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            Introduction

          

          By Edward Willett

        

      

    

    
      Back in the sixteenth century, learned men were known for creating “cabinets of curiosities,” collections of notable objects: relics of archaeological interest, fascinating geological specimens, stuffed animals, valuable books, works of art, and more. These cabinets (at the time, the term referred to rooms, not just pieces of furniture) were precursors to modern museums. They were also a form of entertainment: “learned entertainment,” as the Royal Society in London termed it.

      These collections might or might not have a strong central theme. It depended on the collector and his or her specific interests. Some might largely be collections of one type of thing; others might be collections of many different types of things.

      Anthologies, it seems to me, are rather like cabinets of curiosities, the collector being the editor. Many anthologies have a strong central theme, such as “stories set on Mars,” or “stories about ancient deities making their way in the modern world,” or “alternate histories of the Civil War.” The curiosities collected in such cabinets are all related to this central theme, and thus, readers know what to expect as they move from tale to tale.

      This anthology, and its precursor, Shapers of Worlds, published last year, are far more eclectic. The stories collected here are stories connected not by theme but by something more concrete: every author was a guest during the second year of my podcast, The Worldshapers, where I interview other science fiction and fantasy authors about their creative process.

      Both anthologies grew out of a presentation to the annual general meeting of SaskBooks, the association of Saskatchewan publishers of which I’m a member, in 2019. A publisher from Winnipeg explained how she had successfully Kickstarted an anthology of short fiction, and I thought, Hey, I know some authors . . .

      I reached out to the guests from the first year of my podcast, which had begun in August 2018, and eighteen authors agreed to take part, with nine offering to write new stories and nine to provide reprints. After climbing the somewhat steep Kickstarter learning curve, I successfully crowdsourced Shapers of Worlds in early 2020 and published it through my own Shadowpaw Press last fall.

      Having done it once, I thought I could do it again, so I reached out to my second-year guests. This time, eighteen authors agreed to write new stories, and six offered reprints, and that’s the volume you now hold in your hand (or are viewing on your ebook reader of choice).

      To return to my metaphor, these stories are those which the authors themselves chose to be displayed in this cabinet of curiosities. The result, I think you’ll find, is as varied as the strange assortment of oddities and discoveries those long-ago collectors placed in their personal showcases, ranging from far-future science fiction to modern-day fantasy to stories of alternate histories to tales set in magical realms. Here you will find darkness and danger, but also light and hope; grimness, but also humour; rollicking adventure alongside quieter tales conducive to contemplation.

      It has been a great honour both to interview these authors and to collect and edit these stories. I couldn’t be prouder to present Shapers of Worlds Volume II to the world.

      And, of course, none of this could have been possible without the generosity of all those who backed the Kickstarter earlier this year that provided the funds to pay the authors and produce this book. I hope you’ll find your support was well worthwhile.

      Another term for a cabinet of curiosities was “cabinet of wonder.” In the stories that follow, you will find a great deal of wonder: they are, literally, wonder-full.

      Enjoy, and thanks for reading!

      

      
        
        Edward Willett

        Regina, Saskatchewan

        September 2021

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Shadow Sight

          

          By Kelley Armstrong

        

      

    

    
      Empty road stretching into darkness. Water shimmering in wagon-wheel ruts. One cry from a night creature, cut short as a shadow snatches it up. On a road like this, it’s a sure bet something will swoop in to devour you. Which is why I’m walking right down the middle.

      Come get me.

      Please, come get me.

      I’m watching the water-filled wagon ruts. No ripples. No one is here. Not yet. The full moon reflects in those strips of water, and as I watch, a second moon appears from behind the first.

      I squint up into the night sky. The second moon is but a pale reflection of the first, yet it grows stronger as it moves into the forefront, leaching light from its double. I wait until it is about to intersect with the first, and then I tear my gaze away. They say that if you witness the intersection, the image will burn onto your eyes and you’ll forever see those two moons, even in full daylight.

      Is that true? I don’t know, and I don’t care. Only a fool tempts fate, and we Rileys are not fools. If I had to look at the double-moon, I’d take that chance, but if there’s no reason to do it, then it’s like sticking your hand in a fire just to see if it’ll burn.

      Most folks don’t need to worry about gazing on a double-moon because most folks only ever notice the one. Rileys are different. We see the shadows. We see that second moon, emerging as a pale ghost of a thing and then gaining strength until it overtakes the moon itself.

      People have those shadows, too. A second self that hides behind us, wispy and insubstantial. Normal folks sometimes catch a glimpse of it, that moment when they think a person isn’t quite what they seem to be. But then the shadow disappears, and they tell themselves they were imagining things. They weren’t.

      Once, a friend took me to a church revival. I wasn’t much interested in the sermonizing, but I was tempted by the promise of sugar jumbles. Sadly, to get the cookies, I had to sit through the sermonizing. I remember the preacher going on about people’s secret selves. Their dark and sinful innermost selves. That’s when I realized that even normal folks know about the shadows. They just can’t see them.

      I can’t reckon what that must be like, meeting a person and knowing they could be the sort who’d knife you in the back or the sort who’d give you the shirt off their back, and not seeing their truth until it’s too late. Until their knife is sticking between your ribs. Or until you’ve planted your knife between their ribs, mistrust and suspicion guiding your hand.

      The problem with the shadow sight is that it’s only really useful if you’re willing to let your own shadow grow, just a little. We Riley women do good with our gift, but to do good, we also do bad.

      Rileys are hired killers. My auntie May says “vigilantes,” but that’s only because she likes fancy words. Nothing fancy about killing.

      If you’ve lived in this part of the world long, you’ll hear whispers about us. A family who’ll kill someone who needs killing. Just don’t try saying that person did something they never did. This family will know the truth, and if you lied, they’ll keep your money and warn the person you wanted dead.

      To hire a Riley, you need to find one of our confederates. You’ll never actually meet us. Never even hear our name. That’s what keeps us safe. Folks expect they’re hiring men. Brothers and fathers and sons of some magical family. The Rileys are just a house full of women, running a ranch after their menfolk died on the road west. They do all right by themselves—got a nice house, and they’re always buying up land and paying good wages to their cowboys—but that’s because their menfolk left them a ton of money.

      We Rileys hide in plain sight, and that’s what I’m doing tonight. Just a girl, not yet twenty, walking down a dark road, looking nervous as she tries to hide the jangling of her market coins.

      Come out, come out, wherever you are.

      I squint up at the moon as its shadow self disappears. It’s a cool night. Crisp, Auntie May would say, and I’ll admit that’s a good word. Like biting into an apple, sharp and sweet and cool. When I smell apples on the breeze, I’m not sure it’s real or my imagination. It’s the right time of year, and I’ve been waiting for our orchard to ripen so I can start baking my apple pies. My apple pies are famous around these parts, and I make nearly as much in a season as I do with a killing.

      Brush crackles to my left. I tense, fingers itching to grab my knife. I have to remind myself this is what I want. To be spotted. To look innocent and defenceless.

