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SPRING

  


PROLOGUE

A RECOLLECTION OF WINGS

BELOW THE SERPENTS, the beds of weeds swayed gently in the changing tide. The water was warm here, as warm as it had been in the south before they had migrated. Despite Maulkins declaration that they would no longer follow the silvery provider, her tantalizing scent hung in the saltwater. She was not far away; they trailed her still, but at a distance. Shreever considered confronting him about it, but decided against it. She eyed their leader anxiously. The injuries Maulkin had taken in his brief battle with the white serpent were healing slowly. The gouges disrupted the pattern of his scales. The golden false-eyes that ran the length of his body and proclaimed him a prophet were faded and dull.

Shreever, too, felt faded and dull.

They had come far in search of One Who Remembers. Maulkin had been so confident at the beginning of their journey. Now he seemed as confused as she and Sessurea were. The three of them were all that remained of the great tangle of sea serpents who had begun the migration. The others in their tangle had lost faith in their quest, and had fallen away from Maulkin. The last she had seen of them, they had been following a great dark provider, feeding mindlessly on the unresisting flesh it distributed to them. That had been many tides ago.

Sometimes, Maulkin confided to Shreever quietly as they rested, I lose my place in time. It seems to me that we have come this way before, done these things before, perhaps even shared these words before. Sometimes I believe it so strongly that I think today is actually a memory or a dream. I think, then, that perhaps we need do nothing, for whatever has happened to us will occur again. Or has, perhaps, already occurred. His voice was without strength or conviction.

She flanked him. They undulated gently in the current, finning no more than they must to maintain their position. Beneath them, Sessurea shook his mane suddenly, releasing a thin waft of toxins to alert them. Look! Food! he bugled.

Silver and shimmering, the school of fish came gliding towards them like a blessing. Behind the fish, shadowing them and feeding from the edges of the school was another tangle of serpents. Three scarlets, a green, and two blues they were. The hunters were not a large tangle but they appeared lively and healthy. Their gleaming hides and full flesh contrasted markedly with the slipping scales and sunken sides of Maulkins tangle.

Come, Maulkin bade them, and led them to join the others in their feeding. Shreever made a tiny sound of relief. There would be, at least, full bellies for them. Perhaps the others might even join Maulkins tangle, once they realized he was a prophet.

Their prey were not separate fish, but a school, silver and glinting, baffling to the eye. They moved as one creature, yet it was a creature that could separate and stream around a clumsy hunter. The serpents of Maulkins tangle were not clumsy hunters, and all three flowed gracefully after the fish. The other tangle trumpeted warnings at them, but Shreever saw no danger. With a lash of her tail, she drove herself into the school, her gaping jaws engulfing at least three fish. She distended her throat to swallow them.

Two scarlet serpents suddenly turned aside and struck Maulkin, battering him with their snouts as if he were a shark or other mutual enemy. A blue came after Shreever, jaws gaping. With a swift coiling she eluded him, changing direction to dart away. She saw the other scarlet try to wrap Sessurea. The scarlets mane was distended, spewing poison as he trumpeted obscenities and threats. There was neither sense nor syntax to his curses, only fury.

She fled, shrilling her fear and confusion. Maulkin did not follow. He shook his great mane, releasing a cloud of toxins that near stunned the scarlets. They backed away, shaking their open jaws and pumping their gills as they strove to flush his poisons away.

  What is the matter with you? Maulkin demanded of the strange tangle. He twisted himself through a spiral, his mane distending threateningly as he rebuked them. He summoned a faint gleam to his false-eyes. Why do you attack us like soulless beasts fighting over food? This is not the way of our kind! Even if there were few, fish belong only to the one who catches them, not to those who see them first. Have you forgotten who you are, what you are? Have your minds been stolen completely?

  For a moment the other tangle hung motionless, save for the slight flicks of their tails stabilizing them. The school of fish fled, forgotten. Then, as if the very sanity of Maulkins words had incensed them, they turned on him. All six converged, jaws wide to display their teeth, manes erect and streaming toxins, tails lashing. Shreever watched in horror as they wrapped him and bore him struggling down to the muck.

  Help me! Sessurea trumpeted. Theyll smother him!

  His words broke her paralysis. Side by side, they arrowed down, to butt and lash at the tangle that held Maulkin captive. The other tangle savaged him with their teeth, as if he were prey. His blood mingled with his toxins in a choking cloud as he struggled. His false-eyes glimmered through the rising murk. Shreever cried out in horror at the mindless brutality of the attack. Yet, she found herself slashing at them with her teeth while Sessurea used his greater length to whip at them.

  At an opportune moment, Sessurea wrapped Maulkins lacerated body in his own and snatched him from the midst of the enraged tangle. He fled with Maulkin in his grasp, and Shreever was glad to break off the battle and follow him. The others did not pursue them. In their poisoned frenzy, the other tangle turned upon their comrades, roaring insults and challenges. Their cries were rote sounds, uttered without sense as they tore and lashed. Shreever did not look back.

  Some time later, as Shreever smoothed healing slime from her own body onto Maulkins lacerated flesh, he spoke to her. They have forgotten. They have forgotten completely who and what they were. It has been too long, Shreever. They have lost every shred of memory and purpose. He winced as she nudged a flap of torn skin into place. She sealed a layer of mucus over it. They are what we will become.

  Hush, Shreever told him gently. Hush. Rest. She twined her long body more securely about him, anchored her tail against a rock to secure them from the current. Entangled with them, Sessurea already slept. Or perhaps he was merely silent and impassive, prey to the same discouragement that gnawed Shreever. She hoped not. She had barely enough courage left to shore up her own determination. Sessurea would have to rally himself.

  Maulkin concerned her the most. Their encounter with the silver provider had changed him. The other providers that moved within both the Lack and the Plenty were merely sources of easy feeding. The silver one had been different. Her scent had wakened memories in all of them, and they had pursued her, certain that her fragrance must lead them to One Who Remembers. Instead, she had not even been one of their own kind. Still hoping, they had called to her, but she had not answered. To the white serpent who begged from her, she had given flesh. Maulkin had turned aside from her, proclaiming that she could not be One Who Remembers and they would follow her no longer. Yet, in the tides since then, her scent had always been present. She might be out of sight, but Shreever knew she was no more than a brief journey away. Maulkin still followed her, and they still followed him.

  Maulkin gave a dull groan and shifted in her grip. I fear it is the last time any of us will make this journey as anything more than beasts.

  What do you mean? Sessurea demanded abruptly. He twisted awkwardly until his eyes met theirs. His own injuries were many, though none were serious. A deep score adjacent to one of his poison glands just behind his jaw hinge was the worst. If it had penetrated, his own toxins would have killed him. Sheer luck had kept their tangle intact.

