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			To Greg and Shepard

			And to Xan—my favorite young adult

		

	
		
			
				Nothing is written.

				—T. E. Lawrence, Lawrence of Arabia

				The dream is the small hidden door in the deepest and most intimate sanctum of the soul, which opens to that primeval cosmic night that was soul long before there was conscious ego and will be soul far beyond what a conscious ego could ever reach.

				—Carl Jung

				You belong among the wildflowers.

				—Tom Petty, “Wildflowers”
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			Anna worked at the cold stone floor of the Tower, using a tool she’d made from the handle of a lantern years before. The entire floor was scored with small, white lines the size of matchsticks, each set of four lines crossed through with a bold diagonal.

			She struck another line, knowing the next day would be her sixteenth birthday. She clenched her teeth against the familiar feeling of gloom settling inside her.

			Anna heard the sound of keys grinding their way into the Tower’s immense stone door. She jumped up, expecting to greet her advisors, but the King’s Guard entered, followed by the Hierophant King himself.

			“Anna,” the King greeted her.

			“Father.” Anna suppressed the urge to lunge at him and scratch his eyes out. He stood for a moment and looked around.

			The Tower was a circular stone structure with narrow stairways, and Anna lived in the round room at its top. There was one window overlooking the castle gates and the forest that lay beyond. On a windy day, she could fool herself into thinking she smelled salt coming off the sea, though she had never glimpsed or heard it. But she’d been told of the ocean’s existence by her advisors, and now she imagined that it was behind her, in a direction she had never seen.

			Despite a modest stone fireplace, the room was terribly drafty. The King pulled his robes closer. A small bed sat along the wall, but the room was mostly taken up by a large wooden worktable covered in sketches and a weaving loom the size of a small horse.

			The King was not looking at the room itself but at the elaborate tapestries that curved around it, covering every inch of wall space. His heart caught in his chest at the sheer beauty of the tapestries.

			“Heavens, Anna!” the King said. “These are truly extraordinary, and to think you are self-taught. The work of the so-called masters would surely pale in comparison. The pure imagination of it! My walls will be the envy of all.” He paused. “You’ve accomplished so much since I was here last. Why, they look as if they are nearly finished.”

			“A year is a long time,” Anna said quietly.

			The King rubbed at the silver hairs of his closely cropped beard and ran a hand over his shaven head. “Has it been a year?”

			“It has, and we made an agreement. When I completed the tapestries, you would let me go.”

			“So I did. Are you finished?”

			“I just need to put some final touches on the last one, bind the threads. But other than that, yes.”

			“Please, take me through them. One by one.” He shook his head, his eyes scanning the walls. “How one girl could create all of this . . .”

			I have a lot of time, Anna thought. She wanted to say, Because you keep me locked up in here like I’m some kind of monster! But she bit her tongue.

			Anna pushed aside a tall ladder that allowed her to reach the top of her tapestries, and then beckoned the King forward. She dove right in, worried that he could change his mind and leave her again at any moment.

			“This is the land of Pentacles,” she said. The two looked up at the great tapestry together, nearly fifteen feet high and just as wide. It was one of four grand tapestries, her life’s work.

			At the tapestry’s center sat a king on an immense throne carved into the trunk of a magnificent brown oak tree. The king’s robes were purple velvet and shimmered with golden silk threads that matched a bejeweled crown. At the center of the crown a golden pentacle symbol sparkled. Baskets brimmed with glittering gold coins at the King’s feet.

			The Hierophant King wore a large silver signet ring on his index finger, with a pentacle etched into its face. He twisted the ring now, staring at the scene while Anna spoke.

			“This tapestry depicts the entire court as I imagine it,” Anna said. “You have a regal queen in a magnificent gown of powder-blue satin, handsome knights in battle regalia. I imagine even the pages of this opulent land are dressed in tunics and stockings of the finest silks.”

			“Is that supposed to be me?” the King asked, gesturing to the king on the oak throne.

			“You’re just my inspiration,” Anna corrected, wrinkling her nose behind the King’s back.

			“There’s so much detail,” the King said. “I can almost taste the food.”

