and he had his first pang of misgiving. He hurried to open it, to hide the cover and title. “It
is to do with gold, though,” he said, and launched into an explanation. To his dismay, it sounded
as out of place in this somber laboratory as the book looked out of place, and he found himself
rushing to keep ahead of his growing mortification, which only made it sound wilder and more
foolish the faster he went.“You know the lost city of Weep,” he said. He made himself use the
impostor name and immediately tasted tears. “And its alchemists who were said to have made
gold in ancient times.”“Legends,” said Thyon, dismissive.“Maybe,” said Lazlo. “But isn’t it possible
the stories are true? That they made gold?”He registered the look of incredulity on Thyon’s face,
but misinterpreted it. Thinking it was his premise that the alchemist found unbelievable, he
hurried along.“Look here,” he said, and pointed to the passage in the book, about the alchemist
himself being the secret ingredient of azoth. “It says the conjunction of human soul and
elemental soul, which sounds, I don’t know, unhelpful, because how do you join your soul with
metal? But I think it’s a mistranslation. I’ve come across it before. In Unseen… I mean, in the



language of Weep, the word for ‘soul’ and ‘spirit’ is the same. It’s amarin for both. So I think this is
a mistake.” He tapped his finger on the word soul and paused. Here it was, his big idea. “I think it
means that the key to azoth is spirit. Spirit of the body.” He held out his wrists, pale side up,
exposing the traceries of veins so that Thyon would be sure to take his meaning. And, with that,
he found he’d run out of words. A conclusion was needed, something to shine a light on his idea
and make it gleam, but he had none, so it just hung there in the air, sounding, frankly,
ridiculous.Thyon stared at him several beats too long. “What is the meaning of this?” he asked at
last, and his voice was ice and danger. “A dare? Did you lose a bet? Is it a joke?”“What?”
Startled, Lazlo shook his head. His face went hot and his hands went cold. “No,” he said, seeing
Thyon’s incredulity now for what it was. It wasn’t Lazlo’s premise he was reacting to. It was his
presence. In an instant, Lazlo’s perception shifted and he understood what he’d just done. He—
Strange the dreamer, junior librarian—had marched into the Chrysopoesium, brandishing a
book of fairy tales, and presumed to share his insights on the deepest mystery of alchemy. As
though he might solve the problem that had eluded centuries of alchemists—including Nero
himself.His own audacity, now that he saw it, took his breath away. How could he have thought
this was a good idea?“Tell me the truth,” commanded Thyon. “Who was it? Master Luzinay? He
sent you here to mock me, didn’t he?”Lazlo shook his head to deny the accusation, but he could
tell that Thyon wasn’t even seeing him. He was too lost in his own fury and misery. If he was
seeing anything, it was the mocking faces of the other alchemists, or the cool calculations of the
queen herself, ordering up miracles like breakfast. Or maybe—probably—he was seeing the
scorn on his father’s face last night, and feeling it in the rawness of his flesh and the ache of his
every movement. There was, in him, such a simmer of emotions, like chemicals thrown together
in an alembic: fear like a sulfur fog, bitterness as sharp as salt, and damned fickle mercury for
failure and desperation.“I would never mock you,” Lazlo insisted.Thyon grabbed up the book,
flipping it closed to study the title and cover. “Miracles for Breakfast,” he intoned, leafing through
it. There were pictures of mermaids, witches. “This isn’t mockery?”“I swear it isn’t. I may be
wrong, my lord. I… I probably am.” Lazlo saw how it looked, and he wanted to tell what he knew
to be true, how folklore was sprinkled with truths, but even that sounded absurd to him now—
crumbs on wizards’ beards and all that nonsense. “I’m sorry. It was presumptuous to come here
and I beg your pardon, but I swear to you I meant no disrespect. I only wanted to help you.”Thyon
snapped the book shut. “To help me. You, help me.” He actually laughed. It was a cold, hard
sound, like ice shattering. It went on too long, and with every new bite of laughter, Lazlo felt
himself grow smaller. “Enlighten me, Strange,” said Thyon. “In what version of the world could
you possibly help me?”In what version of the world? Was there more than one? Was there a
version where Lazlo grew up with a name and a family, and Thyon was put on the cart for the
abbey? Lazlo couldn’t see it. For all his grand imagination, he couldn’t conjure an image of a
monk shaving that golden head. “Of course you’re right,” he stammered. “I only thought… you
shouldn’t have to bear it all alone.”It was… the wrong thing to say.“Bear what all alone?” asked
Thyon, query sharp in his eyes.Lazlo saw his mistake. He froze, much as he had in the



