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CHAPTER 1
JUSTICE
Dreams and Storms

he things I remember most about the days before the Battle of the
Sevens are the storms and the dreams. Turns out, these weren’t
really two different things, though I didn’t tell anyone that at first.
I came out on the deck of the HMS Specter in the Mist, buttoning
Father’s old, black full-length coat against the murderous cold and
squashing my wide-brimmed hat down more securely on my head.
“Captain on deck!” one of the Dwarven gunners shouted. The other
Dwarves in his crew and a few of the merfolk Prowlers coiling rope nearby all stopped to salute.
“Captain Justice,” the gunner said.
I waved to them to continue their work and headed for the starboard
rail, where my brother and sister were. I stopped at the rail, seeing now
the glowering, black, swollen mass waiting for us.
“Will you look at that?” Henry breathed.

T
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“I don’t want to,” Faith said, her voice catching a little. Then they
both became aware of me, and Henry’s face changed, became more
closed, which wasn’t something I was used to seeing from my little
brother at all. But he had his reasons. After all, I’d shot his father. The
fact that it was my father too and that I’d had little choice didn’t matter
so much. Nor did the fact that Father had wanted me to, since it was the
only way to keep him from being controlled by the Seelie Court and
forced to lead the invasion against England. Oversee the destruction of
everything he loved or death. Not much of a choice, but he’d made the
honorable one and asked me to implement it. Not that any of that kept
the nightmares away. Faith, having been with Father and me through
most of it, understood why I’d done what I’d done, but Henry, even after
Faith had explained the situation to him, clearly didn’t, and he hadn’t
been right with me since we’d come back. I couldn’t really blame him.
He was a little shorter than I was, and under normal conditions, had
the kind of open and friendly face that people underestimated and took
advantage of. Of course, Henry could also topple over a carriage full of
people without breaking a sweat, but he didn’t look like it.
“Some storm,” Faith said. While Henry looked just the same as when
all this had started, Faith had changed a great deal. The leather hood
she wore was thrown back now, showing her shaven scalp. She carried
the staff tipped with the fragments of Sands’ magical violin and wore
the sword we’d gotten from Victoria Rose at her side. Faith’s expression
was filled with subtle and profound knowledge that she’d received in her
training, and I could only imagine how unsettling that must have been.
She wasn’t exaggerating about the storm. It was four or five miles out
and coming fast. The sea was gray and choppy, as if the wind and water
fought each other. We were beating our way to windward, so the ship was
already swooping up and down in the rollers of the channel like a wild and
caged beast of the sea. You could smell the storm coming too, and feel the
charged air. Rain fell in fits and gusts, thrown by a capricious wind.
And it was going to get a lot worse.
•
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“How bad can this get, Justice?” Faith asked me.
I looked in her direction, my eyebrows raised.
She took a deep breath and let it out. “That bad?”
“You can’t do anything?” I asked. Faith, as a magician, had a connection to the Wild Hunt, which allowed her some influence over the wind,
but that control was sporadic, unreliable.
She shook her head. Her face and the part of her scalp not hidden by
her hood glistened with beads of water. “No. Only when the Wild Hunt
is near.”
“Damn it,” I said, then bellowed, “Mr. Starling!”
A shocked silence sprang up around me as everyone, my siblings, the
deck crew, officers, even the sail crew up in the rigging, stopped what
they were doing, stunned and more than a little embarrassed for me.
Mr. Starling, my old first mate, wasn’t here. He never would be again.
The Faerie monster known as the Goblin knight had killed him, clubbing
him down with a cudgel that smoldered and smoked but never burned.
“Mog is here, Captain,” Mog said near my elbow. Another Goblin,
Mog, and as different from the Goblin knight as two people could be.
Honorable and compassionate, though not exactly a master of dinner
etiquette. Also Mr. Starling’s replacement as my first mate.
