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The Golden. The Breaker of the Clans. The draug that had clambered up out of the Dawn Mountain and then brought fire and death to the entire archipelago, one island at a time. It wore a man’s scarred flesh, and it spoke with a tongue that very nearly got all the sounds right, but Zheldu had seen into its eyes. There was nothing human there: nothing but ice and hatred.

The Golden had granted Fireheart command of the largest war fleet ever assembled. They crossed the ocean thought to be endless, though their provisions had nearly been exhausted in doing so. They landed on a shore they never dreamed they would see, and easily breached the walls of the small settlement where the Brown Eagle clan had settled alongside the locals. It should have been a slaughter. At first, it was.

Then the beasts came.
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Synopsis of
The Black Coast

Saana Sattistutar, Chief of the Brown Eagle clan from the islands of Tjakorsha, is fleeing The Golden, a body-snatching spirit known as a draug that has broken the clans of her homeland and brought them under its rule. Saana has led her people westwards across the ocean to the land of Narida, where they have historically come as raiders, but now she intends to settle at the small, southernmost town of Black Keep. Opposed to her are the thane Asrel Blackcreek, his blood-son Darel, and his law-son Daimon. Asrel appears to honour Saana’s flag of parley and meets her on the marshes in front of the town, but then attempts to kill her. Seeing only certain death for himself and his town if they resist, Daimon betrays his father and brother and agrees that the Brown Eagles can settle. Asrel and Darel are restrained and Daimon assumes the role of thane, but it is agreed that Saana’s daughter Zhanna Saanastutar will be held as hostage against her clan’s good behaviour.

In the Naridan capital of Idramar, the God-King Natan Narida III reluctantly agrees to his sister Tila’s plan to send more assassins after the Splinter King and his family, their exiled relations in Kiburu ce Alaba, the City of Islands. Tila is concerned by rumours that their divine ancestor Nari has been reborn, as prophesied centuries ago by Tolkar, the Last Sorcerer, and feels that the additional threat of the Splinter King must be removed, especially since Natan has no intention of fathering children, and the succession hinges on the male line of Nari. Tila undertakes the voyage herself in her secret identity of Livnya the Knife, head of Idramar’s criminal underworld.

In East Harbour, capital of Grand Mahewa, the largest of the islands, street thief Jeya is caught trying to pick the pocket of a wealthy youth, but is allowed to go free. Struck by hìs attractiveness, shé locates hìs house with the help of hér friend Damau, but when trying to sneak into the garden at night is shocked to find hìm trying to sneak out. The youth reveals that hìs name is Galem, and that hè finds hér as attractive as shé finds hìm. They commence a clandestine relationship.

In the Blackcreek lands, Daimon is forced into fighting the Brown Eagles’ champion Ristjaan the Cleaver, a close friend of Saana, when Ristjaan is identified as the murderer of the man Evram’s brother some ten years before. Daimon wins and kills Ristjaan, which drives a wedge into the fragile alliance between him and Saana. Despite this, both peoples attempt to make the best of their strange situation, with the Naridans under threat of death from the more numerous Tjakorshi, and the Tjakorshi aware that their own lives will be in danger once word gets out of their presence, unless they can prove that they genuinely mean no harm. However, the freeman Shefal persuades Evram to sneak away north to the neighbouring thanedom of Darkspur to raise the alarm. Meanwhile, Daimon and Saana clash over cultural issues, since women can rarely hold power in Narida and are sometimes viewed as witches in service to the Unmaker, the queen of demons who was driven out of the land by the Divine Nari during his life. The Tjakorshi value the guidance of their witches and see no difference in status between men and women, but unlike Naridans, have taboos against men lying with men, and women with women. Daimon seeks to harbour good feeling by entrusting Zhanna with the raising of a young dragon called a rattletail, which she names Thorn.

In East Harbour, Tila uses her connections to find Kurumaya, a criminal boss known as a Shark. She provides Kurumaya with details of a family she wants killed, without disclosing either their true identity as the Splinter King, or her own identity as either Livnya the Knife or as Tila Narida. Kurumaya accepts the job and the payment, but the fighting ring where the meeting is taking place is raided by the Watch. Tila flees with her bodyguard Barach, and in the company of two other Naridans she met there that evening: Marin of Idramar, a thief, and his husband Alazar Blade or Sar Blacksword, a disgraced sar – Narida’s warrior caste – who was fighting in the pits. Tila offers them passage off Grand Mahewa if they can get her back to her ship, which they do. However, she realises after boarding that “Sar Blacksword” was known to her twenty years ago as Alazar of White Hill, and is the man she blames for her father’s death.

Kurumaya entrusts the killing of the Splinter King’s family to Nabanda, a lifelong friend of Jeya’s and, like hér and Damau, a former street orphan sheltered by Ngaiyu, an old person who opens thëir home to those in need. Nabanda and a crew of thugs attack the Splinter King’s house at night and kill three of the family, but cannot find the last member, an adult masculine youth. Unbeknown to Nabanda, that youth – the Splinter Prince – is Galem, who had crept out to spend time with Jeya that night. The pair of them see Nabanda’s crew climb into the garden, although Jeya is not close enough to recognise Nabanda. Galem realises that another Naridan assassination attempt is taking place, and they flee. Hè reveals hìs true identity to Jeya who, guided by an appearance from the golden-maned monkey god Sa, leads hìm into the abandoned and derelict Old Palace to spend the night.

In Black Keep, Aftak, priest of Nari, finds a curse stone marked with witch’s runes buried next to a house where a Tjakorshi woman had died suddenly, and in great pain. Daimon sets his reeve Kelaharel to find the witch, but discreetly, so the Tjakorshi do not turn on them. Another Naridan sends the Tjakorshi’s corpse painter Chara into the woods and Daimon and Saana have to rescue her from predatory razorclaw dragons, and a fight breaks out when the nephew of the Brown Eagles’ former chief takes exception to having to treat Naridans as his equals. Daimon and Saana seek to unify their people by having them compete alongside each other in the Black Keep Great Game, a team sport, but in the process one of Daimon’s guards attempts to knife Saana, and Daimon is forced to cut off his hand as punishment. In the Festival of Life afterwards Saana gets angry when she discovers that the healer Kerrti, one of her witches, has developed an attraction to a Naridan woman, and her attitudes towards this are challenged by Daimon. Saana gets drunk and sleeps with Tavi, the Black Keep dragon groom.

Evram has reached Darkspur, and Thane Odem Darkspur has sent on word to the Southern Marshal Kaldur Brightwater, who arrives with an armed escort. Brightwater is angry to hear of the Tjakorshi settling, but is also angry that Odem has not taken action by himself. Their combined forces head for Black Keep, intent on driving the Tjakorshi away.

