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Agatha

THE WIND IS ON MY NOSE AND MY EYES STING. I  BROUGHT 

two cloaks today because I am clever. I pull them in together with 

my hands. The tops of my fingers are numb but I don’t mind 

because it is my job and it is an important one.

I look at the sea. The waves are chopping up and down. 

Sometimes I follow a wave from as far away as I can see all the 

way to where I am. I look at it and keep my eyes on it and try not 

to let it out of my eyes when it comes close and more close until it 

crashes. It is a hard thing to do and I am good at it.

When I was only young I wanted to go on the sea so much. I 

asked the Anglers and the Seals lots of times to take me on their 

boats but they wouldn’t. They shoved me away and called me a 

“good-for-nothing nuisance,” which is rude. I made the plan to 

do it myself and climbed up the wall when no one was looking 

and down the other side. It was a hard thing to do but easy for me 

because I’m good at climbing. I was holding on to the wall and the 

waves went on my legs and my face and I laughed because I liked 
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it and it tasted like soup. Then a bigger wave came and I couldn’t 

hold on anymore and I fell. It was not a clever plan to do that 

because the water was deep and I couldn’t swim. The rocks hurt 

my legs and made them bleed. I could have drowned but one of 

the Hawks saw me and my arms splashing. He told me afterward 

he thought I was a spider crab and he nearly speared me and then 

I would have been dead. It was when he saw my hair that he knew 

it was not a spider crab and it was me. He climbed down with a 

rope and pulled me out of the water which hurt my arm. I remem-

ber that. “You stupid girl,” he said to me. “You stupid, stupid girl.” 

I’m more clever now and I wouldn’t do it again.

After it happened I didn’t want to go on the boats anymore. I 

stayed inside the enclave and didn’t look at the sea until they gave 

me my dreuchd. I was very happy that day because they made me 

a Hawk, which is my duty and an important one. One day I will 

save someone from drowning too like when the Hawk saved me.

“You look cold.”

It is Lenox who says that, who is another Hawk. “Go into the 

turret and warm up. I lit a fire,” he says as well. His eyebrows go 

scrunchy when he talks. They are big ones and black.

“I don’t— want to,” I say and shake my head. I don’t like going 

in the turret because when I’m inside I’m not looking at the sea 

which is what I should be doing.

“Go on, little girl, it’s for your own good,” he says, and he 

pushes me on my back. I hate it when he calls me “little girl” 

because I am not a little girl. I am fifteen so he shouldn’t call me 

that. I do a big frown so he sees it.

When I am in the turret, I kick the fire because I don’t want to 
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be there and bits of it fly up to the walls. It’s a small room in a cir-

cle. I should not have kicked the fire. Now it might go out, which 

would be bad. I scrape the bits with my shoe and add some more 

sticks to make it big again. Even though I didn’t want to come, it 

is nice to be hot and I move my fingers which is nice. I undo my 

first cloak and the other one underneath so I can reach the pocket 

on my top where Milkwort is. He is warm which is good because 

I was worried he would be cold. I put him next to the fire because 

he likes it there. In my trousers is some bread that I saved. I give 

some to him and keep some for later. He thanks me and eats it 

while looking at the fire.

“Don’t get too close,” I warn him.

Milkwort is my friend and a vole and a secret. No one knows 

about him. Except Maistreas Eilionoir. I don’t know how she 

found out. She is old and knows everything. When she found out 

she pulled me into her bothan and told me to get rid of him.

“You could be severely punished for this,” she said. She was 

holding on to my arm tight and it hurt a lot even though she is old 

and her hands are small.

“I know,” I said, and I tried to pull my arm away. People think 

that I’m stupid but I’m not stupid.

“Get rid of it. Before someone finds out who isn’t as forgiving 

as I am.” She let go of my arm and I rubbed it and then I left.

“All right, Aggie, my turn.”

The voice is a surprise to me. I must have been staring at the 

fire for longer than I thought. It is Flora who is there and it is 

her turn to come in. I am in panic because she may have seen 

Milkwort. My eyes look to where he was. He’s not there.
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“I need to do up my cl-cloaks. Give me one— one moment, 

will you?”

“Of course.”

It is lucky that Flora turns away so I can search for Milkwort 

without her seeing. I want to call for him, but Flora will hear me 

if I do that, so I only do it in my head. Talking to animals is not 

dùth, which means you shouldn’t do it. He is nowhere by the fire 

and there is nothing for him to hide behind. He wouldn’t have run 

away. He would never leave me. Then I spot him in a gap between 

the stones in the wall. It was clever for him to go there. I hold out 

my hand. He jumps onto my arm and behind my neck and into 

the pocket again. That was close. I do up my cloaks the quickest 

possible.

“I’m done,” I say to Flora.

“Thanks,” she says, and she smiles and comes in and I go back 

onto the wall.

I like Flora because she is nice. She’s my friend. She is a girl 

like me but her hair is light brown and she is taller. When she 

was made a Hawk I helped by telling her all the things you have 

to do to be a good Hawk, like how to tell the difference between 

a dolphin and a deathfin and the best way to spear a spider crab 

and what the five chimes mean and how to ring them properly. I 

am good at helping.

The sea is a gray color today with only a bit of white. It looks 

like broken rocks. When I am looking I have to do walking as well. 

Otherwise the blood will freeze inside you. That is what Lenox 

says.

It is one hundred and seventeen steps to walk along this part 
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of the wall which I know because I counted them. I can walk it 

without looking at my feet which is good because it means I can 

look at the sea the whole time and don’t miss a single thing. When 

I reach the other side I turn and walk back and then back again 

the other way the whole day.

Behind me is the enclave. That is where we all live which is 

Clann a Tuath which is my clan. It is the best one. There are 

other clans but they are far away on the other parts of the island. 

I can’t even see them from the wall. That is because Skye is a big 

island. We are on the north part. The enclave has lots of bothans 

made of stone which is where we sleep, and a big wall all the way 

around which means we can see everything that’s all around us. 

Some people might want to come into our enclave but they are not 

allowed which is why I have to do the looking on the wall to stop 

them if they try.

It is getting darker now. You have to look more hard when it is 

darker because it is not so easy. There is something there, on the 

sea. I saw it because I looked so well. It is far away and it is small 

but I think it will be a boat. I keep it in my eyes until it is a little bit 

closer and then I know that yes, it is a boat. I do not know who is 

in it. Maybe it is a Seal boat coming back. That would be good. I 

walk to the turret and keep looking at the boat still. All of the tur-

rets have chimes and I need to hit the First to let everyone know 

I have seen something. I pick up the hammer and am going to hit 

the First once at the bottom which means I can see a boat and it is 

people but I can’t see who it is yet, but the sound comes out before 

my hammer hits the metal. It makes me jump because I am not 

expecting it and I am confused how it made a sound without me 
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hitting it first. Then I know that the sound didn’t come from my 

chime. It came from a different one and was hit by someone else. 

