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To everyone who’s done surviving and is ready to live









Break ye the walls—

break them down to dust.

To iron, rust

and flake away

For only through destruction, yea

shall all become new.

— Arlunian Proverb
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Part One:

Flight





CHAPTER ONE

Tory arknett is no stranger to the dead and dying, so when the bell on Thatcher’s repair shop tinkles to admit a group of blood-soaked miners, he greets them with no more than the usual amount of dread.

Captured in the streaked glass of the display case Tory’s dusting, the miners make a ghastly picture as they huddle on the wide circle of Thatcher’s beloved (and exceptionally ugly) floral rug—placed just inside the shop’s door for situations like today’s. One man even stuffs his dripping hands into his pockets to spare the rug. Thoughtful, but unnecessary: someday soon, when Thatcher’s not looking, Tory’s going to bury the appalling thing in the woods. 

“Tory, a moment?” The tall man at the head of the group wrings his hands. “This one’s urgent.”

Like he couldn’t tell. “What is it this time?”

“Kelly got it bad in a cave-in. You got his wages for a week if you can save him.”

There’s always something like that. A week’s wages. An armful or three of obscenely large gourds. Some token payment so they can pretend they’re not gently coercing Tory to do this and he can pretend they don’t ever-so-politely have him by the throat.

Tory sets his dust rag down. “Where is he?”

“With Fedri.” His wife. “You gotta help him—they ain’t assigned a Healer here.” 

Only because Hulven hasn’t requested one. A government-licensed Healer’s fees for life-threatening injuries are the sorts of debts parents pass to their children. The bastard Grand General needs all the Healers he can find for his war machine. He won’t surrender any to a small town unless they can pay generously for the honor.

Tory looks to Thatcher, hoping the cheery old man will intervene on his behalf.

Thatcher only smiles. “It’s your choice. Do whatever you think is best.”

“I hate to say this”—he doesn’t, actually—“but I’ll be useless for days if I heal him.”

“That’s fine! There’s always Doc if we need anything.”

Easy for them to say.

Tory breathes in. Don’t make waves. Then out. Keep your head down. Don’t be difficult. The scriptures of survival his mother left him with have kept him alive this long, so he calms himself and speaks only when sharp words don’t crowd up his throat. “Lead the way, then.”

The miners surround him like a wall on the way to Kelly, head and shoulders above Tory even though he’ll turn twenty this winter. Outside this wall of blood and bone, there’s the wall around Hulven, then another, and another—one for every city along the way. Tory wouldn’t be surprised if this rotten country had a wall at every border: cages as far as the eye can see.

Years before he was born, before the first rumblings of war shook the ground, Westrice was a country without walls ruled by the Four Families, each with an equal seat. The Rost family specialized in law, Eastrin in commerce, Chimre—the public face of the four families—in the art of saying nothing of substance very charismatically, and Vantaras in military might. When the war started, Vantaras stepped in to take the reins.

First, he stuck his fingers in commerce. No more trade with the enemy, he advised. Westrice was years behind Arlune in harnessing stellite’s capacity to store and amplify energy. Every shred of stone in Arlunian hands was a weapon. Vantaras pulled the brightest minds from every corner of the country and set them to work. If Westrice could not beat its enemy at magic, it would beat them at everything else. And they have. The war, in fits and starts, has been going on for almost as long as Tory has been alive, and Westrice’s never-tiring inventors have masterminded weapons that spit bullets and durable, pourable building materials that harden like stone.

Then in the legal system: better if the caps on prison sentences were removed, Vantaras whispered. War demands weaponry, he coaxed, when the Rost family resisted. What a shame it would be for Rost’s own daughters to have to make rifles. If criminals refused to serve their country when free, they would serve it indefinitely in captivity. So, they built manufacturing facilities inside the prisons, and Vantaras didn’t care that some of the hands that assembled his guns were the hands of children.

After he’d stabilized the country and enlisted his own people to build and man impregnable walls around the most populous cities, Vantaras showed his face in front of the once-frightened citizens. With a politician’s smile, he convinced them his walls made them safe, made them free. Quick-minded Chimre knew himself beaten and surrendered his throne. Vantaras, once a mere general, became the Grand General—the Vanguard, builder of walls and orchestrator of armies.

He placated the much-weakened three families, promising they’d be back in power as soon as things stabilized. Until then, he’d protect them. Never would they smell a whiff of blood or smoke from a battlefield. 

Fools, every one of them. No wall has ever made anyone free.

Tory has spent every moment since he was eight trying to stay outside them, living on the fringes or in forgotten places like Hulven, where the crumbling wall is barely taller than he is and the only place Vantaras’ awful soldiers bother to patrol is the stellite mine. In Hulven, brightly painted mudbrick houses flourish between the hardy grasses, and the residents hang glinting charms from the trees to call for wind to drive off the fuel stench from the mining machinery.

There’s no wind today.

Fuel fog coils over the ground toward them as they walk. A crash reverberates through the trees, and Tory jerks back, nearly colliding with the miners behind him. He’s closer to the mine than he’d like. There’s something indefinable about it, a terrible charge to the air that raises the hair on the back of his neck and makes him ache to flee. The vines that choke the woods outside the wall have flooded over it here. They snake along the ground and twine around trees, hanging strings of bell-shaped blossoms that tickle Tory’s shoulders as he passes.

He sees the mine in snatches between the trees, the way the setting sun casts eerie bars of light through its wrought-iron fence and silhouettes the patrolling soldiers in their crisp, double-breasted navy uniforms. Tory’s known those uniforms since he was big enough to know anything. Soldiers like these guarded the camp he was born in. If they see him—if they discover he’s healing without a license, that he escaped the camp without pardon—they could drag him back.

He picks up the pace, thankful for the first time in his life that he’s small, invisible at the center of this group.

But they don’t lead him away from the mines and toward the cramped mudbrick home Fedri shares with her husband. The men guide him, instead, closer to the wrought-iron gates.

A chill creeps outward from Tory’s stomach. “You said he was with Fedri.”

The tall miner at the lead looks steadily ahead, expression guilty. “She came out to be with him when we told her what happened.”

They planned this, then. Oh, he’s going to hurt them. He’ll let wild animals into their homes to gnaw their feet while they sleep.

“No. Let me out. I won’t do this.” It’s his only rule. No work near the mines.

“Tory—”

“Tory nothing! I won’t do it.”

They continue walking, slow but steady, with Tory trapped at the center.