Returning to Narida, Tila begins to hear more rumours of the Divine Nari’s rebirth, and sees that some of the country believe that her brother’s rule is coming to an end. She also hears that he has been taken ill, and resolves to get back to Idramar as fast as possible. In the meantime, she tries to avoid Alazar Blade: partly because she cannot stand him, and partly because she cannot risk him recognising her.

In Black Keep, Daimon comes to the conclusion that only one thing will persuade the rest of Narida that the Brown Eagle clan are genuine, and proposes to Saana that they should marry, despite it not being what either of them would want. Saana is persuaded that it is the best thing to do, but in doing so alienates her daughter Zhanna, who has become attracted to Daimon, and is closer to him in age than her mother is. The wedding is interrupted by Asrel and Darel, who have been freed by agitators including Shefal and Kelaharel. Asrel publicly disowns Daimon and challenges him to an honour duel, which Daimon accepts. When Asrel breaks off the combat and tries to strike Saana down Darel intervenes to protect her, and Daimon kills their father. However, Black Keep then comes under attack from the forces of Rikkut Fireheart, a young warrior sent after Saana and her clan by The Golden.

Black Keep and Brown Eagle join together to fight, but Fireheart’s forces begin to overwhelm them. Fireheart himself finds Saana and attacks her, and is winning until Zhanna leads a group of Naridan and Tjakorshi youngsters into the battle and stabs him from behind with Asrel’s sword. The forces of Marshal Brightwater arrive and turn the tables, sending the remnants of Fireheart’s raiders fleeing on their ships. Brightwater accepts that the Brown Eagle clan have made a home in Black Keep and have behaved honourably, but sentences Daimon to death for kinslaying. Darel proves that Asrel had disowned Daimon prior to his death and the sentence is revoked, and when confirmed as the new thane, Darel immediately re-adopts Daimon as his brother. However, Marshal Brightwater tells them of the rumours of the Divine Nari’s rebirth, and his concerns about what that will mean for Narida. He instructs Darel to accompany him to Idramar to get God-King Natan’s blessing for the Brown Eagle clan’s presence, so that he knows the south will be whole and true through whatever may come.




Prologue: Caziel

Thane Caziel Rumedell watched the strange procession wend its way up the valley towards him. Rumours had reached him of the rebirth of the Divine Nari: confused and jumbled rumours, each one seeming to give a different location for the God-King’s discovery. Many of Caziel’s fellow Westland thanes were gullible fools, who would all too easily accept such a claim. So far as Caziel was concerned, the rightful monarch of Narida was the one sitting on the Sun Throne in Idramar. It was inconceivable that Natan III’s divine ancestor could have been reborn without the current God-King knowing of it.

“There are more of them than we were led to believe, lord,” Sar Disman said from beside him. Caziel glanced sideways, but his armsman was sat on his dragon and facing straight ahead, giving no indication of the alarm that his words might have conveyed had they not been delivered in a neutral tone.

“The lowborn ever did cleave to foolishness,” Sar Barlam said stoutly. He came from a long line of warriors, who had served the Rumedell family for as far back as anyone could remember. His lineage was only noble in the loosest sense, but he still had strict views on what separated him from the general populace of Narida: in the main, the lack of intelligence of the masses.

“Do you intend to hold the road against them, lord?” Disman asked, ignoring his fellow sar’s comment.

“This thane cannot allow such blasphemy to pass through his lands,” Caziel declared. “To do such a thing would be akin to joining our blades to this pretender’s cause.”

Disman turned his head to look behind them. “The sar fears the men we have with us will not prove sufficient to the task, should these pilgrims choose to press the matter.” They had a hasty muster of two dozen, mainly Caziel’s household guards and a few men of fighting condition from his lands. He could have roused far more in the event of a war, of course, but he had wanted to move quickly, and had not anticipated that the heretics’ numbers would have grown by so many since he had received word of their approach. There had to be a couple of hundred at least on the road.

“There are the three of us, all mounted on dragons, and two dozen well-equipped soldiers,” Caziel said calmly. “This rabble have as many old people and children as they do hale adults, and the dragons with them are beasts of burden or wagon haulers, not war mounts like Varrayne.” He slapped his dragon’s neck, and it responded with a snort. “In any case, we are defending the honour of the rightful ruler of Narida, and his divine ancestor will look upon us with favour.”

“This sar would prefer if He were to look upon us with twenty archers,” Disman muttered.

“Disman!” Caziel snapped, irritated by his sar’s irreverence. “Mind your tongue!”

The first of the pilgrims were now approaching the mile marker that served as the boundary between Rumedell and Broadfield, the thanedom through which they had been travelling. Caziel was surprised that Thane Badan had allowed them to pass unchallenged, but he was getting old now, and his sons were far from dutiful.

Caziel drew a long, broad-bladed spear from his saddle rack, and levelled it at the man in the lead: a tall fellow in a robe and a cloak, with a head that had clearly been shaved clear of hair before its time, and with a pipe that gave off a few wisps of smoke clenched between his teeth. “Halt!”

The man walked on for a few more steps before deigning to oblige, coming to rest with his feet apart some ten yards away. His companions slowed as well, and none moved past him. Unsurprising, Caziel thought. Who would wish to face the wrath of a mounted thane of Narida?

“Who are you, who seek to bar the way of the Divine One?” the bald man called around the stem of his pipe. “Or do you not yet know what transgression you commit?”

Caziel’s temper flared at the man’s sheer effrontery. “The Divine One passed from this world centuries ago, and his descendant sits on the Sun Throne! Your heresy will not be tolerated on these lands, wretch! Return the way you have come, and you may keep your lives in the hope that you will renounce this foolishness! Take another step, and this thane will strike you down!”

The bald man removed his pipe from his mouth and, with a sigh of regret, knocked it out on his boot. He then pulled back his cloak to place it in a pocket of his robe, and Caziel saw a scabbarded sword belted at his waist. And not just any sword.

“Whose longblade do you carry?” Sar Barlam demanded angrily. It was indeed a longblade, the weapon of a sar; a far finer blade than the simple triangular sword that might be carried as a sidearm by a spearman. Caziel had one at his own belt, along with its companion shortblade, both scabbards decorated with artwork depicting his battles and triumphs.

“This priest’s name is Mordokel,” the bald man said. “The blade at his belt belonged to him in his past life, when he was a sar of Oakscar. He presented it to the Divine One when he first swore himself to the Divine One’s service, and the Divine One was gracious enough to grant it back to this priest.”

Caziel studied the man anew, with not a little disdain. Priests were all well and good, of course, but to renounce your vows as a sar to become one? And in service to a pretender at that? It did not bear thinking about.

“Regardless of your history, you may not pass,” he said clearly. “Shepherd your charges away, or face the consequences.”

