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Marigold’s Prologue

If I were to describe my sister in one word, it would be oversimplified. To 
define her solely by her gift would be equally unfair, although a common 
and convenient indulgence taken by some.

To say this is her story exclusively would also be untrue. It is many 
stories, each told from the perspective of a different narrator, and I merely 
fill these pages with their words. In doing so, I hope the word to be, as I am 
to Lavender, sibling to the deed and not its cousin.

Polaris proclaimed himself the religious, military, and otherwise auto-
nomous leader of our people, our country, and its capital of York. With 
her words and actions, my younger sister challenged his authority. In 
recounting her story, I stand beside her.



Our journey bridges the lands of the known world, through both 
the wild and domestic, lasting an entire season of light and into a season 
of darkness. The encounters you read about are recalled by those we 
passed throughout our wandering. You will therefore not rely solely on 
my partiality but hear many perspectives on my sister. The narrators have 
directly formed their opinions, and through them you will likely form your 
own. In doing so, and objectively, you will have fulfilled my hope for this 
document.



1 / The Summoner

“Treason, then,” said Polaris.
“How do you read that, sir?” I asked.
And just like that I crossed the line. He turned his six-generations-old 

head toward me and glared with his famous red, glowing eyes. I turned 
away quickly and straightened my back.

“You don’t think so?”
“I don’t recall writing it in my report, sir.”
“You didn’t. It’s right here,” he concluded, reading the colorful bro-

chure from the Mystic Garden. “Services. Predictions of life and death. 
Verification of pregnancy, and how many. For just three tiles, our seer will 
tell you if you will live or die based on your current condition. Should those 
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conditions change, your future may change with it. All receive a flower 
regardless of their fortune.”

“Treason, then, sir?”
He flared up as if possessed by internal combustion. “Is she not accepting 

a fee for a spiritual service? Is that not infringing on my authority?” 
He hated to be doubted, but as any summoner knows, a hypersensitive 
reaction reveals a level of preexisting guilt. Polaris had an agenda. “Treason 
and blasphemy. Go back and arrest her, Summoner.”

“But . . . the penalty for either of those is execution. Won’t she know I’m 
coming? If she can predict life and death, that is.”

“You’re not intimidated by a teenage fortune-teller, are you?”
“No, sir.”
He took a few steps around the private briefing chamber and dug his 

overgrown nails into the back of an empty wooden chair. “Let me tell you 
something I learned when I was a young man: All human behavior follows 
one simple rule. We weigh penalties and rewards, and in the moment of 
decision, we choose the path of least apparent resistance. Every one of us, 
every time. That’s not to say we take the easy way out. We choose based on 
what we can see. But simple minds will be clouded and nearsighted, so it’s 
up to the master to make sure the servant sees far enough into their future 
to make the wisest possible decision. Treason and blasphemy cannot be 
tolerated.”

“You make your point perfectly clear, sir.”
“Stop procrastinating. Put on your uniform and make your arrest. You 

may use any of the cathedral’s exit points. I’ll see you in the marketplace. 
Crimes like these require an immediate public trial.”

∂

I am a summoner. I have sworn an oath to protect the Polarian mandates. 
When I arrest you, you won’t know who I am, and you won’t see it coming.
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The Cathedral at York has a series of discreet entries and exits, each of 
which connects to a web of underground passageways and briefing rooms. 
This allows a summoner to enter plainly clothed, descend deep into the 
lowest levels above only the catacombs, and receive an assignment. We then 
return aboveground fully hooded, robed, cloaked, gloved, and strapped to 
the boot in dense gray garments.

To some, blood tastes sweet and savory; to others, it’s bitter and sour. 
When fully uniformed, a summoner cannot be recognized and does 

not speak, so as not to be identified by any other means. We’re ordered to 
arrest the mark, and in the event of resistance, use fatal measures. Should 
this be necessary in a public setting, or even with just one bystander, the 
summoner can return to life without judgment or resentment as the public 
reaction is unpredictable. Merely researching a summoner’s true identity 
is punishable by death. Call me Denton if you like. It’s not my real name.

I thought I understood the profile of a typical mark, and it was not a 
girl of fifteen seasons under suspicion of treason or blasphemy. However, 
most assignments are not ordered directly by Polaris himself, as in this 
case, concerning a young lady named Lavender. I needed to know more. I 
needed the man from the heavens to answer questions no one could ask. 
But when light shines on an agenda, it casts a permanent shadow, and he 
knew this. So, it was no accident that I never learned the real reasons why 
Polaris wanted her dead.

