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      Agaeran Zabala: (AH-geh-rahn zu-BAH-lah) Félbahlag count.

      Ager Sagasti: (AH-gayr suh-GAH-stee) Félbahlag baron. Member of the Félbahrin senate.

      A'iwanea, Mama: (AH-ee-wah-NAY-uh) Noélani referred to as the Great Mother, primary mother goddess of the Kajoran people.

      Akajokira, Auntie: (uh-KAH-jo-KEE-ruh) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of protection for the Kajoran people.

      Akani, Auntie: (uh-KAH-nee) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of the harvest for the Kajoran people.

      Akshira: (ahk-SHEE-rah) Rorujhen spouse to Farukan and mother of Barashan.

      Alénia: (uh-LAY-nee-ah) A human woman living in the Shifara area. She is an expert with the long sword and seeks out any who are proficient to challenge them.

      Alex Stone: Daruidai agent.

      Anazhari: (AH-nah-ZJAH-ree) Rorujhen mare who agrees to become Mira’s mount.

      Ancaera: (ahn-KAY-rah) Ashae widow to Vaelir, whom she had married out of convenience to maintain control of her family estate of Shianri.

      Anjenig: (AHN-jeh-nig) Wyl-Dunn man that Mira befriends.

      Aputi: (uh-POO-tee) King of the Kajoran people.

      Aradi: (uh-RAH-dee) Daughter to Duanna and mother to Nimué. The second Baensiari. Aradi brought the secret of witchcraft to Earth at the behest of her mother, who was also known as Diana.

      Arama Elizondo: (AH-ruh-muh eh-lee-ZOHN-do) Félbalag queen of in Félbahrin.

      Arané-Li: (uh-RAH-nay-LEE) Ulané Jhinura Chamberlain in Su Lariano.

      Arduanna: (ahr-doo-AH-nuh) See Duanna.

      Astéa Wairua: (uh-STAY-uh wun-NO-uh) See Bright.

      Astrina: (uh-STREE-nah oo-LAH-nay po-LO-so) Astrina Ulané Poloso. Ulané Jhinura queen of Su Lariano.

      Ayrik: (AI-rik)Dannu Fé king on Danu.

      Bastien: (BAS-chehn) Tékoran (manticore) that Nora adopts.

      Bavrana: (bah-VRAH-nah) An Urgaban merchant and the Merchant Guildmaster in Pokorah-Vo. Part owner with Mira of the Raven’s Nest Restaurant in Su Lariano.

      Bénca: (BAYN-kuh) Bahréth second wife to Médard.

      Berowen: (BAIR-o-wehn) Ande Dannu king in Solaian on Danu. Also known as Oberon.

      Bijoux: (BEE-jhoo) Jahgreet cub. Rispan’s companion.

      Bright: Shian Shariel (originally a Kree) that Nora saved and who has become her companion. Bright has evolved into a new and sentient creature. Also known as Astéa Wairua.

      Carmen Cansino: (KAHR-mehn kan-SEE-no) This is a false identity used by Mira as a way of paying homage to Rita Hayworth, one of her favorite actresses.

      Chenosh: (CHEH-nosh) Qélosan who is referred to by the Bahréth as The Envoy and granted status in their religion as an angel.

      Cirilia: (sih-REE-lee-uh) Jhiné Boré (Dryad) who lives on Earth in the heart of the small wooded area near the Ramirez home.

      Corlen Veranu: (KOHR-lehn vehr-AH-noo) Kajoran that meets Nora on the island of Carabora.

      Dagda: (DAHG-duh) Uthadé. Traditionally known as the father-god of the Tuatha de Danann.

      Dajhanok: (DAH-zhah-NOHK) Jyyeh god of chance for the Bahréth religion. Trickster god.

      Danel Gartza: (DAH-nehl GAHRT-zuh) Félbahlag baron. Member of the Félbahrin senate.

      Deirdre Leland-Rinn: Nora’s biological mother.

      Duanna: (doo-AH-nuh) Also known as the Great Mother of the Uthadé and is the namesake for Danu. She had many names, including Arduanna, Arduinna, Dunna, Dana, Danu, and Diana. She was the first baensiari. Mother to Aradi and many other gods of the Uthadé.

      Dwayne Hawthorne: Human father of Emma and Shelby. Husband to Parker Hawthorne.

      Dyani: (dee-AH-nee) Ranolan woman of the Sokwané clan who helps Nora and her party get back to Carabora.

      Dzurala: (dzu-RAH-lah) Ulané Jhinura General of the Investigations and Intelligence Branch (IIB) in Su Lariano.

      Edrigun: (AY-dreh-goon) Kagan (king) of the Wyl-Dunn on Danu.

      Elishat: (EH-leh-SHAHT) Rashi woman on the ship Lantees at the bottom of the Lantesian Sea.

      Emma Hawthorne: Shelby’s younger sister from Earth. Daughter to Dwayne and Parker.

      Eremon Igonez: (AY-reh-mohn EE-go-nehz) Félbahlag general. Member of the Félbahrin senate. Advisor to King Inigon Elizondo the Third. Eremon the Victorious.

      Ezhti: (EHZH-tee) Jhyeh mother-goddess of the Bahréth religion.

      Farukan: (FAH-roo-kahn) The Rorujhen formerly enslaved by the White Riders on Daoine. He serves Mira as mount and partner. Spouse of Akshira and father of Barashan.

      Felgor: (FELL-gor) See Mouse.

      Fernan Gabiran: (fehr-NAHN GAH-bee-rahn) Félbahlag duke, merchant, and member of the Félbahrin Senate.

      Gathrael: (GAH-thray-ehl) Qélosan. The strongest of the Qélosan and the one who first established contact with Olsahg of the Bahréth.

      Genevané: (gen-neh-VAH-nay) Darakanos befriended by Rispan.

      Goibhniu: (GOYV-noo) Master Uthadé smith. Creator of Mira’s daggers.

      Grace Ndané: (n-DAH-nay) A witch and half-owner of Herbs, Antiques and Curiosities (HAC.) Mentor to her partner, Katya.

      Gralbast: (GRAHL-bast) An Urgaban merchant. Formerly the Merchant’s Guildmaster. Mira’s business partner in Pokorah-Vo.

      Gurutz Baroja: (goo-ROOTZ bah-RO-hah) Félbahlag count and member of the Félbahrin senate.

      Gylan: (GUY-lahn) Ulané Jhinura armorer and leatherworker. Husband to Félora and father to Tesia.

      Hoa: (HO-uh) Pilané Jhin who helps Mira to heal after she was severely wounded and helped her to learn pixie magic.

      Inigon Elizondo: (IN-ih-gohn ay-lee-ZOHN-do) Félbahlag prince in Félbahrin. Nephew to the king and heir apparent.

