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      As he reached to snuff the candle, Doral heard a commotion outside. It sounded like a horse. Maybe more than one.

      Riders too.

      Instinct made him want to get his sword before investigating. The blade still lay in a camphor chest in the storeroom downstairs. Along with his spurs and mail. Everything under the overflow of sweet potatoes and squash from last month’s harvest.

      One of the goats bleated and jostled the gate.

      Doral left the candle burning and headed downstairs. The third step creaked with his weight and he reminded himself again that it needed attention. A simple wooden wedge would do the job. Hammered in. A five minute job.

      He’d built the house himself. A decade ago. With help from some of the local boys. Before their farm had dried up and whole families had drifted back to the city. Doral imagined the boys, fully grown, joining Sladeth’s army as it swung away north. They would be strapping young men now, skilled with sword and shield. Or dead.

      At the door Doral hesitated. The goat had gone quiet. From far off a whippoorwill whistled.

      It had been so long since they’d had any trouble. Not since the last of the press-gangs had been in the village. Wars were distant. He didn’t even have a lump of wood by the door anymore.

      As he was about to go to his toolkit to get a hammer, Lissette appeared on the landing. The girl rubbed her eyes. She was in her white nightdress, mass of red hair tangled from sleep.

      “Pappy?” She yawned. “I heard the goats. Is it a bear?” Lissette had grown fast over the last year. Now she could look over the railing instead of between the uprights. Still small for an eight-year-old.

      “It’s not a bear, honey. Go back to bed.”

      Light from the dying fire licked around the room. The smell of pine smoke felt reassuring.

      “Maybe a panther again? The last one-”

      “Get back to bed,” he told her. “Stay very quiet.”

      Her eyes widened. She nodded and turned for her room.

      It would be good if it was a bear. Easy to handle. All he’d need would be a couple of pots. Run out into the yard banging them together. The bear wouldn’t stick around.

      He had a hunting bow out on the verandah. Fashioned from Archer Elm. Never needed restringing, but the arrows were small.

      It would look intimidating, though, if it was bandits outside.

      He just had to get to it.

      Moving quickly he used a taper at the fire to light a lamp. Setting the glass back in place, he went to the door.

      All was quiet outside. Probably imagining things.

      But then, his foot had been aching earlier in the day. That was always a sign of bad things coming.

      Well, almost always.

      Doral pulled the door open. He stepped through and found himself staring into an arrow point.

      One of his own.

      The man held it with his hand reversed. Ready to stab.

      “Hey,” Doral said. He took a step backwards.

      The man jumped and grabbed Doral’s tunic. Gathered the fabric into a ball.

      “Need your help here,” the man said. His accent was southern. Perhaps Imdria or Kelm. He stank of days on the road. Blood and mud.

      “Help?” Doral said. Despite the grip the man had on his tunic, Doral could tell he was weakened. “What happened?”

      “You’re Doral of Lake Whiteheart?”

      Doral felt a chill run through him. That was a long time ago. Hardly anyone had survived. He’d heard the stories through the years. They became more fanciful and evocative over time.

      But the story of the man who’d lost his foot and still walked away had drifted off. Too unbelievable in this day.

      “Are you?” the man said. He pulled again on Doral’s tunic and held the arrow close to his face.

      “That’s a legend.” Doral felt a seam splitting along the back of his tunic.

      The man grinned. “So you’ve heard the legend then. That’s a very good start.” He looked over his shoulder out the door. “Stay right here.”

      Letting go, the man stepped back. Still watching Doral, he called out. From outside someone answered.

      “What are you doing?” Doral said. “This is my home. I don’t have any valuables. There’s some food, if you like. And the goats.”

      Two more appeared at the door. Dressed in ragged leather armor. One supporting the other. A woman. She looked at Doral with glassy eyes.

      “He the one?” she said, voice a strained hiss.

      “Don’t know,” the first man said. “But at least we can rest up here. Find an apothecary in the morning.”

      “You’re forty leagues from the nearest,” Doral said, cursing himself as the words came out. He didn’t need to give them any excuse to stick around.

      “Forty?” the woman said. She coughed. A hacking, full-body cough. It sounded like all her organs were rattling around.

      “There’s a dentist in the village.” Doral stared at the first man. It was a lie, but it might carry him through. In his old legion there had been a dentist who took care of dead teeth, and knew a few remedies. The man had been killed in an ambush a couple of days before the final battle.

      “Can the man fix amputations?” the second man said. With the woman he pushed through past Doral. The pair headed for the old plush armchair. Twisting around together, the woman sat.

      Doral saw that her ankle and foot were bound up in a rough bloody bandage. It was dark red, but might have once been white.

      At her waist she had a short dagger. It looked Persian, but might have been from further east. Her skin was the color of freshly turned wet earth, and her nose hooked outward. Southern stock.

      Both men seemed more northern. Blond haired, light-skinned.

      “You’re a sorry bunch, aren’t you?” Doral said. “What happened to you?”

      “You forget yourself, farmer,” the first man said. “There are three of us.”

      “Yes there are.”

      The second man stepped away from the chair, drawing a sword. A lightweight alloyed blade. Flentish. Two strokes from any broadsword and the man’s blade would splinter.

