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our world in space.
	 “If you make it to the Dead Lands, shepherd, you may 
be forced to cross this mountain. Beware, for the stones 
might still be hot, and you will see reflected in their faces 
the entirety of each dead sun’s long dead day. They are 
scattered and not kept in any order. You may become 
confused. You may see the day of your father’s death 
precede the day of his father’s birth. Then you will find 
yourself lost and forget your own name.”
	 The Moor wobbled his head and swooned. He seemed 
to remember something, and then raised his eyes from the 
fire.
	 “Now, go down to the river and wash your face and 
arms. Take off all of your clothes and bring them to me. 
Bring me a stick from out of the river. It must be a stick 
from deep under the water. If you don’t dive for it, it will 
not be good enough. And then—how much money do you 
have?”
	 “These few coins are all the money I have in the world. 
I’ve sold what I could.”
	 “It is enough.”
	 Once Sergio had done what was asked, he stood naked 
and trembling before the Moor. He handed over his money 
and his clothes, and a stick retrieved from the river. The 
Moor then tore all of Sergio’s clothes into tatters. He threw 
them on the fire, which blazed greedily at their touch. He 
told Sergio to hold very still and not to be afraid. Then 
he struck the shepherd boy with the stick, hard on each 
shoulder. He beat the stick against Sergio’s chest and 
scraped downward, ripping open his skin. He went after 
the shepherd boy’s legs next, and when he asked Sergio to 
turn around so that he could go to work on his back, the 
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boy did so without questioning. The Moor took dirt and 
mud and rubbed it in Sergio’s hair. He rubbed dirt into his 
wounds. Sergio suffered all of this without complaint. He 
had failed at everything else in his short life, and whatever 
the cost he would not fail Ivette now. Finally, with a hefty 
grunt the Moor flung Sergio’s coins into the river. “May 
they roll to Atlantis, and teach those dirty bastards the 
value of a year’s wages!”
	 And as the dark waves quietly accepted this sacrifice 
he said, “You have not disappointed me, shepherd. Sit by 
the fire while we wait for your ship, and I will tell you the 
story of three sailors from West Dacia. Who ever thought 
there would be a story worth hearing about sailors from 
West Dacia? But this is the only one there is. They were 
brothers and their names were Julius, Adolphus, and Leo.”