      Igonez: See Eremon Igonez.

      Iratzé: (ee-RAHT-say) Kaganum (queen) of the Wyl-Dunn of Danu.

      Istas: (EE-stahs) Ranolan chief of the Sokwané clan. Father to Dyani.

      Itara, Brother: (ee-TAH-ruh) Noélani referred to as the awa’ia of the sun by the Kajoran people.

      Iwalani, Auntie: (ee-wuh-LAH-nee) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of communication and learning for the Kajoran people.

      Jack: Jakarael Abalaan. Daijheen who encounters Nora shortly after she first arrived on Danu and became her companion.

      Jakarael Abalaan: (JAH-kah-ray-EHL AH-buh-lahn) See Jack.

      Jakeda: (jah-KAY-dah) Urgaban head chef at the Raven’s Nest restaurant.

      Jill Ramirez: Mira’s foster-mother on Earth.

      Jorge Cervantes: Mira’s biological Father.

      Kaiaru, Uncle: (kai-AH-roo) Noélani son of Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. He is the god of the sea to the Kajoran people.

      Kaléa, Aunti: (kuh-LAY-auh) Noélani daughter of Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. She is the goddess of the dance.

      Karis Ulané Panalira: (KAH-ris oo-LAH-nay pah-nah-LEE-rah) Younger cousin of Neelu. Missing for many years. See Rispan.

      Kartahn Zeg: (KAHR-tahn ZEHG) Bahréth religious leader, mage, and necromancer. He has a more human appearance, but this is a glamour used to disguise his true nature.

      Katamakutu, Uncle: (KAH-tah-muh-KOO-too) Noélani son of Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. He is the god of chance to the Kajoran people.

      Katya Zahradi: (KAT-yah zuh-RAH-dee) A witch and half-owner of Herbs, Antiques and Curiosities (HAC.) Apprentice to her partner, Grace.

      Kékoatalki: (kay-KO-uh-TAHL-kee) Borosoor resident of the abandoned city of FIndias in Danu.

      Kemen Agéra: (KEH-mehn uh-GAY-ruh) Félbahlag baron. Member of the Félbahrin senate.

      Képa: (KAY-puh) Wyl-Dunn healer.

      Kholinaer: (ko-lihn-AIR) The Ashae king in Shifara Castle.

      Korana, Sister: (ko-RAH-nuh) Noélani referred to as the awa’ia of the moon by the Kajoran people.

      Korashéna Ulané Sharavi: (KO-rah-SHAY-nuh oo-LAH-nay shah-RAH-vee,) See Shéna.

      Laila: (LYE-luh) Impané mage. Mother of Yormak.

      Lélé Corana: (LAY-LAY koh-RAH-nuh) Kajoran ship captain.

      Lo-An: (LO-AHN) Pilané Jhin who helps Mira to heal after she was severely wounded and helped her to learn pixie magic.

      Luana Alaso: (loo-AH-nuh uh-LAH-so) Kajoran princess. Heir to the Kajoran throne.

      Luciana “Luci” Leon: (LOO-see-AH-nuh lay-OWN) Social worker assigned to Mira and Nora for their foster care. She is also Mira’s aunt, and formerly with the Daruidai.

      Lugh: (LOOHG) Uthadé who was half Fu-Mo Ri and a king at one time. Son of Duanna.

      Luisanto Eskivel: (loo-ee-SAN-to AY-skee-vehl) Félbahlag baronet appointed as alcalde of Carabora.

      Maeve: Dannu Fé queen on Danu.

      Makati, Auntie: (muh-KAH-tee) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of the wind for the Kajoran people.

      Martin Laurent: Nora’s biological father.

      Marua, Uncle: (muh-ROO-uh) Noélani son to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the god of healing for the Kajoran people.

      Médard: (MAY-dahrd) Bahréth mage that Mira encounters in Tyr nya Lu.

      Mehrzad: (mair-ZAHD) Rorujhen stallion who agrees to become Luci’s mount.

      Merlain: (mehr-LAYN) Also known as Merlin. A biological ancestor of Nora’s.

      Milani: (mee-LAH-nee) Awanjii sent as Mama’s Mercy.

      Mira: (MEE-ruh) Mirabela Cervantes Ramirez. Nora’s foster-sister.

      Moépatu, Auntie: (MO-ay-PAH-too) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of death for the Kajoran people.

      Mohanga, Papa: (mo-HAHNG-guh) Noélani referred to as the Sky Father, primary father god of the Kajoran people.

      Monollo: (mo-NO-lo) Awanjii sent as Mohanga’s Revenge.

      Mooren: (MOO-rehn) Ulané Jhinura assigned to accompany Mira and advise and protect her on her missions to Pokorah-Vo and Shifara. Holds the rank of Lance with the Su Lariano Palace Guard, which is equivalent to corporal.

      Motiho, Uncle: (mo-TEE-ho) Noélani son to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the god of music for the Kajoran people.

      Mouse: Also known as Felgor. Close Ulané Jhinura friend to Mira and Rispan since her early days in Su Lariano. Becomes manager for the Raven’s Nest Restaurant.

      Neelu: (NEE-loo oo-LAH-nay POO-lah-kah-SAH-do) Neelu Ulané Pulakasado. Ulané Jhinura daughter to Queen Astrina. Mira’s first friend in Daoine.

      Nériala Elizondo: (nay-ree-AH-lah ay-lee-ZOHN-do) Félbahlag princess in Félbahrin.

      Nimué: (NEE-moo-ay) Daughter of Aradi and Oisin Rinn. A biological ancestor of Nora's. The third baensiari.

      Nora: Leanora Leland. Mira’s foster-sister on Earth.

      Nuada: (NOO-uh-duh) Also, Nuada of the Silver Hand. Known as the first king of the Uthadé (Tuatha de Danann.)

      Ogma: (O-muh) Master Uthadé smith. Creator of Mira’s pendent.

      Oisin Rinn: (oh-SHEEN RIHN) Nora’s ancestor. Husband to Aradi and father of Nimué.

      Olsahg: (OL-sahg) Bahréth prophet who introduced the Transcendent (Qélosan) into the religion.

      Orton: (OR-tuhn) Uthadé harbormaster of Tyr nya Lu.

      Palben Ayala, Father: (PAHL-ben ai-AH-luhn) Félbahlag Grand Inquisitor of the Jhunélin Order within the Most Holy Church of Ah-Shan.

      Palila Aloso: (puh-LEE-luh uh-LAH-so) Kajoran queen. Mother of Luana.

      Parker Hawthorne: Human mother of Emma and Shelby. Wife to Dwayne Hawthorne.

      Poldi: (POL-dee) One of three Bahréth who, urged by Mira, decided not to attack the camp of healers and injured Wyl-Dunn, breaking away from Kartahn Zeg.

