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Chapter One

"Dale! Don't go that way!" Nora called in vain as her twin brother disappeared into the tall 

grass off the main road. His whitish-blond hair matched the four-foot tufts, blending in 

immediately.

Nora looked up and down the road, biting her lip. She stood alone on the gravel, no dust trail 

of a car in sight. The sun beat down on her from a deep blue sky. She couldn't hear the traffic on 

the Interstate, not this far inland. The quiet wash underlying everything had to be the ocean.

"Mom's going to be pissed!" Nora called as she stomped after her brother. Idiot. Mom wasn't 

just going to be angry. She'd freak if they were late. They'd only just moved to Oregon a few 

months ago and this was the first time she'd let Nora and Dale walk home alone from the main 

road where the school bus dropped them off.

The grass rustled, blown by a wind Nora didn't feel, muttering to itself. She walked faster, 

shoving the swaying stalks aside. "Dale!" she yelled, pausing for a moment. The grass grew high 

above her head, making it impossible to see more than a few feet in front of her. Stillness ran icy 

fingers down her spine. She shook herself. No one was watching her. "If Mom doesn't kill you, 

I'm going to," she muttered as she made herself continue forward.

A knotted bunch of stalks swayed in front of Nora, blocking her path. Just beyond them lay an 

open yard. With a final push Nora broke through. The edges of the grass slid across her palms, 

leaving stinging welts in their wake. "Ouch!" she complained and looked at her hands. None of 

her cuts appeared serious. Still, she told Dale as she walked up to him, "You are so dead."

Dale, of course, didn't pay any attention to her. "Isn't that cool?" he asked, pointing at the 

abandoned cottage perched on the cliff. Sad red paint covered the wood-shingled walls. 

Windows, outlined in white, stared at Nora with dark eyes. Only the doorknob shone in the 



bright sunlight. Gold flames licked the wood at either end of the doorplate. The knob itself 

resembled a collection of interlocking gears.

"Don't touch it," Nora warned. The teeth of the gears looked sharp.

Dale immediately reached for it. The door swung open silently.

"Dale," Nora warned.

"Just for a minute. Then we'll go home. I promise."

"No."

Dale walked into the darkness.

* * * 

Denise looked up from the dishes and down along the road again. The kitchen clock ticked 

quietly behind her. Soft winds blew the curtains framing the window. Nora and Dale would be 

appearing any minute now. She took a deep breath, calming herself. She shouldn't panic; it was 

bad for her heart.

Chris, her husband, had no idea where they were. Denise had paid only cash during their drive 

to Oregon from California, using aliases and hiding the kids when she could. She hadn't 

contacted any of her old friends, and had only called her mom a couple of times since they'd 

arrived. She'd changed all their names here, as well. Chris couldn't follow them. It was just a 

formality that they were still legally married. Denise would never go back.

She should have just gone to meet the bus. However, both Nora and Dale had complained 

about it. According to them, none of the other moms waited like she did. She didn't point out that 

none of the other moms had as much reason to worry.

The water in the sink had grown cool by the time Denise stuck her hands back in. She pulled 

the plug, drained half of it, then added more hot. She made herself wait while the water level 

rose before forcing herself back to the task of washing both the breakfast and lunch dishes. It was 

one of the chores she'd negotiated with her kids, pleased they'd been so insistent on helping out. 

She did the early day dishes while they did the evening dishes. They took turns cleaning and 

cooking as well. Sometimes they seemed so grown-up, though they were barely teenagers.

Denise washed an orange juice glass, then checked the clock again. Maybe the bus had been 

late.



* * * 

"Dale!" Nora called. "Mom said we had to go straight home!" The only reply was the sound 

of the waves crashing onto the rocks. Nora turned from the abandoned cottage and looked out, 

over the edge of the cliff. A white smear marked where the gray ocean met the sky. Just below 

her, bleached-bone-colored boulders jutted out of the water. She shivered despite the warm sun. 

Falling on those would hurt.

Nora looked back at the house. Vines dotted with sharp thorns grew up across the red wooden 

walls. Scraps of paper, plastic bags, and fast-food wrappers lay plastered against the foundation. 

The strangely flat roof absorbed all the sunlight striking it, reflecting none of it back.

Nora took a hesitant step toward the door, the rocks crunching loudly under her feet. The 

smell of decay and mold drifted from the dark entrance, as if the ocean had crept inside and 

rotted everything. She clenched her hands into fists, wincing when her cuts stung. She looked at 

her palms again. They were going to be in so much trouble when they got home.

"Come on," Nora said. She made herself walk all the way to the door, peering inside. 

Blackness greeted her. "Dale?"

A muffled cry came in response.

* * * 

Only after Denise had emptied the water from the sink and dried her hands did she allow 

herself to look at the clock on the wall above the kitchen table again.

The twins were officially late now.

Denise assured herself repeatedly that nothing bad had happened to them. Maybe the bus had 

been late or they'd gotten distracted on the road. Perhaps they'd made friends with other kids who 

lived just up the street and were walking slowly. There was no reason to panic. She still grabbed 

a bottle of water from the fridge, as well as her cell phone and her car keys. She'd walk down the 

road, not drive, but she still wanted them with her in case she needed to get somewhere quickly.

Just as Denise opened the front door, her phone rang. Her cell showed the call came from a 

restricted number.

"Hello?"

"Denise?" a quiet male voice asked. Denise didn't recognize it.



"No, sorry, hon—you got the wrong number," she said, affecting a slight twang and a 

breeziness she didn't feel.

The man chuckled. "Sorry for disturbing you, miss." He hung up.

Denise stared at the phone in her hand. She should ditch it. Or at least turn it off so no one 

could track it. But what if the kids were hurt? It was the only number the school had.

It had just been a wrong number. No one was looking for her. She was just being paranoid, 

she told herself as she started walking down the driveway to the road.

The phone rang again.

* * * 

Nora took a hesitant step into the dark cottage. The carpet squished under her foot, moist and 

soggy. The musty smell made her wrinkle her nose. Before she could take another step, Dale 

raced toward her. Nora squeaked as he pushed past her, out into the sunlight. She quickly 

followed, her shirt catching on the sharp gear teeth of the door handle. The sound of tearing 

startled her, but didn't stop her from rushing over to her brother.

