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PROLOGUE

Wax crept along the ragged fence in a crouch, digsbscraping the dry ground. He held
his Sterrion 36 up by his head, the long, silveagrél dusted with red clay. The revolver
was nothing fancy to look at, though the six-shginder was machined with such care
in the steel-alloy frame that there was no playamovement. There was no gleam to
the metal or exotic material on the grip. Buttithis hand like it was meant to be there.

The waist-high fence was flimsy, the wood grayethwime, held together with fraying
lengths of rope. It smelled of age. Even the wolnaxd given up on this wood long ago.

Wax peeked up over the knotted boards, scanningrtimy town. Blue lines hovered in
his vision, extending from his chest to point aantxy sources of metal, a result of his
Allomancy. Burning steel did that; it let him sée flocation of sources of metal, then
Push against them if he wanted. His weight agaimestveight of the item. If it was
heavier, he was pushed back. If he was heaviegstpushed forward.

In this case, however, he didn’t Push. He just iedcthe lines to see if any of the metal
was moving. None of it was. Nails holding togetheildings, spent shell casings lying
scattered in the dust, or horseshoes piled atilér@ smithy—all were as motionless as
the old hand pump planted in the ground to histrigh

Wary, he too remained still. Steel continued tanbcomfortably in his stomach, and so—
as a precaution—he gently Pushed outward from Hinmsall directions. It was a trick
he’'d mastered a few years back; he didn’t Pusmgrspecific metal objects, but created
a kind of defensive bubble around himself. Any rh#tat came streaking in his direction
would be thrown slightly off course.

It was far from foolproof; he could still get hBut shots would go wild, not striking
where they were aimed. It had saved his life oouwpte of occasions. He wasn't even
certain how he did it; Allomancy was often an instive thing for him. Somehow he
even managed to exempt the metal he carried, amd &ush his own gun from his
hands.

That done, he continued along the fence—still wiatgkhe metal lines to make sure
nobody was sneaking up on him. Feltrel had once bgeaosperous town. That had been
twenty years back. Then a clan of koloss had talperesidence nearby. Things hadn’t
gone well.



Today, the dead town seemed completely empty, thbednew it wasn’'t so. Wax had
come here hunting a psychopath. And he wasn't tiheane.

He grabbed the top of the fence and hopped owetrgfinding red clay. Crouching low,

he ran in a squat over to the side of the old lslath’s forge. His clothing was terribly
dusty, but well tailored: a fine suit, a silverahat the neck, twinkling cuff links on the
sleeves of his fine white shirt. He had cultivatéeldok that appeared out of place, as if he
were planning to attend a fine ball back in Elendéher than scrambling through a dead
town in the Roughs hunting a murderer. Completiregensemble, he wore a bowler hat
on his head to keep off the sun.

A sound; someone stepped on a board across tleg straking it creak. It was so faint,
he almost missed it. Wax reacted immediately,ritathe steel that burned inside his
stomach. He Pushed on a group of nails in the veside him just as the crack of a
gunshot split the air.

His sudden Push caused the wall to rattle, theudty nails straining in their places. His
Push shoved him to the side, and he rolled achesground. A blue line appeared for an
eyeblink—the bullet, which hit the ground wherehael been a moment before. As he
came up from his roll, a second shot followed. Tne came close, but bent just a hair
out of the way as it neared him.

Deflected by his steel bubble, the bullet zippest pés ear. Another inch to the right, and
he’'d have gotten it in the forehead—steel bubbleamBreathing calmly, he raised his
Sterrion and sighted on the balcony of the old lneteoss the street, where the shot had
come from. The balcony was fronted by the hotatia,scapable of hiding a gunman.

Wax fired, then Pushed on the bullet, slammingnivbrd with extra thrust to make it
faster and more penetrating. He wasn’t using typézad or copper-jacketed lead bullets;
he needed something stronger.

The large-caliber steel-jacketed bullet hit thecbal, and his extra power caused it to
puncture the wood and hit the man behind. The lohedeading to the man’s gun
quivered as he fell. Wax stood up slowly, brustimgdust from his clothing. At that
moment another shot cracked in the air.

He cursed, reflexively Pushing against the nailEmgghough his instincts told him he’'d
be too late. By the time he heard a shot, it wadate for Pushing to help.

This time he was thrown to the ground. That forad to go somewhere, and if the nails

couldn’t move, he had to. He grunted as he hitrarsed his revolver, dust sticking to the
sweat on his hand. He searched frantically footie who’d fired at him. They'd missed.

Perhaps the steel bubble had—

A body rolled off the top of the blacksmith’s shapd thumped down to the ground with
a puff of red dust. Wax blinked, then raised hia guchest level and moved over behind
the fence again, crouching down for cover. He lapéye on the blue Allomantic lines.
They could warn him if someone got close, but ohllge person was carrying or
wearing metal.



The body that had fallen beside the building didh@te a single line pointing to it.
However, another set of quivering lines pointeddmething moving along the back of
the forge. Wax leveled his gun, taking aim as arkgducked around the side of the
building and ran toward him.

The woman wore a white duster, reddened at themmotShe kept her dark hair pulled
back in a tail, and wore trousers and a wide lath thick boots on her feet. She had a
squarish face. A strong face, with lips that oftese slightly at the right side in a half
smile.

Wax heaved a sigh of relief and lowered his gurestie.”