You had to know Mog well to read his expressions, but now his hangdog frown was as clear to me as anything. Mog had been closer to Mr.
Starling than anyone, and probably missed Starling even more than I
did. His barrel form was hunched over morosely, his black eyes sorrowful, his long batlike ears hanging limply down past his chin.
“Mog is here, Captain,” he said again, very gently. Like half of my
crew, he didn’t wear any uniform, but he’d become an efficient and dutiful first mate, despite working in Mr. Starling’s shadow.
“Good,” I said to him brusquely, trying to push through my colossal
embarrassment and sense of loss, “that storm is going to knock us right
over if we don’t reduce our wind drag as much as possible. Reef all sails
except the jib and the main. Get the sea anchor out.”
•
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“Yes, Captain,” Mog said.
“Quickly,” I said.
A few hours later, the storm hit our little fleet in the English Channel
like falling anvils.
We struggled to maintain position while the storm wailed and tore
at us. The instant our blockade slipped or the invasion fleet discovered a
way to batter through, they would be able to send troops along to France
and from there, to the rest of the continent. On land, they were unstoppable. England’s absurdly quick fall had proved that. Only the invaders’ lack of sailing prowess and our few ships kept the Faerie Invasion
trapped in England. The storm was too powerful for the invading forces
to try sending troops across. As long as we were here when the storm
stopped, the blockade would hold.
We just had to stay afloat while winds and a heaving sea tried to tear
us apart.
So the HMS Specter in the Mist struggled in the choppy waters of the
English Channel while the wind and rain lashed all around. We used the
sea anchor and shortened sail. I took the helm, with Avonstoke on one
side and Henry on the other, trying to steer just enough to keep the ship
moving so that the keel and rudder bit the water and we didn’t flounder,
but not to the point where we fought the elements any more than we
had to. It was a tricky business, but with Avonstoke and Henry’s strength
and my feel for the sea, the Specter just barely succeeded at staying afloat
in the howling chaos.
Spars broke, rigging tore, and the wind howled while my sail crew of
Goblins and Ghost Boys struggled to contain the damage and our deck
crew of Prowlers, Dwarves, and Court Faerie fought to adapt our few
standing sails to the incessantly changing directions of the storm. We
kept triple watch on lookout to avoid running too close to either shore.
More deck crew manned the bilge pumps, and their constant squeaking,
up and down, never stopped. Everyone worked grimly, with fierce determination. None of them had been sailors six months ago, and now they
•
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went about their tasks with no quarter asked or given. I used every trick I
had, but I knew it wouldn’t be enough. Not if the storm held.
We had to fight. We had nowhere else to go. England, my home, was
now an enemy shore. We couldn’t harbor with any of the foreign nations
either, not even nearby France, an occasional hazy line off to starboard.
Any ship of the modern world would shoot and sink any ship coming
out of the Faerie mist. At least the Faerie ship Seahome had enough magicians capable of hindering the weather. So did the rest of the Faerie
Outcast Fleet. But our ship didn’t have that kind of magic at its disposal.
Faith, having no nautical duties, had taken up station on the deck,
leaning on her staff and watching, just watching, the storm that battered
at us. Just on the other side of the quarterdeck, she was half hidden by
the rain except when the lightning flashed. She stood with her hood up
over her naked scalp, peering out into the darkness of the storm as if she
could stare it down.
Dawn came, but it didn’t grow any lighter.
“There’s more to this than weather,” she called over. “I can feel it.”
She stared at me with elaborate gravity.
“Like what?” I asked.
She just shook her head. The storm continued to rage around us.
We went another two days this way. All that time I avoided sleep.
That was partly because the Specter teetered on the edge of capsizing
and I was terrified to leave the quarterdeck. But also, I was afraid of the
dreams.
