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The moon hung low over the sea, bathing the wreck of the Golden Apple in silver light. The craft had heeled onto one side, displaying a jagged opening in its hull. Below the hole, an incisor-shaped stone jutted up from the sandbar. 

The sea-witch tapped the stone thoughtfully. It felt very strange under her claws. The rock the villages sat on was granite: hard, granular, patterned with the memory of fire. This rock was sandy, weighted down with dreams. She did not think it had been here on this sandbar a fortnight ago, before the pirate ship had appeared in the harbor, arrowing toward the shore with unnatural speed. 

The sea-witch had then felt a new enchantment whisper around the very edges of her senses, but she was not in the habit of rushing about on the whims of strange magic. She had waited until the ship had wrecked on the sandbar, upending her crew of ten goblins into the village, to go investigate. 

She had still been poking around the ship, trying to determine the nature of the strangeness which accompanied it, when the youngest member of the crew had vanished. The village and crew were all terribly concerned, as this shipmate was a baby who had not yet mastered complete sentences or walking in a straight line. They became more concerned yet when it became clear that she had absconded with a significant number of the village's goats into a pocket world. 

The sea-witch had only just started plotting a route on various interdimensional charts to rescue the infant, before the Principle Goatherd, a small, conversationally intense goblin named Tellop, and the ship's captain, a confident, swashbuckling goblin named Heron, had fetched the child back. The sea-witch had been amused and even mildly impressed, until Heron had also managed to acquire a fishing-boat. There had been no trees in the village for a hundred years, but the wood of the smaller craft could be repurposed to mend the larger. The sea-witch had been compelled to act before the accursed ship could be taken out to sea.

The sea-witch now continued pacing around the ship, dragging her claws over the wood and sniffing the air deeply. 

She was very nearly blind, having traded her sight in a bargain with a minor god some centuries ago. Unexpectedly, the magical deal had not made her world go dark, but rather filled her vision with flickering translucent blobs, obscuring the outside world behind a queasy, seething screen. If she tried to see beyond the shapes, her head pounded like someone was driving a knife into her skull. 

The effect was much worse in bright light, so the sea-witch spelled the lenses of her eyes opaque during the day. In the darkness after the moon had set, the constellation of writhing shadows diminished just enough that she could make out very large shapes. Now, she followed the curve of the ship's hull.

Her claws caught on something, and she breathed deep. Yes, this was what she had been looking for: a dangling piece of kelp stretched across the starboard side of the prow. 

On first inspection, the sun-dried tangle was much the same as any other piece of seaweed, a bit of flotsam picked up by a vessel as it cut through the waves. On second sniff, a goblin was reminded that partially-rotted seaweed has a very specific and unfortunate odor.

If the sea-witch had not spent many years walking the hills with Telliope, the great-grandmother of the current Principle Goatherd, she would not have recognized goat spellcasting at all. The village herd had developed a complicated body of magical practice. One discipline involved chewing specific patterns into vegetable matter. The patterns were not geometric and not pleasing to run under one's thumb. To the untutored observer, a goat casting this kind of spell looked very similar to a goat spitting out a leaf she had not found to her liking. When the leaf hit the ground, the goat's magic took effect.

This kelp had been chewed into an unusually potent pattern, one so powerful that it could drag a large vessel across the water. It felt like a curse: for who would deploy such magic against so many unwilling goblins?

But the village goats did not sail abroad, and the Golden Apple had not risked the village harbor for a hundred years before crashing on this sandbar. This kelp spell had to be the work of sea-goats, great, diaphanous creatures made of salt and mist who ran from the crest of one wave to the next. 

The sea-witch could feel more layers of the spell beneath the first, powerful summoning: The Golden Apple would be bound to the village harbor for the foreseeable future, unless a certain task was completed. 

She asked the strands of kelp what the task was.

Her ears buzzed, and then a quiet, almost-voice from inside the kelp muttered: It's only just a little while, you know. 

That's no kind of answer, the sea-witch thought, but shaking the kelp produced nothing more. 

She had never encountered a curse quite like this one. All of its constituent parts were familiar, even innocuous—the calling, the anchoring, the requirement to be fulfilled—but the intentions behind it were strange. More than that, the construction seemed slippery and distended, as though it were a borrowed sweater, stretched out of shape by a body it hadn't been made to fit. Had this spell even been made for the Golden Apple? the sea-witch wondered, troubled. Or had it meant to call something else into the village and bind it here?

The sea-witch inspected the kelp-spell again, as she had every night for the past fourteen nights, and then, annoyed that it revealed no new secrets, she strode into the water. She briefly considered walking across the surface of the sea, but that was a great deal of effort when there was no one around to impress. She fell into a long shallow dive that took her a hundred paces from the shore, before she surfaced and paddled steadily toward the tiny island whereupon she had built her witch-house.

