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It’s funny, Vasher thought, how many things begin with my getting thrown into
prison.

«YMOpa, KaK 4YacTo BCe Y MEHSI HAUMHAETCS C KaTanaxku», — nogyman Bawep.

The guards laughed to one another, slamming the cell door shut with a clang.

MNepecMmeunBascb Mexay COGOVI, CTPaXXHUKKN C IA3roM 3axJ10MNHy/ 1M ABEPb KaMEPHI.

Vasher stood and dusted himself off, rolling his shoulder and wincing.

Baluep BCTan, oTpsIXHY/ICA M, MOPLLACh, NOBpaLLan nieyamu.

While the bottom half of his cell door was solid wood, the top half was barred,
and he could see the three guards open his large duffel and riffle through his
possessions.

HWxHAA nonosBuHa ABepu 6bi1a U3 TONCTOrO AepeBa, a BEPXHAA — 3apelleyeHa,
N OH YBU/EN, KaK TPOE TIOPEMLLNKOB OTKPbIIM €r0 BMECTUTESNbHYIO KOTOMKY U
NPUHANUCH PbITLCS B NOXXUTKAX.

One of them noticed him watching.

OavH nepexeaTtwn ero B3rnsaa.

The guard was an oversized beast of a man with a shaved head and a dirty
uniform that barely retained the bright yellow and blue coloring of the T'Telir city
guard.

3710pOBEHHbIN KabaH ¢ 6pMTOi Harosno rosIoBoi U B rpsA3HOM MyHAMPE, Ha
KOTOpPOM €/ABa MPOCTYMNasn HeKoraa sipkue — XenTble U CMHUE — LBeTa
ropoackoi ctpaxu T'Tenupa.

Bright colors, Vasher thought. I have to get used to those again.

«Spkue Kpacku, — nogyman Bawep. — MpuAETCA K HUM CHOBA MPUBbLIKHYTb.

In any other nation, the vibrant blues and yellows would have been ridiculous on
soldiers.

B nto6oit apyroi cTpaHe BecesnieHbkasl XXeNTO-CUHSIS pacLBETKa CONAATCKOM
¢opMbl Nokaszanack 66l AVKOMN,

This, however, was Hallandren: land of Returned gods, Lifeless servants,
BioChromatic research, and—of course—color.

OfHaKo OH Haxoawuncs B XannaHapeHe — B Kpato BO3BpaLleHHbIX 60ros,
6E3)XM3HEHHbIX CNyr, BUOXPOMATUYECKMX M3bICKAHUIA M, PasyMeeTcs, Kpacok.

The large guard sauntered up to the cell door, leaving his friends to amuse
themselves with Vasher’s belongings.

TiopeMLmK-amban NeHnBO NPUGIM3NACS K ABEPU KaMepbl, MPefOCTaBUB APY3bsM
pa3BeKkaTbCs UMyLLecTBOM Balwepa.

“They say you're pretty tough,” the man said, sizing up Vasher.

Cmepun ero B3rnisaoM. — FOBOPSIT, Thl KPYTOW, — CKa3an OH.

Vasher did not respond.

Baluep He oTBeTw.

“The bartender says you beat down some twenty men in the brawl.” The guard
rubbed his chin.

— TpaKkTUpLLMK FOHWUT, 4YTO NpKn pa3bopke Tbl YNOXUA YenoBek ABaauaTb. —
CTpakHUK nockpeb noabopoaok.

“You don't look that tough to me.

— MHe Tbl TakKnm KPYTbIM HE KaXXeLlbCA.

Either way, you should have known better than to strike a priest.

Kopoue, Tbl 3psi 3aCBETUI XpeLy.

The others, they'll spend a night locked up. You, though . . . you'll hang.
Colorless fool.”

OcTanbHble-To NepeHOYYIOT Noj 3aMKOM, a Tebs, 6ecLBETHbIN KO3MNHA,
noasecaT!

Vasher turned away. His cell was functional, if unoriginal.

Bawep oTtBepHyncs. Ero kamepa 6binia yaobHa, xots 1 ybora.

A thin slit at the top of one wall let in light, the stone walls dripped with water
and moss, and a pile of dirty straw decomposed in the corner.

CBeT NpoHMKan Yepes Y3KMI NPoeM B BEPXHEN YacTh 0AHOW cTeHbl. Camu
KaMeHHblE CTEHbl COYMINCL BNAron 1 NOPOC/N MXOM, B Yy FHWMA Kyya rpsi3Hoii
COJIOMbl.

“You ignoring me?” the guard asked, stepping closer to the door.

— Y710, SA3bIK NPOrNOTUA? — OLEPUNICA CTPaXK, MOACTYNas eule 6nmxe K ABEPU.

The colors of his uniform brightened, as if he'd stepped into a stronger light.

LiBeTa ero MyHavpa CTaau sipye, kak 6yaTo Yiy4ylinioch OCBELLEHME.

The change was slight.

MNepemMeHa 6bl1a HEGO/BLLON.

Vasher didn’t have much Breath remaining, and so his aura didn't do much to
the colors around him.

Y Baluepa 0cTanoch Maso A0X0B, M ero aypa cnabo BIUsAIAa Ha OKpyxXatolime
uBeTa.

The guard didn't notice the change in color—just as he hadn't noticed back in
the bar, when he and his buddies had picked Vasher up off the floor and thrown
him in their cart.

CTpaxk He 3aMeTuN NnepeMeH — Kak 1 TaM, B kabake, Korga co CBOMMM
rpoMunamun noaHsAN Ballepa ¢ nona v 3alBbIpHY/ B CKOTOBO3KY.

Of course, the change was so slight to the unaided eye that it would have been
nearly impossible to pick out.

MPOMNYLLEHO




“Here, now,” said one of the men looking through Vasher’s duffel. “What's this?”

— 2! — nogan ronoc CTpaXkHUK, pbiBLIMICS B KOTOMKe Bauwepa. — A 310 4T0?

Vasher had always found it interesting that the men who watched dungeons
tended to be as bad as, or worse than, the men they guarded.

Baluep Bcerga Haxoamn 3aHATHLIM, YTO NOAW, BeAatolme TIopbMaMu, 06bI4HO
HWYEM He ny4dlle TEX, KOro OHN Kapayn4ar.

Perhaps that was deliberate.

Bo3MOXHO, TaK 1 6bl710 3ayMaHo.

Society didn't seem to care if such men were outside the cells or in them, so long
as they were kept away from more honest men.

O6LLecTBO, NOX0XeE, He 3ab60TWNO, rAe MMEeHHO NPebbiBaloT Takoro poaa
Cy6beKTbl — BHE Kamep WK BHYTPU OHbIX; FaBHOe — Mojanblie oT bonee
YECTHbIX JIIOAEN.

Assuming that such a thing existed.

Ecnv TakoBble CyLLECTBYIOT.

From Vasher's bag, a guard pulled free a long object wrapped in white linen.

CTpaXKHUK M3B/EK M3 KOTOMKM NPOAOSITOBaThIV NpeaMET, 3aKyTaHHbIi B 6eoe
MOJIOTHO.

The man whistled as he unwrapped the cloth, revealing a long, thin-bladed
sword in a silver sheath. The hilt was pure black.

PasBepHyn v NPUCBUCTHYN NpW BUAE A/IMHHOTO Y3KOro Meva B cepebpsiHbIX
HOXHaX. C pyKOSITbIO YEPHOM KaK HOYb.

“Who do you suppose he stole this from?”

MPOMNYLLEHO

The lead guard eyed Vasher, likely wondering if Vasher was some kind of
nobleman.

Craplumin BcMOTpencst B Bawepa, npuknabiBas, He U3 61aropogHbiX v 3TOT Twn.

Though Hallandren had no aristocracy, many neighboring kingdoms had their
lords and ladies.

XoTa B XannaHapeHe apucTokpaTm He BOAWNOCh, BO MHOMMX COCeAHUX
KOpPOJIEBCTBAX UMENNCb N Nopabl, N NeEN.

Yet what lord would wear a drab brown cloak, ripped in several places?

Ho pasBe nopa o6naunTcs B 6ypbiid AbIpsABbLIV Niaul?

What lord would sport bruises from a bar fight, a half-grown beard, and boots
worn from years of walking?

PasBe nopp 6yner pacxaxwuBaTb HEGPUTLIM, B Canorax, UCTOMTaHHbIX 3@ MHOrve
rogbl newein xoabbbl, Aa C CMHSIKAMK, KOTOPbIX HaxBaTasCs B NbsiHOW Apake?

The guard turned away, apparently convinced that Vasher was no lord.

CTpaXKHUK OTBEPHYJICS B YBEPEHHOCTW, YTO Baluep He apucTokpar.

He was right.

OH 6b11 Npas..

And he was wrong.

M B TO e BpeMs ownbes.

“Let me see that,” the lead guard said, taking the sword.

— [laii-Ka B3rnsHyTb, — NOTpeboBas CTapLUniA 1 B3sT MeY.

He grunted, obviously surprised by its weight.

OH KpsikHYN, OTKPOBEHHO YAMBEHHbIV BECOM OPYXMUS.

He turned it about, noting the clasp that tied sheath to hilt, keeping the blade
from being drawn.

MoBepHyN M 3aMeTUN 3aCTEXKY, KOTOpasi KPENU/Ia HOXHbI K PYKOSITH, He
no3BosAsA U3BNEYb K/IMHOK.

He undid the clasp.

OH paccrerHyn ee.

The colors in the room deepened.

Kpackn cTtanun HacblleHHee.

They didn’t grow brighter—not the way the guard’s vest had when he
approached Vasher.

He sipue — He TakvMu, KaK XXUNET CTpaXHUKa, Koraa ToT Nnpubnnsunncs K
Bawepy.

Instead, they grew stronger.

OHu caenanuce ryule.

Darker.

TeMHee.

Reds became maroon.

KpacHoe 06epHynocb 60paoBbIM.

Yellows hardened to gold.

>Kentoe ynnoTHMNOCh A0 30/10Ta.

Blues approached navy.

lony6oe nprobpenio UBET MOPCKOM BOJIHbI.

“Be careful, friend,” Vasher said softly, “that sword can be dangerous.”

— OCTOpOXHO, NPUSATENb, — KPOTKO Npeaynpeann Bawep. — 3T0T Mey 6biBaeT
ornaceH.

The guard looked up.

CTpaXkHWK noaHsAN rnasa.

All was still.

Bce 6b1n10 CNOoKOMHO.

Then the guard snorted and walked away from Vasher’s cell, still carrying the
sword.

Toraa oH (bIPKHYN 1 ABMHY/CS NPOYb OT KaMepbl Ballepa, He BbiMyckast Meyva.




The other two followed, bearing Vasher’s duffel, entering the guard room at the
end of the hallway.

OcTanbHble ABOE MOHEC/M CNefoM CyMy Baluepa v fownum o KapayibHoro
MOMELLEHMSI B KOHLIE Kopuaopa.

The door thumped shut.

XnonHyna Asepb.

Vasher immediately knelt beside the patch of straw, selecting a handful of sturdy
lengths.

Bawep ToTyac BCTan Ha KOMeHU nepea Kyyel conoMbl, Habpan ny4yok nokpenue.

He pulled threads from his cloak—it was beginning to fray at the bottom—and
tied the straw into the shape of a small person, perhaps three inches high, with
bushy arms and legs.

Hapepran HATOK M3 Mnala — NoAON YXX UCTpenasncs — W Cren YernoBeyka
AtoiMa TpX POCTOM, C JIOXMATbIMU PyUYKaMM U HOXXKAMM.

He plucked a hair from one of his eyebrows, set it against the straw figure's
head, then reached into his boot and pulled out a brilliant red scarf.

BblapaB 13 6poBKM BOMIOCOK, OH MPUMIOXKWUI €ro K rofioBe KyK/ibl 1 BbITAHYN U3
carnora anbii WelHbIA NIaToK.

Then Vasher Breathed.

3ateM Bawep AOXHyn.

It flowed out of him, puffing into the air, translucent yet radiant, like the color of
oil on water in the sun.

HeuTo BbIN/LINO U3 HEro, MbIXHY/IO B BO3AyX — NpPO3payHoe, HO 6reckyyee, Kak
MacnsiHUCTblE Pa3BoAbl Ha BoAe B Nlydax COMHUA.

Vasher felt it leave: BioChromatic Breath, scholars called it.

Baluep no4yBCTBOBas, Kak OH UCTOPrcst — B1MOXPOMaTUYECKUIA 40X, MO
BbIPa)XEHMIO YYEHbIX.

Most people just called it Breath. Each person had one.

BONbLIMHCTBO Ha3bIBa0 ero NPOCTO AOXOM.

Or, at least, that was how it usually went.

Mo KpaiHel Mepe, Tak 6bIBasio 06bIYHO.

One person, one Breath.

OanH YyenoBek — OAWH A0X.

Vasher had around fifty Breaths, just enough to reach the First Heightening.

Y Bawepa 6bI/10 OKOMO NATUAECATN AOXOB — TOJIbKO ANs] NepBOro NOoBbILLEHUSA.

Having so few made him feel poor compared with what he'd once held, but
many would consider fifty Breaths to be a great treasure.

O6nagas cTtonb ManbiM K1 NMOMHSA, YEM BNaaen Koraa-to, OH OWwyTun cebs HULWKUM,
HO MHOrMe coynm 6bl NATLAECAT AOXOB HECMETHLIM 60raTCTBOM.

Unfortunately, even Awakening a small figure made from organic material—using
a piece of his own body as a focus—drained away some half of his Breaths.

YBbl, HO gaxxe npobyxaeHne uUrypkn n3 opraHM4eckoro Matepuana
(hoKyCMPOBKOI BOMIOCKOM — YaCTUYKOM cebsi — OTHANO AO6PYI0 MONIOBUHY €ro
[IOXOB.

The little straw figure jerked, sucking in the Breath.

ConomeHHoe Yy4yesiIKO APOrHysio, BnnuTbiBad AOX.

In Vasher’s hand, half of the brilliant red scarf faded to grey.

Anblii N1aToK B pyKe Baluepa HamnonoBuHY CTan cepbiM.

Vasher leaned down—imagining what he wanted the figure to do—and
completed the final step of the process as he gave the Command.

Bawiep HarHyncs, Boobpaxas )enaemble AeNCTBUS UrypKM, U 3aBepLumn
nepBbIi 3Tan NpoLiecca, OTAaB KOMaHay.

“Fetch keys,” he said.

— 3abepu KIo4Yn, — BeNen OH.

The straw figure stood and raised its single eyebrow toward Vasher.

ConoMeHHoe Yy4enko BCTasio U BCKMHY/O Ha Ballepa eAWHCTBEHHYIO 6pOBb.

Vasher pointed toward the guard room.

Baluep ykasan Ha KapaynbHOe rnoMeLleHure.

From it, he heard sudden shouts of surprise.

OTTYyAa AOHECNUCh YAMBIEHHbIE BO3rNachl.

Not much time, he thought.

«BpemeHu B 06pe3», — nogyMas OH.

The straw person ran along the floor, then jumped up, vaulting between the
bars.

ConomeHHbIM MantoTka npobexxan no nony, NOAMNpPLIFHY, MPOTUCHYCS MeX
MNpyTbeB.

Vasher pulled off his cloak and set it on the floor.

Balep cHsN nialy U paccTenvn Ha nony.

It was the perfect shape of a person—marked with rips that matched the scars
on Vasher’s body, its hood cut with holes to match Vasher’s eyes.

Monyumnncb naeanbHble o4epTaHUS YenoBedYeckol urypbl: MPopexm
COOTBETCTBOBA/IM LWIpaMaM Ha Tene Balwepa, npofenaHHble B KamntoLoHe Abipbl
— €ero rnasam.

The closer an object was to human shape and form, the fewer Breaths it took to
Awaken.

Yem 6onblle npeaMeT HaNnoOMMHAN YesioBeKka, TEM MeHbLUE JOXOB PacxoAoBanoch
Ha npoby>kaeHue.

Vasher leaned down, trying not to think of the days when he’'d had enough

Ballep CKNOHWACA, CTapasicb He AyMaTb O BpEMEHAX, KOraa eMy XBaTasio JOXOB,




Breaths to Awaken without regard for shape or focus.

yT06bI NPOB6YXKAATH, HE 3aboTAack 0 hopMe n dokyce.

That had been a different time.

Celyac Nono)KeHNe N3MEeHMNOCh.

Wincing, he pulled a tuft of hair from his head, then sprinkled it across the hood
of the cloak.

MopLiach, OH BblAEPHYJT KJTIOK BOJIOC M PACChinan Mo KarntoLoHy.

Once again, he Breathed.

Eule oanH Aox.

It took the rest of his Breath.

Ha 3TOM AOXM KOHYMAUCH.

With it gone—the cloak trembling, the scarf losing the rest of its color—Vasher
felt . .. dimmer.

Bes HMX — nnaw ApoXWUT, NNaToK BKOHeL, obecLBeuynBaeTcs — Baluep
no4yyBCTBOBa cebs... bonee TyCcK/bIM.

Losing one’s Breath was not fatal.

MNMoTeps foxa HecMepTesbHa.

Indeed, the extra Breaths Vasher used had once belonged to other people.
Vasher didn't know who they were; he hadn't gathered these Breaths himself.

CkazaTb No npasae, Te WHKUE A0XM, KOTOPbIMM BOCMONb30Basncs Bawep,
KOorga-To npuHagnexanu apyrum niogam.

They had been given to him.

OHM Mx eMy oTAanu.

But, of course, that was the way it was always supposed to work.

Ho nHaye, KOHeYHO, 1 6bITb HE MOIJIO.

One could not take Breath by force.

Jlox Henb3s 3abpaTb CUON.

Being void of Breath did change him.

OTCyTCTBME A0XA U3MEHMIIO €r0 BCEPLES.

Colors didn't seem as bright.

Kpacku nomepknu.

He couldn't fee/ the bustling people moving about in the city above, a connection
he normally took for granted.

OH He YyBCTBOBasl JIOACKOW CyeTbl B PaCKMHYBLUEMCS HaZl TEMHULIEN ropoae —
NALLWNCS CBSA3W, KOTOPYH BCEraa CYMTan HEM3MEHHOW M HEOTHEMJIEMOMN.

It was the awareness all men had for others—that thing which whispered a
warning, in the drowsiness of sleep, when someone entered the room. In
Vasher, that sense had been magnified fifty times.

O6bIYHO MHTYUTUBHASA HAaCTOPOXXEHHOCTb MO OTHOLLEHUIO K OKPYXXatoLWwmnM — Ta,
YTO NpeaynpexaaeT WenoToM B NONyCcHe, KOrAa B KOMHATY KTO-TO BXOAWUT, —
6blna y Bawepa B NATbAECAT pa3 ocTpee, YeM y 60/bLUMHCTBA.

And now it was gone.

A Tenepb OHa Crudyna.

Sucked into the cloak and the straw person, giving them power.

BcocaBLUMCh B nJiall M COJIOMEHHOE Yy4esiko, Hagenuna mx CUNION.

The cloak jerked.

[MnaLy noweBenuncs.

Vasher leaned down.

Bawep HarHyncs.

“Protect me,” he Commanded, and the cloak grew still.

— 3awmuan MeHd, — CKOMaHAo0Ba/1 OH, U Nyall 3aMep.

He stood, throwing it back on.

Ballep BbINpsIMUIICS M HaJen ero cHoBa.

The straw figure returned to his window. It carried a large ring of keys.

ConoMeHHas durypka BepHynacb K OKHY ¥ NpUBOJIOKSa 60/bLIOE KOMbLIO C
KJIl04aMM.

The figure’s straw feet were stained red.

Hoxku Yydesika Ucnayvykaanmcb B KpoBu.

The crimson blood seemed so dull to Vasher now.

/1 anas KpoBb ceryac kasanacb Ballepy HeBbIHOCMMO GNEKON.

He took the keys.

OH B35/ KNHOUMN.

“Thank you,” he said.

— Cnacnbo, — ckasan.

He always thanked them.

OH Bceraa ux 6narogapwn.

He didn't know why, particularly considering what he did next. “Your Breath to
mine,” he commanded, touching the straw person’s chest.

3ayeM 1 NMoYyeMy — HeM3BECTHO, OCOBEHHO C YUYETOM JasibHenwero. — TBOM A0X
— KO MHe, — CKOMaHAoBan OH, AOTPOHYBLUMUCb A0 rpyan COJIOMEHHOIo
yenioBeyka.

The straw person immediately fell backward off the door—life draining from it—
and Vasher got his Breath back.

TOT MMIroOM OMPOKMHYJCS 3a ABEPb, LUMBLLMCL XM3HW, @ Bawep BepHyn cBOM
LOX.

The familiar sense of awareness returned, the knowledge of connectedness,
of fitting.

[MpuBbLIYHOE YYBCTBO 64MTeNbHOCTN BOCCTaHOBUIOCH — OCO3HaHMe
ConpnyacTtHOCTU, BCTPOEHHOCTU.

He could only take the Breath back because he'd Awakened this creature

3abpaTb e 40X Ha3aZ OH CMOT /UL NOTOMY, YTO CaM Npo6yans 3TO co3haHue




himself—indeed, Awakenings of this sort were rarely permanent.

— B006lLe, TAKOro poia Npoby)kAeHWs1 peaKo 6biBann CTONKUMM.

He used his Breath like a reserve, doling it out, then recovering it.

OH 1Cnonb30BaN CBOM A0X Kak pe3epB — criepBa NOAENMIICS, NOTOM BEPHYII.

Compared with what he had once held, twenty-five Breaths was a laughably
small nhumber.

Mo cpaBHEHMIO C MPeXHNM AOCTOSIHWMEM ABajuaTh NSATU 4OXOB 6b110
CMEXOTBOPHO MaJo.

However, compared with nothing, it seemed infinite.

Ho no cpaBHEHUIO C HUYeEM — 6eCcKOHEYHO MHOrO.

He shivered in satisfaction.

OH y0BNETBOPEHHO MOEXWUICS.

The yells from the guard room died out.

Bonnn, AOHOCMBLUMECS M3 KapayNbHOro NOMeLLEHNs, 060pBafIMCb.

The dungeon fell still.

B TeMHMUe BOLapuiach TULLWHA.

He had to keep moving.

Henb3s ctosaTb cTON60M,

Vasher reached through the bars, using the keys to unlock his cell.

MpocyHyB pyKy 3a NpyTbs, Ballep oTnep kno4amMu Kamepy.

He pushed the thick door open, rushing out into the hallway, leaving the straw
figure discarded on the ground.

OH pacnaxHyn TO/CTYIO ABEPb M BbICKOYMIT B KOPUZOP, OCTaBMUB Yydesnko
BaNATbCS Ha Mony.

He didn’t walk to the guard room—and the exit beyond it—but instead turned
south, penetrating deeper into the dungeon.

B kapay/iky He nowien u K BbiIXOAy, KOTOPLIV 3@ HEeW Haxoauscsl, — TOXeE; B3aMeH
OH NOBEPHYN Ha KOr W Havyan yrnybnsarees B THOPbMY.

This was the most uncertain part of his plan.

3710 bblsla caMas HeHaAeXHasl YacTb niaHa.

Finding a tavern that was frequented by priests of the Iridescent Tones had been
easy enough.

HaiiT TaBepHy, 3aBcergaTtasiMm KOTOPOW C/blnn Xpewbl PagyXXHblX TOHOB, 6bl10
[OCTaTO4HO MpOCTO.

Getting into a bar fight—then striking one of those same priests—had been
equally simple.

BBs3aTbCs B ApaKy M Bpe3aTh TAaKOMy CBATOLLE — He TpyaHee.

Hallandren took their religious figures very seriously, and Vasher had earned
himself not the usual imprisonment in a local jail, but a trip to the God King’s
dungeons.

B XannaHapeHe KpalHe cepbe3HO OTHOCUIUCh K [IyXOBEHCTBY, M Baluep
3apaboTtan He 0bbl4HOE 3aTOYEHME B MECTHYIO KYTY3KY, @ NnyTelecTsme B
TeMHULbI bora-kopons.

Knowing the kind of men who tended to guard such dungeons, he'd had a pretty
good idea that they would try to draw Nightblood. That had given him the
diversion he'd needed to get the keys.

3Has HpaBbl TAMOLIHWUX TIOPEMLUMKOB, OH OYEHb JIOBKO CMEKHYJ1, YTO OHM
nonbITalTCsA 13BnedYb HOYHOro XMLLIHMKA M OTBEKYTCS, @ OH TEM BPEMEHEM
[obyaet kauu.

But now came the unpredictable part.

Ho Aanblue NpeAcTosino HenpeackasyeMoe.

Vasher stopped, Awakened cloak rustling.

Baliep ocTaHOBMICS, NPO6YXAEHHbIN NNaLl KoMbIXancs.

It was easy to locate the cell he wanted, for around it a large patch of stone had
been drained of color, leaving both walls and doors a dull grey.

Ono3HaTb HYXXHYIO KaMepy OKa3anioCh JIErKo, 611aro ee CoMaHO OKPYXuUnm
o6ecLBeYEHHbIM KaMHEM — TYCKJI0-CEPbIMM BbIIN U CTEHbI, U ABEPU.

It was a place to imprison an Awakener, for no color meant no Awakening.

B Takmx-To MecTax npobyxaaloWwmx u aepxanu, nbo Het LuBeTa — HeT
npobyxaeHus.

Vasher stepped up to the door, looking through the bars.

Balep nogolen K ABepu, MsHYN CKBO3b MPYThSl.

A man hung by his arms from the ceiling, naked and chained.

rOJ'IbIﬁ, B LUENdX, noa noTosiKOM BUCEN YENOBEK.

His color was vibrant to Vasher’s eyes, his skin a pure tan, his bruises brilliant
splashes of blue and violet.

Ans 3peHuns Bawepa oH 6bi1 OKPaLLEH SIPKO: KOXa — YUCTbI KOPUYHEBBIN LBET,
cnefbl NnoboeB — cvHUe U HUONETOBbIE NSATHA.

The man was gagged.

Y3HWKY BCTaBUAK Knan.

Another precaution.

Ewe oaHa Mepa NpeaoCTOPOXHOCTH.

In order to Awaken, the man would need three things: Breath, color, and a
Command.

Hy>xHbl TpU BeLK, 4To6bl NPo6YXAaThb: 40X, LBET U KOMaHAaA.

The harmonics and the hues, some called it.

MHble Ha3biBanu nx OﬁepTOHaMM N OTTEHKaMWU.

The Iridescent Tones, the relationship between color and sound.

Pagy>xHble TOHa, B3aMMOCBSA3b LBETA U 3BYKa.

A Command had to be spoken clearly and firmly in the Awakener’s native

KOMaHﬂy nonaraaocb NPonU3HECTU ACHO U YETKO Ha pOAHOM A3bIKE




language—any stuttering, any mispronunciation, would invalidate the
Awakening.

npobyxaatoulero. Maneiwee 3aMkaHne, HUUYTOXHbIA CO0I B MPOU3HOLLEHUN — U
NpobyxaeHWo He bbIBaThb.

The Breath would be drawn out, but the object would be unable to act.

J1oX MCTOPrHETCS, HO 06BLEKT HE CMOXKET AENCTBOBATH.

Vasher used the prison keys to unlock the cell door, then stepped inside.

Bawwep oTnep ABepb YKpPaAEeHHbIMM KJTH0YaMM 1 BOLWEN B KaMepy.

This man’s aura made colors grow brighter by sharp measure when they got
close to him.

Korga oH npubnusuncs, aypa y3HuKa pesko noavepkHyna okpyxalowme LBeTa.

Anyone would be able to notice an aura that strong, though it was much easier
for someone who had reached the First Heightening.

CTonb MOLUHYIO aypy 3aMeTun 6bl 110601, XOTS AOCTUILLIEMY NEPBOro
MNOBbILIEHNS TAaKOE Aa/I0Ch HAMHOIO Nlerye.

It wasn't the strongest BioChromatic aura Vasher had ever seen—those belonged
to the Returned, known as gods here in Hallandren.

370 6biNa He caMas cuibHas GUoxpoMaTUUecKasi aypa Ha namsTv Bawepa — Te,
[pyrvie, NpuHaAeXann BO3BPalLEHHbIM, CYMTABLUMMCS 3[ECh, B XannaHapeHe,
6oramu.

Still, the prisoner’s BioChroma was very impressive and much, much stronger
than Vasher’s own.

1 Bce-Taky 6MOXpOMa Y3HWUKA NPOU3BOAMIA CUIbHOE BrieyaTiieHne v bbina
ropasfo MoliHee, YeM y caMoro Bawepa.

The prisoner held a lot of Breaths.

B Y3HUKE 3aK/1i04aJ1I0Cb MHOIro 40X0B.

Hundreds upon hundreds of them.

COTHM COTEH.

The man swung in his bonds, studying Vasher, gagged lips bleeding from lack of
water.

YenoBek KayHysICsl B OKOBaX, M3yyas Balwepa. 3aneyaTaHHble rybbl KpOBOTOUMAN
0T 06e3BOXMBaHMS.

Vasher hesitated only briefly, then reached up and pulled the gag free.

MNMomeanue cekyHay, Balwlep BbliaepHY Kasn.

“You," the prisoner whispered, coughing slightly.

— Tbl, — NpoLWenTan Y3HUK 1 FIyX0 3aKaluaisiics.

“Are you here to free me?”

— Tbl Npuwen MeHs oceoboanTb?

“No, Vahr,” Vasher said quietly. “I'm here to kill you.”

— Hert, Baxp, — Tnxo otBetun Bawep. — 4 npuwen 1ebs youTsb.

Vahr snorted.

Baxp BcxpanHyn.

Captivity hadn't been easy on him.

3aTo4YeHNe CTano Ans Hero CypoBbIM UCMbITAHUEM.

When Vasher had last seen Vahr, he'd been plump.

Mpu nx nocneaHen ¢ BaluepoM BCTpeye OH 6bi1 JOPOAEH.

Judging by his emaciated body, he'd been without food for some time now.

Cyast no UCTOLLEHHOMY Tefy, ero y)Xe Kakoe-T0 BPeMsi He KOPMUW.

The cuts, bruises, and burn marks on his flesh were fresh.

Mopesbl, KPOBOMOATEKM M OXOTU 6bI/IN CBEXUMM.

Both the torture and the haunted look in Vahr’s bag-rimmed eyes bespoke a
solemn truth.

MbITKM M 3aTpaBnieHHbIM B3rns4 Baxpa, noa rnasamMu KOTOporo Habpsiknm
TEMHble MELUIKW, Bblhanu ropbkyto npasay.

Breath could only be transferred by willing, intentional Command.

Jlox MOXKHO 6bI10 NepeaaTb NLLb AO0BPOBOJILHOW, LieNeHanpaBieHHOM
KOMaHaou.

That Command could, however, be encouraged.

Ho K Hell MOXXHO MOACTErHyTb.

“So,” Vahr croaked, “you judge me, just like everyone else.”

— 3HauuT, — NpoKapKan Baxp, — Tbl OCy>Aaellb MEHs, KaK BCe.

“Your failed rebellion is not my concern.

— TBOM HeyAQ4HbI MATEX MEHSI HE KAcaeTcs.

I just want your Breath.”

MHe Hy>eH TONbKOo TBOW [IOX.

“You and the entire Hallandren court.”

— Tebe 1 BceMy XannaHAPEHCKOMY ABOpY.

“Yes.

— [a.

But you're not going to give it to one of the Returned.

Ho Tbl He c06MpaeLch9| 0TAaBaTb €ro BO3BPALWEHHbIM.

You're going to give it to me. In exchange for killing you.”

Tbl pacniaTuLLbCA UM CO MHOW 3a TBOE YBUINCTBO.

“Doesn’t seem like much of a trade.” There was a hardness—a void of emotion—
in Vahr that Vasher had not seen the last time they had parted, years before.

— Ta elwe caenka. — [onoc kak 6bl ONpecHUCcs — yTeuka 3MOLMIA: TO, Yero
Bawlep He 3aMeTun, KOraa rogaMmy paHblue NpocTuaca ¢ Baxpom.

Odd, Vasher thought, that I should finally, after all of this time, find something in
the man that I can identify with.

«CTpaHHo, — noagymMan Bawep, — 4TO B CAMOM KOHLE S BCe-TaKM HAX0Xy B HaC
He4yTo obLee».




Vasher kept a wary distance from Vahr.

Bawep gepxancs B 6e30nacHOM yganeHuun ot Baxpa.

Now that the man’s voice was free, he could Command.

Tenepb, 06peTLWIM roN0C, TOT MOT OTAATb KOMaHAy.

However, he was touching nothing except for the metal chains, and metal was
very difficult to Awaken.

Ho oH He conpuKacasncst HM C YeM, KPOMe XeNe3HbIX Liener, a npobyants MeTasnn
0YeHb TPYAHO.

It had never been alive, and it was far from the form of a man.

TOT HMKOrAa He 0XKuBas 1 6bln Aanek OT YeIoBeYECKMX OLIepTaHVIﬁ.

Even during the height of his power, Vasher himself had only managed to
Awaken metal on a few, select occasions.

JInuHo Balepy aaxke npu NONHOW Cue yAaBasioCh JMLb CYATAHbIE pasbl
npobyanTb MeTan.

Of course, some extremely powerful Awakeners could bring objects to life that
they weren't touching, but that were in the sound of their voice.

KOHEYHO, HEKOTOpbIE CUMbHENLLINE NPOBYXKAAIOLLME YMENN OXUBATL NPEAMETbI
HA PACCTOSIHWM.

That, however, required the Ninth Heightening.

Ho 370 Tpe6oBano AEBSATOrO NOBbILIEHNSI.

Even Vahr didn't have that much Breath.

TakoV yiMbl IOXOB He 6bI10 faxe y Baxpa.

In fact, Vasher knew of only one living person who did: the God King himself.

Mo cytu, Balwep 3Han Avwb OAHOro Takoro: bora-kopons.

That meant Vasher was probably safe.

MosToMy Baulepy, noxanyi, HU4TO He rpPo3nsIo.

Vahr contained a great wealth of Breath, but had nothing to Awaken.

Baxp 6b11 6orat 4oxamu, HO Npoby)xaaTb eMy bblnNo HeYero.

Vasher walked around the chained man, finding it very difficult to offer any
sympathy.

Bawwep oboluen 3akoBaHHOrO B LENW, 3aTPYAHSISICb BbIPasUTb XOTb KaKoe-To
COYYBCTBME.

Vahr had earned his fate.

Baxp nonyymn no sacniyram.

Yet the priests would not let him die while he held so much Breath; if he died, it
would be wasted.

OfHaKo Xpeubl He AaayT eMy yMepeTb C TakUM CONMMAHbLIM 3anacoM [0XO0B:
YMPET — 1 [IOXOB HE CTaHeT.

Gone.

OHM NCYE3HYT.

Irretrievable.

HeobpaTnmMo 1 HaBcerga.

Not even the government of Hallandren—which had such strict laws about the
buying and passing of Breath—could let such a treasure slip away.

YnycTUTb Takoe COKPOBMLLE He NMO3BONAIO cebe Aaxke NpaBUTENbCTBO
XannaHapeHa C ero KpalHe CTpOrMMm 3aKoOHaMm O MOKYMKe W nepeaaye [OXOB.

They wanted it badly enough to forestall the execution of even a high-profile
criminal like Vahr.

OHO >aXzano Mx Ao TOro anyHo, YTO BO3AEPXKMBANOCh OT KasHU OMacHOro
NpecTynHuKa.

In retrospect, they would curse themselves for not leaving him better guarded.

MoToM OHO NMpOKNSHET cebs 3a cTonb ybory oxpaHy Baxpa.

But, then, Vasher had been waiting two years for an opportunity like this one.