The next day I reluctantly gave orders to rest the crew in shifts. They
deserved more than a few hours’ sleep, but being shorthanded made
weathering the storm even more dangerous. Still, driving the crew past
utter fatigue had its own cost. Two of the crew had gone missing in the
night, certainly fallen overboard. I’d been using the Ghost Boys more
than the rest of the sail crew because ghosts couldn’t drown. But they
couldn’t swim well enough to get back to the ship. Not in this gale. Even
if they could make to land somehow, we had no way of retrieving them.
•
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It could be years before we saw them again, if ever. I dared not drive
them any further.
After the first and second shift had rested and come back into the
wet, howling gale, Faith appeared at my elbow and ordered me below.
My brain was too numbed and fogged to fight her.
Later, I fell into my swinging cot, briefly disturbing Enemy, Sands’
cat, before he settled on my cold feet. Even then, I couldn’t sleep.
I heard both the rattle and thunder of the storm outside and the
screaming from below. Our prisoner, Captain Caine. He’d been bothering my sleep more and more of late. I put my hands over my ears to
muffle the sounds.
When I finally drifted off, my nightmares were more of the storm,
only worse.
I sailed a torn and battered ship under stormy skies the color of steel
and black iron. Far ahead, silvery, luminous light broke through the
cloud cover, a haven I’d never reach. The wind was tearing the sailcloth
to ribbons, and we were heeling hard over to port, so that the railing was
lost to view as green sheets of water shipped over.
Lightning streaked across the sky, giving me a glimpse of a black,
smoldering figure the size of a volcano behind us. A man, features
shrouded, with a shining crown so high up it was nearly lost in the storm
clouds. Or rather his head and torso, because, waist down, he was submerged in the sea. He lifted his hands in a gesture that was part threat,
part entreaty.
Llyr of the Tuatha De Dannan. God of the Sea.
All your gifts, Llyr thundered, all your gifts come from me. The ship ran
roughly into the next wave and water sprayed up in great, cool, snowywhite fountains. The man, the god, the sea, they hungered for me. They
would take my fealty or my life.
Submit, the waves sang as they pounded into the hull. I could hear
wood splinter with every hit. Give yourself to me. Become my champion, my
avatar, and I shall fill your heart and your hands with powers undreamed of.
M 10 N•
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Arawn’s forces come to lay waste to our homeland, yours and mine. Become
mine, and you shall be mighty enough to defend it.
Give me your gifts, I shouted at the rain, and I shall save England. This
is the desire of my heart! But I worship no one.
Even in the dream, I could still remember Father in my mind’s eye,
first as a god in his own right, battling with his wits with the Faerie King
in a snowy woods, then sick and confused, in bed. Just a man. I loved
him still, more than anything, but now my world had no gods. Because
the truth was, I just didn’t trust them.
Help me, I said to the sea in my dream, and I will save England. But I
do this. Not you.
The sea roared in anger at my audacity.
But I wouldn’t relent. I still remembered, too vividly, the God of the
Wild Hunt chasing us underneath a stormy sky. I could close my eyes
and still taste the blood in my mouth, and the fear. My gut told me none
of the Faerie gods could be trusted.
The sky flashed again, showing the God of the Sea with clenched
fists, hunched over now in terrible anger. To starboard, in the center of
the English Channel, I could see more shadowy figures. Three women
standing so close together they might be one. Brigid, the triple goddess
of fire and water. Beside her, a shadowy horse. One aspect of the Morrigna, another triple-aspected goddess, only she couldn’t make up her
mind. I could see her two other aspects, the Crow and the Crone, and
still more shadowy figures off the port side, near the English coast.
The gods were siding with the invaders.
Next to the Morrigna’s two aspects was the skull-faced Arawn, the
Warrior-King God, Lord of the Underworld and the driving force behind the Faerie Invasion. Far ahead, off the bow, another enormous, inhuman figure struggled, apart from the others, somewhere through the
Strait of Dover. It was draped in storm and shadow, but the bulk and gait
reminded me of the Soho Shark. Then I caught a flash of the head and
saw the sand shark’s mouthful of black teeth. Now I was sure. Formori.