* * *

	 Once, many hundreds of years ago, during the dwindling 
last days of the Old Roman Republic, there was a famous 
general in Gaul who had the misfortune of admitting three 
very unusual Jewish brothers into his army.
	 Now these three brothers never wanted to be in the 
army; it was an establishment as suited for them as 
basketball is to bees. Julius, whose thick black moustache 
envied an overgrowth of eyebrows, only wanted to make 
his fortune. Leo, bold of nose and forhead, was in it for 
the ladies. And Adolphus? The youngest brother, curly 
blonde with the face of an angel, only longed to see what 
was beyond the next horizon and what waited on the other 
side of every door. They were fleeing some trouble in their 
hometown in West Dacia, and hoped the army would be a 
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good place to hide out until the trouble passed.
	 How the brothers got into the mess in the first place is 
a story of its own. Suffice it to say that Leo, who was the 
eldest of the brothers, fell in love with the wrong woman. 
He fell in love with the wrong woman’s sister as well, and 
then with the wrong woman’s sister’s slaves. Two of them 
anyway, or possibly six. So the brothers skipped town at 
the last moment, made their way to Gaul, and joined the 
Roman Legions.
	 Julius, Leo, and Adolphus tried their best to fit in, but 
none of them had much talent for hard work, discipline, 
or following orders. It wasn’t two weeks and they’d driven 
completely mad their commanding officers, who proceeded 
to string them up before the great General himself.
	 But fortune favors the ridiculous, and it so happened 
that the General had been pushing his severity a bit too 
far in recent months. His men were feeling throttled and 
were starting to complain about it. The General hoped that 
a show of clemency might help balance out his image. So 
instead of executing the three Jewish brothers, he made 
them his personal assistants, declaring reform a superior 
remedy to punishment.
	 He realized his mistake that very same day, when he 
saw Julius and Leo shouting at each other from opposite 
banks of a stream.
	 “How do I get to the other side?” Julius asked.
	 “You are on the other side,” Leo replied.
	 Not three days later, the General stood on the brink 
of his own personal hell. In addition to the trouble the 
brothers caused intentionally, and all the trouble they 
stumbled into from natural talent, was the simple matter 
of their personalities. You see, Adolphus never said a single 
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word, and his two brothers never shut up.
	 Adolphus was a mute. He was mute neither clinically nor 
of religious conviction, but rather by convention. When the 
brothers were young it was always Leo and Julius getting 
into discussions, jokes, and quarrels. The dialog between 
them was an unending stream. Adolphus never quite 
found the perfect moment to squeeze into their conversa-
tions, and being a polite boy, precise and artful, preferred 
simply to say nothing at all. Whether at some point there-
after he forgot how to speak due to lack of practice, or 
whether he simply drew deeper and deeper into a complex 
web of finding the right thing to say and the right time 
to say it, was a matter of fierce scholarly debate between 
Al-Azhar and Al-Karaouine right up to the time of the 
Mongol invasion; and notable Frankish philosophers have 
considered it an extreme case of esprit d’escalier. Either 
way, Adolphus never spoke, and to the General’s ears his 
silence did not diminish, but rather intensified, the deluge 
of constant chatter between Julius and Leo. For these two 
did not have conversations. No, what they had was a single 
unending conversation that paused only long enough for 
the brothers to sleep; an epic conversation that would last 
their entire lives, transmuting through various stages, 
logically progressing, relentless, and covering nearly every 
topic you might imagine.
	 As the army marched through Gaul, the brothers found 
themselves more and more on the General’s bad side. No 
matter what the General said, Julius was there to fire 
back some quip. This would get Leonard going, and it was 
all downhill from there. Meanwhile, Adolphus routinely 
stole the General’s horse and attempted to set it free in the 
woods. At any given time the brothers might break into 
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dances or fights, arguments or dice games. And they ate 
everything in sight. If the General had not vowed before 
his entire army to spare their lives, they certainly would 
not have lasted a day.
	 But just because he could not kill them did not mean 
he was stuck with them. At last the General exiled the 
brothers on a small, rocky island in the Aegean. Here they 
had no fresh water, no food, and not a shred of clothes. All 
that remained on this island were a few dead trees, the 
rotting boards of an ancient shipwreck, and piles and piles 
of rocks.
	 The three brothers sat on three boulders overlooking 
the sea. They held their heads in their hands, and sighed 
in unison.
	 Julius said, “Now you see, what we’ve got here is the 
spitting image of a predicament.”
	 Leo shook his head woefully and replied in a thick 
Italian accent (he’d been practicing up to try and fit in with 
the Romans). “No, I no think’a we can see the future. Not 
even of a’ mint. I think’a we got ourselves a disaster.”
	 “Oh a disaster, eh?” said Julius through a saccharine 
smile. “Well, I’m not one to mints words. Let’s just say 