“You knock yourself to the ground again?” she askedhe reached the cover of the
fence beside him. “You've got more dust on youeftitan Miles has scowls. Maybe it's
time for you to retire, old man.”

“Lessie, I'mthree monthslder than you are.”
“Those are a long three months.” She peeked uptbeeience. “Seen anyone else?”

“I dropped a man up on the balcony,” Wax said.dulkdn’t see if it was Bloody Tan or
not.”

“It wasn't,” she said. “He wouldn’t have tried tb@ot you from so far away.”

Wax nodded. Tan liked things personal. Up close fg$ychopath lamented when he had
to use a gun, and he rarely shot someone withong ladle to see the fear in their eyes.

Lessie scanned the quiet town, then glanced atreiady to move. Her eyes flickered
downward for a moment. Toward his shirt pocket.

Wax followed her gaze. A letter was peeking outisfpocket, delivered earlier that day.
It was from the grand city of Elendel, and was added to Lord Waxillium Ladrian. A
name Wax hadn’t used in years. A name that felngro him now.

He tucked the letter farther into his pocket. Leshbught it implied more than it did.
The city didn’t hold anything for him now, and Heulsadrian would get along without
him. He really should have burned that letter.

Wax nodded toward the fallen man beside the walidtract her from the letter. “Your
work?”

“He had a bow,” she said. “Stone arrowheads. Alrhastyou from above.”
“Thanks.”

She shrugged, eyes glittering in satisfaction. €mmges now had lines at the sides of
them, weathered by the Roughs’ harsh sunlight.&had been a time when she and
Wax had kept a tally of who had saved the othertroften. They'd both lost track years
ago.

“Cover me,” Wax said softly.

“With what?” she asked. “Paint? Kisses? You're adigcovered with dust.”



Wax raised an eyebrow at her.
“Sorry,” she said, grimacing. “I've been playingdsa too much with Wayne lately.”

He snorted and ran in a crouch to the fallen cogpskrolled it over. The man had been a
cruel-faced fellow with several days of stubblehisicheeks; the bullet wound bled out
his right sidel think | recognize himWax thought to himself as he went through the
man’s pockets and came out with a drop of red glassred like blood.

He hurried back to the fence.

“Well?” Lessie asked.

“Donal’s crew,” Wax said, holding up the drop oags.

“Bastards,” Lessie said. “They couldn'’t just leawgeto it, could they?”
“You did shoot his son, Lessie.”

“And you shot his brother.”

“Mine was self-defense.”

“Mine was t00,” she said. “That kid wasinoying.Besides, he survived.”
“Missing a toe.”

“You don’t need ten,” she said. “I have a cousithviour. She does just fine.” She raised
her revolver, scanning the empty town. “Of coustes does look kind of ridiculous.
Cover me.”

“With what?”

She just grinned and ducked out from behind thegascrambling across the ground
toward the smithy.

Harmony,Wax thought with a smild,love that woman.

He watched for more gunmen, but Lessie reachetduhéing without any further shots
being fired. Wax nodded to her, then dashed ac¢hesstreet toward the hotel. He ducked
inside, checking the corners for foes. The tapregs empty, so he took cover beside
the doorway, waving toward Lessie. She ran dowtheémext building on her side of the
street and checked it out.

Donal’s crew. Yes, Wax had shot his brother—the imah been robbing a railway car at
the time. From what he understood, though, Dondhth@ver cared for his brother. No,
the only thing that riled Donal was losing moneyieh was probably why he was here.
He’'d put a price on Bloody Tan’s head for stealinghipment of his bendalloy. Donal
probably hadn’t expected Wax to come hunting Tansdime day he did, but his men had
standing orders to shoot Wax or Lessie if seen.

Wax was half tempted to leave the dead town anQdeial and Tan have at it. The
thought of it made his eye twitch, though. He’dmirsed to bring Tan in. That was that.



Lessie waved from the inside of her building, tip@mted toward the back. She was
going to go out in that direction and creep aloagibd the next set of buildings. Wax
nodded, then made a curt gesture. He’'d try to hgowith Wayne and Barl, who had
gone to check the other side of the town.

Lessie vanished, and Wax picked his way througtoltidotel toward a side door. He
passed old, dirty nests made by both rats and frentown picked up miscreants the
way a dog picked up fleas. He even passed a plaeesvit looked like some wayfarer
had made a small firepit on a sheet of metal witim@ of rocks. It was a wonder the fool
hadn’t burned the entire building to the ground.

Wax eased open the side door and stepped intdegmvaly between the hotel and the
store beside it. The gunshots earlier would haes beard, and someone might come
looking. Best to stay out of sight.

Wax edged around the back of the store, steppirelgacross the red-clay ground. The
hillside here was overgrown with weeds exceptHieréntrance to an old cold cellar.
Wax wound around it, then paused, eyeing the woaxhéd pit.

Maybe . . .

He knelt beside the opening, peering down. Thedeble®n a ladder here once, but it had
rotted away—the remnants were visible below inle @i old splinters. The air smelled
musty and wet . . . with a hint of smoke. Someaa lbeen burning a torch down there.

Wax dropped a bullet into the hole, then leapedjum out. As he fell, he filled his iron
metalmind, decreasing his weight. He was Twinborr=eaichemist as well as an
Allomancer. His Allomantic power was Steelpushiaggd his Feruchemical power,
called Skimming, was the ability to grow heavietighter. It was a powerful
combination of talents.

