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For a bird, there are only two sorts of bird:

their own sort, and those that are dangerous.

No others exist. The rest are just harmless objects,

like stones, or trees, or men when they are dead.

— J. A. Baker, The Peregrine
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“Knockers! The knockers are coming!”

The shout rang through the fogou, echoing off the rocky walls of the tunnel and into the chambers beyond. The boy had been drowsing, curled on the earthen floor beside his clan-brothers; now he was shocked awake as his father seized his elbow and wrenched him to his feet.

“Take this and hide it,” he commanded, and the boy staggered beneath the unexpected burden of a sack almost as heavy as he was. As he floundered for a better grip, a coin tumbled out of the bag’s mouth and rolled across the floor. Instinctively the boy stooped to retrieve it.

“Leave it,” his father snapped, spinning him around and giving him a shove. “Get out of here! Quick!”

The boy knew better than to hesitate. He clutched the sack to his thin chest and stumbled for the exit. Around him rose shouts and curses, the rasp of knives and the clatter of spears as the men of the clan raced to arm themselves. And from the hillside above, distant but growing louder, came the jeering war cries of the enemy.

Mother, the boy thought, sick with dismay. She told them where to find us. Father was right.

But he had no time for regrets, even if it was his own foolishness that had brought this disaster upon them. His father had entrusted him with the treasure, and it was his duty to keep it safe. The boy gripped the sack tighter, and ran.

As he burst out of the fogou, scrambling up the steep, overgrown bank that hid the underground passage from view, the first light of dawn was greying the horizon. In the tunnel it had been damp but sheltered; here the cold wind slashed through his ragged tunic and raked at his bare legs. He glanced wildly in all directions, wondering where in this scrub-dotted wilderness he could hide.

The carn! It stood on the ridge to the northwest, a lopsided heap of stones. If he crouched low and moved quickly, he might reach its shelter before daylight robbed him of what little concealment he had. But did he dare to make a run across the open valley? Or would that be his last mistake?

He had only a few heartbeats to decide. A ragged line of knockers were tramping down the hillside—fifteen of them, stocky and muscular, with steely breastplates glinting beneath their cloaks. Some were armed with thunder-axes, the magical hammers they used for deep mining; others wore long knives at their hips, or carried staffs stout enough to crack a man’s skull with one blow. But he saw no bows or slings among them—nothing that could hurt him at this distance. Tightening his grip on the sack, the boy bolted for the carn.

Don’t look back, he told himself, panting as his feet slapped the crumbling earth and the sack bumped against his spine. You can’t help Father and the others now.

He knew what they’d be planning, because it was the only strategy that made sense. They hadn’t a chance of defeating so many knockers in the open: not with only four seasoned fighters, a one-legged cook, an old healer, and a handful of striplings who’d scarcely earned their names. Besides, they wouldn’t risk leaving the women undefended. So they’d lure the knockers into the fogou, where the dark and narrow passages would give them the advantage. They’d use their luck-magic to make their enemies trip and blunder; they’d whistle up a wind through the tunnel and blow dust in their eyes. Then they’d drop low and slash the knockers’ hamstrings, or duck behind them and slit their throats. It was a filthy way to fight, but the boy’s people were outcasts anyway, so they had no honor to lose… and as his father always said, better a live dog than a dead lion.

He’d almost reached the carn now, stones skittering beneath his feet as he fought his way up the hill to its summit. The stone pillar looked crude but was cunningly built, ancient already when his grandsire was born and one of the many secret places where his people had found refuge in the long years of their persecution. To strangers it would appear a solid heap, but the boy knew how to make the carn give up its secrets. He scrambled to the base of the pile, crouched and pressed his small white hand against a certain stone.

With a grating rasp the carn opened, rocks shifting and rearranging to form a low doorway. The boy crawled into the darkness, pulling the sack after him, and nearly fell headlong down the stairs. Catching himself, he conjured a glow-spell and crept downward, the magical light bobbing like a will-o’-the-wisp before him.

At the foot of the staircase a chamber opened, rough and bare. It was even darker than the fogou, and dank-smelling too: a forbidding place, with nothing comfortable about it. But in the middle of the floor, on a rough dais of stone, stood a crock piled to the rim with treasure. Coins and goblets and plates of gold and silver, rings and brooches and jeweled pendants, with weapons and armor piled haphazardly to either side. Ancient riches forgotten by the long-dead men and women who had owned them, they belonged to his people now, as much as they belonged to anyone.

