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Dedication
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For the entire Mulholland gang,

in all their noisy glory

I couldn’t ask for a better family.





Epigraph
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Your children are not your children.

They are the sons and daughters of Life’s longing for itself. . . .

You may house their bodies but not their souls,

for their souls dwell in the house of tomorrow,

which you cannot visit, not even in your dreams.

— KAHLIL GIBRAN

Let your soul stand cool and composed before a million universes.

— WALT WHITMAN
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Part One

Approaching Thunder






Chapter One

The War Party

TRAVELING BY MAL’GAMA AT NIGHT WAS ALMOST ENOUGH TO make Chloe forget everything.

Not that she wanted to forget. In fact, she was annoyed that so much of her anger had slipped away—anger about the Warren, her home and sanctuary for these past few months, now invaded and conquered by the Riven. Anger at Joshua, whose fault it sort of was and who was maybe a traitor. Anger at Isabel—that was a given. Anger at Mr. Meister and Brian and Sil’falo Teneves and the rest of the Wardens, who had hidden the wretched truth about the Mothergates all this time.

It had only been a day since the Warren had fallen.

A day since she had learned she was going to die.

But up here, Chloe found it hard to cling to that anger. It was well past midnight. The mal’gama sped through the darkness, a thousand feet above the open farmland of Illinois, carrying its small crew of Wardens. All around them, the night sky was a black dome of unbroken cloud. Somehow it seemed right that there were no stars, since Horace wasn’t here to name them. Chloe was glad he’d stayed behind. It was safer for him back at Ka’hoka, a sanctuary deeper and better protected than the Warren had ever been. The thought made her almost sleepy, him being safe.

And it didn’t hurt that the mal’gama itself, a massive carpet of small soft stones, cradled Chloe as it flew, undulating like water. The front edge of the mal’gama had formed into a kind of a prow, so that the wind barely licked at her short black hair. The overall sensation, she realized, as she fiddled with the Alvalaithen hanging from her neck, felt a little bit like going thin and diving into the dark earth, soaring through solid ground, as only she could. Except that here she was not in control. And although she hated to admit it, not being in control right now was . . . nice.

She supposed Dwen’dailen Longo, the Altari warrior, was in control. That was nice too. The mal’gama wasn’t Tan’ji, and so it didn’t have a Keeper, but Dailen wore the ring that controlled the huge Tanu. Did that make him the pilot? The dog walker? Flying carpet wrangler? She’d been watching the young Altari, to see what he did, but he didn’t do much. Maybe the mal’gama had a bit of a mind of its own. All Chloe knew was, they were going fast. Fast was good. The faster the better.

This was a rescue mission. Allegedly. And Chloe had to admit that the rescue team she was a part of was definitely badass, even if the word “team” made her gag a little. Besides herself and Dailen, five other Keepers rode the mal’gama now, all of them Wardens. They were headed back to Chicago to try and save those who had been captured by the Riven in the raid on the Warren. They were going to find Mr. Meister, for sure. And possibly Joshua too, whether he wanted to be saved or not. And maybe Isabel—her mother.

Even if the word made Chloe gag a little.

If her mother was even alive.

Most of the Wardens’ Council was here, with their towering bodies and their powerful Tan’ji. The hulking Go’nesh carried his blue-bladed staff, the Fairfrost Blade, whose every swing left a swath of impenetrable ice hanging in the air. Okay, not quite ice and not quite impenetrable. But bitterly cold and brutally dense, as Chloe knew all too well. Beside him, dark and surly, Ravana wore her faultless wooden bow over her shoulders. Named Pinaka, it was as thick as a man’s arm and three times as long. And off to Chloe’s side, exasperatingly beautiful Teokas had her . . . whatever it was. Some kind of bracelet. Thailadun, she called it: the Moondoor. She’d shown it to Horace, but Chloe had no idea what it did, and it was nagging at her. Whenever Chloe glanced over at Teokas now—a painfully graceful silhouette, a magnet for anyone’s eyes, her long legs dangling over the edge of the mal’gama—it seemed Teokas was looking back at her.

Gabriel was here too, the tallest of the humans, though still dwarfed by the Altari. He sat with Dailen, well back from the edge, the Staff of Obro across his lap. The staff was the only cure for Gabriel’s blindness, and a temporary one at that, but he would never use it here. Not when calling forth the humour that gave him sight meant blinding everyone else.

Gabriel and Dailen were talking animatedly in low voices, even laughing now and again. Other than Chloe, Gabriel was the youngest here, five or six years older than she was. And as far as she understood it, Dailen was not much older than Gabriel, in Altari years—he was a kind of teenager himself. Barely an adult, anyway. But because the Altari lived much longer, Dailen was closer to eighty than eighteen.

The final member of the party sat with Gabriel and Dailen, mostly silent. Mrs. Hapsteade bent over her own lap, tiny and dark, her prim black dress piled around her. Every now and again she muttered something quietly to Dailen. Unlike the others, Mrs. Hapsteade hadn’t come to fight. Her Tan’ji was no kind of weapon; it was useful only in identifying the powers of new Keepers. But she had insisted on carrying the Tanu that told them where to go, a compass whose red needle pointed straight at Mr. Meister.

Before being captured, he’d swallowed a small Tan’kindi called a backjack, and as long as it was inside him—no matter where the Riven might take him—this compass would track him down. The others assumed the old man must still be in the Warren, deep under the streets of downtown Chicago. But Chloe wasn’t so sure. If she were the Riven, she would have gotten Mr. Meister out of there quick. The Warren might have fallen, but she suspected it was still full of traps, and Mr. Meister certainly knew them all.

But whatever. Wherever the compass took them, that’s where they would go. Chloe was ready. She was ready because she had no idea what else to do.

And she had to do something.

The mal’gama rippled beneath her, pulsing. Teokas walked along its very edge, coming toward her, the green stones shifting under her graceful steps. She was small for an Altari, only seven feet tall or so. Watching her move, it occurred to Chloe that Teokas wasn’t as old as Chloe had thought—again, for an Altari. Older than Dailen, but younger than her splendor and confidence made her seem. Maybe a hundred years old? It was hard to guess, to say the least.

Teokas stopped beside her, gazing down over the edge of the mal’gama, looking like the sculpture of some untouchable goddess atop a windswept cliff. Or something equally daunting and majestic. Her Tan’ji, the Moondoor, hung from a strap around her wrist, a shadowed sphere as big as a plum.