we’re in a real fix.”
	 Leo grinned like a boy who’s found his little lost puppy.  
“That’s’a fine. We fix’a that boat then’a we can all go home.”
	 “You sure don’t make it easy to be a lost cause.”
	 “Cause’a why?”
	 Julius scratched his head. “Cause why what?”
	 “I don’t’a make it easy to be a’lost, cause’a why?”
	 “No. You’re right,” Julius groaned, peering at Leo 
through narrow eyes. “You’re right. I take it back. In fact 
I’ve never seen such an ideal specimen of a lost cause in all 
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my life.”
	 The days sloshed on without food, without water, 
without hope of rescue, and the brothers, who had always 
lived comfortable lives rich in wit and optimistic of fortune, 
now began to despair and grow quiet as they prepared for 
death.
	 But Adolphus refused to give up so easily. He took what 
planks remained usable from the wrecked ship and he built 
half a raft. Then he cut down the island’s three trees and 
he built another half a raft. He put the two halves together 
into a full raft, bounced happily around his creation, and 
presented it the others.
	 The sight of the raft lifted their spirits a bit, but there 
was another problem. The raft had no mast and no sails. 
The sea around them was rough and vast and there would 
be no rowing against it, not even if they had oars. And 
so the brothers sank again into despair and hunger and 
thirst.
	 Then on the seventh night after he had finished his raft, 
Adolphus stood upon the highest rock of the island and 
gazed west toward the unknown. He then turned to gaze 
east toward home, sighed deeply, and for the first time in 
his life, Adolphus spoke.
	 Adolphus told his brothers that they had no other 
choice. If they did not get off the island they would be dead 
in a few more days. One of them would have to sacrifice his 
life. Not for food—I doubt any of them would have had the 
stomach to eat one of their brothers, even to survive. What 
Adolphus offered was a way off the island. He reminded 
them that Twelve days ago they were marooned. Nine days 
ago he built half a raft. Seven days ago he built another 
half a raft. And today he would finish the job. He said there 
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would be no argument. He had spoken. He would be the 
one to die, if only so that the conversation might continue.
	 Adolphus gave his final instructions and then he lay 
down on the shore and closed his eyes. An angelic glow 
quivered over his soft features, and his last breath left 
him.
	 Julius and Leo mourned the loss of their brother, but 
soon got to work, so that his sacrifice would not be in vain.
	 The first thing they were to do, according to Adolphus’ 
final decree, was to take out his eyes and to bury them 
in the sand until it was time to depart. Then they were 
to peel his flesh and lay it out upon the rocks to dry. The 
same should be done to his intestines. Meanwhile, they 
must clean his bones and bind them together, constructing 
a high and sturdy mast for the raft he’d built. The bones 
of his hands should be placed at the base to hold it fast, 
and his grinning skull should perch atop as a crow’s nest. 
Once this was done, and the flesh was dried, dexterous Leo 
was to cut, patch, and sew Adolphus’ skin into a great sail. 
This sail would affix to the mast and leverage to the craft 
by Adolphus’ intestines, once they’d dried into a tough, 
sinewy rope.
	 The two surviving brothers named their new ship the 
Silent Harpy. When they pushed it into the current, wind 
filled the skin-stitched sail with billowing salvation. So 
overjoyed were they that Julius nearly forgot Adolphus’ 
eyes, and had to swim back to the island to dig them up. 
With those eyes in his hands the ship would always know 
which way to go. And so it was that the three brothers 
made their way back toward the mainland.
	 But before reaching port, another unforeseen event 
arose that would change their lives forever.
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	 A terrible wind struck just off the coasts of Italy, 
blowing the Silent Harpy back to Sea. Before they could 
make it out of the storm, a longboat of fierce sailors from 
the North set upon them and boarded their ship. These 
brigands showed no mercy, and with rusty sword points 
shoved Leo and Julius to the edge of the Silent Harpy. But 
just as one blade marked Leo for a killing thrust, the mast 
of old Adolphus’ bones swung between sword and target. 
The killer felt his sword cut through flesh (the flesh of the 
sail), and thought for sure he’d pierced Leo through. But 
when they saw Leo still alive and unharmed, the gaping 
Norsemen fell to their knees and worshiped the brothers 
as gods. They pledged their ships to the Silent Harpy, and 
the chattering Jewish brothers of Dacia began their career 
as pirates.
	 As the years wore on, their armada grew. Saxons 
and Carthaginians added to the Norsemen, along with 
Phoenicians, Egyptians, Greeks, and Romans. The fame 
of their legend spread around the world, and the Silent 
Harpy pillaged the coastal cities of the Empire for twenty 
years before the Senate decided to crack down. And whom 
should the Senate choose to put a stop to them, but their 
famous old friend, the General from Gaul.
	 At first the General was merely grumpy about his new 
post. He was an army commander, with little love for the 
Sea. But when he learned that the maestros of his latest 
headaches were his old Jewish exiles, the General lost all 
