
People’s emotions were frayed and arguments were breaking out. They
didn’t have time for this—they needed to get everyone up on top of the
turtle. Yatsuhashi walked around helping Slate restore order.

Of course, they had slightly different approaches. Slate gently
insinuated herself between people and talked them down to defuse the
situation and get them thinking clearly again. Yatsuhashi got a little more
physical.

“Stop that,” he said to two men at the start of a pushing contest. He put
his hands between them and knocked them apart from each other.

“Hey!” one of the men shouted. “Who asked you?”
Yatsuhashi didn’t mind diverting their anger away from each other

toward himself. Once he had their attention, he pointed them—or picked
them up and faced them—in the direction of Coco, who was near the base
of the turtle, directing nomads up the dangling ropes.

“Get up there, quick,” Yatsuhashi said. “If you don’t want to die.”
Sometimes just the sight of Yatsuhashi coming toward a fighting group

was enough distraction to snap them out of it. Telling them a giant Grimm
worm was approaching usually was enough to get them moving, no matter
how reluctant they were.



They just didn’t have the luxury of talking out their feelings right now.
If they were lucky, there would be plenty of time for all that later.
Yatsuhashi couldn’t understand how Edward’s mood bomb Semblance
could still be affecting them so strongly with him out in the desert
somewhere, but maybe that meant Fox was on his way back with the old
man.

Yatsuhashi himself also wasn’t immune to the effects, and the nonstop
adrenaline rush of preparing for a big battle wasn’t helping. He was
impatient and irritable. He needed to sit somewhere quiet to clear his mind,
but that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. He looked forward to taking
out his anger on the approaching Grimm.

“That’s nearly everyone,” Yatsuhashi said after dropping off a brother
and sister he had caught pulling each other’s hair.

Slate joined him and Coco. “Thank you for helping to get everyone to
safety.”

“Don’t thank us yet,” Coco said. “We may just have moved them from
one mess into a different sort of trouble.”

The three of them jogged alongside the turtle, easily keeping pace with
it. Was the creature aware of them down there, or the dozens of people now
hitching a ride on her back? If she suddenly noticed them, what would she
do?

“I still appreciate the effort. We all do, even if everyone is too
preoccupied to realize it right now,” Slate said.

“Slate, why doesn’t Edward’s Semblance affect you?” Yatsuhashi
asked.

“Who says it doesn’t?” she said.
“You’ve been completely relaxed this whole time. And you seem to be

able to make other people relax, too,” Yatsuhashi said.
Slate smiled. “Most people try to hide their feelings. They’re ashamed

of them, or they worry about how they will make other people feel. That’s
never been me. I always say what I’m thinking, and I don’t lie to myself
about what I’m feeling.” She shrugged. “I don’t know if that’s the answer,



but I guess I’m just more aware of my emotions than most people. I can tell
when they aren’t coming from inside me.”

“You also genuinely care about people,” Coco said. “Edward’s
Semblance doesn’t only boost negative emotions, it seems to enhance all
emotions—even the positive ones. When it’s affecting us, maybe you’re just
caring even more than you already do—and that outweighs everything else
you’re feeling.”

Slate raised her eyebrows. “I hadn’t considered that.”
“So the solution is to be more positive,” Yatsu said.
“I don’t think that’s much of a solution, since it’s easier said than done,”

Slate said.
“But wouldn’t that be nice, if we all just could turn our bad feelings into

something more compassionate?” Coco looked off into the distance.
Slate patted her on the arm. “It’s the hardest thing for any leader to

accomplish.” She glanced up the rope. “Looks like it’s my turn.”
“See you up there,” Yatsuhashi said.
Coco and Yatsuhashi waited until the last of the nomads were on their

way up before they took to the ropes themselves. Velvet met them at the
top. She looked concerned.

“Is Gus with you?” Velvet asked.
“No,” Yatsuhashi said. “There’s no one else down there. I assumed he

was already up there.”
“I haven’t seen him, either,” Coco said. “I should have realized, since I

was sending everyone up …”
A call came in on their Scrolls. “It’s Fox!” Velvet said.
Coco patched him into their call. Edward’s face appeared on the screen.
“Edward?” Coco said.
“Is Fox okay?” Yatsuhashi asked.
“He’s fine,” the old Huntsman said. “He’s got his hands full.”
The image tilted as Edward turned the camera to show Fox trudging

through the sand with Bertilak slung over his shoulders. The Huntsman’s
face was covered in blood.