M 11 N•

•

Chr i st ian K laver

I woke.
I sucked in a deep, shaking breath, like a drowning swimmer just
breaking the surface. In my thrashing around, I kicked something furry.
Enemy. He yowled and leaped off the cot. He landed on the deck, his
orange fur ruffled and angry, and then jumped into the lap of a figure
seated there. She’d been sitting so still I hadn’t even noticed her.
“Bad dreams?” she said.
I sat up in the cot and stared at her, trying to decide how much she
knew and how much I might be reading into her question. Truth was,
Faith was uncannily perceptive, and probably it was time to tell someone. They were all suffering for my stubbornness.
“The Faerie gods,” I said hoarsely. “They want me to submit to them.
Still.”
“And you still won’t,” Faith said sympathetically. It wasn’t a question.
I was listening carefully for judgment in her tone, but it wasn’t there. Her
face, hooded in shadow, was hidden to me, so I couldn’t gauge her expression. Despite the fact that she was both an acolyte, of sorts, of the
Wild Hunt, and a disciple magician under Drecovian and Brocara, who
gave her her own Faerie dreams, she’d never criticized my refusal to follow the same path.
“I keep waiting for you to tell me I should listen to them more,” I
admitted.
“No,” she said after a moment’s thought. “I won’t tell you that. I’m
not sure if that’s the right path. For you.”
“That wasn’t what I expected you to say,” I said. I wasn’t sure, considering the stakes, that I could be so objective, if I’d been in her place.
She laughed, honestly surprised and amused. “It helps that there’s
absolutely zero chance of your doing what someone tells you when you
think it’s wrong.”
I laughed. “Right back at you.” This was a franker discussion than
we’d had on this topic before, and I found myself burning with curiosity.
“But you follow them.”
M 12 N•
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“I do,” she said. As if to emphasize the point, she drew back her hood,
revealing her shaven scalp. Once, before the Faerie Invasion and the fall
of England, she’d had a long mane of golden hair. Longer, finer, and better kept than my own blonde hair, which had a tendency to tangle itself
when I wasn’t looking. Hers had been a truer color too, white gold to my
tarnished yellow. She’d been the pretty one before becoming a magician
and an acolyte to the Wild Hunt and had shaved it. No one had told
her to shave it. She’d simply woken up one morning and decided that a
shaved head would make her feel more like one of the arcane.
Unfair as it was, she was still the pretty one. She carried off the look
in a way no one else could have. It made her beauty seem unnatural,
otherworldly.
“Why?” I asked.
“The truth is,” Faith said softly, “that you being stubborn is one of
the things that allowed me to let myself go and do what I had to do.
We have a lot of things we want to save. England, Benedict, the rest of
our family . . .” She waved her hand indicating all the other things. “You
being steadfast for England and refusing to be influenced by the Faerie
gods makes it safer for me to let them in.”
I frowned, remembering the Faith who had declared, a very short
time ago, how little she trusted the Faerie. This was a complete reversal.
“Let them in? How? Why?”
“We use whatever we have,” she said. “Everything we have. You
found your way to get things done. This is mine.”
“Do you trust them?” I asked. “The Faerie gods?”
“Yes,” Faith said. “But that’s not the question you need to ask yourself.”
“What is?”
“You need to ask yourself if you trust me.”
“Of course I do,” I said automatically.
She stood up suddenly, taller than I was and more imposing. The
movement had put her under the skylight and lightning chose that moment to burn across the sky, splashing shadows down over her.
M 13 N•
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“Do you?” she asked again.
I was keenly aware that being sisters, we’d fought more often than
not. There had been lots of other times in the past where I hadn’t trusted
my selfish, beautiful, charming, and aloof sister at all.
But I did now.
“Absolutely,” I said firmly.
She stepped forward and grabbed my shoulder in a fierce grip.