  Search your memories, Maulkin commanded hollowly. Search not just the tides and the days, but the seasons and the years, back decades upon decades. We have been here before, Sessurea. All the tangles have swarmed and migrated to these waters, not just once but scores of times. We have come here to seek those who remember, those few entrusted with the memories of all our kind. The promise was clear. We were to gather. Our history would be restored to us, and we would be led to a safe place for our transformation. There we would be reborn. Nevertheless, scores of times, we have been disappointed. Time upon time, we have swarmed, and waited. Each time, we eventually gave up our hopes, forgot our purpose, and finally we returned to the warm southern waters. Each time those of us who have a handful of memories have said, perhaps we were mistaken. Perhaps this was not the time, the season, and the year for the renewal. But it was. We were not wrong. Those who were to meet us failed. They did not come. Not then. Perhaps not this time, either.

  Maulkin fell silent. Shreever continued to anchor him against the current. It was a strain. Even if there had been no current, there was no soothing mud to sink into here, only coarse sea grasses and tumbled stone and block. They should find a better place to rest. However, until Maulkin had healed, she did not wish to travel. Besides, where would they go? They had been up and down this current full of strange salts and she had lost her faith that Maulkin knew where he was leading them. Left to herself, where would she go? It was a question that was suddenly too heavy for her mind. She did not want to think.

  She cleansed the lenses of her eyes and then looked down on her body tangled with theirs. The scarlet of her scales was bright and strong, but perhaps that was only in contrast to Maulkins dull hide. His golden false-eyes had faded to dull browns. The suppurating slashes of his injuries marred them. He needed to feed and grow and then shed a skin. That would make him feel better. It would make them all feel better. She ventured the thought aloud. We need to feed. All of us grow hungry and slack. My toxin sacs are nearly empty. Perhaps we should go south, where food is plentiful and the water is warm.

  Maulkin twisted in her grip to regard her. His great eyes spun copper with concern. You spend too much of your strength upon me, Shreever, he rebuked her. She could feel the effort it cost him to shake his mane free and erect. A second shake released a weak haze of toxin. It stung her and woke her, restoring her awareness. Sessurea leaned closer, wrapping them both in his greater length. He shared Maulkins toxins, pumping his gills to absorb them.

  It will be all right, Sessurea tried to reassure her. You are just weary. And hungry. We all are.

  Weary unto death, Maulkin confirmed tiredly. And hungry almost to mindlessness. The demands of the body overpower the functioning of the mind. But listen to me, both of you. Listen and fix this in your minds and cling to it. If all else is forgotten, cherish this. We cannot go south again. If we leave these waters, it will be to end. As long as we can think, we must remain here and seek for One Who Remembers. I know it in my stomach. If we are not renewed this time, we shall not be renewed. We and all our kind will perish and be ever after unknown in sea or sky or upon the land. He spoke the strange words slowly and for an instant, Shreever almost recalled what they meant. Not just the Plenty and the Lack. The earth, the sky and the sea, the three parts of their sovereignty, once the three spheres ofsomething.

  Maulkin shook his mane again. This time Shreever and Sessurea both opened their gills wide to his toxins and scalded his memories into themselves. Shreever looked down at the tumbled blocks of worked stone that littered the sea-bottom, at the layered barnacles and sea grasses that were anchored to the Conquerors Arch in an obscuring curtain. The black stone veined with silver peeped through only in small patches. The earth had shaken it down and the sea had swallowed it up. Once, lives ago, she had settled upon that arch, first flapping and then folding her massive wings back upon her shoulders. She had bugled to her mate of her joy in the mornings fresh rain, and a gleaming blue dragon had trumpeted his reply. Once the Elderkind had greeted her arrival with scattered flowers and shouts of welcome. Once in this city under a bright blue sky

  It faded. It made no sense. The images wisped away like dreams upon awakening.

  Be strong, Maulkin exhorted them. If we arent fated to survive, then at least let us fight it to the end. Let it be fate that extinguishes us, not our own lack of heart. For the sake of our kind, let us be true to what we were. His ruff stood out full and venomous about his throat. Once more, he looked the visionary leader who had seized Shreevers loyalties so long ago. Her hearts swelled with love of him.

  The world dimmed and she lifted her eyes to a great shadow moving overhead. No, Maulkin, she trumpeted softly. We are not destined to die, nor to forget. Look!

  A dark provider skimmed lazily along above them. As it swept over their heads, it cast forth food for them. The flesh sank slowly towards them, wafting down on the current. They were dead two-legs, one with chain still upon it. There would be no struggle for this meat. One needed only to accept it.

  Come, she urged Maulkin as Sessurea unwound from them and moved eagerly toward the meat. Gently she drew Maulkin up with her as she rose to accept the bounty of the provider.



1
THE MAD SHIP

THE BREEZE AGAINST his face and chest was brisk and chill, yet something in it hinted of spring soon to come. The air tasted of iodine; the tide must be out, exposing the kelp beds just offshore. Under his hull, the coarse sand was damp from the last heavy rain. The smoke of Ambers small fire tickled his nose. The figurehead turned his blind visage away from it then reached up to scratch his nose.

Its a fine evening, dont you think? she asked him conversationally. The skies have cleared. There are still some clouds, but I can see the moon and some stars. Ive gathered mussels and wrapped them in seaweed. When the fire is stronger, Ill rake away some of the wood and cook them on the coals. Her voice paused hopefully.

Paragon did not reply.

Would you like to taste some, when theyre cooked? I know you have no need to eat, but you might find it an interesting experience.

He yawned, stretched, and crossed his arms on his chest. He was much better at this than she was. Thirty years hauled out on a beach had taught him true patience. He would outlast her. He wondered if she would get angry or sad tonight.

What good does it do either of us for you to refuse to speak to me? she asked reasonably. He could hear her patience starting to unravel. He did not bother to shrug.

Paragon, you are a hopeless twit. Why wont you speak to me? Cant you see Im the only one who can save you?

Save me from what? He might have asked. If hed been speaking to her.

He heard her get up and walk around his bow to stand in front of him. He casually turned his disfigured face away from her.

Fine, then. Pretend to ignore me. I dont care if you answer me or not, but you have to listen to what I say. You are in danger, very real danger. I know you opposed me buying you from your family, but I made the offer anyway. They refused me.

Paragon permitted himself a small snort of disdain. Of course they had. He was the Ludluck familys liveship. No matter how deep his disgrace, they would never sell him. They had kept him chained and anchored to this beach for some thirty years, but theyd never sell him! Not to Amber, not to New Traders. They wouldnt. He had known that all along.