“Oh,” Velvet said.
Fox smiled weakly and waved, then panicked as Bertilak started to slide

off his shoulders. He caught him in time and sighed.
“What happened?” Coco asked.
“It’s a long story, but you need to get Gus away from Carmine right

now.”
Coco looked around. “Has anyone seen Carmine?”
Yatsuhashi and Velvet shook their heads.
“Like I said, she isn’t up here,” Velvet said.
“She must be with Gus. You have to find them,” Edward said.
“Turns out Carmine and Bertilak were bringing Edward to someone

who’s collecting people with powerful Semblances,” Fox said.
“Only … it’s really Gus they’re after,” Edward said. “We lied to you—

my Semblance is to block other Semblances. Gus—”
“Creates the mood bombs,” Yatsuhashi finished.
“That explains a lot.” Coco sighed.
“When the Grimm kept coming after Bertilak took Edward away,

Carmine must have figured it out and made off with Gus,” Edward said.
“We should have, too,” Coco said.
“We’ll watch out for Gus,” Velvet said. “Don’t worry.”
Edward’s breath hitched, and Yatsuhashi didn’t think it had anything to

do with the exertion of hiking across the desert.
“As soon as we find him. We need to get eyes on Carmine and Gus.”

Coco headed toward the edge of the turtle shell.
“Edward, where are you and Fox?” Yatsuhashi asked.
“Maybe an hour away. Fox is tracking your location, but we’ll have to

hurry up if we’re going to catch up to you. He says you’re moving pretty
fast.”

“Look for the large flatback slider, and/or a Blind Worm,” Yatsuhashi
said.

“Look, over there.” Velvet pointed.



“Yatsuhashi, I think we have a bead on Carmine and Gus. What do you
make of this?” Coco said. She pointed to a funnel-shaped cloud of whirling
sand moving ahead of the turtle, toward the Vacuo capital city on the
horizon.

“Another storm?” Yatsuhashi said.
“Look closer,” Coco said, pointing to the heart of the cloud. Two dark

spots were at the bottom of the dust devil.
“Is that them?” Yatsuhashi asked.
“Somehow Carmine can control the sand or create localized weather

patterns,” Coco said.
“Bertilak can affect the temperature of the environment around him,”

Fox said. “Maybe it’s something similar.”
“I’m going after her and the kid,” Yatsuhashi said.
“Took the words out of my mouth,” Coco said. “Do it. Bring Gus back.”
“I’ll help,” Fox said. “Think we can pick up the pace, old man?”
“No way, Fox. You don’t even have enough energy to use your

Semblance right now, let alone fight. You get here as quickly as you can,
but you’re sitting this fight out. You’ve already done plenty,” Coco said.

Fox scowled. “You’re right, and it’s annoying.”
“Coco, Velvet, you’ll be okay here?” Yatsuhashi asked.
“Of course,” Velvet said. “You know I can handle myself.”
Yatsuhashi nodded.
“It’s an even bet which way the Blind Worm will go, now that Gus is

out there with Carmine,” Coco said. “He’s got to be feeling pretty stressed
right now. Hopefully, it will come for us, but it might head for them instead.
Either way, we’ll be ready.”

“Don’t worry, Yatsu,” Velvet said. “Go save Gus. We’ve got this!”
Yatsuhashi grabbed on to a rope and slid back down the side of the

turtle.



Yatsuhashi got angrier and angrier as he gained on Carmine and Gus—what
kind of a Huntress would kidnap a kid?

He had the woman in his sights. The dust storm was swirling around her
and Gus; however she was doing that, it was preventing Gus from getting
away, and also giving them cover in the desert and hiding their tracks,
unless you looked closely at the sand funnel and realized it wasn’t a natural
phenomenon.

“Hey, Yatsuhashi,” Fox sent.
“Fox! You must be close. I can see Carmine just ahead of me.”

Yatsuhashi was glad he didn’t have to speak aloud. He was already
breathing hard from running.

