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			​Chapter 1

			PRYN
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			Pryn Mardana’s grin broadened and sky-blue light twirled faster around her fingers. She pushed through the crowded marketplace, the early morning bartering over meat prices ringing loud in her ears. On her left, Ryala's eyes darted about, her shoulders drawn tighter than a coil on a Company tracking sensor. On Pryn's other side, Helena waved to any passerby with a regal smile, her head held high while marching straight-backed in a simple maid's dress. Pryn chortled. Can those two ever loosen up?

			Pryn froze at the sound of gears interlocking. A large mechanical feline stomped through the centre of town with four full barrels of water strapped to its sides. Then she kept walking when Helena tugged her by the arm. The only machines they saw most days were the loud, clanking surveillance beasts that skulked outside her home. Pryn tossed a coin to a flute player dancing to the tune of The Cricket's Song. The sharp scent of garlic buns guided her to a baker's stand beside him. She purchased three from an elderly woman before striding between her sisters and tossing them one each. 

			“We should stay here all day,” Pryn said. “Maybe we can even find that band of rebels the council’s so worried about. And if we run into trouble on the way, I’m ready.” She held up her thumb and index finger, a thread of glowing cerulean energy flowing between them.

			“Put that away.” Ryala grasped Pryn’s hand and lowered it. “Inconspicuous, remember? If Grandfather finds out we’re here—”

			“All right, all right, inconspicuous.” Pryn rolled her eyes, taking a bite out of her bun. She tucked the rest away in the folds of her white robes for later. “You’re the one who insisted on coming along to keep watch over your two ‘troublemaking sisters.’”

			Helena smiled as she slipped both her and Ryala's buns into a side pouch at her waist. “It is exciting out here, and the longer we stay, the better we can understand what the Vanshian Company is looking for in a ruler. We’ll be fine as long as we stay together and keep a cool head.”

			Angry shouts from a nearby stall made Pryn halt in her tracks. Her sisters tried to call her back as she pushed through a crowd of onlookers. Whatever was going on, she wasn’t going to look away. That’s what they were here for. To observe the people so they could help. A security guardsman in a crisp white uniform from the Vanshian Company advanced on a man behind a fruit and vegetable stall. He switched on his lightning spear, and electricity sizzled between metallic prongs.

			“Please, Sir, I don’t want any trouble,” the man pleaded. “It’s just a statue.” 

			The guard swung at a clay statue of the water god with his spear, its full moon eyes and tentacle-like hair scattering across the stall. The merchant stumbled away from the guard’s crackling weapon.

			When Pryn’s sisters fumbled through the crowd to her side, she gripped their hands as hers shook with rage.

			“Were you using this to call on the gods?” the guard demanded. 

			“It was just an old relic that my wife and I collected. It’s a good luck charm,” the man explained. “It’s harmless.”

			 “Dabbling in magic you haven’t been authorised to use means you’ll only bring bad luck to yourself and others. Lord Dorand prohibits it for a reason.”

			Pryn narrowed her eyes. Grandfather and his council rarely talked of anything else but Lord Claude Dorand, the ‘brilliant owner of the Vanshian Company’ that one of them would work alongside as a 'business partner' if they proved themselves worthy of the Trinity Crown. Pryn's grandfather had assured her that the Company would authorise her magic now she was sixteen if she kept her ‘wild’ air energies in check and pledged her loyalty to them. The thought always made Pryn want to laugh. They all knew he’d have an easier time taming a wild gryphon.

			Pryn let go of her sisters’ hands and opened her palms. She closed her eyes. God of the air, show me the path to freedom. The early morning air brushing across Pryn’s hands focused her, and a familiar azure energy prickled at her skin when she opened her eyes. Wisps of magic slid from her fingers, weaving through the gathering towards the guard’s feet like wind through a wheatfield.

			“Pryn, no,” Ryala whispered. “We can’t risk getting caught.”

			A shimmering ruby coloured flame formed in the guardsman’s other hand, and he held it out towards another statue of a bear in the earth god’s likeness that had sat beside the water god. “Now tell me what—”

			

			An azure breeze snuffed out the flame, then the guard turned to his now empty palm with a blank stare. Then the gust of cerulean wind raised the guard’s silver cape over his head. He yelped, fumbling to the ground with his limbs flailing about. His spear’s electricity fizzled out as it lay beside him. Passersby gaped in confusion, while others chuckled behind their hands.

			The merchant used the distraction to flee from the guard, abandoning his stall.  

			“Get back to your patrol, you fool, and stop messing around,” a nearby guardsman called to the befuddled man who lay tangled in his cape on the ground.

			Pryn couldn’t help but smile, her heartbeat still pounding in her ears. When Ryala beckoned them to keep duck down a side street with a jerk of her head, Pryn followed behind her and Helena. 

			“What happened to inconspicuous?” Ryala muttered as she massaged the base of her palm over her forehead. 

			Pryn shrugged. “Someone had to teach that guard a lesson.”

			“Coming out here was a mistake,” Ryala said. But then she paused, throwing a sympathetic look over her shoulder. “But . . . I understand.”

			“You helped that man,” Helena added. “But we need to exercise more caution.”

			As they moved deeper into the market district, Pryn’s gaze caught on a notice board beside the central fountain, and she stopped in front of it. At the top, bold crimson letters read: Report Unauthorised Elemental Practices.

