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To Rory Harper

1

So we made ready to leave the shore of the Isle of Sorms, in hope
of never setting foot on it again.

— "Ravenna's Voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"
V. Madrais translation

Tremai ne picked her way along the ledge, green stinking canal on

one hand, rocky outcrop sprouting dense dark foliage on the other.
She was exhausted and footsore and at the moment profoundly
irritated. She said in exasperation, "All they have to do is get on the
damn ship. Isthat really going to be so hard?"

"It'sthe eyes," Giliead told her obliquely. He and Ilias were just
ahead of her on the narrow shelf of rock, both men having a far
easier time of traversing it than she was. The mossy water a few
feet below was foul-smelling and stagnant, inhabited only by weeds
and the occasional brightly colored snake. These canals cut through
the rocky island in several directions, leading to and from the stone
buildings that housed entrances to the deserted waterlogged city that
wove through the caves below. The builders, whoever they were,
had used black stones twenty or thirty feet long to line the
watercourse, stacking them like tree trunks in the same way they
built their underground walls and bridges.

"The ship doesn't have eyes." Tremaine struggled along, sweating



in the damp air. The canal was overhung by the twisted dark-leaved
trees; the overcast sky made it even more dim. For years the island
had been atrap for seagoing vessels and the crews who sailed them;
the whole place felt asif the corruption in the caves below had
crept up through the roots of the stunted jungle.

"That's the problem," Giliead said, glancing back at her as he
brushed a branch aside. "She just looks like—"

"A big blind giant," Ilias supplied, balancing agilely on the slick
stones. They were both Syprians, natives of this world on the other
side of the etheric gateway from lle-Rien. They were brothers,
though only by adoption, and they looked nothing alike. Ilias had a
stocky muscular build and awild mane of blond hair, some of it
tied into a queue that hung down his back. He wore battered dark
pants and boots with a sleevel ess blue shirt trimmed with leather
braid. Giliead was built on abigger scale, nearly a head taller than
llias, with chestnut braids and olive skin, dressed in a dark brown
shirt under aleather jerkin. Both wore more jewelry than had been
fashionable for men in [le-Rien for many years—copper earrings,
armbands with copper disks. Ilias also had a silver mark on his
cheek in the shape of a half-moon, but that wasn't meant to be
decorative.

Tremaine let out a frustrated breath as she ducked under a heavy
screen of pungent leaves. She was the odd woman out, with short
mousy brown hair and sunburned skin. She was wearing Syprian
clothing too, aloose blue tunic block-printed with green-and-gold
designs and breeches of a soft doeskin. Her clothes were a little the
worse for wear but in better shape than the unlamented tweed
outfits she had left behind in lle-Rien.

At the moment all three of them were covered with bruises,
howler scratches and patches of mud and slime from the walls of
the underground passages. The last few days had been nothing but
fighting and running and swimming and falling, and Tremaine just
wanted everyone to quietly get on the ship so they could get the hell
away from here. She had also gone to a great deal of trouble to steal
the Queen Ravenna for just this purpose and she wanted her new
friendsto like it. So far they had stubbornly refused to share her



enthusiasm. Even llias, who had actually sailed on the ship briefly.

"It won't matter how big the ship is aslong as she sails by curses,"
Giliead continued frankly. "They're never going to get used to that."

Tremaine knew he was probably right, though she wasn't ready to
admit it aloud. Syprian civilization was considerably more primitive
than lle-Rien's, and they regarded any mechanical object, from
electric lights to clocks, as magical. Worse, Syprians hated magic,
since all their sorcerers were murdering lunatics. It was a minor
miracle that they had managed to get to this point, where a woman
from Ile-Rien who was a friend of sorcerers could talk about this
subject with Syprians at all. It helped that they were a sea people
and fairly cosmopolitan, despite their prejudices. "But the Ravenna
doesn't use magic," she pointed out. " The steam engines—" She
stopped when she realized the words were coming out in Rienish.

If there was a Syrnaic word for "steam engine" the tranglation spell
that had given Tremaine the knowledge of the language hadn't seen
fit toincludeit. "There's boilers, and you put water in them, and
burn coal or oil or something, and the steam makes it go. It's not
magic," she finished lamely.

Giliead and Ilias paused to exchange alook; Giliead's half of it
was dubious and llias's was ironic. "They always say that," llias put
in. He had spent nearly one whole day in Ile-Rien and now
qualified as the local expert. "Wagons without horses, wizard lights,
wizard weapons, there's an explanation for everything."

Giliead shook his head as he started forward again. "If that's our
only way off the island, we're going to have trouble."

Ilias nodded. "It doesn't matter about me, I'm marked anyway," he
said matter-of-factly. The mark he spoke of was the little half-moon
of silver branded into his cheek. It was what Syprian law said
anyone who had ever fallen under a sorcerer's curse should wear.
"And Gil's exempt from the law because he's a Chosen Vessel, but
it's the others I'm worried about. If the people in Cineth harbor see
them come off that ship, they could all end up ostracized or worse.
And some of the younger ones come from pretty good families,
they could still have a chance of getting married."

Tremaine considered that, frowning. There were alot of things



she didn't understand about the Syprians yet. In many ways their
society was a matriarchy; men seemed to hold the public offices
like war-leader and lawgiver but weren't allowed to own property,
and family status was important. The Andrien, the family Giliead
had been born into and Ilias adopted by, had had its ups and
downs, mostly due to Giliead's being the local god's Chosen Vessel.
The three female heirsto Andrien had all been killed by the
sorcerer Ixion, leaving the family in danger of losing their land
when Giliead's mother Karima died.

"They could end up ostracized," Giliead agreed. "But that's if we
can get them aboard her in the first place." He didn't sound
sanguine about the prospect.

It was the only way off the island at the moment and Tremaine
didn't want to contemplate leaving anyone behind. "So you're not
even curious to see the inside?' she prompted, trying a different
tack. "llias did."

Giliead just looked back at her, not the least bit impressed by this
technique.

Ilias snorted, swinging surefootedly over agap in the stone. "l
didn't have a choice."

Tremaine knew what he meant; the Ravenna had been the only
way for him to return with the rescue party, to get back to his own
world. She had been hoping the Syprians would like the Ravenna
or at least get used to her. The way they acted toward their own
vessel s seemed to suggest ships were fairly important in their
society. Ilias had become somewhat accustomed to the Ravenna,
but he and Giliead were much more used to strange sights and
magic than most Syprians. She said dryly, "l failed to notice your
hel plessness."

Instead of retaliating verbally, Ilias just grinned and deftly caught
her when her foot slipped.

Recovering her balance with his help, Tremaine was glad she
hadn't gone headfirst into the canal; once her clothes were soaked
with water she didn't think she would have had the strength to
climb out again, and that would have been embarrassing. She said
reluctantly, "Nobody would necessarily have to see them get off the



ship. We could send all of you ashore in one of the launches
someplace nearby but out of sight." Tremaine was alittle hesitant to
suggest thisidea, considering what she thought llias's feelings on
the subject were. She knew that when he had been cursed by Ixion,
no one but he and Giliead had known, and Ilias had still insisted on
turning himself in to receive the curse mark. "Then you could warn
the city that we were coming before we sail into the harbor."

"That might be best." Giliead had to crouch to duck under some
dark trailing vines. Pausing to hold them up for Tremaine, he threw
llias a thoughtful look, asif he had had the same qualm.

But lliasjust said, "There would be less trouble that way."

Ducking under the vines, Tremaine absently watched the display
of flexed muscle as Ilias hauled himself up on a heavier branch to
swing across another gap in the stone. She wasn't sure "less
trouble" was a realistic expectation. But whatever happened, the
Ravenna would be leaving this area soon, steaming through the
unfamiliar waters of this world until it was safe to open the etheric
world-gate again and bring the ship to port in Capidara, one of
lle-Rien's only surviving allies.

They still knew little about their enemies, except that they came
from somewhere in thisworld. The Gardier used the etheric gate
spell to reach their targetsin lle-Rien and Adera, something no one
had realized until Arisilde Damal and Tremaine's father Nicholas
Valiarde had somehow stolen the spell from them. After both men
had disappeared, it had taken the Viller Institute sorcerers years to
discover what the gate spell was and where the Gardier were
coming from.

The spell needed two things to create a gate to another world: a
circle of arcane symbols that no one properly understood and a
sorcerer using one of the Viller spheres. Carrying her circle with
her gave the Ravenna great mobility in traveling back and forth
between worlds. Asfar as they knew, the Gardier didn't have
circles on their ships or airships, and so could only create gates
when they were close enough to one of their bases where a circle
was located. Tremaine and the others had destroyed the Gardier
spell circle on thisisland; hopefully that would keep the Gardier



ships blockading the coast of Ile-Rien from coming through the
gate after them. It would not stop attack by the Gardier already in
this world.

A shout from above startled Tremaine. "Now what?' They were
so close to temporary safety and she was so tired. The two men
plunged ahead, splashing in the stagnant water. They were closer
than she thought; only afew yards along was the break in the canal
where a rough set of stairsled up the steep overgrown hill.

Tremaine reached the opening and scrambled up the steps after
Giliead and llias, both almost at the top by now. The short scrubby
trees and thorny vines clutched at her, and she clawed at the muddy
rock to drag her weary body up. The stairs led into a flat-roofed
stone building that was now filled with milling refugees, some
whispering in anger or panic and others fearfully silent. She
shouldered into the path through the crowd that the two men had
already made, coming out of the square doorway into the plaza.

The little group of stone structures stood on a bluff looking out
over the misty sea, all probably built about the same time as the
underwater city; the stunted trees and thick carpet of vegetation had
had time to eat away sections of the paving. Another flat-roofed
building stood at a right angle to this one, concealing a shaft leading
down to the caves.

Most of the freed prisoners had drawn back against the dark
walls. They were all from Ile-Rien's world on the other side of the
etheric gateway, a mix of Maiutans and other Southern Seas
|slanders, Parscians, with afew Rienish. They had been captured
and brought to this world by the Gardier as slave labor for their
base in the island's caves.

Wrapped in a canvas tarp and lying on the pavement was the
currently inert body of the former owner of those caves, the
sorcerer Ixion. Tremaine stared warily at the bundle, wondering if
Ixion had decided to rgjoin the living and that was what had upset
everyone. But Giliead and Ilias stood with Ander, Florian and the
group of Rienish soldiers and Syprian sailors who had led the
attack on the base, all looking out to sea. After a baffled moment
Tremaine saw what had caught their attention: About three hundred



yards from shore the low dark outline of a Gardier gunship moved
silently through the mist.

Oh, no, Tremaine thought, her stomach clenching as she moved
to join the others. It wasn't the gunship from the Gardier's harbor
on the far side of the island, even she could tell that. This boat was
longer than that one and had a second gun on the stern. "How
long—7?"

Florian glanced at her, her expression desperate. "We just saw it a
few moments ago." She was younger than Tremaine, aslight girl
with short red hair, dressed in stained khaki knickers and a dark
pullover sweater. It had been Tremaine, Gerard, Florian and Ander
who had first come through the etheric gateway, scouting the
approach to the Gardier base, and been shipwrecked here. Gerard
was back at the cove now where the Ravenna would be landing her
launches in preparation for taking them all aboard.

Giliead must have already informed Ander of the situation
because he turned impatiently to Tremaine, demanding, "It was the
Ravenna? Y ou saw it?"

Ander Destan was atall dark-haired man, conventionally
handsome. He was only afew years older than Tremaine but was
already a captain in the lle-Rien Army Intelligence Corps, or what
was left of it. He had never quite trusted the Syprians the way she,
Florian and Gerard had, but Tremaine could tell this wasn't
disbelief of Giliead's truthfulness. It was pure relief; after seeing the
gunship, a viable escape route probably seemed like too much to
ask for. She nodded hurriedly. "Gerard's there with Niles now, the
launches will be waiting for usin that cove where we met the
Swift." She waved her arms. "We need to get moving!"

None of the Syprians gathered around could understand Rienish,
and Tremaine heard Ilias rapidly briefing Halian on the situation.
Halian was Giliead's stepfather and had been captain of the Swift;
he was an older man than any of the other Syprians except Gyan,
with aweathered face and graying dark hair. Halian turned to the
other Syprian crew members gathered worriedly around, saying,
"Break them up into groups and start leading them down the canal.
There's boats waiting at Dead Tree Point."



Florian pressed forward, following the men as they scattered. "I'll
translate for them." She and Ander were the only other Rienish
besides Gerard and Tremaine who spoke the Syprians' language,
Syrnaic. "Oh, here." She dashed back to hand Tremaine the
battered |eather bag that held the sphere.

Tremaine took it absently, hanging it over her shoulder as she
watched the Syprians spread out to herd the freed slaves down the
steps to the canal. The Gardier's prisoners had had to bein fair
health to survive this long, but some of them were disoriented and
shocked by their long captivity underground and the swiftness and
violence of their escape. Some didn't speak Rienish, so that made it
even more difficult. Getting them on the motor launches waiting in
the cove would be less of a problem; once they saw the boats they
would surely know it was their best escape. The Syprians were
going to be the problem then. I'm not leaving anybody behind,
Tremaine thought, taking a sharp breath. Not this time.

Ander's military team were gathered around the eleven captured
Gardier; Tremaine moved to join them. The prisoners sat on the
broken moss-stained stone of the plazain a sullen group, their
hands bound with the same chains they had used on their slaves.
With pale skin and heads shaved to stubble, they all looked alike to
Tremaine. Their brown coverall uniforms with heavy boots and
close-fitting caps had nothing to distinguish one from the other.
They were a different problem altogether. Tremaine eyed them,
deciding it looked like a problem that could be solved by eleven
bullets.

"The wireless?' Basimi, one of the Rienish soldiers, turned to ask
Ander.

Ander sguinted at the wireless that had brought them the
Ravenna'?, signal. "Take the box, leave the antenna." It was strung
up across the two stone buildings and would be too much trouble
to remove. And the Gardier knew they were here, there was no
point in trying to remove any trace of their presence.

Ander stepped toward the Gardier prisoners, watching them
carefully. He grasped the Gardier translator disk around his neck,
saying, "Get up, follow us quietly and you won't be harmed." They



had captured several of the trandlators, small silver medallions with
an inset crystal that held the spell that converted the speaker's
words to the Gardier language. They translated only Rienish,
unfortunately, and didn't work for Syrnaic.

Most of the Gardier just stared at him but one spoke rapidly in a
high light voice, the disk translating his words, "Free us and
surrender. Y ou will be well treated—"

Tremaine, her eyes on the long black shape of the gunship
plowing through the gray sea, suddenly had enough. That a
Gardier, sitting there in chains surrounded by Rienish, would still
have the gall to try to dictate terms was too much. The slaves, the
people fleeing Vienne knowing they had no control over their lives,
poor dead Rulan's betrayal, what the Gardier had done to Arisilde,
all came together in perfect clarity for her.

Basimi had set his captured Gardier rifle aside so he could pack
the wireless box; Tremaine walked across the plazato pick it up.
Distracted and thinking she was just relieving him of a burden, he
barely glanced at her.

Tremaine hefted it thoughtfully. The weight and stock felt odd in
her hands and there was no safety. Crossing back to the Gardier,
she pumped it to get a cartridge into the chamber. She stopped
beside Ander, lifting it to her shoulder to aim at the Gardier
spokesman. The man's expression went from stoic contempt to
fear, hisdark eyes widening in alarm. Good, she thought. 1'd hate
to take you by surprise. Then before her finger could tighten on the
trigger along arm reached over her shoulder and grabbed the
barrel.

It was Giliead. Tremaine tried to hold on to the gun but had to
give up before her hand got caught in the trigger guard. Ander was
staring, startled. From across the plaza llias shouted, "Tremaine,
stop that!"

"They won't move!" She gestured in frustration at the Gardier.
She wondered if anybody else was appreciating the irony of the
barbarian Syprians preventing the civilized woman of Ile-Rien from
shooting the prisoners. Some of the ex-slaves had stopped to
watch, probably hoping to see her do it. Ander and Basimi and the



other Rienish military men were staring in disbelief. Why do they
all look like thisis such a bad idea? "We can't leave them, they
know too much about us! What else are we going to do?"

"Not that." Giliead's expression was way too reasonable for her
current mood. "They're not wizards," he said patiently. "And they're
helpless." He held the gun away from his body, his distaste for what
he thought of as a curse weapon evident, but there was no way she
could get it away from him.

"Then let them loose and I'll pick them off on the run." But the
moment of cold uncontrolled fury was fading. Tremaine knew she
wasn't in touch with her own emotions at the best of times, but
maybe this was a little much. She pushed her hair back, looking
away.

llias rolled his eyes and turned back to helping one of the
Parscian women to her feet, obviously leaving the situation to
Giliead, who just watched Tremaine calmly. If he had said aloud,
"I've given you my position on this and I'm not going to argue
about it," it couldn't have been more clear.

"Tremaine, would you mind if | handled this?' Ander said with
sarcastic emphasis. He was past astonishment and on to exasperated
anger, the usual emotional state he and Tremaine communicated in.
"Would that be all right with you?"

Tremaine folded her arms and told him, "Somebody figure this
out right now or we do it my way." She couldn't back the threat up
with Giliead standing ready to wrestle another gun away from her,
but maybe in the heat of the moment nobody would figure that out.

The conversation had been in Syrnaic, and with Florian down on
the stairs urging along the first group of prisoners, Ander and the
Syprians were the only ones who had understood it. He turned to
the Gardier again, grasping the translator, and shouted, "Get up! |
won't ask it again!"

Maybe his grim face convinced them, though Tremaine thought it
was probably her he wanted to throw off the cliff. Two of the
Gardier stumbled to their feet and the others followed, the
spokesman last and most reluctant, with the Rienish soldier Deric
giving him a poke with arifle to hurry him along. The other



members of Ander's military team closed around them, shepherding
them toward the stairs after the last group of refugees.

Ander stopped beside Tremaine. She expected another sarcastic
comment, but he said reluctantly, "At least you got them moving.
They really thought you meant it."

As he moved away Tremaine clapped a hand over her eyes. It
would have been worth it, just to show Ander. He had known her
for years longer than anyone else here except Gerard, and yet he
didn't know her at all. She lifted her head to find herself sharing a
look with Giliead. His mouth quirked, and she had the sudden
feeling he understood.

Basimi, the wireless box packed in its case and tucked under his
arm, pointed at the gun. "Uh, Maam, could you ask him if | could
have—"

"Yes, sorry." Tremaine rubbed her face, trying to collect herself.
Shetold Giliead in Syrnaic, "He wants the weapon back."

Giliead handed it over as Ilias came up to them. He gave
Tremaine a pointed look, and she snapped, "Don't you start."

He ignored her, turning to Giliead. "Y ou ready to take Ixion?"
Giliead let out a breath, his expression darkening as he looked at
the canvas-wrapped bundle lying on the broken pavement. Moving
the sorcerer's body wouldn't disrupt the ward Gerard had placed on
it, but Tremaine wouldn't have had that job for anything, and Ilias
looked as if this was as close as he planned to get to it. They both

watched Giliead lift the body and heave it over his shoulder.

Tremai ne hurriedly picked her way along the edge of the canal

after llias and the others, the sphere's bag bumping her familiarly in
the hip. | feel like | just did this. Oh right, | did. The overcast sky
was darkening rapidly and the canal had become a dim gray-green
tunnel as the overhanging vegetation screened what little light
remained. Giliead, still carrying Ixion, had gone up ahead to talk to
Halian, jumping down into the canal and wading through the

wali st-deep water past the line of refugees making their way along
the stone ledge. Ander and the other Rienish were herding the
Gardier prisoners through the canal up near the front of the line.



Basimi was just ahead of Ilias, burdened with the wireless box and
the rifle slung over his back. Tremaine had offered to carry the gun
for him, but for some reason he had declined.

Most of the refugees were moving quickly, carrying the injured,
helping each other along, spurred by fear of recapture. Occasional
stragglers still fell behind, dazed by the suddenness of events or too
scarred by their long captivity to really understand what was
happening. llias plunged into the water frequently to hand them
back up to their companions or to just get them pointed in the right
direction. "It's not the ones who are still trying to move you've got
to worry about,” he commented to Tremaine, hauling himself out
onto the stone pathway again, dripping with the stagnant water and
with his arms and chest stained with moss. "If they have to be
carried, there's more chance they might go dead later."

Tremaine grabbed the shoulder of his shirt, more to steady herself
than him, since he was far more surefooted on the slippery stone.
"What do you mean 'go dead'?' Her knowledge of Syrnaic having
come from a spell rather than studying the language, she found she
actually did know some of the local idiom, but this one escaped
her. llias pushed to his feet, tossed the wet hair out of his eyes and
moved after the others. "lt's when someone's been caught or had
their village cursed by awizard, and they just never get over it.
They won't talk, won't recognize their family, won't eat or drink
unless you make them. Y ou've seen that before?"

"Yes, | know what you mean." Tremaine digested that, not liking
the implications. If the other Syprians were really that affected by
exposure to magic, then that didn't bode well for a future contact
between the cities of the Syrnai and Ile-Rien's government-in-exile.
The Andrien family had accepted them, but then they had felt
obligated by all the mutual lifesaving that had gone on between
Tremaine, Florian and Ander when they had been stranded in the
underground city searching for Gerard, and llias, who had been
likewise searching for Giliead. And Giliead's mother Karima had
managed to reconcile herself to having a son who was a Chosen
Vessel, so getting used to the idea of wizards as allies probably
wasn't as hard for her as the others. Tremaine had noted that
Kalian's son Nicanor, the current lawgiver of Cineth, had barely



deigned to look at them.

"Anything | should know?' Basimi asked, glancing cautiously
back at them. The conversation had been in Syrnaic and he hadn't
understood it.

He was a hard-faced wiry man who was one of the few who had
volunteered to follow Ander back to thisworld to infiltrate the
Gardier base. Tremaine knew nothing about him except that he
probably wasn't atraitor like Rulan. "Just chatting," she told him.

The first of the refugees must have reached the cove long before
them. Asthey finally climbed up the canal's embankment near the
bluff, Tremaine foundered in the sudden high wind. Following the
last of the stragglers, Basimi staggered under the burden of the
wireless. Ilias stopped, looking worriedly up at the cloud-heavy
sky. "Thisisn't natural," he muttered. Tremaine was uncomfortably
reminded of the spell-driven storm that had swamped the Pilot Boat
when they had first been stranded on the island.

She stumbled around the rocks to see the little sandy cove and the
even more welcome sight of two motor launches moored in the
shallows. They were sturdy boats, each almost forty feet long,
painted gray to match the Ravenna's war camouflage, with steel
hulls, diesel engines and canvas canopies to protect the occupants
from the weather. The surf rolled in around them, white and frothy,
and the wind lifted the sand in stinging sheets. Another boat already
packed with people fought the waves between the tall rocks,
heading for the safety of the larger ship anchored somewhere in the
heavy mist outside the cove. At least Tremaine hoped the Ravenna
meant safety. She couldn't see Niles, but Gerard and a couple of
men in short jackets of the red-trimmed dark blue of undress
Rienish naval uniforms were helping refugees onto the first launch.
Florian was at his side.

Tremaine trotted across the sand, the wind tossing her hair, and
got there in time to hear the other girl say, "Gerard, is this an etheric
storm?' Florian squinted up at the streaming clouds overhead, her
face white and strained, having to nearly shout to be heard over the
roar of the surf.

"I'm afraid so." Gerard winced away from the spray as the waves



broke around the launch's hull. He was atall man in his early
forties, with dark hair just lightly touched with gray. He was
currently wearing Syprian clothing, battered dark pants and a loose
mud-stained white shirt with a green sash; he was a sorcerer and
had been Tremaine's guardian before she was old enough to
assume control of the Valiarde family fortunes. "It's nearly
impossible for us to call up weather magic so quickly, but we've
seen the Gardier do it before."

Florian gave Tremaine a concerned look as she approached. "Is
that all of them? Ander already took the Gardier on another boat."

"We're the last,"” Tremaine told her, looking around for the
Syprians. They were gathered in a group over by the rocks, and
Giliead, hands planted on his hips, was talking to them. llias had
gone to stand at his side. That doesn't look good, she thought
grimly. She noticed Giliead didn't have the canvas-wrapped bundle
anymore. "Where's Ixion? Did they put him in the boat?"

"On the other one." Gerard nodded, indicating the launch
wallowing in the surf alittle further down. "That's the boat you'll be
taking. | want the sphere to stay fairly near him."

"Are they coming?' Florian shielded her eyes from the spray,
watching the Syprians worriedly. "1 know they think the engines
are magic, but it's their only chance."

"I'll go see." Stumbling in the wet sand, Tremaine went over to
join the group.

Antes, ayoung man with wild brown hair who was a Syprian
poet, was standing with Dyani, Gyan's young foster daughter. She
was a slight girl with dark brown hair tied back in aloose ponytail.
Gyan himself looked grave, and Halian was fuming with frustration
and anger. Most of the others hovered between confused and
rebellious. "I won't do it," one of them was saying stubbornly. He
was big like Giliead, but with darker hair and a boxer's mashed
nose. "It was bad enough letting them curse the Swift, and we saw
what happened to her—"

"It was Ixion's curseling that did that," Gyan objected. Tremaine
was glad he was on their side. He was an older man, with a heavy
build and a good-humored face, balding with along fringe of gray



hair. He was much respected by the other crew. "And Gerard's
curse got us out of that prison—"

"But you can't ask usto get on that wizard ship!" "It's not magic,"
Tremaine protested helplessly. "The lights, the engines, it's steam
turbines and—" She stopped in exasperation when she realized the
words were coming out in Rienish because there were no
equivalentsin Syrnaic. "Dammit!"

"I've been on the wizard ship," llias began patiently. "It's not—"
"Y ou've got nothing to lose," the man snapped at him. Ilias's
expression went stony and he stepped back, reflexively drawing
away from the group.

That did it for Giliead. He looked the men over with grim
contempt. "1'm going. Anyone who wants to stay, we'll send help
back to you. If the howlers or the Gardier wizards leave anything."

"Wait." Halian fixed an eye on the objector and said, almost too
quietly for Tremaine to hear over the rising wind, "So you're
captain now, Dannor?"

"Maybe he ought to be," somebody else piped up. Without taking
his eyes off Halian, Dannor backhanded the offender in the mouth,
saying, "When | want you to talk for me I'll tell you." "Tremaine!"
Gerard shouted from the launches. "We have to go!" "Go on!" she
turned to yell. "We'll take the other boat." | hope. She could feel the
sphere shaking violently in its bag and wondered if it was
responding to the argument or the growing storm.

"The thing is, Dannor," Halian said, still softly, "either you're
making yourself captain, or you're not."

Dannor breathed hard, something flat and desperate in his eyes.
Halian had been Cineth's warleader once, Tremaine remembered.
Dannor looked like he knew why Halian had been chosen for that
job and didn't want to find out all over again. He stared out toward
where the Ravenna lay, obscured by the heavy mist and the black
rocks that sheltered the cove. A scatter of raindrops pelted the sand
around them and thunder rumbled. "Halian, |—"

Kalian's grim expression didn't soften. Do you really think I'd
ask you to do thisif it wasn't the only choice?"

Gerard had splashed back out of the surf and started across the



beach toward them. The other boat was leaving, she could see
Florian standing in the stern watching them, hanging on to a
stanchion as it fought the waves. The last one, empty but for two
Rienish sailors, still waited. Tremaine was turning to tell Gerard to
go back when sand suddenly blew up in her face and something
shoved her hard from behind. She hit the wet beach facefirst.

The next thing she knew Gerard was dragging her upright, the
sphere's bag knocking her in the stomach as she got her feet under
her. "Ow," Tremaine protested weakly. Her ears rang, her head
pounded, her teeth hurt. After everything else, it seemed especially
unfair. "What happened?' The Syprians were scattered around her,
sprawled in the sand or struggling to their feet.

Gerard spoke urgently, but his voice sounded far away over the
ringing in her ears. Giliead staggered upright, shaking his head, and
llias rolled over, still stunned.

Tremaine gave up on trying to hear Gerard and looked around for
the source of the explosion. She saw with shock that the big rock
they had been standing near was missing a large chunk off the top.
She could smell burning and the aftermath of alightning strike. She
pointed at it, tugging on Gerard's sleeve, trying to get him to look.
"They're shelling us!"

Gerard gestured imperatively at the boat, shouting something that
sounded tinny and far away. Ilias managed to struggle up and
Giliead pulled Halian to his feet. He started pushing the others
toward the beach. Tremaine reached to help Dyani, but Gerard
grabbed the other girl's arm and hauled them both toward the water.

Something flashed overhead, lighting up the gray sky, and
Tremaine flinched. "What was that?' she demanded again.

Gerard's voice still sounded too far away but this time she
understood his shout. "It's lightning, etheric lightning. The Gardier
generated this storm and the lightning is aiming for us."

Damn. Tremaine stared up, stumbling as another flash lit the sky.
The men on the boat were waving urgently for them to hurry. "Us
specifically?' She looked around and saw with relief all the
Syprians were with them; no one was staying behind. Dannor and
Halian were half-carrying Gyan.



"Anything human," Gerard clarified.

"Why aren't we dead?' Dyani asked, looking up in terror at the
flashes shooting across the gray sky.

"The sphere is deflecting it!"

Dyani probably didn't understand what that meant, but Tremaine
was a little reassured. Arisilde, locked inside the sphere, was
fighting the Gardier spells for them.

They stumbled into the surf and the cool water shocked Tremaine
out of her daze. Staggering in the waves, they reached the boat.
Tremaine grabbed the railing and looked for Ilias. She found him
when he caught her around the waist and lifted her over the side.

The floorboards were already drenched with spray. Others
tumbled in, and Tremaine helped Gerard and Dyani steady Gyan as
Halian boosted him up to climb the rail. The older man's face was
red and he was breathing hard; Tremaine hoped he wasn't having a
heart seizure. Then she saw the gray hair at the back of his head
was matted with blood and realized he must have been hit by a
fragment of the shattered rock.

Giliead was the last to scramble in. The engine coughed to life,
making the Syprians flinch in alarm, and the boat began to plow
forward against the waves, taking them away from the island.

2

The wall rose out of the sea and the fog, up and up, bigger than a
mountain, taking up all the horizon like another sky. . . .

— "Ravenna's voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"
Abignon Translation

Tremai ne thought the water in the cove was rough, but as the

launch left the shelter of the rocks, the high waves flung it into a
violent roll. She slid from her seat to the deck, clutching the bench



and trying valiantly to keep her stomach down where it was
supposed to be. She hadn't ever been seasick before, but the waves
tossed the boat like atin cup.

Gerard pushed his way up to the bow and held on to the rail next
to the sailor wrestling with the wheel. Everyone else was clinging to
the seats, trying to brace themselves. llias was beside Tremaine,
gripping a stanchion, and Giliead was braced next to him. Even
with the wind and the spray in their faces they were watching
something with awed expressions. Whatever it was Tremaine didn't
think she wanted to see it. The sudden onset of nausea had sucked
any interest in staying alive right out of her; it was almost like being
back home again. Then the wind died suddenly and she realized the
seawas less violent, the boat's wild dips and sways less agonizing.
She grabbed the rail and dragged herself up alime to look.

At first al she saw was a giant gray wall. She thought it was mist
or alow cloud formation, then she realized it was the Ravenna,
looming over the little boat like an avalanche. llias and Giliead must
have been watching her advance and turn.

The pilot turned from the wheel to shout, "We're all right now!
She's come to our windward side so we'rein her lee."

Oh good, an optimist, Tremaine thought. "She's shielding us
from the wind," she translated into Syrnaic for the Syprians, though
being sailors they probably didn't need her to tell them what had
happened.

The boat chugged rapidly toward the Ravenna now, making good
progress over the still-rough sea. Peering up at the ship, Tremaine
could see afew lights glowing along the upper decks and a
searchlight sweeping the water, fixing on the launch to guideit in.
The gray paint made the ship fade into the heavy overcast sky and
her upper decks were draped in mist. It fell over the ship like a
giant's shroud, catching in diaphanous streamers on the three
enormous smokestacks. She didn't dwarf the island behind them in
actual physical size, but she gave the impression she wanted to try.
The Ravenna had been built to be a passenger liner, the largest in
the Vernaire Solar Line, and she was far from home, just like
everyone else from lle-Rien.



Somehow approaching the liner by sea was more daunting than
just walking up to her on the dock; the Ravenna was free now and
al-powerful in her element. Asthey drew steadily closer to that
great gray wall, Tremaine suddenly remembered the smashed
warehouse and the sheared-off pier, victims of a miscalculation
during the ship's leave-taking from Port Rel. It had seemed funny at
the time; it didn't now.

The pilot brought the little boat alongside the wall between
dangling cables, then worked frantically with the other crewman to
get them locked in place at the bow and stern. With the others,
Tremaine stared nervously at the huge hull so dangerously close
that she could count rivets. Gerard stood at the wheel, holding it
steady as the two seamen worked. She saw Gyan up toward the
bow with Arites and Dyani; he looked alittle better though his face
was gray in the dim light. He was staring at the Ravenna with
nervous astonishment. Halian shouldered his way back through the
others, hisface intent, leaning over to ask Tremaine, "What are they
doing?"

Giliead and llias both leaned in to hear her answer. She
swallowed to clear her throat. "They hook those cables to the front
and the back and then there's an electric winch to haul the boat up
to the deck where they uh ... keep boats." She knew about the
procedure in principle but had never gone through it herself.

Giliead and Halian exchanged a dubious look, and Ilias leaned
back on the rail, craning his neck to stare up at the height above
them.

Halian nodded in resignation, squeezed her arm, and said, "Don't
tell anyone else.”

Finally one of the seamen signaled to those waiting above and the
lifeboat started to lift, moving alittle in the wind. Some men shifted
and called out in alarm, but Halian snapped at them to be quiet. It
seemed to take forever, and Tremaine tightened her grip on the
bench, reminding herself that if the Rienish woman who was
supposed to be blase about all this got hysterical, everybody else
was bound to do it too. She saw portholes in the Ravenna'?, side,
then larger windows streaked with water from the spray, then



suddenly the boat swayed in toward an open deck, bumping against
the ship'srailing.

Tremaine stumbled as she stood and Giliead caught her arm to
help her. A seaman held a gate in the ship's railing open and she
stepped up on a bench and climbed through it, finding herself on
the Ravenna's polished wooden deck in a milling confusion of
sailors, freed prisoners and people she vaguely recognized from the
Viller Institute. The deck was rolling, but it was nothing after being
thrown around in the little launch. The wind was still harsh, but the
other stowed lifeboats, their canopies flattened down, hung
overhead in their curved davits, forming a sheltering partial roof
for the deck.

A little dazed, Tremaine noticed some of the sailors were women,
their hair cropped short or tightly bound back under their caps.
Early losses at the beginning of the war meant there were now more
women serving in the army and the fragments left of the navy than
ever beforein Rienish history. It didn't surprise Tremaine that the
Ravenna, designated as a last-ditch evacuation transport when the
Pilot Boat had failed to return with the sphere, had ended up with a
lot of female crew. It also meant they would all have only afew
years experience at most and that none had ever worked on a ship
like this before.

Tremaine watched the others clamber off the boat, then Gerard
appeared at her side, guiding her to an open hatch. A seaman stood
beside it, motioning for them to hurry. Tremaine dragged her feet,
looking back to make sure the Syprians were following, then
ducked inside.

Getting out of the wind was an immediate relief; with everyone
else, Tremaine jostled down a narrow wood-paneled stairwell that
opened abruptly into alarge area, brightly lit and teeming with
refugees from the Gardier base, more Viller Institute staff and crew
members trying to get them all to go somewhere. Voices spoke
urgently in Rienish, Maiutan, Parscian; freed slaves who had held
together throughout the battle and the trek across the island were
falling down on the tiled floor and weeping with relief. Tremaine
stumbled and leaned on awall of finely polished cherrywood. Over



the heads of the crowd, she spotted green marble pillars and the top
of aglassed-in kiosk. "Promenade deck," she said to herself,
relieved. Now she had her bearings, they had come down afull
level from the boat deck above and were in the ship's main hall and
shopping arcade. Past the people clustering around she could see
that the glass cabinets for the shops along the walls were dark and
empty.

"Gerard!" Someone forced his way through the crowd. "There
you are," he said, asif Gerard had been deliberately concealing
himself. It was Breidan Niles, the sorcerer who had brought the
Queen Ravenna through the etheric world-gate to this temporary
safety. He had narrow features, fair hair slicked back and wore an
exquisitely tailored country walking suit. Despite the appearance of
a man who should be lounging decoratively at one of the expensive
and fashionable cafes along the Boulevard of Flowers, Niles had
been working on the Viller Institute's defense project aslong as
Gerard. Asthe other primary sorcerer on the project, hisrole had
been to stay in lle-Rien to watch over things there; this evacuation
had been hisfirst chance to travel through the gate.

Before Niles could continue, Gerard interrupted. "There'sa
problem. We're holding an enemy sorcerer called Ixion." Gerard
gestured toward the damp canvas-wrapped bundle Giliead was just
depositing on the floor. "He isn't a Gardier; he's a native
collaborator. He's apparently perfected a
consciousness-transference spell that can take effect at the moment
of his death. Now he seems to be in some sort of comatose state.
Giliead here is something of an expert on this subject and he
believesit's very possible that Ixion has another body waiting
somewhere that he can transfer into if we attempt to harm this one."

"| see." The crowd noise rose and fell around them, but Niles
stroked his chin thoughtfully, eyeing the quiescent bundle asif they
were standing in aquiet library. "No chance we could tempt him
over to our side?"

Gerard's mouth twisted in distaste. "I rather doubt it. From what
our alliestell usthe Syprian sorcerers are al quite mad. My
experience with Ixion certainly bears that out."



Niles's frown deepened. He pulled a booklet with a printed cover
out of his coat pocket and began to flip hurriedly through it.
Tremaine stared. It looked like a tourist brochure. "What is that?"
she demanded.

"A map of the ship for passengers,” Niles explained. "There were
bundles of them in the purser's office. They come in handy since so
many of the crew were assigned here just yesterday." He glanced at
Gerard. "Thorny problem. But this Ixion isn't resistant to our spells
like the Gardier?"

"No, not resistant at all, fortunately." Gerard pushed damp hair
out of hisface. "Does the ship have a brig?"

"No, but there's a secure area meant for stowaways. That's where
your Gardier prisoners have been packed off to." Niles's brows
lifted as he studied the map. "The ship does have an extensive
cold-storage capability."

Gerard smiled thinly. "That's a thought."

Giliead touched Tremaine's arm, asking uneasily, "What are they
saying about Ixion?"

Tremaine started. Listening to Gerard and Niles talk, she had
almost drifted off. "They've thought of a place to keep him," she
explained, switching back to Syrnaic with an effort and trying to
look alert. "A locked cold room somewhere."

He nodded, pressing his lips together. "I'll take him there."

"No!" One of the Syprians protested. Tremaine craned her neck
and saw it was Dannor. Of course. "Y ou brought us here, you stay
with us."

Tremaine saw Kalian's face suffuse with red. Bias muttered
something under his breath that hadn't been included in the sphere's
tranglation spell. But it was obvious the others agreed, except
maybe Arites, who was staring around in anxious curiosity. It's a
good thing they don't know Nilesis a sorcerer, Tremaine realized,
Ilias knew from his brief visit to lle-Rien, but he didn't look
inclined to mention it. The Syprians had gotten used to Gerard, but
there was no telling how they would react to another Rienish
sorcerer, especially as unsettled as they were now.

Watching with concern, Gerard told Giliead, "It's all right, we can



take care of it ourselves. | still have award of impermeability on
Ixion."

Giliead hesitated, threw a dark look at Dannor, then said
reluctantly, "All right."

"Very well." Gerard turned to Tremaine as Niles called over a
couple of men to take Ixion. "Will you let me have the sphere?"

She nodded, handing him the bag wordlessly. The lights were too
bright, and everything was taking on a surreal tint, probably a
product of her exhaustion. As he pushed off after Niles, Dorian
appeared, saying, "Were you the last, did everyone make it?"

Tremaine stared at her blankly. Florian, with her red hair tied
tightly back and her face pale, seemed oddly normal against the
chaotic background. Tremaine shook herself and nodded a shade
too rapidly. "Y es, we were the last. Everyone made it."

"Good." Florian relaxed in relief. "l've got to go, | need to help
them get some people down to the hospital."

"Good luck," Tremaine managed as the other girl slipped away
through the crowd. She looked at the Syprians gathered around her.
Dyani had fetched up next to Tremaine and she anxiously eyed the
light in the wall above their heads. It was encased in a smooth
crystal sheath mounted in a brass base. It took Tremaine a moment
to realize what was wrong, then she said hurriedly, "The lights
aren't magic, they just look that way." We need to get out of here,
she thought wearily. She stood on tiptoes to see over the heads of
the crowd; her legs felt like rubber.

"Thisway," she said in Syrnaic and turned to follow the wall
around. By this method she found the grand stairway at the back of
the large chamber. She led the way down the carpeted steps, feeling
the tension in her nerves ease as they left the noisy crowd behind.
She glanced back to make sure the Syprians were following and
saw Giliead and Halian both looking around, probably doing head
counts. Gyan was walking by himself but holding on to the wooden
banister with another man at his elbow watching him worriedly.
Dannor, who had started the mutiny, looked wary, and she was
glad to see llias was right behind him.

The next deck was the First Class Entrance Hall she, Florian and



llias had passed through when they had boarded the Ravenna in
Port Rel. It was brightly lit now, the fine wood walls and the
marble-tiled floor gleaming, and nearly as crowded as the main
hall. Tremaine continued down to the next deck, finding asmaller
carpeted lounge, mercifully unoccupied, with one wall taken up by
the steward's office. It was covered in sleek wood and had etched
glass windows; there was a light on inside and the door stood open.
Tremaine hesitated then decided not to bother them. If she did, it
would just give someone the opportunity to give her alot of
unnecessary instructions and orders.

Four large corridors led off from here, two toward the bow and
two toward the stern. She picked the nearest and led the way down
toward what should be the First Class staterooms. The corridor
seemed to run most of the length of the ship, the patterned carpet
making her alittle dizzy as her eye followed it. The doors werein
little vestibules opening off the corridor; she picked one at random.
There was only one doorway in this vestibule, so she hoped that
meant it was a big room. "Thisis the place," she said over her
shoulder, trying the handle. It was locked. She stepped back and
gestured. "Can somebody open this?

Halian stepped forward, took the handle and applied his shoulder
to the fine-grained but light wooden door. Something cracked in
the jamb and it swung obligingly open. It was dark inside and
smelled dusty, unused. Tremaine stepped in, fumbling for the wall
switches.

Behind her, Dyani whispered like alitany, "The lights aren't
curses, they just look likeit."

"It'sall right," llias told her, managing to sound asif he believed
it. "Redlly."

"Are there curses here?' somebody asked Giliead.

He hesitated an instant too long. "No."

Tremaine found two call buttons for the stewards before finally
pushing the button for the lights. As the lamps flickered to life she
saw she had struck gold. The lights were milky crystal lozenges set
into cherrywood-veneered walls and the floor had a deep tawny
carpet. If Giliead could sense spells it might be the conceal ment



wards protecting the ship from the Gardier; or the stateroomsin this
section might have been warded against thieves at the commercial
liner's commission. If they had, nothing had happened when the
door was forced open. She walked through a small foyer to asitting
room with gold-upholstered chairs and two couches. The built-in
writing desk, the silk pillows and the rich red drapes concealing the
portholesin the far wall were all meant to make it look like the best
hotel in Vienne rather than a ship's cabin.

The Syprians followed her with subdued murmurs of admiration
at the furnishings. Gyan dropped down on one of the couches,
clutching his head and groaning. Halian turned and in a grim tone
that reminded Tremaine that he had raised at least two children,
said, "None of you better break anything, I'm saying that right
now."

Breathing space immediately formed around a delicate little
marquetry table.

Muttering, "There's got to be beds somewhere." Tremaine
shouldered her way through and fumbled at the latch of asliding
door in the other wall. She pushed it open to reveal a dining room
with afine wood table, more upholstered chairs, another built-in
desk and chest of drawers, and another couch.

"Isit al like this?' Dyani asked in an awed whisper. Tremaine
glanced back at her and saw the girl seemed to be over her fright.
She looked more intrigued than afraid now. Ilias hadn't liked the
ship much either, until he had seen some of the more richly
decorated public rooms. The Syprians used a lot of color in the
painted walls and floor mosaics of their own homes, and the rich
fabric and decoration must seem comfortable and familiar to them,
unlike the stark-ness of the Gardier base.

"Normally they charge alot of money to stay here,” Tremaine told
her, stepping into the dining room. She knew there were even
better suites available, forward on the deck above the Promenade,
just below where the captain and the chief engineer had their
guarters. Those were the ones meant for members of the royal
family.

Pressing the switches for the lights as she went, Tremaine found



two more unobtrusive panel doorsthat led into equally lavish
bedrooms, with two double beds each and accompanying vanities
and chests of drawers in the same cherrywood. There was also a
smaller plainer bedroom that might be the maid's quarters though it
was probably better than any of the Third Class rooms, and a large
bathroom with gleaming taps and walls that looked like alabaster
but probably weren't. She was momentarily stymied by the fact that
al the beds had been stripped to the mattress covers; going off in
search of the laundry, wherever it was in the bowels of the ship,
was not high on her list of what to do next. But by opening all the
doors and drawers she discovered a cabinet in the maid's room with
neatly folded linens, towels and silk bedcovers, all in red or gold to
match the curtains and carpets. They weren't musty because the
seals on the cabinet doors were nearly airtight, and as she piled
them into Dyani's arms the faint faded scent of lavender laundry
soap puffed up from the folds. It was odd; the people who had
carefully cleaned up after this suite's occupants on the ship's last
voyage had probably never imagined that the next time she left port
would be to carry refugees away from a devastated lle-Rien.

In the sitting room everyone was finally starting to settle down.
llias had shown the others how to get hot water out of the
bathroom taps and Giliead was in there tending Gyan's head
wound; Arites, deprived of paper and writing implements by the
Gardier, was walking around muttering to himself, probably trying
to memorize details; some of the men had just curled up in corners
and gone to sleep. Tremaine found herself standing in front of the
mural on the dining room wall, a surrealist mix of curves and
angles. One of the men whose name she thought was Kias—big,
olive-skinned, with frizzy dark hair falling past his
shoulders—asked, "What is that supposed to be?"

"I don't know," Tremaine replied honestly. Her last dose of strong
coffee had worn off far too long ago and the world felt distant and
strange. The surrealist mural didn't help that sensation.

There was a knock at the door and several people flinched. "What
now?" Tremaine grumbled and went to answer it.

Ilias followed her into the foyer, saying under his breath, "Did



you steal this room too?"

Ilias had maintained that Tremaine's method of getting the
Ravenna diverted to the Institute's use was stealing; that he was
technically correct just made it worse. "How very helpful."
Tremaine glared at him, then opened the door.

It was an older woman, slender, her graying dark hair neatly
arranged and her face bare of cosmetics. She wore a plain but
well-tailored blue-gray wool suit. Tremaine thought she might be
one of the Institute's secretaries or administrators but didn't
recognize her. The woman lifted her brows and said calmly, "Oh, it
must be Miss Valiarde from the Viller Institute. They said you'd be
somewhere with all these young men." She smiled admiringly at
llias, who was leaning against the other wall, displaying more bare
chest and arms than one usually got to seein lle-Rien since the
ballet, the opera and the more interesting demimonde theaters and
dining establishments had shut down for the duration. He smiled
engagingly back at her. Tremaine suspected the Syprians were
going to prove popular, at least among the Rienish on board.
"We're just trying to keep track of everyone," the woman explained,
"So we can get all these poor people into rooms. I'll note down that
you're in charge of thissuite...." She wrote rapidly on the clipboard
she carried.

Gratified as she was to actually be recognized, Tremaine had a
sudden qualm at being "in charge" of anything at the moment.
"What do | need to do?' she asked, shifting to lean casually against
the door and cover the broken lock with her body.

"Just make sure the dead-lights—the metal covers over the
portholes—stay fixed in place. There's plenty of freshwater for
drinking but do have everyone use the saltwater taps for bathing.
And here," She pulled one of the ship's map booklets from her
pocket and showed Tremaine two areas marked in pen. "If anyone
needs medical attention, Dr. Diviesis set up in the ship's hospital
with the army surgeon, and some volunteers are going to try to
serve a hot meal in the First Class Dining Room in a few hours."

Tremaine took the booklet, finding herself smiling. "They're
ambitious."



The woman caught her meaning and smiled back. "Yes, if there's
any delay, it'll be because they've mislaid themselves in those huge
kitchens." She checked her notes again. "Also, try to conserve the
linens as much as possible. Getting the laundry operational is rather
low priority at the moment. Oh"—the woman tucked her clipboard
under her arm and extended a hand—"I've forgotten to introduce
myself. I'm Lady Aviler."

Tremaine automatically shook the extended hand. The expensive
but tastefully plain just-what-one-shoul d-wear-to-an-evacuation
clothing, the confident beau monde manner combined with the
polite leer at Ilias all made sense; she was a member of |le-Rien's
nobility. The Aviler family had been highly placed in the Ministry
as long as the Fontainons had been on the throne. She couldn't
remember if it was Lady Aviler's son or husband or brother who
had been minister in charge of the War Appropriations Committee.
How had the woman ended up on the ship? Had she been in the
group picked up at Chaire? And more importantly, did she know
the orders Tremaine had brought to transfer the Ravenna to
Colonel Averi and the Institute were forged? "Thisis Ilias," she
managed, hoping to distract her.

Lady Aviler gave him a pleasant nod and a warm smile. "How
very nice."

As Lady Aviler continued briskly up the corridor, Ilias leaned out
to watch her. "Get back in here," Tremaine snapped, anxious to
shut the door again. She was paranoid about her trick with the
orders being uncovered. Not that it had been terribly well covered
in the first place, but she hadn't had any time. And really, shetold
herself, at this point there isn't much they could do about it.
Except, of course, throw her in the brig with Ixion and the Gardier.
But the main thing was that it would be embarrassing and she knew
it would tell too many people more about how her mind worked
than was good for anybody, especially her.

llias stepped back in, giving her awry look. " She was nice."

Tremaine grimly shut the door, heading back into the sitting
room. "Sure she was."

Gyan was back out in the main room again, his head wound



tended, resisting Halian's attempts to make him sit down. He
demanded, "Do we know where we're headed, if the Gardier are
still out there?"

Gardier. Oh, damn. Tremaine rubbed her forehead, trying to
massage away the pounding headache. She needed to know what
was going on out there too. "I'll go up and find out." She started for
the door again.

Giliead stopped her, taking her by the shoulders and steering her
back into the room. "No, you've done enough. Y ou're about to fall
down."

"| am not," Tremaine protested, stumbling.

"Yes, you are." lliastook over, taking her arm and hauling her
back through the dining room. Kias was still staring at the mural.
"When's the last time you slept?"

"Don't ask hard questions." Tremaine rubbed her eyes. She wanted
to say that she had to get back up to where the decisions were being
made. The Viller Institute's money and authority meant nothing
now, and she had only atoehold with the people who were running
things. If she didn't hold on to it, she would lose even that.

|lias steered her into the maid's room, and Tremaine gave in and
collapsed on one of the narrow beds. The mattress was still bare
but it was wonderfully comfortable. She was asleep in moments.

I lias looked around for a blanket and Dyani handed him one out of

the cupboard. She paused to run her hand over the dark red fabric,
saying, "All the dyes match. And the weaving is so tight. How do
they do that?"

"Y ou should have seen their city," llias told her, covering
Tremaine with the blanket. Her tousled hair and the shadows under
her eyes made her ook vulnerable and soft. When awake she was
anything but, no matter what she seemed to think of herself. "And
that was after the war with the Gardier."

Dyani took a deep breath, looking down at Tremaine worriedly.

"These people are so powerful. If they can't fight the Gardier with
ships like these, how can we?"

Good question, llias thought grimly, but he squeezed her arm,



and said, "Wel'll think of something."

Arites ducked his head in to whisper, "Halian wants to talk to
you."

Ilias grunted an acknowledgment, having an idea of what Halian
wanted. He stepped out past him. "How's your shoulder?"

"Good, see." Arites pulled the charred torn fabric of his shirt apart
so llias could see the little round wound. "The wizard weapon sent
a bolt right through me—there's ahole just like this on my back
where it came out, but Gerard made the bleeding stop and alittle
later | saw the hole had closed up, like this."

Arites sounded rather pleased and enthusiastic about the whole
thing, but then as far as Ilias could tell he had been born
open-minded. Ilias absently flexed the arm he had broken in the
wreck of the Swift. "Y es, they're good at that." The problem was, if
everyone didn't keep quiet about it when they got back to Cineth,
Arites might end up sentenced to a curse mark.

Ilias returned to the main room, seeing everyone was settled in the
beds or collapsed in the padded chairs that looked almost as
comfortable. Thunder rolled outside, distant and ominous; he could
hear the wind trying to bore into the heavy metal hull, but not a hint
of adraft came through. There was only the familiar sway of the
deck underfoot to tell him he was on a ship.

He looked for Giliead and Halian and after a moment heard their
voices out in the hall. He found them just outside the door, leaning
against the dark wood walls of the little vestibule. The wizards
lights out here, like those inside, were set back into the ceiling
behind mist-colored glass ovals so they weren't harsh and bright.
There was a carpet on this floor too, a gold-and-brown one with a
pattern that dazzled the eye as it stretched the length of the corridor
asfar as Ilias could see, which was a pretty damn long way. By
ducking his head a little he could tell it curved upward as it grew
smaller with distance, until it vanished into shadow. He could hear
voices speaking Rienish somewhere down there and saw a few men
come out of adoor, look around in confusion, then retreat.

Giliead saw he was looking at the curve in the floor and said
ruefully, "It's hard to believe."



Ilias nodded, knowing what he meant. A building this large,
especially constructed of metal, would have been enough of an
amazement; that this was a living ship was almost
incomprehensible.

L eaning against the opposite wall, Halian said in alow voice, "So?
Can we trust these people? And | don't mean our friends, | mean
the ones who give them their orders."

So lliaswas right, and it was time for this conversation. He
glanced at Giliead, who just looked thoughtful. llias leaned in the
doorframe next to him and said slowly, "Everything's as they said. |
saw their city. There were places that had been torn apart and
burned to the ground by the Gardier. The man who took Ixion
away with Gerard is another wizard." Ilias held out his arm,
showing them the faded bruises. "When the Swift sank | broke this,
and he healed it."

Giliead took his arm, looking it over carefully. Ilias continued,
"But they have traitors, people who have sworn themselves to the
Gardier like the one who betrayed us on the island. Some captured
Ander and Florian and nearly killed them before we came back
here."

Halian nodded, impatient. "That's to be expected in awizard's war
like this." He stepped closer, his face serious. "l know you weren't
there long, but did they seem the kind of people we could ally
with?"

Ilias stared at the floor. He didn't like this al being on his head; he
didn't want to mix what he wanted with what Cineth, let alone the
whole Syrnai, should do. In his gut he thought the Rienish would
make good allies; better than the Hisians, who made treaties only
for the pleasure of breaking them and thought everybody who
looked odd was a wizard. He told himself it wasn't just because the
Rienish, like the woman who had come to the door, never saw his
curse mark for what it was and that he liked being looked at like a
man again. "All | can tell you isthat they treated me well." Glancing
up at Giliead, he added, "And it wasn't like the places here that fall
under wizard's rule." They had both seen what could happen to a
village or town taken over by a wizard: the people cursed into



obedience and treated like slaves. There were towns past the Bone
Mountains in the dry plains where wizards had held sway for
generations, and the inhabitants were little better than cattle.

Giliead eyed Halian. "Y ou're thinking of what to advise Nicanor
and Visolela." Nicanor was Kalian's son by hislast marriage and
now lawgiver of Cineth with hiswife Visolela. It would be their
decision whether to recommend the alliance to Cineth's council or
not, and whichever way it decided, the rest of the city-statesin the
Syrnai were likely to follow.

"We need an alliance." Halian pressed his lips together. "What
they're doing now isjust helping shipwrecked travelers, no more
than any other civilized people would do. But when the Gardier
return for vengeance we'll truly need their help."

Ilias shook his head regretfully. "They haven't been able to help
themselves. When we left, their cities were falling," he said, trying
to be honest. "But their god-thing can fight the Gardier in ways we
can't. We'd be better off with their help than without it."

Halian looked at Giliead. When the cities of the Syrnai sent a
representative to foreign lands, it was usually a Chosen Vessel, but
they all knew this was different. "Y ou agree?"

Giliead nodded, asif he had already made the decision sometime
ago. "Yes."

Ilias took a deep breath. He had gone with Giliead to the Chaeans
and to other lands, but he had the feeling that going with the
Rienish would take them even further.

Halian leaned back against the wall, his face grave. He knew what
this decision could mean. "Then we need someone to speak for us
with them. Would Tremaine be a good choice?"

"She'd fight for us." Ilias snorted. "And | don't think she knows
how not to fight dirty."

Giliead's mouth quirked. "That's true."

"All right." Halian stepped back, nodding to himself. This wasn't
his first wizard war by along stretch; Ilias just hoped it wasn't the
last one for all of them. Halian already looked worn down and
older than llias was used to thinking of him.

Giliead must have had the same thought. "Get some rest," he



suggested.

Halian nodded wearily, clapping llias on the shoulder as he went
back into the room. Ilias and Giliead looked at each other, then
Giliead jerked his head down the hall, back toward the stairs. "I
want to see what they did with Ixion."