Chloe frowned up at her, opening her mouth for the first time since they’d left Ka’hoka. “Will the Moondoor save you if you fall?” Chloe asked. “You seem pretty carpe diem about the whole falling-to-your-death thing.”

Teokas laughed, a thick, enchanting chorus of oboes and low bells. All of the Altari had rich, musical voices, but Teokas’s voice was especially full of slinky woodwinds and soft percussion. As Brian had put it, she sounded like the sultry part of the orchestra.

“It won’t save me, no,” Teokas crooned. “But it is hard to fall off the mal’gama.” Abruptly, she took a step forward, as if she planned to walk right off the edge. With a leathery rustle, the mal’gama shifted in an instant, stretching out to catch her foot just as it alighted.

“Teokas, please,” Dailen said, looking over.

“Ji tolvë tanduvra?” Teokas said lightly, stepping back. Chloe only understood a few words of Altari, and none of these, but Teokas was obviously teasing. Flirting, maybe.

“When do you never?” Dailen replied, and Teokas and the other Altari all laughed.

Teokas sank to the floor beside Chloe, stretching out her long form as the mal’gama rose to meet her. “What I’ve always wondered,” she said quietly to Chloe, as if in confidence, “is whether he could stop it from saving me.”

Chloe shrugged. “He couldn’t stop it from saving me, if I didn’t want him to.” She blushed as the words left her. It seemed like one of the stupider things she’d ever said.

“No, I suppose not,” said Teokas. “Even Go’nesh couldn’t stop you.” She gazed at the Alvalaithen, openly fascinated. Even in the feeble light, Chloe could see the golden rings around Teokas’s dark irises, like halos. When Teokas blinked, her crisscrossed double eyelids seemed to flicker. Suddenly the Altari frowned at Chloe’s Tan’ji. “Why a dragonfly, do you suppose?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I’m not complaining. Our Tan’ji are what they are. But why do you suppose your Maker chose a dragonfly?”

Chloe looked down at the Alvalaithen. She didn’t much like the question. Perfectly white, with intricate mazy wings, the dragonfly was precisely what it needed to be. Chloe tapped briefly into its sweet song, letting its power fill her. How many more times would she get to do this before the Mothergates died? The dragonfly’s wings fluttered buzzily, blurring. She felt her body go thin, become a ghost. She kept herself afloat atop the mal’gama’s rippling stones with no effort whatsoever, though she could’ve just as easily fallen straight through them, with nothing to stop her. Not even Dailen. After a moment, making sure everything was clear of her flesh, she released the Alvalaithen. Its song left her, and the dragonfly’s wings went still.

“Wings,” Chloe said. “I can fly underground.”

“I know. I witnessed as much, in the Proving Room.”

“Oh, but you didn’t know that Alvalaithen means ‘Earthwing’?” Chloe said, letting her voice bend with irony. “I could have sworn I just heard you speaking your own language.”

“You did,” said Teokas earnestly, as if sarcasm were so far beneath her it couldn’t touch her. “But why a dragonfly, and not a bird? We are fond of birds, we Altari.”

Mrs. Hapsteade’s voice rang out in the dark. “A dragonfly is always a predator,” she said.

“Ah,” said Teokas, as if that answered everything. She pointed at Chloe’s forearm, where two dagger-shaped patches of dark skin ran from palm to elbow, front and back. “These are the scars of a predator, then?”

“You could say that,” Chloe replied. She still remembered the awful burn of the crucible the day she’d gotten these scars. Certainly not her only scars, or even the worst. Still, it had been one of the two or three most excruciating things she’d ever done, extinguishing the Riven’s mind-consuming flame with her own flesh and bone. Were they heading to another Riven nest even now? Would there be another crucible dog there, with its beckoning green fire?

“I know how you got the scars,” said Teokas. “But you won’t tell me the full story, will you? You’re not a bragger.”

Now Gabriel stirred. “Chloe brags before she does things,” he said. “Not after.”

Chloe found herself fighting a sudden grin of pleasure. This was maybe the nicest thing Gabriel had ever said about her.

“Confidence,” Teokas sang, smiling at her. “I respect that.”

“Yeah, well,” said Chloe, “it’s easy to be confident when you know you’re going to die. Consequences schmonsequences, am I right?”

Teokas blinked at her thoughtfully, and then clearly chose to pretend she hadn’t understood what Chloe meant. “I wonder if your friend Horace feels the same way. The Keeper of the Fel’Daera deals purely in consequences, after all.” She shook her head as if in wonder. “My talents have to do with time too, but Horace is on another level altogether, far beyond my own.”

Across the mal’gama, Ravana raised her head, watching them. Go’nesh stood beside her like a boulder. It was no secret that Horace hadn’t come with them tonight because his Tan’ji, the Fel’Daera, made some of the Altari uneasy. Most of the Altari were still adjusting to the fact that the Fel’Daera still existed, since it was supposed to have been destroyed long ago. Chloe blamed them for their discomfort, but only a little—partly because Horace was better off where he was and partly because, well . . . it wasn’t exactly easy, having a companion who could see the future.

Horace could only see one day into the future, sure. One day at most. And only in his immediate surroundings, looking through the rippled blue glass of the Fel’Daera, the Box of Promises. But to be honest, when Horace looked through the box and then told you your future, told you—just for example—that you were going to let yourself be captured by the Riven, or that you were going to surrender your Tan’ji, or that you were almost definitely going to figure out a way to survive some deadly dangerous thing you hadn’t even imagined yet . . .

No pressure. No biggie.

Just your fate.

On a plate.

No, it wasn’t always easy being Horace’s friend, even for Chloe, even though she trusted Horace with her life. In fact, she had done precisely that, more than once, and wouldn’t hesitate to do it again. She trusted Horace more than she trusted herself.

Chloe looked Teokas in the eye. “Horace is on a whole other level, yes,” she said.

She meant it as a dig. But Teokas gave her a warm, eager smile in return, not at all condescending. Not the knowing smirk of a grown-up, but a childish smile of enthusiasm. Chloe realized abruptly that Teokas didn’t fear Horace; she admired him.

“I’m glad you have such a friend, truly,” Teokas said. “We’ll all have need of good friends in the days to come.”

Chloe decided to stop trying not to like her.

They sailed on, she and Teokas sitting silently side by side. After a while, the glow of Chicago became plain in the northeastern sky, lighting the clouds above. Eventually the city itself came into view, a golden spiderweb of light. Or half a spiderweb, anyway. On the far side, the spray of light ended abruptly, the dark unbroken expanse of Lake Michigan stretching out to the far horizon beyond.