tombwalk, hiding uselessly in the shadows. There was no hiding here, though, and because
there was no guile in him, everything he felt showed on his face. Shock. Outrage.Pity.And finally
Thyon understood what had brought this junior librarian to his door in the earliest hours of dawn.
If Lazlo had waited—weeks or even days—Thyon might not have made the connection so
instantly. But his back was on fire with pain, and Lazlo’s glance strayed there as though he knew
it. Poor Thyon, whose father beat him. In an instant he knew that Lazlo had seen him at his
weakest, and the simmer of emotions were joined by one more.It was shame. And it ignited all
the others.“I’m sorry,” Lazlo said, hardly knowing what he was sorry for—that Thyon had been
beaten, or that he had chanced to see it.“Don’t you dare pity me, you nothing,” Thyon snarled
with such venom in his voice that Lazlo flinched back as if stung.What followed was a terrible,
sickening blur of spite and outrage. A red and twisted face. Bared teeth and clenched fists and
glass shattering. It all got twisted up in nightmares in the days that followed, and embellished by
Lazlo’s horror and regret. He stumbled out the door, and maybe a hand gave him a shove, and
maybe it didn’t. Maybe he just tripped and sprawled down the short flight of steps, biting into his
tongue so his mouth filled with blood. And he was swallowing blood, trying to look normal as he
made his way, limping, back to the main palace.He’d reached the steps before he realized he’d
left the book behind. No more miracles for breakfast. No breakfast at all, not today with his bitten
tongue swelling in his mouth. And he hadn’t eaten dinner the night before, or slept, but he was
so far from hungry or tired, and he had some time to collect himself before his shift began, so he
did. He bathed his face in cool water, and winced and rinsed his mouth out, spitting red into the
basin. His tongue was grisly, the throb and sting seeming to fill his head. He didn’t speak a word
all day and no one even noticed. He feared Thyon would have him fired, and he was braced for
it, but it didn’t happen. Nothing happened. No one found out what he’d done that morning. No
one missed the book, either, except for him, and he missed it very much.Three weeks later, he
heard the news. The queen was coming to the Great Library. It was the first time she’d visited
since the dedication of the Chrysopoesium, which, it would appear, had been a wise
investment.Thyon Nero had made gold. 6 PAPER, INK, AND YEARSCoincidence?For hundreds
of years, alchemists had been trying to distill azoth. Three weeks after Lazlo’s visit to the
Chrysopoesium, Thyon Nero did it. Lazlo had his suspicions, but they were only suspicions—
until, that is, he opened the door to his room and found Thyon in it.Lazlo’s pulse stammered. His
books were spilled onto the floor, their pages creased beneath them like the broken wings of
birds. Thyon held one in his hands. It was Lazlo’s finest, its binding nearly worthy of the Pavilion
of Thought. He’d even illuminated the spine with flakes of leftover gold leaf it took him three
years to save. The Unseen City, it read, in the calligraphy he’d learned at the abbey.It hit the floor
with a slap, and Lazlo felt it in his hearts. He wanted to stoop and pick it up, but he just stood
there on his own threshold and stared at the intruder, so composed, so elegant, and as out of
place in the dingy little room as a sunbeam in a cellar.“Does anyone know that you came to the
Chrysopoesium?” Thyon asked.Slowly, Lazlo shook his head.“And the book. Does anybody else
know about it?”And there it was. There was no coincidence. Lazlo had been right. Spirit was the