Ho 1 Ballep, B kOHLe KOHLIOB, ABa rofa »aaf noaxoasiie BO3MOXHOCTU.

“Well?” Vahr asked.

— WNTtak? — cnpocun Baxp.

“Give me the Breath, Vahr,” Vasher said, stepping forward.

— Otaalt MHe Aox, Baxp, — lwiarHyn Bnepen Baluep.

Vahr snorted.

TOT bIpKHY.

"I doubt you have the skill of the God King's torturers, Vasher—and I've
withstood them for two weeks now.”

— COoMHeBatoCb, UTO Tbl MCKyCHee Manadeii bora-kopons, a s npoaepancs
NPOTUB HUX YXKE ABE Heaenw.

“You'd be surprised.

— Tbl 661 yauBUACS.

But that doesn’t matter.

Ho 3TO He BaXxHO.

You are going to give me your Breath.

Tbl BCAKO OTAAlWb MHE [0X.

You know you have only two choices. Give it to me, or give it to them.”

Thl 3HaelWb, 4T Y Teba TONbKO ABa NyTU: NepeaTtb ero AnMbo MHe, Mbo mM.

Vahr hung by his wrists, rotating slowly.

Baxp, nopBeLLeHHbIN 33 KUCTKN, MEASIEHHO Bpallanca.

Silent.

Monua.

“You don't have much time to consider,” Vasher said. “Any moment now,
someone is going to discover the dead guards outside.

— Y 1ebs ManoBaToO BpeMEHM Ha pa3MblllneHunsl, — 3amMeTu Bawep. — MepTBbIx
CTPaXXHUKOB MOryT 06HapyXuTb B Nt06YI0 CekyHay.

The alarm will be raised.

Ob6bsiBAT TpeBory.




I'll leave you, you will be tortured again, and you wi/keventually break.

A yiiay, a Tebsa 06s3aTeNbHO NPOAOIKAT MbITaTb, M Thl TOYHO C/IOMAELLbCS.

Then all the power you've gathered will go to the very people you vowed to
destroy.”

3aTeM BCS MOLLb, KOTOPYIO Tbl HAKONWUS, AOCTAHETCS TEM CaMbIM MIOAAM, KOMO Thl
Nnpu3biBasl YHUHTOXUTb.

Vahr stared at the floor.

Baxp ycTasuiacsa B non.

Vasher let him hang for a few moments, and could see that the reality of the
situation was clear to him.

Baluep gan emy elle 4yToK NOBUCETb — MYCTb A0 HEro AOWAET CypoBast
J[eNCTBUTENbHOCTb.

Finally, Vahr looked up at Vasher.

HakoHeu Baxp nogHsin B3rnsg Ha Bawepa.

“That . . . thing you bear.

— Ta... Bewp, C KOTODOVI Thl XOAULWb.

It's here, in the city?”

OHa 3gecb, B ropoge?

Vasher nodded.

Baluep KMBHy”.

“The screams I heard earlier?

— § ciblWwan Kpuku.

It caused them?”

3TO u3-3a Hee?

Vasher nodded again.

CHOBa KWBOK.

“How long will you be in T'Telir?”

— Kak gonro 16l npobygels B T'Tennpe?

“For a time.

— Kakoe-To Bpemsl.

A year, perhaps.”

MoxeT 6bITb, rog.

“Will you use it against them?”

— Tbl MCNONb3yelb AOX MPOTUB HUX?

"My goals are my own to know, Vahr.

— YeM 5 3aliMycb — Moe aeno, Baxp.

Will you take my deal or not?

Tbl cornallaelbest UNu HeT?

Quick death in exchange for those Breaths.

BbicTpast cMepTb B 06MeH Ha AOXW.

I promise you this.

9710 9 Tebe obellato.

Your enemies will not have them.”

TBOMM BparaM OHW He AOCTaHYyTCS.

Vahr grew quiet.

Baxp 3amonyan.

“It's yours,” he finally whispered.

— 3abupail, — npollenTan OH B UTOre.

Vasher reached over, resting his hand on Vahr's forehead—careful not to let any
part of his clothing touch the man’s skin, lest Vahr draw forth color for
Awakening.

Baluep Bo3110XxmMN Ha Yeno Baxpa nagoHb, CTapasiCb HE KOCHYTbCS Y3HMKA
oaexnaou, nabbl Baxp He npuobpen ans npoby>XaeHus LIBET.

Vahr didn't move.

Baxp He wenoxHyncs.

He looked numb.

OH CNOBHO OUENEHEN.

Then, just as Vasher began to worry that the prisoner had changed his mind,
Vahr Breathed.

3aTteM, koraa Baluep yxxe 3aBosiHOBasCA, He nepeayMan v y3Huk, Baxp goxHyn.

The color drained from him.

Kpacku XblHyau U3 Hero.

The beautiful Iridescence, the aura that had made him look majestic despite his
wounds and chains.

MNpekpacHas Pagyra — aypa, KOTopas COXpaHsinia ero Besimyne BornpeKkn OKoBaM
N paHaM.

It flowed from his mouth, hanging in the air, shimmering like mist.

OHa BbITEKNA 130 pTa 1 MepuarowiuM TyMaHOM NoBuUC/1a B BO3AyXeE.

Vasher drew it in, closing his eyes.

Baluep 3akpbl/1 rnasa v Bobpan ee.

“My life to yours,” Vahr Commanded, a hint of despair in his voice. “My Breath
become yours.”

— Mosg XU3Hb — K TBOEVI, — CKOMaHgoBan Baxp ¢ HOTKOM OT4YasiHMsl. — MoW Jox
— CTaHb TBOUM.

The Breath flooded into Vasher, and everything became vibrant.

[ox nepeTek B Baliepa, 1 BCe BOKpYr 0XWIO.

His brown cloak now seemed deep and rich in color.

ByprVI LUBET Njalla HaCbITUICA, CAENANCA TyLe.

The blood on the floor was intensely red, as if aflame.

KpoBb Ha nony npeacrana ocnenuTebHO-KpacHoM, Kak NniaMeHb.




Even Vahr's skin seemed a masterpiece of color, the surface marked by deep
black hairs, blue bruises, and sharp red cuts.

[axxe Koxa Baxpa Bbirnisiaena WweaeBpoM XMBOMWUCK: TYCTO-YEpPHbIE BOSIOCHI,
yNbTPaMapVHOBbIE CUHSIKM U SIPKO-asible NMopesbl.

It had been years since Vasher had felt such . . . /ife.

Baluep y)xe MHOro IeT He oLlyLas TaKoW... XXU3HU.

He gasped, falling to his knees as it overwhelmed him, and he had to drop a
hand to the stone floor to keep himself from toppling over. How did I live
without this?

Ero 3axnecTHyno, v OH 3al0XHY/CS, BaNSICb Ha KOJIEHW; eMY NMPULLNIOCh
BbICTaBUTb PYKY M YNEpPeTbC B KAMEHHbIN Mo, YToBbl He ONPOKUHYTLCA. «Kak
e 9 Xun 6e3 aToro?»

He knew that his senses hadn't actually improved, yet he felt so much more
alert.

OH NoHuMan, YTo Ha CaMOM [eJie ero YyBCTBa HECOBEPLLEHHbI, HO CTajl TakUM
30pKuM!

More aware of the beauty of sensation.

Bonee BOCMPMUMYMBLIM K KPacoTe OLLYLIEHWSI.

When he touched the stone floor, he marveled at its roughness.

KaMeHb BOCXWUTWN ero cBoeu rpy6ocTbio.

And the sound of wind passing through the thin dungeon window up above.

A LIyM BeTpa 32 Y3KMUM TIOPEMHbIM OKOHLIEM?

Had it always been that melodic?

Hey)xTo OH Bcerga 6bis1 TaKuM MEeNoanYHbIM?

How could he not have noticed?

Kak oH He 3ame4an?

“Keep your part of the bargain,” Vahr said.

— [MoKOHYM CO CBOEN YacTblo caenkn, — notpebosan Baxp.

Vasher noted the tones in his voice, the beauty of each one, how close they
were to harmonics.

Baluep oueHWN TOHANbHOCTb €ro rosoca, KpacoTy KaXkaok HOTKK, Ux 61M30CTb K
rapMOHUMN.

Vasher had gained perfect pitch.

Ballep o6pen naeanbHbIn Chyx.

A gift for anyone who reached the Second Heightening.

[ap KaXxgoMy, KTO AOCTUI BTOPOro MOBbILIEHWSI.

It would be good to have that again.

HenypHo 063aBeCTUCb 3TUM 3aHOBO.

Vasher could, of course, have up to the Fifth Heightening at any time, if he
wished.

KoHeuHo, Baliep Mor npu xenaHum B No6ylo MUHYTY AOCTMYb NATOrO
NOBbILLEHUS.

That would require certain sacrifices he wasn't willing to make.

Mpuwwnock 6bl NPUHECTV onpeAeneHHble XXepPTBbl, @ 3TOr0 OH He XoTen.

And so he forced himself to do it the old-fashioned way, by gathering Breaths
from people like Vahr.

M noToMy oH 3acTaBnsn cebsi AeMCTBOBaTb MO CTapyHKe, cobmpasi AoXK Noaen
Bpoge Baxpa.

Vasher stood, then pulled out the colorless scarf he had used earlier.

Balliep BbINpsSIMUICA, U3BNIEK UCMO/Ib30BaHHbIN paHee 6eCLBETHbIV MaToK.

He tossed it over Vahr's shoulder, then Breathed.

Habpocun ero Ha nne4yo Baxpy, 3aTeM AOXHY/.

He didn't bother making the scarf have human shape, didn't need to use a bit of
his hair or skin for a focus—though he did have to draw the color from his shirt.

OH He NoTpyAWSCcs NpuaaTh NnaTKy YenoBevyeckne o4epTaHus U He HacTpoun
(boKyC HM BOSIOCKOM, HU KOXeEW, — npaBaa, eMy NMPULLIOCH U3BEYb U3 COPOYUKM
LBeET.

Vasher met Vahr's resigned eyes.

Bawep nocmoTpen B 6e3HagexHble rnasa Baxpa.

“Strangle things,” Vasher Commanded, fingers touching the quivering scarf.

— [yl Belm, — ckoMaHaoBan Ballep, KOCHYBLIMCH MafibuaMu TpeneLlyLlero
niaTka.

It twisted immediately, pulling away a large—yet now inconsequential—amount
of Breath.

TOT HeMeANIeHHO AEpHYCS, BbICOCaB 60/1blIOe — HbIHE, BIIPOYEM,
HecoobpasHoe — KOMMYECTBO A0Xa.

The scarf quickly wrapped around Vahr’s neck, tightening, choking him.

MnaTtok NpoBOpHO obsuncs BOKpYr Wweu Baxpa n Hayan 3atarneBatbCd, yayLlas
€ero.

Vahr didn't struggle or gasp, he simply watched Vasher with hatred until his eyes
bulged and he died.

Baxp HE ConpoTuUBNANICA N HE MbITaNnca B3A0XHYTb, TOJIbKO C HEHaBUCTbIO
CMOTpen Ha Baluepa, noka He BbiNy4un rnasa n He ymep.

Hatred.

HeHaBuUCTb.

Vasher had known enough of that in his time.

B cBoe BpeMsa Ballep Haencs ew gocbita.

He quietly reached up and recovered his Breath from the scarf, then left Vahr
dangling in his cell.

OH 6bICTpO BEPHY/ U3 NfaTka A0X U ocTaBwun Baxpa KayaTbCa rnoj noTOIKOM.




Vasher passed quietly though the prison, marveling at the color of the woods
and the stones.

Bawep T1xo npoLuen no TiopbMe, AMBSACH LIBETaM AEPEBA U KaMHSI.

After a few moments of walking, he noticed a new color in the hallway.

Mpoias HEMHOIrO, OH 3aMETWU/ B KOPUAOPE HOBbIN LIBET.

Red.

KpacHsblit.

He stepped around the pool of blood—which was seeping down the inclined
dungeon floor—and moved into the guard room.

OH 060rHyn Ny>XXy KpoBW, KOTOpasi HaTeK/Na CKBO3b HAK/OHHbIN MOJ, U BOLLEN B
Kapay/nbHOE MOMeLLEHME.

The three guards lay dead.

Tpoe CTpaXkHWKOB 6blIM MEPTBbI.

One of them sat in a chair.

OavH cuaen Ha cryne.

Nightblood, still mostly sheathed, had been rammed through the man’s chest.

HouHoW XuWHKUK, 60/bLIe YacTblo OCTaBaBLUMIACA B HOXXHAX, MPOH3U EMY
rpyab.

About an inch of a dark black blade was visible beneath the silver sheath.

3a Cep66pﬂHblMM HO>XHaMW NpUMEPHO Ha [IOViM BUAHeNcs l—Ie[:)HI:Il‘/"I KITMHOK.

Vasher carefully slid the weapon fully back into its sheath.

Baluep akKypaTHO A0CMan OpYy>XMe B HOXHbI.

He did up the clasp.

3acTerHyn 3acTexky.

I did very well today, a voice said in his mind.

«5 cerogHs MonoaeLu», — rMpou3HeC B rosioBe ronoc.

Vasher didn't respond to the sword.

Ballep He OTBETU MeYy.

I killed them all, Nightblood continued. Aren‘t you proud of me?

«81 BCcex ybun, — npoaosikunn HoyHoit XuLHUK. — Tbl MHOWN ropaMLIbCA?»

Vasher picked up the weapon, accustomed to its unusual weight, and carried it
in one hand.

Bawiep noaHsn opyxue, NpuBbIK K €ro HE06bIMHOMY BECY M OCTaBW/1 B OAHOM
pyKe.

He recovered his duffel and slung it over his shoulder.

3abpan 1 nosecnn Ha naevyo CBOK CyMy.

I knew you'd be impressed, Nightblood said, sounding satisfied.

«$1 3HaN, YTO Thbl BNEYATUILBLCS®», — YAOBNETBOPEHHO CKa3an HouyHoN XULLHWMK.

1

asa 1

There were great advantages to being unimportant.

BbITb HE3HAYMTENIbHOW KpalHe BbIrOAHO.

True, by many people’s standards, Siri wasn't “unimportant.”

Boo6lie roBops, No MepkaM MHOrMX, CUpu CNIOXHO Ha3BaTb HE3HAYUTENBHOM.

She was, after all, the daughter of a king.

Bce-Taku Koponesckas [oYb.

Fortunately, her father had four living children, and Siri—at seventeen years of
age—was the youngest.

K cuacTblo, AeTen y oTua 6bl10 YeTBEPO, @ CEMHAALRTUNETHAS Cupy —
MnaAaLas.

Fafen, the daughter just older than Siri, had done the family duty and become a
monk.

®dacbeH, TpeTbs MO CTAPLLUMHCTBY, UCMOMHMIA CEMENHBIA JONT U CTana
MOHaXMHeMN.

Above Fafen was Ridger, the eldest son. He would inherit the throne.

Bbile PadeH cTosn Pumkep, CTaplumnii CbiH M HAacNeAHUK NpecTona.

And then there was Vivenna.

W octaBanacb BuBeHHa.

Siri sighed as she walked down the path back to the city.

Cnyckasicb Mo AOPOXKe 06paTHO K ropody, Cvpu B34oxHyna.

Vivenna, the firstborn, was . . . well . . .

BuBeHHa, nepBeHuLa, 6bina... BUBEHHOW.

Vivenna.

TyT n gobaBuTb Heyero.

Beautiful, poised, perfect in most every way.

LlapcTBeHHasa KpacaBuLa, COBEPLUEHCTBO BO BCEX OTHOLUEHUAX.

It was a good thing, too, considering the fact that she was betrothed to a god.
Either way, Siri—as fourth child—was redundant.

O6py4yeHHas ¢ 6oroMm... Tak uim nHave, a Cupw, Kak 4YeTBepThbiil pebeHok,
oKasanacb He y gen.

Vivenna and Ridger had to focus on their studies; Fafen had to do her work in
the pastures and homes. Siri, however, could get away with being unimportant.
That meant she could disappear into the wilderness for hours at a time.

BvBeHHe 1 Puaxepy NpuLnock cocpefoTounTbes Ha yuebe, ®adeH 3aHnManacb
cBoeli paboTon Ha MaXUTSX U B AoMax, Ho Cupu, Byayuv ManosHaunMoin, Morna
OT BCEro OTBEPTETLCS M YacaMu NponagaTe HEBECTb rAe.

People would notice, of course, and she would get into trouble.

KoHe4yHOo, 3T0 3aMeyanu, 1 Aa, OHa nonajasna B Nepefenku.

Yet even her father would have to admit that her disappearance hadn'’t caused

Ho paxke OTLUYy NpUXoannochb Npu3HaTb, YTO €€ NCYE3HOBEHUA HE NPUYUHANN




much inconvenience.

60/1bWNX HEYA06CTB.

The city got along just fine without Siri—in fact, it tended to do a little better
when she wasn't around.

Fopoa npekpacHo obxoannca 6e3 Cvpu, — ckasaTb Mo coBecTH, 6e3 Hee 6bIo
J@Xe YyTb Nyylie.

Unimportance.

ManoBa)kHOCTb.

To another, it might have been offensive. To Siri it was a blessing.

[ns Koro-To oHa oropyntenbHa, Ho ans Cupu ctana 6narocnoBeHneM.

She smiled, walking into the city proper. She drew the inevitable stares.

OHa ynbibanacbk, BCTynasi COBCTBEHHO B ropoA, M Hen36exHO nputarveana
B3rnagbl.

While Bevalis was technically the capital of Idris, it wasn't that big, and everyone
knew her by sight.

XoTs beBanuc ouLManbHO SBASNICA CToNMLEN Mapuca, OH He 6bin HAaCcTosbKO
BEJIMK, YTOBbI BCE €ro XuTenu He 3Hanv Cvpy B MLO.

Judging by the stories Siri had heard from passing ramblemen, her home was
hardly even a village compared with the massive metropolises in other nations.

Cyas No peyaM NpOXOXMX LWATYHOB, ee ropoA HeaoTAarvBan M Ao cena no
CPaBHEHWIO C OFPOMHbLIMM METPONOSINCAMM APYTUX FOCYAapCTB.

She liked it the way it was, even with the muddy streets, the thatched cottages,
and the boring—yet sturdy—stone walls.

A eln oH HpaBUICa aaxke C rpa3HbiMU ynnmuaMmn, COJIOMEHHbIMU XUXUHaMU U
YHbIJIbIMW, HO NMPOYHbLIMU KaMEHHbIMN CTEHAMWU.

Women chasing runaway geese, men pulling donkeys laden with spring seed,
and children leading sheep on their way to pasture.

XeHLmHbI, 6eratoLume 3a rycsiMm, My>KUnHbI, MOTOHSIIOLLME OCIOB C BECEHHEMN
paccafon, U AeTW, Beaylme OBel Ha nacTouLue.

A grand city in Xaka, Hudres, or even terrible Hallandren might have exotic
sights, but it would be crowded with faceless, shouting, jostling crowds, and
haughty noblemen.

B 6onbwnx ropogax — Kcake, lN'yapece, a TO 1 B y)XaCHOM XannaHapeHe —
BCTpPEYaInCb 3K30TUHECKUE r|e17|3a)|<m, 3aTO UX HANOMHANN 6e3nvn<|/|e, ropnacrble,
HanopucTble TONMbl U CNecMBas 3HaTb.

Not Siri’s preference; she generally found even Bevalis to be a bit busy for her.

Cvipy Takoe 6bI710 He Mo Aylue, el aaxke beBanuc Kasancst CIMLKOM LWYMHbIM.

Stifl, she thought, looking down at her utilitarian grey dress, 17/ bet those cities
have more colors.

«W BCe-Taku, — noflyMana oHa, B3r/isHyB Ha CBOE MPOCTELIKOe CEPOE NnaThe, —
LIBETOB TaM 60/blLUe, B TEX ropoAax.

That's something I might like to see.

Bbtocb 06 3aknag. Bot 6bl MX yBUAETL».

Her hair wouldn't stand out so much there.

LLieBentopoit eit 6onblie He BblAEIUTbCS.

As usual, the long locks had gone blond with joy while she’d been out in the
fields.

B nonsix, rae Cvpy Hen3MeHHO OXBaTbiBana pafoCTb, ANMHHbIE TOKOHbI, KaK
BCerfa, NOCBET/IENV M NMPEBPATMIN ee B 6IOHAMHKY.

She concentrated, trying to rein them in, but she was only able to bring the color
to a dull brown.

OHa cocpefioTounnack, NbiTasicb UX YKPOTUTb, HO CYMefa AOBECTV LBET NULLb [0
TYCKJ10-KalUTaHOBOrO.

As soon as she stopped focusing, her hair just went back to the way it had been.

CTonno e oTeIeYLCS — U BOT OHM YXKE NpeXxXHUe, Kakumun 6bl1n BCeraa.

She'd never been very good at controlling it.

Y Hee NI0X0 NONyYanoch YNpaBsiTe UMK.

Not like Vivenna.

To nn peno BuBeHHa.

As she continued through the town, a group of small figures began trailing her.

B ropofie 3a Hell yBs3anacb opasa ManbilIen.

She smiled, pretending to ignore the children until one of them was brave
enough to run forward and tug on her dress.

Cvipw ynblbanack, NPUTBOPSISICb, 6YATO He 0bpallaeT BHUMaHWS Ha AETel, Noka
OZIVH He OCMeNeN A0CTaTOYHO, YTObbl 3abexxaTh Bnepea U AepHYTb €€ 3a
nnaTbe.

Then she turned, smiling.

Torga oHa C ynbibkoW NoBEpHYNach.

They regarded her with solemn faces.

OHW OTBETUIN CYPOBLIMW B3rNsigamMu.

Idris children were trained even at this age to avoid shameful outbursts of
emotion.

Wapuiicknx getert ¢ Manblx NeT npuyYany He No30puTbCst 6YPHLIMU SMOLMSIMU.

Austrin teachings said there was nothing wrong with feelings, but drawing
attention to yourself with them was wrong.

OcTpuiickue AorMbl He yCMaTpuBanu B YyBCTBAX HUYErO AYpPHOro, OHAKO
npuBnexKaTb K cebe UMY BHUMaHWE He nonaranoch.

Siri had never been very devout.

Cvpu He oT/iMyanach ocobeHHbIM bnaroyectmem.

It wasn't her fault, she reasoned, if Austre had made her with a distinct inability

OHa paccyaana, YTo He ee BWHa, ecim OCTp co34as ee HEeMnoKopHOWA.




to obey.

The children waited patiently until Siri reached into her apron and pulled out a
couple of brightly colored flowers. The children’s eyes opened wide, gazing at
the vibrant colors.

et TepnenuBo A0XAanuch, koraa Cypy BbIHET M3 (hapTyKa HECKOIbKO
LIBETKOB, ¥ LUMPOKO pacnaxHynu rnasa, Tapalacb Ha 6yiiHble KpacKy.

Three of the flowers were blue, one yellow.

Tpw uBeTka 66111 CUHUMU, OANH — JXKENTbIM.

The flowers stood out starkly against the town’s determined drabness.

LIBeTbI SIpKO BbIAENAINC HA (DOHE NMOAYEPKHYTO CEpPbIX FOPOACKUX YL

Other than what one could find in the skin and eyes of the people, there wasn't
a drop of color in sight.

HuW Kannu Kpackv — pa3Be YTO Ha KOXE MK B rnasax.

Stones had been whitewashed, clothing bleached grey or tan.

KaMHu oTMbinn fobena, oaexay obecuseTunv Ao cepon u 6ypoit.

All to keep the color away.

Aenanocb Bce, YTo6bl HE AOMYCTUTb KPACOK.

For without color, there could be no Awakeners.

M60 6e3 LBeTa He ByaeT 1 NpobyxAaatoLumX.

The girl who had tugged Siri’s skirt finally took the flowers in one hand and
dashed away with them, the other children following behind.

JeBuylika, koTopasi TaHyna Cupu 3a Nodos, B KOHLE KOHLIOB 3a)kasia B PyyOHKe
LBeThbl M 6pocunack NpoYyb, @ BCA BaTara yCTPEMUNAch 3a Hell.

Siri caught a look of disproval in the eyes of several passing villagers.

Cl/lpl/l nepexsaTuia HGO,D,O6pVITe)'IbeIe B3rndaabl MPOXoXXux.

None of them confronted her, though.

MpaBaa, HUKTO He ckasan el HW CJIoBa.

Being a princess—even an unimportant one—did have its perks.

EcTb cBOM N/tOCbl B TOM, YT06bI 6bITb MPUHLIECCOW, XOTb 1 ManoBa)HOM.

She continued on toward the palace. It was a low, single-story building with a
large, packed-earth courtyard.

OHa npoao/mKuna NyTb K ABOPLY — HEBLICOKOMY OAHO3TaXXHOMY 3[aHUIO C
MPOCTOPHBIM, NMJIOTHO YTPaMb0BaHHbIM 3EMNSHBIM IBOPOM.

Siri avoided the crowds of haggling people at the front, rounding to the back and
going in the kitchen entrance.

M36erasi cobpaBLumxcs BO ABOpe KpMKAMBLIX Tonn, Cupu 0borHyna AoM 1 Bowwna
yepes KyxHio.

Mab, the kitchen mistress, stopped singing as the door opened, then eyed Siri.

Kak TonbKo ABepb 0TBOpWIach, Mab, rnaBHas CTpsnyxa, nepecrana netb u
cMepuna B3rnsaoM Cupu.

“Your father’s been looking for you, child,” Mab said, turning away and humming
as she attacked a pile of onions.

— Ortey 1ebs nwweT, anTa, — cooblmna Mab, oTBepHynachb U, Mbl4a Nog HOC
YTO-TO HEBHATHOE, HAabpocunack Ha rpyay NyKoBWL.

I suspect that he has.” Siri walked over and sniffed at a pot, which bore the
calm scent of boiling potatoes.

— lMopo3pesato, 4YTo Aa. — Cupwu nNogoLwa K KoTay, noHoxana. 3anax 6oin
MUPHBIM U NPECHbIN, KapTOdesbHbIN.

“Went to the hills again, didn't you?

— CHoBa bpoamna Ha xonmax?

Skipped your tutorial sessions, I'll bet.”

[oTOBa NOCMOPWUTL, YTO NPOrysisifia YPOKM.

Siri smiled, then pulled out another of the bright yellow flowers, spinning it
between two fingers.

Cvpu C yNbIGKOWM U3BNIEKNA ELLE OAMH APKO-XENTbI LBETOK M NOBEpPTENa ero B
nasbLax.

Mab rolled her eyes.

M>6 3akaTtuna rnasa:

“And been corrupting the city youth again, I suspect.

— W cHOBa, HaBepHOE, NMOPTW/IA FOPOACKYIO MOMOAEXD.

Honestly, girl, you should be beyond these things at your age.

YecTHOE CNOBO, AEBOYKA, B TBOEM BO3pacTe yxe no3gHOo 3abaBnsiTbCa TaknMMK
BeLlaMu.

Your father will have words with you about shirking your responsibilities.”

Otel Tebe ckaXeT napy IAacKOBbIX C/TOB 3a TO, YTO OT/IbIHMBAELLb OT
06s13aHHOCTEN.

I like words,” Siri said. “And I always learn a few new ones when Father gets
angry.

— JTobnto cnosa, — ckasana Cupu. — A Korga oTel 31MTCs, BCerga y3Hato
HOBbIE.

I shouldn't neglect my education, now should I?”

5l Beb He AomKHa npeHebperatb 0bpasoBaHueM?

Mab snorted, dicing some pickled cucumbers into the onions.

M36 bipkHYa, Hape3as coneHble orypubl.

“Honestly, Mab,"” Siri said, twirling the flower, feeling her hair shade a little bit
red. "I don't see what the problem is.

— Cepbe3Ho, Ma6, — npogomkuna Cupm, BEPTA LBETOK U YyBCTBYS, Kak ee
BOMOCHI YyTb pPbiXXeT. — S He MOHMMal0, B YEM He3adaya.




Austre made the flowers, right?

OcTp coTBOpPYAN UBETHI, TAK?

He put the colors on them, so they can't be evil.

OH nx packpacui, 3Ha4uT OHWU He MoryT 6bITb 3/10M.

I mean, we call him God of Colors, for heaven'’s sake.”

Bo nmsa Bcero cBATOro, Beab Mbl 30BEM €ro 60rom KpacoK.

“Flowers ain't evil,” Mab said, adding something that looked like grass to her
concoction, “assuming they’re left where Austre put them. We shouldn't use
Austre's beauty to make ourselves more important.”

— LiBeTbl He 3710 NpK YC/IOBMK, YTO OCTatoTca TaM, rae OcTp ux nocagun, —
Bo3pasuna M6, nobasnssa B CTPAMNHIO NPsHYO TpaBy. — HaM Henb3s
BO3BE/IMYMBATLCS 3a cYeT KpacoT OcTpa.

“A flower doesn’t make me look more important.”

— OT uBeTKa 5 BaXKHee He CTAHOBIOCh.

“Oh?” Mab asked, adding the grass, cucumber, and onions to one of her boiling
pots.

— [a Heyxenn? — cnpocuna Mab, ccbinas Tpasy, OrypLbl U JYK B KUMSILLNIA
KoTen.

She banged the side of the pot with the flat of her knife, listening, then nodded
to herself and began fishing under the counter for more vegetables. “You tell
me,” she continued, voice muffled. “You really think walking through the city
with a flower like that didn’t draw attention to yourself?”

OHa nocTy4yana no HeMy HOXOM, MPUCTYLLIanacb, KUBHyMa U MNosiesna noj CTounkKy
3a HOBOW nopumelt oBoLleln. — CKaXku KoMy ApYroMy, TOJIbKO HE MHE, —
NPOAO/IKU/1a OHa OTTYAa, U roocC ee 3a3By4asl NpurayweHHo. — Tbl NpaBaa
AyMaellb, YTO He NpUTArMBaeLWb K cebe BHMMaHME, KOrAa pacxaXuBaellb Mno
ropogy € LIBETKOM?

“That's only because the city is so drab. If there were a bit of color around,
nobody would notice a flower.”

— 370 TOMbKO MOTOMY, YTO rOPOA TAKOM YHbUIbIA. Byab BOKPYr XOTb HEMHOIO
KpPacoK, LBETKA HWUKTO 6bl M He 3aMeTU.

Mab reappeared, hefting a box filled with various tubers.

M36 Bblibpanachk M3-nof CTOMKM C SILIMKOM BCEBO3MOXHbIX KNYBOHEN.

“You'd have us decorate the place like Hallandren?

— Tbl xo4elb, 4Tobbl 34eChb BCe pa3yKpacuauv, Kak B XannaHgpeHe?

Maybe we should start inviting Awakeners into the city?

Mo)xeT, Ha4HeM npurnawaTe Npobyxaaowmx?

How'd you like that?

Kak Tbl Ha 3TO CMOTpULLL?

Some devil sucking the souls out of children, strangling people with their own
clothing?

Koraa Kakon-Hubyab AbsBON 6yAET BbiCachblBaTh U3 AETEN AyLUW, AYLWIUTb NoAEN
nX CO6CTBEHHOW OAEXKA0N?

Bringing men back from the grave, then using their dead bodies for cheap labor?

MogHWMaTb M3 MO MOKOMHMKOB W NpYBEKaTb K AeLleBOMY Tpyay?

Sacrificing women on their unholy altars?”

MPUHOCUTDL B XXEPTBY XEHLUMH Ha HEYECTUBbIX anTapsax?

Siri felt her hair whiten slightly with anxiety. Stop that! she thought.

Cuvpwv novyBCTBOBasNa, YTO OT CTpaxa y Hee UyTb nobenenu BonoCkl.
«[MpekpaTnTb!» — nogyMana oHa.

The hair seemed to have a mind of its own, responding to gut feelings.

Ho Bonochbl 6bi1n cebe Ha yMe N 0T3bIBaJ/INCb HAa BHYTpeHHee COCTOAHUE.

“That sacrificing-maidens part is only a story,” Siri said. “They don't really do
that.”

— [po XxepTBeHHbIX AeB — 3T0 NycTas 60nToBHS, — cka3ana Cupu. — Ha
CaMOM fene TaM Hu4ero nogobHoro He 6biBaeT.

“Stories come from somewhere.”

— bonTaloT He 3ps.

“Yes, they come from old women sitting by the hearth in the winter. I don't think
we need to be so frightened.

— [a, cTapyxu 3uMoi y KaMuHa. Mo-MoeMy, HaM Heyero 605TbCs.

The Hallandren will do what they want, which is fine by me, as long as they
leave us alone.”

MycTb B XannaHAapeHe AenatoT YTo XOTAT. MeHsl 3TO yCTpamMBaeT, NnLlb 6bl Hac
He Tporanu.

Mab chopped tubers, not looking up.

Ma6 WwmrHKoBana KJ'IY6HVI, HE nogHuMas rnas.

“We've got the treaty, Mab,” Siri said. “Father and Vivenna will make sure we're
safe, and that will make the Hallandren leave us alone.”

— M36, ecTb goroBop, — HanomHuna Cupu. — OTel 1 BuBeHHa no3aboTaTcs o
Halei 6e30MacHOCTW, U XannaHApPeH OCTaBUT Hac B MOKOE.

“And if they don't?”

— A ecnn HeT?

“They will.

— OcTaBuT.

You don't need to worry.”

Tebe Heyero 60sTbCA.

“They have better armies,” Mab said, chopping, not looking up, “better steel,
more food, and those . . . those things.

— Y HUX U BOWMCKa Nydlle, — 3aMeTuna Mab, He nogHWMas rnas u NpoaoKas
LUMHKOBATb, — W CTanb, 1 60osiblle efibl, U 3TU... BELW.




It makes people worry.

BoTt Hapoga n 6ecnokounTcs.

Maybe not you, but sensible folk.”

Tbl, MOXET 6bITb, M HET, A JIIOAN Pa3yMHbIE...

The cook’s words were hard to dismiss out of hand.

CnoBa cTpsinyxv 6bi10 TPYAHO NPONYCTUTb MUMO YLUEN.

Mab had a sense, a wisdom beyond her instinct for spices and broths. However,
she also tended to fret.

MyapocTb Ma6 He orpaHMuYMBanacb NpUNpaBaMm U Cyrnamu, HO U HEPBHWYANa
OHa YacTo nonycry.

“You're worrying about nothing, Mab.

— M36, Tbl HanpacHo 6ecnoKoMULLIbCS.

You'll see.”

BoT yBnamiub.

“I'm just saying that this is a bad time for a royal princess to be running around
with flowers, standin’ out and inviting Austre’s dislike.”

— $1 roBopto 0AHO: NpUHLIECCa BbiGpana HeyaauyHoe BpeMs, UTobbl 6erath C
LIBETaMW, BbIAENATLCA U rHeBuTb OCTpa.

Siri sighed.

Cvipu B3OXHYNa.

“Fine, then,” she said, tossing her last flower into the stew-pot. “Now we can all
stand out together.”

— NagHo, — cka3ana oHa, bpocas nocneaHui LBETOK B COTEMHWUK, — TENepb Mbl
BbIENMMCS CKOMOM.

Mab froze, then rolled her eyes, chopping a root.

Ma6 3amMepna, 3aTeM 3aKaTua rNasa, LMHKYS KOPELLOK.

"I assume that was a vanavel flower?”

— J10/KHO 6bITb, 3TO 6bIN BaHABENb?

“Of course,” Siri said, sniffing at the steaming pot. “I know better than to ruin a
good stew.

— KoHeyHo. — oTBeTuna Cupwu, NnpuHioxmBasicb K napy. — He 6yay xe s
nopTuTb Xopoulee 611070.

And I still say you're overreacting.”