“I can see you, too. Turn around,” Fox sent.
Yatsu skidded to a halt and turned. Fox was approaching, moving much

faster than Yatsuhashi could, and it was even more impressive because he
had a heavy Huntsman on his shoulders. Edward wasn’t far behind him. His
mind might be going, but he was still in peak physical form, even at his age.

When Fox reached Yatsuhashi, he tossed Bertilak at his feet. “I hate to
ask, but this guy was a bastard to fight. Think you can take care of him?”

Edward stumbled over, panting. “What? After all this, you’re going to
let him kill Bertilak?”

“Not kill.”
“I don’t know,” Yatsuhashi said.
“It’s not gonna hurt anything, Yatsuhashi. We can’t keep carrying him,

and we can’t worry about him while we’re taking on Carmine.”
“While I’m taking on Carmine. You’re going to keep resting and get

your strength back up,” Yatsuhashi said.
Yatsuhashi knelt by Bertilak, who was snoring loudly and coughing

whenever he breathed in sand. Fox was right: He would probably wake up
soon.

He touched his fingers to Bertilak’s temples. His hands trembled and he
forced them to steady. He didn’t need to be in physical contact when using
his Semblance, as he’d discovered all too often, and disastrously, as a kid.



But it helped him focus, would make sure he didn’t accidentally wipe Fox’s
and Edward’s memories, too.

He hated using his Semblance. His parents had seemed to forgive him
for misusing it, but he had never forgiven himself. And unlike them, he
remembered each and every incident. At Beacon Academy he had learned
to control it, but even then he used it sparingly, and only in direct combat.
In those rare instances, Yatsuhashi usually only erased a second or two of
short-term memories to disorient his opponent and get the element of
surprise.

Yatsuhashi looked at Fox. “How far back should I take him?”
Fox tipped his head back thoughtfully.
“How about a little before he dragged me into the desert?” Edward said.
“So, about a day,” Fox sent.
Yatsuhashi closed his eyes. “Forget,” he whispered. He pictured a black

hole, a spinning mass of darkness, and nudged Bertilak’s mind just so to
temporarily block his memories from the last day. The effect took the same
amount of time he was taking away to wear off, so in a day those masked
memories would come flooding back to Bertilak. No doubt, he would be
pissed, but hopefully he would also be in police custody.

“Okay.” Yatsuhashi stood and brushed sand off his hands.
“I saw what you did,” Fox sent him privately. “It was like his

consciousness dimmed for a second. And its shape is different. I don’t know
how to describe it. It’s like how Edward’s mind seems brighter right now.”

“Edward, keep an eye on Fox,” Yatsuhashi said. “I’m going after
Carmine.”

“I can help,” Edward said.
“Don’t you start, too,” Yatsuhashi said.
“No, really. He can,” Fox said. “That’s the other reason we came to

you. Edward, think you can block Carmine’s Semblance to stop that storm
so Yatsuhashi can grab Gus?”

“I think so.” Edward licked his dry lips. “Just tell me when.”
“I’ll keep the channel open,” Fox said.



“Good plan. I’m going in.” Yatsuhashi took off.
When he drew closer to Carmine and Gus, Yatsuhashi slowed to creep

up on them. Sneaking around wasn’t his specialty, and he was convinced
she would turn at any moment and see him.

“Maybe you should tell Gus what we’re doing so he’ll be ready,”
Yatsuhashi sent.

“I don’t want to startle him. It might get her attention,” Fox said.
“Good point.” Yatsuhashi drew Fulcrum and prepared for the fight

ahead. He didn’t have time to meditate, but he briefly closed his eyes and
pictured his mother. She had taught him exercises to practice mental
discipline and control, not only for his ability, but also for his emotions. It
was how Yatsuhashi had worked on overcoming his fear of unintentionally
hurting others, mentally or physically. Imagining her soft voice saying,
“Breathe easy, Yatsu, clear your mind,” was enough to center him.

When Yatsuhashi was just thirty feet away from the dust devil, he sent a
message to Edward: “Block her Semblance now.”

“Go!” Edward sent.
Yatsuhashi started running toward Carmine. The dust devil dispersed,

raining sand around them. Carmine looked around, confused.
Yatsuhashi brought his sword back and swung it down toward Carmine.

She spun around, bringing up her dual-sai—and caught his sword on one of
the prongs. She twisted and his sword turned over, but he held on and spun
with it, yanking his blade free.