“Good. I feel the same way. That’s all I need to know.”
“What kind of place,” I wondered out loud, “is England going to be
after this? Even if we win, it won’t go back to what it was.”
“No,” Faith agreed. “It won’t. Whatever happens, our world and the
world of Faerie are connected now. But we don’t want the Black Shuck
ruling it.”
“No,” I agreed. “We don’t.”
I had to find my uniform and Father’s old heavy coat in uncertain
light, since the only light that came down from the skylight or stern windows was flashes of lightning. Faith had lit one of the lanterns swinging
from the low rafters, but it didn’t show much. The wailing of the wind
and the motion of the ship grew even more violent as Faith helped me
get dressed.
A quick glance at the mirror was enough to see that I looked a mess.
My blonde hair hung in long, wet clumps. My left eye, the ghost eye,
looked more unnatural than ever in my gaunt, exhausted face.
My gaze fell to the table where I could see the maps, sea charts, newspapers, and chess board.
I picked up the most recent newspaper with a wounded heart. Sands’
agents had brought it only two days ago. I couldn’t read in this light, but
I knew what it said already.
queen Victoria dead.
I dropped the paper and fought back a cold blackness. Even if we
won this war, the Faerie occupation had already changed and destroyed
so much, so many. It was surprising how many of England’s citizens
M 14 N•
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continued under the occupation, adapting to an occupied life. The
thought of the countless dead was horrifying, but equally horrifying was
the idea that just as many citizens labored under their new Faerie overlords. Even if we won, the world was never going to be the same again.
The newspaper article itself didn’t have a lot of information, only
that the House of Lords – which now included as many Court Faerie
as men—was still deliberating possibilities for the next monarch. The
Black Shuck or Widdershins would be pulling all those strings and making all those decisions. The Shuck himself or a Faerie puppet-king, perhaps. The picture under the headline showed Queen Victoria’s famous
diadem crown, broken in half, with her hand open and lifeless lying next
to it.
Sands’ network of spies had culled an enormous amount of information. That was, enormous compared to what we had otherwise, which
was almost nothing thanks to the impenetrable fog surrounding most of
the British Isles. We knew now that, contrary to expectation, a large part
of England’s population still lived, if under Faerie rule. We got a great
deal of details and numbers on their overpowering standing armies, but
less on the disposition of their ships or what plans they had next. But we
didn’t learn any more about Queen Victoria, and I’d give my mizzenmast to find out exactly how she’d died. Several reports came of Queen
Victoria’s distant relatives being smuggled over to the continent, but our
information from that direction was even sketchier, since any French,
Spanish, or American forces we’d seen had clearly identified us with the
Faerie and shot at us on sight. We knew little of what went on in the
outside world.
Surprising how the newspapers still thrived in Faerie-occupied England, considering everything. The Faerie loathed the press machines
but were amused to no end by the papers themselves, so they kept a
contingent of pet newspaper writers to produce them. Most of the information printed in them was pure fabrication. The Outcast Fleet, especially the Specter, were mentioned often, but only as pirates. We were
M 15 N•
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out here fighting for England, and most of England hated us. That we
were ridiculously, profoundly outnumbered was confirmed many times
over—our only saving grace being the lack of any naval power among
the invading forces.
It was a madhouse in London now, with the capricious, powerful,
and inexplicable Faerie in charge. Rachek Kasric—the real one—had
gone there a few days back. Or had tried to. He hadn’t any experience
with the mist, despite living in Faerie all those years, and had insisted on
taking a small dingy to the English coast. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I should
have had him thrown in chains if that had been the only way to keep
him from committing suicide, but I hadn’t had the heart. Our family had
wronged him, owed him, but sending him off to his death seemed a poor
way to pay it. I hoped he was somehow all right.
