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For everyone who was made to fall — and learned, against all of it, to be a floor.

The dead remember everything. It is the only thing we have never quite forgiven them.

— from The Reader’s Catechism, Caelmoor

A Note for Readers

This story moves through grief, the loss and theft of memory, the endangerment of children (depicted without graphic detail), drowning, and the long aftermath of harm. It is, in the end, a book about being let go gently — but the dark is real before the light. Please read with care.
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Author’s Note
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I started writing this book because I could not stop thinking about a simple, terrible question: what is left of a person when you take away the place they stand to remember themselves?

Caelmoor is invented — a city that drowns by inches and refuses to admit it, that floats its government and its faith on the bones of the thing it fears most. But the bargain at its heart felt, to me, unpleasantly familiar: the small mercies we tell ourselves justify a managed harm, the children a society agrees not to look at, the difference between a sinner who cannot stop and a sinner who finally does. I wanted to write a heroine built out of exactly that wound — a woman made to fall forever, who learns that the cure for the unmaking is not power, or vengeance, or even rescue, but the oldest and least glamorous magic there is: to hold someone, and to be held, and to let go gently when the time comes, and to call none of it a sin.

If you have ever been the one who fell, or the one who came back, or the one still waiting in the dark for someone to remember your name — this one is for you.

— Kobby Naj
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The Drowning of the Saint

as it is told in the temples of Caelmoor, at the turning of the high tide

In the first age of the city, when the lagoon lay low and the faith lay high, there lived a woman so holy that the dead would speak to her.

Her name was Severine, and she was the first of the saltreaders — the first to touch the last water of the dying and hear the moment held there, the first to carry the grief of the dead up into the lamplight and lay it, gently, before the living. The people loved her. The drowned loved her. And because she could not bear to see a soul suffer, she went down, alone, into the oldest water beneath the first city, seeking the place where suffering is kept, so that she might lift it out of the world the way she lifted a last word from a dying mouth.

What she found there, the Rite does not say. Only that she came up changed, and that she had learned a new and holy mercy — the mercy of forgetting — and that the powerful of the city came to her in the dark to be unburdened of their griefs, and their guilts, and the weight of the things they had done.

In time the city turned against her, as cities turn against their saints. They chained her below the high-water mark at the sea-gate, and the tide came in, and Severine did not weep, and Severine did not beg. She only smiled, the Rite says, as the cold water climbed her, and spoke a single blessing over the city that was murdering her:

I will keep you. I will keep you all. You will never have to drown alone.

And she went under, and the lagoon took her, and where she sank a holiness welled up out of the deep that has kept Caelmoor afloat from that day to this — so that every soul born in the drowned city makes her sign over their heart at the turning of the tide: a circle, severed clean by the line of the chain that killed her.

Blessed be the Drowned Saint, who took the suffering down into the dark.

Blessed be Severine, who keeps us.

May we never have to drown alone.

(This is the holy version. It is also, in every particular that matters, a lie.)
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Lastwater

The dead always arrived at low tide.

Nerys Calloran had stopped wondering why years ago. The canals of Caelmoor gave up their drowned the way the body gives up a held breath — all at once, and only when it could hold them no longer. So she had learned to read the water the way the harbourmen read the moon: by the smell of it, by the green weed strung along the quay stones, by the particular hush that fell over the lower city when the lagoon drew back its skirts and showed, for a few grey hours, all the things it had been keeping.

Tonight it had kept a woman.

The body lay on the slab in the readingroom three floors beneath the Coroners' Guild, in the part of the building the canals had long since claimed, where the walls sweated brine and the lamplight had a drowned greenish cast no matter how high you trimmed the wicks. Nerys stood over the slab with her sleeves rolled to the elbow and her hands very still, and she looked at the dead woman, and the dead woman, with the patient courtesy of the dead, looked at nothing at all.

She had been beautiful. That was the first thing, and Nerys hated that it was the first thing, but the dead did not care what order you noticed them in. Dark hair, unpinned now and combed flat by the water into a long weed-tangled rope. A gown that had cost more than Nerys earned in a year — sea-silk, the kind woven on the high looms of the Pelagine houses, dyed a blue so deep it read black until the lamp caught it. Rings on three fingers, none of them taken. Whoever had put her in the canal had not done it for the rings.

"Name?" Nerys said.