He turns to the tower of a man behind him. What’s his name? Eli. Eli with the six young daughters and a harried son left to corral the girls while their father is at work.

“Eli. Let me out.”

Someone to his left whispers, “Make a fuss and they’ll find us. You want that?”

“I want out!” His heart roars in his ears, a whoosh that drowns even the earth-deep clank of man’s hunger meeting steadfast stone in the mines. To his left, too close in his peripheral vision, one of Vantaras’ navy-clad soldiers paces in front of the fence, a thick rifle resting on his shoulder.

Tory’s hands ache with remembered pain. It would be nice if he could be angry, but the tar-slick churning in his belly and the way his blood retreats from his numb lips is fear, plain and simple. He thought he left it behind twelve years ago. “I told you—you know—”

Behind him is Eli of the many daughters. To his right is Carn, who lives in a small home with his elderly mother and whips up an excellent mushroom stew. When Tory healed old Mrs. Carn’s broken hip, he and Thatcher feasted on that stew all winter. The stocky woman with her nose pointed at the ground works the mines while her partner watches their young twins. He knows them all.

He hates them. 

One rule. He had one rule.

“We tried, Tory!” It’s the hand-wringing miner at the front, a transfer from one of the many dried-up towns down south. “If we move him any farther, we’ll kill him. You’ll understand when you see him. Please. We got him out the employee entrance and a little ways into the woods. The trees should keep anyone from seeing. Please, he’ll die if you can’t help. Kelly’s a good man.”

It stings because it’s true.

Tory wants to bite his tongue all the way off and spit it at them. He wants to leap over Hulven’s walls and keep running until his feet fail him, because if he learned nothing else from cleaning up after clients in one of the pleasure houses as a boy, he learned this: people who knowingly violate your boundaries once will do it again.

Instead, he forces a tired smile and says, “All right.”

More fool him for believing the bargain he struck meant he’d be safe here. He let this place weaken him, let himself forget the laws he lived by. Only fools grow roots, his mom used to say. Getting comfortable is how you get caught. It was how she got caught. He’ll learn. Next time, he’ll get it right.

“Just get me to him fast,” he grits out, and he hates the way their shoulders slacken and their breaths come easy, hates how one of the men—Carn, probably, the big softy—sniffs back tears. Most of all, he hates that he wants to relax into the hand squeezing his arm.

“Stop crying,” he grumbles. “I already said I’d do it.”

This will be the last time.

*

Fedri kneels in a slurry of filth beside Kelly’s stretcher, stroking her husband’s face.

It’s easy to see why they didn’t move him farther. The canvas stretcher is a swamp of blood, its wooden handholds dripping. Kelly breathes in labored, erratic bursts, his belly a ruined mess. It’s a miracle he’s not dead.

The eerie feeling from the mines is just as bad here as it was closer to the gate. It’s an anticipatory feeling—an indrawn breath before a scream.

Tory hunches over Kelly and tries to ignore the towering iron fence. He’ll be fine, probably. The one blessing of the vines that make an impenetrable canopy of the trees and anything else they can crawl along is that no one can chop them down fast enough to keep the fence clear. The guards won’t see Tory unless they’re looking.

“Keep watch,” Tory tells the miners, and they scramble away.

When they’re gone, he examines Kelly’s wounds. They’re the worst he’s ever been called on to heal. He’ll be lucky if he can stand when this is over. Slanting a glance at Fedri, Tory says, “Catch me if I’m about to fall into your husband’s intestines,” and rolls up his sleeves.

Too far. 

Fear lances through him. Hide the tattoos, his mother begged him.

The sharp blue edge of the mark that identifies him as the child of a convicted prisoner peeks from the sleeve on his left arm. Without the complex marking indicating that Tory’s freedom has been bought and paid for, the tattoo is a problem. As far as Westrice is concerned, it still owns him. Tory’s never found an artist willing or able to reproduce the hue of the pardoning mark, so the best he can do is keep it out of sight. He tugs the sleeve down before pressing his hands to the wet mess of Kelly’s abdomen.

The telltale tingling starts in his fingers—a strange sensation, like a shudder in reverse—as he seeks out the glow of Kelly’s natural healing energies and puts them to use—restoring damaged organs and ruined blood vessels, sealing torn skin. Kelly’s body remembers wholeness like all bodies do. The challenge is making it do the work. But a wound this bad will need far more energy than Kelly’s weakened body has to spare. Tory pushes the last wisp of the miner’s strength toward healing, then shifts gears. His ears ring, veins sizzling as he lends his own body’s reserves to the effort.

“Is he okay?”

Tory clenches his teeth, vision dimming. “He will be.”

“It’s taking so long. How much longer?”

“. . . N-not much.”

They always tease him like this, like Tory’s the slowest Healer in Westrice. My old Auntie Ghaile says Maran’s Healers can close a wound in a snap! they’ll say. You need more practice.

The way Tory sees it, if they want the capital’s Healers, they can damn well pay for one.

Sweat stings his eyes. He’s close. He can’t heal it all at once, but he can seal the worst of it. With numb fingers, he shoves Kelly’s shirt aside. Thin, pink flesh arches across what was once an open wound, flecks of dirt and gravel slipping down Kelly’s side from where his body pushed them out. There’s only a little section still bleeding. He can close it. Just a bit more.

But his vision writhes, mouth dry and body burning. He’s never gone farther than this.

The unwritten law is that he does what they ask, and they keep his secret. It’s been like that since his powers manifested at fifteen after he fought with an exceptionally irritating girl and knocked them both down an incline. Tory arrived scuffed and wide-eyed at the bottom. The girl landed, screaming, with one leg twisted in an unspeakable direction. Panicked, he gripped her leg, apologizing and urging her to shush (because she was no less annoying screaming in pain than she was raging about how of course anyone sent to the labor camps deserved it, and by the time Hasra and the villagers arrived, the girl’s broken leg was halfway healed, and the hungry-eyed townspeople had an offer for him: their silence for his service.

So he keeps going.

One last time. One final kept promise. Their unspoken agreement kept him out of Vantaras’ greedy hands and off the front lines of the Grand General’s war for years. He’s grateful for that, at least. Better this mundane, familiar pain than whatever Vantaras’ soldiers could deal out if they ever caught wind of his skills. 

It’s been nice here. Thatcher and his kind smiles. The room upstairs with its feather blanket. Tory has stopped running for so long, he’s not sure his legs remember how to do it anymore. 