			A feast was set with a succulent, bronzed pig laid over bright red apples, all roasted to perfection. Tarts and cakes dripped with cream, and goblets overflowed with wine. The food was so bountiful, it was almost obscene. The King noticed a tray on the floor by the door where he had entered. Leftovers of a modest breakfast of toast and jam. The sight embarrassed him.

			Heavens knew how she had survived all of these years locked up. The King himself would have gone mad. He looked at Anna. Her pallor had turned gray, no doubt from a lack of sunlight and fresh air, and yet she had grown into a beautiful young woman. Long black hair swung down her back, matching her impossibly big black eyes. The King remembered where those eyes came from, and any guilt or tenderness he had started to feel evaporated. He tilted his head back up toward the tapestry. “Go on.”

			“The land of Pentacles revolves around a luxurious and mighty kingdom built in the middle of a great forest.” She motioned toward the blanket of hunter-green pines and the massive stone castle that erupted from their center. The King was astounded. To have such an understanding of perspective! The forest was bordered by an angry sea, waves of slate blue pounding against steep stone cliffs.

			“It’s as if I can feel the mist, Anna. I can almost hear the crashing of the surf. I ride out to the sea often, and I could never depict the scene with such clarity. And you have never been there.” The King marveled at the depth and movement of the image. “It almost appears to be a living, breathing thing, this sea.”

			Anna bowed her head slightly and accepted the King’s compliment. He nodded for her to continue.

			“Below the castle, we have the home of the serfs and peasants,” Anna said. For a moment she and the King could not stand side by side, their path obstructed by the large worktable and its proximity to the wall. He was a stocky man of six feet, so he stood back to let her pass in front of him.

			The kingdom was dotted with guards, the castle itself decorated with turrets and flags that looked as if they could snap in the frigid wind blowing off the turbulent sea.

			“It is uncanny how much it looks like the kingdom,” the King said.

			“My advisors have described it to me, and I read a lot of historical texts.”

			“Hmm.” Once again the King began to twist the masses of jeweled rings that decorated his long fingers. Anna tried to move more quickly.

			“Some of it I can see from my window,” she added. “But you know this kingdom well, so let’s move on.” They stayed close to the walls, walking past the window, to the side opposite, where Anna’s narrow bed sat. There was more room here, and now Anna stood beside the King again. He watched her while she spoke, absorbed in her description. Her hips had widened from her tiny waist, and he was reminded of her mother, his late wife, the Queen. How could this girl have matured so much in one year?

			Anna sensed the King watching her, and wondered what he was thinking.

			“Here is the land of Wands.” Anna looked up at the next tapestry, bold and bright. “Where Pentacles is a land of nobility, Wands is a village of artists and free spirits set in the mountains of a desert land.”

			“Desert land?” the King said.

			Anna nodded. She pointed out the soft orange sands that seemed to glow with warmth. “It’s a retreat for artists and craftspeople. Here is their marketplace.” Anna pointed to a large depiction of an open-air market with goods ranging from elaborately patterned textiles and pottery to baskets overflowing with fruits woven in bright yellows, greens, reds, and oranges.

			“May I touch it?” The King reached toward the sand.

			“Yes.” Anna hoped that the passion in her work might leap from the threads and soften his heart. The King ran his fingers over the warm orange and yellow threads that made up the desert land.

			Cloaked figures sat beneath the shelter of white tents, heads bent in concentration. “Wands draws the most passionate and creative people.” Anna smiled.

			The King studied her, his eyes suddenly flashing with anger.

			“Free spirits,” he scoffed.

			“Father.” Anna forgot herself. “I dream of a world where people can create and invent and—”

			“Don’t be ridiculous, Anna. You dream of chaos.”

			“Why? I bet half of the peasants who serve you could write books or make great art.”

			“That’s enough, Anna. People are born into their positions for a reason. Fates are a fixed thing, destiny preordained,” the King said.

			“But what about our imaginations? How can you put limits on that?” Anna shook her head. “There are things I think about that lie beyond my experience or even my comprehension at times. Pieces of dreams, unfinished thoughts—things I can’t yet weave into my tapestries. But I know one day I will.”

			He squinted at her. “People need order, direction. They need to know their place. That is how they thrive.” He paused. “You’re young and have not seen what I have seen,” he added.

			“Whose fault is that? I have not seen anything!” Anna wished she could take her words back the minute they left her mouth.