“About the Mothergates,” Chloe said, and she had no idea why she was saying it. She had no idea what she expected Teokas to tell her.

“What do you want me to say?” Teokas said, when it became clear Chloe wasn’t going to finish. “That we will survive?”

“I want you to tell me that the Mothergates have to die. Tell me that the Riven are wrong to want to keep the Mothergates open.”

Teokas shrugged. “They are not wrong to want. But they are wrong to try to make it happen. If the Mothergates remain open, the entire world will come to an end.”

“And you’re staking your life on that.”

“My life is not the issue.” Teokas pointed at the sprawling city lights below. “You have family down there, I think. Will you stake their lives that the Riven are correct? That the Mothergates should be forced to remain open, and our powers allowed to live on, regardless of the consequences?” She spread her great arms wide, encompassing the city as whole. “Will you stake all these lives?”

Chloe glared down at the city, practically beneath them now. Her father was down there somewhere, and her sister too. She said, “I asked Falo what would happen to us Keepers when the Mothergates die. When the source of our power is cut off, and we lose our bonds with our Tan’ji.”

Teokas nodded. “Vital bonds,” she murmured, holding Thailadun aloft. “Bonds that cannot be safely broken.”

“Falo said—and I’m quoting here—‘Some may survive.’”

“Maybe,” said Teokas. “But if the Mothergates remain open, no one will survive.”

“Define ‘no one.’”

Teokas fixed Chloe with her golden-green gaze. “No one you have ever known, or ever will, or ever could.”

A shiver jittered down Chloe’s arms, nothing to do with the sky’s night air. “That’s . . . very thorough,” she said. “Thanks.”

“The Mothergates cannot remain,” Gabriel said suddenly. “The Riven cannot be allowed to save them. Mr. Meister is the Chief Taxonomer, and he knows more about the Tanu and the Mothergates than any living Keeper, except perhaps Sil’falo Teneves herself. He would never betray us, but we cannot risk the Riven learning what he knows.”

“We’ll save him, then,” said Chloe. “So that he can die when we win this war.” She meant for the words to sound bitter, but they spilled into the air like a resolution. Like a fate that had already been sealed and delivered.

“Spoken like a true Altari,” Teokas said, and she laughed. “We’ll rescue him to death.”

They sailed into the heart of the city. Downtown Chicago rose around them like an electric forest. The tops of the tallest towers stood hundreds of feet above them, even as high as they already were. A few cars, tiny as toys, roamed the nighttime streets below.

Mrs. Hapsteade was on her feet now, peering down at the compass that would lead them to Mr. Meister. Maps were not especially Chloe’s strong suit, but from what she could tell, they were headed straight for the Warren. The Willis Tower loomed just ahead, off to the left, a chunky stack of dominoes. She’d never liked the looks of it. Its two huge white antennas rose like bleached bones, towering high overhead as they passed, just a block away.

“He’s still in the Warren, after all,” Chloe said.

But Mrs. Hapsteade shook her head. She laid a hand on Dailen’s arm. “Circle east. Take us to the lakeshore.”

Dailen nodded, and the mal’gama gently swerved. They sailed toward Grant Park, passing directly above the Art Institute’s glass roof and then out over the harbor. Rows of pale boats bobbed in the dark water like sleeping birds. With a gesture, Mrs. Hapsteade directed them north, toward Navy Pier, where the Ferris wheel glowed, motionless, shut down for the night.

But they weren’t headed there, either. Instead, with Mrs. Hapsteade guiding him, Dailen steered back toward shore, cruising over Streeterville between Michigan Avenue and the lakeshore. Everyone was on their feet now, gathered around Mrs. Hapsteade. The mal’gama circled tighter and tighter, the needle of the compass swinging. At last Mrs. Hapsteade raised her hand.

“Stop,” she said, and she pointed straight down. “He is here.”

The mal’gama eased to a stop, hovering. “Watch your step,” said Dailen.

The stones beneath their feet rustled and began to part, like water circling a drain. A wide hole opened in the mal’gama, revealing the city below. Chloe peered through it cautiously, Teokas at her side. Far beneath them, a rectangle of dark, undeveloped land jutted out into the water, just where Lake Michigan drained into the Chicago River. Lakeshore Drive was a pale golden band crossing high above the river, sprinkled with drifting cars, and in its shadow—directly below them on the dark spit of land—a great round hole yawned. A perfect circle a hundred feet across, black as pitch.

“There,” Mrs. Hapsteade said, pointing.

Chloe stared, hardly able to believe it. “The hell pit?” she said.

The hell pit was a notorious eyesore in the city. Years ago, there had been plans to build an enormous skyscraper here, one of the tallest in the world. But no sooner had the hole been dug for its foundations than the project was abandoned. The hole was never filled. It had been here for as long as Chloe could remember, plainly visible from above on Lakeshore Drive. The city had made an effort to disguise the hole—small hills had been built beside it, and trees now grew in the surrounding empty lot. But the pit was still there, barred by only a stout chain fence around the edge. Inside the pit, Chloe knew, the walls of the hole were lined with rusted steel girders. She had no idea how deep it went.

“You know this place?” Teokas asked.

“I mean, everyone knows this place,” said Chloe. “Kids tell stories about it. But no one actually goes there. It’s off-limits.”

“In other words,” said Dailen, “just the sort of place the Riven would love.”

The mal’gama swirled, becoming whole again. Smoothly Dailen steered them back out over the harbor, dropping low once they were in darkness. Then they came back ashore, skimming the water. They passed beneath the Outer Drive Bridge, a hulking rusty skeleton, out of sight of the traffic that crossed above. The mal’gama slid stealthily over a metal retaining wall at the shoreline and a white concrete fence beyond, settling into a shadowy patch of scrubby green between Lakeshore Drive and some apartment buildings to the west. The hell pit lay just a few hundred feet ahead in the darkness. Chloe’s heart began to pound. What would they find below?

Dailen removed the ring that controlled the mal’gama and handed it to Mrs. Hapsteade. She gave him the compass in return. “Du’gara jentro,” she said, shocking Chloe a bit. She had no idea the woman could speak Altari.

Dailen bowed low. “Ji mogra jentro duvra.” He reached down to clasp her hand. “Dak’fol ka laithen,” he added solemnly. “Tel tu’vra fal raethen.”

