
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   
      
      BY KATE ELLIOTT

      
      Crown of Stars

      
      King’s Dragon

      
      Prince of Dogs

      
      The Burning Stone

      
      Child of Flame

      
      The Gathering Storm

      
      In the Ruins

      
      Crown of Stars

      
      Crossroads

      
      Spirit Gate

      
      Shadow Gate

      
      Traitors’ Gate

      
      Spirit Walker

      
      Cold Magic

      
      Cold Fire

   
Copyright

Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 978-0-748-12541-8
 
All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2011 by Kate Elliott

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk


      
      Dedicated to the memory of Steve Larson, teacher,
musician, theorist, lover of games, punster, oenophile,
and all-around great,
            funny, brilliant guy.
Gone way too soon.
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      Author’s Note

      
      The Spiritwalker books take place on a different Earth, with magic. Almost all the names and words are real, not made up.
         Although the world may seem like an attempt to write alternate history, it isn’t true alternate history. It’s more like a
         fantasia of an Earth that might have been had conditions included an extended Ice Age, the intelligent descendants of troodons,
         nested planes of interleaved worlds, and human access to magical forces that can redirect the normal flow of entropy.
      

      
      CALENDAR NOTES

      
      The “Roman” days of the week commonly used in this world are Sunday, Moonday, Marsday, Mercuriday, Jovesday, Venerday, and
         Saturnday. The months are close enough to our own that they don’t need translating. From the Celtic tradition, I’ve used the
         “cross-quarter days” of Samhain (November 1), Imbolc (February 2), Beltain (May 1), and Lughnasad (August 2), although it’s
         unlikely Samhain was considered the turn of the year.
      

      
      CREOLE

      
      Part of this story takes place in the Antilles, the Caribbean, which has developed within a very different history from the
         one that shaped our own world. For that reason I decided to create my own creole rather than attempt (badly) to replicate
         any of the various historical or modern Caribbean dialects or patois.
      

      
      With the heroic assistance of Dr. Fragano Ledgister and additional advice from Katharine Kerr, I instituted specific linguistic rules common to creoles and applied them with a few nods toward
         the languages that would have been part of Expedition’s creole, most importantly Taino but secondarily Latin and Bambara.
         Obviously because I write and think in English I did also borrow heavily from elements of modern creoles as well. Insofar
         as the three levels of creole (as per Mervyn Alleyne’s definition of a hierolect, mesolect, and basilect in Jamaican English)
         used in this book sound reasonable to the reader, it is due to the generous advice I received. Any faults and flaws are my
         own.
      

      
      Our Caribbean, by the way, has an astonishing and marvelous literary and musical tradition so extensive there is not room
         here to even begin to discuss it, but I would urge you to explore it on your own.
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      It was a cursed long and struggling walk hauling two heavy carpetbags stuffed with books across the city of Adurnam. That
         it was night helped only because the darkness hid us. The bitter cold turned our hands to ice even through gloves. A dusting
         of new snow crunched beneath our boots. My half brother Rory ranged ahead, on the watch for militia patrols.
      

      
      The prince’s curfew had emptied the streets. In a normal year every intersection would have been lit with a fire in honor
         of the winter solstice. Inns and taverns would have remained open all night, awash with ale and free oatcakes. But after the
         riots that had wracked the city, people and businesses had locked their doors and shuttered their windows. It was so quiet
         I could hear my cousin Beatrice’s breathing as she trudged along beside me with a bag across her shoulders.
      

      
      “Cat, are we almost there?” she asked.

      
      “I’ll carry both bags,” I offered, even though the one I carried felt like a bag of bricks.

      
      “It’s not the weight. It’s the dark.”

      
      The night was hardest on her. Clouds covered the sky, and we avoided the few main thoroughfares that had gaslight and kept
         to side streets where it was darkest. With a curfew in force and people fearful they would run out of oil and candles, few
         night-watch lanterns burned on porches. Both Rory and I could see abnormally well in the dark. That was one of the reasons
         my family called me Cat instead of Catherine. We led the way, while Bee had the more difficult task: She had to trust us.
      

      
      Rory loped back. “Patrol coming.”
      

      
      We shrank into the shadow of an alcove. I set down my bag and slipped my ghost-sword from its loop on my outer skirt. It looked
         like a black cane, but at night I could twist its hilt and draw a sword. I waited, poised to strike. Rory tensed like a big
         cat about to spring. Bee sucked in and held a breath. Ahead, a troop of mounted men clattered toward the nearest intersection.
      

      
      Rory sniffed, then licked his lips. “I hear other people, too. I smell iron and that nasty stuff you call blackpowder.”

      
      In the house nearest us, a shutter shifted as someone inside peeked out. I closed my eyes, tasting the air and listening with
         senses far sharper than Bee’s. The wind carried the clop of hooves but also a hiss of men whispering, the click of a boot
         heel on stone, the lick of flame and the sting of burning.
      

      
      “Stay here,” I whispered, shoving the heavy bag into Rory’s arms. They obeyed.

      
      In the interstices between our world and the spirit world lie threads of magic that bind the worlds together. I drew the threads
         as shadow around me to conceal myself from ordinary sight. Staying close alongside the buildings, I skulked forward. In the
         intersection, no one moved, but I heard the jingle of harness grow louder as the soldiers approached. Movement stirred in
         an alley to my right. A tiny flame flared, lighting the shape of a mustachioed mouth and the gleaming barrel of a gun. After
         a hissed whisper, the flame was snuffed out.
      

      
      I stepped back against the wall of the building at the corner just as the first rank of turbaned mage House soldiers rode
         into view. Sparks flowered. At least ten sharp gunfire reports echoed down the houses. Horses snorted and shied. Two soldiers
         crumpled forward. One tumbled from his horse. His boot caught in the stirrup, and the panicked horse dragged him sideways.
         A volley of crossbow bolts loosed by the mounted soldiers clattered against the buildings on either side of the alley. A glass
         window shattered, and bolts thunked into wood shutters.
      

      
      “They’re bad shots!” shouted a man from the alley. “We’ve got them, lads! Fire!”

      
      But instead of loud reports, the only sound was a series of deadened clicks.
      

      
      The mage troop swept forward as a seam of icy white light ripped across the air as if an unseen blade cut through the night
         to penetrate to daylight behind. A bright, cold fire bubbled out from the rift. The light moved as if pushed, spheres like
         lamps probing the alley and the stone faces of the buildings to reveal thirty or more men in hiding. The hiding men desperately
         tried to shoot, but their shiny new rifles simply failed to fire. The presence of an extremely powerful cold mage had killed
         their combustion.
      

      
      With my back pressed against the stone, I willed myself to be nothing more than stone, nothing to see except what anyone would
         expect to see looking at an old, grubby, smoke-stained wall. Even so I dared not move, though I knew cold mages could not
         see through my concealing threads of shadow. A man dressed not in armor but in flowing robes rode forward from the back of
         the troop. His was an imposingly dignified figure with his graying black hair plaited into many tiny braids and his black
         face drawn down in an angry frown. I knew him: He was the mansa, the most powerful cold mage in Four Moons House and therefore
         its master.
      