A NoBTOPSIt0: Thl MAHMKYELIb 3pSi.

Mab sniffed.

M36 LUMbIFHYN@ HOCOM.

“Here,” she said, pulling out another knife. “Make yourself useful.

— Ha, — npoTsiHyna oHa HOX. — 3aliMUCb-Ka AENoM.

rn

There's roots that need choppin’.

Hago HapybuTb KOpELLIKOB.

“Shouldn't I report to my father?” Siri said, grabbing a gnarled vanavel root and
beginning to chop.

— A 0TUY He noka3sblBaTbca? — crnpocuna Cupu, NpUHMMasCb 3a KpMBOW
KOpELLOK BaHaBens.

“He'll just send you back here and make you work in the kitchens as a
punishment,” Mab said, banging the pot with her knife again.

— OH oTolwNeT TebA cloaa U B HakasaHWe 3acTaBuUT paboTaTb B KyXHSIX, —
oTBeTMNa Mab, CHOBa CTYKHYB HOXXOM MO KOTY.

She firmly believed that she could judge when a dish was done by the way the
pot rang.

OHa TBEpao Bepuna, YTo 3BYK rOBOPUT O FOTOBHOCTM Btoaa.

“Austre help me if Father ever discovers I like it down here.”

— [la noMoxeT MHe OcCTp, ecnv oTel| NPO3HAET, YTO MHE 31eCb HPaBMUTCS.

“You just like being close to the food,” Mab said, fishing Siri’s flower out of the
stew then tossing it aside. “Either way, you can't report to him.

— Tbl NpocTo Ntobuwb 6biTe NObAMXe K eae, — ckaszana Mab, BblyxnBas u
BblbpacbiBas UBETOK Cvpu. — Tebe BCce paBHO K HEMY HESb3S.

He's in conference with Yarda.”

OH coBellaeTtcs ¢ Spaoit.

Siri gave no reaction—she simply continued to chop. Her hair, however, grew
blond with excitement.

CupwW HMYero He OTBETWSIA, MOMYa NPOACIKMIA pe3aTb, OAHAKO ee BOJOChI
no6enenu oT BONHEHUS.

Father’s conferences with Yarda usually last hours, she thought. Not much point
in simply sitting around, waiting for him to get done. . . .

«OTLOBCKME CcoBeLLaHuns ¢ Sipaol 0bbIYHO 3aTArMBAOTCA Ha Yackl, — nogymana
OHa. — 3a4yeM Top4aTb TyT 6€3 Aena v xgaTb, KOrga oH ocBoboguTcs...»

Mab turned to get something off the table, and by the time she looked back, Siri
had bolted out the door and was on her way toward the royal stables.

Ma6 OTBepHynach Ha CEKyHAY, a Korda NocMOTpena BHOBb, Cupu yxe
BbICKOYMNA 32 [IBEPb U YCTPEMUIACh K KOPOMIEBCKMM KOHIOLLHAM.,

Bare minutes later, she galloped away from the palace, wearing her favorite
brown cloak, feeling an exhilarated thrill that sent her hair into a deep blond.

Yepes cuntaHble MUHYTBI OHA YXKe rasionoM Hecnacb OT ABopua, odeTas B
NIO6MMbIN KOPUYHEBbIN Mall, ApoXa OT BOCTOpra W NpeBpaLlasch B
COBEPLUEHHYI0 BIOHANHKY.

A nice quick ride would be a good way to round out the day.

[lobpasi nporysnka BEpXoM — OT/IMYHbIN CNOCco6 3aBEPLUNTb [IEHb.

After all, her punishment was likely to be the same either way.

B KOHLe KOHLIOB HaKa3aHMe HaBepHsKa 6y.qu TEM XKE.

* Kk X

* K Kk




DEDELIN, KING OF IDRIS, set the letter down on his desk.

Koponb Mapuca JeaenvH nonoxua nucbMo Ha CTon.

He had stared at it long enough.

OH ycnen Ha Hero HacMoOTpeTbCs.

It was time to decide whether or not to send his eldest daughter to her death.

Hacrano BpeMs pelaTb, NOCbINATb JIM HA CMEPTb CTapLUy A0Yb.

Despite the advent of spring, his chamber was cold.

HecMoTps Ha I'IpV|6J'WI)KeHVIe BECHbI, B €ro rnajaarte crtodana Xosioa.

Warmth was a rare thing in the Idris highlands; it was coveted and enjoyed, for
it lingered only briefly each summer.

Tenno 66110 pPEAKOCTbIO Ha MﬂpVIVICKMX BbicoTax; ero xaxzanu un emy
paaoBa/INCb, OHO XE JINLb HEHAAO0/Io 3a4€PXXUBaA/IOCh KaXaoe NIETO.

The chambers were also stark.

B nokosix 6bi10 eLe u nycro.

There was a beauty in simplicity.

B npocToTe 3akiyanacb KpacoTa.

Even a king had no right to display arrogance by ostentation.

Knumntbca 60raTCTBOM HE MMEN NpaBa Aa)Ke KOoporsb.

Dedelin stood up, looking out his window and into the courtyard.

[enenvH Bctan U NOCMOTPEN B OKHO Ha ABOpP.

The palace was small by the world’s standards—only a single story high, with a
peaked wooden roof and squat stone walls.

Mo MMPOBbLIM CTaHAAPTaM ABOPEL, MafioBaT — BCEro OAMH 3TaX C 3a0CTPEHHOM
AEPEBSAHHON KpbILUEN 1 0CAANCTBIMU KAaMEHHBIMU CTEHAMU.

But it was large by Idris standards, and it bordered on flamboyant.

OaHako no MepkaM Mapuca oH 6bii1 BEIMK M FpaHUYM C POCKOLLbIO.

This could be forgiven, for the palace was also a meeting hall and center of
operations for his entire kingdom.

3TO CUMTaNOCh NPOCTUTENbHBIM, MOCKO/BbKY ABOPEL, CIYXMW/T TaKXKe 3a/I0M
co6paHuii 1 AeNoBbIM LIEHTPOM BCEro KOPOEBCTBa.

The king could see General Yarda out of the corner of his eye.

Koponb KpaeM rnasa sBuaen reHepana Spay.

The burly man stood waiting, his hands clasped behind his back, his thick beard
tied in three places.

300pOBSK CTOSAN B OXMAAHWUK, 3aJI0XKMB PYKM 3a CMMHY, ero ryctasi 6opoga 6bina
nepeBsizaHa B TPEX MecTax.

He was the only other person in the room.

bonblue B nanarte He 6b110 HUKOIO.

Dedelin glanced back at the letter.

[enenviH cHoBa B3MsiHY HA NUCBMO.

The paper was a bright pink, and the garish color stood out on his desk like a
drop of blood in the snow.

Spko-po3oBas 6ymara Kasanacb Karnsen KpoBu Ha CHery.

Pink was a color one would never see in Idris.

B Napwuce He BOAWMIIOCHL HUYEro po30Boro.

In Hallandren, however—center of the world’s dye industry—such tasteless hues
were commonplace.

OpHako B XannaHapeHe — MUPOBOM LIEHTPEe Kpacok — Takue H6e3BKyCHble TOHa
CYUMTaNNCH B NOpsiaKe BELLEN.

“Well, old friend?” Dedelin asked. “Do you have any advice for me?”

— WTtaK, apyxuwe? — cnpocun degenvd. — [Jallb 1 Tbl MHE COBET?

General Yarda shook his head.

leHepan Spaa nokavan ronoBou:

“War is coming, Your Majesty.

— Balwwe BennyecTso, NpubankaeTcst BOMHa.

I feel it in the winds and read it in the reports of our spies.

5l YyBCTBYIO €€ [bIXaHWe B BETPax M YnTaio o Hel B IOHECEHUSAX LLMUOHOB.

Hallandren still considers us rebels, and our passes to the north are too
tempting.

XannaaneH npoAao/NKaeT CYNTATb HAaC MATEXXHUKAMKN, a HallK CEBEPHbIE NYTU
CNNLWKOM 3aMaH41BbIMU.

They will attack.”

OH Hanagert.

“Then I shouldn’t send her,” Dedelin said, looking back out his window.

— Toraa MHe HesayeM ee MocbinaTb, — NPOM3HeC [lefenvH, CHOBa siHYB B
OKHO.

The courtyard bustled with people in furs and cloaks coming to market.

[Bop kvwen nogbMu B nnawax u LUY6aX, npuweALIMMN HA PbIHOK.

“We can't stop the war, Your Majesty,” Yarda said. "But . . . we can slow it.”

— BoliHy HaM He OCTaHOBWTb, Ballle BEIMYECTBO, — ckasan Apga. — Ho... Mbl
MOXEM ee OTCPOYUTb.

Dedelin turned back.

JenenvH noBepHycst K Hemy.

Yarda stepped forward, speaking softly.

SApha WwarHyn Bnepes v 3aroBopui Msrko:

“This is not a good time.

— BpeMs HbIH4Ye nnoxoe.

Our troops still haven't recovered from those Vendis raids last fall, and with the

Halum BoVicka elle He OnpaBWIMCh OT OCEHHUX HaberoB BeHauca, a mocne




fires in the granary this winter . . .” Yarda shook his head. “We cannot afford to
get into a defensive war in the summer.

3MMHMX MOXKAPOB B 3€pHOXPaHUULLE... — SpZa CHOBA Nnokayas rosioBor. — Mbl
HE MOXXEM MO3BO/IUTL cebe NETHIO 0BOPOHUTENBHYIO BOVHY.

Our best ally against the Hallandren are the snows.

Hal nyywmin colo3HMK NPOTUB XaniaHAapeHa — CHer.

We can't let this conflict occur on their terms.

Mbl HE MOXEM A0MYCTUTb, YTO6bI KOH(IMKT PasBUICS Ha MX YCIOBUSIX.

If we do, we are dead.”

MHa4ye HaM BCeM KOHel,.

The words all made sense.

Mpo3By4yano pasyMHo.

“Your Majesty,” Yarda said, “they are waiting for us to break the treaty as an
excuse to attack.

— Bawe BennyectBo, — cKkasan Apaa, — OHW U pacCUUTbLIBAKOT, YTO Mbl
HapywunMm Aorosop, AaB NoBOA4 K HanageHuio.

If we move first, they will strike.”

Ecnu Mbl caienaem nepeblit War, OHW yaapsT.

“If we keep the treaty, they will st/ strike,” Dedelin said.

— Ecnn Mbl cobntofieM AOroBop, OHU BCE PaBHO YAApAT, — BO3pasun [eaenuH.

“But later.

— Ho nosgHee.

Perhaps months later.

MoxeT 6biTb, Yepe3 HECKOMIbKO MECSILIEB.

You know how slow Hallandren politics are.

Bbl 3HaeTe, HAaCKO/IbKO MeAnuTesibHa NoMTMKA XannaHapexa.

If we keep the treaty, there will be debates and arguments.

ECnn Mbl BbINO/THUM YCII0BWS, HAYHYTCS pebatbl npeHus.

If those last until the snows, then we will have gained the time we need so
badly.”

Ecnu oHM 3aTSHYTCA 10 CHEra, Mbl BbIUIPAEM BpeMsi, B KOTOPOM Tak OCTPO
HYy)XAaemcs.

It all made sense.

Bce 3T0 uMeno cmbich.

Brutal, honest sense.

XKecTokui, OTKPOBEHHBIN CMbIC/.

All these years, Dedelin had stalled and watched as the Hallandren court grew
more and more aggressive, more and more agitated.

Jonrue roabl JefenvH TsHyN BpeMsi U Habnodan, Kak xannaHAapeHCKUin ABop
CTaHOBWJICS BCe Hbonee arpeccUBHbIM.

Every year, voices called for an assault on the “rebel Idrians” living up in the
highlands.

M3 roga B rog 3BY4a/in NPpU3bIBbl 3a4aTb Xapy «MATEXHbIM FOleaM-Mﬂ,pMVILLaM>>.

Every year, those voices grew louder and more plentiful.

M C kaXkablM rogoM 3T1 roaioca NpUYMHOXaNUCb 1 Aenanamcb rpoMye.

Every year, Dedelin’s placating and politics kept the armies away.

MupHasi nonuTyka JeaenvHa exerogHo cAaepXxuBana BoMcka.

He had hoped, perhaps, that the rebel leader Vahr and his Pahn Kahl dissidents
would draw attention away from Idris, but Vahr had been captured, his so-called
army dispersed.

HaBepHoe, OH HafesAncs, YTo BOXakK MOBCTaHLUeB Baxp 1 ero eAMHOMBbILWIEHHUKN
n3 MNaH-Kanga oTBnekyT BHUMaHWe XannaHapeHa ot Mapuca, Ho Baxpa cxBaTtunm,
€ro Tak Ha3blBaeMoe BOMCKO paccessoch.

His actions had only served to make Hallandren more focused on its enemies.

Ho XannaHapeH He OTBNEKCS, @ TOMbKO Bonblle COCpefoTOYMCS Ha Bparax.

The peace would not last.

Mupa He COXpaHUTb.

Not with Idris ripe, not with the trade routes worth so much.

He c ypoxasamu Mapuca, He ¢ ero cobnasHuTenbHbIMM TOProBbIMU NMYTSIMMU.

Not with the current crop of Hallandren gods, who seemed so much more erratic
than their predecessors.

He npu HblHELIHEM BbIBOAKE XanlaHAPEHCKMX 60roB, KOTOPbIE Ka3annch Kyaa
6e3yMHee npeallecTBEHHNKOB.

He knew all of that. But he also knew that breaking the treaty would be foolish.

OH BCe 3TO 3HaJl, HO MOHWMMan M To, YTO HapylueHne foroBopa 6yaeT raynocTbio.

When you were cast into the den of a beast, you did not provoke it to anger.

Korga »uBellb B /IOrose 3s8eps, 6ectuio Ny4yll€ HE 3/1UTb.

Yarda joined him beside the window, looking out, leaning one elbow against the
side of the frame.

Spaa BCTan pAAoM C HUM Yy OKHA M BbIFNSIHY/, 06/IOKOTUBLLNCH O paMmy.

He was a harsh man born of harsh winters.

OH 6bIn CYPOBbIM YPOXXEHLEM CTPaHbl C TKOTbIMK 3UMAMU.

But he was also as good a man as Dedelin had ever known—a part of the king
longed to marry Vivenna to the general’s own son.

Ho Takxe nyymnM yenoBekoM, Kakoro 3Han JeaenuH; rinyboko B aylle Koposb
MeyTan BblgaTb BYBEHHY 3@ reHepasibCKoro ChiHa.

That was foolishness.

B3nop.

Dedelin had always known this day would come.

[enenviH scerga noHUMar, YTo 3TOT AeHb HAaCTaHeT.




He'd crafted the treaty himself, and it demanded he send his daughter to marry
the God King.

OH NIMYHO COCTaBMN AOrOBOP, MO KOTOPOMyY TpeboBasioch BbiaaTb A04b 3a bora-
Koporisi.

The Hallandren needed a daughter of the royal blood to reintroduce the
traditional bloodline into their monarchy.

XannaHapeH Hy)xaasncs B JoYepy KOpPOJIEBCKOW KPOBM, YTO6bl BO3POAUTL B
CBOE MOHAPXMM TPAAMLIMOHHYIO KPOBHYHO JIMHUIO.

It was something the depraved and vainglorious people of the lowlands had long
coveted, and only that specific clause in the treaty had saved Idris these twenty
years.

MMeHHO 3TOro AaBHO AOMOrasiuCb pacT/iEHHbIE N TLLECNABHbIE XXUTENN PAaBHUH,
U TOSIbKO 3TOT OTAENbHbIN NYHKT AOroBopa c6eper Wopucy nocneaHve aAsaguath
JNEeT.

That treaty had been the first official act of Dedelin’s reign, negotiated furiously
following his father’s assassination.

Ceit [O0roBop Ctan nepebiM O(bMLlVIaJ'IbeIM aKTOM B npasrieHne [eaenvHa,
ABUBLUNCb NPEAMETOM APOCTHbIX TOProB nocne Y6MI7ICTBa €ro oTua.

Dedelin gritted his teeth.

[enenvH ctucHyn 3y6bl.

How quickly he'd bowed before the whims of his enemies.

Kak 6bICTPO OH UCMOSIHWA NPUXOTh BParos!

Yet he would do it again; an Idris monarch would do anything for his people.

W Bce e OH CcAenaeT 370 CHOBA; MOHapX Mapuca NoMaeT Ha BCe paamn CBOMX
NOAAQHHbIX.

That was one big difference between Idris and Hallandren.

B 3TOM 3aKnto4vanack cepbe3Hag pasHuua mMexxay Mapucom m XannaHgpeHoM.

“If we send her, Yarda,” Dedelin said, “we send her to her death.”

— Slpaa, Mbl OTMpaBuMM ee Ha CMepTb, — CcKasan [denenvH.

“Maybe they won't harm her,” Yarda finally said.

— EW, MOXeT 6bITb, He MPUYUHAT Bpesa, — OTBETUN MOC/IE A0NIrON naysbl Apaa.

"“You know better than that.

— Tbl OT/IMYHO 3HaEllb, KaK byaer.

The first thing they'll do when war comes is use her against me.

MNepBoe, YTO OHW cAenatoT C HayasIoM BOl\/'IHbI, — WNCNOJIb3YKOT €€ NPOTUB MEHA4.

This is Hallandren.

370 Xe XannaHgpeH!

They invite Awakeners into their palaces, for Austre’s sake!”

Bo umMst OcTpa, OHM NpUrnallaT B CBOM ABOPLbI Npobyxaatomx!

Yarda fell silent.

Spaa 3aMmonyan.

Finally, he shook his head.

HakoHeL, OH nokayasn rosioBou:

“Latest reports say their army has grown to include some forty thousand
Lifeless.”

— B nocneaHux AOHeCeHUsIX FOBOPUTCS, YTO MX apMusi YBEIMUMIACh ThICSY Ha
COPOK 6€3)KM3HEHHBIX.

Lord God of Colors, Dedelin thought, glancing at the letter again.

«bor-nosenuTtens LIBETOB>», — noayMa’l ﬂe,qu'IVIH, onAaTb NOCMOTPEB Ha NUCbMO.

Its language was simple.

Ero cogepxaHue 6b110 NPOCTbIM.

Vivenna’s twenty-second birthday had come, and the terms of the treaty
stipulated that Dedelin could wait no longer.

BuBeHHe ncnonHWNoch AgaaLaTh [iBa, U Mo YCI0BUSAM AOroBopa XAaaTb AosbLie
[enenviH He umen npasa.

“Sending Vivenna is a poor plan, but it's our only plan,” Yarda said. “With more
time, I know I can bring the Tedradel to our cause—they’ve hated Hallandren
since the Manywar.

— OTnpaBka BuBEHHbI — CKBEPHbIM MNaH, HO APYroro y Hac HeT, — ckasan
Slpna. — BbiMrpaB BpeMs, S CyMeto 3apyunTbcs noaaepxkon Teapagena — TaMm
HeHaBMAAT XannangpeH eue ¢ MNMaHBOWHbI.

And perhaps I can find a way to rile Vahr's broken rebel faction in Hallandren
itself. At the very least, we can build, gather supplies, live another year.” Yarda
turned to him. “If we don't send the Hallandren their princess, the war will be
seen as our fault.

M BO3MOXXHO, MHE yAacTCsl MOAHSATb Ha 6YHT pa3rpoMIEHHYIO FpynMUpOBKY
Baxpa B caMoM XannaHapeHe. Mo MeHbLIeN Mepe Mbl CMOXEM OTCTPOUTLCS U
3anacTucb BCEM HEOBXOAMMbIM, YTO6bI MPOXWTL eLle rod. — SApaa noBepHycs K
Koponto. — Ecnu Mbl He OTNpaBuM XannaHapeHUam NpUHLECCY, BUHY 3@ BOWHY
BO3/10)KaT Ha Hac.

Who will support us?

M KTO Hac NoaaepxuT?

They will demand to know why we refused to follow the treaty our own king
wrote!”

Hac cnpocaT, noyeMy Mbl He BbINOSTHWUAW YCITI0BUSI AOrOBOPa, KOTOprl‘;I Hall Xe
KOpOJib U cocTasun!

“And if we do send them Vivenna, it will introduce the royal blood into their
monarchy, and that will have an even more legitimate claim on the highlands!”

— A ecnn Mbl NowWAeM K HUM BVIBeHHy, B X MOHaApPX1IO BONTbETCA KOPOJiEBCKas
KPOBb M MpUTHA3aHMA Ha BbICOThbI CTaHYT elle npaBoMoYyHee!

“Perhaps,” Yarda said. “But if we both know they're going to attack anyway, then

— Bo3moxHo, — oTBeTUN dpaa. — Ho Mbl 06a NOHMMaeM: OHU dTaKYyHT B




what do we care about their claim?

o60M criyyae. A ecnin Tak, YTO HaM 10 UX NPUTA3aHUIA?

At least this way, perhaps they will wait until an heir is born before the assault
comes.”

Mo Kpal\/'IHel\;l MEpPE, OHN MOTyT A0XKAATbCA POXAEHUA HACNEAHNKA U YXK NOTOM
HanacTb.

More time.

Bbivrpatb Bpems.

The general always asked for more time.

leHepan Bcerga npocun 60Mblle BPEMEHMU.

But what about when that time came at the cost of Dedelin’s own child?

Ho kakK 6bITb, €C/IM NNIATUTb 33 HEro NPUAETCS POAHON Ao4epbio deaenvHa?

Yarda wouldn't hesitate to send one soldier to die if it would mean time enough
to get the rest of his troops into better position to attack, Dedelin thought. We
are Idris.

«Spaa He konebnach MOWMET CoNAaTa Ha CMepTh, eCNW 3TO AACT BpeMs Ha
MepecTporiKy apMmMK Ans ataku, — noayman [enenvd. — Mel — Uapwc.

How can I ask anything less of my daughter than I'd demand of one of my
troops?

Kak s Mory ripocutb y OYEPH MEHBLLUE, YEM TPEOYIO OT BOMCKA?»

It was just that thinking of Vivenna in the God King's arms, being forced to bear
that creature’s child . . . it nearly made his hair bleach with concern.

OH yyTb He noceaen Npy oOAHOW TONbKO MbIC/TM O BuBeHHe B pykax bora-kopons,
NPVHY>XAEHHOW BblHALLVBATbL OTMNPbICKA TBApPW.

That child would become a stillborn monster who would become the next
Returned god of the Hallandren.

AUTS OKaXKeTCs MEPTBOPOXAEHHBIM YyAWLLEM, KOTOPOE CTAaHET OYepesHbIM
BO3BpaLleHHbIM 60roM XannaHapeHa.

There is another way, a part of his mind whispered. You don't have to send
Vivenna. . . .

«ECTb 1 apyroi Bbixof, — NPOHEC/OCH B rofioBe. — Tbl He 06513aH NocbinaTb
BuBEHHY...»

A knock came at his door.

B ABepb nocryyanu.

Both he and Yarda turned, and Dedelin called for the visitor to enter.

Onu ¢ Spnoit obepHynuch, 1 [leaenvH paspeLunn BoUTH.

He should have been able to guess whom it would be.

OH Mor 6bl M goragaTtbCs, KTO NoXasosarl.

Vivenna stood in a quiet grey dress, looking so young to him still.

Ha nopore, ogeTtast B NpocToe cepoe nnatbe, crtosna BueeHHa. OHa no-
NpeXXHeMy KasasiaCb eMy CTOJb IOHOW, YTO cepALe LEeMUIO.

Yet she was the perfect image of an Idris woman—hair kept in a modest knot,
no makeup to draw attention to the face.

TeM He MeHee OHa 6blna 06pa3LOBO MAPUINKON: BOOCHI CKPOMHO YIIOXKEHbBI U
HW rpaHa KOCMETUKW ANsi NPUBNEYEHUS BHUMAHUS K ULy .

She was not timid or soft, like some noblewomen from the northern kingdoms.

B oTnnume OT HEKOTOPbIX apUCTOKPATOK M3 CEBEPHbLIX KOPOIEBCTB, OHa He bbina
HW pOBKOI1, HU M3HEXXEHHOMN.

She was just composed.

Tonbko cobpaHHON.

Composed, simple, hard, and capable. Idrian.

CobpaHHoM, 6eCXUTPOCTHOM, KPEMKOW U CHOPOBUCTON.

“You have been in here for several hours, Father,” Vivenna said, bowing her
head respectfully to Yarda. “The servants speak of a colorful envelope carried by
the general when he entered.

— OTeL, Tbl Y>K€ HECKONIbKO YaCoB 3[€Cb, — CKa3asna BuBeHHa, NOYTUTENBHO
CKNOHMB ronoBy nepea Apao. — Cnyrv cyaayaTt o LUBETHOM KOHBEPTE, C
KOTOPbIM BOLUEN reHeparn.

I believe I know what it contained.”

5l joragbiBakCb, YTO BHYTPM.

Dedelin met her eyes, then waved for her to seat herself.

[JenenviH BCTPETUIICA C Hel B3rNS40M M MaxHyN pyKoW, 4Tobbl cena.

She softly closed the door, then took one of the wooden chairs from the side of
the room.

OHa 6ecLiyMHO NpuUTBOpUa ABEPb U B3s1a AEPEBSAHHbIN CTYN Y CTEHBI.

Yarda remained standing, after the masculine fashion.

Spaa NpoAomKUN CTosATb, Kak nogob6ano MY>XX4YUHE.

Vivenna eyed the letter sitting on the desk.

BuBeHHa nNocMOTpena Ha NMCbMO, NexxaBLlee Ha CTone.

She was calm, her hair controlled and kept a respectful black.

OHa 6bl/1a CnoKoiiHa, BOIOChl OCTaBanMCh NOA KOHTPOMIEM U COXpaHsinu
YB@XXMTE/IbHbIN YEPHbBIV LBET.

She was twice as devout as Dedelin, and—unlike her youngest sister—she never
drew attention to herself with fits of emotion.

BnaroyectnBas BaBoe 6orblie, Yem [leaenuH, oHa, B OTANYMUE OT MiaaLei
CeCcTpbl, HUKOrAa He Npueiekana K cebe BHUMaHUS B3pbiBaMu YyBCTB.

"I assume that I should prepare myself for departure, then,” Vivenna said, hands

— Toraa 8 nosara, YTo A0/MKHA rOTOBUTLCS K OTbE3AY, — NPOM3Hecna




in her lap.

BuBeHHa, AepXXa NafoHN Ha KONEHSsIX.

Dedelin opened his mouth, but could find no objection.

[enenvH oTKpbia poT, HO HE HaLencs C BO3paXXeHMEM.

He glanced at Yarda, who just shook his head, resigned.

OH rnsHyN Ha Slpay, KOTOpbIV NMLb Ka4yHY/ FofI0BOW, CMUPSSICh C HEU3BEXHDIM.

"I have prepared my entire life for this, Father,” Vivenna said. "I am ready.

— OrTeu, 9 BCIO XW3Hb rOTOBMMACh K 3TOMY, — 3aMeTuna BueeHHa. — U 4
roToBa.

Siri, however, will not take this well.

Ho Cvpu cMbHO paccTponTcs.

She left on a ride an hour ago.

Yac Ha3aj oHa yexasa BEPXOM.

I should depart the city before she gets back. That will avoid any potential scene
she might make.”

MHe HY>XHO MOKMHYTb ropo/, Noka OHa He BEpHY/ach, MHAYe MOXET 3aKaTUTb
CLIEHY.

“Too late,” Yarda said, grimacing and nodding toward the window.

— [No3aHo, — ckasan fApAa v YHLISIO KUBHYJ Ha OKHO.

Just outside, people scattered in the courtyard as a figure galloped through the
gates.

B BopoTa rasionom BneTena BcagHvua, 1 nioam pa36e>|<am4Cb no ABopy.

She wore a deep brown cloak that bordered on being too colorful, and—of
course—she had her hair down.

Ha Hei1 6bin nnall, TEMHO-KOPUYHEBBIV LIBET KOTOPOrO 6bl1 MOYTU HECKPOMEH, U
BOJIOCaM OHa, pa3yMeeTcs, Aafa BOJIK.

The hair was yellow.

OHW cTanu XenTbIMU.

Dedelin felt his rage and frustration growing.

HeB 1 Aocada 3akunenu B [lenenvte.

Only Siri could make him lose control, and—as if in ironic counterpoint to the
source of his anger—he felt his hair change.

OpnHa Tonbko Cupu yMena BbIBECTU €ro 13 cebsi, U OH NoYyBCTBOBaJs1, YTO €ro
LUEBEIOPA TOXE MEHSIET OKpacKy — CIOBHO M3A€BaTENbCKUM KOHTPANyHKTOM
WCTOYHUKY SIPOCTW.

To those watching, a few locks of hair on his head would have bled from black to
red.

Heckonbko YepHbix Npsinei nobarposenu, 6yATO HANMBLUMCL KPOBLIO.

It was the identifying mark of the royal family, who had fled to the Idris
highlands at the climax of the Manywar.

3T0 6bIN OTAMUUTENBHBIN 3HAK KOPONIEBCKOIO poAa, KOTOPbIM MepeTek Ha
BbicoThl Mapuca B pasrap MaHBOMHbI.

Others could hide their emotions. The royals, however, manifested what they felt
in the very hair on their heads.

[Apyrve yMenu CKpbiBaTb 3MOLIMM, HO YyBCTBa KOPOIEBCKUX 0CO6 NPOSIBNANINCh B
CaMMX BOJOCaXx.

Vivenna watched him, pristine as always, and her poise gave him strength as he
forced his hair to turn black again.

BuBeHHa B3vpana Ha Hero ¢ 06bIYHbIM 61aroyYecTueM, u ee X1aiHOKPOBUE
npvaano eMy cus, Ytobbl BOCCTAHOBUTbL YEPHOTY BOJIOC.

It took more willpower than any common man could understand to control the
treasonous Royal Locks.

npOCTOJ’IIO,CWIHaM HEBAOMEK, CKOJ1b CU/IbHasA BONA TpE6OBaJ'IaCb anga yKpolweHua
npeaaTesibCKUX KOpoJ1IEBCKUX JIOKOHOB.

Dedelin wasn't sure how Vivenna managed it so well.

[enenviH He noHMMars, Kak 3To yaaBanocb BuBeHHe.

Poor girl never even had a childhood, he thought.

«Y 6eHON AEBOYKM M AETCTBA-TO He 6b110», — NogyMas OH.

From birth, Vivenna’s life had been pointed toward this single event.

XXn3Hb BMBEHHbI C MUHYTbI POXAEHUS TOTOBUNA €€ K 3TOMY €ANHCTBEHHOMY
CcobbITUIO.

His firstborn child, the girl who had always seemed like a part of himself.

MNepBeHuUa, BCerga KasaBLluasicsl YacTbio ero camoro.

The girl who had always made him proud; the woman who had already earned
the love and respect of her people.

[Jesyuika, KOTOpOVI OH HEM3MEHHO ropaunca,; XeHLWnHa, y>Xe 3ac/lyXXmsllas
nto6oBb U YBa>X€HMe Hapoaa.

In his mind’s eye he saw the queen she could become, stronger even than he.

YMO3pUTENbHO OH BUAEN ee KOPO/EBOM, AaxXe curbHee cebsl.

Someone who could guide them through the dark days ahead.

ToW, KTO NPOBEAET UX Yepes rpaayLlime MpayHble OHW.

But only if she survived that long.

Ecnn ycneeTt AOXUTb.

"I will prepare myself for the trip,” Vivenna said, rising.

BuBeHHa BcTana. — 4 nowna cobmpaTbca B NyThb.

“No,"” Dedelin said.

— Het, — ckazan [degenvH.

Yarda and Vivenna both turned.

Slpaa v BMBEHHa NOBEPHYNNCL K HEMY.




“Father,” Vivenna said. “If we break this treaty, it will mean war.

— Otel, — ckasana BvBeHHa, — eciM Mbl HAapyLUMM AOrOBOP, HAYHETCS BOWHa.

I am prepared to sacrifice for our people.

Sl roToBa NOXepTBOBaTh CO60OMN ANs Hapoaa.

You taught me that.”

Tbl HAYYMIT MEHS 3TOMY.

“You will not go,” Dedelin said firmly, turning back toward the window.

— Tbl He noefelb, — TBEpAO 0TBeTUN [eaenvnH, BHOBb 06paTuB B30P K OKHY.

Outside, Siri was laughing with one of the stablemen.

TaM, CHapy>Xu, CMeanacb BMECTe C KOHoXoM Cupu.

Dedelin could hear her outburst even from a distance; her hair had turned a
flame-colored red.

[enenviH pasnuMyan B3pbiBbl XOX0Ta AaXkKe usaaneka; ee BosioCbl CTasiv OrHEHHO-
PbDKUMMWN.

Lord God of Colors, forgive me, he thought. What a terrible choice for a father to
make.

«[MpocTn MeHs, 60r — NOBENUTENb LIBETOB, — B3MONUICA OH. — Kakol
YyZIOBWLLHbIV AN1st OTUA BbiGop!

The treaty is specific: I must send the Hallandren my daughter when Vivenna
reaches her twenty-second birthday.

B floroBope fJ0C/I0BHO CKa3aHo: 5 05}73}//0Cb noc1are B Xa/i/iaHgpeH Moro [04Yb,
KorAa BuserHHe ucrofiHnTcsa ABaAuath fsa roja.

But it doesn't actually say which daughter I am required to send.

Ho TaM He NponucaHo, KOTOPYHO A0Yb S AOJHKEH NPUCIATb».

If he didn't send Hallandren one of his daughters, they would attack
immediately.

Ecnu oH He oTnpaBuMT B XannaHApPeH KOro-TO U3 AoYepei, HanaayT HeMeasIeHHO.

If he sent the wrong one, they might be angered, but he knew they wouldn't
attack.

A ecnv NpUWINET He Ty, XanNaHAPEeHLbl 03N1ISTCS, HO aTaku He 6yaerT.

They would wait until they had an heir.

OH 370 3Han. OHM JOXAYTCA HacnefHuKa.

That would gain Idris at least nine months.

Napuc BeIMrpaeT Kak MUMHUMYM [EBSTb MeCsILEB.

And . . . he thought, If they were to try to use Vivenna against me, I know that I
wouldn’t be able to stop myself from giving in.

«U ewe... — nogyman oH. — ECNn OHKM UCronb3yoT BMBEHHY NPOTUB MeHs, S
MOry He BblepXXaTb U CAATbCA».

It was shameful to admit that fact, but in the end, it was what made the decision
for him.

MO30pHbIN ANa NPU3HaHUSA haKT, HO UM ONPEAENUIOCH PELLEHNE.

Dedelin turned back toward the room.

[JenenviH BHOBb NMOBEPHY/CS K reHepany U AoYepy.

“Vivenna, you will not go to wed the tyrant god of our enemies.

— BuBeHHa, Tbl He BbliAellb 3aMyX 3a TUpaHa — 6ora Halmx Bparos.

I'm sending Siri in your place.”

A nocbinato Cupu BMecTo Tebs.
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Siri sat, stunned, in a rattling carriage, her homeland growing more and more
distant with each bump and shake.

OwenomneHHas Cvpy cuaena B MPOMbIXatOLLEM SKUMAXE U C KaXKAoW KOYKOM Bce
6onblue yaansnacb OT POAMHbI.

Two days had passed, and she still didn't understand.

[Mpowno gBa AHA, @ OHa BCe eule He Mor/a NoBEepUTb B ClIyYMBLIEECS.

This was supposed to be Vivenna’s task. Everybody understood that.

3TO0 cyMTanoch 3aadyein BUBEHHbI, MOHATHON KaXaoMy.

Idris had thrown a celebration on the day of Vivenna’s birth.