      I push aside those nasty fears of someone stalking me from the bushes. Heaven forbid! Back to thoughts of apple pie, which makes me think about the harvest dance, which makes me think about Johnny. He’s going to ask to woo me again, and I’m not sure what I’ll say this year. Riley women can marry, if they want, but that means leaving home to be a regular person, coming around for Sunday dinner with the family. Is that what I want? I don’t quite know yet. I reckon I have a year or two before I need to decide.

      Another crackle, this one to my right, which does give me pause. I force myself to keep walking. Gran trusted me with this job, a very important one, and if I pull it off, I’ll be a grown woman, ready to take on grown-woman jobs at grown-woman pay. While Johnny seems a fine boy—with hardly any shadow at all—I’d like to explore my options, as Auntie June would say.

      The woods have gone silent. I cast out the fingers of my magic, tickling over the road. Shadows to both my left and right. Two. Or is that a third? My fingers itch again for the knife.

      Patience.

      It was yesterday morning when the job came in. One of our most trusted compatriots, Paula James, rode all night to bring us the news. Two families of settlers murdered on the road west. Their guide claimed they’d been set on by a raiding party while he’d been off scouting the road ahead. The family’s relatives over in Concord were sure the guide murdered them in their sleep and stole their money and valuables. Those relatives wanted to hire us to put things right.

      Auntie May and Auntie June had ridden with me most of the way. Now they’re back in town, waiting. This is my job. My test. I’m no longer a child. I can do this.

      The shadow moon circles around again. Nearby, a coyote yips and then stops short. Gran says that animals see the shadow moon—that they see all the shadows. That’s why a dog runs up to some strangers, wagging its tail, and runs up to others, baring its teeth, and every now and then, it runs clean in the other direction. I feel that urge now. Something is wrong here, the shadows oozing. When I send out my own magic, it balks and slinks back, and the hairs rise on my neck.

      “Evie . . .”

      The whisper creeps over on the shadows. I spin, peering into darkness.

      “Little Evie, out all alone.”

      “Wh—who’s there?”

      One of the shadows glides onto the road and takes the form of a woman.

      I squint at her. “Paula? That you?”

      Paula saunters toward me, gun in hand. I yank out my knife, and she laughs.

      There’s a gun strapped to my thigh, but I don’t go for it. I quaver, and my heart beats hard enough that I don’t need to fake my fear.

      “I—I don’t understand,” I say. “You come to help me catch the fella I’m hunting?”

      Footsteps off to my left. I tense, and my gut screams for me not to look. Shadows pulse behind me, and I want to run. Throw my knife at Paula and hightail it into the woods.

      Gripping my knife, I pivot to see two figures. A man and a boy about my age.

      “You haven’t met my Billy, have you?” Paula says behind me. “This is my boy, Billy, and my man, Chester.”

      Chester’s shadow slips back and forth like a child playing peek-a-boo. The boy is different. I barely see the boy at all through the shadow.

      I straighten and force myself to turn my back on Billy as I face Paula.

      “There was a massacre,” I say. “We heard the news. But the guide didn’t do it, did he?”

      Paula shrugs. “Oh, I expect he did. None of our concern. It was just the kind of story I knew would get you out here. I’ve had my eye on you for a while, Miss Evie. All it took was a whisper in the old woman’s ear, telling her this guide was known for fancying pretty girls and weren’t you just about old enough to do your own jobs? Specially one as easy as this, an old fella making his way home, thinking he got away with murder.”

      “You want me?” I say. “For what?”

      “Your magic.”

      Behind me, Billy’s shadow oozes and whispers. I block it out. As Paula saunters toward me, I grip my knife until the handle hurts my palm.

      “That’s a very special magic you got there, girl,” she says. “I remember when I was little, my ma would tell me stories about the Riley women. How I had to be good, ’cause they’d know if I wasn’t. How we James women were their special friends.” She spits in the dirt. “Their lackeys, more like. We do all the work, finding clients, running messages, collecting pay, and we’re lucky to get a few dollars while you all grow fat on that ranch.”

      “You want me to give you the magic?”

      She snorts. “You think I’m stupid, girl? You get that magic from your momma, who got it from hers.”

      “So you want me. What for?”

      She doesn’t like the question. It’s too calm. I reach down inside myself and relax the part that warns never to let them see my fear, even when I’m drowning in it.

      “I—I don’t understand,” I say. “I just came to do a job.”

      That tremor is exactly what she wants, and she squeezes my arm. “I know. It’s your gran’s fault for letting you loose with that special gift. I’ll look after you better. Billy will, too.” Her gaze turns to her son, and her eyes glow. “Ain’t he a fine boy? Big and handsome, like his daddy was.”

      “I don’t understand,” I repeat, and this time, I just don’t want to.

      “You’re going to marry my Billy. Tell your gran you decided to wed and keep moving west with us.” She rubs my arm. “You’ll like it better with me, child. I won’t ask you to kill nobody.”

      I need to resist the urge to say, again, that I don’t understand. I let my expression answer for me, and she laughs softly.

      “You think that’s all you’re good for, girl? Killing folks? That’s your gran’s doing. Got your head twisted right around. You can tell when someone’s lying. When they’re a no-good son of a whore. That’s gold, right there. Just look at your ranch. Your gran has a score of cowhands, and not one ever lays a hand on you girls or your cattle. They’re decent men. That’s how your magic ought to be used. For good.”

      I struggle to comprehend her meaning. She wants me as some kind of truth detector. She’s thinking of all the ways it would be helpful in business to know whether or not someone can be trusted.

      Is that better than killing folks? Depends on how you look at it. It’s easier, that’s for sure, but what we do is good work. Gran says it’s like putting down a sick cow before she infects the herd. We put down killers before they hurt anyone else. What Paula’s talking about only benefits herself.

      “You’d like to stop killing folks, wouldn’t you?” she wheedles. “And marry my Billy? He picked you from your cousins. He likes you.”

      I turn to Billy, and my gut twists. He stands there, face empty, the darkness swirling around him. That darkness calls to me. It whispers that I should draw closer. I don’t want to. I really don’t, but I know I must.

      Billy’s shadow seeps toward me. It whispers, like a child bursting to share secrets.

      Let me tell you my truth.

      Let me tell you what I’ve done.

      I cautiously crack open the door, and his shadow shoves it wide and rushes in, images flooding over me, and I stagger back under the weight of them.

      Oh, Paula.

      In that moment, I will allow myself to feel sorry for her. To take pity on her.

      Paula brought us the story of those families slaughtered on the trail west. I know now why she chose that one. Because she’d been nearby when it happened, in the town the families had left before their deaths. Left and been tracked by Billy. Murdered by Billy.

      In the vision, he’s calmly awaiting his chance, a snake hiding in the long prairie grass. I see him slit the throats of the parents as they slept. I see him methodically hunt down the children as they scatter. I see what he did to the bodies after to make it look like they’d been set upon by a raiding party. And I see him rifling through their belongings, taking only the best, like when a stray dog slaughtered our whole flock of hens and only ate a few bites.

