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ABOUT THE TRIUMPH OF FELIX

He must choose to save himself, or save the world…


Dr. Michael Jones, director of the old races refugee camp in Spain, is pressured to return to England for his own good.  Life in Toledo, with Magorian, the first and only wizard of this century, and the old races who live in an uneasy truce with humans, is not good for him.  Besides, the siren Aurelius has clearly abandoned his quest to summon the old gods to avenge himself upon the human race.

When Magorian translates the invocation to summon Agrona, goddess of death and carnage, found on a fifth century Celtic shield, Jones realizes Aurelius hasn’t given up his quest at all. Aurelius is looking for the Triumph of Felix—one of the keys needed to summon Agrona, and is weeks ahead of them.

The race to find the Triumph and keep it out of Aurelius’ hands begins…

The Triumph of Felix is part of the urban fantasy series, Magorian & Jones, by Taylen Carver.

1.0: The Memory of Water
2.0: The Triumph of Felix
3.0: The Shield of Agrona
4.0: The Rivers Ran Red
5.0: The Divine and Deadly
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The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.—Edmund Burke


 

DUBROS WISSUS

The Dark Knowledge: 

To bring me hence I bid thee offer 

Death of my enemy

Triumph of my love

Shield of my shield

Water of my soul

Cruor of your vow


 

CHAPTER ONE

Cornwall, Britain. Nearly three years ago.

The old ones were clustered in a tight group close to the end of the small bay, crouched upon the sand without umbrellas, towels or refreshments that I could see from my position close by the soaring cliffs which lined the bay.

I saw a pale foot kick out from among their legs, the flesh lily white from too much time spent inside. An arm flailed. The low grunting sounded again and this time I consciously registered it and recognized it for what it was.

I got to my feet, brushing off white beach sand. “You three, stay with your mother,” I told Gwen, Heulwen and Owen.

“Is that…is one of them phasing?” my wife asked in Welsh, watching the old ones with narrowed eyes.

“Yes, I think so. I should help.”

She nodded. “Yes, you must.”

As I slogged through the sand toward the huddled group of old ones, I sorted in my mind what supplies and instruments I had in the kit in our car. I addressed their backs. “Let me through, please. I’m a doctor. I can help.”

The man on the sand between them writhed, his contortions kicking up clouds of fine white sand. He looked human, but he wouldn’t for much longer.

Everyone around him hovered with their hands out, as if they were reaching to help. Only, they had no idea what to do to help him.

I yanked on the nearest shoulder to make way for myself. A white wing snapped out in surprise and I ducked away from the thick upper edge. The angel looked over her shoulder.

“I’m a doctor,” I told her. “I can help.”

She looked troubled. “You know ‘ow to fix…us?” Her eyes were crystalline and beautiful, as all angels were. The expression in them was troubled.

“I’ve had a great deal of experience. Let me through.”

She brought her wings back in and folded them against her back. “‘e just started to…to scream ‘n to squirm.” Her east London accent was heavy. She tapped the arm of the water leaper beside her and they shuffled out of the way, both wings lifting and shivering as they did when they were preparing to launch themselves skyward, or when they were wary.

“He is moving into active phase,” I told them. “Although I’ve never seen it come on so fast. There are usually a few days of fever…”

“‘e was sick last week,” one of the other leapers said. “Moanin’ and groanin’. Then ‘e got better.”

“Hmm…” I said diplomatically. No one “got better” when they moved into active phase. They sickened, then they changed or died. I knelt in the sand beside the writhing man. “The shift was delayed,” I murmured, studying his facial features. I absorbed the details, cataloguing them. I looked up at the leaper standing over me. “My car is in the carpark at the top of the cliff. The white Mercedes. There is a Gladstone bag in the boot. You can open the boot from the dashboard. We left the windows down because of the heat.”

The leaper nodded and threw herself up into the air. Her gossamer wings spread with a soft snap and worked hard with the characteristic fluttering sound water leapers made when they flew. She lifted up in the air.