It is confusing in my head because I was expecting one sound and 

then I heard a different one so it is hard to remember what it was 

I heard. It could have been the Second but no, I think it was the 

Fourth. That would be not good. Yes, I am sure it was the Fourth, 

hit twice at the top. That is very not good. The Fourth is for danger 

and two hits at the top means it is a ship and it is going to attack. 

My heart is going fast. When you hear the Fourth the most impor-

tant thing is that you have to act quickly. If you don’t then people 

could die because it is serious. I look in the turret but there is no 

one there and I can’t see anyone farther on the wall either. Who 

was it that hit the chime? I look back at the sea. The boat is com-

ing in fast now and I am the only one who can stop it. I have to 

stop it. It is my duty and important and I have to protect my clan.

I run to the launcher and wind back the claw until it clicks. 

The arrow is already inside. It is a big one and a metal one. I’ve got 

the flint in my belt because we always have to have it. I take it out 

and try to light the moss on the arrow, but it won’t do it because 

it has not been changed and it’s all wet from when it was raining. 

I shake my head and tear the moss off and throw it in the sea. I 

need something else. I look up and it makes me yell because I see 

how close the boat has gotten. Think, think, I need to think. Then 

I know what to do. I kick off my boot and take off my sock quickly 

so quickly. I tie the sock to the end of the arrow with one knot and 

then two knots so it won’t come loose. It is a clever plan. The sock 

is hard to light because you have to hit the flint so fast. My hands 

are all shaking. I try to do it lots of times and then I do it. The fire 
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goes all big because of the animal fat on the arrow. In my eye there 

is someone and it is Lenox on the wall far away. He is waving at 

me to go faster. He knows how fast I need to be because the boat 

is so close now. I slide the launcher over, making the middle of the 

boat line up with the tip of the arrow like I was taught. My finger 

is on the trigger.

“Agatha, no!” Lenox’s shout is an echo, but my finger has already 

pressed the release. Why did he tell me no? The arrow goes up into 

the sky. The boat is more close now so I can see the people inside. 

That’s strange. I squint my eyes because what I see isn’t right. I can 

see their faces and it’s not right because I know them.

It means the boat is one of ours. I have done a terrible mistake.
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Jaime

THE BOAT LURCHES, MAKING MY STOMACH TWIST. I  OPEN 

my mouth to retch, but all that comes out is a hollow whimper. I 

tighten my grip on the boat’s side. Sharp scabs of paint flake away 

beneath my fingers. I’m sure the other Anglers are giving me pity-

ing looks behind my back. I’m trying. I’m really trying. I hope they 

know that.

I reach up with one hand and pull my hood over my face. The 

wind whips it straight back off again. Sleet lashes my cheeks and 

trickles down my neck.

“You look like you’ve been grabbed by a gannet,” Aileen says as 

she steps beside me.

“I feel like it too,” I reply in between heaves. If a gannet did try 

and take me right now, I would probably let it.

“Can I get you some water?” Even with rain spewing down 

and the boat being tossed from side to side, Aileen still manages 

to look graceful.
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“I’m fine,” I say, shifting away from her. I’d rather she didn’t 

see me like this.

“On the plus side, you appear to be attracting more fish. 

We’ve caught loads since you started emptying your guts.” She’s 

trying to make me smile. I really don’t want to. “I’ve no idea why; 

it smells awful.”

The sides of my mouth betray me and start twitching upward.

“That is definitely a smile!” she says. “I knew I could break you.”

“It’s not,” I say, forcing my mouth into a knot.

“It gets better with time,” she says. “I promise.” 

Although Aileen is roughly the same age as me, she was 

given her dreuchd about six months ago, so she’s already had six 

months’ practice. Even so, I’m sure she was great at it, even in 

her first week. She gives my hair a gentle ruffle, then leaves me 

to my misery. I watch as she slips back to her place and casts her 

line into the sea. She says something to the Angler next to her 

that makes him laugh. How does she do that? Make people laugh 

so easily? It’s one of the reasons everyone likes her so much, 

including me. The only good thing about being named an Angler 

is that I get to spend more time with her. She’s my best friend; 

she always has been.

Waves strike the side of the boat in a repetitive thud-slap, 

thud-slap, thud-slap. I look down and immediately regret it. All 

that deep, dark water. My mind starts rattling through all the pos-

sibilities of what could be lurking just beneath the surface: giant 

squid, killer rays, deathfins. . . . I scrunch my eyes closed. I’m safe 

in the boat. I’m safe in the boat. I have to keep telling myself that. 
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As long as I don’t think about what’s in the water, I’m fine.

It takes a long time for the weather to improve, the clouds 

eventually turning from fierce gray to dirty white. As the waves 

mellow, so too does my seasickness, and I race to try and catch 

up on all my tasks. As the newest member of the crew, I’ve been 

given all the jobs that no one else wants, like untangling the ropes 

and threading the bait. I work in silence, sitting on my own with 

my head low.

To make matters worse, we’re out east today, which means 

the Isle of Raasay is directly in front of us: a mountainous strip in 

between Skye and mainland Scotia. I refuse to look at it. It’s where 

the girl lives, the one who is going to ruin everything. I don’t want 

to think about her right now.

Just before dusk, we start heading back. It’s been a long day, 

but all of my despair melts away at the sight of the enclave. Its 

walls rise up before us like a welcome beacon. Flecks from the 

crashing waves make the ancient stones shine.

Home.

My whole body aches to be inside, to be surrounded by the 

familiar faces of my clan, to feel the spongy earth beneath my feet. 

To feel safe. From somewhere on the wall, the Second chimes 

twice to announce our arrival.

“Why have they put her on center post?” says the caiptean. I 

follow his gaze and spot Agatha, one of the Hawks, staring down 

at us from beside the turret. “And what the hell is she doing now?”

I can just make out Agatha’s arms, pumping at the launcher. 

She hops about a bit, then ties something to the arrow and sets it 

on fire.
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“She’s going to shoot at us. That bloody idiot is going to shoot 

at us,” says the caiptean.

A thunderous twang rings out as the arrow arches high above 

us. The aim is poor, so the caiptean doesn’t bother altering the 

boat’s direction. Instead, he looks up and shouts a string of curses 

at Agatha. I keep my eyes on the arrow. It tears through the sky like 

a falling star, its path unstable. A rogue wind catches it, altering its 

course at the last moment, curving it directly in line with us.

I open my mouth to shout a warning— 

Too late.

It rips through the sails before anyone can react, instantly set-

ting them ablaze. The flames lick across the deck and curl up the 

mast. I yelp, tripping over my long legs in my haste to stand up. The 

heat is intense, tightening my skin and drying out my eyes. One of 

the Anglers upturns a bucket of water in an attempt to douse the 

flames, either not realizing or not caring that it also contains the 

shrimp-bait. The creatures spill toward me and flit about patheti-

cally, until the fire engulfs them with a series of harsh pops. The 

smell of scorched fish burns my nostrils.