Hoping against hope for some kind of good news, I looked at the
chess board Father had left. His oracle. It was a visual representation
linked to the war that changed magically to reflect depositions and
strength of troops, but only Father could read the bloody thing properly, and he was dead. Dead at my hand. I shook my head and regarded
the set again. Sands had had a feel for it before he’d lost his magic, but no
longer. Still, it wasn’t hard to glean this much: nothing had changed and
we still looked grossly outmatched. The maps, sea charts, and scouting
reports all said the same.
I mashed my hat down. If my sleep was going to be plagued by Faerie
nightmares, I might as well deal with real storms rather than their dream
cousins. Anything was better than pouring over volumes of old, bad
news. I wondered where Avonstoke was now, then my thoughts turned
to what he’d have to say about the Faerie gods reaching out to me.
I pushed open the narrow double doors to my cabin to see Avonstoke standing there, dripping from the rain. Over his shoulder, I could
see a part in the blackened clouds, a thread of blue sky.
He grinned. I could feel his presence, one that affected me like no
other, as if he were made of hot coals. I saw a brief flash of yearning in his
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expression before he carefully brought it under control. It had been too
fast to see unless you were really looking for it.
I was, of course.
“Ah,” he said. “My captain.” The warmth in his voice was unmistakable, and it made me flush under my hat. “I hope I didn’t wake you. I
came to tell you that the storm has—”
“You shouldn’t be above decks,” I said, grabbing a fistful of his emerald-green Court Faerie marine uniform. “Get in here.” I hauled him
through the doors, which banged shut behind him.
He came willingly, moving with grace despite his blindness, and
then, an instant after the doors had shut, his body was pressed against
mine, and our mouths met in a blistering kiss. His breath was warm, exciting, like it always was. He smelled of wet wool from his drenched uniform and tar from handling deck ropes. Even through the wet clothes,
his body was hot against mine.
I took pleasure in his heat, his solidity, for as long as I dared, four
minutes, perhaps five.
Then I pushed him reluctantly away.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I need to get out there.” I desperately didn’t
want to leave his arms and go out into the cold and wet, but these few
snatched moments were all I could risk. None of the others had the same
feel for the sea that I did, and every minute away from topside brought a
chance of wreck and ruin.
“I know,” he said, his breath ragged. Then his blank gaze, blind as he
was, strayed in the direction of the rumpled blanket on the cot I’d just
left. For an instant, his expression was one of desire, and I flushed, feeling an echoing desire blossom in the pit of my stomach. There was a lot
more waiting for us than kisses in the dark, but I didn’t dare think about
that now with war and duty in the way.
I took a deep, ragged breath.
Then Avonstoke’s face turned back toward me and his expression
became thoughtful and pensive. “The dreams?” he asked. “They still
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haunt you?” His tone was carefully neutral. We’d discussed the Faerie
gods before, my distrust, his devotion. We were very clear on each other’s feelings there.
“Yes,” I said, the feeling of warmth sluicing away, just that quickly,
replaced by a cold chill.
He nodded seriously, saying nothing. His face still looked strange to
me. He’d lost the black raven tattoo on his face and his sight in the same
battle at Stormholt, three months ago, and I was still adapting.
There was an awkward moment of silence, filled with sounds from
outside the cabin. The whistling of the wind, the creak of the ship around
us, the squeal of sailors working the pumps to force out all the water the
storm shipped in.
“Has the storm slackened any?” I asked, my voice sounding weak
and feeble to my own ears.
“The storm continues to be . . .” Avonstoke lifted his hands in a shrug.
“Terrible. I would not have thought a ship could weather it if we weren’t
proving otherwise, even now.”
I looked at him again. He was clearly exhausted, his eyes hollow and
his hands shaking. Worse than exhausted. He was on the verge of dropping, bolstered only by force of will. Had he taken any rest since standing two or three shifts at the helm with me? I didn’t know.
“But then,” he said with forced cheerfulness, “it is fitting for the
mighty Admiral Justice and the Outcast Fleet? It’d be a dull epic if the
sea were calm, would it not?”