The boy hesitated, awed by the presence of so much wealth. With reverent care he approached the dais, upended his sack and let its contents spill onto the hoard. Then he backed out of the chamber. This place was not for him, not yet.

Hurrying back up the stairs, he extinguished his glow-spell and was turning to shut the carn when the air split with a thunderous crack and the ground beneath him shuddered. The boy staggered, lost his footing and fell. As he picked himself up, wincing at fresh cuts and bruises, shouts of triumph rose from the valley below.

The knockers had discovered the fogou. But instead of plunging inside to do battle, they’d split into two parties and surrounded both ends of the tunnel. And between them a fresh cleft in the earth gaped like a mortal wound, while the knocker who’d made it hefted his thunder-axe and braced his stout legs for another swing.

They were cracking the fogou apart from the outside. Shattering the stone slabs that formed the tunnel’s ceiling, and bringing them down on the men and women trapped within. The boy’s fists clenched, helpless rage storming inside him. If only he were bigger, stronger, more skilled at luck-magic or wind-working…

But along with cunning he had also learned caution, and he knew better than to charge into a fight he could not win. Though his stomach knotted and his eyes burned, he stayed motionless as the thunder-axe smashed down for the second time, and with a roar and a rumble the whole fogou collapsed.

The boy spun away, shoving his bloody knuckles against his mouth to keep from crying out. He did not want to see what the knockers did next, how they searched the rubble for his people’s bodies and finished off any living ones they found. The Grey Man and Helm, Dirk and Ram and their wives, Spit the cook and Needle the healer, Dart and Parry and the other boys—all of them were dead, or soon would be.

And it was his fault.
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Ivy bolted upright, gasping into the darkness. Her cheeks felt wet, and her insides roiled with the horror of what she’d just seen. For a few wild seconds she couldn’t tell where she was, or even who she was: part of her was still back on that rugged hillside with the boy, sharing his agony and shame. But then her night-vision focused, revealing the rocky walls around her and the firelight glowing at the mouth of the cave, and she collapsed onto her bed of ferns in relief.

It was a dream, she told herself. Only a dream.

Yet the assurance rang hollow, no matter how many times she repeated it. It hadn’t felt like an ordinary nightmare: it had been too vivid for that, too powerfully real…

“Ivy! What’s wrong?”

In an instant Martin was beside her, helping her sit up and move closer to their small fire. The lithe strength of his arm around her shoulders should have comforted her, but Ivy’s nerves were raw and she couldn’t bear it. She squirmed away.

“I’m fine,” she panted. “Just—”

But words failed her. She needed time to breathe, to think, before she could explain.

Martin sat back on his heels and watched her. The firelight gilded one high cheekbone and made his pale hair shine silver, and for a moment he looked as haughty and remote as a faery prince of legend. Then he turned to toss another stick onto the flames and the spriggan in him leapt out—glittering eyes, sharp features and teeth bared in a mirthless smile. “Fine, you say. And I thought piskeys couldn’t lie.”

Ordinarily Ivy would have been indignant, but she hadn’t the will to argue with him, not now. “I’m not hurt, or sick, or in danger,” she said. “I had a bad dream, that’s all.”

Martin raised his brows at her, and all at once Ivy was conscious of her own tear-streaked face and tangled hair. She shifted back against the rocky wall, hugging her elbows for warmth. “I thought you’d gone hunting,” she said. “I didn’t expect you back until morning.”

“It’s almost that now,” said Martin. He poked the fire until it collapsed into a glowing heap, and a few sparks flitted up to snuff themselves on the ceiling. “But you can lie down again if you like. It’s not as though we’re in a hurry.”

He sounded indifferent, but his back was stiff, and Ivy wondered if she’d hurt him. “Martin…”

He waved her aside. “You don’t need to explain. I understand.”

Ivy was bewildered—how could he, unless he was reading her mind? But then another possibility dawned on her. It would explain why he’d flown off in bird-shape every night they’d been traveling together, and left her to sleep by their campfire alone…

“Oh,” she said softly. “Do you have bad dreams, too?”

“Me? No.” He flicked her an odd look. “I don’t dream at all. I never have, for as long as I can remember.”

“Then what are you talking about?”