“Abandon the boat!” yells the caiptean.

What? No. The water is too deep.

People leap overboard in all directions.

I hover at the boat’s edge, staring at the water, my legs frozen. 

I can’t do it. I can’t.

Someone pushes me from behind. I try to resist, but my knees 

give way and I tumble into the water.

The coldness hits me like an avalanche of stone. I’ve fallen 

in deep. I spin around in circles, but I can’t find the surface. My 
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limbs flail in all directions. To my right, a hazy orange smudge 

pierces the darkness. It must be the blaze from the boat. I kick 

toward it. Something brushes against my leg. Panic grips my lungs 

and digs in its nails. I turn. There’s nothing there. I turn back, but 

I can no longer see the boat, no longer know which way is up. I 

twist my whole body from one side to the other, expecting some-

thing to burst out of the darkness at any moment. I’m trapped in 

the water and I can’t breathe. I can’t breathe. I can’t breathe.

Rough hands find me and yank me upward. Then a new cool-

ness washes over me as my head breaks the surface. I suck in 

quick mouthfuls of salty air. Above me, flakes of ash rain down 

from the boat’s corpse.

“Where’s Jaime? Protect the boy!” people are shouting.

“I’ve got him,” says a voice in my ear. Whoever it is starts tow-

ing me toward the wall.

“I’m fine,” I say, coughing up seawater. Now that I can see the 

enclave, I’d rather get there myself. I’m not the best swimmer in 

the world, but I’m more than capable of swimming a few hundred 

yards. I also don’t want the other Anglers to see me being helped; 

they already think I’m hopeless. I try to shrug off my rescuer, but 

he won’t let go.

I scan the water for Aileen. Where is she? Burning remains fall 

from the wreckage, sizzling black as they hit the water. I can’t see 

her anywhere. When we reach the wall, the caiptean insists that 

I be pulled over first and that I’m taken straight to the sickboth.

“Where’s Aileen?” I say, but no one replies.

“It’s vital he doesn’t fall ill,” someone says as I’m hustled across 

the enclave. “The Ceremony is in less than two weeks.” As if I 
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need reminding. Half a dozen people usher me into the sickboth 

and swamp me in blankets. Once inside, the Herbists fuss around 

me, drying my hair, feeding me soup.

“Did Aileen make it back okay?” I ask again, raising my voice 

a little this time.

“She’s fine, everyone’s fine,” says one of the Herbists, placing a 

sweaty hand on my forehead. “Our main priority right now is you, 

young man.”

I surrender to their care. I’ve never liked being the center of 

attention, but I know they mean well. One of them even sneaks 

me a wedge of hearthcake, covered in thick butter, which helps 

raise my spirits a little.

“Well, that was dramatic,” Aileen says as she saunters through 

the sickboth door. She’s changed into dry clothes, but her rust-

colored hair is still sodden from the sea.

“Aileen!”

The Herbists step aside to give us some space. Aileen clasps 

my fists.

“Thought I’d better check you were still alive,” she says.

“Just about.”

“Are you all right?”

“I’m fine. Bit embarrassed, maybe. What are people saying? 

Are they laughing at me?”

“No. Why would they be laughing?”

“Because I’m supposed to be an Angler and I nearly 

drowned. . . .”

“No one even knows. Or cares. I promise.”

“Really?”
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“Really really. So stop worrying. And that’s an order.” She 

points her finger at me and gives me her best stern look.

“Okay. Thanks.” And I mean it. She always knows the right 

thing to say.

There’s a tickle in my throat. I start coughing. There must still 

be seawater in my lungs. Once I start, I can’t seem to stop.

“Are you harassing our patient?” says one of the Herbists, 

coming back over to check on me.

“Nothing to do with me,” says Aileen, holding up her hands.

“Well, I think you’d better let this little mouse get some rest,” 

says the Herbist, patting my back and rubbing my chest at the 

same time. The cough begins to ease.

“See you in the morning,” says Aileen. She can’t resist rubbing 

her knuckles on my head before she goes.

“Good night,” I say, knocking her hand away. She leaves me 

with a big smile on my face.

Not long after, the Herbists leave as well, telling me multiple 

times on their way out how important it is that I go straight to 

sleep. Before I have the chance to obey their instructions, there is 

a knock on the sickboth door and Maighstir Ross enters.

“Jaime-Iasgair. How are you feeling?”

Wow. The Ceremony really must be a big deal if I’m getting 

visits from the clan chief himself.

“I’m fine,” I say for the thousandth time. “Thank you.”

“Very well.” He pauses for a moment as if he might say some-

thing else, then lowers his head to go back through the doorway. 

That was brief.

“Maighstir Ross—?”
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“Yes.” He doesn’t take his hand off the door handle.

“I was thinking . . . I was told I have to go to Kilmaluag Bay 

tomorrow with the other Anglers from my boat, to fish from the 

shoreline, but . . . I was wondering if I could maybe stay with the 

Wasps instead?”

His forehead creases. “You want to what?”

“Stay with the Wasps. As part of my training. I thought if I 

watch how they put a new boat together, I could learn how to fix it, 

in case anything goes wrong while we’re out at sea.”  I don’t know 

where I’m finding the courage to make such a suggestion. “And 

also, the bay is quite far; it would probably be better for my health 

to stay here in the enclave.” I let out a pitiful cough to emphasize 

my point.

Maighstir Ross isn’t stupid. He must know that I’m not getting 

on well as an Angler, but it is not dùth to work for a duty other 

than one’s own, so what I am requesting is bordering on unlawful. 

His face softens and he gives me the faintest hint of a smile.

“Very well,” he says, “but you must learn through observation 

only. You are an Angler now. You would be wise to embrace that 

fact.”

“Yes, Maighstir.”

“Now get some rest. We need you fit and healthy for the 

Ceremony.”

The kindness in his eyes disappears the moment he mentions 

the Ceremony. It was the slightest shift, but I definitely saw it. He 

blows out the lantern with a fierce breath, plummeting the sick-

both into darkness. The door clatters as he leaves.

I try to sleep, but a hundred thoughts itch my brain. Mainly 
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about the Ceremony, of course. The declaration was made a week 

ago. When they first called me into the meeting circle, my whole 

body buzzed with excitement. I knew I was about to receive my 

dreuchd — my calling in life. I’d been waiting for it ever since I’d 

turned fourteen. Being part of a duty and working for the good of 

the whole clan: that is the greatest honor of all.

My enthusiasm soon faded when they named me an Angler. I 

had to fight hard to hide my disappointment; all duties are equally 

important, after all. I’m proud to be an Angler. I am. And the 

elders would have had a good reason for making the choice they 

did. I just need to work harder at being better at it.