“Tel tu’vra fal raethen,” Mrs. Hapsteade repeated.

And though Chloe didn’t know the words, she recognized the ritual at once, and knew what they were saying.

Dak’fol ka laithen. Fear is the stone. Tel tu’vra fal raethen.

“May yours be light,” Chloe whispered.

Teokas nodded, her eyes shining. “May yours be light,” she said.

“They won’t be expecting us,” said Gabriel, thumping the ground with the tip of his staff. “Not so soon, and not here.”

Go’nesh stepped off the mal’gama. He hefted the Fairfrost Blade, big as a stop sign. “They certainly won’t be expecting me,” he growled, his voice rumbling like a platoon of bass drums. He looked down at Ravana. “It feels good to be out. Good not to hide.”

Ravana unlimbered her mighty bow, nodding. She pulled back on its thick string, testing it. For a moment a bloodred bolt of fire appeared, fuming in the dark. She eased up on the string and let it fade. “Good indeed,” she said.

“It’s time, then,” said Dailen, and suddenly there were two of him. Then four, and then eight, their little band effectively tripling. “Let’s go get our friend,” all the Dailens said together.

Chloe grinned, drinking deeply from the Alvalaithen’s song, letting herself go thin. Nothing could stop her, nothing could touch her. She looked around at the band of warriors with her now, mighty and magical.

“Now this is what I’m talking about,” she said.





Chapter Two

In the Pit

ALTHOUGH HE HAD BEEN BROUGHT HERE WEARING A BLINDFOLD, Joshua knew exactly where he was.

The Riven who had hustled him out of the Warren on Dr. Jericho’s orders apparently hadn’t realized that it was pointless to blindfold him. Dr. Jericho, who knew better, hadn’t bothered to stop them, laughing as he watched.

Despite not being able to see, Joshua had tracked the brief journey from the Warren in his mind. He knew they’d traveled almost exactly one mile east-northeast—traveling mostly underground before climbing up into the cool nighttime streets of the city for a few blocks. A dozen Riven traveled with him, slinking through the dark, forcing him onward. Several small Ravids were among them, hissing and popping in and out as they teleported, jumping forward like water striders flicking across the surface of a pond.

Joshua hadn’t needed to smell the water to know that they’d brought him to the lakeshore, just beside the Outer Drive Bridge. He hadn’t needed eyes to remind him that there was a huge round pit here, the leftover of some giant skyscraper that had never been built. Three Mordin, ten feet tall and stinking of brimstone, had brought Joshua deep into the great pit—carrying him at one point, as they climbed downward. A screeching doorway, a series of damp tunnels and stone stairs, and finally they’d removed his blindfold, here in this large dark chamber lit dimly with sickly brown lights. How deep they had come, Joshua couldn’t say, but despite the blindfold he could have plotted his current location on a map to within just a few feet.

Not that it mattered. Yes, he could track himself through space just as well as Horace could track himself through time. It was a talent Joshua used to be proud of.

But not anymore.

There was so much to worry about, so much to feel terrible about, that Joshua’s brain had gone numb, unable to decide even where to start. The secret location of the Warren had accidentally been revealed by Joshua himself when one of the Riven’s Auditors got inside his head, inside the Laithe of Teneves. The Warren had been invaded not long after, and had fallen.

During the attack, Mrs. Hapsteade had been forced to destroy many of the Tanu there, so that the precious devices wouldn’t fall into the hands of the Riven. Ingrid, the former Warden turned traitor, had been freed to join the Riven once more. Unbelievably, Mr. Meister himself had been captured, his leg broken. And as for Isabel, Chloe’s mother . . . it wasn’t clear yet what had happened to her when the Riven had stormed across the Maw and into the Great Burrow. Joshua could barely poke at his hopes when it came to Isabel. She’d done some good, yes, but also so much bad. Did he hope she was dead? Captured? Suffering? Escaped? Joshua had no idea. It wasn’t his place to hope.

Worst of all—though it was hard to explain why it was the worst—the Riven hadn’t taken the Laithe of Teneves from him. For some reason, they had let Joshua keep his Tan’ji.

He hated to think what this might mean.

The Laithe hovered beside him now, a perfect globe of the earth, alive with rippling water and drifting cloud and green forest. A meridian encircled it, a flat copper hoop inside which the globe floated, like Saturn inside its rings. With the Laithe, Joshua could have chosen any location on the planet and then—by tearing loose the meridian and spinning it wide open—created a portal to that location. A doorway. A gateway to anywhere on earth. An escape.

Not that he could have escaped. Not likely. The Riven hadn’t taken the Laithe, no, but they hadn’t left him alone with it either. The Mordin that had brought him here were still with him. Like all Riven, they were pale skinned and beady eyed, like ghoulish humans. They had long ghastly limbs that folded and unfolded like the legs of insects. The Mordin were hunters, taller than regular Riven, at least twice as tall as Joshua himself.

Two of the Mordin guarding him, Joshua had decided, were lazy and careless—obviously delighted that the secret sanctuary of the Wardens had been conquered, and feeling pleased with themselves. They sat on the floor, leaning against the wall, talking back and forth in low, harsh whispers. But the third Mordin was sharper, quieter, crouching warily and watching Joshua with a keen black stare. He reminded Joshua of Arthur the raven, gazing at some suspicious object.

And these three weren’t the only guards with him in the cold stone chamber. There was a fourth, the worst by far—busy with a prisoner all its own.

The golem filled one side of the room, a glistening hulk as big as a bus, made entirely of shining thumb-sized stones. Hanging open like the mouth of a cave, not bothering to disguise itself, the golem pulsed slightly with a faint rattle, as if breathing. Inside it, Mr. Meister hung like a tiny doll, his arms and legs buried in the golem’s grip, only his chest and his white-haired head hanging free. Unlike Joshua, the old man had not been allowed to keep his Tan’ji. He was still alive, so the instruments must still exist—but stripped of his red vest and his glasses now, Mr. Meister looked small and blind, completely helpless.

In the several hours since they’d been here—maybe even a full day?—Mr. Meister hadn’t spoken a word. He hadn’t so much as looked at Joshua since first laying eyes on him back at the Warren, after they’d been captured. And that was fine with Joshua, because the expression on the old man’s face as he realized Joshua hadn’t escaped had been . . .

Bad. Worse than disappointed.

He looked . . . frightened.

Joshua hadn’t even known Mr. Meister could be afraid.