He’ll relearn fast. He always has.

He just has to finish up and recover from wherever the work leaves him, and he’ll slip out of their lives the way he slipped in. But even though he pushes the sputtering dregs of his healing energy into Kelly, the last wound won’t close. The world drifts sideways, trees on their sides and the snatches of gray sky far away, drifting farther. His arms unlock and nearly drop him, and it’s only by virtue of Fedri’s strong arms that he doesn’t fall face-first into the slurry of blood and dirt. His mouth tastes like metal and his vision swirls, but he’s nearly done. Eyes shut, he grasps for any energy he can take and use.

Something bright and light and warm leaps into his hands, and the rest of Kelly’s wounds close in a snap. Tory doesn’t even need his vision to know they’re healed. He feels it.

Normally he’d stop here. Kelly would be in a coma for a few days and would have recovery left to do after he woke, but this energy is like nothing Tory’s ever known. He’ll have Kelly on his feet again in an instant, awake and laughing, ready to work.

“Tory.” It’s Fedri’s voice, awful and afraid. “Tory, stop.”

“M’almost done,” he slurs. “S’fine.”

The next voice to speak is the stocky miner. “Whatever you’re doing, I need you to stop it right now.” The men who scattered into the woods to stand guard must be here, too, by the crunch of urgent footsteps all around. “Shit. Shit. They’ll find us. Stop it, Tory!”

He opens his eyes to light. 

Not overhead, through the trees, but from the other side of the fence, where men who push carts of stellite from the mine have dropped their carts to stare—where tiny flecks of the precious crystal have mixed with the earth, invisible until they started to glow bright blue. The light glares through the thick vines on the fence, making skeletons of the bell-shaped blossoms.

The light fades the moment Tory tears his hands from Kelly’s torso, but it’s too late.

A soldier races into the fray, half-obscured by the vines, demanding answers no one can give. Tory freezes, begging him not to turn around.

Naturally, that’s the moment Kelly gasps dramatically awake.

The soldier spins and wrenches the vines aside, squinting into the dim woods. “Is someone out there?”

No. Not now. Not like this.

Tory’s on his unsteady feet, fleeing through the woods, before the hand-wringing miner has the presence of mind to shout run.





CHAPTER TWO

The trees blur past. 

Everything blurs. Tory’s feet tangle, consciousness barely tethered to his body. He’s lucky to be walking after a healing like that. He won’t be walking for much longer. He needs someplace safe. Thatcher’s. He needs to get home—get back—to Thatcher’s, but his vision is a haze of light and smoke and the dark blots of tree trunks. There’s no chance he’ll find his way to the old man’s shop. Someplace dark, then. Small. A place he can hide.

Before he can stop to get his bearings, he runs straight into a solid torso. A strong grip closes just above his elbow, over the tattoo. His hands might as well be feathers for all the strength they have to free him.

“Tory! Whoa there, it’s just me,” a laughing voice says. 

His brain is slow to identify it, but his nose serves up the comforting smell of turned earth and the spice of pipesmoke.

“Hasra?” He blinks her into focus. Lit gold by the lamps hanging from the eaves of Hulven’s pleasure house and painted with a kaleidoscope of color from its faceted glass windcharms, Hasra offers him a smug smile, hazed in curls of smoke from her long pipe.

His fool brain says safe, safe, safe, but he swats the thought away.

“Who else would it be?” Hasra blows smoke at the sky. “Knew I’d be seeing you as soon as I felt the collapse. Why the hurry?”

He blinks and light pours sideways across his vision. “It’s—Kelly was . . .” His knees nearly buckle but he catches himself. He can’t fall here. “Soldiers saw me. Hasra—”

Her grip on his arm goes tight, expression flattening. “Okay.” She taps her pipe out on the windowsill. 

“Okay,” she says again, and drags him behind the House to the barrel they use to catch rainwater. Dipping a basin out, she presses him to his knees. “Wash your hands. Wash them now, get the blood off.”

It takes a moment for the words to register, and by then she’s kneeling to help.

He splashes Kelly’s blood off his fingers and scrubs ineffectually beneath his nails. Too soon, he hears running footsteps, and Hasra pulls the bowl away, slinging the bloody water down the hill. Tory clenches his fists and hopes they’re clean enough as a soldier rounds the corner.

“We’re looking for some men,” the soldier says when he sees them. “Tall, moving fast. There was blood at the scene. One of them might have been injured.”

“Haven’t seen anyone.” Hasra winds a protective arm around Tory and gestures away with her chin. “Heard rustling over that way, though.”

The soldier pauses. Delicately, he says, “He’s injured.”

Shit. He didn’t get it all off. A blot of watery red dribbles down between his fingers.

Hasra stiffens. “A client of mine.”

“A client,” the soldier repeats, dubious. 

They’re an odd match-up, for sure. Hasra is old enough to be Tory’s mother, even though she’s nothing like his mom, who was pale and mild-mannered and slender like a waif. Hasra is taller, all lean muscle beneath brown skin. 

“Ma’am, I’ll have to ask you—”

“A client,” Hasra says again. She turns Tory’s hand to show the soldier his fingers and palms, marked with thin white lines and thicker, rounded scar tissue he earned assembling weapons as a child.

The horror that unfurls in Tory at the soldier’s widening eyes is instinctual, instilled in him since he was young. Will the soldier recognize the marks? Has he seen hands like Tory’s before?

“What can I say?” Hasra continues blithely. “This one likes a whip.” 

Tory’s panic morphs all the sound in the world to the bright ring of a bell, so he barely hears her when she says, “If you’d like a sample of what I can offer, you only have to ask.”

The soldier sputters a response, but by the time Tory’s hearing fades back in, they’re alone, and Hasra is stroking his hair back like he’s a child. She only smiles when he flicks her hand away.

“Let’s get you home. Can you stand?”

He knows without trying that he can’t, but that’s not important. “Hasra, I need . . .”

It’s harder to say now that his heart is slowing, Hasra’s wide hand warm against his back, but that’s why he needs to say it now. Once he sleeps, the situation will feel even less urgent, and he’ll promise himself he’ll do it next week, then next month, and then after the winter, perhaps. Plenty of time for these foolish roots to grow so deep he’ll never be able to leave.

For years, he’s told himself he stayed here for practicality, because his mother told him to lay low and his deal with the people of Hulven was no worse than any other he’d struck in exchange for food or shelter. He told himself—and Hasra, when she bothered him about it—that Arlune might not be better. It could just be a different sort of bad.