Amber continued doggedly. I spoke directly to Amis Ludluck. It wasnt easy to get to see her. When we did speak, she pretended to be shocked that I would make the offer. She insisted you were not for sale, at any price. She said the same things that you did, that no Bingtown Trader family would sell their liveship. That it simply wasnt done.

Paragon could not keep down the slow smile that gradually transfigured his face. They still cared. How could he have ever doubted that? In a way, he was almost grateful to Amber for making the ridiculous offer to buy him. Maybe now that Amis Ludluck had admitted to a stranger that he was still a part of her family, shed be moved to visit him. Once Amis had visited him, it might lead to other things. Perhaps he would yet again sail the seas with a friendly hand on the wheel. His imagination went afar.

Ambers voice dragged him back ruthlessly. She pretended to be distressed that there were even rumours of selling you. She said it insulted her family honour. Then she said  Ambers voice suddenly went low, with fear or anger. She said that she had hired some men to tow you away from Bingtown. That it might be better all around if you were out of sight and out of mind. Amber paused significantly.

Paragon felt something inside his wizardwood chest squeeze tight and hard.

So I asked her who she had hired.

He lifted his hands quickly and stuffed his fingers in his ears. He wouldnt listen. She was going to play on his fears. So his family was going to move him. That didnt mean anything. It would be nice to be somewhere else. Maybe this time, when they hauled him out, they would block him up level. He was tired of always being at a list.

She said it was none of my business. Amber raised her voice. Then I asked her if they were Bingtown Traders. She just glared at me. So then I asked her where Mingsley was going to take you to have you dismantled.

Paragon began desperately to hum. Loudly. Amber went on talking. He couldnt hear her. He would not hear her. He plugged his ears more tightly and sang aloud, A penny for a sweet-bun, a penny for a plum, a penny for the races, to see the ponies run

She threw me out! Amber roared. When I stood outside and shouted that Id take it to the Bingtown Traders Council she set her dogs on me. They damn near caught me, too!

Swing me low, swing me high, swing me up into the sky, Paragon sang the childish rhyme desperately. She was wrong. She had to be wrong. His family was going to move him somewhere safe. That was all. It didnt really matter who they hired to do it. Once they had him in the water, hed go willingly. He would show them how easy it could be to sail him. Yes. It would be a chance to prove himself to them. He could show them that he was sorry for all the things they had made him do.

She wasnt speaking any more. He slowed his singing, then let it die away to a hum. Silence, save for his own voice. Cautiously he unstopped his ears. Nothing, save the brush of the waves, the wind nudging sand across the beach and the crackling of Ambers fire. A question occurred to him and he spoke it aloud before he remembered he was not speaking to her.

When I get to my new place, will you still come to see me?

Paragon. You cant pretend this away. If they take you away from here, theyll chop you up for wizardwood.

The figurehead tried a different tack. I dont care. It would be nice to be dead.

Ambers voice was low, defeated. Im not sure youd be dead. Im afraid theyll separate you from the ship. If that doesnt kill you, theyll probably transport you to Jamaillia, and sell you off as an oddity. Or give you as a gift to the Satrap in exchange for grants and favours. I dont know how youd be treated there.

Will it hurt? Paragon asked.

I dont know. I dont know enough about what you are. Did itWhen they chopped your face, did that hurt?

He turned his shattered visage away from her. He lifted his hands and walked his fingers over the splintered wood where his eyes had once been. Yes. His brow furrowed. Then in the next breath he added, I dont remember. There is a lot I cant remember, you know. My logbooks are gone.

Sometimes not remembering is the easiest thing to do.

You think Im lying, dont you? You think I can remember, but I just wont admit it. He picked at it, hoping for a quarrel.

Paragon. Yesterday we cannot change. We are talking about tomorrow.

Theyre coming tomorrow?

I dont know! I was speaking figuratively. She came closer suddenly and reached up to put her hands flat against him. She wore gloves against the nights chill, but it was still a touch. He could feel the shapes of her hands as two patches of warmth against his planking. I cant stand the thought of them taking you to cut you up. Even if it doesnt hurt, even if it doesnt kill you. I cant stand the thought of it.

Theres nothing you can do, he pointed out. He suddenly felt mature for voicing that thought. Theres nothing either of us can do.

That is fatalistic twaddle, Amber declared angrily. Theres a lot we can do. If nothing else, I swear I will stand here and fight them.

You wouldnt win, Paragon insisted. It would be stupid to fight, knowing you couldnt win.

Thats as may be, Amber replied. I hope it doesnt come to that. I dont want to wait for it to be that desperate. I want to act before they do. Paragon. We need help. We need someone who will speak to the Bingtown Traders Council for us.

Cant you?

You know I cant. Only an Old Trader can attend those meetings, let alone speak. We need someone who can go to them and convince them they should forbid the Ludlucks to do this.

Who?

Ambers voice was small. I had hoped you knew someone who would speak for you.

Paragon was silent for a time. Then he laughed harshly. No one will speak for me. This is a stupid effort, Amber. Think about it. Not even my own family cares for me. I know what they say about me. I am a killer. Moreover, its true, isnt it? All hands lost. I rolled and drowned them all, and not just once. The Ludlucks are right, Amber. They should sell me to be chopped up. Despair washed over him, colder and deeper than any storm wave. Id like to be dead, he declared. Id just like to stop.

You dont mean that, Amber said softly. He could hear in her voice that she knew he did.

Would you do me a favour? he asked suddenly.

What?

Kill me before they can.

He heard the soft intake of her breath. INo. I couldnt 

If you knew they were coming to chop me up, you could. I will tell you the only sure way. You have to set fire to me. Not just in one place, but many, to make sure they cannot put it out and save me. If you gathered dry wood, a little each day, and put it in piles in my hold

Dont even speak of such things, Amber said faintly. Distractedly, she added, I should put the mussels on to cook now. He heard her scratching at her fire, then the sizzle of wet seaweed steaming on hot coals. She was cooking the mussels alive. He considered pointing that out to her. He decided it would only upset her, not sway her to his cause. He waited until she had come back to him. She sat on the sand, leaning against his canted hull. Her hair was very fine. When it brushed against his planking, it snagged and clung to the wood.

You dont make sense, he pointed out genially. You vow you would stand and fight for me, knowing you would lose. But this simple, sure mercy you refuse me.

Death by flames is scarcely mercy.

No. Being chopped to pieces is much more pleasant, Im sure, Paragon retorted sarcastically.

You go so quickly from childish tantrums to cold logic, Amber said wonderingly. Are you child or man? What are you?