      
      In that knife’s-edge moment before the men in the alley broke and ran, the mansa lifted a hand as he addressed a comment to
         his companion, a middle-aged blond Celt dressed in the uniform of the prince’s militia. “They are smuggling in rifles despite
         the ban on new technology. Just as we suspected.”
      

      
      The temperature dropped so precipitously that my eyes stung and my ears popped as the pressure changed. With a whispering
         groan, metal strained. Men screamed as the iron stocks of their rifles twisted and, with a sound more terrifying than that
         of any musket or rifle shot, shattered as easily as if they were glass. Many writhed on the ground, torn and bloodied by the
         shrapnel. A few staggered away down the alley, trying to escape.
      

      
      “Capture them all!” shouted the militia captain in a braying tenor.

      
      “I want any who survive,” said the mansa, studying the scene with a brow smoothed by his easy victory.

      
      “You mean to execute them?”
      

      
      “No. I mean to bind these rebellious plebeians into clientage. They, and their kinfolk, and their descendants will all be
         bound to serve Four Moons House. To execute them will merely inflame their kinfolk to further rebellion. But if these discontented
         men drag their households into servitude with them, that will breed resentment among their own kin for their folly in fighting
         against the natural order and losing what freedom they have. With your permission, of course. They’re your subjects.”
      

      
      “A wise course of action. That will make the radical agitators think twice.”

      
      Blessed Tanit! His companion was the prince of Tarrant himself, the very man who ruled the principality centered around the
         city of Adurnam, on the Solent River, in northwestern Europa.
      

      
      Really, I could think of no man I wanted to meet less than these two. As the soldiers mopped up the scene and the mansa and
         the prince sat in perfect amity at the center of the intersection, chatting about some man’s thwarted marriage prospects,
         I edged backward until I felt it safe to remove myself from the wall and hurry back to the alcove where Bee and Rory waited.
         I shoved in between them, trembling.
      

      
      “What happened?” Bee whispered. “I heard shots. And then screams.”

      
      “We have to backtrack. The mansa and the prince are with those soldiers.”

      
      “Are they hunting for us? Does the mansa know we escaped?”

      
      “I don’t think so. He said nothing of it. I still think his people won’t discover we’re gone until morning. Give me a moment.”
         I shut my eyes, the better to envision the map of Adurnam I carried in my head, with its winding streets, secluded alleys,
         and dangerous warrens.
      

      
      “You’re shaking,” said Bee, putting an arm around me.

      
      “Men just died. And it was a shock to see the mansa again. By law Four Moons House owns me. He has a legal right to recapture
         me. And if he catches us, he will find a way to own you, too.”
      

      
      “I think we should go now while they’re busy eating the wounded and dying,” said Rory.
      

      
      Bee stiffened. “You imbecile, we don’t eat people—”
      

      
      “Hush. Rory’s right.” I stroked his arm, because he liked that, and he gave a rumbling sigh. “We need to go while they’re
         busy mopping up. I’ve got a better route. We’ll creep back to Old Temple and go along the river. We’ll be hard to follow if
         we cut through the goblin market.”
      

      
      I slipped my cane back into its loop and picked up the bag. We crept back down the street as quickly as we could, but no scouts
         rode our way. If anyone inside the shuttered houses noted our passing, they called no alarm. Eventually we relaxed a little.
      

      
      “Do you think these lawyers and radicals will really take us in?” Bee asked.

      
      “We have to hope they will, Bee. I don’t know where else we can go otherwise.”

      
      “I’m very cold, Cat,” said Rory. “I just want a warm fire and a nap.”

      
      “Are there fires that aren’t warm?” muttered Bee as she strode along. Clearly, fear and anxiety had wound her tight. Even
         with our greater height and longer strides, Rory and I had trouble keeping up. “Winters that aren’t cold?”
      

      
      “Men who don’t fall in love with your magnificent beauty at first sight?” I added, knowing she could not resist the bait.

      
      I felt her grin by the way she struck a counterblow. “Why, dearest, I don’t think I’m the one who got fallen in love with
         at first sight.”
      

      
      “I don’t need reminding about that!”

      
      “What? Didn’t you like him a little in the end? Aesthetically, he is very handsome, despite the impressively arrogant personality.
         And you are the one who kissed him, after all.”
      

      
      Fortunately, the night covered my blush. “I really don’t know what to think about him, Bee. And furthermore, I am not interested
         in having this conversation right now or possibly ever.”
      

      
      “Hush! You two are so loud.”

      
      Because Rory was right, we kept walking and stopped talking, but the exchange had restored Bee’s usual bloody-minded cheerfulness. She even dawdled in the long promenade of the goblin market,
         examining the stalls of knives. By the time the cocks crowed, we had staggered onto Enterprise Road, where all kinds of foreigners,
         radicals, technologists, and solicitors lived. Unlike in the other districts of Adurnam, every street and even the humblest
         lanes in this neighborhood were lit by gas lamps. Their glow illuminated the predawn traffic of men and trolls coming out
         of and going into coffeehouses and unlocking offices. A few cowled goblins hurried away to burrow into their daylight dens.
         A woman opening up a shop paused to watch Rory saunter past, for he had the kind of self-satisfied grace that attracted the
         eye, and he knew it and liked it.
      

      
      “Stop smiling at people! You’ll draw attention to us!” I muttered.

      
      “I see men looking at Bee, and even at you,” he retorted. “Why shouldn’t I get looks, too?”
      

      
      Fortunately I spotted Fox Close, a lane tucked away between a tavern and a coffeehouse. By the time we turned down the lane
         and reached the law offices, dawn had come and the gaslights were being shuttered for the day. We halted on the stoop to look
         up at a newly painted sign. Pin-perfect orange letters shone against a feathery brown backdrop: GODWIK AND CLUTCH.
      

      
      Who would ever have thought that two dutiful daughters raised in a quiet Kena’ani merchant household would throw themselves
         on the mercy of trolls and radicals?
      

      
      “I hope this works,” Bee muttered as we dropped the bags on the steps.

      
      I plied the knocker. As we waited, I untangled my cane where it had gotten caught in a fold in my skirts.

      
      The door opened. A troll stared at us. It was hard to know whether trolls looked more like birds or lizards. They stood tall
         and lanky on hind legs in a way that made me think of human-sized upright lizards, yet what looked like scales was a covering
         of tiny feathers. The way this one cocked his head first to one side and then to the other to get a good look at us with each
         eye also reminded me of a bird. He wore a jacket in the human style, and its drab brown cloth set off a truly spectacular scarlet-blue-and-black crest of feathers that ran from his upper spine to the crown of his head.
      

      
      “May the day find you at peace,” I said hastily. “My name is Catherine Hassi Barahal. This is my cousin Beatrice. And my brother
         Roderic. We’re here to see Chartji. The solicitor.”
      

