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            Dedication

         
         
            This book is dedicated to the memory of Jonathan Matson.

            He was perhaps the finest man I’ve ever known. His generosity, support, and affection went so far beyond any business relationship,
               he held me together more than once. He never judged; that was the heart of his wisdom, and the wisdom of his heart. His memory
               will endure and he is missed every day.
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            Prologue
A Murder of Crows and a King

         
         Angry dark clouds hurried across the sky, foretelling more rain. A fair match for today’s mood, conceded Daylon Dumarch. The
            battle had ended swiftly as the betrayal had gone according to plan. The five great kingdoms of Garn would never be the same;
            now the four great kingdoms, Daylon amended silently.
         

         
         He looked around and saw carrion eaters on the wing: the vultures, kites, and sea eagles were circling and settling in for
            the feast. To the north, a massive murder of crows had descended on the field of corpses. Rising flocks of angry birds measured
            the slow progress of the baggage boys loading the dead. The carrion eaters were efficient, conceded Daylon; few bodies would
            go to the grave without missing eyes, lips, or other soft features.
         

         
         He turned to gaze at the sea. No matter what the weather, it drew Daylon; he felt dwarfed by its eternal nature, its indifference
            to the tasks of men. The thought soothed him and gave him much-needed perspective after the battle. Daylon indulged in a barely
            audible sigh, then considered the beach below.
         

         
         The rocks beneath the bluffs of the Answearie Hills had provided as rich a meal for the crabs and seabirds as the banquet
            for the crows and kites on the hills above them. Hundreds of men had met their death on those rocks, pushed over the edge
            of the cliff by the unexpected attack on their flank by men they had counted as allies but moments before.
         

         
         Daylon Dumarch felt old. The Baron of Marquensas was still at the height of his power, not yet forty years from his nativity
            day, but he was ancient in bitterness and regret.
         

         
         Thousands of men had died needlessly so that two madmen could betray a good king. While others stood by and did nothing, a
            balance that had existed for nearly two hundred years had been overturned. Art, music, poetry, dance, and theater would soon
            follow the army of Ithrace into oblivion.
         

         
         Daylon did not know exactly what plans the four surviving monarchs of the great kingdoms had for the lofty towers and flower-bedecked
            open plazas of the city of Ithra, but he feared for the most civilized city in the world, the capital of the Kingdom of Flames.
            Of the five great kingdoms of Garn, Ithrace had always produced the most artistic genius. Authors of Ithrace had penned half
            of the books in Daylon’s library, and Ithra was a well-known spawning ground for talented young painters, musicians, playwrights,
            poets, and actors, despite also providing refuge for thieves, mountebanks, whores, and every other form of unsavory humanity
            imaginable.
         

         
         There had always been five great kingdoms, and now that Flame was ash only four remained—Sandura, Metros, Zindaros, and Ilcomen—and
            no man could anticipate how history would judge what had occurred this day. Daylon realized his mind was racing; he was barely
            able to focus on the moment, let alone the long-term political consequences of the horror surrounding him. It was as his father
            had said to him years ago; there are times when all one can do is stand still and breathe.
         

         
         Daylon resisted letting out a long sigh of regret. Somewhere up the hill from where he stood, Steveren Langene, King of Ithrace,
            known to all as Firemane, lifelong friend to any man of good heart, ally of Daylon and a host of others, was being bound in
            iron shackles and cuffs by men he’d once called comrades, to be marched up onto the makeshift platform his brother kings had
            ordered constructed for this farce.
         

         
         Daylon turned his mind from the coming horrors and his revulsion at his own part in today’s treachery and searched for somewhere
            to wash the battle from his face. He found a supply wagon overturned, its horses dead in their traces, but somehow a water
            barrel had conspired to remain mostly upright. Using his belt knife he cut away the waxed canvas cover and stuck his head
            into the cool, clean water. He drank, and came up sputtering, wiping the day’s blood and dirt from his face. He stood staring
            at the water as it rippled and calmed. It was the only thing Daylon could see that wasn’t covered in death; all around him,
            the mud of the battlefield was awash in piss, shit, and blood, pieces of what had once been brave men, and the muck covered
            banners of fools.
         

         
          

         His life had been scarred by battle and death. Married twice before he was thirty-five, Daylon had deeply loved his first
            wife, but childbirth had taken her in their third year of marriage. He didn’t care much for his current wife, but she had
            brought a strong alliance and a fair dowry, and despite being vapid and silly, she had a strong young body he enjoyed and
            she was already expecting his first child. The promise of an heir was the one bright hope in his life at present.
         

         
         He forced his attention from dark thoughts and saw a familiar figure approaching. “My lord,” said Rodrigo Bavangine, Baron
            of the Copper Hills, “you have survived.”
         

         
         “The day is young,” replied Daylon, “and there’s still treachery in abundance. Keep hope. You may yet be able to pay court
            to my young widow.”
         

         
         “A black jest,” said Rodrigo. “Too many good companions lie befouled in their own entrails, while men I would not piss on
            were they afire celebrate this day.”
         

         
         “’Tis ever thus, Rodrigo.” Daylon studied his old friend. The Baron of the Copper Hills was a dark-haired man with startling
            blue eyes. At court he wore his hair long, oiled and curled, but now had it gathered up in a bright red head cloth designed
            to keep it under his helm in battle. He was pale of complexion, like most people from the foggy and cloud-shrouded land he
            ruled. Daylon had always found it odd that they had become close, as Daylon was a man of deep consideration and Rodrigo seemed
            to barely consider the consequences of his impulses, but he knew Rodrigo’s moods as well as he knew his own. He saw the man’s
            face and knew without words they were of like mind. Both men wondered if the battle would have swung the other way had they
            stood with Steveren rather than opposed him.
         

         
         Rodrigo narrowed his pale eyes and moved closer to speak quietly, though there was no living man within a dozen paces. “I
            can tell you this one thing, Daylon: from this day forward I shall never take to my bed without the benefit of a strong drink
            or a young ass, most likely both, and sleep a night without haunting. This business will bring more destruction, not less
            as was promised.”
         

         
         Daylon leaned against the frame of the wagon watching the carpenters finishing up the executioner’s platform and turned to
            look at his old friend.
         

         
         Rodrigo recognized his expression and manner. “You are a man of ideals, Daylon, so you need justification. Therein lies the
            cause of your distress.”
         

         
         “I am a far simpler man, Rodrigo. I merely picked the side I knew would win.”

         
         “And I followed you.”

         
         “As did others,” said Daylon, “but I ordered no oathman, nor asked friend nor ally, to serve at my whim. Any could have said
            no.”
         

         
         Rodrigo smiled, and it was a bitter look he gave to his friend. “Aye, Daylon, and that’s the evil genius of it. It’s a gift
            you have. No man in your orbit would oppose your counsel. You are too versed in the games of power for me not to heed your
            wisdom, even to serve foul cause.”
         

         
         “You could have opposed me and served Steveren.”

         
         “And find myself with them?” he said, indicating the rotting dead in the mud.

         
         “There is always a choice.”

         
         “A fool’s choice,” Rodrigo said softly, “or a dreamer’s.” Pointing to the workers at the top of the hill, finishing up the
            platform, he changed the subject. “What is going on up there?”
         

         
         “Our victorious monarchs require some theater,” said Daylon sourly.

         
         “I thought Lodavico closed all the theaters in Sandura?”

         
         “He did. After complaining that the plays were all making a jest of him. Which was occasionally true, but he lacks perspective,
            and a sense of humor.” Daylon added, “And he’s completely incapable of seeing the bitter irony in this.”
         