Both, perhaps. But you change the subject. Come. Promise me.

No, she pleaded.

He let out his breath in a sigh. She would do it. He could hear it in her voice. If there were no other way to save him, then she would do it. A strange trembling ran through him. It was a strange victory to have won. And jars of oil, he added. When they come, you may not have much time. Oil would make the wood burn fast and hot.

There followed a long silence. When she spoke again, her voice was altered. They will try to move you in secret. Tell me how they would do it.

Probably the same way I was put up here. They will wait for a high tide. Most likely, they would choose the highest tide of the month, at night. They will come with rollers, donkeys, men, and small boats. It will not be a small undertaking, but knowledgeable men could get it done quickly.

Amber considered. I shall have to move my things into you. I shall have to sleep aboard in order to guard you. Oh, Paragon, she cried out suddenly, dont you have anyone who could speak up for you to the Bingtown Council?

Only you.

Ill try. But I doubt they will give me a chance. Im an outsider in Bingtown. They only listen to their own.

You once told me you were respected in Bingtown.

As an artisan and a merchant, they respect me. I am not an Old Trader. They would not have much patience with me if I began meddling in their affairs. Likely, I would suddenly find I had no customers. Or perhaps worse. The whole town is becoming more divided along Old Trader and newcomer lines. There is a rumour that the Bingtown Council has sent a delegation to the Satrap, with their original charter. They will demand he honour the word of Satrap Esclepius. The rumour is that they will demand he recall all the New Traders, and cancel all the land grants he has made them. They also demand that Satrap Cosgo live up to the old charter, and forbear from issuing any more land grants without the consent of the Bingtown Traders.

A detailed rumour, Paragon observed.

I have a keen ear for rumour and gossip. More than once, it has kept me alive.

A silence fell.

I wish I knew when Althea was coming back. Ambers voice was wistful. I could ask her to speak for us.

Paragon debated mentioning Brashen Trell. Brashen was his friend, Brashen would want to speak for him. Brashen was Old Trader. But even as he thought of that, he recalled that Brashen had been disinherited. Brashen was as much a disgrace to the Trell family as Paragon was to the Ludlucks. It would do no good to have Brashen speak out for him, even if he could get the Bingtown Traders Council to hear him. It would be one black sheep speaking on behalf of another. No one would listen. He set his hand over the scar on his chest, concealing for an instant the crude, seven-pointed star branded into him. His fingers travelled over it thoughtfully. He sighed, then drew a deep breath.

The mussels are done. I can smell them.

Do you want to taste one?

Why not? He should try new things while he still could. It might not be much longer before his chances to experience new things were gone forever.





2
THE PIRATES LEG

BACK IN THE monastery, Berandol used to say that one way to disperse fear and create decision was to consider the worst possible outcome of ones actions. After a moment Wintrow added, Berandol said that if one considered the worst possible outcome and planned how to face it, then he could be decisive when it came time to act.

Vivacia glanced back over her shoulder at Wintrow. The boy had been leaning on the bow rail for the better part of the morning, staring out over the choppy water of the channel. The wind had pulled his black hair free of his queue. The ragged remnants of his brown garments looked more like a beggars rags than a priests robe. The sentient figurehead had been aware of him, but had chosen to share his silence and mood. There was little to say to each other that they did not both already know. Even now, the boy spoke only to put his own thoughts in order, not to ask any advice of her. She knew that, but still prompted him along. And our worst fear is?

Wintrow heaved a heavy sigh. The pirate suffers from a fever that comes and goes. Each time it overpowers him, Kennit emerges from it weaker. The source is obviously the infection in his leg stump. Any animal bite is a dirty wound, but the sea serpents bite seems unusually poisoned. The festering part must be cut away, and the sooner the better. He is too weak for such a surgery, but I see little prospect that he will grow stronger. So I tell myself I must act swiftly. I also know it is unlikely he will survive my cutting. If he dies, so must my father and I. That was the bargain I struck with him. He paused, and then went on, I would die. That is not truly the worst outcome. The worst is that you must continue alone, a slave of these pirates.

He did not look at her but gazed out over the constantly moving waves as he added, So you see why I have come to you. You have more right to a say in this than I do. I did not fully consider that when I struck my deal with Kennit. I wagered my death and my fathers. In doing so, I unintentionally wagered your life as well. It was not mine to bet. You have, I believe, a great deal more to lose than I.

Vivacia nodded, but her own thought slid past Wintrows and into one of her own. He is not what I expected a pirate to be. Captain Kennit, I mean. Thoughtfully she added, A slave, you just said. But I do not think he considers me his slave.

Kennit is not what I thought a pirate would be, either. But despite his charm and intelligence, we must remember that he is one. Moreover, we must recall that if I fail, he will not be the one to command you. He would be dead. There is no telling who would then possess you. It might be Sorcor, his first mate. It might be Etta, his woman. Or perhaps Sa Adar would once more attempt to claim you for himself and the freed slaves. Wintrow shook his head. I cannot win. If the operation is successful, I must watch Kennit take you from me. Already he flatters and charms you with his words, and his crew works your decks. I have little say in anything that happens aboard you any more. Whether Kennit lives or dies, I will soon have no power to protect you.

Vivacia shrugged one wizardwood shoulder. And you did before? she asked, somewhat coldly.

I suppose not. The boys voice was apologetic. Yet, I had some idea of what to expect. Too much has happened too fast, to both of us. There has been too much death, and too many changes. I have had no time to mourn, no time to meditate. I scarce know who or what I am any more.

They both fell silent, considering.



Wintrow felt adrift in time. His life, his real life, was far away, in a peaceful monastery in a warm valley rich with orchards and fields. If he could step across the intervening days and distance, if he could wake up in his narrow bed in his cool cell, he was sure he could pick up the threads of that life. He hadnt changed, he insisted to himself. Not really. So he was missing a finger. He had learned to cope with that. And the slave tattoo on his face went no deeper than his skin. He had never truly been a slave; the tattoo had only been his fathers cruel revenge for his attempt at escaping. He was still Wintrow. In a few quiet days, he could rediscover the peaceful priest inside him.

But not here. The recent swiftly shifting events in his life had left him with so many strong emotions, he could scarcely feel at all. Vivacias feelings were as jumbled as his own, for her recent experiences had been as brutal. Kyle Haven had forced the young liveship into service as a slaver, prey to all the dark emotions of her miserable cargo. Wintrow, a blood member of her founding family, had not been able to comfort her. His own involuntary servitude on the ship had soured what should have been a natural bond between them. His alienation from her had only increased Vivacias misery. Yet still they had hobbled along, like slaves shackled together.