He Pushed against the round below him, slowindaliso that he landed softly. He
returned his weight to normal—or, well, normal Foam. He often went about at three-
guarters of his unadjusted weight, making himsgliter on his feet, quicker to react.

He crept through the darkness. It had been a Wiffg;ult road, finding where Bloody
Tan was hiding. In the end, the fact that Feltead Buddenly emptied of other bandits,
wanderers, and unfortunates had been a major\tlag.stepped softly, working his way
deeper into the cellar. The scent of smoke wasgéohere, and though the light was
fading, he made out a firepit beside the earthdh Waat and a ladder that could be
moved into place at the entrance.

That gave him pause. It indicated that whoevernvaking their hideout in the cellar—it
could be Tan, or it could be someone else entirelgs-still down here. Unless there was
another way out. Wax crept forward a little fartheguinting in the dark.

There was light ahead.

Wax cocked his gun softly, then drew a little woat of his mistcoat and pulled the cork
with his teeth. He downed the whiskey and steehia shot, restoring his reserves. He
flared his steel. Yes . . . there was metal ahé&ihg down the tunnel. How long was



this cellar? He had assumed it would be smallthmiteinforcing wood timbers indicated
something deeper, longer. More like a mine adit.

He crept forward, focused on those metal lines. &oma would have to aim a gun if they
saw him, and the metal would quiver, giving himharce to Push the weapon out of
their hands. Nothing moved. He slid forward, snmgllmusty damp soil, fungus, potatoes
left to bud. He approached a trembling light, batild hear nothing. The metal lines did
not move.

Finally, he got close enough to make out a lamgimanby a hook on a wooden beam
near the wall. Something else hung at the centtdreofunnel. A body? Hanged? Wax

cursed softly and hurried forward, wary of a triipvasa corpse, but it left him baffled.
At first glance, it seemed years old. The eyes weree from the skull, the skin pulled

back against the bone. It didn’t stink, and wabitated.

He thought he recognized it. Geormin, the coachwiam brought mail into Weathering
from the more distant villages around the areat Wae his uniform, at least, and it
seemed like his hair. He’d been one of Tan’s firstims, the disappearance that sent
Wax hunting. That had only been two months back.

He’s been mummifiedyax thoughtPrepared and dried like leathdre felt revolted—
he’d gone drinking with Geormin on occasion, amaltih the man cheated at cards, he’d
been an amiable enough fellow.

The hanging wasn’t an ordinary one, either. Wirad heen used to prop up Geormin’s
arms so they were out to the sides, his head cotkedhouth pried open. Wax turned
away from the gruesome sight, his eye twitching.

Careful, he told himselfDon’t let him anger you. Keep focuséte would be back to cut
Geormin down. Right now, he couldn’t afford to mdke noise. At least he knew he was
on the right track. This was certainly Bloody Talas.

There was another patch of light in the distanaawtbng was this tunnel? He
approached the pool of light, and here found anatbese, this one hung on the wall
sideways. Annarel, a visiting geologist who hadislaad soon after Geormin. Poor
woman. She’d been dried in the same manner, badlgdpo the wall in a very specific
pose, as if she were on her knees inspecting apiltecks.

Another pool of light drew him onward. Clearly tlwasn’t a cellar—it was probably
some kind of smuggling tunnel left over from the/slavhen Feltrel had been a booming
town. Tan hadn’t built this, not with those agedogen supports.

Wax passed another six corpses, each lit by itsglauing lantern, each arranged in
some kind of pose. One sat in a chair, anothengtup as if flying, a few stuck to the
wall. The later ones were more fresh, the lastrenently killed. Wax didn’t recognize
the slender man, who hung with hand to his headsalute.

Rust and RuinWax thoughtThis isn’t Bloody Tan’s lair . . . it’s his gallery

Sickened, Wax made his way to the next pool oftlighis one was different. Brighter.
As he approached, he realized that he was seentiglsiustreaming down from a square



cut in the ceiling. The tunnel led up to it, prolyaio a former trapdoor that had rotted or
broken away. The ground sloped in a gradual slarib uhe hole.

Wax crawled up the slope, then cautiously pokedbéad out. He’d come up in a
building, though the roof was gone. The brick walkre mostly intact, and there were
four altars in the front, just to Wax’s left. Andothapel to the Survivor. It seemed empty.

Wax crawled out of the hole, his Sterrion at tlef his head, coat marred by dirt from
below. The clean, dry air smelled good to him.

“Each life is a performance,” a voice said, echdimthe ruined church.
Wax immediately ducked to the side, rolling up toadtar.

“But we are not the performers,” the voice contihu&Ve are the puppets.”
“Tan,” Wax said. “Come out.”

“I have seen God, lawkeeper,” Tan whispered. Whexre he? “I have seen Death
himself, with the nails in his eyes. | have seenS$arvivor, who is life.”

Wax scanned the small chapel. It was cluttered littken benches and fallen statues.
He rounded the side of the altar, judging the sdormbme from the back of the room.

“Other men wonder,” Tan’s voice said, “but | knoviknow I'm a puppet. We all are. Did
you like my show? | worked so hard to build it.”

Wax continued along the building’s right wall, fisots leaving a trail in the dust. He
breathed shallowly, a line of sweat creeping doverright temple. His eye was
twitching. He saw corpses on the walls in his nsnele.