      I see more, too. I see that he wasn’t alone. I see his partner, vomiting after, telling Billy to leave the bodies, that he doesn’t need to do anything to them. Maybe so, but Billy does it anyway. He wants to do it.

      My gaze swings to Chester. The older man flinches, like he knows what I see.

      Oh, Paula.

      You’ve got no idea, do you?

      I turn to Paula. “What if I said you were wrong?”

      Her face scrunches. “Wrong about what?”

      “You say I inherited my power from my momma. I never knew my momma. My ma killed her. She did something—I got no idea what, but it was bad enough that she deserved killing. I was a baby. Ma scooped me up and brought me home.”

      Paula’s brow furrows more. “But you’ve got the magic. Your real ma must have been a Riley. She went bad.”

      I shake my head. “There’s none of Gran’s blood running through my veins. None of her blood running in my ma’s or my Auntie May’s or Auntie June’s either.”

      Now it’s Paula’s turn to say, “I don’t understand.”

      “They ain’t related, Ma,” Billy says, his voice sharp with disdain. “The magic don’t come from the blood. That’s why there’s no menfolk living on that ranch. There were no menfolk. They ain’t never been married.”

      I nod. “The Rileys take girl children from those they’ve got to kill. Girl children who’d be left alone with no one to raise them.”

      “Then they give them the magic,” Paula says.

      I see the moment understanding hits, her eyes glittering.

      “So you could give it to me,” she says. “Me and my boy.”

      “Just you. That’s why it’s always girl children. The magic only works with them. Gran says, once upon a time, a Riley woman lost her whole family to a fellow who tricked her into thinking he was a good man. A witch gave her the power to see the shadow side and showed her how to give it to her daughters, only she never had more, so she adopted two little girls. Out here, there’s always babies needing folks to raise them, especially girls. So that’s what we do. If you want the power, I can give it to you.”

      Paula licks her lips. “’Course, I want it.”

      “Are you sure?” I ease back on my heels. “See, the thing is that Rileys only give it to little ones, so they grow up seeing the shadow side. To us, it’s normal. To someone of your years?” I shrug. “I remember Ma told me about a lady she knew, was deaf from the time she was little, and then the doctor fixed something so she could hear, and she went around wearing earmuffs because the world was just too loud. You can’t hide from the shadows. Even if you shut your eyes, you’ll feel them there.”

      A hand lands on my shoulder. It’s hot and heavy and stinking of oily shadow.

      “That’s enough,” Billy says. “Don’t you be trying to weasel out of this, girl. You know you’re telling my ma a pack of lies.” He looks at Paula. “She’s tricking you, Ma. She can’t give you no magic powers.”

      “No harm in her trying,” Paula says. “If it works, we’ll let her go.”

      Billy shifts, and his shadow drips down my back like sweaty fingers, and it takes everything in me to stand firm.

      “You said I could keep her,” he says. “You promised.”

      “If you want the power,” I say to Paula, “you gotta let me go home. There are things I need to get.”

      Billy’s laughter comes sharp, ringing out in the quiet night. “Girl, you think you are a heap more clever than you are. All that book learning Ma warned me you girls get.” He looks at Paula. “Now do you see what she’s doing?”

      Paula’s shoulders slump, and she turns away from me. “She’s trying to trick me into letting her go back home. Pretending she needs secret ingredients for the spell.”

      “I do need secret ingredients,” I protest. “It’s not like I can just cast—”

      Billy thumps me between the shoulders, hard enough that I stumble, even as his voice is light. “Enough of that, girl. You’ll just embarrass yourself now. Come on, Chester. We’ll fetch the wagon.” He looks at me, cold amusement lighting those dead eyes. “And don’t go thinking you can talk my ma into running off with you. She’s not that stupid, and we’re not going that far.”

      I slump. “Yes, sir.”

      Billy walks away with Chester. As soon as they’re out of sight, I tug a folded paper from my hip pouch. Paula watches, frowning. I unfold it to show a couple of pinches of dried herbs.

      “That tobacco?” she says. “Or tea?”

      I lower my voice. “It’s the ingredients I need. I just wanted Billy to leave us be. Otherwise, he’d have stopped you from taking it.” I meet her gaze. “Men never want their womenfolk having an advantage.”

      She stares at the herbs, and then looks over her shoulder. “How do I know you’re not poisoning me, girl?”

      “You don’t need to eat them. Just put them under your tongue while I cast the spell.”

      She peers at the dried mix. “Don’t look like much.”

      “It’s not. It’s the magic used to make it that counts.”

      Paula takes the folded paper. Then she dumps the mixture under her tongue. There are a dozen poisons that would kill her where she stands, seeping through the lining of her mouth. But the herbs are exactly what I said they are, and I cast the spell quickly. When I’m done, she blinks at me. Then she steps back.

      “There’s . . . there’s something behind you.”

      “That’s my shadow self.”

      She shivers. “I can feel it. I can feel the things you’ve done. The people you’ve killed.” She’s about to say more when she tenses, her body jerking as her head snaps up. “What is that?”

      “What’s what?”

      She convulses and then doubles over, retching.

      “You—you poisoned me.”

      “No, that’s a shadow you feel,” I say. “Your son’s.”

      Her head shoots up again, gaze locking on mine. “You lie.”

      “I do not lie, and you can tell that,” I say calmly. “When he arrives, you’ll see what he’s done. Actually see it. There’s a reason you were so close by when those families were killed.”

      She pauses, taking a moment to understand, then she spits, “You lie!”

      “I do not, as you will see. Him and your new beau both. They killed those folks.”

      “Then it was Chester. He made my Billy do it.”

      “No, I’d guess it was the other way around. But you’ll see for yourself.”

      She turns as their wagon appears, dirt crunching under the wheels. She heaves again, vomiting.

      “Oh, just wait until he’s closer,” I say.

      “You tricked me.”

      “No, you tricked us. Didn’t you wonder how I just happened to have those herbs on me?” I step toward her. “You honestly expected you could lie to us?”

      “I didn’t lie.” Her voice rises. “There are two dead families. Their kin are looking for the killer, and they do think it was the guide. I was careful. I never said anything that wasn’t true.”

      “Your words don’t matter, Paula. We see your intent. Gran knew exactly what you wanted, especially when you convinced her to send me all by myself. The plan was for me to give you a taste of the magic and then kill you for your betrayal. But then I met your son.” I look her in the eye. “And I came up with a more fitting punishment.”

      While I talk, I bend, as if touching the ground, sensing something. Instead, I’m taking out my gun. When I rise, she sees it and goes to lift her own weapon.

      “Uh-uh,” I say. “I don’t plan to kill you, but I will if I have to. Now, I’m going to leave, and you’re going to let me. Then you’re going to kill your boy.”

      “Wh-what?” She straightens. “I’ll do no such thing, girl.”

      “Yes, you will. You’ll see what he is—what he’s done—and you’ll kill him because you’ll know you have to. You won’t be able to live with yourself otherwise. If you’re a coward, and you kill yourself instead, then me and my aunties will come back and finish the job ourselves.”

