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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurA trick of magic, atwist of fate.As the orphaned nephew of the king, trusted
companion to his cousin, and second heir to the throne of Skala, Prince Tobins futureis clear. But not as
clear asthe spring in which ahill witch shows him his true face--and his secret destiny....Now Tobin carries
a burden he cannot share with even his closest friend, Ki, his squire. Heisto rule--not as he is but as he was
born: awoman. Given the shape of aboy by dark magic, Tobin isthe last hope of the people of Illior--those
who desperately seek areturn to the old ways, when Skala was ruled by aline of warrior queens. They still


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B001M5JVG6

believe that only a woman can lift the war, famine, and pestilence that have run rampant through the land
since the king usurped his half sistersthrone. It is these outlaw wizards and witches who protect Tobin--and
it isfor them that Tobin must accept his fate.With the unsuspecting yet fiercely loyal Ki at his side, Tobin
must turn traitor against the only blood ties he has |eft. He must lift the masks of Skalas rulers to show their
true colors--before he can reveal the power of the woman within himself.From the Paperback
edition.ExtraitChapter 1 Still caught at the edge of dark dreams, Tobin slowly became aware of the smell of
beef broth and a soft, indistinct flow of voices nearby. They cut through the darkness like a beacon, drawing
him awake. That was Nari's voice. What was his nurse doing in Ero? Tobin opened his eyes and saw with a
mix of relief and confusion that he was in his old room at the keep. A brazier stood near the open window,
casting a pattern of red light through its pierced brass lid. The little night lamp cast a brighter glow, making
shadows dance around the rafters. The bed linens and his nightshirt smelled of lavender and fresh air. The
door was closed, but he could still hear Nari talking quietly to someone outside. Sleep-fuddled, he let his
gaze wander around the room, content for the moment just to be home. A few of hiswax scul ptures stood on
the windowsill, and the wooden practice swords leaned in the corner by the door. The spiders had been busy
among the ceiling beams; cobwebs large and fine as alady's vell stirred gently in acurrent of air. A bowl
was on the table beside his bed, with a horn spoon laid out ready beside it. It was the spoon Nari had always
fed him with when he was sick. Am | sick? Had Ero been nothing but afever dream? he wondered drowsily.
And hisfather's death, and his mother's, too? He ached a little, and the middle of his chest hurt, but he felt
more hungry than ill. As he reached for the bowl, he caught sight of something that shattered his sleepy
fantasies. The ugly old rag doll lay in plain view on the clothes chest across the room. Even from here, he
could make out the fresh white thread stitching up the doll's dingy side. Tobin clutched at the comforter as
fragments of images flooded back. The last thing he remembered clearly was lying in Lhel's oak tree house
in the woods above the keep. The witch had cut the doll open and shown him bits of infant bones--Brother's
bones--hidden in the stuffing. Hidden by his mother when she'd made the thing. Using a fragment of bone
instead of skin, Lhel had bound Brother's soul to Tobin's again. Tobin reached into the neck of his nightshirt
with trembling fingers and felt gingerly at the sore place on his chest. Y es, there it was; a narrow ridge of
raised skin running down the center of his breastbone where Lhel had sewn him up like atorn shirt. He could
feel the tiny ridges of the stitches, but no blood. The wound was nearly healed already, not raw like the one
on Brother's chest. Tobin prodded at it, finding the hard little lump the piece of bone made under his skin.
He could wiggle it like atiny loose tooth. Skin strong, but bone stronger, Lhel had said. Tucking his chin,
Tobin looked down and saw that neither the bump nor the stitching was visible. Just like before, no one
could see what she'd done to him. A wave of dizziness rolled over him as he remembered how Brother had
looked, floating facedown just above him while Lhel worked. The ghost's face was twisted with pain; tears
of blood fell from his black eyes and the unhealed wound on his breast. Dead can't be hurt, keesa, Lhel told
him, but she was wrong. Tobin curled up against the pillow and stared miserably at the doll. All those years
of hiding it, all the fear and worry, and here it lay for anyone to see. But how had it gotten here? He'd | eft it
behind when he'd run away from the city. Suddenly scared without knowing why, he almost cried out for
Nari, but shame choked him. He was a Royal Companion, far too old to be needing a nurse. And what would
she say about the doll? Surely she'd seen it by now. Brother showed him avision once of how people would
react if they knew, their looks of disgust. Only girls wanted dolls. . Tearsfilled his eyes, transforming the
lamp flame into a shifting yellow star. "I'm not agirl!" he whispered. "Yes, you are." And there was Brother
beside the bed, even though Tobin hadn't spoken the summoning words. The ghost's chill presence rolled
over himin waves. "No!" Tobin covered hisears. "I know who | am.” "I'm the boy!" Brother hissed. Then,
with amean leer, "Sister.” "No!" Tobin shuddered and buried his face in the pillow. "No no no no!" Gentle