What a good liar he’s become.

“What do you need?” Hasra coaxes when the silence stretches long.

“Need . . . some help getting up,” he finishes, pathetically. 

He’ll say it. He will. He just needs a second.

Hasra hefts him to his feet. “And?”

The soldier bought Hasra’s story. Healing Kelly didn’t kill Tory. With the sunset and the vines, there’s no way that soldier saw any of them clearly, or Hasra’s little bit wouldn’t have worked. Hulven is the closest active mine to Arlune’s border, but none of the infiltrators have made it far enough inside the country to bother anyone here yet. The strange blood tests Vantaras supposedly uses to single out people like Tory and draft them into government service are only set up at the gates to much larger cities. He could keep his secret here a while longer. Hulven is a good place, maybe the best he’ll ever find.

Tory’s eyes burn. He forces a laugh. “Got any openings at the House?” 

It’s a bald delaying tactic. He and Hasra sometimes joke about Tory signing a contract here. Sex, while he has no particular interest in it, is no more burdensome to him than selling his body as a Healer, and he’d certainly make better money—and have a better chance of being able to stand up afterward, too. But they’ve long since established that he abhors the idea of serving Vantaras again, even indirectly, and a portion of every licensed House’s profit goes into the Grand General’s war fund.

“Tory,” Hasra says, more patient than he deserves.

He could stay. He could stay here. He’s so damn tired of running. His work here hurts, but it could be so much worse. Hulven has familiar people, familiar pain. He knows what to expect here. But those are the sorts of thoughts that will get him killed, so he makes himself say, “I need to leave.”

“I’ve heard that one before. Watched you fall flat on your face trying to make it home on your own too many times to believe you.”

“Not that kind of leave. Is your offer still open?”

His chest aches as the silence spreads. At last, Hasra draws a deep breath. The white blur that spreads in front of his eyes is probably a smile, but Hasra sounds sad. “Oh? Will you really take me up on it? I can contact Belmin’s man tonight, have you halfway to Arlune by dawn.”

Belmin earned his fame as a merchant of artisanal blown glass and an enterprising trader of Arlunian wares, but in Hasra’s circles, he’s better known as a merchant of men and trader of information. She’s one of his trusted informants. He takes people like Tory and, for a fee, will shuttle them across the border to Arlune where they can’t be conscripted into Vantaras’ war. That’s the story, anyway.

“Not tonight,” he whispers, heavy eyelids closing. “Need a few days to recover.”

“Okay. Three days, Tory. I’ll arrange it.” She loops an arm behind him. “I’m gonna carry you. If you’ve got any complaints, start walking.” She gives him a few seconds to move, but he doesn’t because he can’t, and he knows better by now than to try.

She lifts him with a clucked far too light, need to eat more, and booms a warning: “I’m out for the evening!” 

“Yes, Hasra!” a soft voice calls back.

Clarity filters in: most of Hasra’s regulars are working men. They’ll come after dark. Unlike the illegal House his mother was arrested for working in, this one’s government certified, but payment still works the same. If she leaves, she’s losing the night’s earnings.

“Wait, you can’t—”

“Hush. Unlike you, I have the sense to look after myself.” 

He hushes, but not everyone is so considerate. A pale, crinkled raisin of a woman stomps out the front door. Stellite earrings glint at her ears, worth more than Hasra and all her employees make in a month.

“Leaving, Hasra? What of your appointments?”

“They’ll understand.”

“You can’t do this,” the woman snaps.

“I think you’ll find I can, Madam, if you examine my contract.” 

Hasra walks away while the Madam of the House gapes.

Tory’s eyes slip closed, but he forces them open. “Your contract?”

Hasra’s laughter rumbles through her chest and into his. “If she checks it, I’m in trouble. But did you see her face?”

“Mm, was it good?”

“The best.” Hasra whistles a slow tune as she walks. “Where to?”

He should say get me out of here. He should leave Hulven tonight. Instead, so low Hasra shouldn’t be able to hear, he says, “Take me home.”

Maybe she hears it or maybe she knows he’s weak, and a fool to boot, because she does. By the time they reach Thatcher’s shop, Tory can’t stop shaking.

Thatcher darts to his feet when the door’s bell, made from twisted pieces of shrapnel, clatters their arrival. “Oh! I was wondering . . . he was late. I was about to go and look.”

Tory’s long wondered if they have some sort of alliance, an unspoken pact to make sure he doesn’t pass out in a gutter somewhere.

“Thatcher, love, it’s been too long! Still letting wily customers barter your work down to a fraction of its worth?”

Thatcher chokes on a noise that means yes, because of course he is. He’s far too susceptible to sad stories. He took Tory in, after all.

Hasra chuckles. “I’d better put the kid to bed.”

“Ah, of course!”

She carries him up and tucks him under the covers, and Thatcher flutters around him, tapping a sweating pitcher. “Drink a little before you sleep, all right?”

Hasra waves him away. “Don’t worry, Alvorn. I’ve got it from here.”

Thatcher takes this as his cue to leave, but not before his fidgeting hands tuck the blanket tighter around Tory. For all that he earns his living mending broken things, he’s helpless with the human body, for which the best fix is often just wait.

When the door creaks closed, Hasra lifts the pitcher, deadpan. “Little sips. No whining.”

He takes three. They don’t sit easy, but she’s right. Dehydration is kindling on this fire. 

“You gonna be all right?”

He’ll sleep for a day, at least. That’ll leave two days before he has to go. Arlune, a country with no walls and no tattooed children in prisons, with sea-salt air flooding over fields fragrant with impossible harvests and stellite lanterns swinging from the eaves of dusky sand-glass buildings.

Arlune, with unfamiliar faces and an unfamiliar language. One more place to run to in a list as long as a lifetime.

Tory’s mouth sours. Running and running and running. Do people like him ever get to fight?

The thought settles in his chest and blooms there. Exhaustion drags him down, but he makes himself speak: “What if I don’t want to go?”

“No take-backs. Three days, Tory.”

“What about the rebels?”

Hasra sighs, but she’s the one who shared the story with him in the first place. They live in the woods off the fruit of the land, she told him when he was fifteen and angry and in need of a dream. They freed a whole unit of captured Seeds, once. They turned over a truck of supplies and picked it clean before Vantaras’ goons even noticed. People will say they don’t exist, but sometimes Belmin gets a call for help, and when he gets there, someone has already helped them.