Dale stood in the sunlight, head bent over a jumble of gears and wires.

"Are you all right?" Nora asked.

Dale nodded, but paid no attention to her, still staring at the thing in his hands.

"What is it?"

"Broken," Dale said, looking up and grinning at her.

Nora sighed and shook her head. Her brother loved to tinker, to take things apart and put them 

back together. She didn't care for his gears and schematics; she preferred soft wool and hard 

needles, to shape things out of mere knots. "Where did you find it?"

"It was on the floor," Dale said. He flicked one of the flywheels, setting it to spin. "There were 

a couple of things like this. The first one I grabbed bit me." He held out his palm for her to see. 

Two tiny jab marks, like a spider bite, marked the fleshy part of his thumb.

"Why'd you run out like that?"

Dale looked back at the cottage. "Thought I heard something in there. It was kind of spooky," 

he said softly.

Nora nodded, hearing the truth. Dale would never admit to being scared to anyone but her. 



"Probably just a rat or something," she said.

"We better get going home," Dale said, stepping back into the tall grass, easily finding the 

path. Nora followed. "Mom's going to kill us for being so late."

"Kill you, you mean," Nora said.

"Nor…don't be a spoilsport," Dale wheedled. "Can't we just say you lost a bet or something?"

"Come on. You know we only do crazy things for bets." Nora grinned, remembering the last 

time she'd won: She'd made Dale walk backwards for three hours.

"Maybe you could say you fell."

"You just don't want to get in trouble."

Dale paused. "I'll do your dishes for a week."

"How are you going to explain that to Mom?" Nora asked, taking a deep breath to fight off the 

closed-in feeling of the stalks over her head. She told herself again that no one hid in the grass, 

watching them.

"You didn't fall. I pushed you," Dale said.

"What?" Nora asked. She gratefully stepped onto the road. Still no trail of dust from a car. 

Mom was probably waiting for them at home.

"Pushed you," Dale said, shoving Nora's right shoulder and toppling her over onto the dirt 

road.

Nora put out her left hand to catch her fall. "Ow!" she complained as her palm skidded across 

the hard stones. It bled more freely now. She looked down at her jeans, covered in dust. "Why 

did you do that?"

"I'll do your dishes for a week," Dale promised, holding out a hand to help his sister back up.

"You're damaged, you know?" Nora said, disgusted, but she still let Dale pull her back to her 

feet.

* * * 

"Hello?" Denise said into the phone, still using a slight twang.

"Dang it, I just called you, didn't I," the same male voice said. "Say, you wouldn't happen to 

know a Denise Monroe, would you? Out your way?"

"Can't say as I have," Denise said, puzzled. That wasn't her name, or one of the aliases she'd 



used.

"Are you sure? She's an old friend of the family, was my sister's best friend growing up. And 

Sally…well, Sally's dying and I really need to find her."

"I'm real sorry, I just can't help you."

"Well, thank you for your time," the man said. "I won't call you again. Goodbye."

Denise hung up without another word. What had that been about? Had it just been a wrong 

number? Or something else? Had it been a test of some kind? She turned in place, looking over 

the yard. Her car was in the driveway. How long would it take to pack? What did they absolutely 

have to bring, what could they leave behind? She'd lose the deposit on this place, and she still 

was waiting for money from her last editing job to be deposited into her online account.

With a soft laugh, Denise took a deep breath, calming herself. Everything was fine. No one 

was looking for her.

When Denise looked up again, she saw Dale and Nora walking down the road. From the dirt 

on Nora's clothes, she guess they'd had a fight, which explained why they'd been late.

Everything was fine, she told herself again.

* * * 

Kostya the dwarf rose from his hiding place outside the abandoned cottage, the gateway to 

Queen Adele's kingdom. Even when he stood, the pampas grass towered over his head. He 

tottered across the uneven ground, his large boots surprisingly silent. With the curved knife he 

pulled from his belt, he cut down the stems he'd used to block the girl's path. Muttering a quiet 

spell, he licked the grass, deliberately slicing his tongue, mingling his blood with the girl's.

Strong. Stubborn. With a streak of Maker, thin and tightly knotted, but there.

Then Kostya walked toward the cottage. He raised his left hand and moved it through the air 

as if turning a large wheel. The doorknob of the cottage didn't respond. Frowning, Kostya used 

both hands. Slowly the door handle rotated.

Kostya rocked back on his heels. He didn't need to go inside, to check his jabber, to test the 

blood it had collected. The boy also had power, enough to set clockwork right, just by passing 

by.

He could fix Queen Adele's kingdom.



* * * 

After dinner and the dishes, Dale escaped to his room. He spread a sheet of plastic out over 

the scratched wooden floor. He knew that he wouldn't hurt or spill anything, but his mom 

insisted he use it anytime he worked. Then he got out the piece of machinery, placed it in the 

center of the sheet, and examined it. He had the feeling that it was a prototype, though he 

couldn't see what it was supposed to do or what powered it.

The plastic crackled as Dale turned the piece on its side. He grimaced. He missed the 

workshop at their old place. He turned the piece again and identified six mounting brackets, 

where the mainspring came in, the primary flywheel, a balance, and where the tension springs 

curled. He speculated it was a type of battery—somehow it would be wound, then slowly tick 

out. However, he didn't see an obvious place for a handle.

With a silent curse, Dale reached for his tool set. Mom had let him take only the one set. He'd 

tried to grab the one with the largest variety of sizes, but right now, he wished he'd taken all the 

jeweler's tools, the ones he'd inherited from Grandpa Lewis when he'd died.

The bottom and side panels came off easily, exposing more gears than Dale had expected. The 

piece was either more than a battery, or its creator had believed in multiple backup systems.

Excited, Dale started to take apart the primary mechanism. He couldn't fix it; too many gears 

were missing. However, maybe he could get the secondary set to work. He wished he could call 

his old friends. They'd love to see this.

"Hey," Nora said softly.

Dale grunted in reply, impatient at the interruption. He turned the piece, missing his 

workbench again—what he wouldn't give for a proper vice. Or lights. Or tools.

"You figure it out yet?"

"No."