			“Watch your tone.”

			“I’m sorry,” she said immediately. He held all the power here. There was no point in pushing him. “I really am. I don’t want to debate. I just want to finish showing my gift to you.”

			“All right. But no more of that sort of talk. I won’t tolerate it from you or from anyone.”

			The King tapped his foot and took a deep breath in, which Anna took as a sign of impatience. There was a lot more she wanted to say to him, but she swallowed it, fearing he would storm off as he had one year ago, when he last visited her. She simply could not wait another year. She couldn’t stand it.

			“Over here,” she said, trying to make her voice softer. The King gathered the velvet and silks of his robes and followed her across the room, avoiding the loom.

			As he squeezed past Anna’s bed, he took in the austerity of the linens and felt a pang of remorse. Perhaps he had been too harsh with her just then. He thought about his own lavish quarters and wondered if he could somehow make her life of confinement a bit more comfortable.

			The truth was, when he wasn’t with her, he didn’t think about her very much. He got caught up in court life, the obligatory viewings with the peasants and the farmers and their litany of complaints. He rode daily and took vigorous walks to keep up his stamina. Admittedly, he always rode out through the northern gates so that he wouldn’t have to see the Tower. Out of sight, out of mind.

			He had charged three of his best advisors with raising Anna, and from what he could tell, they had done a good job.

			To see her, to stand in her presence, was painful. To witness her as a living, breathing girl twisted him up inside. He hated these visits and the hangover of guilt and ambivalence they left him with for weeks afterward.

			“Swords. The land farthest to the North.” Anna held both hands out, presenting the next tapestry.

			The King was listening, but his mind drifted. Perhaps now he could bring her back to the Keep with him and raise her properly at court. Truly be a father to her. It had been sixteen years.

			He looked up and studied her, but when his eyes wandered to the tapestry, he was once again filled with wonder. It seemed as if the entire thing were made of shining silver and bronze metal.

			“Swords is a bustling city of trade, invention, and ambition.”

			“What are these?” The King touched the towering structures that looked like they were made of precious glass. They reached far up into the sky, touching the clouds.

			“It’s where people work and sleep in Swords.” Anna took a step closer and ran her finger over the greenish threads. They gleamed with hints of purple and gold, like blown glass.

			He raised his eyebrows in question.

			“They’re buildings.”

			“Such a thing could never actually exist,” he said, fascinated.

			“It’s just a tapestry.” Anna shrugged.

			“There are so many people. They look like ants.”

			“Yes, it’s the most populated of all the lands.” Anna wanted to say more about how the huge population of people brought vast ideas and talent, but she held her tongue this time.

			He wondered if it would be blasphemous to hang these in his halls. They were so beautiful and unique, but they represented fantastical possibilities that opposed his ideologies. And yet, he wanted them. He felt an almost irresistible pull to them.

			“Ready to move on?” Anna asked.

			He nodded. They only needed to take two steps to reach the final tapestry, raw and unfinished at its borders. He ran his eyes over it and stopped suddenly.

			“What is that?” The King could not believe what he was seeing.

			“What?” Anna said. She moved closer to him.

			“That.” The word sounded like a door slamming shut. He jabbed his finger into a glowing white orb that hovered over the land of silky white beaches lined with tall, swaying palms. People Anna’s age, young people, twirled throughout the tapestry, splashing in a calm, glittering sea. Others tended to small farms or napped in hammocks.

			“The Moon,” she said plainly.

			“The Moon?” The King looked dumbfounded. “What do you know of the Moon?” He narrowed his eyes. “It certainly has never graced these lands, so you couldn’t have seen it out that window of yours,” he said.

			Anna took a step away from the King. She looked from him to the Moon and back again. “The Moon has visited me in my dreams since I was a child.”

			“Has it?” The King’s eyes bulged and his face turned an angry red. “Really?”

			Anna paused, trying to explain. “Sometimes I feel like the Moon is guiding me. I know it’s not real, but it’s always there, somewhere between dream and waking.”

			“Did your advisors tell you about the Moon?” The King tugged at his collar.

			“No, we’ve never talked about it,” Anna admitted.

			“You never asked them why there is no moon here? In this land?” he demanded.