They’re ridiculous stories. A child’s stories. For all he knows, Hasra made them up.

But if they’re out there, maybe he doesn’t have to run anymore. Maybe even someone like Tory can be allowed to fight for something.

“Sorry, they’ve been kinda quiet lately,” is all she says, and Tory’s stomach sinks. Cool fingers drift over his temple before vanishing. His door creaks as it opens. “Get some sleep.”

The next day passes in a haze—heat and darkness and a gentle arm behind his neck and Thatcher saying, one more sip. Thatcher makes beauty even of brutality. When he was a young man near the border, he gathered the shrapnel that washed up on shore. He used it to make the shop’s bell. It’s his fault, probably, that Tory started to believe Hulven was a place he could be happy.

The following morning, wobbling on his feet, Tory sets to convincing Thatcher to let him do the shopping. “Gotta earn my keep somehow.”

Earn his keep. That’s all this ever was. All he can allow it to be.

Something throbs in Tory’s chest. One more day.

He’ll give Thatcher’s shop the deepest deep clean it’s ever seen. He’ll scale that thorny evergreen by the ridge and pick a whole basket of the berries Thatcher uses for his mother’s heirloom tea. Maybe steal the Madam’s earrings for Hasra. She’d get a laugh out of that. It won’t be enough to pay them back for what they’ve given him, but it might be a start.

Thatcher flaps a tired hand. “You take too long and I’ll come looking, you hear?”

Tory blinks the sting from his eyes and laughs. “You worry too much!”

*

Tory, it turns out, doesn’t worry nearly enough. 

Hulven’s small market lines the central road leading to the mine. The rutted road is a mess in any rain, deadly slick with mud and worsened by the wide-wheeled, matte-black armored carriages that come through to pick up stellite. For now, the sun beams down to melt the morning’s frost, and a brisk wind clears the air of fuel fog. Marketgoers scurry from stall to stall, loosening shawls and pulling hats from their heads to let the light brush them. Everyone pretends the budding storm to the west will pass them by. 

Fedri, whose booth boasts trays stacked with buttered herb twists, waves Tory over when she sees him and rolls two fragrant loaves and a large twist in paper, shoving them under his arm before he can protest the generosity. She tuts over how he staggers and slurs.

You need rest after what you did for my Kelly. Go home, she says, like home isn’t a word with sharp edges.

It’s fine. Tomorrow, he’ll be gone.

Tory receives two pity gourds from the farmer whose bad elbow he soothed last winter and a painted rock from a six-year-old who was stoic when he set and sealed her broken wrist in spring.

His legs are reedy and disobedient when he’s done, and the vendors laugh at how he staggers. He’s frozen to his core, shirt damp with cold sweat. The grumpier he looks, the more free things they give him, and the harder it all is to carry.

Thatcher will be delighted.

Tory’s legs fail him, as things do, at the worst possible moment. He goes to his knees in the middle of the street (a gentler fall than he expected) and wheezes with Thatcher’s groceries scattered around him.

He registers the quiet, first—the hushed gasps and murmurs. The sudden emptiness of the crowded road, marketgoers receding like the tide.

Then the noise. Wails rattle his eardrums, backed by a cacophony he can’t translate. Clacks and cracks and rattles. The clop of—hooves.

When he sees the matte-black carriage barreling toward him, it’s already too late.

Sharp nails scrabble against his arms, and the wailing makes sense. Of course his fate couldn’t be so simple as his own imminent death. He fell on someone. Tory blinks to clear grainy blackness from his eyes and locates her: mud-streaked, tiny, and furious. Baby tooth missing in the front. He hooks his hands under her arms, but she won’t move. She probably doesn’t know the soldiers won’t risk their precious cargo by stopping. Probably her knees hurt, and she wants her mother.

The carriage hurtles on. Maddened beasts whinny, spittle flying, eyes white as the whips crack down again.

“Go on!” He pushes her.

Not far enough. There’s no time. It’ll take them both out, he has to move—

Right before it hits them, the carriage stops. 

Instant, impossible stillness, like all its speed and momentum were snatched away by some great hand. There’s no squeal of ungreased wheels on rickety axles or cries of “Halt, halt!” from the man who whips the beasts. The stop is sudden—so sudden and so quiet it seems absurd the thing was ever moving. If not for the wild-eyed horses stamping and frothing a half-length away, flanks rippling with shivers, he might believe the carriage had been sitting there all along.

It should tremble and moan with arrested motion. There should be deep ruts in the earth from the sharp deceleration. The horse should have whinnied its distress, at the very least. But the carriage just sits there, when moments ago it was on a deadly collision course. It doesn’t make sense. 

There must be a trick to it, one of Vantaras’ newfangled mechanisms, some impossible thing that can stop a rampaging carriage in its tracks. Tory searches the crowd for a culprit but instead finds every eye fixed on him, every person waiting in breathless silence.

The soldier with the reins gasps and stares down—down at him—with dawning realization.

Pain shivers up through Tory’s marrow, followed by a bolt of sick horror: Tory recognizes this pain. It’s exactly like when he performs a healing.

The carriage, the horse, their impossible, immediate stop—somehow, Tory caused it.

The townspeople will hide a Healer. They benefit from a Healer. They won’t hide this, whatever it is.

He forces strength into his limbs. While the onlookers catch their breath, he ducks between the blacksmith’s and the butcher’s and sprints past colorful vendors’ tents toward home. There’s no time. He has to run again, find another place to hide. He’ll settle in and smile and make nice, like his mother told him before he escaped the labor camps at the cost of her life.

Her wisdom lasted him ten years. Funny that something so ridiculous, so unforeseeable, should ruin it all.

Tory runs, breath sawing from tired lungs, and wishes he could turn back time.





CHAPTER THREE

Three days, Tory said. He’s so stupid. He should have left years ago.

Stormclouds sap color from the world as he hurries toward Thatcher’s shop. He owes him a few words—enough to keep him safe when Vantaras’ soldiers come with their questions. The shrapnel bells clang his arrival, jolting Thatcher from his vigil by the door. 

Tory falls to his knees. The first words from his lips are, “I’m sorry.”

“Tory!” Thatcher grabs his forearm to help him stand. “Oh, dear, did you take on another healing? Here. Stand up, we’ll get you someplace comfortable.”