As soon as the announcement was made, the other Anglers 

entered the circle and smeared my body with the guts of a freshly 

killed fish. Not the most enjoyable experience, if I’m honest, but 

that’s the way it’s always been. As a result, I was soaking wet 

and reeking of fish guts when, a short while later, they called 

me into the circle for a second time. I stepped forward, blood 

dripping from my scrawny arms. With the eyes of the whole clan 

on me, I willed myself not to shiver. I’d never heard of anyone 

being called twice in one night, so I was immediately on edge, 

imagining the worst. It was Maighstir Ross who made the dec-

laration, his eyes locked on mine. He described it as “a pivotal 

gesture to ensure positive diplomatic relations for many genera-

tions to come.” A sickening silence followed, and it wasn’t until 

Maighstir Clyde shouted “May Clann a Tuath forever be strong” 

that everyone raised their fists and started to cheer. Their faces, 

however, could not hide their confusion.

But it’s happening. All the arrangements have been made.
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I am going to be married.

To a girl from Raasay Island.

No one wants the marriage to take place, least of all me. No 

matter what the elders tell me, it’s obvious the only reason I was 

“chosen” was because I was the right age and the least likely to 

object. If I’d drowned today, I’m sure they would have found a 

replacement easily enough.

People keep telling me what an honor it is to be chosen, but 

they’re only saying that to try and make me feel better. Marriage is 

wrong; everyone knows that. There are six clans on Skye and none 

of them has allowed marriage for over a century, so I’m going to be 

the only married person on the whole island. Not even Maighstir 

Ross could hide his disdain for what is going to happen. No one is 

going to want anything to do with me afterward, I’m sure of it. I’ll 

be nothing more than a walking reminder of our clan’s weakness.

Clann a Tuath has always been proud, standing strong against 

our enemies and our allies, both on the Isle of Skye and over the 

sea. So why compromise our beliefs now?

There is definitely more to this union than the elders are let-

ting on. Something has made them desperate. Something out of 

their control.

Whatever it is, it can only be something bad.
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Agatha

“I  TOLD YOU FROM THE START IT WAS A TERRIBLE IDEA.”

“That sort of talking is not going to get us anywhere, Clyde.”

“All I’m saying is that this was always going to happen, and if 

we keep her up there, it’s only a matter of time before it happens 

again.”

“I agree, she’s proved that she’s a liability in positions of trust.”

“More than that, we need to discuss punishment. The girl 

ought to be punished.”

There are lots of voices talking so it’s hard to know who is say-

ing what. I’m not supposed to be in the elder bothan because it’s 

out of bounds which means I can’t go there. That’s why I’m hiding. 

I will be in big trouble if they find me.

“Surely stripping her of her duty would be punishment 

enough?”

“Come now, it was an honest mistake. She didn’t mean any 

harm.” It is Maighstir Ross who said that, I think. He is the clan 

GOODHAWK_BGI_US.indd   18 3/1/19   3:08 PM



19

chief for this moon, which means he is the most important one. 

There are seven elders and every moon they change who is the 

chief which is to be fair.

“I know she didn’t mean any harm, but that didn’t stop her 

from causing it. We’re lucky no one drowned. Not to mention the 

loss of the boat. It’ll take the Wasps weeks to replace it.”

“Clyde’s right. We’re living in a dangerous time. We can’t 

chance anything — or anyone — putting this clan at risk. Especially 

after what happened to Clann na Bruthaich.”

“We’re not sure what happened to Clann na Bruthaich. Not 

entirely.”

“We are sure: they were taken by deamhain. Which means 

we are exposed here. Exposed and vulnerable. Particularly with 

her as our first line of defense.” That was Maighstir Clyde who 

said that. I don’t like him very much because sometimes he is a 

mean one.

“We always knew it was a risk to make Agatha a Hawk, but let us 

remind ourselves that she has always been one of the most loyal and 

hardworking members of this clan,” Maighstir Ross says.

“She’s also a retarch, and nearly killed twelve people.”

“Clyde, that’s enough.”

For the first time since the meeting started, everyone is quiet. 

It’s true, I did nearly kill that many people. I didn’t mean to. It was 

only a mistake. Now the elders are deciding what to do with me. 

I’m here because I want to know. I came up after morning meal 

when no one was looking. No one lives in this bothan. It is only 

for meetings. That is why they built it away from the other ones 
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and on the hill. It is a circle shape and all that is inside it is seven 

chairs and the big chest that is where I am hiding in. The chest 

had lots of things in it before so I had to take them all out first 

and hide them outside. That was a clever plan. Then I got into the 

chest and waited. The elders did not come for a long time so I was 

waiting a long time. I do not fit very well and it is uncomfortable. 

I’m glad I left Milkwort in the hole in my bed. He likes it there and 

he is safe there. If I’d brought him with me he would be squished 

like me.

“There are three separate matters here,” Maighstir Ross says. 

“Whether we let the girl remain within her duty, what we would 

do with her if she were to be stripped of it, and, regardless of both, 

whether a punishment is deemed necessary or appropriate. Let us 

start with the issue of her duty.”

“There has been no recorded instance of a clan member being 

stripped of their duty, except in cases of exile.”

“Can’t she remain a Hawk in name, on a quieter section of the 

wall, perhaps, under heavier supervision?” Maybe it was Maistreas 

Sorcha who said that?

“She was supposedly under Lenox’s supervision yesterday, and 

look where that got us.”

“And can we really spare a pair of Hawk eyes watching over 

her? They’re spread thinly enough as it is. If the threat of the 

deamhain is real, we need all eyes on the sea.”

Why is he saying deamhain?

“So what are the alternatives?” says someone I don’t know who.

“She could retrain as a Wrasse,” says Maistreas Eilionoir,  

I think.
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“The Wrasse wouldn’t have her — she’s clumsy and incompe-

tent. Isn’t that why we stuck her up on the wall in the first place? In 

the hope she might fall off and do us all a favor?”

What did he say? That’s not right. It is hard to hear in the chest.

“That kind of talk is not helpful, Clyde.”

“I’m not going to apologize for saying what we were all think-

ing. We didn’t make her a Hawk because we thought she’d actually 

be good at it. We wanted her out of the way. The clan’s disgrace. 

Finally, she has lived up to her reputation.”

My eyes are starting to get angry. What he is saying cannot be 

true. I am a good Hawk, I am a good Hawk.

“I am a good Hawk!”

I have said it out loud because I couldn’t stop it. Now no one is 

talking. There are footsteps walking and then the lid opens. Light 

from the room is bright. I blink and Maistreas Sorcha is there.

“It appears we have company,” she says. Maistreas Sorcha is 

the youngest one of the elders. She is pretty and nice. She helps 

me out of the chest which is hard for me because I am tangled. 

