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A Foggy Night

Along Newshore of the Young Sea

Calo drove the cart up the Old Trade Road and into the night. Mara was by his side. Dela also sat with them while Lucia, Tark and Fae were nestled in the tray behind them. They left the chaos of the greyheads’ attack on the coast at their backs and, thankfully, the fog and mysterious flaring blue lights.

As they took the road and climbed the gentle rise, only two things followed them. The smoke of the dying fires and other people fleeing the fighting. 

Of those also escaping the attack, many were making their way across terraced fields and to higher farms away from the sea. Others walked along the side of the road. Ahead, when the way was lit by the strange blue waves of light that swept in or flared periodically behind them, they could see groups of people scattered everywhere on foot and in carts.

Eventually, by the time they were half a mile away from the shoreline, they could tell they were clear of the greyheads. Looking back, as the adrenalin and tension of their escape eased, they could see the coast marked by the dull glow of dying fires, the occasional surge of blue light setting the fog and smoke aglow, and even glimpses of clusters of pink, blue, green and purple lamps by the coast where the greyheads were concentrated. 

With their escape from the attack achieved, each of them, in their own way, slowly fell into their own thoughts and reactions to what they had witnessed. 

Lucia sighed with relief as she relived the attack and their flight for freedom. She had lost the farm, but they had also been lucky in their efforts to escape. And she knew it. They were all here, unhurt, and had what they needed to start again. 

That was more than some of their poor neighbours would be able to claim.

Mara sat there quietly. In spite of her brave actions and quick thinking, she now simply leaned into the comfort of Calo. He, for his own part, watched the road ahead, especially for those walking that way inland. But he also wore a smile. Despite all that had happened, he could not believe how things had turned out. They had escaped and were all safe, and Mara had not left his side since sundown.

Dela was proud of her son. He had done well, just as they all had, even if a good portion of this terrible night had been filled with luck. And now, more than ever, it seemed her family’s fate was intertwined with that of Lucia and Ruck’s. But that was not so bad. 

Tark and Fae sat together in the back of the cart, a blanket wrapped around their shoulders, as they looked back at the smouldering coast, which occasionally flared with jets of blue. The sight was terrible but also mesmerising. For once, Tark was quiet. He did not ask any questions, not even once. He just watched what was unfolding around him.

But Fae had something to say.

She looked out, back to the shore from the road’s increasing heights. Rolling in from the Young Sea were two great jets of blue to flash and flare, the same lethal attacks that had helped clear the way for their escape. The current glowing bursts shimmered like they were fuelled by burning oil. 

Fae pointed, gaining Lucia and Tark’s attention, as she cried, “Look!” 

Somehow free of the night’s fog and smoke, the ruined tower on the island just off the coast seemed to be the source of the strange blue flames. There was something there amidst the mostly collapsed stone walls. Not that any of them could see any detail, not at such a distance. But it seemed like the blasts were coming from a lone figure. A big figure. A giant figure who was no friend of the greyheads yet was also from the sea.

Tark roused from his silence and asked, “Who could that be?”

Fae announced, “It must be Old King Canoonan! He’s come to save his people and take back his kingdom!” 

Lucia turned to Fae, stunned, as she wondered. She knew now was not the time for stories. Instead, it was a time for them to watch the road and get to safety. Yet, the legends said the Old King would return to lead his people.

She called out, “Calo, are you alright to continue driving for a while?”

“Yes!” he answered. He then looked to Mara, leaning into him and sharing her warmth. 

Mara smiled. 

He continued, “Yes, I am!”

Lucia did not miss the look. “Keep going while you can. If you need to rest, just say so. I can drive for a while!”

“Where are we going?” he asked.

Lucia did not hesitate. “We need to keep ahead of all these other people and get to Marketon first. We’ll buy supplies there and then keep going.”

He nodded.

And so they stayed on the road, travelling inland.
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Clashing Priorities

Barterington

Steen had found it hard to sleep.

He was exhausted. The bone-collecting trip had been long and hard, only to be complicated by Kalia and Spader’s betrayal. Steen still could not believe they had tried to escape their enslavement! 

Eventually, if they had lived long enough, he would have let them go as he had said. They might have been weakened and half-blind because of the black water, but they would have earned their freedom. It was why he did not brand his slaves. They had cleanskins for after their service. 

As it was, he was not sure if the brother and sister lived or if their charms had been picked up by someone or something else.

Initially, he had assumed they were dead like Bae. But now, sensing that the linked silver had moved, he supposed that somehow they might have survived the dark under the mountain, or perhaps someone else had found the charms. And someone else would most likely be other bone collectors.

Either way, he needed to know. 

If Kalia and Spader had survived, he would take them back into slavery. That was the way of things. And every slave owner was obligated to make the effort. After all, you couldn’t let people who were sold, taken or born into slavery believe they had any choice in the matter. The only person who controlled a slave’s fate was the owner. And he, like any responsible owner, chose to follow the charms and either claim them back or confirm the silver had been taken by someone else.

Of course, while he had that to do, he also needed to understand Grindly’s blue flashes on the horizon, as well as what had happened to cause Barterington’s fires the previous night. People were already calling it the Night of Flames. To see the fires flare and rage as they had, even if it had only been for a short while, was a threat to his key business of bone collecting and supplying fire starters.

How he could investigate all these things at the same time was beyond him, but there was a chance, he thought, that they were linked. And that meant, while there was a lot of work ahead of him, he needed to do it, dealing with whatever seemed to be the highest priority. And he needed to get started.
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