Tory can count on one hand the times he’s cried since he left the camp. His eyes burn now, because when he looks up, there’s Thatcher, face lined with worry and gray-brown hair unbrushed. Two steaming cups of tea sit together on the table―one for each of them, because Thatcher’s grumpy old mom always touted the restorative effects of her special herbal blend.

Tory forces himself up. “I have to go.”

If Vantaras’ soldiers catch him, they’ll lay the red tattoo over the blue cuff already etched into his skin. Red for a criminal, blue for children born to them in the camps, and the bruise-purple of the two for Tory, who couldn’t run far enough away.

“Not another job! You know I try not to interfere in your work, but—”

“No, I have to go. I won’t see you again.” Tory shoves out a hand when Thatcher opens his mouth to interrupt. “If they ask, you took me in out of pity. You don’t know about the healing, okay? You don’t know anything.”

“Tory—”

“No!” Damn it, he really did let himself grow roots here. Thatcher has always been patient and foolishly kind, the sort of man who takes in angry boys and asks for nothing but offers a home. He’s the type death snatches young, the stupid and selfless type who meets the world with wisdom and wonderment and infinite patience.

And tea. That ridiculous herbal tea, sweet with mountainside medicinal flowers and treeberries. Tory won’t drink it again.

Tory bites the inside of his lip to keep his voice from shaking. “I need to get my things. There were witnesses. There’s no way the soldiers haven’t called for backup.”

“Soldiers? Tory, please—” Thatcher’s warm hands wrap around his upper arms. He casts Tory in his shadow, a head and change taller and twice as wide. In the shop, he’ll carry brick-mix bags two to each arm like sacks of feathers. His face with its wide eyes etched with smile lines and the thick hands that hold his mother’s floral teapot so delicately say father. His body says fighter. “Tell me. I can help. You don’t have to go.”

Maybe he doesn’t.

But one man’s strength means nothing. If Tory stays, Thatcher will become an accessory to the crime of unlicensed healing and whatever happened with the carriage. If he stays, Tory will make a million more excuses, and one of them will land him in his grave.

The stairs up to Tory’s room go on for days. He clutches the rail.

“Tory!”

Thatcher’s heavy cloak hangs over the window. Tory slept until almost midday because of it, slept through Thatcher chopping firewood and cleaning the shop—Tory’s chores.

He pulls the cloak away, and light floods in. In the back-slung canvas sack Thatcher made for him, he shoves some money, matches, and a small knife. Thatcher’s standing in the doorway when he turns to go. He tries to edge past, but a hand lands on his shoulder.

“I knew pretty quick what I was getting into when I took you in.”

“Doesn’t matter.” Tory trains his eyes on the well-loved wood beneath his feet. “Thanks. I really . . .”

Thatcher tries a nod, like he understands, but this must feel like betrayal. Another son running off and leaving him behind.

“The cloak.” Thatcher snatches it from the bed and presses it into Tory’s hands. It’s warm and smooth, heavy like an embrace. Thick thread along the bottom draws a rudimentary outline of the flowering vines that spill over Hulven’s walls, of buds like bells, painstakingly sewn. “The hide’s been treated so it’s waterproof. You might need it in this weather. It’ll cover you and three more people besides. Find some folks to share it with, won’t you?”

Thatcher’s hand on his shoulder burns like a brand. 

Tory leaves him at the top of the staircase without an answer, bell tinkling against the door when he leaves. He shouldn’t look back, but he can’t help it.

Thatcher waits halfway down the stairs, mouth open as if to call out. When he sees Tory, he stops and looks away.

Tory runs.

On the opposite side of town, a sturdy tree leans over the wall in the deepest part of the woods. It’ll take only a moment to climb up and drop down on the other side. He’ll be safe there. Before he came to this town—properly came here—he watched from the branches of those trees for days.

He’s not even halfway there, slipping through muddy back alleys that have pretty much zero foot traffic on market day, when he spots a group of soldiers with a woman and a little girl. The soldiers face away from Tory. He tries to slow down so he won’t attract attention, but the woman glances over the officers’ shoulders, mouth slackening with shock when she sees him.

“You said he ran this way?” one of the soldiers asks.

“Ah. Yes, well,” the woman’s attention snaps back to him. “You can take this path to get almost anywhere. It’s not a big town, Hulven. I’m afraid I can’t be sure where he was going . . .”

The girl clinging to the woman’s leg clearly doesn’t catch on to her mother’s game. Just like her mother did, the girl peeks over at Tory, but instead of deflecting, she yells, “Ah!” in gleeful recognition, revealing a missing front tooth. 

The girl who broke his fall. Shit.

“Mommy, it’s the nice man!”

Tory runs full tilt, muscles screaming. If anything will save him, it’s his familiarity with this place.

He skids around a clump of bright mudbrick houses moments before the soldiers do, dives into the shadows between two of them, and bolts through. He slips out front and takes a quick left, but a strong hand seizes his shirt and pulls him into the next narrow passage before he picks up speed. He jabs his attacker with sharp elbows, but the arms immobilize him before he does any damage.

“Tory! Thank the stars, I’ve been looking everywhere for you. Found Thatcher but he said you’d already left. Figured you’d be on the back roads, so—” 

The fight drains from him. “Hasra?”

She lets go. “The Madam saw what happened at the market and recognized you. Long story short, I’m unemployed.”

“Shit, I’m—”

“That’s not why I’m here. Belmin’s sending someone to extract me, shouldn’t be more than an hour. Come with me.”

He wants to, that’s the thing. Her perfume—like the sun-warmed earth beside rivers—blends with the spice of her pipe to slow his pounding pulse. Three days, he told her, because he could hardly bear to leave. Wanting is a sharp ache in his stomach. He’s not supposed to give in to it. It’s what got him in trouble in the first place.

But it’s fine, isn’t it? If he goes with her, she’ll take him someplace safe.

Yells and footsteps from nearby and a flash of that awful navy uniform shock him from his foolish dream. “I shouldn’t.”

She pulls him closer, out of sight. “No, all the more reason you should.”

Maybe she’s right. She’s his best chance at escape. What would his mother say? Despite everything, she’d probably tell him to go with Hasra. No sacrifice is too great for freedom. But he imagines Hasra cuffed and carted away, tattooed like Tory, and he can’t. “You go ahead.”

“Tory, don’t be like this.”

He sets his jaw. He knows it’s a terrible decision. He won’t defend it to her.