Mordokel placed his hands on his blade – one on the hilt, the other on the scabbard – and dropped into a slight crouch. His form was good, Caziel noted; it seemed likely that his account of his past was truthful, strange though it was.

“You are not accepting the thane’s gracious offer?” Sar Barlam asked, readying his own spear.

“This priest cannot,” Mordokel said levelly. “The Divine One has instructed us to take this route, and so we shall. You may swear yourselves to His service now, and join us. Otherwise, your bodies will be left on this hillside for the scavengers.”

The priest’s eyes were hard, with no suggestion of doubt or fear. Caziel had to give the man credit for that, at least.

“This thane does not wish to draw his blade on fellow Naridans,” he said, hoping that sense might yet prevail.

“This priest has no such compunctions, should his fellow Naridans stand against the Divine One’s wishes,” Mordokel replied flatly.

“So be it,” Caziel said with regret. He raised his spear and drew in breath to shout the order to attack.

Mordokel moved first.

The priest drew his blade in a swift, sharp motion that had clearly been performed thousands of times before, and broke into a dead run. His immediate companions came with him, producing their own weapons from under their cloaks, and behind them the snake’s body of the pilgrimage began to lurch after them. Caziel was so taken aback by people on foot charging towards mounted sars that he hesitated for a moment before applying his heels to Varrayne’s flanks, and by the time he did so the onrushing attackers were too close for his mount to build up the devastating momentum that was the reason mounted sars could hammer through foot troops.

Then he was in and among them, stabbing downwards with his spear, and there was no time for thought.

The dirt of the road was warmed by the sun, and the sun itself was beating down with the vigour of late spring, but Caziel Rumedell was cold. He still fought to rise, to take his longblade back into his hands and fight, but to no avail. His body was not responding. He had already been cut down: he just was not dead yet. It was coming, though; the edges of his vision were darkening.

Footsteps approached, moving in the opposite direction to the rest of the faithless heretics traipsing past him without a glance down at thane of the lands into which they were moving. A pair of well-worn but well-made boots came into his view, and the toe of one reached out to tilt his face sideways, to look up at the sky.

A man stood over him, silhouetted. Caziel couldn’t make out the face, but the way the sun gleamed off the bald pate gave him all the clue he needed.

“Mordokel,” he whispered, unable to summon any more volume or venom.

“Three of your men saw sense, and their lives have been spared,” the priest declared, in a tone as neutral as if he were discussing the weather. “One, in fact, has been healed of his wounds by the Divine One Himself. The rest of you will, as this priest promised, be left for the scavengers.”

“Shortblade,” Caziel hissed. “Let this thane . . . take his life . . . ” He had failed in his duty; at the least, he could die by his own hand rather than this extended death. But his shortblade was no longer on his belt, and his longblade was nowhere in his sight.

Mordokel shook his head. “Your options were made clear to you, and you made your choice. You died opposing the Divine One’s will: anything else is an inconsequential detail.”

“Mordokel!” Caziel spat, with all the breath he had left. “You were . . . a sar! You know . . . the Code of Honour!”

Mordokel knelt down, bringing his face closer. Now Caziel could just make out some of his features, even through the darkness cast by the sun and his own failing vision. The priest’s eyes were, if anything, even harder than when he led the charge.

“The Code of Honour no longer holds any weight,” he said simply. “The Divine One is reborn, and all of our old structures can be cast aside.” He tutted. “The world you knew has gone, thane. It will be changed beyond your recognition. Perhaps this is indeed the most merciful end for you. Die here in the dust, thinking of the Narida you love, and take some comfort from that fact that since you could not accept the truth, at least you will not see what it does.” He stood up, becoming lost in shadow once more, and turned away.

“Mordokel!” Caziel spluttered. “Mordokel!” He no longer knew if it was a curse or an entreaty, but it mattered not. The priest neither slowed nor looked back, and the daylight faded on Caziel, accompanied by the tread of feet and the creak of wagon wheels.




PART ONE




 

The tides, they rise and fall, my sweet

When the Dark Father snores

But when Father Krayk breathes in deep

Be not too near the shore

For he will suck the waves away

And show their gleaming bed

But when Father Krayk breathes in deep

He will breathe out again . . .

Tjakorshi children’s rhyme, usually sung as a prelude to a chasing game






Darel

It was a bright spring morning in Black Keep, the southernmost town of Narida. The last of the lowland snows had melted, although the slopes of the distant Catseye Mountains to the west remained coated in white, the town was already busy, and Darel Blackcreek was bidding farewell to his brother in the gardens of their family’s castle.

“It is a great shame that you must leave,” Daimon said miserably. At two-and-twenty summers old, Darel’s law-brother was two years younger than him, and a hand’s-breadth taller. Both of their cheeks were streaked with ash to mark their mourning of the man who had fathered one of them and adopted the other, and in the end had turned against them both.

“You did not do so very badly at being thane,” Saana Sattistutar protested to her husband. The chief of the Brown Eagle clan was taller than Darel as well, as indeed were many of her folk. “Your wife is sure you can manage again.”

“Saana is correct,” Darel agreed, allowing himself a small smile. “All will be well. And besides, you have Osred for counsel.”

“How can a man fail to be encouraged by such overwhelming faith in his abilities?” Daimon muttered, glancing from one to the other of them. “But that is not what he meant, in any case. Our steward probably knows the running of Blackcreek lands better than you, and certainly better than your brother: Osred could be left solely in charge, and everything would likely proceed without problem. But your brother will miss you.”

Darel sighed. “And your brother will miss you, too.” And he would, there was no doubt about it. The journey to Narida’s capital city of Idramar and back, to answer to the God-King himself for the decision to allow the Brown Eagle clan to settle and live on Blackcreek land, would take weeks. It would be, by far, the longest time that Darel had been away from his home, and indeed his brother. And yet . . .

And yet, Idramar! The greatest city in all of Narida, supposedly in all of the world. The seat of Natan III, the monarch descended by blood from the Divine Nari, the first God-King who had driven out the great demon known as the Unmaker, slain her witches, and forged a land awash in fear and darkness into a single nation under His noble rule. Darel had longed to walk Idramar’s streets for as long as he could remember, but he had never imagined he would get the opportunity. He could not deny the excitement in his belly, for all that he was essentially making the journey to plead for the lives of his town.

“Has the High Marshal decided upon a route?” Daimon asked.

Darel grimaced. “Aye. We are to make for Tainmar and take ship up the coast with a small escort, while his main force returns to Brightwater from there.” He had never sailed before, and the prospect was not an appealing one.

“Take ship?” Saana frowned. “Your Flatlander ships are slow and clumsy. You should take one of our yolgus. It would be quicker.”