"Liar."

"I only have a guess," Dale said, exasperated. "I don't know."

"Even Mom on a cleaning binge isn't as anal as you."

Dale looked up at that. "Well, not all of us are slobs," he added, gesturing at her sweater. 

"Why are you wearing that thing?" He called it her Franken-sweater. Nora had knit it from a 



variety of different colored yarns. One sleeve hung down over her hand while the other barely 

reached her wrist. The neck opened to the side, not down the center. She continually tore out 

pieces of it and re-knit it.

"I finished redoing the cuff. See?" Nora held it out to him. "Peacock lace," she said, trailing a 

finger over one of the "feathers."

It was a cool pattern, though Dale wasn't going tell his sister that. "It doesn't match." Green 

bobbles dotted the sleeve above the purple lace, and tight orange braided rows joined the 

shoulder to the body.

"That's not the point," Nora scoffed. "It's my practice sweater, where I try out new yarn and 

stitches."

"Yeah, but you don't have to wear it," Dale pointed out.

Nora shrugged. "I like it," she said as she sat down on the floor next to the plastic. "Can I 

help?"

"No," Dale said automatically.

They sat in silence while Dale poked at the innards of the piece, reattaching a wire, then 

rerouting the flow of power. Nora picked up one of the tiny gold screws. Dale was grateful she 

didn't ask about it. It wasn't a flat head, or a Phillips, either. It had three slots and took a special 

screwdriver. Like most of the machine, it was handmade.

Still, questions built in the quiet room. Nora toyed with a spring, not really looking at it. Dale 

braced himself. It wasn't that they could talk without words, like twins he'd read about. They 

were fraternal twins, not identical. However, Dale still knew that Nora wanted more than to just 

watch him work.

"What do you think Dad's doing?" Nora finally asked.

"Don't know. Don't care."

"He'd never hurt Mom."

Dale merely glared at her.

"She was the one who spanked us as kids. Not him."

"He threatened to hurt her." Dale remembered the stark terror in his mother's voice as she'd 

talked to her own mother, told her what her husband had done, how he'd threatened to strangle 



her. She didn't know Dale had heard her; he'd never told her.

"Dad was just exaggerating. You know how he is."

"Yes, I do." Dale couldn't tell Nora, couldn't tell anyone that his dad was a bully. Like most of 

his class, Dale had laughed and rolled his eyes at his teacher's solemn proclamations of what a 

bully was and how they needed to report any such behavior. Inside, he'd been shaken.

Everything they'd said had fit his dad.

However, Nora didn't see it. Their dad also hadn't picked on her as much. Or when he had, 

she'd put him down in return. That was another thing Dale wouldn't tell his sister: how much he 

admired her. "And no, you can't call him," he said, cutting her off.

"It's his birthday at the end of the month!"

"Send a card to Grandma. Have her forward it."

Nora nodded slowly. "I could do that."

"Just don't call. And don't tell him where we are."

"But maybe if Mom and Dad talked—"

"No."

"She never gave him a chance to tell his side."

"What part of 'I'll kill you if you try to divorce me' should she listen to?" Dale asked, fuming.

"But—"

"No, Nora. Now just shut up for a second. Let me concentrate." Dale used tweezers to move a 

delicate wire from one gear to a different one, then carefully coiled a spring. When he let it go, 

the flywheel spun on its own.

The lights went out.

"Damn it!" Dale said. "I hate this place." The electricity went out on a regular basis. Even 

their cell phones only worked half the time.

"Nor—do you remember where my penlight was?" Dale asked, patting the ground on either 

side.

"Why? Afraid of the dark?" Nora teased.

"No, I just like to see," Dale complained. He wouldn't tell her that he was a little frightened. It 

was so dark out here and they had no close neighbors. He turned and felt behind him, searching 



for the familiar shape.

A light came on near Nora.

"Did you find…" Dale let his question die.

The little piece of machinery had kept turning and now glowed with a cool blue light.

"Kids?"

"We're in here, Mom," Nora called out before Dale could stop her.

"Shhh," Dale hissed. He finally grabbed his flashlight and tried to turn it on. When it didn't 

light immediately, he tried a second, then a third time. Finally it lit up.

The light from the machine softly faded.

"Come on," Dale said, standing.

Mom appeared in the doorway. "Looks like candles and cards," she said. She held a small 

flashlight as well.

Nora turned to Dale. He knew what she was asking, and nodded. Mom needed them. It wasn't 

like he'd be able to get any more work done, anyway.

Dale closed the door to his room as he walked out, then grabbed Nora's arm. "Don't tell her 

about the machine," he hissed.

"Duh," Nora said, pulling away. "You still owe me," she reminded him.

Dale grinned. Sometimes his sister was all right.

* * * 

Anger kept Queen Adele's backbone ramrod straight through her husband Thaddeus' funeral. 

She shed no tears behind her black lace veil; rage had burned them all away. Now, at the end of 

the ceremony, she stood on a makeshift platform supported by wooden scaffolding, above the 

white marble staircase leading into the depths of the hill and the catacombs.

By watching over the proceedings from a high vantage point, Adele's presence was meant to 

reassure her people of the continuation of her rule. She wanted to comfort them any way she 

could: though her loss was great, theirs was, too. She'd lost a husband, but they'd lost their king.

Gray tombstones dotted the hill behind the queen. They fanned out on either side, crowding 

out any flowers that might have bloomed or brightened the graveyard. They'd lost so many 

fairies in this strange new land.



Adele watched the funeral procession wind its way from the temple and through the village 

toward her. Like all things magical, her underground kingdom had three focal points: the golden 

temple in the East for birth, the graveyard in the West for death, and the dark brick palace, to the 

North, for order and life. Far above them, the dugout ceiling emulated the night sky and twinkled 

with half the light that normally shone there, another sign of what they'd lost.

The two other important locations in the kingdom stood empty that day: the fields beyond the 

temple and the factory behind the graveyard. Tradition insisted that no one in the kingdom work 

for at least three days. Adele had given the order easily, though she'd hoped that the servant caste 

would do some work with the time off. From where she stood, she could see thatched roofs that 

needed repair, broken carts and rubbish blocking smaller streets, as well as abandoned areas of 

the village falling into decay. She'd heard the complaints: The servants were too busy working in 

the factory for simple maintenance. Too busy drinking and complaining, was what she thought.