∂

My assignment had started one day prior. In plain clothes I bought a small, 
fidgety bird in the marketplace, planning to then seek out the new business 
where this girl predicted the future. It was by no means difficult, as the 
report had not exaggerated about her older sister Marigold. Even in the 
commotion of desperate vendors and haggling customers, you could see 
and hear her without effort. She wore eye-catching pastels and stood on a 
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salesman’s stool. Her hair was blonde, healthy, and well-managed, but so 
long that I wondered if it had ever been cut. In a sharp, high-pitched note 
above the droning of the marketplace, she hollered to the crowd, “Trade a 
small fortune for a great one?”

Marigold even pointed to her and her sister’s studio to suggest that 
potential patrons enter their street-level dwelling—which rested alongside 
the busiest section of the marketplace—unwittingly guiding my investi-
gation. 

A long line spilled out the open door, the patrons pressing against the 
structure’s wall so those waiting nervously would not collide with the other 
vendors in the open-air bazaar. The door between the private-turned-
professional dwelling and the market stayed propped open, the entrance-
way draped with plush violet curtains, above which hung a large wooden 
panel artistically decorated as if a tympanum. The entrance’s resemblance 
to a place of worship certainly didn’t prove blasphemy, but it didn’t help. 
The large wooden panel was semicircular, with a single large painted eye: 
white around a purple iris, and a small, beady, black circle for the pupil. 
Above the eye on the wooden panel read the title banner of their business: 
The Mystic Garden.

My briefing had included the category of the girl’s commerce permit: 
“parlor amusement.” There was nothing subtle about what I had seen up to 
that point, including the flamboyant Marigold, with whom I avoided eye 
contact and conversation in passing. I scanned the crowd for her younger 
sister but saw no girl with glowing purple eyes in the market.

I got in line, expecting, like the other patrons, to find Lavender inside. 
Looking at those in front of me and at those who stood behind me as we 
progressed, I felt certain that as an undercover summoner holding a small 
bird I was the least curious of the lot. Every third woman of childbearing 
age was pregnant, most only starting to show. There were older couples, 
often one spouse the other’s crutch. Men with diseased skin waited elbow 
to elbow with other guests. A curious boy stood in front of me, carrying 
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a small serpent in a mold-formed glass cage. Some seemed to be holding 
a brochure, the one from which Polaris would later conclude Lavender’s 
guilt.

Another and another exited the dwelling, each holding a flower. Most 
returned to the outer marketplace with a mundane indifference, perhaps 
also with some relief. 

The crowd grew hushed, staring at an older gentleman as he exited, 
weeping. He held a small, white-petaled stem in his left hand and was joined 
in arms with an older woman who appeared quite afflicted, presumably 
dying. Following them were an elated young man and woman, loudly 
discussing what to name the child in her womb. They held a small, tasteful, 
red-petaled flower, but otherwise it was an indulgent, inconsiderate display 
following the elder pair.

After some waiting and slow, forward shuffling, I passed to the inside 
of the dwelling, step for step with a child and his limbless creature, a small, 
thankfully caged, white-feathered serpent. When it was the child and 
his creature’s turn, the entire line laughed at the predictable shriek as he 
brought his pet behind Lavender’s cloth barrier. Next for services behind 
the boy and therefore closest to this utility curtain, I could hear every word.

“Don’t remove it from its cage, please!” said the teenage girl hidden 
behind the drapes.

“I caught him in the forest, and I’d like to know if he’s venomous,” said 
the boy.

“Him? How do you know it’s a boy?” she asked. “Are all serpents boys?”
“Yes,” he confirmed.
Hearing everything, the crowd laughed. The girl, aware of it, paused 

and told the boy, “Not this one. She’s pregnant.”
This time the crowd did not laugh. A general reaction of repulsion was 

the response.
“I see fourteen . . . fifteen . . . sixteen are alive, but I’m sorry to say two 

of the unborn appear to have died inside of her,” said Lavender, counting. 
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“But you didn’t believe her to be female, and this is not why you said you 
came to me.”