      Radomér: (RAH-do-mair) One of three Bahréth who, urged by Mira, decided not to attack the camp of healers and injured Wyl-Dunn, breaking away from Kartahn Zeg.

      Ree: (REE) See Reelu Ulané Pulakaloso.

      Reelu Ulané Pulakaloso: (REE-loo oo-LAH-nay poo-lah-kah-LO-so) Ulané Jhinura. Older sister to Neelu. Rispan’s mother.

      Rispan: (RIS-pehn) Close friend to Mira and Mouse since her early days in Su Lariano. Is assigned to join her first mission to Pokorah-Vo.

      Rizina: (rih-ZEE-nuh) Ulané Jhinura bodyguard assigned to protect Mira when holding the rank of Bar, equivalent to private, with the Su Lariano Palace Guard.

      Seighdlacht: (SAYGD-lahkt) Unidentified dark figure in Nora’s dreams.

      Sena: (SEH-nuh) One of three Bahréth who, urged by Mira, decided not to attack the camp of healers and injured Wyl-Dunn, breaking away from Kartahn Zeg.

      Shahz Dega: (SHAHZ DAY-guh) Félbahlag first mate to Lélé Corana.

      Shan: (SHAHN) God of the Félbahlag.

      Shelby Hawthorne: Went to high school with Mira and Nora. Older sister to Emma. Learns how to use magic after seeing Nora do magic accidentally.

      Shéna: (SHAY-nuh.) Korashéna Ulané Sharavi. Last surviving member of the royal family of the Ulané Jhinura city of Su Astonil. Enslaved in Pokorah-Vo all her life until she was freed by Rispan.

      Shian Shariel: (SHEE-uhn SHAH-ree-ehl) See Bright.

      Shigara: (shee-GAH-rah) Ulané Jhinura Chief Healer for Queen Astrina in Su Lariano.

      Sophia “Sofi” Leon Cervantes: (so-FEE-uh lay-OHN sehr-VAHN-tess) Mira’s biological mother.

      Ta’uira, Auntie: (TAH-oo-EE-ruhn) Noélani daughter to Mama A’iwanea and Papa Mohanga. This is the goddess of the storm for the Kajoran people.

      Tavarnin: (tuh-VAR-nihn) Wyl-Dunn father to Zoriaa and Arrosa.

      Té Niya: (TAY NEE-uh) Ande Dannu queen in Solaian in Danu. Also known as Titania.

      Tesia: (TEE-zee-uh) Ulané Jhinura master mage in Su Lariano. Friend to Neelu and daughter of Felora and Gylan. Trains Mira in magic and accompanies her on her mission to Shifara.

      Tony Ramirez: Mira’s foster-father on Earth.

      Uftzi Elkano: (OOFT-zee ayl-KAH-no) Félbahlag count. Member of the Félbahrin senate.

      Unais Elizondo III: (oo-NAY-us ay-lee-ZOHN-do) King of the Félbahlag in Félbahrin.

      Usoa: (oo-SO-uh) Wyl-Dunn woman assigned to assist Mira. Later becomes a traveling companion and apprentice to Zoriaa.

      Valdis Rotger: (VAHL-dihs ROHT-gehr) Félbahlag baron and appointed governor of Kajo.

      Veeluthun: (vee-LOO-thoon oo-LAH-nay gah-BO-lay) Veeluthun Ulané Gabolé. Younger brother to Neelu in Su Lariano.

      Veron: (VAY-run) Ulané Jhinura weapon’s master in Su Lariano. Assisted in training Mira in martial arts.

      Véshdani: (vaysh-DAH-nee) Androgynous god of the ancient Félabhlag religion of Fél Naran.

      Ysiola: (EE-see-OH-lah) Ashae queen in Shifara Castle.

      Zoriaa: (ZO-ree-uh) Wyl-Dunn keeper of the old ways, similar to a priestess. Eldest daughter of Tavarnin and sister to Arrosa.
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      Throughout my stories, you may note the use of names (or words) either taken directly from various ethnic groups or are some variation thereof. This is my way of tipping my hat in appreciation to those groups. I in no way attempt to portray the culture of these groups as I could not even pretend to do them justice, though there may be some cultural aspect that inspires me in the development of my fantasy cultures. Likewise, the fantasy races for whom these names are used is just random assignment, often it is simply based on a particular sound I was going for at that moment. If you read a name that appears to be from your people or culture, know that it is done respectfully. If you are reading a name that is unfamiliar to you, I encourage you to see if you can figure out its origins and look into those cultures for yourself. Perhaps inspiration will strike you as well.
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      The huge Wyl-Dunn camp I’d visited before was gone; there was nothing left but destruction. And the dead. My first instinct was to look for familiar faces among the fallen, not that I had known many of them. There were too many bodies to be able to easily tell who was here, but there weren’t anywhere near enough to account for the entire camp. Somewhere, there were a lot of survivors. I also saw a number of bahrantu, those giant scorpions, or sometimes just pieces of them. I saw a gajhanti corpse not far off; one enormous tusk pointed at the sky.

      “This isn’t all of them,” I said. “They must have gone somewhere.”

      “And they’d just leave their dead like this?” Luci asked.

      “They may not have had a lot of options at the time,” I pointed out. “Do you think you can track any survivors? The ones who were on foot, anyway?” She wouldn’t be able to track those who flew off on gurpahn-back. The griffins.

      “I have no idea,” she frowned. “With armies coming in and out, trampling tracks far and wide…” She shrugged.

      “I know where they went,” a voice said.

      I spun to face the speaker. It was a Wyl-Dunn woman. Her hair was ragged and filthy. There was a bloody gash on her head, and she seemed to be favoring one leg as she stood leaning on a staff that she gripped with both hands. She was familiar.

      “Usoa?” I asked.

      She gave a nod. “I don’t see the child. Was your mission not successful?”

      “We found her,” I said. “She’s safe. What happened here?”

      “Kartahn Zeg,” she said simply.

      “He attacked you?”

      “He sent a message to parley,” she explained. “His army was somehow… cloaked. We couldn’t see them until they attacked. We were overrun almost immediately. Most of the kaganesh escaped to the air. The fallen here bought them time to retreat. The Bahréth were far too vast in numbers to stand and fight them. Our kagana have taken our people to Solaian to support the Ande Dannu against Zeg’s army.”

      “What about Jack?” I asked her. “Did they take him with them? And the sword?”

      She shook her head and winced at the motion. “Jack and many of our wounded were taken with Képa, our healer, north into the hills. I saw them as they were leaving; Zoriaa and some others were with them.”

      Usoa seemed to swoon for a moment and caught her balance. I dismounted quickly and rushed to her side.