B aeHb poxaeHus BuseHHbl Uapuvc ycTtpown nvp.

The king had started her classes from the day she could walk, training her in the
ways of court life and politics.

JKenas nogHaTackaTb CBOKO MepBeHuLy B I'IpVI.QBOpHOl\/II XU3HU U NOJIUTUKE,
KOpOJib OTAaN €€ B Y4EeHMYECTBO, €4Ba OHA Ha4vasa XoAauTb.

Fafen, the second daughter, had also taken the lessons in case Vivenna died
before the day of the wedding.

ToMy xe yuunacb n daceH, BTopasi A04b, Ha Clyyvaii, ecin BuBeHHa yMpeT Ao
3aMyXecTBa.

But not Siri. Ho He Cvipw.
She'd been redundant. OHa 6blna N1LLIHEN.
Unimportant. He3HaunTenbHOMN.

No more.

He 6onee Toro.

She glanced out the window.

OHa BbIrNsiHY/1a B OKHO.

Her father had sent the kingdom’s nicest carriage—along with an honor guard of
twenty soldiers—to bear her southward.

YTobbl 4OCTABUTbL €€ Ha oI, OTeL| BbIAENWA NyULYO0 B KOPONIEBCTBE KapeTy
BMeCTe C NoYeTHOW CBUTOW U3 ABaAuaTH congart.




That, combined with a steward and several serving boys, made for a procession
as grand as Siri had ever seen.

YcuneHHasi CeHeLanem M HECKOMbKMMM ManbYMKaMu-CllyramMu, npoueccust 6biia
CaMoW MbllWHON Ha NamsaTn Cupwu.

It bordered on ostentation, which might have thrilled her, had it not been
bearing her away from Idris.

3TO rpaHn4mnno ¢ 6axeanbCTBOM, KOTOPOE 3aBOPOXKMIIO bbl ee, He yHocucb Crpum
n3 apuca.

This isn't the way it’s supposed to be, she thought. This isn't the way any of it is
supposed to happen!

«Bce 3aayMbIBanocb MHave, — AyMasna OHa. — DTOro He A0/MKHO 6bio
cnyymnTbeal»

And yet it had. Nothing made sense.

OpHako ciyuunocb. Bece ka3anocb 6€CCMbICIEHHBIM.

The carriage bumped, but she just sat, numb.

KapeTy Tpsc/o, HO OHa TYMno cuena B OLerneHeHuu,

At the very least, she thought, they could have let me ride horse back, rather
than forcing me to sit in this carriage. But that, unfortunately, wouldn’t have
been an appropriate way to enter Hallandren.

«[Mo kpaiHel Mepe, MOrNin Bbl MO3BOMIUTL EXaTb BEPXOM, @ HE YCaXXMUBaTb
CWJTKOM B 3KkuMax!» YBbl, HO 3TO co4nu 6bl HenogobaWmnM BbE3A0M B
XannaHapeH.

Hallandren.

XannaHgpeH.

She felt her hair bleach white with fear.

OHa nNo4yBCTBOBAsIA, KaK CBETNEKT OT CTpaxa BOOCHI.

She was being sent to Hallandren, a kingdom her people cursed with every
second breath.

Ee oTcbinanu B XannaHapeH — B KOPONEBCTBO, KOTOPOE B ee Hapoae
NPOK/IMHAMN Ha KaXxaoM wary!

She wouldn't see her father again for a long while, if ever.

OTua oHa He yBMAWUT JONro, a TO U BoobLle HMKOraa.

She wouldn’t speak with Vivenna, or listen to the tutors, or be chided by Mab, or
ride the royal horses, or go looking for flowers in the wilderness, or work in the
kitchens.

OHa He CMOXET NoroBOpuTb C BUBEHHOMN, NocnyLwaTb yuuTeneil, ee He NoXypuT
M36, oHa He NPOKATUTCS Ha KOPOJIEBCKMUX KOHSIX, HE YBEXMT B ITyXOMaHb 3a
LBETaMW, He NopaboTaeT B KyXHSIX.

Shed. ..

OHa...

Marry the God King.

BbiigeT 3aMyx 3a Bora-koponsi.

The terror of Hallandren, the monster that had never drawn a living breath.

KowMap XannaHapeHa; YyaoBULIE, HE 3HAIOLLEE XXMBOIO AblXaHWs.

In Hallandren, his power was absolute.

Ero Bnactb B XannaHapeHe 6binia abcontoTHON.

He could order an execution on a whim.

OH MOr Ka3HUTb M3 YNCTOro Kanpwusa.

Il be safe, though, won't I? she thought. 17 be his wife.

«Ho s-To yuene? — nogymManoch ei. — S 6yay ero XeHomn».

Wife.

«XeHo.

I'm getting married.

Sl BLIXOXY 3aMy»X>».

Oh Austre, God of Colors . . . she thought, feeling sick.

«0, OcTp, nosenuTenb LBeToB...» Ee 3aToWHNO.

She curled up with her legs against her chest—her hair growing so white that it
seemed to shine—and lay down on the seat of the carriage, not sure if the
shaking she felt was her own trembling or the carriage continuing its inexorable
path southward.

OHa noATsHyNa KOMEHU K rpyan; Bosockl nobenenu yxxe Ao bnecka. Jlerna Ha
CUOEHbE, He NOHMMaSs, OTKYAa APOXb — TPSICET /M €€ CaMy WU KapeTy,
KOTOopast HEYK/IOHHO KaTWUT Ha tor.

* Xk X
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"I THINK that you should reconsider your decision, Father,” Vivenna said calmly,
sitting decorously—as she’d been trained—with hands in her lap.

— Mo-MoeMy, oTeL, Tbl AO/HKEH NEPECMOTPEThL CBOE peLleHne, — CKasasna
BMBEHHA, CMASA, KaK YYMUIN: YMHHO, C NIAAOHSIMU Ha KOMEHSIX.

“I've considered and reconsidered, Vivenna,” King Dedelin said, waving his hand.

“My mind is made up.”

— 4 ayman v Tak u 3TaK, BuBeHHa, — oTMaxHyncs koposb JenenviH. —
PelueHve okoHYaTenbHoe.

“Siri is not suited to this task.”

— Cupwu He roauTcsa ans 3Toro gena.

“She’ll do fine,” her father said, looking through some papers on his desk. “All
she really needs to do is have a baby.

— OHa npeKkpacHoO CrpaBuTCsl, — OTBETUN OTeL U3-3a CToMa, NpoCcMaTpuBast
6ymarn. — Eii Hy)KHO TOJIbKO pOAWTb.

I'm certain she’s ‘suited’ to that task.”

5l yBepeH, X0Tb Ha 3TO OHa rogHa.

What then of my training? Vivenna thought. 7wenty-two years of preparation?

«3a4yeM xe g yymnacb? — nogymMana BueeHHa. — 3a4eM rotosmaach Asaguatb




ABa roaa?

What was that, if the only point in being sent was to provide a convenient
womb?

K 4emMy 370 BCE, ec/i r11aBHOE — [M04bICKaTb 0AX0AALY0 yTPOBY ?»

She kept her hair black, her voice solemn, her face calm.

OHa coxpaHuna BONOCkl YEPHbLIMKU, FOJI0C — CEPbE3HBIM, JIULIO — HEBO3MYTUMbIM.

“Siri must be distraught,” she said. “I don't think she’s emotionally capable of
dealing with this.”

— Cupu HaBepHsiKa ybuTa ropeM, — ckasana BuBeHHa. — He gymato, 4To oHa
BbIAEPXXMT TaKOe UCMbITaHME.

Her father looked up, his hair fading a bit red—the black bleeding away like paint
running off a canvas.

OTeu noaHAN B3rNs4, U €ro BoNoCkl YyTb NOKPACHENN — YepHOTa CX/IbIHYNa, Kak
KpacKa C XO0JiCTa.

It showed his annoyance.

JIVb 3TVM OH Bblan CBOE pasapaXKeHue.

He's more upset by her departure than he’s willing to admit.

«OH paccTpoeH ee OTbE3[0M CWILHEE, YEM XOYET MPUIHATH>.

“This is for the best for our people, Vivenna,” he said, working—with obvious
effort—to turn his hair black again. “If war comes, Idris will need you here.”

— 370 caenaHo Bo 6naro Hawero Hapoaa, BuBeHHa, — NpoOM3HEC OH, C yCunnem
BOCCTaHaB/IMBasl LBET BONOC. — ECM HayHeTCs BoMHA, Tbl MOHAA0OMLLLCS
34ecb, B Mapvce.

“If war comes, what of Siri?”

— A yto Torga 6yget ¢ Cupu?

Her father fell silent. Otey yMOJIK.
“Perhaps it won't come,” he finally said. HakoHel oH BblaaBun: — Bo3MOXHO, BOViHbI 1 He ByaeT.
Austre . . . Vivenna thought with shock. He doesnt believe that. «OcCTp... — yXacHynacb BuBeHHa. — OH e B 3TO HE BEpWT.

He thinks he’s sent her to her death.

CYUTaEeT, Y10 NN0C/1a/1 €€ Ha CMEPTH>.

"I know what you are thinking,” her father said, drawing her attention back to
his eyes.

— 3Halo, 0 YeM Tbl lyMaelllb, — CKa3as OTeLl, BCTPeYasiCb C Hel B3rNnsaoM.

So solemn. “How could I choose one over the other?

HeonuncyeMo MpayHbIM. — Kak s MOr NpefinoyecTb oAHY ApPYron?

How could I send Siri to die and leave you here to live?

OtnpasuTb Ha nornbenb Cvpu, a XuUTb OCTaBUTb TebS?

I didn't do it based on personal preference, no matter what people may think.

[MycTb nogn gymaroT YTO YrogHo, 8 caesnan 370 He 13 NIMYHOW NPUBA3aHHOCTU.

I did what will be best for Idris when this war comes.”

4 cunTalo, Tak 6yaert nyduwe Ans Mapuca, Koraa paspasuTcs BoiiHa.

When this war comes.

«Korpa» paspasuTcsi BoWHa.

Vivenna looked up, meeting his eyes.

BvBeHHa nocMoTpena emy B rnasa.

"I was going to stop the war, Father.

— Oteu, 5 cobupanacb 0CTaHOBUTb BOWHY.

I was to be the God King’s bride!

MHe e BblNano cTath HeBecTon bora-kopossi!

I was going to speak with him, persuade him.

51 HaMepeBanacb roBOPUTb C HUM, Y6exaaThb ero.

I've been trained with the political knowledge, the understanding of customs,
the—"

51 pa3bupatocb B NOMTUKE, 3HAKO Obblvau...

“Stop the war?” her father asked, cutting in.

— OcTaHoBUTL? — Nepebun oTtel,.

Only then did Vivenna realize how brash she must have sounded.

Tonbko Torga BvBeHHa 0CO3Hana, HaCKONbKO Aep3KK ee CNoBa.

She looked away.

OHa oTBepHynach.

“Vivenna, child,” her father said. “There is no stopping this war.

— BuBeHHa, anTa Moe, — cKa3an OTel, — 3TOW BOMHbI He n3bexaTsb.

Only the promise of a daughter of the royal line kept them away this long, and
sending Siri may buy us time.

Wx caepxunBana Tonbko obellaHHas NpuHLecca, U oTnpaska Cupy MoXeT
[06aBWUTb HaM BPEMEHW.

And . . . perhaps I've sent her to safety, even when war flares.

W... HE UCKMIOYEHO, YTO [IaXKe B pasrap BOMHbLI OHA OKAXXETCs B 6€30MaCHOCTY.

Perhaps they will value her bloodline to the point that they leave her alive—a
backup should the heir she bears pass away.” He grew distant. “Yes,” he
continued, “perhaps it is not Siri we should be fearing for, but . . .”

MoxeT 6bITb, KpoBb CMPW OLIEHSIT TaK BbICOKO, YTO OCTaBAT B XXMBbIX — Ha
cny4ait CMepTu HacneHNKa, KOTOpOro OHa BbIHOCUT. — TOH €ro oTAaNunICs. —
[a, — npogosmKna OH, — BO3MOXHO, HaM criegyeT bosTbcsa He 3a Cupy, a...




But ourselves, Vivenna finished in her mind.

«3a cebs», — MbIC/IEHHO 3aKOH4YM/Ia BuBeHHa.

She was not privy to all of her father’s war planning, but she knew enough.

OHa He 6bl1a NOCBsLEHa BO BCE BOEHHbIE M/iaHbl 0TuUd, HO 3Hasla AOCTATO4HO.

War would not favor Idris.

BoltHa He nowaanT Uapwuc.

In a conflict with Hallandren, there was little chance they would win.

B kOHMKTE ¢ XannaHApeHOM UM BpsiA M yaacTcs nobeauTb.

It would be devastating for their people and their way of life.

3TO CTaHeT KaTacTpodol Ans HapoJa U ero obbIYaes.

“Father, I-—"

— Orey, 9...

“Please, Vivenna,” he said quietly.

Koposnb Msarko obopsan ee:

"I cannot speak of this further.

— MMpouly Te6s, BuBeHHa, 5 60/blle He MOry 3TO 06CyXAaTh.

Go now. CTynai C MMpOM.
We will converse later.” MNMobecenyeM no3xe.
Later. MNo3xe.

After Siri had traveled even farther away, after it would be much more difficult to
bring her back.

Korga Cvpwv OoTbeaeT elle Aanblue U BEpHYTb ee 6yeT HaMHOro TpyaHee.

Yet Vivenna rose.

TeM He MeHee BuBeHHa nogHsanach.

She was obedient; it was the way she had been trained.

OHa 6blna nocnylwHa — Tak BOCuTanu.

That was one of the things that had always separated her from her sister.

JTa YepTa BCerga OTIMYana ee ot CecTpbl.

She left her father’s study, closing the door behind her, then walked through the
wooden palace hallways, pretending that she didn't see the stares or hear the
whispers.

OHa NOKMHYNa OTLOBCKMI KabUHET, 3aKpbiia 3a cobol ABEPb M Mowna no
JlepeBSHHBIM KOpUAOPaM ABOPLA, NPUTBOPSASCh, BYATO HE 3aMeYaeT Hu
B3r/1SA0B, HY LLENoTa.

She made her way to her room—which was small and unadorned—and sat down
on her bed, hands in her lap.

OHa pobpanack A0 CBOEW KOMHAaThbl — MaJIEHbKOW M HEB3PA4HOM, rae cena Ha
KpOBaTb, CIOXKMB Ha KOJIEHSIX PYKM.

She didn't agree at all with her father’s assessment.

BuBeHHa 6bina COBEPLUEHHO HE corslacHa C MHEHWEM OTLUa.

She could have done something.

OHa Morna 4YTo-To caenartb.

She was to have been the God King's bride. That would have given her influence
in the court.

Eli npeacTosino ctate HeBecTol bora-koponsi, npuobpecty BAMsSiIHWE Npu ABOpE.

Everyone knew that the God King himself was distant when it came to the
politics of his nation, but surely his wife could have played a role in defending
the interests of her people.

Bce 3Hanu, uto Bor-koposb CaMOyCTPaHSANCA, Koraa Aeno Kacanocb NoIMTUKK
rocyZlapcTBa, HO XeHa ero, HeCOMHEHHO, Morna 6bl CbirpaTh CBOKO POJib B
3alUMTE COOTEYECTBEHHWUKOB.

And her father had thrown that away?

M BceM 3TMM OTel npeHebper?

He really must believe that there is nothing that can be done to stop the
invasion.

«OH U BrIpsiMb YBEDPEH, YTO BTOPXKEHNE HENZOEKHO».

That turned sending Siri into simply another political maneuver to buy time.

Otcbinka Cupu Beirnsgena oyepeaHblM NOMTUYECKUMM MaHEBPOM C Lenbio
BbIUrpaTb BpeMs.

Just as Idris had been doing for decades.

Mapuvc noctynan Tak AecaTUNEeTUIMN.

Either way, if the sacrifice of a royal daughter to the Hallandren was that
important, then it still should have been Vivenna’s place to go.

W ecnn noxxepteoBaTb XannaHApeHy KOpONeBCKY0 A0Yb 661710 HACTONbKO
Ba)XHO, €xaTb BCe paBHO nonaranocb BuBEHHe.

It had always been her duty to prepare for marriage to the God King.

[OTOBHOCTb K 6paky ¢ 5oromM-KoposieM — ee foJir.

Not Siri’s, not Fafen’s. Vivenna's.

He Cvpu n He ®acdeH — BrBEHHbI.

In being saved, she didn't feel grateful.

CnaceHHas, oHa He ucnbiTbiBaaa 61arogapHOCTy.

Nor did she feel that she would better serve Idris by staying in Bevalis.

Eit Takoxke He Ka3anocb, YTo oHa 6osbliue NOCNYXUT Mapucy, octaBasich B
beBanuce.

If her father died, Yarda would be far better suited to rule during war time than

Ecnun otey ympeT, SpAa cTaHeT HaMHOro JyYluMM NpaBUTENEM BOEHHOIO




Vivenna.

BpeMeHu, YeM BunBeHHa.

Besides, Ridger—Vivenna’s younger brother—had been groomed as heir for
years.

[la n K TpoOHYy rogaMm rotToBMNAU MnagLwlero 6paTa — Pupxepa.

She had been preserved for no reason.

Ee 6epernv HanpacHo.

It seemed a punishment, in some ways.

B KakOM-TO CMbIC/E 3TO BbIrMAAEeN0 Haka3aHWEeM.

She'd listened, prepared, learned, and practiced.

OHa BHMMana, rotoBWiach, y4Mnach M ynpaxHsinach.

Everyone said that she was perfect.

Ee Ha3biBann COBEPLUEHCTBOM.

Why, then, wasn't she good enough to serve as intended?

BbIX0AMT, OHAa HEAOCTaTOYHO XOpoWa AN HAMEYEHHOIO CY)KEHUA?

She had no good answer for herself.

OTBETa HE HaxoauIocCh.

She could only sit and fret, hands in her lap, and face the awful truth.

Eli ocTaBanoch TOMbKO CUAETH U MyUUTHCS, MOMOXMB Ha KONEHU PYKU U
nocTuras y)XacHyto npasay.

Her purpose in life had been stolen and given to another.

Llenb ee Xu3HW yKpanv 1 otaanv Apyrou.

She was redundant now.

Tenepb OHa cTana NINLLIHEN.

Useless. BecnonesHoM.
Unimportant. HesHaunTenbHoM.
* kX X x X ¥

“WHAT WAS HE THINKING!” Siri snapped, hanging half out the window of her
carriage as it bounced along the earthen road.

— O yeM oH ayman?! — psBkHyna Cvpu, HaNONOBMHY BbICYHYBLUMCb M3 OKHA
KapeTbl, KOTOPYIO TPSIC/IO Ha IrPYHTOBOW AOpore.

A young soldier marched beside the vehicle, looking uncomfortable in the
afternoon light.

Psapgom Lwaran Monoaoi conaat, U BUAHO 6blflo, UTO eMY HEYIOTHO MpW CBETE
[HS.

“I mean really,” Siri said. "Sending me to marry the Hallandren king.

— $1 cepbe3Ho, — He yHuManacb Cvpu. — BblgaTb MeHs 3a XannaHapeHCKoro
KOpOJIg — pa3Be He rynocTb?

That's silly, isn't it? Surely you've heard about the kinds of things I do.

Tbl HaBepHAKa Hac/blWaH 0 MOMX BbIXOA4KaX.

Wandering off when nobody’s looking.

4 cberato, Kak TONbKO HeAOrNSAAsT.

Ignoring my lessons.

MNporynveato ypokMu.

I throw angry fits, for Color’s sake!!”

YcTpansato ncrtepuku, o umsa Ocrpa!

The guard glanced at her out of the corner of his eye, but otherwise gave no
reaction.

CTpa>|< MOKOCUNICA Ha Hee, HO HMKaK HE O0TO3BaJsiCA.

Siri didn't really care.

Cvipv 6bI10 HanneBaTb.

She wasn't yelling at him so much as just yelling.

OHa opana He Ha Hero, a pagu caMoro opa.

She hung precariously from the window, feeling the wind play with her hair—
long, red, straight—and stoking her anger.

OHa onacHo cBecunacb U3 OKHa, YyBCTBYS, KaK BETEp UrpaeT ee BONoCaMn —
ANMHHBLIMWU, KPpACHbIMU, NPAMbIMUA — U pa3ayBaeT MoXap rHesa.

Fury kept her from weeping.

SApocTb He No3BoNsIA el NaKaTb.

The green spring hills of the Idris Highlands had slowly faded away as the days
had passed.

JleTenn gHW, v 3eneHble BeCEHHME XOJMbl MﬂpMVICKMX BbicoT nocreneHHo
NCTasdANn.

In fact, they were probably in Hallandren already—the border between the two
kingdoms was vague, which wasn't surprising, considering that they’d been one
nation up until the Manywar.

Bo3mMoxxHO, Cvpu yxxe Bbexasna B XannaHapeH — rpaHvua Mexay AByMs
KOpONieBCTBaMU Bblfia HEYETKOM, U 3TO He YAMBIAIO0, MOTOMY UTO 0 MaHBOMHbI
OHW COCTaBNAM OAHO rocyaapcTBo.

She eyed the poor guard—whose only way of dealing with a raving princess was
ignoring her.

Cvpv paccMaTpuBasa HeCYaCTHOrO CTpaka, KOTOPOMY OCTaBasioCh OAHO —
UrHOPUPOBaTb 6ECHYIOLLYIOCS NMPUHLIECCY.

Then she finally slumped back into the carriage.

3aTeM OHa HaKOHeL pyxHyfna Ha cuieHbe.

She shouldn't have treated him so, but, well, she'd just been sold off like some

He cToms10 ¢ HUM TaK 06pallaTbCs, HO MOCyAMTE CaMU — ee B3I M NMpoJany,




hunk of mutton—doomed by a document that had been written years before
she'd even been born.

KaK MJIEMEHHYIO OBLy, MO POKOBOMY YC/TOBMIO JOKYMEHTA, HaNMCaHHOro 3a rofbl
[0 ee poXAEHWSI.

If anyone had a right to a tantrum, it was Siri.

YK eCnu KTO M NoAy4Ymna NpaBo Ha UCTepUKY, Tak 310 Cupu!

Maybe that’s the reason for all of this, she thought, crossing her arms on the
windowsill. Maybe Father was tired of my tantrums, and just wanted to get rid of
me.

«MoxeT 6bITb, B TOM BCE M [1e/10, — NnoayMarsa oHa, CI0XKMB PyKu Ha rpyan. —
HaBepHo, 0TLY HaAoeNM MOU BbIXOZIKWU, U OH PELLUWS OT MeHS U36aBUTLCS».

That seemed a little far-fetched.

3T0 NOKa3a/l0Cb HE 0YeHb NPABAONOAO6HbIM.

There were easier ways to deal with Siri—ways that didn't include sending her to
represent Idris in a foreign court.

MOo>XHO 6bI/10 1 MpolLe pacnpaBuTbcs ¢ CUpK, He nopyyast el NpeacTaBNsATb
Napuc npn MHOCTPaHHOM ABOpE.

Why, then?

Torga noyemy?

Did he really think she'd do a good job?

Hey>xenun oH Bcepbes nonaras, YTo oHa npeycneer?

That gave her pause.

3TO ee 03a4a4nio.

Then she considered how ridiculous it was.

3ateM oHa NOHANQA, CKOJIb CMEXOTBOPHA TaKas MbIC/lb.

Her father wouldn't have assumed that she’d do a better job than Vivenna.
Nobody did anything better than Vivenna.

OTuy 6bl 1 B rOfIOBY HE NPWLLSIO, YTO OHa Nydlle BUBEHHbI, JOCTOMHCTBA
KOTOpOW 6bl/IN HEAOCATaEMbI.

Siri sighed, feeling her hair turn a pensive brown.

Cvpwv B310XHYNQ, YyBCTBYS, KakK BOMOChI MPUOBPETAIOT NeYasibHbIi KalTaHOBbIN
LBET.

At least the landscape was interesting, and in order to keep herself from feeling
any more frustrated, she let it distract her for the moment.

Mo kpaiHel Mepe, 6bin NOBONBLITEH ME3aX, U OHa NO3BoNMNA cebe HeHaaoNro
0TBMIEeYbCs, YTO6bl HE pasropeBaTbCs BKOHEL,.

Hallandren was in the lowlands, a place of tropical forests and strange, colorful
animals.

XannaHapeH packuHycs B HU3MHAX — 06/1aCTU TPOMMUUYECKUX NTECOB U CTPaHHbIX,
KPaCOYHbIX XXMBOTHbIX.

Siri had heard the descriptions from ramblemen, and even confirmed their
accounts in the occasional book she’d been forced to read.

Cuvpwm criblliana 0 HMX OT LLIATYHOB M A@Xe Hallia NoATBEPXKAEHNE UX OMUCAHMSIM
B C/lyYalHOW KHUIe, KOTOPYIO ee 3acTaBuv NpoYecTb.

She’d thought she knew what to expect.

OHa Boobpaxkana, 6yATo 3HaeT, Yero oXxunaaThb.

Yet as the hills gave way to deep grasslands and then the trees finally began to
crowd the road, Siri began to realize that there was something no tome or tale
could adequately describe.

OfOHaKo, KOraa XoNMbl CMEHWUNCH MbILIHBIMW JyramMu, a A0POry HaKkoHel|
o6cTynunu aepeBbs, CMpY 0CO3HANA: 3A€Ch LIApUT TO, YErO HE B CUnax
nepefaTb HU KHUMM, HY paccKasbl.

Colors.

LiseTa.

In the highlands, flower patches were rare and unconnected, as if they
understood how poorly they fit with Idris philosophy.

BbICOTHbIE LIBETHI BCTPEYan1cb peAKO U POC/N pa3po3HEHHO, Kak 6yaTo
MOHWMMaNM, HAaCKOMbKO NJIOXO OHW BNWCbIBAOTCA B chunococuto Mapuca.

Here, they appeared to be everywhere.

30echb Xe Kasanocb, YTO OHM MOBCKAY.

Tiny flowers grew in great blanketing swaths on the ground.

KpOXOTHbIe LUBETKN NECTPEQN Ha OrpOMHbIX MoJidHaxX-ogesanax.

Large, drooping pink blossoms hung from trees, like bundles of grapes, flowers
growing practically on top of one another in a large cluster.

Bonblune, po3oBble — CBUCANW C AepeBbLEB, C/IOBHO BUHOrpaAHbIe rPO3Aw.
LiBeTbl paspacranvcb ApYr Ha APY>XKe, 06pasyst KpyMnHbIE KUCTW.

Even the weeds had flowers.

LiBenun gaxke COpHAKW.

Siri would have picked some of them, if not for the way that the soldiers
regarded them with hostility.

Cupu cobpana 6bl 6yKeT, He B3upaii conaaThl Ha HUX CTOJb HEMPUSA3HEHHO.

If I feel this anxious, she realized, those guards must feel more so.

«ECnu yx s Tak BOJHYHOCb, KGKOBO OXpaHe?» — coobpasuna Cupw.

She wasn't the only one who had been sent away from family and friends.

He TonbKo ee pasnyynau c Apy3bsiMu U 6IN3KUMK.

When would these men be allowed to return?

Korga 3TuM noasam no3BoNsT BEPHYTbCS?

Suddenly, she felt even more guilty for subjecting the young soldier to her
outburst.

BHe3arnHo oHa ele cunbHee ycTblannacb Toro, YTo CoOpBasia rHeB Ha CoaTUKe.




I'll send them back when I arrive, she thought.

«KaK TofIbKO npueaeM, OTOWSII UX AOMOW», — nogyMana oHa.

Then she immediately felt her hair grow white.

M cpa3y novyBCTBOBaNa, Kak nobenenv Bonochl.

Sending the men back would leave her alone in a city filled with Lifeless,
Awakeners, and pagans.

OHa OCTaHeTCs 0AHa B ropofe, NosIHOM 6e3)KM3HEHHbIX, NPOBYXXAAOLWMX U
A3bIYHUKOB.

Yet what good would twenty soldiers do her?

Ho yeM el noMoryT ABaauUaTh conaaT?

Better that someone, at least, be allowed to return home.

MMycTb XOTb KTO-HMEYAb BEPHETCS HA POAMHY.

* k¥

* k¥

“ONE WOULD THINK that you would be happy,” Fafen said. “After all, you no
longer have to marry a tyrant.”

— Hapo papoBaTtbcs, — ckasana ®adeH. — B KOHUe KOHUOB, Tebe He npuaeTtcs
BbIXOAUTb 3a TUpaHa.

Vivenna plopped a bruise-colored berry into her basket, then moved on to a
different bush.

BuBeHHa 6pocuna B KOP3uHY CUHIOLIHOMO LIBETA AroAy v nepeLuna K
cneayoueMy Kycry.

Fafen worked on one nearby.

daceH owymnbiBana coceaHui.

She wore the white robes of a monk, her hair completely shorn.

Ha Hel1 6bina 6enas MoHalleckas psica, BONOCh! NOMHOCTbIO COPUTHI.

Fafen was the middle sister in almost every way—midway between Siri and
Vivenna in height, less proper than Vivenna, yet hardly as careless as Siri.

®dadeH 6blia cpeaHeit CECTPOM BO BCEX OTHOLLEHUSX — POCTOM MexXAay
BuBeHHOI 1 Cupu, He Takas NpaBuibHas, Kak BuBEHHa, HO U He OTOPBA, Kak
Cupu.

Fafen was a bit curvier than either of them, which had caught the eyes of
several young men in the village.

7 YyTb MbllLUHEE o6emx, YTO NpuBneKano B3rnaabl AepeEBEHCKUX HOHLIOB.

However, the fact that they would have to become monks themselves if they
wanted to marry her kept them in check.

Ho ux caep>xuBano To 06CTOATENbCTBO, UTO ANS XKEHUTLObLI HA HEW UM CaMMM
NpULWNIOCh 6bl MONTN B MOHaXM.

If Fafen noticed how popular she was, she’d never shown it.

Ecnu ®adeH 1 3aMevana CBOK NonynspHOCTb, TO BUAQ HE nofasasa.

She’d made the decision to become a monk before her tenth birthday, and her
father had wholeheartedly approved.

OHa pelnna ctaTb MOHaAXMHEN, Koraa el UCMosTHANIOCh AECATb NET, U OTeL
NCKpeHHe oaobpun ee BbIGOP.

Every noble or rich family was traditionally obligated to provide one person to
the monasteries.

Bce 6naropoaHble 1 6oraTtble ceMby TPAAMLMOHHO 0643bIBaNIUCh OTAATb KOr0-TO
13 613KMX B MOHACTbIpb.

It was against the Five Visions to be selfish, even with one’s own blood.

rovsm, Aaxke CBS3aHHbIN C KPOBHbIM POACTBOM, MPOTMBOPEYMA MSITU BUAEHUSM.

The two sisters gathered berries that Fafen would later distribute to those in
need.

CecTpbl cobupanu arogpl, kotopble ®adeH B AanbHelWeM pa3aacTt
HY)XAatoLLImMMCs.

The monk’s fingers were dyed slightly purple by the work.

Manbubl MOHaXMHKU Crierka OKpacuanch B NTMNOBLIV LIBET.

Vivenna wore gloves.

BuBeHHa paboTana B nepyaTkax.

That much color on her hands would be unseemly.

Takoe KOMMYeCTBO KPAckM Ha pyKax COYTYT HEMPUCTOMHBIM.

“Yes,"” Fafen said, "I do think you're taking this all wrong.

— [a, — nosTopuna ®acdeH. — Mo-MoeMy, Tbl BCE BOCMPUMHUMAELLb NPEBPATHO.

Why, you act as if you wantto go down and be married to that Lifeless
monster.”

Momunyii, Aia MOXHO NoAyMaTb, YTO Tebe XOUETCA yexaTb M BbIMTY 3a 3T0
6e3xm3HeHHoe vyaosuLe!

“He's not Lifeless,” Vivenna said. “Susebron is Returned, and there is a large
difference.”

— OH He 6e3XM3HeHHbIW, — Bo3pa3una BueeHHa. — Cblo36poH —
BO3BpaLlleHHbIN, a 3T0 60/blIag pasHuLa.

“Yes, but he's a false god.

— [1a, HO OH NTOXHbIN 6or.

Besides, everyone knows what a terrible creature he is.”

K TOMy >xe BCEM N3BECTHO, KaKas OH CTpalliHas TBapb.

“But it was my p/ace to go and marry him.

— Ho exatb K HEMY U BbIXOAWUTb 3@ HEr0 — MOE aeno!

That is who I am, Fafen.

Sl anga aToro poxzaeHa, ®adeH.

Without it, I am nothing.”

bes 3Toro g HUYTO.

“Nonsense,” Fafen said. “You'll inherit now, instead of Ridger.”

— Yywb, — 6pocunna cectpa. — Tenepb Tbl HAaCAeAHWLA BMECTO Puaxepa.




Thereby unsettling the order of things even further, Vivenna thought. What right
do I have to take his place from him?

«TeM 6oblUe HapyLAeTcs NOpsAOK Bellen, — noayMana BuBeHHa. — Kakoe y
MEHs1 NpaBo NnwaTh ero byayllero?»

She allowed this aspect of the conversation to lapse, however.

BrnpoyeM, oHa pelunna NOKOHYNTb C 3TOW TEMOM.

She'd been arguing the point for several minutes now, and it wouldn't be proper
to continue.

OHa oTCTanBana CBOE MHEHME YXXe€ HECKOSIbKO MUHYT, U NPOAOIKaTb ANCKYCCUIO
66110 HENpaBW/bHO.

Proper. MpaBMNbHOCTD.
Rarely before had Vivenna felt so frustrated at having to be proper. J10 cux nop ee peako BbiBoAWA M3 cebsi HE06X0AMMOCTb 6bITb MPaBUIILHON.
Her emotions were growing rather . . . inconvenient. Ee 6ypnsne 4yBCTBa CTAHOBWIMCb BECbMA... HEYAOOHbIMM.

“What of Siri?” she found herself saying.

OHa o6Hapy»u1Bana, YTo yXxe CrpallnBaeT:

“You're happy that this happened to her?”

— A KaK HacyeT Cupun? Tbl paga ee yyactn?

Fafen looked up, then frowned a little to herself.

dadeH nogHaANa rnasa v YyTb HaxMypunach.

She had a tendency to avoid thinking things through unless she was confronted
with them directly.

OHa cTapanacb He 064yMbIBaTb HEMPUSITHLIE BELLM, NMOKA HE CTasIKMBanach C
HMMK B N06.

Vivenna felt a little ashamed for making such a blunt comment, but with Fafen,
there often wasn't any other way.

BrBeHHe CTano HEMHOrO CThIAHO 3a CTO/b OTKPOBEHHYIO Pennky, Ho ¢ PadeH
4acTo MHAYye He MoJy4anoch.

“You do have a point,” Fafen said. "I don't see why anyone had to be sent.”

— Tbl NpaBa, — cka3ana ®adeH. — He BMXy cMbicia BoobLLe KOro-nMbo
nocbinaThb.

“The treaty,” Vivenna said. “It protects our people.”

— [orosop, — HanoMHuna BuBeHHa. — OH OXpaHsIeT HaW Hapoa.

“Austre protects our people,” Fafen said, moving on to another bush.

— Haw Hapog xpanut OcTp, — Bo3pasuna dadeH, nepexoas K opyromy Kycry.

Will he protect Siri? Vivenna thought.

«3aWwnTnT 1M oH Cnpn?» — nogymana BuseHHa.

Poor, innocent, capricious Siri.

begHas, HeBWHHas, BeTpeHas Cupu.

She'd never learned to control herself; she'd be eaten alive in the Hallandren
Court of Gods.