“No. I would like to know if she’s venomous.”
“Well then, I suppose we’re going to have to take her out of her cage,” 

said the teen, sighing. “Not yet though. Don’t open it now.”
As Lavender emerged from behind the curtain I had the first glimpse 

of my mark. She was as described: neither tall nor large. Her hair was 
black, likely from dye, and cropped with short bangs. Her eyes were the 
color promised, although the beadiness of the painted version above their 
entryway was of course exaggerated. And possibly because it was late 
afternoon and the sun still shone, I saw no noticeable glow. “This will only 
take a moment,” she announced, addressing the patrons as they stared. She 
stepped into the kitchen, grabbed a pair of wooden tongs, and returned to 
the boy.

From behind the curtain, she said, “Stand back. I’m going to hold her 
head securely and slowly bring it to my arm . . . ”

Those in the line inside the studio froze. 
“Venomous! Venomous!” yelled the girl, slamming the glass cage shut.
“I’ll have to take her back to the forest, I suppose,” said the dejected 

boy.
“Yes, please do,” insisted the girl. “Here. You are the newest owner of 

wooden tongs. And give this flower to your mother. You may need to if 
she’s already seen the serpent.”

The boy left with his creature secured inside the cage, and I entered 
with my bird.

“Your bird’s not venomous, is she?” asked Lavender, the mystic of the 
Mystic Garden. I saw the purple eyes, steadily now, and noticed a faint 
glow, aided from reduced light behind the curtain.

“Why all the rocks, crystals, and strange orbs?” I asked. The room 
behind the curtain was ridiculous—cramped as it was but even more 
densely decorated than the remainder of the studio.
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“Oh, my sister . . . the flowers were her idea. ‘Mystic Garden,’ her idea. 
And the garish purple eye above our entrance . . . I am not to be blamed 
for that, either. But the flowers . . . we don’t always predict good fortunes, 
and we believe a sendoff with a small flower helps.” She lifted her chin and 
added, “So you are to live but I’m sorry to say your bird is going to die. Was 
that why you came?”

“Yes, but I’m curious now about what happened with the boy.”
She demonstrated with her hands as she explained, “With the tongs, 

I held the creature’s neck and slowly brought it to my forearm. Had that 
continued, I would have died, because the animal was indeed venomous. 
So, I drew it back and pulled away my arm. Sorry for the commotion, but 
this is a new service my sister and I are providing. We’re still developing 
policy. I can tell you I won’t do that in the future. And if I may, also in the 
future, ask that when you bring even a small animal that it be caged or 
harnessed. For the comfort of the other patrons.”

“Of course.” I had failed to follow the letter of their rules, whatever they 
were. “So, you essentially tricked your own gift with the serpent?”

“It works,” she shrugged. “I can’t explain why, although it seems to 
predict based on the extension of the circumstances and conditions of your 
life, which can change.”

“Thank you. So, what of my bird? What will cause her death?”
“Distemper,” she said. She paused. She scanned my face and said, “No, 

that’s not true. I presume you will eat her.” There was a second delay before 
she spoke, “Yes, I believe you or perhaps your family will eat her.”

“How can you tell these things?”
“The cause of death? Just a guess. When I lied and told you she was 

contaminated, she was then no longer ill-fated. From that point, the 
conclusion was that you originally planned to eat her. She is now, as I see 
her, again doomed, likely because I have told you she is not tainted. I’m 
sorry for the lie, but may I ask why you would bring a bird to me, one you 
planned on eating, and ask me to predict its cause of death?”
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“I . . . I wanted to be sure it wasn’t sick. If it were sick, could you treat 
it?”

“I could not. It doesn’t work like that. Forgive my rudeness . . . I wish 
I could spend more time explaining, but we’ve printed some literature that 
should help.”

“I’d like two copies.”
“My sister . .  .” Lavender looked beneath her seat for their brochures 

without success. “Marigold was distributing them.”
I knew precisely where Marigold was, advertising in the market street, 

but remained silent to observe my mark. Lavender called for her sister in a 
volume appropriate to the inside of the studio, then a bit louder, and with 
no reply to either attempt, broke from behind the curtain. She peered out 
and scanned the crowd. She quickly focused on an older man, fifth or sixth 
from his turn at the front of the line.

“Somebody fetch a medic!” Lavender yelled. “Immediately!”
The man’s skin looked like a fish and had the texture as well. If he were 

not leaning on his much smaller wife, he probably would have been unable 
to stand.

“Hey, we were in line long before he arrived!” said the couple in front 
of the dying man.

