Chapter Fourteen

Down in the darkness, Varjak dreamed.
He was walking by the river in Mesopotamia.

Date palms swayed in the warm breeze. The night air
smelled of cinnamon. Jalal walked beside him,.
‘Jalall I thought I'd never see you again—'
‘Why cinnamon?’ said Jalal, as if he badn’t heard.

‘Cinnamon?’

‘Perhaps you have noticed the smell, all around
us? Now follow me and be silent.’

Jalal led him down the river.bank towards a
group of men. They were sitting around a camp fire,
cooking food in a sizzling pan. The most wonderful
smell in the world came out of that pan. It was toasty




Varjak locked up. The old cat was smiling at him,
It was like a ray of sunlight in the night.

‘Twant to learn how to hunt, Jalal’

‘Then learn you shall. I'will restore the knowledge
that has been lost. [ will teach you Hunting, for it is
the Third Skill. Now, show me your Awareness: track
down that chirping noise you heard when last you
were here.’

Varjak pricked up his ears, determined not ta fail
again. The noise came from the river bank. With his
sensitive whiskers, he probed the air currents that
carried the sound until he’d pinned down its source
precisely.

‘Crickets,” he said. ‘Four. Hidden behind that

clump of reeds.’




alal glided towards the reeds. Varjak

t the way he moved. He was stealth itself,
/nen you stalk your prey,’ whispered. Jalal, ‘you
become your prey. You make it a part of yourself.
Breathe like it breathes. Think like it thinks. When
you and the prey are one, you will know its every
movement — and then, you will move first. This is the
secret of the Third Skill and why it is done best
alone. Try it.’

The crickets chirped on behind the long reeds as
Varjak and Jalal crept up to them. Varjak selected his
target. He sat stock still, waiting, watching, letting all
his Awareness flow into the cricket. Every time it
shifted, his senses went with it, tracking its speed,
trajectory, vectors. He took it all in, as if there was
nothing else in the world, as if even he didn’t exist
any more.

The crickets stirred; they sensed ]
walched. They were about to move
~with absolute certainty. '
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Chaptér Fifteen

A tongue the texture
of gravel licked
Varjak’s face, calling
him up from the
dream.




