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Praise for THE ROOTS OF CHAOS CYCLE

SAMANTHA SHANNON

‘No one enthralls me like Samantha Shannon’ R.F. Kuang, Sunday Times bestselling author of Babel

‘Samantha Shannon’s writing is as fierce as the magic she conjures. She’s in a league of her own – truly the best fantasy there is’ Saara El-Arifi, Sunday Times bestselling author of Faebound

‘The Priory of the Orange Tree is a brilliant, daring, and devastating jewel. Samantha Shannon has crafted an incredible world full of depth and danger, with characters I would follow to the ends of the earth’ Victoria Aveyard, New York Times bestselling author of the Red Queen series

‘A magnificent, sweeping epic’ Jennifer Saint, Sunday Times bestselling author on A Day of Fallen Night

‘With Among the Burning Flowers, Shannon offers readers a captivating glimpse into the events that precede The Priory of the Orange Tree. Perfect for fans of the series and new readers looking to dive in!’ Kate Dylan, Sunday Times bestselling author of Until We Shatter

‘A Day of Fallen Night is a mythic and timeless meditation on grief, faith and the bonds of love and fealty that define us. An exquisite epic fantasy’ Tasha Suri, World Fantasy Award-winning author of The Jasmine Throne

‘The new Game of Thrones. Escapism at its finest – Shannon, we salute you’ Stylist.co.uk

‘Sensual . . . Majestic . . . Blending politics with high adventure and the epic with the intimate, the narrative builds like a tidal wave before sweeping towards an awesome, climactic finale’ Daily Mail on Priory of the Orange Tree

‘An entirely fresh and addicting tale . . . A celebration of fantasy that melds modern ideology with classic tropes. More of these dragons, please’ Kirkus Reviews, starred review

‘There is no doubt that Samantha is the real thing . . . A born storyteller’ Observer

‘A name to watch’ Independent

‘[A] worthy introduction to the world of Ms. Shannon’s Roots of Chaos cycle . . . The worldbuilding here is excellent . . . Fiery fun’ Wall Street Journal on Among the Burning Flowers

‘This magnificent Sapphic fantasy novel is going to sweep you off your feet’ Glamour on A Day of Fallen Night

‘The engrossing new story promises to deliver more character-driven, emotionally complex adventure and intrigue’ Cosmopolitan on A Day of Fallen Night
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For my brother, Alfie




Author’s note

Among the Burning Flowers is a short prequel to The Priory of the Orange Tree. It may be approached as either a starting point for newcomers to the Roots of Chaos cycle, or a deepening of the story for readers who are already familiar with this world.

You’ll find a glossary and a character guide at the back of the book and two maps just ahead.

The fictional lands of this series are inspired by events and legends from various parts of the world. None is intended as a faithful representation of any one country or culture at any point in history.





The dreadful happenings of these times

have torn up by the roots Hope’s noble tree,

and in the garden of the world you’d say

they’ve stripped the leaves as far as one can see.

— JAHĀN-MALEK KĀTUN
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A standalone prequel to The Priory of the Orange Tree, telling the story of the Fall of Yscalin.

A burning spring grips the Kingdom of Yscalin. Marosa Vetalda is a prisoner in her own home, controlled by her father, King Sigoso. Over the mountains, her betrothed, Aubrecht Lievelyn, rules in all but name. Together, they intend to usher in a better world.

A better world seems impossibly distant to Estina Melaugo, who hunts the Draconic beasts that have slept across the continent for centuries.

And now the great wyrm Fýredel seeks vengeance upon humankind, and Yscalin will be the first to fall …
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Marosa

CÁRSCARO
KINGDOM OF YSCALIN
CE 1003

Long before it was a city, Cárscaro had been a mine.

In those days, the Gulthaganians ruled the northeast of the vast continent of Edin. Eager to conquer the rest, the Imperator of Gulthaga had sent his soldiers over the mountains west of their city, into land they did not know, to mine copper for armour and swords.

On the other side of the icy Spindles, the soldiers had scented copper and dug. But the western tribes of Edin, known as Yscals, had revered the mountains of their land. They cursed the newcomers for mining on Mount Fruma, for they saw in that peak a petrified god, the giant who had created their people.

The Yscals fought with flint and wood, the Gulthaganians with bronze. The fight had been lost from the start. Forced to work inside the mines, the Yscals had sliced their own skin to atone, fearing the displeasure of their god.

The Gulthaganians had named this outpost Karkara, meaning birdcage. Even when they were finally driven from Yscalin, two centuries after they came, Karkara had remained a place of exile. Anyone who fled its walls had perished on the plain below, their bones lost to the dust.

Those days were long past, for most. The old mountain gods were forgotten, supplanted by the foreign Saint. The ancient copper mines lay buried under Cárscaro, now transformed into the splendid capital of Yscalin, and its people could come and go as they pleased.

This was not so for their future queen, the Donmata Marosa.

****

On the seventh day of spring, her eyes flew open, as if the Saint had reached down from the holy court of Halgalant to wake her. Nearby, her First Lady of the Bedchamber slept on, dark curls fanned across her pillow. Priessa had always been a deep sleeper.