“You’ll live,” said Lavender as she glanced at them. “Medic!”
The man who was next in line complained, “Excuse me, miss, I’ve 

already paid. I don’t believe that man has paid quite yet.”
The lineup ignored Lavender’s attempts to call for help, and likewise, 

she ignored their complaints. I believe most of the dregs of society I’ve 
summoned throughout my career would have acted more appropriately 
than these patrons, and certainly faster.

Hearing her sister’s scream, Marigold ran inside from the street only to 
notice Lavender rushing into their bedroom, pulling out her own mattress, 
tossing off her sheets, and coming back again to where the patrons stood 
in the studio. 
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“Marigold, grab a corner! These people are sessile, useless, and this 
man is dying.” 

Finally, as if waking from some strange trance, three men from the line 
stepped forward to grab a corner of the mattress as the old man mounted 
it as if it were a gurney. I volunteered as the fourth, but Lavender wouldn’t 
release her grip on her corner.

“We’re carting this couple to the hospital. It’s more sensible for me to 
be there anyway,” she announced.

“I’ll handle the customers,” Marigold said. “You go ahead, and hurry.” 
She waited for her sister’s exit, then announced loudly, “Clearly there has 
been an emergency, but if you require services today, you are welcome to 
follow me to the hospital where we shall continue, free of charge.”

“Will Lavender be able to save that man?” asked a patron near the 
doorway.

“It doesn’t work like that,” barked two other patrons in unison.
“They’re correct. Why does nobody read these?” asked Marigold, 

holding up her stack of brochures. I laughed quietly at her comment.

∂

With my dinner squirming under the pit of my arm, I followed about 
a quarter of the crowd—perhaps thirty in our flock—out of the market 
district and on toward the old stone hospital. The sun was in our eyes, and 
the building was not near.

We found only Lavender at the hospital. We never saw the elderly man 
again. By our arrival he was dead. Our herd entered and stood back from 
the gifted girl, who was alone in the common waiting area, tears streaming 
from her eyes. She hunched into herself on an unpadded wood chair, not 
comforted by her own soft mattress propped beside her.

I assumed she was not permitted in the treatment areas, which allowed 
only hospital staff. From what I saw, I doubt the staff even thanked her. The 
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older woman, now widowed, wasn’t there, nor were the three men who 
carried the mattress. It was clear the emergency had ended, and her old 
patron had died.

We stared across the empty space in silence. Lavender had been alone 
with her burden in the common area, and now was joined by thirty solemn 
sets of eyes. Marigold made the journey across the square, hollow room. 
The crowd held back and watched as Lavender barely stood. The two 
embraced, then Marigold held Lavender by her shoulders. The older sister’s 
lips moved, then Lavender nodded. I don’t know what Marigold said to her 
younger sister, but Lavender looked up, dried her eyes, and said, quivering, 
“I can see whoever was next.”

The crowd consoled her one by one as she told their fortunes. Marigold, 
as promised and with good business sense, did not charge any of these 
customers who walked to the hospital. I lingered long enough to finally 
receive two copies of the brochure Marigold had been providing, then 
returned home to prepare my report.

∂

Leaving the cathedral following my briefing with Polaris, on my way to 
arrest Lavender, I decided to perform a disobedient act. I hoped for the 
girl to feel little pain, and so I planned to smother her with a rag soaked 
in a concentrated ether solution hidden under my attire. I knew I would 
eventually have this opportunity during the arrest, and the crowd would 
then see a disoriented, sedated girl unfit for execution.

The dense crowd of the marketplace parted at sight of me, or rather 
the sight of me in my gray robes, and the drone of their voices turned to 
silence. 

Transactions stalled, heads turned, and eyes stared, perhaps while an 
opportunistic thief stole a necklace to no one’s notice. The smell of blood 
came to the crowd, but not yet the taste.
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I wondered how long it might have lasted for some of the hundreds of 
bystanders who stared, as I marched directly toward the street-side studio 
business called the Mystic Garden. Since they would not hear my voice, 
they would wait to learn the identity of my mark. With so many present in 
this area, I doubted less than half of their heartbeats quickened.

Marigold was again advertising in the street as their business thrived. 
The stretch of patrons was again cramped with the sick, aged, and pregnant. 
The line parted with much more urgent accommodation than it had the 
day prior when the elderly man waited for death.

I moved quickly into the studio. The whispers of the crowd breezed, 
“Oh, he’s here for the girl.”