“Many men never get a chance to create true aari’ Jaid. “And the best performances
are those which can never be reproduced. Montlagsyspent preparing. Everything
placed right. But at the end of the day, the rgtiill begin. | couldn’t truly mummify
them; | hadn’t the time or resources. | could qmgserve them long enough to prepare
for this one show. Tomorrow, it will be ruined. Yawere the only one to see it. Only
you. | figure . . . we're all just puppets . . uysee . ..”

The voicewascoming from the back of the room, near some rublidéwas blocking
Wax’s view.

“Someone else moves us,” Tan said.
Wax ducked around the side of the rubble, raisisgsterrion.

Tan stood there, holding Lessie in front of hiny, m®uth gagged, her eyes wide. Wax
froze in place, gun raised. Lessie was bleedingp finer leg and her arm. She’d been shot,
and her face was growing pale. She’d lost bloodt Was how Tan had been able to
overpower her.

Wax grew still. He didn’t feel anxiety. He couldmfford to; it might make him shake,
and shaking might make him miss. He could see Tiac® behind Lessie; the man held a
garrote around her neck.



Tan was a slender, fine-fingered man. He’'d beemsdicmn. Black hair, thinning, worn
greased back. A nice suit that now shone with hlood

“Someone else moves us, lawman,” Tan said softly.

Lessie met Wax’s eyes. They both knew what to dbimsituation. Last time, he’d been
the one captured. People always tried to use tlgzamst one another. In Lessie’s
opinion, that wasn't a disadvantage. She’d havédagxgd that if Tahadn’t known the

two of them were a couple, he’d have killed hehtigff. Instead, he'd kidnapped her.
That gave them a chance to get out.

Wax cocked the hammer of his Sterrion and sightedndthe barrel. He drew in the
trigger until he balanced the weight of the segintrbn the edge of firing, and Lessie
blinked. One. Two. Three.

Wax fired.
In the same instant, Tan yanked Lessie to the.right

The shot broke the air, echoing against clay brickssie’s head jerked back as Wax’s
bullet took her just above the right eye. Bloodaged against the clay wall beside her.
She crumpled.

Wax stood, frozen, horrifiedNo . . . that isn’t the way . . . itcan't . ..

“The best performances,” Tan said, smiling and legklown at Lessie’s figure, “are
those that can only be performed once.”

Wax shot him in the head.



Five months later, Wax walked through the decoradedhs of a large, lively party,
passing men in dark suits with tailcoats and womeaolorful dresses with narrow
waists and lots of folds

through long pleated skirts. They called him “L&%xillium” or “Lord Ladrian” when
they spoke to him.

He nodded to each, but avoided being drawn inteesation. He deliberately made his
way to one of the back rooms of the party, whemzliag electric lights—the talk of the
city—produced a steady, too-even light to wardtloéf evening’s gloom. Outside the
windows, he could see mist tickling the glass.

Defying decorum, Wax pushed his way through thenw'senormous glass double doors
and stepped out onto the mansion’s grand balcamsrel finally, he felt like he could
breathe again.

He closed his eyes, taking the air in and outjrigahe faint wetness of the mists on the
skin of his faceBuildings are so . . . suffocating here in the diy thoughtHave |
simply forgotten about that, or did | not noticevthen | was younger?

He opened his eyes, and rested his hands on tbenlyalailing to look out over Elendel.
It was the grandest city in all the world, a metiigpdesigned by Harmony himself. The
place of Wax’s youth. A place that hadn’t beenhose for twenty years.

Though it had been five months since Lessie’s ddwtltould still hear the gunshot, see
the blood sprayed on the bricks. He had left thedgRs, moved back to the city,
answering the desperate summons to do his dutig toduise at his uncle’s passing.

Five months and a world away, and he could stairiieat gunshot. Crisp, clean, like the
sky cracking.

Behind him, he could hear musical laughter commgifthe warmth of the room. Cett
Mansion was a grand place, full of expensive woed#,carpets, and sparkling
chandeliers. No one joined him on the balcony.

From this vantage, he had a perfect view of thetéiglown Demoux Promenade. A

double row of bright electric lamps with a steadlazing whiteness. They glowed like
bubbles along the wide boulevard, which was flangthe even wider canal, the still
and quiet waters reflecting the light. An eveniadway engine called a greeting as it
chugged through the distant center of the city,hmmng the mists with darker smoke.



Down Demoux Promenade, Wax had a good view of tiahronspine Building and
Tekiel Tower, one on either side of the canal. Beéne unfinished, but their steelwork
lattices already rose high into the sky. Mind-nungy high.

The architects continued to release updated repbhsw high they intended to go, each
one trying to outdo the other. Rumors he’d heatrtthiatvery party, credible ones,
claimed that both would eventually top out at oiigy stories. Nobody knew which
would end up proving the taller, though friendlygees were common.

Wax breathed in the mists. Out in the Roughs, Matision—which was three stories
high—would have been as tall as a building got.eHerfelt dwarfed. The world had
gone and changed on him during his years out ofitigelt had grown up, inventing
lights that needed no fire to glow and buildingstttinreatened to rise higher than the
mists themselves. Looking down that wide stre¢hatedge of the Fifth Octant, Wax
suddenly felt very, very old.

“Lord Waxillium?” a voice asked from behind.

He turned to find an older woman, Lady Aving Cpagking out the door at him. Her
gray hair was up in a bun and she wore rubiesratdxek. “By Harmony, my good man.
You'll take a chill out here! Come, there are sqmeple you will wish to meet.”