      Before she opens her mouth, I wrench the shadows from the trees and swaddle myself in them. She looks frantically from side to side as I disappear.

      “You’ll probably want to kill your man, too,” I say. “But that’s your choice.” I lean to her ear. “It was all your choice. Remember that.”

      With the shadows tight around me, I slip away. I’ll tell my aunties what I’ve done, and we’ll stay the night, to be sure Paula does the right thing. That’s the hard truth of shadow sight. It forces us to do the right things, the only things we can live with, and Paula will make the right choice.

      She’ll always make the right choices now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Ghost and Fox

          

          By Marie Brennan

        

      

    

    
      It was to be expected, the doctor said, after such a close call as yours. He spoke in learned terms of excesses of yin, of meridians and flows, stagnation in the blood that he had put right. The woman they said was your mother listened and nodded and paid him with taels of silver, thanking him with her forehead to the floor. She loved you, that was clear—loved you enough to spend a small fortune saving you.

      Saving your life, at least. A simpleton now, the neighbours said, wagging their heads in regret. She’ll never be married. Such a shame. But some kind-hearted man might take her for his concubine.

      You weren’t meant to overhear their words. And you didn’t hear what came after, because memory overwhelmed you: hands caressing your body, fever-warm against your cold skin, and heat flooding into you like the light of the sun itself.

      Then it faded. You were the daughter of a wealthy family, sheltered behind high walls. No man could possibly have gotten that close to you.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      You believed them when they said your near-fatal illness had made you simple. After all, you didn’t remember your mother, your father, the house you awoke in. Your own childhood nurse was a stranger. You ate what they gave you and stood like an obedient doll when they dressed you, because no one believed you could manage anything for yourself.

      But your mind wasn’t weak. You carried on conversations, read books your Second Brother brought you. The past was a blank, but you remembered new things without trouble.

      You lied to them all.

      The past wasn’t a blank. It was a bottomless pool of strange recollections, into which you hardly dared dip more than your toes, for fear you would fall into its depths and drown. A house that was not the one you lived in. A slipper too small for your foot. Poems you had never read, songs you had never sung; you eyed your Third Sister’s zither and suspected that if you set your hand to the strings, you could play it better than she did—though everyone said you had never been musical.

      The word for that wasn’t “simple.” It was “mad.”

      Your family saw your distress and did what they could to set it right. The countryside, they reasoned, would be gentler for your weakened body and mind than the clamour of the city. They sent you to live in a rural house with your old nurse and your Second Brother to watch over you.

      Out there, at least, you weren’t surrounded by things you were expected to remember and didn’t. Accompanied by your Second Brother and the things you shouldn’t remember but did, you went for short walks in the fields, watching birds flit from branch to branch and foxes dart into the undergrowth. It brought a kind of peace.

      Until you reached the tomb by the side of the road. Then you began to scream and scream, and your Second Brother carried you home, sending your nurse to fetch a doctor to sedate you. But he was not as skilled as the one in the city, and so even when you sank down into dreams, you could not escape the truth: that the weed-haunted tomb was once your own.
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      There was a time when I hated you.

      Such a selfish little ghost, draining the yang energy from my beloved Sang with night after night of love-making, when I had been so cautious. I wanted to stay by his side always, but the danger to him was too great; I made myself stay away, visiting only when I could bear the separation no longer. You, though—you thought only of the love and pleasure the two of you shared. And so, you fed on him, until he nearly died. I would have killed you for that, except you were already dead.

      When I caught you, though . . . how could I hate one whose love mirrored my own so well? And you were willing to do anything to save him. Even if it risked your own existence.

      When you disappeared, I had everything I thought I wanted: Sang all to myself, with no competition, and my own self-restraint to keep him safe. Only when you were gone did I realize you had become as dear to me as he is.

      Do you think it mere chance that he has come to this house and asked for your hand in marriage? There were only two possibilities for what had become of you. One was that some Buddhist monk or Taoist priest had banished you for good, sending your restless spirit onward. The other . . .

      Everyone was gossiping. The daughter of the Zhang family, making such a miraculous recovery, when even the doctor thought she would die. Some even whispered she had died, and the doctor brought her back to life. He never confirmed it, but he smiles whenever anyone asks him, because a physician who can revive the dead commands very high fees indeed.

      It had nothing to do with him, and everything to do with a wandering spirit and a body freshly vacated.

      You did not remember your family because they were never yours to begin with. The memories you could not explain were your own. And so was the tomb.

      It took a lot of gossiping where your so-called mother would overhear before I persuaded them to send you to the country. You needed to know the truth before Sang presented himself at the Zhang family door. If you hadn’t strolled in the right direction that morning, I would have contrived to point you there eventually. And if the tomb did not spark your memories, I would have tried other tactics, until you understood.

      Now the path is clear. You are a ghost no more; Sang can come to your bed without fear. Once the negotiations with your supposed father are complete, you will return to his house as his flesh-and-blood wife.

      Do not embrace me yet, dear sister-in-love. I am the one who is a danger now, to you as well as him. My self-restraint is not as perfect as I might wish, and I would never forgive myself if my touch hurt either of you.

      But be patient. It is not so common as ghosts restored to life, but there are tales of fox spirits reincarnating in human form. I will find a way. And when I have, I will return to you and to Sang, and the three of us will live together again—no longer ghost and fox and victim, but alive, and human, and happy for the rest of our days.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Letters from an Imprisoned Wizard to a Young Queen, and Associated Explicatory Correspondence

          

          By Garth Nix

        

      

    

    
      
        
        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      
        
        Your Majesty:

      

      

      I write to proclaim my joy at Your Majesty’s ascension to the throne, so long hoped for, and so welcome. I dare to hope that Your Majesty may recall the small services I was able to do for Your Majesty as a very young princess in years not so long gone by, in the matter of illusions and the like for the celebrations of your seventh, eighth, and ninth birthdays and construction of the clockwork monkey whom you named Rollo.

      I wish to apprise Your Majesty of my situation, given I do not believe Your Majesty or in fact anyone at court is aware of my predicament or the circumstances of my removal and imprisonment, under the seal of Your Majesty’s late aunt and predecessor, but I believe in fact at the direction of Your Majesty’s older cousin, Angelika Raustem, who was then the Gatewarden of the Inner Castle. I know not what she may be now, though I devoutly hope she currently inhabits a cell far more vile than my own.

      It is only the belated news of Your Majesty’s coronation and the understanding that I was once honoured to be one of Your Majesty’s first tutors as a royal child that has cowed my guards to the extent of allowing me pen and paper and, I trust and hope, the chance my correspondence will be carried to the palace. For I do not truly know if Abel, as I call the entity I have summoned to carry it, will, in fact, do as I have commanded or simply eat it. These denizens of the deep realms are over-fond of paper.

      I do not know in which prison I am held so that Your Majesty may find me, but I am fairly sure there is a significant moat here, or perhaps a lake. I hear the water lapping at the wall beyond my cell, but lacking windows of any kind, I do not know exactly what makes this sound.