      
      “You’re that one. Chartji warned me: ‘Let her in quickly shall she come standing at the door.’” He hopped back, startling
         Rory and Bee. Seeing the two bags and their brass clasps, he bent forward to look more closely first at the clasps and then
         at my cane as if he could see the sword hidden beneath the magic that concealed it in daylight. “Oo! Things! Shiny things!”
      

      
      A male voice came from inside.

      
      “Who’s at the door, Caith?” A strikingly attractive man stepped into view, wiping his hands on a grimy cloth. Seeing us, he
         grinned most enchantingly, as if his day had just become utterly delightful. “Catherine! And your charming cousin Beatrice.
         And another companion, I see.”
      

      
      “My brother, Roderic.”

      
      “Well met, indeed! Did you tell them to come in, Caith? Please, step inside at once and close the door.” He nodded at Rory
         as we hustled in. “I’m Brennan.”
      

      
      As we walked down the main passage, he explained the young troll Caith’s complicated kinship relationship to the solicitor
         Chartji. He showed us into what had once been the sitting room. There we found Maester Godwik seated at a desk with pen in
         hand.
      

      
      The old troll looked up at once, his vivid black-and-green crest raising and spreading as he saw me. “The Hassi Barahal in
         her mantle! What an exceptionally pleasant surprise. Let me crow on the rocks at sunrise! And this … the cousin, I presume.
         And …” He studied Rory, who looked like an ordinary young man with golden, innocent eyes and thick black hair twisted into
         a single long braid. “Interesting. I’ve not seen one like you before. Well met. Please enter our nest.”
      

      
      There was one other person in the room, a bespectacled woman sorting among the pieces of a shattered printing press. She looked
         up, so surprised at Godwik’s words that it was obvious she hadn’t noticed us come in. Yet her smile seemed genuine. “Catherine!”
      

      
      Brennan set our bags down in the room as the solicitor Chartji walked in behind him. Because Chartji was female, her scale-like
         feathers were as drab as Caith’s jacket, and the feathers of her crest were only one color, a bright yellow. She was carrying
         a bowl of water cupped in one ink-stained three-fingered hand. “I thought you might come! Drink first. That’s the proper way.
         Then we’ll talk.”
      

      
      Their manner was so very encouraging that I began to allow myself to hope we had made the right decision to come here. As
         we passed around the bowl, each taking a sip of water in the traditional Mande custom of welcome, a knock rattled the door.
         Caith pattered away down the hall. I heard the door open.
      

      
      After a pause, Caith called out, “Brennan! There’s a rat here who says you’re expecting a messenger. He says a rising light
         marks the dawn of a new world.”
      

      
      Brennan said sharply, “Get him in fast and shut the door!”

      
      We all spilled into the hallway, me with my hand on my cane. If the others were armed, I could not see their weapons. I nodded
         to Rory, and he went partway up the stairs to get the advantage of height. Three armed men surged through the open door and
         into the entryway like soldiers clearing a path for their captain. I recognized them, for I had met them on the road not ten
         days earlier. All three were foreigners, and one was actually a woman dressed as a man. She stepped back outside, and a moment
         later a middle-aged man walked up the steps and came in.
      

      
      He was tall and imposing, with brawny shoulders, black hair streaked with silver, and the features of a person born of mixed
         Iberian, West African Mande, and Roman ancestry. In other words, he had a prominent hook nose and a face long and broad and
         bold enough to carry it off. He wore a shabby wool greatcoat and a faded tricornered hat rather the worse for wear. Although
         he had the bearing of a man accustomed to wielding weapons, he wore none except the expectation that he was in command.
      

      
      His gaze fastened immediately on the petite, bespectacled woman even though, of all of us standing in the entryway, she certainly looked the least physically imposing. “Professora Kehinde
         Nayo Kuti, I presume,” he said.
      

      
      They eyed each other like dogs trying to decide whether they’ll have to fight over a bone.

      
      “I expected you would send an ambassador to open talks between our organizations,” she said.

      
      “I am my own ambassador. As I must be, in these troubled times.”

      
      Blessed Tanit! I had first met this man on the road, where he had been traveling in the guise of a working man named Big Leon.
         I could not imagine how I had ever thought him merely a retired soldier no different from any other man who has survived an
         old war.
      

      
      “You walked into Adurnam alone except for three soldiers?” Brennan was saying. “With all the mage Houses and every prince
         in northwestern Europa hunting for you? That seems rash!”
      

      
      “And irrational,” added Kehinde in a calmer voice. “We could turn you over to the prince of Tarrant for a significant reward.”

      
      In disguise as Big Leon the humble carter’s cousin, he had hidden the crackling strength of his gaze and the coiled power
         of his presence. No longer. “But you won’t. For you see, I am never alone. The hopes and ambitions of too many people are
         carried on my back.”
      

      
      “You’re Camjiata,” I said.

      
      The man born Leonnorios Aemilius Keita had earned the name Camjiata, lion of war, by leading armies to victory. Everyone knew
         the Iberian Monster believed it was his destiny to unite the fractious principalities, dukedoms, city-states, and backward
         tribes of Europa into one glorious empire. He had tried once, and he had almost succeeded.
      

      
      “Of course I am Camjiata. Who else would I be? At last, after the patient work of many years and many hands, I am free.”

      
      Chartji stepped forward, offering the bowl of water.

      
      He doffed his hat and drank it all in one gulp. “And now we have business to do and no time to wait.”

      
      “Did you come looking for me?” asked Bee. I could not tell if she was terrified, or exhilarated, or making ready to punch him in the face, but she had her sketchbook open to a page where she
         had at some point in the last few months drawn a picture of him standing exactly where he was now, in front of the closed
         door in the entryway of these law offices. “Did she tell you how to find me? Your wife, I mean? The one who walked the dreams
         of dragons?”
      

      
      “Yes. It was the final thing Helene said to me before they killed her. She told me that the eldest daughter of the Hassi Barahal
         clan would learn to walk the dreams of dragons. Find her, she said, because you will need her, as you have needed me.” He
         lifted a hand in the classic orator’s gesture used by the Romans in their ancient empire. It was simply impossible not to
         stare at him if he wanted you to do so, as he did now. “Helene said that the eldest Hassi Barahal daughter would lead me to
         Tara Bell’s child.”
      

      
      “B-but I’m Tara Bell’s child,” I choked out, for I felt my heart had lodged in my throat.

      
      “Of course you are. You could be no one else but who you are. So must we all be, even Helene, who knew that the gift of dreaming
         would be the curse that brought death to her.”
      

      
      I alone heard Bee whisper, “Death?” as she went pale.
      

      
      He had gone on. “Even at the end, the gift compelled her to speak. Those were the very last words I ever heard her say. She
         said, ‘Where the hand of fortune branches, Tara Bell’s child must choose, and the road of war will be washed by the tide.’”
      

      
      I was not too stunned by these portentous words to miss the way Kehinde glanced at Brennan, or the way he gave a shrug in
         reply as his gaze flicked toward Bee.
      