Behind her, the duty clerk shuffled his ledger. Talvy was new, soft-handed, still pale around the mouth at this hour. He had not yet learned to stop looking at the faces. "No name's come down with her," he said. "She was pulled off the Severine steps near the Pelagine bridge. The watch sent her straight here. Said the house wanted her read before dawn."

"Which house?"

"Didn't say."

"Of course they didn't." Nerys flexed her fingers. The cold of the room had got into her knuckles already; it always did, this far under, this late. "A gown like that, three rings, drowned on the Pelagine steps, and nobody's put a name to her. That's not nobody knowing. That's somebody making sure I don't know before I read her." She glanced at Talvy. "Write that down. Not in the ledger. Just — remember it. Someone wanted her anonymous on my slab."

Talvy did not write it down. He looked, instead, slightly ill. "Mistress Calloran, I don't think we're meant to —"

"We're meant to read what comes to the slab. That's the whole of the meaning we're allowed." She said it lightly, but the lightness was a thing she did on purpose, a coat she put on against the cold of the room and the cold of the work, and Talvy was too new to know that. "Get the basin. And the salt. The good salt, not the swept stuff from the floor of the bin — I can taste the difference and so can she."

That last was not strictly true; the dead tasted nothing. But it moved Talvy, and the basin came, and the salt came, and Nerys was left, as she always was at the end, alone with the work and the woman and the water.

The art of it was simpler than the city believed and harder than the city would ever credit. When a body died in water — drowned, or bled into it, or simply went under already cold — the last living moment did not vanish. It settled. It sank out of the failing mind and into the nearest water the way silt sinks out of a stirred canal, and there it stayed, suspended, dissolving by slow degrees, for as long as that water remembered it had once been touched by a dying thing. Saltwater held the longest. The lagoon held longest of all, which was why Caelmoor bred saltreaders the way other cities bred saints, and trusted them about as much.

Nerys's mother had called it listening to the lastwater. Her mother had been a saltreader too, before the work took her — they all went the same way in the end, the reading wearing thin places in them until something tore through — and Nerys had not let herself think of her mother in the readingroom for a long time. The dead were jealous of your attention. You gave it to them whole or you gave it to them not at all, and the ones who divided themselves between the slab and their own ghosts were the ones who did not come back up.

She wet a cloth in the basin. She laid it over the dead woman's mouth, where the last breath would have failed, where the lastwater pooled densest. And she set her two fingertips against the cloth, and she closed her eyes, and she went down.

It was always falling, at first.

The readingroom dropped away. The cold stayed — the cold was the bridge, the cold was the one thing that crossed over with her — and then the dark came up around her like the lagoon coming up around a swimmer who had stopped swimming, and Nerys hung in it and waited for the last moment of a stranger's life to find her.

Down here, in the held breath of the lastwater, there was no Nerys Calloran. There was only the listening. She had been doing it since she was eleven years old, since the morning her mother had not come up from a reading and the Guild had looked at the girl crying in the corridor and seen, with the cool arithmetic of an institution that always needed more readers than it could keep, a replacement. Nineteen years. Nineteen years of going down into other people's last moments and bringing them back up into the lamplight where the magistrates and the grieving and the guilty could pick them over. She was very good at it. It was the only thing she was very good at, and she had stopped, a long time ago, asking whether that was a thing to be proud of or a thing that had happened to her.

The moment came.

It always came as a single first thing — a smell, a colour, the angle of light — and from that one thread the whole of it unspooled, the dead woman's last seconds played out against the inside of Nerys's skull as though they were her own. She braced for it the way she always did, loosely, the way you brace for cold water you have decided to enter on purpose.

And there was nothing.

Not darkness. Not the soft grey blank of a body that had died in sleep, slipping under without a last bright moment to leave behind — Nerys knew that grey; it was sad and it was gentle and it was something. This was not that. This was the place where the moment should have been, and the moment was not there, and around the absence the water remembered being touched. That was the thing that turned Nerys's blood to lagoon-cold. The lastwater knew it had held a final moment. The shape of the holding was still there, the cup of it, the exact volume of a human death — and the death itself had been lifted out of the cup, cleanly, the way you lift an egg from a nest, leaving the warm hollow it had pressed into the straw.

Someone had taken the woman's last moment out of the water.

Nerys had read nine thousand bodies, near enough. She had read murders and mercies and the long slow drownings of the despairing and the quick startled drownings of the unlucky. She had read a man who had died laughing and a child who had died reaching and an old woman who had died, as far as Nerys could tell, simply forgetting to keep on living. She had never, not once, read nothing where something had been. The dead did not forget. That was the whole and terrible reliability of them, the thing the living could not bear and the magistrates could not do without: the dead remembered everything, perfectly, forever, because remembering was the only thing left to them and they did it with the whole of their attention.

