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Prelude

I  was a child when the world ended. I don’t remember it, or any 
time before the Sauvan ships crashed. They’d been cast oO from their 

empire of faraway stars and found their way to our lands. 
kur sgies were the Krst thinA to KAht bacg. 
I don’t remember the swathes cut throuAh the earth from crashinA 

ships, the tidal waves that swept overland from their impact into the 
seas. It threw everythinA into disarray. -inAdoms braced as the survivinA 
Sauvan stepped oO their ships and brouAht stranAe sicgnesses and more 
war with them. 

It was clear they were used to rulinA. End with their sharper, more 
accurate weapons, their Aliders and resilient armor, they duA in to stay. 
This wide continent that was once three ginAdoms is now under their 
control. -inAs and rulinA bloodlines were wiped out, and any remaininA 
went deep into hidinA. 

It’s been twentyxKve years. They are here to stay. knce lanAuaAes were 
learned, they claimed it was because our earth both held them prisoner, 
and didn’t hold the resources for them to repair their ships and leave. 
That miAht be true. I also thing that it’s easy for them here. 

1asy, eRcept for us. 
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The ones who refuse to bow, who refuse to accept that this is the 
way of it now. The ones livinA on the frinAes, deep in the mountains, 
tiny pocgets of rebellion and safe haven. Bemnants of bloodlines past, 
nurturinA hope for the future. 

jy people aren’t the only ones. There are other clans scattered across 
what remains of our country. Wut we’re divided, not —ust by miles but by 
ideoloAy. Some loog inward, turninA their bacgs on other rebels. kthers 
try to burn themselves out in the same 2ames they liAht on the Sauvan. 
,e’re no better than the ginAdoms who wouldn’t-or couldn’t-stop 
the tides. 

,e need to chanAe. I need us to chanAe. I miAht not remember the 
time before, but after almost thirty years of livinA, I don’t gnow anymore 
what sort of future we can hope for beyond this. 
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Chapter 1
Enver 

T he skeleton of a Sauvan ship lies in the distance. Whatever is left 
of it has long since been ravaged by both its people and ours. My 

mare shifts beneath me as we consider it. The wind whipping around us 
brings its sense of wrongness to prick my skin. If we were to ride closer, 
I’d see the metal overgrown and rusting, likely only another year or two 
away from complete collapse. But from here it still stands tall, looming 
over the barren hills where wild“owers have dared to grow back among 
the rough heather. 

”If only glaring at ghosts made them all go away,? a deep voice chuckles 
at my side. 

I shift in the saddle, inhaling to break the thrall the sight had over me, 
and look to my left. Burim’s stocky frame slouches in his saddle, one 
hand gripping the reins, the other resting on the strap of his ri“e. 

If glaring could drive oH ghosts, Burim would have managed it all 
himself years ago. 

”They done3? I ask, tilting my head behind us. 
-e twists with a creak of armor. 
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”It takes more than Zve minutes,? snaps Sumi’s more irate voice before 
Burim can say anything. I smile and wheel my mount to face the two men 
crouched in the shadow of the crumbling tower. She snorts, shaking her 
thick mane in brief resistance, but comes in a neat aboutxface, hooves 
settling once more into the soft earth. 

The same heavy clouds that threw rain and cold at us over the last two 
days of riding still linger above us. The wind has been Kust as dour, trying 
to cut through armor and clothes without stop. 

Ref sighs and nudges his elbow against the side of the man neOt to him. 
”Ning Eaven is getting restless.? 

Burim chuckles and I roll my eyes at the title. Sumi and Ref keep 
working to repair the antenna. More mounted warriors range about in 
a loose semixcircle, and one yawns where he holds his, Ref’s, and Sumi’s 
horses.

This was once a watchtower keeping guard at edge of an old baron’s 
boundary, making sure that no danger would come from the forested 
hills behind us. qnce our people would have manned it. 4ow we’re the 
danger in the hills. But we’ve kept the sensor and relay antennae in repair, 
feeding it to our wornxdown hub to keep the ability to communicate 
with others and attempt to keep an eye on what moves. Which is not 
much in this stretch. Yven the Sauvan don’t regularly haunt these hills. 