			Anna shook her head.

			“Damn him.” The King pressed his lips together. “Guard! I am ready to leave!” The guards, who had been standing at the doorway, snapped to attention.

			“Where are you going? Damn who?” Anna tried to think of what she might have missed, but everything was happening so quickly.

			The King leaned in close to Anna. “I had a feeling about you. I was right to keep you locked up here, and here is where you’ll stay.” He jabbed his finger at her.

			“You don’t even know me! You’ve never given me a chance!” Anna grabbed the King’s arm. “You can’t leave.”

			But the King shook her off and stormed past her, crossing the room in just a few steps.

			“Father!” Anna pleaded, her voice dissolving into a desperate sob. “What’s happened? Please stay and talk to me.” But the King was already halfway out the door. His guards ran after him. “When will you return?” She was answered with the sound of the key turning in its heavy lock and then the stony, damp silence of the Tower. She pressed her head to the door and heard the echo of a guard’s voice.

			“I don’t know why he doesn’t just hand her over to us. We’d take care of her properly. Throw her in the real dungeons and teach her a lesson or two.”

			Anna stepped back, picked up a glass jar of charcoal sticks, and threw it against the door. “Damn you, Father! Damn all of you!” The jar shattered, glass cascading across the floor.

			“You promised!” She shook her head. “And I was fool enough to believe you.”

			She turned and crossed the room to touch the unfinished tapestry—the tropical land, ruled by youth and passion. She pressed her palm onto the shimmering white threads of the Moon.
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			When her advisors finally arrived, it was dusk, and Anna had lit lanterns and candles to combat the coming darkness. Outside her window, the sky turned different shades of pink and violet as the sun set. She could hear the sounds of the day coming to a close: the loud creak of the front gates being drawn shut for the evening, the peasants yelling and corralling their livestock for the night. The hollow ring of the campanile’s bells, signaling evening curfew. Anna could even smell the peasants’ humble dinners roasting, the scent wafting through the evening air.

			For the second time that day she heard keys grind in the lock of the Tower door. When it opened, a small white dog as fluffy as a perfect cloud came bounding straight for Anna.

			“Hello, darling dog.” She smiled for the first time that day and took him in her arms. The little dog launched an attack of unrelenting licks onto Anna’s face, his small body trembling with happiness. She laughed and finally managed to duck away. “My little Bembo! What would I do without you?”

			The dog was followed by Anna’s three advisors: the Fool, the Magician, and the Hermit. They were called as such for the roles they served in the King’s court. If they had other birth names, they had never revealed them to Anna. She let Bembo go, and he started exploring the room, sniffing everything he came in contact with.

			“What took you so long?” Anna moaned. “I’ve been waiting for hours.”

			“We’re so sorry, Anna. We didn’t know how long he’d be here,” the Fool said, fidgeting with his tall onyx staff.

			“How did it go?” The Magician stepped fully into the room. She had silky brown hair, always in a long braid down her back, with one shock of gray woven through, making her look older than her thirty-five years.

			“You haven’t seen him? He didn’t come to you?” Anna started pacing, nervous energy jolting through her.

			“No.” The Magician knitted her brows.

			The Fool poured Anna a glass of water from a pitcher on the worktable and brought it to her.

			“Thank you.” She gulped it down and, taking a few breaths, walked over to the bench beside the worktable and sat down. Anna gestured for the rest of them to follow. Bembo took the opportunity to jump onto her lap, and she stroked his soft, downy fur, finding the motion calming.

			“I was showing him all of the finished tapestries. He seemed very impressed, more so than he wanted to let on.”

			“That’s great, Anna,” said the Fool.

			Anna looked at him. “He got angry for a moment, when I mentioned artisans and creativity.” The three studied her, concerned. “But we moved on, and then—”

			Anna stood up and walked over to the unfinished tapestry. Lantern light beneath it made it look as if the tide were ebbing, the tall palms swaying above it.

			“What is that?” The Magician’s voice was hard. Anna whipped around and faced her.

			“That is what set him off.” Anna looked closely at the Magician. “He saw the Moon, and he yelled at me and stormed out.” Anna thrust her hands into her hair. “He said that he was right to keep me here and that here was where I was going to stay.”