Ilias nodded. He was tired, his head hurt from the storm and his
scars ached, but he was too keyed up to sleep. Besides, it was their
job to make sure there were no curses lying in wait so the place was
safe for ungrateful bastards. Asthey started down the corridor, he
said, "I'm going to kick the shit out of Dannor."

"He'sanidiot," Giliead agreed grimly.

Dannor wasn't really an idiot and they both knew it, but llias was
tired of hisword being disregarded as worthless because of the
curse mark. All his other years of experience at finding and killing
wizards aside, a sane person might think that someone who had
actually been cursed and survived would be the best judge of what
was safe and what wasn't. It's not as if you didn't ask for it, he
reminded himself. He took a breath, trying to look at it in
perspective. "He was right."

Giliead gave him a sour look. "If you say that again I'm going to
kick the shit out of you."

Caught by surprise, llias glowered back at him. "Y ou think?' he
said dangerously. They stopped, facing each other, but just then
two Rienish women came into the corridor, and they had to step
apart to give them room to get by. By the time the women had
passed, glancing at them with nervous curiosity, the mutual urge to
relieve their feelings by pummeling each other had faded. Still
glaring at each other, they reached the room with the big staircase
again and started up.

At the first landing Ilias stopped to get a better ook at the
Rienish-style painting mounted on the wall, forgetting his pique
entirely. It showed awoman in a midnight black gown slashed with
bloodred silk, a glitter of icy gems on her breast. She was
sharp-featured but beautiful, with red hair coiled elaborately around
her head. She was seated surrounded by a group of young men all
in dark rich clothes, with long hair and beards. He had come across



this kind of art when he had gone to Ile-Rien with Tremaine,
Florian and Ander, and it was different from any type of painting
he had ever seen before. "Look how they do this. It makes the
people seem so real." He stepped closer to ook at the brushstrokes.

Giliead put a hand on his shoulder and drew him back, adding
matter-of-factly, "There's cursesin that."

"Readly?' lliasfell back awary step, startled. "Tremaine said the
paintings didn't use curses."

"The ones in those rooms she took usto didn't. Thisoneis
different.”" Giliead held his hand over it, not quite touching it,
frowning in concentration. "It doesn't feel dangerous. | don't think
it was meant to be atrap. It's very old. Maybe it was painted by a
wizard and his cursesjust. . . leaked into it."

"Oh." Relieved, Ilias stepped close again to examine the woman's
image. "Maybe that's the woman the ship is named after." She
looked like someone that would make Visolelafeel threatened and
defensive, so Ilias immediately wanted to like her. He jerked his
chin toward the men gathered around her. "She had alot of
husbands." Warrior-husbands. They all wore swords,
strange-looking ones with long narrow blades and rounded guards
to deflect the sharp points. No one had worn swords when he had
been to Ile-Rien, but he knew all the warriors must have been away
fighting the Gardier.

Giliead nodded, studying the woman thoughtfully.

They went on up, finding the big room where they had first
boarded less packed with people but still crowded, everyone
babbling in unfamiliar languages. Ilias recognized some of the freed
slaves by their ragged brown Gardier clothes. From here he could
see there were round columns of polished green stone flanking
colorfully patterned carpets and more of the cushioned furniture.
There were glass-walled rooms along the sides, though they seemed
to be empty.

"I don't see Gerard." Giliead let out his breath, sounding both
resigned and annoyed. "Thisis going to be like looking for a pebble
inaquarry. Any ideas?"

"No. ... Wait, there's somebody." Craning his neck, Ilias saw a



familiar sleek blond head bobbing through the crowd and started
forward, shouldering his way through. It was the other wizard,
Niles.

"Hey," he called when he wasin earshot. "Niles."

The man turned, alittle startled, and eyed them dubiously.

"We need to find Gerard," Ilias said. He was annoyed to find
himself speaking slowly, asif that would help. The only word the
man would recognize was the other wizard's name.

Niles lifted his brows, enlightened, and motioned for them to
follow, turning to head for the opposite end of the big chamber. It
was easier this time because people had noticed them and were
moving aside, mostly so they could stare. It didn't bother Ilias since
he had done his share of that in the Rienish city. And it wasn't
unfriendly staring, like the Gardier or when he and Giliead had
traveled to an enemy city or port; it was just honest curiosity.

Niles led them to the back of the big chamber, down a short
corridor where the tile floor turned to rich green carpet. It opened
into another stairwell, this one gently lit by cloudy glass panelsin
the walls, each etched with graceful waterbirds and plants. They
went up a couple of decks, through an empty carpeted chamber,
then ametal door that led to another stairway, this one narrow and
without the colorful appointments of the others. The walls here
were just the bare metal bones of the ship and as they went up Ilias
caught the scent of damp outdoor air, asif a hatch was open
somewhere. He wondered how far they were above the water.
"How do you steer something like this," he said softly. It must be
like trying to steer afloating city.

Giliead shook his head slightly. "The steering platform has to be
in the bow."

"But how does that work?" Ilias protested. They came up into a
short passage with four doors and Niles chose one, stepping inside.
Ilias looked cautiously past him, seeing a room with wooden walls
unadorned except for two small windows looking out into a cloudy
gray sky. In the corner there was along cabinet with narrow
drawers, very like the one where they had found the maps inside
the Gardier's flying whale. The men in the room were leaning over



a big table spread with maps and papers, studying them intently.
Permeating the air was the strong odor of that awful drink the
Rienish seemed unable to live without. The Rienish sailors had
identical clothing the way the Gardier did, but instead of dull brown
they wore short dark blue jackets with bands of red on the upper
arms, the front decorated with small round ornaments of bright
metal. The color of their clothes can't be the only difference
between them and the Gardier, Ilias thought, feeling alittle
uncertain in spite of himself. He glanced up at Giliead, whose brow
quirked, asif he was thinking the same.

Then past the other men he saw Gerard, leaning over the table
and looking reassuringly ordinary in his Syprian clothes.

"Gerard," Iliassaid in relief.

"There you are." Gerard straightened up. He spoke to Nilesfor a
moment in Rienish, then adjusted the pieces of glass he wore over
his eyes and switched back to Syrnaic to ask them, "Everything all
right? Oh, thisis the shipmaster, Captain Marais."

One of the other men glanced up, studied them with sharp
attention, nodding as Gerard repeated their names. Ilias was
surprised to see how young he looked, though his face was
reddened and weathered from long experience at sea.

Giliead nodded to the man, then asked Gerard, "Where's Ixion?"

"Ah, yes." Gerard's expression hardened asit aways did at any
mention of Ixion. It was one of the reasons Ilias trusted him.
"We've got him stowed away in a specially warded chamber. Would
you like to see it—him?"

Giliead let out a breath and glanced at llias. "Not really, but |
should anyway."

"How do they steer this ship?' Ilias asked, only partly wanting to
delay the visit to Ixion. He was really curious.

"Ah..." Gerard looked around absently. "l can show you the
wheelhouse, it's right up here."

In Rienish he spoke to the captain again, who nodded and waved
them on. Gerard stepped to the half-open hatch in the far wall.

They followed him into the next room and Giliead stopped so
abruptly in the doorway that Ilias stepped on him. A little wary, he



peered past him to see a big room, the opposite wall lined with
large square windows.

Green-gray sea stretched out in all directions and they were so
high in the air the heavy clouds seemed almost within reach. llias
had seen the view from the bow before but they were higher up this
time; in daylight, even the half-light of the storm, it was far more
breathtaking. "A floating mountain,”" Giliead said softly.

The two men in the room turned to look curiously at them but
didn't object to their presence. One stood before the center window,
holding on to a wooden wheel mounted on a post. Gerard
exchanged a few words with the other, who nodded and made an
expansive welcoming gesture.

Giliead moved further inside, still caught by the view, and llias
followed him, looking around. There wasn't much there he
understood the use for except the windows. The other sailor
stepped to one of the waist-high white pillars that studded the floor,
taking hold of the lever that sprouted out of the top and pushing it
forward. Baffled, Ilias glanced at Giliead, who shrugged slightly to
show he had no idea either.

Gerard noticed and explained, "Those are the engine telegraphs.
They're used to communicate the helmsman's instructions to the
engineersin each of the four main engines." He indicated the
squiggles on the pillar's side that might be writing. "Slow, full, stop,
and so on."

Ilias exchanged a look with Giliead. Some of those words hadn't
meant anything, but he thought he had caught the gist of it. It was
more evidence that what all the Rienish were saying was true and
that the ship didn't really use curses to sail. Wizards—the wizards
they knew anyway—would have just cursed these men below to do
whatever they wanted. Not require them to read their orders from
signal flags or whatever these things did.

Gerard nodded to the man holding the wheel. "The helmsman
steers from there. At the moment we're on a sort of zigzag course to
avoid any Gardier airships that might be accompanying the
gunship. Our advantage is that we're much faster in the open sea."
He pointed to two glass boxes set above the center window. "That



indicator shows the course heading, the other one shows the angle
the rudder is making with the ship."

"You steer with that?' Giliead's expression was doubtful.

Gerard smiled wryly. "Yes, it's alittle daunting to know that a
ship of.. .Well, of however many tonsis being guided by that.
Supposedly it can be moved with one finger."

" She sheared off the end of the dock when she left port,” Ilias
told Giliead. "And smashed a house."

Giliead looked impressed. So did Gerard, for that matter. The
wizard said, "Did she? | suppose accidents will— Anyway, let me
take you to see Ixion."

They went down this time, past endless metal corridors and places

where heavy pipes covered the ceilings. Except for the steady
movement underfoot you could forget you were on a ship. The air
had a dlightly bitter metallic taint to it but it wasn't hot and moved
as if there was a strong draft somewhere. The passages were as
complex as the caves under the Isle of Storms. Ilias groaned under
his breath, wishing they could leave trail signs. He kept telling
himself if this ship was inhabited by anything other than people, the
Rienish surely would have mentioned it.

There were trail signs of a kind; down here they were painted on
the slick gray metal walls or doors and on the decks above they
were embossed in what looked like copper or brass. If they stayed
here any length of time, learning to read the markings would
become imperative, but right now Ilias couldn't see any pattern to
them at all.

"How many wizards are aboard?' Giliead asked Gerard suddenly.

"Nilesand | are the only Lodun-trained sorcerers on the ship that
| know of." Gerard glanced over his shoulder asthey left a stairwell
for anarrow corridor. Before they had left the room at the top of
the ship, he had picked up afamiliar battered leather bag and now
carried it slung over his shoulder; it held the sphere, the Rienish
god-thing. "There are afew others assigned to the I nstitute whose
training was interrupted by the war, like Florian. The ship did stop
to pick up more passengers at Chaire before creating the etheric



world-gate; there may be some among them as well." He hesitated.
"I was told that when the border fell, the Queen released all
sorcerers from army service to flee to Parscia or Capidara. I'm . . .
not certain how many would have made it."

llias glanced back at Giliead, who was unhelpfully wearing his
stony expression. The thought of unknown wizards aboard made
his nerves jump, but he reminded himself again it was different for
the Rienish.

Gerard added more briskly, "I meant to tell you, I've spoken to
Colonel Averi and Captain Marais and as soon as the storm passes
and we're certain we've evaded the Gardier gunboat, we'll head
back toward the mainland and put you all ashore somewhere near
Cineth." He added hastily, "But not near enough to alarm anyone in
the city. You'll have to let us know what would be a suitable spot."

llias hesitated, not sure if they should say anything about the idea
of an alliance yet or wait for Halian. He felt out of his depth. Brow
furrowed, Giliead said, "We were hoping you would stay to talk to
Nicanor and Visolela."

"Really?' Gerard turned to regard them, his face serious. "We had
assumed that would be impossible because of your beliefs."

Giliead shrugged dlightly. "It's not. . . impossible."

Gerard gave him a thoughtful nod. "I see. I'll speak to the military
commander about it."

Asthey moved on, Ilias exchanged a guarded look with Giliead.
At least it had been suggested and |lias supposed that was all he and
Giliead could do without stepping on Nicanor's sensitive toes.
Kalian's idea seemed only common sense, but considering how
much trouble the council had had with the very idea of wizards as
alies, they had a steep hill to climb.

More sailors, men and women both, came and went down here,
either dressed in the now familiar blue or stripped to brief white
shirts stained with sweat and some dark foul-smelling stuff. They
passed through a room where three men stood guard, all armed
with the weapons that shot metal pelletsto kill at adistance. The
Gardier used these too, but the Rienish insisted they didn't need
curses to work, but a black powder made from various metals. As



deadly as the weapons were, they might as well have used curses.

"Here we are." Gerard stopped in front of a heavy door with a
round glass window in the center. "The wards | placed around
Ixion should keep him inside. Considering | used the sphere and
that Niles has augmented my efforts with his own wards, it should
be secure." Gerard rubbed his forehead, letting out his breath. " Of
course, we also have the armed guards."

Giliead held out his hand to the door. "1 can feel the curses—
spells' He added the Rienish word a little self-consciously. From
what he had told Ilias, Giliead and the others owed their lives to
Gerard; if he hadn't given them a curse to immobilize Ixion, they
would never have gotten out of the Gardier cells. Not without
making a demon's bargain with Ixion himself.

Giliead stepped up to look through the glass and Gerard told him,
"Niles and | believe your first instinct was entirely correct.
Attempting to kill him would have been a mistake; | think if this
body is still viable, the spell to transfer his consciousness won't
initiate. Such a spell couldn't be cast in the usual way; it would have
to be triggered by the sorcerer's death or severeinjury." He
hesitated, then gestured absently. "If he can somehow trigger it on
his own, we won't know until he doesiit."

Giliead nodded thoughtfully. He held his hand close to the door
without quite touching it. "It's cold. Is that part of what's keeping
him inside?"

"No, that's actually not magic. This room is connected to one of
the ship's refrigeration units. They create the cold." Gerard eyed the
door. "We thought if we made it somewhat uncomfortable for him,
he might be encouraged to break cover."

Giliead's mouth twisted ruefully and Ilias thought, Won't that be
fun. He would have preferred it if Ixion never broke cover.

Giliead stood back so Ilias could look. Wary of what he might
see, he stepped up to peer through the glass, feeling the cold
radiating from the door. He saw a small metal-walled room,
brightly lit. Ixion's new body, still clad in the brown Gardier
clothing, lay on the bare floor. The skin on his face had a white
waxy look and his features were blunt, like melted clay. From what



they could tell, Ixion had grown this body in his vats, much the
same way he had made the howlers, the grend, and the other
creatures he had created to populate the island. It looked uncannily
like hisreal body, the one Giliead had decapitated last year.

llias stepped back, ignoring the cold knot in his stomach. It was
just a body, locked in aroom and held helpless by Rienish curses,
but thinking that didn't seem to help. "So when can we kill him?
When we're far from the island?' He looked at Gerard.

Gerard glanced at Giliead and let out his breath. Ilias sensed he
wasn't going to like the answer; Gerard looked exactly like a healer
who was about to tell you that your leg had to come off. Giliead
folded his arms and stared at the floor, as if he suspected what was
coming. Gerard said slowly, "The problem is that this kind of spell
IS outside our experience. The books—and the people—who would
be able to help are back in lle-Rien, in the city of Lodun, trapped
behind a Gardier blockade. And | suppose lle-Rien itself has been
overrun by now." He shook his head, asif just remembering, as if
the ideawas still unreal. He cleared his throat and his gaze turned
thoughtful. "One solution might be for us to take Ixion back to our
world."

llias ran a hand through his hair, looking away. And if he escapes
and finds his way back? He knew Gerard was trying to help, but the
thought of Ixion off alive somewhere, still plotting, with them
helpless to do anything about it, was the last thing he needed.

Expressionless, Giliead said, "We'll think about it." After a
moment, he added belatedly, "Thank you."

Ilias heard quick footsteps out in the corridor and Niles, the other
wizard, leaned into the room, his face flushed. In Rienish he spoke
hurriedly to Gerard, who answered in the same language, sounding
exasperated. Niles replied and they argued back and forth for a
moment.

Finally, Gerard turned to them, looking both harassed and
enthusiastic. "Niles believes he has an idea for protecting the ship
against the Gardier's disruption spell. It sounds unconventional,
but— We can't afford to be choosy at the moment. Can you find
your own way back?"



Giliead nodded, saying, "Good luck," as Gerard hurried away.
Then he turned to llias, his face drawn in concern, taking breath to
speak. llias interrupted him briskly with, "One of us should stay
here. They don't know what he's like." He didn't want to talk about
Ixion, not anymore, not right now. "1'll take the first turn, you go
get some sleep.”

Giliead hesitated, then obviously decided to accept the change of
subject. He nodded, absently looking around for the door to the
corridor.

"Y ou know the way back, right?" Ilias asked, suddenly not sure if
he did himself.

Giliead shrugged and gave him afarewell clap on the shoulder.
"No, but | wanted a better look around, anyway."

3

Gerard asked Gyan what the god was. He asks everyone that.
Gyan said that didn't the Rien have gods of their own? Gerard
said yes but that they didn't choose Vessels or give advice, and
Gyan asked what they did with their time? Apparently no one
knows.
— "Ravenna's Voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"
V. Madrais translation

Tremai ne woke from a dream about being on the train to Parscia

with Florian's mother to find herself staring at an unfamiliar metal
ceiling painted a cheery yellow. Through the bed she could feel the
rolling movement and remembered she was on the Ravenna. The
distant howl! of the wind, muffled and rendered impotent by so
much metal and wood, told her the Gardier's storm still pursued
them.

She sat up in the narrow maid's bed, recognizing the warm lump



next to her as Dyani. The girl was curled up around a pillow, sound
asleep. Gyan was in the bed against the opposite wall, buried under
a blanket and snoring faintly. There was a clock built into the
paneled wall, but it was electric, powered by the ship's system. It
would have started up with the generators and she doubted anyone
had bothered to go around setting the clocks in the passenger
cabins. Tremaine scratched her head vigorously and tried to get her
brain to focus. She needed to find out what time it was, where they
were, what the hell was going on.

She climbed out over the other girl and stood, stretching
carefully. Oh, God, | hurt. She had been relatively fit and used to
hard work after her stint with the Siege Aid, but after the past few
days her muscles ached down to the bone. She felt bleary and
Incompetent as she opened the door and stumbled out.

Everyone seemed to be asleep, piled in the beds, with those who
couldn't fit stretched out on the floor. Some of them had decided to
shed their clothes and Tremaine, used to spending time backstage at
theaters, regarded all the bare skin with bemusement. The lights she
had turned on earlier still burned; she realized the Syprians
wouldn't have wanted to touch the switches. It didn't matter as the
electric glow, softened by frosted glass, didn't seem to be keeping
anyone awake. The air was warm but not too musty or close,
despite all the people in the suite. She stopped in the dining area,
reaching up to adjust the small vent near the ceiling. It was a round
bakelite orifice spewing air, with a metal lever to turn the inner ring
to cool or warm, or to close it off entirely. The draft from it was
strong; it might be outside air, funneled through the ventilation
system by the ship's own movement. There were fans mounted on
some of the walls as well.

She continued on, pausing at the raised threshold of the
bathroom. It was the only room nobody was sleeping in. You could
have a bath, she thought, tempted. With hot water and soap. She
didn't think she was awake enough yet to make that serious a
decision. She stepped in to get adrink of water from the tap,
finding one of the small chinatumblers still there though someone
had carried off the matching carafe. Several pairs of boots were
drying on the black-and-white tiles, the patched leather dyed in soft



colors or stamped with fanciful designs. She leaned on the sink,
looking into the mirror. Her mousy brown hair was getting shaggy
and she pulled it back for an unobstructed view of her face. No,
still don't recognize that person, she thought, resigned. Especially
now, when she should be pale from the Vienne winter. Whoever
that was in the mirror, her cheeks had a sprinkle of freckles and red
patches from riding and sailing under this world's bright summer
sun, as well as a nice patchwork of greenish yellow bruises. Giving
up the unproductive self-scrutiny, she went back out into the main
room.

In the sitting area Halian was stretched out on the couch, his face
buried in apillow. Giliead was still awake, sitting on the floor with
his back propped against one of the chairs. His face drawn and
thoughtful, he was staring absently into the foyer where the door to
the corridor stood open. As he glanced up at her, Tremaine asked,
"Thisis going to seem like an odd question, but isit day or night?"

"It's night," he told her, his voice low to keep from waking the
others. "The storm is starting to die down."

She settled on the floor, cross-legged, and yawned. She wasn't
sure how he knew that about the storm, unless he could tell it from
the sound of the wind. She propped her chin on her hand, watching
him. His long braided hair, the soft sun-faded colors of hisworn
clothes, made an interesting contrast with the smooth yellow
upholstery and elegant lines of the armchair behind him. "Couldn't
you slegp?"

"I did for awhile. Too much to think about." He looked at the
door again as two Rienish sailors passed in agitated conversation. "1
was wondering what your people are like."

That was too abstract a concept to be discussing at this hour. But
Tremaine found herself saying, "l don't know what my people are
like anymore. | used to know, before the war. When it started, it
seemed like the cities, the country just. . . stopped.” Like Lodun,
trapped inside its defenses by the Gardier's spells, perhaps not even
realizing yet that |le-Rien had fallen. "Things that were important to
us just stopped.”

Giliead accepted that with a nod, without demanding further



explanation. This was probably the longest private conversation she
had had with him so far. From his expression he was turning her
words over thoughtfully. Did all Syprians accept people at face
value or wasiit just the Andrien family, she wondered. They all
acted as if not understanding you was their problem, not yours. She
looked around, distracted. "Where's llias?"

"He's with the others guarding Ixion. He's worried about what
we're going to do about him." Giliead shook his head uneasily and
it was obvious llias wasn't the only one who was worried. "Even if
we take Ixion far from the island before we kill him, we won't
know if it'sworked or not. Not until he comes back again."

"I hadn't thought of that." Tremaine felt alittle chill settle in her
stomach. It was the kind of problem Arisilde had been excellent at
solving. But all they had left of Arisilde was what remained in the
sphere. The other powerful sorcerers who might have helped were
trapped or dead at Lodun, trapped or dead at the overrun Aderassi
front, and if the Gardier had reached Vienne by now, trapped or
dead there too. "Couldn't Gerard think of anything?"'

Giliead's expression grew alittle less distant. He shrugged slightly
and said, "He's offered to take Ixion along when you go back to
your land. And we appreciate the offer, but it would be better if we
could get rid of him ourselves. If Ilias could see it was done and
over." He hesitated, then added atouch stiffly, "He has nightmares."

And again, Iliasisn't the only one who'd like to see it done and
over, Tremaine thought, watching his face. Under the worry,
Giliead looked guilty. That had never been something her father
had suffered from. If you don't care for the consequences then
don't commit the crime, Nicholas had said once, years ago when
she was too young to understand that he meant it literally. But not
everybody understood what the consequences were likely to be.
And not everybody had a choice. And you don't know how he felt
after your mother was killed, some traitor voice said. She shook
herself, pushing the uncomfortable thoughts away. "I have
nightmares too, sometimes," she said, though her dream of the
Ravenna sinking seemed far away now.

Giliead shook his head, ready to change the subject. "Gerard also



said as soon as the storm clears and the Gardier leave the area, the
ship will turn inland and they'll put us ashore where we can reach
Cineth easily. Then you'll leave."

Tremaine frowned, rubbing her eyes. | was afraid of that.
"Without stopping at Cineth?"

"Maybe." He looked at her, hisface serious. "We told him we
want an alliance, your people with ours."

Tremaine nodded slowly. Asthe Gardier had used theisland as a
staging areafor raids on the lle-Rien coast, it would make an
excellent spot for Rienish troops to prepare to retake the country.
They could use both spheres, Arisilde's and the one Niles had built,
to open gateways to the coast or further inland, slipping spies,
ships, armies through the etheric world-gates. If any Rienish armies
had survived. They could still do it without Cineth's cooperation,
but Tremaine didn't want to break that tenuous tie. "Y ou think
Nicanor and the others would go for this? An alliance with aworld
of wizards?"'

Giliead looked away with aresigned expression. "l've given up
trying to guess what Nicanor and Visolelawill or won't do. But
Halian seems to think so."

Tremaine frowned, trying to read his expression. "But we think
Halian's an optimist.”

At first the Rienish guards tried to talk to llias, but realizing that

was impossible, they fell to talking among themselves. He
suspected they would like to ask about what they were guarding; he
was just as glad they couldn't.

He had taken a seat on a wooden bench bolted to the wall and
|leaned back, stretching hislegs out. He was beginning to get used to
the feel of being underground, the metal walls, the strange noises
and acrid scentsin the air, though combined with the roll of a ship
at sea it was passing strange. But astired as he was, he didn't feel
like dozing off. Not with that thing only one wall away, he thought,
eyeing the door to Ixion's prison. One of the guards, studying him
thoughtfully and perhaps too accurately reading his expression,
went to the glass window to check on the wizard's sprawled body.



For years llias and Giliead had never known what |xion looked
like. The wizard had been too canny to ever face Giliead directly,
sending creatures or laying subtle curse traps for him instead. Then
the search had led them to a mountain village stalked by a curseling;
the instant the survivors had described it they had known it was
something Ixion was responsible for. It had fur and claws like an
animal, but metal and wooden parts had been meshed with its flesh.
It had killed the family of a man named Licias, one of the few who
had been trying to hunt it. With his help they had destroyed the
creature but Licias had been wounded. He was still suffering the
loss of hisfamily, alone in the village and not seeming to have
many friends there. So they had taken him back to Cineth and
Andrien House.

And he had been Ixion in disguise.

We should have asked more questions, llias thought, not for the
first time, as he stared at the floor. We should have found out he
was new to the village, that no one saw the family he said the
curseling kitted. But even if they had, would it have really made
them suspicious of Licias? He had lived at Andrien in apparent
friendship for months before he had finally revealed what and who
he was.

Thinking about it, Ilias was beginning to wonder if the things the
Rienish did, the way they used curses to build and cure and protect,
was the way it was supposed to be. If Syprian wizards like Ixion
had somehow looked at those things through a distorted glass,
twisting them out of their original purpose into something terrible.
It wasn't an idea he wanted to share with anybody but Giliead. Even
Halian might think it was too extreme.

He glanced up as Gerard and Niles turned into the room, arguing
animatedly in Rienish. Niles carried aleather-bound case over to
the metal door that sealed Ixion's prison. Sitting on his heels to
open the case, he took out several little glass pots and jars. Ilias sat
up, feeling uneasy, but the containers seemed to hold various
colored powders rather than anything disgusting. "What's he
doing?' he asked Gerard. Gerard sat next to him, holding the sphere
in his lap and watching the other wizard critically. "If Nilesis



right—and of course he insists that he is—the chamber we've
warded for Ixion will need to be excluded from this spell.
Channeling the sphere's protective ability throughout the ship may
interfere with the wards already in place. Those that shield the ship
from view from overhead won't matter at a moment like that, but
I'd rather not have the containment wards tampered with."

"Me neither." Bias still didn't understand all the different Rienish
words for curses, but he thought he had the idea. Niles took a sheaf
of papers from hisjacket and began drawing lines and circles at the
base of the door, using the colored powders from the jars. As he
added something from another container that looked like gold
filings, Gerard made a critical comment in Rienish and got a sharp
reply back.

Bias eyed the sphere alittle warily. "Isit really true there's
somebody in there? Somebody you knew—know."

Gerard regarded the copper-colored ball with akind of rueful
resignation. "It seems so, unfortunately." He adjusted the glass
pieces he wore over his eyes. "Arisilde was a very powerful
sorcerer in lle-Rien. He and Tremaine's father had been friends
since they both attended the University of Lodun—that's a place for
education, in history, law and medicine and many other things as
well asfor sorcery. He built this sphere after the design invented by
Tremaine's foster grandfather, Edouard Viller." He took a deep
breath, turning the tarnished metal ball over thoughtfully. Inside it
something clunked. "Viller wasn't a sorcerer himself. He intended
the spheres to allow a person with no magical ability to perform
simple spells. But each sphere had to be charged by a sorcerer
before it would work properly. The metal even seemsto retain
something of that sorcerer's essence. In the end Viller was never
able to construct a sphere that would work unless the wielder had
some small magical talent, no matter how slight." He shook his
head, preoccupied. "Arisilde was the only one who could
successfully duplicate the design, until Niles managed it with the
sphere he constructed."

llias wet hislips. He was still trying to cope with the idea of
wizards having friends, and presumably families, like normal



people. "So he built it. How did he get inside it?"

Gerard absently rubbed at the tarnish with his sleeve. There was
pain etched on his face as he contemplated the fate of the man he
had known. "Arisilde might have been attempting to return from
here to our world. Perhaps something happened during the
transition, such as an attack by the Gardier, and the sphere he was
using was destroyed. In an attempt to save himself, Arisilde
somehow sent his soul and his consciousness into this sphere,
which was stored at the Valiarde family home. Thisis Tremaine's
theory, based on the sphere's responses toward her and its
increasing abilities. It isjust atheory." He glanced up, shaking his
head grimly. "But after Gervas's revelation that the Gardier's crystal
devices actually contain the souls of imprisoned sorcerers, it seems
al too likely."

Tremai ne decided to take that bath, then realized once she had

wrestled her boots off that she hadn't yet retrieved her bag of
belongings from the steward's office. The lure of clean underwear
was too seductive to ignore, so she padded barefoot down the quiet
corridor and up the stairs to the office. There she found it under the
control of several women, some Institute personnel and some from
the Chaire group of refugees, all apparently having signed on as
Lady Aviler's minions. They offered to take the bag of Gerard's
belongings to his cabin and Tremaine accepted, thinking that it
would be interesting to see if Lady Aviler ended up leading a
faction or being the power behind one. And Tremaine was certain
there would be factions.

Walking back to the suite, listening to the quiet thrum of the ship,
she decided grandly not to declare allegiance with any of them; it
would be far more instructive to play them all against each other.
She grinned to herself, giving up the fantasy. Attempting it in
practice rather than theory sounded like a good way to get thrown
off the boat.

As she passed one of the narrow cross corridors that connected
the larger bow-to-stern passages, movement out of the corner of
her eye startled her. Midway down the cross corridor stood two



men, onein acivilian suit and the other in dark blue naval fatigues.
Reflexes common to anyone who walked the less reputable parts of
Vienne kept Tremaine moving with only a slight jerk of her head to
betray she had noticed them; the set of their shoulders and the way
they stood conveyed furtive activity, and she was fairly sure she
had seen some object change hands. It might be nothing, and it was
none of her business. War profiteering, the opium trade and other
criminal pursuits had flourished in Ile-Rien since so many
Prefecture officers and the sorcerers who had once assisted in
investigations had been either killed in the bombings or gone into
the military. It would be the same on this ship, which was going to
be near impossible for anyone to police. She kept an ear cocked in
case either man was foolish enough to pursue a potential witness,
but neither came after her.

Back in the bathroom she started the water, then realized she had
also forgotten to get soap. It didn't matter; the hot saltwater bath in
the enameled tub felt incredibly luxurious. Her various cuts, scrapes
and blisters stung a bit but it was worth it. By the time she got out
and dressed again, Giliead had gone down to take histurn at
watching Ixion and Ilias was back.

"How did it go?" she asked him, using one of their few precious
towelsto dry her hair.

"He didn't come back to life and kill usall," llias replied
laconically.

Tremaine decided not to prod that sore point any further. The
others were stirring and food was suddenly a priority.

In search of it, she and Ilias followed the map booklet back to the
grand stair and down one deck, then through an elegant foyer to the
giant First Class dining area. Dyani, who had loudly declared, "I'm
not afraid. | want to seeit," trailed along after them.

The room was huge with mellow gold wood broken along the
base and top of the walls by silver and bronze bands. Silvered glass
panels were set above the columns that separated the main area
from the private dining salons along the sides. The light from the
overheads was warm and the peopl e sitting or wandering about
were far more calm than the chaotic crowd in the main hall earlier,



What must have been about half the room's original chairs and
tables remained, and about athird of those were in use. The only
reminder of the danger was the blackout cloth tightly tacked over
the outside windows.

Lady Aviler was right and the volunteers had managed to produce
food; trolleys were lined up near the baize serving doors and
several women and afew older children were dispensing bread,
soup, tea and coffee. Tremaine turned to llias to comment only to
find he wasn't there. He and Dyani were absorbed in the set of
embossed wall panels at the side of the big chamber. Going to join
them, she saw the theme was "A History of Shipbuilding from
Classical to Modern Times' and understood the attraction. She
nudged Ilias with an elbow. "Y ou think we can get the others down
hereto eat?"

"If they don't, they can go hungry." Engrossed in the images, llias
didn't sound sympathetic to their plight.

"Did Dannor make any more trouble?' Tremaine started to ask,
when someone shouted, "It's you!"

She looked wildly around, thinking oh no, but the woman who
had jumped up from one of the tables and now hurried toward her
didn't look hostile. She had dark hair tied back and wore men's
pants and an oversized Rienish army fatigue shirt. As the woman
reached her she caught Tremaine's hands and said in a Lowlands
accent, "l thought it was you! You're the Ile-Rien spy."

"Oh, no, not really—" Tremaine managed. She did know this
woman; she was a Lowlands missionary who had been taken by the
Gardier on Maiuta. Tremaine and Florian had spoken to her briefly
when they had been captured on the island with Ilias. She hadn't
recognized the woman at first because the brilliant smile she wore
now transformed her face and made her ook years younger.

"I want to thank you." She wrung Tremaine's hands gratefully. "
thought we would never see the sun again. And you." She looked at
llias. "I saw his people fight for us. Who are they?' she asked
Tremaine, "l don't recognize their language."

"They're Syprians. The Gardier base was in their territory,"
Tremaine explained vaguely. "But I'm not really—"



The group at the woman's table was standing up to leave and one
of the other women called to her. The missionary glanced over her
shoulder. "I must go back, but thank you." She kissed Tremaine's
cheek quickly and darted away.

M ost of the Syprians who weren't still asleep ended up trailing

reluctantly along to the dining room. Some of them eyed the food
suspiciously, but when Halian, Gyan and Arites ate, they followed
suit. The biggest problem seemed to be that since Syprian dining
tables were only afoot or so off the floor, they found the
waist-high Rienish ones awkward. Arites had found some old
pages of ship's stationery and a pencil in the suite somewhere and
sat on the floor, happily taking notes. Tremaine noticed he was
writing with his good arm, a trace awkwardly.

Having gotten everyone el se settled and approaching the food
herself, Tremaine found her stomach in mild revolt, but a mug of
tea settled it and she was able to eat one of the thick slices of bread
moistened with rich brown onion soup. She had been expecting
military metal plates and cups, but it was served on the ship's china,
gleaming white with a band of antique gold.

Then one of the volunteers emerged out of the back somewhere
to call out, "Is Tremaine Valiarde here?"

Tremaine set her bowl aside and stood hastily. "Y es?"

"There's someone on the line for you; it sounds important."

"On the line?' Tremaine frowned.

"The ship's telephone," the woman clarified as she led her back to
the discreet baize doors. Just inside the first was a narrow little
corridor that led to a sort of staging area of steel cabinets and
wooden counters. Through another door Tremaine could hear pots
banging and someone yelling in Aderassi. She started to make a
jaunty remark about it being no different than any other hotel
kitchen in lle-Rien, then recalled uncomfortably that that was a way
of life none of them might find their way back to again. Adera
barely existed anymore and the fine hotels and Great Houses of
Vienne were probably even now being turned into Gardier
barracks. There was a telephone set tucked into a small cubby and



the woman handed her the receiver.

Tremaine put it to her ear in time to hear, "Miss Valiarde? You've
been asked to report to the ship's hospital—"

The thought that they had discovered she was crazy and were
planning to lock her up crossed her mind. She brushed that aside in
annoyance, it was an old defensive reflex from the time right after
she had been kidnapped into a mental asylum by her father's
enemies. Still, she demanded, "Why? Who wants me there?"

A little taken aback, the voice replied, "It's on Captain Ander
Destan's request. | think it's something to do with the Gardier
prisoners."

"Oh, Ander. I'll beright there."

The hospital was down on D deck, where according to the book

let the crew messrooms and workshops, one of the swimming
pools, some of the Second Class cabins and much of the food
storage areas were located. The corridor in this section was still
decorated with wood paneling and carpet since passengers were
meant to use it. Asthey approached the hospital they met Institute
personnel coming and going, some leading small groups of
ex-prisoners from the Gardier base. This caused a delay as many of
them recognized Tremaine and llias as members of the group that
had rescued them and they stopped to thank them in a variety of
languages. |lias seemed caught between gratification and
bewildered embarrassment. Tremaine was embarrassed too, mostly
because she had no idea how to respond, but she was surprised at
llias's reaction. He and Giliead's daily life included risking death to
defend their people from crazed wizards; didn't anyone ever thank
them for it?

Then outside the door to the hospital area she saw two men,
dressed in dark suits of an old-fashioned cut and archaic ruffled
black neckcloths. Tremaine rolled her eyes. God, Bisrans. That's
all we need. From their dress these two were members of the
dominant religious sect that completely controlled the Bisran
government. Bisra had come down in the world since it had
near-successfully invaded Ile-Rien more than two hundred years



ago; it had spent itself in pointless wars and had become a minor
player in the game of nations. Easy meat for the Gardier, once they
had finished with Ile-Rien.

The two Bisrans watched them approach, neither man losing the
cold aloof expression worn like a uniform. "Who are they?' the
younger one asked. He spoke Bisran, but that was one of the
languages Tremaine's father had insisted she learn. One of
Nicholas's many false identities had been a Bisran importer of glass
and art objects.

The older man replied in the same language, " Some sort of native
partisans, | heard one of the sailors speak of them. They're
barbarians, worse than the Maiutans." He turned his head to hide a
thin smile. "Perfect allies for Ile-Rien."

"At least the women aren't half-naked too."

Tremaine realized she was the Syprian woman in question; she
was still wearing the shirt and pants Giliead's mother Karima had
given her afew days ago. An astute observer would have noted her
boots, scuffed and stained but with brass buckles and rubber heels,
but then neither of these men had the perspicacity of the fabled
Inspector Ronsarde.

Reaching the hospital door, she paused and said earnestly in
accented Bisran, "l was naked but it's so cold up on deck." The
older man stared and the younger flushed an unbecoming shade of
red.

"Pardon me, you're in my way," she added in Rienish, stepping
past them through the door.

llias eyed the men suspiciously as he followed her, then asked,
"What's wrong with them?"

"They're Bisrans," shereplied in Syrnaic, raising her voice a little,
knowing the two men would hear the word "Bisran" and know she
was talking about them. "They're idiots. Now laugh like | said
something really witty."

llias laughed obligingly, then added, "1'm not doing this again."

A narrow corridor with green-painted walls led back into the
hospital, which was a warren of wardrooms with a dispensary,
operating theater and tiny cabin-offices for the doctor and nurses. It



smelled like every hospital Tremaine had ever been inside, with the
odor of carbolic that was an unpleasant reminder of the asylum.
They passed an open door and she saw the room was lined with
beds, all occupied. A pile of stained brown coveralls, the garments
the Gardier had given their slave labor, lay on the floor. Voices
murmured, a woman whimpered in panic and a harassed nurse she
recognized from the Institute's infirmary passed, readying a
hypodermic.

Tremaine felt her stomach clench and moved on past. Just around
the corner was an office area, with desks and cabinets. Sitting
perched on the edge of atable, Florian glanced up as they cameiin.
"You're here," the other girl said in relief. She looked like she had
had a bath as well and had changed into a clean sweater. She smiled
agreeting at Ilias, then looked at Tremaine with concern. In Syrnaic
she said, "Everyone says you tried to shoot somebody."

Oh, good. My reputation precedes me. "It was just a Gardier,"
she said, adding randomly, "Why are there Bisrans aboard?"

Dropping the subject with areluctant frown, the other girl
answered, "They were picked up at Chaire. There'safairly big
group of them. They'd escaped from Adera and had been stuck in
|le-Rien for the past month."

Tremaine lifted her brows, skeptical. "From Adera? From Gardier
territory?'

Florian nodded grimly. "Ander said just the same thing."

"So you think they're spies?' |lias asked worriedly. "Y ou people
have alot of spies.”

"I think that's why they wouldn't let them out of lle-Rien." Florian
turned to him, elaborating, "When the Gardier first invaded Adera,
tons of people escaped into |le-Rien and they sent most of them on
through to Parscia or wherever else they wanted to go. My mother
used to work with the Refugee Assistance group, finding clothes
and things for them. Then the fighting along the border got very
intense and the refugees stopped coming. But last month these
Bisransjust found their way across."

"Found their way across when lots of desperate Aderassi who
were native to the area couldn't?' Tremaine snorted.



Florian nodded agreement, her mouth twisting in annoyance. "I'm
not sure why they were still in Chaire. | think the government must
have been watching them."

"That's all we needed," Tremaine said, thinking of Rulan and
Dommen and the other men the Gardier had suborned or bribed to
work for them. They had had enough trouble with the spies they
already had without taking on more.

Then Colonel Averi, Dr. Divies and Niles stepped in from the
other passage. Niles was saying, "Individual Gardier aren't resistant
to our magic, it's those devices they wear. We suspect they derive
their power from disembodied sorcerers imprisoned within large
crystals, but if the small crystal fragments contain individual
spells—or if they're shards of the larger crystals, of—" He seemed
to realize where that thought was leading and halted, his face
hardening.

Dr. Divies was the physician assigned to the Viller Institute. He
was about Gerard's age though his hair had turned gray early and he
had Parscian ancestry showing in his coffee-colored skin. His face
deeply troubled, he said what the others were thinking, " Shards of
the imprisoned sorcerers. Broken-off bits of soul."

Niles took a deep breath. "It explains the siege of Lodun. We
thought the Gardier must have teams of sorcerers working
constantly to maintain pressure on the barrier, but with these
crystals ... it would be simple."

"Obviously their plan was to overrun Vienne, then destroy the
L odun barrier and collect the sorcerers at their leisure." Colonel
Averi shook his head dlightly, hislips thinning with disgust. He was
older than most of the military personnel assigned to the Institute,
with a habitually grim face and thinning dark hair. Startled,
Tremaine thought he had aged at |east ten years from the last time
she had seen him; the skin of his face was pale and paper-thin,
stretched over his skull like aging parchment. He and Tremaine had
never gotten along and she hadn't thought much of him except as
an obstacle to be worked around. Now for the first time she
wondered if he had been sent to head the Institute's military
detachment because he had been judged too ill for frontline service;



he certainly looked it now.

"Don't count Lodun out," Niles said thoughtfully, handsin his
pockets. "They've had a great deal of time to make plans, and they
have access to some of the oldest and most extensive philosophical
and sorcerous text collections in the world."

Averi looked away a moment, then said shortly, "My wifeisin
L odun."

Tremaine folded her arms, looking at the floor. It made sense, but
it was more than she wanted to know about Averi. Niles nodded,
unperturbed. "l have a younger brother there. Not a sorcerer; he'sin
the medical college.”

It was as if they were both admitting to sharing the same sort of
chronic illness. Florian and Divies were watching them
sympathetically, but Tremaine wanted to change the subject. "Have
you seen the barrier?' she asked Niles somewhat desperately. She
had only read newspaper stories about it, and seen afew grainy
pictures that didn't really show anything.

"I have," Averi answered. "It looks rather like awall of water."
He turned to her. She wondered if the white around his blue eyes
had always had that yellow tint. His expression enigmatic, he said,
"Gerard is getting some rest, but he suggested you might help us.
One of the Gardier is a woman—"

"Really?' Tremaine lifted her brows. She supposed there had to
be female Gardier, but she couldn't recall seeing any on the base at
al, much lessin the group Ander and his men had rounded up.
"One of the ones we caught? How did—"

Averi cut her off. "We want you to try to question her."

"Me?" Tremaine stared at him, startled that he seemed to be
voluntarily asking her to do something.

"Y ou and Florian have had the most experience with the Gardier,"
he continued, glancing at Niles. "We're not having much luck with
the others yet."

"We have time," Niles said with a calm that had a hint of an edge
to it. "There are some spells that may help."

Tremaine hesitated, biting her lip. She didn't want to do this. She
didn't want to have a conversation with a Gardier, like he—or



she— was a person. She turned to Florian, who was giving llias a
low-voiced translation. "What about Florian? She knows as much
as| do."

"I tried already with one of the men," Florian broke off the
translation to explain. She didn't sound as if she had enjoyed the
experience. She added in frustration, "He wouldn't talk to me at all."

Averi, Niles and Divies were all watching Tremaine expectantly.
She pushed her hair back. She wasn't sure what was wrong with
her; she could hardly give them areason for her reluctance when
she couldn't articulate it to herself. "Thisis hard," she said under
her breath.

Ilias was watching her, his face concerned. "Y ou want me to go
with you?' he asked her. "Y ou don't have one of those curse
weapons, do you?"

Tremaine looked blankly at him and realized he thought she was
afraid of losing control, of trying to kill the Gardier prisoner. And
he's right, she thought, surprised to realize it. She nodded. "Y es.
No. No, | don't have apistol. Yes, | do want you to come with me."

The Gardier were being held in a part of the ship called the

|solation Ward. It was in the far end of the stern and walled off
from the inside corridors, requiring you to go along the covered
Promenade deck, leave its shelter for the open deck area off the
stern, go down a set of steps to alower open deck, then down a
stairway and into a warren of small secure rooms with whitewashed
walls. It was technically part of the ship's hospital system, a place
for patients who came down with infectious diseases. In redlity, it
was a brig for stowaways.

To question the prisoners they were using a small treatment room
that had a metal ventilation grille in one wall, allowing observersin
the outer room to hear the conversation inside.

Standing in that anteroom with the guard, Averi gave Tremaine a
Gardier translator disk. After what Niles had said about fragments
of souls, Tremaine accepted it reluctantly. She hadn't noticed
before, but the surface of the crystal set into the metal disk felt
greasy, like a decomposing bone; she told herself that was just her



imagination. Averi already wore one around his neck so he could
follow the conversation behind the grille. He said roughly, "There's
aguard in with her. I'm not expecting you to get their invasion
plans for Parscia and Capidara out of her, just to get her talking."

"Right." She couldn't tell what Averi thought; he hadn't objected
to llias's accompanying her. As the colonel turned to open the door,
Ilias's mouth quirked in an encouraging smile.

The treatment room had been stripped to bare whitewashed walls.

A young man in gray Rienish army fatigues stood in the corner,
one hand on his holstered pistol. His eyes went to Tremaine and
llias as they entered, acknowledging them with a slight nod.

Tremaine's eyes went immediately to the other occupant; she had
resolved not to make the mistake of showing shyness or diffidence
even unintentionally. The Gardier prisoner was seated on a wooden
chair, her hands bound with the manacles the Gardier had used for
their slaves.

It was the one who had opened his—her—mouth, the one
Tremaine had decided to shoot first. The Gardier wastall, lean and
small-breasted, her face dirty from the battle, the skin on her cheeks
reddened and raw. This didn't stir any sympathy in Tremaine's
heart; the secure rooms for stowaways would have bunks with
mattresses and bedding, sinks with hot running water and toilets.
Compared to the conditions the Gardier had kept their prisoners
and slavesin, it was practically the Hotel Galvaz. While Tremaine
was still looking her over thoughtfully, the prisoner spoke first.

"Y ou were the one who wanted to kill us. | thought it was an act."

Tremaine felt her face move in asmile. "I'm not much of an
actress." The Gardier's voice was husky but high in pitch. Tremaine
had noted that on the island but not the other details; the
smoothness of her throat and the shape of her hairline, visible now
that her cap had been removed.

"Then why are we not dead?' The woman sounded bored and
skeptical.

"You are. You're walking, talking dead." The words came out
before Tremaine had a chance to think, but as she watched the
Gardier's eyes narrowed, afaint trace of unease crinkling the



smooth brow, and she knew it had been an apt impulse. She spoke
first because she wanted control of the conversation, she thought
she could get information out of me. She held her expression,
keeping her smile from widening. Y ou could do alot with someone
who thought that much of herself.

The silence stretched, and the Gardier finally said brusquely,
"Then why are you here?"

"They made me come in to ask you questions." Tremaine
shrugged, shaking her head, still with the faint smile. "I personally
couldn't care less whether you answer or not, but |'ve already had
lunch and | haven't anything else to do right now." She leveled her
eyes at the woman. "l just want to get to the part where we throw
you over the side." Tremaine let her gaze turn abstract and
thoughtful. "1f you survive the fall, you'll probably get trapped in
the bow wake. It'll carry you right into the propeller. | understand
it'svery large."

The Gardier tried to stare her down, then looked away. Sncerity
helps, Tremaine thought. She hadn't a shred of sympathy for the
Gardier, even where she could find some compassion for the
Rienish who spied for them. Greed, desperation, good intentions
twisted out of shape she could have some empathy for; she could
too easily see how she could have fallen into the same trap. The
people who set that trap were just so much garbage to be disposed
of.

Ilias nudged her with an elbow, asking softly, "Did she tell you
anything?"'

"We're not at that point yet," she told him. It was handy that the
Gardier had never bothered to add Syrnaic to their translator
crystals, or at least none of the ones they had found so far.

"Oh." He leaned back against wall, folding hisarms. "It looked
like it was going well."

The Gardier woman watched this exchange with a kind of wary
incredulity. She said, "Y ou behave as if they are people.”

Tremaine lifted her brows. Though Bias's boots and clothes had
mud-stained patches from their recent adventures, he had had a
bath more recently than the Gardier. He had also rebraided his



gueue so his hair wasn't quite such awild mane; he didn't look that
savage. "No, | behave asif you are people. | wish | didn't have to,
but it upsets the others. What makes the Syprians not people to
something like you?"

The Gardier stared, insulted. "They are primitives. They don't— It
isobvious," she finished stiffly.

Tremaine's eyes narrowed. Destroyed coastal villages and ships
going missing were what had drawn llias and Giliead to investigate
theisland in the first place. "If it's obvious, why can't you explain it
coherently?"

"They can't be used for labor. They don't use civilized speech.
They won't stop fighting." She sneered. "If they do, they're afraid of
the tools."

The welders, the lights. The Syprians would think it was magic
and would find it terrifying, would consider themselves soiled by
the contact. They tried them out as slave labor, and when it didn't
work they killed them. Tremaine couldn't say she was surprised.

" And sometimes they blow up airships. How do you make the
avatars?' That was the closest the Gardier's translation spells could
get to a Rienish word for the crystals and their imprisoned
sorcerers.

The woman shook her head, caught off guard. "I don't know.
That isfor Command and the Scientists. | am in Service."

"Then you're even more useless than | thought."

Tremaine let go of the tranglator crystal and headed for the door.
Following her lead, Ilias pushed off the wall and trailed after her.

She expected to have to argue with Averi, but as the guard shut
the door behind them the colonel nodded sharply, motioning for
them to go on through to the outer room. Once there she saw the
usually grim cast to his face lightened by satisfaction. He said, "It'sa
start. We'll isolate her from the others, give it afew hours, then see
if she's more receptive."

Florian had been wailing in the outer area too. There were only
two small rooms for the staff, with asmall desk for the lieutenant in
charge and some comfortless wooden chairs for the other
guardsmen on duty, two of whom were women. "Did she tell you



anything?' Dorian asked, curious.

"A little." Tremaine shrugged. "A very little." She wasrelieved
that Averi seemed confident. It occurred to her that she also had
Averi in areceptive mood and maybe even inclined to discuss
things with her. She said quickly, "Where do you think the Gardier
come from? The Syprians sail all over this area, they travel fairly
far inland, and have contact with alot of other people. But they had
never seen the Gardier or even heard any rumor of them before."

Averi nodded, leaning against the desk and saying thoughtfully,
"Those maps your friends recovered from the base show a Gardier
stronghold close to where Kathbad isin our world. | think it's
possible—"

"Colonel—" One of the women soldiers leaned into the room to
interrupt them urgently. "There'sacall for you on the ship's
telephone.”

Averi went to the other room, taking the receiver from the
instrument mounted on the wall. Watching his sallow face redden
as he listened, Tremaine exchanged an uneasy look with Rorian.
The guards in the room watched him too, caught by the growing air
of tension.

Averi finally said, "Yes," and replaced the receiver, turning back
to them. "Florian, can you find Ander? Tell him it's the gunship."

A

Ixion had killed two Chosen Vessels that the poets know of, Lyta of
Hisiae and Kerenias of the Barren's "Edge. "But Vessels often
disappear without trace, their companions with them, no one
knowing of their deaths until their god Chooses again, so Ixion
could have accounted for many.
—fragment of incomplete work, titled
"Journal for the Chosen Vessel of Cineth,



under Nicanor Lawgiver," Abignon translation

The wireless officer has picked up coded signals from the Gardier

gunship. When they were translated it was apparent they were
instructions to alanding party.” Averi glanced back at Gerard, his
face sober. "A landing party in anative city."

They were on the forward stairs climbing toward the wheel house,
Averi in the lead, with Gerard, Tremaine and Ilias following. "Are
we sure it's Cineth?' Tremaine asked, her stomach twisting with
guilt. "I thought the Ravenna could hear wireless traffic all the way
to Capi-dara." The ship had the most powerful transmitters and
receivers on the ocean, or at least that was what the advertisements
on the map brochure said.

"From the heading they gave, it hasto be." Averi was out of
breath from taking the stairs at such arapid pace. "They're
searching for Rienish refugees—they seem to believe you all left
the island on native transport, which means they haven't sighted
the Ravenna yet."

The ship hummed around them like a kicked anthill; Tremaine
could hear someone shouting orders as they passed an open
corridor. The ship's telephone had found Gerard in his cabin, and
Florian had hurried off to fetch Ander, Ilias asking her to bring
Giliead too. Then Tremaine realized what Averi had said. "Wait, |
thought we couldn't break the Gardier codes." It was common
knowledge that wireless operators on the Aderassi front and along
the coasts had always been able to listen in on Gardier traffic, but
there had never been any progress in deciphering it.

"Ander recovered some Gardier codebooks from the island,"
Gerard explained hurriedly, glancing back down at her. "One of the
books had transcriptions of our older codes. There was a direct
trandlation into a Gardier code, and that's allowing our wireless
officers to understand their traffic."



"He didn't tell me," Tremaine muttered as she climbed after him.
Ander being a good Intelligence officer again, she supposed. She
hoped it was just that. He had at one point decided she might be
either a Gardier spy herself or just stupid enough to be passing
information along to one. Since she and llias had caught the spies
in Port Rel, she had thought he was over that by now.

As they reached the wheelhouse level metal creaked alarmingly,
and the stairs swayed under Tremaine's feet, sending her careening
into the wall. She fell back against llias, clinging to the handrail,
suddenly aware how high up they were. "What the hell... ?* she
gasped. It was like being at the top of atall and unsteady tower in a
hurricane.

"The ship's heeling over,” llias told her, bracing his feet on the
steps to keep them both upright.

She looked over her shoulder at him, trying to keep up a pretense
of calm. "Isthat another word for sinking?"

"Turning," Gerard explained, grimacing as he hauled himself up
the railing. "Without slowing down." Recovering his balance, Averi
reached the top, wrenching the hatch open.

With Ilias urging her, Tremaine managed to pry her hands off the
rail and drag herself up. Asthey reached the hatch, the deck began
to sway back to amore level plane. Following Averi and Gerard,
Tremaine bounced off the opposite wall of the short corridor and
stumbled into the officers' chartroom.

The room held a polished wooden chart cabinet in the corner, and
there was a large table bolted to the floor, covered with maps and
papers. The place was full of disheveled uniformed officers and
worried civilians. Tremaine recognized the captain even though he
was in his shirtsleeves and a younger man than she had expected to
see; he was standing in the center of the room, hands planted on his
hips, anger written in the tense way he held himself and the grim
resolve on his windburned face.

He confronted an older man in a brown walking suit nearly as
well tailored as the ones Niles wore. Captain Marais was saying,
"And I'm telling you, we're not going to run again. We were forced
to abandon |le-Rien—"



"Your orders were to take this ship to Capidara," the man
interrupted briskly. He was tall, sharp-featured, with carefully cut
gray-white hair. "The civilians, the women and children on
board—"

"I know what my orders say, | don't need you to repeat them,"
Marais snapped.

It's happening, Tremaine thought, not realizing she had been
unconsciously expecting this until now. The reality of lle-Rien's fall
was starting to sink in, and the chain of command was breaking
down. From her family background Tremaine might have been
expected to be an anarchist at heart, and she was a little shocked to
discover this was simply not true; Captain Marais's defiance
worried her, even though she wanted to save Cineth more than he
did. The other men in the room looked angry, determined, tense.
She saw Niles standing back against the wall, arms folded, his lips
thin with annoyance.

"Apparently you do need your orders repeated,” the other man
shot back. "No one wants to see an undefended city attacked, and |
admit an alliance of some sort with the native peopleisimperative.
But thisisn't awarship." He threw a glance at llias, who stood near
the door with Tremaine. Ilias's eyes moved from one man to the
other, wary at the air of tension in the room. Tremaine knew he
couldn't understand the conversation, but she didn't want to chance
interrupting it with a translation.

"We're at war with an enemy that doesn't recognize the concept of
noncombatants, Count Delphane," one of the other civilians
pointed out, his voice acerbic. He was an older man, balding and
somewhat stout, dressed in a battered dark suit and fanning himself
in the warm room with a folder of papers. "And we carry weapons,
so of course we're awarship. The conventions of international law
simply do not apply."

A solicitor, Tremaine thought, pegging him instantly. A solicitor
on our side, more's the better. And the opposition is Count
Minister Delphane. And she had been unnerved by Lady Aviler's
presence. Delphane gestured in exasperation. "Taking usinto battle
with the Gardier is as good as murdering everyone on board."