composure. The same Julius and Leo, whose incessant 
conversations had driven the great man almost to suicide, 
now pillaging his provinces? The same Adolphus who stole 
his prized horse again and again, now making a fool out of 
him once more!
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	 For the rest of his career the General lost all concern 
save one: to capture the Silent Harpy, or to sink the 
dreaded raft for good.
	 In his later years the General was once quoted as 
saying: “Those insufferable Jewish boys! In my youth I 
had designs of marching on Rome and overthrowing the 
Republic, but those three kept me ever occupied, focused, 
obsessed—to such a point that I had no time or energy left 
at the end of the day to crawl into my tent, much less plot 
a rebellion. I’ll get them if it’s the last thing I do!”
	 It took ten more years for the General to catch up 
with Julius and Leo. Ten years over every inch of the 
Mediterranean and even a time or two into the Ocean Sea, 
but at last the brothers grew weary of piracy, weary of 
fortune, wine, and wenches. They divided their posses-
sions among their fleet, and, longing to finish out their final 
days in witty twists of conversation and peaceful evenings, 
sailed alone the Silent Harpy into the nearest port, and 
into the waiting arms of their longsuffering nemesis.
	 He might have killed them on the spot, but the years 
had honed the General’s ambition into a holy icon, and 
he would not be satisfied with only two out of three. 
Particularly since legend attributed the illusive Adolphus 
as captain and leader! And so he had Julius and Leo jailed 
until he could find the third. Then he would crucify them 
all together.
	 For many long nights as the brothers rotted in prison, 
the General sat in silence gazing up at the skull atop the 
Silent Harpy’s mast, trying to plan his next step. He knew 
that this raft was his key. All of the legends spoke of it 
as a mystical craft, second only to the Argo in admira-
tion and prestige. In thirty years of sailing she never once 
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floundered at sea or turned about in a storm. She always 
seemed to find her way to a safe port, to a wealthy town, 
and, until her penultimate voyage, to wherever the Roman 
army was not. If anything would help the General find the 
notorious Adolphus of Dacia, it would be the Silent Harpy.
	 One moonlit night, against the insistence of his advisers, 
the General stood alone on the raft and pushed her out to 
sea. His captains watched until the outline of the Silent 
Harpy disappeared into the mist, and neither Harpy nor 
General was ever seen again.
	 Julius and Leo sat quietly in their prison. They had 
not spoken in days, and no longer felt even the desire to 
escape. Julius reached into his pocket and pulled out the 
tiny hard eyeballs of his brother Adolphus, the eyeballs he 
had pocketed prior to their final docking. He stared into 
those eyes and smiled, and he would swear from that day 
on that those eyes smiled back.
	 Just then, an army of their old pirate crew stormed 
the prison and cut their old captains free. They begged 
for them to return and lead their fleet, but the brothers 
refused. Both Julius and Leonard were content to remain 
on dry land. They retired comfortably in Southern Gaul, 
surrounded by inexhaustible wealth and inexhaustible 
memories. When Leonard died ten years later, Julius fell 
into a lonely depression. There was no one he could talk to 
quite the way he had talked to Leonard, and Julius found 
himself wandering along the western coasts, now and then 
stealing glances toward the horizon in hopes that he might 
someday see a mast of bones and an empty skull come 
rising up beneath the sun. But that day never came.
	 In the last year of his life, Julius chartered a ship to 
the Canary Islands, the westernmost land known to man, 
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beyond which the great Ocean Sea drenches the slanting 
wastes of the world’s edge. Once there, he walked to the 
far end of the westernmost island and stood out on the 
furthest peninsula of rocks, staring into the sunset. He 
took old Adolphus’ eyes out of his pocket and held them 
loosely in his right hand. He planned to throw them into 
the sea and let the currents take them. Perhaps, he hoped, 
they would find their way back to the Silent Harpy.
	 Just as Julius was winding up for his throw, a voice cried 
out, “Wait!” The voice belonged to an old beggar, dressed 
in a sack and leaning against a driftwood cane. The man 
was nearly bald but for a few strands of wiry white hair 
that tangled like vines over his plump and shriveled ears. 
He said, “Why are you throwing away those perfectly good 
eyes?”
	 It was only then that Julius noticed the skin of the old 
beggar’s face creased inward on wrinkly waves of flesh 
toward two gaping sockets, like black whirlpools pulling 
on his cheekbones. This strange old man was blind.
	 “They were my brother’s eyes,” said Julius. “I’ve come 
to this most westerly place to give them back.”
	 “And if I can prove to you that this is not the most 
westerly place, that mortal feet have stood on solid ground 
far further west than these wretched islands? If I can do 
that, will you give me those eyes instead of wasting them 
on the fish, who I am certain can find more than enough to 
eat on their own?”
	 After a moment’s hesitation, Julius agreed to let the 
man try.
	 “Good…” said the blind-man. “Then I will tell you of the 
girl who went fishing for the moon.”