“A Tjakorshi ship might not get the warmest reception elsewhere,” Darel pointed out. The journey would certainly take less time, but Darel could just picture the scene as they attempted to sail into any Naridan port on one, let alone Idramar itself.

Saana shrugged. “Can you not make the Marshal stand at the front, so everyone knows who you are?”

Darel winced, and glanced over his shoulder at the guest quarters. Tjakorshi humour was somewhat irreverent, and he did not think that was a suggestion that Kaldur Brightwater, a Hand of Heaven and High Marshal of the South, would appreciate hearing.

“It would be best if we sailed on a Naridan vessel,” he said. “Besides, we don’t know where the survivors of Fireheart’s raiders fled to. If they sailed up the coast, another Tjakorshi ship following in their wake is even more likely to be attacked.”

Saana scowled at the mention of Rikkut Fireheart, who had scarred her cheek and wounded her leg, which reminded Darel of something.

“Where is your daughter?” he asked, looking around. Darel and Daimon had agreed that Zhanna could keep their father’s sword, and she had become a familiar sight in the town over the last week doing her best to assist in translations, although her mastery of Naridan was not as good as her mother’s.

“She has her crew repairing the wall today,” Saana said dryly. Zhanna had become the unofficial leader of the small group of youngsters, both Tjakorshi and Naridan, who had followed her into battle. The Tjakorshi among them had all now received the thick stripe of tattoo that ran down from the forehead to the bridge of the nose and denoted adulthood; shockingly, several of the Naridan youths had followed suit. Darel and Daimon had both needed to prevent outraged Naridan parents from starting fights with the Tjakorshi who had “mutilated” their sons and daughters.

“It is good that they are providing an example,” Darel said, with what he hoped was an encouraging smile. “Your law-brother is certain that by the time he returns, the whole town will be of a similar mind, and the walls repaired.”

“You are an appalling liar, brother,” Daimon said, shaking his head only half in jest. “The battle brought our peoples together, but there are still treacherous currents beneath the surface.”

“There always are,” Saana said. “People argue: it is what they do. In ten Tjakorshi, you get eleven opinions. The chief steps in when arguments get too high, otherwise . . . ” She made a vague waving motion with her hands, which Darel gathered was intended to signify letting people get on with things in their own manner. It was easy to forget, looking at this towering warrior in her furs, that she had been the chief of her clan for ten years. Naridans were different to Tjakorshi, of course, but with his new wife to back him up, Daimon would not be left to cope with the running of things entirely on his own.

“Black Keep is in good hands,” Darel said with a smile, and realised that he meant it. He bowed deeply to Saana, and she returned it somewhat clumsily. Then he stepped forward and opened his arms to embrace Daimon.

Their father Lord Asrel would have frowned on such a gesture of affection: in fact, Darel suspected he would have done rather worse than frown. However, Asrel Blackcreek had been so caught up in his ideals of honour and proper conduct that he tried to kill his own sons rather than accept that Naridans could live peacefully alongside Tjakorshi. Darel used to think of himself as a disappointment to his father, and he knew that Daimon had felt the same way. Now he was starting to realise that his father’s expectations had not been as flawless as he had always assumed.

“Take good care of yourself,” he said into Daimon’s ear. “Your brother will be back before you know it.”

“You are still an appalling liar,” Daimon replied with a chuckle. “Your brother will count the days until he sees you again.”

“Then your brother will keep the number as low as possible,” Darel told him honestly. He relaxed his grip, stepped back, and took a deep breath as he squinted up at the sun. “Well. We are due to depart shortly. Do try to keep the town in one piece, at least until your brother returns.”




Stonejaw

Zheldu Stonejaw looked around at the dead Flatlanders, whose small fishing village was being torn apart by her crew as they searched for desperately needed supplies. It had been an easy victory, but it wasn’t exactly a triumph about which anyone would be composing a song.

Rikkut Fireheart had set out from Tjakorsha with twenty yolgus, vessels crewed by the islands’ finest warriors. They’d sailed with one purpose, and one purpose only: to find Saana Sattistutar and her Brown Eagle clan, to take the belt that marked her as chief from her dead body, and bear it – along with any of her clan who could be persuaded, by whatever means – back across the Western Ocean to their homeland, and to the monster that sat waiting for them.

The Golden. The Breaker of the Clans. The draug that had clambered up out of the Dawn Mountain and then brought fire and death to the entire archipelago, one island at a time. It wore a man’s scarred flesh, and it spoke with a tongue that very nearly got all the sounds right, but Zheldu had seen into its eyes. There was nothing human there: nothing but ice and hatred.

The Golden had granted Fireheart command of the largest war fleet ever assembled. They had crossed the ocean thought to be endless, though their provisions had nearly been exhausted in doing so. They had landed on a shore they’d never dreamed they would see, and easily breached the walls of the small settlement where the Brown Eagle clan had settled alongside the locals. It should have been a slaughter. At first, it was.

Then the beasts came.

Zheldu knew the krayk, the great, dark-scaled creatures that swam the ocean’s depths. Every Tjakorshi knew them: they were the pureblood children of the Dark Father, Father Krayk, who’d separated the land from the ocean before time had meaning, before Kozhan Lightbearer had placed the two moons in the sky. Rikkut Fireheart, that fearless madman, had killed one of the damned things on the voyage over.

None of them had known that the krayk had kin who walked the land.

Zheldu had still been outside the walls when she’d heard the first roars of the beasts, and the moment that Tjakorshi war cries had turned into screams of terror. And then, while leading a group trying to break down the gate on the far side, she’d been chased back to the ships by one monster erupting from within the town, and more coming down out of the trees to the north, each ridden by a Flatlander. Warriors she had known for years were trampled flat, or impaled on huge, broad-bladed spears. Rumour had it that Fireheart had killed one of the beasts, but had then been slain in turn by a girl of the Brown Eagle clan. Zheldu didn’t know if that was true, but it didn’t matter. Rikkut Fireheart was dead, and his war fleet was broken. She’d led the remnants north up the coast, but with only scraps of food and dregs of water left to them, they’d risked hitting the first village they’d seen.

“Some of them made it into the trees,” Zhazhken Aralaszhin said in disgust, breathing heavily as he approached her. Zheldu fixed him with a glare.

“And you ran them down?”

“The Dark Father take that!” Zhazhken retorted, spitting on the ground. “I’m not going in there! What if there are more of those monsters?”

“They’ll be running to find the warriors that ride the monsters, you fool!” Zheldu yelled at him, and he recoiled. “Tell me that someone went in after them!”

Zhazhken shook his head mutely, and Zheldu bit her lip until she tasted blood. By Father Krayk and all the ancestors, she had no wish to face down any more of those things! She looked over her shoulder to check how far she was from the shore where their yolgus were beached, then angrily kicked the corpse of a Flatlander lying at her feet.