			Azure energy spun around Pryn’s fingers before she curled them into fists, and her magic dispersed into tiny sparks. Heat rose up her neck as she read the names and descriptions of citizens ‘removed for improper magical activities.’ An earth mage, four fire mages, two water mages, and ten air mages, all taken. “They’re hunting people like me.”

			Pryn drew in a sharp breath as a man in a white uniform nailed up a new name and a crowd of onlookers gathered behind him. Two women spoke in hushed tones about recognising the name of a relative. 

			Helena squeezed Pryn’s shoulder. “Let’s keep going,” she whispered in Pryn’s ear, and she nodded in response. But her gaze still lingered on the noticeboard as they settled by a fountain in the town square and sat in silence.

			 Pryn dipped her hand into the cool water, her mind racing through questions of what they could do. She raised her head to the sound of boots and metal pounding against the pavement. A girl around Pryn’s age in a stitched black dress sprinted through the streets with a wily grin and a stout knapsack strewn over her shoulder. She had a metal leg with gears that clicked together in intricate patterns. 

			When a man in a white uniform stopped to take aim at the girl with his spear, Pryn jumped to her feet. A shimmering, azure breeze shot from her hands, toppling two barrels beside the man into his path. He moved his hand away from the lightning function on the hilt of his spear and raised it above his head while almost tiptoeing away from the water with quick, cautious steps.

			Pryn gave Ryala and Helena’s hands an apologetic squeeze when they stood beside her. At least she’d found something she could do, for now. The girl threw Pryn a grateful smile before ducking into another street.

			The guard pivoted on his heel to face Pryn, and her eyes grew wide when he threw her a stern glower. This time, she must have been spotted. “You there, come with me now!” 

			Helena tugged at Pryn's hand, backing away from the man as they rushed single file into a narrow alleyway. Pryn resisted the urge to block her nose from the rank smell of machine oil as they stepped around discarded copper pipes. She almost screamed when someone reached out from a side lane and grabbed her hand. Pryn turned to meet the keen hazel eyes of the red-headed girl she’d helped. “How did you . . .”

			“This way!” the girl cut her off. Then she led them towards what appeared to be a dead end. The girl pressed her palm against a protruding brick, and Pryn’s eyes widened in wonder when the limestone wall swung open to reveal a wide passage sloping into darkness.

			Helena slipped inside first, waving for them to follow. “Looks like we don’t have much of a choice.”

			Ryala hesitated in front of the doorway, her legs wobbling. Pryn frowned and took her hand in a firm grip. That seemed to help whenever she froze up like this.

			When the guards’ distant shouts grew louder, Ryala swallowed hard before dashing behind Pryn into the passageway, the door slamming shut behind them. Pryn couldn’t make out anything in the darkened space, and her sisters’ breathing quickened beside her. 

			Pryn closed her eyes and held her palms outwards. She imagined a ball of swirling light forming at her fingertips. But when she opened them, all she had conjured was a small, sickly green sphere that soon dissolved.

			“You’re already running low, sky witch,” Ryala warned. “Try not to let your stress hurt your concentration.” A light chuckle edged into her voice. “One day, and you’re already becoming Sildore’s little troublemaker, aren’t you?” 

			“That’s what I do,” Pryn agreed through a shaky laugh.

			The girl shushed them from behind. “Don’t make a sound.”

			Boots pounding on stone echoed through the doorway until they faded to a hum in the background.

			

			“We should be safe now. Just give me a moment,” the girl said as she struck a match, extending it out to Pryn. “Hold this for me, would you?”

			Pryn blinked in confusion before taking it with a quick nod.

			The girl reached into her pocket and withdrew a small wrench. She shrugged off her knapsack and knelt, rolling up the hem of her black dress. She readjusted a loose screw on her mechanical leg with a few swift movements and a soft grunt. After snatching up her knapsack in one hand, the girl pushed herself to her feet. She slid the wrench back into her pocket and turned to Pryn with a disarming smile that made her forget all those uptight suitors her grandfather made her meet.

			Pryn held the match out in front of her with both hands, her words seeming to catch in her throat.   

			The girl accepted the match. “Now follow me.” She held it out towards a wide passageway, a thin coating of moss and lichen lining the walls. 

			“Wait,” Ryala said, standing in place with her arms folded. “How do we know we can trust you?”

			“I suppose I owe you one,” she replied. “Why did you save me, anyway?”

			“You needed help.” Pryn blurted out before pointing at the girl’s knapsack. “Can I ask what you have back there, um . . .”

			“My name’s Alexis,” the girl offered. “And just some light reading. While we’re asking questions, can I ask who you are?”

			“I’m . . .” Pryn hesitated, recalling the fake names they’d agreed upon. “I’m Kyara! And these are my sisters, Marion and Syenna.”

			Only the clicking of gears in the girl’s mechanical leg echoed in response. Alexis’s gaze lingered on them, as if confused by something. Pryn’s shoulders tensed as she shared nervous glances with her sisters. Had they been discovered?

			“Step carefully, Kyara,” Alexis said at last. “These tunnels can be dangerous if you don't know them.”

			Pryn let out a long exhale as the three of them marched in a line. Alexis blew out the match as they descended lower and faint blue and red crystals embedded in the cavern walls guiding their way. The scent of rosewood incense and the sound of joyous laughter grew more intense as they continued down the dank tunnel.

			“Where are we going?” Ryala asked as she stepped over a large puddle.

			“You’ll see,” Alexis said, not turning her back. 