You could not make the dead forget.

Only the living could be made to forget.

The thought arrived in Nerys with the particular weight of a thing she was not supposed to think, a thing that had a law against it, a thing that the Guild had a word for and forbade its readers from ever speaking aloud in the readingrooms because words, like the dead, settled into the salt and waited. She felt the word form anyway, down in the cold, in the hollow where the woman's death should have been.

Hollowed.

And the hollow, hearing itself named, turned and looked at her.

Nerys came up out of the reading the way the drowned come up out of the canal — all at once, and too late to be graceful. She was on the floor. The basin was overturned, salt water spreading dark across the flagstones, and her own breath was sawing in her throat as though she had been the one held under. Talvy was crouched over her, white as the dead, his hands hovering and useless, saying her name in the rising voice of a man who did not know whether he was about to have to fetch help or a shroud.

"I'm — " She got a hand under herself. The stone was freezing. "I'm here. I'm up." Her voice came out wrong, thin and scraped. "I'm up, Talvy, stop shouting, you'll bring the night-warden down and I don't —"

"You went down a quarter of an hour," Talvy said. "You don't — Mistress, you never go more than a minute or two, you always say a minute or two, I had the watch on the candle like you taught me and you went down a quarter of an hour and you weren't breathing right and I didn't know whether to pull the cloth or —"

"You don't pull the cloth." It was the first clear thing, and she clung to it, because the alternative was to sit on the freezing floor of the readingroom and shake. "You never pull the cloth. Pull a reader out by the cloth and you tear them coming and going both. You wait. You always wait. Tell me you waited."

"I waited." He was nearly crying. He was, what, seventeen. She kept forgetting they sent her children now. "I waited but I was going to —"

"You waited. Good. That's good." She made herself breathe. The room came back around her by degrees — the green light, the sweating walls, the dead woman on her slab with her three rings and her stolen death and her dark hair combed flat by the patient water. "Help me up."

He helped her up. Her knees did not entirely agree to the arrangement, but they held, and she stood there with one hand flat on the cold edge of the slab, not far from the dead woman's shoulder, and she made herself look at the body and think, instead of feel.

A quarter of an hour. She had hung in that absence for a quarter of an hour, and she remembered none of it past the first cold instant of finding nothing there. That alone should have frightened her more than it did, but she was a saltreader and she had long ago made a kind of peace with the parts of her own mind she could not account for. She had four years of her childhood she could not account for. A quarter of an hour was nothing. A quarter of an hour was a small new dark in a person who had been carrying a large old one since she was seven years old.

But the dead woman's death was gone. That was real. That was on the slab in front of her, irreducible, a fact with a law against it.

"Talvy," she said. "What I'm about to tell you, you put in no ledger. Not the duty book, not the magistrate's copy, not a note for yourself. You hold it in your head and nowhere else, and if anyone asks you what the reading found, you tell them the reader has not yet given her account. Can you do that?"

"That's — we have to enter the —"

"Can you do that."

A silence. Then, in a smaller voice: "Yes."

"The water held a death and the death is gone." She watched him try to make sense of it and fail, the way she would have failed at seventeen, the way some animal part of her was still failing now. "Someone took it out. Not blurred it, not drowned it over with their own — took it. The way you'd lift a coin out of a fountain. And there's only one kind of working that takes a moment out of a mind clean like that, and it doesn't work on the dead, Talvy, it can't, it's not — the dead are full, they're the fullest thing there is, you can't empty them. So either the dead can be emptied now, which the whole of what I am says is impossible — "

"— or she was emptied before she died," Talvy finished, very quietly, and Nerys looked at him with a flicker of something that was almost respect, because she had not expected the boy to walk himself to the edge of it that fast.

"Or she was emptied before she died," Nerys agreed. "Which means she went into the canal already hollow. Which means somebody worked the Hollowing on a living woman in this city, tonight or near enough to tonight, and then put her in the water to make sure no reader could ever say so." She looked down at the dead woman's calm ruined face. "Except they didn't know the water keeps the shape of what it held. They didn't know I'd feel the cup even with the death gone out of it. Whoever did this knows a great deal about a magic that's been dead two hundred years. And not quite enough about mine."

The dead woman said nothing. The dead were good at that.