In one stormy, bloody night, the slaves uprising had freed her of Kyle Havens captaincy and her role as a slaver. Of the original crew, Wintrow and his father were the sole survivors. As dawn lightened the sky, the crippled ship was overtaken by pirates. Captain Kennit and his crew had claimed Vivacia as a prize without striking a single blow. Then it was that Wintrow had struck his bargain with Kennit: he would try to save the pirates life if Kennit would allow him and his father to live. SaAdar, a priest among the slaves and the leader of the uprising, had other ambitions. He wished not only to stand in judgment on Wintrows father Kyle, but also to demand Kennit turn the Vivacia over to the slaves as their rightful prize. No matter who prevailed, the future was uncertain for both Wintrow and the ship. Yet, the ship already seemed to favour the pirate.

Ahead of them, the Marietta cut a brisk path through the lace-edged waves. Vivacia followed eagerly in her wake. They were bound for some pirate stronghold; Wintrow knew no more than that. To the west, the horizon disappeared into the foggy coast of the Cursed Shores. The swift-running steaming rivers of that region dumped their warm and silty waters into this channel, which created near permanent mists and fogs that cloaked an ever-changing shoreline of shoals and shallows. Sudden, violent storms were common in the winter months, and not unknown even in the kinder days of summer. The pirate islands were uncharted. What sense was there in charting a coast that changed almost daily? The conventional wisdom was to give it a wide berth and sail swiftly past it. Yet the Marietta surged forward confidently and Vivacia followed. Obviously, the pirates were very familiar with these channels and islands.

Wintrow turned his head and looked back over the Vivacia. In the rigging above, the pirate crew moved briskly and competently to Brigs bellowed commands. Wintrow had to admit he had never seen the Vivacia sailed with such skill. Pirates they might be, but they were also excellent sailors, moving with discipline and coordination, as smoothly as if they were living parts of the quickened ship.

But there were others on deck to spoil the image. Most of the slaves had survived the rebellion. Freed of their chains, they were still recovering the aspects of full humanity. The marks of manacles were yet on their flesh and the slave tattoos on their faces. Their clothes were ragged, and the bodies that showed through the rents were pale and bony. There were far too many of them for Vivacias size. Although they now occupied the open decks as well as the holds below, they still had the crowded look of cattle being transported. They stood idly in small groups on the busy decks, moving only when the crew gestured them out of the way. Some of the healthier ones worked dispiritedly with rags and buckets, cleaning Vivacias decks and holds. Dissatisfaction showed on many faces. Wintrow wondered uneasily if they would act on it.

He wondered what he felt about them. Before their uprising, Wintrow had tended them belowdecks. His heart had rung with pity for them then. True, he had had small comfort to offer them: the dubious relief of saltwater and a washing rag seemed a false mercy now. He had tried to do a priests duties for them, but there had simply been too many. Now whenever he looked at them, instead of recalling his compassion for them, he remembered the screams and the blood as they had killed all his shipmates. He could not name the emotion that now swept through him when he considered the former slaves. Compounded of fear and anger, disgust and sympathy, it wrenched his soul with shame at feeling it. It was not a worthy emotion for a priest of Sa to experience. So he chose his other option. He felt nothing.

Some of the sailors, perhaps, had deserved their violent deaths, as men judged such things. But what of Mild, who had befriended Wintrow, and the fiddler Findow and fun-loving Comfrey and the other good men? Surely, they had merited a kinder end. The Vivacia had not been a slaver when they signed aboard. They had remained aboard her when Kyle had decided to put her to that use. SaAdar, the slave priest freed in the rebellion, believed that all who had died had deserved it. He preached that by working as crew on a slave ship, they had become the enemies of all just men. Wintrow felt himself deeply divided on that. He clung to the comforting idea that Sa did not demand he judge others. He told himself that Sa reserved all judging for himself, for only the creator had the wisdom to be judge.

The slaves on board did not share Wintrows opinion. Some looked at him and seemed to recall a soft-spoken voice in the darkness and hands with a cool damp rag. Others saw him as a sham, as the captains son playing at mercy but doing little to free them until they had taken matters into their own hands. One and all, they avoided him. He could not fault them. He avoided them as well, choosing to spend most of his time on the foredeck near Vivacia. The pirate crewmembers only came there when the operation of the ship demanded it. Otherwise, they avoided it as superstitiously as the slaves did. The living, speaking figurehead frightened them. If their shunning of her bothered Vivacia, she gave no sign of it. For Wintrows part, he was glad there was still one place aboard ship where he could be relatively alone. He leaned his head back against her railing and tried to find a thought that wasnt painful.

At home, it would almost be spring. The buds would be swelling in the monastery orchards. He wondered how Berandol was doing with his own studies, if his tutor ever missed him. He wondered with deep regret what he would be studying now if he were there. He looked down at his hands. Once they had transcribed manuscripts and shaped stained glass windows. They had been a boys hands, agile but still tender. Callus coated his palms now, and a finger was missing from one hand. They were the rough hands of a sailor. His finger would never wear a priests ring.

Here it was a different kind of spring. The canvas snapped in the brisk chill wind. Migrating flocks of birds passed over head with their haunting cries. The islands to either side of the channel had become even more lush, green, and alive with shorebirds arguing about nesting space.

Something tugged at him.

Your father calls for you, Vivacia said quietly.

Of course. He had sensed it through her. Their journey through the storm had affirmed and strengthened the bond of mind and spirit between the ship and himself. He did not resent it as he once had and he sensed that Vivacia did not cherish it as dearly as she once had. Perhaps in this, at least, their feelings were meeting in the middle. Since the storm, she had been kind to him, but no more than that. Like a preoccupied parent with a demanding child, he thought to himself.

In some ways, we have exchanged roles since our journey began, she observed.

He nodded, having neither spirit nor energy to deny the truth. Then he straightened his shoulders, ran a hand through his hair, and set his jaw more firmly. He would not let his father see how uncertain he felt.

He kept his head up as he threaded his way across the deck, avoiding the knots of slaves and the working crewmen. No one met his eyes, no one challenged him. Foolish, he told himself, to believe they all watched his passage. They had won. Why should they care about the actions of one surviving crewmember? At least he had come through it physically unscathed.

Vivacia bore the scars of the slave uprising. There were still bloodstains on the decks. The marks had not and would not yield to the sanding-stones the men used. The ship still smelled like a slaver, despite the near continuous scrubbing Brig had ordered. The storm had taken a toll on her canvas as well; the hasty patching that the pirates had done showed plainly on her sails. In the aftercastle, doors had been forced when the slaves had hunted down the ships officers. The gleaming woodwork was splintered and awry. She was not the tidy little vessel he had embarked upon from Bingtown. It suddenly shamed him to see his family ship this way, as if he had seen his sister whoring in a tavern. His heart went out to her and he wondered what it would have been like to have come aboard the ship of his own free will, as a boy perhaps, to serve under his grandfathers authority.