OHa TaK 1 He Hay4uiacb CaMOKOHTPOJIO; MpW XannaHapeHckoM [lBope 6oros ee
COXPYT 3aXKMBO.

Siri wouldn't understand the politics, the backstabbing, the false faces and lies.

Cnpuv HUYEro He CMbICIIUT B NONUTUKE, HE 3HAET BEPOSIOMCTBA, HE pa3fiMyaeT
CI)aJ'IbLIJVI B InLiaX U JIKA.

She would also be forced to bear the next God King of Hallandren.

MNPONYLLEHO

Performing that duty was not something Vivenna had looked forward to.

BvBeHHa He Xaxkgana BbIMO/HUTb 3TOT AONT.

It would have been a sacrifice, yet it would have been Aer sacrifice, given
willingly for the safety of her people.

OHa pomkHa 6blna NpYHEeCTH XXepTBY, HO BCe-Taku CBOIO, A06POBONbHYIO, Ha
6naro Hapoaa.

Such thoughts continued to pester Vivenna as she and Fafen finished with the
berry picking, then moved down the hillside back toward the village.

3TW MbICIUM NPOAOCMKANU Tep3aTb BuBeHHy, korga oHun ¢ ®adeH, NOKOHYMB C
Arogamm, CNycKasncb C X0sIMa B CefieHune.

Fafen, like all monks, dedicated all of her work to the good of the people.

dadeH, Kak BCe MOHAXWHK, NocBsiTuna cebs fobpbiM agenam.

She watched flocks, harvested food, and cleaned houses for those who could not
do it themselves.

OHa npucMaTpuBasa 3a XXMBHOCTbIO, Cobrpana ypoxxal 1 nomorasna no
XO3AWCTBY HEMOLLIHBIM.

Without a duty of her own, Vivenna had little purpose.

be3 nn4Horo Josra Xu3Hb BuBEHHbI iMwnnace Lenu.

And yet, as she considered it, there was someone who still needed her.

M Bce e, ecnin NopasMbICNINTb, CYLLECTBOBA YE/TIOBEK, MO-MPEXHEMY B HEN
Hy>KAaBLUMICS.

Someone who had left a week before, teary-eyed and frightened, looking to her
big sister with desperation.

Ta, uTo yexana Hedesnto Hasagd, — B CIe3axX M HaryraHHasl, C OTYasiHUEM
B3MpaBLUas Ha CTapLUyO CEecTpy.

Vivenna wasn't needed in Idris, whatever her father said.

YTto 661 HM roBopun oTel, BMBeHHa He HyxHa B Mapwce.

She was useless here.

3p4ecb OHa OKasanacb 6ecnonesHom.

But she did know the people, cultures, and society of Hallandren.

3aTo Hapoa, KynbTypy M 06LIEeCcTBO XannaHapeHa oHa [OCKOHA/IbHO U3y4Yunna.




And—as she followed Fafen onto the village road—an idea began to form in
Vivenna's head.

1 noka oHa wna 3a ®aceH No cenbCckon Aopore, B rofIoBE CKAAAbIBANICA NaH.

One that was not, by any stretch of the imagination, proper.

KoTopblIli He Ha30BeLLb NPaBW/IbHLIM AaXe Npy 6YMHOM BOO6paXkeHUM.

3
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Lightsong didn’t remember dying.

>KaBOpPOHOK He NOMHWA, KaK yMep.

His priests, however, assured him that his death had been extremely inspiring.

Ero cnyxwuTtenu, oaHako, TBEPAWUIM, YTO CMepTb Bbina KpariHe
BOOAYLUEB/ISAOLLEN,

Noble. BnaropoaHou.
Grand. BennuyectBeHHOW.
Heroic. lepoinckoit.

One did not Return unless one died in a way that exemplified the great virtues of
human existence.

Bo3Bpat cny4ancs, ToNbKo ecnv Cy6bekT Bblka3blBan CMEPTbIO BEUKME
NoACKue gobpogerenu.

That was why the Iridescent Tones sent the Returned back; they acted as
examples, and gods, to the people who still lived.

BoT noyemy Pagy>xHble TOHa Nocbinany BO3BpaLleHHbIX 06paTHO: MyCTb CTaHyT
npuMepamm 1 6oramm ans XmsblX.

Each god represented something.

Kaxkapl 60r 4to-HMGYAb BOMIOLWaAN.

An ideal related to the heroic way in which they had died.

Waean repovnyeckoit rmbenun, KOTOPOM OH nan.

Lightsong himself had died displaying extreme bravery.

)KaBOpOHOK yMep, NPOsIBUB HEBWAQHHYIO OTBary.

Or, at least, that was what his priests told him.

Mo KpalHel Mepe, TaK CKa3asim eMy XpeLlbl.

Lightsong couldn’t remember the event, just as he couldn’t remember anything
of his life before he became a god.

)KaBOpOHOK He NOMHUN HKN CaMOoro C06bITVIﬂ, HU CBOEI\;I XW3HU A0 npeBpalleEHnA
B bora.

He groaned softly, unable to sleep any longer.

OH TMXO 3aCTOHas1, HECMOCOBHbIV CNaTh Aalblue,

He rolled over, feeling weak as he sat up in his majestic bed.

MepekaTnncs Ha 60K 1 cen Ha BeIMYECTBEHHOM NOXeE, YYBCTBYS ClabocTb.

Visions and memories pestered his mind, and he shook his head, trying to clear
away the fog of sleep.

BuaeHus n BOCNOMWHAHWSA pOUSIUCL B €ro MO3ry, U OH BCTPSXHYN ro/ioBou B
MonbITKE COrHaTb COHHBbIN TYMaH.

Servants entered, responding wordlessly to their god’s needs.

Bownu cnyru, 6e3mMoNBHO OTKIMKHYBLUMECS Ha HYXzAbl cBoero 6ora.

He was one of the younger divinities, for he'd Returned only five years before.

OH 6b111 B uncne Mnaglmnx 60XxecTs, Tak Kak BO3BpaTU/ICA BCEro NATb JIET Ha3aa.

There were some two dozen deities in the Court of Gods, and many were far
more important—and far more politically savvy—than Lightsong.

Mpu [Bope 60ros obutano AoxuHbI ABe 60XxecTs, 1 MHorne 6b11v ropasao
Ba)KHee — M NOJIMTUYECKN HAMHOIO rpaMoTHee, — YeM XKaBOpOHOK.

And above them all reigned Susebron, the God King of Hallandren.

A BhblLLEe Bcex ctosn npaButenb Cbio36poH, bor-koponb XannaHapeHa.

Young though he was, he merited an enormous palace.

HecMoTpst Ha MO/10A0CTb, XKaBOPOHOK YAOCTOMUNICS OFPOMHOrO ABOpLA.

He slept in a room draped with silks, dyed with bright reds and yellows.

Cnan B ono4vmBasbHe, ﬂ,pal’lMpOBaHHOVI APKO-KpaCHbIMU U 30/104EHBIMU LLIENKAMW.

His palace held dozens of different chambers, all decorated and furnished
according to his whims.

Bo aBopLe 6binM AECATKM MOKOEB, BCE pa3yKpaLleHHbIE 1 06CTaB/IEHHbIE MO €ro
BKYCY.

Hundreds of servants and priests saw to his needs—whether he wanted them
seen to or not.

CoTHM cnyr 1 XpeLos 06CJ'IY)KMBaJ'IVI €ro, U HE BaXXHO, XOTENT1 OH X BUAETb NN
HET.

All of this, he thought as he stood, because I couldn’t figure out how to die.

«W Bce NOTOMY, YTO A HE NOHWMaJ1, KaK YMEPETb>», — noAayMall OH, Korga BCTasl.

Standing made him just a bit dizzy.

Cnerka 3akpyxwuniacb ronosa.

It was his feast day.

CerogHs ero npasgHuK.

He would lack strength until he ate.

M noka OH He noecT, cuna He npubasuTcs.

Servants approached carrying brilliant red and gold robes.

anIGJ'IMBVIJ'IMCb CNyru, npuHecLne oaexabl OCNENNTENbHO-APKNE —
NO30/104EHHbIE U KPACHbIE.




As they entered his aura, each servant—skin, hair, clothing, and garments—burst
with exaggerated color.

BcTynuB B ero aypy, Kaxxabli1 criyra B3pblBasicsl KpackaMu — KOXa, BOJOCHI,
oflexaa, SKUNMPOBKaA.

The saturated hues were far more resplendent than any dye or paint could
produce.

Hukakme Kpacutenu He MOrnn AaTb CTOMb HACbILWEHHbIE TOHA.

That was an effect of Lightsong’s innate BioChroma: he had enough Breath to fill
thousands of people.

TakoBO AelCTBUE BpO)K,EI,eHHOﬁ 6MOXpOMbI JKaBopoHKa, ero 10X0B XBaTWU/10 6bl
Ha TbICAYN YENOBEK.

He saw little value in it.

OH He cunTan 310 0€060 LIEHHBIM.

He couldn't use it to animate objects or corpses; he was a god, not an
Awakener.

OH He MOr UCnonb30BaTb UX ANS OXXMBJIEHUS] MPEAMETOB U TPYNOB; OH Obin
60roM, a He NpobdYKAAOLLMM.

He couldn’t give—or even loan—his deific Breath away.

CBOW [10X OH HE MOI HU 0TAaTb, HX AaXe OA0/DKUTb.

Well, except once.

Pa3Be 4TO OHOKpATHO.

That would, however, kill him.

Ho 3710 ero ybber.

The servants continued their ministrations, draping him with gorgeous cloth.

Cnyru Nnpoao/MHKMUNN CBOE Aeno, 061a4as ero B POCKOLLIHbIE OAEXAbI.

Lightsong was a good head and a half taller than anyone else in the room.

)KaBOpOHOK 6bI71 CNaBHbIM ManbiM U BABOE BbiLLIE N060ro U3 ero OKPYXEHUA.

He was also broad of shoulders, with a muscular physique that he didn’t deserve,
considering the amount of time he spent idle.

OH TaKxke 6blT LUMPOK B NJIeYax 1 HE3AC/TY>XEHHO MYCKY/IUCT, €C/IM YYECTb
NpoBOAMMOE B MPasAHOCTM BPEMSI.

"Did you sleep well, Your Grace?” a voice asked.

— XOpOLUO N1 Cranoch Ballei MUNOCTU? — OCBEAOMMIICS rosloc.

Lightsong turned.

YKaBopoHoOK obepHyncsl.

Llarimar, his high priest, was a tall, portly man with spectacles and a calm
demeanor.

JInapuMap, ero BEPXOBHbIN peL, — BbICOKUIA, TYUHbIN My)UYMHA B O4YKaX, CO
CMOKOWMHBIMX MaHepaMu.

His hands were nearly hidden by the deep sleeves of his gold and red robe, and
he carried a thick tome.

Ero KACTM NoYTV NOSIHOCTBIO CKPbIBAIMCh B LUMPOKMX pyKaBax KpacHo-
30/104€HON psACHl, M OH AepyKan TONCTbIN (hOSINAHT.

Both robes and tome burst with color as they entered Lightsong’s aura.

M psica, U KHWra Sipko BCMbIXHY/M, KaK TOMbKO BTOPINCH B aypy XKaBOPOHKaA.

I slept fantastically, Scoot,” Lightsong said, yawning. “A night full of nightmares
and obscure dreams, as always.

— S cnan BenukonenHo, LWHbipa, — 3eBHyN XXaBopoHoK. — CroLHble
KOLIMapbl M CMyTHbIE rpe3bl — BCe KakK 06bI4HO.

Terribly restful.”

3aMeyaTenbHO OTAOXHYI.

The priest raised an eyebrow. “Scoot?”

— «LUHblpa»? — BCKMHYN 6POBM NEPBOCBALLEHHVK.

“Yes," Lightsong said. “I've decided to give you a new nickname.

— [a, — noaTtBepann XXaBopoHoK. — $ pewnn aatb Tebe HOBYIO KINYKY.

Scoot.

LLHbIpa.

Seems to fit you, the way you're always scooting around, poking into things.”

Mo-MoeMy, noaxoasilasi: BEYHO LHbIPSiELLb BOKPYT, CyellbCsl BO BCe noapaa.

"I am honored, Your Grace,” Llarimar said, seating himself on a chair.

— MouTy 3a YecTb, Balla MUNOCTb, — OTBETUN JinapuMap, NpUcaxueasicb Ha
cTyn.

Colors, Lightsong thought. Doesnt he ever get annoyed?

«Bo MMg LBETa — Aa MOXHO 1 ero paso3nutb?» — nogymasn XXaBopoHOK.

Llarimar opened his tome.

JInapumap oTKpbIST (DONMAHT.

“Shall we begin?”

— [puctynum?

“If we must,” Lightsong said.

— Bansit, pa3 Hago, — ckasan XXaBOpPOHOK.

The servants finished tying ribbons, doing up clasps, and draping silks.

Cnyru 3akoHYMNKU NOBA3bLIBATL NIEHTLI, 3aCTerMBaTh NyroBULbl U pacnpaBnsTb
LIEJKa.

Each bowed and retreated to a side of the room.

Kaxxabli C MOKMNOHOM YAaNWUICa K CTEHeE.

Llarimar picked up his quill.

JInapvmap B3sn nepo.

“What, then, do you remember of your dreams?”

— WTaK, YTO Bbl 3aMOMHWUIN U3 CHOBUZEHWI?




“Oh, you know."” Lightsong flopped back onto one of his couches, lounging.
“Nothing really important.”

— A, 4a Tbl caM 3Haellb. — XKaBOPOHOK, IEHSACh, CHOBA MJIIOXHYNCS Ha KYLUETKY.
— Huyero crosero.

Llarimar pursed his lips in displeasure.

JInapvMap HegoBOJIbHO Moakas ry6bi.

Other servants began to file in, bearing various dishes of food.

HoBble C/Tyrv Hayanm BHOCUTb pa3HOO6pasHble KyLUaHbS.

Mundane, human food.

O6blAeHHYI0, MIIOACKYIO eay.

As a Returned, Lightsong didn't really need to eat such things—they would not
give him strength or banish his fatigue.

)XaBOpOHOK, 6yAyun BO3BPALLEHHbIM, HAa CAMOM [Iefe He HYXAAJCA B Takux
Bellax — nogobHasi N1La He NpuaaBasa CMi U He CHUMasa yCTasoCTb.

They were just an indulgence.

OHa 6blna TONbKO NOTBOPCTBOM.

In a short time, he would dine on something far more . . . divine.

Ckopo oH oTobegaeTr Koe-4eM HaMHOro... 6OXXeCTBEHHEe.

It would give him strength enough to live for another week.

N yKpenuTcs OCTaToO4HO, YTOBbI MPOXWUTb OYepeAHYH0 HeAemHo.

“Please try to remember the dreams, Your Grace,” Llarimar said in his polite, yet
firm, way. "No matter how unremarkable they may seem.”

— Bawa MunocTb, NoTpyamTech 3anoOMUHATL CHbl, — NoTpeboBan Jinapumap, Kak
06bIYHO YYTMBO, HO TBEPAO. — He BaXkHO, CKOJSIb HE3HAUUTESIbHLIMU OHM
KaXkyTcs.

Lightsong sighed, looking up at the ceiling. It was painted with a mural, of
course.

YKaBOpOHOK B3A0XHY, CMOTPS B NOTONOK, YKPALIEHHbIN, pa3ymMeeTcs, (hpeckou.

This one depicted three fields enclosed by stone walls.

Ha 370l n306pa)kanvch Tpu Nossl, OKPY>KEHHbIE KAaMEHHBIMM NaXUTSMMU.

It was a vision one of his predecessors had seen.

BuaeHwe ero npeaWeCTBEHHUKA.

Lightsong closed his eyes, trying to focus.

>KaBOPOHOK 3aKpblf rnasa, nbitTasiCb COCPeAOTOUNTLCS.

"I ... was walking along a beach,” he said. “"And a ship was leaving without me.

— 4... wen no 6epery, — npousHec oH. — A kopabnb oT4anmean 6e3 MeHs.

I don’t know where it was going.”

He 3Halo, rae 3To Nponcxoamnno.

Llarimar’s pen began to scratch quickly.

MNepo JInapuMapa NpuHSAIOCk 6LICTPO Lapanarthb.

He was probably finding all kinds of symbolism in the memory.

HaBepHO, OH ycMOTpen B BOCMNOMUHAHUM MHOITME CUMBOJIbI.

“Were there any colors?” the priest asked.

— BblnK M TaM Kakue-HWubyab LBETa? — CNpPOCKN XpeLl.

“The ship had a red sail,” Lightsong said. “The sand was brown, of course, and
the trees green.

— lMapyc Ha kopabne 6bin KpacHbIM, — O0TBETMN XKaBOPOHOK. — [Mecok —
6ypbIM, KOHEYHO, a AepeBbst — 3e/1EHbIMU.

For some reason, I think the ocean water was red, like the ship.”

MHe no4yeMy-TO KaXeTcsd, YTO U BOJda B OKeaHe 6bina KpacHada, Aa u KOpaGJ'Ib
TOXE.

Llarimar scribbled furiously—he always got excited when Lightsong remembered
colors.

JInapumap McCTynneHHO 3anmcbiBan — OH BCeraa BOSIHOBASCS, ecnn XXaBopoHOK
npvnNoMuHan LBeTa.

Lightsong opened his eyes and stared up at the ceiling and its brightly colored
fields.

BO3BpaLL|,eHHbII7I OTKpbI rna3a U yCTaBUICA Ha NOTOJIOK C €ro ApKMMKU NonsiMA.

He reached over idly, plucking some cherries off a servant’s plate.

C NEeHLON NOTAHYNCS U B3SN1 Y CNYIY C TApenKu HECKONIbKO SroA.

Why should he begrudge the people his dreams?

3a4eM CKYMUTbCsl U CKpbIBaTb OT JI0AEN CBOW CHbI?

Even if he found divination foolish, he had no right to complain.

OH 6bln1 He BrpaBe XanoBaTbCs, AaXe eCNN cUMTan ryrnocTbio CYeTY BOKpPYr
cBoel 0cobbl.

He was remarkably fortunate.

EMy oT4YasiHHO nose3no.

He had a deific BioChromatic aura, a physique that any man would envy, and
enough luxury for ten kings.

OH obnagan 60XxecTBEHHON BMOXPOMATUUECKON aypoi, TENOCNOXKEHNEM,
KOTOpOMY M03aBUAYET Nto60IM My)XUMHA, @ POCKOLLW XBaTano Ha AeCaToK
Koposiein.

Of all the people in the world, he had the least right to be difficult.

MpaBa AyTbCA Y HEro MeHbLLUE, YeM Y KOro 6bl TO HY 6bINO.

It was just that . . . well, he was probably the world’s only god who didn't
believe in his own religion.

3areo3gka 3ak/oyanach vllb B TOM, YTO... KOpOYe roBopsi, OH, HaBEPHOE,
€AMHCTBEHHBIN B MMpe 60or, KOTOphI He Bepwn B cebsl.




“Was there anything else to the dream, Your Grace?” Llarimar asked, looking up
from his book.

— BbIno 11 4To-TO ele B 3TOM CHe, Balla MUIOCTb? — 0CBeAOMUACA Jinapumap,
OTOPBaBLUUCH OT KHUIH.

“You were there, Scoot.”

— Tam 6bin Tbl, LUHbIpa.

Llarimar paused, paling just slightly.

Cnerka nobnegHes, JinapuMap Bblgepyxan nayay.

“T...was?”

— Tam 6bin... a9?

Lightsong nodded.

>KaBOPOHOK KMBHY/:

“You apologized for bothering me all the time and keeping me from my
debauchery.

— Tbl U3BMHUJICA 3@ TO, YTO MOCTOSIHHO I0KYYaellb MHE U He Aaellb
pacnycTuTbCs.

Then you brought me a big bottle of wine and did a dance.

Motom npuHec 6onbwyto 6yThlIb BUHA M Cnsicas.

It was really quite remarkable.”

3710 66110 NOUCTMHE CNABHO.

Llarimar regarded him with a flat stare.

JInapuMap Harpaamn ero cyMpadHbiM B3rNsoM.

Lightsong sighed.

>KaBOpPOHOK B30XHYN:

“No, there was nothing else.

— Hert, 60onblie Hu4yero.

Just the boat.

TonbKO CyaHo.

Even that is fading.”

JlaXke OHO yXXe TaeT.

Llarimar nodded, rising and shooing back the servants—though, of course, they
remained in the room, hovering with their plates of nuts, wine, and fruit, should
any of it be wanted.

}'InapMMap KUBHYN W BCTaAJl, HanyraB CNyr n 3aCtaBuB TEX OTMNPSAHYTb, XOTA OHWU,
KOHEYHO, OCTa/InCb B KOMHATE, AepXa HaroTtose 6ntoga ¢ opexamMuy, BUHOM U

dpyKTamm.

“Shall we get on with it then, Your Grace?” Llarimar asked.

— Torga, Bawa MunocTb, He ByaeM oTknaabiBaTb? — cnpocun Jinapumap.

Lightsong sighed, then rose, exhausted.

)KaBOPOHOK B30XHY/1 M YTOMJIEHHO MOAHAJICS.

A servant scuttled forward to redo one of the clasps on his robe, which had
come undone as he sat.

Cnyra MeTHyncs1, YTObbl MONPaBUTb 3acTEXKY, KOTopasl pa3owiack, koraa 6or
caguncs.

Lightsong fell into step beside Llarimar, towering at least a foot over the priest.

XaBopoHok nolen 60k o0 60K ¢ JinapMMapoM, BO3BbILLASICb HAJ XXPELIOM Ha
no6pbii dyT.

The furniture and doorways, however, were built to fit Lightsong’s increased
size, so it was the servants and priests who seemed out of place.

OpaHako mMebenb 1 ABepHble NpoeMbl MOAOrHaNU Noa Bo3poclune rabaputol
BO3BpALLEHHOrO, Tak YTO HEYMECTHO HU3KUMM BbIMISAENN XpeLbl 1 npucayra.

They passed from room to room, using no hallways.

XaBopoHoK ¢ JInapMMapoM nepexoamny U3 NoKoeB B MOKOW, HE NOb3YsChb
Kopvaopamu.

Hallways were for servants, and they ran in a square around the outside of the
building.

Te npeaHasHayanucb Ana Cyr U OKpyXKanau 34aHue Nno nepumeTpy.

Lightsong walked on plush rugs from the northern nations, passing the finest
pottery from across the Inner Sea.

YKaBOpOHOK Laran no MbllHLIM KOBPaM, COTKaHHbIM B CEBEPHbIX roCy1apcTBax,
MUMO MPEKPACHbIX CEPBIU30B U NPOYEl Nocyabl, OCTABNEHHON M3-3a
BHyTpeHHero Mops.

Each room was hung with paintings and gracefully calligraphed poems, created
by Hallandren's finest artists.

Kaxxgoe nomeuleHve YKpallann KapTuHbl 1 Kannmrpacbmqecm BbIMNCaHHbIE
CTUXU — TBOPEHMUS IyYLUMX XYLO0XXHMKOB XannaHgpeHa.

At the center of the palace was a small, square room that deviated from the
standard reds and golds of Lightsong’s motif. This one was bright with ribbons of
darker colors—deep blues, greens, and blood reds.

B LeHTpe ABopLa Haxoannack HeGOMbLLIAA KBaapaTHast KOMHaTa, pacnmcaHHas
KpackaMy MOTEMHEE — CMHUMM, TYCTO-3€/1eHbIMU U KpOBaBO-6arpoBbiMu 6e3
KPacCHbIX M 30/10TbIX LBETOB YXaBOPOHKa.

Each was a true color, directly on hue, as only a person who had attained the
Third Heightening could distinguish.

Kaxablii uBeT — MCTMHHbIl)’I, CaMOCTOATENbHbIN OTTEHOK, U pas3/InvnTb €ro
NO3B0OJIA/10 TOJIbKO TPETbHE MOBbILLEHNE.

As Lightsong stepped into the room, the colors blazed to life.

EnBa YXaBOPOHOK CTynW B KOMHATY, Kpacku OXUIIN.

They became brighter, more intense, yet somehow remained dark.

OHM cTanu sipye, rylue, Npyu 3TOM 0CTaBasiCb TEMHbLIMU.




The maroon became a more true maroon, the navy a more powerful navy.

BopaoBoe Tenepb BbirNsAeno 6osee HacTosWwMM 60pA0BbLIM, YbTpaMapuH —
6onee HacbILIEHHbIM YIbTPaMapUHOM.

Dark yet bright, a contrast only Breath could inspire.

TeMHoe U 0JHOBPEMEHHO SPKOE — KOHTPACT, Co3AaTb KOTOPbIM MOT TOJIbKO [OX.

In the center of the room was a child.

Mocpean KOMHaTbl CTosi1 pebeHoK.

Why does it always have to be a child? Lightsong thought.

«MoyeMy Bcerga pebeHok?» — nogyMan XXaBOpPOHOK.

Llarimar and the servants waited.

Jlnapumap v cnyrm xaganu.

Lightsong stepped forward, and the little girl glanced to the side, where a couple
of priests stood in red and gold robes.

>KaBOpOHOK LwarHyn sBrnepes, U AeByyLlKa rnsaHysa B CTOPOHY napbl XPELIOB B
KPAaCHOM 1 30J10TOM obnaveHuu.

They nodded encouragingly.

Te noowpuUTeNIbHO KUBHYIIN.

The girl looked back toward Lightsong, obviously nervous.

HepBHWYas, AeBOYKa BHOBb MOBEPHY/IACh K XKaBOPOHKY.

“Here now,"” Lightsong said, trying to sound encouraging. “There’s nothing to
fear.”

— Hy-Hy-Hy, — nponsHec Y)KaBOpOHOK, MbITasiCb FOBOpUTbL 0boapstoLle. —
bosTbca-TO HeYero.

And yet, the girl trembled.

Ho neBoyka BCe-Taku 3agpoxana.

Lecture after lecture—delivered by Llarimar, who had claimed that they
were not lectures, for one did not lecture gods—drifted through Lightsong’s
head.

B namsiTi >KaBopoHKa BCMbLIM HOTaumm JinapuMapa. KOTopblii TBEpAMI, YTO 3TO
BOBCe He HOoTauuu, nbo HUKTO He unTaeT ux 6oram.

There was nothing to fear from the Returned gods of the Hallandren.

He cnepoBano 60sTbca Bo3BpalleHHbIX 60roB XannaHapeHa.

The gods were a blessing.

Born 6binn 6narocnoBeHUEM.

They provided visions of the future, as well as leadership and wisdom.

OHu npopuuany byayliee, Benv 3a coboi 1 ABASIMCb UCTOYHMKAMU MYApPOCTH.

All they needed to subsist was one thing.

YT06bI CYLLECTBOBAaTb, MM 6bIJI0 HYXKHO TOJIbKO OAHO.

Breath. [oxw.
Lightsong hesitated, but his weakness was coming to a head. YXaBopoHok konebancs, Ho cnabocTb Aobpanacb U 4O rosioBbl.
He felt dizzy. OHa 3aKpy>xmnach.

Cursing himself quietly, he knelt down on one knee, taking the girl’s face in his
oversized hands.

YKpaakoi BbibpaHuB cebsl, OH OMyCTUIICS Ha KOMIEHO W 3aK/THOUMI JIMLIO AEBOYKM
B CBOW JIANULLM,

She began to cry, but she said the words, clear and distinct as she had been
taught.

Ta 3anunacb cnesamu, HO YETKO M BHATHO, Kak Hay4un, NpounsHecna
NOJIOXXEHHbIE C/10BA.

“My life to yours.

— Mo$ XM13Hb — K TBOEN.

My Breath become yours.”

Mo JOX — CTaHb TBOUM.

Her Breath flowed out, puffing in the air.

Jox Bbineten ob6navykom.

It traveled along Lightsong’s arm—the touch was necessary—and he drew it in.

OH Nponos3 no pyke YXaBopoHKa — KOHTAKT 6bl1 Heo6XxoanM, — U
BO3BpaLLEHHbIN BTSHYN €ro.

His weakness vanished, the dizziness evaporated. Both were replaced with crisp
clarity.

CnabocTb Mcyesna, rofloBOKPYXXEHWE YNETYUNIOCh, CMEHUBLUMCH KPUCTAIbHOM
ACHOCTbIO.

He felt invigorated, revitalized, afive.

OH ouyTnn cebs 604pbiM, BOCKPECLLNM, XXUBbIM.

The girl grew dull.

[leByyLlKa NoTyckHena.

The color of her lips and eyes faded slightly.

LiBeT ee ry6 1 rnas cnerka yBsi.

Her brown hair lost some of its luster; her cheeks became more bland.

KaluTaHOBble BOMOCHI OTYaCTH YTpaTuIn NOcCK, WeKN CTanun 6negHee.

It’s nothing, he thought. Most people say they can't even tell that their Breath is
gone.

«EpyHaa, — nogyman oH. — BonblUMHCTBO NtoAen aaxe He NOHMMAtOT, YTo
NVLIMAINCh A0Xa.

Shell live a full life.

OHa JOXUBET [0 CTapocTy.




Happy.

byger c4acrimBsa.

Her family will be well paid for her sacrifice.

CeMbe XOpOoLUO 3an1aTsT 33 €€ XepTBy».

And Lightsong would live for another week.

A XKaBOpOHOK NPOXMBET OYEepPEeHYO Heaen!o.

His aura didn't grow stronger from Breath upon which he fed; that was another
difference between a Returned and an Awakener.

MornoLweHHbIN OX HE YCUMMA ero aypy, 1 3To 6bI0 elle OAHUM OT/IMYMEM
BO3BPaLlleHHbIX OT NPo6Y>XKAAIOLLYX.

The latter were sometimes regarded as inferior, man-made approximations of
the Returned.

MocneaHux Nopon paccMaTpuBanIM Kak HU3LIME, PYKOTBOPHbIE Noaobus
BO3BpaLLEHHbIX.

Without a new Breath each week, Lightsong would die.

Be3 exxeHenenbHOro Aoxa XXaBopoHOK YMpET.

Many Returned outside of Hallandren lived only eight days.

MHor1e Bo3BpalleHHble, OKa3aBLUMEC BHE XaNnaHApPeHa, XXMM BCEro BOCEMb
JHewn.

Yet with a donated Breath a week, a Returned could continue to live, never
aging, seeing visions at night which would supposedly provide divinations of the
future.

OfaHako € AapoBaHHbIM pa3 B HeAENO 0XOM BO3BPALLEHHbIN MOT XWUTb
6eCKOHEYHO, He CTapesi U MoJlyyast HOUHbIe BUAEHWS, B KOTOPbIX
NpeanosIoXUTENIbHO NPO3peBanochk byayllee.

Hence the Court of the Gods, filled with its palaces, where gods could be
nurtured, protected, and—most importantly—fed.

Tak 1 Bo3HMK [1BOp 60roB ¢ MHOFOUMCIEHHBIMU ABOpLUAMu, rae 60ros
BbIX@XXMBa/IM, OXPaHSAN W, FMABHOE, KOPMUIIN.

Priests hustled forward to lead the girl out of the room. It is nothing to
her, Lightsong told himself again.

CBSILLEHHWUKN NOCMeLwwnamn BbIBECTU AEBOYKY M3 KOMHATbI. «[n1s Hee 3TO epyHAaa,
— CHoBa BHywWwWn cebe XKaBopoHoK. — CyLui nycrsk...»

Nothing at all. . . {MQ}Her eyes met his as she left, and he could see that the
twinkle was gone from them.

Ha BbIxoge OHW BCTPETUMUCE B3rns4amun, U OH yBuaesn, YTo UCKOpKa B ee rnasax
noracna.

She had become a Drab.

OHa cTana 6ecuBeToM.

A Dull, or a Faded One.

TyYCKNOW, UK BbILBETLIEN.

A person without Breath.

YenosekoM 6e3 oxa.

It would never grow back.

ToT 6o/blle HE Pa30BLETCS.

The priests took her away.

XKpeubl ysenu ee.

Lightsong turned to Llarimar, feeling guilty at his sudden energy.

UyBcTBYSl cebs1 BUHOBATbLIM 3@ BHE3arHbIN NpuInMB cuil, XKaBOPOHOK MOBEPHYICS
K Jlnapumapy.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s see the Offerings.”

— JlagHo, rnsiHeEM Ha NOAHOLWUEHWUS!, — CKa3as OH.

Llarimar raised an eyebrow over his bespectacled eyes.

bposu Jlnapnmapa B3s1eTenn Hag O4YKamu.

“You're accommodating all of a sudden.”

— Bbl npucnocabnmBaeTecb CTPEMUTESBHO.

I need to give something back, Lightsong thought. Even if it’s something useless.

«5 DOMKEH XOTb YTO-TO OTAaTb, — noAyMan >KaBopoHoK. — ycTb gaxe
besgenvuy».

They passed through several more rooms of red and gold, most of which were
perfectly square with doors on all four sides.

OHM MMHOBanM eLle HeCKosbKO KPAaCHO-30/10TbIX KOMHAT, nae€aslbHO KBaApPaTHbIX,
C ABEPAMU CO BCEX YETbIPEX CTOPOH.

Near the eastern side of the palace, they entered a long, thin room.

Y BOCTOYHOM YacTu ABOpLUA BOLIAM B APYTYIO, AJIMHHYIO U Y3KYHO.

It was completely white, something very unusual in Hallandren.

CreHbl YBELWINBaAIN KapTUHbI U NOJIOTHULLEG CO CTUXaMU.

The walls were lined with paintings and poems. The servants stayed outside;
only Llarimar joined Lightsong as he stepped up to the first painting.

Cnyrn octanucb CHapy>xu; oavH Jinapumap nocneaosan 3a )KaBOpOHKOM, Koraa
60r warHyn K NnepBoMy M3genuio.

“Well?” Llarimar asked.

— Wtak? — cnpocwn JlnapumMap.

It was a pastoral painting of the jungle, with drooping palms and colorful
flowers.

370 6bina nacropar’ib, M3o6pa>KaBu1a9| OKYHN C NOHUKLWWMU NaibMaMn U
KPaCO4YHbIMX LIBETAMMU.

There were some of these plants in the gardens around the Court of Gods, which
was why Lightsong recognized them.

XaBopoHOK y3Han ux, NOTOMy YTO BUAEN Takue pacTeHus B cagax BoKpyr [1Bopa
6oros.




He'd never actually been to the jungle—at least, not during this incarnation of his
life.

A B [KYHI/ISIX OH HUKOrAa He 6biBan — Mo KpalHel Mepe, B HbIHEWHEM
BOMJIOLLEHUN.

“The painting is all right,” Lightsong said. "Not my favorite.

— lMNpunnyHas kapTnHa, — oTBeTnN XKaBOPOHOK. — He coBCeM B MOEM BKYyce.

Makes me think of the outside.

HaroHsieT MbIC/IM O BHELIHEM MUpeE.

I wish I could visit.”

Xopoulo 6bl TaM NobbIBaTh.

Llarimar looked at him quizzically.

JInapvMap HacMeLIMBO B3I/IiHY/1 Ha Hero.

“What?” Lightsong said. “The court gets old sometimes.”

— A 4YT0? — He noHsn XXKaBopoHOK. — [IBOp MHOrAa HagoeaaerT.

“There isn't much wine in the forest, Your Grace.”

— BuHa-To B iIecy HeMHOro, Balla MUIOCTb.

"I could make some.

— 51 MOry NpuroToBuTb.

Ferment . . . something.”

depMeHTMPOBATb... YTO-HUEYAb.

“I'm sure,” Llarimar said, nodding to one of his aides outside the room.

— He coMHeBatocb, — ckasan Jinapumap, KMBHYB NOAPYYHbIM, OCTaBLUIMMCS
CHapYXMW.