      I wander far from the point, for which I offer a copious apology. I beseech Your Majesty to order my release, and remain your most humble and obedient servant,

      
        
        Zachariah Zelznibone
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        From Captain of the Guard David Tzikes to the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, enclosing a suspect missive

      

      

      My Dear Suzanne,

      I trust you are well, and your familiar, Wildebjorn, likewise. I write to request your assistance with the matter of an unusual letter to Her Majesty, which I have enclosed. It arrived by odd means; to wit, it was tied to the back of a white rat with a black satin ribbon. The rat sat up before the guards at the Rose Garden gate and ran away when the letter was taken, and the ribbon fell into dust. I had the boy Willem write a fair copy for Her Majesty (as you know, she insists on seeing everything), and he appears to have suffered no ill-wishing, and I could feel no curse or magic in the letter itself. But I do not have your expertise, so I send the original letter on in the hope that you might have some explanation as to who it is actually from, what it means, and so on and so forth. I also wandered across to the Archive to ask old Fellquist if he knew of either “Zachariah Zelznibone” or “Angelika Raustem,” and he said no, but he frowned in that way—with his surviving eyebrow, you know—which suggests he has conceived some thread he might tease out to come into greater knowledge, and he has disappeared back into his books to do so. Whatever you might be able to do would be welcome, and I would like to also take the opportunity presented by this necessarily official letter to add that I personally hope you will soon return to the city, and I invite you to share a bottle of the Tramin ’88 with me, and I would not begrudge your familiar Wildbjorn a barrel or two of some lesser vintage.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      I fear Your Majesty has not received my previous letter, or so I must presume from my continued durance. Surely, in your magnanimity and kindness, Your Majesty would have ordered my release upon the receipt of my first missive. I send this note via the zephyr, Sarissa, who perhaps has a trifle more wit in her head than Abel and is less likely to eat the paper.

      I remain Your Majesty’s loyal servant and hope to serve you again, upon my release.
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        From the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Dear David,

      Thank you for sending me the Zelznibone letter. It is most interesting. I have not yet been able to ascertain all I would wish to know from it, but you are correct that it carries no ill-wishing or curse and is, in fact, generally an innocuous and unremarkable piece of paper, without watermark or distinction, inscribed with common oak-gall ink. I say generally because in one specification it is remarkable. The letter was written both a week ago and a hundred and six years past. That is to say, it was created in two separate moments of time. Which is puzzling, to say the least. If any more letters arrive from Zelznibone, see if you can capture the rat, but do not harm it. I shall ask Her Majesty if I might return sooner than planned—though the work of the commission here is not yet complete, it is close to being done. Close enough, I adjudge.

      Tramin of the ’88 vintage? I was not aware any bottles survived the destruction of the vineyard, but I would happily share even the lesser vintage you offer Wildbjorn. I regret the trouble with the Carrengrove has called me away, for many reasons.
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        Report from the Rose Garden Gatekeeper Veronika Napp to Guard Captain David Tzikes, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Sir:

      The letter enclosed arrived by the beak of a saffron-coloured heron that flew overhead and dropped it at the feet of Harmold, one of the gardeners. We have now put by bird nets ready for use as well as the rat baskets. I have taken the liberty of enlisting the assistance of my two younger girls to stand by as rat- and bird-catchers, at a half-penny per day, which I trust I will be reimbursed?
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        From Her Majesty the Queen to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes

      

      

      David,

      I wish to see copies of all correspondence pertaining to this matter. I do not recall any “Zachariah Zelznibone.” I am sure I would remember such a ridiculous name. Furthermore, I never had a wizard conjure at my birthday parties as a child, nor did I have a clockwork monkey called Rollo. The Dowager Lady Blewson confirms my memory in all particulars; she was at that time responsible for all my birthday celebrations as the Mistress of the Nursery. None of my Maids know of Zelznibone, nor have any knowledge of clockwork monkeys. This includes those few living who served my mother before me.

      I am also puzzled why this Zelznibone says, “when a very young princess in years not so long gone by,” given I will not see my fiftieth year again. Is it foolish flattery or something additionally sinister?
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        From Archivist Fellquist to Guard Captain David Tzikes, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Captain:

      While I did not immediately recall either name you mentioned to me in passing the other day, there was some slight resonance that suggested I had seen one or another of the names at some point. After consulting the usual references and then some of the lesser-used references, I have found some records that may be of use to you.

      Firstly, Angelika Raustem was gatewarden to Her Majesty’s great-great-great-great-aunt, Queen Jayne IV, and was indeed a cousin of some kind to that monarch. Raustem was executed by Queen Katalyn III, the immediate successor to Jayne IV, for her involvement in a plot referred to in a sole instance as the “Tulip Affair,” but none of the usual records make mention of this, and the relevant pages from the State Book, the Queen’s Concurrence, and the Roll of the Green Cabinet are all missing, neatly excised, the rolls expertly rejoined. I was only able to confirm the execution because a copy of the Writ was included in the disbursement of Raustem’s properties in the Day Book of the Comptroller of Treasonous Assay for Queen Katalyn III. The Writ itself was not in the Book of the Block, which again is missing several pages for the period in question. The excision of the records suggests there were at least several executions, the persons concerned were closely related to Queens Jayne and Katalyn, and the family wished the matter not to be more widely known—in which they were almost entirely successful.

      Queen Katalyn III was known as “the Young,” for she ascended to the throne at the age of fifteen. This name endured throughout her reign, though it lasted almost forty years. Interestingly, certain authorities of the time considered Raustem to have a stronger claim to inherit the throne from Jayne IV than Katalyn. Both were cousins, in different lines, and Jayne had no direct heirs.

      I am curious as to why these names have arisen for enquiry, and I hope you may enlarge upon the matter to me when next we meet.
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        From Her Majesty the Queen to Archivist Fellquist

      

      

      Archivist:

      We desire you to keep these matters close as they may appertain to both the safety of our person and certain family concerns mentioned in confidence by my mother and grandmother to myself. Anything to do with these messages, or Jayne IV or Katalyn III, must not be aired beyond Captain Tzikes and Wizard Palindros. I have instructed Captain Tzikes to inform you of the nature of the current enquiries.
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        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Your Majesty:

      I regret to say that my patience has been tried almost beyond endurance, and were it not for the affection I still bear for your late parents, I would have undertaken actions to wreak havoc on those who maintain my immurement. I cannot understand why your direction for my immediate release has not arrived! Surely the treachery of Gatewarden Raustem in seeking to supplant Your Majesty with herself has become fully clear, and my part in apprising the late Queen, your closer cousin, of the matter? I should think this service to the throne deserving of far more than my release! Indeed, I expect not only my pardon but also appointment to either the Mastery of the School of Owls or some other suitably well-endowed sinecure. Perhaps as Rector of Snowwade, or if that has in fact been rebuilt and carries actual duties with it, then as Keeper of the Pale Leopards? And I expect a donative of some weight as well, and not in the short-weight coinage of recent years, but the good currency of your grandmother or earlier sovereigns.