key to azoth. It was almost funny—not just that the truth had been found in a fairy tale, but that
the great secret ingredient should prove so common a thing as a bodily fluid. Every alchemist
who had ever lived and died in search of it had had the answer all the time, running through his
very veins.If the truth were to be known, anyone with a pot and a fire would try to make gold,
drawing spirit from their veins, or stealing it from others. It wouldn’t be so precious then, and nor
would the golden godson be so special. With that, he understood what was at stake. Thyon
meant to keep the secret of azoth at all costs.And Lazlo was a cost.He considered lying, but
could think of no lie that might protect him. Hesitant, he shook his head again, and he thought he
had never been so aware of anything as he was aware of Thyon’s hand on the hilt of his
sword.Time slowed. He watched Thyon’s knuckles whiten, saw the span of visible steel lengthen
as the sword was drawn up and out of its sheath. It had a curve to it, like a rib. It had a mirror
brightness in the glavelight, and caught gold in it, and gray. Lazlo’s eyes locked with Thyon’s. He
saw calculation there, as Thyon weighed the trouble of killing him with the risk of letting him
live.And he knew how that calculus would come out. With him alive, there would always be
someone who knew the secret, while killing him would be no trouble at all. Thyon might leave his
engraved ancestral sword skewered through Lazlo’s corpse, and it would be returned to him
cleaned. The whole thing would simply be tidied away. Someone like Nero might do as he liked
to someone like Lazlo.But… he didn’t.He sheathed the blade. “You will never speak of it,” he
said. “You will never write of it. No one will ever know. Do you understand me?”“Yes,” said Lazlo,
hoarse.“Swear to it,” Thyon ordered, but then he cast his eyes over the books on the floor and
abruptly changed his mind. “On second thought, don’t swear.” His lips curved in a subtle jeer.
“Promise me three times.”Lazlo was startled. A triple promise? It was a child’s vow from fairy
tales, where breaking it was a curse, and it was more powerful to Lazlo than any vow on god or
monarch would have been. “I promise,” he said, shaking with the chill of his own near death. “I
promise,” he said again, and his face was hot and burning. “I promise.”The words, repeated, had
the rhythm of an incantation, and they were the last that passed between the two young men for
more than four years. Until the day the golden godson came in person to the Enquiries desk to
requisition Lazlo’s books.The Complete Works of Lazlo Strange.Gripping the request form,
Lazlo’s hands shook. The books were his, and they were all that was his. He’d made them, and
he loved them in the way one loves things that come of one’s own hands, but even that wasn’t
the extent of it. They weren’t just a collection of notes. They were where he kept his impossible
dream—every discovery he’d made about the Unseen City, every piece he’d puzzled into place.
And it wasn’t for the simple accumulation of knowledge, but with the goal of one day…
circumventing impossibility. Of somehow going there, where no outsider had ever been. Of
crossing the desert, seeing those glittering domes with his own eyes, and finding out, at last,
what happened to the Unseen City.His books were a seven-year-long record of his hopes. Even
touching them gave him courage. And now they were to fall into Thyon Nero’s hands?“What in
the world,” Master Hyrrokkin had asked, “could Thyon Nero want with your books?”“I don’t know,”
said Lazlo, at a loss. “Nothing. Only to take them away from me.”The old man clucked his tongue.



“Surely such pettiness is beneath him.”“You think so? Well, then perhaps he intends to read
them cover to cover.”Lazlo’s tone was flat, and Master Hyrrokkin took his point. That scenario
was indeed the more ridiculous. “But why?” Hyrrokkin persisted. “Why should he want to take
them away from you?”And Lazlo couldn’t tell him that. What he himself was wondering was: Why
now, four years later? He had done nothing to break his promise, or to draw Nero’s ire in any
way. “Because he can?” he asked, bleak.He fought the requisition. Of course he did. He went
straight to the master of archives to plead his case. The books were his own, he said, and not
property of the library. It had always been made clear that the expertise of librarians was
unworthy of the term scholarship. As such, how could they now be claimed? It was contradictory
and unjust.“Unjust? You ought to be proud, young man,” Villiers, the master, told him. “Thyon
Nero has taken an interest in your work. It’s a great day for you.”A great day indeed. For seven
years, Lazlo had been “Strange the dreamer,” and his books had been “scribblings” and
“foolishness.” Now, just like that, they were his “work,” validated and stolen in one fell
swoop.“Please,” he begged, urgent and hushed. “Please don’t give him my books.”And… they
didn’t.They made him do it.“You’re disgracing yourself,” Villiers snapped. “And I won’t have you
disgrace the library, too. He’s the golden godson, not some thief in the stacks. He’ll return them
when he’s done with them. Now be off with you.”And so he had no choice. He loaded them into a
crate and onto a handcart and trundled them out of the library, through the front gates, and down
the long road that spiraled around Zosimos Ridge. He paused and looked out. The Eder
sparkled in the sun, the rich brown of a pretty girl’s eyes. The New Palace arched across it, as
fantastical as a painted backdrop in a fairy play. Birds wheeled over the fishing docks, and a long
golden pennant flew from the cupola of Nero’s pale-pink palace. Lazlo made his slow way there.
Rang the bell with deep reluctance. Remembered ringing another bell four years earlier, with
Miracles for Breakfast clutched in his hands. He’d never seen it again. Would these books be
any different?A butler answered. He bid Lazlo leave the crate, but Lazlo refused. “I must see
Lord Nero,” he said, and when Thyon at last presented himself, Lazlo asked him simply,
“Why?”“Why?” The alchemist was in his shirtsleeves, without his scarlet cravat. His blade was in
its place, though, and his hand rested casually on its hilt. “I’ve always wanted to ask you that, you
know.”“Me?”“Yes. Why, Strange? Why did you give it to me?” It? The secret, and all that followed.
“When you might have kept it, and been someone yourself.”The truth was—and nothing would
have persuaded Nero to believe it—that it had never occurred to Lazlo to seek his own
advantage. In the tombwalk that day, it had been very clear to him: Here was a story of greedy
queens and wicked fathers and war on the horizon, and… it wasn’t his story. It was Thyon’s. To
take it for himself… it would have been stealing. It was as simple as that. “I am someone,” he
said. He gestured to the crate. “That’s who I am.” And then, with quiet intensity, “Don’t take them.
Please.”There was a moment, very brief, when the guarded dispassion fell away from Thyon’s
face, and Lazlo saw something human in him. Regretful, even. Then it was gone. “Remember
your promise,” he warned, and shut the door in Lazlo’s face.Lazlo returned to his room late that
evening, having lingered at dinner to avoid it. Reaching his door, he took his glave down off its