There were twelve powerful witches who kept the sea what it was, and she was the only goblin among them. She was very old for a village goblin and very young to be one of the sea-witches, who had lived in the waters before any other creature had tried to make this world habitable. 

In those long-ago days, the whole world had been sea, all dark seething waters and unknowable currents, sea which was not separate from sky and which had no bottom.

Then the goblins had come down from the mountains of another world, bringing with them their  flocks of wild goats. There had been great magics done in those days to contain the sea, to eke out a little land on one side of it, to call up islands from its depths. Together the goats and the goblins had dug gardens and built hill-houses and made pickles with the cabbages they grew. The goblins fished, rather optimistically, in the strange and magical waves. And when they had done all this—making the sea more water and salt than dreams—more definitely one thing and not wavering always into another, stranger form—other creatures began to slip through from other worlds, fish and seals and seagulls and squid. And because it was still a magical sea, the seals became selkies and the sharks because sharkfolk and even the very small crabs developed complicated societies with strict etiquette about how one is to hold one's claws when dancing or dueling. 

The sea-witch's claws scraped against wood, jerking her back to the cold, wet present, where her head had just bumped into the dock of her witch-house. She rubbed her skull and hauled herself up onto the planks, water streaming from the pale fur of her body and the tall bleached bristles of her crest. Behind the dock, a seaweed rope ladder led upward. 

The sea-witch pulled herself up the rungs and pushed open the trapdoor at the top, letting herself into her house. She shut and barred the door behind her. Then she mechanically opened crocks and bags and jars to make herself an after-midnight snack. Her mind wandered far away, picking up thoughts and putting them down, pressing two thoughts together and then picking one thought apart into its component strands.

The week before, she had painted her face and hands with white lime and dressed herself carefully in her white witch's robes and heavy witch's beads, then strode over the waves to stand before the communal hall of the goblin village. She had listened at the door for a long while as the witan, the collected village councils, discussed the future of the Golden Apple's crew among themselves. She had waited until Captain Heron had announced her intention to leave as soon as she had mended her ship, and then the sea-witch had thrown open the door.

Before she could reveal the curse afflicting the vessel in a breathy, terrible voice, her thunder had been quite stolen. Another member of the crew had jumped up to argue with Heron. The sea-witch had been annoyed but not surprised. She had been interrupted by one goblin or another while casting spells, while speaking with gods, while giving her great-grandmother's eulogy, while giving birth, and both while giving and receiving sexual favors. Goblins were great interrupters, as were people who lived in small villages. Goblins who lived in small villages were unparalleled in the art. This was one of the many reasons she lived in a witch-house on a tiny island.  

The particular goblin who had interrupted her had smelled very curious, like milk and exhaustion, and after a moment the sea-witch had worked out that this was the mother of the ship's baby. 

The child's mother had had a great deal to say about why the Golden Apple was not leaving the harbor any time soon. In short, she had not been able to sleep for two years while preventing her infant goblin kit from being drowned, eaten, or lost. She was tired of calculating the chances of her daughter being drowned, eaten, or lost every moment of every day. She wanted to raise her child in less perilous circumstance. She was the ship's navigator, and Heron could not get on without her, and that was that.

The sea-witch had listened with mounting amusement and sympathy. Her own son had been terribly curious from a young age, with a knack for locating items and locales that could cause him serious bodily harm. He had never lost that predilection, but now he was a very large adult goblin and could do magic himself, so the sea-witch did not allow herself to worry about him more than once a fortnight.

After the steersgoblin had said her piece, the sea-witch had interrupted, pronounced the curse, and departed, resigned to not making the scene she had imagined. Perhaps she could curse someone herself later. 

In the past week the sea-witch had thought often of the baby's mother. She would not lower herself to questioning the other villagers, but the seagulls loved gossip and chattered loudly about it every morning from the balcony of the witch-house. The sea-witch learned that the exhausted-smelling goblin was named Haven, and she was Captain Heron's twin sister. She spoke in a quieter voice than Heron and was much less patient. When a seagull had swooped to steal a pickle from her baby, she had snatched the bird out of the air and punted it into the sea. The flock was outraged and impressed. 

The sea-witch wondered what Haven looked like, which was not a thing she had wondered in a long time. She had grown accustomed to building up the shapes of things in her head by the sounds and smells they made. If it were truly and terribly important to see, she could borrow the eyes of any creature near her, but doing so made her feel irritable and off-balance. 