“I'll be along presently, my lady,” Wax said. “I'just getting a little air.”

Lady Cett frowned, but retreated. She didn’t knolatto make of him; none of them
did. Some saw him as a mysterious scion of theiaadamily, associated with strange
stories of the realms beyond the mountains. Theasstimed him to be an uncultured,
rural buffoon. He figured he was probably both.

He’d been on show all night. He weispposedo be looking for a wife, and pretty much
everyone knew it. House Ladrian was insolvent feifgy his uncle’s imprudent
management, and the easiest path to solvency waggea Unfortunately, his uncle
hadalso managed to offend three-quarters of the city’seumpust.

Wax leaned forward on the balcony, the Sterriomears under his arms jabbing his
sides. With their long barrels, they weren’t meanbe carried in underarm holsters.
They had been awkward all night.

He should be getting back to the party to chattantb repair House Ladrian’s
reputation. But the thought of that crowded roomhst, so close, sweltering, making it
difficult to breathe. . . .

Giving himself no time to reconsider, he swungafér the side of the balcony and
began falling three stories toward the ground. bienéd steel, then dropped a spent
bullet casing slightly behind himself and Pushedliragj it; his weight sent it speeding
down to the earth faster than he fell. As alwalyanks to his Feruchemy, he was lighter
than he should have been. He hardly knew anymoeg ivfelt like to go around at his
full weight.

When the casing hit the ground, he Pushed agaiastisent himself horizontally in a
leap over the garden wall. With one hand on itaestop, he vaulted out of the garden,



then reduced his weight to a fraction of normahadell down the other side. He landed
softly.

Ah, goodhe thought, crouching down and peering throughritsts. The coachmen’s
yard. The vehicles everyone had used to get there wearged here in neat rows, the
coachmen themselves chatting in a few cozy roomtssipilled orange light into the
mists. No electric lights here; just good, warmivirgy hearths.

He walked among the carriages until he found his,dthen opened the trunk strapped to
the back.

Off came his gentleman’s fine dinner coat. Insteadhrew on his mistcoat, a long,
enveloping garment like a duster with a thick aoflad cuffed sleeves. He slipped a
shotgun into its pocket on the inside, then buckledhis gun belt and moved the
Sterrions into the holsters at his hips.

Ah, he thoughtMuch betterHe really needed to stop carrying the Sterriortsget some
more practical weapons for concealment. Unfortupakee’d never found anything as
good as Ranette’s work. Hadn’t she moved to the tibugh? Perhaps he could look her
up and talk her into making him something. Assunshg didn’t shoot him on sight.

A few moments later, he was running through thg tiite mistcoat light upon his back.
He left it open at the front, revealing his blatkrsand gentleman’s trousers. The ankle-
length mistcoat had been divided into strips frost pbove the waist, the tassels
streaming behind him with a faint rustle.

He dropped a bullet casing and launched himself mtp the air, landing atop the
building across the street from the mansion. Haagd back at it, the windows ablaze in
the evening dark. What kind of rumors was he gomnstart, vanishing from the balcony
like that?

Well, they already knew he was Twinborn—that wasadter of public record. His
disappearance wasn’t going to do much to help gaichamily’s reputation. For the
moment, he didn’t care. He'd spent almost everynegesince his return to the city at
one social function or another, and they hadn’t dadsty night in weeks.

He needed the mists. This was who he was.

Wax dashed across the rooftop and leaped off, ngadeward Demoux Promenade. Just
before hitting the ground, he flipped a spent gasiown and Pushed on it, slowing his
descent. He landed in a patch of decorative shthdisaught his cloak tassels and made
a rustling noise.

Damn.Nobody planted decorative shrubs out in the Roulglespulled himself free,
wincing at the noise. A few weeks in the city, dredwas already getting rusty?

He shook his head and Pushed himself into thegainamoving out over the wide
boulevard and parallel canal. He angled his flsghte crested that and landed on one of
the new electric lamps. There was one nice thirayah modern city like this; it had

alot of metal.



He smiled, then flared his steel and Pushed oftdpeof the streetlamp, sending himself
in a wide arc through the air. Mist streamed past Bwirling as the wind rushed against
his face. It was thrilling. A man never truly fédee until he’d thrown off gravity’s chains
and sought the sky.

As he crested his arc, he Pushed against anotketlgiht, throwing himself farther
forward. The long row of metal poles was like hignopersonal railway line. He bounded
onward, his antics drawing attention from thospassing carriages, both horse-drawn
and horseless.

He smiled. Coinshots like himself were relativedyea, but Elendel was a major city with
an enormous population. He wouldn’t be the firshrtteese people had seen bounding by
metal through the city. Coinshots often acted gh4speed couriers in Elendel.

The city’s size still astonished him. Millions liddrere, maybe as manyfasemillion.
Nobody had a sure count across all of its wardsy-ttere called octants, and as one
might expect, there were eight of them.

Millions; he couldn’t picture that, though he’d g up here. Before he’d left
Weathering, he'd been starting to think it wasiggttoo big, but there couldn’t have
been ten thousand people in the town.