I step out. All the elders are looking at me. I don’t like it so I 

look up at the ceiling. It is covered in shadows all moving about 

like they are shadow things. They are not shadow things though 

because if they were we would be dead. They’d rip us all apart. 

That is what the shadow things do and you can’t even stop them. 

Also the shadow things are only on the mainland and not on Skye 

so they wouldn’t be here.

Maighstir Ross talks. “Agatha. This is unexpected. I presume 

you are aware that entry to the elder bothan is strictly prohibited 

to all but the clan elders?” is what he says.
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“I am a g-good Hawk,” I say again.

“You have displayed many qualities to attest to that fact, yes,” 

Maistreas Sorcha says, “but you have also put many lives at stake, 

and that cannot be overlooked.” She turns to the elders and then 

she says, “What should we do with her?”

“Since she’s here, she may as well stay to hear her fate,” says 

Maighstir Ross. He looks at me and points his finger. “But you are 

to remain silent at all times.”

I open my mouth to say that’s not fair but Maighstir Ross gives 

me a cross look so I don’t say it. Maighstir Clyde snorts. “If you’re 

keeping her here to hold my tongue, Ross, you can think again.”

“The time for talk is over,” says Maighstir Ross. “The fire 

is ready. Agatha, make yourself useful and hand me the bhòt-

stones from inside the chest.” The bhòt-stones are what they use 

for deciding.

“I need to— get them,” I say, and I go outside. It is dark out-

side now so it is hard for me to find the things where I hid them 

but I do.

“I hid them in the heather,” I say when I come back in. I think 

maybe they will tell me that was a clever plan, but they don’t. 

Maighstir Ross takes the bag with the stones in and then I sit on 

the chest because there is nowhere else for me to sit.

Maighstir Ross stands and empties the bag of stones into 

the fire. There are some black ones and some gray ones. He sits 

down and he says to me, “The flames have died down, but the 

ashes are still hot, so selecting a stone is a painful experience. 

This is to ensure that votes are cast only by those who are reso-

lute in their decision. The elders of Clann a Tuath have voted 
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in this way for many generations.” Then he says to the other 

elders, “Matter the first. Concerning whether Agatha-Cabhar, 

here present, ought to be punished for the destruction of one 

Angler fishing boat plus contents, as well as risking the lives of 

no fewer than twelve Anglers on board said boat. All those wish-

ing to cast, do so now.”

Maighstir Clyde stands up first. He looks into the fire and 

then puts his hand in at the bottom and takes out a stone. He 

does not show that it hurts. He has chosen a black one. He 

throws the stone to the side and sits back down. Some of the 

other elders do the same thing. The stones that they choose 

are gray ones. After a bit, Maighstir Ross says, “Na clachan 

bhòtaidh deiseil?”

“Tha bhòtaidh deiseil. Dearbh dhuinn an fhìrinn,” say the 

other elders together. I don’t understand it because it is the  

old language.

Maighstir Ross looks down at the pile of stones and then says, 

“At a count of one in favor, four against, two abstaining, it is agreed 

that no punishment shall befall her. Leig leis.”

“Leig leis,” says everyone else.

Maighstir Ross looks at me and I think he is happy. I am happy 

that I will not be punished too. He picks up the stones and puts 

them back into the fire.

“Matter the second,” he says. “Concerning whether Agatha-

Cabhar, here present, ought to be stripped of her Hawk duty. All 

those wishing to cast, do so now.”

I am not happy anymore. I want to speak or scream maybe, but 

I have made the promise to be quiet. I am a Hawk. They cannot 
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make me not be a Hawk. They cannot do it, please they cannot.

Maighstir Clyde is the first one to choose a stone from the fire 

again. The other elders choose their ones too. The only person 

who doesn’t do it is Maistreas Eilionoir. She stays in her seat, 

watching everyone and me.

“Seo clach-bhòt ullamh?” Maighstir Ross says afterward, and 

everyone answers again. He looks at the new pile of stones. This 

time they are all black ones.

“At a vote of six in favor, one abstaining, it is agreed that as of 

this moment Agatha-former-Cabhar is no longer recognized as a 

Hawk of Clann a Tuath. Leig leis.”

“Leig leis,” everyone says.

What? No. I stand up. They can’t do that.

“You can’t do that,” I shout. “You can’t do that.” My teeth are 

aching.

“Agatha.” Maighstir Ross’s voice is calm. “I allowed you to stay 

in the hope that through witnessing the process, you would have 

more of an understanding of how our decisions are made, and the 

finality of the outcomes.”

“But you can’t,” I say again. “I am a good Hawk, I am a g-good 

Hawk.”

I need to throw something. I grab a cup and a blanket and 

everything I can find and I throw them. I don’t care who they hit 

or if they go in the fire. Hands are trying to get me but I won’t let 

them and I don’t care. I pick up the big chest at the bottom and 

turn it over and it knocks the chairs and they fall. There is shout-

ing. I pull and scream and push. Maighstir Clyde is in front of me. 
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He is so quick that I do not know what he is doing until he does it. 

He punches me in the face and I fall to the floor.

My head hurts and there is blood out of my nose.

The bothan spins.

Then nothing.
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Jaime

THE NEXT MORNING, THE HERBISTS AGREE I ’M WELL 

enough to leave. I shove on my boots and run all the way to the 

Wasps’ creation site. I’ve always been drawn to the place. It’s 

where they make and repair everything the clan needs, from weap-

ons and clothes to beds and cooking utensils. Of course, right now 

they’re all busy working on the new boat. I loiter on the outskirts 

until one of the Wasps calls out to me.

“What is it, boy?” He’s a broad man with ruddy cheeks and 

grubby fingers. I can’t recall his name.

“Maighstir Ross said I could come,” I say.

“Speak up, I can barely hear you.” Everything he says comes 

out with a chuckle.

“I’m here to watch,” I say a little louder. “Maighstir Ross said 

it was okay.”

“Well, you’re not going to see much from way over there.” 

He beckons me and I jog toward him, a smile creeping into the 
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corners of my mouth. “I’m Donal,” he says. His small mouth is lost 

somewhere in the depths of his bright orange beard.

“Jaime,” I reply.

“So you want to be a Wasp, eh?”

“No, I’m an Angler.” I swallow the word. “I thought if I watch 

you make the boat it might help me become a better one.”

“Okay,” says Donal in a way that suggests he doesn’t quite 

believe me. “Well, stick with me, lad. I’ll show you everything you 

need to know.”

I spend the whole day with Donal and the other Wasps, watching 

with wide eyes as they forge nails, sew new sails, and shape the wood 

for the hull. I marvel at their skill, and Donal repays my enthusiasm 

by explaining everything he does. I’m itching to join in and help. Being 

with the Wasps is completely different from being with the Anglers. 