Marais's eyes narrowed. "l've lost three shipsin thiswar, and
watched countless others go down. | don't intend to lose this one.
But I'm in command here. If you don't like it, my lord, you're
welcome to get off at the next port.”

Noblesin lle-Rien, including the Queen, could be familiarly
addressed as "my lord" whatever their title, but Marais made the
honorific sound like athreat. The problemis, Delphane has a valid
point. But Tremaine looked at Ilias standing next to her, his face
tight with anxiety, and knew it couldn't matter. Cineth was helpless
against an attack like this. Delphane regarded the captain with
narrowed eyes, saying, "At this time the Gardier do not even know
of this ship's existence—"

Niles cleared his throat. "But they do. Colonel Averi?’

Averi stepped forward, facing the count. "Unfortunately
Gardier-controlled spies were present in the Viller Institute's
organization. We took some of them, but we couldn't possibly have
found them all." He glanced sharply at Marais. If he's smart,
Tremaine thought, clinically interested, Averi won't directly
challenge Marais. Pitting the crew, under Marais's command, and
the remnants of the army detachment under Averi, against each
other, with Niles and Gerard and the other Institute members as
wild cards was the worst mistake they could all make. But Averi
only said thoughtfully, "And | can't believe the Ravenna wasn't
spotted at Chaire."

Delphane looked at him, his lips pressed together. "I was aware of
that. But we'rein an entirely different world. Are the Gardier
communications between wherever we are and lle-Rien likely to be
that swift?"'

"As swift as our passage here," Gerard put in.

"We aren't facing afleet, just asingle gunship," Marais said
deliberately. "And we have every chance of taking that gunship by
surprise.”

Delphane watched him. "Aslong as they can destroy our engines,
Captain, size doesn't matter."

Captain Marais consulted Niles and Gerard with alook. "Well?"

he demanded. "Is that true? Or can your new ward protect us



from their offensive spell?"

Niles glanced at Gerard, lifting a brow. Gerard took a deep breath,
and said, "We can't know for certain until we test the ward. But |
think it will work. I've seen the Damal sphere," he stumbled alittle
over the name, perhaps recalling that the sphere wasn't just named
for its creator anymore, "the sphere's effect on Gardier airships
firsthand. It stripped heretofore impenetrable wards away
effortlesdly.”

Delphane turned to Colonel Averi, saying quietly, "So you are
going to allow this?"

Ander arrived in the doorway, breathing hard, halting when he
saw the grim tableau as the ship's captain, the military commander,
and the highest-ranking civilians confronted each other.

Averi let out a slow breath and met Delphane's eyes. " Count
Delphane, as the Solicitor General pointed out, we know the
Gardier consider civilian transports, hospital ships and anything
else that moves as a military target. Thisis awarship, whether we
like it or not." His gaze went to Captain Marais. "Y ou've already
changed course for the native port?"

"Yes. At full speed." Marais's words were clipped. His eyes fixed
suddenly on Tremaine. "Ask him to describe the harbor."

Startled, Tremaine managed to realize he meant Ilias and turned to
him, repeating the question in Syrnaic. Throwing a narrow ook at
Marais, Ilias asked, "They're going to help?"

Tremaine felt all eyes on her, but she wasn't going to push him.
"They're still arguing about it, but we've changed course for
Cineth."

|lias regarded Marais for along moment. Tremaine saw a great
deal of suspicion in that look, as well as pent-up fear and guilt. If
he and Giliead hadn't brought us to Andrien, this might not be
happening, she thought, sick with nerves. Her part in bringing them
to this point wasn't exactly small either. Then llias took a sharp
breath. "There are cliffs to the west, and a stone breakwater . . ."
Tremaine translated his description hurriedly.

Averi listened, the creases across his forehead deepening. "You
want to attempt an attack with our forward gun?' he asked Marais,



not bothering to keep the incredulity out of histone.

The weapon mounted on the Ravenna's bow deck was an
antiair-ship artillery piece. Tremaine tried unsuccessfully to
visualize it, wondering if it could even be used to shoot at
something in the water.

Marais's face set in an even grimmer expression, though it seemed
he was getting hisway. "If we can lure the Gardier out into open
water, we won't need the gun." He glanced at Delphane, saying with
pronounced irony, "You may find, Count, that size—and
speed—do matter a great deal."

Delphane shook his head slowly. He seemed weary now that he
had lost the argument. "1 don't want to leave a potential ally's city to
a Gardier attack any more than you do, gentlemen. But | hope your
decision doesn't kill all of us."

Gerard and Niles hurried away to get their supplies for the

sorcery, Ander and Averi to organize a small military forceto land
and search for any Gardier left trapped onshore. Marais had more
guestions for Tremaine to tranglate for Ilias, then let them both go.

Out in the corridor, officers and crew sped past them, dashing in
and out of doorways, yelling commands and questions at one
another. Tremaine was impressed with Captain Marais, he was
obviously an intelligent man, and the pressure and his nerves had
wound him up like atop. She headed for the stairs just to get out of
the way, but Ilias caught her arm. "But how soon can we get there?"
he asked her, throwing a worried glance back into the chartroom.
He looked just short of frantic. "I know we left the island heading
east, but where are we now?"

The captain had said full speed, and Tremaine knew that as a
passenger liner the Ravenna had been criticized for barreling along
at twenty knots in the dark and fog, and thirty knots in and out of
crowded ports. But there was no way to tranglate that into Syrnaic.
She met his eyes and said deliberately, "This ship is very fast."

He nodded, though he didn't ssem much reassured.

"We need to see what's happening,” Tremaine said to herself. An
officer, fresh-faced and surely younger than Florian, bolted past



them. Tremaine managed to snag his sleeve. "Excuse me! Do you
know where Gerard is, or Niles? The Viller Institute sorcerers?’

Startled, he halted, looking from her to llias. But she could see he
was thinking that if they were up here in the wheelhouse, they must
be Somebody. "They're on the cable deck. Y ou can follow me, I'm
going there now."

Following the man down the forward stairs, Tremaine found
herself wondering how Count Delphane, Lady Aviler and other
important personages like the Solicitor General had ended up on
the Ravenna. Delphane in particular was a High Cabinet minister;
he should have gone to Parscia with the government-in-exile and
the royal family. There was only one reason she could think of to
account for the presence of such high government officials.

They left the forward stairs to thread back through a Third Class
area and reach a passenger stairwell, taking it to the landing that
opened into the forward end of the now uninhabited main hall. The
officer left the stairs, saying, "Thisway, it's quicker." He led them
down a passage toward a set of padded |eather doors with bronze
fittings. He fumbled in his pocket for a set of keys and unlocked
them, revealing aroom like a big dark cavern. As the man hooked
one door so it would stay open, Tremaine fumbled for the light
switches on the wall.

As she pressed the first button, small indirect incandescents over
along ebony bar sprang to life, casting light down on leaping
dancersin awall mural above the empty bottle racks. The young
officer said sharply, "Just the bar lights, madam. Leave the
overheads off. It's still light out, but we don't want to take any
chances."

It was the Observation Lounge. There was just enough light to
make out the dark wooden walls and the chrome pillars supporting
the ceiling. Tables, chairs and curved couches of red leather were
scattered around the lower half of the room; afew stepsin the
marble floor led to the upper half, set apart by an ornate metal
bal ustrade with enameled pylons. The curved back wall was
covered by floor-to-ceiling curtains of dark red brocade, and it was
all windows behind them. If one looked out with all those curtains



open, the view would be incredible; or looking in at night with all
the soft lightslit.

llias took one look around, then plunged across the room after
the officer. The man fumbled under the curtains, then managed to
open aglass panel door. Ilias pushed out after him, and Tremaine
fought her way through the heavy drapes to find they were on a
curved open balcony, looking down on the bow, the sea stretching
out in all directions. The sky was gray with the remnants of the
Gardier storm, and the cool wind tore at her hair. At the far end of
the balcony a narrow set of stairs led down to a small deck area
where the base of the mast was anchored. The mast itself was
circled by a cargo derrick that looked like a giant metal spider with
its legs tucked in, and surrounded by an impressive array of
waist-high electric winches.

llias threw himself against the railing so enthusiastically she
grabbed wildly for his shirt, thinking he was about to plunge over
onto the deck below. But he was pointing at a distant line of cliffs.
"Look, we're nearly there!" He tore down the stairs and Tremaine
hurried after him.

There was a gap between this area and the forwardmost section of
the deck where Gerard, Niles, Giliead, Florian and severa crew
members stood. Tremaine followed Ilias across the short railed
ramp that bridged it and through a minefield of giant cables, giant
chains, and giant spindles to wind them up on.

In the shelter of the forepeak, a small raised platform in the very
tip of the bow, Niles and Gerard were crouched on the deck,
drawing symbols on the planking in white chalk. Niles clutched a
sheaf of notes, referring to them as he took pinches of different
powders and concoctions from the small jars and boxes scattered
around him. Both spheres sat on the deck: the tarnished copper one
that held Arisilde and the smaller brighter one that Niles had
constructed.

llias stopped at Giliead's side, asking him in confusion, "What is
this?'

"They're making a curse so the Gardier can't see us,”" Giliead told
him, keeping his voice low.



llias threw a cautious glance at Gerard and Niles. "Like the Swift'?
That didn't work so well."

Florian, trying to look over Gerard's shoulder without getting in
hisway, explained, "Thisisn't just award, it's an illusion. All the
Gardier will seeisadistortionintheair. Like when it'savery hot
day, and the air seems to ripple. They'll hear us, but that won't
matter. We just need them confused about exactly where the ship
IS."

"What about deflecting the Gardier's mechanical disruption spell?’
Tremaine asked, trying not to sound desperate.

Glancing up, Gerard explained, "Y es, the new ward Niles has
been working on should transmit the sphere's influence throughout
the ship." He added, not quite under his breath, "We hope." He
turned to tell one of the sailors, "Signal the bridge that we're ready."

The man hurried back across the deck and Tremaine stood on
tiptoes to see past the solid metal railing around the forepeak. The
ship was still moving at full speed, and she could see the opening
of Cineth's harbor now. It was sheltered by a high promontory,
with golden cliffs falling down to the water, a pyramidal lighthouse
of gray stone marking the far end. Those cliffs cut off any view of
the gun-ship, but part of the little city was visible, sprawled across a
series of low hills. The buildings were mostly white stone with red
tile roofs, none taller than two stories, and a few round fortresslike
structures crowned the hills. The whole was dotted with shade
trees, standing in the gardens and market plazas.

Tremaine had liked the place the moment she had first seen it.
The trees reminded her of those that lined the Boulevard of
Flowers, though these streets were dirt instead of ancient
cobblestones patched with modern pavement. If the trees, if the
Boulevard itself, was still there. The Gardier are in Vienne now,
she reminded herself coldly. Jerking herself back to the present, she
wondered aloud, "So how do we get the gunship to come out—"

A sound assaulted her ears, a deep boom that set her teeth on
edge and made her bones shake. She clapped her hands over her
ears along with everyone else, wincing away from it. Both Giliead
and lliasrecoiled as if they werein real pain. Asit died away she



demanded, "What was that?"'

"The ship'swhistle." The officer who had guided them here
pointed up above the forecastle. Tremaine could just make out two
trumpetlike projections mounted on the first smokestack. "To lure
the Gardier out of the shallow water." He looked back toward
Cineth, shading his eyes. "They have to come out sometime."

llias was at her elbow, impatient to know what the giant boom
had been. Tremaine explained in Syrnaic, then they waited, staring
at the mouth of the harbor. Tremaine felt her nerves jump with
impatience. Giliead moved away from the spell circle to pace, and
Ilias boosted himself up on the rails to get a better view past the
forepeak.

"There!" Someone pointed, andTremaine saw the black shape of
the gunship emerge from behind the promontory. She stepped
closer to therail. The illusion masking the Ravenna's exact location
made the Gardier craft seem hazy, asif she were viewing it through
amist. When they had seen the gunship from the island, she had
thought the long low shape, the guns mounted in the bow and
stern, looked predatory and sinister. From this high vantage point it
suddenly looked like prey.

"Here it comes!" Niles shouted, anxiously studying his spell
diagrams. Tremaine tensed, and Giliead reached to pull Ilias back
from the rail. Without etheric lenses the spell that was traveling
toward them was invisible, a deadly wave of power.

Then Tremaine saw the glamour haze and weaken, the view of
the gunship still steaming across their bow momentarily crystal
clear. Then abright light flared. She threw up an arm to shield her
eyes, stumbling back on someone's foot. It didn't work, that was
the mechanical disruption spell, she thought frantically, we're
going to sink. An image of the dream she had almost forgotten
flashed vividly behind her eyes: The Ravenna sinking beneath
black water, her lifeboats still in place.

In the next heartbeat she was free of the dream and back to
reality. Giliead held on to her arm, and llias was braced against the
rail next to her. Her eyes were watering and dazzled by the light,
and she could barely see Gerard, Niles and the others. "It worked,"



she breathed. "Hah." That wall of light hadn't been the Gardier's
spell, it had been the sphere, deflecting the Gardier's attempt to
destroy the ship.

Tremaine blinked hard as the dazzle faded, and she leaned
forward, gripping the railing. The Ravenna was still bearing down
on the Gardier craft and, though she knew the gunship must be
traveling at full steam, it looked asif it was standing still. Tremaine
saw the puffs of smoke above the barrel asit fired its bow gun; the
blast reverberated over the water a moment later. She grinned,
pounding her fist on the railing. The gun pointed several degrees
off their bow, fooled by theillusion still concealing the Ravenna's
exact position. "We can turn the spell back on them; Arisilde knows
it too. We can—"

"We don't need curses," Giliead interrupted quietly, his mouth set
in atight line. "We're going to ram her."

"Can we do that?' Tremaine eyed the fast-approaching gunship.
"Without sinking, or anything ... ?"

The Gardier seemed to realize their error; the gun swiveled, but
too late. The Ravenna's drive forward didn't falter as the smaller
craft disappeared from view; Tremaine grabbed the rail but instead
of a huge crash there was only a thump that shuddered up through
the deck. Stunned by the ease of it, she peered down the side to see
half the gunship flip up and vanish under the surface as shattered
wood and bodies tumbled past in the Ravenna's bow wake.

"And you said metal shipswouldn't float." Giliead turned to keep
the wreckage in sight, leaning out to look down the side.

"I never did," llias protested.

Despite their attempt to sound totally unaffected, or maybe
because of it, Tremaine knew they were both alittle shocked by
the Ravenna's power. She knew she sure as hell was.

The ship's drive forward slowed, and Tremaine saw from the way
the water churned below that it was moving into one of those
insane turns. Oh joy, she thought with a sick sensation,
contemplating the indignity of dropping flat to the deck to cling to
one of the big cables.

She grabbed Ilias instead, wrapping an arm around his waist. Still



watching the pieces of Gardier ship bobbing in the waves, he
absently put an arm around her shoulders, bracing them both
against therail. The fact that Giliead, though he didn't ook
particularly worried, still felt the need to hook one arm through the
rail and grab Ilias's belt with the other, was not reassuring.

The ship started that frightening lean toward the waves and one of
the officers from the group around Gerard and Niles shouted,
"Hold on!" Everyone scrambled to grab something, Florian
huddling down near Gerard. Niles grabbed for the loose jars of
powder, hastily dropping them back into his case.

"No kidding," Tremaine muttered, watching in fascination as the
churning green surface below drew closer. But this turn was less
dramatic, and the ship began to sway back upright long before she
felt the urge to scream. They were heading back toward the
wreckage, still slowing.

Asthe deck rolled to become more or less level Ilias et go of
Tremaine and she lurched away toward Gerard. Before she reached
him a seaman pounded across the bridge from the other deck, shot
past her to one of the officers standing with the sorcerer, pulling
both men aside to speak urgently.

Tremaine threaded her way around the cables, demanding, "What
isit?

Niles turned away from the discussion abruptly, his face ashen.
"We have aproblem." He was staring down at the spell circle, at the
iron filings in the center. "The inner core didn't oxidize."

Giliead, llias, Florian and the other seamen were all watching,
puzzled, and in the Syprians' cases, wary. "Niles, nobody knows
what you're talking about," Tremaine said, a sudden qualm making
her snap impatiently. "The spell worked."

"It worked, but the other wards were supposed to be excluded
from the effect," he said tightly. "They weren't."

Gerard turned to them, his face hard and grim. "It's Ixion, the
wards around his cell failed and he escaped.”

"What about Ixion?' Ilias demanded. Gerard had spoken in
Rien-ish, and he had recognized only the name.

Tremaine grimaced. That's all we needed. She turned to llias,



saying in Syrnaic, "He escaped.”

The moment was one of those long heartbeats that never ends as
she watched their faces. Giliead's expression went absolutely blank,
concealing any emotion and somehow worse than if he had actually
showed his feelings. Ilias looked horrified for an instant before his
face set, then both men were running across the deck, jumping over
the cables.

Tremaine started after them. "I'll go with them, they'll need a
translator—"

"Tremaine, wait!" Gerard snapped.

She thought he was going to tell her it was too dangerous, she
would just be in the way, but he said hurriedly, "Give me
something you're wearing. Niles and | can track your progress with
it. We may be able to locate Ixion with the sphere, and that way—"

Items carried or worn for long periods of time took on the same
etheric signature as the body of the owner; Arisilde and Gerard had
often used this spell for her father, sometimes tracking individuals
al over Vienne. Tremaine was already doing arapid inventory of
her possessions. She wasn't wearing jewelry, her outer clothes were
too new for the spell to work, she was reluctant to give up her
under-things. . . . "Here." She hopped on one foot, hauling off her
boot. "Thisisall I've got!"

Gerard accepted it with a grimace but didn't argue. She ran after
llias and Giliead, charging up the stairs and tearing open the door to
the Observation Lounge. The awkwardness of trying to run like this
was too much and she stopped to haul off the other boot and her
stockings, dumping them on a table. Barefoot she was much faster
and caught them on the passengers forward stair.

They barely noticed her appearance, intent on reaching the place
where Ixion had been held prisoner. They made atransition to a
crew stairway down in Third Class, then turned off down a
metal-walled corridor on one of the decks below the passenger
areas, threading rapidly through a series of turns until Tremaine
saw a group of worried crewmen and crewwomen gathered at a
doorway. The group parted for the two Syprians and Tremaine
hurriedly shouldered her way through in their wake.



The door to the refrigerated compartment hung off its hinges, the
lock wrenched from the distended metal. The whole side where it
had met the wall was scorched and melted. Three of the guards lay
sprawled unconscious on the floor and another was sitting up, a
bleeding cut on his temple being tended by a medical corpsman. A
red-faced older man in chief petty officer's uniform stood by the
doorway, snapping orders about search partiesinto the ship's
telephone. Giliead surveyed the scene grimly, then turned away,
pushing back out. llias snarled, "I knew this would happen," and
followed.

Tremaine turned to go after them, but the officer stopped her with
ahand on her arm. "Where are they going?' he asked urgently.

"We're going after him." Tremaine pointed at his sidearm. "Can |
have one of those?"

He stared at her, then undipped the holster from his belt and
handed it over.

The trail led upward through a small stairwell near the center of

the ship. There were only afew lights set back into walls lined with
smoky dark wood, and with the dark green patterned carpet
underfoot they might have been making their way through adim
woodland glade. Keeping his voice low, Ilias said, "This makes
sense. He's making for open air."

Giliead nodded. "He may be confused. He'll know we're at sea,
but—" His slight shrug took in their strange surroundings, so unlike
a ship except for the movement underfoot.

A distant hollow voice spoke suddenly, shattering the stillness.
llias flinched violently and Giliead swore under his breath.

"It's the same as before," Tremaine whispered from behind llias.
"He'stelling everyone to stay at their posts or in their quarters, and
to call the bridge if they see anyone suspicious.”

llias nodded. She had explained it was one of the crew, speaking
into a talking box that let his voice be heard through other boxes all
over the ship. It had had a more authoritative ring when they
thought it was the ship herself speaking.

"Here," Giliead said suddenly, frowning. "There's something



here." He stepped off the stairsinto a small foyer.

"What?' Tremaine demanded. She had a small curse weapon
tucked into the back of her pants under her shirt, which she thought
they didn't know about.

"Ixion must have cast a curse up here," llias told her as Giliead
cautiously pushed open the door.

It opened into along room where the wizard lights weren't lit but
it hardly mattered; the whole outside wall was windows, nearly
floor-to-celling, looking out onto an expanse of roofed deck that
ran along this side of the ship, allowing in enough cloudy gray
daylight to illuminate the room. It was filled with cushioned chairs
and couches, patterned carpets in soft warm colors covering afloor
of green-veined marble. There were drapes over portions of the
inner wall and a set of double doors near the middle. Asthey
moved further in, llias saw there was a large arched entranceway at
the opposite end, next to a giant example of one of the Rienish
paintings. It was ariver winding through a green valley, so real it
looked as if you could get your feet wet standing near it.

An earsplitting shriek rent the air and he and Giliead both jumped
violently, looking frantically around for the source. But Tremaine
waved hurriedly for them to relax and moved to alittle table near a
chair. On it sat a small box; she lifted the curved part on top and
held it to her ear. llias let his breath out and exchanged a harassed
look with Giliead; another one of the Rienish talking curse boxes.
"You'd think," Giliead said deliberately, rubbing the bridge of his
nose, "they could make those things alittle quieter."

Tremaine listened for a moment, her face getting that concentrated
look llias had learned meant trouble. He could just hear the tinny
voice issuing from the box, but it spoke Rienish. She put the piece
down, setting it carefully on the table instead of replacing it on the
talking box. "Ah, that was Niles," she said in Syrnaic, turning to
them. "He says hello." Then she jerked her head toward the double
doors.

Bias stared at the doors, feeling the skin on the back of his neck
prickle. They were heavily padded with a deep red leather. Giliead
stepped to them, lifting his hand but not quite touching, then shook



his head. No curses. He came back to Tremaine and asked in an
almost voiceless whisper, "What's in there?"

She had already pulled out the little map of the ship, studying it
frantically. "There's asmall ballroom, alounge and a theater, a
movie theater."

"A what?' |lias asked quietly. Most of the sentence had been in
Rienish.

"It's aroom where they show movies, moving pictures." She
waved the map, asif trying to use it to illustrate what she was
saying. "It's not a spell, it's like the engines."

"Great," Ilias said under his breath. He didn't know what the
engines were either, except that the Rienish said they made the ship
cleave the water without sails or oars. He hoped she didn't mean
"like the engines' as in powerful enough to move a metal ship the
size of anisland at incredible speeds.

"|s there another way in?" Giliead asked softly.

Tremaine traced the path on the map. "Y es, just through here,
there should be another entrance through the lounge." She looked
up at them, eyes thoughtful. "Gerard and Niles are on their way
here."

"We can't wait." Giliead consulted Ilias, brows lifted. His mouth
set inagrimline, Ilias nodded. Doing this made his insides go cold,
but he knew they didn't have a choice.

Giliead took Tremaine's arm, drawing her with him through the
open archway. She went without comment, stuffing the map back
through her belt, with one enigmatic glance back at Ilias. He
stepped to the leather-padded door, waited until he was sure they
had had time to find the other entrance, then pushed it open.

It was along room, filled with soft shadows. The walls were the
same polished wood as the rooms outside, but broken by giant
glass panels etched with a garden of colorful flowers and strange
birds that glowed with wizard light. The entire space appeared
empty, but that meant nothing. Ixion had curses that allowed him to
hide in shadows not much bigger than a bird's wing.

llias stepped inside, moving cautiously but trying not to look as if
he expected to find anything, his boots making soft sounds on the



fine wood floor. He was certain the lights in the glass panels
shouldn't be lit; the Rienish kept all the bigger rooms dark unless
someone was inside, but Ilias pretended not to know that either.
|xion wouldn't have had time to notice, and he would tamper with
the Rienish wizard lights and anything else he could find.

There was araised platform at each end of the room, the steps up
to them bands of silver and bronze, and another wizard light
overhead was a mass of prismsin colors Hias didn't know the
names of . Padded chairsin rich blue fabric were stacked atop small
tables, obscuring the view and creating more pockets of shadow.
He could hear alow metallic clicking that he thought might be
coming from the double doors near the platform on the right. On
the left an open archway showed another room more deeply
shadowed, filled with couches and chairs shapeless under big white
cloths; that must be the lounge on Tremaine's map.

Giliead would be there now, slipping softly in while Ixion's
attention was on llias, as it was bound to be. llias went toward that
darker portion of the room, asif to investigate it. The cool air that
came through the little grilles in the walls stirred the dust more than
it should, and he knew there was something else moving in here
with him. Then something brushed past him.

Ilias glanced down, saw the dust swirl up around his feet, saw it
start to opaque and solidify. He tried to leap away and half fell as
his feet remained rooted to the floor.

He saw sudden movement out of the corner of his eye and kept
trying to wrench free, forcing himself not to look; Giliead would
need every moment he could buy for him. The thickening dust
crept up to his knees when he heard a gasp and a thump behind
him. The dust vanished abruptly and he staggered free.

He caught himself against the side of the archway, twisting around
to see Giliead wrestling with a struggling form wrapped in one of
the white drapes from the furniture. Ilias lunged to help, skidding
to a halt when the floor around the two figures turned molten
green.

Ilias hopped back before the stuff touched his boots. It could be
an apparition or aflesh-melting curse; he saw it wasn't affecting Gil,



but that didn't tell him anything. Then he saw that the green ooze
was shredding the drape. The thrashing figures separated as Ixion
managed to toss Giliead off. Both came to their feet, Ixion tearing
the remains of the drape away.

The man crouched at bay, still dressed in the brown Gardier
garments, was like a shadow of his former self, his features still
faintly blunted and distorted. But the way he held himself, the wild
hate in his eyes were al Ixion.

Then the green mist dispersed, swept away in a silent wind.

Ilias glanced back and saw Gerard and Niles standing in the open
doors, both wearing grim expressions. Niles had the god-sphere
tucked under his arm.

Ixion stared at them for along heartbeat, then smiled. He turned
and pushed through the doors behind him.

Giliead plunged after him, Ilias reaching the doors only afew
steps behind.

Directly inside was a bloodred curtain, looped back to reveal a
dark room filled with chairs that all faced the back wall. Giliead had
halted abruptly just inside and Ilias smacked into his back.

There were moving images flickering on that far wall, the source
of the metallic clicking he had heard. Moving pictures, Ilias thought
in awe. She meant that literally. Cast in shades of gray and
somehow flat, they didn't look asreal asthe paintingsin the other
rooms, but they moved, jerking and stuttering across the wall in
imitation of life. People walking beside stone buildings, on
horseback, riding in wagons that moved by themselves like the
onesin the Rienish city.

Then Giliead took a step to the side and Bias realized one of the
gray forms on the wall wasn't moving. Ixion stood in the front of
the first row of chairs, outlined against the flicker of images.

Ilias looked at Giliead, his friend's face hard to read in the
fractured light. Giliead caught his eye and jerked his head faintly
toward the figure. llias nodded and started down the aisle on his
side as Giliead moved down the opposite wall. He's strong, Giliead
had warned him earlier, stronger than he looks. And fast.

He had just drawn even with the still figure, was just able to see



the man in profile, when Ixion spoke above the click-clack noise.
"The Gardier had so much contempt for their enemies, | never
expected them capable of something like this." His gesture took in
the room around them, the whole ship. "A floating mountain, with
so many wondersinside it."

"I wouldn't describe you as awonder." Giliead's voice was cool
and level, but he had encountered Ixion on the island. Ilias realized
he was breathing hard, his heart pounding. It was the voice. It
really is him. The last time he had heard that voice was right before
Giliead had cut Ixion's head off. He wanted to leap over the chairs
and rip Ixion's throat out. He wanted to run out of the room. He
managed to do neither, waiting for a signal from Giliead as sweat
ran down his back.

The image on the wall changed to aview of a storm-tossed sea
from the deck of a ship and in the suddenly brighter light Ilias saw
the corner of Ixion's mouth lift in asmile. "And lliasis here. I'll say
'It's been along time' and you can say 'Not long enough' and—"

"Shut up." The words were out before Ilias realized it.

Ixion hesitated, then said more softly, "I know exactly what you're
thinking."

"I really doubt that," Ilias grated. He heard a soft sound behind
him and realized Gerard and Niles now stood in the doorway.

"Well." Ixion turned to eye the Rienish wizards. "How did they do
it?' He looked at Giliead, head tilted inquiringly. "Y ou fought for
them. Y ou used the curse they gave you against me. Y ou haven't
been cursed. Y ou're acting for them of your own will. How did
they do it?"

He was trying to sound merely curious, but Ilias heard the strain
in hisvoice. He really wanted to know. Giliead must have sensed
that too because he didn't answer.

"Isit just because they destroyed my curse on Andrien House?"

Ixion must have realized he was betraying himself and looked
away, smiling at the flickering images on the wall. "I'm still
searching for allies. Perhaps | can offer my services to them as
well."

"I'm afraid we aren't in the market," Gerard said in Syrnaic, his



voice cool.

Giliead spoke, "Y ou're nothing new to them. They have wizards
like you in their land, and they destroy them like sick animals."

|xion watched the flicker of movement on the screen. Then he
shrugged. "Surely you realize you can't kill me. I'll just come back."

For a moment no one spoke. Then Ilias heard another metallic
sound, weaving in and out of the clicking of the moving images. It
was the noise the god-thing in the sphere made, he realized, when it
thought something was dangerous.

"If that's such a great plan, why haven't you just killed yourself?"
Tremaine's voice was so unexpected, llias flinched. He hadn't even
realized she was in the room. "Y ou've had all the time in the world
to jump off the boat. Hell, if you do it from the stern, you'll drown
in moments. Instead, you wander around, sightseeing, playing with
the switches on the projector. Even if you've got this other body to
jump back to, which I'm still willing to believe, | don't think you
want to go there."

Ixion turned, staring at her incredulously. "Who in the
netherworld's name are you?"

"You didn't answer her question,” llias said tightly. It was, now
that he thought about it, a damn good one.

Ixion looked at him, then at Giliead. He finally said, "Very well,
I'm not eager to go to my new body. It will take months for me to
grow into it, and by the time | do, the Gardier will have retaken the
island and destroyed Cineth." He turned to Gerard and Niles again.
"I spoke to one of their men of learning at length. He taught me
their language so we could converse. | know much about them and
have no particular loyalty to cause me to dissemble.”

"Y ou would trade your life for information." Gerard sounded
skeptical.

"Yes."

They can't, llias thought. We can't. But was there any other way
out of this standoff?

Gerard spoke to Niles briefly in their language. Niles answered in
adry tone, and Gerard shook his head. He said to Ixion in Syrnaic,
"And if caught, you would trade similar information about us to the



Gardier."
Ixion smiled. "Then don't get me caught."

Waiting in the lounge outside, Ilias paced, his jaw set so tightly it

was beginning to hurt. There were Rienish guards waiting by the
doors, but he hardly noticed them. "I should be in there," he told
Tremaine. He wasn't exactly sure why he had followed her out here,
except that she had grabbed his wrist and tugged, and he had been
too distracted to resist.

"No, you shouldn't." She was sitting in one of the cushioned
chairs, her bare feet propped up on alittle wooden table.

He stopped, planting his hands on his hips, snarling, "He'll think
I'm afraid to face him."

Tremaine was unimpressed. "No, he'll wonder where you are."

llias took a breath to reply, then stopped, staring at her. That
wasn't the argument he had expected. "What?"

Tremaine studied her fingernails calmly. "He wants your attention,
he wants you to be in there glaring at him and hanging on every
word." She paused to pick at a broken nail. "Let him wonder what
you're doing. Let him wonder what you're thinking." She looked up
at him finally, her face serious despite her preoccupation with her
hands. "L et him scramble to get a handle on you, instead of the
other way around.”

He thought that over, hoping to find ahole in it, but it was too
patently evident to argue with. And her confidence told him she
knew she was right. He dropped down into the next chair instead,
demanding in irritation, "Why do you know things like that?"

She shrugged, and nibbled at her broken fingernail. "Annoying
people is something of atalent of mine. | gave it up for awhile, but
lately it's started to come back to me."

They had the parley at atable just outside the moving picture

room. Giliead wouldn't sit but paced behind Ixion's chair, hoping
his presence made the wizard as uncomfortable as I xion made him.
But he probably enjoys it, Giliead thought with sour resignation.
Thankfully, Tremaine had somehow gotten Ilias to leave with her.



Gerard took a place across from Ixion, grim-faced and somehow
managing to convey that he felt Ixion was contaminating the air he
breathed. There were men and women armed with Rienish curse
weapons at the back of the room. The other wizard, Niles, was
waiting with them, his face utterly cool and emotionless. Giliead
had no feel for what the man was thinking, but he knew Ixion
wouldn't be able to read him either and that Ixion wouldn't like it.

Gerard said with cold contempt, "Our position is simple. If you
attempt to leave the room where you have been confined again,
we'll kill you and you can go on to your next body and be damned.
If you give us the information you have about the Gardier and
cooperate fully, you'll be confined, but you won't be harmed, and
we'll keep you from the Gardier to the best of our ability."

The god-thing's sphere sat on the table near Gerard, and Giliead
could tell it was anything but disinterested. Its clicks and whirs
sounded displeased. For the first time, Giliead could also fedl little
spurts of curses coming from it.

Ixion folded his too-smooth hands, saying, "Y ou could provide
refreshments for this discussion."

Gerard lifted a brow. "Y our needs are immaterial until you give
us reason to think otherwise."

Ixion sighed. "Y ou could also tell whatever it isyou keep in that
metal cage to stop trying to annoy me."

Intrigued by the sphere's activity despite the situation, Giliead
concentrated on it, focusing as hard as he could. After a moment he
saw a dim wisp of white light drifting from the tarnished copper
surface. Fascinated, he watched the translucent wisp arch over the
table toward Ixion. There was something about it that made him
think of a scout trying to creep past an enemy sentry post.

Ixion was saying, "l realize now it was the other presence |
detected on the Swift, which | assumed was another foreign wizard.
It's a clever trick, but—" The wisp became atalon and dived in for
astrike. He halted, frowning. Through gritted teeth, he said, "I told
you, make it stop."

Still concentrating on the sphere, Giliead suddenly saw lines of
faded blue light stretching out from it, connecting to threads of



different colors stretching all through the ship. He started, blinking,
and it was gone, as if someone had dropped a cloth over alamp to
conceal it. Gerard'stalk of channeling the sphere's power
throughout the ship for protection suddenly made sense. Giliead
realized he had been deliberately allowed to see the tendril that had
touched Ixion, that the personality in the sphere had shared it with
him like a private joke. He was just as sure that the sphere
deliberately shielded itself from him. He didn't mind; seeing that
light constantly would have been unbelievably distracting. So the
Rienish do have gods, he thought, lifting a brow. They just didn't
know it.

Without looking away from Ixion, Gerard said, "Arisilde, please."

Giliead said calmly, "Ixion, the man in the metal cageis agod,
and has bigger stones than both your bodies put together."

Ixion flicked a glance up at him. "Crude," he commented idly, but
Giliead could sense the wariness in him. He turned to Gerard again.
"If | give you the information, you will release me."

Gerard evinced surprise. "Are the innocent people you killed still
dead? Aslong asthey are, we won't release you." His expression
hardened. "Y ou are bargaining for your life, not your freedom."”

Ixion regarded him for along moment, then laughed softly. "The
Gardier said their enemies were soft. Y ou may be soft, but you
don't lie when you deal, do you?' He sighed, making a gentle
gesture with his pale hands. "Very well, | agree."

Giliead met Gerard's eyes. They both knew this was atemporary
measure.

They put Ixion back into another warded storage room, not far

from the first one. Tremaine noted that as a concession to Ixion's
apparent surrender, it had been made more comfortable with a cot
and chair and some bedding. They had chosen a compartment with
an ordinary wooden door, locked but less likely to hurt anyone if
Ixion decided to blow it up. With Gerard's assistance, Niles had also
warded the door, the walls, deck and ceiling against ether, light,
scent and liquid, which should cover just about anything Ixion
could attempt to use to harm them. These were wards that hadn't



been used in years since they were no use against the Gardier. She
wasn't sure if the sphere had helped them or not; it sat on adesk in
the outer room of Ixion's prison, clicking ominously to itself.

Giliead and Ilias had stayed to grimly watch most of the process,
then went to join the other Syprians preparing to go ashore with
Ander's men. It was an expedition Tremaine hadn't managed to
join, something she blamed Ander for. She also knew lifeboats had
been dropped to search for Gardier survivors among the floating
debris of the gunship wreck, but the rumor was that none had been
found.

The chances were good that some of the Gardier had stayed
behind in the city. The Ravenna was making a slow approach to the
mouth of Cineth harbor, though she wouldn't try to go inside. One
of the sailors had commented that she probably couldn't, since it
was unlikely a harbor meant for galleys had been dredged to
accommodate aliner.

Niles was finishing the last symbols on the deck in front of the
closed door, the chalk marks fizzing and vanishing into the metal as
he wrote. Gerard stepped over to join him, his notebooks under his
arm. "This should hold him," he said, sounding both resigned and
determined. "Until we have to channel the wards through the ship
again. I'm afraid it will still cause this set to fail."

Colonel Averi just nodded tiredly. He had been out in the corridor
discussing the situation with the army sergeant in charge of the
guard detail. He eyed the door, "Some of the men were injured, but
nothing permanent. It's almost as if he didn't want to burn any
bridges, asif he planned this as soon as he regained
consciousness.”

Tremaine knew he was right about that. "He'slike arat. Or
something else that always comes out on top."

"Can he provide any real information, do you think?' Averi asked
Gerard, asif Tremaine hadn't spoken.

Gerard frowned. "Possibly. | doubt we dare trust it."

"There is one thing we need him for." Tremaine folded her arms,
studying the door. "Ixion grew a body, an empty one. At least we
hope it was empty—" Now everyone was staring at her. She



finished hurriedly, "Arisilde needs a body."

That got Averi's attention. He stared at her, saying, "Good God,
Tremaine." Gerard just rubbed his forehead as if he had a
headache.

"I didn't mean the one he has." At least, not if they were going to
be that way about it. "But the spell to make one."

"But could we force him to give us the spell he used?' Niles said
calmly, getting to his feet and dusting off his hands. "He seems
rather obstinate."

Tremaine kept her eyes on the door. / bet | could think of
something.

5

Some of those who sort the Ravenna from the cliffs said they
thought the Gardier wizards had caused a great black island to
rise up fromthe sea, until she called the wizard's ship out to do
battle and ate it. Some of them didn't believe our telling that she
was a ship until the Ravenna's captain followed our custom and
gave her eyes.

— "Ravenna's Voyage to the Unhnown Eastlands,"

Abignon Translation

I lias stood as close to the bow of the Ravenna's launch as he could

get, holding to the rail as the wizard boat plowed across the harbor
toward the stone piers below the trading Arcade. He had thought
these boats fast, but now impatience and fear of what they might
find made this one seem to travel at a crawl. The lingering bitter
taste of the confrontation with Ixion didn't help.

The boat was packed with the rest of the Swift's crew aswell as
Ander and a dozen Rienish warriors. "l can't see any fires," Giliead
said in alow voice, standing next to him and anxiously surveying



the shore ahead. "Not up in the town."

llias just shook his head. He couldn't bear to speculate. The boat
sheds that housed the city's war galleys looked undisturbed, but
many of the fishing boats tied up to the piers were sunk, the tangle
of broken masts still visible above the waterline. Above the dock
areawas the long stone trading Arcade, six open-arched entrances
leading into stalls for merchants and for factors to sell or trade
cargoes. Some of the wooden market stalls built against the far wall
had collapsed, but as Giliead had said, there was no firerising
above the red roofs of the greater part of the town.

Halian, standing beside the Rienish sailor who held the wheel,
pointed toward the pier nearest the end of the Arcade. "Bring usin
there," he said, his voice tense. The man might not know the
words, but he understood the pointing; he nodded sharply and
adjusted the boat's course by turning the wheel dlightly. The
Syprians were silent, apprehensive; but behind them Ander was
speaking to his men in their own language, giving curt instructions,
replying to questions.

The Rienish all carried the long black shooting weapons, though
the Gardier had curses that could damage them. The Syprians had
lost all their weapons when the Swift had sunk, but the Rienish had
given them small wooden crossbows the Gardier couldn't harm.
Using both weapons was the most effective way of attacking the
Gardier the Rienish had found so far, but none of the Syprians
were willing to touch the shooting sticks, effective or not. Even if
they didn't work by curses, they looked likeit. Ilias had one of the
crossbows slung over his back and the knife that he had managed
to hold on to through the trip to Ile-Rien and back. Swords would
have been helpful, but the Rienish had none on board. Or at |east
that was what Ander had said.

Lias wasn't sure he entirely trusted Ander yet; for ayoung man he
was cagey about revealing too much of himself. It was still hard for
Bias to believe that he trusted the motives of Gerard, awizard, and
Horian, an apprentice wizard, better than those of Ander, afighter
and warleader. Maybe it was because Ander still seemed wary of
the Syprians motives.



Bias saw figures running along the front of the Arcade, vanishing
into one of the arched entrances. He could see they wore light
brown clothing from head to toe—Gardier. He nudged Giliead with
an elbow, and his friend nodded. One of the Rienish spoke
urgently, pointing them out to Ander.

The boat slowed as it neared the dock, the low thrum of whatever
powered it sputtering to silence. With the others Ilias climbed out as
soon as the side bumped the stone, Arites helping the Rienish sailor
tie off to the piling. llias scanned the docks but couldn't see any
movement. Halian paused, then stopped at a small fishing boat.

L eaning over to see down into it, he demanded, "How many are
there? Which way did they go?"

Ilias stepped up beside him and saw there was a young woman in
the boat, huddled next to the mast. She stood, pointing shakily to
the road that started at the end of the boat sheds and curved up into
the main part of town. "I didn't see how many. Most of them went
up there." She looked up at Halian, her face pale. "But in the
Arcade, there'sawizard! | saw him run inside.”

Giliead's expression hardened. He flicked a glance at llias, then
told Halian and Ander, "Y ou go after the others, we'll take care of
it

Halian nodded sharply, clapping llias on the shoulder as he turned
away. But Ander hesitated, eyeing them watchfully. "Are you
certain? Y ou don't want—"

"We're certain." Giliead pushed past him, breaking into arun. llias
raced after him as the Rienish pelted down the dock, following
Halian and the others.

Asthey neared the Arcade, |lias saw four or five people crouched
at the first archway. Giliead waved them back urgently.
Recognizing him, they faded back into cover behind the casks and
large pottery jars stacked on the dock. One of the women was
Feredas, the port-master. As Giliead mouthed the words, "How
many?"' Feredas held up two fingers.

Giliead nodded and stepped to the side of the entrance, crouching
beside the body sprawled there.

llias stepped back against the patched wall, pausing to cock his



crossbow and take a cautious look ahead down the wide corridor
that led through the building. Large square doorways along each
side led into shops and storage areas for cargoes. The place looked
like a small army had bashed its way through. Copper cooking
pots, baskets and broken pottery were scattered over the dusty
stone. Three other bodies lay in the passage: two women sprawled
in the middle, one with the bright fabric of her skirt tumbled
around her, and one man slumped against the wall. A fallen bushel
of pomegranates, crushed under the boots of those fleeing or
fighting, made the floor look asif it was awash with blood and
gore.

Giliead nudged hisleg to get his attention, and |lias looked down
at the dead man. Tersias, Calensa's cousin, Iliasidentified him with
asick sensation. Damn. He had worked for Tersias's family asa
youth, unloading cargo. Calensa had been hisfirst love. Giliead
twitched aside Tersias's shirt, showing Dias the blackened skin
around the mortal wound in the man's chest; it stank of charred
flesh. He looked up grimly, and Ilias nodded to show he
understood the warning. This Gardier had awizard crystal that
could throw fire.

Giliead eased to his feet, cocking his own crossbow, and they
stepped inside the Arcade.

Slowly and carefully, Giliead moved down the corridor. llias
stayed at his side, keeping several paces between them. The stalls
were open across the front, deserted. They passed a coppersmith's
shop with its wares tumbled into the passage and a place that sold
bolts of cloth and dyes, mostly undisturbed. llias adjusted his grip
on the unfamiliar weapon, feeling his palms start to sweat on the
smooth wooden stock. This was the worst way to root out wizards;
he much preferred sneaking up on them from behind.

A scatter of distant pops, like stones cracking under heat, sounded
from somewhere outside; Ilias flinched, recognizing the noise the
shooting weapons made. The Rienish must have encountered the
other Gardier. Then he froze, poised on one foot, as a rustling came
from the next stall. He heard a footstep and a worried mutter in the
Gardier's harsh language. From the items spilled into the passage,



the stall sold bronze lamps and braziers.

llias threw a questioning glance at Giliead, who nodded, his
mouth set in agrim line. llias stepped soundlessly to the wall,
stopping just before the edge of the opening.

Giliead dived forward suddenly, landing and rolling past the open
entrance. Ilias heard a shout from the stall as he whipped around
the corner. The space was crammed with metal goods, lamps,
stands and bowl-shaped containers for oil stacked unsteadily or
piled atop wooden chests. He aimed and fired the crossbow by
instinct, almost before his eyes found the Gardier crouched back
against the inside wall. It was a young one with soot stains on his
face, just aiming along black shooting weapon at Giliead. The bolt
slammed into the base of the Gardier's throat. His weapon went off
with an ear-shattering report as the man staggered, collapsing
against the wall.

Movement toward the center of the stall caught Ilias's eye; he
ducked sideways, realizing the other Gardier was concealed behind
a stack of wooden crates. Giliead was on his feet now at the front
of the stall, aiming his crossbow. Blocked from getting further in by
the tumbled metalwares, he shifted impatiently, trying to get a clear
shot. Ilias saw the crystal flash as the Gardier moved; he shoved
forward with ayell, slinging himself over a pile of braziers. He
swung the crossbow, clipping the wizard in the head just before his
foot came down on something that slid away with ametallic
screech; he crashed to the floor.

Landing on his hands and knees, |lias scrambled to get his feet
under him, to get hold of a pot to throw. Suddenly he felt a burning
heat erupt in his chest and looked up to see the wizard, the man's
face arictus of pain and fear, holding the crystal over him.

llias didn't have breath to yell in horror. He saw Giliead loom up
behind the wizard just as the Gardier jolted forward. Ilias ducked
his head as the wizard fell over him, then shoved himself free,
slamming a kick into the man's side. Rolling over, trying to sit up
despite the fiery pain in his chest, he saw a crossbow bolt sticking
out of the wizard's back. Blood soaked the dun-colored jacket but
the Gardier was still trying to push himself upright, to reach for the



fallen crystal. It was a broken shard, colored a yellow-tinged white,
much smaller than the one Gervas had threatened Ilias and
Tremaine with.

Giliead desperately shoved the crates aside, but the wizard
stretched, his fingers brushing the crystal. Pain shooting through his
body, Ilias grabbed a heavy copper pot and lunged forward,
smashing it down on the shard. It broke in fragments, light spraying
from the pieces like droplets of water, vanishing into the cracksin
the paving stones. The wizard shouted in despair, and llias slumped
over the pot, relieved, the heat in his chest fading.

Giliead pushed his way through the debris to grab the wizard by
the back of hisjacket, awkwardly straddling him. The Gardier
struggled silently, clawing at Giliead's arm. Hisface set in grim
distaste, Giliead whipped his knife across the wizard's throat.

After amoment to make sure the man was dead, Giliead dropped
the body, looking at Ilias. "You all right?' he demanded, breathing
hard.

llias nodded slowly, pushing himself upright and away from the
spreading pool of blood, rubbing the reddened spot on his chest.
The sudden heat was gone, barely a phantom pain left behind. He
took a deep breath and sat up on his knees, looking worriedly at his
friend. "Did he get you too?"

Giliead shook his head, plucking at his shirt. Ilias realized the
brown cloth had a singed black patch right below the leather lacing
on his chest. "He tried. It didn't work on me."

Some curses worked on Giliead, some didn't. It was just luck this
Gardier wizard didn't know the right ones to use. Ilias pushed to his
feet, staring down at the wizard, who was just a dead man now. It
had been a messy kill, and he knew Giliead hated that. "Did you
stab him with that bolt?"

Giliead winced as he stood, absently wiping his bloody hands on
his pants. "The damn bow misfired." He kicked the copper pot off
the remnants of the crystal, using his bootheel to grind the last few
solid fragments into powder.

Ilias watched this, noting that the fragments didn't burst into
water-light and trickle away. He wondered if that only happened



when the wizard imprisoned inside the crystal was released into
death. If there really was awizard inside the smaller shards, the way
the Rienish said there was in the larger crystals. Giliead's face was
still grim, his mouth set in a hard line. Trying to lighten the mood,
|lias stooped to pick up his crossbow, saying earnestly, "Y ou want
to cut his head off to make sure he's dead?"

Giliead gave him aforbidding glare. "That," he said deliberately,
"Is not funny."

Poppi ng sounds from shooting weapons led them up the road

from the Arcade and through the lower part of the town. The trail
of corpses—Syprian, Gardier and one Rienish—told them they
were headed the right way. It also encouraged them to stay close to
cover to avoid making themselves even better targets than they
already were.

Houses with white clay walls and red tile roofs rose on either side
of the wide dirt track, wooden doors tightly closed. Ilias heard dogs
barking behind the garden walls, and a few stray chickens skittered
out of their path, but other than that the town might have been
deserted.

Asthey reached the corner of alarger house Giliead suddenly
stepped back against the wall, motioning urgently for Ilias to do the
same. He flattened himself against the cool clay surface, taking a
cautious look past Giliead.

Around the corner was a small plaza with a square fountain house
in the center, the edge of the roof carved with sea snakes. Leaning
out, Ilias could just see two Gardier and three Syprians sprawled on
the dark-stained dirt near the little pavilion.

Giliead elbowed him back with the low-voiced warning, "There's
awizard up on the roof, just to the right of the waterspout."

Ilias crouched and leaned out again more cautiously, studying the
square. There was a good vantage point in the goat pen in the
corner opposite theirs, where the slant-roofed shed provided cover
from the rooftops. He saw a head with Syprian braids bob just
above the gate. He glanced up at Giliead, jerking his head
inquiringly toward the goat pen.



His friend nodded approval of the plan. "Signal me when you're
ready."

|lias faded back along the side of the house, |eapt to catch the top
of the garden wall and scrambled over. He landed on the flagstones
of a courtyard shaded by berry trees. The back portico of the house
was empty, a shattered bowl of cooked grains on the blue-tiled
floor the only sign of the sudden disturbance. Crossing the court
swiftly, he climbed the vine-covered wall opposite. It was shielded
from the plaza by the second floor of the house, and he was able to
walk back along it to the open pen.

Six piebald goats clustered in confused alarm at the back of the
hay-strewn pen. Ilias couldn't see under the roof of the shed where
the defenders had taken cover, but he could hear a quiet murmur of
voices. He hunched low on the top of the wall and hissed awarning
that he was about to appear. After a moment of fraught silence
there was a soft reply, and he jumped lightly down into the pen.

There was still aflurry of startled movement under the low shed.
Two Rienish men, Halian, Kias and a few townies all crouched
behind the gate. "Where's Giliead?' Halian demanded, keeping his
voice low.

He didn't bother to ask if they had gotten the wizard in the
Arcade, knowing that if they hadn't, llias wouldn't be there. "He's
around the side of the next house," Ilias told him, ducking under
the low roof and kneeling near the gate as Kias shifted to give him
room. "How many here?"

"Just one left on the roof, up there." Halian pointed, confirming
Giliead's instinctive knowledge of the wizard's position, though
llias didn't need it confirmed. "He's got a shooting weapon and
those curse crystals.”

flias nodded, noticing that one of the Rienish had lost his weapon
and had burned hands, a sure sign of the curse the Rienish feared
most. One of the townies was bleeding from awound in the
shoulder and was unarmed, but the other had a goathorn bow.
"Hey, let me use that."

The man shifted it off his shoulder, then hesitated. Curse mark,
Hias thought. At the moment it was more an annoyance than a kick



in the gut. Halian twisted around to eye the man with grim intent,
and he flushed and passed the bow and quiver to Ilias.

One of the Rienish asked an impatient question, and Ilias shook
his head to show he didn't understand, motioning him to wait. He
leaned out alittle to whistle a sharp signal. At Giliead's answer, Ilias
eased to his feet, readying himself to move.

Giliead leapt out of cover, shouting, firing the little crossbow at
the pitch of the roof just above the Gardier's position. Ilias saw a
flash of brown clothing and slammed through the gate, darting
across the open court to put his back against one of the fountain
house's pillars. He notched the arrow as Giliead |oaded another
guarrel and cocked the crossbow. Then he saw something dark
grow intheair just in front of Giliead, an amorphous shadow that
abruptly went solid and slammed his friend to the ground.

llias whipped around the pillar, raising the bow and firing up at
the wizard in one motion. He knew immediately he had missed the
chest shot, but as the Gardier swung around he realized he must
have gotten him low in the belly. The man scrabbled wildly at the
roof tiles, then went over backward. He struck the packed dirt of
the street with athump, lying in a crumpled heap. Ilias reached him
as Rienish and Syprians appeared from doorways all over the plaza.
He hurriedly kicked the crystal free of the man's hand and crushed
it under his boothesel.

Giliead was already sitting up, wiping black sticky strands off his
face and chest as Ilias reached him. Relieved, he sat on his heelsto
watch, saying critically, "That's a little like the curse the Barrens
wizard used. Did it try to go down your throat?"

"Not that | could tell." With a sour expression Giliead scrubbed
black goo off his mouth and spit into the dirt. "And | didn't need to
be reminded of that."

Ander dlid to an abrupt halt beside them, staring incredulously
down at Giliead. "You're aive."

Giliead, always in a bad mood when even a mild aspect of a curse
worked on him, just cocked a brow at the young man and said
nothing.

Ander shook his head, still confused. "I've seen the Gardier use



that spell before, in Adera. It's. . . brutal."

"We told you he's a Chosen Vessal," llias said pointedly,
beginning to take offense. He knew Ander didn't trust them fully
but he hadn't thought it extended to thinking them liars.

"Yes, but | didn't think—" Ander cut himself off, pressing hislips
together.

Giliead got to his feet, wiping his hands off. Ignoring Ander, he
said thoughtfully, "The god's here."

Knowing the god's penchant for dark cool places, Ilias |ooked at
the fountain house first. Sparks of light hovered above the surface
of the well, glittering like fireflies.

Tremai ne sat on the bench of the accident boat asit chugged

icross Cineth harbor toward the stone docks. The heavy cloud
cover was breaking up, letting the afternoon sun show through in
shafts and patches.

She shaded her eyes, impatiently scanning the damage. She could
see the sunken boats still tied to the dock and the collapsed stalls to
one side of the trading building. It had been three hours since
Ander had used an electric signal from the dock to tell them that the
last of the Gardier had been dealt with and that there had been one
man killed, plus some injuries among the landing party. They didn't
know the extent of the Syprian casualties yet.

For Tremaine at least the wait had been excruciating, but she had
known it would take some negotiating for the other Sypriansto let
more of the Ravenna'?, crew land. She didn't know how
convincing llias and Giliead and the others had been, but at least
nobody was pushing catapults out onto the docks. The god's visit to
the Ravenna might have had something to do with that.

It had appeared first on the Sun Deck, badly startling the refugees
and crew who had gathered there for a view of Cineth. Niles and
Gerard had arrived immediately and with them Tremaine had
followed the god on its brief tour of the ship. It had visited the
ballroom with the spell circle that allowed the ship to create etheric
gateways, ignoring the strange symbols of the circle painted onto
the marbletile, it had seemed more interested in the crystal light



fixtures. It had finally ended up in the room outside Ixion's cell,
sparkling around the door asif it knew what was inside but either
couldn't, or chose not to, cross the wards.

Captain Marais had come down to look at it in consternation.
"What does it want?' he had demanded. "And what isit, for that
matter?"

"It'sjust curious," Tremaine had told him, aware she wasn't quite
answering the question. They knew Arisilde had some kind of
connection with the god, either before or after he had been trapped
in the sphere. When the sphere had been stored at Coldcourt, it had
influenced her writing without her conscious knowledge, sending
her images of llias's and Giliead's experiences from this world.
Arisilde could only have gotten that information from the Syprian
god, though they still had no idea where or how he had come into
contact with it.

"Fascinating," Niles murmured. He glanced down at the sphere.
"Arisilde doesn't seem to find it athreat."

"It might be some sort of elemental," Gerard explained, frowning
thoughtfully as he watched the play of light around the door.
"Whatever these 'gods' are, the entities provide some protection for
the Syprians against sorcererslike Ixion."

Marais lifted his brows. "Well, | wonder what it would do if we
letitinto him."

Tremaine stepped up to the door and lifted her hand, her skin
tingling as the god's humming energy briefly touched her. "Oh, |
bet it could get inif it really tried." She raised her voice, "Hey,
Ixion, the god's here. It wants to say hello."

Ixion hadn't replied, and after atime the god sparked more
faintly, then gradually vanished.

Ander's message to come ashore had arrived not long after.
Gerard must have also told Captain Marais about the eyes painted
on Syprian galleys,; when the accident boat had been lowered and
they were moving away from the Ravenna, Tremaine saw a small
scaffold had been hung off the bow and a couple of crewmen in
safety harnesses were putting the finishing touches on the white
paint outline of a stylized eye. It couldn't hurt, she thought. And



from what she could see, ramming the Gardier ship hadn't even left
adent in the bow.

"There doesn't seem to be much activity," Gerard said in alow
voice. He was standing at the rail next to her, surveying the line of
docks with aworried frown. "Wait, there's Ander."