Six warriors carried Thaddeus' body, including Bascom, their chief. Although Thaddeus had 

been born into the royal caste, Adele came from the warrior caste, so the warriors claimed him as 

their own. Each warrior had one or more of Thaddeus' clockwork pieces imbedded into his or her 

flesh, such as a jeweled eye, a mechanical hand, or a piston-like leg. The warriors had shocked 

the court by arriving at the funeral wearing only loincloths, cloaks, and their fiercest paint. The 

younger royals had tittered nervously at such a frightening display. Adele had immediately 

quelled all dissent. The warriors honored Thaddeus as one of their own by their appearance. Too 

many in the court had forgotten how fierce a people they'd once been. The royal caste no longer 

bred tall and true.

The only nod to current convention Adele had given was to instruct the warriors to do their 

bloodletting in the privacy of the tomb, after the others had left. Not all approved of, or wanted 

to honor, their cannibalistic past.

Following the warriors came the contingent of royals from a fairy kingdom to the south, a 

place they called the Silicon Kingdom, after some human reference. They towered over the 

warriors, thin and ghostlike. They had arrived unannounced, three days before Thaddeus' death, 

seeking an alliance. Adele didn't trust them. Fairies met only in battle, or afterwards, paying 

tribute. She assumed they'd come to find the weaknesses of her kingdom. They wore traditional 



garb: white glittering scarves flowing from their wings, silver skirts, and pale blue jackets.

Thaddeus' apprentices and journeymen, led by Cornelius—Adele's best friend and closest 

confidant—trailed after them. Adele found their somber, black silk coats, heavy brocade 

waistcoats, and white shirts comforting. Goggles, perched one on top of another, sat on the 

crowns of their hats. A number of gears and delicate tools hung from their pocket-watch chains. 

Many pouches bulged on their belts.

Adele's own clockwork wings stirred, the familiar ache of metal-on-bone flavoring her anger 

with fear. She'd refused all help, even her regular oiling and polishing, since Thaddeus' death. 

None of Thaddeus' underlings were worthy of her patronage. Not that Thaddeus hadn't trained 

them well. All of them could copy a piece, once he'd explained to them, as well as fix almost 

anything out of improvised and scavenged parts. None of them had that spark to create, though, 

to design new machinery. Many had never passed the final apprentice test: creating their own 

gear-cutting tools.

As the first of the warriors disappeared under the ground beneath Adele, she let out the 

traditional loud wailing cry of mourning. Everyone in the court joined her, as well as the servants 

massed behind them, their shrieks bouncing off the cliffs and rocks, rising to the dugout roof 

above them, echoing through the vast underground kingdom.

Adele still refused to weep. The fierceness of her continued howling served two purposes: to 

show her broken heart, as well as to serve as a warning to that thrice-damned dwarf, Kostya. He 

would pay.

* * * 

After the entombment, Adele walked restlessly from one waiting room to the next. Cornelius 

trailed behind her like a sad cloud. She couldn't blame him; he worried about her. They all were. 

The somberly dressed court sat in clusters on backless couches, their wings drooping with 

mourning, their eyes hooded and darting, not having the courage to speak with her and risk her 

anger. Servants, also in black, walked between them, serving chilled moonbeam wine. The 

southern contingency had been politely directed to different rooms.

The brightly painted, unmatched walls of the waiting rooms further set Adele's nerves on 

edge, and her rage continued to build. Everyone in the fairy kingdom had forgotten how they'd 



once been. They should be tearing their clothes or destroying everything around them in rage, not 

politely talking in whispers. She ached to see how far they'd fallen.

Only the priests broke the solid collection of fine black mourning-frocks. The priest of 

Anabnus, the sun god, wore brilliant yellow robes; while the priestess of Clotana, the moon 

goddess, wore only a white skirt, with glitter covering her torso and breasts. Matching streamers 

decorated their wings and floated in the air behind them. The priests eschewed all clockwork and 

followed even older ways, without gears or mechanics, as the southern court appeared to. Adele 

didn't want to go all the way back to the bad old days. She'd grown up in the country, barefoot 

and dirt poor. She appreciated running water, clean clothes, and soft sheets. The priests didn't 

present a threat, though; they came from the smaller servant caste and would follow her lead as 

they always had.

Cornelius finally got Adele to stop for a moment in the far room, where few had gathered. The 

green walls reminded Adele of slime-covered water.

"You need to rest," he told her sternly, bending his gray head toward her. Most fairies never 

showed their age, and Cornelius wasn't that old. He'd just gone gray as a young man. Adele had 

teased him that he thought too much. He wore a black-on-black striped vest with matching pants, 

and a blinding white shirt under his dark coat. Rings with precious rubies, emeralds, pearls, and 

other gems covered every finger. "You can talk with me, if you need to. He was my best friend as 

well." As the Master Jeweler to the kingdom, he'd worked closely with Thaddeus, the Master 

Tinker.

"Not—not yet. I can't," Adele confessed. She winced as her wings moved. A gear had slipped 

out of place on her left one, making the mechanism that opened them grind.

"At least let me take care of those for you."

Finally Adele nodded. "Later tonight." She looked around. The servants were now serving the 

cold mourning tea. "Help me escape," she whispered. Her own petticoats and underskirts chafed 

her. At least she'd been able to remove her veil. Looking through it gave her the impression that 

everything was dirty. She longed to be as free as the warrior she'd once been, screaming and 

stomping her feet in anger, stripped bare of gown and corset. She consoled herself that soon she'd 

lead the raid against Kostya. He'd die more honorably than her husband, who had been killed 



with a booby trap while exploring one of the deep tunnels. Only the dwarf would have set such a 

trap.

Cornelius pressed a finger against his nose in thought, and then nodded. "All right." He blew 

on his cupped hands. A gray cloud filled his palms, wispy and irrelevant, then gained weight. He 

stretched the tendrils out, like a spinner carding wool, until a fine net was strung between his 

fingers. With great care he lifted it until it hung like a gossamer veil over Adele's dark hair. It 

shimmered briefly, then faded from sight.