         
         “This theater is entirely too macabre for my taste.” Rodrigo passed his hand in an arc around the battlefield littered with
            dead. “Killing men in the heat of battle is one thing. Hanging criminals or beheading them is another. I can even watch heretics
            burn without blinking much, but this killing of women and children . . .”
         

         
         “Lodavico Sentarzi fears retribution. No Langene left alive means the King of Sandura can sleep at night.” Daylon shrugged.
            “Or so he supposes.” He kept his eyes fixed on the makeshift stage at the top of the hill. The workers had finished their
            hasty construction of the broad stage: two steps above the mud, elevated just enough for those on the hillside to be able
            to see, sturdy enough to support the weight of several men. Two burly servants wrestled a chopping block up the steps while
            a few of Lodavico’s personal guards moved between the makeshift construction and the slowly gathering crowd.
         

         
         “This business of bashing babies against walls, ugly that . . . and killing those pretty young daughters and nieces . . .
            that wasn’t merely a waste, it was an iniquity,” complained Rodrigo. “Those Firemane girls were breathtaking, with those long
            necks and slender bodies, and all that red hair—”
         

         
         “You think too much with your cock, Rodrigo.” Daylon tried to sound light-hearted. “You’ve had more women and boys than any
            ten men I know, and yet you hunger for more.”
         

         
         “To each man his own appetites,” conceded Rodrigo. “Mine easily turn to a pretty mouth and rounded ass.” He sighed. “It’s
            no worse than King Hector’s love of wine or Baron Haythan’s lust for gambling.” He studied his friend for a moment. “What
            whets your appetite, Daylon? I’ve never understood.”
         

         
         “I seek only not to despise the man I see in the mirror,” said the Baron of Marquensas.

         
         “That’s far too abstract for my understanding. What really fires you?”

         
         “Little, it seems,” Daylon replied. “As a young man I thought of our higher purpose, for didn’t the priests of the One God
            tell our fathers that the Faith brings peace to all men?”
         

         
         Rodrigo looked at the nearby battlefield littered with the dead and said, “In a sense, life eventually brings peace.”

         
         “That may be the most philosophical thing I’ve ever heard you say.” Daylon’s gaze followed Rodrigo’s and he muttered, “The
            One God’s priests promised many things.”
         

         
         Rodrigo let out a long, almost theatrical sigh, save Daylon knew his friend was not the sort to indulge in false play; the
            man was tired to his bones. “When four of the five great kings declare a faith the one true faith, and all others heresy,
            I expect you can promise most anything.”
         

         
         Daylon’s brow furrowed a little. “Are you suggesting the church had a hand in this?”

         
         Rodrigo said, “I suggest nothing, old friend. To do so would be to invite ruin.” His expression held a warning. “In our grandfather’s
            time, the One God’s church was but one among many. In our father’s time, it became a force. Now . . .” He shook his head slightly.
            “By the time of our children, the other gods will have withered to a faint memory.” He glanced around as if ensuring they
            were not overheard. “Or, if their priests are clever enough, they might contort their doctrine to become heralds of the One
            God and survive as shadows of their former selves. Some are saying thus now.” He paused for a moment, then said, “Truly, Daylon.
            What moves you in this? You could have stayed home.”
         

         
         Daylon nodded. “And had my name put on a list with those who openly supported Steveren.” He paused, then said, “Truth?”

         
         “Always,” replied his friend.

         
         “My grandfather and my father built a rich barony, and I have taken what they’ve left me and made it even more successful.
            I wish to leave my children with all of it, but also have them secure in their holdings.”
         

         
         “You are close to a king yourself, aren’t you?”

         
         Daylon shared a rueful smile with his friend. “I’d rather have wealth and security for my children than any title.”

         
         Satisfied no one was within earshot, he let his hand come to rest on Daylon’s shoulder a moment. “Come. We should attend.
            This is not a good time to be counted among the missing, unless you happen to be dead already, which their majesties and Mazika
            might count a reasonable excuse. Anything else, not.”
         

         
         Daylon inclined his head slightly in agreement and the two noblemen trudged the short walk up the muddy hillside as the rain
            resumed. “Next time you call me to battle, Daylon,” said Rodrigo, “have the decency to do so on a dry morning, preferably
            in late spring or early summer so it’s not too hot. I have mud in my boots, rain down my tunic, rust on my armor, and my balls
            are growing moss. I haven’t seen a dry tunic in a week.”
         

         
         Daylon made no comment as they reached the top of the hill where the execution was to be held. Common soldiers glanced over
            their shoulders and, seeing two nobles, gave way to let them pass until Rodrigo and Daylon stood in the forefront of the gathering
            men. The platform was finished and the prisoners were being marched out of the makeshift pens where they’d been kept overnight.
         

         
         Steveren Langene, king of Ithrace, had been fed false reports and lies for a year, until he thought he was joining with allies
            to meet aggression from King Lodavico. Daylon was one of the last barons to be told of the plan, which had given him little
            time to consider his options. He and Rodrigo had less than a month to ready their forces and march to the appointed meeting
            place; most importantly, they were given no opportunity to warn Steveren and aid him effectively. Distance and travel time
            prevented Daylon or others sympathetic to the King of Ithrace from organizing on Steveren’s behalf. Even a message warning
            him might be discovered by Lodavico and earn Daylon a place on the executioner’s stage next to Steveren.
         

         
         This morning, they had arisen to fix their order of battle, trumpets blowing and drums pounding, Steveren’s forces holding
            the leftmost position, awaiting Lodavico’s attack. The battle order had been given and suddenly King Steveren’s allies had
            turned on him. It had still been a bitter struggle and most of the day was gone, but in the end, betrayal had triumphed.
         

         
         Daylon could see the prisoners being forced out of the tents on the other side of the platform. While Steveren’s army had
            been in the field, slogging through the mud of an unseasonably heavy summer storm, raiders had seized the entire royal family
            of Ithrace from their summer villa on the coast less than half a day’s ride away.
         

         
         Cousins of blood and kin by marriage had already been put to the sword, or thrown off the cliffs onto the rocks below the
            villa—by all counts more than forty men, women, and children. Even the babies were not spared. But the king’s immediate family
            had been granted an extra day’s existence to suffer this public humiliation. Kings Lodavico and Mazika were determined to
            show the world the end of the Firemane line.
         

         
         Now that royalty was being marched at spear-point to their deaths.

         
         The children came first, terror and bewilderment rendering them silent. They shuffled along with eyes wide, lips blue from
            the cold and limbs trembling, their red hair rendered a dull dark copper by the rain. Daylon counted the little ones, two
            boys and a girl. Their older siblings came after, followed by Queen Agana. Last was King Steveren. Whatever finery they had
            worn had been torn off, and they were all dressed in the poorest of robes, their exposed limbs and faces showing the bruises
            of the beatings they had endured.
         

         
         King Steveren wore a yoke of hardwood, with iron cuffs at each end confining his wrists, and his legs were shackled so he
            shambled rather than walked. He was prodded up the steps to the platform while the army gathered. From the swelling bruises
            on his face and around his eyes, it was miraculous that he could walk without aid. Daylon saw the dried blood on his mouth
            and chin, and winced as he realized the king’s tongue had been cut so he could not speak to those gathered to watch him die.
         

         
         A few soldiers shouted half-hearted jeers, but every man standing was tired, some wounded, and all wished for this to be over
            quickly so they might eat and rest. For most, the approaching sack of Ithra was why they had served today, and that would
            not begin until this matter was put paid to, so all wished for a hastened ending.
         