"What's he doing?' Tremaine came to her feet, grabbing the rail.
Ander's message had asked for her specifically, and she had no idea
why, though she supposed he might need her for a spare translator.

"Watching us with field glasses," Gerard told her dryly.

Finally they reached the dock, the motor coughing as the boat
slowed to bump awkwardly against the pilings. The seamen
scrambled out to tie it off, and Tremaine was right behind them,
Gerard grabbing her elbow when her foot slipped on the wet wood.

Ander met them at the end of the dock. His shirt was
sweat-stained and he had arifle slung back over his shoulder. "Y ou
were right," he said without preamble. "They are willing to discuss
an alliance with us." For some reason his expression was grim.

Gerard nodded, holding up aleather file case he had brought with
him. "Colonel Averi had a document prepared, aletter of intent. It's
not binding until the government-in-exile ratifiesit, of course, but
it'll be a start."

Considering it was probably prepared by Count Minister
Delphane and the Solicitor General, it will be more than a start,
Tremaine thought. But Ander was eyeing her asif she had done
something. "What's wrong with you?' she demanded.

He stared at her for at least a full minute, asif expecting her to
break down and confess. Tremaine folded her arms and stared
back. He finally said, "They want you to negotiate."

Tremaine frowned, not understanding. "Negotiate with them?"

"Negotiate for them," Ander clarified, still watching her. "With
us."

"Me?

"Tremaine?' Gerard echoed, startled.

Ander looked at him, exasperated. "I can't talk them out of it.
These people are so stubborn—it's like talking to stone walls."

Tremaine's mouth was open to protest; the very idea of that much



responsibility curdled her stomach. But Ander's tone stopped her in
midbreath. He doesn't think | can do it. Well, she knew she
couldn't. But she could fake her way along until she found
someone else who could. She told Ander, "Then you can take that
letter back to Count Delphane. The Syprians are not going to sign
anything without the advice of an independent solicitor who is an
expert in international affairs."” A dimly remembered phrase from
an old newspaper article surfaced, and she added, "And | want an
arbitrator from a nonaligned nation."

Ander stared at her, pressing his lips together. Then he said,
"Perhaps we can get you a Gardier arbitrator." He turned on his heel
and strode away up the dock.

Good exit line, Tremaine thought, eyes narrowed as she watched
him go. Y elling a comeback after him would be highly
unsatisfactory. And she didn't have a comeback.

She looked at Gerard, expecting another grim expression, but he
was smiling faintly. "Y our father would be proud," he said softly.
"He couldn't have done a better job himself."

It struck her to the core and her eyes stung. No, he wouldn't be
proud, she thought, looking away. But Gerard was, and that was
good too. She forced the emotion down, putting it away where she
could examine it later. "If my father was doing this," she muttered,
"the Syprians would end up with along lease on Chaire and most
of the west coast."

Aider led them up the dirt path through the town, andTremaine

aw people were beginning to stir, coming out to check the damage
in the harbor or gathering around the little fountain houses in the
communal squares to talk. Some of them were standing on top of
their roofs, using primitive spyglasses to look at the Ravenna. They
got many curious glances, or at least Ander did; Tremaine and
Gerard were still dressed in Syprian clothing.

From what Tremaine understood, Syprians had come from two
different peoples who had blended together along the coast, one tall
like Giliead, with brown or reddish hair and olive skin, the other
smaller and blond like Ilias. Most of the young men wore their hair



in long braids or queues like llias and the others from the Swift,
though many of the older men seemed to cut it off at the shoulders
or crop it short. Their clothes were in soft colors, with leather and
cloth dyed or block-printed with designs. The women wore long
skirts or dresses or the same cotton pants and sleeveless shirts as
the men. Many of the people who worked on the boats or near the
water wore little more than cloth wraps around their waists.

They reached Cineth's central plaza, alarge area of open ground
where spreading trees shaded little markets of awnings and small
tents, still deserted after the attack. The plaza was bordered by
several long two-story buildings with columns and brightly painted
pediments that formed a ribbon of color just under their rooflines.
The large one with the pillared portico was the town Assembly, the
smaller round one with a domed roof was a mint, and the one with
aforbidding square facade was the lawgiver's house. The city
Fountain House was next to it, alow sguare structure with what
Tremaine now knew were anatomically correct sea serpents
winding sinuously over its pediment. There were a number of men
armed with swords or long spears on horseback, making aloose
perimeter around the plaza. The horses were distinctly Syprian,
with rough dun-colored coats and patterns of small spots along
their backs and down their hindquarters.

Heading toward the lawgiver's house, Ander gestured warily
toward the largest tree, an old oak with heavy spreading branches
that had sunk to the ground under their own weight. "The god came
into town during the attack. It's settled in that tree now."

Tremaine stopped to |ook, squinting to see past the shadows
under the branches. She couldn't spot any light or movement that
couldn't be accounted for by the gentle breeze. But near the base of
the tree, someone had stuck up a post with a goat skull as a
warning, a few colored ribbons tied to the horns to catch the eye.
"It visited us on the ship too."

Ander glanced at her asif he thought she was insane, but Gerard
nodded, asking him, "Did it appear to take part in the battle?"

Ander let out a breath. "Not that | could tell. Except Giliead
caught a spell that should have slowly strangled him from the inside



out." He shook his head, incredulous. "The Gardier could have
done more damage hitting him with a mud clot.”

Tremaine nodded. "He's a Chosen Vessel." Gerard just looked
thoughtful but Ander stared at her again. "What?" she demanded.
"We knew that. Did you think they were making it up?"

Ander snorted in annoyance and stamped away. Tremaine
followed, feeling like she had somehow gotten her revenge for that
comment of his on the docks but not quite sure how.

Ilias met them at the door to the lawgiver's house, where he had
been pacing with his arms folded. He looked like he had rolled in
the dirt afew times but otherwise wasn't the worse for wear. "How
Isit going?' Ander asked him, keeping his voice low.

"I think they've convinced Nicanor," Ilias replied, with a glance
back over his shoulder at the open door to make sure he wasn't
overheard. "Now they have to convince Visolela."

"Oh, lovely," Tremaine commented under her breath. Visolelawas
Nicanor's wife, the head of his household and a major power in the
city. On their last visit she hadn't even wanted Nicanor to speak to
his scandalous relatives and their wizard guests where anybody
could see him.

llias gave her arueful glance in acknowledgment as he led the
way inside.

A rather dark stone-walled foyer opened into a broad portico
around an atrium, which Tremaine realized must be standard for
large Syprian houses. It was bigger than the one at Andrien House
and had less of the kitchen garden look about it. The trees were
Cyprus, their roots poking up into the formal flower beds, and
there was a square reflecting pool down the center.

In a room opening onto the portico, Giliead, Halian, Nicanor and
Visolela sat on low chairs and couches with brightly woven
cushions. Halian nodded in greeting as Gerard and Ander stepped
in. Giliead looked up with a slight smile. Nicanor, broody and
thoughtful, glanced at them but said nothing. Visolela, stone-faced,
didn't glance.

|lias stopped at the entrance to the room, standing back against a
stone column painted with red-and-black bands. Tremaine stopped



with him, areflexive habit she had picked up from following him
through the caves and the underground city on the island. He gave
her a gentle push on into the room.

The floor was all mosaic, with stylized waves along the border
and flowers and vines entwining through the center panel. Wine
cups and a carafe of some delicate white pottery stood on alow
table, but no one was drinking.

Nicanor was Halian's son from his first marriage. He had long
dark hair, and the family resemblance showed in the shape of his
face and eyes, though Nicanor wasn't quite as tall as his father.
Visolelawas a beautiful dark-haired woman with a heart-shaped
face and, Tremaine saw now, ice-cold eyes. She wore a light
sleeveless dress of dark red, asilk stole with black-and-gray square
designs looped over one arm.

Looking at Visolela, Ander cleared histhroat. "Thisis Gerard, and
Tremaine."

Nicanor actually looked at her this time, with an appraising
expression. Visolela's jaw hardened, but she still didn't look.
Nicanor asked, "Y ou agree to speak for us to your people?’

It took Tremaine a moment to realize he was speaking to her. "Uh,
yes." She started to add Until you find someone better but realized
in time that it wouldn't exactly engender confidence.

Nicanor accepted that with a glance at Visolela for confirmation.
"It won't be easy to convince the council," he said. "And if we do, it
will still have to go to the Matriarch's council in Syrneth.”

Halian nodded. "Karima could speak for us there. Her cousin
llyandrais still influential on it."

Her voice hard, Visolela said, "When she tells them that Ixion still
lives, | doubt any amount of influence will matter."

Tremaine saw llias's gaze go to Giliead. Giliead, fortunately, said
nothing, though a muscle jumped in his cheek.

Nicanor flicked a thoughtful glance at Giliead as well, but said,
"They will have to be made to understand that the allianceis
necessary."

Visolela grimaced, and for an instant the hard lines in her face
were visible, the ones that would become permanent evidence of



bad temper as she grew older. "If Karimafails to convince them of
that, then all of Cineth could end up ostracized. And even if she
does, when the Hisians and the Menelai learn we have made a treaty
with wizards, they will stop sending their trading ships. The trade
with the Chaeans isn't enough to make up the difference. It might
not matter to us at first, but people will starve in the smaller towns
along the coast."

Halian let out his breath and rubbed his eyes. Tremaine
sympathized. It would have been easier to argue with Visolelaif she
was wrong, but Tremaine suspected that wasn't the case, and they
al knew it.

"If the Gardier invade, there will be no trade, no cities or towns to
starve." Gerard spoke quietly, and they all looked up, startled. "Y ou
saw what they did in your city today. They can't be appeased,
because they don't ask for anything. All they seem to want is
territory, and people to turn into slaves so they can build more
weapons to take more territory. We've found out from Gardier
prisoners that they won't make Syprians into slaves because they
can't or won't learn your language and they know you consider
their tools cursed and will die before you use them. So they'll
destroy this coast just to get you out of the way."

Visoleladidn't look at him, but her mouth set, and a flush crept
up the olive skin of her cheeks. She stood abruptly, gathered her
stole with a sharp gesture. "l must speak to the portmaster and the
trading guilds."

As she strode out of the room, Nicanor looked after her with a
frown. He said, "She'll agree. Shejust . . . doesn't like the necessity
of it."

Tremaine saw Giliead flick adry look at Ilias. She strongly
suspected it represented a repressed sardonic comment that would
have undone all Halian and Ander's careful work. With that out of
his system, Giliead sat forward, telling Nicanor, "I'll have to go with
them, to make sure of Ixion."

Nicanor nodded slowly, tapping his fingers on the table. "They
agree to this?"

Giliead looked at Gerard, who cleared his throat and said, "We



were hoping you would send some representatives with us. If all
goes well, we'll be rejoining the government of Ile-Rien in exile,
and they will want to establish formal relations. It will be an
exceedingly dangerous journey." He shook his head with a slight
rueful smile. "But | know you're al very aware of that."

L ater, Tremaine paced out in the plaza. It was early afternoon, and

the last remnants of the storm streaked the sky. Ander and Gerard
were waiting there too, though most of Ander's men had gone back
to the Ravenna.

Nicanor had gotten Visolela to agree to Giliead going with the
Ravenna to keep an eye on Ixion, and also that she would receive
representatives from lle-Rien's government as soon as they could
be brought here. Now they just had to convince the rest of the
Syprians at their council meeting, where Tremaine would have to
be present to answer questions. At least she wouldn't be stuck in the
large town assembly, but in the much smaller council chamber that
was part of the lawgiver's house.

Coming up to pace next to her, Ander said, "Y ou have to make it
clear, we can't sign aformal treaty with them. Only the
government-in-exile in Parscia has that authority."

Parscia, their ally to the south of lle-Rien. It had been under
attack as well, and now that the Gardier had overrun lle-Rien, it
was sure to be next. Maybe they'll stop to destroy Bisra and buy us
sometime. "Yes, | know," Tremaine said. "Aslong as we don't
promise anything stupid, the government-in-exile will probably
ratify our agreement. If we make it back there before they're all
dead too." She grimaced and glanced up at Ander's exasperated
face. "I'm sorry, that part wasn't supposed to be out loud."

He swore under his breath. "Tremaine, you have to take this
seriously. Don't you understand—"

"| am serious! God, what does it take?' she shouted. She saw
Giliead beckoning to her from the portico. "I'm going now. If
you're so convinced I'm going to wreck this, then you can always
shoot me."

Leaving him glaring after her in frustration, she stamped across to



the lawgiver's house, stepping up onto the portico.

"Areyou ready?' Giliead asked, managing to sound more
encouraging than concerned. llias was looking past her at Ander,
frowning slightly, and she knew the argument hadn't escaped either
of them.

She nodded, feeling the tension start to gather in her chest.
"Karimatold me al the rules. And she said Halian would help."
From what she understood it wasn't necessary to get the council to
vote, as it would be in the Ministry of lle-Rien; all they had to do
was answer the objections of any council members and hope that

any objections they couldn't answer were shouted down by the
others.

Giliead frowned dlightly. "Well, Halian isn't good at speaking to
the council." AtTremaine'sinquiring look, he added, "He gets
angry."”

"He was better as the warleader," Ilias put in.

"Oh." Tremaine rubbed her brow, wondering if it was too late to
run screaming. "That's good to know."

Giliead led the way along the portico to alarge double doorway.
Tremaine darted alook past him to see a short hallway leading into
around high-ceilinged room that seemed to be completely
crammed with people. Tiers of benches circled the room all the way
up to the mosaic ceiling, where little square windows let in light
and air. From her earlier briefing, Tremaine knew the lower levels
were occupied by the male heads of household and the younger
sons and daughters. The female heads of the household sat up on
the top tier. Men, even the male heads of household, couldn't speak
without the female head of household's presence. Giliead, as
Chosen Vessel, was the only one exempt from the rules,

Asthey entered the room, everyone stopped talking and stared at
Tremaine. Somehow she hadn't quite expected that. Ilias nudged
her with his arm, not trying to get her attention, but in a Syprian
way of showing support. She saw Karima, seated on the top tier
and wrapped in an azure stole, wave at them.

Tremaine followed them to the only empty space left, a couple of
tiers up where Halian was already seated. She shuffled into a spot



next to him as Giliead elbowed room for himself and Ilias on the
bench just above. People started to talk among themselves again,
but more softly. Then, across the room, Nicanor got to his feet.

He spoke well, making the events of the past two days into a story
for hisrapt listeners. Listening to him describe Vienne and Port Rel
through llias's eyes ailmost distracted Tremaine from the nervous
clenching in her stomach. But hearing herself depicted as some sort
of hero made her deeply uncomfortable.

The moment when he revealed the fact that Ixion was still alive
distracted her from her own concerns. The room went deadly still,
the horrified silence seeming to stretch forever. Wincing in
sympathy, Tremaine sneaked alook over her shoulder. Giliead's
expression was as revealing as a brick wall, but Ilias looked angry
and defensive enough for both of them.

When Nicanor finished, Tremaine tensed, her stomach cramping
with stage fright, knowing she would be called on next. Then at
|east ten people leapt to their feet, each clamoring to express an
opinion.

"Thisisimpossible. They are wizards."

"They're like the Chaeans, their wizards aren't mad."

"That's no recommendation, we've fought with the Chaeans for
decades!"

"The light-keepers saw that giant thing, run by curses!”

"They saw it destroy our enemies!"

Repeat until blind with boredom, Tremaine thought sometime
later. Visolela and Karima had both answered some serious
guestions posed by afew of the female heads of household, all the
while warily eyeing each other. Nicanor only occasionally
interrupted the confusion on the lower floor, to correct a point of
fact or to slap down a particularly outrageous statement, but mostly
he kept his seat with a politely interested expression. Tremaine's
respect for him as a politician increased; this was taking forever,
but nobody would be able to claim afterward that they hadn't gotten
a chance to have their say. Halian, on the other hand, looked bored
and annoyed and made an irritated huffing noise whenever anyone
said anything too stupid. Giliead was wearing his closed,



impossible-to-read face; it would have looked more daunting if
Ilias hadn't nodded off and slumped over against hisarm. The air in
the room was warm, and Tremaine was starting to drift alittle
herself.

Then across the room atall spare man with the lean face of an
ascetic stood up. Several of the others standing and waiting to
speak immediately sat down.

Halian sat up, suddenly alert, and leaned over to whisper, "That's
Pella" Giliead didn't react as far as she could tell, but he must have
tensed, because Ilias sat up abruptly, blearily awake.

The real opposition, Tremaine thought, eyeing Pella.

He surveyed the room thoughtfully, waiting until he had
everyone's attention. Finally, he said, "What guarantee do we have
that these wizards will deal with us as equals?"

"We don't." Nicanor got to his feet, unhurriedly but without
implying that he was stalling for time. "There are no guaranteesin
any alliance, any agreement, between strangers."

Pellalifted a brow, managing to give the impression that he was
reluctant to correct the lawgiver. "Between strangers, yes." His
expression hardened. "But all here know that those who make
themselves wizards don't think of us as strangers, but as cattle."

Tremaine was on her feet, saying, "Excuse me," before her wits
caught up to her. The room was deathly quiet, and everyone stared
at her expectantly. She realized she had inadvertently taken the
floor from Pella, something only a woman could do in this council.
Having the entire room's suddenly riveted attention was not a
pleasant experience, but instinct told her she should field this
guestion. Nicanor couldn't argue in abstracts forever, no matter
how good arhetorical speaker he was, Visolelawas disinclined to
argue at all, and Karima knew nothing about Ile-Rien except the
little she had been told.

Tremaine cleared her throat. "Most of our people aren't wizards.
I'm not. The captain of the giant ship is not. Our Queen—" She
realized she had used the Rienish word; there was no Syrnaic
equivalent. She substituted hurriedly, "—Matriarch and her heirs
and the members of her council are not. There is nothing in our law



anywhere that says a sorcerer's interest takes precedence over that
of any other person." Finding herself unable to sustain the formal
tone, she added with a shrug and awry smile, "We're more likely to
cheat you because we have politicians than because we have
wizards."

A faint murmur rose as everyone talked that over. Pella eyed her
for amoment, something she was beginning to recognize as a
rhetorical device. He said, "If you truly mean to accept us as equals,
then prove it. Prove it with amarriage alliance. Let her align herself
with—" He hesitated, but it was a cal culated pause, atactical
moment to sweep the room with a glance and make sure he had his
audience's attention. "With the Andrien House. With llias."

Tremaine blinked. Did he just say what | think he said? She
looked at the others for help. They were staring at Pella. Ilias was
struggling to keep his expression blank, but the flush of red under
his tanned skin laid bare his feelings. Giliead's face had suffused
with anger, Halian's lip curled with contempt. A glance up at the top
tier of seats showed her Karima, sitting up stiffly, her hands knotted
in her stole.

Baffled, Tremaine turned back to Pella, who waited with lifted
brows, inviting her opinion. Then realization hit. Oh, | get it. She
smiled at him through gritted teeth. Ilias's curse mark made him
almost a nonperson in the cities of the Syrnai; a Syprian woman
would never have accepted this offer. The fact that it meant
humiliating Iliasin front of the council and his family was
obvioudly just an added bonus. The only thing that made it bearable
was the enormous satisfaction she was about to derive from
knocking Pellaright off his self-congratulatory little pedestal. "Is
that a serious offer?"

Pella's expression of calm confidence hardened just alittle. Before
he could reply, she continued, "It sounds like that would be the
An-drien family's business. But if they made the offer . . ." She
hesitated for effect, mockingly copying Pella's rhetorical pause. "
would be happy to accept it." Oh. Wait. Suddenly uncertain, she
leaned down to Bias, asking in awhisper, "Isthat all right with
you?"



He looked startled. "What?"

Nicanor was on his feet now. "Is that your condition, Pella? A
marriage alliance between Andrien and—" He looked inquiringly at
Tremaine, who supplied automatically, "Valiarde."

Pella's lips thinned, but he obviously recognized that it was too
late for anybody to back out, especially him. "Yes, that is my
condition."

Nicanor turned back to them. "Isit agreeable to Andrien?"

Giliead and Halian stared blankly at each other as if nobody had
ever wanted to marry anyone in their family before, and they had
no more idea how to handle it than Tremaine did. She knew Halian
had been married at |east twice; surely he remembered something of
the details. Then she saw with relief that Karima had left her place
on the top tier of benches and was determinedly making her way
down, stepping on the people who weren't fast enough to get out of
her way. She stepped over the last bench, catching Kalian's hand to
steady herself, and leaned over to Tremaine, asking softly, "You
said Gerard can speak for your family?"

"He's not my guardian anymore, but he's atrustee of the estate, so,
sure." Stop babbling, she told herself urgently.

Some of those words had no equivalent in Syrnaic, but Karima
must have gotten the drift of it. She nodded sharply. "Let's go talk
to him." She took Tremaine's hand, firmly leading her down the
steps and away without a glance at anyone else.

Once they were out of the council chamber and into the corridor
between the buildings, Karima released Tremaine so she could
unwrap her stole and shake out her hair. Without looking at her,
Karimasaid, "Isthisjust for an aliance?"

Tremaine felt sweat break out all over her body though it was
cooler out here than in the council chamber. "No," she found
herself saying.

Karima stopped to face her, her expression intent, guarded but
hopeful. "Y ou would want to take him back to your land?"

"| don't have aland anymore. Even if we drive the Gardier
away—"Tremaine took a deep breath. She had the distinctly
contrary sensation of her mind being blank but her thoughts racing.



It was uncomfortable. "I'll have to stay with the Ravenna until we
find out one way or another if there's a chance to go back. Unless
they throw me off the ship, which is always a possibility." You're
babbling again. "But one way or another—I wouldn't ask him to
go back," she finished awkwardly.

Karima nodded seriously. She started toward the steps out into
the plaza, saying, "If you decide to go back to your land, then he
will still be better off. Men who have been married once aren't
subject to the family laws."

Following her, Tremaine nodded, not sure she wastaking it all in.

Gerard and Ander, sitting on the steps of the lawgiver's house,
stood up as they saw Tremaine. Gerard frowned in consternation,
and Ander demanded, "It's over? What's happened?"

Tremaine stopped in front of them, looking expectantly at
Karima, who lifted her brows slightly. Tremaine realized she
needed to do the talking. She braced herself, giving them both what
she hoped was a confident expression. First thingsfirst: get rid of
Ander. "Karima and | need to speak to Gerard alone."

Ander's frown deepened, and he threw a sharp look at Gerard,
but he retreated back out of earshot without further protest.

Gerard lifted his brows, puzzled. "Tremaine?"'

She cleared her throat. Her teeth wanted to chatter from nerves,
and she had to clamp her jaw to stop it, which made it difficult to
talk. "It's going well; well, there's alot of arguing, but—They want
amarriage alliance, so I'm going to marry llias."

Gerard blinked. "You . . . you what?"

"Y ou have to give us something. A boat, land, cattle, something
of value," Karimaput in, her voice alittle concerned. "It doesn't
matter to me, but if it'stoo little, then it seems asif you don't value
him."

"I see." Tremaine nodded, not sure she did see but willing to
work with Karima. She did have land, a house and a lot of property
not leased to the Viller Institute, but it was all on currently
Gardier-occupied war-torn territory. She also had an art collection
if the Gardier didn't find or destroy the hidden vaults. Then she
remembered the gold coins she had taken out of the family deposit



box at the bank to pay the forger. "I've got gold, Rienish gold reals.
They're each four ounces of solid gold, or really about 90 percent
gold with trace metals. Y ou can melt them down, or you might like
them just as they are. They have the royal seal on them, and they
won't be made anymore, so—" Sop it. She should tell Gerard she
was hysterical and ask him to slap her. "l don't have them with me,
but they're on the boat. The ship."

Karimawas nodding, smiling in relief. She drew her stole around
her. "That will be perfect. We don't use gold, but the merchants
from Argot will trade alot of grain for it." She threw Gerard a look,
obviously noting that he had something to say on the subject.
"Come back when you're ready."

Tremaine watched Karima walk back to the council house, then
turned reluctantly to Gerard. At least he looked more grim than
incredulous. He said, "Are you actually seriously contemplating
this?'

Tremaine gestured erratically. Maybe lam out of my mind. But
then, didn't | know that already? "Yes. It's perfect. It's what they
want. Actually they don't want it, but they've suggested it, and now
they can't get out of it. I'm in there too. | mean, | think it's a good
idea."

Gerard rubbed his face, possibly trying to calm himself.
"Tremaine, you can't."

She nodded rapidly. "l can, actually."

He said tightly, "Y our father entrusted me—"

She gestured, impatient. "Gerard, we both know if my father was
alive, he wouldn't give a damn—"

"I'm afraid we both do not know that—"

"And if he did, we wouldn't know until it was too late. And by the
way, I'm doing it anyway."

Gerard let out a frustrated breath and looked away.

Tremaine waited uncomfortably. If it was atactic, it was working.
Unable to help herself, she said, "What are you thinking?"

Gerard regarded her. "I'm thinking it's typical of you that you can't
explain how a steam engine works, but you can give the weight and
metallurgic contents of agold real."



While she was trying to decide how to respond to that, Ander
returned, his face dark with impatience. "Will you tell me what the
hell the problem is?"

"I'll explain," Gerard said sharply.

"I'm getting married," Tremaine told him, suddenly enjoying
herself.

The incredul ous expression on Ander's face was classic. "What?"

"Tremaine—" Gerard began warningly.

"Wait, wait. Can | borrow your notebook?' As Gerard reluctantly
handed it over, Tremaine told him, "We need to send for the coins."
She thought for a moment about whom she trusted to go through
her things, then wrote a note to Florian, asking her to take the
|leather document case out of her bag and send it to her.

"What isthis?' Ander demanded, looking at Gerard. "What is she
talking about?"

"I don't know, why don't you ask her?'Tremaine said. She tore
the page out, folded it, and handed it to an unwilling Gerard. "I'm
going back in." She made her escape before either man could
object.

H alian and Nicanor had moved to the far side of the chamber,

talking intently amid the babble of other conversations. Pella had
not been invited to join them, and he stood watching, his face tight
with tension and thwarted anger. To llias, he looked like a man
who had realized he had made a fool of himself and was all the
more determined to make somebody pay for it. He also noticed alot
of people were staring at him, and not for the usual reasons.

Giliead had gone off with Halian, but now came back to sit down
on the step next to Ilias, asking quietly, "How do you feel about
this?"

Good question, llias thought. He wished he had the answer. "We
want an alliance," he said to avoid it. He shrugged. "Even if it's
Pellasidea, it's the best way."

Giliead's lips thinned in irritation. " That wasn't what | asked."

llias rubbed his eyes. Everyone was still watching them, or at |east
it felt like everyone. Giliead, of course, wouldn't care. The laws



didn't give the Chosen Vessel any special authority in marriage
matters, but if Giliead decided to argue against it, there would be
few who would oppose him.

Silk brushed his arm, and he looked up to see Visolela standing
over them. She was trembling with anger, her lovely face flushed as
she demanded, "Are you going to allow him to do this?"

|lias stared at her. "Me?"

Giliead just looked at her. It was a badly timed question, since
Giliead must be in the middle of deciding just that. He said, coldly,
"Go away."

She stared down at them, the flush deepening, then gathered her
skirts and walked back down thetiers.

Giliead watched her go. "This could turn out badly."

He wasn't talking about Visolela; they already knew that was
going to turn out badly. Ilias snapped, "And | just wouldn't know
what to do, since nothing bad's ever happened to me before."

Giliead's jaw set, but his expression said he knew exactly how
conflicted Ilias was. Ilias looked away.

Halian returned, taking the seat just below them. He looked up at
llias seriously. "Well? Do you want to do this?"

People keep asking me that. "Will they really agree to the aliance
if | do?"'

Halian persisted, "If you're just doing this for the alliance, tell
Karima now."

"If I'm not just doing it for the alliance, when do you want me to
tell her?"

Halian swore in frustration. Giliead muttered something inaudible
but obviously not complimentary. llias told him sharply, "Y ou can
stay out of this now."

Karima returned, the muttered babble of conversations quieting as
she crossed the room. They stood up as she reached them. Karima
lowered her voice, reporting, " She said she wouldn't expect you to
go back to their land."

Giliead let out his breath, and Ilias couldn't help feeling gratified
at the relief on hisface. He was aware of the knot in his chest
easing. Hetold them, "Yes, I'll doit."



6

The story changed depending on who told it and when, but Giliead
said most often that when Ilias was a young boy, his father told
him they were going to town, but they took a horse and went the
long way through the hills. He put Ilias down and told him he
would come back for him later. It was windy but Ilias was more
bored than cold, and he started to build a fort out of rocks.
"Enough time went by for the fort to get fairly elaborate. He went
to look for sticks to make the boats, and that's when he found the
little bones and the skull.

—"Ravenna's Voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"

Abignon Translation

Tremai ne returned to the council room to find everyone milling

iround, talking over the situation. Her nerves jumping at the
prospect of facing Ilias again, she threaded her way through the
crowd back toward her seat, only to find her path blocked by
Visolela. The woman gave her aflinty stare.

With Giliead's sister and Halian's daughter both killed by Ixion,
and Giliead an unmarriageable Chosen Vessel, the house, land and
property of Andrien would pass to Visolelawhen Karima died.
Since llias still had the curse mark, Tremaine didn't think any of
that had changed,; Ilias was award of the house, not a son, so she
wasn't sure if his wife would have been eligible to inherit. Looking
at Visolela, standing stiffly and trying to face down the annoying
foreigner, Tremaine didn't think she was keen on the idea anyway.

Spurred by an uncharitable impulse, Tremaine smiled and said
heartily, "So, | suppose we're going to be related now."

Visolela stared, her mouth whitening with tension. Tremaine
continued, "I can assure you that the Valiarde family isreally



something back in Ile-Rien. Yes, really something. It's a shame
about the hereditary insanity of course, but—"

Visolela's almond-shaped eyes grew dark with rage. "Why are you
doing this?' she asked tightly.

Tremaine was struck by some reluctant respect for her directness.
Maybe they could actually talk; it wasn't unheard of. "That's a
guestion | ask myself about almost everything." She shrugged
dightly, trying to look casual rather than frantic. "This was Pella's
Idea, but it's a good one."

With deliberate emphasis, Visolelasaid, "llias was the only
chance the Andrien had for a profitable alliance. Before he was
ruined, there were women who were willing to offer as much as
two spring harvests for him. Now, he's worthless. Association with
a Chosen Vessel made him worthless." Her eyes narrowed. "l ask
you again, why are you doing this?"

Fine, scratch the talking option. Tremaine regarded her
thoughtfully. "Y ou're avery angry person, aren't you." She leaned
forward, just alittle too close, looking deeply into the other
woman's eyes. "So am |."

Visolela stared at her, her delicate skin reddening, then turned and
walked away.

Tremaine watched her go, still fuming. That probably hadn't been
the most intelligent response to someone who held so much power
in Cineth, but it was too late now. Two spring harvests? she
wondered, starting toward their seats again. \Was she serious about
that? Of course she was; she has no sense of humor. She suddenly
wondered if Arisilde's translation spell substituted the Rienish word
"marry"” for a Syrnaic word that had no real equivalent, like it had
substituted the Syrnaic word "curse" for all the different Rienish
terms for magic.

The crowd opened up in front of her and before she realized it
she was standing next to Ilias. Badly startled, she fumbled for
something to say. Before she could embarrass herself, he said
wryly, "Visolela doesn't like this."

"You heard that?' Tremaine asked, desperately self-conscious and
trying to remember exactly what it was she had said. He was acting



as if nothing had happened, which made it alittle easier for her to
talk to him without feeling like a bundle of exposed nerves.

He nodded matter-of-factly. " She was upset when | got the curse
mark because she wanted to make Karima marry me off to the head
of atrading house in Pirus. That's more than thirty days travel
inland."

Oh, yes, Tremaine thought as she followed him back to their spot
on the tiers of seats. By "marry off" he meant "sell off," or maybe a
strange and uniquely Syprian combination of both. This could be
awk-ward. There was an old Bisran joke about how there weren't
any prostitutesin Ile-Rien because too many of the inhabitants were
giving it out for free. Tremaine reminded herself of Karima's
comment that men who had been married once were no longer
subject to family law. Now that made more pointed sense. If
Tremaine left him, Ilias would be free to do whatever he wanted, to
stay with Giliead, to start his own household like Cyan the widower
or marry again for love like Halian. If he could find a woman
willing to ignore the curse mark. "Why is she so against anything
that might benefit you?"

He scratched his head and looked vague. "Y ou'll be higher in the
family than her."

She frowned, sensing that wasn't the only reason. "By marrying
you I'll outrank her? How does that work?"

"You'll be closer to Karimain the family. If | was Karima's blood
son, you'd be her heir, but since I'm her ward, you just get the
responsibilities but none of the property."

"| see." That made alittle more sense. Visolela didn't strike
Tremaine as someone too concerned with wealth, but she was all
about power. Her position in the family gave her a measure of
control over the Andrien's lower echelons, and she didn't want to
give that up.

llias sat down on the bench and admitted reluctantly, "Also, it's
not me she doesn't like, it's Gil. He slept with her once, before she
married Nicanor."

Tremaine lifted her brows, genuinely shocked. "And that causes
women to start vindictive vendettas against his entire family?' The



comment was a knee-jerk reaction, covering her very real surprise
that Giliead had ever actually unbent long enough to do something
stupid, such as sleep with awoman who had "heart-eating bitch"
written on her forehead.

"It doesn't usually go that far," llias admitted.

Tremaine looked up to see Visolela, still stiff with rage, standing
by the opposite side of the tier. "Let me guess—she wanted him to
use his position to benefit her in some way, he got huffy and
walked out on her, she can't do anything to him directly because the
god might take offense, so she goes after you."

"Don't talk about it in front of Nicanor," llias said serioudly. "It's
one of the reasons they don't get along."

Tremaine rubbed her eyes. The Valiarde family might be no prize
but at least none of her relatives were on speaking terms with her.
"I'll avoid the subject."

There was more talking, with intervals of yelling, asthe

discussions got back under way, but the heart had gone out of the
opposition.

Tremaine thought herself safe for the next few hours, at least until
the council called aformal halt. But the individual members were
breaking up into groups to discuss plans for defending Cineth
against the Gardier, and there wasn't much point in remaining in the
room until they finished. Asif aware of this, Gerard cannily sent
Dyani in to ask her to come out and speak to him. Tremaine
moaned, got up and dragged herself outside to face the worst.
Gerard had had time to come up with some good ones.

He was waiting for her under the trees in the market plaza. Gyan
and Antes were sitting a little distance away. Gyan nodded gravely
to her; Arites had his parchment and ink out and was scribbling
rapidly.

Without preamble, Gerard said, "l've spoken to Gyan, who's
explained Syprian marriage in detail. In afirst marriage the man
usually has few rights, unless he comes from a powerful or wealthy
family. For example, it's Nicanor's mother's influence combined
with Visolela's trading connections that makes him able to hold the



position of lawgiver. A wealthy woman can also contract multiple
first marriages with more than one man at atime, though in Cineth
that's considered declasse. A family such as the Andrien, who don't
have much status at the moment, could usually expect to sell its
sons into low-status marriages where they are the second or even
third or fourth husbands. It's only after divorce, which occurs when
the groom is bought by another woman, or his family buys him
back—"

"But afterward, he can do what he wants," Tremaine wedged the
comment in before he could go any further. She had to admit it was
worse than she thought. "Ilias will still be better off, no matter what
happens."

Gerard paused, regrouping. He counterattacked with, "Do you
think heisin love with you?"

Tremaine snorted. She wasn't lying to herself. "Of course not. If
he loves anybody, it's Giliead. But we're friends."

Thwarted, Gerard pressed his lips together. "Building a
relationship based on nothing but shared danger doesn't always
work."

He sounded like he was speaking from personal experience.
Tremaine turned that information over. She had never thought of
Gerard as actually having the kind of relationships they were
talking about. He had kept his personal life very close over the
years, working first for her father, then for the Institute. She met
his eyes. "It'sa good basis for taking a chance." God, | almost
sound like I know what |I'm talking about. It was frightening.

Gerard watched her along moment, the tightness in his face
softening. "I've seen you go through relationships with feckless
young men. | watched you go through a decline that | couldn't
understand or affect." He let out his breath. "I don't want you hurt."

I'm already hurt, thisis nothing. Tremaine ran a hand through
her hair, muttering inadequately, "I won't get hurt." She saw Ander
approaching. The last thing she needed was his assessment of her
current sanity. She looked for help and saw Karimawalking along
the portico with Dyani. Council participants were not allowed food
during the duration of the discussion to keep things from bogging



down, but this would be a good time to ask Karima if there was
such athing as a public restroom. She told Gerard, "l think Ander
wants to talk to you. I'll just get out of the way."

Ander called her name sharply, but she didn't stop.

I lias and Giliead had come out for some air and Ilias spotted

Gerard under the trees with Tremaine. He watched Tremaine bolt
off after Karima, leaving Gerard looking unhappy. Ilias glanced up
at Giliead, knowing he was the cause and uneasy about it. "Maybe |
should go talk to him."

Giliead nodded equably. "And say what?' Ilias glared at him. "I
don't know. I've never done this before." Giliead snorted at the
obviousness of this, but followed Ilias over to the trees. Ander
reached Gerard first, and llias stopped a polite distance away while
the young man spoke to the wizard in Rienish. He caught a few
words here and there, nothing that really told him what the
conversation was about. Some people on the ship spoke the
language with such different accents he couldn't make out the few
words he did know, and the verbs were always impossible—he was
willing to swear on his life that nobody ever used the same one
twice. But it was easy to tell Ander was angry.

The young man stamped away finally, and Ilias approached
Gerard with caution. Not having anything else to say, he asked,
"What's wrong with him now?"

Gerard lifted a brow, watching Ander's retreat with an ironic
expression. "I'm afraid he doesn't want you to marry Tremaine."

Giliead eyed Ander's retreating form, not favorably. "Why?"

"I'm not entirely certain. Ander . .. has always been a young man
to whom good things came easily. Before the war his family was
wealthy and politically influential, and he was something of a
darling of society." Gerard shook his head, smiling ruefully. "I may
be wrong, but | think he expects Tremaine to be in love with him
because most young women are. Since she obviously isn't, he
fancies himself to be jealous.”

Thinking, | knew there was a reason | didn't like him, Ilias
cocked a brow up at Giliead, who grimaced in silent agreement.



Having been left on a hillside to starve by his natural family
because they had more children than they could support, Ilias didn't
have much sympathy for Ander's sore ego. "l don't understand. If
he wants to marry her too, why can't he just keep trying?" If
Tremaine thought her family was willing to accept Ilias, aforeigner
with a curse mark, he wasn't sure why she thought they might balk
at Ander. If they were Syprians, he would think that Ander didn't
want to join afamily that had someone with a curse mark in it, but
that didn't apply to the Rienish.

Gerard sighed, contemplated the sky for amoment as if asking it
for strength, then said, "We don't have polygamy. Tremaine can
only marry one man."

"So by your law, if she has me, she can't have him?' Ilias
considered that, intrigued. "Huh."

Giliead folded his arms, his expression suggesting that he had a
headache. "Thisis going to be interesting," he said under his breath.

Choosi ng Syprian representatives to go with the Ravenna had

turned out to be a political infight that rivaled the combined
machinations of |le-Rien's Ministry, the Council of Guilds and the
People's Front of Adera, as far as Tremaine could tell. The dangers
inherent in the voyage weren't a problem, as Syprians were used to
the idea of all long voyages being dangerous. Most people were
more afraid of the Ravenna herself, though there seemed an equal
number who were unwillingly intrigued by her.

Giliead was going because of Ixion; Ilias, even before the
marriage business had come up, had planned to go with him.
Apparently Chosen Vessels often acted as envoys, and there was a
Chosen Vessel in the nearby community of Tyros who had watched
over Cineth in Giliead's absence before and could be counted on to
do it again. Apparently, Tremaine reflected, Cineth's god and
Tyros's god didn't mind the temporary substitution.

Halian wanted Gyan to go as Cineth's representative, but Pellaand
his followers seemed to think Gyan was an inappropriate choice.
Karima had intervened, standing up to demand sharply what Gyan
and through him the Andrien House was suspected of.



Since the only possible answer to that was of making a private
alliance with foreign wizards in order to oust Nicanor and Visolela
and take over the city, a scenario that would involve a personal
betrayal of the god on Giliead's part, the god's willful ignorance of
that betrayal, and a betrayal of his son and daughter-in-law by
Halian, as well as attributing absurdly labyrinthine motivesto a
family who had apparently shown little or no interest in city politics
for years, Gyan was duly chosen as representative. Visolelathen
added five others, led by her older sister Pasima, atall dark-haired
woman with an athletic build, who had entered the council chamber
during the discussion. She didn't have Visolela's perfection of
feature, but the family resemblance was easy to seein her high
cheekbones and stubborn chin. From the disgruntled look Giliead
and llias had exchanged, Tremaine suspected the suite was going to
seem awfully crowded.

Now all that was settled, and they were outside on the steps of the
lawgiver's house waiting for a woman with the alarming title of
marriage broker. The process sounded like it was less complicated
than registering at the local Magistrate's office, but Tremaine found
herself pacing and sweating. A sailor from the Ravenna had
brought her leather case, and she had been gratified to see that
Florian had taken the extra precaution of tucking it inside one of
the ship's Royal Mail dispatch bags.

The sun was going down and a warm purple twilight had
descended over the city. Tremaine forced herself to stop pacing and
sat next to Giliead on the steps. Gerard and Ilias were standing over
by the trees, with Gerard cross-questioning him on God knew what.
Tremaine rubbed sweaty palms on her pants, thinking that it was a
good thing she secretly liked causing trouble, or every nerve would
have shattered like glass. Surprising herself, she asked Giliead
suddenly, "Isthis a good idea?"

He didn't ask what "this" she meant. "Y es." He cocked an eyebrow
at her to seeif she thought he was going to stop with that
unsatisfactory answer, then added, "Because llias thinksit's a good
idea."

She turned that over. "Why does Ilias think it's a good idea?"



Giliead shrugged dlightly. "He's aways wanted somewhere to
belong, since his family abandoned him. He belongs with Andrien,
but. . ." He took a deep breath, sounding resigned. "It's hard to
convince him of that, sometimes."

Tremaine found that prospect daunting. "I'm not going to tell him
what to do."

"He's never listened when I've told him what to do." Giliead
smiled dryly, then added, "He needs someone to tell him he's all
right. He doesn't believe me. Maybe he'll believe you.”

"Me." Tremaine rubbed her forehead. "Why me?"

He eyed her thoughtfully. "Y ou wouldn't lie to anyone to make
him feel better."

Tremaine lifted a brow at him. "Because | wouldn't care enough?"

"I just don't think it would occur to you," he admitted. "Why do
you think thisis a good idea?"

Still reeling from this accurate assessment of her character, she
said slowly, "l don't know. | think, maybe, I'm going to need the
help."

Giliead looked up, and Tremaine realized that they were being
approached by Ilias, Halian, Gerard and an older Syprian woman
she didn't recognize.

She got to her feet as Halian said, "Thisis Nelia of Pergammon
House, the marriage broker."

Tremaine eyed the woman reluctantly, trying not to make a snap
judgment. Neliawasn't that much older than Karima, but the lines
on her face had the look of dissipation rather than age or weather,
and her flesh sagged. All Syprians seemed to favor bright colors
but her orange wrap clashed with her red skirt, and the
green-and-brown-stamped figures along the hem didn't go with any
of it. "Marriage broker and the midwife," the woman added
sharply. "l still have the office, even if your Visolelatook away my
right to do the job."

"How nice for you," Tremaine said, not trying to make it sound
polite. She had the feeling her snap judgment was going to prove
accurate.

Neliafixed acritical eye on Tremaine. "You look alittle old to be



making afirst marriage. | see why you're willing to ally yourself
with the Andrien, especially the marked one."

"Look, old woman—" Tremaine began, but Halian interrupted,
telling Neliarepressively, "If you had any objections, you should
have taken it up with Karimathis afternoon."

Nelianodded, asif he hadn't just all but told her to shut the hell
up. "Having brought these two into the world, and most of the
other boysin thistown their age, | have to take an interest."

"It'sawonder any of us made it out alive," Ilias said under his
breath.

Giliead, who had been studying Nelia with cool contempt, said,
"We'reinahurry."

Neliaturned to him but didn't have quite the courage to treat him
as cavalierly as she did the others. "Very well, very well." She
turned to Tremaine. "How much are you prepared to offer for this
fine young man?"

Gerard winced. "God help us," he murmured in Rienish. Gritting
her teeth, Tremaine started to dig a handful of coins out of the case.
L eaning over to look, Ilias said, "Not that much."

He ducked away as Nelia slapped him on the side of the head with
her fan, snapping, "Y ou're not in her family yet."

The blow couldn't possibly have done more than irritate him. But
Tremaine's nerves were already on edge and she caught the
woman's eyes and said in alevel tone, "Y ou do that again and I'll
break all your fingers." You are obviously not the type for a career
in the diplomatic service. If they ever managed to reach the
government-in-exile, she doubted they would ratify her status as
ambassador pro tern to Cineth and the Syrnai, not unless they
wanted a war with their prospective allies.

Nelia eyed her, trying to decide if the threat had been serious or
not. "1'm just looking out for Andrien interests."

"Don't do us any favors," Halian told her impatiently. "And the
tide isn't waiting for you."

Tremaine hesitated, not sure how much to offer. She glanced at
llias, but he had retreated to a safe distance, looking annoyed. Then
behind Nelia's back, Giliead held up three fingers. Apparently Nelia



had eyes in the back of her head because she whipped around to
glare suspiciously up at him. He turned the signal into an absent
scratch at his chegt, lifting a laconic brow at her expression.
Relieved to have something to go on, Tremaine fished out three
coins and handed them to the old woman.

"Done!" Neliaexclaimed. She turned the coins over curiously,
rubbing her fingers over the raised images on the surface.

Tremaine let out her breath. In the future of Rienish-Syprian
diplomatic relations—if the Gardier left enough of either
place—this might prove areal sticking point. Ile-Rien had ancient
laws against slavery, mainly because Bisra had had slavery at the
time, and lle-Rien was automatically against everything that Bisra
was for. And there were strict laws enacted only in the last century
against indenture. Tremaine was fairly sure she had just broken
about three of them.

"Y our mother wants to see you both before you go," Halian was
telling Giliead, the way he half turned his back on Nelia suggesting
that she had ceased to exist once she had fulfilled her function.

Gerard led Tremaine aside afew paces, telling her, "That's all
thereis, there's apparently no ceremony.”

"Oh." Tremaine had thought things were being truncated because
of the need to leave at nightfall. "That'svery . . . businesslike."

"Yes." Gerard didn't say | told you so but Tremaine definitely felt
it floating in the air somewhere. He eyed her a moment. "1'm going
back to the ship with the others. Will you wait for them?"

"Yes, 111 wait."

He squeezed her shoulder and walked away.

Watching him go, she was still on the steps when Ander came out
of the lawgiver's house with Nicanor and Visolela.

He spotted her and it was too late for anything but a hurried
retreat, and Tremaine suddenly didn't feel like retreating anymore.

He came toward her with afirm stride, and for half an instant she
thought he meant to grab her arm. Tremaine had kept the pistol the
sergeant had given her after Ixion had escaped; the holster was
clipped to the back of her tough leather belt, concealed by the flap
of the loose Syprian shirt. Her sudden awareness of it was a



reminder that she had made alittle rule about not carrying firearms
for areason, though this time she wasn't thinking of killing herself.

But he stopped in front of her, saying in a clipped tone, "Can |
speak to you for a moment?"

"Of course." Past his shoulder she saw Ilias watching them alertly.
She remembered that |lias had never liked the way Ander behaved
toward her, not even during their first confused meeting in the
caves under the island. It had to be a social misunderstanding, but it
was interesting that there was something in Ander's attitude toward
her that Ilias interpreted as insulting.

"You didn't have to do this," Ander said in Rienish.

Tremaine briefly considered forcing him to explain what he meant
by "this," but she was more in the mood for afrontal assaullt.
"Maybe, but it's moved things along faster."

He just looked at her for amoment. "l meant, you have other
options."

That stopped the frontal assault dead in its tracks. She had no idea
what he was trying to say. "I have other options?' she repeated
blankly.

He took a sharp breath. "Y ou don't have to throw yourself away
like this."

She stared at him. Now she knew what he meant. "Y ou think I'm
so desperate for—what? A man? A marriage?' No, he doesn't think
that, she realized suddenly. It'sjust the nastiest thing he can think
of to say to me. She grinned, suddenly free of any emotional
constraint. "Go ahead, Ander, | welcome your expertise on all
aspects of my private life."

He eyed her narrowly, and she could tell he was disconcerted by
her reaction, which was more satisfying than any amount of yelling
and hitting. She prodded, "What, nothing else to say? |'m shattered.
No, realy."

He shook his head grimly. "Y ou make it impossible for anyone to
care about you." With that he turned and walked away, leaving her
standing there with a set jaw and half a dozen replies she couldn't
use.

Ilias came to join her, watching Ander's retreating back. "What



was that about?' he demanded.

"Ander being . . . Ander. Unfortunately." A sudden wave of rage
startled her, and she realized she was too angry to have a coherent
conversation with anyone now. Especially her prospective in-laws.
Actual in-laws. Better to leave llias and Giliead and the others to
say their good-byes to Karima and Halian in peace. "l think— I'd
better go down to the dock and make sure the boat is ready to
leave."

Ilias gave her that ook that said he knew what she was thinking
and nodded. "Wel'll be there as soon as we can."

K arima met them in the foyer of the lawgiver's house, where the

dust from the plaza made the colors of the floor mosaic seem dim
and faded. She stopped llias, putting both hands on his face, and
asking, "Areyou truly certain?"

No, he wasn't. He wasn't sure if it was right for Tremaine or
Cineth, but he couldn't tell Karimathat. He took her hands and
smiled. "I'm certain.”

Halian came to put his arm around her, and they went through
into the atrium. Visolela, Pasima and more of their assorted
relatives were sitting on the porch.

If it had been a normal first marriage, there would have been
congratulation and relief and speculation on what the alliance with
the new family would mean. But Ilias had a curse mark, and they
were allying themselves with foreign wizards in order to defend
against more foreign wizards, and he could see everyone was
wondering if they were all out of their minds and if this wouldn't
end in unimaginable disaster. And he had to get out of here for a
moment.

He slipped out of the porch and back to the atrium. Giliead saw
him escape but said nothing, just shifting casually to block the view
between two columns so the others wouldn't notice. Ilias went
through the dining portico at the back to the outer court that faced
the street behind the building. The flowers had overgrown the beds
here and an old rain tree shaded the big stone cistern from the sun.
llias took a deep breath and ran his hands through his hair, trying to



shake off histension.

Being away from the pressure of everyone staring at him helped.
After amoment he decided to do something useful while he was
here and lifted the cistern's cover to drop the bucket in. He glanced
up as the gate to the street squeaked, thinking it was Gyan. Instead
he found himself looking at his older brother, Castor. Ilias did the
first thing that came to mind: he snarled, "Get out."

Castor took a step further in, leaving the gate standing open
behind him. In their few encounters as adults, Ilias had never seen
much in his brother to remind him of himself; Castor had a heavier
build and looked older, gray hair showing through his light-colored
braids. Y ears ago he had married a woman from the western end of
the Syrnai, who had been a trader and now owned a small farm not
far outside Cineth. llias knew there were children and alot of
sheep, though he had tried not to know more. Castor demanded, "Is
it true?'

llias's eyes narrowed coldly, and he didn't answer. This was about
all he needed. He turned his back, grimly hauling up the bucket.

Castor demanded, "Y ou're really going off with those people? On
that great floating—thing?"

llias slammed the bucket down on the stone rim of the cistern,
turning to face him. "It's none of your concern, it's never been your
concern." Castor had known the family had decided to turn llias
out nearly aday before their father had taken him off to the hill.
Thiswas just more belated guilt.

Castor took another step toward him. "If they're forcing you to do
this, the Finan could help."

Ilias had to laugh. "Oh, you want to help me? And you expect me
to believe that?' He knew his mother was behind this; he didn't
think Castor had ever had a thought that wasn't put into his head by
someone else. "Tell me why you're really here."

Castor gestured in exasperation. "l heard they were selling you to
wizards, foreigners. | couldn't—"

"Isthat why she sent you?' Ilias interrupted, derisive amusement
turning back to fury. The Finan had always claimed that Ilias had
run away, since it was against the law to abandon a child. They



hadn't tried to press the claim in years, but the gold Tremaine had
given for him might be reason enough for this sudden show of
sympathy. "l'd throw my marriage price in the harbor before I'd let
her touch it. If you think you can—"

"That's not it," Castor snapped. "It's not the price. She would
never— She knows the Finan owe you. Y ou know that. She just
wants to—"

"| don't want anything she or they have," Ilias interrupted
furioudly. "And | don't want your pity, or your help or your guilt.
Go back and tell her if she wanted to collect three harvest-weights
worth of gold today, she should have picked you to throw away
instead of me."

Castor stared at him, breathing hard, his face reddening. It was an
unfair blow, and llias was bitterly glad to see it hit the mark. Castor
was a farmer rather than awarrior and had never been sought after
by the young women in town. His trader wife hadn't been able to
give much for him, but she had been the only one asking, and the
Finan had had to settle for alove match for their oldest son rather
than the alliance with a prominent family they had been hoping for.
Then Castor said with deliberate scorn, "First Giliead gets you
marked, and now this."

Bias rounded on him, grabbing him by the shirt and yanking him
forward. He said through gritted teeth, "Get out of here while you

Gyan stepped into the court then, eyeing the situation. Castor
threw him awary look, backing away from Ilias. He slammed out
the gate, leaving it open behind him.

Gyan came to take the bucket away from Ilias before he hurled it
after Castor. He gave llias a penetrating look. "It may be guilt, but
he means better than you think."

llias shook his head. He didn't want to hear it. Not now, anyway.

With aresigned sigh, Gyan clapped him on the shoulder and gave
him a shake. "Y ou know what's best for yourself."



v

And so the Voyage began at the evening tide, though | learn that
tides are meaningless to a ship of such porter. Curses or not,
foreign wizard's or not, | think Ravenna's name will go down with
"Beila, Sarsight, Elea, Wind, Dare and all the other great ships
of our history. Whether Visolela likesit or not.
— "Ravenna's Voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"
V. Madrais Translation

Tremai ne walked through Cineth alone in the long warm twilight.

Most people were behind the dusty white clay walls of their
courtyards or houses, having the evening meal or still discussing
the frightening events of the day. The odor of cooking and of horse
and goat manure competed with the scents of jasmine and the
flowering vines that hung over the garden walls.

Though there was little resemblance, she found herself thinking
of Vienne in the summer. There had been alarge park called the
Deval Forest, where it was always cool under the heavy canopy of
trees or willow arbors, even in hot weather, and winding streams
led to waterfalls and dripping grottoes. There was asmall lake for
bathing and boating, and anchored in it an old cafe on two large
barges, amid little man-made islands of flowers.

Tremaine scuffed her boots in the dirt, head down, suddenly
missing home with all the pain of a punch to the gut. Not the dark
cold battered place she had shown Ilias, where the smell of
desperation and fear and defeat had lingered in the streets. She
missed the home of her memories: the theaters on the Boulevard of
Flowers with all their lights lit, the beau monde in their coaches and
long black motorcars drawing up in the opera circle, the raucous
cafes and clubs where sultry women sang and drunken artists and
their models reeled into the streets laughing, the old |eather and
dust and calm silence of the libraries at L odun, the noisy markets of
the little villages and towns she and Arisilde had wandered through



the year after her mother died. She knew she was going to
remember all this, if she lasted long enough for memory to dim,
with bright points emerging like lighthouses out of afog of misery.

But lle-Rien was dying and would drag Cineth and the Syrnai
down with it in an effort to save itself.

Tremaine reached the docks just as Ander and his men were
leaving in the accident boat. Pity | missed him, she thought dryly.
One lifeboat remained, the one waiting to pick up her and the
Syprians. She walked down the dock to it, scuffing her boots on
the stone. The evening breeze was cool as it came off the water,
heavy with the scent of the sea. There were torches lit along the
front of the Arcade, where people were still cleaning up after the
attack, flickering lamps casting warm shadows from the stalls
inside. Merchants who had fled earlier were still arriving to see
what was left of their stock. Some worked, some stood in groups,
talking and shaking their heads. Someone was playing a drum
nearby, maybe on one of the boats, the rhythm weaving in and out
of the sound of water lapping against the docks.

Down at the other end of the Arcade the wrecked ships still lay.
Here were moored small fishing boats, the bows all painted with the
elongated eyes, the bare masts bobbing gently in the slow swells.
The lifeboat, even with its engine, didn't look all that incongruous
among them. One of the Rienish sailors had hung up a couple of
oil-burning hurricane lanterns to throw alittle light on their area of
the dock.

As she reached the boat Tremaine saw Visolela's sister and
representative Pasima arrive with Pella and afew other men and
women Tremaine vaguely recognized from the council. Some were
carrying leather packs or woven bags. Pasima wore a dark-colored
wrap draped casually and pinned at her shoulder over pants tucked
into boots and a shirt. Some of the others wore similar wraps,
draped and pinned or tossed back over one shoulder; it managed to
look both stylish and practical for adventuring. Tremaine looked
down at herself, wondering why her own outfit didn't look that
good. Even in another world, she was terrible with clothes.

The group didn't approach the boat but stood over by the torchlit



facade of the Arcade, having a conversation that looked fairly grim
even from a distance. Gyan and Kias appeared next, each with a
small leather shoulder pack and a scabbarded sword slung across
his back. They walked up to the boat and Tremaine helped them
pass their belongings over to the sailors to be stowed away. Then
Kias jumped down to explore the boat, to the mild consternation of
the Rienish sailors. Gyan eyed the small group around Pasima.
"That's Pasima's cousin Cletia, Cletia's brother Cimarus, and their
second cousins Da-nias and Sanior," he explained to Tremaine.