Martin sighed and sat down, folding his legs beneath him. “I know you wanted to travel together,” he said, “and in the beginning, it seemed like a good idea. But we’ve been tramping over the countryside for days and we haven’t found a single spriggan, or even a clue to tell us where they might have gone. And you haven’t learned anything that would help you convince your queen—or rather, your Joan—that you’re not a traitor.”

I banish you from the Delve, now and forever. Betony’s cold words echoed in Ivy’s mind. Go where you want and call yourself what you will, but you are no longer a piskey.

Ivy shook off the memory. She might be half faery, but she would always be a piskey at heart, no matter what her aunt said.

“Only because I’m not sure what I’m looking for,” she replied. “It could be… I don’t know, a better place for our people to live. Another mine that’s just as secure as the one we’re in now, but isn’t contaminated with poison. Or maybe all we need is proof that the spriggans and faeries aren’t a threat to us anymore, and it’s safe to live on the surface again. I’ll know when I find it. But I’m not ready to give up yet.”

“You don’t want to give up,” countered Martin. “Because you’re loyal, and stubborn, and you don’t know when to quit. But you’re not made for this life, Ivy. And it’s making you miserable.”

“This life.” She spoke flatly, fighting to control her anger. “What do you mean by that? You think I’m too weak or frightened to keep up with you?”

“Ivy…”

“I was the one who found you chained up at the bottom of the Delve, remember? I climbed down the Great Shaft night after night to bring you food and water and listen to you gabble lines from Shakespeare, when for all I knew you might be planning to eat me alive. I was the one who convinced you to teach me bird-shape, and then I risked my life to set you free—”

Martin cut her off with an impatient gesture. “You’re not listening. I don’t doubt your bravery. Or your strength.”

“Then what are you talking about?”

“This.” He drew his thumb down her wet cheek. Ivy’s heart jumped, and she flinched away.

“You’re a piskey,” Martin said. “And I’m a spriggan. I’d never even heard that word until you accused me of being one, but I’ve learned enough now to understand.” He let his hand drop and sat back. “You’re afraid of me, however you try to deny it. And you should be.”

“I’m not.” She tried to sound confident, but her voice came out squeaky, like a little girl’s. Like the child she’d been on the night the spriggans took her mother…

Except they hadn’t taken Marigold, not really. Her mother had been captured by the evil faery Empress instead, and spent the next six years struggling to escape and get a message to her family. Until Martin came to tell her Marigold was alive, Ivy had believed that spriggans were ravening monsters responsible for all the evil in the world. But now she knew that magical folk weren’t so easily divided into tribes of good and bad as that.

“I’m not afraid,” she said, louder this time. “I know you would never hurt me. You saved my life.”

Twice, in fact. And though the healings Martin had performed on Ivy had drawn the two of them together and changed them both in ways she was still struggling to understand, she was almost certain he hadn’t meant that to happen. It wasn’t in Martin’s nature to bind himself willingly to anyone.

“But you are afraid of spriggans,” he said. “Other spriggans, I mean. You’re willing to help me search for them, but you don’t really want to find them. Not after all the terrible things they did to your people.” He picked up a twig and twirled it between his fingers, transforming it to a knife and back again. “No wonder you’re having nightmares.”

Was he trying to frighten her away? If so, he’d be disappointed. Ivy got up restlessly and paced to the mouth of the cave. “It’s not what your people did to mine,” she said, rubbing her arms as the breeze cut through her light sweater. “It’s more what my people did to them.”

“What do you mean?”

The suspicion had been growing in Ivy for days now, as she and Martin hunted through seaside caves, old ruins and rock formations without finding the slightest trace of the spriggans’ existence. The piskeys of the Delve might live quietly these days, but little more than a century ago Ivy’s knocker forebears had roamed the countryside in small armies, killing or enslaving any magical folk who dared to resist them. Ivy’s own mother and grandmother had been captured in a raid on a faery wyld, and Ivy wasn’t the only piskey with faery blood in her, not by a long shaft.

What if the same thing had happened to the spriggans? The women dragged underground to join the piskeys, the men murdered or forced into exile, until none of them remained? She’d tried to push the thought aside—after all, even if it was true, it had happened a long time ago and there was nothing she could do about it. But her dream had dragged all those dark fears and guilty feelings to the surface.

“There were spriggans in my dream,” she said reluctantly, “but they weren’t hurting anyone. The knockers, the piskey miners… they were attacking them.” She went on to describe everything she’d seen, from the time the boy’s father had shaken him awake to the moment the fogou collapsed.