         
         Daylon glanced at Rodrigo, who shook his head ever so slightly in resignation. There was no precedent for this butchery, and
            no one could reconcile what they were about to see with what they understood of the traditional order of things. History taught
            that a king did not kill a king, save on the field of battle; even barons were rarely executed, but usually ransomed for profit
            and turned to vassals.
         

         
         For as long as living memory on the world of Garn, five great kingdoms had dominated the twin continents of North and South
            Tembria. Scattered among them were independent states ruled by the most powerful barons, men like Daylon and Rodrigo, free
            nobles allied with, but not subject to, those kings. Other, lesser nobility held grants of land and titles from the five great
            kingdoms.
         

         
         Daylon locked eyes with Rodrigo, and in that instant knew that his friend understood as well as he that an era was ending.
            What had been a long period of prosperity and relative peace was over.
         

         
         For two centuries, the five great kingdoms of North and South Tembria had been bound by the Covenant: the solution to centuries
            of warfare over control of the Narrows, the sea passage between the two continents. It was the choke-point at which two outcrops
            of land had created a passage so constricted that no more than half a dozen ships—three eastbound and three westbound—could
            navigate and pass safely at the same time. The need to reduce speed here and the overlooking rocks had made this the most
            prized location on Garn, for whoever controlled the straits controlled all east-west shipping across two continents; the alternative
            sea routes around the north or south of the twin continents were so difficult and time-consuming that they were considered
            to be close to impossible. Alternative land transport would take triple the time, and twice the cost.
         

         
         The Covenant guaranteed right of passage for all. A circular boundary of Covenant lands had been drawn around the Narrows
            on both continents. No city could be built there, only small towns and villages were permitted to flourish, and all rulers
            guaranteed its neutrality. This mutual ceding of land by the five great kingdoms had created peace and fostered trade, the
            arts, and prosperity.
         

         
         Until today, thought Daylon bitterly. The survivors of this madness might continue the fiction that the Covenant still existed,
            but Daylon knew it was over. The pact might appear to die slowly, but in reality it was already dead.
         

         
         He studied the faces of the Ithraci royal family, the terror in the eyes of the children, the resignation and hopelessness
            in the faces of the women, and the defiance of their king. Two soldiers gripped the ends of Steveren’s restraining yoke, holding
            him upright on his knees as he began to collapse.
         

         
         Daylon wished he could be at home with his wife, dry and clean, fed and abed with her. The future security of his barony and
            his heirs had been his price, he bitterly conceded. The kings of Sandura and Zindaros had agreed to ratify his chosen heir
            without question should he perish without blood issue on the field or in the future. He had agreed, forestalling any claim
            on the freehold barony of Marquensas; he owed his people the hope of peace. Even with Steveren alive, without that assurance,
            the other four kings would each push forth their own claimant, for Marquensas was the most powerful and wealthy freehold barony
            on Garn. Without a clear line of succession, war and destruction would be his dying legacy. So he had betrayed a man he loved
            like a brother to spare his people future ravages. As the priests of the One God would say, Daylon had made his pact with
            the Dark One; he had sold his soul.
         

         
         It proved to be a black irony: upon the morning of his departure, his wife had informed him that she was with child. Too committed
            to withdraw from this butchery, Daylon had been sick in his soul from that moment.
         

         
         Last to step upon the platform were Lodavico of Sandura and Mazika of Zindaros, their tabards and armor noticeably free of
            gore and mud. “I see two kings are missing,” muttered Rodrigo.
         

         
         Daylon nodded and as the gathering crowd of soldiers was unusually quiet for a public display such as this, he whispered,
            “Bucohan and Hector both claim fatigue and minor wounds keep them abed. They may be complicit in this, but they’re content
            to stay in their tents and let Lodavico and Mazika take all the credit for this charade. And it is in Lodavico’s nature to
            claim as much credit as possible; he confuses it with glory.”
         

         
         “No charade,” whispered Rodrigo, “when the blood is real.”

         
         As Daylon expected, it was Lodavico who stepped forward to speak. The king of Sandura was easily the most loathed noble in
            the five kingdoms, for his rule was harsh and arbitrary. He despised anything that he saw as being a threat to his dignity,
            not realizing that he had none by nature or act. Daylon had called him a doleful monarch of a melancholy nature after their
            first meeting more than twenty years ago and nothing he had seen of the man since had altered that opinion. His red-trimmed
            black garb did little to lessen that perception, as well.
         

         
         “We are here to restore order, to deliver an oath breaker to his fate, and to end a threat to the sovereignty of our brother
            kingdoms.” For a man who hated theaters, thought Daylon, Lodavico had a penchant for theatrics. His posturing and accent were
            overly broad, to the point of self-mockery, though the king of Sandura could never see it, and no one would dare apprise him
            of the fact. So men stood by and endured the histrionics, only to deride him privately later over drinks. At this moment,
            however, Daylon found little humor in Lodavico’s bad acting.
         

         
         Since the plot to kill Steveren had been hatched, rumors that the king of Ithrace coveted the crowns of other nations had
            spread. There was no foundation for it; the most trivial of acts were characterized as evidence of his ambitions, and men
            anxious to plunder the riches of a great kingdom needed little excuse for feigned belief and mock outrage. The sack of Ithrace
            could provide a noble or fighter with more wealth than a lifetime of skirmishes on the borders of the Wild Lands, the Burning
            Lands, or the Mountain Barriers.
         

         
         A rebellion by malcontents within the Covenant lands had been staged. Another charade with real blood, thought Daylon. Word was then passed to Steveren that Lodavico was behind the incursion: the only truth in the string of
            lies. Steveren had answered duty’s call, as Lodavico and his allies knew he would, leading the core of his army into as vicious
            a betrayal as could be imagined. Nothing in Garn’s recorded history matched the scale of this treachery.
         

         
         “The poison tree bears poison fruit,” continued Lodavico, pointing at the children. His face contorted in a mask of theatrical
            rage, eyes wide, brows arched, his head tilted as if listening for menace: the behavior expected of a madman trying to convince
            his audience that such innocents were a threat to their existence. “All of this line must perish,” finished Lodavico, slamming
            his right fist into his left palm for emphasis. A soldier stepped up behind the smallest child on the platform. Daylon tried
            to remember the boy’s name and failed before the soldier grabbed a handful of the child’s fire-red hair and yanked back his
            small head. A quick slice of a sharp dagger and the boy’s eyes rolled back up into his skull as blood gushed from his neck.
         

         
         A weak cheer rose from the soldiers, and Daylon knew they just wanted this grisly spectacle to be over so they could rest,
            eat, then set about organizing for the march south to Ithra. He had no doubt several free companies had already departed,
            eager to be first to choose spoils; mercenary companies were free of political considerations and would race to be first to
            claim spoils. If there was any justice, Steveren had left behind a big enough garrison to inflict real pain on those adventurers.
            Let the early companies pay the price for their greed, and perhaps give some of the populace the opportunity to flee before
            the bulk of Lodavico’s forces descended on them. The only nations with fleets big enough to blockade a sea escape were Meteros
            and Zindaros. Zindaros’s navy had transported their army here, and Meteros had chosen to stay aloof from today’s butchery.
            Their navy was big enough that they could ignore Lodavico’s demands. The day might come they’d regret their choice, but Daylon
            welcomed their decision. If some of Ithra’s citizens could find boats and reach the open sea, perhaps one day they might rebuild
            their nation . . .
         

         
         Daylon shook off a rush of guilt and shame, to face the last blood that would be spilled today. What was done was done, and
            regret served no good purpose.
         

         
         With swift precision, the executioner moved down the line, pulling back the heads of the children and then the women. Rodrigo
            asked, “Who’s missing?”
         

         
         “The two eldest sons,” said Daylon. “Both fell in battle.”