It was then, into the cold green hush of the readingroom three floors under the canals, that the door at the top of the long stair opened, and a voice came down it that did not belong to anyone who was supposed to be in the Coroners' Guild at this hour, or, by its tone, anywhere it did not intend to own.

"The reading is finished," the voice said. Not a question. It had the flat certainty of a man who had decided a thing was true and expected reality to fall in line. "Bring the reader up. And cover the body."

Talvy went rigid. Nerys did not. She had spent nineteen years learning the precise quality of stillness that the powerful mistook for deference and that was in fact the stillness of a woman deciding how much trouble she was willing to be. She stayed exactly where she was, one hand on the cold slab, and she waited, and the feet came down the stairs — boots, good ones, unhurried — and the lamplight of the readingroom found the man they belonged to and reluctantly admitted that he was worth looking at.

He was tall in the way that made low rooms lower. Dark coat, severe, cut close, no house-colours on it anywhere — which told her more than colours would have, because in Caelmoor only two sorts of men wore no allegiance: the truly powerless, and the sort of power that did not need to announce itself. He was not powerless. He had a face that had been built for a colder country than this one, all clean hard lines and a mouth that looked as though it had forgotten the muscles smiling used, and grey eyes that came into the readingroom and went, in order, to the body, to Talvy, to the overturned basin and the spreading water, and last — last, and she noted the order of it, she filed it away the way she filed everything — to her.

"You're the saltreader," he said.

"I'm the Coroners' Guild's reader of record on the night watch," Nerys said. "Which I expect is what you mean, but I find people who come into a room and start covering bodies they've no authority over tend to mean a great deal of things they don't quite say, so I like to make them say it."

Behind the man, two more had come down the stair — quieter, watchful, hands loose at their sides in the trained-loose way of people who hurt others for wages — and Talvy made a small sound and stepped back against the sweating wall as though it might let him through.

The man did not look at his two. He looked at Nerys, and something moved behind the grey eyes that was not quite surprise — more the recalibration of a man who had been told to expect a tool and had found a person, and who found the discovery a tax on his evening.

"My name is Cassius Vane," he said. "I am the Lord Warden of the Veil. And the body on that slab is now the property of the Warden's Office, as is its reading, as is — for tonight — your silence." He let that sit. He was good at letting things sit; she'd give him that. "You will tell me what you found in the water. You will tell no one else. And you will forget, Mistress —"

"Calloran."

"— Mistress Calloran, that you ever found anything at all."

And Nerys Calloran, who had just spent a quarter of an hour hanging in the cold hollow place where a murdered woman's last moment had been stolen out of the world, looked up at the Lord Warden of the Veil with his severe coat and his colder country's face and his casual ownership of her silence, and felt, beneath the fear and the exhaustion and the bone-deep readingroom chill, the first small ember of a thing she had not felt in a long while.

She felt interested.

"Forget," she repeated. "You want me to forget. That's a poor word to use in this particular room tonight, my lord, and I think you know it, which makes me wonder why you used it." She straightened off the slab. Her knees held. "You came down here within the hour of a noblewoman being pulled drowned off the Pelagine steps with no name attached, which means you knew she'd be on my slab before the watch did. You told my clerk to cover the body before you'd seen what was wrong with it — before, my lord, which means you already knew what was wrong with it. And you've come to take a reading you can't perform off the only person in this city who can perform it, and buy her quiet with a word that means, in this trade, the exact crime that put that woman in the water." She tilted her head. "So. Either you're the man who hollowed her — in which case you've made a serious error coming down here alone enough to be read, because I'm touching this slab and the slab remembers everyone who's leaned on it tonight and I'm getting quite a lot off you — "

That was a lie. The slab did no such thing; slabs were just stone. But she watched it land, watched the smallest stillness pass through the two watchful men by the stair, watched even Cassius Vane go very slightly more careful, and she thought: so it's not nothing to you, the idea of being read. Good. Filed.

"— or," she went on, "you're hunting the man who hollowed her, and you've come to me because you can't do it without me, and all this " — she gestured at the coat, the men, the ownership — "is the only language you know for asking. Which is it, Lord Warden? Because the first one means I scream, and the second one means we should both sit down, and I'd genuinely like to know which sort of night I'm having before the candle burns much lower."

For a long moment Cassius Vane said nothing at all.