      
      “A fanciful turn of phrase,” said Kehinde to the general, “but as I have a pragmatical turn of mind, can you tell me what
         you think it means?”
      

      
      A longcase clock standing beside the coat rack ticked with each swing of its pendulum. A carriage rattled past outside. Camjiata
         watched until we were all looking at him and waiting for him to speak. He smiled softly, as if our compliance amused him.
      

      
      “Why, the depths of the words are easily sounded. She meant that Tara Bell’s child will choose a path that will change the course of the war.”
      

      
      The gazes of seven humans and three trolls left his face and fixed on me.

      
      “Which means you, Catherine Bell Barahal. Because that child is you.”
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      I am not a young woman who craves attention. Unlike my beloved cousin Beatrice, who is my dearest and most trusted friend
         in all the world, I make no effort to bring myself to the notice of all and sundry in the most forceful and spectacular way
         imaginable. I have the sort of character that prefers the shadows where it can bide quietly or, as Bee might say, sneak about
         without being caught.
      

      
      So I did not at all like to find myself with every pair of eyes— except of course for my own since that would have been impossible—
         staring at me. Words usually come easily to me. But I had seen carnage on the streets. I had been awake all night. I really
         just wanted to close my eyes and sleep.
      

      
      Instead, I stood for a moment as mute and seared as if I had been struck by lightning. Then I got angry.

      
      “You may believe that because I am Tara Bell’s child that I mean something to you and your schemes and plans. But I came with
         my cousin to these law offices to get help with our own private legal matters. Not to aid an escaped criminal!”
      

      
      The door rattled softly at his back. He stepped away as it opened a crack. The woman dressed as a man squeezed in. As everyone
         relaxed, the general chuckled. His amusement made the air change quality as if holding its breath before the sun—or a storm—breaks
         through.
      

      
      “Some call me a criminal, while others call me the Liberator,” he said in the rich Iberian lilt he had not lost despite thirteen
         years confined on an island prison. “Like you, I came to these law offices on an entirely different matter. I truly did not
         expect to meet you here, Catherine.” He nodded to acknowledge Bee. “Nor did I expect to meet your cousin, the young woman who walks the path of dreams.
         Not so soon, and not in Adurnam. And yet, why not here? Why not now? That we meet here and now merely reminds me that destiny
         directs our paths. We cannot escape what we are.”
      

      
      “That may be, but we can escape those who try to imprison us.”

      
      “Have I said anything that makes you think I am trying to make you my prisoner?”

      
      “You must forgive me if I don’t seem very trusting right now. For the last two months, I’ve been running from people who want
         to kill me. My cousin and I just escaped from house arrest. So I don’t see how I can really trust you.”
      

      
      “If we are both being hunted, doesn’t it make sense for us to become allies?”

      
      “Allies in what?” I demanded. “Isn’t your war over? Didn’t you lose? Weren’t your armies dispersed, and your allies punished?
         Didn’t your enemies in the Second Alliance march home satisfied with their victory and your imprisonment?”
      

      
      I wasn’t sure how a man of his infamy would parry such a reckless attack, but he merely smiled drily. “A worthy salvo. It
         reminds me of the prickly unanswerable questions I would hear from your father Daniel when we were young. The struggle for
         liberation is never over as long as the old order crushes those who seek freedom. I intend to reform the laws of Europa and
         free the population from the oppressive rule of princes and cold mages. You could do worse than to join my army, as your mother
         did.”
      

      
      “We’re not your soldiers,” I said as I glanced at the woman who stood beside him.

      
      A black-haired foreigner, she wore a man’s jacket and trousers. A falcata, a short sword in the Iberian style, rode low on
         a belt loop at her left hip. Her eyes had the epicanthic fold of a person whose birth or ancestry rested in the mysterious
         lands of the Far East, but the most striking thing about her was the ragged two-tined white scar that forked across her right
         cheek. Was she one of his famous Amazon Corps, as my mother had been?
      

      
      “Just because my mother was an officer in your army doesn’t mean I am under any obligation to you,” I added.
      

      
      “You are mistaken if you believe nothing binds me to you.”

      
      Snow poured down my back could not have made me more cold. A horrible premonition seized me, together with a throat-clawing
         curiosity. I had to know. “What do you mean? You’re not going to claim to be …”
      

      
      “Oh, la!” Bee pressed the back of a hand to her forehead in a gesture worthy of the cheap sort of theater. “I am overcome
         by these confrontations and alarums! All these revelations and unexpected meetings are simply too much. If I do not sit down this instant, I shall collapse.” She had perfected a throbbing quaver with which to soften the listening heart, but her voice retained an edge of determination
         that suggested her collapse would be accompanied by a tantrum no sane person wished to endure. When she grasped my elbow,
         her grip was like the clamp of a trap. From the cutting look she gave me, I could tell she wanted to have words with me.
      

      
      The general touched a hand to his heart. “I am at your disposal, Professora Kuti. With you, I assume, is the legendary Brennan
         Touré Du. Tales of his daring exploits reached even my lonely prison cell. I have been assured your connections are legion,
         your intellects first-rate, and your commitment to the cause of justice and reason unparalleled.”
      

      
      Although Kehinde appeared to be nothing more than a petite woman with a quiet demeanor and an enthusiasm for technological
         puzzles, she met the general look for look. “You will understand that our chief concern is to assure ourselves of your dedication
         to the cause of justice and reason.”
      

      
      He nodded. “Alliances can only be formed where trust is assured.”

      
      “Let me then defer to our host, Maester Godwik.”

      
      Godwik raised his feathered crest of black and green. “It is our custom to offer a chance to wash, drink, and eat before any
         negotiation commences.”
      

      
      The general laughed. “As I well recall. The first of your kind I ever met were gunrunners. It took a cursed long time to get
         down to business though we were in the midst of a battle waged over a hill. I would be honored to wash, drink, and eat with you, Maester
         Godwik.”
      

      
      All three trolls showed teeth in an expression that mimicked a human smile. Given that they had fearsome teeth bristling in
         predatory snouts, the effect was more unsettling than reassuring.
      

      
      “Caith,” said the old troll, “please go join the watch at the corner.”

      
      Caith whistled an answer and went out the front door, accompanied by Brennan and the older foreign soldier. The younger soldier
         took up guard at the front door. By the way he kept glancing at Bee and then away, it was obvious he was taken with her voluptuous
         figure and magnificent beauty.
      

      
      Maester Godwik gestured to Bee, Rory, and me. “We have not yet greeted you properly either, my young friends. Await us in
         the kitchen, if you will. General, this way.”
      

      
      Along the right wall were two staircases, one of which ascended to the first floor above us while the other, tucked beneath
         it, descended to a half basement. Godwik limped down the basement stairs while Chartji went upstairs past Rory. After a glance
         at Rory, the Amazon followed Godwik downstairs, the general and Kehinde at her heels.
      

      
      “Look at those knives!” whispered Bee admiringly, still clutching my arm.