She takes his stubbornness in stride like always. “Fine. Find me at Serpentshead when you’re out. I’ll wait for you there.”

Tory swallows past the knot in his throat. He lived in the caves down at Serpentshead Rock as a boy, crawled up the sturdy stone and bathed in sunlight far above the trees. She’s the only one he’s ever told about it. “You don’t have to do that.”

Another shout. Another soldier. Closer. “He went this way!” someone calls.

“You hear me?” Hasra grabs his jaw and makes him face her. “Serpentshead. If you don’t show, I’ll tear this whole country down to find you.”

Tory bites his tongue. He needs to leave, now, or he’ll do something stupid like stay.

He shoves away and into the light, pushing his legs as fast as they’ll go. He won’t make it to the other side of town. The woods on this side are sparse and rocky, but they’ll do. There’s another tree out here, a flimsy thing that bows over the wall like a mourner. 

The soldiers follow, their huffing breaths and the crack of twigs far too close. The air grows earthy with the tang of coming rain. The first drops spatter cold on his nose and cheeks.

“We can do this peacefully,” a low voice calls—nearer than the rest, gaining on him.

Not if Tory has any say in it.

The dainty spatters shift from a hum to a roar, water falling in gray sheets. The cloak isn’t wrapped right and he can’t stop to fix it. Ice cold rain drips down his neck and into his shirt.

He reaches for the tree and swings up, palms slipping on bark that sloughs off into his hands as he hooks his feet over a low branch. Cries sound behind him. He grabs the sturdiest branch and throws himself over the wall. 

He has time only for half a gasp and the adrenaline rush of horror when he loses his grip too soon. Both palms and one knee crash into wet leaves and grind into the rocks beneath. His jaw snaps shut on his tongue, but he has no time for pain. He stands and runs, mouth full of copper and heart clambering in his chest. The yelling behind the wall grows distant. 

Tory pushes his aching body faster, trees blurring past, and maybe, maybe—

A thud. A smooth landing. Footsteps pick up behind him. “I don’t want to use force!”

Funny. Those are the last words he hears before something buries itself in his neck. His legs knock and lurch, fingers reaching to grab at whatever it is. A needle? Tory drops, rain choking him and tunneling his vision. 

He can stand. He has to. This can’t be how he loses the freedom his mother died to give him. A desperate flight, a clumsy fall. No strength to fight—the only blood in his mouth his own. Tory hits the ground, head cradled between the roots of a felted oak. He blinks up at its wide branches. Its presence hums warmly against his mind, and he spares a moment to curse the thing, so smug and confident planted right where it is. 

It’s so easy for trees, being rooted. They rarely have reason to run. 

The comfort of the forest crumples to an echoing emptiness as footsteps scrunch the fallen leaves. Stars crackle across his vision, and he blinks to dispel them.

The soldier who took Tory down looms over him, his presence like electricity skittering over Tory’s skin. Weapon-studded belt, crisp undercut, and that double-breasted navy uniform. Powder blue trim and silver buttons, like the soldiers who watched the weak and wounded die in the labor camps. Tory quivers, muscles tensing to attack. 

He spits the blood in his mouth at one of those perfectly polished black boots.

The soldier sidesteps and kneels, offering Tory a close-up of the man he’ll kill one day. The guy’s downright delicate—unmarred skin and fine features, a fan of dark lashes over amber-brown eyes bruised with exhaustion. The black hair tumbling over his forehead, plastered to bone-pale skin with the rain, nearly obscures his left eye. He’d have been eaten alive in any city Tory survived.

He could almost be Arlunian. Laughter tears from Tory’s throat. Arlune. Tory wanted to run for it, but instead it ran for him, wrapped in prison colors. The vines that climb the trees dangle purple blooms down at Tory, just out of reach. His numb fingers twitch against the thing buried in his neck.

The asshole says, “You shouldn’t touch that.”

He touches it anyway, closes fumbling fingers around the thing and pulls. Pain, hot and sudden. A flood of warmth. His vision narrows, rimmed with crushing dark.

“Fool. It’s barbed,” is the last thing he hears before blackness swallows him.

*

Unfamiliar noise—rhythmic clattering and a clanking like chains—tugs him from the fuzziness of drugged rest. Vertigo and darkness do their best to lull him back, but it doesn’t take long for the memories to resurface. 

Icy rain, blood in his mouth, bruised amber-brown eyes.

That uniform.

Fear sharpens Tory’s vision. He wiggles his fingers, his toes. He’s unbound, on his back on some sort of bench, shoulder blades digging into wood. Shifting, grayish light sifts in from three tiny squares near the top of the wooden walls. An unlit lamp swings from a hook in the corner of the small, rectangular room, its walls so narrow they could close in and crush him. Too much like a holding cell, like the camps. It smells like them, too—unwashed bodies and something like hay.

Desperation drives Tory to his feet, where he staggers, vision shuttering and dizziness rocking him like the earth has liquefied. He finds his way to what he guesses is the door and throws his weight against it. No give.

He drops back on the bench, ears ringing. The sky-blue shackle of the tattoo around his upper left arm burns. He tugs up his sleeve to make sure they haven’t laid the red ring over the blue while he slept, but there’s only unblemished skin, no hot ache from a fresh needle.

“I won’t go back. Those bastards can throw me on the front lines instead. I—”

“You hardly have a choice,” a cold voice says, startlingly close.

A figure sits cloaked in the darkness beneath the swinging lamp.

Tory growls, “Don’t I?”

“You will not be going to the labor camp. The Grand General wouldn’t waste your skills at menial labor.” There’s a bitter note in it—some joke at Tory’s expense, no doubt—and Tory’s eyes narrow, because he knows that clipped and cultured tone. That chill, the condescension. It’s him. The pretty-boy bastard who sniped at him about the needle after shooting him in the neck.

“Where am I?”

“We’re on our way to a place for people like you.”

On our way. With that, the odd, untranslatable sounds slot into place: the cottony hush of the rain; the clopping of horseshoes against gravel; the grunt of a driver. A cough. The vertigo makes sense. He is moving.

“People like me?”

“Unregistered Seeds.”

It could be a lot worse. He’s heard of these places. People like Tory are sent there to learn and then assigned somewhere Westrice can make use of them. Like the mines, the Houses, and the labor camps, Vantaras won’t pass up the opportunity to make use of any resource. 