The green lamplight moved on the brine-sweating walls. Somewhere far above them the tide was turning, you could feel it the way you felt it in your back teeth this far under, the whole vast weight of the lagoon deciding to come back in and reclaim its low-tide secrets. The dead woman lay between them with her three rings and her stolen death, and she was, Nerys thought, the most honest person in the room, because she was the only one who had stopped pretending.

Then the Lord Warden of the Veil did something Nerys had not budgeted for.

He laughed. It was brief, and it was not kind, and it was clearly drawn out of him against his considerable will, the way a splinter is drawn out — but it reached the grey eyes, just barely, and changed the cold hard face into something that for one unguarded instant looked tired and young and almost human.

"They told me," he said, "that the Guild's night reader was difficult."

"They undersell me," said Nerys.

"So I see." He looked at her for a moment longer, and the laughter went out of him, and what replaced it was worse, because it was not anger and it was not ownership. It was the flat exhausted honesty of a man who had been carrying something alone too long and had just, against every instinct he owned, decided to set one corner of it down. "The second sort of night, Mistress Calloran," he said. "You're having the second sort of night. Sit down. Both of us." He glanced, once, at his two by the stair, and they went up it without a word and shut the door and left the three of them — reader, Warden, and the patient dead — alone in the cold.

"This woman," Cassius Vane said, "is the fourth."

Nerys had thought she was past being frightened tonight. She found she was not.

"The fourth," she said.

"The fourth I know of. The fourth in eleven weeks. All highborn. All found drowned with no mark of violence and no water in the lungs — which, as I'm given to understand, is its own small impossibility." He looked at her. "Is it?"

"You don't drown without breathing it in," Nerys said slowly. "If there's no water in the lungs she didn't drown. She was dead, or near it, when she went in. Put in. To be found a drowning." She was reading him now the way she read the dead — going down into the small still cup of what he was carrying. "You've had three readers on the first three."

"I've had three readers on the first three." Something passed over his face. "Two of them gave me nothing. Read the water and found it empty and could not tell me why, only that it frightened them, and asked to be taken off the work, and I let them, because frightened readers make errors and I had not yet understood what I was dealing with." A pause, and the pause had a weight to it, a cost. "The third reader understood exactly what she was dealing with. She told me the word for it. And then she went down into the fourth — into this — to read it deeper than the others had dared, against my order, because she said she could feel the shape of where the death had been and thought she could follow the shape back to the hand that lifted it out."

The readingroom was very quiet.

"She didn't come up," Nerys said.

"She didn't come up." Cassius Vane held her gaze, and there was no ownership left in him now, none at all, only the thing underneath it that the ownership had been built to hide. "She has been three days in the white house on Mercy Row, breathing, eyes open, and there is no one behind them. Whatever she followed back into the water followed her up out of it. And it took everything she was on the way." He let that sit, too, but it was a different kind of sitting; it was the silence you keep at a graveside. "So when I tell you to forget what you found tonight, Mistress Calloran, understand that I am not buying your silence. I am trying, badly, in the only language I apparently know, to keep you out of the white house on Mercy Row. Because you are now the best reader left in this city, which means you are the only one who can help me, which means you are exactly the person I least wish to send down into that water — and the only one I can."

Nerys looked down at the dead woman on the slab. At the calm ruined face, the dark hair combed flat by the patient lagoon, the three rings no one had taken because this had never been about anything so simple as theft. She thought about the cold hollow place she had hung in for a quarter of an hour she could not remember. She thought about the way the hollow had turned and looked at her, and how she had told herself, climbing up out of it onto the freezing stone, that she had imagined that part, because the alternative was unthinkable and she had a long professional history of not thinking unthinkable things on purpose.

She thought, last and unwillingly, about four years of her own childhood that she had never once been able to find, no matter how deep she went, no matter how cold the water — four years that simply were not there, that ended when she was seven with a door she could not picture closing and began again when she was eleven with her mother not coming up from a reading, and the whole long blank between them shaped, she realised now, standing over the fourth hollowed body in eleven weeks, shaped exactly like a cup with the thing lifted out of it.

The ember she had felt was not interest anymore. It had never quite been interest. She knew that now.

"My lord," Nerys Calloran said, and her voice was very steady, because she had spent nineteen years learning the precise stillness that the frightened mistake for calm, "I think you should tell me everything you know about the Hollowing. And then I think you should let me sit down with your third reader — the one in the white house, the one with no one behind her eyes — because I don't believe she's empty. I think she's full of the one thing nobody's been able to read off her." She met the grey eyes. "I think she's full of his name. And I think I might be the only person left who already knows how to listen to someone who can't remember they're still in there."