I’m on land for one thing — which immediately makes it better — but 

it’s also much easier to relate to their way of working. Every job they 

do they think about in great detail first, taking their time to consider 

how best to solve problems and make improvements. I know I’d make 

a better Wasp than an Angler. If it were up to me, I would change 

duties in a heartbeat, but of course there is no possibility of that.

Late in the afternoon, everyone stops what they’re doing at 

the sound of a commotion from the Southern Gate. One of the 

chimes is ringing, but I’m not sure which. I’ve never been that 

good at recognizing them.

“What do you think it is?” I ask Donal. He is standing up 

straight, the hammer he was wielding hanging limp at his side. 

His nose twitches as he strains his eyes.
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“It’s the Scavengers,” he says. “Looks like they’ve returned.”

The Scavengers! They were sent to find out what happened 

to Clann na Bruthaich, one of the other clans on Skye. There’s 

a rumor going around that the whole clan disappeared without a 

trace. We’re not supposed to know about it, but everybody does.

“Go and see if you can overhear what they say,” says Donal.

“Oh,” I say. “But it’s not dùth to stop work before evening meal.”

Donal chuckles. “We’re not long off finishing, and I won’t 

tell if you don’t. Besides, you said it yourself: you’re not working, 

you’re observing.” He gives me a conspiratorial wink.

I don’t really want to go, but at the same time I want Donal to 

like me. He makes the decision for me by placing his large hand 

between my shoulder blades and giving me a gentle push. “If you 

hear anything, come back and let us know.”

I nod, scrambling over the framework of the new boat. The 

Southern Gate is a short walk away. By the time I reach it, the 

Scavs are already inside. I keep my distance. They glance in my 

direction, so I duck down behind an old well. The ground is wet 

with mud, which seeps through my trousers, soaking my knees.

Maistreas Sorcha has come to meet them. She clasps each 

of their fists but doesn’t speak. None of them do. A look passes 

among them. Maistreas Sorcha beckons them to a communal 

bothan, right next to where I’m hiding.

They’re going to pass right by me! If they catch me hiding, 

they’ll think I’m spying. Which I suppose I am. What was I think-

ing? This was a terrible idea. I should leave now, before they get 

too close, but my body refuses to move. They’re drawing closer. 

I slide down farther into the mud and press myself against the 
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curved stone of the well. It stinks of wet algae. If I can slip around 

it as they pass, maybe I can avoid being seen. They’re no more 

than a few yards away. Now or never. I dig my nails into the gaps 

between the stones and shuffle to the right as Maistreas Sorcha 

and the Scavengers approach from the left. I drag myself around, 

little by little, trying not to make a sound. My palms sweat rivers.

The group passes on the opposite side of the well, talking in 

low whispers. I strain my ears for any scraps. I hear the phrase 

“Raasay were telling the truth,” and someone else says, “. . . even 

worse than expected.”

Their conversation moves into the bothan. I wait until I hear 

the door shut before letting go of my breath. I glance up to the 

wall, hoping I wasn’t spotted by one of the Hawks. They’re all 

looking outward. I’ve gotten away with it. Never again. I scramble 

to my feet and hurry to my bothan to change out of my mud-

streaked clothes. All the while, I can’t stop thinking about what 

the Scavengers said.

What could they have found that was worse than expected? 

And why did they all look so scared?

AT EVENING MEAL, I  SEARCH THE TABLES FOR AILEEN, 

but she’s not there. She must still be walking back from Kilmaluag 

Bay. I collect my food and approach the long wooden benches 

where we eat. As I walk past the Wasps’ table, a large group of 

them bursts into laughter. I slow down and smile at Donal and a 

few of the others. They nod at me and smile back. I’m about to 

stop and tell Donal what I overheard, but he has already launched 

into a new conversation.
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I move on to the long Angler table. Sitting in the middle is a 

group of Anglers from one of the other boats, but I don’t know 

any of them, so I sit at the far end on my own and start to eat. 

Someone grabs my shoulders from behind.

“Where’ve you been?” The voice is right in my ear, deliberately 

taking me by surprise. I start choking on a mouthful of stew, and 

bits of it spray out over the table. “You should really learn some 

table manners.”

I swallow and reach behind me to swipe at Aileen. “Don’t do 

that!” I say.

She effortlessly dodges my arm and then slides in next to me.

“So how come you didn’t join us at Kilmaluag Bay? Wanted 

another day in bed, did you?”

“No, I’ve been with the Wasps.” I can’t help feeling a little 

bit smug.

“What?”

“Maighstir Ross said I could watch them make the new boat.”

“You sneaky little . . . Wish I’d thought of that! The trek to 

Kilmaluag took forever. Was fun being outside the enclave, 

though. On land, I mean.” She tucks her rusty curls behind her 

ears. She always does that when she’s excited. “So really, it’s you 

that missed out. Although I suppose you’ll get to leave the enclave 

for the Ceremony.” She covers her mouth as soon as she says it. 

“Sorry. Forgot we’re not talking about that anymore,” she says 

from behind her hand.

“The Scavs came back,” I say, changing the subject.

“Really! What did they find?”

“Well, we haven’t been told anything yet, but” — I lower my 
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voice — “I was behind the old well as they came past and— ”

“You were spying?”

“No. Well, maybe a little.”

“Wait a minute! Who are you and what have you done with 

the real Jaime?”

“Very funny. Anyway, I didn’t hear much, but they all looked 

pretty worried. They said something about Raasay ‘telling the 

truth’ and that what they found was ‘worse than expected.’ ”

“What do you think that means?”

“I don’t know, but it doesn’t sound good.” I chew on the inside 

of my mouth. “Do you think we’re safe here?”

“Of course we are.”

“But what if what happened to Clann na Bruthaich happens 

to us too?”

“Wait. You’re worrying about something that you don’t even 

know what it is? That’s bad, even for you!”

She’s right; I know I shouldn’t be panicking. I can’t help it.

“Hey, it’s all right.” Aileen places her hand on mine and gives 

it a squeeze. “Trust me, we’re safe. We have the best defenses on 

the island.”

That’s true.

“There’s something else I’ve been wondering . . .” I say. “They 

mentioned Raasay; do you think all this has something to do with 

the Ceremony?”

Aileen presses her lips together and wobbles her head as if to 

say, I’m not allowed to talk about it.

“Stop it,” I say, giving her a gentle shove. “If I start the conver-

sation, it’s allowed.”
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She breathes out a puff of air. “So many rules . . .”

“So what do you think?”

“I don’t know, Jaime. We’ve talked about this so much, and we 

always end up going around in the same circles. Who knows what 

makes the elders decide the things they do? All I know is that they 

have our best interests at heart, and we have to trust them.”

I do trust them. Of course I do. But that doesn’t mean I can’t 

ask them about it. I gulp down the remains of my stew and stand 

up from the table.

“Where are you going?”

“If the Ceremony is happening, I have the right to know why. 