Cletiawas slight and blond, with long curlsthat fell past her
shoulders, and looked delicate next to tall, raven-haired Pasima.
Cimarus was the most striking of the three men, tall and
dark-haired, hislong braids neatly tied back, and he looked more
like Pasimathan he did his sister. Danias looked terribly young, his
light brown hair tied back in athick queue, and Sanior didn't seem
much older, though his face was set in a solemn expression. Trying
to resign herself to their company, Tremaine said, "I'm surprised
they convinced so many to come along."

"Well, we don't like to travel alone," Gyan conceded. "And
Pasima won't be looking to any Andriens or their
hangers-on—that's me, Kias and Arites—for company."

"The more the merrier."

Gyan snorted amusement. "1 don't think we'll be doing much
merrymaking with them." He shook his head with a sigh, saying,
"I'm off to be the peacemaker," and walked over to join them.

Behind Tremaine in the lifeboat the three Rienish sailors were
talking about different ports they had visited. Two had Vienne
accents and one had athick hill country inflection, and their voices
made an interesting backdrop for the scene. Watching Kias's
explorations, one commented, "It's a damn sight better here than the
southern Bisran colonies."

"That's certain. These people just avoid you; they don't throw
garbage."

A lone figure came up the dock briskly with a bag slung over his
shoulder. After amoment Tremaine recognized Arites. He grinned
cheerfully at her as he reached the boat, saying, "Don't worry,



they're on the way. They were saying good-bye to Karima and
Halian when | left."

"| wasn't worrying." Tremaine rubbed her hands off on her shirt
and realized her palms were sweating again. Maybe she was
worried. Maybe she thought a rational man as Ilias seemed to be
would take the chance to escape. It would explain what her
stomach was doing up in her throat.

Arites dropped his bag on the stone and rocked back and forth on
his heels, observing the dark water lapping against the pilings and
the shapes of the other ships with apparent satisfaction. On
impulse, Tremaine asked, "Arites, were you married?"

"No, I'm an orphan," he said, with no reluctance. "My family were
inland traders, and they were killed when | was a boy."

"Oh." Tremaine nodded slowly, the wind pulling at her hair. "By
wizards?'

"Yes. It happened frequently back then. Livia had been the
Chosen Vessel for Cineth, and this was just after she died. The god
had Chosen Giliead already, but he was still just a boy. The Chosen
Vessel for the Uplands already had alot of territory to cover, and
Tyros didn't have aVessel then. The gods can't be everywhere at
once either." He looked down at her, his face calm in the light from
the lanterns. "Just bad luck."

"But how did you—Who took care of you?"

"The lawgiver's family is supposed to adopt all orphans, but |
ended up at Andrien village, even though Ranior wasn't lawgiver
anymore. Most people with problems end up at Andrien village."

"|s that why you came? Because you owe them?"

"No." He grinned down at her. "I just want to see new places."

"That'swhy | came too," Kias volunteered from down in the boat
behind them.

At the end of the Arcade, Ilias and Giliead suddenly pelted around
the corner, running as if they were being chased by an army.
Tremaine took a step toward them, alarmed. As they passed under
one of the torches she saw their faces clearly and realized they were
both laughing.

One of the sailors moved up beside her, asking sharply,



" Something wrong?"

"I think they're racing." She pushed her hair back, feeling a flush
of pure relief that made her face hot.

"Oh." He stood there a moment, watching with a smile, then
shook his head, turning back to the boat.

Giliead trapped llias against a cart someone had left in front of the
Arcade. Ilias feinted, dodging Giliead's attempt at atackle, tripping
him so the bigger man staggered into the wall. He bolted for the
dock, pounding triumphantly down the stone pier with Giliead
barely a step behind him. He banged into the boat, grabbing one of
the stanchions to stop himself catapulting headlong into it, his
earrings flashing in the lamplight. Giliead stumbled to a halt,
grinning self-conscioudly.

"You madeit,” Tremaine said foolishly.

llias looked flushed too, but that was probably just from the run.
"Karima sent for some things from the house this afternoon; the
courier got back just as we were about to give up on him." He
dropped aleather pack and a cloth bag down into the boat. He had
a sword strapped across his back, the curved horn hilt sticking up
over his shoulder. One of the Rienish sailors came to help stow the
gear under the seats, and Arites jumped down to help. Giliead had a
sword too and a couple of long cases of light wood, one aimost as
tall asllias, the other about half the size. They had both changed
clothes and cleaned up: Ilias wore a rust-colored shirt, sleeveless to
show off the copper armbands, and the wrap thrown over his
shoulder was the color of red wine.

Gyan returned from the group around Pasima, giving Giliead a
clap on the back and Ilias's shoulder an affectionate shake. Giliead
jerked his chin toward Pasima, Cimarus and their companions,
asking in alow voice, "Are they coming or not?"

" She wouldn't back out now," Gyan said, grunting as he grabbed
a stanchion and swung down into the boat. "But by the look of the
others, they want to," he added in alow voice.

llias hopped down, holding up a hand to help Tremaine as she
clambered after him. "What's wrong with them?' he demanded
impatiently. He seemed anxious to get on the way. Tremaine



couldn't think of anything to say that didn't sound stupid, so she
kept her mouth shut.

"Now, you two have gone out beyond the reach of the gods since
you got your full growth." Gyan gave llias alook of mild reproof.
"Those youngsters have never been farther than the next city for the
trading days."

"Arewe ready?' Seaman Vende asked Tremaine. The other
saillors were preparing to cast off, one of them stepping back up
onto the dock to take down the lanterns.

"Five more," Tremaine told him, having to think a moment to
switch back to Rienish. She turned to Giliead. "Should we call
them, or—" She stopped when she saw Pasima and her group
walking toward the boat, the lamplight revealing their stiff set
expressions.

Thisis going to be an interesting trip, Tremaine thought grimly.
"We're ready now," she told Vende.

They survived being winched up the Ravenna'?, side again

though the Syprian newcomers shifted uneasily and looked green in
the lamplight. Tremaine couldn't blame them since the experience
filled her with terror too.

She was aware that the Syprian delegates first close-up ook at
the Ravenna was not one guaranteed to impress. With a possibility
of Gardier in the area, the ship was still in blackout, and the deck
was unlit except for afew small handlamps held by the sailors. The
upper decks and the great stacks looming above them were just
shapes and shadows in the dimness.

They gathered on the deck in an uneasy group, Pasima and her
companions separating themselves from the other Syprians and
from the sailors working to get the boat swung up and locked down
in the davit. llias drew Tremaine a little further away from them,
and said, "Hey, an Argoti merchant already offered Karima a
shipload of grain for two of those coins. She's keeping one for the
family."

"That's great." Tremaine suppressed an urge to throw herself over
therail. She didn't know if it was asuicidal impulse or just a



rational response to the situation. "Ah, one thing. |'d rather you not
tell Ander about the details of the, uh, marriage settlement."

"Why? Will he be jealous?'

"He would be, if he had any right whatsoever to be, which he
doesn't; we talked about that before, remember?' She managed to
force herself past that thought and on to the next. This was as good
atime as any to try to explain the difference in Rienish society. "It's
just that in lle-Rien, paying for someone to marry is not looked on
very well."

Tremaine knew she shouldn't have said anything when Giliead
made afaint noise in his throat, possibly an aborted, instinctive
warning, then found something very interesting to look at on the
deck between his boots.

She couldn't see llias's expression in the jerky light of the sailor's
handlamps, but he stared at her for afull minute. Then he said in a
clipped tone, "If that's how you want it."

"Tremaine, can you come here a moment?' Gerard's voice called
from somewhere behind her.

|lias walked away without another word.

Giliead stepped up beside her, and Tremaine said, "l shouldn't
have said that, should 1?"

He shook his head, said under his breath, "The amount of the
marriage priceis... important. I'll talk to him," and followed llias.

Tremaine clapped a hand to her forehead. | have the feeling I'm
not getting laid tonight, either.

"Tremaine!" She looked around to spot Gerard, gesturing
emphatically at her in the dim light from the nearest hatch. As she
made her way toward him, he said, "I'm glad you're back. There's a
meeting in the Third Class drawing room. Y ou've been asked to
attend."

"Oh, goody." She followed Gerard's lamp inside and up the stairs.

Tremaine winced as they turned into a dark-paneled interior
corridor where the electrics were far too bright. Suddenly she
found herself grabbed and hauled aside by Florian.

The other girl stared at her incredulously. "Y ou got married!"

Tremaine nodded. "Yes."



Florian looked worried. "But it's amatriarchy."

" es"

"Did he have a choice?"

"| asked him—afterward—and he said 'what? but everyone was
talking. So maybe, no, | don't know." Tremaine rubbed her
temples, feeling a headache coming on. " So who do you think did
that, the flighty poet or the maniac?"

Florian let out her breath. "I think it was some scary combination
of both."

"But | had to do it," Tremaine protested. "It didn't exactly get
everyone on our side, but it helped.”

"And you wanted to do it," Florian prompted hopefully.

"Oddly enough, yes."

Gerard came back down the corridor, saying impatiently,
"Tremaine, come along, please."

"I'm coming, dammit!"

Florian squeezed her arm. "1'm sure it will work out. Well, I'm not
sure, but you know what | mean."

Gerard led Tremaine to the doorway of the Third Class drawing

room. It was relatively small, for a public room on this ship, and
almost cozy. There were still overstuffed armchairs, a marble
hearth, and a floor-to-ceiling mural on the far wall of picturesque
Parscian fishing boats at dock in some sun-drenched seaside town.
Tremaine didn't want to contemplate it too closely, afraid to
recognize it as areal place that had been bombed to extinction by
the Gardier.

Seated around the room, Tremaine saw Niles, his assistant Giaren,
Colonel Averi, Captain Marais, Count Delphane and Lady Aviler,
as well as other ship's officers and some members of the Viller
Institute she didn't know well. Colonel Averi was at the front of the
room, saying, "We proved one thing conclusively. It isthe crystals
that provide protection against our spells, not anything inherent in
the Gardier asindividuals. That explains why the only spells that
have any effect on them are illusions and glamours and
concealment wards. The crystals can defend against an outright



attack, but passive spells don't provoke areaction."”

"Isit true about the crystals actually containing . . . the spirits of
people?' Lady Aviler frowned, asif she felt odd asking the
guestion. "Of sorcerers?"

"Unfortunately, yes." Averi nodded to Gerard. "W¢€'ll hear amore
complete report on that later. The captured Gardier have verified it,
though they seem to know nothing more about the subject. They
are beginning to speak to us, though they haven't said much of
strategic value yet. We were trying to get them to tell us where the
Gardier capital is, or at least what direction their homeland liesin.
They seemed unable to point it out on the maps we have. | say
unable, rather than unwilling, because once we realized spells
would affect them Niles made us a confusion stone to use during
the questioning. We have heard some details of their society. Some
of these men seem to have been soldiers from birth. None of them
can read or write except for afew simple symbols. This certainly
explains why we found so few examples of written records in the
wreck of the airship the Institute examined. It's my belief that only
the upper-level officers are literate."

And | thought lle-Rien's Village School Authority had problems,
Tremaine thought wryly. "How very odd," Gerard muttered. "For a
society that seems so advanced in other ways."

Averi continued, "Now the one female soldier admitted that she
can read. So she may have some sort of higher rank than the other
prisoners, and may have more knowledge of where their homeland
can be found. We're concentrating our efforts on her."

The colonel took his seat, and Gerard took advantage of the
opportunity to move up to the front next to Niles. Tremaine edged
into the back of the room, groping for a chair where she could
think and possibly doze, when she heard her name.

Ander was on his feet, obviously about to report on the
negotiations with the Syprians. "There was one problem. Miss
Valiarde instructed the Syprian leadership not to sign any
agreements with us."

Gosh, thanks, Ander, Tremaine thought, trapped on her feet by a
sideboard and a small table someone had shifted into the aisle.



Delphane turned in his chair to fix his eyes on her. "Why was
that?"

Tremaine tried to conceal her irritation. "l was negotiating on their
behalf. It wasn't in their best interests."

"Y ou've caused trouble, young lady. If you think—"

Fine. If that's the way you want to do it, let's put all the cards on
the table. "If we're going to have a meeting like this, don't you
think we should ask the Princess Olympe to attend?' Tremaine
|leaned back against the sideboard, folding her arms.

Silence settled over the room. She saw Gerard cover his eyes with
his hand. Lady Aviler's head turned sharply toward her. Tremaine
watched Delphane's face as he made a startled effort to conceal his
real shock with angry disdain. He gave a short bark of laughter.
"What on earth are you talking about?"

Tremaine shrugged dlightly, milking the moment for all the brittle
satisfaction it was worth. "l just hate to think of her getting bored,
up there on the Sun Deck in Special Suite 3."

Someone coughed nervously, and Delphane's gaze narrowed with
suspicion and defeat. He said grimly, "How did you know?"

Tremaine shrugged, making it look careless. There was only one
explanation for Count Delphane, Lady Aviler and the Solicitor
Generadl all taking the Ravenna when they should have gone to
Parscia with the rest of the court and the government. "I think
Niles's report on the success of the sphere at deflecting Gardier
spells did reach the palace by the day we left. There wasn't much
time to do anything with the information since the Gardier were so
close to overrunning Vienne. But you must have realized how
dramatically the chance of the Ravenna getting through the
blockade had improved." She looked down, idly scuffing her boot
against thetile floor. "Reynard Morane told me the royal family had
already left Vienne for Parscia that morning, but there would have
been time to telegraph ahead and suggest an alternate escape route.
The Queen wouldn't take it; if she was going to abandon the
government, she would have done it before now. But she might
take the opportunity to send one of the heirs to the throne, along
with suitable escorts who could help her negotiate with the



Capidarans. If she had sent Prince Ilorane, there would be no
reason for Lady Aviler to come along. That |eaves the Princess
Olympe. Oh, | knew the number because that's the suite that was
built for the royal family. It's on the tourist brochure." She looked
at Delphane, lifting her brows. "So? Should we telephone and see if
she wants to join us?"

The room was quiet. Someone shifted uneasily, and someone else
stifled a cough. Delphane's eyes met hers, cold, assessing. You
broke cover, Tremaine told herself. The clumsy diffident girl with
the odd sense of humor shows her true colors.The redlization
should have left her cold, but somehow it didn't. She gave
Delphane a cool little smile.

Lady Aviler said quietly, "She's asleep at the moment." Her
expression was thoughtful. "Y ou know Captain Morane, Miss
Valiarde?'

Tremaine knew she felt more at ease taking on Del phane than
Lady Aviler; she suddenly recognized that as the self-preservation
instinct it was. Delphane had a higher position in the court and the
government, but Lady Aviler had organized the evacuees; until they
reached Capidara she had more real power on the ship, possibly
almost as much as Captain Marais. Tremaine deliberately softened
her voice, dropped the challenge from her tone. "He's an old friend
of the family."

Lady Aviler lifted a brow but didn't comment.

Captain Marais cleared his throat and got to his feet, taking
control of theroom. "Thisisall very well, but we need to discuss
our immediate plans. Niles, if you would?"

Niles stepped briskly forward, taking a pointer off the mantle and
indicating the map. "We've discussed prospective routes at length,
using the captured Gardier maps. We'll travel through thisworld's
ocean until we reach the approximate location of Capidara's coast.

Then we'll create aworld-gate and cross back through to our
world and proceed to the port at Capistown. There, we drop off the
civilians and resupply and refuel, and pick up whatever troops are
available. Then back through the gate to this world. We sail back in
this direction but head further west until we're in the approximate



location of Parscia's coast, create another world-gate and dock
there, and make contact with the government-in-exile." He turned to
regard his audience, his face serious. "We're in a unique position.
The Ravenna is the only Rienish vessel currently capable of
moving between this world and our own, and she can make that
crossing at will. The Gardier airships can only cross between
worlds when they're within amile of one of their spell circles. The
Ravenna can also easily make the crossing between Parscia and
Capidarain four to five days, faster than any military vessel we
have left, twice as fast as the Gardier's airships. She can also
transport, if pressed, close to ten thousand troops, perhaps more.
Even though the Gardier inhabit this world, they don't seem to have
devoted much of their resources to patrolling these waters as they
have in ours. If we can establish a corridor of transport between
our two allies—"

Tremaine edged into a chair, glad for the respite, even if it was
temporary.

Their boat had been hauled aboard at a different place than last

time, much closer to the stern, so finding their way back to their
guarters took longer. The outer rooms were kept dark for safety, so
the Gardier wouldn't be able to see the ship's outline from their
flying whales. "If you get lost," Gyan told Pasima and the others
kindly as they blundered through a nearly pitch-dark chamber,
looking for a passage inward, "It's easiest to find a stair and go up
or down until you see something you recognize. In the passages
you could walk ten ships' lengths in the wrong direction before you
know it."

"WhereisIxion kept?' Pasmia asked sharply. Ilias suspected her
hard voice masked nervousness; at least he hoped so. "Isit near
here?"

"A few decks down," Giliead answered, deliberately vague.

They found the stairway down into the big chamber with the
marble pillars and glass-walled rooms, the wizard lights making
bright reflections behind their glass covers. There were quite afew
people there now, most sitting on the cushioned couches and



chairs. A large elaborately woven carpet was doing duty as a play
areafor several babies and small children just big enough to walk.
Some of the people pointed or called "hello" as they saw the
Syprians, one of the Rienish words Ilias could recognize if the
speaker didn't slur it too much. Arites waved back cheerfully, and
llias made himself smile, since Pasima and the others kept
expressions of aloof contempt. Arites, Cyan and Kias were acting as
if they were completely accustomed to all the exotic colors and fine
wood and crystalline glass.

Asthey started down the big stairway, past the portrait of the
woman and her husbands, he heard Pasima ask Giliead, "How do
you know which ones are wizards?"

Unable to help himself, Ilias said, "First, you get born a Chosen
Vessel, then—" He cut himself off there, years of experience telling
him when Giliead was about to clout him in the head in
exasperation.

"There aren't many wizards on board," Giliead replied dryly, and
left it at that.

They arrived at the cabin and found the wizard lights still on. The
walk had given llias time to realize he was more mad at himself
than anyone else. He had let himself forget that thisreally didn't
change anything, no matter what Karima wanted to believe. A
marriage wouldn't take away the curse mark.

He dumped his pack on one of the chairs and carried the wooden
bow case into the room with the big table. He opened the case to
count five goathorn bows and a bundle of sinew to string them;
they had never been able to bring this many weapons along on a
sea voyage before, and it was a novelty to have so many to choose
from. But if they had unlimited space, they might as well take
advantage of it.

Giliead brought the case containing the arrows and a set of
javelins. He put it down on the table, saying nothing eloquently.

"I'll apologize to her," Ilias told him, hoping his tone would cut
off further discussion. He picked up one of the bows, realizing it
was old, the grip well-worn, the carving teasingly familiar. "Isthis
Ranior's old bow?" The words were out before he could stop them,



and he winced. He didn't want Giliead to think he was using the
painful past as a means to change the subject.

But Giliead only shrugged slightly, leaning one hip on the table.
"No point in letting it sit in the cabinet, unused.”

The curse that had destroyed Ranior, Giliead's father before the
god, was the first curse that Giliead had ever faced. Even though
the god had chosen him years before, this was the first time Giliead
had felt its gift. At the time llias had had no ideathat Ranior's
sudden violent outbursts against his family and friends were caused
by a curse; he had even told Giliead that his suspicions were just
wishful thinking. llias hadn't realized until later that it was because
deep in his heart he believed that all families turned on their
children eventually, that they could teach you sheep shearing one
day and take you out to die the next. He had thought Giliead lucky
because it hadn't happened until he was nearly grown.

Ilias closed the bow case, twisting the leather loop that held it
shut.

The reality of the god's choice hadn't really sunk in before Ranior
died. He knew that until then, on some level, Giliead had still
thought of himself as spending hislife at Andrien, taking care of
the family farms for his beloved sister until he married. Ilias was
damn sure that neither of them had ever thought of doing this.

Giliead ran a hand over the bow case, then straightened up. "I'm
going to check on Ixion."

Ilias nodded. "I'll go with you."

Giliead gave him along look. "Why don't you stay here and make
sure the others get settled in?"

He meant, of course, stay here and stop acting like an idiot. llias
let out his breath. "Fine."

He reluctantly followed Giliead out into the main room. Pasima's
group looked wary of touching anything, though Danias was
saying, "It's not as strange as—" He stopped as they entered,
looking at Pasima uncertainly.

Giliead nodded to her and started for the door.

"Where are you going?' Pasima asked sharply.

Giliead stopped in the doorway to the little entrance hall. Ilias



folded his arms, able to tell from the line of his friend's back that he
was gathering his patience. Pasima might be doing it out of nerves,
though she hid it well. But Giliead was still the Chosen Vessel, and
he didn't like having his movements questioned.

Having given everyone long enough to realize he was angry,
Giliead said without turning, "To make sure Ixion is still where they
think heis," and walked out.

There was a brief uncomfortable silence. Pasima dropped her bag
on the floor, her mouth set in athin line. The others looked
variously affronted or uncomfortable. llias leaned in the doorway,
thinking, Well, here we go.

Then Kias dumped his pack and sword down in the corner and
dusted off his hands. He eyed the group thoughtfully, possibly
evaluating the chances for a peaceful evening and deciding the
prospects didn't look good. "I'm going up to the big hall and see
what's doing."

Arites, squatting on the floor to dig through his belongings, pulled
out the bag with his writing materials and got to hisfeet. "I'll go
with you."

Danias, by far the youngest member of the party, started to speak,
then hesitated, looking at Pasima. She pressed her lips together,
then shook her head dlightly. "Go with them, if you want. Just . . .
take care."

At least she realizes she can't keep them penned in here the
whole voyage, Ilias thought. Arites started for the door,
preoccupied with sorting through his writing supplies, but Kias
threw Ilias an ironic glance. He told Pasima, "We'll make sure he
doesn't fall overboard," and waved Danias out the door ahead of
him.

There was another uncomfortable silence. Cletia stepped close to
one of the cabinets built into the wall, carefully touching a square
of polished wood set into the door. Gyan let out a sigh, sinking
down onto the couch. He nodded toward the doorway leading to
the rest of the chamber. "There's rooms in the back there. The
larger one, you might take that."

Cimarus and Sanior looked at Pasima asif thiswas a



controversial suggestion and they needed her greater wisdom to
properly evaluate it. llias rolled his eyes. Karima had never run her
household as if she were the only one capable of making arational
decision; if they had looked to her for every little thing, she
probably would have sent them all to go live in the woods.

Pasima nodded gravely, and the two men collected their packs.
Ilias shifted out of the doorway to give them room to pass.

Cletiaturned away from the cabinet. "It's true, one of these people
married . . . him?' she asked suddenly, her eyes midway between
Gyan and llias.

"It'strue," Pasimaanswered. Her cool eyeswent to Ilias. "These
people, like the Chaeans, don't understand curse marks."

llias felt hisjaw set. "Maybe you could explain it to them."

Pasima looked away, her face hardening in annoyance.

"They understand curse marks," Gyan said, deceptively mild.
Probably Pasima had forgotten his wife had died of a curse. "And
as many do, they think the things are just a way to punish people
clever or strong enough to survive."

Pasima frowned, slightly embarrassed, and Cletia's fair skin
reddened. She began to busy herself with picking up her bag and
carrying it into the other room. She darted alook at Ilias as she
passed.

Recovering her poise, Pasima said in a softer tone, "I look
forward to meeting these people." Her eyes settled on llias, turning
speculative. "Especialy this Tremaine."

Ilias was looking forward to that too.

As the meeting broke up, Tremaine escaped out the side door,

making her way through another couple of darkened lounges and
corridors, then out onto the Promenade deck. Gerard caught up
with her after afew steps.

The Promenade was aroofed deck, meant to be used in any
weather, with a solid wooden balustrade and huge glass windows.
The Ravenna had been moving away from Cineth for some time,
out to the open ocean, and the sea was dark and empty. There were
no lights lit and the moonlight was barely enough for them to make



their way along, but the deck was empty, the polished wooden
boards stretching out the length of the great ship.

Tremaine waited for Gerard to say something but when he did
speak, he only asked, "Was it safe to mention the Valiarde
connection with Morane?"

"He told meit didn't matter anymore. | don't think he would have
let me know otherwise." For years Tremaine had known that
Gerard was only one of the men who had been appointed as
guardian of her and her father's estate; that the other was Captain of
the Queen's Guard Reynard Morane had come as something of a
shock. She eyed Gerard, though it was too dark to read his
expression. "You knew."

"| suspected," he corrected her carefully. "l knew there were
strong ties between Nicholas and Reynard Morane in the past. |
didn't realize Nicholas still trusted the man to that extent." He
glanced at her. "What are you going to do?"

As always, a good question. It rather surprised her that she had
the answer. "1'm not going to let anyone take advantage of the
Syprians." She shrugged, wishing it was that simple. "And fight the
Gardier. What else is there to do?"

He said nothing for along moment, their footsteps on the boards
the only sound besides the wind and the ship's movement. Then
Gerard said, "l hope you realize you can call on my assistance. As
your father would."

Tremaine stopped, staring at him, but he had already turned away,
going through a dark hatch back into the interior of the ship.

The cabin door was open and Tremaine wandered in, trying to

look casual. Gyan sprawled comfortably on the couch and Pasima
was sitting in one of the chairs. She eyed Tremaine thoughtfully,
saying, "Back from your council?"'

Tremaine lifted her brows. "Apparently.” She couldn't tell what
Pasima's attitude was from her tone, but thiswas Visolela's sister.

Pasimainclined her head gracefully. "Is it permitted that we know
what was discussed?’

Tremaine felt herself smile blithely. This"one monarch to



another" stance was going to get old rapidly. "Not much. We're still
going to Capidarato drop off the refugees, then back to Parsciato
try to contact what's left of our government. The Gardier are still
evil. Oh, they have managed to talk to our Gardier prisoners alittle
and now we know they're both ignorant and evil." Her nerves were
making her feel asif her head was about to explode. "If you want
the longer version, you'll have to wait until tomorrow, or ask
Gerard or Ander."

Pasima smiled. "l see."

Gyan seemed to see it too and sat up, smoothing his rumpled
shirt, saying hastily, "Giliead's off checking on Ixion, and Iliasis
back in there." He jerked his head toward the doorway into the rest
of the suite.

Tremaine nodded firmly. "Right." Under Pasima's critical gaze she
wasn't going to add Wish me luck. She wondered if the other
woman's presence had driven Ilias out of the room or if he was still
too mad to want company. She went through the dining room,
heard unfamiliar voices in the back bedroom, and turned into the
other one. Ilias was sitting on the floor near the couch, braiding the
|eather cords on a scabbard.

As she stopped in the doorway he looked up, shaking his hair
back. Before he could say anything, Tremaine blurted, "All right,
I'm sorry. | was having a..." moment of self-consciousness,
cowardice and anxiety, "Some sort of brain fever. Sorry?"

"It wasn't you, it was me." His mouth twisted ruefully. "Y our
people don't get married like that, do you?"

"No, we don't. It's more complicated, with flowers and things."
Tremaine wandered further into the room, gesturing vaguely, too
relieved to go into more coherent detail.

She sat on the floor next to him as he put the scabbard aside.
Looking as if he was relieved too, he said, "For us there's usually a
party, depending on how prominent the families are. Nicanor's
mother's family is very rich, so when he and Visolela married they
gave a big festival, and most of Cineth went to it." He reached
behind him, pulling an embroidered leather bag out of the pile on
the couch and handing it to her. "And there's gifts. Karima sent this



to you. She had to send someone back to Andrien for them, that's
why we were late to the harbor."

Her brows knit, Tremaine plopped the bag into her lap. A scent
puffed up from the leather, asif the contents had been stored in a
place where the air was thick with incense. She undid the wooden
toggle fastening and saw it seemed to be stuffed with fabric. She
pulled out two shirts, one faded green and the other soft gold, and a
pair of dark blue cotton pants. The hems were stamped with
geometric designs and the seams reinforced with braided leather. In
the bottom of the bag was a blanket, in beautifully woven blues,
greens and cream, with geometric patterns meant to represent
waves and Syprian galleys. She tugged it out, smoothing the fabric
across her lap. "How did she know | wanted a blanket?' She noted
that her voice sounded suspiciously thick.

He watched her, afaint line between his brows. "When you're
born your mother is supposed to make you a blanket. Y ou take it
with you when you leave your family. When you bring someone
into your family who doesn't have one, you give them one."

"Oh." She wasn't sure why this should render her completely
undone, but it had.

Ilias tilted his head to get a better view of her face, then nodded to
himself. "It was the right thing, then. We weren't sure."

"Why?"'

He shrugged alittle, smiling. "Y our people are so different."

"Gifts are always good. So's this." Impulsively she put her hand in
his hair and drew his head down for akiss.

He had kissed her once before, in the Gardier base, but that had
gone by too fast for her to really absorb detail. This time she could
tell he tasted spicy, like Syprian wine, and his hair smelled like a
cat's, clean but with afaint animal scent underneath. Tremaine had
had a series of affairsin her wild tear through the theater world but
had, for some reason she couldn't fathom at the moment, mentally
filed that part of her life away as over. There had been the men
who thought they were taking advantage of the naive young heiress
only to find that she wasn't so naive, and the men who were just
casual acquaintances. She had told none of them about her father's



real profession or activities. None of them had been serious about
her. Maybe she had drawn back from Ander not because of the
gossip about the asylum but because she had sensed he was
inclined to be serious.

When she pulled back Ilias suddenly demanded, "How do you say
your name?’

She stared at him. "Tremaine?"

Biasrolled his eyes. "Y our family name."

"Oh. It's Vadiarde."
"Va—" Helet out his breath in frustration. "l can't say it."
"Well, |I—"Tremaine stared at him, struck by a sudden realization,

seeing Syprian marriage customs from a different angle. "You're
nervous." Growing up, Ilias must have thought of bringing in a
large marriage settlement as his duty to the family; now, despite the
curse mark, he had been able to accomplish it, and he was anxious
not to mess it up.

That got her an actual glare. "No."

Right, he's nervous. "Wait." She got up and found her carpetbag
on the consol e table on the far side of the room. Clawing through
it, she thought, There has to be something. She had pared her life
down to the bone, but surely— In the tangle of costume jewelry at
the bottom of the bag she found aring and pulled it out, turning
back to llias. "Here. It'saring my father gave me for my twelfth
birthday. It's white gold, with 'Valiarde' inscribed on it. Well, it'sin
this script that's impossible to read, because my father didn't believe
in wearing things that could be used to identify you, but that is what
it says." It occurred to her that that was just as well; if worse came
to worst and the Gardier captured llias, at |east the ring couldn't be
readily identified as coming from Ile-Rien.

He took it tentatively, and she realized she couldn't recall if the
Syprians wore rings or not; earrings, armbands, necklaces yes, but
perhaps not rings. With her luck, finger rings probably represented
some terrific social insult, not that it would fit him, anyway. "You
could wear it around your neck. On a cord, | mean."

llias quirked a brow at her, then gave her that warm smile. He
didn't look nervous anymore. Yes, she thought, feeling the



butterflies in her stomach give way to a different kind of flutter,
that was the right thing.

She realized she could hear music, someone picking out a tune on
a stringed instrument in the other bedroom. It reminded her that
Pasima and the others were still there, liable to barge or wander in
at any moment. "Let's get out of here."

They went up the stairs past the painting of the Matriarch to the

main hall. It was quieter now, but Ilias got the idea that Tremaine
didn't want to draw the attention of the few people still sitting on
the couches at the center. She pulled out a bunch of keys she had
tucked under her belt, looked thoughtful, then started away. "l've
got anidea. Thisway." Hisinitial anxiety gone, Ilias was more than
willing to follow her wherever she wanted to go. He thought she
was heading for the enclosed deck on this level, but she took the
narrow stairwell in the side wall.

The wizard lights weren't on inside it, making it very dark indeed
and impossible to see the figured metal trail signs, but Tremaine
seemed to know where they were going. After they climbed up for
a time she chose a door, fumbling for the handle in the dark, and
Ilias helped her push it open.

"Aha, the Sun Deck," she said as they stepped out into moonlight
and a cool salt-laden breeze.

llias whistled in admiration of the view and stepped to the railing,
surveying the dark sea stretching out to infinity. The clouds had
broken up and the moon was high in the vault of stars. They were
nearly at the top of the ship here, with only one more deck above
them. It was hard to get used to being so high above the surface of
the water, hard to believe something so tall could ride the waves
without toppling over. Tremaine tugged his arm and he followed
her along, still looking out at the limitless sea.

The moonlight reflecting off the polished boards was almost
enough to see by, but he was glad for the metal railings. Tremaine
asked suddenly, "Can Pasimatell you what to do? Give you
orders?"

He threw her alook though it was too dark to read expressions.



He had noticed before that she thought of people in terms of tactics,
like a warleader gauging an enemy force. Not a bad way of thinking
during a battle, but he had had the feeling for along time that
Tremaine had been at war before the Gardier ever appeared. But if
they had to deal with Pasima, that could be helpful. *"Not now that
you're here," he told her with a shrug. "Otherwise, she could try,
since she's related to the Andrien by marriage.”

Tremaine was looking down at the deck, her face in shadow.
"Nicanor's marriage to Visolela?'

"Yes."

Tremaine nodded. "Who here can Pasima order around? Besides
the people she brought with her."

Ilias cocked his head, thinking it over. "Nobody, really. Gyan's
been married once, so he's on his own. Arites doesn't have afamily,
but he's more or less attached to Andrien, so he wouldn't have to
obey her." He tried to think of away to describe Arites method of
cheerfully agreeing with someone like Pasima but somehow never
really aligning himself with her. "He might anyway, but not if it
interfered with something he really wanted to do. Besides, he likes
you better."

"He does?' Apparently surprised, Tremaine considered that.
"What about Kias?"'

"Kiasis Ranior's sister's son." At her blank silence, he added,
"He's your cousin now."

"Oh." Tremaine sounded alittle overcome.

"What's your family like?' Ilias winced, hoping the question
didn't sound as wary aloud as it had in his head. Considering what
Tremaine had said of her father, that she had awizard for afoster
father, and that the god that lived in the sphere now had been her
uncle, it was atricky question. The only remotely normal onein the
bunch seemed to be the canny old man they had met just before
leaving the Rienish city, and he had been some kind of warleader.

But Tremaine just shrugged. "There aren't any more Villers, and
the Denares—that was my mother's family—all lived out in the
country around Lodun, and we never had much to do with them.
Except my great-grandmother, but she died along time before | was



born. The Valiardes did sort of start speaking to me for awhile
there, but Nicholas chased them off when he found out. They never
came to Venne much, anyway."

They reached the end of the deck, where aterraced balcony
looked down on the two open sections of deck below and the stern.
The ocean seemed bigger here, without the bulk of the ship at their
side. Ilias wandered across the open space, fascinated by the
perspective. The churning white of the wake was visible on the
dark water, awide trail that stretched across the sea back toward
Cineth. He couldn't believe how far they had come already. Shaking
off the entrancing effect, he turned to see Tremaine standing on the
open porch of arounded structure projecting out onto the deck.
Narrow windows lined the walls, and Ilias went to one, trying to
peer inside, but the dark was impenetrable. "What isit?' he asked.

He saw her enigmatic smile in the moonlight. "A surprise." After
fumbling with the keys for atime she got the door open. llias
followed her, standing just inside and waiting for his eyes to adjust
to the darkened room.

Moonlight poured in the myriad of windows that faced the stern
and stretched back along the port and starboard. It gradually
revealed silver-banded walls and glass etched with strange designs
that seemed to float in a pool of night. "What... isit?" Bias repeated,
alittle cautious.

Tremaine shut the door, further sealing them in darkness. "It's
called the Veranda. It's just another place for eating, really. And
dancing. It's alittle hard to tell with the tables and chairs missing.
The musicians would sit on the upper level." She moved forward,
and he realized the glass bars sectioned off araised dais across the
back of the room. The dark pool below was just an effect of the
deep black of the floor covering. He took a careful step forward,
surprised that it felt soft underfoot. A deep carpet, not wood.

Squinting, he could see the pale light from the windows touch
painted figures between the broad bands of silver on the wall, all of
them leaping and dancing. Tremaine trailed a hand along the
silver-and-glass banister. "There was a silver grand piano there
once, but it's gone now, probably in storage somewhere. If the



warehouses survived the bombing. And the invasion."

"Oh." He heard the note in her voice that meant she was thinking
too much about her home, about what the Gardier were doing to it.
He stepped up behind her, sliding his arms around her waist and
rubbing his cheek against her hair. Just from the brief walk along
the deck, her scent was blended with the sea air. "Y ou people like
to eat in fancy rooms a lot, don't you. There must be a hundred of
them on this ship."

"Not that many, but yes." She turned in the circle of his arms and
dlid her hands into his hair. "Oh, by the way, I'm terrible at
relationships, but this part | can do."

I was told you lost contact with our launch base on the western

coast," Adram said, his brow creased with worry as he shut the
door behind him. The quarters of Benin, the chief Scientist, were
plain, though the wood furniture was of good quality and the
work-table well lit. It was warmer than the passage outside, which
was lined with masonry and always held the dampness from the
often rainy weather.

"Not all contact, fortunately." His brief smile at Adram's entrance
fading, Benin took another glass out of the cabinet and poured a
share of amber liquor into it. It was like drinking raw grain alcohol,
with awhiff of fuel oil, but Adram accepted it anyway. "We know
what happened.”

"You do?' Adram lifted his brows, inviting further explanation.
Benin was the chief of the Scientistsin Maton-devara, and there
were few here he could speak to as an equal.



These people had once called themselves the Aelin, but they
seldom used the word anymore. It was athing of their past, like the
small villages that had once dotted the land and the careful
craftsmanship that had constructed this city. Their future wasin the
airships and their other stolen bits of knowledge. Part of that future
was the strict divisions of Scientist, Command and Service, which
allowed no casual contact between the castes, and the hierarchies
within each were equally strict. Adram, as a hocaste, appreciated
Benin's patronage as much as he knew Benin appreciated the
company. "I hate to think they would escape after wreaking such
destruction."

Benin's face was serious. "It was aterrible thing. An entire
stronghold wiped out, as far as we can tell, and the patrol ship that
arrived soon after." He took a seat in the single armchair, grunting
as he stretched his right leg to ease the pain of an old injury. "But
we managed to place a presence aboard their ship."

Adram frowned, taking the other chair. He absently swirled the
liquor in his glass despite its lack of bouquet. His command of the
language was excellent, but he didn't understand why Benin had
used the word presence rather than agent. He knew Benin would
explain if he was permitted to, and the fact that he hadn't indicated
the information was important indeed. " One of the native ships you
spoke of ? Surely they were too primitive to be of much use, even
to the Rien."

"No. A Rien ship. Not awarship, some sort of converted
transport craft. It's odd to think of so much resource wasted on a
ship just for pleasure travel, but— But | don't have to explain it to
you." Benin smiled ruefully. "Sorry, I'm too used to using small
words and simple diagrams to try to impart these concepts to the
Service officers. Not to mention the Command.”

Adram's mouth twisted dlightly in amusement as he
acknowledged the truth of that. "The Rien are trying to reach
Parscia by traveling through the staging world?"

"It's hard to get information at the moment. | should know more
when | get the report from the gate." Benin's expression sobered.
"No matter how well the advance through Rien territory is



proceeding, we can't let this group evade us."

Adram let his breath out. "Yes. | can tell you, these people can be
tenacious. And vicious." He shook his head slowly, letting his eyes
go dark asif with painful memory. He added, almost absently, "Do
they still have the device you told me about?"

"Yes." Benin leaned forward, intent. "Y ou understand—it's only
conjecture—but if we could discover how it works, and add such a
device to the prototype, it would be—" He looked away, suddenly
self-conscious. "But | won't burden you with my hopes."

Adram gestured, palm open. There were still many questions
about the Aelin's power that he didn't understand, that Benin and
others simply refused to explain, and every scrap of information
was important. "It's no burden—"

The door opened without a knock or a word to announce the
visitor, as was their custom. Adram saw it was Disar, the head of
their Command division, and got to his feet, quickly schooling his
features from annoyance at the interruption to blandness. Benin's
rank allowed him to show his annoyance, though he obviously
knew it would be pointless to say they had been speaking privately
or that he was off duty.

Disar fixed his cold gray eyes on Benin. He had been ayoung
man when Adram had first met him more than three years ago, with
well-cut features and dark hair. He had prematurely aged, the flesh
of his cheeks lined and sagging slightly, his cropped hair sprinkled
with gray. The cause of the change was visible in his left temple,
where an irregular lump of rock crystal an inch across protruded.
The scarred flesh around it was tinged with green, and Adram
didn't think the man would last much longer in his position as
Command Liaison. Disar said to Benin, "Y our attention is required
in council."

Benin nodded grimly, glancing at Adram. "Perhaps thisisthe
report |'ve been waiting for." He pushed to hisfeet. "I'm on my
way."

Disar's eyes went blank as, message delivered, the force living
inside the crystal released him. Disar blinked, threw a stony glance
of contempt at Adram, then pointedly stepped to the door, holding



it open for Benin. The chief Scientist finished his drink and set the
glass on his worktable. "We'll speak later," he said to Adram.

Adram nodded, following them out of the room and into the
dimly lit stone passage. He pulled the door shut behind him as
Benin strode down the hall. As he turned to go the other way, agrip
on his collar spun him around, pinning him against the wall. The
punch caught him in the cheekbone, snapping his head back against
the stone. He tasted blood, and the dim corridor light went black for
an instant; he let himself sag bonelessly. Disar dragged him up and
Adram opened his eyes to see the Command officer glaring into his
face. Adram kept his eyes away from the crystal, though it was like
being forced to confront a suppurated boil or an open plague sore.
"Y ou take up histime," Disar said through gritted teeth.

"I'm working with him. It's my duty." Adram kept his voice even,
though the heady desire nearly overcame him to smash Disar's face
in and pound his head into the floor until the crystal popped loose
from his skull in fragments.

"The Rien who destroyed the launch base will be found by
Command," Disar said thickly, eyes narrowed with rage. "They'll
die or be processed as avatars or go to the labor pens, and the credit
will be ours, not yours."

Adram dropped his eyes, to hide the bitter smile that threatened to
twist hisbloody lips. "I do my duty," he said softly. "Asdo we all."

Disar released him with a shove, turning away to follow Benin.
Adram pushed off the wall, lifting a hand to his throbbing jaw.
WE'll see who finds them, he thought, watching Disar's back, this
time letting the small cold smile reach his eyes. And we'll seeif he
still wants the credit then.



Tremai ne woke when llias nuzzled her temple, his beard stubble

rough against her skin and his breath warm in her hair. He said
quietly, "Someone's here."

"Hmm?"' She yawned and blinked vaguely as llias rolled off the
couch, shaking his hair out and grabbing for his pants. Dawnlight
flooded the Veranda, and she had a good view of the two long
strips of scar tissue that ran down his back. They stretched from the
inside of his shoulder blades to just below the base of his spine.
llias hadn't said how it had happened, but she suspected it was a
souvenir of hisand Giliead's last deadly encounter with Ixion. llias
hadn't said much about that either, except that Ixion had used a
transformation curse on him and that Giliead had thought he would
have to kill Ilias. We are going to have to do something about
Ixion, she thought, eyes narrowing in speculation. Something
permanently fatal, preferably. She shook her head, putting it aside
for later.

They had spent the night on the long black couch built against the
handstand's bal ustrade, facing the windows that looked out over the
stern. In the moonlight the Veranda might have been some pocket
of the fayre world, but it was a nightclub after all and the
silver-banded walls, etched-glass balustrades and the matte black
carpet should have looked tawdry in the dawn. Blinking as she
gazed around, Tremaine saw that it had obviously been designed to
be beautiful al the time. The early graying light cast the black and
silver in shadow and picked out the bright dabs of color in the
mural of entertainers. The leaping figures were all risquely garbed
ballet, opera and music hall performers, with Parscian scarf dancers
and Aderassi tumblers mixed in.

Tremaine sat up, scratching her head and fondly watching Ilias
struggle into his pants. Last night, thinking of the silver piano's fate
had sparked a poetic image of the Ravenna as carrying away the



last vestige of |le-Rien, the last living remnant of away of lifeand a
history and a people. But it was aremnant trapped in time like an
Insect in amber, never to change. It had been much easier to think
about something else. Pulling his shirt over his head, Ilias eyed her
thoughtfully. "Y ou didn't hear what | said, did you?"

"What?' Then Tremaine realized she could hear someone
fumbling with keys in the door to the right of the bandstand, the
one that led to an inside corridor. Cursing violently, she snatched
her shirt up off the floor. Ilias threw her agrin.

He was leaning against the balustrade regarding the door
suspiciously when it opened. Giaren, Niles's secretary and assistant
in the Viller Institute, stepped inside. He was a slightly younger
version of Niles, with the same sleek tailoring, though as far as
Tremaine knew the two men weren't related. He spotted Ilias first
and stopped, uncertain, saying, "Is Miss Valiarde here?"

"Yes." Still barefoot but having managed to get her pants on too,
Tremaine waved to him over the glass rail behind the couch. "What
Isit?

Giaren advanced into the room, taking in the situation with a
glightly embarrassed frown. "Gerard sent me to find you. He needs
to speak with you immediately." He cleared his throat, and couldn't
help adding in exasperation, "Y ou couldn't go back to your cabin?"

"My in-lawslive in my cabin. How did Gerard know
where—Wait." Tremaine picked up her boots, examining them
suspiciously. One of the brass grommets was missing from the right
one. "Damm it."

"What?" Ilias demanded, glancing back at her.

She explained in Syrnaic, "That locator spell Gerard used to
follow us around the boat when we were searching for Ixion. He
took a piece off my boot so he could do it at any time." Sometimes
having sorcerers for friends and relations was damned
inconvenient. She switched back to Rienish to ask Giaren, "What
does Gerard want?"

"There's some sort of problem with the Gardier prisoners.”

The | solation Ward where the prisoners were kept was just a few



levels below the Veranda on the A deck. It wasn't accessible from
the interior corridors and to reach it, one had to go out on deck and
then down a set of stepsto alittle well that sheltered the entrance
from weather and the view of strolling passengers. Now a brisk
morning breeze made the well cold despite the bright sunlight. The
metal door, which had been in pristine condition when Tremaine
had passed through it yesterday, now looked as if it had been hit by
a battering ram. Except there's no room to get one down here, she
thought, studying the situation critically and with some alarm. This
IS ... going to be a problem. Whatever had struck the door had
driven in adent several inches deep, and the edges of the impact
were blackened with what seemed to be soot. Ilias sat on his heels
to examine it more closely, shaking his head at the depth of the
damage.

Gerard eyed the door grimly. He had changed into atweed jacket
and trousers and white shirt, though he hadn't bothered with atie.
His clothes were dlightly rumpled, but he had shaved. With his face
sallow from exhaustion, he looked like a man who had just
recovered from athree-day drunken debauch that he had not
particularly enjoyed. He said, "The guard detachment heard
absolutely nothing."

llias snorted. "L ucky for them."

Gerard grimaced. "Yes, | don't like to think what would have
happened if one of them had opened the door. But they had no idea
anything was wrong until their relief arrived at dawn."

Giliead nodded slowly, contemplating the damage with folded
arms and a thoughtful expression. "It was stopped by a curse? |
can't feel one on the door."

On the open deck above them, Tremaine heard Colonel Averi
shouting orders at someone. The outside of each deck had been
patrolled regularly last night, but the guards had apparently seen
nothing unusual. From the sound of it, Averi was not happy with
that report.

"A ward," Gerard corrected. "The ship isriddled with old
protective wards, cast when she was first launched. To guard
against theft, fire, to strengthen seals around watertight doors, to



strengthen the hull. It's common practice on Rienish ships. Or it
was, when we had ships." He absently cleaned his spectacles, using
them to gesture toward the door. "This was a ward meant to
prevent forcible entry. I'm not sure if it was specifically intended to
guard the Isolation Ward, or if it was cast on all doorsto crew
areas. It wasn't meant to harm anyone attempting to force the door,
just to keep the locked door sealed until it was unlocked from the
inside.”

"But there's a backlash, right?' Tremaine prompted. Nicholas had
made an extensive study of forcible entrance wards, and had always
said there were ways around those that weren't perfectly cast. But
that involved tricking the ward into reacting the wrong way, not
just applying more brute force. "If something hits award like that
too hard, it bounces back."

"Correct." Gerard stepped forward, stooping to run his hand over
the lower section of the abused metal. A silvery metallic substance
came off on hisfingers and Ilias and Giliead both |eaned in to ook
more closely. "Thisisincinerated ether. Whatever struck this door
caused the ward to respond so violently it destroyed itself in the
process." He straightened up, dusting his hand off. "Fortunately, the
ward must have wounded its adversary in the process and the . . .
entity retreated, without trying to enter or harm anyone inside."

Giliead's face set. "I'll try to pick up atrail." He turned away,
pacing slowly toward the stairs up to the deck.

Deciding to get out of the way, Tremaine went through the door
into the office area, Ilias following her. Niles and Florian were
aready in the bare whitewashed room, both red-eyed from lack of
sleep, and Dr. Divies was leaning on afile cabinet, his dark face
drawn with exhaustion. The guards were in the other room, talking
over the situation in worried mutters.

On the desk was one of the ship'slarge elegant silver coffee
services, with a plate of buns. Tremaine seized the coffeepot,
relieved to find it still warm and more than half-full. "So, any idea
what could do this?' she asked, pouring a cup and resting one hip
on the desk. She had to admit, the idea that something could attack
that violently in total silence was making her nervesjump. llias



settled next to her, taking one of the buns and breaking it open to
sniff suspiciously at the jam filling.

Niles shook his head, pacing the room. "Offhand, I'd say it looks
like the work of an elemental, but it would be impossible for a
creature of the fay to be aboard a ship composed mostly of iron."

"And an elemental would make noise," Florian pointed out. "And
besides, aren't they fairly harmless?"

llias reached for another bun, his bare arm warm against
Tremaine's shoulder in the cool morning air, distracting her from
Niles's answer. The conversation was in Rienish since most of the
people in the room didn't speak Syrnaic, but she could tell he was
trying to follow it. And if her hyperawareness of his presence didn't
abate soon, she wasn't going to be worth anything. She shook
herself. "It could be something that sneaked aboard from the
island," she admitted. It was a sobering thought, especially since
she and Ilias had been only afew decks up from this spot,
protected by nothing but the Veranda's lighter unwarded door.

Florian nodded, looking as if the idea didn't appeal much to her
either. "I told Niles about some of the things we saw there."

Tremaine nudged Ilias with an elbow, saying in Syrnaic, "Did you
ever see anything on the island that could do this?

"Sure. Ixion." Ilias wiped his fingers on his pants and studied the
tray of buns for the next victim.

Florian shook her head, thoughtful. "Niles said the barrier around
him hasn't been penetrated.”

L eaning against the wooden filing cabinet, Divies stirred, saying,
"Miss Valiarde, | wanted to ask the Syprians if there was any
chance that the Gardier were put under some spell by this Ixion
while still on the island?"

Tremaine passed the question on to Ilias, who turned to the
Parscian doctor, and said in careful Rienish, "I do not know.
Why?"'

Tremaine blinked, surprised he could speak that much Rienish.
She was also surprised at how erotic she found it. Divies shifted to
face him, explaining, "We asked one of the Gardier what he did
before he became a soldier, just to keep him talking. He seemed



startled and frightened, asif it was a question of great importance,
and refused to answer. Considering the man had just told us where
some of the prisoners who were acting as slave labor had been
taken from, and how many had died en route to the island, it
seemed nonsensical. We tried the question with all the others, and
they behaved in the same way. They refused to tell us anything
about a childhood, a home, growing up."

"That's. .. very strange." Tremaine stared at the smudged
linoleum floor, thinking it over.

Ilias had listened carefully but obviously hadn't gotten all the
words. Divies waited for Florian to finish translating before the
doctor commented, " Strange indeed." He nodded to Niles. "Niles
suspected it was some sort of spell affecting their memories, but I'm
not sure | agree. And | wonder why this information is so
important. If | was captured by the Gardier, and they discovered |
was born in the Bisheni Valley of Parscia, cameto Ile-Rien with my
family when | was a child and grew up in the Marches, what
possible use could that be to them?"

Niles folded his arms, lips pursed. "But they obviously think it
would be of use to us."

"Or they believe that forcing their men to forswear any past
civilian life makes for a better soldier," Divies added with a
thoughtful frown. "A man undistracted by thoughts of home or
family. | suppose they judge the efficacy of it by their results, but |
can't believe they could make all their people conform."

"I don't know." Nilestook a deep breath. "Gerard and | are going
to attempt to get the sphere to teach one of us the Gardier language.
It should have. . . ingested it the way it did Syrnaic, and it should
be able to impart it to us in the same way. Perhaps being able to
communicate in their own language without the tranglator crystals
will help us understand them."

Giliead walked into the office, followed by Gerard and Colonel
Averi. Obviously ready for action, llias dropped the last bun back
on the tray and hopped down off the desk. "Y ou've got it?"

Giliead shook his head. "l can't see atrail." He tapped his fingers
on his belt thoughtfully, then glanced at Gerard. "But if it wasn't a



curse on the door, but a curseling hitting the door with its body,
there might be no trail to see."

Gerard didn't look surprised. "I was afraid of that."

"That was useless," Averi growled, taking the desk chair and
sitting down with athump. "We don't have time to waste on native
superstitions."

He had spoken of course in Rienish, and Giliead and llias both
looked to Tremaine for atranslation. She obliged with, "He said, 'It
didn't work, blah blah blah, my ulcers make me difficult.' " Florian
winced.

From their expressions she might as well have told them exactly
what Averi had said. Ilias snorted derisively, and Giliead lifted a
brow, eyeing the colonel coolly. He said, "I could find all the
wizards on the ship. That ought to narrow it down for him."

Gerard passed this along to Averi before Tremaine could. The
colonel sat up straight, regarding Giliead with sudden alertness. "He
can do that?"'

"That's what they do," Florian interposed, again before Tremaine
could open her mouth. She hopped down off the desk, saying
briskly, "What do we need? A map, keysfor all the rooms?"

Armed with the ship's map booklet and the set of master keys,

Tremaine trailed after Florian, Giliead and Ilias. The Ravenna had
passenger accommodation on six decks, some of it running nearly
the length of the ship, from Third Class in the bow to the Second
Class area toward the stern. In assigning rooms the First Class
space in the center of the ship had been filled up first. Those rooms
were larger and more comfortable and also closer to the First Class
dining room, lounges and the main hall, where most of the ship's
community activity was centered.

Now they were moving down a corridor on C deck. The cabin
doors were set back in little vestibules, two or three doors opening
into each, meant to reduce noise and give alittle more privacy. It
struck Tremaine how dramatic the change had been since she,
Florian and Ilias had first set foot on the dark quiet ship in Port Rel.
The Ravenna had been athing of arrested power then, occupied by



ghosts and dust, with the feel, and the odor, of a disused hotel.

Now freed prisoners who had been chained in the dark for
endless months kept their cabin doors open and all the lights
on—even the Maiutans, most of whom would have lived in little
clapboard houses not that much different from Syprian dwellings.
Military wives, the families of Viller Institute workers, and the
smattering of refugees from Rel and Chaire who had chosen to take
the risk had come accompanied with children and pets; they kept
their doors open too and hung their laundry to dry in the corridor.
Tremaine could hear the tinny music of a gramophone record
playing somewhere. The ship's loudspeaker system underlined the
contrast by suddenly announcing, "All passengers please take heed:
When on deck, stand clear of the funnels. Funnels may vent sooty
water without warning."

As the announcement was repeated in Parscian, Giliead glanced
inquiringly back at Florian. She translated, "It was 'beware of
funnels again." The loudspeaker also delivered exhortations
concerning keeping the dead-lights on the portholes, closing outer
hatches and staying off the open decks unless it was absolutely
necessary. Tremaine couldn't tell if they chose them randomly or by
whatever the inexperienced crew was most paranoid about at that
moment.

Their passage didn't go unremarked as all the Syprians were
minor celebrities on the ship, with llias and Giliead being the most
recognized by the prisoners released from the Gardier base. People
stepped out of their cabins to watch them pass, or stopped in the
corridor to give them room to get by. The fact that both Syprians
were wearing swords strapped across their backs probably helped
attract attention as well.

It was less easy now to tell the freed slaves from the refugees,
since they had gotten rid of their filthy Gardier coveralls and were
all dressed in a hodgepodge of borrowed clothing: navy and army
fatigues with the sleeves and pant legs rolled up or mismatched
blouses, skirts and trousers donated by the other passengers. Shoes
must have been in short supply because most of them seemed to be
in socks or barefoot.



Giliead stopped in the corridor, turning into one of the vestibules.
"There's something here. Just atrace." He hesitated, touching the
dark-paneled wall lightly.

The door he had chosen stood open, and Tremaine could hear
Rienish voicesinside. She stepped past him and knocked on the
open door. "Hello? Could we have a word?"

"Yes? Oh, hello." It was ayoung girl in ajumper, two little boys
playing with wooden blocks on the floor at her feet. There was an
old woman sitting on the couch, humming to herself and working
on a stretch of cloth with thread and needle. She didn't stop
working, but her cloudy blue eyes lifted to study Tremaine, then
Florian and the two Syprians.