         
         Steveren Langene, the last king of Ithrace, watched in silent rage and torment as his family was slaughtered before his eyes.
            Daylon almost physically winced at the sight of a man he loved like a brother losing his ability to stand unaided. Two soldiers
            gripped the ends of Steveren’s restraining yoke, holding him up as his legs began to give out. The last to die was his wife
            of over thirty years, his queen, and the mother of his children. She fought when her hair was grabbed, not to avoid death
            but so that she could see her husband’s face as her life fled.
         

         
         “There’s no glory here,” muttered Rodrigo.

         
         “Our four remaining kings wish to ensure there is no doubt that the line of the Firemanes is done.”

         
         As soldiers dragged the dead off the platform, Lodavico felt the need to reiterate all the fabricated sins of the Firemanes,
            embellishing the lies with innuendo that even more perfidy and treachery might yet be uncovered. “Will this ever end?” whispered
            Rodrigo.
         

         
         Finally, they came to the king. Lodavico finished his speech and stepped aside as a soldier moved forward, a large two-hand
            sword in his grip. As others held Steveren’s yoke firmly, lowering it until he was on his knees, the soldier measured the
            distance from the wooden collar to the base of the king’s skull, then with a single circular swing he brought round the blade
            and cleanly sliced head from shoulders.
         

         
         The crowd cheered, again with no real conviction. As if disappointed by the lack of enthusiasm, Lodavico motioned for the
            headsman to pick up the dead king’s head by its flame-red hair and then he shouted, “Behold the fate of a betrayer!”
         

         
         Again came a weak response.

         
         Lodavico looked at the hundreds of soldiers before him, as if trying to memorize their faces for a future accounting. His
            forehead creased as he scowled, his lower jaw protruding as if ready to challenge the entire army to a fight. The awkward
            moment was broken when Mazika Koralos, king of Zindaros, shouted, “Finish tending the dead and wounded, eat, and rest, for
            at dawn we march to Ithra!” This brought a more enthusiastic cheer and the men began to leave.
         

         
         Daylon turned away and saw an unspoken question in Rodrigo’s expression. Softly, almost through clenched teeth, Daylon said,
            “A king executing a king? On the field of battle is one thing, but this murder?” He locked eyes with Rodrigo. “It is not done.”
         

         
         “You killed Genddor of Balgannon, after you took his castle.” There was a hint of challenge in that statement.

         
         “He was no king,” answered Daylon. “He was a usurper and pretender. And I killed him as he stood at bay in his great hall.
            Besides, Balgannon was no kingdom.”
         

         
         “No more,” agreed Rodrigo, “since Ilcomen annexed it.” He sighed. “It was hardly a real barony. Genddor’s father was nothing
            but a puffed-up warlord. You should have kept it for yourself.” He looked around and saw the men moving away from the platform,
            so he nodded to Daylon that they too should depart.
         

         
         Walking down the hillside, Daylon said, “Now comes the reward.”

         
         Rodrigo said, “So, the riches of Ithrace are ours for the taking?”

         
         Daylon put his hand on his old friend’s shoulder for a moment. “You can have my share, I will march my men home. I am tired
            of this.”
         

         
         Daylon had been one of the few free barons who were truly independent and unallied. The rulers of Marquensas and Copper Hills
            had sworn to no king, but most of the remaining thirty barons had social or monetary obligations that effectively bound them
            to one of the great monarchs, at least until debts were repaid or obligations discharged.
         

         
         “Your oathmen won’t object?” asked Rodrigo.

         
         “My oathmen are free to travel with Their Majesties,” Daylon replied dryly. “I have no plans to campaign again soon, so should
            they wish to wager blood against gold, so be it. My castellans will come with me without complaint. I provide for them well
            enough.”
         

         
         “You may feel free to choose, my friend,” said Rodrigo, “but from Lodavico’s mood, your departure may be seen as an insult.
            He might not care that mercenaries and other lowborn left without his leave . . . you are hardly anonymous.”
         

         
         “He’s going to be too busy fighting over Ithrace to notice I’m not there.” He shrugged as if it was of no concern. “And if
            he does notice, he will not dare make an open issue of it, lest he offend the other free barons.”
         

         
         Rodrigo forced a smile. “You are so well loved, then, my friend?”

         
         Daylon returned his faint smile. “No, but should my freehold and lands be taken by Lodavico, what is your first thought, Rodrigo?”

         
         “Who’s next?” he conceded. Rodrigo paused, stopping where he would leave Daylon to make his way back to his own encampment.
            “You’ve thought this through.”
         

         
         “I have. All that I have done I did to ensure my family and people’s survival. Lodavico is covetous, and more than a little
            mad, but he’s not stupid.” Daylon gestured toward the carnage around them. “A stupid man cannot scheme to end a rival kingdom
            in a single day. Lodavico planned this for a long time and in great detail, and he paid no small sum of gold to make it happen.
         

         
         “So, would he turn on me out of spite?” Daylon shrugged and let out a small sigh of fatigue. “He knows that every free baron,
            and their oathmen, would think as we do; and while alone none of us are a threat, united we could end his rule.”
         

         
         Rodrigo nodded in agreement. “More than a few of Lodavico’s oathmen would seize the opportunity to change their allegiance
            if all the free barons rose at once: he does not treat them gently. Release from his yoke would be worth the risk.”
         

         
         “The day will almost certainly come, my friend, when Lodavico has earned enough ire to force an alliance of enemies, but that
            day is still years away. Too many rivalries have been exploited, too much distrust seeded among those who need to unite against
            Sandura, and too many willing to support him out of fear, or hope of benefit.”
         

         
         Daylon took a deep breath and let it out slowly, then with a wry smile he said, “Yes, that day will come, but not today.”

         
         Rodrigo was thoughtful for a moment, and then dismissed the notion with a wave of his hand. “Well, return home to that young
            wife of yours. If I don’t go on to Ithra, I’ll have rebellion to deal with: my castellans haven’t been paid for a while and
            I need my share of the booty to cover wages and leave us a little besides.”
         

         
         “Scavenge well, my friend,” said Daylon with a faint smile. The friends gripped each other by the right hand and touched chests.
            “But a word of warning,” Daylon spoke quietly in Rodrigo’s ear. “A wise man prepares for the next war after his last battle,
            not when it is already sweeping across his land.” He locked gazes with his friend. “As I said, that war is coming, not soon,
            but eventually. The balance of power has shifted.” He waved back toward the hill where Lodavico had stood minutes before.
            “Sandura has the advantage for the moment, but with things now as they are, another may choose to seize it. One day someone
            will seek to become the new fifth king. Be ready for that day.”
         

         
         “Do I hear ambition?”

         
         “I seek no enlargement of my own holdings, but I’d topple another ruler rather than lose what’s mine. You need to think on
            this, old friend. Prepare not for the little wars, which will plague us soon, but for another such as this”—Daylon nodded
            toward the bloody field—“where crowns are the prize.” He leaned even closer. “Perhaps it will take five years, or ten, or
            longer, but certainly there will be that war. Lodavico is mad to be the high king.” He lightly poked his finger against Rodrigo’s
            chest. “In your heart you know his ambition as well as I do.” Glancing around one more time to ensure they were unheard, he
            continued. “But Lodavico will eventually overplay his hand, and that’s when we need to be prepared.”
         

         
         Rodrigo shook his head. “Bleak advice.” Then he sighed and said, “But well considered.” With a wave he walked away, and then
            paused as if a thought had struck him. He turned back to look at Daylon. “Wasn’t there a new baby?”
         

         
         “I don’t take your meaning.” Daylon’s brow furrowed.