“Load up!” she bawled, turning in a circle and addressing every Tjakorshi she could see. “Find their food, fill the water barrels, then get back on the ships!”

“Who’re you to be giving orders?” Kulmar Ailikaszhin demanded, straightening up. He was fair-haired and fair-faced, and his blond beard was forked. Far more importantly, he was a captain, and he’d managed to make sure his own ship was one that the remnants of Fireheart’s war band had taken as they’d fled the rout in the south. Zheldu Stonejaw wasn’t a captain; she was just a warrior.

She punched him in the face as hard as she could.

He went down into the mud, one hand clawing at his belt for his spearfish-bill dagger. Zheldu waited for him to wrench it free, then dropped one meaty knee on his chest and grabbed his hand in hers to pry the weapon loose. It only took a moment – there was a reason she was undefeated in wrist-wrestling – and then she had the point of it at his throat while he wheezed for breath.

“Fireheart’s dead!” she called out, as those of Ailikaszhin’s crew who’d been with him paused in the act of drawing their own weapons. “Fireheart’s dead, and we’re not getting Sattistutar’s belt! We’re on a land we don’t know where the warriors ride monsters, and if we go home empty-handed the draug will skin us! So does anyone else want to argue about getting some food and water on the ships, and then getting back on the fucking sea while we figure out what to do next?”

Silence greeted her words. All around her, Tjakorshi warriors looked at each other, and then at the dark line of unfamiliar trees out of which charging, thundering death might emerge at any moment.

“Good,” Zheldu said, pushing herself up again. She dropped Kulmar’s dagger on top of him, then deliberately turned away. “The Storm’s Breath is mine. If you’d be my crew, find some food or water, or something valuable, and take it aboard. I’ll not spend a moment longer here than I have to.”

The warriors around her sprang back into action as she finished speaking. Even Kulmar did nothing more than shoot her a glare. It was as easy as that for Zheldu to take charge, but, she reflected bitterly, that was hardly anything to celebrate. Those who achieved great things became great heroes. Those who died attempting great things, like Fireheart, were remembered in song. Those trying to salvage something after bloody fools had died attempting great things had a thankless task with little potential for glory and a lot of potential of blame, but it still needed to be done.

She glanced up as another warrior approached her: Korsada the Dry, the daughter of a Tjakorshi father and a Drylands mother, whose skin was darker than any other Tjakorshi Zheldu had ever seen. Zheldu didn’t know Korsada well, but she was supposedly deadly with her mother’s long, thin steel blade that hung at her right hip.

“You want something?” Zheldu asked, sizing the other woman up. There were whispers that Korsada’s parentage meant Father Krayk didn’t recognise her as his child. This was evidently nonsense to Zheldu’s way of thinking, since, if that were true, Korsada would never have survived the voyage here, but it meant she’d probably not have the support to challenge Zheldu’s hastily won leadership of the fleet. On the other hand, these were strange times.

“I may have something of value to you,” Korsada said quietly, coming to a halt three paces away, with her hand on the pommel of her sword.

“Then put it on the ship,” Zheldu told her. Korsada smiled.

“It’s not food, or water. It’s a thought of where we should go.”

Zheldu eyed her. Korsada was from Sorlamanga, Tjakorsha’s northernmost island, and if there was one thing Zheldu had learned recently, it was that the different clans had their own secret ways across the oceans. Sattistutar’s people had supposedly been visiting these Flatlands for generations before they fled here, yet Zheldu had never even heard a rumour of this land she now stood upon, across the Western Ocean. It was entirely possible the northern clans had similar secrets.

She raised her eyebrows. “I’m listening.” “Have you ever heard,” Korsada said, leaning in a little closer, “of the City of Islands . . . ?”




Tila

Princess Tila Narida had broken into quite a few buildings in her time, but some challenges were beyond her. Climbing three sandstone storeys of the Sun Palace’s central keep would have sorely taxed her even in the prime of her youth, and as she approached her thirty-eighth birthday she was increasingly aware that her prime was behind her. For another thing, even the plainest, least-adorned dress that she could get away with wearing as a princess was far too weighty and cumbersome for such exertions.

If caught, there was also the matter of why she might be attempting to climb through the bedroom window of her brother, the God-King himself, when he was confined to bed with a sickness. Tila knew that many of the Divine Court neither liked nor trusted her – they called her “the Veiled Shadow” as mockery behind her back, to distract themselves from the fact she knew things she should not know – and she would not have put it past them to suggest she might be trying to ensure Natan’s demise. She would have to visit him officially.

The only problem was that she had been away for months, and Nari alone knew what the situation might be in the Sun Palace, or who might try to throw up obstacles to her seeing her brother. Tila swept through the Sun Palace as fast as she could, to minimise the chance of anyone important hearing of her return and heading her off before she had achieved what she wanted, and she bore down on the guards stationed outside Natan’s door like the wrath of Nari Himself.

“Is this princess to understand,” she said, slowly and deliberately, “that you are attempting to prevent her from seeing her own brother?”

“Orders of the Grand Physician, Your Highness,” one of them muttered warily, looking at the floor.

“Is the Grand Physician here?” Tila asked, looking up and down the corridor, which was lit by rushlights. “This princess does not see him lurking in the shadows.”

“He’s not here, Your Highness,” the guard admitted.

“And who do you suppose can make your lives more miserable?” Tila demanded, fixing them alternately with a glare that neither was willing to meet. “The Grand Physician, or this princess?”

Neither of them answered that, but they both looked at each other with the expressions of men who knew that they were not getting out of this one. The guard on her right did make one last effort, however.

“The door’s locked, Your Highness,” he managed. “The Grand Physician has the key.”

“He has a key,” Tila snapped, producing her own from her sleeve. “Stand aside.”

They did so. To lay a hand on the Princess of Narida without her permission was a flogging at the very least, potentially the loss of the hand, or even execution. They both stared directly ahead as she slotted the key into the hole and jiggled it around until it caught and the lock slid open.

“Do not let anyone enter,” she told them as she cracked the heavily carved door open and slipped through. “Including the Grand Physician.”

It was dark inside. Tila locked the door and closed her eyes for a few moments, alert for the sound of movement, then cautiously opened them again. Her vision began to adjust, and the dim light from the keyhole provided enough illumination that she felt confident about walking forwards without falling on her face.

“Natan?” she called, but her voice came out more quietly than intended. Fear had strangled her; fear that her brother would not respond, either because he was at death’s door or because he had already crossed the threshold. Tila found her brother incredibly frustrating at times, mainly due to how carelessly he approached his rule, but she loved him nonetheless. The thought of him wracked by illness, sweating and shivering and coughing . . .