“Admiral Justice,” I said, “doesn’t run the Outcast Fleet, if you can
even call it that. Lady Rue’s got a number of those schooners. Who
knows how many, exactly? But she doesn’t answer to me. Neither does
the Faerie Council, which actually runs Seahome. So, the Outcast Fleet,
as far as this admiral is concerned, is the Specter. One ship.” I gave him a
hard look. “You look exhausted. Have you gotten any sleep?”
He shrugged.
“You should get below,” I said gently. “Get some sleep.”
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Avonstoke had no sailing experience, but he’d worked hard to overcome it. And had. Then he’d been struck blind, a poison scratch from
a Kellas Cat, and one he’d gotten protecting me. Even after that, he’d
worked hard to learn his way around the ship, again, this time without
the use of his eyes. And he’d succeeded, again. Blind, he was still a remarkably competent deckhand. But in a storm like this, wandering the
deck blindly, he might easily be washed overboard.
“I thought you might need another lookout,” he said, squinting with
mock intensity. “Besides, I was just coming to tell you that the repairs
are done to the mizzenwhistle or spanker gun or one of those things. The
sail that broke just before you came down?”
“Main topsail yard?” I said, at least 60 percent certain that he was just
taunting me with “mizzenwhistle.” Perhaps 70.
“That’s the very one!” he said brightly.
I put a hand on his arm.
“You need sleep,” I said.
“We all do.” He shrugged again, as if the matter were of no importance.
Then I thought of slipping into his arms on my cot, or in his hammock on the lower deck, and sleeping protected and safe there . . . or,
perhaps, not sleeping . . . and my face flushed all over again. How could I
keep my ship and crew safe if I was constantly distracted by these heated
thoughts?
“Sleep,” I snapped and withdrew my hand.
He shook his head. “You need all the hands you can get.”
“That’s an order,” I snapped, falling back into my duties. A sudden,
even more violent than normal dip of the ship threw us in closer proximity, both of us leaning on the door frame for support.
He shrugged yet again, his expression maddingly mild.
“You need . . .”
“I don’t need my crew falling overboard through exhaustion,” I said.
“Please. Just sleep a little. I promise not to let you do it too long.”
M 19 N•

•

Chr i st ian K laver

“Perhaps a little,” he relented, “just this once. If you promise not to
let me make a habit of it.”
“I promise,” I said gently. He nodded and with another, almost imperceptible glance at my cot, made his way to the hatch to below decks.
We didn’t lack for brass, my crew and me. Now we could use a little
luck.
I stumbled out against the wind and slashing rain to make my way
up the stairs and join Henry on the quarterdeck. Faith was with him,
though I was sure it wasn’t her watch.
I immediately immersed myself in the constant, bitter struggle of a
ship tossed by the storms.
A sudden, particularly violent gust tore the mainsail in half with a
sound like thunder and we were frantic to put some sail in to replace it
before the lack of a bracing against the wind tipped us over.
We’d just finished when Henry pointed past me.
“Where’s he going?” he said.
I turned to see Avonstoke on deck again.
He was walking across the deck, seemingly mesmerized. He didn’t
look blind so much as completely unaware of his surroundings. It had
been nearly an hour since I’d seen him on deck and he’d left his emerald
marine uniform below, braving the chill with only some kind of leather
leggings.
Was that what he slept in?
Was that all he slept in? That was a distracting image I didn’t need
right now. Two Prowler crewmen skirted out of his way while he shuffled blindly past. The crewman looked to me and Mog for confirmation.
“Avonstoke!” I shouted. “What are you doing?” But he was already
grabbing the shrouds and stepping up. He slipped then, something I’d
never seen him do before that I could remember, even blind.
“Avonstoke!” Faith shouted. Then to us: “Is he even awake?”
That seemed a question I couldn’t answer. We were all moving,
Faith, Henry, and I, across the deck.
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