			Pryn shielded her eyes from the motley-coloured crystal lights lining the rotund cavern that stretched out before them. Once she blinked a few times as her eyes adjusted to the light, she stood with her mouth agape. It seemed like they had entered a vast, secret gathering space. Some studied books and yellow-stained documents, while others locked spears with one another. Four mages performed for families gathered in a far corner, weaving sky-blue, sapphire, ruby, and emerald patterns in the shape of the four gods with a flick of their wrists. Cerulean veined with a dull green shade swirled around Pryn’s fingers and she tossed her dumbfounded sisters a giddy smile. She was far more used to seeing magic as a tool for elite guards, not a connection to the gods to be practised with openness and joy. 

			“What is this place?” Pryn asked around a delighted cackle. 

			“Alexis!” a man called. “Did you manage to get those books?”

			“With a little help.” She turned back to the sisters, waving for them to follow. “Let’s go. You should meet Tamyr. He’s the boss around here.”

			

			Pryn's renewed magic tingled as it swirled around her fingertips a little faster with each step she took.

			Alexis made her way to a broad-shouldered man clad in an emerald cloak with golden trimming. He stood with his back to them, examining documents splayed across a creaking table. The man leaned his bald head to the side as Alexis whispered something in his ear.

			He paused before turning, taking long strides towards them, with a crowd of onlookers huddling behind him. “Welcome to The Circle,” the man greeted in a cheerful baritone as he spread his arms. “Alexis tells me we have you to thank for her safe return.”

			Pryn shrugged. “We just did what anyone else would.” 

			“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure of that, Miss. But we should introduce ourselves. I am Tamyr Kyeland, the leader of The Circle. And it seems that the princesses of Marda have found us.”

			Pryn froze. Beside her, Ryala reached for the dagger concealed at her waist.

			Helena stepped between them and the gathering. “You know who we are?” 

			“Three young women, around the same age as the princesses, suddenly waltz into the streets of Sildore and make a ruckus upon their arrival. One has a clear talent for air magic, as the youngest princess is rumoured to have, and the other just showed me she has an expensive-looking dagger. Also . . . my son is a guard at the palace! Just don’t tell him that you’ve found us! The boy thinks I’m a damn fool for living down here. With all the gryphon dung from the beasts that’d nest here, I can’t say I blame him.” Tamyr’s laughter mingled with The Circle members at his side. A couple of them leaned against him, and slapping their knees, as if sharing an old inside joke.   

			

			“I suppose we weren’t very good at hiding our identities,” Helena admitted around a dry laugh. “What will you do with us now?” 

			“Nothing.” Tamyr shrugged. “We only wish to share our knowledge, if you are open to it. I even know a few things about magic.” He threw Pryn a knowing smile. “You know what keeps your stamina up? Subtle magic.”    

			“You’re the resistance Grandfather’s council has been talking about?” Ryala said with a raised eyebrow.

			“I imagine so. A group of ordinary citizens seeking out community and liberation, all forming our own network. But we’re not quite as bloodthirsty as some of the rumours around town would have you believe.”

			“It’s far more than we could have dreamed,” Pryn said through a dazed smile, brightening at the prospect of learning from a teacher not working under the Company. 

			“Why would you risk showing us your hideout?” Helena asked. 

			“You don’t have long until the selection ceremony, do you? The Company’s judges will want one of you to smile and wave for the public. Tell them everything is fine. We would like to show you the reality. But if you choose this path, tread carefully. They are not people who take kindly to being questioned.” 

			“I . . . they want to work alongside one of us,” Helena fumbled. “I’m sure we can negotiate, show them another way.”  

			A man beside Tamyr scowled. “They don’t want a partnership, Your Highness. They want to take. Are you going to let them keep taking from us?”  

			Pryn rolled her eyes when Helena brushed a hand along her loose dark hair, a gesture she did when trying to decide her next move. They needed to make their choice now. 

			

			“Please excuse us a moment,” Helena said. She turned to Pryn and Ryala and flicked a finger in the direction of an empty corner. 

			Pryn huddled in between Helena and Ryala under red and green crystal lights. “This is it! With these people, we can make a real difference rather than just sitting in a tower all day.”  

			Ryala glanced over her shoulder at The Circle, many of whom waited with expectant stares while others observed in patient silence. “Maybe we should take more time to think about this.”  

			“But we can’t simply ignore what we’ve seen today,” Helena said. “We could learn something from these people. This Tamyr is offering us an opportunity to gather intelligence, so we’d best not waste it.” 

			Ryala rubbed her temple with a sigh. “Grandfather will be mad if he finds out. But . . . if you’re in, I am too.”  

			Pryn strode up to the gathering, a renewed azure spark glowing at her fingertips. “We’ll sneak down here when we can. There’s no way those stuck-up Lords could keep me from this fight.” 

			Alexis broke into a crooked grin before extending her hand to Pryn. “I think I’m going to like you, ‘Kyara.’ Welcome to The Circle.”

			​Chapter 2

			RYALA

			[image: ]

			The gears of a Vanshian Company patrol pod ground outside, making Ryala pause in her nervous pacing. Steam screeched loud in her ears. Concentrate. She continued to pace, her long, intricately woven braid swinging behind her. 