Chapter Four

The Girl Who Went 
Fishing for the Moon



	 t began in 587AD in Tomis, on the Black Sea. A chill
	  winter night beleaguered the district of the damned. 
Here a dirty blacksmith walked into a dusky tavern, torch 
lit at every corner. In the center of the room fractured 
green moonlight filtered through a pale glass roof onto a 
cavalier stage. Here and there a sleeping soldier clung to 
the floor. One or two cloaked and quiet men waited for the 
show. From the shadows there drifted the warbling of a 
lyre, followed by a staccato whistle of pipes and the simple 
rhythm of a boot striking the floor. A curtain opened from 
beyond the moonlight’s reach, and out came the Strigoica.
	 In the torchlight her skin glowed soft and red, like a 
kettle left too long over a fire. Her hair, too, was red and wild, 
and her eyes flashed violet through the green atmosphere. 
Persian silks covered her body, tied to knots that tugged 
thin chains and long winding strings of polished stone. She 
led with her hips, jutting them outward on cue with the 
beat of a drum, as if her movements alone thundered the 
air. A black veil draped over her face like a falcon’s broken 
wing, arrow-struck, plummeting through layers of cold fog.
	 The blacksmith took up a stool near the stage and waved 
away the barmaid’s offer of wine. On and on the music 

I
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played, marching from tempo to tempo, holding long, slow 
notes whenever she loosed one of her thick silk knots. At 
the end of the dance she did not pick up her things, but 
left them strewn about like cherry blossoms fallen from 
spring’s pinch.
	 The band began a quieter, happier tune. The proprietor 
rolled the soldier toward the door. The blacksmith caught 
the woman’s eye, and she let her smile approach him. 
Kneeling at his feet, she waited on his words.
	 “I know what you are,” he said.
	 “So do I.”
	 “I want the full treatment.”
	 “It will cost you.”
	 “I can pay.”
	 “It will cost you more than that.”
	 She led him into a small room separated from the 
tavern by a thin white sheet. Here she bade him sit on a 
round couch, torn in some places, nibbled by rats in others. 
She stood naked before him and stretched her hands to 
the sky. Her bones cracked and the darkness of the room 
seemed to creep into the curved corners of her flesh.
	 “Are you ready?” she said. His answer twitched in 
unblinking eyes.
	 The Strigoica placed one of her long, black fingernails 
between her breasts and spread her feet slightly apart. The 
muscles in her finger tensed. She pushed the fingernail 
against her skin and began to slide it slowly down toward 
her navel. She traced a serpent’s trail, leaving a serpent’s 
image behind as her blood was drawn from gently ripping 
flesh.
	 The blacksmith swallowed hard. He stared at the purple 
zig-zag pattern, which held fast for a moment, as if she’d 
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only revealed a hidden tattoo. Then the liquid began to drip 
down, drops mingling and sliding off-course, pooling about 
her curves. She cut two more lines, one below each breast, 
tracing a canyon between ribs. Three fingernails from her 
other hand slipped between flaps of skin, and she peeled 
them back slowly. Blood flowed freely now, painting her 
legs, dripping off her knees and onto the floor. She removed 
her nipples. The rest of her torso came off in strips, now 
peeling away of its own volition wherever she made the 
appropriate incision. She stood unwrapped, without either 
symmetry or ferocity. He could see her muscles twitching; 
these she severed as well, methodically, precisely, until he 
caught his first glimpse of bone—a hip—it seemed almost 
to glow in contrast to the surrounding darkness. At her 
fingertip’s bequest, pectorals unraveled in ribbons of meat. 
He saw her black heart, and it did not beat behind its pale 
cage.
	 At last even her arms were stripped bare, save for the 
skin on her hands. Two clinging leather gloves.
	 When she reached up under her rib cage and plucked 
the heart, neither of them flinched. It came free easily, like 
overripe fruit.
	 “Is this what you wanted?” she whispered in the dark.
	 “Yes,” he said with a shudder.
	 She held the heart up under his nose. His eyes closed 
and he breathed in the scent of pumpkins rotting in the 
moonlight, and of drowning cattle, of insects dissolving on 
the web.
	 So intoxicated, he did not feel her hand carve into his 
own chest. He twitched and groaned as she ripped loose his 
still-beating heart and squeezed it out through a gaping 
hole in his abdomen. 
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	 The Strigoica’s ribs swung above her swaying hips, a 
vacant birdcage in the breeze. There she hung the black-
smith’s heart; and in exchange she placed her own dead 
heart into his chest.
	 “There…” she said softly. “Now you simply must go and 
drown yourself in the sea, my love.”
	 His eyes slowly unsheathed, and his smile was slack. 
He managed a nod, and then clumsily rose to his feet.