“Gus! Run!” Yatsuhashi yelled to the boy, who turned and ran. “Your
grandfather is back there.” He pointed in the direction he’d come from with
his sword, then brought it around toward Carmine. She parried it easily with
her own weapon.

They continued trading blows with their blades as Yatsuhashi circled
her, but Carmine held her ground.

She was fast. She couldn’t get in close to Yatsuhashi with her own short
sword, but she wasn’t letting any of his attacks make contact, either.



Perhaps he could tire her out eventually, if they were able to keep this up
for a while.

And then one of her punches landed on him, and he went flying
backward.

He shook his head and scrambled onto his feet. Bellowing, Yatsuhashi
brought his greatsword back and put all his might behind it. The massive
blade hit her sword and knocked it out of her hands.

Carmine ducked under his weapon as he regained his balance, grabbed
the blade between the palms of her hands, and pushed it backward. The
pommel of his sword hit Yatsuhashi in the breast bone and he went down
with an “Oof!”

His chest felt like a giant bruise. He kept his balance, but now he was
unarmed. Carmine was still holding on to his sword. She flipped it up by
the blade and caught the handle. She tested the weight, tossing it from hand
to hand.

“Not bad. I think I’ll keep this,” she said.
“—when you hear me let me know when you hear me let me know when

you hear me,” Fox sent.
“I hear you,” Yatsuhashi replied. He’d forgotten that in order to block

Carmine’s Semblance, Edward had to block all Semblances. That explained
why he hadn’t heard from Fox in a while.

“Damn,” Fox said. “That means Edward’s not blocking—”
Sand swirled around Carmine and her red hair rose and spread out

behind her. She grinned.
“—her Semblance,” Fox said.
“Give up now, boy,” she said. “And maybe I’ll go easy on you.”
“I think I can take you.”
“You don’t even have a weapon,” Carmine said. She tilted her head.

“Here, you can have mine.”
Something knocked into Yatsuhashi’s left shoulder from behind. He

grunted and dropped to his knees. He looked down and saw Carmine’s dual-



sai hovering over him. The blade levitated in front of his face, and twirled
dangerously with the tip pointed at his eyes.

So that was her Semblance. Telekinesis.
He lunged for the sword, but it darted out of the way and thwacked the

top of his head.
“We’ve sparred with Telekinetics before. And I’m willing to bet you’re

not as good as Goodwitch.”
Yatsuhashi moved fast, knocking her sai aside with his arm. It darted

back toward him. He parried it again, thinking how odd it was to be having
a fistfight with a flying sword. Then it zipped back to Carmine and she
caught it. Now she had two weapons, and he had none.

Sand started swirling around her again, drifting slowly like a ring
around a planet. Then she waved her hand, and the ring expanded quickly.
Sand blasted into Yatsuhashi, pushing him backward, stinging his face,
getting into his eyes, his mouth, his armor. He brought his hands up to
shield himself from the worst of it, but he was itching and blinded for a
moment.

“Look out! Above you!” Gus called.
Yatsuhashi rubbed sand out of his watering eyes and looked up to see

sand gathering over his head, a growing ball of grit.
He tried to dodge to the side, but the ball dropped and he was buried

under a ton of sand, just like that.
Yatsuhashi roared and burst out of the pile, and another large mass of

sand punched him in the side. He went tumbling away.
I can’t do this on my own, Yatsuhashi thought.
Yatsuhashi dug himself out of a second sand pile and zeroed in on

Carmine. She spun her sword rapidly, gathering sand toward it in a spiral
column, and then she pushed her hand forward and fired the sand at
Yatsuhashi. He ran toward it and vaulted over it, but the sand blast
redirected upward and propelled him high into the air. More sand gathered,
like she was turning up the force on a water hose. Pushing him higher and



higher. Then the sand fell away and Yatsuhashi dropped after it. He landed
hard on his back in the sand and the wind was knocked out of him.

“Hey! You started the party without me.”
“Bertilak!” Carmine shouted.
Yatsuhashi looked over and saw Bertilak Celadon standing ten feet

away from him, holding his broken weapon—and Gus. Why had the kid
come back to help Yatsuhashi?

“Well, I’m screwed,” Yatsuhashi sent.