hook, hesitated, then hung it back up. With a deep breath, he entered. He hoped that darkness
might soften the loss, but there was just enough moonlight to bathe his window ledge in a soft
glow. Its emptiness was stark. The room felt hollow and dead, like a body with its hearts cut out.
Breathing wasn’t easy. He dropped onto the edge of his bed. “They’re only books,” he told
himself. Just paper and ink.Paper, ink, and years.Paper, ink, years, and his dream.He shook his
head. His dream was in his mind and in his soul. Thyon might steal his books, but he couldn’t
steal that.That was what he told himself that first long night bereft of his books, and he had
trouble falling asleep for wondering where they were and what Nero had done to them. He might
have burned them, or put them into a moldering cellar. He might even now be pulling them apart
page by page, folding them into birds, and launching them off his high widow’s walk, one by
one.When he finally did sleep, Lazlo dreamed his books were buried beneath the earth, and that
the blades of grass that grew up from them whispered “Weep, Weep” when the winds blew, and
all who heard it felt tears prick their eyes.Never once did he consider that Thyon might be
reading them. That, in a room as opulent as Lazlo’s was plain, with his feet up on a tufted stool
and a glave on either side, he was reading long into the night while servants brought him tea,
and supper, and tea again. Lazlo certainly never imagined him taking notes, with a swan quill
and octopus ink from an inkwell of inlaid lys that had actually come from Weep some five
hundred years ago. His handsome face was devoid of mockery or malice, and was instead
intent, alive, and fascinated.Which was so much worse.Because if Lazlo thought a dream could
not be stolen, he underestimated Thyon Nero. 7 IMPOSSIBLE DREAMWithout his books, Lazlo
felt as though a vital link to his dream had been cut. The Unseen City had never seemed more
distant, or more out of reach. It was as though a fog had lifted, forcing him to confront an
uncomfortable truth.His books were not his dream. Moreover, he had tucked his dream into their
pages like a bookmark and been content to leave it there for too long. The fact was: Nothing he
might ever do or read or find inside the Great Library of Zosma was going to bring him one step
closer to Weep. Only a journey would do that.Easier said than done, of course. It was so very far.
He might conceivably find a way of reaching Alkonost, the crossroads of the continent and
western outpost of the Elmuthaleth. He had no qualifications to recommend him, but there was
at least a chance he could hire onto a merchant convoy and work his way there. After that,
though, he would be on his own. No guide would take faranji across the desert. They wouldn’t
even sell them camels so that they might make the attempt on their own—which would be
suicide in any case.And even supposing he somehow managed to cross the desert, there would
still be the Cusp to confront: the mountain of white glass said in legend to be the funeral pyre of
demons. There was only one way over it, and that was through the gates of Fort Misrach, where
faranji were executed as spies.If the city was dead, then he might get through to explore its ruins.
The thought was unutterably sad. He didn’t want to find ruins, but a city full of life and color, like
the one from the stories. But if the city was alive, then he could expect to be drawn and
quartered and fed in pieces to the carrion birds.It wasn’t hard to see why he’d tucked his dream
into his books for safekeeping. But now it was all he had left, and he had to take a good, hard