“So when you cried out,” said Martin when she had finished, “it wasn’t for yourself. It was for him. That boy.”

Even now, the memory brought a lump to Ivy’s throat. “It felt so real. Like a vision of something that had really happened…”

“Maybe it was.” Martin moved to join her. “I’ve heard of faeries who can see hidden things, or even look into the future—we call it the Sight. Don’t piskeys have anything like that?”

We, he’d said. So he still thought of himself as a faery, part spriggan or not. “No,” said Ivy. “At least, not any piskey that I’ve ever met. And I’ve never had visions before, have you?”

Martin folded his arms and frowned down at them, his brow creased with thought. Then he said, “What makes you so sure the boy and the others in this tunnel-thing—the fogou—were spriggans? They might have been wandering faeries, or some other tribe of piskey.”

“Piskeys who can bring bad luck and control the winds?” asked Ivy. “I don’t think so. And the boy seemed to think changing shape was normal for his people as well. My brother Mica made it very clear to me that piskeys don’t change shape.”

“You do.”

True, but she’d always been the exception to the rule. Born frail and wingless in a Delve full of sturdy, moth-winged piskey women, Ivy had spent her whole life fighting to prove her worth, often in unorthodox and even dangerous ways. Turning herself into a tiny, quick-darting swift had satisfied Ivy’s lifelong hunger for flight, and given her more freedom than she’d ever dreamed of. But it had also driven a wedge between Ivy and her older brother, who’d been horrified when he realized what she could do.

“Haven’t you heard?” she said. “I’m not a real piskey. Aunt Betony said as much when she banished me from the Delve.” And Mica had stood there and let it happen, without so much as a word in her defense. “Anyway, I’ve never heard of piskeys attacking their own people…”

She trailed off, gazing out the mouth of the crevice to the valley beyond. It was still mostly dark, but she could make out a tall, red-lit metal spire—a radio tower, perhaps?—in the near distance. To the west stood the chimney and bob wall of an old pumping-engine house, one among hundreds of abandoned mine buildings that littered the Cornish landscape. And if she listened closely, she could hear the rumble of early morning traffic along the road a few miles away.

But in the dream, there’d been no signs of human industry or technology. The spriggan clan’s weapons were crude, their clothes rough and old-fashioned. Even the knockers had been oddly dressed—who wore cloaks or boots like that anymore?

“But if it was real,” she said, “it happened a long time ago. Maybe even hundreds of years. And I don’t know why I’d be seeing something like that.”

“Well,” said Martin, “perhaps it was only a dream, then. Something your mind churned up from bits of stories and legends you heard when you were in the Delve.”

Ivy nodded, but her eyes were on the horizon, where a rosy glow was seeping through the clouds. This place was a long way from the old tin mine where she’d grown up, or the flat she’d briefly shared with her mother and sister in the human city of Truro. She’d never seen this wild, rugged valley before she and Martin flew over it last night, and her unfailing instinct for direction, both as a bird and as a piskey, told her she’d never been in this part of Cornwall before.

So why did it feel familiar?

She was still puzzling over the question when dawn broke, lighting up the nearby ridge. There stood the metal tower she’d seen earlier, but a sling’s throw from its base rose a smaller landmark she hadn’t noticed before. A lopsided pile of stones, taller than Ivy at human size and perhaps three times as wide.

Astonished, Ivy stared at the carn, then whirled to look at the crevice where she’d been sleeping. She’d noticed how oddly square the entrance seemed, but she’d assumed it was part of an old mining tramway, or the lintel and doorposts of some long-ruined cattle shed…

“What is it?” asked Martin.

Ivy turned to him, wide-eyed with wonder. “This is the place,” she said. “We’re standing in what’s left of the fogou, and that’s the carn up on the hill. The valley I dreamed about—it’s real.”
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There was no use trying to search the crevice. Its back wall was a solid slab of stone, impossible to move, and the rest of the ruined fogou was so thickly overgrown with scrub that they would have had to dig to uncover it. They did find the other end of the tunnel after brushing away some of the overhanging ferns and foliage, but it was blocked. The knockers had done their work too well.