      I await your reply, Majesty, with righteous but banked-down anger. Should my release still not be forthcoming, I will take matters into my own hands. I am sure I do not need to remind you or your advisors that the binding placed upon the practice of my art expired with the death of the late Queen, and I have not yet taken the new oath. While it is true I have neither staff, wand, athame, nor ancillary apparatus, some of my former colleagues can doubtless inform you of my reputation as a so-called “naked” sorcerer.
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        From Captain of the Guard David Tzikes to the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, Zelznibone letter enclosed, copied to Her Majesty the Queen, also copied to Archivist Fellquist

      

      

      Dear Suzanne,

      I am alarmed at the threat embodied in the most recent letter from the Wizard Zelznibone, as enclosed. Unlike the other letters, the missive was not delivered by rat or bird but simply arrived in the Queen’s privy retiring chamber and was found by a Servant of the Stool upon the lid of the pot only moments before her Majesty was about to enter to engage in her morning effusion. If this Wizard is able to infiltrate a letter past the guards and the wards about not only the palace but also the Queen’s own chambers, then it is a very serious matter indeed. Her Majesty has taken my advice and removed herself to the Scarlet Fortress for the moment, but you are urgently needed here to discover this Zelznibone’s whereabouts and remove the danger to her Majesty.

      I have also sent a copy of the latest letter to Fellquist, who may be able to identify where Zelznibone is incarcerated. I am presuming that he was entrapped or encased himself in some temporal fastness and has since emerged, confused and very dangerous.
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        From Archivist Fellquist to Guard Captain David Tzikes, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Captain:

      I thank you for our conversation in the Rose Garden yestereve, enlarging my knowledge of these messages. I, too, am perturbed by the most recent letter and perhaps more still as I have uncovered certain correspondences and associated records that deal with the succession of Queen Katelyn III and the surprisingly large number of executions at that time, all of them excised from the usual archival references, requiring me to reconstruct them from an executioner’s private tally within a secret diary, and the so-called long roll of the providore-wrangler of the New Castle, which at that time served as the principal prison of the realm, the Korraut then being rebuilt.

      As instructed, I have kept this matter close, most particularly as there are certain aspects that speak to the legitimacy of the dynasty, though not, of course, that of our present beloved Queen, whose line of descent can be traced via the possibly dubious Katalyn III but also the absolutely definitive line of Emmelina the Great.

      I am scouring all possible records that might indicate the location where Zelznibone was incarcerated. However, as it was definitely done secretly, none of the usual rolls or books will be of help, and I am having to explore ancillary and obscure archives and correspondence, again without the help of my assistants.
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        From the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes, copied to Her Majesty the Queen, sent with all haste by a spirit of the air

      

      

      Dear David,

      I am returning at once and will risk flying Wildbjorn close to the Stones in order to be back during the night, or perhaps shortly before dawn tomorrow. Her Majesty must remove immediately from the Scarlet Fortress and lodge in a building that has been built within the past century. I offer my own Palindros House, though I suspect her Majesty would prefer Onesuch Palace. If so, she must not enter the North Wing, which I believe predates the rest and may be several hundred years old.

      Zelznibone has not emerged from some temporal stop or fastness. He still exists entirely in the past, but there is a connection with our present. I suspect some temporal fissure caused by his sorcerous efforts to communicate, rather than an intentional joining, as I believe he intends to threaten the Queen of his own time, that is, Katelyn III, not our own dear Monarch. However, because of this temporal fissure, he may be able to cast malevolent spells within any building that physically existed in his era, and if they are addressed against the Queen rather than Katelyn by name, they will, unfortunately, strike Her Majesty in our own time.

      It is possible we may be able to exploit the fissure by utilizing a magical device I know of to send someone back to physically deal with him, as it is likely he is warded against a direct attack using magic. But to do so, we must locate him geographically, in addition to exploiting the time fissure that joins his moment with our own. Furthermore, any person who did venture into the past to give this wizard surcease would themselves cease to exist at the moment of Zelznibone’s death because this would heal the temporal fissure. To find a suitable agent for such a task will not be easy. Perhaps a prisoner, who has no other hope of release, promised a new life of freedom? This would be truthful, even if the life be very short.

      The spirit who brings this will return to me upon command. Keep me informed of any change to the situation. Its name is Ichuangor, and you should use the words, “Ichuangor, take this message to your mistress with all haste.”
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        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      I know not whether it is evil advisors I must blame or the canker that has ever resided within the black hearts of your family for my continued imprisonment. I had hopes the charming child I knew, the young woman raised apart from the noisome clan that calls itself the royal family, might not carry within her the vicious nature of her ancestors, but clearly, I was foolish. While it is true I remain physically bound by chains I cannot break, my magic is not so constrained, and I declare my revenge shall have no limit. In truth, I shall probably die here, but I will not die alone! If I am not released by the morrow’s dawn, Your Majesty will die!
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        From Guard Captain David Tzikes to the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, sent via the spirit Ichuangor, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Suzanne, the latest message from Zelznibone appeared while I was in private audience with Her Majesty in the Onyx Room of Onesuch. One moment there was nothing there, and then on the floor at the foot of her throne, a folded paper. We both saw it at the same time. No servant of the air or any such creature brought it, I would swear, even if one could pass the wards.

      Onesuch was nothing but fields and an apple orchard a hundred years past, so clearly, Zelznibone is not limited by the novelty or otherwise of the Queen’s residences.

      We must act! How can we send someone back in time to deal with Zelznibone? You mentioned a device. Can this be utilized before your arrival, as I fear there is no time to be lost?
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        From the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, to Guard Captain David Tzikes, sent via the spirit Ichuangor, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      I write in haste and very untidily from my dragon-back perch; I trust you can read my scrawl. We are close to the Stones, and I must give most of my attention to directing Wildbjorn’s flight. I am still at least four hours away.

      Go to the Inner Armoury and obtain the amulet of the Arch Wizard Helen of Dran and the tablet that is with it. The incantation on the tablet, while holding the Amulet, will take the bearer back in time. Whoever bears the amulet should hold the latest missive from Zelznibone. This will give the direction in time, but we still need to know the place.

      Be aware that I am now certain whoever goes back will cease to exist when Zelznibone is slain and the fissure in time is made whole. Furthermore, if they are successful, we should already know it, as past time cannot be changed as such. If it has been done, it has been done. Ask Fellquist to redouble his efforts to find the place of Zelznibone’s incarceration and also any indication of how he met his end. Perhaps a name will be mentioned.

      David . . . I beg you do not do this yourself. If you cannot find a suitable prisoner, there must be someone among the guards who would put themselves forward for any opportunity to do Her Majesty such a service. You are too valuable to Her Majesty to be risked. And dare I say it? Also, to myself.
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        From Her Majesty the Queen to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes

      

      

      David, you are forbidden to use the amulet. Find someone else. Suzanne’s notion of using a prisoner appeals. Though I cannot immediately think of anyone we have to hand. Is Isobel Armantero still in the Korraut? She would be ideal.
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        From Archivist Fellquist to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes and the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, copied to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      As per your request, I have found something pertaining to the location of the prison containing the rascal Zelznibone in a ledger concerning the replenishment of the Threxen Shore Fortress at Rougefiere, which was destroyed along with much of the town in the great storm in the tenth year of the reign of Queen Baras II. The ledger covers more than a hundred years and contains a number of charges for the “keeping of the prisoner Zelznibone” during the reign of Queen Jayne IV and Katelyn III, so I deduce this is where he was imprisoned. I am not sure if this will be of much help with the current matter, given the place is no longer extant.