         
         Rodrigo looked into Daylon’s eyes for a long moment. “I thought I’d heard word that the Firemane queen had delivered a late
            autumn child.”
         

         
         “The queen had a late child, yes . . . ,” said Daylon. He let out a long sigh. “Most likely it died during the taking of the
            villa. They threw babies from the cliffs to the rocks when the household was slaughtered. Perhaps he was one.”
         

         
         Rodrigo shrugged. “Perhaps.” He turned away again and left without further word.

         
         Daylon lingered. “A baby,” he muttered, amused for the first time in days. Tales of a surviving Firemane baby would prevent
            Lodavico from sleeping well for the rest of his days, even if the whispers were false. He briefly considered tossing coin
            to a rumormonger to fuel such gossip. Nothing else in this evil business was worthy of mirth. He looked skyward, attempting
            to ignore the circling flocks of carrion eaters and enjoy what he could of the lowering sun and blue sky on the western horizon.
            “Well, at least the world didn’t end,” he muttered to himself.
         

         
         Of all of the nobles present, Daylon was among the very few who could be considered scholarly. He had studied the legends
            surrounding the oldest houses and knew of one myth in particular that predicted that a rampant chaos would be unleashed upon
            the world should the Firemane line end. Having witnessed no thundering hordes of demons racing toward the battlefield, Daylon
            moved toward his pavilion wondering if Steveren had indeed been the last of his line . . .
         

         
         He passed by huge mounds of dead bodies awaiting burial. Exhausted soldiers labored over the digging of mass graves, while
            priests of the One God said their prayers over the corpses. Daylon resisted an urge to curse in the name of the old gods;
            he had no desire to be denounced and burned at the stake.
         

         
         Lost in thought, he barely realized he had reached his pavilion when he noticed two men standing quietly before the tent flap.
            Reinhardt, captain of Daylon’s household guard, wore the tabard of House Dumarch: a tough veteran, he had earned his position
            through years of loyal service.
         

         
         The man next to him was also familiar to Daylon. He was a broad-shouldered, thick-bodied man, strong and keen eyed, but one
            who had also started to show faint signs of aging. His dark eyes were underlined with shadow and they possessed wrinkles at
            the edges that were evidence of a hard life. His brown hair was turning steel grey and was receding. His walk betrayed a stiffness
            in one hip, most likely the result of a wound taken in a fight years before. Covered in grime, soot, and dried blood, the
            man bowed slightly, barely more than a nod, but enough to satisfy Daylon’s need for deference.
         

         
         “Edvalt,” said Daylon in greeting.

         
         “It is the day, my lord,” said Edvalt.

         
         Daylon released a tired sigh and said, “Must we do this now?”

         
         “It is the day, my lord,” Edvalt repeated with emphasis.

         
         “Ten years? Has it really been ten years?”

         
         “At the noonday sun, ten years exactly,” said Edvalt.

         
         “It’s midway to sundown; you tarried?”

         
         Edvalt found nothing humorous in the remark. “I was busy staying alive at noon, my lord. King Steveren mounted a counterattack
            on your rear: they overran the luggage and my smithy.” He looked the ruler of Marquensas in the eye and asked, “Your pledge,
            my lord?”
         

         
         Daylon bristled at the implication that he might not honor his pledge but reined in his urge to strike the man. He was angry
            and fatigued, and he also knew part of his frustration was caused by losing Edvalt’s services.
         

         
         Captured in a border dispute, Edvalt had been spared the slave collar only because Daylon had noticed the quality of his enemy’s
            weapons. He had quickly identified Edvalt as the weaponsmith and offered him a choice: enslavement for life, or ten years
            of skillful service in exchange for his freedom. Daylon had gambled that the smith needed the promise of freedom to do his
            best work for his new master.
         

         
         Daylon let out a long, measured breath and took control of his temper. “Yes, I remember.”

         
         “Ten years of faithful service in exchange for my freedom,” said Edvalt, his tone even, his expression revealing a resolution
            Daylon knew all too well.
         

         
         Daylon put his hand on Edvalt’s shoulder. “I know,” he said with a tone of resignation. “It’s a bargain I regret,” said the
            Baron of Marquensas. “Had I fully understood your gifts, I would have offered you your freedom that day in exchange for a
            pledge never to leave my service.”
         

         
         “Hardly freedom,” said Edvalt.

         
         Daylon was frustrated. He had hated every moment of this journey, and losing Edvalt to a promise made after another bloody
            confrontation was almost more than he could bear. “I need you, Edvalt, as certain as the rising sun at dawn. There’s more
            war coming, for Lodavico has turned the world upside down, and you are the finest smith I have ever known. And more, you’re
            a good man. Stay and I’ll make you wealthy.”
         

         
         Edvalt paused for a moment, as if taken slightly off guard by Daylon’s request. He looked out over the field of carnage around
            them and said, “I thank you for the compliment, my lord, but my most fervent wish is that I never have to behold a sight such
            as this again.” He looked Baron Dumarch in the eye and said, “It is time.”
         

         
         Fatigue, frustration, and anger threatened to boil inside Daylon. He could simply ignore his pledge and keep Edvalt in service,
            but he knew that to do so would be to lose his skill forever. He waited a long moment, then finally let his better nature
            take control.
         

         
         “As of this moment, you’re a free man, Edvalt Tasman.” He turned to Reinhardt. “Find a scribe and have him write a free passage
            for Edvalt—”
         

         
         “And for Mila,” interrupted the smith.

         
         “Who?” asked Daylon.

         
         “My woman, Mila.”

         
         Daylon assumed he referred to one of the many camp followers, or a local girl from the city, but saw an opportunity. “Have
            you wed her without leave?”
         

         
         Edvalt stiffened. As a bound man he should have sought permission to marry. He hesitated, then said, “Not before a priest.
            We pledged to each other. We have a daughter.”
         

         
         “Your woman is of no concern to me,” said Daylon, “but your daughter is, by law, my property. She was born in bondage.”

         
         The slight shift in Edvalt’s posture and expression were signs that both Daylon and Reinhardt recognized instantly. They showed
            that the smith was ready to fight with his bare hands against sword if need be.
         

         
         Daylon mustered all the wisdom he had left and waved away Edvalt’s rising anger. He let out a long sigh and said, “I’ll not
            take your child from you, Edvalt. But in exchange you must give me your pledge.”
         

         
         Edvalt’s eyes narrowed as he said, “To what end, my lord?”

         
         “I’ll answer that question in a moment, but first where will you go?”

         
         Without a moment’s hesitation, Edvalt said, “The Narrows. I’ll find a village in need of a smith and begin my new life in
            the Covenant lands. I can forge plowshares, carve coulters, shoe horses and mules. If I must, I will repair a blade or forge
            a new one . . .” He shrugged. “But should I never make another weapon, I’ll be content.”
         

         
         Daylon weighed his answer. The finest weaponsmith he had ever known would not, at least, seek service with a rival lord. The
            Narrows was free of armed conflict, for the time being, so Edvalt would find little demand for weapons there.
         

         
         “Very well,” said the Baron of Marquensas, “then we have no issue, but for the pledge: if you find an apprentice who trains
            to be your equal, you will send him to me.”
         

         
         “I’ll not put another in bondage,” answered Edvalt.

         
         Annoyed by the answer, Daylon snapped, “I would not take a freeman into service against his will. You were a captive in war,
            and it was my right to put you to death or sell you as a slave. I did neither.” Both men knew his largesse was solely due
            to Edvalt’s talent, and not any generosity of spirit on Daylon’s part. “I will ask him to serve freely, and reward him greatly
            if he agrees.”
         