“The carn, then?” asked Martin, gesturing at the top of the ridge. In unison they changed shape—Martin to the tiny black and white bird from which he took his name, Ivy to a darting swift—and flew up the hillside to land by the rocky pile. Martin turned back to human size, his personal preference; Ivy felt more comfortable at piskey-height, but she followed his example. Together they crouched beside the tower, studying the rough and weather-beaten stones that formed its base.

“It was a small one,” she murmured, running her fingers over the rocks. “More square than the others, and flatter… here.”

She laid her palm against the stone, expecting the carn to open for her as it had for the spriggan boy. But no matter how she pushed or pressed, the tower remained as solid as before. Ivy tried all the other foundation stones in turn, then slapped the carn in frustration and sat back.

“I don’t understand,” she said. “I was so sure it was real.”

“It still might be,” said Martin, straightening up and brushing dirt and bracken from his knees. “But likely the opening spell’s worn off over the years. Especially if the carn’s been abandoned as long as you seem to think.” He gave the rock pile a shove, but it refused to move. “Pity. I could think of a few good uses for that treasure. A hot bath and some clean clothes, to start with.”

He didn’t look at her as he spoke, but Ivy’s cheeks heated all the same. She’d been washing as often as she could, but after a week of tramping around the wilder parts of north Cornwall her jeans had grown stiff and the cuffs of her sweater were filthy. Martin’s slim trousers and jacket, on the other hand, looked as fresh as when they’d set out a week ago. She was tempted to ask how he did it, but with her luck it would turn out to be some particularly male—or spriggan—kind of spell that a piskey-girl like her couldn’t do…

“Oh,” she burst out, resisting the urge to smack herself. “Of course! How could I have been so stupid?” And she seized Martin’s wrist, pulled his arm down, and flattened his fingers against the lowest stone.

With a sepulchral rasp the carn opened, revealing a low doorway and a staircase leading down into darkness. Martin snatched his hand back and swore, his grey eyes wide.

“Well,” said Ivy, satisfied, “that proves you really are a spriggan. It wouldn’t open for anyone who wasn’t.” She motioned to the doorway. “Shall we?”

The space inside the carn was barely large enough for the two of them, even once they’d shrunk to half-size. And though the stones appeared rough on the outside, they were so closely fitted together that not a hint of sunlight filtered through. Without her keen night-vision, Ivy would have been blind—but when it came to dark places, she had more than a few piskey tricks to rely on. She willed her skin to glow, sending out a pink-tinged radiance that lit up the interior of the carn.

“Incredible,” Martin murmured, so close that his breath warmed Ivy’s ear. A shiver raced down her spine, and she hurriedly stepped onto the staircase to put some distance between them. Not that he’d frightened her, exactly… but right now she didn’t need any distractions.

As she picked her way down into the blackness, Ivy counted six, seven, eight stairs—all of them a little too high for the average piskey, and too low for most humans. One more and she reached the bottom, stooping under a rough lintel to enter the musty-smelling chamber beyond.

And there it stood—a great earthen jar, filled to overflowing with tarnished metal and age-dulled gemstones. Armor and weapons lay jumbled around its base, shields and breastplates grimed to blankness, a few swords still intact within their rotting scabbards. It was exactly as she’d seen in her dream.

Wondering, Ivy edged closer, drawn to a sheathed blade that must have belonged to a child or a small woman. It looked the right size for her, but did she dare to touch it? What if there was some kind of protective spell on the trove? She turned, looking for Martin…

And there he stood with hands braced on either side of the doorway, eyes shut and teeth set as though in pain. Ivy cursed herself for forgetting how much he hated being underground. “Are you all right?” she asked. “Do you want to go back outside?”

“No,” said Martin curtly, pushing away from the door and striding past her. “I am all agog to see this treasure.”

Before Ivy could warn him, he walked to the crock and plunged his hands inside it. But it seemed the hoard wasn’t enchanted after all, because nothing happened. Daring, she stooped and picked up the sword, pulling it free of its scabbard.

The blade was rust-spotted but unbroken, its edge only slightly notched. She hefted it and made a couple of experimental passes, testing its balance. She had no skill with weapons, but she liked the weight of the sword in her hand: it made her feel strong and purposeful, even heroic. And she hadn’t felt that way since she’d fought Gillian Menadue, the vengeful faery who’d captured Ivy’s little sister and planned to destroy the Delve…

Yet there’d been nothing noble about their last, desperate struggle at the edge of the Great Shaft. Ivy would never forget the sight of Gillian slumped unconscious over the railing, or the shriek as it broke free and sent her tumbling to her death. And though Ivy had saved her people that day, there’d been little joy in a victory that had torn her family apart and forced her into exile. She let the sword drop and turned away.