"Hello." Florian glanced at Tremaine, correctly interpreted her
blank expression, and managed, "We'rejust . . . oh, taking a survey.
Who's staying in your cabin, and where are they now, and that sort
of thing."

"Oh." The girl managed to tear her eyes off the exotic sight of
Giliead and lliasin her doorway and gestured to the old woman.
"It'sjust me and Grandmother and the boys. Lady Aviler came
asking for volunteers, and my mother went."

"In the laundry?' Tremaine asked, eyeing the grandmother.
According to the patrols, most of the civilian activity aboard the
ship last night had centered in the hospital and the laundry. If the
attempt on the Isolation Ward had been made by a sorcerer and not
something that had managed to get aboard from the island, then
chances were it was a refugee with a good excuse for wandering the
ship at night.

The girl assured her, "No, the kitchens."

"Ah." Tremaine glanced at Giliead, asking in Syrnaic, "Isit
Grandma there?"

"Yes, but . .." He shrugged slightly, meeting the old woman's
cloudy blue gaze. "She doesn't feel dangerous.”

|lias leaned against the doorframe, explaining, "When they're real
old like that and not doing any harm, we usually just pretend we
didn't find them."

Tremaine nodded, not sure if that said something about Syprians



in general or Ilias and Giliead in particular. She turned to the young
girl again and mentally switched back to Rienish. "Ah . .." Might
aswell be direct. "Is your grandmother a sorceress or awitch by
any chance?"

Either the girl was an excellent actress or was genuinely surprised
at the question. "Oh, no, madam."

"So she can't cast?' Florian clarified, glancing at the
imperturbable old woman.

"Oh, she can cast and heal, but she can't fly or anything." The girl
made an extravagant gesture, apparently indicating Great Spells,
major wards and raising fayre islands.

"| see." Tremaine bit her lip in thought. "Has she been in the
laundry lately?"

The girl seemed bewildered by Tremaine's fixation on the
laundry. "No, do they need help there?"

"I'll mention her to Dr. Divies," Florian put in hastily, taking
Tremaine's arm to steer her out of the room. "If she can heal, they
might need her down in the hospital."

"Oh, she'd like that."

As they returned to the corridor, Tremaine explained in Syrnaic,
"Anybody with any real magical talent got recruited for something
like the army or the Institute or trapped behind the barrier at L odun.
The ones who are |left are going to be either a hundred years old
like that woman or completely untrained children."

Giliead looked down the corridor with a preoccupied expression,
not seeing their curious audience. "If it'sa Rienish wizard, thisisn't
going to be easy."

Ilias nodded, hisface resigned. "And if it'sa Gardier wizard,
there'salot of placesto hide on this ship."

Tremaine flipped through the map book again, thinking it over.
The assigned living areas had been colored in with a pencil, not that
that told her much. Lady Aviler and her minions had been keeping
arough list of cabin assignments; they would have to get alook at
that too. Some of Second and all of Third Class should be
uninhabited. Though, she supposed, there was nothing to keep
people from taking those rooms except that they were smaller and



less nicely appointed. Some of those rescued from the Gardier
might very well have chosen to move there, if after months of
crowded confinement underground they craved privacy and quiet
more than anything else. "There's still tons of empty cabin space.
We should check that first."

Giliead's brows quirked. "Y ou mean there are more rooms?"

"Bunches." Tremaine showed him the map, pointing to a spot.
"We're about here."

Asthey started down the corridor, Florian asked slowly, "So what
if it's not a Gardier, or acreature from theisland? What if it is
someone trying to kill the prisoners for revenge?"

Tremaine shrugged slightly, still occupied with the map. "Then
we just pretend we didn't find them."

After atime, Florian was called away to help the healers again,

and llias, Tremaine and Giliead carried the search into the bow.

Ilias could feel the tension between himself and Tremaine but it
was a good kind of tension, a new awareness of scent, voice, of
every casual contact. He hadn't felt that with awoman since before
the curse mark. It made it harder to concentrate on the search, but
he liked making the effort; it had been far too long since he had
been distracted like this.

Tremaine was being Tremaine, shifting from speculating with
ruthless unconcern about what kind of havoc awizard or curseling
hiding on the ship might wreak to becoming girlishly flustered
when he brushed against her in a narrow doorway, to catching his
eye and making a deliberate innuendo. Giliead's quiet amusement
grew through the afternoon, until Ilias figured he was probably
going to have to punch him sometime before evening.

The bow area was more of a maze, with rooms branching off the
blue-carpeted cross corridors connecting the two main bow-to-stern
passages. The deck started to slope upward here, and he saw
Tremaine grip the ivory-colored rail more often from the sway of
the ship. The cabin doors were set back in little cubbiesin this
section too, four to each, but without the noisy occupation of the
center section, it was creepy rather than cozy.



With that faintly distracted air he always wore when he was
hunting, Giliead prowled into an open room that turned out to be
another sitting area. It was along chamber, the chairs and tables
pushed back against the wood-lined walls and covered with white
drapes. There was a painting on the far wall of a metal ship like the
Ravenna, the hull streaked with rust, the paint faded, limping into
port apparently with the help of two smaller craft. An odd choice of
art for the ship, Ilias decided. "Why did they put this here?' he
asked Tremaine. "It's bad luck."

"I don't know." She contemplated it a moment. "It could be a sort
of warning about what might be the Ravenna's future." Then she
snorted derisively. "We should be so lucky."

And there's mood four, fatalism, Ilias thought wryly. Done
prowling, Giliead turned into the main corridor again, and Ilias
asked, "Why isthis place called 'Third'?' He glanced back at
Tremaine. "What's third about it?"

"The rooms are smaller and less expensive," Tremaine explained,
grabbing for the rail again as the deck moved underfoot. "The
public rooms aren't as nice either. Before the war, Bisra had
passenger ships like this, only not nearly as big, and the class areas
were horizontal, with Third being on the bottom. They had locked
gates between the decks, and when a couple of the ships sank,
nobody was able to unlock the gates in time and half the passengers
drowned inside the ship."

llias winced at the image that conjured. Giliead, his attention
caught, glanced back at her with an incredul ous expression, saying,
"That's insane."

"That's Bisra." Tremaine shrugged, unconcerned.

Ilias shook his head, fighting off avision of a ship like this going
to the bottom to become a metal tomb. He remembered that
"Bisrans' were the arrogant pair of men they had run into near the
healer's area yesterday. "They had these ships before the war, but
not now?'

"The Gardier sank them all." She gestured to the open corridor.
"Anyway, it's not as uncomfortable as you'd think, considering
people only stayed in these rooms for afew days at atime," she



said, looking around. "There must be communal bathrooms
somewhere along the corridor."

llias hadn't thought it looked uncomfortable at all; it was palatial
compared to some of the dirt-floored huts he had stayed in.

Giliead stopped suddenly, head cocked. Tensing, Ilias looked at
the walls, the ceiling overhead, seeing nothing out of the ordinary.
Giliead stepped to the wall, brushing his fingers against it as he
followed it to the next vestibule. He stopped there, Ilias beside him,
Tremaine drawing up uneasily behind them. "How many doors?"
Giliead asked thoughtfully.

"Three," Ilias answered, studying the little cubby suspiciously.
Tremaine leaned around him.

"The others all have four," Giliead pointed out.

"Ah." llias squinted hard at the blank space at the back of the
narrow cubby where the fourth door should be. It might be missing
because something essential to the ship occupied that spot rather
than cabin space, but he really doubted it.

"Clever," Tremaine muttered, backing into the corridor to give
them room.

Giliead stepped to the bare spot on the wall, running his hand
over it. Then he stepped back and kicked it.

The door was there between one heartbeat and the next, banging
open against the inside cabin wall.

llias relaxed slightly as he looked past Giliead, relieved and
disappointed. It was a small cabin with the walls painted yellow,
with two narrow beds stacked one atop the other, and a basin set
into the wall below one of the perfect Rienish glass mirrors. The
carpet was blue with tiny white and yellow flowers. There were
cabinets built into the other walls, but no place to hide. It's empty.
Dammit. It would have been good to get this over with.

They stepped inside and Tremaine followed, though there wasn't
much room left. "No curse traps," Giliead reported, glancing
around with afrown. "Doesn't look like he's spent much time here.

"But we know it's awizard now, and not a curseling." llias started
opening cabinets and drawers, finding nothing but alittle dust. "A
curseling wouldn't have the brains to hide this room."



"We don't know that the thing that tried to get into the Isolation
Ward is the same thing—person—that hid this room," Tremaine
pointed out. Then she grimaced. "But whoever's been staying here
has been mixing with the refugees. That really bothers me."

Stooping to check under the bed, Giliead threw a thoughtful
glance at her. "How can you tell?"

"The blanket is red, and the brocade along the hem doesn't match
the carpet." She nodded toward the blanket crumpled on the lower
bunk. "The mattresses are stripped to the ticking covers, and it's the
only bedding in the room. And it wasn't here, because it doesn't go
with the rest of the decor. It was handed out from the ship's stores."

llias felt a chill settle in his stomach. She was right; all the
bedding and fabrics in their cabin were the same colors. Giliead
picked up the blanket, running a hand over it. His face hardened.

"What?' Ilias asked, watching him worriedly.

Giliead dropped the blanket back on the bed, his mouth twisted.
"| don't think this oneis harmless."

As they came back up the corridor of D deck, Tremaine noted the

First Class area was much quieter. Her grumbling stomach
informed her that it was lunchtime; most people had probably gone
to the dining area. She was about to suggest they do the same when
Giliead stopped abruptly in avestibule. " There's something here."
He stepped up to one of the doors. "It's faint. Not like that other
room. But it doesn't seem dangerous.”

The door opened suddenly and they all three flinched back. But it
was Gerard, with rumpled hair and in his shirtsleeves, regarding
them with a quizzical expression. "Oh, it'syou," he said in Syrnaic.
"Did you find anything?"

"Just you." Disgruntled, llias leaned against the wall and
massaged the foot Tremaine had stamped on in hasty retreat from
the door.

Giliead managed to look as if he hadn't reacted at all. Tremaine
fanned herself with the map to cool the rush of heat to her cheeks.
"Damn, just rush out and yell 'boo’ next time."

"What? Oh, sorry." Gerard disappeared inside the room. "Come



In."

"Were you trying to get some sleegp?' Tremaine went in after him,
llias and Giliead following more cautiously. "I thought you gave
that up."

"It's not voluntary, | assure you," Gerard replied ruefully. The
cabin lights were on and several books and notebooks lay open on
the bed. "Niles and | put an adjuration on each other to stay awake
for the next few days."

Tremaine lifted her brows. That sounded fairly drastic. "Isthat a
good idea?"

"No, not particularly," he admitted. "Oh, thank you for packing
my things, by the way." He absently shifted some books aside so he
could sit down. "Being able to shave this morning was a great
relief."

Tremaine shrugged it off. "It was an experiment with optimism."
Gerard had an ordinary stateroom, with a built-in desk and dresser,
and a couch and chair in the small open area. What wasn't ordinary
was that on every flat surface there were bowls, of crystal, colored
glass and china. Tremaine stepped over to look at the three on the
little boule table in front of the couch, seeing each was half-full of
water and had bits of things floating in it. She recognized carpet or
curtain threads, splinters of wood and what might be paint flakes.
"Keeping an eye on all of us?' she asked, a brow lifted wryly.

"Those are for different areas of the ship." Gerard pulled off his
spectacles to rub his eyes. "There's also one for you, one for Niles
and one for Florian."

"I thought there might be one for me this morning." Tremaine
looked around the rest of the cabin. Giliead |leaned in the doorway,
a closed thoughtful expression on his face. Ilias had taken a step
further in but looked as if he was reluctant to touch anything.

Tremaine noted that the mirror above the dresser was tightly
covered by a blanket. She knew that scrying spells used mirrors or
reflective surfaces to view their targets, knowledge gained because
Nicholas had required everyone associated with him to become an
expert in how to avoid sorcerous spying. Finding a reflective
surface for a sorcerer to use wasn't a problem on the Ravenna, with



all her glass balusters and panels. She glanced back at Gerard and
saw he was thoughtfully eyeing her and Ilias. He's wondering how
things are going, marriage-wise. And maybe trying to think of a
polite way to ask. To forestall it, she nodded to the draped mirror.
"Is Niles peeping at you again?"

"What?' Gerard stared at her blankly. "Oh, the mirror. With these
scrying bowls active, 1'd rather not take any chances." He added
with an annoyed shake of his head, "Niles has other methods."

Intrigued, Giliead asked, "A wizard could spy on you through the
mirror?’

"A Rienish sorcerer could," Gerard admitted. "It's one of the
spells that is useless against the Gardier, as far as we can tell. And
we don't know if they can use it against us." He frowned at a
sudden thought.

"Though that was before we knew about the crystals and the.. . .
bizarre nature of their sorcery."

"We did find something," Tremaine interposed before he could
launch into etheric theory. She dropped into the armchair, glad to
rest her feet. "Someone's been hiding up in Third Class."

As she explained what they had found, Ilias took another cautious
step into the room and sat down on the rug.

Gerard's brow furrowed. "That still doesn't tell us whether he
came aboard at Rel, Chaire or with the freed prisoners from the
island. | need to examine that room."

llias shifted uncomfortably. But he wants to show me he's not
afraid of Gerard's spells, Tremaine realized suddenly. It was
another gesture meant to show that he would do his best to fit in to
her world, somehow even more affecting than when he had
demanded to know how to say Valiarde. Giliead was standing back
and letting him do it, not ruining the gesture by coming further into
the room, though he must realize the spells were harmless to them.
Focus, focus, she reminded herself. "So what does Arisilde make of
this?'

Gerard's frowned deepened. "He . . . didn't seem to want to be of
use."

"Oh." Tremaine took that in, alittle nonplussed. "He's never done



that before." She glanced around the room again. "Whereis he
now?"

"With Nilesin the hospital. I'm about to go down and take over
for him. For Niles, that is."

She nodded. When they had first used the sphere, before realizing
Arisilde himself wasinside it, it had taken both Tremaine's and
Gerard's presence to get it to work. Since then it had progressed to
operating by itself, or needing only the smallest nudge to initiate a
complex spell. "You're being careful with him, right? | mean, he's
been stolen once—"

Gerard's mouth twisted wryly. "I think it highly unlikely that he
will be stolen again. | hate to think what would happen to anyone
who tried."

Tremaine saw llias exchange an enigmatic look with Giliead. She
pushed herself to her feet. "We'd better get on with it, then."

Gerard ran a hand through his hair, nodding absently. "I'll let
Niles and Averi know about the room you found." He gathered up
a couple of the volumes on the bed and one of the notebooks, then
followed them out into the hall, locking the door behind him.

By handing Tremaine the books while he pulled hisjacket on, he
managed to detain her while Bias and Giliead wandered on up the
quiet corridor. It wasn't until he said, "Well, and how are things
going?' in Rienish that she realized she had been adeptly
maneuvered into the private conversation she had wanted to avoid.

Deliberately misunderstanding, Tremaine threw him a puzzled
look. "What things?"

He gave her amild glare and made the question a pointed, "Are
you two getting along?"

Giving in, she shrugged wearily. "So far. It's been less than half a
day, Gerard, not even | could messit up in that short amount of
time." She decided not to mention that she almost had.

He sighed, stopping at the narrow passage that connected the two
main corridors. "l don't mean to pry, but—"

"Yes, you do mean to pry," Tremaine assured him.

"Yes, | do, but—" He shook his head. "I'm sorry. | just worry
about you. Needlessly." He patted her on thearm. "I'll be down in



the hospital with Niles."

Tremaine watched him go. She hoped he was worrying
needlesdly.

L engthening her stride to catch up to Bias and Giliead, she began,
"You know, | think we should—" She stopped as she found them
in avestibule, contemplating three closed doors.

From Giliead's concentrated expression, they had found
something interesting. He said, "There's been a curse here, not long
ago. It's fresh and strong."

"Can you tell what it was?"

He shook his head, trailing a hand cautiously around the
doorframe. "Y our curses are so different.”

"Right." Tremaine turned, seeing they had an attentive audience.
Two young Rienish women in traveling dresses and a young
Maiutan woman in oversized canvas pants and a sailor's uniform
shirt were seated on stools in the vestibule across the corridor, with
a china coffee service laid out on afootstool. Apparently thiswas
the hour in upper-middle-class society where one had coffee with
one's neighbors, even if one's neighbors were Maiutan ex-prisoners
of war. "Excuse me, but do you know who has these rooms?"

"Bisrans." The older matron set her cup down on the tray with the
air of someone who had just been waiting to be asked that question.
She explained, "We were told they escaped from Adera and were
being held at Chaire. They don't speak to anyone, but you know
Bisrans."

"They're in one of those sects,”" the other Rienish woman put in.
"The one where they dress so badly."

Tremaine translated thisinto Syrnaic, leaving out the sartorial
comment. Bias rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "Those men we saw
near the healer's rooms?"

Tremaine nodded. "Exactly. | need to check with someone to
make sure, but if one of the Bisransis a sorcerer, he hasn't said so."
She eyed the array of closed doors. Now we're getting somewhere,

Giliead took that in, considering it. "Did the women see anything
odd, anything that might have been a curse?"

Tremaine passed the question along in Rienish, and the older



woman shook her head regretfully. "We saw them all go off that
way toward the dining room, while we were having coffee. But we
haven't been out here that long. My sister is getting over afever, so
we had our lunch on atray in our room, then came out here so she
could have some quiet for anap."

"What did the Bisran pigs do?' the Maiutan woman asked
curioudly.

"They're Bisran pigs, do they need to do anything?' Tremaine told
her, distracted. She rubbed her hands together briskly. "Isthere a
telephone in your room | could use?"

10

GI ancing around the dining room, Tremaine spotted the Bisrans

first. They were seated at two tables near the corner. Their severe
dark suits and archaic ruffled neckcloths would have stood out in
any Rienish setting, even with the increasing shortages of dyes and
materialsin the last few years as factories had been destroyed and
trade routes shut down. Against the Ravenna's gold-toned wood
and silvered glass, they looked almost absurd.

There were five men, two of whom she had seen earlier outside
the hospital, three women and four children. The women wore
high-necked dark-colored blouses and skirts far too long for
fashion. The children were miniature copies of the adults.

The room was about half-full of refugees and off-duty crew.
Dishes clattered through the propped-open serving door, and
children played around the pillars. Someone had brought in some
low upholstered stools and a cocktail table from one of the lounges,
fashioning an impromptu Syprian dining set. Gyan, Arites, Kias,



and, to Tremaine's surprise, Cimarus and Danias were seated there.
Gyan was watching them with afaint worried frown, as if
something in Giliead's manner broadcast a warning. But Arites got
up and came over, saying, "Come and eat. They take stewed fruit
and put it inside this crispy bread, and it's wonderful ."

"Not just now." Giliead shifted him aside gently. He moved
toward the Bisrans, his face holding the same deliberate
concentration as when he had trailed Ixion through the ship. One of
the Bisran women looked up as they approached, her eyes
widening.

"Which one?' llias asked, eyeing the group speculatively.

Giliead paused, only afew steps from the table where four of the
men and one woman sat. "lt's one of them. I'm not sure which." His
brow creased in annoyance. "They're too close together."

Trailing after them and still munching on a bread roll, Arites said,
"These people are snobs. They won't talk to anyone, even the nice
people who make the food. Why are they afraid to let their skin
show? |I's there something wrong with them?"

They had all the Bisrans' attention now. Their faces were startled,
nervous or contemptuous. Tremaine said, "In aword, yes." The
two men she had seen outside the hospital were at this table,
watching with cold caution. She checked the page of the hastily
typed passenger list. The volunteer in the steward's office had given
it to her once Tremaine had impressed on the woman that the
whole ship was liable to instant disaster if she didn't. I'm not even
sure | was lying about that.

According to the list, the oldest Bisran man at the table was
Justice Riand. Tremaine knew Justice was atitle, not a name, and
designated a position somewhat analogous to a Rienish High
Magistrate. Except as a Bisran the man would be less bound by the
conventions of law. The other three men must be his older son
Bain, his younger son Damil, and a son-in-law called Carrister. The
woman didn't look old enough to be the wife listed on the manifest,
so she must be one of the daughters or daughters-in-law.

Tremaine looked up to see Giliead and Ilias watching the Bisrans
with a hawklike intensity that wasn't lost on the rest of the room;



everyone had fallen silent. Careful to use Syrnaic, she asked
Giliead, "So we know he did a ... curse recently." She used the
generic Syrnaic word for spell, not wanting the Bisrans to have
even that much of a clue what this was about. Asfar as she knew,
Giliead's abilities were known only to the upper level of the Rienish
command, and not even to all of them. "Is he doing one now?"

"No." Hiseyesflicked to her. "Make them talk."

"Right." Tremaine eyed him thoughtfully. Near areal quarry for
the first time in too long, he was single-mindedly intent on his goal,
and Ilias, pacing around to the far side of thetablelikealionin a
cage, looked the same. She stepped up, took the one open chair at
the table and sat down.

The Bisrans all stared at her in astonished affront. Switching back
to Rienish, Tremaine said with blithe confidence, "Hello. How are
we all today? And which one of you is a sorcerer?"

Staring at her, hisjaw set and his face darkening with rage, Justice
Riand demanded, "What right do you have to ask this question?"
From the dishes on the table, lunch appeared to be soup, casserole
and the apple tart Arites had complimented. She saw that their
religious frugality hadn't prevented the Bisrans from eating it.

Giliead had moved up to stand behind Tremaine's chair; from
across the table she could see llias was watching his friend's face.
He caught her eye and shook his head minutely.

Not Justice Riand. She steepled her fingers and smiled around the
table. "What right do you have to be on this boat?"

"Your military kept usin Chaire until we had no choice," one of
the younger men snapped.

The woman was averting her eyes from Ilias and Giliead. She
spoke suddenly. "Why are these filthy natives staring at us?"

"They aren't filthy." That was literally true. Syprians understood
plumbing and knew it wasn't magic, so didn't shun it as they did
el ectric switches and other mechanical devices. They also much
appreciated the novelty of hot water on tap. "We all share a suite,
and | don't think the bathroom's been unoccupied since we | eft
port. Also, | happen to have expert knowledge, since I'm married to
one of them."



Even if she hadn't been trying to provoke areaction, it would
have been worth it to see the offended shock and disbelief on all
their faces. The woman actually looked like she was going to beiill.
Satisfied with her progress so far, Tremaine rattled the sheet of
typescript ostentatiously. "“So, you must be Justice Riand." She
smiled engagingly at the older man, who looked as if he was now
certain he was dealing with a madwoman. "And we have here Bain,
Damil, and Carrister?"

Justice Riand eyed her narrowly. "Y ou have not said what right
you have to question us."

"Now, that would be telling."

The man sitting next to her spoke suddenly, "I am Bain Riand."
He was dark and handsome in a square-jawed, broody way, if one
liked that sort of thing. "What do you want of us?"

She opened her mouth to answer, but Giliead moved suddenly,
grabbing Bain'sarm. Giliead said grimly, "It's this one."

Bain gasped, from surprise or pain. Then his hand opened and
she saw he was holding a small brown stone with some strands of
hair bound around it with red string. Alarmed, Tremaine shoved
her chair back, stumbling to her feet. She had no ideawhat it was,
but she could recognize aritual object when she saw one.

Bain snatched up the dinner knife and stabbed at Giliead's arm.
With agrowl, Giliead pulled Bain out of the chair, slapping the
knife out of his hand. The Bisran men surged to their feet but llias
shouted, his sword drawn. The sudden appearance of three feet of
steel abruptly halted their rush to help.

A flash of light caught Tremaine's eye. An amorphous green mass
formed in the air above the table, resolving into something with
razor-sharp claws and several mouthfuls of teeth. People screamed
and shouted, coming to their feet. Tremaine backed rapidly away as
Ilias grabbed the elder Riand by the collar, yanking him back and
setting the sword's edge to his throat. But his face set, Giliead kept
his hold on Bain's wrist, saying, "It's not real."

"It'san illusion!" Tremaine shouted in Rienish. "Everyone calm
down!"

Bain spit words into Giliead's face and Tremaine saw something



darken the air between them. She had seen a great many defensive
gpells, but this one she didn't recognize. Whatever it was, it made
Giliead's face suffuse with rage. With one swift shove he pushed
the black cloud away asif it was a solid mass, then slammed Bain
facedown onto the table. But he didn't slam him hard enough, for
Bain still struggled, trying to speak. Giliead tightened the hold into a
strangler's grip.

"Don't kill him!" Tremaine yelped, realizing he wasn't going to
stop. They had covered this point, hadn't they? "We need to talk to
him!" She looked at Ilias for help. He caught her eyes, startled, then
looked from her to Giliead, desperately conflicted.

She realized she had no ideaif the marriage meant Ilias had to
obey her. | can't ask himto get in the middle of this. She hastily
turned to Giliead. "Please don't kill him. He can tell us things we
need to know. I'd say something manipulative, but | can't think of
anything. | suppose | could throw myself on his body, but there's
no way in hell I'm doing that, so—"

Giliead was looking at her from under lowered brows. Then he
released the pressure on Bain's throat, half-lifting him to slam the
sorcerer into the hardwood table again. Stunned this time, Bain
went limp and slid to the floor.

Col onel Averi had Bain Riand taken to the I solation Ward, to the

same treatment room they had used for questioning the Gardier.
There were two armed guards by the door, and the place was now
warded almost as strongly as Ixion's cell. In the outer room,
Tremaine peered through the grille, impatiently hoping Bain would
just give in and talk.

Bain sat in a straight-backed chair in the bare whitewashed room.
Niles stood over him, arms folded. He was conducting the
interrogation as calmly as if he was interviewing the man for a
position on the Institute's staff. It made Bain's sullen expression
seem childish.

Niles asked thoughtfully, "Why didn't you admit that you were a
sorcerer when you first crossed into lle-Rien's territory?"

It was a reasonabl e question, and Bain looked away, his dark



brows now more sulky than brooding. "Talk, you idiot,” Tremaine
said under her breath. As a sorcerer himself, Bain would know how
to resist the mild truth spells Niles and Gerard had used on the
Gardier prisoners; this could take forever.

Finally, Bain said grudgingly, "I'm not a sorcerer. | am alay
priest.”

Niles lifted a skeptical brow. He said mildly, "Y ou didn't admit to
that either." Bisran priests of most sects were sorcerers; it was the
only practice of magic their government sanctioned. If Bain had
described himself as a priest the Rienish authorities would have
known exactly what that meant. "What were you doing in Room
C3747'

A flicker of honest confusion crossed Bain's face. "I don't—What
room?"

"It'sa Third Class room in the bow."

Bain shook his head, sullen again. "I was not there. | have beenin
NO one's quarters except my own."

Niles considered him a moment. It did ook distressingly as
though Bain was telling the truth. Either that or he was a better actor
than Tremaine had expected. "What was the spell in your quarters
for?

Bain pressed his lips together, still refusing to answer.

Tremainerolled her eyes. Thisis going to take forever. She
turned away, nearly stepping on Ilias, who had been hovering right
behind her. He moved back, his expression both guilty and
defensive, asif he knew he had been in the wrong but was
prepared to argue the point anyway.

Oh, right, that. Tremaine took his arm, tugging him away from
the grille so their voices wouldn't carry through. "Look, it's al
right,” she said quietly, stopping in the doorway. The outer room
was only just around the corner, and she didn't want to be
overheard from there either. "l understand.”

He eyed her, still troubled, obviously wanting to make sure she
really meant it. "Y ou do?"

"I think | do, yes." During the fight in the dining room his loyalty
to Giliead had come before his loyalty to her, but she was fairly



certain she had already known that. In her experience of the
complex web of loyalties and counterloyalties that characterized
both Vienne's underworld and its theatrical community, it wasn't
that much of a shock.

Ilias just nodded, his expression turning warmer. Suddenly
uncomfortable, Tremaine towed him on into the office.

There, his suit and neckcloth still in disarray from the fight in the
dining room, Justice Riand confronted Colonel Averi. "Y our hired
savages attacked my family," he was saying, his face dark with
fury.

Giliead leaned back against the desk, arms folded, with Florian
perched next to him. He threw a careful look at Tremaine and llias
as they entered and relaxed dlightly at seeing no obvious signs of
enmity. Gerard was standing beside the door to the other
guardroom, eyeing Riand with dislike. "That one"—Riand pointed
at llias, his hand trembling with anger—"held a weapon to my
throat. | have every right to demand vengeance on my authority as
a Bisran Church Warden—"

Tremaine lifted abrow. Therewasalaw in lle-Rien that a
diplomatic representative on Rienish soil could invoke the laws of
his own country against anyone who committed a crime against
him, as long as the criminal was not a Rienish citizen. It had been
meant to deter Aderassi and other foreigners who came to lle-Rien
to attack prominent Bisrans. Dissidents had known they were more
likely to get alight sentence from a sympathetic Rienish Magistrate
and jury and to get their grievance aired in the press.

"They aren't hired," Colonel Averi interrupted the diatribe. " They
are temporarily attached to this ship by the authority of an allied
nation, and their diplomatic credentials hold more weight than
yours. Besides, the one that held a weapon to your son'sthroat is a
Rienish citizen. That may mean nothing anywhere else in our world
or this one at the moment, but | assure you it means a great deal on
this ship." He eyed Riand with cool contempt. "And asto
vengeance, frankly, 1'd like to see you try."

Riand stared at him in astonished affront, then set his jaw,
obviously swallowing an angry reply.



Tremaine pretended to be more interested in the state of her
fingernails, smiling to herself. She had forgotten that marriage to
her, if a Rienish court accepted it aslegal, gave llias Rienish
citizenship. Not that that was worth much at the moment, but it was
interesting that Averi was willing to useit. "What was that about?"
Ilias asked her softly.

"He wanted you both turned over to him so you could finish
killing him," she explained in Syrnaic. "Averi pointed out that it
was a stupid idea."

Ilias snorted, and Giliead growled something under his breath.
Riand was still matching cold stares with Averi. Considering that
Averi was the cold stare champion of the ship, Tremaine didn't give
much for Riand's chances. The Bisran said finally, "L et us speak in

private."

"We arein private," Averi snapped. "There isn't anyone here who
is not directly concerned in thisinvestigation.”

Tremaine knew Riand could have probably gotten a private
conversation with Averi if he hadn't been aggressive enough to trip
the Rienish "if aBisran asksfor it say no" reflex. From his
expression, Riand might have realized it too. He struggled with
himself for along moment, then said stiffly, "It istrue, my sonisa
sorcerer. But all he did was cast award, and that only to protect our
guarters while we were gone."

Averi's frown deepened. "It wasn't terribly effective. We searched
your quarters while you were in the dining room."

"The ward was not meant to bar admittance to corporeal visitors."

Gerard came alert, staring skeptically at Riand. "Corporeal
visitors? What do you mean?' He threw a glance at Giliead, and
Tremaine realized he was thinking of the Syprian god. Though she
didn't think it would leave the vicinity of Cineth, it was the only
incorporeal visitor the ship had had. Asfar aswe know, she thought
suddenly, uneasy.

Riand's eyes moved from Averi to Gerard. He said, "My son was
approached by something that did not show itself. It came to him
while he was alone in the sitting room of our quarters, last night. It
offered him ... an unspecified reward if he would assist it."



Florian translated for Giliead and Ilias, keeping her voice [ow.
Giliead's brows drew together as he listened. llias met his eyes with
a frown and mouthed the word, "Shades?' Giliead shook his head
glightly, but more as if he wasn't sure rather than discounting the
suggestion.

"Assist it in what?' Averi demanded.

Riand hesitated, then admitted, " Stopping the ship from reaching
Capidara.”

Gerard cleaned his spectacles on a handkerchief, his eyes never
leaving Riand. "But he refused."

"We have no quarrel with the people on this ship." For a moment
Riand looked human, weary and exasperated. " Should we destroy
the very thing that our safety depends on? To trust ourselvesto a...
aman, if it isaman and not some fay or creature, we know nothing
of ? We aren't mad."

"He had no idea what the identity of this. .. being was?' Averi's
face was immobile, impossible to read. "If it was human, if it was
male or female?"

"No." Riand shook his head, taking out a cloth to wipe the beads
of sweat from his forehead. All these admissions were costing him
something, at least. "Its spells of concealment were impenetrable.
He could tell nothing about it except presumably what it wished
him to know." "It didn't occur to him to play along for a time?"
Gerard asked, still watching him sharply but betraying some
exasperation. "To try to discover itsidentity or what it planned for
the ship?"

Riand's expression hardened. "Our children are taught to refuse
the temptations offered them by demons and devils. To 'play along
with such a creature would only endanger his soul."

Oh, please, Tremaine thought, rolling her eyes. She thought she
had done well to keep her incredulity subvocal, but Riand caught
her expression, and his face reddened. He looked pointedly to
Averi, histemper tightly controlled. "May my son be released
now?"

The colonel's expression was still inscrutable, giving Riand no
credit and nothing to appeal to. "I'm afraid not."



Riand pressed his lips together, his eyes coldly angry. He turned
and walked out of the office, one of the guards moving to follow
him at Averi's gesture. The colonel frowned at the doorway. "He
isn't telling us everything."

"He didn't want to say what it offered, or what it specifically
wanted the boy to do." Gerard paced afew steps, lost in thought.
He lifted his brows. "In his position, it's a wise move."

"Could that story be true?"' Florian asked a little reluctantly. "If
this sorcerer or whatever he is wants to destroy the ship, why does
he need help from a Bisran church sorcerer? Even a saboteur with
no magic could cause us alot of trouble."

"He doesn't want to destroy the ship." Tremaine's eyes narrowed
as she considered the problem. "He was just feeling Bain out, seeing
how far he could go with him. If Bain would agree to sink a ship
filled with refugees, including his own family, he'd agree to
anything." She shrugged dlightly. "It's a bit crude. It makes me think
Riand is right, and the thing that approached Bain wasn't human." It
might even be why Riand believed it wasn't human, but he just
didn't want to discuss his reasoning with people he still thought of
as enemies.

Gerard nodded grimly, but Averi gave her an oddly assessing
look. It wasn't as bad as his "who the hell are you" stare, but it
worried her. He turned his gaze to the sphere, saying bluntly,
"There is an incorporeal being on the ship."

Everyone looked at the sphere, resting innocuously on the desk
where Gerard had set it when he came in. It wasn't even spinning or
clicking.

Tremaine shook her head, startled. "No. Arisilde wouldn't do that,
not unless he went insane." It crossed her mind suddenly that that
was avery real possibility. Arisilde's consciousness was trapped in
the sphere; if anybody had aright to go mad, it was he.

Before they had left Ile-Rien on the ill-fated Pilot Boat, Tremaine
had been planning to kill herself. It was only after discovering that
Arisilde was in the sphere that she had realized some of those
feelings of despair had come from him.

The images of the Syprians that had worked their way into her



play and afew magazine stories had been his attempts to
communicate with her. But she hadn't responded, and the sphere
had been left alone and dusty, and Arisilde, left without hope, had
unintentionally transferred his despair to her. She had been
despondent and probably shell-shocked enough on her own, and
that couldn't have helped him either; they must have just fed each
other's melancholy. It was a pointed reminder that Arisilde might
not be in total control of his powers, that he might cause things to
happen without conscious volition. But she wasn't going to point
that out to Averi. "If he's crazy, we're all dead, so there's no point in
discussing it," she said curtly.

Averi eyed her for athoughtful moment. "1'm going to speak to
Niles. Perhapsif Bain's story doesn't match his father's, we won't
haveto discussit at all."

Tremaine watched him go, eyes narrowed, then said in Syrnaic,
"Did that sound like athreat to anybody else?’

"No," Gerard told her firmly. "He hasto consider all possibilities.

But | don't think it's the sphere—Arisilde—either. For one thing,
he wouldn't need Bain's help to disrupt activity on the ship."

Wanting off the subject, Tremaine asked llias, "What did you say
you thought it was?"

" Shades sometimes make trouble by whispering in dreams." llias
jerked his chin toward the sphere. "But your god there should keep
the dangerous ones away from the ship."

Tremaine glanced at Gerard, frowning. "Is the ship haunted?' As
if they needed that too.

Gerard lifted a brow, considering the question. "There's some
natural etheric activity. There were afew accidents during the early
voyages, and I'd be surprised if there weren't still lingering
impressions. But | doubt we have any true entities, particularly any
hostile ones." He glanced up, frowning. "It's more likely Bain Riand
was tricked by another sorcerer, fooled into believing the offer
came from some sort of etheric being."

Ilias shook his head with a grimace. "It's hard to believe Ixion is
on this ship and he didn't do this."

Giliead had been listening in thoughtful silence. "It's always been



him before," he admitted grimly. "But Gerard isright. He can't get
out of that room with their god keeping him in or he'd be out of it
now. And besides, it doesn't have his ... touch about it." He pushed
to hisfeet. "But. . ."

"But it won't hurt to make sure," Gerard finished.

Once out of the Isolation Ward and up on the open deck, llias

stopped Tremaine with a hand on her arm. "l don't want you to go
with us."

She lifted a brow at him. "What? " The afternoon sun was bright
on the sea and the salt wind tore at their hair. Already across the
deck, Giliead glanced back in annoyance to see what was keeping
them. He took in the situation and suddenly found something
intensely interesting off the starboard rail.

"He knows things. If he knows we're together—" Ilias made a
complex gesture.

Ah. This was about the Andrien women Ixion had cursed to
death. Giliead's older sister, a cousin of Ilias's who had followed
him to Andrien, and Halian's daughter, who had come to live with
her father. Tremaine bit a nail thoughtfully, and pointed out,
"Florian's going."

"| don't want Florian to go either."

It was Florian's turn to glare at him. "What?' she demanded
defensively. "Y ou think I'm going to be within ten feet of him and
suddenly succumb to his will?"

Ilias shook his head in exasperation. "Of course not."

Tremaine couldn't help herself. "Florian had high marksin
will-withstanding at the Lodun entrance examinations."

Florian transferred the glare to her.

llias planted his hands on his hips, and said firmly, "He kills
women. | don't want him to see more of you—either of you—than
he already has."

Tremaine sighed. She supposed it didn't matter; she didn't have
anything to say to the bastard anyway. And she could hear real fear
under llias's no-nonsense tone. "Oh, fine. We'll bein the main
hall."



llias lost some of the tension in his shoulders, and took her hand.
"I'll make it up to you." He lifted it to hislips, and she thought he
was going to kiss the back like a conventional Rienish gentleman.
But instead he bit her gently in the knuckle and lifted his brows
suggestively.

Tremaine freed her hand, patted him on the cheek, and said,
"That's astart." She wasn't going to admit just how good a start it
was.

Florian muttered, "Somebody could offer to make it up to me,"
but followed her without protest up the steps to the Promenade
deck.

They went through the doors to the roofed and glassed-in portion
of the deck that ran along the ship's side, but Tremaine sensed
foot-dragging. "Did you really want to see Ixion that much?' she
asked. "He's not that exciting."

"No," Florian admitted. "But I'm doing the work of atrained
sorceress. If I'm going to have the responsibilities, 1'd like to have a
chance at the authority too."

They reached the doors that led into the main hall and the
shopping arcade. The doors on either side of the hall opened to the
Promenade deck, and the big room was airy without being exposed
to the wind. The daylight reflected off the warm yellow woods and
the mellow cream tiles. Tremaine chose a couch at the far end of
the room from where the other refugees were gathered and dropped
down on it, glad to rest her back and stretch her legs out. Her feet
hurt already, but after all the walking on the island, it was probably
just areflex. "You're the only student Gerard and Niles have," she
pointed out, not realizing it was true until she said it. "They may
never have another. Maybe they just don't want to get you killed."

Florian shrugged an acknowledgment as she sat down on the
couch. In adeliberate change of subject, she said, "Well, how isit
so far?"

Tremaine lifted a brow at her. "What?"

Florian eyed her back. "Being married. To llias."

By which she meant, whether she realized it or not, Tremaine,
have you managed to messit up yet? Tremaine smiled thinly. "It



hasn't been that long."

"A real answer," Florian specified.

Tremaine leaned back on the soft cushion, making herself think it
over. She had become friends with Ilias amost before she had been
aware of it, the shared danger and the intimacy of having to
communicate without words creating a closeness that she would
never have sought under normal circumstances. Frustrated because
she had no idea how it was going, she said impatiently, "So far so
good? It's only been a day. Really, between Ixion and this thing
with the Gardier, there hasn't been any time."

Fortunately, Antes walked up then, plopping down on the floor in
front of them with an annoyed sigh. Tremaine could interpret that
expression with no problem. "Giliead wouldn't let you stay in the
room and write down the conversation with Ixion, would he?"

Ariteslooked disgruntled. "My history of Ixion is missing
important details." He gestured in frustration. " Somebody has to
write these things down!"

As Tremaine had hoped, Florian gave up on discussing the
marriage. Folding her arms and resting her head back against the
gold-striped upholstery, the other girl said, "l wonder if Dr. Divies
is right, and they do make the Gardier soldiers forget their past.”
She frowned. "If it isn't aspell like Niles thinks, then they'd have to
have terrible punishments to enforce it. Could that be worth it?"

Tremaine took a deep breath. She was absently people-watching,
scanning the faces of the passersby. Most of them were refugees,
with afew crew members mixed in. Refugees tended to wander in
groups and crewmen to trot. "Y ou can't fault their record of success
so far," she said, realizing she was echoing Divies's words.

Florian nodded glumly. "The more we learn about them, the more
confusing it gets." She looked at Tremaine for a moment. "Giaren
told me that the ship hasn't picked up any radio traffic since we
sank the Gardier gunship."

Tremaine frowned. "That's not normal ?*

"No. On avoyage to Capidarain our world, they could make
ship-to-shore connections for almost the whole trip. We should be
able to hear the Gardier talking to each other, or the other people



advanced enough to have wireless, but there's nothing. It's like
they're communicating only with sorcery, like that radio set they
had in the caves on the island."

Tremaine shook her head. "That is bizarre." Why bother to use
sorcery when a normal wireless would do the job most of the time?
In lle-Rien—or the lle-Rien of the past—there had been a great
many people born with some talent for magic, but the number of
sorcerers who could do Great Spells, or whose talent enabled them
to do more than charms and simple healing and small wards, was a
bare fraction. "But it might be just empty territory all around us."
She gave Arites a poke with her foot. "Y ou'd never heard of the
Gardier before this."

He nodded earnestly. "That's true. | didn't have a chance to send
messages to any of the poetsin Syrneth to make certain before we
left, but I'm sure | would have remembered it if anyone had told a
story about them before. And none of the traders from other places
have ever mentioned them, as far as we know."

"So maybe they just aren't in this hemisphere except when they're
attacking lle-Rien."

"But then why are they attacking us, when there's all thisland
here?' Florian asked logically.

Tremaine followed that cold thought to its conclusion, picking at
astray thread in her shirt. Florian was still looking at her like she
wanted an answer. Like she wanted someone to say it aloud. Why is
that always my job? she thought wearily. "The Syprians don't have
sorcerers like we do."

Florian's brows drew together, her face set and grim. "It must be
the crystals. They must have put every sorcerer ever born to them
in one of the things, and they're all still alive, still serving them,
hundreds and thousands of them. That's what Gerard and Niles
think." She hesitated, her eyes on Tremaine again, but shadowed.
“If I'm caught—"

Tremaine sensed a"will you kill me" coming and nervously |eapt
to head it off. "Gervas didn't seem very interested in you. Maybe
they don't do it to girls."

Florian glared at her, but at least that darkness lifted from her



face. "You know, | was trying to be serious—"

"I know you were trying to be serious. It was really obvious. I'm
not—" Tremaine's casual observation of the people passing through
the room suddenly brought her up short. Two men, a sailor and a
civilian, were walking with an older Parscian man between them.
The sailor had a peremptory hand on the Parscian's elbow as if the
man was being conducted somewhere. The civilian was a
plain-looking, dark-haired man whose pale face was vaguely
familiar, though she didn't recognize him as being with the Viller
Institute. He must be arefugee, but his brown suit was alittle too
seedy to mark him as part of the Court or Ministry groups. He
could be one of the people trapped at Chaire who had decided to
take therisk, but... Seedy. And furtive. Now she remembered; he
was the man she had seen with a crew member in the cross
corridor, as if buying or selling some forbidden object. That wasn't
the same crewman, but as he conducted the worried Parscian down
the stairs, she saw him throw a surreptitious glance over his
shoulder. "Hold it."

"What?' Florian demanded, looking around the room. "What did
you see?"

"I don't know." Tremaine pushed to her feet. "Let's go find out."

Gi liead wasn't looking forward to this. Gerard came with them

down a deck to Ixion's chamber, stopping at the outer room to
speak to the guards, and Giliead and Ilias waited outside in the
metal-walled passage. Giliead folded his arms, glad Ilias had made
Tremaine and Florian wait elsewhere.

Giliead knew it was only Gerard's influence that kept the Rienish
from trying to turn Ixion into an ally. After spending this much time
in their company, listening to Florian's explanations of their
councils, he realized that wizards were their best warriors against
the Gardier, and that their numbers were desperately depleted. If
Gerard hadn't persuaded the others that | xion was dangerous and
deeply untrustworthy, Giliead knew they would have tried to
bargain with him.

If something happened to Gerard, or if he and Niles somehow



lost thelir status in the Rienish ranks, Giliead knew it might happen
anyway.

The guards filed out to wait in the passage, throwing them curious
glances, and Giliead stepped in. Gerard had taken out the other
pieces of glass that fit over his eyes, the ones he said gave him the
ability to see curses, and was studying the door.

"I know you're out there." Ixion's voice came from the other side
of the sealed portal. "What are you doing?"

"Nothing of interest to you," Gerard replied, still studying the
door.

"Come to make me another offer?"

"What?" Giliead asked, exchanging a sour glance with Ilias. "Are
you tired of the deal you made for your life, and you want
another?"

There was along moment of silence. "I have done nothing to
break our agreement." Ixion sounded sullen and weary.

Gerard pulled off the heavy glass pieces, replacing them with his
normal ones. He looked puzzled, but not worried. "l saw some
disturbance in the patterns, but | don't think he's tried to escape.”

Giliead stepped closer to the door. Concentrating hard, he could
just feel the currents of the Rienish protective cursesin the air near
the door. It was mightily disturbing. A curse this powerful he
should have been able to see from any distance, let alone across the
room. Thiswasjust amild movement of air that should have been
still, air that wove back in on itself instead of flowing in one
direction. He couldn't sense any of Ixion's curses, just that
deceptively gentle barrier. "I don't think so either."

"I keep to my word," Ixion said with particular emphasis. "l
thought you better than that."

llias, who had kept silent until now, snorted derisively.

Gerard shook his head, stepping out of the room. Giliead, not
wanting to prolong the interview, prodded Ilias out and followed
him. "l don't see how he could have caused this," Gerard said
softly. "Not from behind those wards. Unfortunately."

Giliead nodded grimly. "We'll keep looking."

As they followed Gerard down the corridor, llias said, "He



sounded different. Was that a trick?"

Giliead shook his head slowly, giving it serious consideration. "1
don't think so. Maybe he'sjust. . . He's never lost before."

"He lost his head," Ilias pointed out skeptically.

"Weéll, that," Giliead agreed. "But that was over fairly quickly, and
he was winning up to then."

Ilias nodded grudgingly, giving in on that point. *So you think he
realizes he can't fight the Rienish?"

"| think so. They know things he's never heard of before. Gerard
took him down with a curse made of spit and a piece of Dyani's
hair, and he says the god-sphere knows more than he does." Giliead
nodded to himself, thinking it over. "Ixion's never had to give way
to anybody before, much less beg and bargain for hislife; that's got
to have an effect on him."

Ilias lifted his brows, considering it. "Good," he said softly.

Tremai ne had gotten to know this area of the ship very well over

he course of the past day, so following the two men and their
possibly unwilling companion wasn't hard. Intriguingly, they
seemed to be heading back to the Third Class area, further aft and
just a deck down from the room where the sorcerer had been
hiding. But the blue-carpeted corridors were smaller here and the
layout more confusing with more cross corridors, and they turned a
corner to find their quarry vanished.

Tremaine swore and followed the corridor to its end, Florian and
Arites hurrying behind her. They came to an open stairwell, and
Tremaine stopped, startled to see a small group of refugees going
up. None of them looked particularly well off, the men in worn
traveling suits and the women in dresses that had seen several
seasons. "Lot of traffic back here all of sudden," she muttered to
Florian. She leaned over the smooth wooden stair railing, looking
up and down, but she couldn't tell if the three men had gone that
way.

The other girl shook her head slightly, frowning. "Maybe people
are using the lounge areas. The windows down on this deck are all
portholes with dead-lights and easier to cover at night than those



floor-to-ceiling windows in some of the First Class lounges."”

"No one was down here last night," Arites interposed. When
Tremaine looked at him inquiringly, he explained, "Kias and |
walked around alot."

"Huh." Tremaine looked around thoughtfully. Too many damn
rooms. But if the men wanted to do something in a stateroom, why
pick one all the way down here? They must be making for a public
room. "If they were cutting through here . . ." She crossed the
stairwell to the next corridor and headed down it.

"Y ou think they're spies?' Florian wanted to know. "Maybe
paying that man for information?"

"Maybe." The Ravenna's original skeleton crew and the small
army detachment that had accompanied the Viller Institute must all
know each other, at least by sight. But more navy and army
personnel had been picked up with the civilian refugees at Chaire,
and there might be enough now to make fading into the
background easy.

They passed a room labeled third class gentlemen's hairdresser,
with awindow looking into a dark space with barber chairs and
glass cabinets, then came to an open door. Tremaine could hear low
voices, speaking Parscian.

Tremaine motioned Arites and Florian to hang back, and carefully
edged up to peer in. It was along dark-paneled smoking room,
probably a quarter the size of some of the First Class lounges, the
chairs and tables pushed back against the wood-paneled walls and
covered with dust sheets.

The three men were there, with the other crewman she had seen
the suspicious civilian with before. Tremaine's grasp of Parscian
was spotty, but better than that of the sailor who was trying to
speak it to the nervous but adamant Parscian man. After afew
minutes of listening to them argue she rolled her eyesin disgust and
withdrew from the door.

"It's not spies, dammit," she reported to Florian and Aritesin a
bare whisper. "It's a stupid shakedown swindle. They're trying to
get money out of him, claiming only Rienish citizens are allowed on
the ship and that they'll report his family if they don't come across.”



Florian stared, aghast. "The hell!" Before Tremaine could stop
her, she stormed into the room.

The Parscian man was grimly handing over a battered
pocket-watch, probably his last possession of any value. Florian
grabbed the watch out of the startled crewman's hand as the
Parscian backed hastily away. "What are you doing with this?' she
demanded.

The sailor glared at her in outrage. The anger and frustration in
his eyes made Tremaine rest a hand on the pistol tucked into the
back of her belt. The man told Florian, "He was giving it to me, and
it's none of your business." His gaze swept them, dismissing
Tremaine but settling on Arites suspiciously. "l don't know what
you want, but you can get the hell out of here."

Swearing, the civilian reached for the watch, but Florian jerked it
away, falling back a step. "Why is he giving it to you then?"

The Parscian man asked aworried question, looking in confusion
from Florian to the crewman. He looked hopefully at Tremaine for
an explanation, and she shrugged helplessly. He was probably a
refugee from Adera or the Low Countries who had been trapped at
Chaire, unable to get any further or waiting to be joined by others
who had never come.

The civilian tried an acid smile. "He'sjust giving it to us, little girl.
Now take your native friends and get out."

Arites moved to Florian's side then, forcing Tremaine to step into
the room so she could still get aclear shot if she needed to. He
hadn't understood the Rienish words, but the tone must have
spoken volumes. He stopped just close enough to the civilian to be
threatening. His voice hard, he said, "Y ou don't speak to her that
way."

It startled Tremaine; she had been thinking of him as being
somewhat like a Rienish cafe poet, someone who didn't get into
fights, except rather mild ones with other cafe poets. For the first
time she remembered that he went out on the Swift with Halian and
the others and probably spent more time pulling oars than writing
stories.

Not understanding Syrnaic, the crewman looked him over, his



sneer probably from habit. Arites was more slightly built than llias
or Giliead, and his wild brown hair was too wispy to stay in braids,
his beard stubble as patchy as ayoung boy's. He didn't look that
intimidating. "Just take your native boyfriend and get out."

Florian's cheeks were red. "Y ou're stealing from these people. I'm
going to report you—"

He sneered. "Y ou got no proof. It's my word against a bunch of
lying foreigners. They're probably spies anyway."

She shook the watch in his face, still angry. "How could you?
Don't you realize what's happening?’

"That's enough.” The civilian grabbed Florian's arm. Tremaine
drew the pistol, but Arites got there first, stepping in to shove the
man away from Florian. The crewman threw a punch that caught
Aritesin the chin, then grabbed his shirt, bracing to push him back.
Arites knocked the man's arms aside and slammed afist into his
jaw with an audible crack. The crewman staggered back and
slumped into the wall.

His companions surged forward, stopping short when Tremaine
said sharply, "That's far enough. Put your hands up and back
away."

Arites rubbed the shoulder where he had taken the Gardier bullet.
"That hurt,” he said, sounding like himself again.

"Thank you," Florian told him. She didn't look at all upset at the
fallen crewman's obvious pain. She turned to hand the watch back
to the old Parscian man, who was watching the situation in wary
confusion.

Still covering the other two men, Tremaine asked the Parscian,
"You speak Aderassi ?

"Yes, alittle." Heturned to her inrelief. "What is going on here?"

"He's cheating you." Tremaine jerked her head at the crewman.
"Passage on the ship is free for anyone, not just the Rienish."

He took a breath and nodded. "I thought it must be so." He
gestured to the men in disgust. "But | didn't know what attitude the
authorities aboard would take with such predators."

"I don't know either," Tremaine admitted, "But | suspect it will be
harsh." She switched back to Rienish. "Florian, can you find a



telephone and ask for someone to come down and take these idiots
off our hands?"

"Yes. I'msorry," Florian said, biting her lip. The angry color was
starting to fade from her cheeks. "l could have done that better. |
just. . . Stealing from people when we don't know what's happening
inlle-Rien—"

Tremaine nodded grimly. "I know." She really did understand.
It's not that we don't know what's happening back home, it's that
we probably know all too well.

11

Karima has said to beware of Pasima's motives. She is not the
woman to send on a journey of alliance, that it should have been
someone older, like Deliana or Marenyi, with stronger ties to the
councilsin Syrneth. Halian agrees, and tells Gyan that Pasima
Will Watch what the ally-wizards do, and try to make ill out of it.
—"Ravenna's voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"

V. Madrais Translation

Tremaine and Florian caught up with Ilias and Giliead just in time

for the loudspeaker to announce alifeboat drill. Tremaine hoped to
avoid it, but sailors were herding everyone out on deck, and
pretending not to understand Rienish didn't work.

The crew had been organizing the refugees into groups and giving
them a boat station to go to if the ship's alarm sounded. Tremaine
thought it was more for morale than anything else; if the Ravenna
sank in this world, there was no friendly shipping to respond to
distress calls, and though the boats could travel long distances, few
would make it all the way back to Cineth. Reaching Capidara
would mean using either Arisilde's sphere or the one Niles had
made to go through the etheric gateway, and trying to get all the



scattered boats together for that in the confusion of a Gardier attack
would be a nightmare. Not like there's any friendly shipping left in
our world, either, she thought tiredly.

Fortunately or unfortunately, all the Syprians had been assigned
to the same lifeboat station. Tremaine hoped to get through it
quickly, but it took both Florian and the earnest young officer in
charge of their boat to convince Pasimathat throwing the davit's
release lever to swing the boat out into position and lower it
wouldn't constitute using a curse.

Tremaine considered the two Syprian women, Pasima arguing
with polite vehemence with Giliead and Florian, and Cletia standing
at her back, looking at the other passengers thoughtfully, the wind
tugging at her bright hair. It occurred to Tremaine that if llias hadn't
gotten the curse mark, he would have expected to marry someone
either tall and darkly beautiful or small with hair the color of clover
honey. She wondered how he felt about being stuck with a rather
drab specimen of Ile-Rien's demimonde. She grimaced at herself.
But you got what you wanted regardless of anyone else's feelings,
and that's the important thing, isn't it?

Finally, Giliead glowered at Pasima, saying, "I'm telling you it's
not a curse, that's how you know it's not a curse."

Pasima glared back, undaunted. "l have heard that you can't see
some of these people's curses. What if thisis one of those?"

Giliead stared at her, eyes narrowed, breathing hard. |lias groaned
under his breath and rubbed his eyes. Tremaine buried her head in
her hands. The magazine stories and plays she had written had all
been desperate adventures but the characters had moved through
them effortlessly, unaffected. In reality what you got was tiresome
arguments and exhaustion and people pulling you in a dozen
different directions and demanding you stop for a godforsaken
lifeboat drill when you had to stalk the spy/sorcerer/creature who
had tried to get your stupid worthless prisoners.

After they escaped, Tremaine persuaded Ilias and Giliead to stop
for a hasty meal, then they continued the search. They roamed the
lower decks, padding down miles of carpeted corridors and
metal-floor passages, |ooking at empty rooms, empty storage areas,



and rooms filled with confusingly noisy machinery until Tremaine's
feet were ready to fall off.

"It's like the caves under theisland,” Florian said at one point,
pressing the heels of her hands over her eyesin despair. "Except
with seasickness."

And they still had more to search.

At one point Giliead halted abruptly, turned, and led them
through a foyer packed with stacked tables and chairs to a pair of
embossed leather doors. He stopped with one hand on the bronze
handles, looking down at Tremaine expectantly.