* * *

	 The blacksmith’s living heart incubated inside the chest 
of the Strigoica for nine days. Its beat gradually slowed 
and finally stopped before the outer layer hardened into a 
thick, calcified shell. On the evening of the ninth day the 
shell cracked, and grey dust sprinkled down the cavity of 
her torso to pollinate her womb.
	 The baby could not have been a happier child. The 
midwife slapped out of her not a cry, but giggles of delight 
as the little girl wiggled her wrinkly hands and bobbed 
her fat melon of a head. Mother held the baby and rocked 
her to and fro. The child pinched at her mother’s lips and 
chin. They were still bound umbilically, and the midwife 
reached for her knife. But before she could make the cut, 
the barn doors burst open admitting a flood of Imperial 
soldiers, several bishops, and four bald dwarfish eunuchs.
	 “Put down the blade, woman,” said a wretched old 
clergyman. He said this with difficulty, for his lips had 
been sewn together. One of the eunuchs, tethered from the 
bishop’s belt by a rope, mouthed in silence his master’s 
words.
	 “No!” screamed the Strigoica, clutching her giggling 
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child to her breast.
	 The eunuch’s mouth opened wide. Wordless lips slapped 
together fishlike, slopping drool, as the bishop spoke 
through them. “Did you think we would not find you? This 
is a devil’s child, a Dhampir.”
	 “Her father was a man,” she shrieked. “A blacksmith. A 
citizen!”
	 The bishop stepped forward, flanked by guards, and 
said, “It is not the father who is a devil.”
	 And though her nails extended into slashes, though her 
teeth shot out of her mouth to kill six soldiers, still they 
came. They tore the child from the Strigoica’s arms, and 
then with knives they pinned those arms to the walls.
	 “Do not cut the cord,” the bishop said. “It must be ripped 
from the devil’s womb, and then both of them must be hung 
from it until they are dead.”
	 As one soldier held the baby girl out by her arms, four 
others went to tugging at the umbilical cord. They tugged 
and tugged and the baby stuck out her tongue and laughed 
and even snorted a bit. Still they tugged, yanking yard 
after yard of the sopping stuff, but there seemed to be no 
end to it.
	 “Enough!” the bishop shouted, as his dwarf raised 
exasperated arms to the heavens. “Burn it off.”
	 I’ll not describe this grisly scene, but they brought the 
fire as close to the mother as possible, leaving the child with 
dozens of feet of dangling cord. Meanwhile, the midwife 
pleaded with the bishop for the infant’s life. “You cannot 
hang a baby!”
	 “No,” the eunuch mimed, “not if it is human. We shall 
put it to ordeal. Throw the child into the sea. If the waters 
reject it and it floats, then there is no doubt this is a devil 
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child.”
	 As ridiculous and utterly Frankish as this notion 
might sound, the child did in-fact float. She bobbed along 
the waves of the shallows of the sea. The impossibly long 
umbilical cord floated right beside her, coiling snuggly into 
a protective bonnet around the little buoyant body.
	 “Dhampir!” they cried from shore. “Drag it in and burn 
it!”
	 Well they certainly gave that a good try, but whether 
it was her drowned father protecting her from the depths, 
or whether because the Sea itself did not reject but rather 
loved her, or simply by some random wiles of the current, 
no one could retrieve her. Not by stick or wading or boat. 
And the delighted hours-old baby girl drifted out to sea.