Farther along the beach, I heard gasps and cries of alarm as the humans saw her take flight.

I ignored them and studied my patient. He was kicking, thrusting and making harsh tearing sounds at the back of the throat. His eyes were screwed shut.

I frowned. If he had passed through the fever stage and avoided developing meningitis as so many of them did, then he should not be in such severe pain now.

I examined the way he was holding his eyes so tightly closed and the truth occurred to me—only it was too late. He screamed, a human sound and the last he would make as a human, then threw his head back and howled. It was a guttural, deep sound, for his vocal chords were shifting.

Along the beach, I heard echoing gasps and horror-filled murmurs.

The old ones around me shifted on their feet, alarmed.

“Please, please, ‘elp him,” the angel murmured. Agony twisted her voice.

“It will pass,” I assured her. “But we must get him out of the sun—”

The soon-to-be goblyn howled again, cutting me off. He straightened, rigid with pain. The ground beneath us vibrated and shook, almost exactly like an earthquake.

Even the Errata moved away, their eyes widening. I looked between them for the black face and black tusks of the goblyn I knew lurked behind them. I saw his red-rimmed eyes. “Control his power!” I told him sharply. “He cannot—not yet!”

The goblyn crouched down on the other side of my patient. He put his hide-thick hand on the shoulder of his new brother. “‘ugh…’ugh!” He shook.

“He can’t hear you,” I told the goblyn.

“I can’t stop ‘im,” the goblyn replied. “Not in the sun, not out ‘ere.”

“If we get him inside, then?”

“Maybe…” the goblyn said. “If it’s dark, like.”

I put my hand out as the ground beneath me seemed to shrug and try to toss me aside. A bone-deep cracking sounded. Then the world paused, for one last shining moment. Even Hugh grew still.

We looked at each other.

“What was that?” one of them breathed.

A man screamed, behind us. “The cliff!! The cliff!”

I leapt to my feet and whirled at the same time, my heart racing. A massive portion of the cliff had cracked and was falling away from the land behind it. It was as if a giant had cleaved an axe into the land above and now the severed section was falling away.

It fell with horrible slowness.

“Ffraid!” My shout tore at my throat.

Ffraid had Owen on her hip as she slogged through the sand, with Heulwen’s hand in hers, while screaming at Gwen to run.

I threw myself forward, into a hard sprint across the sand, wishing it was a smooth-running track with perfect traction. I slipped, losing my grip and nearly fell, then staggered onward.

As I ran, I watched the cliff drop like a stone axe head, driving into the soft beach beneath. The top half of cliff-face crumbled at the jarring impact with the land and spewed down upon us.

All of us.


 

CHAPTER TWO

The old city, Toledo, Spain. Today.

I scrubbed at my face and tried to breathe through the ache in my chest and the writhing and squirming in my gut. My skin was crawling, my face was damp. Cold sweat.

“Here.” Lucía rested a cool glass against the back of my hand.

I took the glass of water and drank. The glass chattered against my teeth. After three mouthfuls which hurt to swallow, I put the glass down. “I could murder a bloody scotch right now.”

Dr. Lucia Robledo lowered herself gracefully into her big chair and raised one dark brow. “Scotch? That is what you are craving?”

I grimaced. “No, not really.”

Her gaze shifted downward, then back to my face. “Your leg is hurting, Michael?”

I looked down, too. I had been rubbing my thigh, just above the knee. That was one of the three places where it had been broken.

I let go of my knee and sat back on the comfortable leather sofa. “No, it’s not hurting.”

“You remember why it once hurt, though, yes?”

Dr. Robledo was paid to prod, so I forced myself to patience. “Yes, I remember now. Most of a Cornish cliff fell on me. Me and my family.” I drew in a breath. “I’m still trying to figure out which of the five of us were the lucky ones.”

Robledo kicked off her shoes and tucked her feet under one hip. “Up until today, you remembered it happening a different way.”