Then he set all such thoughts aside. He came to a battered door guarded by two sullen map-faces. He stepped past the former slaves as if he did not see them and knocked on Gantrys cabin door. At least, it had been the mates while he was still alive. Now the stripped and looted room was his fathers prison cell. He did not wait for a reply, but entered.

His father sat on the edge of the bare bunk. The stare he lifted to Wintrows face was an uneven one. Blood filled the white of one eye in his swollen and discoloured face. Kyle Havens posture suggested pain and despair, but there was only acid sarcasm in his greeting. Nice of you to recall me. I had supposed you were too busy grovelling to your new masters.

Wintrow held back a sigh. I came to see you earlier, but you were sleeping. I knew rest would heal you more than anything I could offer. How are your ribs?

Afire. My head throbs with every beat of my heart. And Im hungry as well as thirsty. He made a slight motion with his chin towards the door. Those two wont even let me out for some air.

I left food and water here for you earlier. Didnt you

Yes, I found it. A gill of water and two pieces of dry bread. There was suppressed fury in his fathers voice.

It was all I could get for you. There is a shortage of food and fresh water aboard. During the storm, much of the food was spoiled by saltwater

Gobbled down by the slaves, you mean. Kyle shook his head in disgust and then winced. They didnt even have the sense to know theyd have to ration food. They kill the only men who can sail the ship in the midst of a storm, and then eat or destroy half the rations on board. They are no more fit to be in charge of themselves than a flock of chickens. I hope you are pleased with the freedom you dispensed to them. Its as like to be their deaths as their salvation.

They freed themselves, Father, Wintrow said stubbornly.

But you did nothing to stop them.

Just as I did nothing to stop you from bringing them aboard in chains. Wintrow took a breath to go on, then stopped himself. No matter how he tried to justify what he had done, his father would never accept his reasons. Kyles words nudged the bruises on Wintrows conscience. Were the deaths of the crew his fault because he had done nothing? If that was so, then was he also responsible for the deaths of the slaves before the uprising? The thought was too painful to consider.

In an altered tone he went on, Do you want me to tend your injuries, or try to find food for you?

Did you find the medical supplies?

Wintrow shook his head. Theyre still missing. No one has admitted taking them. They may have been lost overboard during the storm.

Well, without them, there is little you can do for me, his father pointed out cynically. Food would be nice, however.

Wintrow refused to be irritated. Ill see what I can do, he said softly.

Of course you will, his father replied snidely. His voice lowered abruptly as he asked, And what will you do about the pirate?

I dont know, Wintrow admitted honestly. He met his fathers eyes squarely as he added, Im afraid. I know I have to try to heal him. But I dont know which is worse, the prospect of him surviving and us continuing as prisoners, or him dying and us with him, and the ship having to go on alone.

His father spat on the deck, an action so unlike him that it was as shocking as a blow. His eyes glittered like cold stones. I despise you, he growled. Your mother must have lain with a serpent, to bring forth something like you. It shames me to have folk name you my son. Look at you. Pirates have taken over your family ship, the livelihood of your mother and sister and little brother. Their very survival depends on you taking this ship back! But you dont even think of that. No. All you wonder is if you will kill or cure the pirate whose boot is on your neck. You have not given one thought to getting weapons for us, or persuading the ship to defy him as she defied me. All the time you wasted nursemaiding those slaves when they were in chains! Do you try to get any of them to help you now? No. You mouse along and help that damn pirate keep the ship he has stolen from us.

Wintrow shook his head, in wonder as much as sorrow. You are not rational. What do you expect of me, Father? Am I supposed to single-handedly take this ship back from Kennit and his crew, subdue the slaves into being cargo again, and then sail it on to Chalced?

You and this devil ship were able to overthrow me and my crew! Why dont you turn the ship against him as you turned her against me? Why cant you, just once, act in the best interests of your family? His father stood up, his fists clenched as if he would attack Wintrow. Then he abruptly clutched at his ribs, gasping with pain. His face went from the red of anger to the white of shock, and he swayed. Wintrow started forward to catch him.

Dont touch me! Kyle snarled threateningly, staggering to the edge of the bunk. He eased himself back onto it. He sat glowering at his son.

What does he see when he looks at me, Wintrow wondered? He supposed he must be a disappointment to the tall, blond man. Small, dark and slight like his mother, Wintrow would never have his fathers size or his physical strength. At fourteen, he was physically still more boy than man. But it wasnt just physically that he failed his fathers ambitions. His spirit would never match his sires.

Wintrow spoke softly. I never turned the ship against you, sir. You did that yourself, with your treatment of her. There is no way I can reclaim her completely at this time. The very best I can hope to do is to keep us alive.

Kyle Haven shifted his gaze to the wall and stared at it stonily. Go and get me some food. He barked out the order as if he still commanded the ship.

I will try, Wintrow said coldly. He turned and left the room.

As he dragged the damaged door shut behind him, one of the map-faces spoke to him. The tattooed marks of his many masters crawled on the burly mans face, as he demanded, Why do you take that from him?

What? Wintrow asked in surprise.

He treats you like a dog.

Hes my father. Wintrow tried to conceal his dismay that they had listened to their conversation. How much had they overheard?

Hes a horses ass, the other guard observed coldly. He turned a challenging gaze on Wintrow. Makes you the son of a horses ass.

Shut up! the first guard snarled. The boy isnt bad. If you cant remember who was kind to you when you were chained up, I can. His dark eyes came back to Wintrow. He tossed his head at the closed door. You say the word, boy. Ill make him crawl for you.

No. Wintrow spoke out clearly. I dont want that. I dont want anyone to crawl for me. He felt he had to make it absolutely clear to the man. Please. Dont hurt my father.

The map-face gave a shrug. Suit yourself. I speak from experience, lad. Its the only way to deal with a man like that. He crawls for you or you crawl for him. Its all he knows.

Perhaps, Wintrow conceded unwillingly. He started to walk away, then paused. I dont know your name.

Villia. Youre Wintrow, right?

Yes. Im Wintrow. Im pleased to know your name, Villia. Wintrow looked at the other guard expectantly.

He frowned and looked uncomfortable. Deccan, he said finally.