He landed atop a lamp directly in front of the niasd¢ronspine Building. He craned his
neck, looking up through the mists at the towestrgcture. The unfinished top was lost
in the darkness. Could he climb something so hig@a2ouldn’t Pull on metals, only
Push—he wasn’t some mythological Mistborn fromaleestories, like the Survivor or
the Ascendant Warrior. One Allomantic power, oneuEkemical power, that was all a
man could have. In fact, having just one was a pargélege—being Twinborn like Wax
was truly exceptional.

Wayne claimed to have memorized the names of aletlifferent possible
combinations of Twinborn. Of course, Wayne alsanoéal to have once stolen a horse
that belched in perfect musical notes, so one éhto take what he said with a pinch of
copper. Wax honestly didn’t pay attention to altled definitions and names for
Twinborn; he was called a Crasher, the mix of an€loot and a Skimmer. He rarely
bothered to think of himself that way.

He began to fill his metalminds—the iron bracersvoee on his upper arms—draining
himself of more weight, making himself even light€hat weight would be stored away
for future use. Then, ignoring the more cautious phhis mind, he flared his steel
andPushed.

He shot upward. The wind became a roar, and thp l@as a good anchor—Ilots of
metal, firmly attached to the ground—capable ofhynug him quite high. He’d angled
slightly, and the building’s stories became a Iotuiront of him. He landed about twenty
stories up, just as his Push on the lamp was negatsi limit.

This portion of the building had been finished athg, the exterior of a molded material
that imitated worked stone. Ceramics, he’'d heandak a common practice for tall
buildings, where the lower levels would be actwahs, but the higher reaches would use
something lighter.



He grabbed hold of an outcropping. He wasn’t shtltgat the wind could push him
away—not with his metalminds on his forearms armtieapons he wore. His lighter
body did make it easier to hold himself in place.

Mist swirled beneath him. It seemed almost playféd.looked upward, deciding his next
step. His steel revealed lines of blue to nearlbycas of metal, many of which were the
struc- ture’s frame. Pushing on any of them wowelddshim away from the building.

There,he thought, noting a decent-sized ledge aboutféigeup. He climbed up the side
of the building, gloved fingers sure on the comptexnamented surface. A Coinshot
quickly learned not to fear heights. He hoisteddathup onto the ledge, then dropped a
bullet casing, stopping it with his booted foot.

He looked upward, judging his trajectory. He drewad from his belt, then uncorked it
and downed the liquid and steel shavings insiddathissed through his teeth as the
whiskey burned his throat. Good stuff, from Stagistill. Damn, I'm going to miss that
when my stock runs oute thought, tucking the vial away.

Most Allomancers didn’t use whiskey in their metalls. Most Allomancers were
missing out on a perfect opportunity. He smiledhiganternal steel reserves were
restored; then he flared the metal and launchegdifm

He flew up into the night sky. Unfortunately, thierispine was built in set-back tiers, the
upper stories growing progressively narrower asweant higher. That meant that even
though he Pushed himself directly up, he was soanrgy in open darkness, mists
around him, the building’s side a good ten feetyawa

Wax reached into his cloak and removed his sharebsd shotgun from the long,
sleevelike pocket inside. He turned—pointing itveartd—Dbraced it against his side, and
fired.

He was light enough that the kick flung him towénrd building. The boom of the blast
echoed below, but he had spray shot in the shetissmall and light to hurt anyone when
it fell dispersed from such a height.

He slammed into the wall of the tower five stora@®ve where he’d been, and grabbed
hold of a spikelike protrusion. The decoration @pehreally was marvelous. Who did
they think would be looking at it? He shook his dhe@rchitects were curious types. Not
practical at all, like a good gunsmith. Wax climldedanother shelf and jumped upward
again.

The next jJump was enough to get him to the opeglwstek lattice of the unfinished
upper floors. He strolled across a girder, themstied up a vertical member—his
reduced weight making it easy—and climbed atopvérg tallest of the beams jutting
from the top of the building.

The height was dizzying. Even with the mists obisguthe landscape, he could see the
double row of lights illuminating the street belo@ther lights glowed more softly across
the town, like the floating candles of a seafarecean burial. Only the absence of lights
allowed him to pick out the various parks and thg far to the west.



Once, this city had felt like home. That was befoe&d spent twenty years living out in
the dust, where the law was sometimes a distantaneand people considered carriages
a frivolity. What would Lessie have thought of afdhese horseless contraptions, with
the thin wheels meant for driving on a city’s fipaved streets? Vehicles that ran on oil
and grease, not hay and horseshoes?

He turned about on his perch. It was difficultudge locations in the dark and the mists,
but he did have the advantage of a youth spemisrsection of the city. Things had
changed, but nahat much. He judged the direction, checked his sesdnves, then
launched himself out into the darkness.

He shot outward in a grand arc above the cityn@yior a good half a minute on the Push
off those enormous girders. The skyscraper becashadowed silhouette behind him,
then vanished. Eventually, his impetus ran out, fedropped back through the mists.
He let himself fall, quiet. When the lights grevost—and he could see that nobody was
below him—he pointed his shotgun at the groundmnkid the trigger.

The jolt punched him upward for a moment, slowirgydescent. He Pushed off the
birdshot in the ground to slow him further; he ladaasily in a soft crouch. He noticed
with dissatisfaction that he’d all but ruined sogoed paving stones with the shot.

Harmony!he thought. This place really was going to takaegetting used tbm like a
horse blundering through a narrow marketplabe,thought, hooking his shotgun back
under his coat. need to learn more finesg@ut in the Roughs, he’d been considered a
refined gentleman. Here, if he didn’t watch himsk#’d soon prove himself to be the
uncultured brute that most of the nobility alreadgumed that he was. It—

Gunfire.