I scrubbed at my hair. The need to get up and pace was nearly overwhelming. No, not pace. To leave. To open the door, step out and never come back. “I give you due credit, doctor. You said hypnosis would work and I didn’t believe you.”

She fixed me with a stare that reached inside and saw everything. “You must give yourself credit, too, Michael. You want to escape this agony right now, but you’re putting yourself through it.”

I considered reaching for the water once more. I stared at a bead of condensation sliding down the side of the tall glass. “I have to,” I said bluntly. “My medical license depends upon me attending therapy sessions, monthly blood tests and staying sober.”

“And your mental health depends upon you doing the job your late wife urged you to do,” she added.

“Aren’t you supposed to lead me up to that?”

Robledo smiled. “You already know it.”

“As always, your couchside manner is…” I couldn’t think of a mild enough term.

“You like to cut to the chase, doctor. Wasting your time is the greatest sin anyone can commit against you these days.”

I flinched. Robledo was good at her job. She’d nailed that one with a silver tipped spike that drove deep.

“Why is time such a precious commodity to you?” she added.

“It’s not my time I hate wasting.” I was rubbing my thigh again and made myself stop. “I told you about Aurelius.”

“The…” She glanced at her iPad. “The siren who attacked you at Victoria Falls last year.”

“He flooded most of Sub-Saharan Africa and no one remembers his name. It flabbergasts me.” I sighed. “He’s out there. Somewhere.”

“And you have to find him, to stop him from calling down the old gods, who will destroy life as we know it.”

We both paused, replaying that in our heads.

Robledo gave a small grin. “Ten years ago, that statement coming from either of us would have put us under professional review.”

The quirk of her mouth and her nearly flawless English had been the reason I’d hired her. She had a sense of humor. She could pull back and see the absurdity of the big picture, when she needed to.

Her smile faded. “But you aren’t out looking for him, are you?”

I squirmed. I knew I was squirming. So did Robledo, who just watched me shift on the sofa.

Then, perhaps because she’d already put me through a ringer today, she relented and changed the subject. “While you are looking for Aurelius, what of your work at the refugee camp?”

“It’s a quiet period,” I said. “And Dr. Martinsson is efficient.”

“Efficient. That’s a neutral descriptor, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said flatly.

She waited.

“I don’t know Martinsson well. But the camp didn’t suffer while I was gone, so I have to assume her work is adequate.” I shrugged.

“And how do you feel about working there yourself? Are you still clenched when you are there?”

She didn’t glance at her notes, yet she had used the same word I had used in the first session we’d had.

“I’m still tense,” I admitted.

“On a scale of one to ten, with one being completely relaxed and ten being out of control, what is the level of your discomfort when you are there?”

“Nine point one,” I said, without thinking.

“It was eight, when I first asked you about this in October.” Again, she hadn’t glanced at her notes. I wondered if that was because this had been the goal post she had been aiming for all along, today. She would have reviewed the related notes carefully, in that case.

Robledo raised a brow. “You’re a doctor. You know that the human body can acclimate to almost anything, given time. Yet in four months, your stress levels have risen, not diminished. That’s not good, Michael.”

I gave her my best smile. “It is a complicated situation.”

“Yes, I understand that. You’re the world’s leading medical expert on the old races. You reached that level of familiarity by immersing yourself in your complicated situation for years—”

“I wasn’t exactly sober, then,” I pointed out, even though I hated reminding anyone of my shame. “I had a crutch.”

“And now that crutch is gone.” Robledo spoke with a tone that made me think I had just handed her the exact thing she had been waiting for. “You’re immersed in a world that reminds you over and over again that your wife and children died because of them. That you were hurt because of them. And now you can’t mask that pain anymore.”

“Forgive me, doctor, but that’s basic Freud.”

She nodded. “Which you are conveniently ignoring while you look for a solution which doesn’t exist. So let’s bring it back to basics. Working at the camp is not good for you. It is a trigger-infested swamp.”