      The charges for the prisoner Zelznibone cease in the month of Leafall in the second year of the reign of Katelyn III, and there is a notation, “NLOBBRR,” but I do not yet know what this means. I will continue my researches.

      Also, I wish to assure you again that I have adhered absolutely to Her Majesty’s instruction. The materials relating to the succession of Queen Katelyn III have not been shared with any of my staff, and I have all the papers locked in a coffer in my personal chambers. There is only one key, and the mirror you gave me, Suzanne, watches over the room entire.
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        From Guard Captain David Tzikes to Archivist Fellquist and the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros

      

      

      Good work, Fellquist! Keep at it.
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        From Guard Captain David Tzikes to the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, sent via the spirit Ichuangor in great haste

      

      

      Suzanne, I am not copying this to Her Majesty. She has forbidden me to use the amulet myself, but I cannot in all conscience order one of my guards to undertake this task, and we have no suitable prisoners. Isobel Armantero was released more than a year ago—Her Majesty had forgot she was pardoned with the Third Repenters and sent into exile.

      So I must do the deed.

      But I am not particularly eager to die, so I will wait until the quarter-hour before the dawn in the hope that you might arrive and think of some other way of dealing with this problem.

      However, should this not occur, may I finally say what has been in my mind these several years, crystallized in these last weeks by your absence and this looming crisis, and emboldened by the last line of your most recent message. I have been a fool not to express my love for you. I have loved you almost since we first met, when you came into Her Majesty’s service. But I did not speak or act, knowing Her Majesty’s dislike of romantical attachments among those who serve her closely. I think, I hope, you felt something of this too and held back for the same reasons. Perhaps I delude myself, but I wanted you to know. Not before it is too late, as it is too late. I simply want you to know, whatever your own feelings.
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        From Archivist Fellquist to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes, sent via the boy Willem, EXTREMELY IMPORTANT AND URGENT!

      

      

      Read this before you do anything! David, your last message to Suzanne came to me instead. I don’t think Ichuangor is all that bright, or perhaps you understandably gave it the wrong verbal directions. I have sent the spirit on with it, but I am not sure it understood me either.

      You don’t need to use the amulet to go back to Zelznibone’s time and kill him. What is it that this Wizard wants? He wants an order to be released from his durance from his own Queen, that is to say, Katelyn III. I have found such an order in the fifth Scarlet Box of the Judiciary, scraped the name from the parchment, and written in “Zelznibone.” As soon as I finish this message, I will run as best I can to the Treasure House. I have already alerted the Keeper of the Seals to bring forth the seal of Katelyn III. Meet us there with the amulet, and then I believe we can use it to send the order for Zelznibone’s release back to the wizard in his own time. No one will need to venture in time themselves.

      There is still an hour to dawn. Meet me at the Treasure House!
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        From the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros, to Guard Captain David Tzikes, sent via the spirit Ichuangor

      

      

      Ichuangor came back to me but without a message! I will be there within the hour, minutes ahead of the dawn. Do not go back in time yourself, David! I fear you will. Wait, and I will essay the time fissure myself—I am sure that by my arts, I might survive the closure of it and still be able to return. I can save Her Majesty. Wildbjorn speeds me to your side. Do not go!
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        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

      Neither Abel nor Sarissa can tell me if it is dawn, the foolish creatures, and my guard has not yet brought me breakfast. Lacking windows, as I may have mentioned, I cannot see for myself. But I adjudge it must be dawn or close enough, and still I have not received the order for my release. You have brought a terrible fate upon yourself, Your Majesty. I do only what must be done. I know I shall die, but you will die first, and in—
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        From Archivist Fellquist to Captain of the Guard David Tzikes

      

      

      Captain:

      Once again, I proffer my most sincere apologies for my stupid accident, which came so close to upsetting everything. The boy Willem should be rewarded, for his mind is very keen and he saw to the heart of the matter at once, taking the order to you without pausing for a moment to see if I had, in fact, even survived the fall down those cracked steps by the monument. I admit I was somewhat irked at the time, but he had the right of it. I suspect if he had not taken it on, I might not have been in time anyway, what with the Keeper of the Seals being so slow. She should be retired; I have said so these many years.

      I have now found the meaning of the code “NLOBBRR” set against Zelznibone’s name in the Rougefiere replenishment ledger. It means “No Longer On Books By Reason of Release,” as opposed to “NLOBBRE,” which indicates “by reason of execution,” and “NLOBBRPOV,” which was the notation used for “prisoner’s own victuals,” when they remained incarcerated but were not fed at the state’s expense. But I digress. In any case, it confirms that Zelznibone was indeed released.

      Allow me also to congratulate you and Wizard Palindros on your forthcoming nuptials. Should my leg be sufficiently restored, I hope to dance.
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        From the Rose Garden Gatekeeper of the Scarlet Fortress, Veronika Napp, to her sister, the Deputy Laundress of the Avilla Fleet, Leonora Napp

      

      

      Of course, I know what the fuss with the Queen and Captain Tzikes and the Green Wizard was all about, Nora! But as they say, a stone must not speak, should the mason’s chisel be ever so sharp. I was at the centre of it too, and the girls earned thruppence each assisting, though it has been a sore trial to see it paid. We are all heartily glad it is over, and more than pleased the Captain and the Green Wizard have finally sorted themselves out and are getting married. I could tell you more, far more, but I am a stone, as you know, and speaketh not. Give Harry a buffet on his earhole and I will see you at the turn of the season when you come with the fleet.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        From the Wizard Zachariah Zelznibone to Her Majesty the Queen Katelyn III, as discovered in the Archives by Archivist Fellquist and copied to the Keeper of the Green Cabinet, Wizard Suzanne Palindros-Tzikes, and Guard Captain David Tzikes-Palindros

      

      

      Your Majesty, it has been seven weeks since you so nobly but rather belatedly ordered my release, and yet I have not received my patent to assume the office of Rector of Snowwade, or a warrant to assume the post of Keeper of the Pale Leopards. I am aware those incumbent in either position must be removed, and perhaps that is the cause of delay. If this is so, I offer my services to remedy this situation. My powers remain as potent as ever, and I have been reunited with staff, wand, and athame.

      As for the matter of the donative, I had not known the shortage of gold to be so severe, and so I will allow that it be paid in the form of a draft to my bankers, the Good Dames of Parrat Street. I expect to hear from them soon as to the successful arrival of a suitable sum.