Her mouth quirked. This was the main ballroom, one of the
largest chambers in the ship, and she knew what had drawn Giliead
here. "The spell circleisin thisroom. It's harmless without the
sphere to make it work." She sorted through the keys and unlocked
the door.

The dark wood paneling and red velvet drapes, the unlit crystal
sconces made the large space rich and shadowy, like atreasure
cave. There was a stage at the far end for use when the room
doubled as amusical theater, and all the tables and chairs had been
stacked out in the foyer.

The circle had been permanently painted onto the marble tile, and
it was much larger than the one that had been placed in the
boathouse at Port Rel or the first one Tremaine had seen in the
Viller Institute's old quarters. It enclosed most of the long
rectangular room, leaving only afew feet of space along the walls.
Little ward signs circled the enameled red support pillars to exclude
them from transport when the spell was initiated for someone
within the circle. Extending the spell's parameters outward was
what allowed a sorcerer with a sphere to send the entire ship
through the world-gate.

Florian was watching Giliead's rapt expression curiously. "What
doesit fedl like?"

"It'swaiting," he said slowly. "There's nothing in it now, but it
smells of curses. The curses comeinto it from everywhere, they're
attached to it by little lines of light." He looked down at llias, one
brow lifted.



|lias gave an exaggerated shudder. "I'm glad | didn't know that
before. Let's go."

It was dark outside and blackout conditions were in effect in all
the outer rooms of the ship when Giliead called areluctant halt.
They went back up to the deck just below the main hall, to the
foyer with the four openings to the major cabin corridors. The
steward's office was closed, no light showing through the
etched-glass windows. There was a doorway open to a small bar
lounge, but the windows were covered with thick curtains and the
light in the foyer was limited to one small table lamp.

Tremaine leaned on the stair's cherrywood banister, wishing she
could live without feet. "Y ou going back to your cabin?' she asked
Florian around a yawn.

"Yes, | think | can use some sleep." Florian rubbed her eyes
wearily. "If | can get any. I've got two roommates. One's very beau
monde, and she lost her fiance early in the war, the other's older,
but she lost her husband only a few months ago.” She gave
Tremaine a bleak look. "They think I'm too lucky."

Tremaine rolled her eyes. "Tragedy doesn't prevent people from
being bastards, doesit?"

"No." Florian snorted in hel pless amusement, then had to lean
against the paneled wall to steady herself. "l think we've come up
with a new motto for the ship's banner."

"It's better than 'drowning's not such a bad way to go.' If you need
a place to sleep, you can come to our cabin."

"You have alot of peoplein there already, and | can handle this."
She smiled. "But thanks."

Tremaine watched her go down the hall, and turned, yawning
again, to find that Ilias and Giliead had vanished. She swore
wearily. But after amoment she heard a thump and a strangled
yelp.

Oh, fine. She started down the corridor cautiously, hugging the
wall. Now they find something.

Suddenly Giliead bolted out of aroom several doors down,
skidded to an abrupt halt, his head cocked to listen. Then he took
long strides to another door on the far side of the corridor, paused



at the entrance, and slipped inside.

Swearing silently to herself, Tremaine advanced, trying to put her
feet down quietly. When lIlias stepped out of the narrow cross
corridor, she jumped afoot in the air.

Intent on something else, Ilias barely glanced at her. Motioning
for her to follow him, he stepped silently to the doorway Giliead
had vanished into.

Her heart pounding, Tremaine poked her head into the unlit room
cautiously. It was a children's playroom, the walls painted with a
jungle scene filled with parrots, flamingos, dancing bears and
penguins and other unlikely combinations of animals, the colors
dim in the shadows. The toys were long gone but the low wooden
cabinets that had held them still lined the far wall.

Giliead was sitting on his heelsin the middle of thetiled floor,
staring into adark corner. Ilias had moved to the opposite wall,
easing down to sit back against it. Before Tremaine could ask what
the hell they were doing, she saw the figure crouched in that dark
corner.

Tremaine ducked her head, squinting to see. She thought it was a
boy, or avery young man. She could just make out gangly legsin
faded blue trousers and a bare ankle above a scuffed rubber-soled
shoe, abare wrist jutting out of atorn white shirt too small for it,
the outline of a cap above the shadowed face. "Who's this?' she
asked softly, for some reason feeling compelled to whisper.

"A shade," Ilias told her, his voice low but matter-of-fact.

Tremaine took that in, staring blankly at the figure in the corner.
Then she stared blankly at Ilias. "A ghost?"

"Isn't that the same thing?' He glanced up at her quizzically. "A
piece of someone that got left behind?"

"Uh, yes." Tremaine took a step into the room and halted
abruptly. It was like stepping into a meat freezer. The cold seemed
to come up from the floor, as if a yawning cavern opened beneath
them instead of a dusty floor tiled with alternating black and white
squares. Oh yes, that's a ghost, she admitted, swallowing in adry
throat. She sidestepped carefully toward Ilias, then crouched down
to sit beside him. "What's Giliead doing?"



|lias shifted nearer, his shoulder and arm startlingly warm against
hers. "Talking to him."

"He was a stowaway," Giliead said suddenly, making Tremaine
flinch. He turned his head toward them, his profile etched against
the shadow. "What is that?"

It took Tremaine amoment to realize he was talking to her.

" Someone who sneaks aboard the ship without paying." She hoped
she didn't sound twitchy. The chill in the dim room, the silence that
made even the movement of the ship seem muted, were working on
her nerves.

Giliead nodded dlightly, turning back to the silent figure in the
corner.

Keeping hisvoice low, llias explained, "He told Gil he went out
on one of the upper decks because he was afraid of being caught,
but the wind was bad, and he fell."

Tremaine frowned. No one had mentioned afatal accident. "Just
recently? When they left Chaire?"

"No, it's been along time."

Giliead said suddenly, "He remembers he doesn't want to leave
the ship, because he thinksit's safe here."

Her skin starting to creep in earnest, Tremaine said softly to Bias,
"S0, it's not dangerous?"

"Some are, some aren't." Ilias shook his head, still watching the
creature carefully. "I don't think thisoneis."

She was willing to believe that. She didn't want the thing near her,
but there was something pathetic about it. "How can Giliead
understand him? Thisis a Rienish ghost, right?"

"The dead don't use words," Giliead answered her again.

It was mildly disconcerting that he could be so focused on the
thing in the corner yet still listen to her and Ilias's conversation.

They sat there in silence, moisture from the damp chill air beading
on the walls. Giliead let out his breath in along sigh finally and got
to his feet, moving stiffly. llias sat up, alert. The ghost stood and
scuttled along the wall in the shadows, making toward the door.
Tremaine couldn't hear its footsteps on the carpet as it slipped out.
The cold faded almost immediately as warm dry air from the



corridor drifted in.

Ilias pushed to his feet, reaching down to give Tremaine a hand
up. "Can we do theritesfor it?"

Giliead shook his head. He looked tired, his face alittle drawn,
and he stretched, rolling his shoulders as if he had spent time in
some cramped space. "He didn't fall in the water, just onto the deck.
They did rites when they found him." His mouth twisted ruefully.
"He doesn't want to |eave the ship."

Ilias looked after the ghost, frowning. Tremaine wondered, Does
that mean it just stays here forever? Even if the ship sinks? She
decided she didn't want to ask. Then llias glanced at Giliead, brows
lifted. " So shades can cross seas." He sounded vindicated about it
for some reason.

Even in the dim light, Tremaine could see an annoyed gleam
replace theregret in Giliead's eyes. "This ship is different.”

"So what did it say?' she put in, before the sea-crossing tangent
could take them further afield. "Did it know anything about the
other sorcerer?"

"It's seen something," Giliead admitted, |eading the way out and
turning down the corridor toward the stairwell again. "It usually
stays down in the lower decks, below the waterline. | could tell it's
seen your crew working down there. But whatever it saw ... it made
it want to leave there. And it couldn't tell if it wasaman or a
woman. It couldn't show it to me."

Tremaine didn't particularly like the sound of that. "So thisisa
sorcerer that a ghost can't recognize as human." "That's just our
luck," llias commented dryly.

After the ghost incident, Ilias and Giliead went down to the

dining hall, which was about to close up for the night. Tremaine
was tired enough that food was less important than a bath and
headed back to the cabin.

As she pushed open the broken door, she realized the rooms
smelled exotic and foreign now, of strange people and worn leather
and the scent of the incense the Syprians stored their clothesin. She
hesitated in the foyer, deciding the last thing she needed was a



run-in with Pasima. No one was in the main room, but she could
hear voices coming from one of the back bedrooms. She tiptoed
through to the room where her bag was to dig out the gold shirt
from Karima and clean underwear, then made a run for the
bathroom and barricaded herself inside.

L ater, Tremaine came out of the bathroom still toweling her hair
dry to find Arites waiting to announce, "Ilias brought your dinner
and went away again with Giliead."

"What?" She wandered after him into the main bedroom to find a
tray from the First Class dining room on the marquetry occasional
table. She lifted the domed cover to see potato pie, tomato cream
soup, and asmall coffee service. She sat down on the couch, her
stomach rumbling from the smell of sweet onions and cheese. It
didn't surprise her that Ilias knew enough Rienish by now to make
someone from the kitchens understand what he wanted, but
nonsensically it did embarrass her that he had done this for her. She
didn't want him to think he had to act like a servant. Truthfully, she
mainly didn't want anyone else to think he had to act like a servant.
That's just you being a Vienne snob again, she told herself.
Speaking of snobs, she could just imagine how Ander would
comment on it. She set the cover aside on the floor. "Arites, did
llias eat already?"

He dropped into the armchair opposite her, shrugging genially
and pulling a sheaf of ragged paper out of his bag. "l don't know,"

It occurred to Tremaine that she was supposed to be the head of
thislittle family group. "What about everybody else?"

"I did. | don't know about anyone else." Arites arranged hisink
bottle and pens on the smoking table.

Tremaine tasted the potato pie. Now she knew why the food at
Port Rel had always been so terrible; all the good provisions must
have been diverted onto the Ravenna. "Where are they? All the
An-driens, | mean."

"I don't know where Ilias and Giliead went. Gyan is with Pasima
and Ander, speaking to some of your people. | think one of them
was named Avil-something." Arites considered a moment.
"Avil-er."



Oh, goody, Tremaine thought dryly, pouring herself coffee. At
least Gyan was there to watch out for Andrien interests, anyway.

Arites smoothed a rough sheet of thick paper. "And Kiasiswith
his girlfriend."

Tremaine choked on her coffee. "His what?"

"He met awoman last night. | don't know her name. She's
Rienish."

Of course. That's why he and Arites were roaming the ship all
night. It sounded like llias's decision to marry aforeigner might not
be as unpopular as Visolela had feared, especially with single men
of poor families. "He can't speak Rienish," she pointed out.

"I know." Arites nodded earnestly. "But it didn't seem to matter."

This ... sounds like someone else's problem. "He's afast worker,"
she commented with alifted brow, setting her cup down.

After amoment she was aware of Arites watching her
thoughtfully. Finally, he asked, "How did you know those men
were thieves? To me, and to Florian too, they looked no different
than anyone el se passing through the hall."

Tremaine hesitated, trying to think how to frame aresponse. She
could put it down to a misspent youth in the poets and artists' cafes
and the theater world, which tended to share boundaries with the
older, darker and poorer areas of the city where such men were
common. But that wasn't the truth. "After my mother died, my
father took me on walks through the city, and then questioned me
afterward on what | thought of the people we saw." At the time she
had been used to Arisilde's undemanding guardianship, and it had
seemed just an annoyance; later she realized that Nicholas had been
showing her what danger signs to look for and how to listen to her
instincts. "l didn't know it at the time, but he was teaching me how
to see the difference between men like that and men who are just
minding their own business."

Arites nodded slowly. "l think | see. Thank you for telling me that
story."

Tremaine had almost finished her meal when lIlias returned,
planting himself at her feet. "Thank you for bringing me dinner,"
she told him, self-consciousness returning.



He shrugged, shifting to lean comfortably against her knee and
appropriating the last few scraps of potato. He was wearing her ring
on aleather thong around his neck. She decided she could get used
to this, and maybe it didn't matter what anyone el se thought. Maybe
Ander can stuff himself. She noted Ilias's hair was damp and he
smelled like salt water. "Where did you take a bath?"

"We went to that bathing place we saw," he told her.

Tremaine frowned thoughtfully at the top of his head. "The First
Class swimming pool?' They had passed through the pool room
earlier today to find that Lady Aviler's group had had it opened as a
way to try to keep the younger refugees occupied. The pool was
filled with salt water from the ship's unlimited supply and housed
in alarge tiled chamber with a mother-of-pear| ceiling. llias and
Giliead had both been impressed. Tremaine just wished somebody
would open the steam bath and other special servicesin the rooms
off the pool's gallery, but she supposed they couldn't have
everything.

"That'sit," he agreed. She processed the fact that his clothes were
perfectly dry. Syprians didn't seem to have much in the way of
nudity taboos, even in public. / suspect I'll hear about this
tomorrow.

Giliead came into the room and flung himself down on the bed.
From his disgruntled expression, she suspected he had been
prowling the suite looking for arelative to start a fight with and was
bitter at coming up empty. It didn't surprise her; he had been
worked up all day to kill awizard and been balked again and again.
Ilias, either less bloodthirsty or just more easily distracted, poked at
her dinner thoughtfully, asking, "What do you call this again?"

"The white part is potato, the red part is tomato." The Syprians
found most Rienish food palatable, if strange. The only thing they
had refused to eat that she knew of was the cranberry pie the
kitchens had produced for breakfast that morning, on the grounds
that cranberries were reserved for offerings to the dead.

Peering hopefully into the near-empty coffeepot, Tremaine heard
Pasima’s voice out in the sitting room. "Oh goody, she's back," she
sighed.



Giliead pushed up off the bed, his face set in grim lines, headed
for the door. And the ring keeper strikes the bell for round two,
Tremaine thought, eyeing his expression. Arites was still engrossed
in hiswriting, but she saw him wince in anticipation. Hopefully it
would cut up Pasima's peace as much as it would everyone else's.
Obviousdly thinking the same thing, Ilias watched his progress, his
brows drawn together in concern. Then as Giliead strode past he
stretched out afoot and tripped him.

Giliead stumbled forward and slammed his shoulder into the
doorframe, barely catching himself. He glared down at llias
increduloudly. llias grinned up at him. "Got you."

Giliead grabbed for him, but Ilias was already shoulder-rolling
away, Arites having quick-wittedly snatched his feet out of his path.

After a brief struggle Giliead had his friend in a headlock, and
Tremaine was watching wryly, wondering if Ilias had developed
that instinct for deflecting possible family arguments before or after
he had come to Andrien. Then behind her, someone cleared his
throat. Tremaine twisted around to find herself looking at Captain
Marais, standing in the doorway. "Miss Valiarde," he greeted her
calmly. "The cabin door was open."

"Oh, yes. It got broken." She sat up hastily, putting her cup aside
and gesturing to a chair. "Captain Marais, won't you sit down?' And
why in God's name are you here? She wasn't aware he ever left the
wheelhouse, and if he wanted to talk to any of them, he could have
had them summoned there.

Giliead released Ilias and both eyed the male interloper in their
territory with wary cordiality. Businesslike, Marais nodded to them,
asif finding them rolling around on the floor like oversized
puppies was an everyday occurrence. He took the straight-backed
chair at the desk, turning it around and taking a seat. Giliead
dropped down onto the bed again, but Ilias stayed sprawled on the
floor, propping himself up on an elbow. Arites shifted around to
face Marais, attentively prepared to take notes. Marais glanced at
their Syprian stenographer with mild curiosity, and explained to
Tremaine, "l wanted to ask your friends some questions.”

"Ah." She managed not to look immediately suspicious and



defensive. "About what?"

He lifted a brow at her, and she wasn't sure she had succeeded.
But he said only, "Just a possible problem with our course." He sat
forward, frowning and pressing his fingers together. "Y ou may
know that the Ravenna was fitted with a wireless detection system
before the war." He saw her blank ook and elaborated, "It's an
experimental system to detect icebergs in the path of ships by
sending out awireless signal. If the signal strikes alarge solid mass,
it bounces back and is picked up by the detection device. It was
under study at Lodun before the war started.”

llias sat up, demanding impatiently, "What's he saying?' Giliead
was regarding her with lifted brows and Arites had his pen poised
impatiently.

"I don't know yet, just wait," she told them in Syrnaic. Gesturing
for Marais to continue, she switched to Rienish to say, "Sorry, just
try to ignore them."

The captain cleared his throat and forged ahead. "We've been
using the device throughout the voyage. This morning it returned a
signal to us."

Tremaine frowned. "So we're nearing land? But it's not
Capidara?"

"No, not yet."

"Huh. I'll ask them, but you know they don't sail too far from the
coast of the Syrnai." She paraphrased Marais's account in Syrnaic.

It took awhile to get them past the explanation of the wireless
detection system, but once there, llias scratched his chin
thoughtfully and said, "It could be the Walls."

"The Walls?' Tremaine repeated, having to hold on to her
patience. "And that would be?"

"The Walls of the World," Arites elaborated eagerly. "Y ou don't
have that where you come from? It's mountains that stick up out of
the sea. Like islands, but they're all connected. And there are old
cities there, like the ones on the Isle of Storms. | hope that's what it
is. It'll make awonderful story."

"Damn." Worried now, Tremaine tried to visualize the scene
Arites described. "That could pose a problem. To put it mildly."



She translated for Marais. The linesin the captain's brow
deepened, and he looked very much as if this information was not
what he had been hoping for. Controlling his frustration well, he
said finally, "If they knew this was here, why didn't they mention
it?'

"He says that a word of warning might have been helpful "
Tremaine trandated.

"We didn't know it was really here." Giliead sat up, propping his
folded arms on his knees. The fight and the discussion had
distracted him, and he seemed in a better mood. "We don't know
where hereis, except east and more ship's lengths from Cineth than
anyone can count. And I've never talked to anybody who ever saw
It, except Hisians."

"They liealot," llias clarified.

Tremaine absorbed that for a moment. "Not about this, evidently."
Hopefully, she asked, "When you say '‘Walls of the World," you
don't mean all the way across?"

Giliead and Ilias exchanged one of those looks. Giliead said, "The
stories say there are ways through, but | don't know whether we
should go north or south to find one."

Tremaine passed this along to Marais. He reflected on it for a
moment, staring absently at nothing, then got to his feet. "Please
thank them for me, Miss Valiarde."

Ilias watched him leave, frowning, then glanced up Tremaine.
"We're not going to get to Capidarain three days, are we?'

She rubbed her face wearily. "I wouldn't bet onit."

Tremaj ne had trouble sleeping. The ship's roll seemed worse than

it had at any point in the voyage so far, and dim thoughts of storms
and sinking kept her out of deep sleep and in a half-conscious
doze. Once she was certain she felt the ship sway over and back
upright, asif it was making one of its high-speed turns. She finally
woke to Pasima standing over her, shadowed by the light from the
open door. "What?' she managed to croak.

After one last sweep of the interior crew areas, they had ended up
in the maid's room of the cabin. Ilias was a warm presence against



Tremaine's side, sleeping on his stomach, arms wrapped around a
pillow. Despite the mane of tousled hair, she could see one open
eye regarding their visitor with hostility. Tremaine wished she
could share wholeheartedly in the hostility, but she felt Pasima
would rather have stabbed herself with a hot poker than comein
here unless it was an emergency. Pasima confirmed this by saying,
"A man is herefor you. | don't understand what he wants, but it
seems important.”

Tremaine heaved up on one elbow, by habit fumbling for the
bedside lamp. As she pressed the switch and the red-shaded light
came to life, everybody flinched, and llias vanished under the
blanket. "What the hell. . ." she muttered. The rumpled shape on the
floor was Kias, sleeping between the beds in a nest of pillows and
bedding. "Sorry." She switched the lamp off again. She had seen
enough to know that Giliead was in the other bed, now
accompanied by Arites. She vaguely recalled Arites coming in late
in the evening and a minor scuffle as he had climbed over Giliead.
She remembered llias saying something about Syprians not liking
to sleep alone, especially in strange places. God, they must not have
wanted to sleep in the other rooms with Pasima's little band.
Either Gyan was being a diplomat again, or there just hadn't been
room for him.

Tremaine clambered out of bed, managing not to step on Kias,
glad she had elected to sleep in her cotton nightgown. She didn't
mind the half-naked and entirely naked Syprians wandering the
cabin at night, but she saw no reason to join the parade, especially
if they were going to have visitors this early in the morning. She
recovered her dressing gown from the floor and pulled it on,
stumbling after Pasima as the other woman led the way out and into
the main room.

Everyone else seemed to be awake and dressed. Cletia, Gyan and
Danias were sitting in the main room, watching their visitor
curiously. It was a naval officer, his uniform cap tucked correctly
under his arm, though his tie was rumpled and there was a coffee
stain on his shirt. He took in her appearance and winced
sympathetically. " Sorry to disturb you, madam."



"Right. | mean, that's all right." Tremaine pushed her hair back,
trying to see past the bleary film that seemed to be clouding her
eyes. She found herself listing to the right. She grabbed the
doorframe for balance, realizing it wasn't because she was drunk or
hungover but because the boat was leaning. "What's wrong?" she
demanded, suddenly more awake. She recalled the earlier turn
clearly now; it hadn't been a dream.

The officer just shifted his balance to accommodate the new angle
of the deck, as did Pasima. "We're coming about, madam. The
captain requests your presence in the wheelhouse, along with any
of the Syprians who might be able to advise him on our course." He
added uncertainly, "We tried to ring you, but no one answered."

"It must not have woken me. No one else will touch the
telephone," Tremaine answered, distracted. He didn't say that
nothing was wrong, he just said that we were turning.

"Oh, | see." She couldn't tell if he did see or if he was just being
well-bred. "Can you be there soon, madam?"

"Yes, | won't be long." He nodded and turned for the door. The
deck was aready moving back toward the horizontal, and Tremaine
asked, "It'sthe Walls, isn't it? We found the Walls?"

The officer hesitated, then decided it was obviously ho secret.
"Yes, madam." Another hesitation, then he shook his head, adding
gravely, "It's one hell of awall, al right."

The dawn view was best from the open walkway that jutted off

both ends of the bridge, designed so a crewman could look down
the side of the ship and warn the captain that he was about to shear
off the end of a dock. The sight that filled the vista from sea to sky
was enough to drive the lingering cotton fuzz from Tremaine's
sleep-dulled brain.

The jagged ridge of mountains rose out of the sea some distance
off the ship's port side. The upper slopes were green where small
tropical forests clung to the rock, spilling over sharp cliffsin
curtains of vine. Beaches clung to their feet in little coves created by
folds of rock. Sheltered places were formed by offshore reefs and
pillars of stone that thrust up from the waves. Approaching it by



boat, anywhere, would be treacherous.

Giant clefts and crevices broke through the rock at frequent
intervals, waves crashing through them. Leaning on the rail,
Tremaine stared in fascination as they passed a giant tear in the
mountain that went all the way through to the other side, big
enough for several locomotives to travel abreast in.

None of these openings was even vaguely suitable for the
Ravenna, though one of her launches might make it through a cleft
without being smashed to pieces. If the pilot was skilled and lucky.

Gyan and a couple of ship's officers, with Ander to translate, were
standing on the deck behind her having a consultation about
navigation. Gyan had along wooden pole, marked with a cross
brace, which he was using to peer at one of the fading starsin the
gradually lightening sky.

Tremaine went back into the wheelhouse, where the helmsman
and his mate stared worriedly at various monitors and dials. From
overheard conversations she gathered that something called the
boiler feed pumps were causing the intense interest, and if they
failed all the turbogenerators would go down like a house of cards.
Not that they needed anything else to worry about at the moment.
Great, they've got Gyan out there with a stick trying to figure out
where in hell we are, and the boilers might fail. She went back to
the chartroom where the Gardier maps were spread out on the big
table with Captain Marais, Colonel Averi, llias, Giliead, Pasima,
Count Delphane and several of the ship's officers gathered around.
Fortunately, Florian was there to translate, leaving Tremaine free to
wander around and scavenge from the room's large supply of
coffee and rolls. It amused her grimly to see Pasima's suspicion, as
if the Syprian woman thought they had conjured the Wallsas a
trick.

Tremaine wasn't sure of nautical miles and distances, but the
Ravenna covered alot of water at 30 knots, and she had been
paralleling the Walls for some hours without any sign of a break.
The ship had come about late last evening when it became obvious
that she was going too far out of her way for no reason.

"What about taking the ship back through the etheric world-gate



now, instead of waiting until we're closer to Capidara?' Count
Delphane asked, studying the map with afrown. In the bright
electrics of the chartroom he looked aged and exhausted, his gray
hair thinning and his face sallow and drawn. He looked almost as
bad as Colonel Averi. They know more about what's happening at
home than they've told us, Tremaine thought dryly, eyeing them as
she poured herself another cup of coffee. If that was what the
knowledge did to you, perhaps it was better they kept it to
themselves. She sure wasn't going to ask for it.

His arms folded, Colonel Averi shook his head. "The navigator's
calculations show that in our world we're crossing through the
Maiu-tan archipelago. It's a hotbed of Gardier activity, and the
sorcerers say opening alarge gate for the ship could draw them
straight to us. We will if we have to, of course, but it would be best
to find the break in the range the Syprians believe is out there."

Delphane's frown deepened, and he rubbed his eyes. On impulse,
Tremaine handed him the cup of coffee, and he took it with a
muttered thanks.

|lias saw she was back and came over to report, "The Walls
weren't marked on the Gardier map, but it does show something to
the south. They thought it was an island, and they came this way to
avoid it. Gyan'strying to figure out now if it's in the same place as
the stories say the Wall Port is."

Tremaine frowned. "What's aWall Port?"

"A break in aWall, with atrading port. None of us have ever
been to one, but the stories say the breaks are big, big enough for
this ship."

"And the Gardier have something planted right in the middle of it.
That makes sense." Tremaine nodded, unsurprised. "Horrible
inevitable sense."

The ship's telephone rang, making Pasima flinch. llias saw it and
snorted derisively. "She should be up here when they blow the big
horn," he said, low-voiced.

Tremaine lifted abrow. "Perhaps | can arrange that." The
lieutenant who answered the telephone was saying, "Y es, she's
here. Yes, | believe they're all here." He held the receiver up,



motioning to Tremaine. "Madam, it's for you."

Tremaine handed her cup to Ilias. "It has to be Gerard." As she
took the receiver, the ship's operator said, "Hold for the hospital,
please."

In another moment, Gerard's voice said, "Tremaine? Come down
here at once and bring Giliead with you. The Gardier prisoners are
dead.”

An early-morning hush hung over the ship's hospital, where

many of the patients had been moved off into the Second Class
cabins on the same deck. Tremaine perched on the desk, Niles
paced the office area and an exhausted Florian sat next to a
distraught nurse. Giliead and Ilias were with Gerard in the | solation
Ward, looking at the secure rooms where the Gardier prisoners had
been held. Dr. Divies was currently with the army surgeon in the
operating theater, examining the corpses.

All but one of the Gardier had died in the night, apparently
victims of avirulent poison. The only surviving prisoner was the
woman, who now lay in one of the smaller wards in the hospital,
with one armed guard at the door and two more inside.

"| suppose someone's warned the kitchen staff?' Tremaine said,
swinging her feet against the desk.

"Thisisinsupportable,” Nilesfumed, not really answering her
guestion. His tie was knotted incorrectly, for him a sign of great
agitation.

Florian looked up, wearily pushing her hair back. She didn't
appear as if she had gotten much sleep. "Niles did reveal charms on
all the food stores as soon as he realized what had happened.”

Tremaine frowned. Despite that, she wasn't much in the mood for
breakfast. " The poison wasn't in the food then?"

"Only the soup," the nurse answered her, sounding sick at the
thought. "It was the only part of the meal that the hospital staff
didn't eat too." She gestured helplessly. "The first day most of the
Gardier didn't eat it and the ones who did wereill. | thought it
might be the spices, so | asked the kitchens to make a batch without
so much."



"Did the kitchen staff know it was for the Gardier?' Tremaine
asked.

The nurse looked up, frowning. She was young though there
were already touches of gray in her dark hair. "Yes, | said it was for
the prisoners. The patients' food was separate, and the guards on
the Isolation Ward were in shifts, so they could go to dinner. Some
of the patients still can't keep much down and—" Realization hit
and she added uncertainly, "Oh, you don't think . . ."

Tremaine shrugged. The kitchen staff were probably all Rienish
and Aderassi with perhaps afew other nationalities mixed in.
Poison was a weapon of choice for Rienish domestic murderers;
her perusals of Medical Jurisprudence had told her that much. "Are
we sure it was actually a sorcerous poison and not just something
somebody sprinkled in on impulse when they realized who the
soup was for?"

"It worked so fast," Florian protested. "Surely something you
could find in akitchen wouldn't be so ... virulent."

Tremaine tapped her lower lip, lost in thought. "l bet | could put
together something, if | had time to really look." She turned to Niles
to ask a question and saw he was giving her that look again.
"What?' she demanded.

Niles shook his head in annoyance. "Dr. Divies has aready
explored that possibility, but a cleaning agent or anything else
readily available in the kitchens would have had more specific
symptoms.”

llias and Giliead walked in with Gerard. "Anything?' Tremaine
asked hopefully.

Giliead shook his head. "No trail. But a curse on the food
wouldn't leave one."

"In away, this changes nothing," Gerard said grimly. He hadn't
had a chance to shave yet, and it gave him afaintly disreputable air.
"We just have to keep looking."

By the end of the day, Ilias thought he and Giliead and Tremaine

had been over aimost every pace of the ship, with no sign of their
quarry. They had even gone down into the Ravenna's mysterious



innards, where the curses that drove her lived.

A sailor had guided them through those dark noisy spaces, down
alleyways crammed with metal and pipes in indescribable
combinations, or across little bridges over vast spaces of growling
labyrinthine shapes, all of it making an indescribable din. The stink
was worse than the flying whale or the Rienish wagons without
horses, and there were many of the Rienish trail signs that meant
danger. He knew if Pasima or any of the others knew all this was
down here, they would never have set foot on the ship.

One of the sailors who worked there, a big dark-skinned man
whose duty, asfar as llias could tell, was to keep all these metal
guts working, had looked both him and Giliead over skeptically,
then gestured to the red markings and the levers near them,
speaking with serious emphasis. Tremaine translated, "He says not
to touch anything, especially the releases for the watertight doors."

"Can't argue with that," Giliead agreed with a wary glance around.
They were in one of those crowded alleys between rows of boxy
metal shapes and pipes. Even the wizard |lamps made more
shadows than light, and the air was foul.

Ilias gave the man a grim nod, wishing they didn't have to come
down here at all. "What's a watertight door?' he asked carefully,
having a sudden vision of doors below the water level in the hull,
perilously keeping out the sea.

Tremaine translated the question, and the man stepped back to pat
the thick frame of the doorway behind him. Tremaine listened,
frowning, then translated, "Hatches that close off the compartments
if the hull is breached. They can all be shut from the bridge in
moments. He says on the first voyage a man was killed in one
during adrill." She paused, obviously thinking it over. "I don't
think | wanted to know that."

llias leaned forward, eyeing the heavy slab of metal. It was at |east
a handspan thick. He exchanged alook with Giliead.

Gerard had told them the only curses that were supposed to be
down there were protective, meant to stop rust and fire and other
things that might damage the ship'sinsides; Giliead had been unable
to sense most of them but then they were beginning to believe that



there were some Rienish curses he just couldn't see.

After that nerve-shattering experience they had fled to the upper
decks, to the topmost one. Here the covered hulls of the ships' boats
were cradled just below the railing, and there was an open space
outside between the first and second of the giant chimneys. It was
floored with polished wood, and Tremaine explained that it was
meant for some kind of game. It was agood placeto liein the
salt-laden breeze and watch the sunset and the distant outline of the
Wals.

Tremaine had found a wooden contraption something like a
couch and dragged it onto the open area near where Ilias and
Giliead sprawled on the sun-warmed boards. Propping up one end
and sitting in it, she surveyed the view, saying, "So. If this sorcerer
who spoke to Bain is a Gardier, why hasn't he done the mechanical
disruption spell and sunk us yet?"

They had been discussing this off and on all day. Ilias sat up,
propping himself on his hands. His headache from going so far
belowdecks had finally started to fade. It was another world up
here, impossibly high above the water, all sky and air and sea
forever. You could easily forget the troubled waters they sailed.
"Your god won't let him use his curses, except on the other
Gardier."

Tremaine gave him asour eye. "Heis nhot agod. Just call him
Arisilde."

llias was fairly sure he didn't want to be on such intimate terms
with aforeign wizard god, no matter how much he liked Tremaine
and the other Rienish. It had taken him ayear or so just to get used
to knowing their own god personally. He caught Giliead's amused
eye. His friend was lying on his stomach with his head propped on
his folded arms, and Ilias could tell he was thinking the same thing
and laughing at him. He thumped him in the ribs with his bootheel.
Giliead grunted and changed the subject, saying, "We're too far out.
If he sinks the ship, he has no way to get to shore. Any shore.”

"He could take one of the lifeboats," Tremaine put in
thoughtfully. "They're made to travel long distances if they have to.
But you're right, if he's not a good sailor, he might not like the idea



much. | sure as hell wouldn't try it if | were him."

|lias scratched his chest absently, still thinking it over. "But how
did he get here? Could a Gardier really have come off the island
with us?' After the improbability of being here and of surviving all
these years, killing one more poisoning wizard seemed ridiculously
easy; it was frustrating that they couldn't find him.

"A Gardier spy could have come aboard at Chaire, with the other
refugees,”" Tremaine admitted. "But that was alast-minute change of
plans, so he would have gotten the chance more by luck than
anything else." She steepled her fingers. "l don't believein luck."

llias lifted a brow at her, and Giliead snorted wryly. "What?' she
demanded.

"You live on nothing but luck," Biastold her fondly.

"It's careful planning," she insisted, apparently serious. "l am not
alucky person.”

Giliead rolled over and stretched. "If it is a Gardier wizard, why
not do the same as a Syprian wizard would and poison everyone on
the ship?"

llias shrugged. " The same reason. He can't sail this ship alone,
even with—what was his name?—Bain and all his family's help."
The tour through the lower decks had brought home just how
complex atask it would be.

"That's one reason," Giliead agreed. He sat up on his elbows,
squinting against the setting sun to see Tremaine. "He must have
killed the prisoners because he didn't want them to talk to you. But
why try to make Bain help him?"

"He needs the help of another wizard for something else," Ilias
said, not liking the idea.

Tremaine's brow furrowed. "If we can get past the stupid Walls,
we'll reach Capidarain three days. In two days we should be close
enough to go through the etheric gateway and finish the rest of the
trip in our world, since the Gardier don't have Capidara blockaded
yet. He doesn't have much time."

Giliead lifted a brow, considering. "He may try for the Gardier
woman. Or if Bain hasn't told you everything, if hisfather lied—"

"We need to be there tonight, in the healer's rooms." Ilias met his



eyes, understanding completely. It had been a frustrating day, and
they were both ready to finish this off.

"Of course, he'll expect that." Tremaine sounded asif she
preferred it that way.

So we're not having much luck, though | suppose we could turn

up another Bain." Tremaine shrugged, sitting on the leather-clad
arm of achair. "We wanted to try atrap."

"Niles and | were considering something of the sort. It's obvious
the woman will continue to be atarget." Gerard polished his
spectacles, the calculation in his eyes belying the absent gesture.
Gerard and Niles had taken over the First Class smoking room as a
work area and laboratory. Tremaine had never been there before
and was unsurprised to find it as opulent as the ship's other public
rooms. The high ceiling rose to a dome and the walls were paneled
in dark woods framed with strips of copper banding. The
overstuffed red leather club chairs stood about on an inlaid
stone-tile floor, and Parscian carved screens framed the marble
hearth. Now two of the blocky tables had been pulled into the
center of the room and were stacked with books, papers, beakers
and flasks, jars of herbs and powders and crystals. Several charts
with incomprehensible figures and glyphs partly covered a
surrealist seascape, and an easel had been put up in one corner to
support a chalkboard. Wooden crates were stacked against the
opposite wall, afew pried open to reveal more books. With no
space restrictions to worry about, Niles must have brought the
Viller Institute's entire research library and all the sorcerous
paraphernalia there had been time to haul aboard. Gerard lifted his
brows. "But of course—"

Tremaine finished the thought, "He has to know we'll be waiting
for him."

"Y es. Our opponent will have to be aware of that. But he also
may feel he doesn't have a choice." Gerard paced afew steps. He
had the drawn look that Tremaine saw in the mirror, that everyone
on the ship seemed to wear now. Considering Gerard hadn't had
more than a few hours' sleep in the past three days, it was a miracle



he was on hisfeet at all. "If we present Balin with evidence that one
of her own people killed her companions, it could go along way
toward making her more forthcoming. He'll want to prevent that at
al cost."

Tremaine nodded, running a distracted hand through her hair and
wincing at the odor of engine oil that came away on her fingers.
llias and Giliead had gone on to the dining room, on the grounds
that setting the trap meant they would probably be up all night again
and they might as well do it on full stomachs. Suddenly what
Gerard had said penetrated, and she glanced up, frowning. "Wait,
who's Balin?"

"The Gardier woman. That's her name." Gerard regarded her
thoughtfully. "Did you not want to know?"

Tremaine gave him athin smile. "I don't careif they all had
names, children and gray-haired old mothers wasting away waiting
for their return.”

Gerard's expression grew sardonic, but he continued, " Of course,
our opponent may not have counted on Giliead's unique abilities.
Gervas did say that they were only able to detect two sorcerers on
the Swift, myself and Arisilde's sphere. Unless this saboteur is
somehow able to get access to our conferences, he may not realize
Giliead has any special power at all."

Tremaine eyed him thoughtfully, swinging her leg against the
table. "Y ou think Giliead's a sorcerer, whether he knows it or not?"

"It's one theory. | think the Syprian gods are actually selecting
potential sorcerers. The Chosen Vessels learn to use their magic
with the god's help, and possibly with some assistance from other
Vessels?' He glanced at her for confirmation.

Tremaine nodded slowly. "They said there were journals, left by
older Vessels."

"Just so. Those who aren't Chosen either let their potential |apse
or learn to perform small harmless charms, probably without
realizing it, that never draw the attention of the gods or the Vessels.
And others find arogue sorcerer to learn from and turn themselves
into abominations like Ixion." He stopped pacing, regarding her
thoughtfully. "1 wouldn't mention this theory to any of the



Syprians." Tremaine snorted. "No, really."

"But to get back to tonight." Gerard gestured with his spectacles.
"The Gardier, as far as we can tell, seem to disregard the Syprians
completely, so the saboteur may not regard Giliead's presence in the
hospital as a deterrent.”

"Speaking of deterrents. . ." Tremaine said reluctantly. "Any idea
why Arisilde didn't do anything to stop this?' Gerard frowned. "No,
not yet."

She let out aworried breath. "I don't think Averi and Ander really
understand what he's capable of ."

"| tried to use the sphere to cast a ward around the hospital this
afternoon. Nilestried with it aswell. We both failed. Niles has used
his own sphere, but it simply isn't as powerful as Arisilde." Gerard
regarded her grimly. "I suspect Arisilde doesn't feel he should waste
his strength in protecting Gardier."

"Damn it." Tremaine shook her head. "I was afraid of that. It
could mean he's not as all there as we thought, in which case. . ."
We're trusting our lives to a crazy man trapped in a metal ball.
She rubbed her eyes. Maybe | don't want to kill myself anymore
not because Arisilde was trying to communicate with me from the
sphere, but because I've gone insane.

They sat there in glum silence for a moment, then Gerard shook
his head. "There's not much we can do now, except try to stop this
Gardier."

Tremaine chewed her lip, distracted. "We're sure we're dealing
with a Gardier, then?"

Gerard frowned. "No. We're not."

Tremaine got to the dining hall in time to eat with Giliead and

llias, then by common consent they headed back to the cabin.
Tremaine was hoping to be able to grab a nap, since it was going to
be along night.

But when they reached the cabin Tremaine saw Pasima and Cletia
were occupying two of the chairs in the main room, with Sanior
sitting at their feet. She groaned mentally and heard Ilias mutter,
"Oh, good." Giliead just set hisface in a stony expression.



The three Syprians must have been having a conversation, but the
talk stopped when they saw Tremaine and the others enter the
foyer. Cletia and Sanior looked uncomfortable, but Pasima had her
|ce Queen face on. Tremaine meant to plow through the room
without acknowledging any of them and had almost made it to the
dliding doors when Pasima said, "A word, Tremaine, if you please."

Tremaine stopped with one hand on the door, the sanctuary of the
back area of the cabin teasingly within sight. Oh, why not. "I can
think of afew choice ones," she said, turning around. "That lifeboat
drill was being conducted by an officer of this ship. Would you
behave that way to one of your own captains?"

Everyone looked startled except |lias, who leaned against the wall
as if making himself comfortable for along siege, and Pasima, who
looked annoyed. She snapped, "I didn't want to risk exposing
myself to your curses."

Giliead, who had planted himself in the middle of the room with
his arms folded, still stone-faced, told her, "If the ship sinks, you
can congratulate yourself on your purity on the bottom of the
ocean.”

Pasima's lip curled. "Cursed ships don't sink, more's the pity."

"All our others have," Tremaine retorted.

"So you've told us." Pasima eyed her. "No one has seen evidence
of this."

"Evidence?' llias broke in with aderisive laugh. "Are we
supposed to take you to the sea bottom to look for it?"

Pasima stood, her lips tightening. " The only one who has seen
this land you come from is him." She jerked her head at llias as if
pointing at him or saying his name would contaminate her. "A man
with a curse mark who coincidentally is taken in marriage by
you—"

"So Pella of the Cineth council is on our side? Because that's not
the impression | got,” Tremaine interrupted, her anger rising with
dangerous speed. She had the feeling she was seeing Pasima's real
face here, the one that Ilias and the others had seen all along. "And
if you're suggesting the Rienish government chose me to bribe Ilias
to silence, then | have to say they don't share your taste in



courtesans." About 90 percent of that was an insult to herself, but
never mind. "If you think we're lying to you, why did you come on
the damn trip in the first place?"

Pasima drew breath to reply and stopped suddenly, the words
unsaid, flicking awary glance at Giliead.

Tremaine stared at her for along moment. Ah. | understand why
they're here now. Why she's here. Pasima meant to prove Giliead
wrong, to show that the Rienish sorcerers were as dangerous to the
Syprians as their own wizards. Her voice tight, she said, "So we
bribed Ilias with me, what did we bribe Giliead with? And the god?
It didn't strike me as being big on material possessions.” Pasima
didn't answer. "Well?"

Studying Pasima thoughtfully, Giliead said, "That's what she's
here to find out."

"| see. It was brave of you to admit it,"” Tremaine assured her.
"Wait, you didn't, did you?"' She turned for the door, knowing if
she stayed any longer, she would be hurling objects at Pasima's
head. "Let'sgo."

She would have felt fairly stupid if nobody followed her, but Ilias
and Giliead both did. Once they were out in the corridor, she
snapped, "How long have you known that?"

llias looked at Giliead, who shrugged, saying, " Since she was
chosen to come. Gyan, Karima and Halian all knew it too."

"Great." Tremaine put both handsin her hair, a symbolic gesture
to keep the top of her head from exploding. "And you didn't think
to mention it?' Being an ambassador, even alousy ambassador,
was alot harder than she had thought.

llias again looked at Giliead, who lifted a brow, shifting the
conversational burden back. llias thought about it a moment, then
said with apparently honest curiosity, "What could you have done
about it?'

Tremaine let out her breath and gave up. "Good question."



12

They ended up back in the main hall, Tremaine curled in a corner

of the couch with Ilias sprawled next to her and Giliead on the floor
in front of them. The large room was nearly empty except for a
small group of refugees seated on the other cluster of couches and a
couple of weary-looking young officers near the corridor down to
the Observation bar. The crystal-covered lights were turned low,
though the entrances to the Promenade deck on either side of the
chamber had been closed off with curtained doors. To Tremaine
the place had a late-night, much-used feel, like a theater after the
show was over. All that was missing was the scent of stale smoke
and wine.

Avoiding the subject of Pasima, Tremaine had told them about
her hopes for Arisilde. "So | think it makes sense. Arisilde needs a
body, Ixion knows how to make bodies."

"He won't give you the curse, not willingly," Giliead said, eyeing
her thoughtfully.

"Willingly isthe key word." Tremaine shrugged, well aware it
wasn't going to be easy but not ready to admit it. "He's a sorcerer
who treated with the Gardier. We execute enemy sorcerers. Or we
would, if we could catch any. When we get to the
government-in-exile, they're going to need areason to keep wasting
someone's time warding a prison for him."

Giliead lifted a brow. "It won't do any good to kill him if he just
goes back to another body hidden on the island somewhere."
"That's the part where it gets tricky," Tremaine admitted. llias
frowned. "How is the god going to get out of the sphere and into
the body?"

"He's not agod." Tremaine gestured, frustrated. "And | don't
know that part yet. It's just an idea."



"We never bargain with wizards," llias told her firmly. "It's a good
way to get your insides boiled."

Giliead contemplated the scuffed tile floor. "Y ou think your
friend would want that?"

Tremaine knew he wasn't talking about getting their insides
boiled. She rubbed at a worn spot on the upholstery, avoiding his
eyes. "After he's got a body, he can tell me."

"Who's this?' Ilias asked, looking at something above her head.
"What?' Tremaine stared. After amoment she realized Giliead was
looking expectantly in the same direction. She twisted awkwardly
around. A young girl was standing behind the couch, smiling
tentatively. She had long reddish brown hair braided neatly back,
and her plain blue coat and skirt, white stockings and sensible
shoes all spoke of a boarding school.

She said, "Hello. I'm Olympe Fontainon."

"Oh. Oh." Tremaine blinked, staring up at her as the light dawned.
There were two men in dark tweed suits standing a short distance
away regarding the refugees, the officers, the Syprians and
Tremaine with equal suspicion. They had to be Queen's Guards,
members of the traditional personal bodyguard for the queens of
lle-Rien.

The Princess Olympe sat down on the marble-topped cocktail
table next to the couch, crossing her legs neatly and looking even
more like a child. Tremaine, who had never followed the court
much, tried to remember how old she was and failed. "I wanted to
see them," the girl explained to Tremaine, looking at Ilias and
Giliead again. "I've heard so much."

"Right." Tremaine ran a hand through her hair, trying to gather
her thoughts. Ilias nudged her impatiently with afoot, and she said
in Syrnaic, "Thisis Olympe, the . . ." she fumbled for the right
words, "the Matriarch's first daughter, one of her heirs." She turned
back to Olympe, switching to Rienish, "ThisisIlias of Andrien and
Giliead of Andrien, the god's Chosen Vessel." My husband and my
brother-in-law. Right. That one was still taking some getting used
to.

"I heard you have a criminal sorcerer locked up somewhere



below," Olympe said matter-of-factly, as if she discussed such
things every day. Considering who her mother was, she just might.

"Not me personally, but yes," Tremaine agreed.

"But he's not a Gardier?”

"No."

"I've never seen a Gardier." She sounded somewhat glum about
it. / hope you never do, Tremaine thought, not wanting to imagine
the circumstances under which that meeting would occur. Before
she could reply, Olympe added, "I wanted to go ashore and see the
native city, but of course no one would let me."

Tremaine opened her mouth to say something placating about
after the war, but met the girl's direct gaze. "Well, if you learn
Syrnaic, they can tell you all about it." Inspiration struck, and she
added, "One thing you could do. Y ou could ask to meet and speak
with Pasima, the head of the delegation the Syprians are sending to
your mother's government. Florian or | could translate for you."

Y es, she wanted to turn an adolescent Fontainon princess |oose on
Pasima. Y es, indeed.

"I could do that. | could do something." Olympe looked at
Tremaine, her head cocked to one side. "You're Tremaine Valiarde.
Was your father Nicholas Valiarde?"

Tremaine hesitated warily. This was always a problematic
guestion. "Yes."

"My mother knew him. She cried when they said he was dead,
then she said he was probably only pretending again," the princess
informed her earnestly.

Tremaine became aware her mouth was open. She had been
about to say that her father couldn't possibly have known the
Queen, but the bit about "only pretending" had rather put paid to
that. She knew him, all right, she thought grimly. Knew things
nobody should know, just like Reynard Morane did.

Olympe looked away, her young face turning shadowed.
"Everyone thought she sent me here because she didn't love me,
because she thought the ship would sink. But she sent her two cats
with me, and her favorite maid Amiase, and a copy of the Royal
Charter that's three hundred years old and the crown that King



Fulstan wore at his coronation. The cats are in my room with
Amiase, and Count Delphane tried to put the Charter and the crown
In the ship's safe, but the cases were too big so they're under
Captain Marais's bed."

Trying to make sense of the rapid flow of words, Tremaine
abruptly put two and two together. "She let Reynard Morane stay
behind in the city." The man who had been Captain of the Queen's
Guard for years, who must be a trusted advisor. Her stomach felt
tight from tension. The Queen doesn't think she'll make it to
Parscia. Olympe wasn't here as part of a chancy contingency plan,
she was the only plan, the only hope. The Queen and the rest of the
royal family were acting as decoys for the party aboard the
Ravenna.

"Yes. There were others. She sent them ahead, or to other places."
Olympe stared at her, blinking suddenly brimming eyes. "She
looked at me and she looked at my brother and she picked me. |
don't know how | feel about that."

"Don't count your older brother out yet," Tremaine said with grim
wryness. "Trains can make unscheduled stops.” It wasn't anidle
hope. In the long history of lle-Rien, its monarchs had either been
useless victims or clever manipulators who carried themselves
grandly through disaster. That last look might not have been a
choice between which child the Queen loved best, but between
which child would fare better on a cross-country hike.

"You think so?' Olympe wiped at her eyes.

Tremaine hovered between reassurance and raw truth, and had to
go with truth. "l don't know. But it wasn't your choice."

One of the men came forward, stooping to touch Olympe's
sleeve, saying with a combination of diffidence and parental
authority, "My lady, it's late. Y ou should go back to your cabin
now."

Obediently getting to her feet, Olympe asked Tremaine, "Are you
going back to your cabin?"

"Uh, no. We have something to do later."

Giliead had suggested faking a fight in a public room, preferably



the main hall, and that Ilias could pretend to stab him. Not to be
outdone, llias had offered to actually stab Giliead for verisimilitude.
Tremaine had rejected both embellishments to the plan, knowing
they were only making fun of her for offering them some fake
blood, a concept they found hilarious, from her stage makeup box.

She had to admit that pretending afall and a minor knee injury
was easier and more suitable to their needs. It was just serious
enough to warrant going to the hospital but not urgent enough to
require Niles or Gerard for immediate sorcerous healing. So Giliead
obligingly tumbled down a narrow stair in the Second Class area,
and llias helped him to the hospital, Tremaine trailing along behind.

The guards Averi had posted at the entrance let them pass, and
Giliead limped down the green metal passage to the office area. A
tall gaunt man glanced up from the clipboard he was studying.
Tremaine recognized him vaguely as the army surgeon. "We think
it's hisknee," she explained. There were two soldiers there as well,
stationed by the door to the wardroom occupied by the last Gardier
prisoner.

No one but Dr. Divies had been told there would be extra patients
tonight who wouldn't necessarily need medical services. The
surgeon handed the clipboard off to atired-looking nurse, telling
her, "Get him to a bed, please, Miss Calere." Then he reached for
the telephone. "Nilesis still watching the kitchens? I'll call Gerard
then."

Only emergency cases, crew members and military personnel
were supposed to get their injuries tended by Niles or Gerard,;
Tremaine should have realized the military doctor would include
the Sypriansin the last category. "Oh, no, the Syprians really don't
like sorcerous healing," she said hurriedly, trying not to wince at
how fatuous she sounded. "It's against their religious beliefs. If you
could just get Dr. Diviesto look at it?"

The surgeon hesitated, frowning and probably thinking she was
insane. Then he reluctantly set the receiver back on the cradle.
"Very well."

llias and Giliead had heard him say the sorcerers names, and both
hesitated, watching Tremaine, despite the nurse's attempts to get



them to move. Gerard and Niles were supposed to stay out of the
hospital tonight to avoid frightening away their quarry. Tremaine
nodded to show it was all right and gestured for them to follow the
nurse.

She led them into the wardroom next door to the one where the
Gardier woman was installed. There were six metal-framed beds,
three on each wall, and a couple of sideboard cabinets for holding
extra supplies. The room was empty except for avery pale Rienish
woman stretched out on one of the beds with a compress over her
eyes. A younger woman with alittle boy sat anxiously beside her.
Startled, she looked up at the new arrivals.

llias dumped Giliead into the bed the nurse indicated and jerked
his head toward the women. "It would be better to get them out of
here."

Tremaine nodded absently. She knew the presence of other
patients would keep this from looking too much like a trap, but she
didn't suppose anyone else would see it that way. "They may not be
able to move them tonight," she pointed out, trying not to sound
too hopeful.

Not understanding the Syrnaic conversation but probably catching
llias's worried tone, the nurse hesitated. "Isthisall right?"

"Oh yes," Tremaine assured her hurriedly. "We were just talking
about something else.”

The nurse went out, and Tremaine pulled up a stool to sit next to
the bed. Ilias perched next to Giliead, appropriating one of the
pillows to lean against the headboard. "Remember not to move
your leg."

"I know that." Giliead threw him an annoyed look, struggling to
find a comfortable position on the narrow bed and still look
wounded.

Tremaine used the polished steel panel over the ventilator grille to
watch the other patients. It seemed an unlikely group for their
rogue sorcerer to hide in, but the man—or woman—must be an
accomplished master of disguise or misdirection to make it asfar as
he had. The woman in the bed was gray-haired, old pain lines
etched in her face. It might be a chronic illness, something that had



flared up with the stress of the evacuation perhaps. The younger
woman wore a plain gray suit and could be daughter or companion,
the boy, a grandson or another relative orphaned by the war. They
were both staring at |lias and Giliead, who was still grumpily
shifting around on the bed. Then the younger woman seemed to
realize it and looked away, a flush reddening her cheeks as she
pulled the little boy into her lap. He still stared, his thumb tucked
securely into his mouth.

Dr. Divies arrived in arush, nodding briskly to the women but
heading immediately to Giliead's bedside. " Gentlemen, Miss
Valiarde." He pretended to study notes on a clipboard.

"We think it's his knee," Tremaine prompted helpfully.

Divies nodded, pulling up another stool and sitting beside her.
"It'saquiet night," he said, apparently just making conversation.
"We only have about twelve patients here."

"That's good," Tremaine said, distracted as Divies scribbled on his
notepad, holding it so she could read: three are Averi's men. "I
see," she muttered. He's horning in on our plan. Bastard.

Divies eyed her sharply, saw she understood and got to his feet.
Nodding to Giliead and Ilias, he went over to the woman in the
other bed.

Watching him worriedly, Giliead asked, "What did he tell you?"

"Averi has three men here disguised—probably badly—as
patients," Tremaine explained grimly. Their opponent, if it was
human, would surely find it odd that three soldiers had all suddenly
acquired indeterminate and not very disabling wounds that required
them to lie about in the hospital instead of patrolling the boat. And
she hoped this sorcerer really was a Gardier. If he was Syprian and
had been listening in on their supposedly confidential Syrnaic
conversations, they were the ones who were going to look like
idiots.

llias made a derisive noise. "Y our plan was better."

As Divies gave instructions to the younger woman, the little boy,
temporarily unattended, made a beeline for the two Syprians,
regarding them with fascinated curiosity. llias absently ruffled his
hair, rather with the attitude of someone acknowledging a friendly



dog. Tremaine thought in sudden alarm, Children. Gah! Did llias
want children? Hopefully not. Surely not if he meant to continue
his career killing wizards. Oh, come on, she told herself then, none
of us are going to live that long.

The woman called the boy back with an apologetic smile, and she
and Divies helped the older woman to stand. Giliead told Tremaine,
"Y ou'd better leave too."

Tremaine lifted her brows. They had discussed this. Too many
people hanging around would be suspicious, and if the spy knew
about the sphere, he might think Tremaine would have it with her.
Still, she eyed them both long enough for Ilias to look wary and
Giliead defensive, then stood briskly. "Right, I'll see you two later
then."

"Where are you going?" Ilias demanded.

Tremaine snorted. It seemed as if marrying aman from a
matriarchy did not eliminate peremptory demands as to where one
was going. "Back to the cabin—eventually."

A nurse had been detailed to help the two women and the little
boy, and Tremaine followed them out, pausing in the corridor to
consult the more detailed crew map she had now.

On one side of the hospital, past alocked door separating crew
from passenger areas, was a complex maze of food storage rooms,
including cold rooms for meat and milk. They had been searched
earlier in the day, and some were actually in use and filled with
provisions. Others, like the room meant specifically for linen
drying and not much use for anything else, were empty. The other
end of the corridor was also blocked by a door but not locked, as it
led to the printer's and carpenter's workrooms and eventually to the
crew messes and quarters. Again, all those areas had had a search
by Ander and Averi's men and a walk-through by Giliead, and
some were in use by the crew and the small army detachment.
Directly across from the hospital, past the stairwell and the paneled
walls that concealed boiler hatches, was a another long corridor for
Second Class bedrooms, presumably mostly empty. Closer toward
the bow was the locked and empty Second Class swimming pool.
Two swimming pools and a room specifically for the use of



ripening fruit, plus several hundred sitting areas of indeter minate
purpose, all with confusingly similar names., she thought in
frustration.