I tried, Joshua had wanted to tell him. And it was true. Or at least, it was true that he’d tried to save the Laithe of Teneves. He’d tried to push the Laithe through its own portal, his grand plan once he’d realized the Warren was lost. He would send the little globe through the portal he’d opened into the green forest near Ka’hoka, two hundred and fifty miles away. He would protect the Laithe by sending it far away, into the hands of his friends, the other Wardens who had already escaped. He would protect those friends, too, by surrendering himself to the Riven, powerless and pointless. He’d already done so much harm.

But his plan had failed. He hadn’t even known enough about his own Tan’ji to know that the plan was doomed, that the Laithe didn’t work that way. The globe wouldn’t go through the portal without him. And now Joshua was captured, and the Laithe too. He’d failed in every way possible. Everything was ruined, all thanks to him.

Suddenly Mr. Meister lifted his head. “Kro’gesh jian tu,” he said, his hoarse voice echoing in the hollow chamber. For a moment Joshua thought he was speaking nonsense. But then one of the lazy Mordin laughed, and replied in the same dancing, hissing language.

“Gosht kota,” he said, still laughing. “Jian kell jo’thra tendu.”

“Kal nadra!” the sharp-eyed Mordin snapped.

The lazy Mordin fell silent, but went on chuckling softly to himself.

“What’s happening?” Joshua asked. “What’s he saying?”

The sharp-eyed Mordin stood slowly, like the growing shadow of a winter tree, and slid toward him.

“Nothing meant for your ears, obviously,” he said. “Isn’t it strange that when your friend finally speaks, he chooses a language you can’t understand?” The Mordin glanced over at Mr. Meister, whose head was hanging limply again. “Perhaps he has nothing to say to you. Not anymore. After all, you’re one of us now.”

“I’m not,” Joshua said, his face flushing.

The Mordin held up a long, gruesome finger, wagging it. Joshua noticed he wore a large black ring with a twisted bloodred stone. “I was there when we took the Warren,” the Mordin said. “I saw your portal. You could have escaped with the other Tinkers, but you didn’t. You chose to stay with us.” His voice was light and jingling, maddening.

“That’s not what I—” Gritting his teeth, Joshua turned to Mr. Meister. “I tried,” he said.

“Save your breath, Joshua,” Mr. Meister replied. “Don’t listen to their lies.”

“Lies?” said a new voice, billowing through the chamber like a black curtain, splendid and fiendish. Joshua froze.

Dr. Jericho strode elegantly out of the darkness, taller than the other Mordin by a foot at least. The sharp-eyed Mordin stepped back from Joshua alertly. The two guards sitting on the floor scrambled to their feet. Dr. Jericho ignored them all, gazing at Mr. Meister. “The Chief Taxonomer dares to accuse us of lying? He whose very purpose is to hide the truth from his so-called friends? How terribly rich.”

One of Dr. Jericho’s forearms was wrapped tightly in scarlet, and Joshua remembered the snap of bone as Neptune had plunged into the Mordin from high above, in the battle on April’s roof. The memory, and the sight of Dr. Jericho wounded now, brought him a stab of satisfaction.

But it quickly faded. A thin golden light seemed to shimmer and shift in the hallway behind Dr. Jericho, buried in a massive moving shadow, coming closer. Footsteps dragged heavily across the stone floor. The Mordin hadn’t come here alone.

An enormous figure shambled into the room, stooping as if carrying a great weight. Even bent over as it was, it stood half again as tall as Dr. Jericho. Mr. Meister let out a gasp of surprise, sending goose bumps up and down Joshua’s arms. The new arrival was a Riven, but not quite a Mordin, despite the huge size. This was something else.

Wide pale eyes, empty and unfocused. Ashen, drooping flesh, like an abandoned snakeskin. Slender arms that reached all the way to the floor. Hands that were almost creatures unto themselves, as broad as school desks, with fingers a foot long or more.

Worst of all, the creature was shirtless, and a large oval stone was buried in the sagging flesh of his chest—a Tan’ji. This was the source of the faint golden light Joshua had seen, somehow familiar. The stone glowed like the dim reflection of the sun on cloudy waters.

“Let me introduce you to Grooma,” Dr. Jericho said. “Keeper of Aored. He is Dorvala.” He turned and looked Joshua in the eye, obviously wanting to make sure that Joshua understood the word. “A Maker.”

A Maker. The same as Brian. That was why the creature’s Tan’ji looked so familiar—the oval stone buried in his chest was a Loomdaughter, just like Tunraden, but even larger. Aored, Dr. Jericho had named it. With it, this massive and miserable Grooma had the power to shape the Medium, to create new Tanu.

Mr. Meister looked grim. Not afraid, exactly, but . . . resigned. Watching his face, Joshua slowly pieced together a worrisome thought. Makers were extremely rare. Only nine Loomdaughters had ever been made, and many had been destroyed. Every Tanu that ever existed had been created either with the Starlit Loom itself—the very first Tan’ji—or with one of the Nine. Brian, therefore, was one of the greatest secrets the Wardens had. Surely the Riven guarded Grooma just as carefully. The fact that Dr. Jericho was revealing the Dorvala now, letting Joshua and Mr. Meister see Aored . . .

It couldn’t mean anything good.

“Are you frightened?” Dr. Jericho asked Joshua, strolling over to him, bending down like a giant mantis.

“Yes,” Joshua said. His eyes drifted to Grooma, lurking hugely in the shadows.

“How strange it must be for you. Thrust into a war you barely understand, mere days before it will be won.”

“Or lost,” Mr. Meister called out.

“Do not be afraid of Grooma, Joshua,” Dr. Jericho murmured, almost sweetly. “Instead, fear the man who calls to you now. Fear the lies that spill from him like breath.” He spread his great hand against his own chest. “I will tell you no lies. I will tell you the truth.”

“I don’t believe you,” Joshua said. “I won’t.”

“What cannot be denied must be believed,” said Dr. Jericho. “And even Mr. Meister will not deny what I tell you now, though he never had the courage to tell you himself.”

“Tell me what?”

“Do you know why we fight, Joshua? Why we Kesh’kiri—the Riven, as you call us—battle the Wardens at every turn?”

“I don’t care why,” Joshua lied.