The impression of Haven that the sea-witch had gathered from the gulls was of a tall, thin, dark goblin, with alert eyes and a furrowed brow. Her own impression was mainly from the crisp, tight way Haven had pronounced each of her words. The sea-witch thought of a bow strung too tightly, or a loom weighted too heavily on one side. She wondered if she ought to offer Haven a spell to relax the muscles, and then she wondered if Haven would take that the wrong way. Possibly it would be the right way. The sea-witch wasn't entirely sure. It had been a very long time.
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CHAPTER TWO
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“Where's the baby?” Haven asked.

Telnamen and Tellielarch looked at each other, then at Haven, then into the vats of apple mash they were stirring, as though the baby might be hiding among the pulp.

Haven closed her eyes and counted to ten. Then, because that didn't seem to do anything to stem the tide of fear and rage flooding her brain, she counted to thirty. 

At thirty-one, her eyes flew open. “Right, I'm going to go look for her.”

“I'm sure she's fine,” Tellielarch said, unwisely.

“How nice for you,” Haven said. “But I don't see what your uninformed opinion has to do with either the baby's safety or my peace of mind.” She turned on her heel and shoved open the door to the brewhouse, emerging into the cold, misty morning air. 

Haven stared unseeing into the white light of the new day. She had last seen the baby ten minutes ago, she thought, breathing deeply through her nose. The baby had been secure in her arms when she woke, and she had not left Haven's sight for the next three hours. She had been a very well-behaved baby for the past four days, so perhaps she had gotten her fill of terrifying her mother with impromptu caprine adventures. 

In any case, it took an adult goblin twenty-five minutes to walk down to the sea from here, fifteen if they ran, ten if they galloped without fear for their bones. The baby could get there faster if she rode a goat, but the goat herd was grazing on the hills west of the village right now. The baby had probably not had time to fall into the sea and drown. None of the hearths were lit at this time of day, and the blacksmith had gone on a two-day trip to fetch charcoal from the furnaces farther north on the coast, so her forge was cool. The baby had probably not burned to a crisp, either.

She made a mental note to apologize later to Telnamen and Tellielarch. 

Haven had been trying very, very hard to not snap or snarl at anyone in the past week. Until the Golden Apple had wrecked below the goblin villages, she had not realized how foul her temper had become. All her viciousness had seemed perfectly justified when she was submerged in fear for the baby's safety every waking moment. The baby slept only in half-hour increments for the first year of her life, so Haven's waking moments were many. 

And then the baby had been kidnapped by goats and taken into their pocket-world, and Haven had followed her there and fallen into an enchanted five-day nap. When she had woken, her spine ached like it had been cobbled together from old fishing weights, and her mind was clear for the first time in two years. Haven felt as though she had emerged from a dense, poisonous fog. 

Outside of the fog, Haven could acknowledge that perhaps the baby could be set down from time to time, without immediate hazard to her health. If occasionally other crew members comforted the kit when she was sad or grumpy or bored, it was likely that neither she nor Haven would die. On the increasingly common nights when the baby fell asleep and stayed asleep for longer than an hour, Haven probably did not have to scare herself awake every few minutes to check that her child was still breathing.

The only downside was now Haven's memory kept bringing up things she had said to her sister Heron and her crewmates while she had been in the fog, and most of the things were really beastly. Had she really told Jael that she was a whinging coward? Had she actually shouted at Rannock and Min that they barely had a full brain between the two of them? Had she genuinely told her sister Heron, her twin, the sibling she had spent more time with than any other person in the world, that she was a thoughtless lout with all the insight of a lump of whale blubber?

The only person she had forced herself to be patient and calm with had been, in fact, the baby.

Haven shook her head, trying to cool her hot ears. She inhaled deeply, sifting through the scents on the wind, searching for the one she knew better than any other. 

The smells came to Haven all in a muddle, a great cacophony of goblin scents, several of which were so familiar that they must have been distant relations. Her grandmother, Eidel, had been born in the village many hundreds of years ago, and apparently she had had many more siblings and cousins than Haven had realized. 

Haven scrubbed her claws over her face. Before two weeks ago, when they had wrecked below the villages, she would have not have had to work to pick out the baby's smell. There were only eight other goblins crewing the ship. This business of picking out her child from hundreds of others made her feel slow and mush-headed and terrified, as though the fog were rising up to overtake her brain once more.

But there, there it was, a whiff of tiny goblin, leading down a path that went toward the sea. Haven's body felt very hot and then cold. She secured her sword on her back and dropped to all fours, loping forward to follow the scent trail. The village goblins had at first chuckled at Haven's insistence at having her blade with her at all times, even within the stockade, and then they became offended. Haven did not care. She had only the word of the witan chiefs that the driftwood stockade was effective in keeping out the many creatures who roiled across the seas, and she would not stake the baby's safety on anyone's word. 

