By Stephanie Garber

The Caraval Series
Caraval
Legendary
Finale
Spectacular

The Once Upon a Broken Heart Series
Once Upon a Broken Heart
The Ballad of Never After
A Curse for True Love

Alchemy of Secrets

CARAVAL

STEPHANIE
GARBER


https://www.libris.ro/caraval-stephanie-garber-BRT9781399633772--p43495095.html

The Isle
Of Trisda




It took seven years to get the letter right.
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Year 90, Elasline Démmy
Dear MisTer Caraval Magter,

My nane (§ Searlelt, dul T'm wrilin
. This lefter tor my disTer, Donalella.
17y qoing To de fer ﬁrfﬁd&y Joo
. and the would very mued like To gee
qov and qour amazin Caraval

| plagers. trer éﬁrfﬁd&g if The 37T

| day of The Growing Season and (T
{ would de The mosT wondertvlesT
é[rfﬁc&g ever qou cane

MosT ﬁopefu//?,
Scarlell, trom The

Conguered Tdfe of Trigda

Year 91, Elanline D;Ww?%z

Deay MigTer Caraval Magler;

ITs Scartelt agaifi bid qou ?ef my
. lagT [elTer? Thas year my difler day
e’ Too old To celedrale ﬁﬁ“ﬁd&g&

. T I Think sfte's judl updel gov

| never came To Trisda. This Grouing

. Seagon stell e Ten and Tl de

- eleven. She won'l admil it ST she'd

JTill very muet! like To gee gov and

your wordrovs Caraval p/ayenr.

MosT ﬁope/—u//ﬁ,
5cartell, from The

Congvered Tk of Tridda |

vty o
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Year 92, Elanline Dynmfy
Dear Caraval Magler Legend,

. T'm dorrg I gol gour name wron
i Those zﬁze? /eﬁZrJ. T fope Tﬁ@%
nol why gou faven't come To Trisda
Moc; /WZ digter's aé'c'r’ﬁrdag wadn'T The
] on/éz reajon I've wanled qov To

i drin Your amazing Caraval P/qoqem_
i fere, I'4 love To gee Them Too.

Son’é/ This lefler ig stor?, my Falter
: will de angry i fe calcfies me
wrz‘?‘fﬂg To qov.

it fopepully

Seartell, from The
Congyered Lol of Trisda
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.........

Year 92, Elanline D?/m(ﬂ%

Dear Caraval Magler Legend,

s G/WT feard The news and I wanled
To send my condolences. Even ﬁlougﬁ

ov §Till haven'T come To Trisda or
regporded To «Q(?IZ o my lellery, T

kaow gov’r’e 1ol a murderer. I way
very dorry To fear qov worT de
i Tr aveling for 4 whik

MosT k[nd/y,

Seartell, from The
Conguered Tgke of Trisda
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H Year 99, Elanline ngwfy Year 56, Elanline Dﬁmﬁy
. Dear Masfer Legend, | Dear Madler Legend,
Do qou remember me, Scartell, from I teard Gov vigited The capial of
. The Conguered Ik of Trisda? I | The SouThern Empire last gear and
| kow s deen 4 few gears ginee I | changed The cobr of The ity Is
L wrole. T feard you and. your Thal Trve? I aaﬁ/qj/y Tried zmnding
| plagers fave dlarted pertorming 1 . T my siler; dut we're ol gupposed
agaif. My Jister Told me gov rever i 10 feave Truda. Somelimes I delieve
L il The same place Twice, dut a T i £ L Tl rever 90 Fartter Than The
i fa ehanged dinee qov viglled fere | R . Conguered Lskes. I duppose That's
ﬁffgx gears &40, ard T fru/ﬁ don't wﬁg T've wanled Zov and qour
delieve angoe would like To jee one i1 | | plagers To come fere jo J)ad/oc,{ Ity
i oof qour performarces more ftan . 2| § prodasly fulike To ask agait, U I
would. -;Z i do fope [?ou’// eongider commg.
MosT ﬁopefu//?, | MosT ﬁopefu//y,
Searlell Seartelt, from The
ol : Conguered Lile of Triida
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Year 97, Elasiline Dymﬂ%
Dear MagTer Legend,

L This will e my final lefler: IT'm
goin 0 de married joon. S0 '

| prodadly desT gou and. qour plagers
" don'T come To Trisda This gear.