Tremaine rubbed her temple, wishing she had thought to ask for a
headache powder from the dispensary. The problem was that all
this space was expected to be used, the storage areas full to
bursting, the passenger rooms happily occupied, the crews' quarters
and workrooms bustling with activity day and night. With the ship
barely half-full of either crew or passengers, someone could not
only remain concealed simply by moving around, he could run a
wine bar and a floating baccarat table and never be found unless it
was by pure luck.

She consulted the map again, heading absently toward the
stairwell between corridors. The map showed what appeared to be
another smaller stairwell in the storage areaimmediately adjacent to
the hospital. Huh, that's odd. Flipping through the map booklet,
she found the corresponding area on the deck just above. Aha,
Tremaine thought, stopping as she bumped into the smooth
wooden stair rail. Just overhead were vegetable-preparing rooms,
the china pantry, the liquor storage, all tucked in right next to the
kitchens, the private dining rooms and the First Class dining area.
Of course, all those rooms would need quick access to the food
storage. Hurrying up the carpeted stairs, she wondered what else
they needed quick access to up there.

Do you think she's really going back to the cabin?' Giliead asked,

craning his neck to make sure Tremaine was out of earshot. "No."
|lias snorted derision at the naive question. "l just wanted to see if
she'd tell me.™

Giliead acknowledged that with an ironic twist of hislips. "I'm
not worried about her ruining the trap, it's these others."

llias nodded grimly. "I thought this was our idea. Why is
everybody else shoving aboard?"

Giliead settled back, eyeing him thoughtfully. "So what is it like
being married?"

"I don't know, it'sonly been aday." Considering Giliead's



youthful penchant for disastrous women, he was probably
expecting something more dramatic. "No, wait. It's been awhole
two days."

"It's been along two days." Giliead slumped further down in the
bed and grumbled, "l want to kill this damn wizard. It's bad enough
having Ixion on board."

Ilias had to agree with him there.

The tall thin healer came into the room then, glanced around, and
moved to stand over them, eyeing Giliead. Ilias watched him
warily. "What if he wantsto look at your leg?’

"Ah, I'll ... act hurt," Giliead said, doubtful.

Neither of them knew what the Rienish healers—the ones who
weren't wizards—were capable of. Ilias wondered if the man could
tell there was nothing wrong with Gil just by looking at him.
"Maybe | should have stabbed you."

Giliead glared at him. "Oh, thanks."

"Not in the gut or anything," llias amended absently.

The dark-skinned healer, Divay or some other impossible to
pronounce Rienish name, came in then and called the other healer
away. Giliead sank alittle lower in the bed, maybe hoping to avoid
more notice, and Ilias breathed in relief. It was going to be along
wait.

Tremaj ne prowled through the maze of kitchens and their

attendant service areas, avoiding the room where a group of sleepy
volunteers, men and women, some Rienish and some Aderassi, sat
around a table with a coffeepot and a bottle of brandy. Niles was
with them, still on guard against sorcerous interference with the
food supplies. He was holding a sphere, absently rolling it back and
forth on the table as he listened to one of the chefs speak. Tremaine
hesitated, but saw it was the smaller sphere Niles had made for the
Institute, not Arisilde. She wasn't using sorcery, so she passed
unnoticed.

She found the small stairwell behind the room that held the
kitchen's giant grill and went down it to the locked door at the
bottom. Fumbling with her keys, she got it open to find herself



confronted by a darkened utilitarian corridor, the metal walls
painted yellow, lit only by infrequent emergency lights. It was
blocked by another door perhaps forty feet along, but a number of
doors and a side corridor opened off it. It smelled empty and faintly
of dust, but she found herself standing still and listening intently. It
was quiet except for the muted thrum of machinery and the whisper
of air through the vents, ever present this far down in the ship. Oh,
boy, she thought dryly, telling her nerves to stop jumping. It
reminded her too much of the stories that had long formed a part of
|le-Rien's popular literature, where some innocent but hapless
person ventured into the dark depths of a cellar or crypt or ravine
and was eaten headfirst by some fay horror. She hated those
stories.

The door immediately to her right had a plaque that read grocery.
She fumbled for keys and opened it, flashing her torch around to
see an L-shaped room lined with empty shelves and metal bins.
Warily following the room around the corner, she breathed, "There
you are," as she spotted the closed door with a transom over it.

There were several headboards for hospital beds leaning against
the wall and a couple of plain wooden chairs with padded |eather
seats stacked next to them. Carrying a chair over, she stood on it
and peered carefully through the transom to find herself looking
down into a small half-lit room lined with cabinets and counters:
the hospital's dispensary.

She climbed down from the chair, pleased with herself. The map
had implied this door existed, and it only made sense; though this
area had ended up being used for dry goods, the ship's designers
had probably also intended it to double as storage for medical
supplies.

She unlocked the door and eased carefully into the dispensary,
shutting it behind her and turning the key again, not liking to have
that empty darkened room at her back. She checked the dispensary
door, unlocked it and opened it just a hair to peer out. All she could
see was the closed door to a wardroom at the end of the short
passage. The office area with the wardrooms housing llias, Giliead
and the Gardier prisoner were on the far side of this warren of



rooms. Well, here | am.

She amused herself for awhile by searching the dispensary
shelves for interesting items that might be useful at some future
date, but the drug cabinets had secure locks that none of the keys
on her ring matched. Flattening her hand against the glass, she felt a
tingle start in her fingertips. Wards, intended to drive off
prospective thieves by that warning tingle that promised so much
worse if the cabinets were actually tampered with. That meant
picking the locks was out of the question. The wards had probably
been set back when the ship was commissioned, by sorcerers long
dead in the war. Regretfully, she pulled her hand away, shaking it
to get the blood flowing again. Dammit. Laudanum would have
been nice. Rolls of gauze and medical alcohol she could do
without. Hearing movement out in the hospital passage, she hastily
retreated back into the storage room, pulling the door to but not
locking it.

L ooking around, she pulled the chair back over and took a seat.
She might be in for along wait.

The night wore on. Leaning back against the pillows at the head

of the bed, Ilias shoved his hair back and forced himself not to
twitch. Giliead had his eyes closed and was resting his head against
Ilias's shoulder, pretending to sleep, but Ilias knew he was listening
for curses. Through the open doorway, Ilias had watched people
come and go for atime, but now all was quiet.

Giliead opened his eyes, and said softly, "Take alook around.”

Ilias slipped off the bed without question and went to the
doorway. No one was in the outer area except the two guards at the
door of the Gardier woman's room. The bright light of the curse
lamps made the shadows sharp as steel, and the place seemed
artificial and strange now that it was nearly empty of people. llias
scanned it, alert for any telltale signs of curses. He didn't have
Giliead's sense for them, but he knew to look for blind spotsin his
vision, surreptitious movement, changesin the air. llias walked past
the guards, exchanging a glance of mutual suspicion, and turned
down the passage to the other rooms.,



The lights were softer here and most of the doors were closed. He
paused beside an open one to see the healer—not the dark-skinned
man that knew their plan, but the other one, the tall thin man with
sparse gray hair—sitting at a table writing. Near his hand was one
of the small flat healing stones.

Ilias walked the rest of the passage, up to the second door out to
the ship's corridor and the two guards posted there, then returned to
Giliead. "The other healer has one of those rocks," he reported,
dropping down next to him on the bed again. Gerard had explained
about healing stones, rocks with curses cast on them that made
injuries and ilInesses heal more quickly.

"That must be what | felt." Giliead shifted with awince; he had
been lying still so long the pretend pain in his leg was probably real
by now. "I think I can hear more of the Rienish curses now, the
ones | haven't been able to tell were there. They're quieter than our
wizards' curses, | just haveto listen harder. And it helps that there's
so few people around."

"Good." llias had to admit it was arelief. He trusted the Rienish—
or most of them anyway, but it had made him uneasy that they had
curses that Giliead couldn't see. And it would be good to be there
when Giliead told Pasimathat, too.

Ilias looked around the empty room again, the neat little beds, the
shadows cast by the dimmed curse lights. "Maybe we should have
just patrolled the ship tonight. If he's somewhere else while we're
stuck here. . ."

"I know." Giliead grimaced, shifting uncomfortably again. "But
thisisagood plan.”

llias et out a breath. "Waiting just makes me—" He halted
abruptly at Giliead's sudden startled expression. "That isn't arock."

"Not arock," Giliead agreed, clambering out of the bed as llias
leapt to his feet. He reached the doorway a pace before Giliead,
only to halt in histracks. The floor of the outer room was nearly
covered with athin layer of pearlescent mist, curling up against the
walls, licking the legs of the chair and the table.

It had touched the feet of the men guarding the prisoner's door;
Ilias shouted harshly, "Hey, don't you see that?"



The men didn't respond, both staring straight ahead, their faces
still as stone. Giliead swore and pulled llias back as a tendril of mist
reached for them. He bent down, brushing his hand through the
upper level of the mist. "All right?" Ilias asked tensely. If this curse
worked on Giliead, he didn't know what they were going to do.

Giliead nodded and stepped out cautiously, the pearly mist
clinging to his boots. He took one step, then another, having to
force his way through the smoky substance as if it was heavy bog
mud. Ilias saw the mist creep over the threshold and knew that
unless he wanted to wait this out standing uselessly on one of the
beds, he needed to move now. He stepped up onto the seat of a
chair near the door, then jumped to catch the ridge around the
doorframe. From there he swung his legs, just reaching the first of
the heavy cabinets against the outer wall. Giliead leaned in to give
him a push from behind, and Ilias scrambled to a precarious perch
atop the cabinet, crouching to keep from banging his head into the
celling.

Thetall Rienish healer appeared in the opposite doorway, staring
in astonishment. " Stay back! Don't let it touch you!" Giliead
motioned urgently, and the man halted. Even though he couldn't
understand the Syrnaic words, his startled eyes took in the strange
mist, llias working his way along the line of cabinets, and the
guards' dead faces and empty eyes. The man spoke sharply in
Rienish and vanished back down the passageway.

"I hope that meant 'hold on, I'll go for help," " Ilias said under his
breath. He had the feeling they were going to need it.

At first the darkened storage area had been unnervingly quiet and

isolated, giving Tremaine the feel of being locked away in the
bowels of the ship. But after the first hour familiarity had bred
contempt, and now it was not only unnerving but deadly boring.

She was slumped down in the chair, her head propped on the
back. Then she realized she must be asleep and dreaming, because
Arisilde was crouched on the floor next to her.

He was sitting on his heels on the dusty tile, looking much like the
last time she had seen him. His white hair stood out in wisps



around his face, and his violet eyes were shadowed in the dark
room. He was wearing a ragged sweater and battered canvas
trousers, and he looked as disordered and wild as a flower fay.
Only the fine lines of laughter and pain around his eyes and mouth
marked him as human. He smiled sadly, and said, "Y our father
never liked to show his hand. He went on and on about it. Very
important. Can't do it, you see."

"Can't do what?' Tremaine straightened up alittle, blinking,
falling back into the habit of marshaling the patience and wit it took
to get sense out of Uncle Ari at times like these. When she was very
young her mother had explained to her that Arisilde's mind worked
in several different planes at once; not like a train jumping from
track to track, but like five trains going in all directions, some of
them straight up or down in relation to the tracks. That only made
sense to someone who knew Arisilde. And Tremaine's mother.

"These goings-on, here. Y ou and those young men have to deal
with it. | can't show my hand in it, just now."

Tremaine rubbed her eyes and found herself saying in confusion,
"Uncle Ari, you don't have any hands anymore."

Arisilde laughed delightedly. "That's right!" Bemused, he looked
down at his fingers and wiggled them thoughtfully. "1'd forgotten.
But all the same, | can't show them. Not obviously, you know." His
voice changed in tone, sharpening, growing darker. "Not taking
someone's nasty spell and shoving it back down his throat until he
chokeson it." He glanced up suddenly, blinking. "Oh, sorry.
Having a moment, there. Interfering at this point would be
dangerous to someone else, you see. | can't see my way clear to it."

"You can't help," Tremaine translated suddenly. Someone's nasty
spell...

"Sorry, but you know |—" Arisilde cocked his head, his eyes
growing even more distant. "Y ou need to wake up now."

"What?' It was damn hard to think while asleep. She was
surprised she had never realized that before.

His voice sharpened. " Tremaine, wake up!"

Her head jerked and she was awake, alone in the deserted storage
area. She sat up, scrubbing her face and shivering, partly from



nerves, partly from cold. In the dim light that fell from the transom,
she could see her breath misting in air that had been alittle too
warm when she had dozed off. She dug out her torch and switched
it on, flashing it over the dusty floor. Dammit. Her own ramblings
had scuffed it up so much she couldn't tell if anyone else's
footprints were there.

A noise from the other side of the wall made her twitch. A door
banging? She stared. People don't bang doors in a hospital, not
this late at night.

She shot to her feet, opening the door to the dispensary. Her
fingers made damp prints on the metal, but the arcane cold was
already fading, vanishing in the warm air of the hospital. Another
bang greeted her as she stepped through the little room and put her
ear to the door. She unlocked it hastily, certain she heard muffled
voices speaking Syrnaic.

The lights were still on in the hospital passage, the wardroom
door at the end still closed. She hurried down it cautiously, cursing
a squeaking boot. She peered around the corner, but the passage
ahead was clear, the doors along it all closed but one.

Frowning, she tiptoed to the open door and peeked in. A small
office, lit by asingle desk lamp, its walls lined with bookshelves
and glass-fronted cabinets. The army surgeon was slumped over
the small desk, the books and papers and the telephone toppled to
the floor, the receiver lying just out of reach of hislimp fingers. Oh
no. The man must have been attacked by an intruder, but—

Something moved, a shadow blurred, a dark but transparent form
stooped over the unconscious man. It was just straightening up, just
turning toward her. Tremaine shoved away from the door, ran full
out down the passage, careening into the wall as she rounded the
corner. She reached the dispensary door and swung inside,
slamming it behind her and putting her shoulder to it as she
frantically twisted the lock. The thump as the thing hit the door sent
her scrambling away from it.

The next thump nearly slammed the door off its hinges, but she
was aready out the back way into the storage area, bolting through
it and back toward the corridor. She didn't remember to shout for



help until she reached the stairs.

I lias reached the end of the row of cabinets, glad they were sturdy

and attached to the wall. Standing like statues, the guards still hadn't
reacted, and llias hoped the men weren't dead. He couldn't see from
thisangle if the mist had crept under the closed door to the
prisoner's room yet or not.

Grimly plowing his way through the thickening mist, Giliead
reached the doorway. He pulled the unconscious men away from
the door, dumping both across the table and lifting their legs up out
of the mist. Their bodies went limp, but neither man stirred.

As llias perched on the edge of the cabinet, Giliead pushed at the
door. It opened afew handspans and stopped, blocked by
something just inside. Giliead set his shoulder against it and
shoved. It gave way abruptly and something fell inside; as Giliead
swung the door open llias saw it was the other Rienish guard, now
sprawled across the nearest bed. He must have been standing just
inside the door.

llias craned his neck and saw the Gardier woman, dressed in a
blue robe and sitting on a bed across the room, her legs drawn up.
She was still alive and aware, her pale face tense with fear, but the
mist was licking at the edges of the blankets, creeping up onto the
bed. Her eyes flicked from them to the mist, asif she wasn't certain
which was the greater threat.

Giliead started toward her, grunting with the effort it took to
move hisfeet. "It's getting thicker, like it knows we're here," he
said, using the doorframe to drag himself along.

"Wonderful," Ilias muttered, uneasily studying the stuff asit
billowed upward near the center of the room. He couldn't see the
doorway out into the corridor, as the passage curved away. If the
healer had gone to summon help, the other Rienish should be here
by now, but he couldn't hear anything from the corridor but a
distant banging. He looked to see how Giliead was faring, then his
gaze snapped back to the center of the room. The mist wasn't just
billowing up, it was melding into a form, something a man's height,
with recognizable arms and a head. " Gil—"



"What?' Several |aborious steps into the room, Giliead looked
back and saw the shape. "Damn," he snarled. He turned back,
grabbing a chair and shoving it into the doorway so Ilias could
reach it.

|lias grabbed the doorframe for balance and stepped down onto
the seat. The mist was higher now and one tendril curled over the
polished wood, just brushing the toe of his boot. The blood
pounded in his head and blackness rose up at the edges of his
vision. Wavering, he managed a clumsy leap to the bed,
half-collapsing against the wall.

He shook his head to clear it, blinking, as Giliead demanded, "Are
you al right?"

"Fine." llias pushed away from the wall but kept one hand on it to
steady himself. Fortunately, the bed was alittle higher than the
chair seat, but that slim margin of safety wouldn't last long. Now he
knew why the guards hadn't made a sound. "What's it doing out
there?"

Giliead reached the doorway again. "Guess," he said grimly,
grabbing the back of the chair and slinging it at the growing
creature.

llias |eaned out to catch a glimpse of the misty body re-forming as
If the wood had never passed through it. It glided toward the door
even as Giliead forced it shut. llias |eapt to the next bed, then the
next, just opposite the one the Gardier woman was crouched on.
She scuttled away from him as far as she could, clutching the metal
rail of the footboard, glaring at him and spitting something in her
own harsh tongue. llias rolled his eyes in annoyance and jumped to
the head of her bed. / hate these people. "Believe me, I'd rather
not," he told her sincerely.

The mist was creeping over the edge of the bedcovers now and
Ilias had his eye on the waist-high cabinet against the far wall. He
lunged forward, grabbing the Gardier woman around the waist and
dragging her to her feet. She shouted, pounded on him and tried to
claw at his eyes. It went through his head to dip her into the mist
just alittle to slow her down, but if it killed her, thiswould all be
for nothing. He managed to get an arm around her to pin her arms



to her sides, steadied himself with one hand on the wall, then took
the long step over to the cabinet.

Her struggles made him lose his balance, and he slammed both of
them into the green-painted metal wall, sliding down it into a half
crouch before he could catch himself. The woman's bare feet went
off the cabinet and dangled only a few handspans above the curse
mist. With a gasp she went still, and llias dragged her up, setting
her feet on the cabinet. "That was harder than it had to be," he said,
breathing hard.

Giliead was braced against the door, watching them, his
expression aghast. "l hope the Rienish appreciate this," he said
through gritted teeth.

Ilias braced himself with one hand against the ceiling. The
Gardier woman had decided to stop being stupid and was actually
holding on to him now, which helped, but the mist was still rising.
"Speaking of that, where the fuck are—" he began, then the words
caught in his throat as something struck the door, nearly slamming
the solid barrier off its hinges.

Giliead swore, shoving away from it. The door banged open and
the mist figure flowed in. With no weapon and no chance to reach
for any, Giliead flung himself at it.

llias yelled in pure reaction, thinking he was about to see Giliead
torn apart. But the thing grappled with him, tried to throw him aside
and failed. llias bit hislip until he tasted blood to keep silent, not
wanting to distract Giliead. From here it looked like his friend was
struggling with a disturbing figure of transparent shadow, mist
billowing out of it like smoke. It had to be Giliead's resistance to
curses helping him; the thing had battered through that strong door
easily enough, he knew it could kill a man.

It might not have been able to shove Giliead aside easily, but it
forced him backward, step by step. It was bent on reaching the
Gardier woman, frozen in fear at Ilias's side, and he looked
frantically around for away to retreat. The mist had risen to cover
the nearest bed, cutting off that avenue, and there was nothing else
in reach.

A voice somewhere out in the other room, speaking in atongue



that didn't sound like Rienish, startled him, and he reflexively
tightened his hold on the Gardier woman. It's Niks, he realized
suddenly. Not speaking; shouting, declaiming, his voice strained
with effort. He realized the Rienish wizard was trying to drive away
the curse mist, that the words he spoke were a curse in themselves;
it made the skin creep on the back of his neck. Niles sounded like
Gerard had on the Swift, when he had killed Ixion's sea-curseling.
Like he was doing bat-tie, like he had to fight to get the words out.

The mist-figure shoved Giliead back another step and another.
Giliead's head was turned to the side, but Ilias could see the sweat
beading on his temple, staining his shirt. The Gardier woman
whimpered in terror. "Hold on," llias said through gritted teeth,
talking to Giliead and not the Gardier. "Just alittle longer." Then
llias heard Gerard's voice join Niles's and the mist curling up over
the edge of the cabinet flattened down, as if pushed by a stiff
breeze. llias scanned the room, saw it was happening everywhere.

He edged along the cabinet, pulling the woman with him. The
mist had dropped at least a handspan, nearly below the level of the
beds. Asit slid down from the blankets, he shoved off from the
wall and leapt with her. She helped him this time, sslamming a hand
out against the wall to steady them as they landed. Relieved she was
going to cooperate, he released her waist and grabbed her hand
instead, making the long steps to the next bed and the next.

They were at the one nearest the door when the mist-figure tore
away from Giliead, trailing wisps of vapor and shadow. Giliead
stumbled back, recovered and lunged after it, but the receding mist
caught at his boots and he fell, careening over into a cabinet.

The shadow-creature surged toward llias, stretching out along
arm for him. He ducked and shoved the Gardier woman behind
him, scrambling back, but they were trapped at the head of the bed.

He crouched, braced to move, the figure looming over him, mist
still weaving through the shadowy form. Then between one
heartbeat and another it was gone.

Ilias slumped down on the bed, shoving his hair back, his heart
pounding. Giliead got to hisfeet, still looking wildly around. The
Gardier woman sprang up off the bed and ran out the door, only to



appear an instant later, propelled back into the room by Gerard.
Other Rienish pushed in after him, Niles, guards, Averi. Everyone
was talking and yelling in Rienish.

Giliead came over and sat down heavily next to llias. He rubbed
his eyes, his hand still shaking alittle, probably from muscle strain.
Gerard, white-faced and grim, deposited the Gardier woman on
another bed. He and Niles both looked as if they had fought a
battle, their faces drawn and exhausted, the white shirts under their
jackets sweat-stained. Niles |eaned over the Rienish guard who had
been inside the room, one of the men the mist had made into living
statues. He patted the man's face, peeled back his eyelids, and llias
saw the man stir. That's a relief, he thought, nudging Giliead with
an elbow to make sure he saw.

Giliead nodded, some of the tension leaving his body. "They all
live?' he asked Gerard. "It didn't kill anyone?"

Gerard glanced at him, his face still set. "We found two men dead,
the soldiers posted at the outer door. They were in contact with the
substance the longest."

Giliead winced.

In the doorway someone stumbled, and Tremaine shoved in past
him. Her eyes fell on them first, and Ilias saw the tightness in her
face ease. He smiled faintly.

She came further in to stand next to them, resting one hand on
llias's shoulder. Her skin felt cold, and he had the urge to rub his
cheek against her hand, but he didn't think she would like that in
front of strangers.

She snapped a question at Gerard, and he answered, shaking his
head. She looked at Bias and demanded in Syrnaic, "There were
two of them?"

He shook his head, startled. "No."

Giliead looked up, frowning. "We only saw one."

This provoked another argument in Rienish as Gerard translated
their answers to the others, then Niles and some of the guards
hurriedly left the room. "What isit?' Ilias asked Tremaine
worriedly.

She shook her head slightly, her brows drawn together. "l saw



one too, on the other side of the hospital."

"You may have seen the same one, before it came after her."
Gerard glanced at the Gardier woman, still huddled on the bed and
watching them warily. "It was focused entirely on her?"

Giliead nodded. "It looked that way."

Gerard eyed her speculatively. "Y ou saved her life. Perhaps she'll
speak more readily now."

They all looked at the Gardier woman. She couldn't understand
the Syrnaic or Rienish conversations but she obviously didn't like
the steady gaze of so many eyes. She spit at them.

Giliead snorted and looked away, but Ilias's gaze went to
Tremaine. She regarded the woman for a moment, apparently calm,
but Ilias saw her eyes go flat. He lurched forward in time to catch
her as she lunged for the Gardier. He got a hard elbow in the ear
before Tremaine abruptly subsided. Iliaslet her go, tense in case it
was aruse. The Gardier had at least had the sense to flinch,
flattening herself back against the wall.

"Fine." Tremaine straightened her sleeves, still watching the
woman with adeadly calm. "Let's get out of here."

13

Like Elea's Voyage to Thrice Cumae, we arrive at the Walls of the
World. I never thought to live to see such a sight, and only hope to
carry word of it home again.
—"Ravenna's voyage to the Unknown Eastlands,"
Abignon Translation

Tremai ne led llias and Giliead to her hiding spot in the storeroom
where Arisilde had appeared to her, to seeif Giliead could tell if
anything had really been there or not.

By the light of the open dispensary door, llias crouched down on



the floor to examine the minute traces left in the dust. Giliead just
shook his head. "If he was here, he didn't leave anything behind
him. But gods don't volunteer information for no reason. If he told
you he couldn't help usin this, he meant it."

He's not a god. | don't think. Tremaine rubbed her gritty eyes.
She was far too weary to have a philosophical debate just now.
"How do | know it wasn't just a dream?"

"If it was adream," Giliead told her firmly, "you'd know."

Now, sitting at a scrubbed wooden table in the kitchen's First
Class cold pantry and coffee service room, surrounded by cabinets
and counters of stainless steel and nickel-chromium, it seemed very
much like adream. Tremaine propped her head in her hands,
wishing the hard questions would all go away.

The kitchen volunteers were still around and she realized the
threat of sorcerously poisoned food must have both offended and
deeply worried the ones who had been chefs or restaurant workers
in lle-Rien. A group of them were in the next room now, discussing
their original plan to serve some of the ship's store of carefully
hoarded beef tomorrow and if that was still agood idea. Tremaine
had been living on coffee to the extent that the lingering odor of it
from the giant urns along the wall had made her ill, so when one of
the Aderassi volunteers had come in and wordlessly opened a
couple of bottles of wine for them, she had almost been ready to
kiss the man's feet.

"Why didn't it just spread that mist through the whole ship?' llias
asked, cautiously taking another sip. It was different enough from
the musty Syprian vintages that he had almost spit out his first
mouthful, causing Tremaine to yelp with dismay and badly startling
the kitchen staff in the next room.

Tremaine considered the question, massaging her temples. "|
think it was afraid of Gerard and Niles and the sphere. It couldn't
fight all three of them. Maybe that's why it wanted Bain Riand's
help, to take them on while it was finishing the Gardier off." She
shrugged, turning her glass around. "Gerard thinks it wasn't a
human sorcerer. That Riand was right, that it was some sort of
construct or creature, with only limited abilities. Maybe it did get



aboard at Chaire as a spy, but when it realized we had Gardier
prisonersit broke cover to kill them." And those prisoners must
have known something important, even if they hadn't realized it. As
their best interrogator, using a combination of persistence and mild
charms, Niles was going to continue to work on the Gardier woman
tonight. Whatever she knew, they had to find it out.

Giliead, warned by lIlias's choking fit, had been more cautious
with the wine at first but was now putting away as much as
Tremaine. He poured another glass, pausing to curiously examine
what was to his eyes the enigmatic writing on the label. "Are we
sureit's dead?"

"| saw it disappear.” Ilias shrugged doubtfully. He admitted, "A
body would have been nice. And you thought you saw another
one?"

Tremaine nodded, gesturing helplessly. "I may have seen it just
before it appeared to you. I'm not sure. Arisilde sounded like he
was only talking about one person. He said 'someone's nasty spell .’
" She recaptured the bottle for one last glass.

"But if thiswas a Gardier creature, | thought your curses wouldn't
work onit." Giliead lifted his brows.

"Well, there's that. But Arisilde's spells do work, and he must
have been helping with the banishing." Tremaine swirled her glass,
watching as the wine ran down the sides. Some hotel or Great
House in Chaire must have decided that the contents of its cellar
were better off going to the bottom on the Ravenna than being |eft
for the Gardier. She wasn't familiar with this winery, but the stuff
had legs like a cabaret dancer and left a taste in her mouth like
spring in the Marches and newly cut hay. Too bad the people who
owned and worked the vineyards would die or flee, and the grapes
would rot on the vine this summer. Only the headiness of the
vintage made the poignant sting of that thought bearable. "|
think—" She tried unsuccessfully to swallow a yawn. And she
couldn't remember what she had been about to say. "l think | can't
think anymore."

They had left the kitchens and were in the C deck corridor when
the general alarm blared from the ship's loudspeaker.



Gerard heard the alarm sound as he and Niles reached the

wheel-house; Arisilde's sphere had warned them minutes earlier.
The steering cabin was dimly lit, so the helmsman could see out
and the illumination wouldn't betray the ship. Through the large
array of windows the moon lit the sky and turned the seato a
rolling gray plane; for a moment Gerard couldn't see what was
wrong. Then an officer standing at the front of the room gestured
hastily to the side door. "Out there, gentlemen."

Captain Marais and two of the other officers were out on the
starboard side wing, Marais watching something through field
glasses. As Gerard stepped out the door with Niles at his heels, he
saw the airship.

Instincts gained from living through far too many bombingsin
Vienne halted him in his tracks; it took a surprising effort to force
himself from the illusory shelter of the wheelhouse and out onto
the windswept wing.

"Yes," Niles said ruefully from behind him, keeping his voice
low. "That's all we need tonight."

The airship was still some distance away, a black shape outlined
against the star-filled sky. The distinctive jagged fins and tail gave it
a predatory appearance, especially in the dark; it was no wonder the
Syprians had thought the things were giant avian beasts. The angle
of the finstold Gerard it was pointed away from the ship and
toward the distant rocky shadow of the Walls; any other detail was
impossible to make out.

"The lookout spotted it afew moments ago," one of the officers
explained, glancing back at them as they approached. "It changed
course at nearly the same moment, so it must have detected us."

Gerard nodded grim assent. They knew the overhead conceal ment
wards weren't as effective when the ship was moving.

"It looks asif it's turning away," Niles pointed out with annoying
calm. He had the sphere tucked under his arm, and Gerard could
hear it still clicking angrily. The airship must be out of its
immediate range; he didn't think Arisilde would have waited for
instructions to attack.



"It must have got some warning that we're not an easy target."
Marais lowered the field glasses. "Where's Colonel Averi?

"Still down in the hospital." Gerard knew llias and Giliead had
destroyed an airship on the Gardier's island base a few days before
he and Tremaine and the others had arrived on the Pilot Boat. The
sphere had destroyed another during an attack on the Andrien
village and a third that had tried to escape the assault on the base. If
this airship had received any communication from the island or
from the Gardier who had escaped by boat, its crew had every
reason to be cautious,

Niles shifted the rattling sphere to his other arm, saying
thoughtfully, "It's a pity we can't capture it intact. But we can't
chance letting it escape.”

Gerard looked at him, startled. For years they had fled in terror
from Gardier airships. Now . . . "Yes." He smiled thinly. "We can't
let it escape.”

Captain Marais glanced back at them, the dark obscuring his
expression, but the tone in his voice was approving. "l agree. But
it'stoo far ahead of us. We're faster, but to avoid us all it need do is
fly across the Walls. If it doesn't, we can't trust that it isn't leading
us into an ambush."

"But if it thinks we're running from it, it may turn back toward
us," the second officer pointed out, sounding intrigued.

Marais shook his head reluctantly. "We'd have to drop to half
speed to let it catch us. | don't want to take that risk."

Count Delphane had commented that Marais thought he was in
command of a battleship rather than an oversized excursion ferry,
and Gerard was glad to see this evidence of caution. But he said
slowly, "Unless they see us use an etheric gateway, and they turn
back to try to detect our etheric signature.”

"Or to try to get close enough to attempt to use our spell circleto
follow us." Niles smiled to himself. "l like that."

The second officer was nodding. "We've had to turn west far
enough that we should be out of the Maiutans. And we won't be
there long enough for a Gardier patrol to find us."

"Check our course," Marais told him sharply. "Verify our position



in relation to our world." He lifted the field glasses again, adding
dryly, "1'd rather not materialize in the middle of anisland.”

Tremai ne stopped to listen to the loudspeaker again. They had

reached the main hall to find it deserted. The earlier announcement
ordering everyone to leave the open decks and seal all outer doors
and that the watertight doors belowdecks were closing was
worrying, but there was no one to pry information out of.

"What doesit say?' Ilias demanded in frustration. "It always talks
too fast."

"We're making agate," she tranglated. "It—he said we're going to
gate back to our world, change course, then gate back here again.
That means—"

"We're setting atrap,” Giliead finished. "We must have come up
on a Gardier ship. Or aflying whale."

That'sit, I've got to see what's going on, Tremaine thought,
determined. "Thisway." She headed for the side doors, pushing
through them and stepping onto the Promenade deck. The enclosed
deck had a panoramic view of the sea and night sky through its
large windows, stretching most of the length of the ship. Ilias and
Giliead reached the windows first, looking for the airship, both
nearly bonking their heads on the glass trying to see straight up.

No one else was on the Promenade; Tremaine thought they were
not technically violating the order to stay inside, since the deck was
enclosed, but she pushed the heavy door shut just in case, making
sure the latches clicked. She went to join the men at the railing,
studying the clear and for the moment empty moonlit sky. "The
damn thing must be behind us." She tapped her fingers on the
railing, impatient and anxious. "So what the hell are we—"

Giliead stepped back, swearing and clasping a hand to his head as
If something had struck him. Then between one blink and the next
the deck was brilliant with daylight, the sea outside choppy under a
cloud-streaked blue sky. The ship's expansion joints creaked, a
massive bass groan of complaint thrumming up through her
metallic bones as the deck rolled violently; Tremaine bounced off
the glass and banged into llias.



Holding the rail to keep her and himself upright, Ilias asked
Giliead uneasily, "Areyou all right? Was it the curse?"

"Yes." Giliead caught the rail as the ship swayed back over, then
began to roll into aturn. He was grimacing from the pain. "It caught
me by surprise,”" he said through gritted teeth.

"So you can feel an etheric gate open,” Tremaine said, holding on
to llias and nervously watching the sea draw nearer as the ship
leaned into its turn. "That might come in handy. If we live through
the next five minutes," she added tightly.

The deck tilted more sharply under their feet as the turn continued
and Tremaine spared one hand for therail, her palm sweaty on the
polished wood, and Ilias tightened his hold around her waist. Her
stomach informed her that she really should have had more dinner,
or something besides wine to settle it.

The Ravenna swayed upright as the ship came about, strained
metal emitting another heartfelt groan, the ship's own voice
protesting this abrupt handling. Ilias hissed between his teeth.
Pressed against him, Tremaine could feel his heart pound. His hair
brushed her cheek as he turned his head to say to Giliead, "That's
taking an awful chance. Remember when—"

"We capsized Agiss fishing boat," Giliead finished, sounding a
little unnerved. "Vividly."

"I don't think that would happen,” Tremaine muttered, but her
imagination had already taken flight. At least you closed that door.
All those outer doors on the passenger decks were heavy and thick,
functioning as watertight hatches. But even if Gerard and Niles and
Arisilde somehow managed to right a capsized Ravenna with
sorcery before the ship sank, she didn't think the Promenade's
windows would survive that first deadly roll. Ilias's thoughts must
have been along the same lines; he squeezed her waist and kissed
her on the back of the head in a combination of reassurance and
relief.

Tremaine forced her brain past the image of imminent disaster.
The ship was steaming through the daylit sea now, roughly back the
way they had come. We're home, she thought, realizing it with
surprise. Sort of. They were back in the ocean that lay between



lle-Rien and Capidara and not the strange foreign seas the Syprians
salled. "I wonder how long it will take—"The loudspeaker
interrupted her with a brief warning. She translated it as, "Here we
go again." Giliead swore succinctly.

Tremaine felt the ship jerk and roll, asif the entire weight of it
had skipped sideways. The Promenade was suddenly plunged into
darkness. They were back in the Syprians world.

Giliead had a hand pressed against his temple, wincing. llias said
grimly, "Thereitis."

Tremaine followed his gaze, blinking as her eyes adjusted. A
short distance off their bow the airship was outlined in sharp black
silhouette against the moonlit sky. Giliead took a sharp breath.
"Your god is about to—"

Red and orange blossomed under the black shape of the balloon.
Tremaine heard the distant rattle of machine-gun fire, asthe airship
reacted to their sudden appearance, but it was too little and too | ate.
She felt a certain savage satisfaction; she wished the Gardier
woman locked up in the hospital or the Isolation Ward or wherever
she was now could have seen it. So it'stoo late for us to win, but
we can hurt you. We can hurt you almost as bad as you've hurt
us. "That's another one down," she said, mostly to herself. "How
many to go?"'

The fire encompassed the airship's shape and it rolled, fragments
of the undercarriage tumbling down toward the water.

Despi te heavy limbs and afuzzy brain, Tremaine had trouble
sleeping. She was half-expecting Arisilde to appear again, but if he
did, she didn't remember it. She woke, groggily, to Arites leaning
over her, saying, "The ringing thing is trying to speak to you."

"What?' she demanded blearily, glad she hadn't bothered to
undress. They had ended up in the maid's room again, Ilias curled
up next to her, Giliead sprawled in the other bed. At some point
Ilias had shifted over, flung an arm around her waist and pillowed
his head on her shoulder; she was so exhausted it hadn't even
woken her.

"It speaks only in Rienish, and very fast," Arites explained



apologetically. "l can't understand anything it says except your
name."

Neither Ilias nor Giliead had moved, probably the result of wine
that contained considerably more alcohol than they were used to.

"Y ou mean the telephone?' Tremaine elbowed Ilias until he
groaned and rolled over so she could sit up and struggle free of the
sheet. Standing barefoot on the carpet, she was unprepared for the
roll of the ship, and it nearly pitched her on her face. It seemed
even worse than usual; she wondered if they had hit bad weather
following the Walls.

She recovered, gripping the bedpost, and made it across the
room. Kias wasn't on the floor this time. Either he had gotten up
early or had set up housekeeping with his new girlfriend. "Y ou
actually answered the telephone?"

Arites was already at the door. In the light from the other room he
looked chagrined. "The noise it made was piercing. And it wouldn't
stop. And," he added a little defensively as she followed him out
into the main room, "I don't see how listening to a speaking curse
box speak is any different from using the light from curse lights to

No one else seemed to be in the suite, possibly due to the piercing
noise of the speaking curse box. "It's not, except they aren't curses.”
Luckily, he had left the receiver off the cradle, and she picked it up,
yawning. "Y es?"

The connection crackled, and a male voice, sounding annoyed
and relieved, said, "Thisis the ship's operator speaking. Isthat Miss
Valiarde?'

"Yes." Tremaine massaged her forehead. She had expected to
have time this morning for aleisurely bath; she had the feeling that
just wasn't going to happen. "Thisis me—she."

"Colonel Averi needsto speak to you immediately."

It was ameeting again, in the Third Class drawing room with the
wall-sized mural of Parscian fishing boats, and Tremaine was
obviously late for it. Gerard, Ander, Colonel Averi, Captain Marais,
Count Delphane and Lady Aviler, and some of the navy and army
officers were present. Everyone seemed to be in various intense



conversations, except for Averi, grimly standing sentinel at the
front of the room, and Captain Marais, seated with his arms folded
and his face resigned. One of the Gardier maps had been tacked up
to a carved wooden screen above the marble hearth.

Tremaine slid into the back of the room where Gerard was
standing and eased up to his side. She had changed her shirt
hurriedly and splashed water on her face; she felt bleary and barely
awake, and everyone else looked as if they had been up for hours
and had access to coffee and breakfast and a bath. Even Gerard
looked less drawn and exhausted. "Did you and Niles release each
other from that no-sleep adjuration?"' she asked around a yawn.

"Yes, last night, after we destroyed the airship,” he admitted,
sounding relieved. "In fact, Nilesis still asleep. He was so confused
when Giaren woke him this morning we decided to let him rest.”
He added ruefully, "Of course, he's going to need it."

"Why? What is this?' she asked, frowning. She had assumed this
was about their little Walls problem or the attack on the airship.
Either that or Averi had summoned her to give an in-person
account of what had happened in the hospital.

Gerard's expression of consternation didn't enlighten her. "There
have been some developments—"

At the front of the room, Averi abruptly took the floor, slamming
his hand down on the writing desk. "Gentlemen, quiet! We've
spoken about this all morning, and the best option we haveisto
destroy the Gardier outpost.”

"The what?' Tremaine blurted.

Someti me later, Tremaine followed Arites's directions and found

llias and Giliead in the First Class swimming pool, deep in the
interior of the ship on D deck. She walked down the tiled stairsinto
the large chamber, all tiled in cream and green, the splashing and
yelling in Syrnaic telling her she was in the right spot. A gallery
running all along the top of the room had doors that led into steam
and massage rooms, now locked, and the vaulted mother-of-pear|
ceiling stretched up through the deck above to make a gentle arch.
The pool was filled with salt water, accessed from tanks that were



topped off from the unlimited supply outside, like the saltwater
plumbing available in all the bathrooms.

There were afew people sitting on deck chairs down at the far
end, an older woman and two men, all well dressed and chatting
comfortably despite the two naked Syprians trying to drown each
other.

Tremaine walked along the side to the far end, past the two piles
of clothes and boots. The tiled walls threw back distorting echoes,
and she couldn't hear the spectators' conversation, so she knew it
should be safe to talk here. She knelt at the edge of the water, and
called, "Hey!"

llias, who had just shoved Giliead under with a seal-like leaping
tackle, surfaced and shook the hair out of his eyes. He spotted her
and swam over, grabbing one of the handrails to pull himself up to
the curved tile edge. He grinned up at her, his hair streaming water.
"Comeonin."

"No, no, | don't think so." Tremaine eased back out of arm's reach.
"I need to talk to you two."

Giliead swam up, looking a little abashed to be caught having a
good time. He asked, "Did you find out why we've stopped?’

Tremaine hadn't realized that the ship'sroll felt odd because it had
stopped moving forward until Averi had mentioned it at the
meeting. She took a deep breath. "Partly. Last night, after they
destroyed the airship, they figured out that we were fairly close to
the place where Gyan thought the Wall Port might be. So they
stopped to send out a boat to find it. The boat had illusion charms
to keep it from being seen, which was a good thing, since the
Gardier are definitely there."

She paused, pushing her hair out of her eyes. Both men were
watching her gravely now. "The boat came back a little while ago.
They found the port at a big break in the Walls. The break is large
enough for the Ravenna to get through, and the launch couldn't
find any sign of rocks or reefs. But the problem is that the Gardier
have some kind of outpost above the port, with a scaffold tower
that another airship was docked at. The one we took out must have
been heading for the same place. Anyway, the boat couldn't go too



far into the harbor, but it looked like the people who live there
were going crazy, with alot of the native ships leaving.
They—meaning Averi, Captain Marais and Count Delphane—want
to destroy the Gardier outpost and capture the airship.” It had
surprised her at first that Count Delphane had been in favor of an
attack, but maybe their success against the gunship at Cineth and
the airship last night had convinced him.

Bias was nodding, and Giliead said, "It only makes sense. If this
is the closest break in the Walls—and the only one we can find that
the ship can fit through—you need to secure it."

"That's what they said." Tremaine hesitated. "And the thing is,
they want your help. Our help. To scout the native port."

I lias had to admit to an excitement that had nothing to do with the

prospect of battle with the Gardier. He had heard tales of the Walls
for years, and seeing them from the Ravenna's deck had been
wonderful enough. Actually setting foot on them and visiting a
Wall Port was incredible.

In the second bedroom of their cabin, Tremaine went through her
belongings, storing away a number of items in the bag Karima had
given her, including the set of metal instruments she used to open
locked doors and the small shooting weapon she had taken to
carrying with her. "I need a different pair of boots," she told him,
looking genuinely worried about it. "It would be all | need for
someone to see through my Syprian disguise because like an idiot
|'m wearing rubber-soled boots made in Vienne."

llias, repairing a broken thong on Giliead's baldric while Giliead
sharpened their swords, looked up with afrown. "Y ou could ask
Cletia," he said doubtfully. "She might loan you hers."

Giliead snorted. "But that would be helpful on her part."

Tremaine put her bag down on the table with athump. "Let's
throw caution to the winds and ask her."

As she went into the main room, llias followed out of curiosity.
He was surprised to see Cletia seated in one of the chairs,
sharpening her sword. Cimarus and Danias were crouched on the
floor in front of the couch, sorting through a provision pack. Gyan



stood with arms folded, surveying the scene critically. "What's
this?' llias demanded, fearing the worst.

Gyan cocked a brow at him. "Pasima has told the Rienish that
Cletia and Cimarus are going with you."

Ilias stared at him, then pressed his lips together to keep in the
first comment that came to mind. He looked helplessly at Tremaine,
who folded her arms, and said, "Oh, joy."

Cletia's shoulders hunched stubbornly, but she ignored them.
Giliead stepped into the doorway behind him, and Ilias didn't need
to look at him to know what his expression was. In atight voice,
Giliead pointed out, "This is a scouting mission for awar party. The
more people we send, the more likely it isthe Gardier will notice
us."

Cimarus bristled at the implied insult, and Cletia began, "Pasima
has said—"

Pasima stepped into the room with Sanior trailing her. "Pasima
can speak for herself," she said, smiling alittle, asif she meant to
settle an argument between quarrelsome children. "What's wrong?"

llias exchanged a sour ook with Giliead. They both knew that
Pasima was just making sure her bed cushions were feathered on
both sides. If she could prove the Rienish false, her side of the
family would have the credit for it; but if the Rienish proved to be
valuable allies, she wanted to make sure they were beholden to her
aswell asto Giliead. It wasn't worth the argument.

Tremaine evidently thought so too. She eyed Pasima for along
moment with that disconcertingly direct and calculating stare she
was capable of. Then she said, "Fine. Now give me your boots."

The Rienish preparations for battle took longer than Ilias had

expected. He and Giliead had debated over which weapons to take,
assembled some provisions and were ready to go. Since their duty
for the war party would be to scout the Gardier post from within
the Wall Port, it was more than enough. But the Rienish took longer
to assemble their men and weapons and still seemed to be running
around collecting things. And having curses put on themselves by
god-spheres. "I don't understand why you have to do this," he told



Tremaine as they walked down the passage to Gerard's quarters.

"Yes, you do, you're just being difficult,” Tremaine replied.

Since grumbling "I am not" would tend to prove her point, he
rolled his eyes and said nothing.

Gerard's door stood open, and Tremaine knocked on it and
stepped inside. She didn't halt suddenly, but Ilias registered the
tightening of her shoulders. He followed her in, spotting the cause
amost immediately. Ander was sitting in the armchair across the
room.

Gerard, standing at the desk paging through one of the Rienish
flat books, glanced up. "There you are. Ready for the spell? Ander's
just had it." The god-sphere sat on the little table in front of the
couch; as Tremaine walked in, it clicked loudly at her. There were
still curse bowls filled with water cluttering up every available
surface.

"Of course." Tremaine favored Ander with a smile so sharp it
could have cut leather.

Ander got to hisfeet, saying something to Tremaine in Rienish
that Ilias wasn't meant to understand, except that he caught the
words "how" and "husband" and guessed the rest. "I'm fine, thank
you for asking," he replied in Syrnaic, leaning his shoulder against
the wall and folding his arms.

Ander inclined his head, acknowledging the hit. He wore the same
gray garments that the other Rienish soldiers did when they fought.
"So you don't mind Tremaine having a curse put on her?"

llias eyed him acerbically. Of course he did. Gerard had
convinced the god-sphere to teach Niles the Gardier language so
they could better question their one remaining prisoner. But the
Rienish had decided that some members of the war party should
learn it too, in case they got the opportunity to overhear or question
any Gardier in the Wall Port. It made sense in away, as the Gardier
seemed never to bother learning the languages of the people they
fought, and this was one of the few things the Rienish could do that
the Gardier couldn't. Tremaine had immediately volunteered.

Bias knew she had had the curse put on her before; it was how
she, Gerard, Florian and Ander had all learned Syrnaic. But the idea



still made him uncomfortable. Tremaine had her back to him,
poking at one of Gerard's curse bowls on the cabinet across the
room. Ander was still regarding him with that expression of
pleasant inquiry that was somehow adding up to an aggressive
challenge in Bias's head. Repressing the urge to just hit him, Bias
said pointedly, "No, | don't mind."

"Really." Ander nodded pleasantly to him and to Tremaine's
unresponsive back, sketched a gesture of farewell at Gerard, and
left the room. Gerard shook his head with a sour expression.

"That was fun." Tremaine rubbed her palms together briskly.
"Let's get this over with, shall we?'

I t was afternoon by the time everyone was ready to go. The bright

sun threw long shadows, which would help the concealment
charms Gerard had put on the Ravenna'?, launches.

Tremaine waited with Gerard on the boat deck, impatient to go
now that everything was ready. Their boat was being lowered in its
davit, bringing it level with the gate in the railing so they could step
aboard. There would be four boatsin all. The first would leave
with the Syprians, Ander, Florian and afew of Ander's men,
including Basimi, an engineer named Molin and an army sergeant
named Dubos whom Tremaine hadn't met before. The others
would follow an hour later, giving them time to find a spot for the
troops to conceal themselves and to start scouting the port and the
Gardier outpost. Gerard and the sphere would be coming with the
troops. "Y ou will be careful," he said now. The sphere tucked
under his arm clucked metallically at her, asif echoing the
sentiment.

"Of course." llias, Giliead, Cimarus, Cletia, Arites and Kias were
waiting nearby. Ilias was pacing impatiently, Giliead looked stolid,
Arites appeared to be telling Kias the history of everything the
Syprians knew about the Walls, and Cimarus and Cletia managed to
look both defensive and aloof. Tremaine suspected Arites and Kias
had been a last-minute addition to make sure Cimarus and Cletia
were outnumbered.

All the Syprians wore the loose wraps that could double as



ground cloths or blankets in an emergency, and Tremaine was glad
she had borrowed one of those from Pasimatoo. The colors were
all dull browns or grays that faded into the rocks and dirt better
than the brighter colors of their clothing. Pasima's boots mostly fit
her, but the soft leather had no arch support whatsoever. She was
also the only one who didn't have a sword slung across her back,
but though Ilias and Giliead had brought extra blades, she saw no
reason to carry aweapon she couldn't use. What she did have was a
visible sheath knife borrowed from Gyan and a holstered revolver
attached to the back of her belt and hidden under her shirt and
wrap.

" 'Of course,' " Gerard mimicked her unexpectedly. He continued
in exasperation, "Tremaine, we've come along way—"

"Don't wreck it now?" she finished, taken aback by his
vehemence. Taken aback and hurt. She had thought Gerard at |east
believed her to be alittle bit competent.

He let out afrustrated breath. "That is not what | meant."

They stood there in silence a moment, Tremaine watching him
carefully, trying to decide if he thought she was that unreliable or if
it was just the situation. He's worried. He's always worried, but
we've come so far, and we're so close. She said, "I know it's hard to
tell, but I'm serious about being careful. Really. Besides, we're not
doing that much, just scouting."

Gerard rubbed his eyes, rueful and tired. "I seem to remember our
excursions on the Pilot Boat were officially designated a scouting
mission."

Tremaine cocked a brow at him. Not exactly engendering my
confidence, Gerard. But the boat had clunked into position, and the
sailors were opening the gate in the railing, and it was time to leave.

I lias perched up in the bow of the boat to guide the Rienish

helmsman through the treacherous waters, watching for the darker
shapes of rocks just under the waves. Giliead was posted on the
starboard for the same reason and Kias aft. Tremaine, Arites, Cletia
and Cimarus sat near the bow, with Florian, Ander and the other
three Rienish toward the stern. Other boats with the rest of the war



party would be following throughout the day.

Past the barrier islands, which were just long spits of sand and sea
wrack, were giant stone pillars, thrusting up out of the water all
along the base of the Walls, some as big as two or three ship's
lengths across, the tops sprouting small jungles of deep green
vegetation. The barrier islands were enough to shield these inner
coves from the constant movement of the waves, but Ilias thought
that during a storm it would be suicide to be caught here.

"Slow, slow, and over that way!" Catching sight of a dark lump
under the surface, he motioned hastily, using a pidgin mix of
Rienish and Syrnaic for the instructions.

Muttering to himself, the sailor adjusted their course dlightly,
using the wheel and the levers that apparently controlled the speed
of the boat. Past the obstacle safely, Ilias saw the edge of alittle
cove formed out of the base of this Wall. There wasn't much beach,
just large flat rocks, washed by the low waves. But the stone in the
cliffs above them was honeycombed with passages, forming steep
rough trails leading up. "Here." llias pointed. "Let's try here."

The helmsman squinted to see the cove in the dusky shadows
under the cliff, then nodded, turning the wheel to adjust the course.

"There?' Tremaine stepped up beside the helmsman, grabbing the
railing to steady herself.

Ander was beside her before llias could explain his choice, saying
emphatically, "We're still too far from the port."

"We'retoo close." Ilias rounded on him impatiently. "If they have
gleaners, they'll work out from the port at least this far down. And
there could be settlements up in the cliffs. If somebody asks us why
our ship isn't where we said she was, | don't want to answer that
guestion, do you?"

Ander stared at the cove, stone-faced, then spoke to the
helmsman in Rienish too rapid for Ilias to catch any words. The
helmsman, ignoring the tension, nodded. After exchanging more
rapid speech, the helmsman guided the boat toward the cove.

Ander moved to the stern without another word. Tremaine rolled
her eyes and followed him. The helmsman saw llias's sour
expression and slanted a sympathetic look at him.



Giliead stepped up beside llias, leaning his hip on the railing. He
watched Ander's retreat grimly, saying in alow voice, "He wanted
you to ask him first if we could try that cove, instead of just telling
the crewman."

Ilias snorted. Good warleaders let everyone do their jobs instead
of finding excuses to prove they were in charge. "That's going to be
fun."

Giliead nodded, annoyed. "It must be just us. He's not up here
telling this man how to steer the boat."

Ilias eyed the wheel, the levers and knobs set into the wood
beneath it. "Maybe he just doesn't know how."

Tremai ne moved back between the row of benches and caught

Ander in the stern. "Excuse me."

"Look." He rounded on her angrily. "I'm in command of—"
Tremaine switched to Syrnaic, keeping her voice low. "That was
not a challenge to your authority. Syprians work in tight little family
groups and make decisions by committee." She noticed that Basimi

and the other two Rienish in the group were looking away with
studied interest in the scenery. Florian, the only one who could
understand Syrnaic besides Ander, had hastily shifted forward to sit
with Antes, out of earshot. "God knows how it works, but
apparently it does. If you push one of them, you push all of them,
and Ilias may be willing to take your obvious contempt and lump it
for awnhile, but Giliead won't."

Ander glared at her, taking two deep breaths, then looked over
her shoulder. She knew he was looking at Giliead, whose eyes she
could feel boring into them across the length of the boat. They were
coming into the cove, the wet gray stones rising up around them,
the boat slowing as the engine cut out. Everyone was moving to the
front to see or to help moor the boat. She heard a splash as
someone went into the water to tie it off. She hoped she didn't have
to point out to Ander that Cineth and thereby the rest of the Syrnai's
recognition of lle-Rien as an ally had hinged on, and continued to
hinge on, Giliead's opinion as Chosen Vessel. That it was on that
opinion aone that the Syprians fragile acceptance of Rienish



sorcerers rested.

Ander's eyes came back to her. His expression was still stony, but
she thought the flush might be from awareness of a tactical mistake
rather than anger. He said curtly, "Thank you for bringing that to
my attention."

"You're welcome." Tremaine turned, but a hand on her sleeve
stopped her.

"Tremaine..." he began.

She just looked at him, waiting, one brow cocked. It was then that
she realized that what Ander thought of her didn't matter at the
moment. That perhapsit didn't just signal the end of an
il1-considered infatuation on both their parts, but the end of any
friendship between them.

Maybe he realized it too. After amoment he let her go, and she
walked back to the front of the boat.

They had been walking and climbing a torturous path along the

cliff top for a couple of hours, with Tremaine cursing Syprian
footgear the whole way. The waves below washed the narrow
sandy strips of the barrier islands and the towering rocks; above
them the jagged gray peaks of the mountain loomed. The pockets
of terrain that had been in shadow all day were almost cold.

Kias had gone ahead to scout, leaving trail signs scratched on the
stone for them to follow. They had been bypassing small
settlements of people llias said were gleaners, who lived by fishing
and picking through the remnants of wrecks and whatever flotsam
the sea washed up. They wanted to avoid these little communities to
keep anyone from getting too close alook at the Rienish members
of the party.

They turned away from the cliff face and through a narrow tunnel
in the rock. It opened up into an only slightly wider gorge that
wound down through the mountain, a trickling stream playing over
mossy rocks down its middle. Oh, that's going to be fun to walk
on, Tremaine thought, contemplating sliding the whole way on her
bottom. At the head of the gorge, Giliead stopped, consulting a
scratched marking on the stone. "He's found a place where the war



party can gather."

Tremaine leaned against the wall and pushed her hair back. "So
we're close to the port?”

llias pointed across the jutting crags. "It's right there, past that
bluff."

Tremaine nodded, knowing the trail sign had somehow
pinpointed the place's location exactly for him. She was going to
have to learn arudimentary version of the trail signs, just for
safety's sake. The complexity of the designs had certainly explained
why llias and Giliead had managed to memorize so many of the
Ravenna's directional signsin so little time.

She passed this information along as Florian, Arites and the
others caught up with them, resisting the impulse to add loudly,
That all right with you, Ander?

He seemed to have taken what might have been a badly judged
rebuke well enough, and Giliead hadn't exploded. She flatly refused
to believe Ander was resentful of Ilias out of jealousy for her; it
was more likely some leftover impulse of the playboy and noble
scion he had once been, thwarted at getting his way. But that didn't
sound right either. Oh hell, | don't know, she thought wearily. It
was strange to be the peacemaker. All in all, she thought being the
troublemaker was a more advantageous position, and less stressful.
| can't think why | gave it up.

"We're walking." Florian prodded her from behind, and she
realized Giliead and llias were already halfway down the gorge,
leaping from rock to rock with the 