         
         But the weaponsmith seized the moment. “Should I find such a lad, I will send him to you first,” agreed Edvalt. “If he willingly
            takes your service, that is his choice, but should he wish to make his own way in the world, that is also his right?”
         

         
         Daylon nodded. “Agreed. Then we are done. Take your woman and child and travel safely.” He nodded to Reinhardt. “See that
            they are given safe conduct.” As an afterthought, he said, “Find him a serviceable wagon or cart, as well, so he might carry
            his tools with him, and give him half a weight of gold.”
         

         
         The captain nodded and said, “As you command, my lord.” He signaled to Edvalt to follow him.

         
         Taken aback by Daylon’s unexpected generosity, Edvalt muttered, “I thank my lord,” and the two men departed.

         
         Daylon stood alone at the entrance of his pavilion watching the finest sword maker he had ever encountered walk away. He knew
            the day approached when he would need many fine weapons. He was just grateful it was not today. He turned and pulled aside
            the canvas flap.
         

         
         Stepping inside his tent, Daylon found the clean clothing set out for him by his body man, Balven. He was constantly amused
            by the fact that the only person he truly trusted in this life was his bastard half brother. Balven had come to their father’s
            castle as a boy, to be a companion for the young heir. When their father died, Daylon had kept Balven close at hand as his
            body servant, but in truth he was a more trusted adviser than any of Daylon’s official advisers.
         

         
         Balven waited beside a wooden bucket of fresh water and a heavy towel. A proper bath would have to wait until he reached home,
            but he could at least remove the worst of the mess from his body.
         

         
         As Balven began to strip off Daylon’s armor, the Baron of Marquensas wondered again about the Firemane baby. What if there
            was a child out there, destined to plague the sleep of the four remaining kings?
         

         
         Balven was the younger brother by two years, but he had been with Daylon since the age of six and could read his moods well.
            Daylon’s mother had done all she could to put a wedge between the half brothers, but all that she had succeeded in doing was
            bringing them closer. Daylon had possessed a rebellious nature as a child, and he dared not reveal it to their father, so
            his poor mother had borne the brunt of it. As a result, the two men were far closer than master and servant.
         

         
         Balven was an average-looking man of middle height, with close-cropped brown hair and dark eyes; his appearance was unremarkable,
            but he resembled Daylon in small ways, the set of his jaw, his brow and nose, and how he carried himself. Balven studied his
            brother’s face as he soaped his body. “You are troubled?” he asked softly. He had anticipated his master’s changeable mood
            and had a girl waiting in the corner of the tent rather than in Daylon’s bed, as he knew that his brother’s disposition could
            swing in either direction after a battle. The girl’s brown eyes were fixed upon the Baron of Marquensas, silently awaiting
            his order.
         

         
         Daylon considered her for a moment, then shook his head. He felt tired deep in his bones. Balven dismissed her with a tiny
            motion of his head. She nodded once and silently left.
         

         
         Daylon watched her depart with no hint of desire. He wished only for a hot meal and a long sleep after today’s bloody work.
            He endured the cold water and harsh soap; the discomfort was worth the loss of muck and blood. “I miss a hot tub,” he said
            to Balven as he toweled himself dry.
         

         
         His bastard half brother nodded in agreement. “I miss home.”

         
         Daylon grunted assent. He also longed for the warm sun on the shores of Marquensas, where his castle overlooked an orchard
            that ran across the hills and down to the coast of the Western Sea. He missed the rich orange blossom scent on the spring
            breeze from the ocean and the sheer beauty of his holdfast. He missed his wife’s lithe body and the promise of children. As
            he donned the robe Balven held for him, Daylon said, “Mostly I miss the peace. The sounds of war still ring in my ears.”
         

         
         “They echo in mine, as well, my lord,” agreed Balven. “But at least our world didn’t end this day,” he added in a lighter
            tone.
         

         
         Daylon laughed. One of the many things he shared with his half brother was a love of their father’s library. Balven knew of
            the legendary Firemane line and the supposed destruction attached to its end. They had almost had an argument before Daylon
            agreed to participate in Steveren’s betrayal; Balven had contested their joining Lodavico and the others. As was his usual
            tactic, Balven had argued against the course Daylon had almost certainly already chosen, to explore any failings of logic
            that the baron might have overlooked; neither man placed much faith in auguries, omens, and prophecies, but after ample wine,
            the discussion had factored them into the decision, or rather ignoring the legend had, as part of Balven’s last argument on
            the matter.
         

         
         “Food?”

         
         “I’ll fetch your meal straightaway, my lord.”

         
         Within a few minutes Balven placed a hot plate of beef and vegetables, with some edible bread and a sliver of cheese, next
            to a full bottle of wine and goblet. He set the small table and departed without instruction. He knew that his half brother’s
            mood called for solitude.
         

         
         Daylon ate alone, his silence broken only by the faint sounds of knackers, scavengers, and body robbers in the distance. Then
            he fell heavily into bed.
         

         
          

         Daylon had a dagger in his hand before he was fully conscious. He listened. It was quiet, though occasionally he made out
            the shout of a distant sentry or the faint sound of looters arguing over spoils. He heard a rustle in the corner and sat up,
            blade ready. Had the camp girl returned without bidding? As the fog of sleep lifted, he decided that a camp girl would not
            lurk in the corner but would have probably slipped into his bed.
         

         
         Then Daylon heard a strange sound. He took up his night lamp and opened its shutter to illuminate the tent’s interior. In
            the corner where the girl had waited lay a bundle of cloth, and he could see it moving.
         

         
         He approached it warily, as he would not be the first noble of Garn to be gifted with a venomous serpent or rabid animal.
            Then he recognized the noise and knew that the cloth held something far more lethal.
         

         
         The Baron of Marquensas crouched and pulled aside the covers to see a tiny face looking up at him. He held the light close
            and saw large blue eyes in a little round face and a forehead crowned with wispy hair, silver-white in the lamplight. In that
            moment, Daylon was certain that this baby was the last of the Firemanes, as certain as he was of his own name. He guessed
            that the child’s fine silver-white hair would turn a brilliant copper when it was two or three years old, but around the baby’s
            neck a woven copper wire had been placed, and from it hung a gold ring set with a single ruby—the signet ring of Ithrace,
            the king’s ring.
         

         
         Who had put this child in his tent? How had that person passed his sentries, or stolen past Balven, who slept before his threshold?
            He gently picked up the child to examine it in the light of his night lamp and saw it was a boy. The child looked into his
            eyes and Daylon was even more certain that this was the Firemane baby.
         

         
         Crouching on his heels as the baby watched him silently, Daylon Dumarch, Baron of Marquensas, muttered, “Gods old and new,
            why me?”
         

         
          

         Along the shore, away from the battle site, a man waited by a cluster of rocks. Daylon could see him clearly in the early
            morning sunlight as they rode slowly toward him.
         

         
         The man wore a covering over his nose and mouth, leaving only his eyes exposed; the only clue to his identity was the age
            lines at their corners. Other than that, he appeared to be a common soldier without badge or tabard, but he was a member of
            the unseen army of Coaltachin, the legendary Invisible Nation.
         

         
         Coaltachin’s rulers had never affixed their names or their seals to the Covenant, and this exclusion had made them a nation
            apart, yet they had honored the pact since its inception. Few nobles and fewer commoners understood the genius of Coaltachin’s
            security, and their success was due to their Quelli Nascosti, meaning “The Hidden.” Coaltachin had the finest spies, infiltrators, saboteurs, and assassins in the world. On the street they were known as sicari, “the dagger men.”
         