      “Why didn’t you go with Képa?” I asked as I helped her from her feet. “You need a healer, too!”

      “I was buried under a fallen tent,” she said. “When I came to, they were already leaving. Besides, my duty was here.”

      “Why? What’s here?”

      “I knew you would come back,” she answered. “Kaganum Iratzé assigned your care to me. You would need answers when you returned.”

      “But you clearly need medical attention,” I scowled. “You can’t very well give me answers if you die.”

      “Then it is fortunate I did not die,” she said, smiling.

      Luci was already getting out what first aid supplies we had and we washed and bandaged Usoa’s head wound.

      “I’m sorry,” I told her. “I never managed to learn healing magic.”

      She gave another wan smile. “Few have the calling. It would have made my parents happy, but it was not my path.”

      “Is something wrong with your leg?”

      “A bahrantu sting,” she answered. “I managed to find some of the antidote, but I don’t know if it was enough.”

      “We should probably get you to Képa as soon as possible. You need a real healer.”

      “I would not object.”

      “You can ride with me,” I told her. “I’m sure Anazhari can carry us both easily.”

      “You even had to wonder if I could manage a couple snippets like you two?”

      It was nice to hear Anazhari joking, but I got the idea she was doing it for Usoa’s benefit. Anazhari knelt and I climbed into the saddle, putting Usoa in front of me sitting sideways to keep from putting too much pressure on her injured leg.

      I had long since stopped judging age by height. The Wyl-Dunn were Loiala Fé by another name and their average height was about four and a half feet. As Usoa directed us where to go, I realized she was much younger than I’d originally assumed. She’d always been so serious and formal.

      “How old are you?” I asked her.

      She stiffened slightly before answering. “I am sixteen as of last month when I was taken into the kaganum’s service,” she said sternly. “I am fully adult.”

      “I was only curious,” I assured her. “I’m younger than I look. Not much older than you now. I’m eighteen.”

      She gaped at me. “Why do you look so old?”

      It was the first thing she’d said to me that didn’t sound formal. Maybe the fact that we were so close in age let her feel like she could be more herself.

      “There was a spell,” I explained. “It sped up time. When I dismantled it, it aged my body.”

      “Well,” she said after a moment, “I suppose you don’t look that old.”

      “Gee. Thanks.”

      “At least no one questions your ability because of your age,” she said.

      I had to laugh at that. “People will always question your ability. If it’s not because of your age they’ll find some other reason.”

      “Xantif is also eighteen,” she said. “He’s not too much older than I am.”

      “Xantif?”

      “He was the one who saw to your Rorujhen when you first arrived at the kaganesh,” she looked at me. “You must remember him. You even talked to him.”

      “Right.” I vaguely recalled the conversation.

      We were a good hour out from the ruined camp when Luci pulled up.

      “We have a problem,” she said. “The footprints of the Wyl-Dunn here are trampled by some others. We’re not the only ones tracking them.”

      “Bahréth?” I asked her.

      “Looks like it.”

      “Can you tell how many?”

      She shrugged. “It’s not a huge group. Less than a half dozen, anyway. The tracks are pretty fresh.”

      “That’s plenty to be a problem for healers and injured people,” I frowned. “Let’s pick up the pace. Hopefully, they haven’t caught up to them yet.”

      “You do realize we’ll probably be outnumbered, right?”

      I nodded. “Too bad I don’t have a bow. I trained with one. I’m no expert, but I can definitely hit something as big as a Bahréth.”

      “I’ll stick to my Hellcats.” Luci patted one of her pistols.

      Right, I thought. Those will definitely come in handy.

      “You trained with a bow?” Usoa asked. “You trained to be a hunter?”

      “Not a hunter,” I shook my head. “It was part of my martial arts training from the Ulané Jhinura.”

      “Martial arts?”

      “Yeah. You know… Military. Fighting. I learned how to use a lot of different weapons. Everyone had to have at least basic competence in pretty much everything.”

      “My parents didn’t let me train for fighting,” Usoa’s eyes were downcast. “Now that I am an adult, I can choose for myself.” Then she looked at me hopefully, “Maybe you could teach me!”

      “Um,” she had caught me by surprise. I’d never thought about teaching. “I guess I can show you some of the forms. But I’m not an instructor. And you need to heal first, anyway.”

      We were nearing the top of a small rise and Luci held her hand up for silence.

      I let Anazhari slowly advance until I could just see over the top of the rise. About fifty yards from us, four Bahréth were arrayed in a semi-circle facing a rocky overhang near the base of a steep slope. The four Bahréth were just common soldiers, shakahr, rather than the elite Anointed.

      Old soot stains on the rock told me that the overhang had seen repeated use as a shelter. A shallow stream flowed on a diagonal across the area in front of the slope and I could see several people in the recessed area. I could tell that the ones standing were the size of Wyl-Dunn.

      I eased Usoa to the ground as she slid down Anazhari’s side.

      Most Bahréth soldiers carried an oversized falchion-type sword and a war hammer. They could wield the sword in one hand and the hammer in the other. The head of a Bahréth war hammer was roughly two or three times the size of what you’d expect on a normal construction hammer, but instead of a claw on the back for pulling nails, it had a six-inch long spike. It would be a bit heavy for me, being normal, human-sized. The handle was about four feet long and the whole thing could pack an incredible punch in the hands of the huge Bahréth.

      The only thing I’d seen that could go one-on-one against a Bahréth, muscle for muscle, was an Ogaré, and they lived on Daoine. The Ogaré were taller, but the Bahréth had tails that were spiked like a stegosaurus.

      I’d gotten lucky with Médard when I’d knocked him out. I’d caught him by surprise. Plus, he’d been a mage and not a warrior. The staff he’d carried had a decorative headpiece and was more a symbol of his position; it was not intended to be used for fighting like mine was.

      As the Bahréth drew their weapons, I was reminded of that day so long ago, my first day on Daoine, when several Urgaban had me cornered. That’s when I met Neelu. She’d saved me. I remembered how she’d handled it. I glanced at Luci and saw that she held one of her pistols in her hands.

      I slid to the ground myself after Usoa. Then I connected to the Ralahin and used it to project my voice.

      “What kind of shakahr attacks healers and injured people?”

      The four Bahréth paused and looked around. Because of how I’d projected my voice, they couldn’t tell where the sound was coming from. Only my eyes and the top of my head were above the level of the hill, so they couldn’t see me.

      “Leave now or the shame of cowardice will stain you for the rest of your miserable lives,” I told them. “Short as that may be.”

      “Easy to speak of cowardice from the shadows,” one of them growled.

      The first time I’d done this it had almost killed me, but I’d long since mastered the flit. I leaned into the Ralahin, and in an instant, I had traveled the distance and stood with my knife against his belly.

      “Is this better?” I asked him.