The lesser priest scribbled down what Lightsong had said about the painting.

MnafLWui XpeL, 3anmcan BbickasbiBaHne XXaBOpOHKa 0 KapTUHe.

Somewhere, there was a city patron who sought a blessing from Lightsong.

[Ae-To B ropoje MmN 3aKasuuk, MCKaBLUMI 6/1aroc/ioBeHnst XKaBopoHKa.

It probably had to do with bravery—perhaps the patron was planning to propose
marriage, or maybe he was a merchant about to sign a risky business deal.

Bo3MoXHO, ero xenaHue 6b110 Kak-To CBA3aHO C OTBaro — KJIMEHT NOAYMbIBan
XKEHMTLCS UK BblT KYMLOM M cOBMpancs 3aKNouMTb PUCKOBAHHYIO CAESKY.

The priests would interpret Lightsong’s opinion of the painting, then give the
person an augury—either for good or for ill—along with the exact words
Lightsong had said.

Xpeubl AaayT TONKOBaHME MHEHWIO XKaBOPOHKA O KapTUHE U coobLuaT
3aKa3uuKy npeackasaHve — aobpoe unm gypHoe — BKymne C TOYHbIMK C/TI0BaMu,
KOTOpble Npou3Hec JKaBOpPOHOK.

Either way, the act of sending a painting to the god would gain the patron some
measure of good fortune.

B ntoboM cnyyae cam akT MOCbINIKM KapTWHbI 60ry CyNn 3aKa3umKy U3BECTHYIO
ynauy.

Supposedly.

Akobbl.

Lightsong moved away from the painting.

)KaBOPOHOK ABMHY/CS NPOYb OT KapTUHBI.

A lesser priest rushed forward, removing it.

MnaaLwuii XpeL METHYNCS, YTO6bl €€ CHATD.

Most likely, the patron hadn't painted it himself, but had instead commissioned
it.

Ckopee BCEro, 3aKas4nK He Hamucasn ee caM, a Nnopy4un macrepy.

The better a painting was, the better a reaction it tended to get from the gods.

Yem Kpalle nsgenne, TeM ny4dile oT3biBaMCb 6oru.

One's future, it seemed, could be influenced by how much one could pay one’s
artist.

Briopy 6b110 BOO6pa3nTb, 6yATo rpsayllee onpeaensinocb CyMMOM, KOTopyto
KJMEHT MAaTua XXUBOMMCLY.

I shouldn't be so cynical, Lightsong thought. Without this system, I'd have died
five years ago.

«lMoMeHbLIe LHU3Ma, — noayMan XXaBopoHok. — Be3 3Tol cucTeMbl 1 ymep bl
NATb JIET Ha3ag».

Five years ago he had died, even if he still didn't know what had killed him.

[aTb NeT Has3ag oH 1 yMep, XOTd o Cel AieHb HE 3HaN OT Yero.

Had it really been a heroic death?

Bbina fiv ero cMepTb NOUCTUHE FEPONCKON?

Perhaps nobody was allowed to talk about his former life because they didn't
want anyone to know that Lightsong the Bold had actually died from a stomach
cramp.

Mo>xeT cTaTbCs, BCe pa3roBopbl O ero I'IpOLI.IJ'IOVI XXN3HU OKa3aJInCb noa
3arnpeTom, Aabbl HUKTO He nposeaan, 4Yto B [LENCTBUTENBHOCTU >KaBopoHOK
OTBaXHbIV CKOHYancs ot XeNyao4HbIX KOJIUK.

To the side, the lesser priest disappeared with the jungle painting.

MnagLwmii xpeL ncyes BMECTE C PUCOBAHHBLIMU AXKYHIASIMU.

It would be burned.

KapTuHy CoXryT.

Such offerings were made specifically for the intended god, and only he—besides
a few of his priests—was allowed to see them.

Takne NoAHOLWEHUS co34aBanmchb cneumanbHo Ans KOHKPETHOIro 6ora, N BUOETb
MX MOrI TOJIbKO OH Aa HECKOJIbKO €ro CHY)I(MTEHGI)’I.

Lightsong moved along to the next work of art on the wall. It was actually a
poem, written in the artisan’s script.

XXaBopoHOK noaoLlen K cneaytolemMy Npov3BeaeHUo CKYCCTBa —
CTMXOTBOPEHMIO, HAYEePTaHHOMY PEMEC/IEHHBIM LIPUDTOM.




The dots of color brightened as Lightsong approached.

Korza YXaBopOHOK Npuban3ncs, UBETHbIE TOYKM CAENANNCH sipYe.

The Hallandren artisan’s script was a specialized system of writing that wasn't
based on form, but on color.

XannaHAapeHCKU peMecneHHbIn WpKudT npeactaBnsn coboi ocobyto cuctemy
nMcbMa, KoTopasi onvpasnack He Ha opMy, @ Ha LBET.

Each colored dot represented a different sound in Hallandren's language.

Kaxxaas LBeTHas TOYKa COOTBETCTBOBAMA OTAEIbHOMY 3BYKY XasnlaHAPEHCKOro
A3blKa.

Combined with some double dots—one of each color—it created an alphabet that
was a nightmare for the colorblind.

CoueTaHue ABOMHbIX Pa3HOLBETHbIX TOYEK AaBaso andaBuT — KoliMap Ans
[aNIbTOHUKOB.

Few people in Hallandren would admit to having that particular ailment.

B TakoM 3aboneBaHun Npun3Haancb 6bl HEMHOrMe B XannaHgpeHe.

At least, that was what Lightsong had heard.

Mo KpaiHel Mepe, TaK crbllian XXaBOpPOHOK.

He wondered if the priests knew just how much their gods gossiped about the
outside world.

XoTenocb 6bl eMy 3HaTb, M3BECTHO NN yXOBEHCTBY, Kak MHOro 60/1TaloT 0
BHELLHEM MUPe ero 60ru.

The poem wasn't a very good one, obviously composed by a peasant who had
then paid someone else to translate it to the artisan’s script.

CTuxoTBOpeHMue 6bl10 He axTu. OUYEeBMAHO, ero COUMHWUM HEBEXAA W NMOTOM
3annaTua KOMy-To 33 NepeBoj Ha peMeCTeHHbIN WpUDT.

The simple dots were a sign of this.

2T0 1306/IM4ann NPOCThIE TOYKMK.

True poets used more elaborate symbols, continuous lines that changed color or
colorful glyphs that formed pictures.

HacTosiume nosTtbl ncnonb3oBann 6onee CrioXHblE CUMBOJIbI, M3MEHSIBLUME LIBET
HenpepbiBHbIE JIMHUW UN LIBETHbIE ITIVId)bI, KOTOpble CK1aAblBa/INCb B KaPTUHbI.

A lot could be done with symbols that could change shape without losing their
meaning.

MHOro Yero MoXHO caienaTb C CUMBOaMM, CrOCOBHbIMM NpeobpaxkaTb dhopMy,
He Tepss Npu 3TOM CMbICAa.

Getting the colors right was a delicate art, one that required the Third
Heightening or better to perfect.

MpaBubHOE YTEHWNE LIBETOB ObII0 TOHKMM UCKYCCTBOM, TPEOOBABLLMM TPETHLETO,
a TO 1 60/blUEr0 NOBbLILLEHNS.

That was the level of Breath at which a person gained the ability to sense perfect
hues of color, just as the Second Heightening gave someone perfect pitch.

C TakMM 4nNCNIOM 0XOB YesioBeK obpeTan cnocobHoCcTb 6e3ynpeyHo pasnmyaTb
OTTEHKM — TOYHO TaK Xe, KaK BTOPOe MOBbILIEHWE HAAENS0 ero naeasbHbliM
CIYXOM.

Returned were of the Fifth Heightening.

Bo3BpalleHHble JoCcTUrany nNaToro.

Lightsong didn't know what it was like to live without the ability to instantly
recognize exact shades of color and sound.

)KaBODOHOK He Befan Xu3Hu 6e3 YMEHUA MHOBEHHO Pacno3HaBaTb TOHYalWmne
OTTEHKHM U 3BYKWU.

He could tell an ideal red from one that had been mixed with even one drop of
white paint.

OH MOT OT/IMUYNTB YNUCTYIO KPacHYH KpacKy OT TOW, KyZa [06aBuv BCEro Kansto
6enon.

He gave the peasant’s poem as good a review as he could, though he generally
felt an impulse to be honest when he looked at Offerings.

OH 0T03BasICA O CTUXOTBOPEHMUW HEBEX/IbI C MOCUBbHBLIM OI0BPEHNEM, XOTS
06bI4HO CTPeMUNCS 6bITb YECTHBIM MPU OCMOTPE MOAHOLLEHWN.

It seemed his duty, and for some reason it was one of the few things he took
seriously.

370 Kasanocb €MY AO/IOM U NOYEMY-TO 661710 O4HUM U3 HEMHOIUX aen, K
KOTOPbIM OH OTHOCWJICA CEPbLE3HO.

They continued down the line, Lightsong giving reviews of the various paintings
and poems.

OHu npopomknnu 06xoa, 1 XKaBoOpOHOK BbICKa3blBancs 0 pa3HOOBpasHbIX CTUXax
N KapTWHaXx.

The wall was remarkably full this day.

CerogHs ux 6b1s10 HEOOBIYHO MHOTO.

Was there a feast or celebration he hadn't heard about?

KaKoW-TO HEWU3BECTHbIV eMy Npas3aHUK?

By the time they neared the end of the line, Lightsong was tired of looking at
art, though his body—fueled by the child’s Breath—continued to feel strong and
exhilarated.

Koraa oHW AOCTMIIM KOHLIA 3KCMO3ULMM, UCKYCCTBO YTOMUIIO XXaBOpOHKa, XOTS
€ro Teso, 3anpaB/ieHHOE A0XOM pebeHka, OCTanoch CUIbHLIM U 604pbIM.

He stopped before the final painting.

OH ocTaHoBMACA nepea nocnegHnM XyaoXXecrtBoM.

It was an abstract work, a style that was growing more and more popular
lately—particularly in paintings sent to him, since he'd given favorable reviews to

370 6blNa abcTpakums — CTWUMb, HEAABHO HabpaBLUMI MONYNSIPHOCTb, 0COBEHHO
Cpeau KapTuH, nocbinaeimxcs XKaBopoHKY, NOCKOMbKY OH paHee 61arockIoHHO




others in the past.

0TO3BaCs O APYruX.

He almost gave this one a poor grade simply because of that.

M TONbKO MO3TOMY OH YyTb He MOCTaBW/ MIOXYI0 OLEHKY TOl‘;I, YTO BUCENa Nepeq
HUM.

It was good to keep the priests guessing at what would please him, or so some
of the gods said.

MycTb AYXOBEHCTBO r[IaeT, YTO eMy MPUrNSHETCS, — TaK NOCOBETOBAJ KTO-TO
13 60ros..

Lightsong sensed that many of them were far more calculating in the way that
they gave their reviews, intentionally adding cryptic meanings.

XKaBOpOHOK Yysin: MHorue 60oru 6bivM ropasao pacyeT/IMBeE B CBOUX OT3bIBaX,
HAapPOYHO 3aTyMaHWBAs CMbIC/ AOMNOJIHUTENbHBIMW 3HAYEHUSMM.

Lightsong didn’t have the patience for such tricks, especially since all anyone
ever really seemed to want from him was honesty.

>KaBOpOHKY He XBaTasio TEPNEeHNs Ha Takue Urpuvila, TeM naye yto OT Hero,
Nnoxoxe, eaAnHoayLwHO N UCKPeEHHE XAaa 1M YECTHOCTU.

He gave this last painting the time it deserved.

OH ygenun nocnegHeMy nonoTHY NOSIOXKEHHOE BHUMAHMeE.

The canvas was thick with paint, every inch colored with large, fat strokes of the
brush.

XONCT rycTo nokpbiBana Kpacka, KaXkabli AonMm YAoCTOM/ICA MOLLHOIo B3Maxa
KUCTU.

The predominant hue was a deep red, almost a crimson, that Lightsong
immediately knew was a red-blue mixture with a hint of black in it.

Mpeobnaaan TEMHO-KpPaCHbIM LBET, NOYTU KapMa3WuH, B KOTOPOM XXaBOPOHOK
MrHOBEHHO yrafiail CMeCb KpPacHOMN M CMHEW KpacoK C Masioi 106aBKON YepHoM.

The lines of color overlapped, one atop another, almost in a progression.

LiBeTHble pa3BoAbl Nepecekanncb, HaknaabiBanuch OANH Ha Apyrou
NoCTynaTtenbHo.

Kind of like . . . waves.

Bpoge... BOSH.

Lightsong frowned.

>KaBOpPOHOK HaxMypucs.

If he looked at it right, it looked like a sea.

Ecnn oH He olimbaeTcsl, 3T0 Mope.

And could that be a ship in the center?

M He kopabnb nu nocpeaun?

Vague impressions from his dream returned to him.

K HEMY BEPHY/INCb CMYTHbIE BOCMOMUHAHMS O CHE.

A red sea.

KpacHoe Mope.

The ship, leaving.

OTn/bIBaOLWLMIA KOpabiib.

I'm imagining things, he told himself.

«MHe MepelmTCsS», — CKasan oH cebe.

“Good color,” he said.

Bcnyx e oTMeTun: — XopoLwui LBeET.

“Nice patterns.

[MpuaTHbIE Y30pbI.

It puts me at peace, yet has a tension to it as well.

YMMPOTBOPSIET, HO B TO X€ BPEMS COAEPXUT B cebe HanpsikeHue.

I approve.”

S ogobpsio.

Llarimar seemed to like this response.

OTBeT, NOX0Xe, NoHpaBwncs Jinapumapy.

He nodded as the lesser priest—who stood a distance away—recorded
Lightsong’s words.

OH KMBHYN MNagLieMy xpewy, CTOSABLUEMY B CTOPOHKE M 3anuCbiBaBLLEMY C/T0BA
>KaBopoHKa.

“So,"” Lightsong said. “That’s it, I assume?”

— WTaK, 9 nonaralo, Ha 3ToM Bce? — ocBeaoMucs XKaBOPOHOK.

“Yes, Your Grace.”

— [a, Bawa MuUnocTb.

One duty left, he thought.

«0OcTanacb oHa 0653aHHOCTb>,

Now that Offerings were done, it would be time to move on to the final—and
least appealing—of his daily tasks.

Tenepb, KOraa C NOAHOLIEHUAMM Pa30bpanunch, MNPULLIO BPEMS NEPENTH K
nocnefiHeMy, U MEHEE NPUBIEKATENBLHOMY, EXXKEAHEBHOMY AENY.

Petitions.

MNpoLieHnam.

He had to get through them before he could get to more important activities, like
taking a nap.

OH JOMKEH U3YyUnUTb UX, NPEXAe YeM 3aHATbCA Belamu 6onee BaXKHbIMU —
B34PEMHYTb, HanpuMep.

Llarimar didn't lead the way toward the petition hall, however.

OpHako JlnapuMap He nowen B NEeTULIMOHHbIN 3an.

He simply waved a lesser priest over, then began to flip through some pages on
a clipboard.

OH B3MaxoMm PYKWM OTNYyCTWUA NOMOLLHWKa N NPUHANICA rlepe6v|paTb NJ1aHLETHbIE
JINCTbI.




“Well?” Lightsong asked.

— Hy »xe? — nogan ronoc >XaBoOpoHOK.

“Well what, Your Grace?”

— YT0, Balla MUIOCTbL?

“Petitions.”

— [pouweHus.

Llarimar shook his head.

JInapuMap nokayasn rosioBow:

“You aren't hearing petitions today, Your Grace.

— CerogHs Bbl He BblCyIMBaeTe I'IpOLIJEHMﬁ, Balla MUNOCTb.

Remember?”

MNpunomnHaete?

“No. I have you to remember things like that for me.”

— HeT. Y MeHs ecTb Thl, YTO6bl MOMHUTL O TaKMX BELLAX.

“Well, then,” Llarimar said, flipping a page over, “consider it officially
remembered that you have no petitions today.

— Y70 X, B TaKoM c/lydae, — Jinapvmap nepeBepHy CTpaHuLly, — cYUTaunTe,
yTO 0DMUMANBHO NETULMI HET.

Your priests will be otherwise employed.”

BaLuwm »peubl 3aMyTCa Apyrovi paboTon.

“They will?” Lightsong demanded. “Doing what?”

— A nMeHHO0? — TpeboBaTenbHO Bonpocua XKaBopoHOK. — YTo oHM byayT
genatb?

“Kneeling reverently in the courtyard, Your Grace.

— bnaroroBeiHo NPEKNOHSATb KOJIEHN BO ABOPE, Ballla MUNOCTb.

Our new queen arrives today.”

CeroaHs NpubbIBAET HOBasi KOpPOJEBa.

Lightsong froze. I really need to pay more attention to politics.

>KaBOpOHOK 3acTbll. «MHe 1 npaBaa Ha0 MNOAKOBATLCS B MOSIUTUKE.

“Today?”

— CerogHs?

“Indeed, Your Grace.

— TOYHO TakK, Balla MUIOCTb.

Our lord the God King will be married.”

Haw nosenutensb bor-koposb coyetaeTcs 6pakom.

“So soon?”

— Tak cpasy?

“As soon as she arrives, Your Grace.”

— Kak ToNbKO OHa NpubyaeT, Balla MUIOCTb.

Interesting, Lightsong thought. Susebron getting a wife.

«JltobonbITHO, — nogyMan XaBopoHOoK. — Cblo36pOH KXEHUTC».

The God King was the only one of the Returned who could marry.

bor-koposnb 6bl/1 €AMHCTBEHHBIM BO3BpalleHHbIM, CNOCOBHBIM XXEHUTBLCS.

Returned couldn't produce children—save, of course, for the king, who had never
drawn a breath as a living man.

Bo3BpalleHHble He MOr/I NPOU3BOANUTL Jeten — 3a MCKNKo4yeHneM, KoOHe4Ho,
KOopoJi4, KOTOprVI HUKOrga HeE Ablilan no-J0ACcCKU.

Lightsong had always found the distinction odd.

3Ta 0cobeHHOCTb Bceraa Kasanach XXaBOpPOHKY CTPaHHOM.

“Your Grace,” Llarimar said. “We will need a Lifeless Command in order to
arrange our troops on the field outside the city to welcome the queen.”

— Bawwa mMunoctb, — npounsHec Jinapumap. — Ham noHagobutcs otaaTthb
KOMaHay 6e3)KM3HEHHbIM, YTOBbI BLICTPOUTL BONMCKA B NoJjie 3a ropoaoM Ans
NPUBETCTBUSA KOPONEBBI.

Lightsong raised an eyebrow.

)KaBOPOHOK M30rHyn 6poBb:

“We plan to attack her?”

— Mbl HanNageM Ha Hee?

Llarimar gave him a stern look.

JInapumap nocnan emy CTporui B3rnsg.

Lightsong chuckled.

YKaBOpOHOK yCMeXHYNCs.

“Fledgling fruit,” he said, giving up one of the Command phrases that would let
others control the city’s Lifeless.

— OnepMBumecg NTeHUbl, — NoAan OH KOMaHAy, N03BOIABLUYIO OCTa/IbHbIM
KOHTPOJINpOBATb ropoj 6e3>XM3HEHHbIX.

It wasn't the core Command, of course.

To 6blna, KOHEYHO, HE KNoYeBas KoMaHaa.

The phrase he’d given to Llarimar would allow a person to control the Lifeless
only in noncombat situations, and it would expire one day after its first use.

CnoBa, KOTOpble OH NPOU3HeC nepen JinapumapoM, NO3BONSANN YENOBEKY
ynpaendaTb 6€3)XM3HEHHLIMK B MUPHLIX CiydasX, n ux [ENCTBUE BblAbIXanoch
Yyepes AEHb noce NepBoro nNpuMeHeHuA.

Lightsong often thought that the convoluted system of Commands used to
control the Lifeless was needlessly complex.

)KaBODOHKy HEepeaKo MHUOCb, YTO 3anyTaHHad CUCTeEMa KOMaHA Ans
ynpaBiEHNA 6e3)XM3HEHHBIMM U3NULLHE CI0XHa.

However, being one of the four gods to hold Lifeless Commands did make him

OpHako OH 6bl1 04HUM M3 YeTblpex 60ros, CNOCO6HbIX MpUKa3blBaTb




rather important at times.

6e3)XM3HEHHBIM, U 3TO nopoﬁ AENano ero No-HacrodaweMy BaXKHbIM.

The priests began to chat quietly about preparations.

>KpeLbl Havyanu TUXO NeperoBapuBaTbCcs O NOArOoTOBKE.

Lightsong waited, still thinking about Susebron and the impending wedding.

)KaBOpOHOK Aaan, pasmbiluiss 0 Cblo36poHe M ero CKOpoM 6pakoCcoYeTaHNN.

He folded his arms and rested against the side of the doorway.

CKpecTvB pyKM, OH NPUCTIOHWNCS K KOCSIKY.

“Scoot?” he asked.

— LLIHbIpa? — OK/IMKHYJI OH.

“Yes, Your Grace?”

— [la, Bawia MUNOCTb?

“Did I have a wife?

— Ay MeHs 6blna xeHa?

Before I died, I mean.”

MoKa s He YMep, KOHEYHO.

Llarimar hesitated.

Jlnapumap 3amsncs:

“You know I cannot speak of your life before your Return, Lightsong.

— BuauTte nu. XXaBopoHOK, 1 HE MOTY rOBOPUTb O BalLEN XWU3HM 0
BO3BpaLLEHMs.

Knowledge of your past won't do anyone any good.”

OcBeAOMIEHHOCTb B NPOLLJIOM He [0BeaeT Ao Aobpa.

Lightsong leaned his head back, resting it against the wall, looking up at the
white ceiling.

>KaBOpPOHOK 3aMpOKWMHYN rofIoBY, YNEPLUNCh 3aTbISIKOM B CTEHY, N MOCMOTPes Ha
6enbli MOTOsOK.

"I ... remember a face, sometimes,” he said softly. “A beautiful, youthful face.

— WHorpa... 1 BCNOMMHAo 11LO, — NPOU3HEC OH TUX0. — lpekpacHoe 1oHoe
nmuo.

I think it might have been her.”

A1 aymato, 310 Morna 6biTb OHa.

The priests hushed.

CBALLEHHUKM 3aMof4anu.

“Inviting brown hair,” Lightsong said. “Red lips, three shades shy of the seventh
harmonic, with a deep beauty.

— MaHsLwme KalTaHoBble BONOChI, — Npoao/mHkus XKaBOpoHOK. — KpacHble
rybbl, TpU OTTEHKA 3aCTEHYMBOCTU CEAbMOW FApPMOHMM, HEOMUCYEMasl KpacoTa.

Dark tan skin.”

Cmyrnas Koxa.

A priest scuttled forward with the red tome, and Llarimar started writing
furiously.

CBSILLLEHHOCYXXMTENb NOCMELWNT NMOAHECTU KpacHbIN donuaHT, n Jinapumap
Hayan MxXopagoyYHo nNucaThb.

He didn’t prompt Lightsong for more information, but simply took down the god'’s
words as they came.

OH He BbICMpalunBan y >XaBopoHKa HOBbIX CBEAEHWUI — NPOCTO 3anucbiBas
cnosa 6ora Kak ecTb.

Lightsong fell silent, turning away from the men and their scribbling pens. What
does it matter? he thought. 7hat life is gone.

YXaBOpOHOK YMOJIK, OTBEPHYBLUMCb OT JIOAEN C UX CKPUMYUMMM NepbsMu. «Kakas
pa3HuUa? — nogyman oH. — Ta Xu13Hb npoluna.

Instead, I get to be a god. Regardless of my belief in the religion itself, the perks
are nice.

B3ameH 51 ctan 6oroM. C OTAMYHBLIMM NPUBUAEMUAMU, KaK 6bl S HU OTHOCKIICS K
CaMoW penurum».

He walked away, trailed by a retinue of servants and lesser priests who would
see to his needs.

OH ABMHYCS NPOYb, COMPOBOXAAEMbIV CBUTON U3 CNYT U MNaALWero
LYXOBEHCTBA, FOTOBOWN BCerfa M BO BCEM YCIYXMUTb.

Offerings done, dreams recorded, and petitions canceled, Lightsong was free to
pursue his own activities.

C NoaHOLIEHMSIMM MOKOHYEHO, CHbI 3aMMcaHbl, METULMN OTMEHEHDI, U
XKaBOpOHOK 6b1J1 BOIEH 3aHSATHCS CBOMMM AeNaMMU.

He didn’t return to his main chambers.

OH He BEPHYNICA B JINYHbIE NMOKOW.

Instead, he made his way out onto his patio deck and waved for a pavilion to be
set up for him.

BMecTo 3Toro BbILWEN Ha Teppacy U nofan 3Hak, YTobbl eMy NpPUroTOBUIIN
warep.

If a new queen was going to arrive today, he wanted to get a good look at her.

Ecnn cerogHs an6y,qu HOBasA KOpoJ/ieBa, €€ CTONT XOPOLEHbKO PaCCMOTPETh.

4

nasa 4

Siri’s carriage rolled to a stop outside of T'Telir, capital of Hallandren.

KapeTta Cupu octaHosunace 6113 T'Tenunpa, crtonvubl XannaHapeHa.

She stared out the window and realized something very, very intimidating: Her
people had no idea what it meant to be ostentatious.

OHa BbIrNIsIHY/1a B OKHO U YBMAENA KapTUHY OYEHb M OYEHb CTpallHyto. Ee Hapoa
HE MMEN HW Maneillero NpeAcTaBneHns 0 NapagHoCTy.

Flowers weren’t ostentatious.

LiBeTku 6binv npolle Hekyaa.




Ten soldiers protecting a carriage was not ostentatious.

He 6b1710 BbIYYPHOCTM U B AECSTKE CONAAT, OXPaHSIBLUMX SKMMAX.

Throwing a tantrum in public wasn't ostentatious.

Ee npuniogHaa ncrepyka Toxe npeacrana nycrsakoM.

The field of forty thousand soldiers, dressed in brilliant blue and gold, standing in
perfect rows, spears raised high with blue tassels flapping in the wind
. . . that was ostentatious.

lMone, 3anosIHEHHOE Copoka ThiCAYaMK CONAaT B rofy6oM 1 30/10TOM 06/1aueHuy,
CTOSIBLUMX 6€3YKOPU3HEHHBIMU PSAlaMM C BbICOKO BO3AETbIMU KOMbSAMU C
rony6biMu cynTaHamMu, TPENETABLUMMK Ha BETPY, — BOT YTO BbIrNISIAEN0
BbI3bIBaOLLE.

The twin line of cavalrymen atop enormous, thick-hoofed horses, both men and
beasts draped with golden cloth that shimmered in the sun.

[1BOMHasI LepeHra BCaAHWKOB Ha OMPOMHbIX, C MAaCCMBHBIMM KOMbITaMM KOHAX —
MY>XYMHbI M 6ECTUM, CBEPKAIOLLIME HA COJTHLIE MO30JI0TON.

That was ostentatious.

[la, 3TO No-HacTosILEMY BblHYYPHO.

The massive city, so large it made her mind numb to consider it, domes and
spires and painted walls all competing to draw her attention.

OrpoMHbIVi ropofl, KOTOpLIVi € CO3HaHME He NMOXeNano BobpaTb U OCMbICIUT;
UMUK, KyMNosa v pacrnmncHble CTEHbI — BCE 3TO COMEPHMYANo Mexzay coboi,
npuBreKas ee BHUMaHue.

That was ostentatious.

Bce 3T0 caMOA0BO/bLHO BbICTABASNOCH HAMNOKa3.

She'd thought that she was prepared.

OHa-To gyMana, 4YTto NoAroToBuNach.

The carriage had passed through cities as they’'d made their way to T'Telir.

Mo gopore B T'Tenup akMNa)x MMHOBas HECKOIbKO rOpoAoB.

She'd seen the painted houses, the bright colors and patterns.

OHa noBuaana pasyKpalleHHble A0Ma, IPKUE KPACKM U y30pbl.

She'd stayed at inns with plush beds.

OcTtaHaBnMBanachb B roCTMHMUAX C MbllHbIMU NOCTENSIMU.

She'd eaten foods mixed with spices that made her sneeze.

Bkywwana nuuly, caobpeHHy0 CreumusiMu, 0T KOTOPbIX pasbupan Ymx.

She hadn't been prepared for her reception at T'Telir.

Ho oHa He 6bi1a rotoBa K npuemy B T'Tenupe.

Not at all.

Hu B Koel mepe.

Blessed Lord of Colors . . . she thought.

«BnarocnoBeHHbIV NOBENUTEND LIBETOB», — MNoAyMaJia OHa.

Her soldiers pulled in tight around the carriage, as if wishing they could climb
inside and hide from the overwhelming sight.

Ee conpatbl NJIOTHO OKPYXWUNK KapeTy, CNIOBHO Xeas YKPbITbCS BHYTPU OT
HECTEPNUMOro 3penuLLa.

T'Telir was built up against the shore of the Bright Sea, a large but landlocked
body of water.

T'Tenup noctponnu Ha 6epery Spkoro Mopsi — 60/bLWIOro, HO MaTePUKOBOIO
BOZOEMa.

She could see it in the distance, reflecting the sunlight, strikingly true to its
name.

OHO 6b1N10 BMAHO el n3aann 1 oTpaxasno ConHue B nopasnTesibHOM corsiacun co
CBOVMM Ha3BaHMEM.

A figure in blue and silver rode up to her carriage.

K kapeTe HanpaBWcs BCAAHMK, 061a4YeHHbIN B CUHEe C cepebpoM.

His deep robes weren't simple, like the monks wore back in Idris.

Ero npoctopHas psica He BbIrsiAeNa 3aypsiiHON, KaK Y HOCUBLUMX YepHOe
MOHaxoB Napuca.

These had massive, peaked shoulders that almost made the costume look like
armor.

Haanneubst 66111 MacCMBHBI U NpUNOoAHATLI, YTO Aenano ob1a4yeHne NOXoXMM Ha
Aocnexu.

He wore a matching headdress.

HaronoBHWK — eMy noj cTathb.

That, combined with the brilliant colors and complex layers of the robes, made
Siri’s hair pale to an intimidated white.

Bce 370, B coyeTaHUM C OCNENUTENIbHLIMA LBETAMU U MHOMOYNCIIEHHBIMU CIIOSIMM
ofexa, AoBenio Bonockl Cupu Ao ycTpaluatoLlen 6eImnsHbl.

The figure bowed.

BepxoBoW MOKIOHWUACS.

“Lady Sisirinah Royal,” the man said in a deep voice, "I am Treledees, high priest
of His Immortal Majesty, Susebron the Grand, Returned God and King of
Hallandren.

— locnoxka koponesuwHa CucnpuHa, — npobacun oH, — a Tpeneaus,
nepBOCBALLEHHMK ero 6eccmepTHOro Benmyectsa Cbto36poHa Benwvkoro,
BO3BpaLleHHOro 6ora n kopons XannaHgpeHa.

You will accept this token honor guard to guide you to the Court of Gods.”

DTa cMMBOJSIMYECKas MOYETHas rBapans conpoBoaunT Tebsa ko [Bopy 60ros..

Token? Siri thought.

«CnmBonnyeckasa?» — osagayunace Cupw.

The priest didn't wait for a response, he just turned his horse and started back

XpeL He cTan xaaTb OTBETA, pa3BepHY/ CKaKyHa M YCTPEMMUIICA MO 60/IbLUION




down the highway toward the city.

Aopore K ropoay.

Her carriage rolled after him, her soldiers marching uncomfortably around the
vehicle.

Ee kapeTa nokaTtunacb cnegoM, conaaThl B pacTepsIHHOCTU 3allaranm ¢ 60KoB.

The jungle gave way to sporadic bunches of palm trees, and Siri was surprised
to see how much sand was mixed with the soil.

[DKYHIIM CMEHWUUCL Pa3pO3HEHHBLIMU KymnaMmu nanbM, 1 Cupy noamBMiach, Kak
MHOro 6b1710 B MOYBE Necka.

Her view of the landscape soon grew obstructed by the vast field of soldiers who
stood at attention on either side of the road.

0630p elt BCKOpe NEPEKPbII0 OFPOMHOE MoJe C conaaTtamMu, 6anTensHoO
BbICTPOMBLUMMMCS BAO/b AOPOTY.

“Austre, God of Colors!” one of Siri's guards whispered. “They're Lifeless!”

— OcTtp, 60r useta! — npowenTan oANH TenoxpaHutenb. — OHKU
6€e3>XN3HEHHbIE!

Siri’s hair—which had begun to drift to auburn—snapped back to fearful white.

Bonocbl Cupw, KOTOpbIe Y)Ke BHOBb CTa/v OKPALLMBATLCS B PbIXXEBATLIN LIBET,
BEPHYMCb K 6EIOMY, BblIaBaBLUEMY YXKaC.

He was right.

OxpaHHVK npas..

Under their colorful uniforms, the Hallandren troops were a dull grey.

Moa uBeTacTbiMKM MyHAMPAMU XannaHAPEHCKNE BOUHBI 6binn TYCKJ/1bl U Cepbl.

Their eyes, their skin, even their hair: all had been drained completely of color,
leaving behind a monochrome.

MPONYLLEHO

Those can’t be Lifeless! she thought. They look like men!

«He MOoXeT 6bITb, OHM He 6e3XN3HEHHbIE, — noayMana oHa. — CoBceM Kak
noan'»

She'd imagined Lifeless as skeletal creatures, the flesh rotting and falling from
the bones.

Cvpv npeacraensina 6e3)XM3HEHHBIX B BUAE CKENETOB, C KOTOPbIX OCbIMaeTcd
rHUoWaa naoTb.

They were, after all, men who had died, then been brought back to life as
mindless soldiers.

B KOHLIe KOHLOB, 3TO 6blIM NOrMBLIME MY>MW, KOTOPbIX BEPHY/IN K XXW3HW, CAENaB
6e3M0o3rNbIMK coNaaTaMu.

But these that she passed looked so human.

Ho 3T BbIrNsSAenn NOAJMHHBIMU NTOABMU.

There was nothing to distinguish them save for their lack of color and the stiff
expressions on their faces.

OHM OTNNYANUCh TONbKO 6ECLBETHOCTBIO U KAMEHHBLIMU INLIAMM.

That, and the fact that they stood unnaturally motionless.

W ellle HeecTeCTBEHHON HEMOABUXXHOCTbIO.

No shuffling, no breathing, no quivers of muscle or limb.

Hu LIEBENIEHNA, HU ObIXaHWA, HU APOXXWN B MbllLUaX U KOHEYHOCTAX.

Even their eyes were still.

3acTbln gaxke rnasa.

They seemed like statues, particularly considering their grey skin.

BoWHbI HAMOMWHAMIM U3BasiHUS, OCOBEHHO CEPOI KOXEN.

And . .. I'm going to marry one of these things? Siri thought.

«W... 5 jo/mKHA BLIMTU 3aMyX 3@ NoAo6HOe CyLIecTBO?» — noaymana Cupu.

But no, Returned were different from Lifeless, and both were different from
Drabs, which were people who had lost their Breath.

Ho HeT, BO3BpalLEHHbIE OT/IMYANNUCL OT 6E3KM3IHEHHBIX, A TE U Apyrue — OT
6ecLiBETOB, KOTOPLIMU BbINN NIOAN, NNILNBLIMECS [1OXOB.

She could vaguely remember a time when someone back in her village had
Returned.

OHa CMyTHO MOMHWNA C/lyYald, Koraa BO3BPALLEHHbIV NPULLEN B UX CENIEHME.

It had been nearly ten years back, and her father hadn't let her visit the man.