      
      The young foreigner had unbuttoned his greatcoat. Beneath, he wore a harness of knives buckled over a quilted jacket of dull
         twilight blue. A belt strapped around his hips braced a pair of illegal pistols. He had straight black hair not unlike my
         own, and a brown complexion that resembled Rory’s. The cast of his features, his wide cheekbones and high forehead, gave him
         the look of a man far from the house where he had been born and none too impressed by the place he found himself now. He met
         Bee’s bold stare with a challenging one of his own.
      

      
      “You’re not of Mande or Celtic or even Roman ancestry,” I said. “Where are you from?”

      
      He measured me up and down and without replying looked back to Bee.

      
      She lifted her chin in imperious dismissal of his rudeness. “Rory, bring the bags.”
      

      
      She tugged me toward the stairs, but when we were halfway down to the basement, alone on the dim stairwell, she yanked me
         to a halt. “Cat! You were about to ask Camjiata if he was the man who sired you! In front of everyone. Don’t you remember
         anything we were taught at home?”
      

      
      “I know! I don’t know what came over me. I forgot myself in the heat of the moment. I just couldn’t help but think that since
         he knew my parents, he might know who it was.”
      

      
      “Of course you want to know. But if Rory doesn’t even know who your and his sire is, why would the general?”

      
      “My mother might have told him.”

      
      “Your mother Tara Bell? Do you know the only words I remember her ever saying to us? ‘Tell no one. Not ever.’ I doubt she told him anything, even if she was under his command. Also, you definitely shouldn’t have mentioned we were
         under house arrest.”
      

      
      “I know!” I agreed grumpily. “But the radicals already know we’re trying to escape the mages. And since Camjiata knows what you are, he’s surely guessed the mage Houses want you.”
      

      
      “It doesn’t matter what he would guess. Tell no one.”
      

      
      “Keep silence,” I echoed, a phrase that had been drilled into us by Bee’s mother and father.
      

      
      “That would be too much to ask from you, I agree!” she exclaimed, but then she hugged me. “I know you’re tired, Cat. You’ve
         traveled so far and learned such shocking things, not to mention escaping certain death and saving me from what would have
         been an exceptionally unpleasant marriage. So babble nonsense, which you do so well, and leave me to negotiate.”
      

      
      “I can keep silent!”

      
      She laughed, and we clattered down the rest of the steps and along a narrow passageway past an empty bedchamber, a pantry,
         and a scullery. At the end of the passageway, a half flight of steps led up to a back door. We turned into the kitchen. A
         cast-iron range was fixed under the stone arch of an old fireplace. Its burning coal soaked the kitchen in heat.
      

      
      I set my black cane across the big kitchen table. A cutting board and knife sat atop the work-scarred surface next to a heap
         of parsnips, a bowl of dry oats, a pot of freshly churned butter, and an empty copper roasting pan. Bee set her sketchbook
         on the corner of the table, then dragged off her hat, gloves, and winter coat and threw them over the back of a chair. She
         crossed to the long paned window set high in the wall and got up on a stool to look out into the back. Being taller, I could
         see out the high window without using a stool; the view looked over the backyard, a long, narrow court enclosed by high walls
         and paved in flagstones. There was a cistern, a pump, a stone bench dusted with snow, and a carriage house abutting the high
         back wall next to a closed gate. Godwik was leading Camjiata, the Amazon, and Kehinde across the back court to a peculiar
         little building. It reminded me of a domed nest because it looked as if it had been constructed from feathers and sticks and
         wreathed with ribbons and wire from which hung mirrors, glass, and bright shiny things. A solitary crow perched on the jutting
         center post.
      

      
      Bee sighed gustily, shoulders heaving, as she hopped down. “Oh, Cat! I thought by coming here we would have a chance to rest
         and decide what to do next at our leisure. Instead, it’s as if we’re caught by a tempest at sea. We’re blown hither and yon
         without ceasing by the gods’ anger.”
      

      
      “I don’t think the gods have anything to do with this. I think it’s all these cursed people who won’t leave us alone who are
         the problem. Why did I think lawyers and radicals would be a safe harbor? Is there anyone we can trust?”
      

      
      On the ground floor above, footfalls made the floorboards creak. The front door opened and closed, and someone descended the
         basement stairs. Bee grabbed the knife off the table. I picked up my cane.
      

      
      “Here you are.” Brennan entered the kitchen with that impossibly friendly smile, which I could not help but return even as
         I flushed, lowering my cane. An important and glamorous radical who traveled across Europa to foment revolution could not
         be interested in a callow young female like myself. Even if he was carrying our carpetbags. “What’s in these?” he asked with
         a laugh.
      

      
      “Gold bricks,” said Bee, at the same time as I said, “Pig iron.”
      

      
      “I would have said books, but what do I know?” He set down the bags by the door and indicated the window with a lift of his
         chin. “No need for knives. Godwik could eat the general if he really wanted to. Even at his age.”
      

      
      Bee snickered. I clapped a hand over my mouth to stifle a laugh.

      
      Rory sauntered into the kitchen. His slender build made his strength easy to underestimate until he leaped for the kill. “So
         nice and warm! At last! A nap by a proper fire.”
      

      
      “I wondered where you’d got to,” I said. “Bee meant you to carry those bags.”

      
      He blinked innocently. “Did she?” He sank down onto the bench, picked up a parsnip, sniffed at it, and with a disdainful grimace
         set it back down. With a sigh, he stretched the length of the bench in a boneless sprawl whose languor I admired in large
         part because I knew that at the slightest sign of trouble he could spring up and attack.
      

      
      The heat was making me sweat, so I shrugged off my coat and draped it over Bee’s. In the backyard only the Amazon was visible,
         standing beside the closed gate. A clock stood atop the cupboard. Its ticking punctuated the silence as Brennan considered
         his work-hardened hands.
      

      
      “I come from the north, as I think you recall, Catherine,” he said, “from a mining village in Celtic Brigantia. A few days’
         walk from the village where I grew up, you come to the ice shelf. The ice rises from the land like a cliff. When the sun shines,
         you can see the ice face from miles away. It blinds because it is so sharp and bright. Professora Kuti and Maester Godwik
         can tell you all about the color, texture, weight, height, volume, and consistency of ice. But because I grew up so near the
         ice, among hunters as well as miners, I can tell you that the ice is alive. Not as you and I are alive. It’s not a creature
         or a person. But it lives, although I couldn’t tell you how or why.”
      

      
      “A fascinating tale, but what has it to do with us?” I said. Yet I could tell by Bee’s frowning expression that he had caught
         her interest, although I could not be sure whether it was his story that intrigued her or his looks, his air of worldly experience,
         and the likelihood he had bested more than one man in more than one nasty fight.
      

      
      “When I was a small boy, my grandmother told me about a girl who was one of her age-mates. In my grandmother’s youth, the
         ice reached all the way to Embers Ridge, where we now light the bonfire on Hallows’ Eve. One year at midsummer the girl walked
         out on the hunt with her older brothers. When they reached the ice, she stood all day as if dazzled. When the sun set, she
         woke. She told them she had seen visions—dreams—in the face of the ice. They went home to consult with the village djeli and the elders. But what happened was this: The things she saw in the face of the ice came true in the year that followed.”
      