      At first he was stunned that I seemed to appear out of nowhere, but then he looked down at me and felt less threatened.

      “Little thing, aren’t you?” he smirked.

      I pushed lightly with the knife to get his attention.

      “This blade is big enough to gut you right here,” I told him. “Do you want to try me?”

      “You made your point, little one.”

      “My name is Mira,” I told him. “What’s yours?”

      “I am called Radomér.”

      One of the other shakahr raised his war hammer and stepped toward me.

      “Ah!” I pressed harder with my knife.

      “Hold!” Radomér ordered the others. “I can sense you would not hesitate to plunge the blade to the hilt,” he said to me. “Why not just kill me and have done? With your speed, you could probably cut us all down.”

      “I almost did just that,” I said. “But the truth is we have no reason to be enemies. I am no enemy to the Bahréth, and neither are the Wyl-Dunn.”

      “Kartahn Zeg would disagree with you,” he pointed out.

      “Maybe so,” I agreed. “But there is no honor in killing the wounded or their healers.”

      “Honor or not,” Radomér frowned, “we have our orders. Kill any Wyl-Dunn we find.”

      “Rashka the Destroyer would scorn such orders,” I told him.

      “You know of our Jhyeh?” He was surprised. Jhyeh was what they called their gods.

      “I have read the Tolkéda,” I answered. “I admire its beauty. Except for the heresy of Olsahg.”

      “Heresy?” He looked uncomfortably at his fellows. “You speak dangerous words.”

      “I speak truth. Olsahg and his Transcendent are contrary to everything the Jhyeh stand for. To follow them is to betray the Jhyeh.”

      “You believe in our Jhyeh?”

      “I don’t know whether the Jhyeh exist, but I believe in their words,” I said. “Olsahg is the only prophet who did not claim to speak with the Jhyeh. These supposed Transcendent are the Qelosan; a race from another world that feeds on the emotions and life energy of others the way a leech feeds on blood. Olsahg’s words were false, whether he knew it or not.”

      “Heretic!” One of the shakahr snarled and launched himself in my direction.

      There was a loud report and a hole appeared in his forehead before he dropped lifelessly to the ground.

      “Nobody move!” I commanded. “Do not throw your lives away for nothing!”

      “Stand down!” Radomér ordered. “Sheathe your weapons. If they wanted to kill us, we’d all be dead.” He raised his palms and stepped back away from my knife. “We cannot have peace over a knife point.”

      I nodded and sheathed my own blade.

      “The last thing I expected was to discuss the Tolkéda with a foreigner in the wilderness,” he said with a smile.

      One of the other shakahr made a sound and looked pointedly away. “Why not?” She mumbled. “You speak of it with anyone else who’ll listen.”

      “Radomér,” I arched an eyebrow at him. “Did you miss your calling to be a monk?”

      He laughed. “I’m just a simple Bahréth. I’m not a holy one.”

      “As were most of the prophets of the Tolkéda before they became prophets.”

      “Perhaps so,” he shrugged. “And what did you learn from reading the words of our prophets?”

      “Besides Olsahg, you mean?” I thought about that. I was glad I had taken the time to read their scriptures. I still had pieces of Médard’s memories, but my own memories were more sure. “We know from the First Book of Lantos that the Jhyeh aren’t interested in being worshiped. And that it is Ezhti’s hope that the Bahréth take responsibility for themselves.”

      “Yet the Book of Olsahg says we should take responsibility for more,” he answered. “For the world even. And to bring others into the fold of the Jhyeh.”

      “And that’s what this war is about?” I asked him. “What of the Second Book of Lantos?”

      “What of it?”

      “You shouldn’t ask for more than one is willing to give,” I reminded him. “Forcing others to accept your beliefs is a violation of those same beliefs.”

      “That is my feeling as well,” he sighed. “But Kartahn Zeg is in power now, and he has very different ideas.”

      “Those ideas will cost the lives of many good Bahréth,” I told him. “And the lives of a lot of others, too. It’s a needless waste. Radomér, you don’t need the words of the Jhyeh to tell you about waste. The Bahréth live in the desert. Your lives are anything but frivolous. But you don’t just live in the desert; you thrive in it, and not by being wasteful.”

      “How do you know so much of our people?” he asked me.

      “That’s a long story for another time,” I said. “And I know the Bahréth well enough to know you aren’t really our enemies. Not if you don’t make it that way.”

      “I cannot speak for Kartahn Zeg or his armies. And I cannot speak for tomorrow,” he said. “But I will say that none of us here today are enemies.” He signaled to the other shakahr. “We will assist as we can with your wounded.”

      “What about your orders?”

      “There is no honor in attacking healers and wounded,” he smirked.

      “These shakahr will honor that?” I asked. “Even after…” I nodded to the body of the Bahréth Luci had shot.

      “They will,” Radomér assured me. “That one was new to our unit and not well liked. He had a bad attitude.”

      The Wyl-Dunn in the little camp under the overhang, the ones who were conscious anyway, had been watching our conversation with worry. We weren’t close enough for them to hear what we were saying and when the shakahr started walking toward them, they began to panic. I could see Zoriaa and Képa standing protectively in front of the others.

      “It’s alright!” I called out. “They’re going to help!”

      “Mira?” Zoriaa stepped forward. “What’s going on?”

      “Let them know what they can do to help,” I told her. “I’ll be right with you.”

      I went to the top of the hill and Radomér followed curiously. When we got to Luci and the others, she still had her pistol in her hand.

      “Are you sure we can trust them?” she asked.

      “I believe Radomér,” I answered. “Radomér, this is Luci, Anazhari, and Mehrzad. And this is Usoa.”

      Usoa was lying on the ground and only semi-conscious.

      “I’m worried about that head injury,” I said. “Let’s get her to Képa.”

      I started toward Usoa, but Radomér moved quickly to her side and gently picked her up in his massive arms.

      “I can walk,” Usoa said.

      “No need,” Radomér told her. “I have you.”
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      “Thanks for the assist back there,” I said to Luci as we started down the hill to the others. “That was a pretty good shot at that distance.”

      “I was aiming for his chest.,” she scowled.

      I bit back a laugh, but she noticed and her scowl deepened.

      I studied the wounded while Képa directed Radomér and the other shakahr. There were about two dozen of them in various conditions. At least a half-dozen were unconscious, Jack among them. I’d hoped that by now he would have come out of whatever was going on with him.

      “Most of the wounded were evacuated to Solaian with the rest of my people,” Zoriaa said. “But we couldn’t get everyone. These were the last few and it was a struggle to bring them this far to get them away from the fighting.”

      “This is as far as they can go for a while,” Képa looked up from working on Usoa. “Several people would die if we tried to move them again.”

      “How soon will they be able to travel?” I asked her.