3TO Cy4nnoCb NOYTK AeCAaTb NIeT Ha3ad, U OTel He NyCTU ee K 3ToMy
YEJIOBEKY.

She did recall that he'd been able to speak and interact with his family, even if
he hadn't been able to remember them.

OHa He Halwuna B cebe cunbl MOTOSIKOBATb M COMTUCH C €ro POAHbLIMU, XOTA OH UX
[AaXE HE NMOMHU.

He'd died again a week later.

Yepes Heaento oH yMep 3aHOBO.

Eventually, her carriage passed through the ranks of Lifeless.

KapeTa HakoHeL MWMHOBasa WepeHru 6€3)KN3HEHHBIX.

The city walls were next; they were immense and daunting, yet they almost
looked more artistic than functional.

Hanble BbIPOC/IM TOPOACKMNE CTEHbI: OHU 6binn OrpoOMHbI N yCTpallatloLlin, HO BCE
Xe€ Ka3aJ/IuCb npounsBeaeHNEM UCKYCCTBA, a HE 06bIYHbIMMK YKPEMJIEHNAMMN.

The wall’s top was curved in massive half-circles, like rolling hills, and the rim

/X BEpXHSS 4acCTb C 30/10TOVM KalMoMN npeacTaBisina cobov NonyKpyxusi,




was plated with a golden metal.

HarnoMnHaBLINE XOJIMbl.

The gates themselves were in the form of two twisting, lithe sea creatures who
curved up in @ massive archway.

Camu BopoTa uMenu opMy ABYX M3BUBAIOLLMXCS MPaLIMO3HbIX MOPCKMX CYLLECTB,
KOTopble 06pa30BbiBa/IM NMPOCTOPHbIV apOYHbIM NMPOXOA.

Siri passed through them, and the guard of Hallandren cavalrymen—who
appeared to be living men—accompanied her.

Cvipy MpoLuia ckBO3b HUX B COMPOBOXAEHWUWN XalTaHAPEHCKUX KaBasepucTos,
OKa3aBLUMXCS XXUBbIMM JIHOAbMU.

She had always thought of Hallandren as a place of death.

OHa Bcerga cuuTana XannaHgpeH rmbenbHblM MEcToM.

Her impressions were based on stories told by passing ramblemen or by old
women at the winter hearth.

Ee BneyaTneHns onvpanncb Ha pacckasbl NMPOXOXMX LUATYHOB M CTapyX 3MMON Yy
KaMuHa.

They spoke of city walls built from skulls, then painted with sloppy, ugly streaks
of color.

OHu yTBEpXXAanu, YTo ropoAckue CTEHbI MOCTPOUM U3 YEPEroB, a Nocse
HepsIWAMBO pacnmcany 6€306pa3HbIMM KpackaMu.

She’d imagined the buildings inside splattered with different clashing hues.

OHa pucosana B Boo6pa>|<eHm4 3AaHunA, necTpewmne AMCrapMoHnU4YHbIMU
NOTEKAMN KPAcCOoK.

Obscene.

Mep3K0 M HEMPUCTOVHO.

She’d been wrong.

Ona 3abnyxganace.

True, there was an arrogance to T'Telir.

Oa, T'Tenup 6611 NpeTeHLUMO3EH.

Each new wonder seemed as if it wanted to grab her attention and shake her
about by her eyes.

Kasanocb, 4To KaXxaoe HOBOE AMBO CTPEMUTCS 3aBNail€Tb €€ BHUMAaHWEM U
NOTPSICTM B30P.

People lined the street—more people than Siri had seen in her entire life—
crowding together to watch her carriage.

Jlioan Ha ynuuax cobupanuck B TONMbl — Takux 60nblumx Cupu He Buaena
0TPOAsACh, — YTOBbI B3MNAHYTh Ha €€ 3KMUMNaXx.

If there were poor among them, Siri couldn't tell, for they all wore brightly
colored clothing.

Bbina nu cpean HUx 6eaHoTa, Cupu 3aTpyaHSIack OTBETUTL, MGO BCE 0AEBaNNCh
B KPAcoYHble Hapsabl.

Some did have more exaggerated outfits—probably merchants, since Hallandren
was said to have no nobility beyond its gods—but even the simplest of clothing
had a cheerful brightness to it.

HekoTopble BblAENSANCL — BEPOSITHO, KynLubl, MOCKOJIbKY CKa3blBaan, YTo B
XannaHapeHe HET 3HaTh NOMUMO 60FOB, HO Aaxxe I'IpOCTGVIIJJVIG nnaTtbsa NECTPENn
KpacKkaMu.

Many of the painted buildings did clash, but none of it was sloppy.

BOMBLWNHCTBO PUCYHKOB AMCrapMOHUPOBANo Apyr C APYroM, HO HEPSILIMBBIX He
6bls10.

There was a sense of craftsmanship and art to everything from the storefronts,
to the people, to the statues of mighty soldiers that frequently stood on corners.

MacTepCcTBOM UM UCKYCCTBOM JTyHYWUSIUCb BCE BUTPUHBI, NtoaM, CTaTyn 6oraTbipei,
KOTOpbIE YacTO BCTPEYa/INCh Ha NepeKpecTKax.

It was terribly overwhelming.

370 6bIN YyAOBULLHLIA Nepebop.

Garish.

Heonucyemas ansanoBaToCTb.

A vibrant, enthusiastic garishness.

XuBoTpenelyyuias, BAOXHOBEHHasi 6e3BKycuua.

Siri found herself smiling—her hair turning a tentative blond—though she felt a
headache coming on.

Cupu noiMana cebs Ha ToM, YTO YnblbaeTcsl, — ee BOMOChI Ha Npoby
NOCBETNENN, XOTS ro/1I0Ba YXe rposunsa pasbonerbcs.

Maybe . . . maybe this is why Father sent me, Siri thought. Training or no
training, Vivenna would never have fit in here. But I've always been far too
interested in color.

«MoXeT, Kak pa3 No3TOMy OTeL, ¥ OTNPaBW/ MeHs ctoda, — nogymana Cvpu. —
FoTOBYIO MMM HET. BMBEHHE HUMOYEM Cloa He BNUCATLCs, 3aTO MeHs Bceraa
npvBneKanm Lupeta».

Her father was a good king with good instincts.

OTeLl 6b1/1 XOPOLUMM YEIOBEKOM C BEPHBIM YYTbEM.

What if—after twenty years of raising and training Vivenna—he had come to the
conclusion that she wasn't the right one to help Idris?

Bapyr nocne apaauati neT BoCNUTaHUA U 06ydYeHUst BUBEHHbI OH MpuLLEN K
BbIBOZY, YTO cnacaTb Napuc — He ee feno?

Was that why, for the first time in their lives, Father had chosen Siri over
Vivenna?

M noToMy BrepBble B XXM3HW npegnoyen e Cupu?

But, if that'’s true, what am I supposed to do? She knew that her people feared

«Ho ecnu 310 NpaBAa, YTO MHe Agenatb?» OHa 3Hana: ee Hapoa 6ouTcs




Hallandren would invade Idris, but she couldn’t see her father sending one of his
daughters if he believed war was close.

BTOPXXeHMs XannaHApeHa, HO He NOoHMMana, kak Mor oTel nocniaTh Tyaa Aoub,
CyMTad, 4To BOVHa Ha HOCY.

Perhaps he hoped that she’'d be able to help ease the tensions between the
kingdoms?

BbITb MOXET, OH HAAEANCA, YTO el yAACTCA pa3psaanTb HaNpsHKEHWE, BO3HMKLLEE
MeXay ABYMS KOPONeBCTBaMU?

That possibility only added to her anxiety.

Takag BEpOATHOCTb TOJ/IbKO YCUWU/Ia ee TPeBory.

Duty was something unfamiliar to her, and not a little unsettling.

YyBCTBO A0/ra 6610 e/ YYXXA0 U HE 0COBEHHO MHTEPECHO.

Her father trusted her with the very fate and lives of their people.

OHo BbI6GMBaNo 13 Konen. OTel foBepUN en cyapby Ux Hapoaa.

She couldn't run, escape, or hide.

Ot 3T0ro0 He ybexaTb 1 He CnpsTaTbCs.

Particularly from her own wedding.

Tem 6onee nocne ceaabObl.

As her hair twinged white with fear at what was coming, she diverted her
attention to the city again.

Ee Bonocekl nobenenu ot npeacrosuwiero, u, yTObbI 0TBJ1EYbCHA, OHAa BHOBb
NpuHAnIacb pa3rngabiBaTb ropoa.

It wasn't hard to let it take her attention.

Tomy 6bI/10 NIErKO 3aBNafeTb €e BHUMAHUEM.

It was enormous, sprawling like a tired beast curled around and over hills.

OH 6bI/1 HEO6bATEH M HAaBAJIMJICS Ha XOJIMbI, KakK YTOMJIEHHbI 3BEPb.

As the carriage climbed the southern section of town, she could see—through
gaps in the buildings—that the Bright Sea broke into a bay before the city.

Koraa kapeTa Bbexasa B IOXHbIV palioH, OHa YBUAENA B NPOeMax Mexay
30aHuaAMK ByxTy SpKOro Mops.

T'Telir curved around the bay, running right up to the water, forming a crescent
shape.

T'Tenvp okpyxan ero, cryckasicb NoyMecsiLieM K caMoi BOAE.

The city wall, then, only had to run in a half-circle, abutting the sea, keeping the
city boxed in.

FOpOACKOM e CTEeHbl XBaTasio v NOJIOBMHbI, MOMYKPYr KOTOPOW IPaHUYMA C
MOPEM M [epKan CTONWLY Ha 3aMKe.

It didn’t seem cramped.

He ka3anocb, YTO B ropoie TEeCHO.

There was a lot of open space in the city—malls and gardens, large swaths of
unused land.

B HeM XBaTasio OTKPLITbIX NMPOCTPAHCTB — CaZ0B W anneit, 6onblINX YYacTKOB
HEe3aCTPOEHHON 3eM/N.

Palms lined many of the streets and other foliage was common.

MHorve ynuubl 06caguaun nanbMamu, 6bina U apyras 3e/1eHb.

Plus, with the cool breeze coming over the sea, the air was a lot more temperate
than she had expected.

K ToMy e, HECMOTpSl Ha NpoxnaAHbii 6pu3, 3aayBaBLUMiA C MOPS, B ropoae
0K@3a/10Cb HAMHOro Tensee, YeM oxuaana Cupw.

The road led up to a seaside overlook within the city, a small plateau that had an
excellent view.

[lopora, yxoAvBLLIAs K BoZe, NpUBOAUIA HA MaNeHbKOE NaTo C NPeBOCXOAHbIM
BMAOM, OTKyAa obecneuymnBasnca 0630p roposa CBepxy.

Except the entire plateau was surrounded by a large, obstructive wall.

Bno6aBoK NiaTo OKpy»kana BblCOKasi U NMpoYHasi CTeHa.

Siri watched with growing apprehension as the gates to this smaller city-within-
a-city opened up to let the carriage, soldiers, and priests enter.

Cvpu C pacTylUUM TPeneToM B3upasa Ha BOPOTa MEHbLUEro, BHyTPEHHErO
ropofKa, Kyaa TSHYIUCb KapeTbl, ConAaThbl U JyXOBEHCTBO.

The common people stayed outside.

MpoCTONtOANHLI OCTANIUCL CHAPYXMW.

There was another wall inside, a barrier to keep anyone from seeing in through
the gate.

BHYTpKW Haxoamnach ele ofHa CTeHa — rnperpaja, He rno3BonsaBLIas HUKOMY
3arngaabiBatb 3a BOpPOTa.

The procession turned left and rounded the blinding wall, entering the
Hallandren Court of Gods: an enclosed, lawn-covered courtyard.

Mpoleccns cBepHyna HaneBo U 060rHyna FyXyko CTeHy, BCTYMNMB Ha
NPOCTOPHYO NyXalKy XannaHapeHckoro Jsopa 60ros.

Several dozen enormous mansions dominated the enclosure, each one painted a
distinct color.

TaM JOMWHMPOBANO HECKOJIbKO OFPOMHbIX OCOBHSIKOB, M KaXkablli 6bln pacnucaH
B CBOM LIBETA.

At the far end of the court was a massive black structure, much taller than the
other buildings.

B ganbHeM KOHLEe ABOpa CTOSI0 MacCMBHOE YEPHOE COOPY>KEHME HAMHOIO BbiLLE
NPoYUX 34aHUMN.

The walled courtyard was quiet and still.

B o6HeceHHOM CTeHaMu BHYTPEHHEM ABOPE L@puin TULIMHA U CMOKOWCTBME.

Siri could see figures sitting on balconies, watching her carriage roll across the
grass.

Cuvpwu Buaena cuaswme Ha bankoHax (urypbl, KOTopble Habnoaanu 3a
JBWKEHWUEM €€ KapETh.




In front of each of the palaces, a crew of men and women knelt prostrate on the
grass.

Mepep kaXkabiM ABOPLIOM Nasnu HUL, MY>XXUMHBI U YKEHLLMHDI.

The color of their clothing matched that of their building, but Siri spared little
time to study them.

LiBeTa nx oaexa COOTBETCTBOBA/IM OKPACKe 3A4aHui, HO CMpU He cTana TpaTuTb
BPEMS Ha OCMOTP.

Instead, she nervously peered at the large, black structure. It was pyramidal,
formed of giant steplike blocks.

OHa HepBHO paccMaTpuBasna YepHoOe CTPOEHNE — NUpaMuaanbHOW popMsbl,
COCTaB/IEHHOE M3 MMraHTCKUX CTYNeHYaTbIX 6/I0KOB.

Black, she thought. In a city of color.

«YepHoe, — nogyMana oHa. — B ropoae Kpacok».

Her hair paled even further.

Ee Bonocokl nobenenu elle cunbHee.

She suddenly wished she were more devout.

Cvipu Bapyr noxenana cebe nobonblue HabOXXHOCTU.

She doubted Austre was all that pleased with her outbursts, and most days she
even had trouble naming the Five Visions.

OHa coMHeBanach, 4to OCTpa pafioBasnv ee BbIKpyTachl, ¥ 334acTyto C TPyAOM
nepeyncnsana aaxe nNatb BUAEHWA.

But he'd watch over her for the sake of her people, wouldn't he?

Ho Hey»enu oH He NPUCMOTPUT 3a HeWN paan HapoaHoro 6nara?

The procession pulled to a stop at the base of the enormous triangular building.

MNpoueccnsa ocTaHOBMAACh Y MOAHOXMS UCMOSIMHCKOrO TPEYrosibHOro 34aHus.

Siri looked up through the carriage window at the shelves and knobs at the
summit, which made the architecture seem top-heavy.

CVIpVI B3rngaHyna U3 KapeTbl Ha NJIOWaakn U BbICTYNbl, U3-3a KOTOPbIX CTPOEHUE
Ka3anocCb HGYCTOﬁHMBbIM.

She felt as if the dark blocks would come tumbling down in an avalanche to bury
her.

E noMepelnnochk, YTo YepHble 650K BOT-BOT COMAYT NTABUHOM U MOXOPOHAT
ee.

The priest rode his horse back up to Siri’s window.

K okoHLy Cupu noabexan »peL.

The cavalrymen waited quietly, the shuffling of their beasts the only sound in the
massive, open courtyard.

MPOMYLLEHO

“We have arrived, Vessel,” the man said. "As soon as we enter the building, you
will be prepared and taken to your husband.”

— Mel npubbinKn, Cocyn, — NpousHec oH. — Kak TObKo BOMAEM B 3aaHWe, Tebs
MOArOTOBAT M OTBEAYT K MYXY.

“Husband?” Siri asked uncomfortably. *Won't there be a wedding ceremony?”

— K MyXy? — ¢ HeNnoBKOCTbO Nepecnpocuna Cupn. — A cBagebHoN LepeMoHUM
He 6yaeT?

The priest smirked.

XKpel ycMexHyncs:

“The God King does not need ceremonial justification. You became his wife the
moment he desired it.”

— BOF-KODOJ'Ib HE HY>XAa€ETCA B LEPEMOHUA/IBHOM YTBEPXAEHUN. Tbl CTaHeLWb
€ro XXEeHoW B TOT MUIr, KOrga OH 3TOr0 BO3XENAET.

Siri shivered.

Cupu cogporHynaco:

"I was just hoping that maybe I could see him, before, you know . . .”

— S nuuwb Hagesnacb YBUAETb €ro Ao T0ro, Kak oH, NOHNMMaeETe...

The priest shot her a harsh look.

CBSILLEHHNK CYpOBO B3I/14HY/1 HAQ HEE:

“The God King does not perform for your whims, woman.

— XeHlwmHa, Bory-Koponto HeMHTepeCHbl TBOW Kanpu3bil.

You are blessed above all others, for you will be allowed to touch him—if only
at Ais discretion.

Tbl 6112roCNoBEHHA NpeBbILe BCeX, MO0 MOMyUMLLb NPaBO NPUKOCHYTLCS K HEMY
— XOTb U C €ro paspeLieHusi.

Do not pretend that you are anything other than you are.

He cTpoii U3 cebs HEM3BECTHO KOro.

You have come because he desires it, and you will obey.

Tol ABWIaCb, NOTOMY YTO OH 3TOr0 XXeJiaeT, U NOAYNHNLLLCA.

Otherwise, you will be put aside and another will chosen in your place—which, I
think, might bode unfavorably for your rebel friends in the highlands.”

MHaue Tebsi OTBEPrHYT U BbIGEPYT APYryt0, @ 3TO, MHE KaXeTCsl, HEBbIFOAHO
TBOMM MSITEXHbIM [pY3bsSM C BbICOT.

The priest turned his horse, then clopped his way toward a large stone ramp,
leading up to the building.

CBALLEHHNK pa3BeEPHY nowaab, U LOKOT KOMbIT yAaniaca B CTOPOHY LLIMPOKOro
HAKJIOHHOIo BbE3/4ad, BEAYLUEro B 34aHUE.

The carriage lurched into motion, and Siri was drawn toward her fate.

KapeTta TpoHynack, n Cupu ycrpemMunacb HaBcTpedy cyasbe.

5

naBa 5

This will complicate things, Vasher thought, standing in the shadows atop the

«ITO OC/IOXHUT MoNoXeHue», — nogyman Bawep, CTOSIBLUMIA B TEHU Ha CTEHE,




wall that enclosed the Court of Gods.

KoTopas okpyxana [sop 60oros.

What's wrong? Nightblood asked. So the rebels actually sent a princess.

«A 4TO He Tak? — yamBuiacs HouHon XMLWHKUK. — MSATEXHWUKM U BNPsSIMb
npucnasnam npuHLUeccy.

Doesn’t change your plans.

370 He HapyLWaeT TBOMX M/IaHOB».

Vasher waited, watching, as the new queen’s carriage crept up the incline and
disappeared into the palace’s maw.

Baluep >xaan, Habnoaas, Kak 3KMnaxx HOBOSIBJIEHHOW KOPO/EBbI MOJ3ET Mo
NaHAyCcy U CKpblBaeTCs B NMacTu ABOpLA.

What? Nightblood demanded.

«B yeM geno?» — He otcraBan HoUHOM XULLHUK.

Even after all of these years, the sword reacted like a child in many ways.

MNpoLuno HeMano nNeT, Ho Me4y BO MHOIMOM OCTasics pe6eHKOM.

She’ll be used, Vasher thought. I doubt we'll be able to get through this without
dealing with her.

«Ee ncnonb3ytoT, — nogyman Bawep. — 9 coMHeBatoCb, UTO 6€3 Hee Mbl
CNpaBuMCsl C Ae/IOM».

He hadn't believed that the Idrians would actually send royal blood back to
T'Telir.

OH He BepuJs1, YTO MAPWILILI peLATCs BEpHYTb B T'TeIMp KOPOSIEBCKYHO KPOBb.

They'd given up a pawn of terrible value.

OHM Cornacunncb Ha HeCsbIXaHHbIV 3aor.

Vasher turned away from the court, wrapping his sandaled foot around one of
the banners that ran down the outside of the wall.

Baluep oTBepHyscs oT ABopa M 06xBaTK/ 06yTOlM B CAHAANMUIO HOroW CBMCABLUNIA
CO CTEHBI CTS.

Then he released his Breath.

3aTeM Bblaan Aox.

“Lower me,” he Commanded.

— CnycTu MeHsl, — npvKasan OH.

The large tapestry—woven from wool threads—sucked hundreds of Breaths from
him.

BonbLLUON WepCTAHON robeneH, COTKAHHBIN U3 COTEH HUTEN, BCOCANT COTHU [IOXOB.

It hadn't the form of a man, and it was massive in size, but Vasher now had
enough Breath to spend in such extravagant Awakenings.

OH He cTan (opMM1poBaTh YENOBEKA, OIHAKO PE3Y/bTaT BNeYaT/isn pa3Mepamm
— y Balwepa Tenepb 6b110 MHOTO AOXOB AJ1s MyAPEHbIX NPOBYXAEHWN.

The tapestry twisted, a thing alive, and formed a hand, which picked Vasher up.

OXuBLLKIA robeneH CBEpHYCs, NpeobpasnBLUNCL B NafoHb, KOTOpas
noaxsaTtuna Bawepa.

As always, the Awakening tried to imitate the form of a human—Ilooking closely
at the twistings and undulations of the fabric, Vasher could see outlines of
muscles and even veins.

Kak Bceraa, npobyxaeHne noTpeboBasio YenoBeyecknx ouepTaHuii, 1 Bawep,
rNaas Ha MaTepyaTble U3rnbbl U BbINMYKIOCTU, OTMETU KOHTYPb! MbILLLL U AaXe
BEH.

There was no need for them; the Breath animated the fabric, and no muscles
were necessary for it to move.

B HMX He 6b1710 HYXAbl, AOX OXMBWU/ NOMIOTHO, U ANS ABWXeHUs He TpeboBanucb
MYCKY/bl.

The tapestry carefully carried Vasher down, pinching him by one shoulder,
placing his feet on the street.

lobeneH akkypaTHO nepeHec Ballepa BHU3 M Npuaepxan 3a nneyo, Ytobbl OH
YCTOSIN Ha HOrax.

“Your Breath to mine,” Vasher Commanded.

— TBOM AOX — KO MHEe, — CKOMaHzoBan Baluep.

The large banner-tapestry lost its animate form immediately, life vanishing, and
it fluttered back against the wall.

OrpoMHbIi cTsir-robeneH MrHoBEHHO yTpaTui XUBYIO (hOPMY, XKU3Hb
YNeTy4nnacb U3 Hero, U OH NopxHya 06paTHO K CTEHe.

Some few people paused in the street, yet they were interested, not awed.

HeckobKo 3eBaK NOMeaInanN, HO He BblKa3asiu HU MHTEPECA, HU bnaroroBeHusi.

This was T'Telir, home of the gods themselves.

3aecb 6bin T'Tenup, obutens 60ros.

Men with upward of a thousand Breaths were uncommon, but not unheard of.

Jlioam ¢ Thici4aMu JOXOB BCTPeYanncb peako, HO 0 HUX 6bIaM HAC/bILWAHbI.

The people gawked—as peasants in other kingdoms might pause to watch the
carriage of a passing lord—but then they moved on with their daily activities.

3eBaku oneLwmnnM — Tak AepeBeHLIMHa 06MUMpaeT nepes rocrnoAckon KapeTomn, —
HO MOC/Ee 3aHSANMCb 06blAEHHBIMW AENAMMW.

The attention was unavoidable.

BHUMaHus n3bexatb 66110 TPyAHO.

Though Vasher still dressed in his usual outfit—ragged trousers, well-worn cloak
despite the heat, a rope wrapped several times around his waist for a belt—he
now caused colors to brighten dramatically when he was near.

XoTs Baluep ogencst Ha 06bIYHbIN Nlag — 6axpoMyaTble 6ploku 1, HECMOTPS Ha
)Kapy, 3aHOLUEHHbIV MNaLl, KOTOPbIA HECKObKO pa3 Noanosicas BEPEBKOM.
Tenepb OH OXMBNSAA KPacKu, U Te pe3ko rycrenu, CTouo eMy oKasaTbcs




no6an3ocTu.

The change would be noticeable to normal people and blatantly obvious to those
of the First Heightening.

N3MeHeHns 3aMedanu faxke NpoCToNoANHbI, He FOBOPS O TeX, KTO AOCTUr
NepBOro noBbilLEHNA.

His days of being able to hide and skulk were gone.

[HW NpaToK MMHOBaNW.

He'd have to grow accustomed to being noticed again.

MNpuaeTtca cHoBa NpUBbLIKATb 6bITb 3aMETHbIM.

That was one of the reasons he was glad to be in T'Telir.

3TO 0AHa M3 MpUYMH, N0 KOTOPLIM OH pagosancs T'Tenupy.

The city was large enough and filled with enough oddities—from Lifeless soldiers
to Awakened objects serving everyday functions—that he probably wouldn't
stand out foo much.

lopoa 6bin1 BENWK M NOJSIOH Pa3HOOBpasHbIX CTPAHHOCTEN — OT 6E3XKU3HEHHDBIX
conaart A0 NpobyXAeHHbIX NPEAMETOB, BbINOHAOLLMX 06blAEHHbIE DYHKLMN;
BO3MOXHO, OH U He 6yzeT yepecyyp BblAENSTbCS.

Of course, that didn't take Nightblood into account.

KOHeYHO, Npy 3TOM He yuuTbiBancs HouHov XMLIHKK.

Vasher moved through the crowds, carrying the overly heavy sword in one hand,
sheathed point nearly dragging on the ground behind him.

Baluep npobuparca yepes Tonny, HeGPEeXHo Talla 3a cobon Mey 1 eBa He
Llapanas HOXXHaMK 3eMJIH0.

Some people shied away from the sword immediately.

OfHM NpoxoXue Wapaxanuchb.

Others watched it, eyes lingering far too long.

[pyrue paccMaTpuBanu ero, YpesmMepHo 3aAepXXuBas B3rnai.

Perhaps it was time to stuff Nightblood back in the pack.

HaBepHO, C/le1oBasio CHOBA YNaKoBaTb MeY.

Oh, no you don‘t, Nightblood said. Don't even start thinking about that.

«0 HeT, He Haao, — B3Monuics HovHon XulHUK. — [axe He aymai!

I've been locked away for too long.

A KoM 40JIro cnaes B3aneptu».

What does it matter to you? Vasher thought.

«Tebe-To YT0?» — MBIC/IEHHO 0CcBegoMuICcs Bawep.

I need fresh air, Nightblood said. And sunlight.

«MHe Hy)XeH CBeXWiA Bo3ayX, — 06bsiCHUN HouHoM XMLLHMK. — W CONHEYHBII
CBET».

You're a sword, Vasher thought, not a palm tree.

«Tbl MeY, a He nNanbMa», — nogyMan Bawep.

Nightblood fell silent.

Ho4yHOM XMLHWK 3aTKHY/CS.

He was smart enough to realize that he was not a person, but he didn't like
being confronted with that fact.

EMy xBaTano yMa Ans MOHMMaHUS, YTO OH He YENOBEK, HO HE HPaBWIOChb, Koraa
06 3TOM HanoMWHaNM.,

It tended to put him in a sullen mood. That suited Vasher just fine.

370 noBepraso ero B MpayHoe HaCTpoOEHME, KOTOPOE BMOJIHE YCTpansaso
Bawepa.

He made his way to a restaurant a few streets down from the Court of Gods.

OH foluen o pectopaHa, YTO HaXxOAMCs 38 HECKOJbKO ynuL oT [sopa 60ro..

This was one thing he had missed about T'Telir: restaurants.

BOT Mo YeMy OH CTOCKOBAJICA — MO pecTopaHaM.

In most cities, there were few dining options.

B 60/1bIMHCTBE ropodoB M Noobeaatb Herge.

If you intended to stay for a while, you hired a local woman to give you meals at
her table.

Ecnu Tbl NpubbiBan HEHaAOAIO, HAXOAM XO35IMKY C KOMHATOM U CTOJOM.

If you stayed a short time, you ate what your innkeeper gave you.

Ecnv 3agepxxuBancs — KOPMUJICA Ha NOCTOS/I0M ABOpe.

In T'Telir, however, the population was large enough—and rich enough—to
support dedicated food providers.

OgHako T'Tenump 6bin rycTo HaceneH u gocratoyHo 6orat, 4tobbl cogepxaTb
0CObbIX NOCTABLUMKOB MULLM.

Restaurants still hadn’t caught on in the rest of the world, but in T'Telir, they
were commonplace.

PecTopaHb! elle He 3axBaTUN BECb MUP, HO YCMEenu npuMesnbKaTbCs B T'TenMpe.

Vasher already had a booth reserved, and the waiter nodded him to the spot.

Baluep yxe 3akazan Ka6VIHKy, 4 O(bMLI,VIaHT KMBHYJT EMY Ha OTBEAEHHOE MECTO.

Vasher settled himself, leaving Nightblood up against the wall.

Bawep ycencsa, npucrtasms HouHoro XvHUKa K CTEHe.

The sword was stolen within a minute of his letting go of it.

He npoLwnio 1 MUHYTHI, Kak Mey yKkpasu.

Vasher ignored the thievery, thoughtful as the waiter brought him a warm cup of
citrus tea.

Baluep octaBun Kpaxy 6e3 BHUMaHWs U npe6b|Ban B 3a4yM4MBOCTU, KOraa
Oq)VILI,VIaHT NpuUHEC €My YallKy 4asd C JIMMOHOM.

Vasher sipped at the sweetened liquid, sucking on the bit of rind, wondering why

OH oTNWA NoACALLEHHYIO XUAKOCTb M YyTb 06cocan KOXYpY, pasayMbiBasi,




in the world a people who lived in a tropical lowland preferred heated teas.

MOYEMY XMTENN TPOMUYECKON HU3MHbI NPEANoYMTaIOT ropsaYmnin Yail.

After a few minutes, his life sense warned him that he was being watched.

Yepe3 HecKo/IbKO MUHYT ero corpesno noHWMaHue Toro, YTo 3a HUM cnepsr.

Eventually, that same sense alerted him that someone was approaching.

B nTore 10 e 4YyBCTBO OMOBECTUI0 €r0 0 YbEM-TO I'IpVIGJ'IVI)KeHVIVI.

Vasher slipped his dagger from his belt with his free hand as he sipped.

Balep n3Bnek 13 nosica KMHxars, B CBO60AHONM pyKe npoao/hkas AepXaTb
YaLLKYy.

The priest sat down opposite Vasher in the booth.

XKpew ycencsa B kabvHke HanpoTve Balwwepa.

He wore street clothing, rather than religious robes.

BMecTo psacbl Ha HeM 6b11a YNn4Haa oaexaa.

However—perhaps unconsciously—he had still chosen to wear the white and
green of his deity.

Ho, MoxXeT 6bITb 6ecco3HaTeNbHO, OH BCe Xe Bblbpan 6enble 1 3eneHble LBeTa
CBOEro bo)xecrsa.

Vasher slipped his dagger back into its sheath, masking the sound by taking a
loud sip.

KuHxan Baluepa CKOMb3HYN 06paTHO B HOXHbI, U Balwlep 3aMacknpoBan nsa3r
LUYMHbIM NMOTKOM.

The priest, Bebid, looked about nervously.

Y xpeua bebuaa 6bin HEPBHbIN BUA.

He had enough of a Breath aura to indicate that he’d reached the First
Heightening.

EMy xBaTano AOXHOBEHHOW aypbl, YTOObI NPOAEMOHCTPUPOBaTL NEPBOE
MOBbILLEHNE.

It was where most people—those who could afford to buy Breath—stopped.

Ha 3ToM MHOrve, He 6yayyu B cunax KynuTb cebe 10X, OCTaHaB/IMBaIUCh.

That much Breath would extend their lifespan by a good decade or so and give
them an increased life sense.

Takoe konnyecTso [0XO0B NpoAasieBano UM XU3Hb JIET Ha AECATb U 3aCTaB/iANI0
YYBCTBOBaTb €€ HeobblYalHO OCTpO.

It would also let them see Breath auras and distinguish other Awakeners, and—
in a pinch—let them do a little Awakening themselves.

OHO TakXKe NO3BOJANIO UM BUAETb AOXHOBEHHbIE aypbl M Y3HaBaTb ApYruxX
Npoby)XAatoLIMX, @ KPOME TOro, HEMHOIo NpobyXaaTb CAMOCTOSITENBHO.

A decent trade for spending enough money to feed a peasant family for fifty
years.

CnaBHasl caefnika — noTpaTuTb CYMMY, KOTOPOW 6eAHSLIKOW CeMbe XBaTWO Bbl Ha
NATbAECAT NeT.

“Well?” Vasher asked.

— Hy? — cnpocun Bawep.

Bebid actually jumped at the sound.

bebupa noackounn.

Vasher sighed, closing his eyes.

Baluep B3#0XHy/, MPUKpPbIBas rnasa.

The priest was not accustomed to these kinds of clandestine meetings.

Xpel He NpuBLIK K TalHbIM BCTPEYaM.

He wouldn't have come at all, had Vasher not exerted certain . . . pressures on
him.

OH 6bl M BOBCE He MpWLLES, He OKaXXW Ha HEero Baluep onpeaeneHHoro...
HaXXMMa.

Vasher opened his eyes, staring at the priest as the waiter arrived with two
plates of spiced rice.

Korga oduumaHT npuHec ABe Tapenku C NPUNpPaBAeHHbIM CNELMsIMU PUCOM,
Baluep oTKpbif [N1a3a 1 NPUHAJICS paccMaTpyBaTh XpeLa.

Tektees food was the restaurant’s specialty—the Hallandren liked foreign spices
as much as they liked odd colors.

PecTopaH crneuvannsupoBascs Ha BblYypHbIX 6/104ax — XannaHapeHUaMm
HPaBU/IMCb 3aMOPCKME CMELMU, KaK U NpUYyANMBLIE LIBETA.

Vasher had placed the order earlier, along with a payment that would keep the
surrounding booths empty.

Bawep caenan 3aka3 3apaHee v 3anaaTui 3a To, yTOb6bI COCEAHNE KAaBUHKM
nyCcToBaJiu.

“Well?” Vasher repeated.

— Hy »xe? — nosTopun Bawep.

“I..."” Bebid said. “I don’t know.

— 4... — nponenetan bebng. — He 3Hato.

I haven't been able to find out much.”

MHe Mano 4yto YAaN0Cb BbIACHUTD.

Vasher regarded the man with a stern stare.

Balllep Harpaauna ero XeCTkUM B3risiaoMm.

“You have to give me more time.”

— Jlai Bbl No60oMbLUE BPEMEHM. ..

“Remember your indiscretions, friend,” Vasher said, drinking the last of his tea,
feeling a twinge of annoyance. “"Wouldn't want news of those getting out, would
we?”

— [pyxuiie, BCMOMHUTE O BalMX NpoMaxax, — OTBETUN Ballep, oTnvBas Yai u
pasgpaxasicb. — HaM e He Hy>HO, Y4TODbl OHW BCMIbIIN?

Do we have to go through this again ?

Hey>kenun onsTb NOBTOPSATb NpoVigeHHoe?




Bebid was quiet for a time.

bebua kakoe-To BpeMs Monyarn.

“You don't know what you're asking, Vasher,” he said, leaning in. “I'm a priest of
Brightvison the True.

— Bbl He 3HaeTe, 0 YeM npocute, Balep, — Npoueamnn oH, NoAaBLIKCL Bnepea.
— A cnyxutens AcHoBmaua MICTMHHOrO.

I can't betray my oaths!”

5l He Mory HapywuTb 06eTbi!

“Good thing I'm not asking you to.”

— OTnM4YHO, A Bac 06 3TOM 1 He npouly.

“We're not supposed to release information about court politics.”