My heart thudded as I stared at her, looking for a response out of the hundreds that occurred to me. Protests, explanations. Justifications. Instead, I said, “Wow…”

Robledo leaned forward. “Part of your rehabilitation includes cleaning up your lifestyle to support your sobriety. You have to think in the long term, as well as the short term—”

I laughed. “Right now, just getting through the day is as long term as it gets.”

“That’s part of the problem. Do you see? You’re constantly nudged by reminders. You blow all your energy stepping around them and white-knuckling your way to the end of the evening. If you were to take yourself away from all that, you would have energy to spare to consider longer term adjustments.”

“You’re saying I should quit.” I had trouble even speaking the words.

She shook her head. “I’m asking you to consider your options. Leaving the camp and finding work somewhere else is one of your options.”

“I think you reviewed the wrong section of your notes, doctor,” I said flatly. “You can’t remember Aurelius’ name and you don’t seem to understand that he threatens all of us. Not just the old races, but humans, too. If I were to return to England to take care of myself, everything else would fall apart.”

“And you feel everything else, the rest of the world, is your responsibility?”

I shook my head. “You’re twisting it. I’m saying that the choice to leave Toledo is a selfish one that, under the circumstances, can’t be justified. Not at any level.”

Robledo let it go with a short nod and picked up her iPad. “Then you must take refuge in routine. The boring and predictable is your hedge against triggers.”

I let out a breath I wasn’t aware I had been holding. Robledo didn’t have the power to make me do anything, but she did report back to my licensing board. Her reports were used to assess my probation. “Mundanity works,” I admitted.

“Mundanity…” She frowned. Then the frown cleared. “Mundane. I see. Yes. Well, for now, you must avoid the exciting life.”

“Living amongst the old races?” I raised my brow.

“As much as you can,” she amended, with a heavy sigh.

We wrapped up the session with the usual administrative details, then I was free to leave. I closed the door behind me and stood for a moment with my hand on the ancient iron latch, listening to the tourists murmuring beyond the old oak door just in front of me, as they moved along the narrow lane outside.

Today, more than any other day, I stepped through this door and out into the streets of Toledo and felt a sharp sense of relief mixed with uneasiness. And the tiny voice that had been growing steadily louder over the last few weeks spoke quite clearly.

How long can I keep juggling? How long before I fumble it?

Robledo had more than nailed it. She had skewered me with it. But she wasn’t the first to recognize how precarious my life was, right now.

I gave my light jacket a swift tug to put it into place, because it was a damp day out there, then stepped out into the street.

I just have to get through today, I told the voice and ignored it after that.


 

CHAPTER THREE

Toledo in July and August is near unbearable with its lagging heat and cloud-free skies. Toledo in January was a different beast, especially these days.

No matter what time of year, Toledo had once counted itself lucky if there were more than six days of rain each month. Global warming and the impact of the old races had made the weather unpredictable. No one knew for sure what the outlook would be more than a couple of days ahead. With the sirens and the fae able to change the local humidity and weather conditions at will, even the most complicated predictive models were no longer reliable.

Today, it was raining. That was all anyone could say for sure.

Tourists wore rainproof anoraks or held their backpacks over their heads as they hurried along the old cobbled streets. Locals occasionally used umbrellas, but most dashed from under one roof to another and shook themselves off.

I hurried down the street to the hourly parkade where I usually parked the car, when I drove into town. It was too far to walk to the house, then to the camp, and still arrive in a condition fit to work.

When I had returned from England in early October last year, Magorian had insisted I use his Aston Martin, which sat under the sunroof most days of the week. I had demurred and spoken of buying a used Citroën C4, for my visits to locations in the city had become more frequent than they once were.

Magorian had dealt with that with short shrift. “I’m a snotty trust fund spawn. You’re not. Use the damn car. The battery will die if someone doesn’t.” For it was a fact that even though Magorian was a good driver, he never drove anywhere anymore. The world came to his door.