			“When in heaven’s name did you add this, Anna?” the Magician asked.

			The three advisors stood up to examine the Moon, shining big and bright in the lantern’s light.

			“I did it last night. I was going to weave it into all of the lands.”

			“This is a disaster,” said the Magician.

			The Hermit, usually the image of calm, drummed his fingers over his lips.

			“I think it’s time we told her the truth,” he said. He spoke slowly and not very often, so when he did talk, people tended to listen. He paused, always careful with his choice of words. “She needs to know who she is. It is the only way she can protect herself.”

			Anna’s eyes widened. “Protect myself?”

			“Maybe we can talk to him,” the Fool offered. “He can be stubborn, but he’s not a monster. Anna’s just a girl.”

			“There will be no talking to him now. Not after this.” The Magician lifted her chin toward the Moon. “We need a plan, and yes, Hermit, you are correct.” She turned her attention back to Anna. “My dear, you and I are going to have a talk.” She gestured to the seat next to her, and Anna came and sat back down.

			“You’re scaring me,” Anna said.

			“Frankly, you should be scared.” The Magician placed a hand on her knee.

			The Hermit cleared his throat, signaling for the Magician to be more sensitive.

			“Anna, what we are about to tell you is going to change everything.” The Hermit looked at her, a calmness in his amber eyes. “But you are strong, and our hope is that it will set you on a new path.”

			Anna eyed the Magician, uncharacteristically harried and anxious. She fidgeted with the golden serpent belt that wound around her red velvet robes. The emerald eyes of the snakehead clasp gleamed in the candlelight.

			“I’m not very good at this kind of thing. . . .” the Magician began, wringing her hands. “The King is not your father, Anna,” she blurted.

			The Fool and the Hermit looked at each other and shook their heads. The Magician really wasn’t good at this kind of thing.

			“What do you mean?” Anna said.

			“Your real father was a great magician named Marco Russo. He was the most powerful magician that ever existed.” She paused. “He was also the King’s best friend since childhood. And my brother.”

			“Your brother? You are not my aunt?” Anna raised her brows in confusion.

			“I am your aunt, but I am not the King’s sister. I am Marco’s sister. I was Marco’s sister.” The Magician stared down at her hands. She looked to the other two advisors for help.

			“The Hierophant King is not my father?” Anna asked.

			“No,” the three advisors said in unison.

			As her shock diminished, something like hope bloomed in Anna’s chest. She stood up.

			“Tell me the rest. I want to know all about my real father. Where is he now? How did I end up locked in this cell my whole life?” She started to pace. “Was my mother actually the Queen?”

			“Yes!” the Fool said eagerly. “That is true!”

			“Tell me more about Marco Russo,” Anna said, turning to the Magician. “Your brother.”

			“Not now!” the Magician snapped at her. “Hermit, go to the kitchen and get two days’ provisions. Anything from the larder you can manage. Tell them you’re going on one of your silent retreats and you need supplies.” The Magician looked up as if she were checking an imaginary list in her head. “Clothes too. A warm cloak, boots.”

			“Where can I get those tonight?” the Hermit asked, eyebrows raised.

			“Steal them if you have to.”

			The Hermit nodded and pulled the hood of his own soft gray cloak over his head, covering his amber eyes and waves of prematurely gray hair. He motioned to the Fool to follow.

			Anna looked on, shock taking hold once more. Her mouth hung half-open as she watched the scene unfold before her.

			Anna and the Magician watched them leave, Bembo tucked into the silk handkerchief at the top of the Fool’s staff. Then the Magician turned to Anna, who stared back at her like she was mad. “I know. You want answers.”

			“Why am I hearing this for the first time? Why now?” Anna’s shock was turning to anger, but she wasn’t sure where to direct it.

			“When your mother died in childbirth . . .” The Magician paused.

			Anna waved her aunt on to continue.

			“The King hadn’t recovered from her betrayal, and when she died, it was too much for him to bear. He was so full of rage, and you were just a baby. My niece, my brother’s child, for stars’ sake. I didn’t know what the King was capable of. So I struck a bargain with him.” The Magician peered at Anna now, her eyes filled with tears. Anna reached for her hand. The Magician let her hold it for a moment and then pulled it back.

			“What sort of bargain?” Anna asked.