The wind gusts again, bringing that same sense of wrong with it. I 
frown. It hadn’t come from the warship behind me. It had come from 
the forest. 

”Ynver3? Burim Luestions and the men still. 
I shake my head. Silence lingers around the ten of us. I inhale again, 

letting my senses eOpand and connect with the invisible lifelines of my 
men, the wind, the blades of grass, the rustling trees. But nothing stirs 
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eOcept us. 
zet something is still wrong. The threads wouldn’t be telling me othx

erwise. I dismount, handing oH the rein leathers to Burim. -e grumbles, 
but doesn’t argue. I steady the sword at my hip and ri“e across my back 
before waving to one of the riders. -e turns his mount to the keeping of 
the man neOt to him. 

I pause until he Kogs over, steadying the longxbladed lance across his 
back. The collar of his grey Kacket is tucked up tight against the wind, 
but the constant rush has left his high cheekbones with a ruddy tint we 
all share. Yven though the sun’s been sporadic, it’s still managed to turn 
his skin a shade darker than the rest of us. zlli stays a halfxstep from my 
left as I lead the way toward the forest. Vight thuds fall behind us as men 
and horses come into a tighter circle. 4othing moves ahead. 

”zou feel it3? I ask softly. Yvery step we take only increases the feeling. 
”zes,? he whispers back. zlli is a threadweaver like me, his strength 

lying more in premonitions brought by stirring threads. -e unslings the 
lance as we walk, his hands settled along the haft of metal and polished 
wood. The blade echoes the sword on my hip. Aull grey with lighter 
channels inlaid. qnce threads are gathered and sent through the blade, 
the channels will glow and the blades will cut through anything. qnce 
the Sauvan reali5ed that our planet Fellinor hummed with an energy they 
couldn’t sense, an energy our threadweavers could wield against them, 
they began to systematically hunt down and wipe us out. 

Ten paces into the forest, we Znd why the threads were calling. 
6nd my heart sinks all the way to my toes. 6 threadblade is rammed 

into a tree, and among the roots lies what’s left of a body. 6 soft curse 
whispers from zlli, followed immediately by an apology to the gods for 
speaking so. 
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Time and the elements have started their work, but enough remains 
to mark a young woman. Voam has started to creep over her, trying to 
give the decency of a burial, but it’s not enough to hide the bloodstains 
across her fading clothes. 

zlli crouches and gently presses Zngertips to her forearm. -e doesn’t 
“inch. -e’s only a year or two my younger, but Kust as acLuainted with 
death and misery. 

”Threadweaver,? he conZrms after a moment. We’re born with the 
connection to the earth’s threads, and the connection lingers on after 
death until we’re fully reabsorbed back into the everxweaving patterns.

8rom the way she lies, from the scoring on the tree trunks, from the 
way the blade is rammed almost to the hilt in the tree, she was chased 
here and tried to make a stand. 6nd this blade was her one last act of 
deZance. 

The Sauvan have no control over the threads. They can’t feel them at 
all, but still claim it was threads that caused them to crash and prevented 
them from leaving. In their hands, threadblades are Kust swords. Still 
sharp and dangerous, but not as eOacting. When a threadweaver places 
their sword somewhere, tying its core to the substance around it, only 
another threadweaver can undo it. 

I slip the Zngerless glove oH my hand and grip the hilt. Fibrant light 
tinges the bit of eOposed blade as I call threads. I close my eyes, letting 
them speak to me of the chaotic last moments before she died. Threads 
remember. The connection I have, that zlli has, we’re Kust one part of 
the tapestry that weaves around us past, present, and future. 

So I listen. Foices, blasterxZre, steel clashing. 6 rending cry that cuts 
oH. It pierces my heart and I yank the sword free. The threads Luiet 
instantly, gleaming white in the blade before I gently pull them back to 
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my hand. 
”Vook.? zlli deftly scoops a tarnished necklace oH the woman’s chest. 