      
      Bee inhaled sharply.

      
      Brennan’s gaze settled on her. “She married, but birthed no children. For five summers more, she walked north every solstice
         to the ice and walked home after and told the elders what she had seen. No one spoke a single word outside of the village
         of what she did. They knew better than to draw attention to a gift which is also a curse. Do you know what happened to her?”
      

      
      The clock ticked ticked ticked.

      
      “She died on Hallows’ Night,” said Bee in a voice as hard as an oracle’s.

      
      He had the look of a man who has seen things some might call the stuff of nightmares. “The authorities at the prince of Brigantia’s
         court were told she had drowned. In fact she was torn to pieces on Hallows’ Night in the forecourt of the temple of the hunters
         Diana Sanen and her son Antlered Kontron. Her severed head was found in the village well.”
      

      
      He paused. We said nothing. What was there to say?

      
      “She had been pursued and killed by the Wild Hunt. As the Thrice-Praised poet Bran Cof sang, ‘No creature can escape the Hunt,
         no man outrun its teeth.’”
      

      
      The clock ticked over the new hour. Its chime so startled me that I flinched.

      
      Brennan paced to the window. The Amazon had wrestled open the heavy bar that secured the back gate. A red-haired man in an old coat slipped inside the yard from the alley behind, and
         the Amazon went out. As Brennan turned to address us, the red-haired man barred the gate.
      

      
      “It is well known,” Brennan continued, “that before he took the name Camjiata, Captain Leonnorios Aemilius Keita married Helene
         Condé Vahalis. She was the daughter of a powerful mage House, although she was a cold mage of only negligible power. But it
         was rumored she walked the future in oracular dreams. People said the young general’s victories were achieved because he knew
         how to interpret her dreams to his benefit. Camjiata just implied that you, Beatrice, are one of those young women—and they
         are always young—who has discovered she walks the path of dreams. It seems obvious the general wants you because he thinks
         your dreams can give him an advantage in war. Meanwhile, obviously the mansa of Four Moons House wants you to keep you away
         from the general, since it was the mages and the Romans who defeated Camjiata the first time. Yet it seems to me, if you are
         such a woman, then mage Houses, princes, Romans, and even escaped generals are not the worst threat you face.”
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      Brennan looked out the window again, watching as the red-haired man traversed the length of the yard while kicking up the
         snow that dusted the paving stones.
      

      
      “Excuse me.” He flashed one of his spectacular smiles and went out. We heard him go up the back steps and open the back door.
         Gray light gleamed through the paned windows. The peculiar hut glittered as if polished gems lay hidden in its layers. A crow
         still perched atop the center pole. Brennan intercepted the stranger with a friendly gesture and a smile.
      

      
      “At least,” said Bee in a low voice, “the awful news was delivered by the handsomest man I’ve ever met.”

      
      “Bee!”

      
      “How do you suppose he got the appellation Du? Brennan Touré Du. Du means ‘black-haired.’ Yet he’s enchantingly fair-haired.”
      

      
      I clucked my tongue to show I was not so susceptible, even though I was. “He’s positively ancient. Over thirty, anyway. That’s even older than your handsome admirer Legate Amadou Barry. Or have you forgotten him?”
      

      
      She fixed me with the smoldering gaze that caused young men to fall catastrophically in love with her, professors to quake,
         shopkeepers to hasten forward to serve her, and young women our age to wish they could be like her, so proud and queenly.
         Then she dabbed away a tear. “Please! Amadou Barry offered me an intolerable insult! As if I had asked for it!”
      

      
      “You’re not to blame for the proposal Amadou Barry made to you, Bee.”

      
      “I know.” She blushed and looked away as if ashamed. “But before that I told him things I shouldn’t have, because I thought
         he genuinely loved me. I thought I could trust him.”
      

      
      I frowned as I leaned on the table, pinning her gaze with my own. “Bee, you were alone and frightened and scared. You did
         nothing wrong. And I’m sure he was very persuasive. Until that unpleasant moment when he offered to make you his mistress.”
      

      
      “As if it were the best thing I could ever hope for!” She made stabbing motions with the knife. “This! For him!”

      
      “Sadly, men are the least of our problems right now.” I grabbed Rory’s ankle. “What do you know about Hallows’ Night? Murdered
         victims? The face of the ice? The Wild Hunt?”
      

      
      His penetrating gold gaze was as opaque as a cat’s. “I know I’m hungry.”

      
      “Do you not know, or are you not telling?”

      
      “Hallows’ Night? Murders? The face of the ice? I don’t know what those things are.”

      
      Because he looked exactly like a young man, it was easy to forget what he truly was and that he didn’t belong here. “Fair
         enough. I believe you. What do you know about the Wild Hunt?”
      

      
      “I eat flesh. The Wild Hunt drinks blood. Even my mother trembles, for when the horn sounds, she would make us all hide. But
         everyone knows no one can truly hide, not if yours is the scent they pursue. I never saw them in all my life, but I have heard
         the hunt pass by while I cowered.”
      

      
      Bee weighed the knife in her left hand as she considered the parsnips. “We thought we need only escape the combined forces
         of the mage Houses and the local prince. Now I’m warned I was born all unknowingly with a terrible gift of dreaming that will
         result in my being dismembered.”
      

      
      “That knife is so sharp I can taste its edge.” Rory rolled up to his feet as Bee glared at the hapless parsnips. “Upset people
         shouldn’t wave knives around.”
      

      
      “I didn’t ask you!”
      

      
      He rubbed his eyes with the back of a wrist, the gesture very like that of a big cat, lazy and graceful and a trifle out of sorts. “They never do ask me, although they ought to,” he said with
         a contemptuous sniff. He stepped out into the passage.
      

      
      “It’s just hard to imagine he really is a saber-toothed cat,” whispered Bee.

      
      “I heard that!”

      
      “Then don’t eavesdrop!” Bee called after him.

      
      He padded up the main stairs toward the front entryway.

      
      I went to the door, but the low passageway was empty, so I crossed back to the table. “That was certainly a disturbing story,
         but you must admit, Bee, we don’t know if it is true. Maybe Brennan was trying to frighten us into cooperating with them.”
      

      
      She shook her head as she set a parsnip onto the cutting board. “Then he’d do better to ask why he and his comrades first
         met you while you were traveling in the company of a cold mage, when everyone knows cold mages are the enemies of Camjiata.
         Maybe he thinks we came here to spy on the radicals for the mage Houses.”
      

      
      “It would be just as easy to say that Camjiata and the Hassi Barahal house set me to spy on the mages.”