[image: * * *]

“If I had to put a number on it,” said Martin, rubbing his thumb over a grime-crusted coin to reveal the glinting metal beneath, “I’d say this trove’s been here at least four hundred years, and most of the treasure would have been old even then. See this?” He handed the coin to Ivy. “That’s Roman.”

They were sitting together on the ridge outside the carn, with the pieces Martin had taken from the hoard—several handfuls’ worth of necklaces, bracelets, rings and brooches, plus a small leather purse full of mixed coinage—spread across the rocks between them. Martin seemed to think it would be worth quite a bit of human money, though from the way he kept caressing the treasure Ivy wondered if he could bring himself to sell it.

“If you say so,” she replied, passing the coin back. “But that only makes my dreaming about it even more strange. Why would I see a vision of something that happened centuries before you and I were born?”

“Cornwall’s a strange land,” said Martin. “Didn’t your mother say something once about old powers in the earth of Kernow, and how the spells the piskeys and other magical folk used to fight each other still linger in the ground?”

It was true. That was how Gillian Menadue had discovered the dark magic known as the Claybane, and turned it against the piskeys of the Delve. Ivy herself had only endured a few minutes of that living death before Gillian’s daughter Molly rescued her, but she would never forget the horror of being trapped in a clay shell, unable to move or speak.

“So,” continued Martin, “maybe this valley remembers what happened here, because the boy felt it so strongly. Maybe that’s what you sensed last night.”

“But why me and not you?” asked Ivy. “You’re the spriggan.”

“True,” said Martin, “but as I told you before, I don’t dream.” He paused, his fingers tracing the shape of a pendant he’d picked up from the heap. “Maybe that’s why you had to dream it for me.”

Ivy was instantly wary. “What do you mean?”

“I think our minds are linked somehow. Ever since I healed you, we’ve been…” He made a vague gesture. “Attuned to one another. Remember when I was trapped in the Claybane, and you were the only one who could hear me? And when I finally managed to send you a message…”

Ivy’s lips parted. “It was in a dream.”

But he hadn’t just spoken to her in words that night. She’d also glimpsed Martin’s memories—not only the recent ones he’d been trying to show her, but visions of his youth and childhood as well. Nothing coherent, just flashes of cityscapes and grimy streets and the faces of people he’d once known. But she’d felt, at that moment, that she was seeing the world through his eyes. Just like she had with the spriggan boy.

“Maybe dream-sharing is something spriggans do,” she said. “Maybe the boy left that memory here for other spriggans to find, to tell them what had happened.” And then, as Martin suggested, Ivy had picked it up from his mind somehow while she slept. But it was an uncomfortable thought, being the keeper of a spriggan’s dreams. Especially in this strange, wild country full of ruins and old battlefields, where there was no telling what dark memories she might uncover next.

“Hm,” said Martin. “I’m not sure the boy would have wanted other spriggans knowing about his family hoard. But you might be onto something.” He held a ring up to his eye and turned it to catch the light, then dropped it back into his pocket. “Anyway, it’ll take time to get the full value out of this. But I can sell a few pieces right away, and make enough money to spare us eating insects all day, or sleeping in any more caves. As long as you don’t mind going back to your mother’s—”

“You’re going to leave me behind?” Ivy was startled, then annoyed. “Why? I can fly just as fast as you can.” A good deal faster, in fact. “Anyway, there’s no way I’m going back to Truro now. It was hard enough getting away from my mother and sister in the first place.”

Not that Marigold had forbidden Ivy to go, not exactly. It wasn’t in her nature to give orders, and she knew too well how capable Ivy had become in her absence. But she’d looked troubled and a little hurt when Ivy told her that the flat was simply too small for three, and that Cicely needed her mother far more than Ivy did. And when she explained that she was going to look for a way to clear her name and prove that Betony had been wrong, her little sister Cicely had burst into tears and begged to come with her. Ivy had been forced to sneak away when Cicely was sleeping, and she still felt guilty about it.

“Yes, I suppose it would be awkward,” said Martin. “Especially since you haven’t told them you’re traveling with me.” He raised his brows quizzically. “Have you?”

“No,” admitted Ivy, with some reluctance. “But that’s beside the point. Why can’t we stay together? Surely there must be someone in Cornwall willing to buy your treasure.”