I tore the inner drapery from its post, the curtain that shielded Laven-
der and her patron from those waiting in line. A seated sickly woman 
startled and turned to look at me. Lavender’s iridescent purple eyes latched 
on to me as well. All were watching. Someone in the crowd murmured, 
repeating, “Yes, he’s here for the girl.”

I swept the curtains around Lavender and tightly swaddled her arms 
and face, ensuring the process would leave her blindfolded but able 
to breathe. I carried her under my arm, squirming. I palmed the ether-
dampened rag I had prepared and snuck it through the curtain onto her 
nose and mouth. 

She had no choice but to breathe it in. 
She wasn’t heavy, and the best she could do to resist was kick her legs. 

She fought off the ether, as I’d preferred, never allowing it to make her 
unconscious. I carried her past the frozen, shocked line of people and 
proceeded through the studio doorway into the crowded marketplace.

Easily, a thousand eyes eagerly attended the writhing, protesting 
creature wrapped in the curtain under my arm, and her concealed identity 
only compounded their curiosity. Seconds prior, all these eyes had observed 
a summoner in gray march into a crowded dwelling to make an arrest. 
Without releasing the girl, I searched left and right again for her execution 



Clinton Festa

9160

squadron. Until their arrival, I could do nothing but absorb the stares of 
the crowd.

A yellow patch caught my eye. 
It was Marigold, stunned and no doubt hoping that I held a patron and 

not her sister squirming under my arm. 
The next thing I noticed was to me a shock, as Polaris himself walked 

purposefully from the rear of the crowd toward me accompanied by several 
guardsmen in heavy, dark green armor and carrying nets and spears as if 
they expected the girl to transform into a hissing, winged jackal. 

From four corners of the market next came the execution squadron: 
men of significant stature, easily three times the girl’s weight, with 
shoulders so broad they could torque her neck and spine simply with their 
own hands. And yet they carried their instruments of execution: one, a 
small wooden platform; another, a broad axe for her neck; a third, a bucket 
and mop; and the fourth, a towering pike on which to mount her head once 
separated.

I stood barely three steps from the Mystic Garden’s entrance and pressed 
my back against its outer wall, Lavender struggling lethargically because of 
the ether. The commoners of the marketplace parted for Polaris to pass, 
many kneeling in reverence, reminding me that I too once viewed him 
with the same mystique. Marching with his guardsmen to within several 
paces of us, the crowd and I awaiting his command, Polaris instructed, 
“Reveal her!”

“Lavender!” yelled Marigold from within the crowd. Lavender’s eyelids 
drooped. She recognized the familiar voice and turned her head but did 
not respond.

“Quiet!” commanded Polaris as his guards turned to face Marigold and 
gripped their spears. Addressing the crowd, he continued, “This girl has 
committed treason and blasphemy. She is a threat to both our faith and our 
state. She has failed to follow mandate as the rest of you work so hard to do, 
and as such, you are promised a public execution.”
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The squadron collected near me, moving quite quickly. But before the 
wooden platform could even be mounted, a voice came anonymously from 
the crowd. “Does mandate not promise the offering of a split sentence?”

“Who speaks?” shouted Polaris.
The bold man continued, “Is she not entitled a divide if she is able 

to persuade someone to host the other half of her penalty?” Squinting 
through my hood, I spotted him: a peddler, a poor man . . . unshaved and 
in dirty brown garments but with luminous green eyes.

The law was old but valid, written in a time of famine. A desperate 
man caught habitually stealing could be spared if his wife or child—be it 
for love or simply reliance—could not survive without him but was willing 
to endure exile. I was as discouraged as I was surprised that a commoner, 
and a poor man, was in this case more deeply and usefully educated than 
I in my own field. 

It didn’t matter who made the suggestion, simply that someone had. 
Had Polaris not ordered this public execution, he would not have triggered 
this trap.

Polaris stood in a small clearing that had formed around me and the 
girl, his guards posted along its perimeter. He responded, “Who would 
share a split sentence with a traitor against our country? Who would want 
this unholy girl to escape execution only to join her in exile?”

“Me. I will,” declared Marigold, emerging from her shock.
I studied Polaris’s face and watched his wrinkles ease. I certainly didn’t 

believe he’d expected the public spectacle he’d orchestrated to turn into a 
split sentence, but the idea of exiling the girl and her sister had to appeal 
to him.