			The giant mechanical feline’s amber sensors never seemed to stop scanning the grounds of Mardana Palace and filing away every detail for the ‘princesses’ protection.’ But Ryala and everyone else knew their real purpose was to catalogue information about the goings-on of the palace before the three Lords of the Vanshian Company arrived for the selection ceremony. She and her sisters were lucky that Leon and the other palace guards had helped them slip past those things during their trip into the city last week. The council meeting would begin at any moment, and their grandfather would be watching them just as closely as any pod. 

			A loud yawn from Pryn made Ryala spin around. “You’re doing that thing again, Rya,” Pryn said. She lounged on a crimson sofa with her feet propped up against a side table and an azure orb clutched in one hand. She tossed it so high that it brushed against the edge of the embroidered storm clouds and gryphons on a green and gold Mardan banner. 

			Ryala quirked an eyebrow. “Oh? And what thing is that?” 

			Pryn caught the orb with a grin. “Worry, act uptight, curl into a ball of stress. Why don’t you take this?” 

			 Ryala fumbled to catch the azure orb as it flew in her direction. It swirled in a rapid, mesmerizing motion, like a windstorm trapped in her palm with sparks of the sky-blue light flying around her. 

			“You’re going to get blue magic in my hair again.” Ryala tossed the orb back as a light chuckle escaped her. Her younger sister rarely took anything seriously but somehow knew how to make everything better.

			“It’s a good look for you,” Pryn said as she passed it back. “I’m sure your boyfriend Leon will love it.” 

			Ryala’s cheeks flushed. She threw the orb back with a one-handed toss. “How many times do I have to tell you? Captain Syrell is not my boyfriend.”

			Helena chuckled as she took a seat opposite Pryn, her posture upright and her hands folded in her lap. “Enough, you two. Remember, we can’t let Grandfather know about . . . our new commitment.”

			They all froze when the council room doors swung open and a tall, thin royal messenger stood in the doorway, his posture rigid as a spear. “The council meeting will begin now, Princesses.” 

			Ryala nodded as Pryn’s orb dissolved. The three of them filed inside, with Helena in front and Pryn trailing behind her and Ryala. 

			 The watercolour mural of the Trinity Crown adorning the back wall drew Ryala’s gaze. She threw a look over her shoulder. Its three painted gemstones were always enough to make Pryn flinch. 

			“Thank the gods Grandfather doesn’t wear that thing at council meetings anymore,” Pryn muttered. 

			“Are you ready for when he wears it for the Lords?” Helena whispered. 

			Sky-blue light twirled around Pryn’s index finger before she snuffed it out with a clenched fist. “I’ll manage.”

			Ryala slowed to match Pryn’s pace, gripping her shoulder. Something about the Trinity Crown’s three gemstones was enough to make Pryn’s air magic feel ‘hotter,’ and ‘more alive.’ 

			Their mother, Princess Rosaland, had often told them the story of the crown’s three virtues to Ryala and her sisters as soon as they could understand. The god of water’s sapphire stood for compassion, the emerald of the earth god represented strategy and protection, while the fire god’s ruby embodied courage. 

			Marda’s founding ruler and their ancestor, King Stavrose, had discovered the gemstones on the Isle of Dragons, a land where the spirit realm converged with the planet of Dyvarn. They were said to be among the first blessed with magic by the gods. Even though he was an air mage, the legend said that King Stavrose had left his element’s azurite gemstone behind. 

			The painting that hung on the wall opposite the mural depicted The Battle for the Trinity Crown. Swirls of emerald and azure clashed in deft strokes of acrylic. When the Knight of the Earth, King Stavrose’s brother, tried to take all four gemstones for himself, the two fought in a great battle where earth and air clashed. Earthquakes and violent winds reshaped the land.

			 Enraged by his brother’s betrayal, King Stavrose used the azurite’s air magic to defeat the knight, summoning a storm the likes of which Dyvarn had rarely seen, creating multiple tornadoes that swept across the land. But many innocents died during their fight, including King Stavrose’s wife and son. He then shattered the azurite with his sword, and the magic of the four gemstones died. The crown was then forged as a symbol of both the king’s failure and the virtues of leadership all future rulers should embody. The crown then fell to their brother, Telhry the water mage, who had led the people with compassion and justice. 

			Ever since she was a child, Ryala had been taught that each ruler would decide who among the Mardana line could best embody the three virtues of the crown in a selection ceremony. But now that the Vanshian Company had joined with Marda in a business partnership, they would preside over this generation’s ceremony. Their mother had taught Ryala and Helena to lead their younger sister away by the hand when any noble whispered in the corridors about the fabled ‘air god’s curse.’ People had long said that from that point onward, all air mages in King Stavrose’s line were cursed to only bring harm to those they loved, never able to protect. It seemed the Vanshian Company saw air magic as cursed. Ryala shivered at the list of arrested mages like Pryn in the marketplace. Although Pryn kept smiling and twirling azure breezes at her fingertips, Ryala and Helena could tell that Pryn thought about it too. Ever since that day in the marketplace, Pryn would stand on the balcony to watch the goings-on in the city below a little longer than before. 

			Although their mother had determined that Ryala had a connection to the god of the earth from the time she was very young, it had always been frail. Just like King Aldrist, the current king of Marda. But one thing Ryala did know how to do was plan. If her sisters insisted on joining this Circle, she would need to find a way to keep their cover. 

			Ryala followed their well-worn routine and stepped in line behind Helena to the head of the table where Grandfather Aldrist was seated. He stroked a well-trimmed, dusty brown beard streaked with grey and white. He observed the maps spread out before him with the weary disinterest of an old lion surveying his territory before surrendering it. 