Wax responded immediately. He Pushed himself sigew# an iron gate, then ducked
in aroll. He came up and reached for a Sterridh Wis right hand, his left steadying the
shotgun in its sleeve in his coat.

He peered into the night. Had his thoughtless sholdasts drawn the attention of the
local constables? The guns fired again, and herfeoMNo. Those are too distant.
Something’s happening.

This actually gave him a thrill. He leaped into #ieand down the street, Pushing off
that same gate to get height. He landed atop dibgilthis area was filled with three-
and four-story apartment structures that had naaiteyways between. How could
people live without any space around them? He’'celgone mad.

He crossed a few buildings—it was handy that tludétops were flat—and then stopped
to listen. His heart beat excitedly, and he redlize’d been hoping for something like
this. It was why he’d been driven to leave theydd seek out the skyscraper and climb
it, to run through the mists. Back in Weatheringtlae town grew larger, he’'d often
patrolled at night, watching for trouble.

He fingered his Sterrion as another shot was fickxter this time. He judged his
distance, then dropped a bullet casing and PusheskH into the air. He’d restored his



weight to three-quarters and left it there. Youdezbsome weight on you to fight
effectively.

The mists swirled and spun, teasing him. One coaicr tell which nights would bring
out the mists; they didn’t conform to normal weatpatterns. A night could be humid
and chill, and yet not a wisp of mists would appéanother night could begin dry as
brittle leaves, but the mists would consume it.

They were thin this night, and so visibility wasl gfood. Another crack broke the
silence.There,Wax thought. Steel burning with a comfortable wirmvithin him, he
leaped over another street in a flurry of mist¢aasels, spinning mist, and calling wind.

He landed softly, then raised his gun in front iofi las he ran in a crouch across the roof.
He reached the edge and looked down. Just belowsameone had taken refuge behind
a pile of boxes near the mouth of an alley. Indagk, misty night, Wax couldn’t make
out many details, but the person was armed withearesting on a box. The barrel was
pointed toward a group of people down the streat wbre the distinctive domed hats of
city constables.

Wax Pushed out lightly from himself in all direat® setting up his steel bubble. A latch
on a trapdoor at his feet rattled as his Allomaaitgcted it. He peered down at the man
firing upon the constables. It would be good tosdmething of actual value in this city,
rather than just standing around chatting withabherdressed and the overprivileged.

He dropped a bullet casing, and his Allomancy méssdown onto the rooftop beneath
him. He Pushed more forcefully on it, launching &ath up and through the swirling
mists. He decreased his weight dramatically anthgai®n a window latch as he fell,
positioning himself so he landed right in the meddf the alleyway.

With his steel, he could see lines pointing towfard different figures in front of him.
Even as he landed—the men muttering curses andisgitoward him—he raised his
Sterrion and sighted on the first of the streegthi’he man had a patchy beard and eyes
as dark as the night itself.

Wax heard a woman whimpering.

He froze, hand steady, but unable to move. The memao carefully dammed up in his
head, crashed through and flooded his mind. Lebksid,with a gun to her head. A single
shot. Blood on the red brick walls.

The street thug jerked his rifle toward Wax anddirThe steel bubble barely deflected it,
and the bullet tugged through the fabric of Waxdatcjust missing his ribs.

He tried to fire, but that whimpering . . .

Oh, Harmonyhe thought, appalled at himself. He pointed his gownward and fired
into the ground, then Pushed on the bullet andiitmienself backward, up out of the

alleyway.
Bullets pierced the mists all around him. Steellddellor not, he should have fallen to one

of them. It was pure luck that saved his life asameled on another roof and rolled to a
stop, prone, protected from the gunfire by a parad.



Wax gasped for breath, hand on his revoligiat, he thought to himselfool.He'd
never frozen in combat before, even when he’d lggean Never.This, however, was
the first time he’d tried to shoot someone sineedisaster in the ruined church.

He wanted to duck away in shame, but he gritteddath and crawled forward to the
edge of the roof. The men were still down therecbigld see them better now, gathering
and preparing to make a run for it. They probabéyted nothing to do with an
Allomancer.

He aimed at the apparent leader. However, before &vald fire, the man fell to gunfire
from the constables. In moments, the alleyway swedrmith men in uniforms. Wax
raised his Sterrion beside his head, breathinglgdeep

| could have fired that timdye told himselflt was just that one moment where | froze. It
wouldn’t have happened agaide told himself this several times as the conswapllled
the malefactors out of the alley one at a time.

There was no woman. The whimpering he’'d heard le@t la gang member who’d taken
a bullet before Wax arrived. The man was still giog in pain as they took him away.

The constables hadn’t seen Wax. He turned and gksapd into the night.

*k%k

A short time later, Wax arrived at Ladrian Mansibiis residence in the city, his
ancestral home. He didn'’t feel like he belongedehbut he used it anyway.

The stately home lacked expansive grounds, thaudjd have four elegant stories, with
balconies and a nice patio garden out back. Wappd a coin and bounded over the
front fence, landing atop the gatehoudg.carriage is backe noticed. Not surprising.
They were getting used to him; he wasn't certaietivar to be pleased by that or
ashamed of it.