“Our treasure,” corrected Martin. “You deserve at least a half-share, especially since I’d never have known it existed without you. And maybe you’re right about the dealer, but I don’t know this part of the country well. I can find buyers a lot more easily in London.”

“London! But you can’t go back there. You’re still wanted for killing the Empress, and the other faeries…”

“Are looking for me, yes,” Martin said. “But I can’t imagine they’re making more than a show of it these days. Nobody mourns the Empress: a few sanctimonious bores aside, most faeries would probably agree I did them a favor.”

He spoke airily, but Ivy wasn’t convinced. If he thought he could be safe in England he wouldn’t have fled to Cornwall, much less stayed here so long.

“Even if that’s true, you’re still safer not traveling alone,” she said. “And I’m sure I can fly as far as London, even if I’ve never been there before.”

“Oh, I won’t be flying.” He scooped up a handful of treasure from the rocks and poured it into his pocket. “There’s no way I can carry all this in bird-shape. I’ll travel by magic instead.”

Of course. She’d forgotten that faeries—or half-faeries, in Martin’s case—could will themselves from one place to another with merely a thought. Once piskeys had been able to do the same, if their droll-teller’s tales were anything to go by. But that magic had been lost since her people went underground, and Ivy had yet to learn it.

“You could teach me,” she began, but Martin shook his head.

“You can’t leap to a place unless you’ve set foot there once already. And for a journey like this, I’ll need to stop a few times along the way. Trust me, I can do this a lot more easily on my own.”

“I see,” said Ivy stiffly. “Well, then, I suppose you’d better do that. I wouldn’t want to slow you down.”

“You’re upset.” A line formed between his brows. “What’s the matter?”

Ivy looked past the carn to the neighboring hillside, and the ruined mine building upon it. There was an old engine house just like that one back at the Delve, where the piskeys used to feast and dance on Lighting nights. She bit her lip, homesickness welling inside her. She’d taken the company of her fellow piskeys for granted, but now she wondered if she’d ever be part of a community like that again.

“Ivy.” Martin slipped his fingers under her chin, turning her face toward him. “I won’t be gone long. I’ll be back tonight if all goes well, or at the latest tomorrow morning.”

“If all goes well.” Ivy shook off the touch. “But what if it doesn’t? I could be waiting for days, never knowing what’s happened to you. Like the last time.”

It wasn’t really fair of her to say so: it hadn’t been Martin’s fault they’d quarreled before he flew off that night, or that he’d fallen into one of Gillian’s Claybane traps and couldn’t get back to her. Ivy knew better now than to think he would leave her without saying goodbye. But after losing her mother to the human world and her father to the mine, Ivy was all too used to being abandoned.

“Never mind,” she said, before Martin could speak. “I can do some exploring on my own, and eat and sleep in swift-shape. I’ll be fine.”

“Why not go to Molly’s?”

“It’s too soon for that.” Gillian’s daughter was still grieving for her mother’s death, and her father would be at the house with her. It would be awkward.

“Well,” said Martin, “it’s your decision. But it’s getting late in the year for swifts, so be careful. And take this.” He picked something up from the rock beside him, spelled it clean with a touch, and held it out to her.

It was a diamond-cut gemstone on a golden chain, big and green as one of Ivy’s eyes. “What—” she choked, then cleared her throat and tried again. “What do you want me to do with it?”

“Wear it, of course,” said Martin. “As a token of my good faith.” The corner of his mouth quirked up. “After all, if there’s one thing I’ve learned about spriggans, it’s that they don’t give treasure away lightly.”

If Ivy’s cheeks had been hot before, they were sizzling now. She could only hope that her sun-browned skin would hide it. “But don’t you think it’s a bit—I mean, I’m not old enough—and we haven’t known each other long—”

Martin broke into the first genuine smile she’d ever seen from him: not the usual slow curl of the lips or wicked flash of teeth, but a boy’s grin of pure, unbridled delight. “I’m sorry, did I just propose to you by accident? Is that what piskey-boys do when they want to marry, give their sweetheart a necklace?”

Ivy wished the hillside would open like the mouth of a hungry giant, and devour her whole. “You mean… faeries don’t?”

“Not at all,” said Martin, and Ivy wanted to slap him for looking so amused. Couldn’t he at least have the decency to share her embarrassment? “I only meant to put your mind at ease. All right, what about this?” He dropped the necklace and picked up a copper bracelet.