			Helena inclined her head as she stopped in front of his chair. “Grandfather.” 

			When Grandfather Aldrist raised his head, the rare smile he offered Helena made Ryala squeeze her folded hands together tighter.  

			He walked through life in a fog of grief and resignation after their mother and his eldest child had passed away. Princess Rosaland had finished the selection ceremony where she had to compete with her brother cousins, with Grandfather choosing her. But before she could be crowned queen, the princess grew sicker with an illness that made every breath a struggle. Now, the only time the mist seemed to clear for their grandfather was when Helena appeared in front of him. Her effortless grace and poise made Ryala sit up in wide-eyed admiration, even as a sting pricked in her chest. 

			Ryala bowed her head. “Your Majesty. We’re eager to learn as much as we can today.” 

			“Then take your seat,” he muttered, resuming studying his documents. Ryala took a step back. She should have expected that response by now, but a raw lump still formed in her throat nonetheless. 

			 Ryala glared when Pryn stepped forward with a yawn, not even bothering to acknowledge their grandfather.

			“Princess,” Grandfather Aldrist reproached. “These meetings will decide your future. Show some decorum. I took part in the selection ceremony when I was a boy even younger than you, and I always told myself, ‘Decorum, decorum.’”

			Pryn threw him a defiant glare. “I suppose my decorum needs a little more polishing, Grandfather.”

			

			Grandfather Aldrist ran a hand through his silver-streaked hair as he often did when around Pryn. “Be seated.”

			As Helena glided to her usual place beside their grandfather, Ryala perched between her and Pryn.

			The council members bowed to Grandfather Aldrist before taking their seats. A moustachioed councilman with silver hair at the far end of the table raised his hand. 

			Their grandfather nodded in that curt way Ryala had seen whenever he permitted a member of his council to speak. 

			“Your Majesty, what do you plan to do about the ongoing discontent in Sildore’s streets? Rumours of a rising rebellion against company policies are still rife in every alleyway.”

			Ryala’s shoulders grew stiff. Her heart pounded louder than the sound of the pods’ gears grinding in the courtyard. Pryn began to shift in her seat and opened her mouth to speak, but Ryala’s subtle headshake silenced her.

			“The Vanshian Company will deal with it.” Grandfather Aldrist threw the council member a cold glare. “We have matters that are more deserving of our attention. Thank you, councilman.” When he turned to Ryala and her sisters, his expression softened somewhat. “I hope you’ve all been preparing for the selection ceremony. The Lords still make time to correspond with me from their Company’s island about how things are progressing despite their busy schedule.”

			“Of course,” Helena assured with a smile that seemed impossibly serene and charming to Ryala. 

			“We’ve all been reading up on recent policy updates, Grandfather,” Ryala added, hoping she could imitate a fraction of that charm. 

			“She’s memorised them even better than me,” Helena said with a light laugh. 

			

			“You should be keeping on top of everything the Company does,” Grandfather Aldrist said. “That’s what your mother would have done.”

			Ryala’s shoulders dropped. She could at least smile when Pryn offered her a sympathetic look. But she soon raised her hands in a warning when Pryn held her palms out, her sky-blue magic blowing about the council room. The councilmen scowled as they reached for their wigs, holding them in place. Ryala cleared her throat to muffle the laughter threatening to bubble up inside her. Beside her, Helena almost broke into a grin. 

			Grandfather Aldrist frowned. “Pryn, control your . . . strange tendencies for now. Wait for the authorisation process, like everyone else.”

			Pryn narrowed her eyes. The azure magic no longer flowed from her hands and Ryala knew that the two were about to match words yet again in the council chamber. “Why can’t magic be for all of us? It’s a part of me, and we should use it for our people.” 

			“Do you want to see chaos and disorder in the kingdom you may inherit?” Grandfather Aldrist’s rueful, tired laugh was a familiar sound to both Ryala and Pryn. “Your mother might have allowed you to get away with some of your displays when you were younger, but now you need to go through the registration process like everyone else. An unauthorised mage in the royal court sets a bad example for everyone.”

			“Grandfather,” Helena cut in just as Pryn leaned forward to protest. “I was thinking, maybe . . . we could negotiate with the Vanshian Company to start addressing the people’s concerns.”

			Grandfather Aldrist settled back in his chair. “You would have to offer them something first.” 

			Ryala sat up a little straighter when Helena brushed her hair back. “You’re right. The deal you arranged with the Company to mine our crystals in the eastern valleys resulted in them opening trade routes between us and Talheryn.” 

			“So then, how would you catch our business partners’ attention?” Grandfather Aldrist asked, folding his hands over his stomach. 

			Ryala was certain she imagined the hesitation in Helena’s eyes. 

			“What about the farming villages in the south? Clayston has a rich source of crystals.” 

			A long silence descended. Ryala’s gaze moved like a pendulum from Helena to their grandfather, her back somehow stiffer than before. She frowned when Pryn failed to suppress a scoff that no one else in the room thankfully seemed to catch.

			Grandfather Aldrist studied Helena, his bushy silver eyebrows knitting together. Then, a low chuckle rumbled from his chest as he shook his head. “We have a forward-thinking mind in the room with us,” he said, wagging a finger in Helena’s direction. “You must all take notes. This is what the Company means when they say they’re looking for a light to guide us into the future.”  