Deccan, Wintrow repeated, fixing it in his mind. He deliberately met the mans eyes and nodded at him before he turned away. He could sense both amusement and approval from Villia. Such a minor way of standing up for himself, and yet he felt better for having done it. As he emerged onto the deck, blinking in the bright spring sunshine, SaAdar stepped into his path. The big priest still looked haggard from his confinement as a slave. The red kiss of the shackles had scarred his wrists and ankles.

Ive been looking for you, he announced. Two more map-faces flanked the priest like leashed pitbulls.

Have you? Wintrow resolved to continue as he had begun. He squared his shoulders and met the older mans eyes. Did you post those two men outside my fathers room? he demanded.

The wandering priest was unruffled. I did. The man must be confined until he can be judged and justice done to him. The priest looked down on Wintrow from his superior height and years. Do you dispute that?

I? Wintrow appeared to consider the question. Why would it worry you if I did? Were I you, I would not worry about what Wintrow Vestrit thought. I would worry about what Captain Kennit might think of me taking such authority to myself.

Kennits a dying man, SaAdar said boldly. Brig is the one who commands here. He seems to welcome my authority over the slaves. He gives out his orders through me. He has not challenged my posting of a guard on Captain Haven.

Slaves? Surely they are all free folk now. Wintrow smiled as he spoke, and pretended not to notice how closely the map-faces were following the conversation. The other former slaves loitering on the deck were also eavesdropping. Some drew closer.

You know what I mean! SaAdar exclaimed in annoyance.

Generally, a man says what he means Wintrow let the observation hang a moment, then added smoothly, You said you were seeking me earlier?

I was. Have you been to see Kennit today?

Why do you ask? Wintrow countered quietly.

Because I should like to know plainly what his intentions are. The priest had a trained voice and he now gave it a carrying quality. More than one tattooed face turned towards him as he spoke. The tales told in Jamaillia City say that when Captain Kennit captures a slave ship, he kills the crew and gives the ship over to those who were slaves on it, so that they, too, can become pirates and carry on his crusade against slavery. Such was what we believed when we welcomed his aid in manning the ship that we had taken. We expected to keep it. We hoped it would be a tool for the new beginning each of us must make. Now Captain Kennit speaks as if he will keep it for himself. With all we have heard of him, we do not believe he is a man who would snatch from us the only thing of value we have. Therefore, we wish to ask him, plainly and fairly. To whom does he believe this ship belongs?

Wintrow regarded him levelly. If you wish to ask that question of Captain Kennit, then I encourage you to do so. Only he can give his opinion of the answer. If you ask it of me, you will hear, not my opinion, but the truth. He had deliberately spoken more softly than SaAdar so that those who wished to listen would have to draw near. Many had done so, including some of the pirate crewmen. They had a dangerous look to them.

SaAdar smiled sardonically. Your truth is that the ship belongs to you, I suppose.

Wintrow shook his head, and returned the smile. The ship belongs to herself. Vivacia is a free creature, with the right to determine her own life. Or would you, who have worn the heavy chains of slavery, presume to do to another what was done so cruelly to you?

Ostensibly he addressed SaAdar. Wintrow did not look around to see how the question affected the others. Instead, he was silent, as if awaiting an answer. After a moment SaAdar gave a snort of disdainful laughter. He cannot be serious, he told the throng. By some sorcery, the figurehead can speak. It is an interesting bit of Bingtown trickery. But a ship is a ship, a thing, and not a person. And by rights, this ship is ours!

Only a few slaves muttered assent, for no sooner was the question uttered than a pirate confronted him. Are you talking mutiny? the grizzled tar demanded. Cause if you are, youll go over the side before you take another breath. The man smiled in a decidedly unfriendly way that bared the gaps in his teeth. To his left, a tall pirate laughed gutturally. He rolled his shoulders as if stretching, a subtle display of strength for SaAdars map-faces. Both the tattooed men straightened, eyes narrowing.

SaAdar looked shocked. Obviously, he had not expected this. He stood straight and began indignantly, Why should it be a concern of yours?

The stocky pirate poked the tall priest in the chest. His jabbing finger stayed there as he pointed out, Kennits our captain. What he says, goes. Right? When the priest did not answer, the man grinned. SaAdar stepped back from the pressure of his forefinger against his chest. As he turned to walk away, the pirate observed, Youd do best not to talk against anything Kennit does. You dont like something, tell the captain to his face. Hes a hard man, but fair. Dont wag your tongue behind his back. If you make trouble on this ship, it will only come down on you.

Without a backward glance, the pirates went back to their work. Attention shifted to SaAdar. He did not mask the angry glint in his eyes, but his voice sounded thin and childish when he said, Be assured I will speak to Kennit about this. Be assured I will!

Wintrow lowered his eyes to the deck. Perhaps his father was right. Perhaps there was a way he could regain his family ship from both slaves and pirates. In any conflict, there is opportunity for someone. His heart beat strangely faster as he walked away, and he wondered where such thoughts had bred in him.



Vivacia was preoccupied. Although her eyes stared ahead over the water to the stern of the Marietta, her real attention was turned inward. The man on the wheel had a steady hand; the crew that sprang to her rigging were true sailors one and all. The crew was cleansing filth from her decks and holds, and repairing woodwork and polishing metal. For the first time in many months, she had no qualms as to the abilities of her captain. She could let her mind be completely occupied with her own concerns, trusting that those who manned her knew their trade.

A quickened liveship, through her wizardwood bones, could be aware of all that happened aboard her. Much of it was mundane and scarcely worthy of attention. The mending of a line, the chopping of an onion in the galley need not concern her. Those things could not change her course in life. Kennit could. In the captains quarters, the enigmatic man slept restlessly. Vivacia could not see him, but she could feel him in a way humans had no words to describe. His fever was rising again. The woman who tended him was anxious. She did something with cool water and a cloth. Vivacia reached for details, but there was no bond there. She did not yet know them well enough.

Kennit was far more accessible to her than Etta. His fever dreams ran out of him carelessly, spilling into Vivacia like the blood that had been shed on her decks. She absorbed them but could make no sense of them. A little boy was tormented, torn between loyalty to a father who loved him but had no idea how to protect him, and a man who protected him from others but had no love at all in his heart. Over and over again, a serpent rose from the depths of his dreams to shear off his leg. The bite of its jaws was acid and ice. From the depths of his soul, he reached towards her, towards a deep sharing that he recalled only as a formless memory from a lost infancy.

Hello, hello, whats this? Or who is this, perhaps I should say?