A sound came from ahead of her: a faint rustle of movement from the master bedroom, where Natan slept, but no voice calling out in response. Tila tucked her key away and pulled out a knife instead. The Divine Princess had no familiarity with weapons, of course, but Livnya the Knife had not come by her name by chance. Tila could hit a target the size of a person’s head at thirty paces, most times. The one advantage of her gowns was that there were any number of places to secrete small weapons, and no one would ever dare search her.

“Natan?” she called again. “Are you here?” He had to be here. Where else would he be?

But what if he wasn’t alone? The climb to his window would be hard, and the guards in the grounds should see anyone attempting it, but it was not impossible, and Tila knew full well that guards were not always where they were supposed to be, or looking where they should be looking. Natan had no heir: he didn’t even have a spouse. Any foreign power wishing to throw Narida into chaos could do so by ending her brother’s life . . .

She moved more quickly, relying on memories of her countless visits to her brother’s chambers as much as on her barely visible surroundings. She crossed the floor of the small entrance room, skirted the table in the reception parlour, passed the door on her left to Natan’s bathing room where he would have heated, scented water brought to his huge copper tub, and reached out to take hold of the latch of his bedroom door. A faint, flickering light was cast beneath it: there was a shuttered lantern or low-burning candle alight within.

There had still been no reply. Tila adjusted her grip on her knife so she was ready to slash with it or throw it as necessary, briefly directed one more curse at her gown, lifted the latch, and pushed the door inwards.

Natan III, God-King of Narida, was standing at the foot of his huge bed with their father’s longblade unsheathed in his hands and pointing at her. Tila’s immediate relief at seeing him on his feet collided with her utter confusion. “Natan? What are you—”

“Are you alone?” he cut her off, the tip of the sword wavering.

Tila blinked at him. “Yes, your sis—”

“Oh, thank Nari.” He let out a breath, sagged against the bedpost, and lowered the sword. “It is so good to see you, but . . . ”

“All the rumours say that you are sick,” Tila said, advancing towards him. She peered at his face, which was heavy with beard stubble, then looked him up and down. “They say that you have taken to your bed, but you do not look sick.”

“Your brother is not sick,” Natan told her, his voice low and his eyes darting from side to side as though afraid of the shadows in his own room. “He has been faking it, waiting for you to return.”

“Faking it?” Anger rose up in Tila’s chest, squashing down the relief that had instantly flowered at her brother’s first words. “All the worrying your sister went through? The helplessness? All that, and you were fine?”

“Tila,” Natan said, his voice as serious as she had ever heard it, “listen to your brother carefully.”

Natan was rarely serious. Languorous, often. Dismissive, sometimes. Sarcastic, more often than she’d like. Tila bit down on the angry words that were still poised on her tongue and nodded. “Go on.”

“The palace has changed while you were gone,” Natan said. “The rumours of Nari’s rebirth are not going away. It feels like everyone is waiting to find out which way to jump.”

Tila stared at him incredulously. “You mean people believe the rumours?”

“No one will say so outright, of course,” Natan replied. “Not the Court, at any rate, but neither are they denying them as rigorously as we would want them to.”

“What about Taladhar?” Tila demanded. “Why has he not stamped this out?”

“The Western Marshal assures us that his men can find no evidence of anyone actually claiming to be Nari reborn,” Natan replied with a snort, “but your brother does not believe he has been looking hard. You know how pious old Taladhar is: Godspire’s shadow practically falls on his home. His loyalty is to Nari’s bloodline, not to us, and he is more likely than most to believe that these rumours are genuine. Your brother suspects he is either waiting to see what develops or is actively trying to throw us off the scent.”

“Tolkar’s arse!” Tila swore. This was worse than she’d feared. “But this does not explain your mummery.”

“The Court are scared of you, Tila,” Natan said bluntly. “They would not move against your brother with you here, but with you absent one of them might have been overcome with religious fervour and made a move.”

“They would not dare,” Tila said instantly.

“Why not?” Natan demanded. “To whom would they answer? Your brother has no heir, and even if you could defy all convention and take the throne, you could not have done it while you were not present. There would be no incentive for the others in the Court to exact vengeance, no one for them to seek the favour of by so doing.” He shrugged. “So your brother feigned illness. With him less visible, they are free to scheme without feeling they have to remove him first. Also, any of them who believe your brother should die might just wait for the illness to do the job for them, rather than risk sticking their neck out.”

Tila nodded slowly. “Your sister must confess, that is a more reasoned approach than she would have expected of you.”

“Your brother is not a total fool, Tila, despite what some people believe,” Natan said with a wry smile. “But he cannot manage the Court without you here to frighten them into line.”

“What about the Grand Physician?” Tila asked him. “Does he know the truth about you?”

“If he does, he is at least as good a mummer as your brother,” Natan replied. “He clucks and sighs, and makes your brother drink all manner of foul-tasting potions. No, no one knows of your brother’s pretence, except you.”

“Good,” Tila muttered. “What do you plan to do now?”

“Recover within a reasonable timescale,” Natan said. “Suitably reward the Grand Physician for his efforts. And shave,” he added, rubbing his cheek with a shudder. “Your brother felt that letting his beard grow would assist with his pretence, and to be fair, it does actually make him feel unwell.”

“Very well,” Tila said. “Your sister will see who has been making the wrong sorts of noises while we have both been indisposed.”

“And what if the rumours are true?” Natan asked softly. “What if Nari has been reborn?”

It was a strange feeling, to have been told all your life that you were divine, that you were the highest of the high, only to encounter the possibility of someone taking that from you. It was not a sensation that Tila welcomed.

“If that has happened,” she said carefully, “then you will meet our reborn ancestor as a strong ruler secure in his power. If we are satisfied with his claim, we can discuss the transference of authority. But until we are convinced that this person exists, and that they are no fraud, you will continue to rule Narida, and all will pay your proper homage.”

“Except you,” Natan smirked.

“Only when no one else can see,” Tila snapped. She sighed. “Your sister must sleep now. She has much to do tomorrow, and will no doubt have to deal with many people who consider themselves dangerous. Get some rest. You will need it.”




Zhanna

The tattoo on Zhanna’s forehead still itched.

The battle had been terrifying, but thrilling. She’d snatched up the longblade belonging to Daimon Blackcreek’s father, rounded up a few other Brown Eagle Unblooded, and then shamed a group of Naridan youngsters into picking up weapons and fighting as well. They’d turned the tide, and she’d killed Rikkut Fireheart. The fact she’d stuck her sword through him from behind before she’d taken his head off was neither here nor there: the man was just as dead, her mother was still alive, and Father Krayk wouldn’t care either way. Battle was battle: if you were foolish enough to leave your back open, someone would stick something sharp into it.