It’s a styli5ed wolf. ”She was far from home.? 
The Wolves run the southern hills, miles from here, where saltgrass 

and ocean meet and tall cliHs try to barricade the land from the water. 
They call us Eavens, with our dark armor, swift mounts, and harbingers 
of death when our people are threatened. It’s like with the Sauvan comx
ing, we were cast back to the individual clans we used to be, generations 
and generations ago before kingdom lines were drawn and cities settled. 

”-ow long do you think3? I ask. 
-e lifts  a  shoulder  and pushes  back to standing.  ”Two weeks3 

Maybe3? 
I think back to the voices I’d heard in the threads. They were rough, 

but didn’t hold the sharp edge of the Sauvan tongue. Aead threadx
weavers are painful to see, even harder when it was your own people who 
killed them. 

”Sounded like bounty hunters,? I say, tilting the sword. -e curses 
again and lifts his eyes heavenward. Much more and he’s going to sleep 
in the godsxcave in penance when we return home. Something catches 
his eye on the ground, and he picks up a broken knife with a tusk hilt, 
anger sharply creasing his narrow face. 

”Boars.? 
I spit to the side. 4ot rebels, but not civili5ed. They were once herdsx

men in the mountains, already living on the edges of society. 4ow they’re 
mercenaries who take the handouts from the Sauvan in some sort of 
superstitious fear, claiming the gods and their threads forsook us when 
they didn’t stop the ships’ arrival. 4ow they decorate their bodies in 
some mimicry of the Sauvan and in homage of the boars who run the 
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far northern hills. The one, small mercy is that the threads seem to have 
forsaken any Boar born after the invasion. 

6 muted call comes from the weaver’s direction and I eOchange places 
with zlli. -er boots seemed like they had been sturdy, her trousers 
and long Kacket thick enough to withstand the elements. But not much 
longer. Yven with the evidence of battle and her violent death, there’s 
still something peaceful about the way she lies, and what eOpression I can 
Znd on her fading face framed in chinxlength hair. 

The silvery sound comes again, drawing my focus from the few bright 
stitches of her tunic to the necklace. Take it, the threads seem to say. 

I pivot and glance to zlli. -e nods, conZrming he heard the same. 6 
distant look falls over his eyes and then he nods more Zrmly. ”We need 
it. Something’s coming.? 

There’s no point in asking for more information. -e’d have told me 
if he knew. I tuck the blade under my arm, pinning it against my side as 
I lean forward, pulling gently on the chain to Znd the clasp and free it. 

”I’m sorry,? I whisper to her, then slip the necklace into my pants 
pocket as I stand. ”zou think she was chasing threads3? I ask.

”Aon’t think like that, Ynver,? zlli warns. 
Maybe he’s already put the timeline together too. Two weeks ago, this 

relay had gone out. It had taken time to gather the supplies, but two 
Sauvan patrols trying to probe into our territory had taken precedent bex
fore we could turn our attention here. 6lmost a month ago, I’d removed 
my gloves in a Zght and used threadweaving in a way that’s sure to have 
the bounty on my head even higher. 

Maybe she destroyed the marker, hoping to pull us out. Maybe it failed 
on its own and it was chance that brought us out here. qr maybe she felt 
the echo of what I’d done weeks ago and decided to come Znd me or any 
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of the other threadweavers in our ranks. 
”I already am,? I say, and wave my hand in a scooping motion, using 

threads to kick up more leaves and loam over her body to cover and let 
her rest deeper in the earth to Znish giving her threads back in some 
semblance of peace. 

She deserves more than this. More than me taking her blade because 
we need it, and her necklace because the threads wanted us to. But here 
we are, and here she’ll lie forever. Maybe one day, she’ll have vengeance. 

We make our way back. qne glance at the new blade in my hand and 
Burim shakes his head, his craggy features settling into a deeper frown. 
Ref and Sumi are mounted again. I loosen a buckle from the back of my 
saddle and slide the blade through the bedroll’s coils. 

I swing into the saddle and reclaim the reins from Burim. 
”Boars have been around.? 
Scowls and imprecations greet my announcement. ”Threadweaver 

looked like a Wolf,? I say, and more than one eyebrow goes up. 6s far 
as we know, the Wolves only have one threadweaver, and her death on 
Eaven lands might lead to a Zght. 