"Thank you, old friend," Adele said, briefly squeezing Cornelius' arm before slipping out. Few 

fairies had the power to hide from each other. Some in the court didn't trust Cornelius because of 

the strength of his magic, but Adele knew he always had her best interests in mind.

Adele first went to her rooms, cast off the illusion, and then changed into working clothes: 

white overalls and a tight-fitting shirt. Her maid Clarissa sniffed in disapproval, but didn't say 

anything. Then Adele went down back corridors and stairs, her bare feet moving silently over 

dusty wood and brick. All the servants she passed looked down and away, maintaining the 

illusion that she moved unseen, as the servant class frequently did for the royals. Many of the 

back halls weren't lit, but Adele easily called a will-o'-the-wisp to dance beside her, bobbing and 

circling, lighting her way.

Bright lights filled the machine room. Thaddeus' greatest creation dominated the center of it. 

Adele walked slowly around it, then spread her wings and continued her circling, going higher 

and higher. She could identify only the major pieces: the mainspring, the four pallet levers, the 

primary motion works, and some of the balances. So much of it went beyond her, as well as 

Thaddeus' assistants. That was partly through design; no one was supposed to know what their 

master created.

The machine had been the main component in Adele's plan to bring her people out of the 

shadows and into the world again. All the resources of the kingdom had been funneled into its 

creation. It had taken them decades to get to this point. So close.

Electronics hurt Adele's people. One of the clockworkers had tried to explain about waves and 

magnets, but Adele didn't care. This modern world repelled her, literally. She was tired of 

retreating. She and Thaddeus had finally come up with a plan for fighting back. The smaller-



scale models he'd created had been successful. Powered partly by magic, partly by machine 

works and cranks, they could stop all electronics, but only in a limited area.

Adele wanted to kill them, all of then, for miles and miles. Then she and her people could rise 

from the ground, return to being the fierce hunters they'd once been. Not only the warrior caste 

would fight. All of them would return to their former glory, be as they'd once been. It was her 

fondest wish. They'd drive the humans out, then move east, send their machines ahead of them, 

and take back their world.

Of course the humans would fight. Adele was certain her people would remember their skill at 

killing once they tasted human flesh again.

However, Thaddeus had never finished his machine. Now he was dead.

Adele floated to the floor, and then crumpled, finally weeping.



Chapter Two

Kostya woke with war cries ringing in his ears. At first he thought he was still dreaming, but 

his dreams had been bittersweet, not violent. He'd seen his wife, long dead, clearly for once. 

She'd called to him from behind foreign glass, the kind that smelled of chemicals and bitter gas. 

He hadn't been able to reach her. He'd shouted and screamed, his words blending into the noises 

that had awakened him. Finally he recognized the sounds: the onset of battle by fairy warriors.

"By the third eye of Hronthron's pig," Kostya swore. He stared at the rough rock ceiling of his 

underground home, thinking furiously. The fairies hadn't trapped him—they'd been at war for too 

long and he'd dug escape tunnels out of every room of his long, shambling home. He calmed 

himself. His defenses would keep him safe for a while. Still, he sprang up from his bed, 

retrieving his vest and coat from the bedpost where he'd hung them, then shoving his feet into his 

boots.

Piles of scavenged items littered the floor: books, plastic bags, dolls' feet, wire, juice boxes, 

sweaters, broken cups, and so on. Kostya swiftly went from one pile to the next, stuffing things 

into a large leather backpack. He paused, smiling at the first explosion, and then gathered more 

things: another sweater, a handful of tools, and four long straws. He knew better than to think the 



fairies would stop. He had to leave, and for a long while, too. The last time the fairies had 

attacked his home, it had taken three years before they'd gotten distracted enough that he could 

return. He had no idea what had riled them this time. One of the deep tunnels had blown a few 

days before—he supposed he must have killed someone important. He hadn't expected such 

swift retaliation.

A second, then third explosion echoed through the tunnels. The fairies were getting too close. 

One or two Kostya may be able to take on, though he wasn't much of a fighter. A war party 

would overrun him like water down a hill. Damn fairies didn't look like much—all scrawny and 

thin—but they were tough. Only way Kostya knew to kill one was to cut off its head. Even 

though fairies couldn't swim, drowning them only sometimes worked. He'd seen a warrior with 

her arm or wing torn off still come for him.

The fourth explosion came from the side, to the south, not to the east where the others had 

sounded. More than one group was after Kostya. They'd hoped to trap him. Kostya abandoned 

packing his bag and ran to the wall containing a shelf of radios all wired together. A piece of 

modern machinery stood at the far end. Kostya flipped a switch, then started cranking. The 

radios began singing static, one by one. The sudden buzz of electricity danced across Kostya's 

skin. The dwarf could stand to be around electronics longer than the fairies, but he didn't like it; 

it made him feel as though ants crawled across his skin.

Kostya finished setting his trap. The radios would draw the attention of the fairies, distracting 

them from the bomb. He picked up his bag and looked around one last time. He wished he could 

take more. It would take a long, long time to make his next place feel as homey as this, with its 

piles of knickknacks and random collectables. It was one of the reasons why he hated the fairies: 

Their kingdom was so damn sterile. Queen Adele and her order—just unnatural, it was.

Kostya pulled up one edge of the rug on his floor, then opened the trap door. He grunted as he 

stepped into it—he'd gained girth recently and escape route fit more snugly than it should. He 

forced himself down the stairs, scraping his thighs and hips against the rough-cut walls. Stupid, 

stupid fairies. He didn't take much time to booby trap the escape hatch. He'd be gone by the time 

the fairies got to his room.

At the bottom of the stairs, Kostya trotted along the natural tunnel, heading toward the ocean. 



He twisted his knotted bracelet as he went, invoking his strongest protection against his enemy: 

his ability to see through glamours and illusions. No fairy lay in wait for him and no scouts 

glided through the air. Maybe they didn't realize this was Kostya's main escape route. He couldn't 

fly as they did, and the tunnel did end abruptly in midair.

Kostya could, however, swim. After checking the sky again, he retraced his steps, then ran full 

speed out of the tunnel, launching himself into the air. He wrapped his arms around his knees, 

making himself as small a ball as he could, and landed with an explosive splash.