After all, the villagers had a truly horrific habit of simply leaving the gates of the stockade open, as though that did anyone any good. In the past, Haven had been able to rely on Heron to bash anything threatening that approached the ship over the head; but now Heron was so tangled up in her new beloved, Tellop, that she was practically useless in the field of baby defense.

Haven increased her pace, swinging her head from side to side to pull more scents from the wind. Yes, the baby had come this way, a minute or two ago. Did she need her cloth changed? The kit had recently learned to relieve herself in a latrine, but sometimes if she was very absorbed in a new activity, she forgot. 

Haven bounded over the crest of the last hill before the path sliced down through a pale cliff to meet the sea, where it became a shambling stair that tumbled down onto the beach.

Below her, a small dark blob emerged onto the sand, a few hundred paces from where the Golden Apple rested on her side. The blob sized up the wreck, then toddled with determination toward it. 

Haven said a very rude word under her breath and breathed deeply through her nose. She would stay calm.

“BABY,” she yelled. The small blob did not pause, but her tiny tail lashed.

“BABY,” Haven yelled again.

“AM BUSY, MAMA,” the blob howled back at her. 

Haven took the stairs four at a time, hitting the beach in an explosion of sand and rolling three times before springing to her feet. 

When had the baby gotten so fast? Haven thought, staring wildly about. The kit was nowhere in sight. All Haven could see was the hulk of the ship. The tide rarely covered this sandbar, but Heron had nonetheless secured the ship between two anchors dug deep into the sand. She had wanted to start building scaffolding so the crew could get under the broken portion of the hull and replace the planking, but the revelation that the ship was cursed and could not leave the harbor had stalled the repairs.

The crew had taken away everything movable from the Golden Apple, with the exception of a bag of sailcloth patches that the goats had found and eaten and several massive coils of rope. The ship looked bare and desolate. Haven sighed.

The baby's head popped up over the rail. Her small golden-brown eyes sparkled and then vanished as she slid down the slanting deck. “Mama! Look at me!”

“How did you get up there?” Haven yelped. “That's not safe. Come down right now. Wait, no, sit there, and I will come get you.”

The baby, as she was wont to do, ignored her mother. “Find,” the baby yelled, followed by a word Haven could not understand. “I find. Okay, Mama.”

Haven leaped from the sand to the railing of the Golden Apple. The railing creaked. Her spine creaked. She felt the impact in her tusks. The scabbard of her sword thwacked painfully against the backs of her thighs. “Baby,” she said, through gritted teeth, “don't you want to come back to the village and eat applesauce with me?”

Her daughter had disappeared behind the cabin at the stern of the ship. Only the fluffy tip of her tail was visible. She responded to this volley with an extended spate of baby speech. In the torrential flow of syllables, Haven picked out “goat” and “spell.” 

“What are you doing back there, sweetheart?” she asked warily, creeping forward. She did not want to startle the baby into falling off the ship into the sand. Goblins tended to bounce, but what if she landed poorly?

There was a narrow strip of decking between the back wall of the cabin and the stern railing, too tight for an adult goblin to comfortably navigate without balancing herself between the railing and the molding under the edge of the poop deck. For a goblin kit, however, the space was capacious, and the baby lay flat on her stomach, a small, chubby arm shoved between two uprights supporting the railing. A series of quiet grunts and muttered baby expletives issued from the kit. She was clearly trying to reach something stuck to the side of the ship below.

“Baby,” Haven said warningly.

Her daughter assured her, not in so many words, that she was engaged in serious business and knew what she was doing. The narrowness of the space behind the cabin made it almost impossible for Haven to comfortably scoop up the baby. If she lay on the poop deck and reached down, she'd almost be standing on her head before her hands could reach.

The baby seized whatever she had been struggling to reach, with a triumphant squeal. 

A silent, overwhelming vibration tore through the air, as though the pressure change heralding a storm had been compressed into the space between Haven and her daughter. Haven's head thrummed painfully. She felt like an overextended piece of rigging had snapped directly against her eardrum, and she shouted. 

But the vibration had not been physical, or not only physical; the world briefly went iridescently  strange, every color just to the left of the one it had been a second ago. Haven looked up and saw two seagulls flying upside-down.

She tore her eyes away from the birds and stared down at her child. The baby had rolled onto her back, her eyes wide in her fluffy face. “Oops,” she said, though Haven could not hear her, only see her mouth move.

“What did you do?” she whispered, but there was a sudden rushing of air and mist against her face. Haven threw her head up, panicked, afraid that the sea was rolling in to take the boat back into itself, but what she saw speeding over the horizon was not a wave but a pale figure, very small at first but rapidly increasing in size. 

Haven suddenly found that by the expedient of wrenching one arm out of its socket she could reach the baby. She clutched the child in her other
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