Dr. Jericho went on as if he hadn’t heard. “The conflict is a simple one. The Wardens believe that the Mothergates are fated to die. They guard the Mothergates, refusing to heal them, refusing to keep the source of the Medium alive. The Wardens are determined instead to perish alongside the Mothergates—to wither away as the Medium ceases to flow and the bond of every Tan’ji breaks forever, dispossessing us all.” He leaned down into Joshua’s face. “We Kesh’kiri, on the other hand, recognize that the Wardens are fools.” Then he grinned, baring tiny white teeth as sharp as glass.

Joshua held his breath. Was it true? Were the Wardens going to let the Mothergates die? He looked desperately to Mr. Meister. A soft raspy sound drifted from the old man’s chest.

He was laughing.

“Fools,” Mr. Meister muttered, shaking his white head.

Dr. Jericho’s grin faded. He turned to the old man. “Fools indeed,” the Mordin sneered. “Deny it, then. You Wardens are nothing more than jailhouse guards, the Mothergates your prisoners.”

“I do not deny it, Ja’raka Sevlo,” Mr. Meister said. “But the Mothergates cannot be allowed to live.”

“Says who?” Dr. Jericho insisted. “The Keeper of the Starlit Loom, Watcher of the Veil? Sil’falo Teneves, your precious high priestess?”

“I’ve seen the signs with my own eyes,” said Mr. Meister. “The way we twist the Medium—”

Dr. Jericho sprang at the old man, freezing Joshua’s heart. The Mordin reached the pulsing canopy of the golem in three mighty bounds and thrust a great finger into Mr. Meister’s face. “I do not twist the Medium, Tinker,” he snarled, his voice like a lion’s roar. “You are the abomination, not I.”

Mr. Meister scarcely flinched. “If the Mothergates remain open, disaster will befall us all.”

“What disaster?” Joshua asked. He realized he had scooped the Laithe out of the air, pressing it against his belly.

Dr. Jericho straightened and stepped back. “Fairy tales,” he crooned, all honey and music again. He spun elegantly, his eyes dropping onto the Laithe. “Let us speak of the true disaster that awaits if the Wardens get their way. Have you yet been severed, Keeper?”

Joshua shook his head. He’d seen Isabel sever other Keepers plenty of times, and it looked awful. He’d only been a Keeper for a couple of days, but already it was almost impossible to imagine losing the bond he had with the Laithe. Although severing was temporary, when you were severed long enough, you became dispossessed, the bond permanently broken. The Laithe would be lost to him forever.

And honestly, he wasn’t sure he cared what came after that.

“The Kesh’kiri can’t survive being severed for more than a few moments,” Dr. Jericho said. “Such is our dedication to our instruments.” He rolled his shoulders and bent his neck this way and that, stretching gruesomely. His joints crackled and popped. Joshua knew that Dr. Jericho’s Tan’ji was fused into the flesh between his shoulder blades, half buried in his spine the same way Aored was buried in Grooma’s chest. Raka, Dr. Jericho called it, a gleaming blue shaft that was the source of his powers as a Mordin. With it, Dr. Jericho could track down Tan’ji from miles away.

“Yes, we Kesh’kiri will perish first,” Dr. Jericho continued, “but even you Tinkers won’t survive when the Mothergates fail. Your instruments will cease to function. The bond will break, and you will die. That is the true disaster.” He rolled his shoulders one last time, as if working out a kink, and then spread his arms. “But do not fear. The Mothergates can be saved. We can be saved. And I have figured out the way.”

“How?” Joshua asked, and while he wasn’t sure what made him say it, he heard the desperate hope in his own voice.

“It does not matter what you do. We cannot be saved,” said Mr. Meister.

“Spoken like a true believer,” Dr. Jericho replied.

Mr. Meister scoffed. “Keeping the Mothergates open does not fix the underlying danger. It only allows that danger to live on. But even if this weren’t true, forcing the Mothergates to stay open is beyond the talents of your Dorvala here.”

Dr. Jericho glanced back at Grooma, who seemed too dull to even notice he was being talked about. “You make an excellent point,” he said. “And that is the goal, is it not? To find the three Mothergates, and ensure that they do not fail? Yet Grooma’s skills are limited, and Aored is among the weakest of the Loomdaughters.” He tapped his chin thoughtfully, putting on a show, as if he did not know what to do.

Mr. Meister said nothing. He glanced at Joshua, his face rigid. Apparently it was true—the Mothergates were dying, and the Wardens were letting it happen. They were fighting to let it happen. But why? What disaster would come if the Mothergates stayed open?

“I spent the day exploring your Warren, you know,” said Dr. Jericho. “An astonishing place. So many treasures. And still so much still left to explore!” He shook his head sadly at Mr. Meister, clicking his tongue—tsk-tsk. “Such a shame you didn’t keep your stolen hoard better protected.”

“There’s nothing you could have found in the Warren that can help you keep the Mothergates open,” Mr. Meister said. “Nothing. Whatever your foolish plans, you can’t succeed. Too much stands in your way, and you don’t have enough time.”

“Perhaps you are right,” said Dr. Jericho, biting his thin lips as if feigning dismay. “Time is indeed short—less than a week, I am told.”

Joshua went cold. Only a week before the Mothergates closed forever. He clung to the Laithe like a life preserver, too frightened to say anything, too bewildered to know what to believe.

Dr. Jericho stood motionless for several seconds, seeming to consider Mr. Meister’s words. Then he stirred abruptly, uncoiling like a spring, throwing a fist resolutely into the air.

“If our time is so short, let us begin at once!” he crowed, grinning. “Our foolish plan begins now. As your good friend Horace might say, what better time than the present to change the future?”

He pointed at the two lazy Mordin near the entrance and barked a harsh command at them. They bowed and loped clumsily from the room. Grooma watched them dully, scratching with one dreadful hand at the flesh around Aored.

Dr. Jericho held out his good arm and snapped his great fingers—a crack like a whip that split the air, painfully crisp.

“Golm’ruun,” he demanded. The sharp-eyed Mordin hurried over to him, tugging the bloodred ring from his finger and placing it in Dr. Jericho’s hand. Dr. Jericho slipped it onto his own finger, turning back to face Mr. Meister.

On the instant, the golem roared to life.

The river of rock buried the old man, engulfing him as it plowed forward like a cloud-shaped train. It barreled right up to Dr. Jericho, dwarfing him, becoming a tornado that shook the ground, filling the air with thunder. Grooma straightened, his dull eyes widening. He slapped his huge hands over his tiny ears and took a step back.