Our door.

I moved into the parkade and down to the level where I’d parked the Aston Martin. As I reached the end of the ramp, I saw three youths standing with their heads together, close by the boot of the Aston Martin. The three were all human, which was a relief. I didn’t like to confront the old races. It felt disloyal. Yet more and more, the human gangs and street kids were learning that the old races could be useful allies.

I moved toward to the Aston Martin and unlocked it with the key fob. The solid thud of the doors unlocking made the three of them jump. They spun to spot me, already pushing at each other, encouraging each other to run. But they didn’t quite break into a run.

I thought I knew why.

They watched me approach the car warily.

“I hope you didn’t try to touch it,” I told them. My Spanish was getting better every day.

They didn’t answer straight away. The taller one standing just in front of them said hesitantly, “I know you.” He frowned. “You’re that doctor guy who works with the freaks.”

I shut down the spurt of irritation the epithet always gave me. “Jones,” I said shortly. “And they’re called the old races.”

“Whatever,” the spokesman said. “You learn how to do magic from them?”

“No, I learned it from a wizard,” I replied. “So you did try to approach the car.” I bent and slid the fist-sized rock out from under the back wheel and hefted it.

“He magicked it!” one of the others whispered.

“I didn’t do this magic,” I assured them. “This is wizard-level stuff.”

“It’s just a freaking rock.” The spokesman sounded braver than he looked.

“Is it?” I moved toward them, holding the rock out. The other two cringed backward. The spokesman held his ground. I put the rock on my hand and held it out to him. “If it’s just a rock, take it.”

He frowned, his thick black brows scrunched together. He could see I held the thing and that it weighed about what it should for an unremarkable piece of limestone.

“Don’t touch it, Ricky!” one of the others whispered. “You’ll get warts.”

“You might,” I said, my tone judicious. “Or maybe you’ll get a disease that makes your penis drop off. That’s the problem with wizards. You just don’t know what they might come back at you with.” I hefted the rock. “Take it,” I repeated.

“I couldn’t move it, before,” Ricky said sullenly. “Not even shoving with my boot.” The Aston Martin was a prime target for car thieves. It was exotic, for Spain, and had caught their eye.

“You can see I’m moving the rock just fine.” I bent and put the rock on the oil-stained concrete of the parkade and stepped back out of the way, making myself appear to be less of a threat. “Go ahead.”

Ricky was mildly smarter than the other two. He shook his head.

One of the smaller two stepped around him. “It’s just rock.” He sounded disgusted. Then he kicked it.

Bad mistake.

He’d put effort into the kick, intending to send the rock rolling across the floor. His toe, inside his Nikes, rammed with full weight against the sharp angles of the rock.

The rock didn’t move.

The boy did. He howled and hopped about, trying to reach for his toe and stay away from me at the same time.

The other lad, the one who had warned Ricky about warts, bent and shoved at the rock. It didn’t move, of course. It wouldn’t move for anyone but Magorian or me.

“You should go to the clinic to have your toe looked at,” I told the hopping one. “It’s probably broken.” I’m pretty sure he hadn’t heard me, but Ricky had.

Ricky stared at me with narrowed eyes. “The problem with magic, right?” he said, sounding a lot older.

“That’s right.” I bent and picked up the rock once more. “Best not mess with the stuff unless you know what you’re doing.”

Ricky rounded up his crew, shoving the limping boy into moving. “I know you now!” he called back over his shoulder.

“And my car!” I shot back. “Stay away from it in the future. And warn your friends.”

He didn’t answer, but I knew he’d heard me.

Satisfied, I moved back to the car, tossed the rock onto the passenger seat and climbed in. The boys were nowhere in sight as I drove out of the parkade but I knew they were watching me leave.

The wipers whispered as I navigated through the old town to the bridge over the crystal-clear Tagus and up the river valley onto the plain beyond…except it was no longer the plain it had been a year ago.