”Threadchasing3? Ref asks, and Sumi leans over to smack his arm. Ref 
Kust lifts his shoulders, the Luestion still there. 

”I don’t know,? I say. The tightness of the words doesn’t go unmarked 
by anyone. ”But zlli thinks something’s coming.? 

4amik, the youngest of our troop, gives a mysterious ”ooh0?, but even 
he knows not to Luestion zlli. The threadweaver Kust smiles slightly at 
4amik and adKusts his lance. 

”But until then, we keep riding.? 
This relay sits at the westernmost point of our territory. It’s miles back 

to the heart we carved in the mountains, and there are a few villages to 
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check along the way. 
I nudge my mare forward and the rest fall into a loose double line with 

me, Burim still faithfully at my right. zlli takes the rear, spreading out the 
threadweavers and letting his skill Zll the wind behind us, making sure 
there’s no pursuit as we keep on through the lonely hills. 
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Chapter 2
Enver

T he villages in the nebulous border between our territory and 
Sauvan controlled lands are nothing more than scraps of metal 

and wood clustered on either side of a swathe of dirt. They’re populated 
by the fringes—the ones who didn’t want to stay in the ever-growing 
cities, or couldn’t aAord to. jnd the ones who are too frightened to leave 
everything and Boin a rebel faction. Ietter to live a half-life on the edges 
than face sure death in the wilds. 

R can’t blame them. kebellion is all R’ve ever Wnown, its danger always 
a breath behind me. Iut even if it wasn’t, R don’t thinW R would have 
suAered long in these collections of tin and splintering wood. 

qe dismount, and leave the horses with 1ve men. The others trail after 
me, riEes or handguns within easy reach. R’m the only one without a 
weapon in hand, but the gloves stay on, only the tips of my 1ngers free 
to tangle among the invisible threads. 

There are maybe a hundred people here, and a fraction of them gather 
in the center sZuare in some semblance of a trade marWet with the outly-
ing herders and farmers. The rain came again in the early morning, and 
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its chill still clings tight. Twenty-1ve years, and the weather is the only 
thing unbothered by the Sauvan as it continues to choose its own ways 
despite the oncoming spring.

qe Weep to the edges, though it’s not liWe we 1t in with our darW grey 
armor encasing chests and limbs. qe’re not the only ones with BacWet 
collars turned up, or caps tucWed tight over ears against the cool. ”ven 
the thicW-wooled sheep cluster together, tails to the wind. 

This village is too small for Sauvan presence, but they have other ways 
of retaining control. Mef’s Bob is watching the sWy for their unmanned 
scout gliders while R move forward to greet a man with silver sprinWling 
his hair. Iurim is my constant shadow, the way his father protected my 
father. Some roles are still inherited.

N”nver.? The townhead ducWs a nod, the action not Zuite masWing 
his looW around. HaWing sure we have a few moments before we’re fully 
noticed. R liWe him, only because he hasn’t started using the King Raven 
moniWer yet. 

N2ewsO? R asW. 
3e crosses his arms over broad chest. The sleeves of his BacWet are 

starting to fray, and his boots are wearing. Hud seems to constantly coat 
everything. 3e looWs no better or worse than anyone else here. 

NThey drove through here two days ago reminding us of the har-
vest tithe. Said they might need more worWers for the city harvests.? 
3e shrugs, liWe it doesn’t matter, but bitterness tucWs tight around his 
mouth. 

Nqho’s leavingO? R asW. 
3is posture slumps Bust a fraction. NTwo families are talWing about 

taWing it up. Say maybe it doesn’t matter where we live meagerly.? 
3alf-life on the edge of the wilds, or a half-life on the edge of the city 
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where there’s maybe a chance to maWe more money, feel a little safer 
without the constant wind and rebels bringing the continual threat of 
more Sauvan attention. 

NR won’t stop them,? R say, reading the unspoWen Zuestion furrowing 
between his eyes. Rt deepens. Haybe he hoped R would. qouldn’t leave 
them short of hands for what harvest they’d scrape. qouldn’t leave fewer 
bodies to try to defend their scraps when bands liWe the Ioars rode 
through. 