      “Easy, Pether,” the first man said. “We need his help, remember.”

      Pether stood, eyes glowering. He held the light sword at waist level, blade horizontal.

      “You should listen to him, Pether,” Doral said.

      The man’s eyes widened. He glared at the first man.

      “What do you need?” Doral said. “Maybe I can help somehow.” He wanted them out of the house.

      If he’d been in better shape he would have killed them all the moment the sword was drawn.

      “Fix her foot,” the first man said.

      Doral raised his eyebrows. He shook his head. “It looks like you’ve bandaged it all right.”

      Pether laughed. “Garre? Why don’t you show him?”

      The first man nodded. “All right.” He stepped forward. Pether moved around him, keeping the sword level, the point aimed at Doral’s midsection.

      Garre crouched to the woman’s ankle. He whispered something to her. She nodded.

      He began unwrapping the bandage.

      The woman winced. She leaned back into the chair. Pether watched, frowning.

      Doral took a step towards the door.

      The sword came up. “Stay where you are.”

      “I need to close the door. It’s cold.” He pointed at the fire. “The heat’s all bleeding out into the night.”

      “Don’t you move.”

      “Pether,” Garre said. “Just close the door.”

      The man’s frown deepened. He went to the door. So much for getting the bow.

      He considered jumping the man as his back turned. But Pether had a blade. He was slow-witted, but he might get a lucky stab in. Then what would become of Lissette?

      “What happened to you?” Doral said.

      Garre kept unwrapping. The bandage was stiff. In places it stuck to itself. The woman grimaced.

      “Bandits,” Pether said. He closed the door with a solid clunk. Right away Doral felt warmer.

      “Two of them,” Garre said. “Came from behind. Out of the swamps. Pennytown.”

      “Three days back.” Pether went across to the armchair. He set the sword on the arm. Watching Doral watch him back. Almost like a dare.

      “Three days?” Doral said.  “You could have found someone in the meantime. Even gone back to Pennytown.” He knew of the place, but it was a long ways off. Less than three days, but they were in pretty bad shape.

      “Wasn’t bandits,” the woman said. Barely more than a whisper. “Vulture trolls.”

      Pether laughed. “You’d like to think so.”

      “Is she infected?”

      “Maybe,” Garre said. He kept working on the bandage.

      Doral could see there was something up with the foot. It looked like a compound fracture, the way the ankle was bent out.

      After a moment, he saw it wasn’t a fracture at all.

      The foot had been almost severed.

      As the last of the bandage came away, he saw the dark wound circumnavigating her lower shin and calf.

      Blood had coagulated around the site, but it didn’t sit right. Just above the ankle, the wound didn’t quite line up.

      Doral crouched. The foot was black. Partly from the blood that had oozed through, but also from the simple matter of dead flesh.

      They’d stuck the foot back on, which was smart. It had probably saved her from bleeding out.

      And a skilled apothecary with some lucky charms or wends might have been able to save it. On the first day.

      Not after three days.

      “This is bad,” he said. The wound stank of sweet rot. Gangrene.

      “We know that,” Pether said. “Fix it.”

      Doral inclined his head. The man really was stupid. “I can’t ‘fix it’. No one can fix it. You can get a prosthetic made.”

      “A what?”

      “A wooden leg,” the woman said. “Think I figured that from the beginning.”

      Garre reached out for the light sword. He moved with a casualness that belied his intent.

      Bringing the blade around, he tapped Doral’s neck. Doral didn’t move.

      “We know who you are,” Garre said. “We didn’t trek for days to be disappointed.”

      “Apparently you did.”

      Pether cursed. He got to his feet and stalked out through the door to the kitchen. His boots clumped on the wooden floor.

      “We know who you are,” Garre hissed. “We know what you can do.”

      Doral shook his head. “I was a soldier once. No longer. But I’m no medico. I could make you a soothing tea, but that’s the limit of my abilities in that arena.”

      “Your foot.”

      Doral tried to keep his face impassive. He felt certain he’d failed as Garre inclined his head.

      “You’ve mistaken me for someone else,” Doral said.

      Garre smiled. “You know what I’m talking about, don’t you? Of course I’m not mistaken.”

      Doral dropped his head.

      Pether came back chewing on a strip of dried venison. “This is good,” he said.

      Doral stepped away from Garre. The man shifted the blade, cutting a slice through Doral’s sleeve. The other two tensed.

      “Let me get you all something to eat,” Doral said. Keep them calm and get them out. “You can be on your way. I don’t have anything else to offer you.”

      Garre shook his head. “At lake Whiteheart you were the only survivor. You lost your foot.”

      Doral stared back at him.

      “The Cellines had been outnumbered from the start. But they fought well. Valiantly. After all, they were the last group standing between the Otharams and the annihilation of their people. The Cellines killed two men for every one of their own that fell.”

      “I’ve heard the stories,” Doral said.

      “I’m sure you remember it well, in

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/triple-v-logo-big.jpg
4\ 7






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        The Secret Hallways
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Sean Monaghan
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Sean Monaghan


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/secret-hallways-311025-ebook.jpg