look at it. It wasn’t encouraging. Whatever way he turned it, all he saw was: impossible. If the
dream chose the dreamer, then his had chosen poorly. It needed someone far more daring than
he. It needed the thunder and the avalanche, the war cry and the whirlwind. It needed fire.It was
a low point, the weeks after Thyon Nero took away his books. The days dragged. The walls
closed in. He dreamed of deserts and great empty cities and imagined he could feel the minutes
and hours of his life running through him, as though he were nothing but an hourglass of flesh
and bone. He found himself staring out windows, wistful, yearning for that distant, unattainable
horizon.Which is how he happened to see the bird.He was up one of the ladders in the Pavilion
of Thought, pulling books for an impatient philosopher who paced below. “I haven’t got all day,”
the man called up.I have, thought Lazlo, pushing off to send his ladder rolling along its tracks. He
was at the top tier of the very tall shelves, along the northern wall beyond which the shark-fin
ridge fell away in a sheer cliff all the way to the city. There were narrow windows slotted between
each section of bookcase, and he caught glimpses of the summer sky as he rolled past them.
Bookcase, window, bookcase, window. And there it was: a bird, hovering on an updraft, as birds
liked to do on this side of the ridge, hanging in place like tethered kites. But he’d never seen a
bird like this one. He halted the ladder to watch it, and something went very still at the core of
him. It was pure white, a hook-beaked raptor, and it was immense, larger even than the hunting
eagles he’d seen with the nomads who passed through the marketplace. Its wings were like the
sails of a small ship, each feather as broad as a cutlass. But it wasn’t just its color or size that
struck him. There was something about it. Some trick of the light? Its edges… they weren’t
defined, but seemed to melt against the blue of the sky like sugar dissolving into tea.Like a ghost
diffusing through the veil of the world.“What are you doing up there?” called the philosopher.
Lazlo ignored him. He leaned forward to peer through the glare on the glass. The bird pirouetted
on one vast wing and tipped into a slow, graceful spiral. He watched it plummet and soar out to
cast its shadow over the roadway below, and over the roof of a carriage.The royal carriage.
Lazlo’s forehead clashed against the window in his surprise. There was a procession coming up
the long, winding road: not just the carriage but files of mounted soldiers both ahead and behind,
the sun glittering on their armor. He squinted. One troop of soldiers didn’t look like the others, but
they were too distant for a clear view. Their armor didn’t glitter. Their mounts moved with a
strange gait. The road curved around to the ridge’s south face, and soon the whole procession
had passed out of view. The huge white eagle glided after them and then…Perhaps Lazlo
looked away. Perhaps he blinked. He didn’t think so, but just like that the bird wasn’t there
anymore. It was and then it wasn’t, and even if he had blinked, it couldn’t have left his sight so
quickly. There was no cover nearby, nothing to hide it. The drumbeat of Lazlo’s blood and spirit
surged. The bird had vanished.
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Glenn Anaiscourt, “Fabulous Masculist Romantic Fantasy. In this novel, Laini Taylor aggressively
shatters male stereotypes, and as someone who opposes gender discrimination, I love that.The
male hero is a librarian turned secretary. He’s not physically attractive or muscular. He has a
crooked nose, in fact, because it broke after a book fell on it from a library shelf. He’s been cast
into a low socioeconomic class, so he’s poor and has no apparent economic prospects. His
expertise is fairy tales. His passion is an area of learning that the scholars of his day consider
dead. He’s selfless and service-oriented. He can’t help but show concern for others even if they
don’t appreciate it or reciprocate. He’s utterly without ego, cooperating instead of competing. His
greatest strengths are dreaming and loving. He doesn’t try to dominate any woman or man
around him. He isn’t a professional killer, or in a profession that involves killing, or violence, nor is
he driven to slay, or even prone to occasional, angry outbursts. He doesn’t drink or roughhouse,
or think a great night out involves harassing women at bars. He isn’t trying to become wealthy
through some impressive, high-flying career that might not actually accomplish much for the
world, the way the novel’s Sisyphean alchemist is. Lazlo, in fact, tries to help another man
become wealthy without expecting anything in return, specifically because he knows how much
stress the pressure to “succeed” has produced in this acquaintance.So you should like Lazlo,
right? He’s a great guy. He works diligently to protect and advance the bank of scholarship which
serves society and provides it with hope. If he’s poor, it’s because others created a class, put
him in it, and are trying to keep him there. He’s ever helpful and polite, doesn’t beat anyone or
get into fights, and never stabs anyone in the back.The novel's heroine comes to love this man
by entering his dreams. That is to say, she learns who he is on the inside, and discovers that his
inner world is far more appealing than her outer one. That’s why their relationship grows into love
before they ever physically touch.Lazlo may be contrasted with the character of his lover’s father,
a testosterone-filled warrior who fought bravely for his people, and who committed atrocities in
doing so that caused him to be estranged from his own daughter. Outwardly, he appears strong,
brave, noble, and heroic, if repressed and a tad rough around the edges. In reality, his past
experiences have left him broken and ruined inside. He is a tormented shell of the man he might
have been had he approached life in a different way.This is healthy fare, then, for men thinking
about who they are and what their values should be, and for women thinking about interacting
with men and what makes for a good man. Wherever you may come down on these matters as a
reader, there is plenty to consider, because in the end Lazlo is revealed as a complex person
who demonstrates as much genuine heroism as any hero in literature.Strange the Dreamer is
categorized as a young adult novel, but it’s suitable for adults of any age. The lovers are Lazlo
and Sarai. Lazlo is the main character, but it did not surprise me to learn that Laini Taylor
originally envisioned a different main character for this book, and presumably that was Sarai.
Sarai is the daughter of the Goddess of Despair and of a human man whom the goddess raped.
The author stresses that one cannot learn about strangers by looking at them; Sarai has the gift