      She considered that for a moment. “At least a week. Probably longer. We have no wagons to carry them and we have no gurpahn to fly. It’s a long way to Solaian on foot. If we had more resources here, or more healers…” She shook her head. “We’re not going anywhere soon. And some of these may not survive either way.”

      I didn’t like the delay, but what were the alternatives? I couldn’t open a portal to Solaian since I didn’t have anything to use as an anchor.

      “What if we could take them someplace else?” I offered. “Someplace with resources and more healers?”

      “Solaian is the closest place,” she answered.

      “It might be the closest,” I agreed, “but not the easiest to reach.”

      She looked at me, waiting for me to go on.

      “I’d have to check,” I said. “But I can open a portal to Su Lariano on Daoine.”

      “Su Lariano?” Her brows furrowed. “Ulané Jhinura?”

      “Yes,” I told her. “I have some connections there.”

      “I doubt the sprites would be of much help,” she said dismissively.

      “They have some of the best healers,” I told her.

      “Really.” Her tone and expression told me she doubted it.

      “You think you’re better off here?”

      “No,” she sighed. “If you make this portal, will they accept us?”

      “All I can do is ask,” I said. “But I think it is likely.”

      “I suppose even the sprites will have better accommodations than this,” she commented.

      “Alright, I’ll see what I can do. But one thing…” I met her eyes. “I don’t know where this derogatory attitude about the Ulané Jhinura comes from, but it stops now. I’ve known good and bad people among every race I’ve encountered. The Ulané Jhinura of Su Lariano include some of the best and noblest people I have ever met. They saved me and took me in when I was a stranger on their world. They fed me and trained me in military arts and magic. They marched in support of the Ashae in Shifara against a rebel faction and helped to preserve the throne. They’ve made advances in uses for magic that even the Ashae didn’t have. If it weren’t for the Ulané Jhinura, I wouldn’t be here right now. And you’d be dead.”

      Her expression had become pinched when I started, but gradually turned to surprise and then embarrassment.

      “Of course,” she agreed. “You are right. There’s no basis for that bias. Just because they are smaller doesn’t make them less. And if they agree to take us in, I will have nothing but gratitude.”

      I breathed a sigh of relief. I hadn’t been sure how Képa was going to respond, but there was no way I was going to let her take that attitude to Su Lariano, even if that meant leaving her here. Maybe I was being unreasonable, but I didn’t care. I’d seen racial bias and discrimination before, both on Earth and on Daoine, and it only led to problems rather than solutions. Maybe I was quibbling over something small, but I wasn’t going to put up with it. It was too easy for things like that to just become normal and people didn’t realize what they were doing.

      Fortunately, Képa had been able to see that she wasn’t being fair, but I had to wonder how much more of that I was going to see. Anything different was reason enough to make members of one group leery of another. Some of these things were obvious, like the color of someone’s skin. Other things weren’t so obvious, like size or age.

      “Where’s Xantif?” Usoa was looking around. “Is he here?”

      “There is no Xantif here,” Képa told her.

      “Did he go to Solaian with the others?” she asked. “I’m sure he was very brave during the attack. He’ll probably be promoted!”

      “Usoa,” Zoriaa spoke. “I saw Xantif during the fighting. He was very brave indeed. But… he did not go to Solaian.”

      “Why not? Was he sent on some special mission?”

      “I am sorry,” Zoriaa told her. “He was killed in the attack.”

      “No!” Usoa shook her head. “You are wrong! Or you are lying! Xantif is just fine, he’s—” Her voice broke. “It’s a mistake! It has to be!”

      “I’m sorry,” Zoriaa said again.

      “He can’t be dead! He can’t be! He’s beautiful and smart and brave and sweet!” Usoa looked around in desperation, hoping for what, I don’t know. Then her eyes landed on Radomér, and she launched herself at him.

      “How could you!” Her breath was coming in ragged sobs as she beat her fists on his chest. “How could you? I hate you! I’ll kill you!”

      Radomér stood unflinching, at a loss for what to say. I had to turn my eyes away at first. I understood her pain too well and it brought back memories of my own pain. But Usoa’s pain overrode my own and I stepped to her.

      “Usoa, it’s not Radomér’s fault.” I gently pulled her from him.

      “How do you know?” She demanded, her grief fully turning to anger. “Maybe he’s the one who did it!”

      “I don’t know who did it,” I admitted. “But still, it isn’t his fault. I understand how you feel⁠—”

      “No, you don’t!” She pulled away. “How could you know?”

      “Because I do.”

      She looked at me searchingly for a moment. Then her anger evaporated, and I caught her as she collapsed into sobs. I wrapped my arms around her to give her what comfort I could. She pressed her face into my shoulder and I could feel my own hot tears running to join with hers.

      Once Usoa had calmed down, she admitted to being hungry, but then she only picked at her food. I remembered how I’d dealt with my own grief and was thankful she was in a different situation.

      I worked up a tentative plan with the others and made a portal to my suite in Su Lariano. As soon as I was there, I went in search of Neelu. I found her sparring with Veron, the queen’s weapons master. Her eyes brightened when she saw me.

      “You got your body back!” She smiled.

      “Yes.” I gave her a hug. “This is much better! Hello, Veron. Good to see you.”

      “And you as well.” He grinned. “Are you here for some sparring? Has a life of leisure gotten you rusty?”

      “Ah, no,” I answered. “To both of those questions.”

      “Is this a social call?” Neelu asked with one raised eyebrow.

      “I wish it was,” I frowned. “I think I told you about Kartahn Zeg?”

      “Even if you haven’t,” she rolled her eyes, “I’ve heard about him and everyone else you met on Danu countless times from Emma.”

      “Right.” I agreed. “How’s she doing?”

      “Good. Tesia has been teaching her to use magic.”

      “I’ll get her home as soon as I can,” I told her. “And once I’m on Earth, I have to find out what happened to Jill and Tony.” At her questioning look, I went on. “That’s why I had to leave Emma here. I was in that Bahréth body, so I took her to my house, but it was burned to the ground.”

      “What happened?”

      “I have no idea,” I frowned. “But first thing’s first. I have about two dozen Wyl-Dunn refugees. Mostly wounded. Some are seriously wounded. I wanted to know if I could bring them here.”

      “Of course!” She was all business. “Let’s go to the infirmary and set up a space so you can portal directly there.”

      We said goodbye to Veron and headed straight away to the healer’s wing and found Shigara, the chief healer. She agreed to the plan immediately and began giving orders to her staff.

      I looked around and realized I couldn’t bring the Rorujhen here. I turned to Neelu.

      “We should go to the pasture where the Rorujhen graze so I can set up an anchor there for a portal.”

      We made our way quickly and I connected a thread for the anchor. By the time we got back, Shigara had cleared a space in one end of a large room and empty beds waiting on the other end. Orderlies and healers were standing by.