			The council dissolved into laughter alongside him. Ryala reached out to clasp Helena’s arm with a frown, but her older sister only offered that assuring, seemingly forced smile in return. Their grandfather and the council always said that serving the Vanshian Company would ultimately serve the people. And any policy that improved their business here would make the people’s lives better. But that wasn’t what they had seen on the streets of Sildore. Surely, Helena must have some sort of plan? She always did. 

			 When the meeting ended, Ryala, Helena and Pryn marched from the council room, not looking at one another. They wove through the palace’s winding passages until they reached the pear white doors leading outside and opened them. The summer heat and singing of cicadas followed them as they walked out into the courtyard. 

			Pryn threw Helena a scowl. “What was that back there?” 

			 “I needed to say something,” Helena said a little too fast. “We’ll find a way to negotiate the terms later. But Grandfather is right. I have to provide them with an incentive to listen.” 

			“You’re not theirs to be controlled, Helena,” Pryn said. 

			Ryala cleared her throat. “I’m going for a walk. I’ll meet you back in our quarters.” 

			“That’s code for she’s going to see her boyfriend,” Pryn whispered to Helena as she cupped a hand over the side of her mouth. She pushed herself up on the balls of her feet so she could be level with Helena’s ear. 

			“Not her most creative code phrase,” Helena observed with crossed arms, leaning to the side so that Pryn didn’t have to move up any further. 

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Ryala said in a flat tone. “I’m going to discuss guard rotations.”

			Pryn nodded in approval. “That one’s better.”  

			 “Indeed, perhaps stick with that phrase in future.” Helena agreed as she propped an elbow up on Pryn’s shoulder.

			Ryala rolled her eyes before turning away. “Goodbye.”

			“Just try not to get too lost in the captain’s ‘warm brown eyes’ during your strategic planning session,” Pryn said as she and Helena broke into peals of laughter. 

			“You two are hopeless, you know that?” Ryala called as she stormed off towards Mardana Palace’s southwest tower. 

			She had spent hours memorising the safest routes to sneak through the palace grounds without the noise and steam of those damn machines following her. When she reached the tower’s steps, her footsteps tapped against limestone in a well-worn rhythm. As Ryala reached the landing, she paused and listened. Only the summer winds howled past tall parapets. Then she glided towards a tall figure in a beige uniform and red cape facing a parapet with a thin lightning spear at his side. 

			“You’re not supposed to be here,” Leon said without turning, a smile in his voice. 

			“And yet, I am.” Ryala tilted her head to the side with a sly grin that made Leon tighten his grip on the lightning spear.  

			 “I don’t suppose there’s a security system the Vanshian Company could invent that would deter you. How did the meeting go?” 

			“As well as could be expected,” Ryala said, doing her best to inject casualness into her tone. “My sister managed to throw off Grandfather and the council members’ suspicions.”

			Leon’s shoulder brushed against hers. “The one who waits atop towers so she can throw water on the guards patrolling below?”

			Ryala pursed her lips, failing to suppress a giggle. Sergeant Kyeland still grumbled about that incident every time he passed Pryn while on patrol. “The one Grandfather wants as queen.” But her expression sobered as crystals lit the bustling streets below them. “I can’t fault him, though. Helena’s the best diplomat out of all of us. He’d be wise to recommend her.”

			“It’s not my place to say what the king would be wise to do,” Leon said. “But if he stood still long enough in between preparing for the Lords’ arrival, perhaps he’d see a girl with a strength that he hadn’t noticed before.”

			Ryala’s lips twitched into a grateful half-smile. “I agreed to help The Circle to protect Pryn and Helena, but . . . joining a rebellion right when we’re preparing for the selection ceremony? It’s just too much.” 

			Leon reached out a hand, and his fingers brushed against hers. Ryala smiled coyly, brushing a stray lock of dark hair behind her ear. She had met countless potential suitors since turning sixteen, but her eyes often strayed to the young captain of the guards. Now at eighteen, she turned away any noble who came to court her. But neither her grandfather nor his council, would allow her to marry the son of a poor carpenter from Sildore’s outer regions. 

			 “Why don’t you tell them how you feel?” Leon asked, startling Ryala from her thoughts. 

			She sent him a fond, tired smile. “Now, when have they listened to me after they’ve set their minds on something? Pryn thinks her magic makes her invincible, and Helena . . .” Ryala shook her head. “She thinks she could outwit foxes if we were trapped in a den. Neither of them can resist the idea of cutting loose and rebelling against Grandfather.” 

			Leon frowned. “They would have joined because they want to help. Just like you do.”

			Ryala tugged at a loose golden thread on the sleeve of her dress. The image of Alexis fleeing from the Vanshian Company’s guards and their spears made her chest tighten. That girl was only around their age. “It doesn’t matter what I want. What any of us want. We have our duties.” 

			“It matters to me. Do you think that one day . . . there could be room to fight back for what truly matters?”

			The earnestness in his question made Ryala side-step away from him and move to the stairs. She resolved not to look back as she folded her arms around herself. “I’ll come see you another time, Captain.” 

			“Another time then,” came the soft reply. The resignation in his voice mirrored the one that she carried a little more each day.  

			Ryala faltered. She cast a glance over her shoulder, an apology in her eyes. Their gazes lingered on one another for a few brief heartbeats before Ryala descended the steps so both could return to their duties as if neither had spoken.