For the second time that night, the Lord Warden of the Veil looked at her as a man recalibrating — but it was different now, the recalibration of someone revising not a tool into a person but a person into something he had not allowed for and now could not unsee.

"How," he said carefully, "would you possibly know how to do that?"

And Nerys, who had not told a living soul in nineteen years, who had buried it deeper than any reading and gone on with the patient business of the dead precisely because the dead never asked her this — Nerys opened her mouth to tell the most dangerous man she had ever met the most dangerous thing she had ever known about herself.

Above them, three floors up, the great tide came back into Caelmoor, and the lagoon began, very slowly, to reclaim everything the low water had given up.

Including, though neither of them knew it yet, the two of them.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Warden's Bargain

––––––––
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❖ CASSIUS

HE HAD COME DOWN INTO the readingroom prepared to dislike her.

That was the honest shape of it, and Cassius Vane had spent eleven weeks learning to be honest with himself in the narrow private hours when no one was watching, because the alternative — the comfortable lie he'd lived in before the first body — had nearly cost him the city. He had come down the long stair with the body's seizure already drafted in his mind, the reader's silence already purchased in his mind, the whole unpleasant transaction already completed in his mind, because that was how he survived this: by deciding the future and then walking into it like a man walking into his own house in the dark, sure of every wall.

And then the reader had not been where the walls said she'd be.

She stood at the slab now with the lamplight greening her face and her sleeves shoved to the elbow and salt water drying in dark commas across the stone where she'd come up too hard, and she had just told him — flatly, the way another woman might mention the weather — that she meant to tell him the single most dangerous thing she knew about herself, and Cassius found that the careful house he'd built in the dark had no wall in it for this. He had budgeted for a tool. He had budgeted for a frightened woman, or a greedy one, or a clever one he'd have to manage. He had not budgeted for a reader who looked at the impossible thing on the slab and got interested before she got afraid, and who looked at him, the Lord Warden of the Veil, with the steady assessing patience of someone pricing a horse.

It unsettled him. He let none of it reach his face. Reaching his face was a thing he'd trained out of himself a long time ago, in a colder country, for reasons that were no business of hers and would, gods willing, never become her business.

"Before you tell me anything," he said, and he heard his own voice come out level and was grateful for it, "you should understand what you're putting yourself inside. Because the law of this is not a small thing, Mistress Calloran, and I won't have you wandering into it thinking it's an interesting evening."

"I've buried the idea that this is an interesting evening," Nerys said. "Somewhere around the part where you told me the third reader's lying in a white house breathing with no one home. Go on. The law."

So he told her the law.

The Hollowing was not, the way the city's nursery-frighteners had it, a spell that ate your soul. It was worse than that, and quieter. It was a working that found the place in a living mind where a memory was kept — not the fact of it, the holding of it, the small living act by which a person keeps being the same person from one waking to the next — and it severed that holding clean. What it took did not die. It simply stopped belonging to you. A person could be hollowed of a single hour or of a single name or of the entire architecture of who they were, and from the outside there was no wound to show for it, no blood, no mark, only a person walking around the exact shape of a hole.

"It was the Order of the Severed who made it," Cassius said. "Two hundred years gone. They were — by their own account, and they kept very good accounts — physicians of the soul. They held that suffering lived in memory, and that a memory could be lifted out the way a surgeon lifts a stone from a bladder, and the patient walk away lighter. They hollowed the grieving of their grief. They hollowed the guilty of their guilt." He paused. "You can imagine who paid them most."

"The guilty," Nerys said.

"The guilty paid extraordinarily well." He let the green silence hold it a moment. "It took the Court forty years to understand what the Order had become. By then there were men in this city walking free and easy who had been hollowed of every wicked thing they'd done, who genuinely could not be made to feel the weight of it because the weight had been lifted out of them, and who therefore did the wicked things again, lighter each time. The Order had not cured

















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
< © BOOK ONE OF ON)
THE DROWNED COURT

SHE CAN READ THE DEAD.

%\? HE ERASES THE LIVING. . & Q/%
~ BENEATH THE TIDE, ONLY ONE WILL SURVIVE.
Joe KOBBY NAJ @/@&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
BOOK ONE OF
THE DROWNED COURT

TIDE

SALT

——+ AND #——

SEVERANCE

KOBBY NAJ

LINAJ
MEDIA

An imprint of Naj Media





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