The real truth. Not just what they’ve told me.” I hand my empty 

bowl to the nearest Wrasse. “I’ll see you later.”

It’s a clear night, and the light from the moon spills through 

the trees as I cross the enclave. I pass two goats chewing on grass, 

and give them each a gentle rub behind the ears. The late summer 

air is full of the sweet, nutty scent of wild gorse flowers. I breathe 

it in until it fills my lungs. I’ve always loved that smell.

I reach Maistreas Eilionoir’s bothan and am about to knock 

when I hear people talking inside. The first voice belongs to 

Eilionoir, and the second is instantly recognizable as that of the 

girl who set our boat on fire, Agatha.

“I’m afraid what you want is irrelevant, my dear.” Eilionoir’s 

guttural rasp contains no trace of sympathy. “It has been decided 

and there is no other option.”

“But I need to be on the w-wall. It’s my— my duty,” Agatha 

replies. I strain to catch her words; it’s difficult to understand 

her sometimes.
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“Not anymore, it’s not. You can either accept the proposal or 

face exile from the clan. The choice is yours. I’ll expect you here 

tomorrow at first light. Good evening.”

Their conversation comes to an abrupt end, and Agatha storms 

out, swinging the door into my face. I stumble backward, trip on 

the root of a tree, and fall to the ground.

“J-Jaime,” she says. “I didn’t— see you. I didn’t know you were 

there.” Her tone is defensive, almost hostile.

“It’s okay, Agatha,” I say. 

She tries to help me up but stands too close, making it even 

harder for me to get to my feet.

“I’m sorry I made you fall.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it.” I smile at her, and her expression 

changes from remorse to exultation.

“Oh, I’m good. I mean I’m happy. That you’re okay.”

She reaches out and strokes my arm, which is a bit weird.

“Have a good evening.”

“You were on the b-boat,” she says with some effort. The look 

of guilt has returned, fringed with an angry scowl.

“I was,” I say, smiling to let her know there are no hard feelings.

“I didn’t know it was you,” she says. “I heard the chime, but I 

thought it was a-a different one. I didn’t know it, so it w-wasn’t my 

fault and I was only doing my— duty.”

“It was a really good shot,” I say, focusing on the positive. “If 

we were an enemy boat, we wouldn’t have stood a chance.”

The smile that erupts on her face is perhaps the most genuine 

I have ever seen.

“It’s true. You’re right, Jaime, you’re right.”
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“I need to speak to Maistreas Eilionoir now. Have a good 

evening.”

“Okay, J-Jaime, I’ll go now. Goodbye, Jaime.”

She walks away, toward the Gathering. I can see why people 

get annoyed at her, but it’s not fair, really. Besides, from what I 

just overheard, the elders have stripped her of her duty. That, in 

addition to the way she was born, probably makes her the one per-

son in the clan even more unfortunate than me.

I knock on the door, and Maistreas Eilionoir barks at me 

to enter. She’s sitting cross-legged on the floor, reading a small 

leather-bound book. None of the other elders read much, but 

Maistreas Eilionoir insists that it’s important. It’s because of her 

that we’re all taught how to do it when we’re young. I wait for her 

to finish her page.

When she looks up, the light from the fire casts shadows 

across her face. It fills her crevices with dark lines, making her 

look impossibly old.

“Jaime-Iasgair.” She chews my name, her mouth a tight 

line. Despite her irritable nature, I’ve always found her the most 

approachable of the elders.

“Good evening, Maistreas Eilionoir,” I say. “I wondered if I 

might have a word with you?”

“Well, you’re here, aren’t you?”

“It’s about the Ceremony. . . .”

“I worked that much out for myself. What about it?”

“I can’t stop wondering why it’s happening.”

“Maighstir Ross told you: to form stronger ties with the Isle 

of Raasay.”
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“I know, but why do we need them? Why now? We’ve survived 

without their help for centuries.” She’s going to reprimand me. I 

shouldn’t be questioning her like this.

Eilionoir licks her lips. It does not make them look any less dry.

“What you have been requested to do is no small ask; I appre-

ciate that. And you’re a smart boy. So I’m not going to lie to you 

by pretending there’s nothing more at stake than what you have 

already been told. There are forces at work that threaten every 

aspect of our existence.”

“Are you talking about what happened to Clann na Bruthaich?”

“What do you know of that?” she snaps.

“Nothing really . . . just rumors . . .” Maistreas Eilionoir scowls 

at me. I avoid her glare. “Is it true the whole clan disappeared?”

For a long time, Maistreas Eilionoir says nothing at all. Then her 

eyes widen a little, forcing back the wrinkles that imprison them.

“I cannot speak of Clann na Bruthaich, but I can assure you 

that what happened to them is most definitely not going to hap-

pen to us. The Ceremony is an added precaution; in exchange 

for your hand in marriage, the Chiefs of Raasay have agreed to 

provide us with several long-range weapons, which will greatly 

bolster our defenses.”

“And what does Raasay get in return?”

“What they have always wanted: to feel superior to us.”

“That’s it?”

“We have also agreed to assist each other should the situation 

arise, although the likelihood of our needing their help is extremely 

slim; the elders are not concerned in the slightest. United we are 

stronger. That is all there is to it.”
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“So the union is being created out of fear?”

“Clann a Tuath does not succumb to fear.” A sudden chill fills 

the room. “I will say no more on the subject. In many ways, I have 

already said too much.”

But you’ve hardly said anything at all, I think.

“And you’re not to breathe a word of this to anyone,” she con-

tinues. “It would cause panic, and that’s the last thing we need.”

“Yes, Maistreas.”

“Was there anything else?”

I still have so many questions, but it no longer feels like the 

right time to ask them.

“No,” I say.

“Then close the door properly on the way out; it’s letting in 

a draft.”
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Agatha

I  AM LATE AND SHE IS NOT HAPPY. MY NOSE STILL HURTS 

from when Maighstir Clyde hit it which was mean.

“Get inside,” she says, and I do.

I am late because I went to the wall. I wasn’t supposed to do 

it but I did it. When Flora saw me, I told her the elders changed 

their minds and decided I could come back and she said okay and 

was happy. Sometimes lying is okay when it is a small one. I was 

doing good walking and good looking on the wall to do my duty. 

Then Lenox saw me.

“Hello, Agatha,” he said.

“Good morning, Lenox,” I said, to be nice.

“I don’t think you should be here, should you?”

“It’s— fine,” I told him. “The elders changed their minds and 

said I could— I could come back to the wall.”

“We both know that’s not true,” he said.

That’s when I ran. I am not fast at running so I didn’t get very 
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far and Lenox got me. He frowned at me with his big eyebrows and 

his big nose.