			​Chapter 3

			PRYN
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			Pryn’s arms strained under the weight of her wooden box as she ducked beneath a low-hanging pipe. The musty scent of old books mingled with the damp air of the underground tunnels as she followed behind Helena and an elderly teacher who still walked with a light skip in her steps.     

			“Watch your step, girls,” Madam Nell said as she hopped over a puddle.  

			When they reached the main chamber of the hideout, Pryn grinned. People rushed about with containers full of cutlery and meats, in preparation for a feast. Tamyr had told them a few days ago that they would throw a feast to celebrate their new alliance with the princesses of Marda. They’d already helped smuggle in plenty of supplies and provided useful intel. 

			 Madam Nell set down her box at the end of a row of tables in the middle of the room. “Thank you both. It’s becoming harder by the day to get a hold of these books. The Company only allows children from authorised families to read these books.”

			“It was the first thing our mother taught us,” Helena said, her smile soft, nostalgic. “I’d love to sit in on one of your lessons, if you don’t mind? I should meet the children of our kingdom. The ones who can’t learn about magic.”

			“Of course. The children would be overjoyed to meet you, Your Highness! We have most lessons down here now.” 

			“You need to teach underground?” Helena asked, blinking in confusion.

			“Lately yes. We only unlock the schoolhouse in the south district at night, but it’s become safer to come down here instead.”

			Pryn held up a leather-bound tome that peeked out from beneath the pile of books in her crate: A History of the Gods. The cover depicted a sapphire dot for water at the top, an emerald for earth to the right, ruby for fire at the bottom, and an azurite for air to the left. A Dyvarnic Circle: the universal symbol throughout the planet of Dyvarn. The first lessons Pryn could recall from their mother were about the creator gods weaving together their world after a millennium of cosmic wandering. 

			It was one of several copies lining the palace library shelves. The Company hadn’t cracked down on the books in their library yet. They said that the gods would allow anyone who formed a connection to them to tap into their magic. The earth god granted magic to protectors, while the fire god worked alongside the strong and courageous. The god of water favoured diplomats and healers who valued connections above all else. And the free of spirit connected to the air. 

			Madam Nell pointed to the book in Pryn’s hands and grimaced. “That one’s been the hardest to procure. They’ve even ripped out whole passages on ‘magic as an expression of one’s soul.’” 

			Pryn tightened her grip on the book. “And Grandfather wants us to—”  

			“Sorry, I’m late,” Ryala called as she stumbled into the underground chamber with a crate full of books that reached up to her neck. She moved with sluggish, strained movements, inching her way to the table. 

			Pryn chuckled while shaking her head. “Here, let me.” Cerulean light flowed from her open palm like a gentle breeze and lifted the container enough so that Ryala could set it down beside Helena’s. 

			Ryala winked. “Thanks, sky witch.” 

			A smile passed between them. Pryn and her sisters began organising books into different categories alongside Madam Nell. 

			Tamyr strode up to them with three slim books tucked under his arm, marvelling at their collection. “You princesses are too much! I wasn’t expecting a library’s-worth of books.”

			“You asked if we had any books we could spare,” Ryala said as she set down a heavy leather tome atop her pile. “We have shelves of books in spare rooms and the library that no one will miss.”

			“There are piles of textbooks in dad’s old study,” Pryn added with a casual shrug. “No one really cares about it anymore.”

			When Tamyr eyed Ryala’s pile, Pryn smirked at how she’d arranged each book in alphabetical order, and according to the year they were written.

			“You have a mind for detail I see,” Tamyr observed. “That can serve you well when the Lords arrive.” 

			

			A frown crossed Ryala’s face. “It’s never served me in council meetings.” 

			Tamyr held out his books to Madam Nell, who added them to her pile with a grateful smile. “I’ve found that what we possess can either be a gift or a curse, depending on how we choose to use it.” He continued through the crowded base, helping people as he passed.  

			Azure light shot out from Pryn’s fingers and spun around her fingertips, kicking up dust and stones. All she wished to do was practise with her magic so she could prove they existed to lead people to freedom and her own god would never condemn what he gave her. But she didn’t know if she could believe it. 

			From among the sea of people, Alexis stepped out from the side of a chamber. She wore a plain beige tunic streaked in grease with a pair of slacks that only came up to the knee on her right leg. Her mechanical leg’s gears clicked together in a soft, steady rhythm. “Princess, I’ve got the pod parts set up. Are you ready to take a look?”

			Pryn’s heart quickened. “Of course,” she replied a little too fast. She turned to her sisters. “You two good here?”

			Ryala gave a small shrug. “Fine with me. I’ll have to head back soon anyway before Grandfather starts asking too many questions.”

			“Go on,” Helena added with a flick of her hand. “We’ve got this covered.”

			Before Pryn could leave, Ryala gripped her arm, breaking into a smirk as she whispered in her ear. “Try not to get too caught up in her eyes while looking at those pod parts, won’t you?” 

			Pryn stared at her, heat rising up her neck. “You’re hopeless. You know that, right?” she whispered back before following Alexis. 

			

			Pryn and Alexis entered a cavernous chamber littered with disassembled pod parts and a few rows of mechanical creatures of their own making. The mechanics and pilots moved in a fine-tuned whir of activity as they carried boxes of parts or wrenches, and tightened screws on old machines. Pryn nodded to the mechanics as Alexis led her to a makeshift workbench on the far end with a partially dismantled pod core. She knelt as she rubbed at her leg, waving for Pryn to kneel beside her. Pryn gazed about the series of interlocking mechanisms. The ones in the palace weren’t manned by any people and ran pure Vanshian Company ‘innovations.’ Seeing the inside of a machine not associated with their pod brand made the hulking beasts at home seem less powerful, easily dismantled. 