Marosa listened. Half of her was in her skin, the other half elsewhere, elsewhen. Three memories flared in quick succession: a whisper at her ear, a hand tight around hers, a scream.

When nothing disturbed the silence of her room, she rose and laced a sleeveless robe over her smock. The air was thick butter around her; even the smallest movements drew sweat. She opened the doors of her apartments, hoping for a cool breeze, an iced drink.

From the bruised light in the corridor, it was daybreak. She rarely woke so early of her own accord.

‘Donmata.’

The voice came from her left, where Ermendo Vuleydres stood by a window, armed with a pistol and rapier, a halberd near at hand. He must be cooking like a crab in all that gilded armour.

‘Ermendo,’ Marosa said, ‘did you feel something just now?’

‘A small tremor.’

‘Is that not the sixth in as many days?’

‘I believe so.’

His weathered face betrayed nothing. The Vardya were too disciplined to display such a base emotion as fear.

‘I will take my usual turn,’ Marosa said. ‘If you are at liberty.’

‘Of course, Your Radiance.’

There were occasional tremors in Cárscaro, but never so many, so close together. Still, Marosa was used to them. Knowing the city would shake now and then was part of being Cárscari.

They followed the path they had walked countless times, shadowed by two more guards. Here and there, Marosa glimpsed their reflections, folded into the polished walls of the Palace of Salvation. The walls that looked as if they had been painted with fresh ink.

Her prison was five hundred feet of blackstone and cinder and basalt, adorned with volcanic glass. Even on its lowest floors, with many arched windows to let a breeze through, it was always sweltering. A hundred thousand torches could not have truly lit its halls. Not only was it oppressively close, but abounding in tight stairways and trick walls to confuse intruders.

Queen Rozaria the Third had ignored her advisors when she ordered its construction. They had warned her that blackstone would hold in the heat; that only more northerly places, like Hróth, had need of such a dark fortress. Rozaria had not relented. This was her monument to Yscali strength, driven into the heart of Cárscaro. She had meant for it to look as fearsome as a wyrm, to serve as a reminder that Yscalin had risen from the ashes of the Grief.

She had succeeded, even if she had not lived to see the tower loom over the rest of the capital. It reminded the whole city of Fýredel, whose dread wings had once cast the world into shadow.

A wyrm that had never been slain.

Ermendo opened a door, and Marosa stepped on to the crescent balcony. She walked towards its balustrade and looked upon the capital of Yscalin.

Cárscaro was often called the High City. No settlement on the continent held a stronger defensive position. Built on a great cliff that shouldered out from the Spindles, it had those snow-capped mountains at its back, like a rear guard, and the Great Yscali Plain before it. The lavender there was already in bloom, mantling the land in purple all the way to the horizon.

‘It looks to be a fine day,’ Ermendo said. ‘Queen Sahar would have wanted to spend it on the plain.’

Marosa gave the barest nod. They had both often gone to the plain with her mother, who had preferred it to the city. Some Cárscari braved the descent, usually to ride or hunt, but none held court among the flowers quite like Queen Sahar.

Along with favourites and other guests, her Ladies of the Bedchamber had often joined her outings: Sennera Yelarigas, Denarva uq-Bardant, Aryete Feyalda. They would eat in the shade – spiced red sausage, cheese and grapes – and talk over the roar of the Gloriza Falls, while Marosa played with the other children. When it was especially hot, they had waded in the shallow water from the falls. Those days had given them a respite from the dark tower.

Her father had never come with them.

Marosa had no happier memories than of those golden hours. Her mother dancing with her, making her laugh until it hurt, teaching her to ride. When Marosa was old enough to be married, Queen Sahar had used their flower days to talk with her in private, to reassure her and answer her questions.

It felt as if an age had passed since then. Now the falls were gone, and so was her mother. Marosa looked away from the lavender, to the river of fire that flowed through Cárscaro.

It had come when she was seventeen, stemming from a crack in the Spindles. The sizzling light had burned a slow but steady path. Before long, it had worked its way beneath Vatana House, and there, in a great eruption of steam, destroyed the Gloriza Falls.

Most kings would have moved their capital, but not Sigoso Vetalda. He had summoned masons and alchemists to stop the lava, sparing no expense. After failing to dam it, they had diverted it into the existing canals and dug new ones to spread the light.

They had all been confident it would crust over. Almost a decade later, it had not. Now the people crossed it through enclosed stone bridges, and its branches were named after the Six Virtues.

Her father had called it the Tundana. Its branches merged at the edge of the cliff and poured on to the Great Yscali Plain, cooling to black
















From Ascalon, Queendom of Inys

High Spring, CE 1003

Lady Marosa, we pray you send us word how that you do. We have not heard from you in too long, and though King Sigoso must rely greatly upon his dutiful heir, we should be glad to read your tidings.

Ours was a short and clement winter. The snow is already thawing in Hróth, which we understand is curious for this time of year.

We hope and trust to embrace you again at your marriage to Prince Aubrecht, whensoever that may take place. Should a religious perspective be needful, the Arch Sanctarian would be pleased to visit you in Cárscaro.

Yours in fellowship and faith,

Sabran Queen of Inys
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