hands lifted him. Nari held him tight, stroking his head. "What isit, pet? What's wrong?' She was still
dressed for the day, but her brown hair was unbound over her shoulders. Brother was still there, but she
didn't seem to notice him. Tobin clung to her for amoment, hiding his face against her shoulder the way he
used to, before pride made him pull back. "Y ou knew," he whispered, remembering. "Lhel told me. You
aways knew! Why didn't you tell me?' "Because | told her not to." lya stepped partway into the little circle
of light. It left half her square, wrinkled face in shadow, but he knew her by her worn traveling gown and the
thin, iron-grey braid that hung over one shoulder to her waist. Brother knew her, too. He disappeared, but an
instant later the doll flew off the chest and struck the old woman in the face. The wooden swords followed,
clacking like a crane's bill as she fended them off with an upraised hand. Then the heavy wardrobe began to
shake ominously, grating across the floor in lya's direction. "Stop it!" cried Tobin. The wardrobe stopped



moving and Brother reappeared by the bed, hatred crackling in the air around him as he glared at the old
wizard. lyaflinched, but did not back away. "Y ou can see him?" asked Tobin. "Y es. He's been with you ever
since Lhel completed the new binding." "Can you see him, Nari?" She shivered. "No, thank the Light. But |
can feel him." Tobin turned back to the wizard. "Lhel said you told her to do it! She said you wanted me to
look like my brother.” "I did what Illior required of me." lya settled at the foot of the bed. The light struck
her full on now. She looked tired and old, yet there was hardness in her eyes that made him glad Nari was
till beside him. "It was Illior'swill," lyasaid again. "What was done was done for Skala's sake, as much as
for you. The day is coming when you must rule, Tobin, as your mother should have ruled.” "I don't want to!"
"I shouldn't wonder, child." lya sighed and some of the hardness | eft her face. "Y ou were never meant to find
out the truth so young. It must have been aterrible shock, especially the way you found out." Tobin looked
away, mortified. He'd thought the blood seeping between his legs had been the first sign of the plague. The
truth had been worse. "Even Lhel was taken by surprise. Arkoniel tells me she showed you your true face
before she wove the new magic." "Thisismy true facel"” "My face!" Brother snarled. Nari jumped and Tobin
guessed even she'd heard that. He took a closer look at Brother; the ghost looked more solid than he had for
along time, amost real. It occurred to Tobin that he'd been hearing his twin's voice out loud, too, not just a
whisper in his mind like before. "He's rather distracting,” said lya. "Could you send him away, please? And
ask him not to make a fuss around the place this time?" Tobin was tempted to refuse, but for Nari's sake he
whispered the words Lhel had taught him. "Blood, my blood. Flesh, my flesh. Bone, my bone." Brother
vanished like a snuffed candle and the room felt warmer. "That's better!" Taking up the bowl, Nari went to
the brazier and dipped up the broth she had warming in a pot on the coals. "Here, get some of thisinto you.
You've hardly eaten in days." Ignoring the spoon, Tobin took the bowl and drank from it. This was Cook's
special sickroom broth, rich with beef marrow, parsley, wine, and milk, along with the healing herbs. He
drained the bowl and Nari refilled it. lyaleaned over and retrieved the fallen doll. Propping it on her lap, she
arranged its uneven arms and legs and looked down pensively at the crudely drawn face. Tobin's throat went
tight and he lowered the bowl. How many times had he watched his mother sit just like that? Fresh tears
filled his eyes. She'd made the doll to keep Brother's spirit close to her. It had been Brother she'd seen when
shelooked at it, Brother she'd held and rocked and crooned to and carried with her everywhere until the day
she threw herself out of the tower window. Always Brother. Never Tobin. Was her angry ghost still up
there? Nari saw him shiver and hugged him close again. Thistime he let her. "Illior really told you to do this
to me?' he whispered. lyanodded sadly. "The Lightbearer spoke to me through the Oracle at Afra. You
know what that is, don't you?"' "The same Oracle that told King Theletimos to make his daughter the first
gueen." "That's right. And now Skala needs a queen again, one of the true blood to heal and defend the land.
| promise you, one day you will understand all this." Nari hugged him and kissed the top of his head. "It was
all to keep you safe, pet.” The thought of her complicity stung him. Wiggling free, he scooted back against
the bolsters on the far side of the bed and pulled his legs--long, sharp-shinned boy legs--up under his shirt.
"But why?' He touched the scar, then broke off with a gasp of dismay. "Father's seal and my mother'sring! |
had them on achain . .." "I have them right here, pet. | kept them safe for you." Nari took the chain from her
apron pocket and held it out to him. Tobin cradled the talismans in his hand. The seal, a black stone set high
in agold ring, bore the deep-carved oak tree insignia of Atyion, the great holding Tobin now owned but had
never seen. The other ring had been his mother's bride gift from his father. The golden mounting was
delicate, acirclet of tiny leaves holding an amethyst carved with arelief of his parents' youthful profiles.