— HaM Henb3s pasrnawatb NonTUKY ABopa.

“Bah,” Vasher snapped. “Those Returned can’t so much as /ook at one another
without half of the city learning about it within the hour.”

— Xa! — oTpe3an Baluep. — Bo3BpallleHHbIE ¥ MSHYTh APYr Ha pyra He MoryT
— BECb ropoA y3HaeT 06 3TOM cnycTs nonyaca.

“Surely you're not implying—" Bebid said.

— Ho Bbl e He XOTUTE CKa3aTb... — Havan bebua.

Vasher gritted his teeth, bending his spoon with his finger in annoyance.

Ballep pa3gocafoBaHHO CTUCHYN 3y6bl, COTHYB MasibLEM JIOXKY.

“ Enough, Bebid!

— JloBonbHo, bebua!

We both know that your oaths are all just part of the game.” He leaned in. “And
I really hate games.”

Mbl 06a 3HaeM, YTo BalM 06€Tbl NMLWb YacTb Urpbl. — OH HAKIIOHWJICS Brepea.
— A Vrpbl 8 HEHaBUXXY BCEM CEPALIEM.

Bebid paled and didn't touch his meal.

BneaHbii bebua He NpuKacancsa K eae.

Vasher eyed his spoon with annoyance, then bent it back, calming himself.

Baluep pasapa)keHHO pa3r/isiAen CBOK NIOXKKY M pas3orHys ee, YCrnokaneasch.

He shoveled in a spoonful of rice, mouth burning from the spices.

OH 3a4epnHyn puc, 1 cneumm 060XKrnv poT.

He'd didn't believe in letting food sit around uneaten—you never knew when
you'd have to leave in a hurry.

OH HUMKOraa He oCTaBNAN HU KPOLIKM — HENb3s Npeayrafath, B KaKyl0 MUHYTY
Te6S 3aCTUrHET ronoa.

“There have been . . . rumors,” Bebid finally said. “This goes beyond simple
court politics, Vasher—beyond games played between gods.

— Xoaunu... CNyxu, — HakoHeL ckaszan bebua. — 3To BbIXOAMT 3a rpaHb
06bIYHOV MPUABOPHON MONUTUKKM, Balluep, 3a paMku Urp, B KOTOPbIE UrpatoT
boru.

This is something very real, and very quiet.

ITO HEYTO AOHENb3S PeasibHOe U yCepAHO 3aManyMBaEMoe.

Quiet enough that even observant priests only hear hints of it.”

[axke BHMMaTE/bHbIM XpeLaM AOCTYNHbI TONbKO HaMeKU.

Vasher continued to eat.

Bawep cnywarn.

“There is a faction of the court pushing to attack Idris,” Bebid said. “Though I
can't fathom why.”

— lMpu gBope cylwecTsyeT dpakums, NOATANKMBAKOLWAA K HanageHuo Ha apuc,
— cooblumn bebnag. — XoTa s He NpeacTaBasio 3a4eM.

“Don't be an idiot,” Vasher said, wishing he had more tea to wash down the rice.
“We both know Hallandren has sound reasons to slaughter every person up in
those highlands.”

— He 6yabTe KpeTuHOM, — Bo3pa3un Balwep, cnpocuB eLle Yyasi, YTobbl CMbITb
puc B nuwesod. — Ham 0601MM 13BECTHO, YTO y XannaHapeHa ecTb Beckue
NpuyMHbl NepebuTb ropues.

“Royals,"” Bebid said.

— KoponeBckne ocobbl, — nponsHec bebua.

Vasher nodded.

Bawep KuBHyI.

They were called rebels, but those “rebels” were the true Hallandren royal
family.

WX Ha3blBannM MATEXHMKAMM, HO OHU BbINMN UCTUHHBIMK XannaHapeHuamu.

Mortal men though they might be, their bloodline was a challenge to the Court of
Gods.

CMepTHbIMK, OfHaKo ux KpoBb Hpocana Bbi30B [lsopy 60ros.

Any good monarch knew that the first thing you did to stabilize your throne was
execute anyone who had a better claim to it than you did.

JTiobolt TONKOBbI MOHapX MNOHUMaN: B MEPBYIO ouepeab CresyeT YKpenuTb TPOH,
TO €CTb Ka3HWTb BCEX, KTO Ha Hero NocsirHeT no 6o/blueMy npaey.

After that, it was usually a good idea to execute everyone who thought they
might have claim.

Mocne aToro 06bI4HO poXaanacb yaa4yHasa MblC/lb: Ka3HUTb BCEX, KTO TaKNM
NPETEHAEHTOM JINLLb KaXXETCA.

“So,” Vasher said. “You fight, Hallandren wins.

— 3HaunT, — cKkasan Bawep, — Bbl BoeTe, XannaHgpeH nobexaaert.

What's the problem?”

B yem npobnema?

“It's a bad idea, that's the problem,” Bebid said. “A terrible idea.

— B TOM, 4TO 37O AypHas 3aTesi, — otBeTUN bebug. — YxacHas.




Kalad’s Phantoms, man!

Momunyite — npu3paku Kanaga!

Idris won't go easily, no matter what people in the court say.

Napuc He caacTcsa nerko, 4to 6bl HK roBopuan npn aBope.

This won't be like squashing that fool Vahr.

3T0 BaM He nojgasfieHue raynoro Baxpa.

The Idrians have allies from across the mountains and the sympathies of dozens
of kingdoms.

Y apuiueB eCTb 3@ ropamMm COIO3HUKM U CUMMATUK AKOXWUHbI KOPOSIEBCTB.

What some are calling a ‘simple quelling of rebel factions’ could easily spin into
another Manywar.

To, UTO Mbl Ha3blBaeM «06bIYHbIM YHUHUTOXEHNEM MSITEXHOMN (hpaKLmmu»,
3aMpoCcTo MOXET NepepacTyt B HOBYHO MaHBOMHY.

Do you want that?

Bam sToro xouerca?

Thousands upon thousands dead?

TbiCa4mM ThiCAY TPynoBs?

Kingdoms falling to never rise again?

KoponeBcTBa, KOTOpble pyLLATCs, YTOBbI Y)Ke HEe BOCCTaThb?

All so we can grab a little bit of frozen land nobody really wants.”

A BCe, UTO HaM [IOCTAHETCS, — KJI0HOK NpoMep3LIel 3eMNu, B AENCTBUTENLHOCTU
HUKOMY HE HY>XHbIN.

“The trade passes are valuable,” Vasher noted.

— Toprosble nyTn 061a4at0T LEHHOCTBIO, — 3aMeTun Bawep.

Bebid snorted.

bebua dbipkHYN:

“The Idrians aren't foolish enough to raise their tariffs foo high.

— M.ClpVIl\/IILI,bI He TaK rnynsol, YTO6bl HE B3BUHTUTb MOLNHBI A0 3a06/1a4HbIX
BbICOT.

This isn't about money.

Bce neno B aeHbrax.

It's about fear.

B cTpaxe.

People in the court talk about what might happen if the Idrians cut off the
passes or what may happen if the Idrians let enemies slip through and besiege
TTelir.

Mpu aBoOpe cyaayat o0 TOM, YTO MO0 Bbl CNyYUTbCS, MEPEKPOr MAPUILbI NyTK,
WK O TOM, YTO MOXET MPOU3ONTM, EC/IU OHM MPOMYCTAT BPAroB U 0cagsT
T'Tenup.

If this were about money, we'd never go to war.

[eno He TOoMbKO B AeHbrax, MHaye He 6b1710 6bl peYn 0 BOMHE.

Hallandren thrives on its dye and textiles trade.

XannaHapeH NpouBETAEeT, TOPryst KpackaMu M TEKCTUIIEM.

You think that business would boom in war?

MMo-BalleMy, 3TOT BU3HEC pacLBETET BO BPEMS BOWHbI?

We'd be lucky not to suffer a full economic collapse.”

PasoBbeTca? Ham NoBe3EeT, ecnv HAac He NOCTUIHET MOJHbIA SKOHOMUYECKUIA
Kpax.

“And you assume that I care about Hallandren’s economic well-being?” Vasher
asked.

— W BbI cunTaeTe, UTO MHE €CTb Kakoe-TO AeN0 A0 3KOHOMUYECKOro
6narononyuuns XannaHgpeHa? — XMblkHyn Bawwuep.

“Ah, yes,"” Bebid said dryly. “I forgot who I was talking to.

— Ax fa, — cyxo oTo3Bancs bebua. — CoBceM 3abbif1, C KEM pa3roBapuBalo.

What do you want, then?

Torpa Yero e Bbl XOTUTE?

Tell me so we can get this over with.”

CkaxuTte, 1 feny KoHel,.

“Tell me about the rebels,” Vasher said, chewing on rice.

— Pacckaxkute 0 NOBCTaHLAaX, — Nonpocu Balluep, NpoXxeBbiBas puc.

“The Idrians?

— 06 napuiiuax?

We just talked—"

Mbl >Xe TOMbKO YTO O6CY,U,VI}'IVI...

“Not them,” Vasher said. “"The ones in the city.”

— He o Tex, — Bo3pa3wn Bawep. — O gpyrux, B ropoge.

“They’re unimportant now that Vahr is dead,” the priest said with a wave of his
hand. “"Nobody knows who killed him, by the way.

— Tenepsb, koraa Baxp MepTB, OT HUX HUKAKOro TOJIKY, — OTMaxHyscs xpeL,. —
HWKTO, MeXXay NpoYMM, HE 3HAET, KTO ero ybun.

Probably the rebels themselves.

BO3MOXHO, CaMu MSATEXHUKMU.

Guess they didn't appreciate his getting himself captured, eh?”

HaBepHO, UM He MoHpaBW/Iacb ero NouMKa?

Vasher said nothing.

Baliep npomonyarn.

“Is that all you want?” Bebid said impatiently.

— 3T0 BCe, YTO BaM HY>XHO? — HeTepnenmeo cnpocun bebug.




"I need to contact the factions you mentioned,” Vasher said. “The ones who are
pushing for war against Idris.”

— MHe Hy)XHO CBS3aTbCS C A4eliKaMu, KOTOPbIE Bbl YNOMSIHY/IN, — OTBETUII
Bawep. — C TEMU, KOFO rOHAT Ha BOMHY C Mapucom.

"I won't help you enrage the—"

— 51 He CTaHy MoMoraTb BaM B Pa3XXUraHuM...

“Do not presume to tell me what to do, Bebid.

— bebug, BO3AEpXMTECh OT YKasaHWi, YTO MHe Aenatb.

Just give me the information you promised, and you can be free of all this.”

MpocTo nepefaiite MHe obelliaHHble CBEAEHWS U MOXKETe 3abbiTh 06 3TOM fene.

“Vasher,” Bebid said, leaning in even further. “I can help.

— Bawep, — npousHec bebug, ewe cnnbHee NoaaBlINCL BNepea, — S He Mory
NOMOYb.

My lady isn't interested in these kinds of politics, and I move in the wrong
circles.”

Mos nean He MHTEpecyeTcs Takoro poaa I'IOJ'IMTMKOI\/’I, N A XOXY BOKpPYI Aa OKOJ10.

Vasher ate some more, judging the man'’s sincerity.

Baluep cben elle HEMHOro, OLIEHMBAs MCKPEHHOCTb cobeceaHnKa.

“All right. Who, then?”

MPONYLLEHO

Bebid relaxed, using his napkin to wipe his brow.

bebua yCnoKowsIcs v NPUHANCA BbITUPATb J106 NIaTKOM.

“I don't know,” he said. “Maybe one of Mercystar’s priests?

— He 3Halo, — NpousHec oH. — A BAPYr NOMOXET KTO-HUOYAb U3 Cryxutenei
MunocepaHon?

You could also try Bluefingers, I suppose.”

Monarato, 4TO MOXKHO MONbITaTb c4acTbs M ¢ CMHeNnasnbIM.

“Bluefingers?

— CuHenanbin?

That's an odd name for a god.”

CrpaHHoe nMsa ans 6ora.

“Bluefingers isn't a god,” Bebid said, chuckling. "That'’s just a nickname.

— CvHenansivi He 6or, — ycMexHyscst bebua. — 9To BCcero-HaBCEro Npo3BULLE.

He's the High Place steward, head of the scribes.

OH rNaBHbIN 3KOHOM, I11aBa MUCLIOB.

He pretty much keeps the court running; if anyone knows anything about this
faction, it will be him.

OH MHOIVM 3anpaB/sieT BO ABOPLIE, U €C/IN KTO-HMBYAb 3HAET 06 3ToW hpakumu,
TO TOJIbKO OH.

Of course, he's so stiff and straight, you'll have a hard time breaking him.”

KOHeYHo, OH ynpsiM 1 HecrmbaeM, Tak YTo BaM b6yaeT TpyAHO ero ClIoMUTb.

“You'd be surprised,” Vasher said, shoveling the last bit of rice into his mouth. "I
got you, didn't I?”

— Bbl 6b1 yanBunuce, — oTBeTUN Balep, knags B poT NOCNEAHION NOXKY puca.
— Begab Bac xe pasrosopun?

"I suppose.”

— Moxanyi.

Vasher stood.

Bawep BcTasn.

“Pay the waiter when you leave,” he said, grabbing his cloak off its peg and
wandering out.

— Pacnnatutech, koraa 6byaete yxoauTb, — 6poCKS OH, CHUMAs C KproYka nnall,
W BblLLEN.

He could feel a . . . darkness to his right.

OH noYys... TbMY B HOYM.

He walked down the street, then turned down an alley, where he found
Nightblood—still sheathed—sticking from the chest of the thief who had stolen
him.

Mpowen no ynuue u CBepHyn B Nepeynok, rae obHapyxun HouHoro XuwHuka:
TOT, OCTaBasiCb B HOXHaX, Top4yan U3 rpyan noxutuTens.

Another cutpurse lay dead on the alley floor.

Elle oanH MepTBbIi KapMaHHWK NIeXan Ha 3eMsie.

Vasher pulled the sword free, then snapped the sheath closed—it had only been
opened a fraction of an inch—and did up the clasp.

Baluep BblAEpHY MeY U1 3aCTErHYN HOXHbI, KOTOPblE MPUOTKPbLIIUCL BCEFO Ha
OIONM.

You lost your temper in there for a bit, Nightblood said with a chastising tone. 7
thought you were going to work on that.

«Tbl TaM MafoCTb PaCKUNATUIICS, — NOXXypuSa HoUHOM XULHWK. — S peLliunn, YTo
pa3bopa He MMHOBaTbL>.

Guess I'm relapsing, Vasher thought.

«CuwuTait 310 060CTpeHMEM», — nogyMan Baluep.

Nightblood paused.

HouHon XWLWHWK noMeanun.

I don't think you ever really unlapsed in the first place.

«5l gyman, Tbl U He TYynuacsa».

That'’s not a word, Vasher said, leaving the alley.

«Henogxopgsuiee cnoso», — 3aMeTunn Ballep, BbIXoAs U3 nepeyrka.

So? Nightblood said. You're too worried about words.

«Pa3Be? — He yHuMancs HoyHoi XMLHKUK. — Tbl CAMILKOM 3a60TULLbCS O




cnoBax.

That priest—you spent all those words on him, then you just let him go.

7ot Xpel... Tbl 05,[7}/[”/4/7 Ha HEro MHOro /ios, a roc/ie oTrycri/i.

It’s not really how I would have handled the situation.

A noctynni 6b1 nHayve».

Yes, I know, Vasher said. Your way would have involved making several more
corpses.

«[la, 3Hato, — oTBeTun Bawep. — Tbl ocTaBui 6bl nocne cebs ewe HeCKObKO
TpynoB».

Well, Iam a sword, Nightblood said with a mental huff. Might as well stick to
what you're good at. . . .

«YT0 noaenaeuwsb, S e Me4, — He 6e3 0buabl oTBETUA TOT. — HO 9 Mor 6bl
npeycneTb U B TOM, B YeM Thbl MacTep...»

* k¥

* k¥

LIGHTSONG SAT ON HIS PATIO, watching his new queen’s carriage pull up to
the palace.

Cvpas B cBOEM NaTvo, YXXaBOpOHOK Habnoaan 3a NpuBAmKeHEM K ABOPLY
3KMMaka HOBOWM KOPOJIEBHI.

“Well, this has been a pleasant day,” he remarked to his high priest.

— YT0 X, Nnpeacrount I'IpVISITHbIﬁ AEHb, — 3aMETU/1 OH NEPBOCBALLEHHUKY.

A few cups of wine—along with some time to get past thinking about children
deprived of their Breath—and he was beginning to feel more like his usual self.

HeckobKko Yall BUHa MnJoC BpeMs Ha To, YyTO6bI 3a6bITb O AETSX, INLUNBLLMXCS
[A0Xa, N OH CTan NpeXHUM.

“You're that happy to have a queen?” Llarimar asked.

— Bbl pagpl, 4TO 06penun koponesy? — cnpocun Jinapumap.

“I'm that happy to have avoided petitions for the day thanks to her arrival.

— 1l paf, 4To 6n1arogaps en nsbexxan NpoLIeHUi.

What do we know about her?”

YTO HaM O HeW U3BECTHO?

“Not much, Your Grace,” Llarimar said, standing beside Lightsong’s chair and
looking toward the God King’s palace. “The Idrians surprised us by not sending
the eldest daughter as planned.

— He MHoro, Bawa M1AocTb, — 0TBeTMN JInapvumap, CTaHOBSCb NoAase
XaBopoHka v rnsaas Ha asopel bora-kopons. — Vapwiubl yaMBuam Hac,
npucnaB He CTapLUylO A0Yb, KaK MJ1aHUPOoBasoCh.

They sent the youngest in her stead.”

B3aMeH OHW OTMPaBUAM MIAALWYHO.

“Interesting,” Lightsong said, accepting another cup of wine from one of his
servants.

— WHTepecHo, — ckasan XXaBopoHOK, NPUHUMas OT C/TyT1 HOBYIO Yallly BUHA.

“She's only seventeen years old,” Llarimar said. "I can't imagine being married to
the God King at her age.”

— En Bcero ceMHaguaTtb, — coobwun Jinapumap. — He npeacraBnsiio
3aMyxecTBa 3a boroM-koposieM B TaKOM BO3pacTe.

"I can’t imagine you being married to the God King at any age, Scoot,” Lightsong
said. Then he pointedly cringed. “Actually, yes I canimagine it, and the dress
looks painfully inelegant on you. Make a note to have my imagination flogged for
its insolence in showing me that particular sight.”

— Tebs, WHbipa, g B 11060M BO3pacTe He NpeACTaBsio 3a HUM 3aMyXeM, —
3aa8u1N XKaBOPOHOK M MOAYEPKHYTO CKpUBMUICA. — A BNpo4veM, BoObpasnTb
MOXHO, W NaTbe CMOTPUTCS Ha Tebe yxacHo. OTMETb HaxasbCTBO 3TOMO
BMAEHWS, NocTaBb cebe ranoyky.

“I'll put it in line right behind your sense of decorum, Your Grace,” Llarimar said
dryly.

— Sl HanWLWLy O HEM Yepe3 3ansTyto, Noc/ie 3aMeTOK O Balleil
61aronpuUcTOMHOCTH, Balla MUIOCTb, — CYXO OTBETU/ JInapumap.

“Don't be silly,” Lightsong said, taking a sip of wine. "I haven't had one
of thosein years.”

— He agypu, — oTMaxHynca XKaBopoHOK. — BOT yXe rofbl NOHATUS HE UMEID,
YTO 3TO TaKoe.

He leaned back, trying to decide what the Idrians were signaling by sending the
wrong princess.

OH OTKMHYNCS Ha CMUHKY, NbITasiCb cO0bpa3nTb, Ha YTO HAMeKann ApUIALL,
npuciaB He Ty AEBYLLKY.

Two potted palms waved in the wind, and Lightsong was distracted by the scent
of salt on the incoming sea breeze.

[1Be nanbMbl B KafKaxX Kayanucb Ha BETPY, U XXaBOpOHKa OTBNEK apoMaT
Mopckoro 6pusa.

I wonder if I sailed that sea once, he thought. A man of the ocean? Is that how I
died?

«WHTepecHO, NnaBan M g XoTb pa3 No TOMy MOPIO, — NoayMan oH. — Yenosek
13 oKeaHa? 3ToW i1 CMepPTbIO 51 yMep?

Is that why I dreamed of a ship?

Y MHe 1103TOMY MPUCHWICS KOPab/ib?»

He could only vaguely remember that dream now.

Tenepb CHOBMAEHWME MNOMHWIOCH KpalHe pacnsibiByaTo.

Aredsea. ..

KpacHoe Mope...

Fire.

OroHb.




Death, killing, and battle.

CmepTb, youictea n 60M.

He was shocked as he suddenly remembered his dream in starker, more vivid
detail.

Ero noTtpsicno, kak BHE3aNHO OH BCMOMHW COH B OCTPENLLMX, XMBEMLLNX
nogpobHoCTAX.

The sea had been red as it reflected the magnificent city of T'Telir, engulfed in
flames.

Mope 6bI710 KpacHO, NMOCKOJbKY OTpaXkano BenvkonenHsiii ropoa T'Tenup,
OXBaYeHHbIN NSIaMEHEM.

He could almost hear people crying out in pain, he could nearly hear . . . what?

OH NouTW CiblWwan, Kak Jloan KpuyaT oT 6051; OH MOI HaX0AWUTbCS PSAOM... UTO
3710?

Soldiers marching and fighting in the streets?

ConpiaTthl MapLIMPYOT MO YMLAM U cpa)akTca?

Lightsong shook his head, trying to dispel the phantom memories.

)KaBOPOHOK BCTPSAXHY/T rOfI0BOM, NbITasicb pa3BesiTb aHTOMHbIE BOCMIOMMHAHMSI.

The ship he'd seen in his dream had been burning too, he now remembered.

Hacko/IbKO OH MOMHW, NPUrPE3MBLUMIACA KOpab/ib TOXeE Mblia.

It didn’t have to mean anything; everyone had nightmares.

2710 He 06513aTeNbHO YTO-TO 3HAYWIO: KowiMapsbl 6bIBaOT Y BCEX.

But it made him uncomfortable to know that Ais nightmares were seen as
prophetic omens.

Ho eMy cTano He no ce6e — Beab €ro KolMapbl CHATAIMCh MPOPOYECKUMM
3HAMEHMUSIMM.

Llarimar was still standing beside Lightsong’s chair, watching the God King's
palace.

Jlnapumap Bce cTosn y Kpecna >KaBopoHKa, cfieas 3a ABopuoM bora-koporns.

"Oh, sit down and stop looming over me,” Lightsong said. “You're making the
buzzards jealous.”

— Ox, [1a cab XXe U nepecTaHb Haao MHOWM HaBucaTb, — NoTpebosan
>KaBOpOHOK. — HeBex bl 3aB1ayHoT.

Llarimar raised an eyebrow. “"And which buzzards would that be, Your Grace?”

— M 41O e 3T0 33 HeBEeXAbl, Balla MUIOCTb? — BCKMHYJ 6pPOBb XpeL,.

“The ones who keep pushing for us to go to war,” Lightsong said waving a hand.

— Te, 4TO NPOAOIHKAIOT NOATANIKMBATL HAC K BOMHE, — OTMaxHY/cs XXaBOPOHOK.

The priest sat down on one of the patio’s wooden recliners and relaxed as he
sat, removing the bulky miter from his head.

XKpeu cen B packnagHoe AepeBsSHHOE KPecno, paccnabuncs u CHaM BbICOKYHO
MUTPY.

Underneath, Llarimar’s dark hair was plastered to his head with sweat.

MNoa Het YepHble BONOCH! JInapuMapa cannance oT noTa.

He ran his hand through it.

OH ux npurnagun.

During the first few years, Llarimar had remained stiff and formal at all the
times.

B nepBbie roabl JInapuMap HEM3MEHHO AepiKasicsl HYOMOpHO U oduLUmManbHo.

Eventually, however, Lightsong had worn him down.

Ho >KaBOpPOHOK B UTOre ero goKoHal.

After all, Lightsong was the god.

B kOHUEe KOHLOB, YKaBOpOHOK 6b11 60rom.

In his opinion, if he could lounge on the job, then so could his priests.

Ecnn oH nonaran, 4to BrnpaBe 6e3nenbHMYaTh Ha CJ'IY)K6€, TO U XpeLubl MOrnn
npeaaBaTbCAa TOMY Xe.

"I don't know, Your Grace,” Llarimar said slowly, rubbing his chin. “I don't like
this.”

— Sl NoHMMalo, Balla MUIOCTb, — MEANEHHO Npou3Hec JInapmMMap, noTupas
noabopoaok. — MHe 3TO He HpaBUTCS.

“The queen’s arrival?” Lightsong asked.

— [pwnesg KoponeBbl? — YTOYHUA XKaBOPOHOK.

Llarimar nodded.

JlnapvMap KuBHyn:

“We haven't had a queen in the court for some thirty years.

— lMpv aBope yxe feT TpnauaTb He 661710 KOPONEeBsbI.

I don't know how the factions will deal with her.”

5 NOHATUSA HE MMEID, C KAaKMMW OHA CTOJIKHETCH d)paKLl,VIﬂMVI.

Lightsong rubbed his forehead.

XKaBopoHok notep 106:

“Politics, Llarimar?

— lMonutuka, Jinapumap?

You know I frown on such things.”

Thl )ke 3Haelb, YTO OHA NOBEPraeT MeHs B YHbIHKE.

Llarimar eyed him.

JlnapMmap BCMOTPEJICA B HEro:

“Your Grace, you are—by default—a politician.”

— Bbl 1 ecTb nonnTWK, Bawa MUNoCTb. Mo onpegeneHuio.

“Don’t remind me, please.

— MMpouwly, He HanoMWHai.




I should very well like to extract myself from the situation.

1 6bl C YAOBONLCTBMEM OTAENANCS OT 3TON Ponu.

Do you think, perhaps, I could bribe one of the other gods to take control of my
Lifeless Commands?”

Kak no-tBoeMy, cyMelo s NoaKynuTb Apyrux 60ros, YTobbl OHW B35/M NOA
KPbI/TbILLKO MOM 6€3)KM3HEHHbIE BOWCKA?

"I doubt that would be wise,” Llarimar said.

— Bpsig nv 310 pasymMHo, — oTeBeTun Jinapumap.

“It's all part of my master plan to insure that I become totally and redundantly
useless to this city by the time I die. Again.”

— K MWHYyTEe NOBTOPHOM CMEPTU S| PAacCYMTbIBAKO CTaTb NOMHOCTBLIO M HECTEPMMMO
6ecnonesHbIM Ansa ropoga.

Llarimar cocked his head.

JInapumap CKJIOHWN rosioBy Habok:

“"Redundantly useless?”

— Hectepnnmo 6ecnonesHbimM?

“Of course.

— KoHeyHo.

Regular uselessness wouldn't be enough—I am, after all, a god.” He took a
handful of grapes from a servant’s tray, still trying to dismiss his dream’s
disturbing images.

MpocToi 6ecrnonesHocTn 6yaeT Mano — Kak HU KpyTu, s 6or. — XXaBOpOHOK
B35 Y CNYrX C NOAHOCA rOpCTb BUHOMPAZNH, NO-NPEXHEMY CUSISICb OTOMHATb
TpeBOXHble 06pa3bl.

They didnt mean anything.

OHM HMYEro He 3HaYnINn,

Just dreams.

MpocTO CHbI.

Even so, he decided he would tell Llarimar about them the next morning.

Ho OH BCe paBHO pelnn HayTpo pacckasaTb 0 HUX Jlnapumapy.

Perhaps Llarimar could use the dreams to help push for peace with Idris.

Bo3MoXxHO, Jinapumap cymeeT coxpaHuTb Mup ¢ aAprUCOM, NCMonNb3ys
CHOBWUAEHMS.

If old Dedelin hadn't sent his firstborn daughter, it would mean more debates in
the court.

Pa3 cTapbii leaenvH He npucian nepBeHuLy, BO3MOXHbI HOBble Ae6aThbl Mpu
JIBOpE.

More talk of war.

HoBble pa3roBopbl 0 BOMHe.

This princess’s arrival should have settled it, but knew that the war hawks
among the gods would not let the issue die.

Mpuesn NpyHUECCHl Ao/MKEH 6bl1 BCE YNaauTb, HO OH 3Han: cpean 60roB ecTb
ACTpebbl, KOTOPbIE TaK JIErko He CAaAYTCS.

“Still,” Llarimar said, as if talking to himself. “They did send someone. That is a
good sign, surely.

— W Bce-Takn OHWM KOro-To npucnanu, — 3ameTun JinapuMap, CloBHO
obpaulasicb k cebe. — 3T0, HECOMHEHHO, A06pbIN 3HaK.

An outright refusal would have meant war for certain.”

MpsiMoV 0TKa3 HaBEPHsIKa 03Hayan 6bl ANs HEKOTOPbIX BOMHY.

“And whoever Certain is, I doubt we should have a war for him,” Lightsong said
idly, inspecting a grape. “War is, in my divine opinion, even worse than politics.”

— W keM 6bl HU 6bINM 3T KHEKOTOPbIE», 1 COMHEBAIOCh, YTO C HUMU HY>XHO
BOEBaTb, — JIEHWBO OTBETWJ1 XKaBOPOHOK, paccMaTpuBasl BUHorpaauHy. — o
MO€eMY 60)KECTBEHHOMY MHEHMIO, BOVHA €ElLe XY>KEe NOAUTUKU.

“Some say the two are the same, Your Grace.”

— WHble, Balla MWUIOCTb, FOBOPST, YTO 3TO O4HO M TO Xe.

“Nonsense.

— B3gop.

War is far worse.

BoilHa ropasfo xyxe.

At least where politics is going on, there are usually nice hors d'oeuvres.”

Mo KpaliHel Mepe, Koraa pedb MAET O NONUTUKE, OHa o6opaynBaeTcs
NPUANYHBLIM aHTpE.

As usual, Llarimar ignored Lightsong’s witty remarks.

JInapumap, Kak Bceraa, NpoMrHop1MpoBas OCTPOYMHblE 3aMedaHus XKaBopoHKa.

Lightsong would have been offended if he hadn't known there were three
separate lesser priests standing at the back of the patio, recording his words,
searching for wisdom and meaning within them.

Bor ockopbuncs 6bl, He 3Hal OH O TPeX HU3LLKX XpeLax, CTOSIBLUMX Ha
3a/1BOpKax NaTvo M 3aHOCUBLLUMX B aHHasbl BCE €ro M3peyeHus ans
JanbHenwero novucka MyapocTi U cMbicna.

“What will the Idrian rebels do now, do you think?” Llarimar asked.

— Y70 XXe, No-BaleMy, NPeAnpUMYT UAPUNCKNE MSTEXHUKU? — CNPOCUN
Jlnapumap.

“Here’s the thing, Scoot,” Lightsong said, leaning back, closing his eyes and
feeling the sun on his face. "The Idrians don't consider themselves to be rebels.

— 370 3aragka, LWHblpa, — oTBeTUN XKaBOPOHOK, OTKMHYBLUUCL B KPECse,
3aKpbIB rNasa v NOACTaBUB MU0 COonHUy. — Vapuiiuel He cunTaloT cebst
MSTEXHUKaMMU.




They're not sitting up in their hills, waiting for the day when they can return in
triumph to Hallandren.

OHM He TopyaT Ha X0NMax B OXXMAAHWW AHS, Korga ¢ TpuyMm@OoM BepHYTCS B
XannaHgpeH.

This isn't their home anymore.”

370 yXKe He NxX AoM.

“Those peaks are hardly a kingdom.”

— ITU KPYy4YM He MOXOXM Ha KOPONIEBCTBO.

“They're enough of a kingdom to control the area’s best mineral deposits, four
vital passes to the north, and the original royal line of the original Hallandren

dynasty.

— [loCTaTo4YHO MOXOXMW, YTOBbI MAPUIALILI 06aaany TEPPUTOPUEN C NyYLLIEN
PYZOW, YETbIPbMS XXM3HEHHO BaXXHbIMM MPOXOAAMMN Ha CEBEP M MOASIMHHOM
KOPONEBCKON KPOBbIO NMOAJIMHHOW Xa/laHAPEHCKOW ANHACTUM,

They don't need us, my friend.”

Mbl HE HYXHbI M, CTapMHa.

“And the talk of Idrian dissidents in the city, ones rousing the people against the
Court of Gods?”

— A KaK 6bITb C pa3roBOpaMu 0 FOPOACKMX UAPUINCKUX ANCCMAEHTaX, KOTopble
HaCTpanBaloT Hapoa NpoTus [Bopa 60ros?

“Rumors only,” Lightsong said. “Though, when I'm proven wrong and the
underprivileged masses storm my palace and burn me at the stake, I'll be sure to
inform them that you were right all along.

— Bcero nuwb cnyxu, — 3as8un XXaBopoHOK. — XOTs1, Koraa AoKaxyT, yTo s
owmnbCs, U HEMMYLLME MacChl BO3bMYT MOW ABOpPEL, WTYPMOM, @ MEHS COXIYT Ha
cTonbe, 1 06s13aTeNIbHO co0bLly UM O TBOEN NpaBoTeE.

You'll get the last laugh.

Tbl NOCMeeLWwbCs NoCNegHUM.

Or ... well, the last scream, since you'll probably be tied up beside me.”

Mnu... NnoBoellb, TaK KaK, CKopee Bcero, 6yaellb NpuBsSI3aH psiioM.

Llarimar sighed, and Lightsong opened his eyes to find the priest regarding him
with a contemplative expression.

JInapumap B3[0XHYN, ¥ XXaBOPOHOK, OTKPbIB FNa3a, 06HapYXuJs1, 4To XpeL,
NpUCTaNbHO PaccMaTpUBAET €ro.

The priest didn't chastise Lightsong for his levity.

Ho oH He nopuuan YXaBopoHKa 3a NIerkomblcne.

Llarimar just reached down, putting his headdress back on.

JInapvMap nuLb HAarHyACs, CHOBa HaAeB rofioBHOMN ybop.

He was the priest; Lightsong was the god.

OH 6bIn xpeuoM, a XXKaBopoHOK — 60rom.

There would be no questioning of motives, no rebukes.

Hu cnopoB, HY YNpeKoB He nocneayer.

If Lightsong gave an order, they would all do exactly as he said.

Ecnn 2KaBOpoHOK MpuKasbiBas, BCe Aenanochb Mo ero cnoay.

Sometimes, that terrified him.

Mopoli 3TO ero yxacano.

But not this day.

Ho He ceroaHs.

He was, instead, annoyed.

HblH4Ye OH 6b11 pasapakeH.

The queen’s arrival had somehow gotten him talking about politics—and the day
had been going so well until then.

Mpviesa KoponeBbl KAKUM-TO 06Pa3oM BTSAHY/1 €r0 B Pa3roBOp O MOMUTUKE, U 3TO
B [1€Hb, KOTOPbIN OH CO6Mpancs NPOBECTY XOPOLLO.

“More wine,” Lightsong said, raising his cup.

— Euwe BnHUa, — n3pek XXaBOpPOHOK, NOAHUMAs Yally.

“You can't get drunk, Your Grace,” Llarimar noted. “Your body is immune to all
toxins.”

— Bawa MnnocTb, Bbl HE MOXETe HanuTbCa, — 3aMeTun Jinapumap. — Baw
OpraHu3m HeEBOCMPUNMYMB K TOKCUHAM.

*I know,” Lightsong said as a lesser servant filled his cup. “But trust me—
I'm guite good at pretending.”

— 4 3Hato, — oTBeTUN XKaBOPOHOK, KOrAa MAaALWMin cnyra HaNnoaHWA Yally. —
Ho noBepb, A 3aMevaTeNbHO NPUTBOPSIHOCH.