The shock of the cold water took Kostya's breath away. He kicked for the surface, his boots, 

clothes, and bag weighing him down. A strong current pulled him further down. He refused to 

give up and struggled harder, pushing through the water with his arms now. Finally his head 

broke the surface, only to find that the waves had pushed him dangerously close to the rocks. 

Digging into the water with each stroke, Kostya drove himself through the waves, swimming 

away from the danger. A human wouldn't have made it. He headed north, up the coast.

Only after Kostya had reached his hidden boat did he realize his mistake.

The fairies now had his jabber. They'd learn about the human Tinker. It was their machine, 

after all—they'd left it out as a test. He'd just adapted it for his own purposes.

Instead of heading further north, to his second set of tunnels, Kostya turned the boat back 

south.

The human Tinker had to die.

* * * 

Robert sat in his car outside the off-track betting house and considered calling Denise back. 

That first "hello" had been flat, not soft, and the second time he'd called her she'd had too much 

tension in her voice. Was this the right Denise, though? The one Robert's client had hired him to 

find?

The only way Robert would know for certain was by seeing her. He sighed, looking again at 

the betting house. It was a plain house, built in the 1930s and painted a faded green. Sandwiched 

in between two shops, it was easy to miss. It advertised itself as a "gentleman's club." Ladies 

waited for men to buy them drinks and converse in the front room. In the back, the formal dining 

room and kitchen had been converted into a gambling den, with TVs hung on the walls like 



paintings. The bookie sat in a converted closet under the stairs. Robert had heard rumors of high-

stakes poker games on the second floor.

Robert sighed again. He couldn't go in, not now. He had work to do. So he drove back to the 

ratty motel he currently called home, with the thin towels, thinner walls, and shower that just spit 

at him, and extended his stay instead of checking out. He could have gone to a nicer place—his 

winnings from the day before had been enough. However, when he finished this job he'd have 

more, a lot more. Robert promised himself that this time, he'd save some of it. Use it to get 

himself more legitimate work, bigger clients, and a nicer office, maybe one with a window.

First, Robert located the house Denise had rented, viewing it using the Internet. Without 

driving out there, he quickly learned that the usual techniques he used for photographing 

suspects weren't going to work. The house sat higher than the surrounding land, with clear views 

on all sides. Robert didn't see anyplace he could set up a nest and take photos, not without 

Denise getting suspicious.

So Robert haunted grocery stores, his camera pen poking him in the ribcage every time he 

bent over. Woman had to eat, right? While he was looking around, he learned that more than one 

of the shops offered home delivery. He stomped out of the store, growling at the amount of 

money he'd wasted while "shopping."

The next route Robert considered was the kids. Unfortunately, single men sitting in 

ramshackle cars, taking pictures of high school students, tended to get questioned by the police. 

Robert needed to avoid all law enforcement, at least for a while, until he got some money and 

could pay off his debt. While driving by the school to see if there was a place where he could set 

up shop without drawing any attention, he noticed one important thing: school buses.

The kids would have to wait somewhere for the bus, right? Probably close to their home.

It didn't take Robert long to find out when the school bus stopped on Spring Road—the winter 

cancellation notifications listed all the start times. Then it was just a matter of driving the route, 

estimating the number of kids and pickup times. Robert had always been good with numbers, 

though they hadn't always been good to him. He'd make it all up on this job, though.

Once Robert had come up with his plan, he thought about calling his client. In the end, he 

decided not to. His client had some anger issues, enough to almost made Robert turn down the 



job. However, he had checked before taking it, as his client had suggested. Denise had never 

filed for a divorce or even sought a restraining order. She'd just taken the kids and run, which 

made her a kidnapper and a homewrecker. His client had reassured him that he just wanted to get  

his family back together. Robert was doing the right thing by reuniting this man and his children.

Robert spent the afternoon wiring a tiny camera to the passenger-side door handle of his car. 

He took pride in covering the wires, hiding them as they ran from the door to the steering 

column. He tested it a couple of times, making sure that with the push of a button he could get a 

series of shots.

At 2 A.M., Robert timed his drive, going along the route twice. He took into account as many 

variables as he could. It was easier to add time, go around an additional block or two, than to 

make up time if the bus was early or fast.

After a precise 248-minute nap, a lucky number if there ever was one, Robert awoke, shaved, 

showered, and then hit the road. His luck held that morning—just as he turned down the main 

highway, the bus came up behind him. It slowed a couple of times, making stops right where 

Robert thought it would. He turned down Spring Road just as it had started up again.

Robert passed the intersection of Spring and Fowler at 7:57 A.M. The button camera worked 

perfectly. He got multiple shots of the three people standing at the bus stop: a young woman with 

dark hair and a fine, upturned nose, pale in the morning light with a sprinkling of freckles across 

her cheeks; a young boy, tow-headed, with blue eyes that matched the sky; and a young girl, as 

dark as her mother, but brighter, more joyous.

After turning down the main highway, Robert pulled to the side to let the bus pass him. He 

was tempted to keep going, to use this string of luck and go straight to the betting parlor. 

However, he prided himself on being a professional, so he called his client using the pre-paid cell 

phone his client had provided for him, for this one task.

"I found them."

* * * 

Dale had put away the machinery in the morning, carefully loading all the screws and parts 

he'd removed from the primary piece into empty yogurt containers. He missed the glass jars he'd 

had at their old place—he'd attached the tops of the jars into the bottom of a shelf, then screwed 



the jars back into the tops. That way he could see what was in a jar without having to open it, and 

all the small nuts, screws, wire, and bolts were easily accessible. The yogurt containers were 

cheap but they weren't as convenient.

That morning, it didn't matter to Dale that he rode the bus alone, with only his sister, and that 

no one said hello to Dale in the hallway before homeroom. Instead, he thought about the 

machine. Why had it started to glow? What about it was phosphorus? There must be a 

compartment for storing the energy...

"Dale!"

Dale looked up. His cheeks grew warm. Mr. Henderson had just called his name—twice—for 

attendance. "Here," he said sheepishly.

"Already on summer break?" his homeroom teacher asked, teasing gently.