He'd spent hours gazing at the portrait; he'd never seen his parents happy together, the way they looked here.
"Where did you find that?' the wizard asked softly. "In ahole under atree." "What tree?' "A dead chestnut
in the back courtyard of my mother's house in Ero."” Tobin looked up to find her watching him closely. "The
one near the summer kitchen." "Ah yes. That's where Arkoniel buried your brother." And where my mother
and Lhel dug him up again, he thought. Perhaps she lost the ring then. "Did my parents know what you did
to me?' He caught the quick, sharp look lya shot at Nari before she answered. "Y es. They knew." Tobin's
heart sank. "They let you?' "Before you were born, your father asked me to protect you. He understood the
Oracle's words and obeyed without question. I'm sure he taught you the prophecy the Oracle gave to King
Theletimos.” "Yes." lyawas quiet for amoment. "It was different for your mother. She wasn't a strong
person and the birthing was very difficult. And she never got over your brother's death.” Tobin had to
swallow hard before he could ask, "Is that why she hated me?' " She never hated you, pet. Never!" Nari
pressed a hand to her heart. " She wasn't right in her mind, that's all.” "That's enough for now," said lya.
"Tobin, you've been very ill and dlept the last two days away.” "Two?" Tobin looked out the window. A slim



crescent moon had guided him here; now it had waxed nearly to half. "What day isit?' "The twenty-first of
Erasin, pet. Y our name day came and went while you slept,” said Nari. "I'll tell Cook to make the honey
cakes for tomorrow's supper.” Tobin shook his head in bewilderment, still staring at the moon. "I--1 wasin
the forest. Who brought me to the house?" "Tharin showed up out of howhere with you in hisarms, and
Arkoniel behind him with poor Ki," said Nari. "Scared me almost to death, just like that day your father
brought your--" "Ki?' Tobin's head reeled as another memory struggled to the surface. In hisfevered dreams
Tobin had floated up into the air over Lhel's oak and found himself looking down from a great height. He'd
seen something in the woods just beyond the spring, lying on the dead leaves--"No, Ki's safein Ero. | was
careful!™ But acold knot of fear took root in his belly, pressing on his heart. In his dream it had been Ki
lying on the ground, and Arkoniel was weeping beside him. "He brought the doll, didn't he? That's why he
followed me." "Yes, pet." "Then it wasn't adream.” But why had Arkoniel been weeping? It was a moment
before he realized that people were still speaking to him. Nari was shaking him by the shoulder, looking
alarmed. "Tobin, what isit? Y ou've gone white!" "Where's Ki?' he whispered, gripping his knees hard as he
braced for the answer. "l was just telling you," Nari said, her round face lined with new concern. "He's
asleep in your old toy room next door. With you so ill and thrashing about in your sleep, and him hurt so
bad, | thought you'd rest easier apart.” Tobin clambered across the bed, not waiting to hear more. lya caught
him by the arm. "Wait. He's still very ill, Tobin. He fell and hit his head. Arkoniel and Tharin have been
tending him." Hetried to pull free, but she held on. "Let him rest. Tharin has been frantic, going back and
forth between your rooms like a sorrowful hound all thistime. He was asleep by Ki's bed when | passed.”
"Let mego. | promise | won't wake them, but please, | have to see Ki!" " Stay amoment and listen to me."
lyawas grave now. "Listen well, little prince, for what | tell you isworth your life, and theirs." Trembling,
Tobin sank back on the edge of the bed. lyareleased him and folded her hands across the doll in her lap. "As
| said, you were never meant to bear this burden so young, but here we are. Listen well and seal these words
inyour heart. Ki and Tharin don't know, and they mustn't know, about this secret of ours. Except for
Arkoniel, only Lhel and Nari know the truth, and so it must remain until the time comes for you to claim
your birthright."Prsentation de I'diteurA trick of magic, atwist of fate.As the orphaned nephew of the king,
trusted companion to his cousin, and second heir to the throne of Skala, Prince Tobins futureis clear. But not
as clear as the spring in which a hill witch shows him his true face--and his secret destiny....Now Tobin
carries a burden he cannot share with even his closest friend, Ki, his squire. Heisto rule--not as heis but as
he was born: awoman. Given the shape of aboy by dark magic, Tobin is the last hope of the people of
[llior--those who desperately seek areturn to the old ways, when Skalawas ruled by aline of warrior
gueens. They still believe that only awoman can lift the war, famine, and pestilence that have run rampant
through the land since the king usurped his half sisters throne. It is these outlaw wizards and witches who
protect Tobin--and it isfor them that Tobin must accept his fate.With the unsuspecting yet fiercely loya Ki
at his side, Tobin must turn traitor against the only blood ties he has left. He must lift the masks of Skalas
rulers to show their true colors--before he can reveal the power of the woman within himself.From the
Paperback edition.