Gradually the golem began to slow and subside, and Mr. Meister emerged from its peak, spit out slowly by the golem until only the bottom half of his legs remained buried. Mr. Meister teetered and heaved for breath, held captive high overhead. A trickle of blood ran from the edge of his disheveled white hair down his wrinkled cheek. He clutched at the knee of his broken leg, grimacing.

“Sticks and stones,” Dr. Jericho murmured, watching, hefting his own scarlet-clad arm. “Open your eyes, Taxonomer. Look at Grooma. Look at Aored.”

Mr. Meister opened his eyes, gazing icily over Dr. Jericho’s head at the hulking Dorvala beyond.

“I said Grooma’s skills are limited,” Dr. Jericho explained. “I did not say he had no skills. He specializes in matters of the flesh—Tanu made from living things.”

“That is forbidden,” Mr. Meister rasped.

Forbidden. Suddenly Joshua remembered Ethel, the hedge witch, and her Tan’ji Morla. Morla wasn’t an object, but an animal—a tortoise, alive and miserable, tied to Ethel the same way the Laithe was tied to Joshua. The memory made him sick. His mind reeled, filling with all sorts of horrible things Grooma might do to Mr. Meister, at Dr. Jericho’s command. His chest seized up.

But instead, Dr. Jericho only laughed. “You have no grounds to tell me what is forbidden, Tinker. In my world, you yourself are forbidden.” He sighed, shaking his head. “And some of what you have done is not just forbidden, but unforgivable.” He clenched his fist and the golem rolled forward, bringing Mr. Meister down until he was face-to-face with the Mordin. Joshua managed to catch a breath.

“I met your Dorvala,” Dr. Jericho purred. “Brian, Keeper of Tunraden. He is powerful. I believe he could repair the Mothergates, if he put his mind to it. Such a shame we could not persuade him to aid us.”

“Brian would never join you,” said Mr. Meister.

Never, Joshua wanted to add, but he couldn’t find his voice.

“No,” Dr. Jericho agreed. “Other than his wild excursion earlier this week, Brian marches tamely to the Wardens’ tune.” He leaned in closer still, hands behind his back. “That’s how you prefer your Dorvala, I believe. Housebroken. Obedient. Rebellious only in the mildest of ways.”

Mr. Meister jerked his chin toward Grooma, standing mutely behind Dr. Jericho. “As do you, it seems.”

“We would never have denied Grooma his right to Aored, no matter his nature. But you Wardens see things differently, don’t you? When it comes to Dorvala, only the tamest recruits will do.”

Mr. Meister stiffened, but said nothing.

“And no wonder!” Dr. Jericho continued. “Because of your outrageous belief that the Mothergates must not be allowed to survive, you could never risk recruiting a Dorvala who might disobey you. If a Keeper like our friend Ingrid defies you, it is a matter of little consequence. But if a Dorvala defies you, rejecting your stories of disaster, refusing to accept your insistence that she must die . . .” Dr. Jericho raised his eyebrows high, shaking his head ruefully. “She might repair the Mothergates to save herself. To save us all. And that is a risk you simply could not take.”

Still Mr. Meister didn’t reply, his eyes locked on the Mordin’s.

“In fact,” Dr. Jericho said, “hypothetically speaking, if a child came to you with the potential to become a Dorvala, you might reject her if she were too wild. If she were too fiercely independent to march in lockstep toward the doom you’ve devoted yourself to.”

“The doom that awaits us all,” said Mr. Meister.

“You make my point for me,” Dr. Jericho said smoothly. “With fears as strong as yours, what would you do if a child appeared on your doorstep, burning with the power to become Dorvala, but full of anger and defiance? If you had an unclaimed Loomdaughter in your collection, would you even let such a candidate lay eyes on it, lest she claim it? Wouldn’t you deny her the opportunity of the Find?” He leaned in close, peering into Mr. Meister’s face. “Or would you do something even worse?”

Off to one side, the sharp-eyed Mordin shuffled slightly, furrowing his brow, apparently as confused as Joshua was. What was Dr. Jericho driving at?

The golem shifted abruptly. Joshua jumped. The massive Tanu bottomed out and slid apart, catching Mr. Meister by an arm and a leg on each side and spreading itself slowly, as if it meant to rip the old man in two. Mr. Meister threw his head back, bellowing in pain.

“Stop!” Joshua cried.

Dr. Jericho ignored him. “I know what you did,” he said, leaning in closer than ever to Mr. Meister, whose face was a grimace of pain. The Mordin bared his teeth. “I found the kaitan.”

Mr. Meister squeezed his eyes closed.

Kaitan. Joshua had heard that word before. Something Brian had said to Isabel—that the kaitan, whatever it was, had wounded her. Isabel wasn’t a Keeper; she was a Tuner, a powerful one, able to manipulate the Medium in certain ways. Although she wasn’t Tan’ji, and had no instrument of her own, she could use special Tanu called harps to twist and bend the Medium, which was what gave her the power to sever and cleave. Horace’s mother Jessica was a Tuner too, but Isabel was far more powerful.

Or at least she had been.

And now all this talk of Dorvala, and rejecting their claims. The mysterious kaitan. Puzzle pieces began to slide sludgily together in Joshua’s mind.

“Wait,” he said aloud, hardly aware he was speaking. “Wait.”

“The stink of old evils still seeped from the machine,” said Dr. Jericho. “Too faint for me to identify, but one of my brothers had the necessary skills. From the residue of the kaitan, he put together a violent tale of woe. Two young girls, years ago, on the cusp of the Find. Placed into the kaitan together, along with the unseen instruments that had drawn them to you in the first place. And then . . .” He swept a flat hand through the air like a knife, so swiftly that it hissed. His tiny black eyes blazed with fury. “The kaitan ripped the power from the instruments that should have been Found, reducing them to useless rubble. Instead of being bound to the instruments they had come to claim, the girls were bound to each other, thick bands of the Medium flowing from one to the other and back again—only to be torn apart, moments later. The new bond between them was shredded, left to hang like tattered flesh, leaving the girls wounded forever. Leaving them Forsworn.”

Joshua tried to swallow but had no spit. The Forsworn. That was what the Riven called Tuners like Isabel. Isabel, and Jessica—Horace’s mom. These were the girls Dr. Jericho was taking about.

“Spare me your false sympathy,” Mr. Meister said stubbornly. “They were Tinkers like me, weren’t they? Abominations, you call us.”