      “If you will permit it,” I said to Shigara, “I will attach a thread of magic to you to use as an anchor for this end of the portal.”

      “You may,” she answered.

      I reached for the Ralahin and pulled a thread which I tied around Shigara. I added the other end to the collection I had going around my wrist. Then I found the thread tied to Anazhari. I formed a portal and stepped through. To my surprise, Neelu came through on my heels. I kept the portal open behind us.

      “I thought you were going to wait?” I asked her.

      “I decided to take a look at Danu instead.” She shrugged with a grin.

      “Well,” I smirked, “if that’s the way you want to play it…” I turned and spoke loudly to the faces that were all looking in our direction. “Everyone, I present to you Neelu Ulané Pulakasado, Princess of Su Lariano!”

      There were a lot of surprised expressions and several people who were standing started to kneel.

      “No!” Neelu objected. “Stop! No kneeling! Or bowing, either!” Some had awkwardly tried to change from a kneel to a bow. “Just carry on with whatever you were doing. And call me Neelu.” She gave me a scathing look and I just smiled.

      Then Neelu saw the Bahréth, and I put my hand on her arm as she reached for her blade.

      “I forgot to mention,” I told her. “We do have some Bahréth with us. They’re helping.”

      Her brow furrowed for a moment before she relaxed.

      “You weren’t appointed to the Diplomatic Corps by accident,” she said with a smile.

      “Képa,” I called out. “Shigara has a space ready for you. She’s the chief healer at Su Lariano.”

      I turned to Anazhari and Mehrzad.

      “I’ll make a portal to the pastures outside Su Lariano for you two first,” I told them.

      “We have been discussing this,” Anazhari told me. “You will need to return to this world, yes?”

      “Nora is still here somewhere,” I said. “So, yes.”

      “And these injured will need to be returned to their people once they have been treated?”

      “I hadn’t thought that far ahead,” I admitted. “But that’s true as well.”

      “Your ability to create portals has a weakness,” she said. “This anchor that you require for the destination. You or someone you are connected to has to go there first, correct?”

      “Right.” I agreed. “If I know a place well enough, I can anchor the other end there. Otherwise, I need a thread to follow. A magical thread, like the one I attached to you.”

      “Mehrzad and I will continue to track the Wyl-Dunn from their camp and discover where they have gone,” she said. “That way, when you are ready to return, you should be able to go directly to them.”

      “Good thinking,” I agreed. “That will definitely save some time.”

      “However,” Mehrzad put in, “we would appreciate it if you could take the saddles with you. You can bring them when you return.”

      “Right. Of course. I should have thought of that, too.”

      Once the saddles had been stripped from the two Rorujhen, they didn’t waste any time hanging around; they were off through the trees and gone.

      Képa was already prepared, so I located the thread to Shigara and opened a portal back to the infirmary. The patients that could walk went first. Then the shakahr began carrying the others through and returning through the first portal, which I’d kept open for the purpose. In no time at all, everyone had been moved to Su Lariano, bringing the two saddles and any supplies as well.

      Radomér had talked about it with the other two shakahr and they had decided it would be better to come along for now rather than risk retribution for doing what they’d felt was right. Neelu, Luci, and I were the last ones through and I closed both portals.

      Arané-Li was there with Shigara to help work out where non-injured people would stay. I turned to Neelu.

      “If you’ve got this under control, I’d like to go back to Earth and find out what happened with Jill and Tony.”

      “What about Emma?” she asked. “Do you want to bring her with you?”

      “Not yet,” I shook my head. “Let me find out what’s going on first. If it’s safe, I can come back and get her.”

      “No problem. Shigara and Arané-Li have things under control here,” she said. “And I’ll keep the little birdie under my wing until you get back.”

      “Thanks.” I turned to Luci. “Maybe we should go to the back room of Grace’s shop. We can probably use that as a base of operations while we figure things out.”

      I dug through my pack and found my cell phone; it had worked its way to the bottom. It was also very dead.

      “This is going to need a charge,” I frowned. “Yours is probably the same. I’ll have to use the shop phone.”

      I formed an image in my mind of the back room of HAC – Herbs, Antiques & Curiosities – the store that Grace and Katya ran. Just Grace now. I formed a portal as soon as I had an anchor in place and Luci and I stepped through.

      It was after hours, so the shop was closed for the day. The room was lit up only from the dim light of the exit sign by the rear door. I stepped into the office and flipped the light switch. The first thing I did was plug my phone into the charger that Grace kept on the desk. Then I dug through the bottom drawer and pulled out a spare charger for Luci. I tucked my pack into the corner of the office out of the way.

      I used the land-line phone on the desk and tried Tony’s cell phone, but it went straight to voicemail. I got the same thing with Jill’s number.

      “It just means their phones are off,” Luci said when I told her the results.

      “Both of them?” I asked.

      “We shouldn’t assume the worst, that’s all I’m saying.”

      “The house burned down,” I pointed out. “So much for the protection of the Daruidai.”

      “I can make some calls,” she said. “See what they know about it.”

      “Alright. While you’re doing that, I’ll take a look around what’s left of the house. Plus, I’ll look in on Emma’s house. I’d like to get her home and out of this mess as soon as possible.”

      “What will you tell her parents? You’re going to need to have a story to tell them about where she’s been. Something that Emma will have to back up when she’s asked about it. You can’t very well tell them she’s been on another world where there’s magic.”

      “I don’t know,” I admitted. “But I’m not going to talk to them now. I’m just going to take a look around. We’ll have time to figure something out. And who knows? The truth might actually work with her parents. It worked with Jill and Tony.”

      “Not everyone has such amazing parents.”

      “No, you’re right,” I said. “Emma’s parents might not be able to handle it. Emma’s a good kid, though. Her parents always struck me as a bit controlling, but somehow Emma would still manage to sneak out.”

      “Didn’t you say something about her having a sister?”

      “Shelby…” I frowned, remembering my last encounter with her. “That’s another subject entirely. To be honest, I don’t think anyone in Emma’s immediate family is very good for her, but they are her family.”

      “Are you thinking of leaving her on Daoine?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “Her family might not be great, but I wouldn’t want to do that to them. We’ll get Emma home as soon as we can.”

      I didn’t want to portal directly to my burnt-out bedroom, so I decided to go to Nora’s tree in the woods. It wasn’t too far of a walk and I could swing by Emma’s house on the way to mine.

      As I stepped through the portal and into the clearing, I remembered the last time I had been here. It had been evening then, as well. There’d been a Jhiné Boré, a wood nymph or dryad, who’d been living in the ancient tree for who knew how long. What had been her name?

      “Cirilia?” I called out. “Are you here?”