      
      “I wish that’s what Papa and Mama had meant to do with you. Sent you to spy on Four Moons House, I mean. I could forgive them
         for that.” She pulled a hand over her thick black curls and pulled them back as if to tie them in a tail, a gesture I knew
         meant she was troubled and nervous. “What I find so puzzling is why the general would walk into the city of Adurnam. He knows
         the ruling prince here is his sworn enemy. Doesn’t he fear he’ll be recaptured? How does he hope to get out of here without
         being caught?”
      

      
      “All I know is the last place we want to be is in the same house as the most wanted man in Europa. Could you put that thing
         down before you stab me with it?”
      

      
      She skewered me with a gaze that would have felled stout oxen, had they been unfortunate enough to cross her path. “I am a
         Hassi Barahal. I never put down the knife!”
      

      
      I began to smile, but something in the tense way she began slicing the parsnip into even roundels killed my words.

      
      She finally looked up with a crookedly trembling smile. “I don’t want to die like that.”
      

      
      “Oh, Bee.” I hugged her despite the knife.

      
      In the silence, a lamp hanging from a hook on the wall by the door hissed patiently as it consumed oil. The back door opened.
         I released her and grabbed my cane. She raised the knife. The red-haired man appeared in the kitchen door, cheeks ruddy from
         the cold. Seen close, he was younger and better-looking than I had thought, especially when he grinned to greet us.
      

      
      “Salvete,” he said as he edged around the chamber, sticking close to the wide cupboard with pots, pans, and unchipped crockery
         set in neat display on its open shelves. One might almost think him leery of coming too close, although I could not fathom
         what might disturb him about two perfectly well-mannered young women, even if one was grasping a large kitchen knife and the
         other what must appear to be a polished black cane, the kind of ridiculous accessory carried by young men of wealth who were
         more concerned with fashion than utility.
      

      
      “Peace to you,” said Bee. “Are you with the general?”

      
      He reached the stove and held his gloved hands over it with a grateful sigh. “Whew! I just can’t get used to this cursed cold.”

      
      “You’re not from the north?” Bee asked.

      
      He looked pointedly at her knife. She set to work on another parsnip.

      
      “I was born northwest of here, in fact. But I’ve been living as a maku in the city of Expedition for the last ten years. I’m Drake, by the way. James Drake.”
      

      
      “I am Beatrice Hassi Barahal,” Bee said with her best queenly grandeur, “and this is my best beloved cousin”—she hesitated—
         “Catherine Bell Barahal.”
      

      
      He offered a formal bowing courtesy, gaze shifting from her to me and back again. His eyes were so blue they were like a sizzle
         of bright hot light. “I must always be at the service of such remarkably pretty young women.”
      

      
      Self-consciously, I smoothed my hands over the waist of my rumpled jacket and my well-worn and somewhat grimy riding skirt. I wasn’t used to such brazen compliments.
      

      
      Bee’s stony demeanor cracked, and she responded with a smile that made his eyes widen. “But you must tell us more,” she said.
         “Expedition is in the Amerikes. How exotic!”
      

      
      “Between North and South Amerike in the Sea of Antilles, to be exact, where the Taino and their fire mages rule. The winters
         aren’t cold there. Not like here, where cold mages rule beside princes and every soul lives under the shadow of the ice.”
         His fine blue gaze skimmed the length of my cane. “I can’t figure how a girl like you would be carrying cold steel. You’re
         not a cold mage.”
      

      
      “Are you one?” I demanded.

      
      He chuckled. “I don’t bite, so no need to guard against me.” His words were accented with the musicality of a western Celtic
         dialect overlaid with flat vowels that hinted at foreign lands.
      

      
      Despite his pleasing grin, I burned with an acrid, suspicious question. “How do you know this is cold steel?”

      
      “Maybe someone told me.” His chuckle suggested he would say nothing more.

      
      “You didn’t answer my question,” said Bee. “Are you with the general?”

      
      Drake glanced out the window. “Ask him yourself, for here he comes.”

      
      Camjiata and Kehinde crossed the yard to the back door. I did not see Godwik or Brennan. Upstairs a door closed, and footsteps
         paced the length of the house. I heard the professora speaking to the general as they came down the passage.
      

      
      “—But the airship was destroyed. It is certain a cold mage devised the sabotage.”

      
      “So I was informed yesterday when I entered the city,” the general replied. “A shame. It would have made for a spectacular
         departure from Adurnam.”
      

      
      “To think of destroying such a remarkable and beautiful object, both in design and concept! A new means of crossing the ocean
         between Europa and the Amerikes! Such antipathy toward invention and technology lies beyond my understanding. Such people ought not to hold power over the lives of others. But without the
         airship, how will you cross the ocean?”
      

      
      They came into the kitchen, Kehinde blowing on bare hands to warm them.

      
      “I’ve already set a new plan in motion,” Camjiata said as he walked to the table. He picked up Bee’s sketchbook before she
         or I realized he meant to so brazenly invade her private things.
      

      
      “Unexpected,” he said as he flipped through the pages, many of which bore sketches of good-looking young men. “Yet as a way
         to record hopes and dreams, it’s quite as useful as words.”
      

      
      Bee looked first as if all blood had drained from her face. Then she flushed in an exceedingly dangerous way that only ever
         presaged her rare but explosive blasts of volcanic temper. Just before she blew, Rory glided back into the room exactly as
         if he’d felt a warning rumble. He slipped up next to her and draped an arm over her shoulders in a way that made it look as
         though he were both soothing her and stopping her from stabbing the general.
      

      
      Without looking up, Camjiata spoke in a coolly amused voice that made me think he knew exactly the effect his intrusion into
         her sketchbook was having on her. “Patience, and I’ll explain. The women who walk the dreams of dragons walk the path of dreams
         each in a unique way. Helene heard words of tangled poetry. I learned to unravel her words to reveal meetings and crossing
         points yet to come. For you see, she who can read the book of the future can wield her knowledge of the future as a kind of
         sword, one with an edge sharper even than cold steel.”
      

      
      “Such a gift is a curse,” I said hoarsely.

      
      He studied the page that contained the sketch of him standing in the entryway. Bee had drawn it days, or weeks, or months
         ago. “Maybe it is. But the women who walk the path of dreams have no choice about what they are. Do you know how my beloved
         wife died?” He turned another page. His brows furrowed as he considered lines that seemed to depict nothing more than a bench
         set against a wall under a flowering vine.
      

      
      “On Hallows’ Night dismembered?” Bee choked out.
      

      
      Rory tightened his arm around her.

      
      The general glanced at her, and then at me, and last at James Drake, who had gone back to warming his hands over the stove.
         He lifted his chin. “Go on, James.”
      

      
      Drake’s lips curled down. For an instant I thought he was going to refuse a direct order, but instead he left the kitchen
         and went upstairs.
      