			“I asked that he let me raise you. That I be responsible for you—for your education and upbringing. As long as I gave up my magic. I handed over my wand and my potions—everything.”

			“You gave up your magic for me?” Anna put her hand to her mouth.

			“I never really thought of it like that. If I wanted to keep doing magic, I would’ve had to flee the kingdom. But I couldn’t leave you. I don’t think I would have gotten very far anyway. The King became especially vigilant after your mother’s death.”

			“Vigilant how?” Anna asked.

			“That’s when he established his idea of fixed fates. He banned magic, as you’ve gathered. He became tyrannical. When a subject was born, he named their craft and even who they would marry one day. He closed the gates to trade, set rigid curfews, and—”

			“He locked me in this Tower.” Anna clenched her fists.

			“He did. I was able to visit you every day, but I could not let you out.” The Magician pulled her long braid over her shoulder and ran her hand over it. “But the Fool, the Hermit, and I were worried about the King snapping one day. I think in some ways we’ve been preparing for it all along. I never trusted him with your safety, Anna. This situation”—she gestured around them at the Tower—“always seemed precarious at best.”

			The Magician’s chest rose as she took in a deep breath. “I have to leave you now. I should be at dinner, and I don’t want to give him any reason to be suspicious.” She patted Anna’s knee awkwardly. “We’ll be back at dawn, and we’ll get you out of here.”

			“How?” Anna looked at her, incredulous.

			The Magician lowered her voice and looked around. “The King took my supplies, but I have been practicing without them for many years in secret. I knew this day would come.”

			Anna bit her lip.

			“My magic is significantly weaker without my wand and potions, but it’s not useless. Performing spells just drains my energy.”

			The little spark of hope in Anna’s chest grew larger. Something she hadn’t felt in a very long time.

			“We were forbidden from discussing any of this with you, Anna. But now I think we should have told you much sooner.” She got up to go, but stopped and turned to Anna. “Now it’s your turn to tell me something. How do you know about the Moon?”

			“It has come to me in my dreams for as long as I can remember. It became my muse, my inspiration for the worlds I wove.”

			“And that is what you told the King?”

			Anna nodded.

			“When Marco died, the Queen was utterly devastated, and told the King that her love for him would never die. Your mother said that she and her unborn baby had a connection with Marco that could not be broken because he had taken the form of the Moon, and he was untouchable.”

			Anna’s eyes sparkled.

			“The Queen’s assertion became a legend that swept through the entire kingdom. Marco was a beloved man. He was kind, and much better with people than I am. He would visit the peasant children and produce sweets and warm bread for them. No one would ever go hungry if he was near.” The Magician wrinkled her nose and twisted her serpent belt. “He was a wonderful older brother. No one could make me laugh like he could.”

			Anna raised her eyebrows at the Magician.

			“Right. No one else could even make me laugh.” The Magician looked out Anna’s window. Rain pounded against the walls of the Tower. “It’s really storming now. Be sure to light that fire.”

			Anna joined the Magician at the window, watching the rain trickle down the glass. “So everyone believed the legend?”

			“Yes. I think the people were so grieved by his loss, the story offered comfort. People told the legend to their children at bedtime. It made the King irate. He couldn’t stop his subjects from looking up at night and saying a little prayer to Marco.”

			“But there is no moon here,” Anna said.

			“That was part of the bargain as well,” she said. “I was to banish the Moon, and if I succeeded, the King would let you live. Here, locked away in the Tower, but alive.”

			“You were so powerful that you banished the Moon?” Anna gasped. “And I’ve just told the King that the Moon, Marco, has spoken to me in my dreams since I was a little girl.” The realization slowly sank in.

			“You’re not safe here anymore, Anna. And there’s one more thing.” The Magician frowned. “We need to destroy your tapestries before you go.”

			Anna gaped at the Magician. “Destroy them?” Heat rose in her chest. “Absolutely not. You know how long I have spent weaving these worlds.”

			“That is exactly why you have to do it, Anna. You wove these tapestries into existence, and we have no idea how powerful they might be. You can’t take them with you, and you can’t leave them here with the King.”

			“I won’t destroy my work. Could you hide them?”