“Look, Agatha, this can go one of two ways. Either you come 

with me to Eilionoir’s bothan — which I know is where you’re sup-

posed to be — or I sling you over my shoulder and carry you there 

kicking and screaming. You’re not light, so I’m really hoping you 

choose the first option.” I stared at him and didn’t know which 

one to choose. Then he said, “If you can prove to the elders that 

you are good at doing what you’re told, maybe they’ll change their 

minds and let you back on the wall.”

He is right. I’m still a Hawk. I’m just having a bit of a break. 

If I show them I am good they will change their minds. I know it. 

I also didn’t want him to pick me up because I don’t like people 

touching me so I said, “Okay, Lenox, I’ll go.”

When I am inside Maistreas Eilionoir’s bothan she says to me, 

“You’re probably wondering why I convinced the other elders to 

let you spend your days with me.” I am not wondering that. “You 

could be a real asset to this clan, but you lack discipline and self-

control. They will be our first lessons.”

“Will you t-teach me how to use the— crossbow under 

your— b-bed?”

“Absolutely not. Sit.”

I sit on the chair that is next to the table. She reaches to a high 

shelf and takes down a jar. Then she tips all the things inside onto 

the table in front of me. It is hundreds of seeds that come out.

“Before I was an elder, I was a Reaper, as you may know. Early 

spring was always my favorite time of year because that’s when we 

started sowing seeds. It never ceased to amaze me that such tiny 
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crumbs could grow into plants big enough to feed us all winter. 

This is a collection of some of my favorites. Line them up on the 

table from smallest to largest, and do not move from that seat until 

you have finished.”

“But they’re all the same,” I say.

“Then your first task is to realize that they are not.”

Without saying anything else, she leaves and I am alone. I 

look at the seeds. I do not want to sort seeds. It is boring and not 

important. I am not doing it. I want to throw the stupid jar on the 

floor and smash it. But they will not let me back on the wall if I do 

that so I don’t.

I stand up and look around the bothan at all the things in 

it. It is a small one. There is the table and a bed and the corner 

where her fire is. Next to the bed there are lots of books. They 

look old and falling apart. I touch them on their sides but I do not 

pick them up. I am not good at reading. They are from the main-

land I think. That’s where most books came from. They used to 

make them there before everyone was dead. Only terror beasts and 

shadow things live there now. It is a very bad place.

I go back to the table and look at the seeds again. Some of 

them are a bit different. I pick up a few of them and feed them to 

Milkwort, who is in my pocket. He likes them. It makes me feel 

better because Milkwort is happy and now there are less seeds to 

sort too. Maistreas Eilionoir can’t find out that he is here. She 

thinks I got rid of him but I didn’t.

I am in the bothan all day and Maistreas Eilionoir does not 

come back until it is nearly dark. Some of the seeds are in piles I 

have sorted, even though I still think it is stupid and not important. 
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Maistreas Eilionoir nods at the seeds and I think she is happy, but 

then she wipes her hand across the table and all the seeds fall on 

the floor. I jump to my feet.

“What did you do that for?” I shout.

“Remember who you are talking to,” she says and her voice is 

calm.

“I spent all day doing that and now— now you’ve— ruined it.” I 

grab the edge of the table and turn it over. I don’t care if it breaks. 

I pick up the chair like I might throw it.

Maistreas Eilionoir holds up one finger and shakes her head a 

bit. I stare at her and she stares at me. My breathing is all fast and 

loud. I put the chair down.

“Good. We will not get anywhere until you learn to control 

your temper,” Maistreas Eilionoir says. “When the anger comes, 

you must learn to let it fade. Pick up all the seeds and then go. We 

are done for today.”

Even though I want to scream at her, I do what she says. The 

seeds are small and hard to pick up so it takes a long time to do 

it. When Maistreas Eilionoir is not looking, I put more seeds in 

my pocket to feed Milkwort later. That will teach her for being 

so mean.

THE NEXT DAY MAISTREAS EILIONOIR STILL FROWNS AT 

me, even though I am there on time. She takes the jar and pours 

the seeds out again. What? I have to spend all day sorting them 

again which is even more boring and even more stupid. And the 

worse thing, before I can finish she comes back in and messes 

them all up again.
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“Why do you keep— doing that?” I shout. I want to hit her I 

am so angry.

“Let the anger fade,” Maistreas Eilionoir says.

“No,” I say, because it is her fault and she shouldn’t do what 

she did.

“Breathe in,” she says, “as deep as you can. And when you 

breathe out, let the anger out with it.”

“I don’t want to,” I say. I won’t do it. It is a stupid thing to do.

“I’m trying to help you, Agatha,” she says.

“No, you’re not. You’re being mean and it’s not fair. Why do 

you— why do I have to sort your st-stupid— seeds anyway?”

“Some things we must do simply because we are told to do 

them, even though they may seem meaningless or unfair. How can 

I be expected to hone your talent before you have demonstrated 

self-restraint?”

I am so cross that it takes a while to hear what she has said.

“What t-talent?” I ask. I breathe out from my nose.

“We will discuss it once you prove to me that you are ready. 

Now clear up this mess and leave. It’s been a long day and I have 

no desire for company.”

I do not want to put the seeds back in the jar but I do it. Some 

of them I stamp on when Maistreas Eilionoir is not looking. Then 

I leave and I do not even say goodbye.

I’m late for evening meal so I walk quickly to the Gathering. 

Two days ago, Maighstir Clyde caught me sitting at the Hawk 

table and made me move. Now I have to sit at the table with the 

children. I hate it there because I am not a child.

Tonight some of the children have all colors on their fingers. 
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They have been painting flags for the Ceremony because I saw 

them. The enclave looks pretty with them flapping. You’re sup-

posed to wash your hands before you eat and I know that and they 

should know it too.

When I am finished, I stand up and I bump into a boy called 

Wiley because I didn’t see he was there.

“Look where you’re going, you fat retarch,” he says.

His friends all laugh.

“I’m not,” I say.

Wiley sticks his tongue out between his teeth and says “I’m 

not” which is pretending to be me. His friends laugh again. I want 

to hit them all for laughing because it is mean but I don’t because 

I think maybe they will hurt me back. To stop from doing it I run 

to my bothan. It is one of the Hawk bothans where I still am. 

They’d better not make me move because I won’t.

There’s no one there when I get inside. What the boy said is 

still in my head. It makes me nearly cry but of course I don’t. I go 

to the wash corner and pick up the mirror piece. I’m not supposed 

to look at myself but when no one is around I do it because I’m 

pretty. My hair is long and dark like seaweed. I pick up the brush 

and I brush it. I like my hair because it makes me look so pretty.

After I have brushed it, I hold the mirror away from me to 

see if I am fat. I do look bigger than before, and not because I am 

older because I am still not tall which I know because I measure 

on the door to see if I’ve grown. I press my arms and stomach and 

also my cheeks and my breasts. I smile at the mirror. It’s okay, 

I’m still pretty. I wonder if Jaime thinks I’m pretty too. Jaime is so 
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