Scarlelt Dmgm

Year 53, Elankine Dyrathy

Dear Scarleht Dmgu,
from the Conquered Tile of-'ﬁm(t—

Congratulations on your upeoming nuptials.

I am sorry I cannot 4n‘t\g my players b
Trizda. We're not traveling Hois year. Our nedt
performance it by invitakion only, but T viould
look fomuwt b n«ah'hﬂ yow and your fwwe’ ,,?L
you could find. o way o leave qour isle and, join
wl.

Please accept the enclated at o ae#

From the pen. of-Caraval. Master Legend

i 1




ﬂ_*i‘@gp
Wt

4

Scarlett’s feelings came in colors even brighter than usual.
The urgent red of burning coals. The eager green of
new grass buds. The frenzied yellow of a flapping bird’s
feathers.

He’d finally written back.

She read the letter again. Then again. And again. Her
eyes took in each sharp stroke of ink, every waxy curve
of the Caraval master’s silver crest — a sun with a star
inside and a teardrop inside of the star. The same seal
was watermarked onto the enclosed slips of paper.

This was no prank.

‘Donatellal” Scarlett plunged down the steps into the
barrel room in search of her younger sister. The familiar
scents of molasses and oak snaked up her nose, but her
scoundrel of a sibling was nowhere to be found.

‘Tella — where are you?” Oil lamps cast an amber glow
over bottles of rum and several freshly filled wooden
barrels. Scarlett heard a moan as she moved past, and she
caught bits of heavy breathing as well. After her latest
battle with their father, Tella had probably drunk too
much, and now dozed somewhere on the floor. ‘Dona—"’

She choked on the last half of her sister’s name.

‘Hullo, Scar.’
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Tella flashed Scarlett a sloppy grin, all white teeth and
swollen lips. Her honey-blond curls were a mess as well,
and her shawl had fallen to the floor. But it was the sight
of the young sailor, with his hands wrapped around Tella’s
waist, that made Scarlett stutter, ‘Did I interrupt something?’

‘Nothing we can’t start up again.” The sailor spoke
with a lilting Southern Empire accent, far smoother-
sounding than the sharp Meridian Empire tongues Scarlett
was accustomed to.

Tella giggled, but at least she had the grace to blush a
little. ‘Scar, you know Julian, right?’

‘Lovely seeing you, Scarlett.” Julian smiled, as cool and
seductive as a slice of shade in the Hot Season.

Scarlett knew the polite response would be something
along the lines of ‘Good to see you, too.” But all she could
think about were his hands, still coiled around Tella’s
periwinkle skirts, playing with the tassels on her bustle,
as if she were a parcel he couldn’t wait to unwrap.

Julian had only been on the isle of Trisda about a
month. When he’d swaggered off his ship, tall and hand-
some, with golden-brown skin, he’d drawn almost every
woman’s eye. Even Scarlett’s head had turned briefly, but
she’d known better than to look any longer.

“Tella, mind if T pull you away for a moment?’ Scarlett
managed to nod politely at Julian, but the instant they’d
woven through enough barrels to be out of his hearing
she said, ‘“What are you doing?’

‘Scar, you’re getting married; I would think you’d be
aware of what occurs between a man and a woman.” Tella
nudged her sister’s shoulder playfully.

13



Stephanie Garber

“That’s/not 'what I’'m ‘talking about. You know what
will happen if Father catches you.’

“Which is why I don’t plan on getting caught.’

‘Please be serious,” Scarlett said.

‘I am being serious. If Father catches us, I’ll just find
a way to blame it on you.” Tella gave a tart smile. ‘But I
don’t think you came down here to talk about that.” Her
eyes dropped to the letter in Scarlett’s hands.

The hazy glow of a lantern caught the metallic edges
of the paper, making them blaze a shimmery gold, the
color of magic and wishes and promises of things to
come. The address on the envelope lit up with equal luster.

Miss Scarlett Dragna

Care of the priests’ confessional

Trisda

Conguered Isles of the Meridian Empire

Tella’s eyes sharpened as she took in the radiant script.
Scarlett’s sister had always liked beautiful things, like the
young man still waiting for her behind the barrels. Often,
if Scarlett lost one of her prettier possessions, she could
find it tucked away in her younger sister’s room.

But Tella didn’t reach out to take this note. Her hands
remained at her sides, as if she wanted nothing to do
with it. ‘Is this another letter from the count?’ She spat
out the title as if he were the devil.