of being able to look inside them, and it is this which drives the story, so I can see why Sarai
would have made a compelling main character. Personally, I happen to love complex
supernatural characters, so I am sure I would have liked that.But I think Ms. Taylor had to shift
the focus more to Lazlo, because some of the most entrancing and beautiful parts of the book
take place inside his dreams, where Sarai is a visitor. So instead of focusing on the trials and
tribulations of a supernatural being whose existence is altered when an unusual human appears,
this is presented more as the story of a man’s gradual self-realization and personal growth.I can
also see why the author expanded the book, which she initially planned as a standalone novel,
to a duology; having created a world so beautiful, one would want to allow one's readers to linger
in it. That is, after all, one of the reasons why we sometimes choose to read an extended story
when we could have watched a two-hour film or seen a television show.I would advise you not to
worry if it initially feels like you’re not following the story. Go with the flow as in a dream, and you'll
be rewarded as the events and characters coalesce and the story becomes clearer. Then you
won’t want to put the book down.The novel has a certain Romeo and Juliet-esque quality in that
the lovers become progressively divorced from their own societies as they grow closer to one
another. There are strong messages about control and freedom; the more certain characters
seek to control others, the more rapidly the social orders upon which their control depends
erode. This leads to some satisfaction as certain selfish or dysfunctional characters get their
comeuppances, but it produces a running tension generated by hatred on both sides which
goes unresolved. There are clear messages about the futility of ongoing conflict, war, and hate,
as contrasted with the transcendence (and sometimes the tragedy) of love. The author goes out
of her way not to trivialize death, and characters do not die for entertainment in this novel. Death
has consequences, and the consequences play a major role.Naturally, dreams also play a major
role: When societies collide, whose dreams control? Who dreams whom, and why, and how?
This is a “Western society-meets-other society” fantasy, so as I was reading, it called to my mind
the Adventures of Esplandián, the myth of El Dorado, and tales of the Fountain of Youth in which
Europeans invented fairy tale creatures and fanciful places while pondering life beyond the
horizon.Initially, Lazlo is destined to be a monk, presumably within Christendom, but as he
heads east he encounters a polytheistic world. The pantheon there is complicated. Deities have
their ups and downs, and strengths and weaknesses. The eastern city is enmeshed in an
ancient conflict which seems incapable of resolution. Its populations live in close proximity, but
separately, and look upon one other with mutual hostility stemming from horrific events they
experienced during early conquests. In this respect the fantasy has a clear basis in reality,
providing food for thought and reflection. The neglected city that Lazlo is driven to see for
himself has been stricken by the Goddess of Oblivion, who has devoured its name. Now that no
one can remember the city's name, its people call it Weep. This resonates with me in the context
of colliding cultures, where conquerors have often sought to erase indigenous societies and cast
them into oblivion. Again, what happens to the dreams of the invaded?My favorite quote from
this novel encapsulates much of what it is ultimately about: “For what [are people] but the sum of



all the scraps of their memor[ies] and experience[s]: a finite set of components with an infinite
array of expressions[?]” In Strange the Dreamer, personalities are malleable, dreams are
strange, strange is good, and the passions and obsessions that spring from our dreams are our
destinies, not our choice.”