I turned in amongst the giant trees standing over the sides of the minor road I used to reach the house and rolled through the dim tunnel they created. I’d learned many of the species’ common names, yet the range of trees in the new forest was vast and staggering in its variety. African baobab stood beside Californian redwoods. English oaks big enough to be a couple of centuries old tangled their limbs with rowans, willows, Australian Moreton Bay fig trees and wizened old olive trees.

It was not the only old race forest in the world, for a second had begun forming in northern Africa, taking over the edges of the Sahara, but it was the first and the largest.

The shadows were deep beneath the trees today, which I did notice. Normally, the shade cast by the trees was most welcome. Today it felt cold, but that could merely be my sour mood making itself felt. I was tempted to put on the heater, but that was too deliberate an act and I was only minutes away from the house, now.

I instead peered through the boles and trunks and undergrowth, wondering if I would glimpse any of the old ones who lived among the trees now. More and more old ones had given up their places at the refugee camp in favor of a Robin Hood-style existence under the green canopy.

I drove along the short, steep drive up to the house and the carport standing at the east end of it. I parked and returned the spell-carrying rock to behind the back wheel once more.

As I moved along the path to the kitchen door, an oak branch as long as my arm landed barely a pace from me, last year’s dried leaves sodden with rain and slapping the flagstones. I looked up, startled.

Eucleides de California hovered thirty feet in the air, his arms ladened with similar branches, his thin wings working hard to carry both him and his load. “Sorry, Dr. Jones!” he cried, as he lowered himself to the ground beside the dropped branch.

I picked up the branch and handed it to him. “Firewood?” I asked, puzzled, for there were bigger logs and lumber under the other side of the carport roof, out of the rain. The basement where Ketill and his six kids lived had a pot-bellied stove in one corner that kept things cozy if Ketill wasn’t there to make the earth under their feet warm enough for bare toes. Eucleides was Ketill’s oldest. At nineteen, he didn’t qualify as a kid. He spent his time marshalling his siblings and home-schooling them, too.

“Thanks, doc,” Eucleides said, rearranging the load in his arms to take the dropped log. “These are for Delta.”

Delta was Ketill’s youngest child. “Is she still not herself?” I asked. “Would you like me to look at her?”

“Nah.” Eucleides shifted the awkward load, hitching them a bit. “I thought, she’s a dryad so…trees. Around her bed. Only, they’re not really growing much this time of year.”

It was an interesting idea. “You might try looking for pine trees. They’d be aromatic and green.”

“I wanted to, but I didn’t want to go too far, either. Dad’s not home right now.” He hitched the branches once more. “Anyway…”

“Best walk them down, this time, huh?” I suggested.

“Yeah.” He gave a bashful grin. “Moving too fast, sorry.”

“Tell me if Delta doesn’t recover her spirits,” I added as I moved along the path. Eucleides went the other way, for a separate entrance to the basement could be reached just beyond the carport.

It was only a few minutes past nine when I moved into the big lounge-dining room where most of the household tended to gravitate when they were not involved in their own projects and work.

Magorian was at the dining table, his head in one hand, stirring a bowl of something that I thought might be oatmeal. He looked as though he was barely awake. The battered laptop he insisted upon using was open in front of him, but I wondered how much of the content on the screen he was actually absorbing. Little of his eyes was visible.

“Late night?” I asked as I passed the table. I leaned through the kitchen door and spotted Susazza Mingo emerging from the pantry, a bag of lemons in her hand. “Señora Mingo, may I have a cup of tea, please?”

Her round face creased. “Teapot tea?” She did not understand the vast difference between tea brewed properly in a pot and the brown, flavorless water produced by poor quality tea bags.

I sighed and shook my head. “A tea bag will do, thank you.” I moved back out to the big room, where Magorian appeared to have not moved. His bowl was still full.