“We have always pitied the Forsworn,” Dr. Jericho said, and for once he sounded sincere. “It is cruel to cut the tongue from a fish, even if it has no right to speak. But your other crime was greater still.”

“No deed is a crime, when it preserves the greater good,” said Mr. Meister. “The greater good by far.”

“You sacrificed a Loomdaughter to the kaitan.”

A Loomdaughter. Joshua understood now, didn’t want to understand. A sound slipped from his throat, sad and croaking.

“I did,” Mr. Meister said, lifting his chin. He swung his head to look straight at Joshua, unblinking. “And I would do it again. Isabel had the claim to the Loomdaughter, the most potent of all—Vishkesh, the ninth.” Dr. Jericho inhaled greedily, but Mr. Meister barreled on, still gazing at Joshua. Joshua listened intently, drinking the words like poison. “When we tested Isabel—when Mrs. Hapsteade and I read the ink of the Vora in Isabel’s own hand—we saw the signs. Isabel had the affinity to become a powerful Dorvala. Powerful enough to rival even Sil’falo Teneves, perhaps even strong enough to make a claim on the Starlit Loom itself. But she was wild. Stubborn and furious, sneaky and arrogant. She thought only of herself, and that made her . . . unfit. We couldn’t risk that Isabel would undo everything we had worked for, once she mastered her powers and learned the truth. A truth she might not accept. We would not risk that she would find a way to force the Mothergates to stay open.”

Dr. Jericho’s eyes seemed to glitter. He drew a deep breath through his nose, a dreadful, jubilant smile splitting his face. He stepped back, stretching to his full height. “The truth at last,” he said. Then he turned toward the dark corridor across the room. “Have you been listening, my dear?”

Silence for a moment. Joshua thought his heart might pound its way into his belly. Then a voice, a girl’s voice, rang out thinly.

“She has.”

Mr. Meister whipped his head around. Joshua strained to see. Two small figures, humans, emerged from the darkness of the corridor into the murky brown light, flanked by the Mordin guards from before. One of the humans was thin, with dark blond hair—Ingrid, the former Warden turned traitor. At her side, a woman shuffled as if dazed. Even in the gloom, her wild red hair seemed to gleam, a knotted nest of dark fire.

Isabel.

The golem shifted again, dropping low. Almost gently, it deposited Mr. Meister onto the cold stone floor as Isabel approached. Unable to stand, the old man lay there, looking helpless.

Joshua started toward them. The sharp-eyed Mordin stepped in front of him, blocking him with a massive hand. Isabel was powerless, anyone could see that. Her old harp, Miradel, had been destroyed—eaten whole by Dr. Jericho. The last Joshua had seen Isabel, she’d taken Jessica’s harp and was using it to cleave Mordin in the Warren—dispossessing them instantly, killing them, trying to buy enough time for the others to escape. But now even that weak harp was nowhere to be seen, and Isabel herself seemed . . .

Lost. Like the shell of a body that couldn’t remember its mind.

Dr. Jericho reached out for her, placing an enormous hand across her shoulders and pulling her forward. “The truth is known,” he intoned. “Have you anything to say to this man?”

Isabel lifted her head to look at Mr. Meister. Her face was a mask of sadness and confusion. Her usual rage was nowhere to be seen. “You stole from me,” she murmured. Her voice was like a ghost’s. “You ruined me.”

“Some limbs must be lost,” Mr. Meister said, “so that the tree may be saved.”

Isabel’s eyes widened, and she drew back. “You would do it again. You would do it a thousand times. You don’t even regret it.”

“I lament it,” said Mr. Meister. And then he shook his head. “But I do not regret it.”

Isabel shook a trembling fist at him, a spark of her old fire revealing itself at last. “I was meant to be a Maker,” she hissed.

A ripple of disgust flickered across Dr. Jericho’s face, but he quickly smoothed it away. Joshua wasn’t sure anyone else had seen it—Isabel definitely hadn’t.

“Certain wrongs cannot be righted, Forsworn,” the Mordin sang. “But there are gifts that can be given that might make amends. Gifts that will allow you to save your daughter—and so many others. Gifts that only Grooma can provide.”

He guided Isabel over to Grooma. Slowly she lifted her face up along the length of the huge creature. Grooma peered down at her curiously, shifting, his sagging skin grating against itself like a rough hand against bark.

“Che’th noldu?” Dr. Jericho asked Grooma. “Can it be done?”

Grooma studied Isabel for a moment. Joshua knew he was seeing things the others couldn’t—Isabel’s wounds, the raw strands of the Medium torn apart after her ordeal in the kaitan. What must they look like? Joshua couldn’t help himself from picturing innards, spilling from Isabel’s belly.

At last Grooma nodded. He hummed happily, so loud and low that it rumbled in Joshua’s chest.

Dr. Jericho smiled and stepped back. “As we discussed, then.”

Grooma lifted his dragging arms, still gazing down at Isabel.

Aored blazed to life. Golden light swallowed the room. For several long moments, Joshua was blinded. As his sight slowly adjusted, he saw Grooma’s grotesque hands moving furiously, pulling thick clinging filaments of yellow fire from his own chest. The Medium.

Aored was an oval furnace, full of golden lava. Grooma’s eyes, no longer pale and blank, fixed on the stuff with dark ferocity. His fingers worked like the legs of great spiders, and between them the Medium was woven into crystalline shapes—jagged webs and looping flowers and bristling spirals of light. He let them drop down onto Isabel, where the structures clung briefly to her flesh and were absorbed, like dangling strands of honey pulled loose from the whole and left to fall back into itself. Isabel stood frozen, back arched and arms thrown out.

“You’ll kill her,” Mr. Meister said, and Joshua was shocked that he didn’t need to shout. The storm brewing in Grooma’s hands was violent and flashing, but utterly silent.

Dr. Jericho shook his head, staring hungrily at Grooma and Isabel. “No,” he said. “You are blind.” And then he pulled something from his pocket, handing it back to Mr. Meister. Mr. Meister fumbled, grasping.

His glasses. The oraculum, his Tan’ji. With it, he could see the flows of the Medium in ways that no one but Tuners and Makers could. As Joshua watched, the old man slipped the lenses onto his nose and tipped his face up at what Grooma was doing.

His mouth fell open.

Dr. Jericho began to laugh. “The universe finds a way to restore itself. See how the fears you surrendered to all those years ago have come back to roost, to become a thing you could not have imagined. And you will thank me, when it is done.”

Isabel sank to her knees.
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