			 “Hand me that copper coil,” Alexis said with a grin as she gestured to a section in the mechanical beast’s interior. “You see, we figured out how to make the Company’s old machines invisible if we ever need to above ground undetected. I helped Daris install them.”

			Pryn passed Alexis the coil with her mouth agape. They were close in age, yet Alexis seemed to know exactly who she was and what she could do. While all Pryn knew how to do was throw magic around that most people were convinced was cursed.  

			“You’re . . . really good at this,” Pryn said. “How did you learn so much about machines?” 

			Alexis averted her gaze. “My parents were mechanics. Some of the best around, too. The Vanshian Company saw that. Even asked them to come work for the company, and they did, for a while. But soon, they started speaking up against their practices. Now, they’re both gone.”

			“I’m so sorry,” Pryn whispered, reaching out a hand to her. It lingered between them, before she rested her hand on Alexis’ shoulder. “I was only eight when my mother died. Can’t really remember my father. But I’ve always had my sisters.”

			

			Alexis lent her a tight smile. “And I’ve had The Circle since I was twelve. Here, I can use what I learned to bring them back to how they used to be, to make a real difference.”

			Pryn pointed to the machine’s insides. “Show me more?” 

			“Here,” Alexis said. She guided Pryn’s hand to the warm core of the machines, its four hollow chambers arranged in a circle. “See these grooves? This is where the heart of the machine lives.”  

			“A Dyvarnic Circle,” Pryn observed. 

			Alexis nodded. “Except when local mechanics make these beasts, we do it the old way with gemstones blessed by the gods themselves. Earth gemstones for strength, water for fluidity, fire gemstones for energy, and air crystals for speed and grace. But the Company?” Alexis said around a scoff. “They prefer easily mined lighting crystals over elemental gemstones. Combine cheaper energy sources they can easily control with their steam-powered tech. Means they can mass produce their junk, but they’re a lot less durable than the real thing.”

			 Pryn cracked a sheepish grin. “They probably thought the crystals were more reliable than an air gemstone.”

			“Ah, you shouldn’t take note of that nonsense superstition,” Alexis said with a dismissive wave. “They say it because they’re scared of your spirit. Connecting to your element helps me put things in perspective.” She reached into a small pouch at her belt and removed four tiny gemstones. A jade, an aquamarine, sunstone, and an amethyst.  

			“It’s funny,” Pryn admitted. “There’s something coming from the gemstones that calls to me, even though none of them are blessed by my god. They’re not like normal gemstones touched by the gods.” 

			“Really? How?” Alexis asked as she held out her gemstones. 

			Pryn’s hand hovered over them. A bright, calming energy pulsed from the amethyst, and a faint spark emanated from the sunstone, but that was all. “There’s a wild energy coming from the amethyst, like watching a storm from a distance. But that’s all I can feel. The gemstones in the crown are like a song that won’t stop calling to me. I can’t understand the words, but the tune, it echoes loud and painful in my ears.”  

			 “I’m better with a wrench, but when I touch these gems, the sunstone just has this energy that’s warm and comforting.”

			 “That makes sense,” Pryn said. “The god of fire likes the strong.”

			“Working on these beauties does develop muscle.” Alexis raised an arm and flexed to demonstrate and they both chuckled.

			Cerulean energy twirled around her index finger a little faster than before, creating a light breeze that tousled her and Alexis’ hair. 

			“Is there something wrong?” Alexis asked. 

			“No. It’s just, my magic is different when I’m here with . . . all of you. It’s better than being cooped up in that palace. And sometimes, it just wants to burst out of me!”   

			“Show me?” Alexis asked, her eyes wide with genuine wonder and curiosity.

			Pryn blinked. “Really?”

			When Alexis replied with a firm nod, Pryn turned to face the chamber and let out a sigh. The swirls faded. She brought her wrists together before her, palms facing upward to concentrate the magic in the atmosphere into her body. It was an old meditative stance used throughout Dyvarn to call on the gods energies. One she could use freely in this underground space without the fear of ‘authorisation.’

			 The rush of joy as the air god’s energies tingled at her palms flowed through her with more vigour down here. She parted her wrists, and the light rippled outwards, as bright and vibrant as a clear blue sky that shot out like wisps of air. 

			Alexis’ delighted laughter echoed through the chamber as it ruffled her fiery hair. “It’s beautiful!”  

			Pryn broke into a wide grin. When the lights dissolved, the two of them organised Alexis’ tools back into her toolbox. 

			“You go to the celebration,” Alexis said as she tucked away a screwdriver. “I’ll catch up soon with a little something I’ve been working on.” 

			 “If you say so,” Pryn shrugged before stepping into the crystal-lit main chamber where dozens of people sat around tables eating roasted meats. A jaunty tune from a violinist

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
		

OEBPS/image/1.jpg
X TurtlePublishing






OEBPS/font/NordPoem-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/BellMT.TTF


OEBPS/font/BellMTItalic.TTF


OEBPS/image/The_Trinity_Crown_COVER_EBOOK.jpg
Thompson

AN





OEBPS/image/Turtle_Publishing_Page_1_Logo_BW.jpg
- TurtlePublishing





OEBPS/image/Divider1.jpg
JIZ S (5 O