Smooth river stones sat in neat rows in front of the chair I normally used. I paused near them and felt the faint warmth/mass of power in them. I moved up to the end of the table instead. “The rock worked, by the way,” I told Magorian.

He looked up, his expression bleary. “Hm?”

I told him about the three boys in the carpark.

Magorian grunted.

“If you didn’t sleep last night, you at least put the time to good use. Is that an order?” I pointed at the stones.

“Birthday party.” Magorian’s mouth turned down. “The deputy mayor of Toledo’s daughter.”

I let out a slow breath. “And you didn’t tell them to fuck off. I’m impressed. You’ve learned something about networking.”

Magorian rolled his eyes. “Yes, I managed to figure that out all by myself.”

“A year ago, you wouldn’t have bothered.”

“A year ago, no one had a clue who I was and wouldn’t have asked me to do their kid’s birthday party.” He shrugged. “Adding fireworks effects to pebbles isn’t at the same level as doing parlor tricks with a cape and a little wand. At least I don’t have to be there to see them go off.”

“Fireworks? I hope the fireworks don’t go off at ground level?”

“Fifty feet up and they’re fireworks effects. No real sparks.” Magorian took a spoonful of oatmeal, paused with it near his mouth and said, “You can feel the spell in them.”

“I guess…I suppose.” I looked to the kitchen door, wishing my tea was here. For a second I thought of getting up and collecting it, instead of waiting here.

Magorian’s eyes narrowed even more. “So…how is Dr. Robledo?”

I said curiously, “Why couldn’t you sleep?”

“Nightmare.” Magorian ate steadily.

I considered that. “Given that it’s you we’re talking about, I’m going to presume that it wasn’t the average sort of nightmare.”

“Same one, over and over. Being crushed under rocks.” He shoved his bowl away with a loud scrape across the varnished wood. I jumped, and not because of the skidding sound.

“Are you being cute?” I asked stiffly.

Magorian looked at me. “Huh?”

I paused. After all, this was Magorian I was dealing with. “Crushed under rocks,” I repeated, then said cautiously. “Did you…was it a prophetic dream?”

Magorian stiffened. “Why do you say that?” he demanded.

“Because you anticipated me by a few hours.”

Magorian just looked at me.

“Are we ever going to talk about your mo—”

“No,” he said flatly, cutting me off.

“Then about the fact that you can apparently tell what will happen in the future, if you go about it the right way?”

Magorian scowled, as I’d known he would. “It was just when I was a kid. Once.”

“Then how did you know what I would be dealing with this morning? Even I didn’t know. She caught me—what do you call it? Sandbagging?”

“She sandbagged you? With what?”

“She hypnotized me and made me remember Cornwall. The way it really happened.” My heart thudded, just from saying that much. My leg ached. I grabbed the knee and dug my fingers in. Magorian couldn’t see through the table.

Magorian grew still. He studied me. “You remember now,” he said, sounding…I wasn’t entirely sure. Pleased? Regretful?

“I remember being crushed under rocks,” I told him, watching his face for any telltale signs.

Magorian reached over to his laptop and turned it around so I could see the screen. “What I do is all smoke and mirrors, doc. Haven’t you heard?”

I saw only half the headline; Old Races might be legit, but fake wizard—

I lifted my gaze to meet Magorian’s. “You know how to deal with that crud.”

“Yeah, it’s real easy. Find a crowd, cast a spell and lose most of my memory for the effort.” He shut the laptop. “I don’t think so.”

“Have you even spoken to the elementals? They use high magic all the time—”

“Do you know how to sweat?” Magorian demanded.

“That’s an autonomic response.”

“Which is the level of control the elementals have over their magic.” Magorian sat back.

“But they don’t lose their memory,” I pointed out. “They do small stuff all the time. Grow trees, make crops flourish, bring rain, clean water…it’s all basic. They’re not backing up one of the biggest rivers in Africa for a hundred miles.”

“Then you talk to them,” Magorian ground out.

“How close are you to finishing translating the shield
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