The voice, Kennits voice, came to her in a tiny whisper inside her mind. She shook her head, tousling her hair into the wind. The pirate did not speak to her. Even in her strongest communions with Althea and Wintrow, their thoughts had not come so clearly into her mind. That is not Kennit, she murmured to herself. Of that, she was certain. Yet, it was certainly his voice. In his stateroom, the pirate captain drew a deep breath and expelled it, muttering denials and refusals as he did so. He groaned suddenly.

No. Not Kennit, the tiny voice confirmed in amusement. Nor are you the Vestrit you think yourself to be. Who are you?

It was disconcerting to feel a mind groping after her reaction. Instinctively she recoiled from the contact. She was stronger far than he was. When she pulled away from him, he could not follow her. In doing so, she severed her tentative contact with Kennit as well. Frustration and agitation roiled through her. She clenched her fists at her side and took the next wave badly, smashing herself into it rather than through it. The helmsman cursed to himself and made a tiny correction. Vivacia licked the salt spray from her lips and shook her hair back from her face. Who and what was he? She held her thoughts still inside herself and tried to decide if she were more frightened or intrigued. She sensed an odd kinship with the being who had spoken to her. She had turned his aggressive prying aside easily, but she disliked that someone had even tried to invade her mind.

She decided she would not tolerate it. Whoever this intruder was, she would unmask him and confront him. Keeping her own guard up, she reached out tentatively towards the cabin where Kennit shifted in his sleep. She found the pirate easily. He still struggled through his fever dreams, hiding within a cupboard while some dream being stalked him, calling his name in a falsely sweet tone. The woman set a cool cloth on his brow, and draped another over the swollen stump of his leg. Vivacia almost felt the sudden easing it brought him. The ship reached out again, more boldly, but found no one else there.

Where are you? she demanded suddenly and angrily. Kennit jerked with a cry as the stalker in his dream echoed her words, and Etta bent over him, murmuring soothing words.

Vivacias question went unanswered.



Kennit surfaced, gasping his way into consciousness. It took him a moment to recall his surroundings. Then a faint smile of pleasure stretched his fever-parched lips. His liveship. He was on board his liveship, in the captains well-appointed chambers. A fine linen sheet draped his sweating body. Polished brass and wood gleamed throughout a chamber both cosy and refined. He could hear the water gurgling past as Vivacia cut through the channel. He could almost feel the awareness of his ship around him, protecting him. She was a second skin, shielding him from the world. He sighed in satisfaction, and then choked on the mucus in his dry throat.

Etta! he croaked to the whore. Water.

Its right here, she said soothingly.

It was true. Surprising as it was, she was standing right beside him, a cup of water ready in her hand. Her long fingers were cool on the back of his neck as she helped him raise himself to drink. Afterwards, she deftly turned his pillow before she lowered his head again. She patted the perspiration from his face and then wiped his hands with a moist cloth. He lay still and silent under her touch, limply grateful for the comfort she gave. He knew a moment of purest peace.

It did not last. His awareness of his swollen leg rose swiftly to recognition of pain. He tried to ignore it. It became a pulsing heat that rose in intensity with every breath he took. Beside his bed, his whore sat in a chair, sewing something. His eyes moved listlessly over her. She looked older than he recalled her. The lines were deeper by her mouth and in her brow. Her face looked thinner under the brush of her short black hair. It made her dark eyes even more immense.

You look terrible, he rebuked her.

She set her sewing aside immediately and smiled as if he had complimented her. Its hard for me to see you like this. When you are illI cant sleep, I cant eat

Selfish woman. Shed fed his leg to a sea serpent, and now tried to make it out that it was her problem. Was he supposed to feel sorry for her? He pushed the thought aside. Wheres that boy? Wintrow?

She stood right away. Do you want him?

Stupid question. Of course I want him. Hes supposed to make my leg better. Why hasnt he done so?

She leaned over his bed and smiled down at him tenderly. He wanted to push her away but he had not the strength. I think he wants to wait until we make port in Bull Creek. There are a number of things he wants to have on hand before heheals you. She turned away from his sickbed abruptly, but not before he had seen the tears glinting in her eyes. Her wide shoulders were bowed and she no longer stood tall and proud. She did not expect him to survive. To know that so suddenly both scared and angered him. It was as if she had wished his death on him.

Go find that boy! he commanded her roughly, mostly to get her out of his sight. Remind him. Remind him well that if I die, so does he and his father. Tell him that!

Ill have someone fetch him, she said in a quavering voice and started for the door.

No. You go yourself, right now, and get him. Now.

She turned back and annoyed him by lightly touching his face. If thats what you want, she said soothingly. Ill go right now.

He did not watch her go but listened instead to the sound of her boots on the deck. She hurried, and when she went out, the door shut quietly but completely behind her. He heard her voice lifted to someone, irritably. No. Go away. I wont have him bothered with such things right now. Then, in a lower, threatening voice, Touch that door and Ill kill you right here. Whoever it was heeded her, for no knock came at the door.

He half closed his eyes and drifted on the tide of his pain. The fever razored bright edges and sharp colours to the world. The cosy room seemed to crowd closer around him, threatening to fall in on him. He pushed the sheet away and tried to find a breath of cooler air.

So, Kennit. What will you do with your likely urchin when he comes?

The pirate squeezed his eyes tight shut. He tried to will the voice away.

Thats amusing. Do you think I cannot see you with your eyes closed? The charm was relentless.

Shut up. Leave me alone. I wish I had never had you made.

Oh, now you have wounded my feelings! Such words to bandy about, after all we have endured together.

Kennit opened his eyes. He lifted his wrist and stared at the bracelet. The tiny wizardwood charm, carved in a likeness of his own saturnine face, looked up at him with a friendly grin. Leather thongs secured it firmly over his pulse point. His fever brought the face looming closer. He closed his eyes.

Do you truly believe that boy can heal you? No. You could not be so foolish. Of course, you are desperate enough that you will insist he try. Do you know what amazes me? That you fear death so much that it makes you brave enough to face the surgeons knife. Think of that swollen flesh, so tender you scarce can bear the brush of a sheet upon it. You will let him set a knife to that, a bright sharp blade, gleaming silver before the blood encarmines it

Charm. Kennit opened his eyes to slits. Why do you torment me?

The charm pursed his lips at him. Because I can. I am probably the only one in the whole world who can torment the great Captain Kennit. The Liberator. The would-be King of the Pirate Isles. The little face snickered and added snidely, Brave Serpent-Bait of the Inside Passage. Tell me. What do you want of the boy-priest? Do you desire him? He stirs in your fever dreams memories of what you were. Would you do as you were done by?

No. I was never

What, never? The wizardwood charm snickered cruelly. Do you truly believe you can lie to me, bonded as we are? I know everything about you. Everything.

I made you to help me, not to torment me! Why
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