Scarlett considered defending her fiancé, but her sister
had already clearly expressed her thoughts on Scarlett’s
engagement. It made no difference that arranged
marriages were very much in fashion throughout the rest
of the Meridian Empire, or that for months the count
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had faithfully sent Scarlett the kindest letters; Tella
refused to understand how Scarlett could marry someone
she’d never met in person. But wedding a man she’d never
scen frightened Scarlett far less than the thought of
staying on Trisda.

‘Well,” Tella pressed, ‘are you going to tell me what it
is, then?’

‘It’s not from the count.” Scarlett spoke quietly, not
wanting Tella’s sailor friend to overhear. ‘It’s from the
master of Caraval.’ '

‘He wrote you back?’ Tella snatched the note. ‘God’s
teeth!’

‘Shhh!” Scarlett pushed her sister back toward the
barrels. ‘Someone might hear you.’

‘Am I not allowed to celebrate now?” Tella retrieved the
three slips of paper hidden within the invite. Lamplight
caught their water seals. For a moment they glowed gold,
like the edges of the letter, before shifting to a dangerous
shade of bloody crimson.

‘Do you see that?’ Tella gasped as switls of silver letters
materialized across the page, slowly dancing into words:
Admit One: Donatella Dragna, of the Conquered Isles.

Scarlett’s name appeared on the other.

The third only contained the words Admit One. Like
the other invites, this was printed above the name of an
isle she’d never heard of: Isla de los Suenos.

Scarlett imagined this nameless invitation was meant
for her fiancé, and for a moment she thought of how
romantic it could be to experience Caraval with him once
they were married.
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‘Oh;-leok, 'there’s| more!® Tella squealed as new lines
of script appeared on the tickets.

To be used once, to gain entrance into Caraval.

Main gates close at midnight, on the thirteenth day of
the Growing Season, during the s7th year of the Elantine
Dynasty. Anyone who arrives later than this will not be
able to participate in the game, or win this year’s prize
of one wish.

‘That’s only three days away,” Scarlett said, the bright
colors she’d felt before turning to her usual dull shades of
gray disappointment. She should have known better than
to think, even for a moment, that this could work out.
Maybe if Caraval were in three months, or even three weeks
— sometime after she was married. Scarlett’s father had
been secretive about the exact date of her wedding, but she
knew it would not be in less than three days. Leaving before
then would be impossible — and far too dangerous.

‘But look at this year’s prize,” said Tella. ‘A wish.’

‘I thought you didn’t believe in wishes.’

‘And I thought you’d be happier about this,” Tella said.
“You know people would kill to get their hands on these?’

‘Did you not see the part where he said we need to
leave the isle?” No matter how badly Scarlett longed to
go to Caraval, she needed to get married even more. “To
make it in three days, we’d probably have to leave
tomorrow.’

‘Why do you think I’'m so excited?” The glimmer in
Tella’s eyes grew brighter; when she was happy, the world
turned shimmery, making Scarlett want to beam along
with her and say yes to whatever her sister desired. But
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Scarlett had learned too well how treacherous it was to
hope in something as illusive as a wish.

Scarlett sharpened her voice, hating herself for being
the one to crush her sister’s joy, but better she than
someone who would destroy even more than that. “Were
you also drinking rum down here? Have you forgotten
what Father did the last time we tried to leave Trisda?’

Tella flinched. For a moment she looked like the fragile
eir] she pretended so hard not to be. Then, just as quickly,
her expression changed, pink lips curving once again,
shifting from broken to unbreakable. ‘That was two years
ago; we’re smarter now.’

“We also have more to lose,” Scarlett insisted.

It was easier for Tella to brush aside what had happened
when they’d attempted to go to Caraval before. Scarlett
had never told her sister the entirety of what their father
had done as retribution; she’d not wanted Tella to live in
that much fear, to constantly look over her shoulder, to
know there were worse things than their father’s standard
forms of punishment.

‘Don’t tell me this is because you’re afraid it will inter-
fere with your wedding.” Tella gripped the tickets tighter.

‘Stop.” Scarlett grabbed them back. ‘You’re going to
crinkle their edges.’

‘And you’re avoiding my question, Scarlett. Is this about
your wedding?’

‘Of course not. It’s about not being able to get off the
island tomorrow. We don’t even know where this other
place is. I’'ve never heard of Isla de los Suetios but I know
it’s not one of the Conquered Isles.’
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