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t took seven years to get the letter right.




SSTEPHANILE GARBER

Year 50, Elantine Latasty

Dear Mister Cataval Magter

Mﬁ naine (8 Seartell pact Tm w;ifz'ng thed

felfer for g Jigter Doratella. IS 50&% to 4o
her f«'fﬁmbg Joon apd she would vefy mch like
to fee ?ou and ?our’ a.ma:cmg Cataval }:k{yefd.

Her ﬁérfﬁday (s the 3Ith Mﬁ of the é/zow[ngr

Seadon and (€ wovld 4e the most wonder; %a/eJT

ﬁérfﬁdag ever if ?ou cape

Scartefl; o the Conguered Lok of Teigda

Mot hopefecly

CARAVAL

Year 51, Elatire Dgrasty

Deay Mister Cakaval Magter

Uil 5c4zr/e#agam Did gou geﬂnﬁ/ Jagt
lefler? This gear g Jigter dagd dhes too old
1 to celebate ﬁérﬁdaycﬁ, puT I think dhes C/jwf

uptet §ou uver cafre to Teisda This Grouing
Seadont 2l He ten and Tl e eleven She
worl adput it Sud Sl very pweh like o
see you and your wondeous Cataval fﬁzyerd.

Most ﬁoﬁaﬁdfﬁ,

Scarlelf, ZL&DM the Cm@eﬂéd Lk of Teuaa




STEPHANIE GARBER

tear 52, Elantine Dty ||

i Dear Cataval Magter e ;;emz.,

i T dory 1 go?“ qour” g whorg thate other

' feflers. I hope that's not x/ﬁy yov haverT comy
| 1o Thigaa iy lille dister's zﬁéﬁ?m(c/ wagtT the
om'é; peadon Ive wanted yov o tring yovr
x}m@mﬁ Cataval Wem hevs, Td love o Lee
et .

i Sar’rg theg leffer «§ Shorl fre falher will Fe

:. éfﬂgf 3 [7@ he calthed e uaz(f{mg ﬁ; gmu.

Modf hopefell, |
scartelt feom the Conguesed, Lok of Teitda |

T——=mre=r

|+ oo o Triida or responded to any of iy

CARAVAL

- efers, T know youRe fol a mirderer: I wag

Her to hear you worll e tavelitg pr il

| he
i ot kedly, |

Year 52, Elantine Dyruty | |

Scaytel!, fzofn the Cong(gekéd Lk of T2ijda '

: Dear Cataval Master L.eg_énd; | t
| | .

g Just heard the ews and T wanted todd |
my condokences Even though you oill havenT 5




ST EP HWANILE G ARBER

B e e P T R

Year 53, E/mfw Dgﬁﬂ(ﬂ%

Deay Magter Legehd,

i Do gov popemder tue, Scarkell f&om e
Conguered 1k of Tisde? I khow ({5 #een
4 few years Jince T weote T heard gou and
your f’/ﬁ#er’d have sfarted ;zcr/ﬂrming agam

: Tuice, puT a I ba changed dince gov vidited
i Nere ﬁHﬁ years ago, apd T fizu/y don'T
deleve anyons would like to fee ot of your

| performances oo than I would

Most /zo,bc%aj/ Y

Scarlefl :

| My dister told tre you tuver wUIT the daime place |

CARAVAL

; Year% gkarcfm Dgwfg |

Dear Magter Legzemf

I heard you viited e capetal of Hhe Sovﬁfum
. 5#:;@ last gear and chatged the color of {ﬁz

i Jkg I3 that teue? I actually tpied affending
':' with g Jister; puT weee nol Supposed to leave
Teigda. Sotnetiines 1 elleve T never go farther |
12 ﬁzan the bet_argﬂéd Likes, I Suppate that§ whg i

I’ve warted you atd awur ,b/égerd to cotue hee 1
Jaf:ézdlg Ty protedly futie to ask agal,

:MTI Ao /w;ze you 1 conkder conang

Modl }wﬁcﬁdfg

5mﬂefﬁfzm the Coﬂﬁ_uﬂﬂéd Lsle of Tﬁcda’a '

-




STEPHANIE _GARBER

Year 51, Elantine Dgham%/

Deay Mafter Legehd,

This will e tny firal kifter Tm going o ge
' attied doon. 5o ({ protedly est qov and
your f/@yerd AoaT com to Teisda this gemf

Scartelf Dfadarﬁﬂ

CARAVAL

Year 63, Elankine Dynatby

¢ _. Dear Sw&#DradM,

From the Conquered Lile of Trisda—

. %rmmwww hupliall.
. ImeIuanhﬂmfﬂth

Tritda. We're not Iuvdjhﬂ Huis year.

b Gk next performance i by inwitakion only,

Mfmﬂwﬁwihmuﬁhﬂopuw

.j_ wﬁ'm’éfqmuuuﬁ'dnmh(uw
f qmﬂ(uhid'omm.

¥ Please accept the encloted ai a ae#

From the pen of-Caraval Masker Legend. |




W carlett’s feelings came in colors even brighter than usual.
The urgent red of burning coals. The cager green of

R :;2. 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
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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.”

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
[ 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 alittle. “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 handsome, 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 longér.

“Tella, mind if I pull you away for a moment?” Scarlett managed
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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; [ would think you'd be aware of
what occurs between a man and a woman.” Tella nudged her sister’s
shoulder playfully.

“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 Scar-
lett’s hands.

The hazy glow of a Jantern 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 wait-
ing for her behind the barrels. Often, if Scarlett lost one of her pret-
tier 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
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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 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 seen 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!” Scatlett pushed her sister back toward the barrels. “Some-
one 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, be-
fore shifting to a dangerous shade of bloody crimson.

“Do you see that?” Tella gasped as swirls of silver letters materi-
alized 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 Sueiios.
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