*

	 Here Julius interrupted the blind storyteller. “Alright, I 
see where this is going. She’s going to float all the way out 
past these islands and into the vast oblivion beyond only to 
touch a’ground on some rock more westerly than this. It’s 
a cute story, but it doesn’t actually prove anything.”
	 The blind man coughed, and his head teetered around 
thoughtfully. “Well, you’re wrong about a couple things. 
First of all, she doesn’t touch a’ground anywhere. And 
secondly, as for proving my point, I’ve got my proof for you 
right here.”
	 And slowly, almost painfully, the old man peeled his 
eyelids open to reveal a pair of young, beautiful blue eyes. 
He blinked twice, looked left and then right, and smiled 
contentedly.
	 “Yeah...That’s the good stuff. See, I’ve got your eyes. 
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And a shrewd man such as yourself never would have 
given them to me unless I had fulfilled our agreement to 
your satisfaction. Since I do have your eyes, you must have 
been convinced already. And that, sir, is my proof.”
	 Julius held open his empty hand. Adolphus’ eyes—and 
they had just been there, ready to be flung into the sea—
were gone. He leaned forward and peered into the blind 
man’s face. Those were Adolphus’ eyes all right, no doubt 
about it.
	 “Now, shall I finish my story or just go home? I have a 
lot of things I could be looking at other than your old face, 
you know.”
	 “You can finish,” Julius said softly. “If you like.”
	 “Alright, I will. And don’t worry about your brother’s 
eyes. I will carry them a lot farther than your hand could 
have thrown them.”

*

	 And so, the joyful little baby bobbed westward for days 
and days. She drifted along through the Golden Horn 
and beneath the bridges of Constantinople, down the 
Bosporus Straight, into the Sea of Marmara, and further 
west through the Dardanelles. She hugged shorelines and 
followed the routes of Odysseus. She avoided being tangled 
up in the trading ships, and eventually she headed out into 
open waters.
	 As she floated, she grew. If a Strigoica’s child is not 
born an orphan, she will make herself one without hesita-
tion. Because of this, the first eight years of this brood’s 
development go by in about three weeks. By the time she 
lost sight of Gibraltar’s stone, the little girl was old enough 
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to speak and reason and check out the world. And as she 
grew, so did her umbilical cord.
	 The little Strigoica gathered quite a following. Many of 
the fish made a game of chasing her, knowing that she’d 
steer them clear of nets. Pelicans, too, swooped about the 
child, knowing that there’d always be fresh fish. They all 
talked with her and told her what they could about the 
world, about the deeps and shoals, about the sky and 
the winds and about distant lands. She received quite 
an education. For anything she asked, at least one of the 
creatures in her entourage could come up with an answer.
	 A few weeks after skirting the western coasts of Africa, 
strange tides carried the young child far to the north, and 
there she spotted an island unlike any she’d ever seen 
before. Great cliff walls of solid white surrounded the 
island, and tended to scatter the sunlight blindingly. As 
soon as she drifted close enough to get a good look, she 
found that deep within those walls the diaphanous whites 
gradually swirled into thick, creamy blues. The island had 
no beaches, for its cliffs plunged straight down into the 
sea. Even more remarkable, those cliffs shot up so high 
into the sky that the little girl could not see where they 
ended and where the clouds began.
	 “What is this place?” she asked the fish.
	 “It is ice. That’s all we know,” they said. Ice, she 
thought, how beautiful. Various loops and spirals had been 
carved into the ice, some of them quite elaborate. And on 
the western side of the island she spotted, jutting here 
and there out of the frozen walls, little frozen trinkets. A 
marble horse, a wooden sled, a doll of rags and patches.
	 “What is this place?” she asked the pelicans.
	 “It is tall. That’s all we know,” they said, and explained 



Deadwind Sea

64

to her that none of them had ever been able to fly high 
enough to get over the peaks and into the heart of the 
island. “Not even the albatross could make it,” they told 
her. “And boy did he try!”
	 But so great was the floating girl’s curiosity that she 
would not cease pestering them about it. The pelicans 
demonstrated that they could not scale the walls. The 
fish began to ignore her. At last the albatross came along, 
skimming the water’s surface, and said, “The moon! Only 
the moon has sailed above the island’s heart. Only the 
moon knows its secrets.”
	 “The moon,” laughed the girl. “Let’s ask it.”
	 “Ask the moon? Your voice would never carry, and even 
if I were to carry your voice up there myself and then throw 
it from the highest point I can fly, it would not even reach 
the tops of the island peaks, much less all the way to the 
moon.”
	 “Then I’ll have to catch the moon and bring her down to 
me,” the girl said.
	 All the seabirds watched as she reeled in her umbilical 
cord, bound it like a lasso, and swung it about her head. 
She let go. It soared up and up toward the moon.
	 “Not even close,” said the albatross, as the snare 
splashed back down into the sea.
	 “This is stupid,” the girl pouted. “Don’t you think I 
should be able to get what I want?”
	 “I don’t see why not,” said the pelicans.
	 “Well I want to catch the moon. There has to be a way.”
	 “There is one way,” the fishes told her, and the fishes, 
who know a thing or two about fishing, explained that on 
some nights the moon’s reflection floats down to bathe in 
the ocean. If she could catch the moon’s reflection, she’d 
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surely gain the moon’s attention.
	 That night, just as the fishes had said, the sun went 
down and the stars settled in the sky, and the moon’s 
reflection descended to bathe in the waves.
	 Craftily, the child snuck up behind the moon’s image. 
Slowly she loosened her umbilical cord, swell over swell 
until it settled just above the reflection, but the reflection 
did not bite. She tried wrapping the cord around it like a 
noose, but the reflection slipped away every time.
	 She tried again the next night, and then the next. The 
moon itself was growing smaller, waning toward the thin 
crescent sliver which marked its famine, and it was only 
then, at the moon’s absolute hungriest moment, that its 
reflection lost all reason and chomped down on the umbil-
ical cord with its pincer-like points.
	 “Aho!” cried the girl giddily, and she gave the cord a 
quick tug. It held fast, snagging on one of the reflection’s 
craterous cavities. The moon itself cried out and tried to 
flee, dragging its reflection, and the cord, and the girl, and 
all the cheering fish beside her, in a mad dash over the 
great sea.
	 The child laughed and skipped along, leaping over 
waves. Then the dolphins came out and leapt alongside 
her, taunting the moon’s reflection with nudges of their 
snouts.
	 Finally, after hours of this, the moon grew tired and 
ceased her panicky flight. Oh, release me, she cried, Release 
me, and I will do anything. I haven’t much to give but rocks 
and cheese, but I have gazed down upon the earth many 
days and nights and have seen many things. I can perhaps 
give you knowledge?
	 “Yes,” said the girl. “Tell me the secrets of that great 