He Pushed off the gates—which rattled at the weiglrid landed on a fourth story
balcony. Coinshots had to learn precision, unlil@rtcousin Allomancers, Ironpullers—
also known as Lurchers. Those would just pick gaband Pull themselves toward it, but
they usually had to grind up the side of a buildimgking noise. Coinshots had to be
delicate, careful, accurate.

The window was unlatched; he’d left it that way. ¢Hén't fancy dealing with people at
the moment; his abortive confrontation with thergnals had rattled him. He slipped into
the darkened room, then padded across it andéidtanthe door. No sounds in the
hallway. He opened the door silently, then moved ou

The hallway was dark, and he was no Tineye, cap#l#ahancing his senses. He felt his
way with each step, being careful not to trip om ¢lalge of a rug or bump into a pedestal.

His rooms were at the end of the hallway. He reddbethe brass knob with gloved
fingers. Excellent. He carefully pushed the doagrgstepping into his bedroom. Now he
just had to—



A door opened on the other side of his room, Igtimbright yellow light. Wax froze in
place, though his hand quickly reached into hig tmraone of his Sterrions.

An aging man stood in the doorway, holding a largedela- brum. He wore a tidy black
uniform and white gloves. He raised an eyebrow akWHigh Lord Ladrian,” he said,
“| see that you've returned.”

“Um . ..” Wax said, sheepishly removing his haraht inside his cloak.
“Your bath is drawn, my lord.”
“l didn’t ask for a bath.”

“Yes, but considering your night's . . . entertasmts, | thought it prudent to prepare one
for you.” The butler sniffed. “Gunpowder?”

“Er, yes.”
“I trust my lord didn’t shoot anyone too importdnt.
No, Wax thoughtNo, | couldn't.

Tillaume stood there, stiff, disapproving. He didsay the words he was undoubtedly
thinking: that Wax’s disappearance from the pagg baused a minor scandal, that it
would be evemoredifficult to procure a proper bride now. He didsdy that he was
disappointed. He didn’t say these things becausedse after all, a proper lord’s servant.

Besides, he could say them all with a glance anyway

“Shall | draft a letter of apology to Lady Cett, noyd? | believe she will expect it,
considering that you sent one to Lord Stanton.”

“Yes, that would be well,” Wax said. He lowered firgyers to his belt, feeling the metal
vials there, the revolver at each hip, the weidhhe shotgun strapped inside his
coat.What am | doing? I'm acting like a fool.

He suddenly felt exceedingly childish. Leaving a&ty# go patrolling through the city,
looking for trouble? What was wrong with him?

He felt as if he’d been trying to recapture sontedhA part of the person he’d been
before Lessie’s death. He had known, deep dowhhthanight have trouble shooting
now and had wanted to prove otherwise.

He’d failed that test.
“My lord,” Tillaume said, stepping closer. “May psak . . . boldly, for a moment?”
“You may.”

“The city has a large number of constables,” Titteeusaid. “And they are quite capable
in their jobs. Our house, however, has but one ldgh Thousands depend on you, sir.”
Tillaume nodded his head in respect, then movdxegin lighting some candles in the
bedroom.



The butler's words were true. House Ladrian wasaifrtbe most powerful in the city, at
least historically. In the city’s government, Wapresented the interests of all of the
people his house employed. True, they’'d also haepiesentative based on votes in
their guild, but it was Wax they depended on most.

His house was nearly bankrupt—rich in potentiahahdings, and in workers, but poor in
cash and connections because of his uncle’s fowsh If Wax didn’t do something to
change that, it could mean jobs lost, poverty, @vithpse as other houses pounced on his
holdings and seized them for debts not paid.

Wax ran his thumbs along his Sterriolbe constables handled those street toughs just
fine, he admitted to himselThey didn’'t need me. This city doesn’t need melikeot
Weathering did.

He was trying to cling to what he had been. He vidkat person any longer. He
couldn’t be. But people did need him for sometreigg.

“Tillaume,” Wax said.

The butler looked back from the candleas. The neandidn’t have electric lights yet,
though workmen were coming to install them soorm&thing his uncle had paid for
before dying, money Wax couldn’t recover now.

“Yes, my lord?” Tillaume asked.

Wax hesitated, then slowly pulled his shotgun fiitarplace inside his coat and set it into
the trunk beside his bed, placing it beside a cangpehe’d left there earlier. He took off
his mistcoat, wrapping the thick material overdnis. He held the cloak reverently for a
moment, then placed it in the trunk. His Sterriemalvers followed. They weren’t his
only guns, but they represented his life in the dtmu

He closed the lid of the trunk of his old life. ‘Wathis, Tillaume,” Wax said. “Put it
somewhere.”

“Yes, my lord,” Tillaume said. “I shall have it iafor you, should you need it again.”

“I won't be needing it,” Wax said. He had given Isieff one last night with the mists. A
thrilling climb up the tower, an evening spent witle darkness. He chose to focus on
that—rather than his failure with the toughs—asmght's accomplishment.

One final dance.

“Take it, Tillaume,” Wax said, turning away frometfrunk. “Put it somewhere safe, but
put it away. For good.”

“Yes, my lord,” the butler said softly. He soundsgaproving.

And that Wax thoughtjs that He then walked into the washroom. Wax the lawkeep
was gone.

It was time to be Lord Waxillium Ladrian, Sixteeriigh Lord of House Ladrian,
residing in the Fourth Octant of Elendel City.
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