Dale just shrugged. It had been hard coming into this school so late in the year, with barely a 

trimester left. He'd wished his mom had agreed to homeschool them; he could have gotten so 

much more done. However, she had to work as well.

The plastic seats made Dale's thighs sweat. He tried to pay attention to the announcements: 

the finals schedule, parent-teacher conferences, summer school, as well as the big school picnic. 

However, he kept squirming, as well as tracing gear paths in his head. Mr. Henderson had to call 

him to order a second time.

Dale wasn't sure how he made it through all his classes without someone threatening 

detention. Luckily, the teachers cut all the kids slack because summer break started next week. 

Because of winter weather and school cancellations, they only had two more days of school the 

following week.

Finally, last period arrived, along with Dale's favorite class, shop. The familiar scents of 

grease, solder, and fresh-cut wood greeted him as he walked in. Benches lined the room. Ms. 

Anderson, the shop teacher, had already tied on her heavy-duty khaki apron. Her gray curls 

peeked out from under the leather helmet-like hat she wore, and large safety goggles perched on 

her forehead. She instructed two girls on the bandsaw, drilling them on its use, making sure they 

knew how to use it before she turned it on.

Rich and Tabri nodded at Dale, and Rich indicated an open space on the bench to his left. 



Dale had helped both of them on their projects—a music box and a plant holder with an 

electronic moisture meter. They'd shared shop only that trimester, but they'd talked about trying 

to take history together the next year. They weren't friends, not yet; Dale couldn't call them and 

they didn't eat lunch together. Maybe next year, though.

Dale retrieved his project from his locker. He told everyone it was a pirate chest. It looked like 

one: leather straps decorated the sides and top, held down with brass rivets, and iron reinforced 

the corners. With the clever use of pegs, Dale hung the smaller boxes he'd made on the inside. 

He'd even put in a false bottom—barely an inch above the real bottom, but good for hiding 

treasure maps.

In reality, it was a toolbox. Dale had made leather loops along the back to hold screwdrivers 

of all sizes, as well as scissors and wrenches.

More than anything, Dale wanted to fill his toolbox with tools. He imagined it in his room, 

and knew it would look pathetic with the one set of tools in it. He missed his old workshop 

again, missed the orderly jars holding everything he could ever need for a project, missed the 

directed lights, missed the vices and tools.

"Looking good," Rich told Dale in his best sleazy pickup voice.

Dale grinned. "You too, man." He looked over at Rich's project. Rich only needed to finish 

tacking the material to the inside of the cover. Tabri nodded at Dale, then turned back to 

smoothing out the hole for the digital readout for his moisture meter. Dale only had a few 

finishing touches as well, polishing the rivets and iron. Ms. Anderson had already given him an 

A on it.

The hour passed quickly. Dale kept thinking about tools, how they'd look inside his box. 

Finally he gathered up a few from around the shop class and tried them out, seeing how they'd 

fit. The box worked just as Dale had imagined it would, and the tools filled the box perfectly.

Dale glanced around. Ms. Anderson stood at the far side with her back to him, working with 

two other students. Rich and Tabri argued over the stupid call the ref had made at the last 

baseball game, whether Barkman had been in or out.

It was just wrong for a toolbox not to have any tools in it. It was also wrong to steal.

Dale tried to justify it to himself. No one would miss the tools until fall—the school shop was 



closed for the summer. And maybe by then he'd have his own set and could replace the ones he'd 

taken. No one needed to know.

As casually as he could, Dale took out most of the tools he'd placed in the box. He left behind 

one package of tools in the bottom-most boxes—a complete set of tiny screwdrivers and 

wrenches, the kind he needed to work on the new machinery at home, the type that would be the 

most difficult buy at a hardware store.

Dale closed the top of his box and put away all the tools he'd taken out. No one seemed to 

have noticed. The back of his neck prickled with anticipation. Those tools would be so useful. 

Maybe he could sneak back in some of the wire-working pliers. He nearly jumped out of his skin 

when Ms. Anderson said, directly over his shoulder, "Fine looking toolbox you have there."

Ms. Anderson wore her safety goggles, making her eyes look huge and watery. She pushed 

them up to her forehead with one gloved hand. "Why don't you show me?"

Reluctantly, Dale lifted the lid. The tools glared at him from the bottom of the box.

Ms. Anderson looked at the tools, then at Dale, and said, "Think I'll have to make a box like 

that for my tools, someday. Though I might start with a tackle box. Let me show you what I 

mean."

Dale trailed behind his teacher, his gut sinking and churning, his cheeks flaming hot. Though 

she hadn't said anything, he knew that she knew. And he couldn't go through with it. When he got 

back to his workbench, he pulled out the set of screwdrivers and wrenches and put them away. 

He felt Ms. Anderson's eyes on him the whole time, even though she was working with Tabri's 

plant holder. Now how was Dale going to fix the machinery he had at home? The tools he had 

weren't adequate. It wasn't fair.

As Dale left, carrying his now completely empty box, Ms. Anderson pressed a small set of 

jeweler's screwdrivers into his hand. She shrugged when he looked up at her. "Found an extra set. 

You know, you can always find good used tools on eBay or something."

Dale nodded, only barely remembering to say, "Thanks." But first he needed the money to buy  

them, money his mom wouldn't give him. There weren't any jobs he could get, either. He placed 

the lone set of tools in his toolbox. They looked as forlorn as he felt.



* * * 

Adele looked in the mirror. She'd thrown off her mourning frocks, much to the dismay of her 

maid, Clarissa, and had dressed that morning as a warrior instead. The red cloak set off her pale 

skin. Adele painted her lips the same red color, then growled into the mirror, pleased with how 

sharp her pointed teeth looked. She used dark kohl around her golden eyes to make them seem 

bigger, and then painted stripes and protective symbols on her cheeks, across her bare chest.

Today, Kostya would die. Adele would kill him with her own hands, in revenge for Thaddeus' 

death. She growled again in the mirror. The white oak dressing table and four-poster bed behind 

her looked incongruous, too civilized. Adele stretched her wings, this time more easily. Cornelius 

had done maintenance on them the night before. The faint odor of oil still hung in the air. The 

wing membrane bore ragged ends that showed her old injury. They'd never fully healed. Gears 

and bone made up the top ridge, allowing Adele to open and close her wings. Most of the 

metacarpals were still bone, but two were made from gold.