Deadwind Sea

66

white island, the one whose peaks are so high. Only you 
have seen what goes on at its heart. Tell me this and I will 
set you free.”
	 It’s a deal, said the moon, and began her tale.



Chapter Five

The Voyage
of the

Ice Mage



		    any thousands of years ago there lived an old 
		     magician whose home grew out of a lush green 
island in the middle of the cold northern reaches of the 
Ocean Sea. At that time there were no great ice peaks. 
There were no peaks at all. Just a pleasant little country-
side covered with life. At the heart of the island this plump, 
bearded wizard spent his days in long walks, thinking 
about what he could do to bring all of his powers into focus. 
The magician’s name was Claus von Krink, and he wanted 
to accomplish something truly unprecedented.
	 What Claus desired more than anything was to save 
the world. He lived in a very dark time when the Queen of 
the Earth and the King of the Sky were at odds with one 
another. In the land of men, fierce wars shattered homes 
and stole many young lives. Claus thought a lot about what 
it was that caused people to fight so much, and he realized 
that each generation carried on the conflicts of the last. 
These conflicts heightened with each passing generation, 
often merging into one another, dividing into allied camps, 
stacking complex treaties, and regularly breaking out in 

M
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bloody massacres. Claus realized that when children were 
very young they gave no thought to wars, but as soon as 
they began to grow up they were taught that their destiny 
was to kill and be killed.
	 “Perhaps all that’s needed is an alternative,” Claus 
thought. “If I could give the children some sort of trinket 
to occupy their minds...something that allows them 
to imagine a different reality and conceive of their own 
destiny rather than inheriting that of their parents, then 
perhaps they will discover how to live in peace.”
	 All he needed to do was create one such enchanted object 
for each child, and he could change the world forever. He 
would make a multitude, customizing them to the various 
environments of civilization. He would give them moving 
parts (but none so small that a child might choke), bright 
colors, sparkling gems, and a dash of music. Most impor-
tantly, he would make enough for everyone, so that no one 
could possibly have reason to fight over them.
	 There was only one problem: Time. By the time he could 
finish making that many objects for that many people it 
would be far, far too late. All the children would have grown 
up, fallen into their fathers’ wars, and possibly killed each 
other completely.
	 But Claus had a plan. He built towering walls of ice 
around his island so that the sun could not pass overhead. 
If the sun could not pass overhead then no days would go by. 
Claus would be able to stop time long enough to complete 
his project. “Only the flight of the moon is erratic,” reasoned 
Claus. “Every now and then she might drift by, and count 
off a few hours of the day. But this is for the best, because 
if no time passed at all, I’d never get any work done.” So he 
constructed his ice walls at just the right height as to give 
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him ample time for completing the toys, but not enough 
time for the children to grow up. If his calculations were 
correct, everything would shake out perfectly.
	 Claus von Krink set to work. He crafted whirling cones 
of wood, globes that bounced wildly when dropped, ellip-
tical tubes that would orbit a child’s hips, flying disks, and 
oscillating ropes. He made gadgets of water and gimcracks 
of glass, some with flashing lights and some with chiming 
bells. He designed interconnecting blocks that could be 
assembled in various ways, to let the children create their 
own fancies. He shaped small animal replicas, with soft 
fur and enchanting crystal eyes through which one might 
catch a glimpse of another world.
	 Had he not built his ice walls the sun probably would 
have passed overhead twenty-five thousands times or more 
before Claus finished his grand constructions. At last, when 
his work was done, Claus melted a tunnel through one of 
the chilling walls, and carried all the toys to the outside 
world. A ship was waiting there, proud and worthy, and 
large enough to transport millions of magical world-saving 
trinkets. The ship’s crew was a rag-tag bunch of miscre-
ants and criminals and adventurers. Claus had hired the 
hopeless, the lost, the heartsick, and the misplaced. They 
heaved into the currents until the wind took hold of the 
sails, then they struck out south and east, toward the 
world of men. The ice reformed behind them, sealing up 
the island forever.
	 But Claus never delivered a single toy on account of one 
tiny and unexpected consequence in his master plan.
	 What Claus failed to realize was that his new ice 
island’s new ice walls had, like an ice cube in a glass of beer, 
cooled the temperature of the whole North Sea, making it 
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much more unlikely that surface water would evaporate. 
Without water going up, the clouds stayed dry, and the 
sustaining lowland storms stopped rolling in. By the time 
Claus embarked on his voyage of delivery, a great drought 
plagued the coastal regions of northern Europe. A council 
of kingdoms convened to address the problem. The top 
cosmologists of the land were called-in and commissioned. 
After weeks of argument it was agreed that certain astro-
nomical manipulations might be made through the use of 
spell casting, prayers, the erecting of precise monuments, 
and a good calf-slaughter or two, that would result in 
“cranking the temperature of the sun up a notch”. 
	 It was a fine idea on paper, but the implementation 
involved many subtle details, and the cosmologists of the 
time just weren’t accurate enough to tackle it. Instead 
of tweaking the temperature of the sun, they completely 
tossed it off its trajectory across the sky. As Egralik, the 
leading historian of the time, noted: Everything went all 
wonky. Humanity was still in the thick of trying to reverse 
the process when old Claus von Krink pushed out to sea.
	 The first sun he’d seen in years and years was traveling 
in the wrong direction.
	 After a week of sailing, the old Mage realized that they 
should have found port days before, but instead of turning 
back Claus pressed on toward the rising sun (which was, 
for the time being, coming up in the west). Another several 
weeks went by and Claus began to worry that he’d done his 
spell backward. “Maybe instead of stopping time, I made 
it go faster. Maybe it has been a million years, and all the 
lands have dissolved, leaving us a’sail on a world of pure 
Ocean Sea…” 
	 But before long they were not even a’sail. They had come 
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to a place of no winds, where the depths grew still and the 
boat glided across the water like a stone across a sheet 
of ice. At last the ship came to rest under the scorching 
sun and the still, dry air. The crew took to oars. Claus 
stood off the poop and one-by-one tossed his magical toys 
into the calm waters. Considering these toys a delicacy, 
the whales of that region pounced upon them like puppies 
after a skirting stick. They chomped with a splash, and 
with each toy devoured, the ship moved just a bit further 
on its course.
	 Finally Claus’ craft returned to windy seas. Meanwhile, 
in the land of men the cosmologists managed to undo their 
solar blunder, and got everything back on track. Claus 
watched the day roll backward from dusk to dawn and 
realized his mistake at last. He saw now that he had been 
going the wrong way all along. But by this time a madness 
had seized him. The setting sun was growing larger each 
day, and he knew he was nearing the place where it sank 
into the horizon. He no longer cared about delivering 
toys; now he wanted only to touch the spot where the sun 
touched the sea. “Onward to the West,” he cried, tossing 
the remainder of his toys overboard. The failure that had 
once crippled him now spurred him into the unknown.
	 The sinking sun, fat on the horizon, nearly blotted out 
the western sky as it blazed in terrible reds, devouring 
greens, and soul-piercing blues. Standing at the prow, 
Claus watched great tongues of flame leap off the surface 
of the sun and spiral up into disjointed birds, plumed by 
blazing brands and smoking leaves. He could feel the heat 
on his face, cooled only by the misty sea spray. “Onward! 
Into the sun!” Claus shouted, sputtering with tears. He 
gave no more thought to saving the world, no more thought 
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to anything but a magnetic lust to become one with the god 
before him.
	 The crew were in a panic, some of them trying to follow 
Claus’ orders, others clamoring for mutiny. The struggle 
raged about him, but Claus stood still, gazing ever toward 
where the base of the sun touched down into the white 
salt waves. The air hissed as if the world were a balloon 
that had been punctured. The ocean froth turned to steam 
as the sun doused below the surface, submerging into its 
daily bath.
	 “Clamp the Jigillywigs! Brehaul the Quartspatler!” 
Claus demanded, baffling his men, who tried their best to 
obey.
	 “Land, ho!” came cries from the crow’s nest, but Claus 
ignored them. His men reported hints of what looked like 
mountains to the south, but it mattered not to him.
	 Now the torrents of steam rose in gulps and gales. Clouds 
gathered from all corners of space and time to dance in this 
terrible and sudden storm. The sinking sun sent up wave 
after wave, walls of water several hundreds of feet high, 
buffeted only by the windclouds a’squall around it. Claus, 
arms raised like lightning rods, no longer gave orders to 
his men, but commanded only upon the elements, invoking 
winds: “Now, Solanus! now, Favonius! now, Auster! now, 
Septentrio! On, Eurus! on, Africus! on, Caurus and Aquilo!” 
Forces struck the ship from all sides, tossing it to and fro, 
and shattering it at last to splinters.
	 One survivor, a lowly stowaway, set adrift on a plank 
as the night calmed beneath dark stars. After countless 
unconscious hours he washed ashore, naked, battered 
and bruised, covered in mud and sweat and blood. Gentle 
waves flung him onto the sand like a tangle of kelp, and the 
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easternmost shore of this strange western beach accepted 
him. 
	 There, Sergio slept, until the sunrise woke him.
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