			“The King would find them. I know it’s difficult, Anna, but it would be like leaving pieces of yourself in his possession.” The Magician crossed the room to the door. “I’ll see you in the morning. Try to get some sleep.” She paused. “You’ll make more, Anna. Trust in that.” The Magician slipped out into the rain and locked Anna in for the night.
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			A great storm was raging outside the dining hall. The Fool could barely hear the pounding of the rain over the chatter of the King’s court and the clanking of dishes, but he still jumped every time a flash of lightning lit the vast hall in eerie blue light. These were not good spying conditions. Despite being seated so near the King, he could not hear a word the man said.

			A bubbling seafood stew was served, brimming with mussels, shrimp, crab claws, and whitefish. The crowd around the table, men and women alike, some noble, some cabinet members, decorated knights, spouses, and other hangers-on at court, tore huge chunks of warm, just-baked bread and dipped it into the stew’s savory broth. Forty of them, loud and raucous, gulping down good red wine, happy to be indulging inside the great hall while the storm surged outside.

			The King didn’t touch his meal, though the stew was one of his favorites.

			The Fool looked down the length of the spread and tried to catch the eye of the Magician or the Hermit. The table seemed to go on forever and ever, stretching across the hall. Tapestries that paled in comparison to Anna’s, embroidered simply with the King’s purple-and-gold crest, hung from the giant stone walls. The Fool caught the eye of Drake at the other end of the table and gave him a small smile.

			Drake was seated next to the other young squires and the knights they served. The Fool wished like mad that he were sitting with his friends or his lover. But that would never happen, not tonight or any other night. His job was to entertain the King after the meal.

			Across the room, the Fool turned his attention back to the King, who had spent the entire meal speaking to Senator Bassett.

			“Might I bring Bembo up for a brief visit before you sleep this evening, Sire?” The Fool held the little dog up and whispered in his ear. “Put on your cutest, most irresistible dog-face. This is for Anna, Bembo.” Bembo lifted one paw up toward the King in a wave.

			That did it.

			

			
				
			

			Once in his private apartments, the King removed his rings and clenched and unclenched his fingers. His valet took his outer robes from his shoulders.

			He started a game of fetch with Bembo, throwing a ball made from yarn for him to return. The Fool looked on while the Senator tapped his foot impatiently, his long, thin face pinched. Finally the King collapsed into a large oak chair, and Bembo jumped up onto his lap. Senator Bassett followed the King’s lead and took a seat near him.

			“That’s it for tonight, little Bembo, my fierce beast.” He held him up for the Fool to take. “Good night, Fool. You were right—that did me good. It’s been a challenging day.”

			“I’m so glad he offered some comfort, Sire,” the Fool said, meaning it. “I hope you have a sleep filled with peaceful dreams.”

			“All right,” snapped the Senator. “We’ve got business to discuss. Leave us.” He crossed his legs and waved the Fool away.

			The Fool scooped Bembo into his arms and walked out of the room, but he did not leave. His heart pounded like a wild thing in his chest as he slid into the antechamber, hidden from view outside the King’s sitting room.

			“She’s just a girl, Senator,” the King said. The rain had let up a bit, but the Fool still had to strain his ears. Bembo snored softly, worn out from his play with the King.

			“Yes, but she’s also the daughter of your nemesis,” answered the Senator.

			“She has no power.”

			At this, the Senator paused.

			“She’s a gentle girl. I’m sure if I set her free, she would not seek revenge,” the King continued. “That’s what she wants: her freedom.”

			“She would be happy just to get out of the Tower,” Senator Bassett said.

			“But if she gets restless or bored, and she has any of Marco’s powers, there will be trouble.” The King thought. “Her imagination is the most fertile I’ve ever encountered. She’s created lands that I could not dream up in a thousand years.”

			“But what about her use of the Moon in that tapestry?” urged the Senator.

			Bassett, you snake, thought the Fool.

			“There is no good explanation for it. Perhaps if she had read about it in books—”

			“But, Sire,” the Senator interrupted, “she said the Moon has spoken to her since she was a child.”

			“She did,” said the King, growing more pensive. He’d wondered then and he wondered now if somehow Marco were communicating with Anna from beyond the grave. Impossible! And yet, the thought unnerved him.