It could be worse, but it’s not ideal. Tory takes stock. They’re on the move. He’s probably in a carriage of some sort. Given the hay smell, maybe even some rudimentary livestock transport car. Less sophisticated than he’d expect from Vantaras’ soldiers who like to show off in their brand-new fuel-belching vehicles, but good for Tory. He might be able to find a way out. Movement in his peripheral vision draws his eye.

The lamp. If nothing else, he could use it as a bludgeon.

The soldier’s eyes follow his. An eyebrow arches. “It’s chained in. No glass.”

“I could still kill you with it.”

“Could you?” the soldier deadpans. “You’re hardly in a position to make threats. You might have noticed you cannot access your Seed at the moment.”

What’s he going to do with his Seed? Heal the lamp?

He doesn’t need it, anyway. He has hands. That’s all anyone’s ever needed to take a life or piece one back together. Tory could wring this bastard’s elegant neck. 

But healing isn’t why he’s here. That carriage—the way it stopped so smoothly it was like it never moved, that wasn’t healing. It wasn’t anything Tory’s heard of. Now is a bad time to regret slipping away from conversations about people like him for fear that his pointed interest might out him. If there’s a name for what Tory did, he never learned it.

The soldier sinks into silence, arms crossed. Without anger to warm him, Tory shivers. Icy autumn wind moans through the openings at the top of the carriage. Tory buries himself in a corner as far from the soldier as he can get, clenching his teeth to stop the chattering. He reaches up to close Thatcher’s cloak around himself, but they’ve taken it away. He’s unmoored without the weight of the treated leather, bare and frozen through. It shouldn’t matter. He’s been cold like this before.

He’s gotten soft, being loved.

He can’t make that mistake again. Lingering in Hulven—holding onto the people there—is what got him into this situation.

He squeezes his eyes shut and lets himself drift, startling awake only when the carriage creaks to a stop. The doors at the back swing wide, and Tory hisses as the cloud-smeared sky sears itself on his vision.

Up ahead, a black road snakes through yellowing grass toward a wall as high as any Tory has ever seen. As soulless, too—seamless, ash-gray stone. Shadowed suggestions of weapons crouch atop it like carrion birds. The forest sits well apart from it, like nature knows to lean away. It’s very Vantaras.

Two soldiers wait outside. “Sir?” the first one says.

“I’ll escort him,” the delicate soldier responds. Except—the outside light glints off a smart set of bars on his uniform. Tory sneers. Not a soldier, then. An officer. They’re the worst types, bloodying hundreds of hands with their orders while their own stay clean and soft. He’s even wearing white gloves, impeccably clean but frayed at the knuckles and fingertips.

“This way.” The officer walks up behind Tory so he has no choice but to get out of the carriage, then steps around him.

Tory plants himself where he is. First order of business: testing boundaries.

The officer walks up the road, measured strides slowing and stopping about halfway up. “You can choose not to follow.”

Two soldiers idle on either side of him, hands on their belts. Tory doesn’t miss the implied threat. “Then what?”

“You learn what happens to the ones who make trouble.”

“What, you gonna kill me?”

The officer’s expression, by form alone, should be a smile. “That might be kinder.”

Tory’s pounding pulse tells him to run. It’s all he’s ever done, all he knows how to do. “What do you mean?”

“Try it and find out.”

Tory was born in a prison crueler than this one. He escaped at eight; he will escape again. Snapping at this bastard would be salve on a burn, but the relief would be temporary. Sharp words won’t free him. Sharp eyes might.

He needs to bite his tongue, observe and absorb. Tory swallows bile and follows.

As soon as he’s within a few strides, the dark-haired officer continues to walk.

The words STAR Compound #7 loom ahead, engraved on the plate above the wide mouth of a massive gate, and underneath it: Seed Training, Assessment, and Registration.

The officer says, “You will be registered and typed, though the process is merely a formality at this point. After that, you’ll be informed of the expectations in the facility and allowed to acclimate. Your training will begin tomorrow.”

“Training for what?”

No answer.

The officer stops in front of a window set into the watchtower. A guard on the other side springs to his feet when he sees them, snapping into a sharp salute. “Lieutenant Vantaras.”

The name hits Tory like a slap. Vantaras, king of this land of prisons. Tory knows Michal Vantaras has two sons, but they have a decade and change on Tory and are built like their father—musclebound, walking fortresses. The exact opposite of this guy.

It has to be coincidence.

Vantaras says, “I’ve returned with the alleged Channeler.” 

Tory examines the soldier in the booth. Dull smile—distractible. The stone wall is imposing but not impassable.

Vantaras follows Tory’s gaze, eyebrows rising. He opens his mouth as if to speak but just shakes his head, mouth curling into a cool expression of disdain.

The watchtower guard pulls a clipboard from the wall and draws a thick red line across the page. “You’re authorized to enter, Lieutenant; your re-entry has been logged and your permit to leave has been withdrawn. Welcome back, sir.”

Vantaras nods, exposing his neck. A long white scar snakes from the fine, short hairs at the base of his skull, down along his spine until it disappears into the high collar of his uniform.

The gate whips up into the wall with a sound like a gunshot, tooth-like serration at its base, and Tory clenches his fists and makes himself move. 

This is strategy, not surrender. 

Inside, a wide path leads toward a squat, round building like a sleeping serpent, the same seamless gray stone as the wall. High, dark windows stretch across the front, but the rest of the building has only slit-like windows or none at all.

It’s nothing like homegrown Hulven. Nothing like the labor camps, either, cast in dusty browns—rickety shacks with bedrolls set edge to edge and towering fences—but it’s not altogether different. It’s another kind of cage, the precision of its construction a testament to wealth. Vantaras falls in behind Tory as he enters.

Too late, he catches the silhouette of the weapons atop the wall and sees why he couldn’t make sense of them before. They’re cannons—and they’re not pointing outside to punish intruders or escapees. 

They point inward, barrels low and at rest. Glasslike circles on the sides glow with wan, eerie light as Tory passes, like empty eyes watching him.

The door falls like a guillotine as soon as they’re inside.



OEBPS/image/Cage_of_Starlight.jpg
- -
L

T, et et oot
e

LT A o

serpertshead ({ﬁil

T
Rk 2

Y "
R

AR, e

 ARLUINE

]
e
1

=&
s

A |

-
-
"






OEBPS/image/9781399725163.jpg
" ~—

—

(s B

JULES ARBEAUX

Y &





OEBPS/image/logo.png
HODDERSCAPE