“Arrest her!” yelled Polaris. His men seized Marigold as the execution 
squadron disassembled their small platform and stood back. The haste 
in which Polaris verified Marigold’s name and intentions left still-hazy 
Lavender no time to protest her sister’s decision. It also left me now 
more convinced Polaris wanted to be rid of both girls. Speaking to them 
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loudly enough for the crowd to hear, he said, “You are hereby convicted 
of blasphemy and treason. You are sentenced to exile from the Canadian 
capital city of York and her surrounding rural districts. If you are found 
within these limits, you will be executed on site.”

As Polaris was speaking, the guards blindfolded and shackled the girls. 
“You will be escorted by your summoner to a remote location and 

released into the wilderness. You may wander the remainder of Canadian 
soil but are hereby no longer considered Canadians, both civically and in 
the eyes of the faith.”

∂

My final instructions were to load the sisters into a carriage and discard 
them to the northwest. I nodded in silence as they embarked for exile.

Traveling beyond the limits of the city, I recall the conversation along 
the way. Still affected by the ether and now likely numb, Lavender began to 
speak coherently but slowly to her sister. “I appreciate this, Marigold . . . but 
I hope you know . . . because I don’t . . . where we’re going.”

“I do not,” responded Marigold quickly. “Remember when we were 
children, and we would run into fences or trip on rocks? And Grandmother 
would say, ‘Never move in a direction you’re not looking?’”

“Well, we’re blindfolded now.” Lavender struggled to speak. “What are 
our . . . that we do . . . when this carriage stops?”

“Well, my intention is to interrupt frequently and reminisce about our 
home for the rest of our lives.”

“Marigold  .  .  .  please, not now. Please, no manipulative  .  .  .  no 
attempts . . . humor greatly trivializes . . .”

“Do you know what I miss?” said Marigold in the middle of her sister’s 
sentence. “The bakery back home. Oh, the aroma!”

By my estimation, Lavender was still somewhat under the ether’s 
influence. I had almost forgotten that I used no ether on Marigold, and yet 
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strangely her mood did not seem indicative of a girl who had just . . . well, 
I need not defend her. I shall simply state that she is responsible for herself 
with no behavioral explanation that I am aware of.

Lavender sighed at her sister’s comments, numb now also with defeat, 
although that wasn’t her sister’s intention. “I played well . . . into that one. I 
should be . . . your inappropriate timing . . . I know. If it consoles you . . . a 
smile . . . half of my lips.”

“Of course. That was the original purpose.”
“This feels . . . surreal. Not five hours ago . . . was sleeping.”
“In a bed. No reminders, I beg you,” said Marigold in continued 

flippancy. “I don’t enjoy camping.”
Lavender responded, “Do you . . . take anything seriously?”
“Why would that be necessary when I have you?” Marigold shifted to 

speak to me, and I may have detected humor mixed with ironic flirtation 
as she asked, “Summoner? Might this carriage stop by my grandparents’ 
farm? We’re not interested in bidding permanent farewell to our family. 
Rather, if I am to be exiled, I’ll require a fresh pair of stockings.”

I laughed.
“You’re the man with the bird! I never forget a man’s laugh. You might 

say I have a gift.”
“Wonderful, Marigold. You have . . . discovered him. Now he is . . . he’ll 

kill us.”
“Well, are we glowing white?”
“I’m . . . blindfolded, Marigold.”
I looked around and saw nothing but trees and dirt country roads. I 

stopped the carriage, went to its rear platform where the girls were bound 
and removed their blindfolds. 

There was no longer a need for silence. “I’ll bring you to your grand-
parents’ farm.”

∂
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The day prior, an old man was dying while people stared. Today the people 
Lavender served nearly let her be executed . . . but this was not unfamiliar 
to me. A crowd expects the individual to emerge, someone else to step 
forward and assume the duty, risk, or responsibility. If this were not so 
common, leaders such as Polaris would not come to power. He never did 
consider the immeasurable benefit she could have had to our military. Or 
maybe he feared she would run into trouble with the Siberians. One thing 
had made sense: the man with the green eyes knew to be in the marketplace, 
ready to save Lavender. If the execution were ever a threat to her, she would 
have glowed white; she would have seen it coming. But it was never that 
way. The green-eyed man had anticipated it.

After two hours, the girls emerged tearfully from their family’s 
farmhouse. They reboarded the carriage peacefully and we went northwest 
until we reached the district limits.
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