			The Senator was not deterred. “If she is the Queen’s daughter, then we know betrayal is in her blood.”

			The King didn’t appreciate the Senator’s harsh words, but he spoke the truth. Why did Anna have to mention the Moon today? He couldn’t let it go.

			“Let me take care of the problem for you, Your Majesty,” the Senator crooned. “Let me just make it disappear.”

			“Anna said she wants people to have more autonomy. She wants things to be like they used to be, but I’m not sure she understands what she’s saying. She wasn’t alive then.” The King was vacillating, and the Fool was tempted to step out of hiding and help him along. “She spoke of artists and ambition and the freedom to become who you want.”

			“She sounds like Marco,” Senator Bassett said.

			“She does, doesn’t she?”

			“I’m afraid so, Your Majesty.” The Senator stood up slowly.

			The Fool wanted to wring Bassett’s neck.

			“It will be painless?” The King’s voice was thick with grief.

			“You have my word.”

		

	
		
			[image: 4]

			Anna stared at her tapestries. She held a pair of long, sharp sewing shears at her side. Her friends would be back at sunrise.

			We need to destroy your tapestries.

			The Magician’s words rattled in her head.

			Anna had a better idea.

			She started with Pentacles. At first the fabric would not give in to the shear’s blades. The threads were so tightly woven that they didn’t budge.

			Anna took a deep breath and stood back. She bent down so that she was at the bottom of the tapestry and turned the shears at a diagonal. At first it was slow going, but the threads began to give as she sawed the shears back and forth. She grabbed a hook from her sewing supplies and loosened the threads as she cut.

			Once the threads were unraveled enough, she climbed up on the ladder and cut out the King in his throne. Next went the image of the Queen of Pentacles, and then the knights. She snipped the pages, the castle with its turrets, and pieces of the raging gray sea. Energy surged through her as the swatches of her work fell into piles at her feet.

			When she finished with Pentacles, Anna moved on to Wands, pushing the ladder with her. She looked around at her other tapestries, her arms already burning from the effort it took to cut through Pentacles. Fingers aching, she worked through the desert land, unbinding artisans and their wares from the tapestry. They would be liberated along with her.

			She cut through Swords, the towering glass buildings, the inventors and their strange machines set free. She severed swaying green palms and sections of turquoise sea from the land of youth, cutting away the Moon and the young King and Queen.

			When Anna looked out the window, the rain had stopped, and a light blue was beginning to dilute the deep black of the night’s sky as dawn took hold. Anna’s hands were cut and blistered, her neck stiff and aching when she heard the key turn in the Tower’s lock. Her back throbbed from working ceaselessly through the night. She gathered her tapestry pieces and hugged them close to her chest.

			“Anna!” Her advisors burst through the door.

			“Oh my stars, what’s she done?” The Fool gasped, taking in the mangled tapestries.

			“I could not destroy them,” she said in a sure and even voice. “They are as much a part of me as my hand or my heart. They are reduced to tattered landscapes, and these remnants, but I can bring the remnants with me, and that’s better than nothing.”

			The Magician was impressed. “You will take them with you. Now come, we have a plan. The Fool has gathered some information, and it is not good.”

			“We have very little time, Anna,” said the Hermit. The Fool, his blue eyes red-rimmed with misery, ran to her, pressing his face into her cheek and letting out

			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/images/1.jpg
RALORBILI





OEBPS/images/Penguin_Logo_black_white.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chapter_03.jpg
&
-

\\\////////

////

\\

7

§§\\

///

Y





OEBPS/images/orn.jpg
\/

N







OEBPS/images/9780451478436_cover.jpg
HER FATE IS SO MUCH MORE THAN THE CARDS SHE WAS DEALT.

A NOVEL BY ; =3
IMARLSS A KENNERSON,_

4






OEBPS/images/Chapter_01.jpg
///%/////////,/:\\\\\\\\\\XN\
T





OEBPS/images/Chapter_04.jpg
s
e

» /////////

////

\\

7

§§\\

///

////





OEBPS/images/9780451478436_title_page.jpg
////

O
n
L

J

S
<

< 0

N
o
<
>

i

RAZORBILL





OEBPS/images/Chapter_02.jpg
s
e

» /////////

////

\\

7

§§\\

///

////