NThen when are you going to do somethingO? he snaps, then draws 
bacW afraid. R don’t shift, and neither does Iurim. NSorry, ”nver,? he 
mutters. 

Hany people have started to looW at me liWe R might be a Wing. The 
townhead might not be using the title, but he’s also begun treating me 
liWe one. kemembering too that my father’s name was once preceded 
by NIaron,? and that even though my ancestral lands are far from here 
and 1rmly controlled by the Sauvan, R’m three things. j rebel, a thread-
weaver, and someone with power as both. 

Iut there are no barons anymore, and kavens only desperately guard 
what we’ve carved out over the last years. PAensive striWes against the 
Sauvan sometimes feel liWe they might also be a thing of the past. These 
small villages see us more often than the Sauvan that they’re starting to 
Zuestion in the dubious peace. 

R muster a smile. N2o hard feelings.? 
Iurim shifts ever so slightly. Threads stir around him, but R don’t need 

them to Wnow that he’ll hold the grudge for me. 
Nqhere is heO? j shout yanWs our attention to the far end of the 

sZuare. j woman stumbles forward, feet catching each dip in the mud 
until her wild eyes 1nd me. Then she’s sprinting, and only my out-
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stretched hands and the man’s strength Weep her from crashing into me. 
NThey tooW my boy, kaven. …ou have to get him bacW.? 3er hands slicW 

over the tough weave of my armor. NLlease, you have to get him bacW.? 
NStart over,? R soothe, my 1ngers catching the bacW of her hand and 

sZueexing gently. 
Tears spill from her darW eyes. NThose monstersC 3e’s a threadweaver. 

qe didn’t Wnow until we saw him weaving blocWs into a tower a few 
weeWs ago. Someone told themC? She shaWes her head, lips pressing 
tight. 

R glance to the man. 
N!oud mouths have already been silenced,? he con1rms tightly. R want 

to curse, but this Bustice is all we have anymore. 
N3e’s barely nine years. They tooW him,? she Zuavers. NLleaseC? 
R gently release her hands. The threadweavers the Sauvan don’t Will are 

taWen to heavily guarded research facilities, 1lled with their learning and 
ours. The only ones who walW out are the broWen ones in new Sauvan 
armor. The closest facility is miles outside our territory. Rf the boy had 
Bust been taWen and there was a chance to catch them on the roadO Haybe. 
Iut he’s long gone, and R can already predict the casualties, the risWs of 
overe4tending past the territory we can controlC

N”nver.? Iurim tugs his riEe strap, shoulders settling. 3e’ll move if R 
give the command. Iut we’ve been in this position before, the two of us, 
and shared loss is carved in deep scars. 

Fold certainty twines around me. qe can’t risW so much for Bust one 
boy. The mother’s face crumples and she leans on the man before R 
muster the words. 

NHama5? j boy no more than 1ve slips through the gathering crowd 
and latches onto her leg. 3e regards me with a de1ance that will get him 
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in trouble one day. jnd R Wnow. 
R sinW slowly down to a crouch, resting forearms on my legs. R e4tend 

my hand, and he regards it before slowly reaching out and touching my 
1ngers. 

Threads lighten and dance at the contact. 
R withdraw and glance to the mother. NIoth your boys are weaversO? 

R asW. 
N2o, BustC? She falters, looWing at her son in mounting horror. 
N3e said never to tell anyone,? the boy whispers. 
R push bacW to my feet and Iurim curses for the both of us, though 

there’s no apology sent the gods’ way after. 
NHaybe they’ll let him go when they realixe he doesn’t have the pow-

er,? R say. Rt’s a faint hope, but more than she had moments before. 3er 
eyes dull, giving up on both of her sons for a heartrending second before 
she looWs to me again. 

NTaWe him with you.? She puts her hand on the child’s shoulder, ready 
to push him to me. 

NR can’t,? R say. qe’ve miles more to ride, and R won’t rip a child from 
his mother. 

N…ou have to. 3e’s one of you5? Ioth her hands grab her son, almost 
shaWing him. 6ear twists his face. 