Before Adele finished applying her war paint, Cornelius and two other members of the court, 

Gideon and Imogene, filed into the room. They must have bribed Clarissa. She'd have to find out 

what they'd paid and double it to ensure her privacy from now on.

"You're not talking me out of going," Adele warned them.

"Going? No. Leading?" Cornelius asked, and then shook his gray head.

"Kostya must die," Adele said, keeping her voice low and mean.

"Yes, he must, and by your hand, too."

"But?"

"The dwarf has no honor," Gideon said, sniffing. "There will be traps. Explosions."

"Some of the warriors may die. You cannot," Cornelius continued.

"Who will lead us if you're gone?" Imogene asked, sounding whiny to Adele.

"Whoever rises to the top," Adele retorted. She and Thaddeus had never been able to have 

children, a common problem when fairies from different castes mated. "The rule will pass to 

whichever royal is strong enough to take it, same as it has always been," she continued. "As the 

court and the priests have decreed."

Adele watched Imogene and Gideon exchange a look in the mirror. She didn't know what 



those two were plotting, but she was going to have to be careful. One of them might decide it 

was no longer her time to rule. Thaddeus had been her connection to royalty, and now he was 

dead. Some of the court thought that Adele, being from the warrior caste, wasn't capable of 

leading them on her own. She would show them wrong. Not only would she make them stronger, 

she'd help them regain their former glory.

"Let your warriors see you at your fiercest, to inspire them," Cornelius proposed. "However, 

you must direct the party from behind and let them take the brunt of the dwarf's machinations."

Thaddeus had pointed out to Adele, more than once, that as Queen she had different 

responsibilities than before, when she'd merely been the leader of their ragtag army, marching 

across the untamed wilderness of the new continent. Adele had to compromise as well as lead, 

listen to her advisors and take their advice when it was sound.

"He still dies by my hand," Adele said, nodding to the inevitable. Her people had grown used 

to this softer life and a continuous rule. She would make concessions.

Imogene made a face as if she smelled something bad. "Your presence will just make them 

foolhardy, not courageous."

"Some people easily confuse the two," Adele told her, giving her a polite smile but still 

showing her pointed teeth. Imogene and her husband Gideon would have their Queen be a 

spectator only, mistakenly thinking that ordering people to do things gave you more power, 

instead of doing everything yourself.

Adele would prove them wrong.

* * * 

When the first explosion rocked the tunnel where Adele waited, Cornelius murmured to her, 

"See? Aren't you glad you stayed back?"

"Yes, all right, you were right," Adele said crossly. She was glad that she'd defiantly stayed 

dressed as a warrior, ignoring the rest of her court still in their mourning frocks. Dirt sifted down 

on them and she shook her head. The dwarf's tunnels were inferior to theirs, crudely carved and 

shorn up with mere lumber. Compacted dirt made up the floor, not matched stones, and the rough 

walls weren't straight enough for any god to follow.

A runner came back to the court, his wings singed and his cape blackened. "Bascom set off 



the bomb without injury, Ma'am. We're approaching the second cavern now." Then he flew back. 

Adele glared at Cornelius, Imogene and the others. It would have been fine if she'd been there.

After a fourth explosion, the runner came back for Adele. "We've reached the inner tunnels. 

The dwarf is gone."

Adele gnashed her teeth and didn't contain her growl. It figured. Nothing had gone right since 

Thaddeus had died.

"Bascom did find something interesting, my Lady," he said, looking down.

Grimly, Adele strode forward. What perversion had the warriors found? They should have 

taken care of the dwarf long ago. She wrapped the ends of her cloak over her arm as they entered 

to keep it from catching on the rubbish that littered the floor. Even humans lived more cleanly 

than this dwarf. Imogene gagged behind her. Adele refused to be quelled by the stench. Instead, 

she gritted her teeth and pushed into the next room, past the rubble from the first explosions.

Two machines sat on the floor in the next room. Adele recognized them as tests Thaddeus had 

created for his apprentices. The dwarf had added an obscenity to one: on top of the smooth 

curved lines of the original piece sat two black needles at the end of crude pistons.

"My goodness, what has he done?" Cornelius asked, stepping forward.

Adele immediately understood their purpose—to strike the hand of anyone who reached down 

for the machine. She sniffed the air, scenting for what she thought she would find. There it was. 

Blood of a human. No magic. But something.

Cornelius ran his finger along one of the needles, then stuck it into his mouth. Wonder passed 

over his face. "Tinker," he said softly.

"Bascom!" Adele yelled.

The warrior strode forward. A brilliant ruby shone from one eye. Soot and sweat smeared his 

red war paint. He glowed with fairy power, lighting up the room. Muscles rippled across his wide 

chest, almost making up for his small wings.

"Find the human Tinker," Adele told him. "Bring him to me."

"It shouldn't take long, my Queen," Bascom said, bowing his head. "We've already started 

tracking. This had been up top for a while."

"Alive," Adele added. "We need him alive."



Bascom glanced up at her, his face grim. For a moment Adele wondered if he would be the 

one to challenge her. Then he looked down again.

"Alive, Ma'am. Aye."

After Bascom left, Adele sent the rest of the court back to the kingdom. They all looked as 

uncomfortable as she felt. Royals didn't leave the kingdom often, not if they could help it. 

Warriors were the only ones who traveled frequently.

Adele wandered through Kostya's things alone. Did the warriors know what Thaddeus' 

machine would do? Did they understand what it would bring? They would return to the surface 

and the old ways, with fame and glory for all. It was their only chance against the humans.

Adele would have to watch Bascom, Imogene, Gideon, all of them.

A handful of grass caught Adele's eye as she turned to leave. More blood coated its razor-thin 

edges. Adele tested it, surprised that it wasn't the Tinker's. No, it was a Maker's. She resolved not 

to tell the others of her discovery. A Maker could change everything. She'd need to find the 

Maker herself. She could convince the Maker to join them. Just as she would convince the 

Tinker. They would help her, her kingdom and her people. They just had to.

If they wouldn't, well...the Maker could die.