      If I may serve Your Majesty in any way, you have but to issue the command. I have already begun the making of a new mechanical monkey for Your Majesty, as I suspect dear Rollo may be winding down. It has been some years, after all, but I do not begrudge my time in durance vile and rest assured I blame the evil companions of the former Queen entirely.

      I remain your most loyal and obedient servant,

      
        
        Zachariah Zelznibone

        Wizard of the First Class

        Toymaker to Her Majesty the Queen

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Going to Ground

          

          By Candas Jane Dorsey

        

      

    

    
      After I had been in the cell for a while I started making spiders out of a small spitball of earth and my shed hair. Spiders are easy because of the symmetry. You can just cross four hairs and press them into the ball of mud. Once you get good at those, there are refinements. I managed to save eight eyelashes once, and built a tiny perfect eyelash arach who eventually bred with one of the real spiders to have hundreds of tiny eyelash babies. So beautiful, but they were too stupid, unlike their mother who could carry and spin messages, talk a little (I’d used a splinter to shape a tiny mouth), and wrote an entire monograph on the microscopic differences in types of plaster that, with her permission, I passed off as mine briefly when I needed something to show Amnesty International.

      Of course, I had actually attributed it properly, but that was seen as delightful caprice from a truly gifted allegorical poet writing about confinement and social justice, instead of just another example of a talent suppressed by the prejudice of history (c.f. Clara Schumann or Berthe Morisot).

      The eyelash spider and I shared a (rather rueful) laugh about that. When she disappeared, I tried for weeks to interest her offspring in science, or even in the art of detection, but they were hopelessly uninterested little libertarians, and finally I had to admit my friend had been a lucky accident of creation, a bit like the Mona Lisa. That serendipitous brush-stroke of a mouth.

      I’d been earning a few bucks as a fish compiler before my arrest. Well, more than a few, and I may have cut a few corners. Sushi is all the rage again and I have a fondness for a particular grade of yellowtail, the kind with the very defined two colours and textures of flesh. That’s hard to do within existing regulations. But I had a lot of high-powered clients, and none of them wanted to lose their supply, so I figured as long as I skated only a little way out onto the frozen lake, and avoided the big fish (pun absolutely intended), I wouldn’t get onto ice too thin to support me. If you want to push the metaphor, I just stayed in the lee of the shore in my little winter shed and drilled a very small ice hole to fish through. Not my fault an iron monster swam by and came up to my bait, gathering ice, shed, my gear, and me in one huge gulp. Here I am in its belly, and that’s barely a metaphor, these days.

      Maybe where you are, spiders don’t talk yet, dogs are still people’s best friends, and cats aren’t yet collaborators in disobedience. In the cell next to mine, at least one brown tabby and I know for sure two gelded orange toms, along with an assortment of dogs, are crowded into a delicate détente, broken a couple of times a day—but it’s more likely for a terrier to snarl at a Pom than for a full-on species war to break out, specist stereotypes notwithstanding, and no serious enmities arise.

      They know that the enemy of one’s enemy is one’s friend.
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      When you compile a fish you don’t want traced to you, you have a choice. With the best equipment, you can strip off all the copyright protection and present it as a natural fish. This only works if two preconditions are fulfilled: the fish has to be from a species still extant somewhere in the wild, and you have to have the best equipment. Oh, three, actually, because if you really want to sell it, it has to be legal to catch that fish, or farm it, somewhere in the world. Good luck with cod, for example. Trying to sell clean cod with un-marked genes is pretty much the classic definition of Too Stupid To Do Crime.

      If you don’t have the best equipment, and can’t afford to have it ever, and can’t figure out who to bribe to get unauthorized use of it, your options are more limited. Go to plan B or C.

      Second option: you spoof the tag of a bona fide dealer who has the rep you need.

      Third: you scribble the tag so that it isn’t readable at all. Everyone knows the fish is fake but if you have scribbled thoroughly, scribbled a lot, and maybe scrubbed a little, you can’t be traced. The signature is useless. This is the cheapest option, but it’s labour-intensive. You have to do it microscopically and literally bit by bit. Guess which one I had to use. Go on, guess.
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      In general, someone in power just has to think that it’s a crime to make things, and someone else, someone who has to punch up, has to disagree. That gives you your baseline for insurrection.

      Incognito, become a reluctant, hesitant revolutionary.

      Civil disobedience is a grammar, a technique, a medium. When even painting a landscape is a disastrous act of defiance, art is resurrected as significant.

      When I sit down to make something, whether it’s a spider or a manifesto—and what’s the difference between those, really?—I tend toward the obvious and the didactic, and get caught, but there are people in our movement who are true heroes of the revolution, so poetic and allusive that their acts are almost impenetrable to interpretation.

      They are probably only not here in jail with me because no-one can figure out whether they made a book, a painting, or just a refrigerator or an algorithm.
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      The spiders I make are very different from my fish. Different process, and also they are not as tasty. A sour joke, unfair to my eyelash friend: I asked the tabby if it was true that spiders are sour, and she said, “Yes, true. Bitter and not really worth eating, but it’s my nature.”

      Quizzically furthering the question, I was given to understand that a spider’s sideways scuttle in the night had often triggered a primal response to lateral motion, but the tabby of late had come to regret her heavy and automatic paw.

      “It was someone new to talk to,” she said, which is how I discovered the fate of my eyelash buddy. “I’m sorry,” she continued when she saw my reaction. “It startled me when I was napping. I didn’t mean to.”

      In other words, it’s my nature.

      The defence of half the murderers in the world, but under the circumstances, I decided not to turn my grief into a grudge. Life in here didn’t allow such luxuries.

      I did take a small revenge, though: I spent about a week telling her about my fish business, in detail. That cell was fed dry crunchies—cat or dog varieties—and water, and the tabby would unconsciously make little subvocal squeaks or gasps as I talked about tuna textures. After a while I got over that level of pettiness, partly because I came to like her, partly because the others were just as affected, and it wasn’t fair.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    




















































  



OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/half-title-page.jpg
SHAPERS
of WORLDS

volume 11






OEBPS/images/main-title-page.jpg
SHAPERS
of WORLDS

volume 11

Science fiction & fantasy by authors featured on the
Aurora Award-winning podcast The Worldshapers

edited by

EDWARD WILLETT

@

SHADOWPAW
PRESS





OEBPS/images/shapers-of-worlds-volume-ii-front-cover.jpg
HAPERS
WORLDS

N olame 1

NEW FICTION FROM
Kelley Armstrong
Marie Brennan
Helen Dale

Candas Jane Dorsey
Lisa Foiles

Susan Forest
James Alan Gardner

Matthew Hughes
Heli Kennedy
Lisa Kessler

and fantasy by = . Adria Laycraft .
"authors featured on ~ Ira Nayman
the Aurora Award- ff" th Nix
winning podcast - imiPratt
R ward Savio
R O ~ Bryan Thomas Schmidt
R 5 Jeremy Szal

Edward Willett

~ PLUS STORIES BY
Jeffrey A. Carver
~= Barbara Hambly
~= _Nancy Kress
vid D. Levine
_S.M. Stirling

vdied by

EDWARD WILLETT






