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Book Description

The Shadow Folk attacks when it rains.

Only Irinia can hear their voices. But the village seer refuses to listen to her. Women can’t be seers.

She must earn the trust of the village, and fast.

Because the rain brings death.

A twisted tale of jealousy to keep you turning pages.
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Words of Rain and Shadows

The musical notes of the talking rain woke Irinia. She climbed out from under her threadbare blanket into the chill of winter and padded across the plank floor, the pine boards rough against her bare feet. Through the lone window with the expensive glass, she watched the rain coming steadily down.

It always amazed her that no one else could hear it talking. Each drop was a dance on a drum, vibrant and delicate at the same time. Mostly, the rain liked coming down out of the sky and into the waiting branches of trees and the leaves of plants. It liked seeing blooms twist open with bursts of color. It liked washing down to the greedy roots below.

But in this gray shadow of the winter morning, there were other voices. A herd moving closer.

The Shadow Folk were coming. The joy on Irinia’s tongue soured, and she listened further, trying to discern how far away they were.

The village had until tonight. Then the Shadow Folk would come and destroy it like they had last year.

#

The rain stopped by the time Irinia hiked the mile to the village center, leaving the road a muddy mess of potholes. But gray still crowded the sky. There would be more later.

Irinia walked into the village center to deliver the news.

“Posh,” the headman said, waving Irinia off. “Women can’t hear the Shadow Folk. You know that.”

He bent over a pig he was roasting on the village spit, checking the meat. The acrid smoke streamed out, making Irinia’s eyes water, but she sighed with the warmth that billowed out from the flames. They would eat well tonight. The headman had a stash of hot spices that brought out the flavor of the meat, and he wielded it with expertise.

“Because Dinan said so?” Irinia glowered at him. Dinan was the old “seer,” as everyone called him. He was supposed to hear the rain and talk to the Shadow Folk. He’d died this last season, during the Black Fever that had also claimed both of Irinia’s parents and brother.

“He was the best we had.” The headman used a pine stick to poke at the fire. The logs shifted, scattering dying orange sparks into the air.

Irinia held back what she wanted to say: Dinan hadn’t been able to talk to the rain. He’d only pretended he could to get the benefits the village lavished on him: extra food and crops, gifts, and sometimes coins. She remembered when she told him she could talk to the rain. He’d gotten a scared look in his eyes, and then it had shifted to anger as he chased her away. When he started saying that women couldn’t be seers, she knew he meant her.

But if she tried to tell the headman that the village had been fooled, he would get angry and deny it, and the village would suffer for it.

So all she said, quietly, was, “Dinan was mistaken about women. I heard the Shadow People. They’ll come through tonight. That’s all we have.”

Her words fell like stones in a pool. They were enough to draw a small crowd; everyone knew what she meant. When the Shadow Folk came through the village, they caused destruction. Last year, they’d killed an elderly woman.

Irinia wiped her sweaty hands on her cotton shift, praying the headman wouldn’t dismiss her.

One man, Allard, stepped forward from the crowd, shifting his crutch to take his weight. He’d fallen off a horse last summer and his leg had healed badly. Faces looked away from him, reminded of the fact that he could no longer support the village by working in the fields. Irinia deliberately looked at him. She’d gotten the same thing when her family had died in the epidemic.

“Dinan is dead,” he said, as if announcing it for the first time. “We don’t have anyone else who can talk to the Shadow Folk. She says she can try. Do you have anyone better?”

Angry murmurings threaded through the crowd. Irinia caught phrases she didn’t like the sound of. That she was of no use to the village and lying to win favor.

She spoke up, raising her voice above the din. “I can’t make any promises about what the Shadow Folk will do, but I can try to talk to
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