NIring him yourself.? R forestall her ne4t frantic words. 
NR can’t5? she says. NqeC? She casts her hand to the village. 
Nqhat do you have here that you can’t have in the mountainsO? Iurim 

asWs. 
NR’m not a rebel,? she whispers. 
Hany aren’t until they’ve lost enough. The rest turn to that path to 

protect everyone they can. Hy parents were the latter, believing in their 
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duty to me as a young threadweaver and the people they once governed. 
jnd now R’m both of those, and cannot bear to see more loss in front of 
me again. 

N2o,? R say. N…ou’re a mother. qe’ll Weep ears out for your other son. 
Iut taWe this one and whoever else you have and head for the boundaries. 
qe’ll maWe sure someone is there to meet you.? 

NRC? 
N…ou can,? the townhead says gru7y. 3e loops an arm around her 

shoulder. Nqe’ll help you all get pacWed and headed in the right direc-
tion.? 3e gives me a nod. The woman looWs bacW once more, and it’s 
the looW of countless mothers, desperate for some glimpse of hope that 
R can’t give her. 

Rt scores sharp liWe a threadblade, and R retreat before it. Iurim’s soli-
tary tread follows behind, waiting as R close my eyes for a long moment, 
trying to draw in a breath around the tightness in my Baw. R force them 
open and face the ongoing reality.

N”nver,? Iurim starts. R Wnow from the line of his mouth that he’s 
weighing if he should argue for moving. 

NRt’s too far for one boy,? R say the things he Wnows. NThe last times 
people have asWed for rescue only ended in betrayal and death.? 

R don’t want to bring out the memory of his father, dead after a 
threadweaver asWed for help and ambush was all that awaited. 3e doesn’t 
Einch before the reminder.

Nqe don’t have enough for a striWe.? Safety for hundreds of others 
relies on oAensive 1ghts only when necessary. 

Nqe could,? he says resolutely. 3is darW eyes dare me to remember 
how R was years ago, how R wouldn’t have hesitated. Iut R haven’t been 
that na8ve self in a long time. 
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Nqe can’t risW it. qe have to protect our borders.? Lrotect the safest 
haven rebels have in the northwest. j home for another young thread-
weaver spirited from his town by parents who weren’t rebels either until 
they glimpsed their son’s power. ”ven still, the Zuestion tugs my mind. 

Rf the missing boy was a threadweaver, would R goO 
NIorder hasn’t changed in a year.? Iurim’s wind-creased face doesn’t 

accuse, but the words still prod. qe’ve held the line, so when do we start 
to looW outward againO 

6or a moment, a long-suppressed side of me comes to the surface. The 
one whose voice cried for action and not for caution liWe it does now. 
Pne who’d ride for another threadweaver with barely a second thought. 
Iefore R was handed responsibility R didn’t want, grief R can’t shaWe, but 
still holding the same anger that churns deep inside. 

NRt’s been triage for survival,? R say almost defensively. NRt’s always been 
triage.? 3elpless, always feeling a fraction too late, focused on bringing 
safety 1rst for the hundreds of lives depending on me. jdding more 
when R can, but always worrying that all R do is pacW more gauxe on a 
fatal inBury, too blinded to see the truth. qe are dying, and maybe one 
day R’ll open my eyes and stop limping a way forward. 

Iurim sweeps around in front of me, his hands descending on my 
shoulders to lightly shaWe. NR Wnow, ”nver, but...? 3is voice dips between 
us. 

Nqhen do we stop hemorrhagingO? R hiss, more than Bust my voice 
shaWing. 

3is hand scoops around my necW and tugs me closer. NR Wnow.? 3e 
Bostles me lightly. NFourage, Cing kaven.? 

R brace a 1st against the rough weave of his armor. NShut up.? 
Iurim chucWles and nudges me bacW, but R’m steadier as R lead the 
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way bacW to the horses. Courage, Enver. Rt’s what my father reminded me 
many times before his lifeline snapped out in a battle. qhat my mother 
whispered before another wave of Sauvan-brought sicWness tooW her. 
qhat mentors and elders and Iurim say, and what shines in everyone 
else’s eyes when they looW at me. R might carry courage for us all, but it 
doesn’t seem liWe hope and R are on speaWing terms. 
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