         
         The Invisible Nation was publicly loathed and privately employed by every ruler with the means to pay them. They were also
            universally feared, for legend claimed they could walk through walls, kill with their breath, and become undetectable at will,
            or at least that was the myth surrounding them. In reality, they were the most effective assassins, spies, and provocateurs
            on Garn.
         

         
         The true strength of Coaltachin lay in the extent of its network. It had placed agents everywhere, from the tables of nobility
            to the gutter gangs of the most dangerous cities across the world. Few knew exactly where the Invisible Nation lay among the
            thousands of islands off the eastern shore of South Tembria. Only a few, trusted, eastern traders could navigate the route
            to Coaltachin. All anyone else knew was that it might lie somewhere between South Tembria and Enast.
         

         
         Daylon had been certain that the sicari would be at hand during a battle of this scope. A betrayal so majestic was far beyond the skills of men like Lodavico Sentarzi
            or Mazika Koralos. It had taken Balven a full day and a night to find someone to carry word and relay the message to arrange
            this meeting at dawn on the second day after the bloodshed, a time during which Daylon had been left to look after the baby.
            Balven found a goat with a kid among the livestock, made a makeshift nursing rag, and tore up strips of linen to keep the
            child clean. Daylon, who had never touched a baby in his life, managed to keep the boy hidden from view. He thanked the gods
            that the child seemed to want to sleep most of the time.
         

         
         He did not know exactly what to expect from this meeting and spared a little time to wonder who this man might be. Before
            the battle he might have served in Daylon’s army or even Steveren’s, as a porter, baggage cart driver, cook, or vendor among
            the camp followers, faceless in a sea of faces. Daylon was certain that this man, or others of his order, had infiltrated
            the Ithraci army, to shout contradictory or confusing orders to paralyze Steveren Langene’s forces as he tried to organize
            a defense against the sudden betrayal.
         

         
         Daylon smiled ruefully. Perhaps he also overestimated his own power and security, particularly now as he stood next to his
            brother and faced a deadly killer.
         

         
         The bulk of Daylon’s army was already on the road home; only his castellans remained to protect their master, laid low by
            a stomach ague that kept him abed. It was unlikely that anyone would call at his pavilion since most of the combined armies
            had already departed for Ithra, but the excuse kept the baby from prying eyes while they waited for a reply from the man who
            now awaited them. Word had come after sunset and Daylon had spent a restless night in anticipation of the dawn.
         

         
         Daylon rode carefully through the rocks along the shore, the ever-present roar of the breakers masking the clatter of his
            horse’s hooves as he made his way to the meeting point. Behind him came Balven, carrying the Firemane baby.
         

         
         When they reached the man, Daylon held up his hand and asked, “Do you know me?”

         
         “I do,” said the false soldier.

         
         “I have a charge for you. Will you accept my gold?”

         
         “Name your charge,” replied the man.

         
         “This baby must travel with you to your homeland. He is to be cared for as if he were a child of your master’s household and
            be given a name, though I do not wish to know it. Only send word should the child perish; a message must reach me saying,
            The colt went lame and had to be put down. If nothing unfortunate occurs, there will be no reason for words between us ever again.
         

         
         “For this charge I will pay you five weights of gold each year until the boy becomes a man.” That day was seventeen years
            away.
         

         
         Daylon gestured toward his half-brother. “This is my man, Balven. He can be known by the mark near his heart, earned in a
            hunting accident.” Balven moved the tiny baby to his right arm and with his left hand pulled aside the collar of his tunic
            to show the man his scar. “He is the only man on Garn I trust completely. Seventeen years from this day, he will be at the
            main gates of Marquenet. The child must be brought to the city and given over to him at dawn.
         

         
         “Should Balven meet an untimely end, I will choose another to take up his charge and send word to you. I will name his replacement
            using these words: The caretaker has passed, his heir is . . .

         
         “Your master may treat the child as he pleases but the boy is not to be harmed or abused. He must be educated, as he is of
            noble birth, and trained to protect himself. The gold shall cease to be paid after his manhood day, and it is then you will
            bring him to the city gates to meet with Balven.”
         

         
         The assassin considered the deal and finally said, “Ten weights a year.”

         
         Daylon looked at the dark eyes above the black mask, then finally said, “Seven and we are done.”

         
         “Seven,” agreed the assassin.

         
         “Can you reach your homeland without the baby being seen?”

         
         “I will require eight weights for the journey, if we must remain undetected.”

         
         “Done,” said Daylon. He reached into a small bag hanging from his horse’s saddle and counted out small bars of gold, each
            as long as an average man’s hand and as wide and deep as a man’s thumb. Each one could feed a village for a year. “Here are
            eight, and this year’s seven: fifteen in all. Seven more will be sent each year, on this day. Send word where to deliver the
            gold to my barony.”
         

         
         The agent of the Quelli Nascosti took the gold, then went to Balven’s side and took the baby. Balven gave his master one long
            look, then handed the child over.
         

         
         Daylon watched the man ride away until all he could see was the rising sun burning off the morning’s fog, and all he could
            hear was the sound of gulls on the wing and the crashing of waves on the rocks. Turning his horse around, he motioned for
            Balven to walk beside him.
         

         
         The body man looked up at his half brother and said, “Am I incorrect in assuming that might have been the most impulsive thing
            you’ve ever done?”
         

         
         Daylon shrugged. Then he chuckled. “Probably.”

         
         “If Lodavico catches any hint of your business this morning, he’ll turn his army around and march straight on to Marquenet
            to hang you from the first tree he finds.”
         

         
         “He might try that anyway. I will have to answer for my decision to forgo the plundering of Ithra, as the king of Sandura
            may well infer my disapproval.” Daylon chuckled as they traveled back toward the path leading to the top of the plateau. “Even
            Lodavico isn’t quite that impulsive. No, he’ll harbor his grudge over my going home today. I’m free to despise the king of
            Sandura, just so long as I do so in private.”
         

         
         Wondering at his recent impulsiveness, Daylon cursed himself for not keeping his army at home, leaving the fate of Ithrace
            to fall on other shoulders, and the blood of a friend from his hands.
         

         
         Balven saw the expression on Daylon’s face and knew what he was thinking, but it was Daylon who put the thought into words.
            “Perhaps I should have killed the child.”
         

         
         Balven said, “While that might have been the most expedient solution, you could never bring yourself to kill a helpless baby.
            Killing the Firemane child was never a choice, my lord.”
         

         
         Daylon knew his bastard brother was right. He would never have been able to see or hear his own child and not think of the
            one dead at his hand, especially that of a friend betrayed. Daylon nodded. “You are correct, as you often are.”
         

         
         Balven chuckled. “Had our father left me to die . . .”

         
         “I’d never have found anyone to trust in my household,” finished the Baron of Marquensas. “You might be a bastard, but we
            share blood.”
         

         
         “How many brothers and sisters do you think we are still ignorant of?” asked Balven.

         
         Daylon gave a cynical laugh. “The only man I’ve met who rivals Father’s appetite for pretty young women is Rodrigo.”

         
         “And Father had no taste for pretty boys.”

         
         Daylon nodded. “He had a few, I suspect.” He stared off into the distance, toward the sea, as they started upon the path to
            the battlefield above.
         

         
         Balven said, “What troubles you, my lord?”

         
         Daylon took a deep breath and let it out slowly as he urged his horse upward. “It might be years yet, but this matter is far
            from over.”
         

         
         Balven nodded and said, “This day may prove useful. Many do not suspect the Firemane baby may be out there in the world. A
            few do, but we know he is. Entrusting his care to the Lords of the Unseen was an . . . unexpected move, but it may prove to be a great advantage.”
         

         
         Daylon lost some of the tension in his features. “You always anticipate the advantage in any situation.”