Sarah (Feeling Fictional), “Strange the Dreamer. It's been a long wait for something new from
Laini Taylor, I absolutely adored her writing in the Daughter of Smoke and Bone series but if
anything she's honed her skills even more and Strange the Dreamer was even more beautifully
written. She always manages to completely captivate me with the worlds she creates and when I
fall into one of her books I never want to come back out again.Strange the Dreamer is the story
of Lazlo, a young man who was orphaned as a baby and raised by monks before he discovered
the magic of the great library and trained to become a librarian. Lazlo is in part a little like every
book worm you'll ever meet, he's obsessed with stories and spends so much time with his head
stuck in a book that real life often happens around him without him even noticing. Lazlo's biggest
obsession is the mystery of Weep and he has dedicated his life to reading everything he can
about the city that disappeared so long ago. It's been years since anyone was able to find Weep
and nobody can even remember the city's real name but Lazlo longs for it to be discovered
again and he would give anything to visit the place he has spent so long dreaming about. Lazlo
is a dreamer but he's also smart, funny and very caring. He always tries to help people but never
expects thanks for his hard work and is so grateful for every opportunity he is offered that he
never takes anything for granted.This is also the story of Sarai, a young woman who has been
trapped in her home for years with only her siblings for company. I don't want to get into too
much detail about where Sarai is or how she ended up trapped there but her path crosses
Lazlo's in the most unusual manner and I absolutely loved spending time with them both and
watching the beginnings of their romance. Sarai and her siblings have been through something
horrific but thanks to her unique talent she is the one best placed to understand both sides of the
story and she longs for peace and freedom. She's such a compassionate girl, one who has seen
the worst people have to offer but who also has great capacity for forgiveness and who tries
really hard to look at the good in people.Once again Laini Taylor has created a world that you
just want to dive into, there are so many beautiful and amazing things to discover but there are
also dark secrets lurking underneath that will leave you reeling. Her characters are people you
want to be friends with and even her villains are so complex that you can understand their
actions even if you don't particularly agree with them. There is so much pain and fear between
the two different groups in the story that it's going to take a miracle to pull them together but I
have complete faith that if anyone can pull it off Lazlo Strange and the Muse of Nightmares can.
Working together I think they can achieve anything.Strange the Dreamer is definitely one of my
favourite books of the year and there is no doubt in my mind that it is going to be appearing on a
lot of "best of 2017" lists. The Muse of Nightmares is right at the top of my 2018 wish list but I
know I'll be rereading this book while I wait for it to be released.”



drawingmad, “Is everything you want and more. After being an avid fan of the Daughter of smoke
and bone series, I highly anticipated this new series of hers, and it did not disappoint. Lani
Taylor's ability to create vivid, complex and believable worlds in immense detail is truly
astounding, and I can not express how engrossing her stories are. This is a little slow to start, but
once you are a couple of chapters in, there's no putting it down. This book is a true feat of
mystery and masterful writing, just as daughter of smoke and bone is. After creating such an
extensive and engrossing world and character plot line in DOSAB, I don't know how she has
managed to come up with new characters, completely different in every respect but equally as
captivating and developed, in a new world, unequivocally enchanting and full of burning
questions we must know the answers to.  One of my favorite books already.”

Joanna Gawn, Author of The Lazuli Portals, “Sensational and Magical. I had delayed reading
"Strange the Dreamer" for nearly 3 years after buying it. Why? Having previously read the
"Daughter of Smoke and Bone" trilogy, I knew roughly what type of story to expect; I knew it
would be beautifully written, and creatively special.But I also had a sort of dichotomy between
wanting to read it, and wanting to keep the fizz of anticipation!Finally, I opened its pages and
dived in....This series opener is a sensuous symphony of lyrical language, captivating
characters, and incredible imagination. It is simultaneously a compelling tale of a foundling's
mystery, relationships of all kinds, and world-changing conflict ... and a glorious illustration of the
richness of dreams and fantastical realms.And of course the magical world contains lapis lazuli,
which naturally is close to my heart! So there's that. ;-)All in all, I emerge from the reading of
Strange the Dreamer feeling that I have been immersed in an extraordinary otherworld of
enchantment and curiosity, and learning and understanding ... a world where so much is
possible, and connection, love, and intimacy arise in unexpected ways.Of course I am now
looking forward to reading Muse of Nightmares ... knowing the story so far, the fizz for this one
has a different hue and taste. Maybe I'll let that fizz bubble for a little while longer! ;-)If you
enjoyed The Daughter of Smoke and Bone Trilogy, I have no doubt you'll revel in Strange and
Sarai's journey, too. And, if you have a rich imagination or busy dreamlife, then this is surely right
up your street!”