      If she was there, she wasn’t answering. That was her prerogative, so I turned and started through the woods toward home.

      I went by Emma’s house. The lights were on and I could see someone moving around inside. The blinds weren’t all the way down on the window to the front room, and from across the street, I could see Emma’s father sitting and watching TV. I remembered his name was Dwayne. Dwayne Hawthorne. After a few minutes, Emma’s mother, Parker, came in from the kitchen and I could tell they were talking and then she went back to the kitchen.

      There was no sign of Shelby, but that didn’t mean anything. Maybe she wasn’t home. Maybe she was in her room. Either way, things at their house appeared normal. I didn’t see any red flags that would indicate Emma couldn’t come home right away.

      I continued up the sidewalk and around the corner to my street. To what had been my street, anyway. The house wasn’t totally gone. It looked like the fire had started in the front room and that part of the house was the worst. The roof in front had collapsed. Rafters showed through like the ribs of a half-decomposed body.

      I felt sick. Everything I owned had been in that house. Everything except for the odds and ends I’d brought with me in my pack. All my books. My movies. My clothes. The dress I’d worn for my quinceañera. School yearbooks. Pictures. Everything. All gone.

      Oh, maybe there’d be something in the closet or dresser that hadn’t burned, but there’d still be smoke damage. Not to mention water damage from the firemen putting out the fire. Maybe there was a way to fix the smoke damage using magic. I glanced around, but the street seemed deserted.

      The front of the house was too big of a mess, so I went around to the back. The sliding glass door had been blown out. The pieces made a scratching sound on the concrete patio as I walked over them. I looked around the ruined kitchen, thinking of all the meals Jill had made there. From here I could see how the fire had gutted the front room. Tony’s favorite chair was nothing more than a misshapen lump.

      I started toward the hall when I heard the scratching of someone walking on the broken glass on the patio. I turned my head to look, but the sound stopped. I couldn’t see the patio from where I was standing, but I knew someone was there. As softly as I could, I made my way down the hall into my bedroom. I barely registered that the fire hadn’t been so intense here and I went to the window.

      I looked out cautiously, but there was no light in the back and I couldn’t see into the shadows. The glass was gone, so I quietly climbed through the frame and lowered myself to the ground outside. As I turned from the wall, I felt a hand grabbing my shoulder.

      “Ha! Got you, witch!”

      Then I felt a sharp pain in my side, and I staggered from the blow.

      “I knew that was you, nosing around outside my house.” It was Dwayne, Emma’s father. “Shelby told me what you did to Emma!”

      “What are you talking about?” I gasped through the pain.

      “I know all about you.” His grin was cruel. He brought his hand up, taunting me with a long kitchen knife. There was blood on a good eight inches of the blade. “Suffer not a witch to live!”

      He came at me then, lunging forward with the knife. I slapped it to the side and tripped him as he went past. I had to get away; I was in no shape for a fight. I forced myself to move and I heard him getting to his feet.

      I formed a portal to my suite in Su Lariano. If I could get there, they’d get me a healer right away.

      “You won’t get away,” he snarled.

      I couldn’t spare a glance and moved into the portal. As I started to step through I felt the blade strike again, this time an overhand blow to my shoulder. I fell forward and lost my focus. The portal shifted as I passed through. I found myself on the ground in a forest and he had fallen with me.

      I rolled over and pushed him away with my feet. I forced myself up and stumbled away from him. I made it three steps before I tripped on a root and fell headlong to the ground. There was a commotion all around me and I saw that I had fallen into a Pilané Jhin garden. I could see a swarm of Pilané Jhin, pixies, forming in the air above me.

      “I’m sorry!” I tried to get the words out. I knew how deadly they could be to trespassers. “I didn’t mean to!”

      “Now you die, witch!” Dwayne stood above me in the garden, his feet straddling me.

      He sank to his knees on top of me, holding the kitchen knife in a two-handed reverse grip. I was too weak to push him off. As he raised the knife, the Pilané Jhin struck. There were thousands of them. Three-inches of winged fury times thousands. Knife forgotten, he started flailing his arms, trying to knock them away. There were too many of them. I could already see blood from hundreds of cuts, shredding his skin. He leaped up and started running, but instead of running into the forest he ran deeper into the garden. His incoherent screams turned to whimpers and then fell silent after only a few minutes.

      I heard a sound like the buzzing of wings approaching and the swarm was back above me. I tried to say I was sorry again, but I couldn’t get the words out. I knew I was losing consciousness. With what was coming, unconsciousness would probably be a blessing.
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      It took us a full day to navigate the narrow channel that went north from Carabora. The entire Kajoran Archipelago was thick with underwater mountain ranges and coral reefs that prevented access from ships with deep keels like what the Félbahlag used. The Kajoran had created a single narrow passage through the reefs to each of the two main islands, Carabora and the larger island of Kajo. Other passages existed, but they were highly guarded secrets among Kajoran ship captains and navigators, committed to memory and never written on any charts.

      Once we were free of the reefs, the warship Gechina headed northeast under full sail to Iyoké, the Félbahlag capital. Captain Corana had stayed behind. She had recruited a new crew and taken possession of the Resolute, the Kajoran ship that Monollo and Spike had cleared of living occupants. While I wasn’t happy about the loss of life, I was glad Corana had her own ship again. Shahz had decided to come along with us to Iyoké, the Félbahlag capital, and I was grateful for that. It would be good to have at least one Félbahlag around I knew I could trust. Dyani had come with him rather than return to the Ranolan Savanna.

      The effects of Mohanga’s Revenge started out similar to mild hay-fever, but quickly escalated. There was a pale green film that was evident in bodily fluids such as mucus and even sweat. The spores that had once been Monollo began to eat away at the skin and internal organs, but I knew that while this process was very slow for the first few days, it would speed up exponentially after that. At a certain stage, it would reach a tipping point and there would be no coming back from it if they hadn’t left the islands in time.

      The Félbahlag evacuation of Carabora had been difficult to keep orderly. A panicked mass exodus would just have resulted in a confusion of ships vying for position in the narrow channel. The Baronet Luisanto Eskivel had maintained tight control without ruffling too many feathers. Of course, it helped that he outranked any of the dignitaries and such who had been on the island.

      At night, I had started avoiding the dreamspaces. I felt bad about shutting Katamakutu out. That was like having a whole separate life and my life by day gave me enough to think about. Since my nightmares had stopped, all my nightly dreams were just normal ones. It was strange to have my nights be so normal for the first time I could remember.

      Eskivel had been very courteous on the voyage, though he wasn’t happy about Spike coming along. After the first two days of the voyage, his symptoms, and those of his crew, had faded. The Gechina had been the last ship to leave, but once we were under full sail, we were quickly overtaking the other ships en route to Iyoké.
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