         
         “Worry not, my lord. Turn your mind to more pleasant prospects and let me worry for you.”

         
         Daylon said, “That’s one of the reasons I keep you around, brother.” The notion that this baby would someday prove useful
            comforted him, but the idea of another baby, soon to be in his home, made him smile widely.
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Passages and Departures

         
         His name was Hatushaly, though the other boys and girls called him “Hatu.”

         
         He was by nature a youngster prone to anger, often barely able to control it and quick to erupt, but at this moment, Hatu
            was trying very hard not to laugh.
         

         
         His two closest friends flanked him as they lay on a heavy awning of bright green and white striped canvas extending from
            the rooftop of an open-front shop, hidden from the view of those below. They were trying hard not to be detected.
         

         
         Hatu’s anger was usually forgotten in Hava’s or Donte’s company. For reasons he would never understand, they had become his
            friends despite his constant rage and furious outbursts, and both had conspired to make his life even more complicated. When
            he was alone, Hatu became introspective and angry, but when he was with them, the dark thoughts that threatened to overwhelm
            him were forgotten.
         

         
         Donte, Hava, and Hatu had been given a task: to observe the comings and goings in the market. Donte had insisted on adding
            a ridiculous commentary to the scene that had nothing to do with their lesson but threatened to expose their position to the
            merchant in the shop below as his companions struggled not to burst into laughter. One of Donte’s many talents was a wry wit,
            but he often lacked any sense of appropriate timing, which earned him his fair share of reprimands, disciplinary duty, and
            beatings.
         

         
         Hatushaly tried to ignore his friend’s commentary, while Hava simply closed her eyes and lay with her forehead against her
            left forearm, both trying not to hear Donte. Hatu could do so with more ease than Hava. The market square was busy: fisher
            folk, farmers, traders, and travelers crowded every corner of the town. Harborside was actually a part of the city of Corbara,
            the main port on the Island of Coaltachin. The Kingdom of Night centered on the large island but also spread across dozens
            of smaller isles, home to many fishing villages, farm communities, small fortresses, and the moorings for a huge fleet of
            trade and war ships.
         

         
         The three youngsters were taking advantage of the excursion: the instructors rarely sent them away for a day. Hatu, Donte,
            and Hava were students at one of the many nameless schools in Coaltachin, on Morasel, a little island that was home to a small
            fishing village on the coast and a farming hamlet inland. All who lived there labored under the firm command of Master Facaria.
         

         
         Hava was a girl of intense moods, both light and dark, who performed few tasks without thought and determination. Her dark
            hair usually hung to her shoulders, but today she had bound it in a simple black scarf to keep it out of her face. She wasn’t
            what most men might call pretty, but Hatu liked her appearance. Her face was narrow and she always seemed to be squinting,
            even when inside, though her vision was superb, as she proved every time she shot a bow. Her mouth was slightly turned down
            at the edges, but he thought she had a wonderful smile. He’d known her all his life. She was agile and strong, and as Hatu
            had started to change from boy to man, he had also begun to find her lithe body more attractive and disturbing. He’d seen
            Hava naked many times, for the students often swam or bathed together in the stream behind the school, but now he sometimes
            found the sight of her troubling, even more so than that of the other girls. Right now she was struggling not to laugh, which
            made it difficult for Hatu not to laugh.
         

         
         Donte seemed always to be smiling or laughing. Like Hava, he had dark hair, but his locks were much darker, bordering on black.
            He was broad shouldered and stronger than any boy in the school, and faster than all but Hatu and Hava. When Donte decided
            to become friends with someone, they didn’t have much say in the matter. There was a quiet madness in his approach to life,
            a willingness to put himself in harm’s way for the thrill of it. No matter how dark the moment, Donte could always contrive
            a joke, often a completely inappropriate one, to bring sudden laughter; even if his joke itself wasn’t particularly funny.
            Hatu worried about him, but Donte seemed to move through life without a single care or concern. He was diligent enough in
            his lessons that his careless manner caused him no serious difficulties. While Hatu considered the future, Donte lived for
            the moment, seeking only immediate gratification, be it a stiff drink or a pretty girl. Yet Donte was still Hatu’s closest
            friend among the boys at the school.
         

         
         “Look,” said Hava, pulling them out of their joke. She thrust her chin toward the main street from the docks to the market.
            “Far side, four men.”
         

         
         Hatu spotted the men, sailors by the look of them, but of a fashion new to him. Coaltachin sailors favored baggy trousers
            of light weave, their linen shirts worn loosely to protect them against the heat. Coaltachin people tended to tan or have
            dark skin, with brown and black hair, but these men were fair skinned and burned red-bronze by the sun. Two of them had light
            brown hair, one was blond, and the last was red haired.
         

         
         “Kin of yours?” asked Hava.

         
         Hatu sighed. “That joke was old years ago.”

         
         Only the students who had been raised alongside Hatu knew what his normal hair color was. He dyed it regularly and had been
            forced on a few occasions to rub dirt or grease into the roots until he could wash and dye it again. Hatu stood out among
            the rest of the students. The islands to the east of the twin continents had for centuries been home to a people known as
            the Igara. They tended to range in height, but most possessed skin easily bronzed by the sun and hair that was typically colored
            black to medium brown. A few were blond, but Hatu was one of the two people he knew to have red tresses. Hava’s dark auburn
            hair only truly looked red after hours in the hot sun—sun bleaching was common with the fishermen and farmers if they didn’t
            wear hats—but Hatu’s was a unique copper red with golden highlights. “Look at that low forehead; more like your kin,” he said
            weakly, which caused Hava to chuckle slightly, almost a sound of pity, and Donte to shake his head dismissively.
         

         
         “Ya,” said Donte. “It’s not bright enough. Hatu’s is more like a flaming copper. That man’s is . . . dark carrot, if such
            a color exists.”
         

         
         Hava chuckled again. “Why don’t you just shave it off?”

         
         Hatu shook his head. “If you think a flame-haired boy stands out, how about a bald one? If I need to run and blend in with
            a crowd, dirty brown hair is best.”
         

         
         “So until he can learn to grow a new head of brown hair in under a minute, he’ll have to dye it,” added Donte. “Besides, what
            would happen if he’s doing a job and gets caught with a razor?”
         

         
         Hava nodded. “No weapons.”

         
         “No weapons,” repeated Hatu. As they approached adulthood, the students had been taught that when violence erupted, they stood
            a better chance with the authorities if they tossed their weapons aside rather than be captured armed. Loose clothing sewn
            with rags, to rip away splattered blood, and a host of other tricks had been drilled into the future agents of the Invisible
            Kingdom.
         

         
         All of their training aimed to make the youngsters as useful as possible to their nation. They pledged not to a king, despite
            their nation’s name, but to a ruling council, a system that had existed for centuries in this region.
         

         
         While the preceptors bore responsibility for educating the boys and girls, the masters were the final authority in Coaltachin.
            Each hierarchy within the gang culture of the island had a captain, crews, gangs, and regimes, but the person at the top of
            the order was simply called “master.” Above any single master was the Council, made up of the seven most powerful masters
            in Coaltachin, and heading the Council was Master Zusara, the single most powerful man in the nation, as close to a king as
            it was possible to be.
         

         
         “I’m hungry,” muttered Donte.

         
         “You’re always hungry,” replied Hava and Hatu in unison, which provoked another burst of barely contained laughter as they
            struggled to remain hidden.
         

         
         The forays into the various cities, towns, and villages of Coaltachin were part of the students’ education, but Donte always
            treated them as an excuse for a holiday, much to the consternation of both his master and his instructor. He began to construct
            a miniature lance from a windswept tree branch
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