little bookworm, “Wonderfully imaginative. Lazlo Strange has dreamed of the mythical lost city of
Weep since he was a young boy playing make-believe in the orchards of the monastery where
he was raised. Now a librarian in the Great Library of Zosma, Lazlo spends his days still
dreaming of journeying to the lost City, until that is the day arrives when his dreams look set to
turn into reality. Suddenly he finds himself one of a group of delegates accompanying a
mysterious stranger known as the Godslayer as well as a group of legendary warriors from the
lost city. What awaits them there is even more extraordinary than anything even Lazlo could have
dreamed!I found myself completely immersed in this imaginative and captivating read, drawn
into the vividly described fantasy world that Taylor has created. From the Great Library of



Zosma, to the vast desert plains of the Elmuthaleth, and to the lost City itself, it was a joy
accompanying Lazlo on his voyage of discovery.Lazlo himself makes for a wonderful fantasy
book hero, with his nose always behind a book and his mind full of wonder; he's gentle and kind
and very easy to like. Yet I thought that Taylor did a really good job of portraying a whole host of
more complex characters too. There's Thyon Nero, the arrogant alchemist, who early on in the
story seems set on being a clear villain; yet I was surprised to find that it wasn't quite so black
and white. The Godslayer too is another prime example, a hero who saved his City and its
people from a reign of terrible tyranny, and yet at a great cost too;such that he is haunted by the
blood on his hands. Minya, again, is an intriguing character; controlling and manipulative, she
might easily have been painted a pure villain, but the tragedy of her past and the great trauma
she has witnessed can but render her in a more sympathetic light.I don't want to go into detail
regarding the ins and outs of the story, but I thought that Taylor touched upon some great
themes within the book, re-working them in an imaginative way. Its a story about the aftermath of
tyranny and war, about hatred and how hard it can be to forgive and reach a reconciliation. I
thought that Taylor did a good job of portraying two sides of a story; as a reader it is easy to
appreciate the suffering that the people of Weep have endured, but by allowing us to get to see
things from the Godspawns' points of view, and Sarai's in particular, we gain an insight into what
they - the orphans of war - have endured too.I personally found the idea of the Mesarthim and
the Godspawn, with their mystical powers, intriguing; and there are still so many unanswered
questions regarding them. Who were the Mesarthim, where did they come from, and what
happened to all those Godspawn children over the centuries?Sarai's power is a particularly
interesting one and obviously shapes a lot of the story; with dream elements becoming more
prominent as the book goes on. I really liked the depiction of the dream sequences in which
Lazlo and Sarai interact; and thought Taylor really managed to capture that whimsical and
magical quality that dreams have. The romance between the two central characters was I
thought sweetly rendered; and whilst some people have complained that it felt too instantaneous
and also took up too much time I would disagree on both accounts. I think the secluded nature of
the lives that both Lazlo and Sarai have lived, makes it believable that they might develop
feelings so quickly for each other; and I think the ending of the book makes it quite clear why so
much time was invested in their relationship.Certainly the book ends on a cliffhanger, with some
very interesting dynamics being set up;such that I can't wait for the sequel.I did guess at the
ending of the story, but that didn't at all spoil it. I would also say that the book starts off quite
slow, but if you stick with the first few chapters, things soon start getting interesting.A beautifully
written book, with exquisite prose and imagery, this is certainly a story I won't be forgetting in a
while.”

Books by Becci, “Wow... Utterly magical.. Wow.Just wow.How have I not read any of Laini
Taylors books before?? I really only ordered this book because of all the great reviews and I
thought I'd see what all the fuss was about.I was hooked from the prologue and then the first



chapter had me smiling goofily at my desk at work. The authors writing is absolutely beautiful, it's
not just the title but this book is so dreamlike, from the characters to the writing, from the setting
to the plot.Tha main character is so lovable. He's so different from the vast majority of fantasy
male characters. He's not big, muscly, arrogant or particully 'masculine' . He's sweet and nerdy,
innocent and kind. Early on something gets taken from him and your heart breaks with his.Utterly
magical. I was honestly not expecting to love this book as much as I did. Ordered the sequel and
another of the authors book as soon as I put this book down.”

The book by Laini Taylor has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 2,763 people have provided feedback.
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