      
      Camjiata smiled at a charming sketch of fanciful clock-faced owl. He closed the book and straightened, his gaze like a spear
         piercing Bee. “Helene had gone to visit her family. She was a cold mage out of Crescent House, far in the north. I did not
         go with her. I had administrative duties that needed my attention, a legal code to shepherd into the world. We were both taken
         by surprise, I suppose, or perhaps we had begun to think we could not be taken by surprise because she walked the path of
         dreams. On that Hallows’ Night, a storm demolished Crescent House’s entire estate. All that was left in the morning were splinters,
         shattered stones, and faceless corpses. The main hall lay untouched but sheathed as in a glove of unmelting ice. As for Helene,
         her body was left on the steps of the main hall. Her limbs had been torn off. And she was decapitated. Her head was found
         at the bottom of a well that went dry that very night.”
      

      
      I shuddered. Outside, blown bits of icy snow pattered against the thick glass in a rising wind.

      
      “What do you want?” whispered Bee.

      
      “What matters,” said Camjiata, “is what you want, Beatrice.”

      
      It wasn’t just fear that was making me feel cold. It was actually getting colder. The cozy glamour of the fire wavered. The
         red glow began to shrink, and pieces of coal to settle. The fire flickered and all at once gave a weary gasp of defeat. Ash
         puffed and sank.
      

      
      Rory sniffed. “That’s magic,” he said.

      
      “Oh, no,” whispered Bee.

      
      Only the presence of a powerful cold mage could suck the life out of a fire from a distance. As on an inhaled breath, the
         house tensed to silence, as if waiting. The ghostly hilt of my sword stung like nettles against my skin as cold magic whispered down its hidden blade. A preemptory knock rapped so loudly on the front door that
         the walls vibrated.
      

      
      Kehinde stepped to the kitchen door and looked into the passageway. “Come with me, General. We have a bolt-hole.”

      
      “Grab your coat and mine, and go out the back with Rory,” I said to Bee, for she was the one the cold mages wanted. “We’ll
         meet at that inn where we slept before.”
      

      
      Camjiata paused at the threshold, so unruffled by this emergency I admired his calm. “What do you mean to do against cold
         mages? For I recognize their touch.”
      

      
      I pushed past him and headed for the stairs. “I’m Tara Bell’s child, aren’t I? The Amazon’s daughter. I have a sword, so I
         mean to fight them.”
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      I found James Drake at the front door instead of the nameless young foreigner. Drake’s lips were tilted up in a funny kind
         of smile, giving him the look of a man who is expecting a gift or a slap. He set a gloved hand on the latch but snatched it
         back.
      

      
      “It’s like ice!” he hissed.

      
      My sword’s hilt waxed cold against my palm. Had the cold mages found us missing and already tracked us down? Or had they discovered
         Camjiata was in Adurnam and come for him?
      

      
      “Stand back.” Gritting his teeth against the latch’s cold burn, Drake opened the front door.

      
      Seen past him, a man stood on the stoop, cane in hand.

      
      “These are the offices of Godwik and Clutch, lawyers,” said Drake, as though to a simpleton. “Callers are admitted only by
         appointment.”
      

      
      “Isn’t it redundant to inform me that these are the offices of Godwik and Clutch, lawyers,” said the man with the cane, “when
         the sign out front informs me both in word and in picture of that very fact? Naturally I do have an appointment with the solicitor
         named Chartji. Otherwise you can be sure I would not have ventured into a neighborhood like this one for legal aid.”
      

      
      Some men have the unfortunate propensity to look exceptionally well in the clothing they wear, and the effect must therefore
         be amplified when they dress with full attention to the most fashionable styles, the best tailors, and the most expensive
         fabric. In fact, he wore a greatcoat of an exceedingly fine cut, magnificently adorned by five layered shoulder capes rather
         than the practical one or the fashionable three. Its wool was dyed with patterned lines and sigils that reminded me of the clothing the hunters of his village wore
         when out in the bush. Altogether, the coat was one worn to be noticed and admired.
      

      
      It was also unbuttoned, as if the ferocious cold did not bother him at all. Beneath he wore a dash jacket tailored to flatter
         a well-built, slender frame and falling in loose cutaway folds from hips to knees. The fabric’s violently bright red-and-gold
         chain pattern made me blink. How any man could wear cloth that staggeringly vivid and not look ridiculous I could not fathom.
         Yet there he was, him and his annoyingly handsome face. I should have known.
      

      
      “My very question,” said Drake with a cutting smile. “What is a cold mage doing in this neighborhood? A mage of your ilk must despise the scalding technology of combustion. He must regard
         with contempt the clever contraptions and schemes made by trolls and goblins in their busy workshops. Which rise all around
         you, in all their industrious vigor.”
      

      
      I expected sparks to fly. The two men, as they say, stared daggers.

      
      “So polite of you to inform me of what I must despise.” The man on the stoop examined Drake as he might a man who has the
         bad taste to dress in provincial fashion when venturing into the city. “But unnecessary, since I’ve found I can make such
         judgments for myself.”
      

      
      Drake’s free hand curled into a fist. A tremor kissed the air, expanding like the unseen pressure of a hand or an invisible
         dragon’s sigh. I tasted smoke. A ripple swirled as shimmering heat across the threshold.
      

      
      “Stop that!” The cold mage raised a hand as if brushing away a fluttering moth. The pressure and heat ceased so abruptly I
         coughed.
      

      
      He looked past Drake and saw me. Wincing back as if he’d been struck, he lost his footing and staggered down a step before
         catching himself. His surprise gave me hope. Maybe Four Moons House and the mansa had not yet tracked us down.
      

      
      He jumped back up to the door, his gaze fixed on me the way a hammer seeks a nail.

      
      The cold magic pulsing from him coursed down my sword’s hidden blade. If I twisted my draw just right, I could pull a blade
         into this world out of the spirit world where it currently resided. Not that cold steel would avail me much against Andevai Diarisso
         Haranwy, the very cold mage who had destroyed the famous airship. I was surprised the incognito guards Camjiata had posted
         on the lane had not raised the alarm, but then again, you could not identify a cold mage by looks. He might be any particularly
         well-dressed young man born to a family of high status and notable wealth. They could not have known he’d been born to neither
         but risen to both.
      

      
      “You’ll have to return another time, Magister.” Drake started to close the door.

      
      The man I was obliged to call my husband thrust out an arm and, with the tip of his cane, halted the door’s swing. He pushed
         inside, closed the door, and on the entry mat paused to stamp snow off his polished boots and tap the dusting of snow off
         his hat.
      

      
      “I have an appointment with the solicitor Chartji,” he said as he set hat, cane, and gloves on a side table. “You cannot deny
         me entrance.”
      

      
      With his lips pressed together and his dark gaze mocking, he surveyed Drake with the disdain that came so easily to him. Drake’s
         clothes were indeed undistinguished, although practical and sturdy, but in any other company a man with Drake’s striking eyes
         and attractive face might expect his looks and smile to render his clothing invisible. In this company, he just looked drab.
      

      
      As the gazes of the two men met, Drake’s blue eyes seemed to blaze. My lips stung as with the bite of a kiln’s heat. My lungs
         felt choked by unseen smoke and ash. My skin crawled as if licked by invisible tongues of fire. I gasped, sure the air was
         about to burst into flame.
      

      
      A chill descended as decisively as a curtain falls at the end of an act
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