“You don’t need to give me anything,” Ivy protested, but Martin had already clasped it around her wrist.

“Fits perfectly,” he said. “And now…” He laid his fingertips on the bracelet, and the copper grew warm. “Just like the old game. If it’s hot, I’m close; if it’s cool, I’m far away.”

“And if it’s cold?”

“Then I’m dead—or else I’ve flown to Iceland. But I doubt you’ll have to worry about that.”

Ivy touched the slim twist of metal in wonder. It might not be a pledge of love, but coming from Martin, the gift was far from meaningless. As a fugitive he could ill afford to promise anything, let alone make it easy for anyone to track him down. Yet he’d done this just to reassure her.

“So,” Martin continued, dropping the last few bits of treasure into his pocket and climbing to his feet, “When the bracelet turns warm again, I’ll meet you here at the carn. All right?”

Ivy managed a smile. “All right.”


[image: Chapter 3]


When Martin was gone the bracelet on Ivy’s wrist turned cool, and the hillside seemed lonelier than ever. She checked the carn one last time to make sure it was safely shut, then took a running jump off the ridge and transformed to swift-shape.

By the electric feel of the air, a thunderstorm was coming. The last time that happened Ivy had ridden it out, chasing Martin from one wild air current to the next until her pulse beat hard as the rain on her close-feathered wings and her head reeled with excitement. But a thrill like that was better shared, and Ivy had no heart for games right now. She dived past the ruined fogou, and shot off into the grey morning sky.

The valley dropped away below her, receding to a mere ripple in the landscape. Ivy rose higher, a tiny black dart against the clouds, faster than any but the swiftest falcon and borne on untiring wings. Her sharp eyes scanned the landscape, marking the deliberate piles of carns and quoits, the lumpen outcroppings of the tors, the lines of drystone hedges—and most of all, the chimneys of the whim-engine and pumping-engine houses that marked the sites of former mines.

Over the past few days Ivy had inspected many of those mineshafts, climbing as far down into the darkness as she could. But none of them had the cozy, welcoming feel of the mine she’d grown up in, and most of them were flooded so deep it would have taken months of labor to pump them dry again. It was hard to imagine even the toughest knocker choosing to live in a place like that.

Yet her people couldn’t stay in the Delve much longer, no matter how hard they’d worked to make it beautiful. With hundreds of disused tin mines to choose from, was it mere bad luck that they’d settled on the one that turned out to be poisoned? Or were all the old workings contaminated the same way? Ivy wished she knew—better yet, that she could prove it. But even if she could identify the poison and track it to its source, it would take a miracle for her aunt Betony to listen to her now.

The first drops of rain fell, trickling off her back and wing-feathers. The swift part of Ivy urged her to rise above the clouds and keep flying, but she suppressed it and veered southward, heading for the Delve. Yes, Betony still held the title of Joan the Wad, queen of the piskeys, and Ivy knew better than to defy her fire-wielding power. But she hadn’t seen her old home since the day she was exiled, and surely it could do no harm to fly past it? Especially since Betony had no idea that Ivy could become a swift…

Or at least Ivy hoped not. Her brother Mica might have turned his back on her in disgust when he’d found out she could change shape, but she couldn’t bring herself to think he’d betray her. Surely his determination to hold on to what was left of their family honor would keep him quiet, if nothing else.

Still, it wouldn’t do to make herself obvious, or Mica might be tempted to reconsider. She’d make a discreet survey of the Delve from the air, and continue on her way.

But when Ivy caught sight of the engine house that had once belonged to the mine called Wheal Felicity, with its broken-down roof and stone walls overgrown with vines, Ivy’s resolve crumbled. She’d grown up in this place, and her exile had left an aching void inside her that not even her mother’s love or Martin’s friendship could fill. She couldn’t bear to leave without seeing at least one of the friends and neighbors she’d left behind, even if it was just old Hew stepping out of the Earthenbore to smoke his pipe.

But not even the most determined hunters would go out in weather like this, so she’d have to wait until the storm blew over. As she swooped through the engine house, Ivy spotted the remnants of a jackdaws’ nest tucked into the crumbling brickwork, sheltered from the wind and rain. Her short swift’s talons were poorly made for such a perch, but she darted into the alcove and landed with only a little difficulty. Then she settled down
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