She’d come through the fight uninjured, was cheered as a hero, and then she’d gone and got her Blooded tattoo and the damned thing had hurt. She’d never admit it though, unlike the local Naridan kids who’d demanded to have the same thing and had ended up crying about it. Now she was sitting watching her mother and Daimon talk with Osred the steward about how best to manage the town, and trying not to rub at her forehead all the time.

“It’s not really an issue with the willingness of the thralls, lord,” Osred was saying. “So far they have behaved as Lady Saana said they would.”

“Stop calling this man that, please,” Zhanna’s mother sighed. “She is a chief, not a lady.”

“Your husband is a lord, so you are a lady,” Daimon said, and Zhanna dug her nails into her palm. Daimon was still quite young, much younger than Zhanna’s mother, and really rather pretty. He was nice, and friendly (at least when he forgot to be all Naridan and stiff), and when she’d technically been his hostage against her clan’s good behaviour he’d taught her the basics of how to use a Naridan longblade in exchange for her teaching him some of her language. He’d also given her Thorn, who was currently perched on her shoulder.

And then her mother had gone and married him.

She’d said it was all to do with protecting them against the other Naridans, of course, but the High Marshal had come and gone now, and hadn’t ordered any of the Brown Eagle clan to be killed, so Zhanna couldn’t see why they had to keep on with it. It wasn’t that Zhanna wanted to marry Daimon as such, but . . . well, he was too young and pretty a husband for her own mother, and that was an end to it.

“Your wife was made chief by her clan’s witches, because they thought she would be a good chief,” Zhanna’s mother was saying, with a little heat in her voice. “She has earned that title, and will keep it. She is your wife, but she is not a Naridan lady.”

Daimon stuck out his jaw, and for a moment Zhanna thought he was going to argue with her – she could have told him that wouldn’t end well – but then he sighed and nodded. “Chief Saana to our peoples, then. But you may have to be Lady Saana to other thanes.”

“That is fine,” Zhanna’s mother sniffed. “They do not count.” She looked at Osred. “Please, carry on.”

“The issue is not with the thralls’ willingness,” Osred began again, looking relieved that the issue was resolved. “They work as directed, and have shown no sign of rebelling. The issue is that we sorely lack people who can actually direct them.”

They were talking about those of Rikkut Fireheart’s raiders who yielded in battle. Zhanna didn’t know what the Naridans would have done with them, but Tjakorshi custom was that they would serve their captors for a year and a day without complaint, so long as they were treated fairly. Since they mainly yielded to Brown Eagles, this had won out, and now Black Keep had a workforce of healthy adult warriors to help repair its walls and tend its fields.

“This man can help with that,” Zhanna’s mother said. She turned to look at her daughter. “And so can Zhanna.”

Zhanna folded her arms. “I’m not standing around all day telling a bunch of thralls what to do,” she told her mother in Tjakorshi, and Thorn clucked in what she chose to take as agreement. Across the room, two other young dragons looked up from where they were dozing near the fire pit: Daimon’s dragon Rattler; and Talon, who’d belonged to the stable master Tavi before he’d been killed fighting the attackers.

“Zhanna, someone needs to,” her mother replied, switching into the same language and eyeing Thorn dubiously. “I’m busy. We’ve put Nalon to work trying to teach everyone the basics of each other’s tongues and he didn’t much like that, so he won’t appreciate us now telling him we want him to do something else—”

“And what about me?” Zhanna demanded. “What about whether I’m going to appreciate what you want me to do?”

“Well, what do you want to do?” her mother snapped. “We need the fields worked so the crops grow and we all eat when winter comes around again. Do you want to eat?”

Zhanna looked over at Daimon and Osred, who clearly had no idea what was being said, and switched into Naridan. It was a clumsy, clunky language, and she didn’t speak it that well, but she thought she knew where she could get support, and it wasn’t from her mother.

“This warrior was to Tatiosh talking,” she began. “He said his mother’s clan not down from mountains come.”

Zhanna’s mother looked sideways at Daimon. “Who is Tatiosh?”

“The son of Bilha and Amonhuhe of the Mountains,” Daimon replied, scratching his jaw. “Amonhuhe is of the Smoking Valley people. And Zhanna is correct: they have always come to trade at the Festival of Life, but they did not this year, else you would have already met them.”

“Tatiosh says his mother wants go to mountains,” Zhanna continued, keeping a wary eye on her own mother. “This warrior could take her crew and go—”

“No!” Zhanna’s mother snapped, dropping back into Tjakorshi again. “Absolutely not!”

“Are you telling me I can’t go as my mother, or as my chief?” Zhanna demanded, and her mother’s mouth snapped shut, although her eyes flashed dangerously. Zhanna was Blooded now, which meant she was an adult and wasn’t necessarily expected to do anything her mother said . . . Although, of course, it was still considered polite to listen to your parents and take their opinions into account. On the other hand, a chief made decisions for the clan, but wasn’t like a Naridan lord. Daimon could tell any of his people to do something and they would be expected to do it: Zhanna’s mother would never try the same.

If Zhanna decided she was going to the mountains, there wasn’t really anything her mother could do to stop her, short of threatening to kick her out of the clan for abandoning them.

“The Smoking Valley people are our friends,” Daimon said cautiously, looking between Zhanna and her mother. He could hardly have misinterpreted Zhanna’s mother’s reaction, even if Zhanna hadn’t taught him (among other things) the Tjakorshi for “yes” and “no”. “Saana, your husband had already been thinking about whether we should send a messenger to make sure no disaster has befallen them.”

Zhanna pointed at him and looked at her mother triumphantly. “See?”

“To the mountains?” Zhanna’s mother demanded of Daimon. “She doesn’t know how to live in mountains!”

“Amonhuhe does,” Daimon replied. “If she wishes to go, she can guide anyone we send with her. Also,” he pointed out, “Tjakorshi are better dressed for the mountains than Naridans.”

Zhanna’s mother couldn’t argue with that. Their clan’s clothing was wool beneath thick furs taken from the sea bears that hauled out on the beaches of Tjakorsha’s islands, and more than enough to deal with the winter in a land where Long Night apparently never happened.

“And who would we send?” Zhanna’s mother demanded.

“This warrior’s crew!” Zhanna replied immediately. “They want to come,” she added, when her mother glared at her. Of course, the Brown Eagles were all adults now, like her. She wasn’t sure about the Naridans, but Tatiosh would certainly be going with his mother.

“If your servant might suggest,” Osred put in: “to send a strong youth away would make life harder for the families left behind.”

Zhanna glowered at the steward. Her mother nodded approvingly.

“Perhaps any family willing for their child to go should be assigned the sole services of one of the thralls, to work on their land instead?” Osred continued, and Zhanna grinned. “In that manner, the families could be of service to the town without inconveniencing themselves.”

“We would need to send at least a couple of Black Keep adults,” Daimon said. “Someone who could speak on our behalf.” He pursed his lips. “Menaken, perhaps, of our guards.”

“You truly think this is a good idea?” Zhanna’s mother said.

“Yes, your husband does,” Daimon replied, his dark eyes serious. “Amonhuhe’s folk are not truly Naridans, but we have traded with them since before your husband’s grandfather’s day. What could stop them from coming at all? We have formed a new alliance with your clan: we should not forget our old one. Besides,” he added, “a joint expedition into the mountains would be another good example to our peoples of how we can work together.”

“Your wife thinks you forget how many of your people complained about their children receiving the Blooded mark,” Zhanna’s mother muttered, but she had the manner of someone who knew they’d lost an argument.

“They were complaining about Tjakorshi then,” Daimon said. “Complaining about a decision made by their lord is something very different. We will see who wishes to go, and choose the party based on that, but if there is to be a mix of people going then Zhanna will have to go also, so they can speak with each other.”

Zhanna grinned again. She was going to the mountains! She’d grown up in the shadow of one, of course – Kainkoruuk, one of Tjakorsha’s five Great Peaks – but she’d never climbed it. These Naridan mountains were different; there were so many of them, for one thing! She’d just been able to see them from the room at the top of the Black Keep itself, and there was something about their distant, craggy and snow-capped shapes that called to her in a way the wide, green land in which Black Keep town sat did not.

Besides, she liked Tatiosh. He was a Naridan roughly her age who’d been adopted by his two mothers when he was a baby, and although he didn’t share any blood with Amonhuhe he obviously respected her. He was adamant that if she went back to the mountains then he was going with her, but Zhanna would feel better if she was with him, and she thought he’d probably feel the same.

Zhanna’s mother sighed. “If this friendship with these mountain people is a matter of honour for you, then your wife will not try to stop it. Very well. We will send a group.” She clenched her jaw. “And Zhanna may go, if she wishes.”

“Thank you, Mama,” Zhanna said in Tjakorshi, as genuinely as she could. “I won’t let you down.”




Jeya

Jeya was dubious about the idea of going back to Galem’s house in the morning after the attack, since the killers might still be lurking around, but Galem had insisted.

“There was a reason they came at night, Jeya. These things don’t get done in the day.”

Jeya, who had seen plenty of unpleasant things happen in broad daylight, had held hér tongue. Galem was a wreck; hìs eyes were still red from sobbing, and hè hadn’t slept well. Jeya hadn’t either, to be fair, given that shé’d been sitting up against a wall with Galem’s head in hér lap, but shé knew shé was far more used to disrupted sleep than Galem was. Hè’d had hìs own bed in hìs own room, for the Hundred’s sake! Which was no more than you’d expect for the Splinter Prince, exiled heir to the kingdom of Narida, even if hè and hìs family had been living as anonymously as they could manage. Jeya was lucky if shé managed to find a bit of dry floor where no one would step on hér.

“Fine,” shé’d said, “we’ll go back. But we don’t go rushing in. We should be able to get an idea of what happened without getting too close.”

And they had. They trekked back up to the Second Level, dodging the more distrustful looks from people who clearly thought they were too





































































OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Synopsis of The Black Coast



		Prologue: Caziel



		Part One



		Darel



		Stonejaw



		Tila



		Zhanna



		Jeya



		Daimon



		Tila



		Zhanna



		Nabanda



		Marin



		Darel



		Jeya



		Tila



		Zhanna



		Saana



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Nabanda



		Tila









		Part Two



		Darel



		Daimon



		Marin



		Tila



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Saana



		Tila



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Evram



		Tila



		Stonejaw



		Zhanna



		Marin









		Part Three



		Darel



		Daimon



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Darel



		Jeya



		Stonejaw



		Zhanna



		Marin



		Daimon



		Zhanna



		Darel



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Marin



		Darel









		Part Four



		Jeya



		Zhanna



		Marin



		Darel



		Yarmina



		Zhanna



		Darel



		Tila



		Stonejaw



		Yarmina



		Daimon



		Zhanna



		Saana



		Marin



		Jeya









		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements









Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start













		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433



		434



		435



		436



		437



		438



		439



		440



		441



		442



		443



		444



		445



		446



		447



		448



		449



		450



		451



		452



		453



		454



		455



		456



		457



		458



		459



		460



		461



		462



		463



		464



		465



		466



		467



		468



		469



		470



		471



		472



		473



		474



		475



		476



		477



		478



		479



		480



		481



		482



		483



		484



		485



		486



		487



		488



		489



		490



		491



		492



		493



		494



		495



		496



		497



		498



		499



		500



		501



		502



		503



		504



		505



		506



		507



		508



		509



		510



		511



		512



		513



		514



		515



		516



		517



		518



		519



		520



		521



		522



		523



		524



		525



		526



		527



		528



		529



		530



		531



		532



		533



		534



		535



		536



		537



		538



		539



		540



		541



		542



		543



		544



		545



		546



		547



		548



		549



		550



		551



		552



		553



		554



		555



		556



		557



		558



		559



		560



		561



		562



		563



		564



		565



		566



		567



		568



		569



		570



		571



		572



		573



		574



		575



		576



		577



		578



		579



		580



		581



		582



		583



		584



		585



		586



		587



		588



		589



		590



		591



		592



		593



		594



		595



		596



		597



		598



		599



		600



		601



		602



		603



		604



		605



		606



		607



		608



		609



		610



		611



		612



		613



		614



		615



		616



		617



		618



		619



		620



		621



		622



		623



		624



		625



		626



		627



		628



		629



		630



		631



		632



		633



		634



		635



		636



		637



		638



		639



		640



		641



		642



		643



		644



		645



		646



		647



		648













OEBPS/images/title.png
MIKE BROOKS

THE

SPLINTER
KING

OOOOO






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
MESEFBROOKS

LilgE

SPLINTER
KINGy

THE WORLD FRACTURES
AS A DEAD GOD RISES






OEBPS/images/map.png
0
XKIBURU,CI;ALABA/
THE_CITY OF-ISLANDS

£ \vontam O sermement s wansn & BROADLEAVED inmmm:sv

™S W CAMTAL 4 £ mavcrove

PINE
FOREST
1 BLACK KEEP 9. NORTHBANK 15 BOWMAR 22. EAST HARBOUR.
2. IRONHEAD 10. GREENBROOK 16. WOUSQULD 23, WEST HARBOUR
3. SMOKING VALLEY 11 TORGALLEN HASTE 2 KoSZAL

4 DARKSPUR 12. TORGALLEN PASS iy 25. TORAKUDO
Pty AR . WHITTING MOOR

ey i o & NowTH AR
ST vy > N RAvCLRE
7w F e % EneRaLD BAY






