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What is Reality?


Where does it lie...?


What is the true face of the world? What binds it fast?


Who truly knows the world, or their own soul?


And what, by the earth and sky, is our purpose here?


It was once, in a time that is now, in a place not far from our own.


There, an event came to pass.


Two children stumbled upon the secret.


Where does the path of a life lead?


Why does the spirit gaze into the void?


To grow beyond, to reshape, to become.


Truth, or a solemn vow.










Kolke's Sight


Let the ages to come dismiss my tale as the fever-dream of a mind unmoored. Still, the telling of it is a duty that falls to me.


I find my footing unsure in this culture, so utterly foreign to my soul. There is a whisper of freedom here, of self-rule, yet the paths of every life are tightly reined by norms and creeds and ancient codes. Perhaps my sight is too severe, shaped as it is by a different sky. My road is not the road of those who walk this "Surface."


A loneliness clings to me, even in the press of a crowd, where I am but one stone in a vast riverbed. The sheer commonness of selfishness baffles the mind—this carefree existence, while countless souls wither in bitter want, their bodies and spirits broken upon the world's wheel.


They keep beasts as companions, making slaves of them to ward off their own solitude. Yet, in the same breath, they slaughter and torment these same creatures for meat or for knowledge. Perhaps there is no sense to be found in it. On Kanton, I was ever chastised for seeking too much meaning in a thing. And yet, it was that very seeking that led me to this world.


The most unbelievable marvel to me was the rhythm of life imposed by the sun—this relentless turning of day and night. Many would ask: what is so remarkable in that?


It is remarkable. It is captivating. In every person here, there seems a deep urge to fill the hours between waking and sleep with a day's labour. Be it the gathering and preparing of food, the constant ordering of possessions, the crafting of new things, or the consolidation of power over others through a thing they call money.


This last, I cannot grasp. It seems a madness: how can one possessing so little true wisdom command the lives of so many?


Ah well, I have much to learn if I am to survive here.


I owe my ease of travel to a circumstance so absurd it near borders on farce. They revere a metal here that on Kanton we would cast aside as worthless—we never knew a materialist life—a metal they call gold.


I… pass this metal, in small quantities. More on that, I will not say.


A shock to the culture, a shock to the senses—I know not what to call those first impressions in this world of endless things. So much assailed me at once. That all here is also in a state of constant flux, perhaps even more so than on Kanton, is revealed in the sheer variety of life itself. There are beings that inhabit the air, yet not one can forever forgo the touch of the earth. And different still are the beings of the water—they have no choice but to remain within their element.


How endlessly grateful I am that it is our gift to visit many worlds. And one must always be mindful that there are forms of existence more incredible still.


This world of matter allows one to witness the most diverse forms without altering one's own essence. The price for this, I suppose, is the toil each must perform to pursue their life.


Creation was always our task on Kanton. But the scale on which these people build and make seems without limit. How wearying this striving appears to me, when I know that a mere thought could achieve the same end.


Was it paradise I had left behind? That place this humanity is so fascinated by, that seems so desirable, that each seeks in their own way? Perhaps I simply chose the right moment to come to the Surface. Everything seemed to be breaking open. Here, they had come to see that the world, which for so long seemed vast and unique, is but a dust mote in the endless expanse. The only trouble: you must carry with you every single thing that makes survival possible.


A ludicrous notion, compared to my past. And yet, the struggle to survive is the true ruler here.


In this world, built neither on foresight nor on fellowship, each alone must defend their own existence. Eat or be eaten—those were the first words the "Superficials"—as I quietly name this breed of humankind— sought to teach me.


All one needs just to survive: a bed, a safe place, means to prepare food, vehicles for work and for leisure, even weapons against other people—all just to secure one’s own continued breath.


Is the word itself not madness? Is there anything more valuable than life itself? Does the very word "survival" not betray that the speaker places their own existence above all else? That they would risk the world’s destruction just to enforce their own idea of living?


And yet they say my thoughts are absurd.


How does one explain this society’s ever-growing progress? As I see it, it lies in the rhythm—natural or artfully made—of a community. Rhythm?


I suspect that group of people becomes more successful than its neighbours which manages to create a foundation— be it through structures of time or a certain way of life with necessary rules and laws—and then steadily increases that rhythm.


Here on the Surface, there are cultures that, through astronomical calculation, determined the best times for sowing or other ventures and thereby thrived more than others. Even if their calculations don't always align with modern ones, they were more successful without our kind of technology than this current global culture is. Was this a secret meant to be revealed to the world? Or does an increased rhythm also hold dangers? If the principle of love is preserved, surely any worldly circumstance should lead to success.


Does this not also mean that he who controls time, holds power over his people? If a ruler acts in a spirit of mutual giving and taking and does not sacrifice his people to an abstract system, then progress can be made—provided no one is forced to follow this rhythm.


Perhaps other influences are necessary for survival. For if the rhythm stagnates and allows only repetition, it inevitably leads to standstill. The system is then replaced by a more flexible one.


How, then, does one recognize the prevailing rhythm of a society?


There are likely several signs; the most obvious is the music, which reveals the inner life of the people. We had nothing so beautiful on Kanton. It can carry one far away and plays with your thoughts.


A slow rhythm means leisurely time—resting after creating, or preparing for a new phase of creation.


A faster one means upheaval and advancement, right up to the possible collapse of the system.


My memories are gradually fading, because there is so much to experience here. I feel my thoughts adapting to this local life, and piece by piece, I forget my life on Kanton.









Isac


My beginning was as any other’s. I was born in the natural way to my mother, Arsasis; my father is named Nepko. I first opened my eyes to the shimmering glow of the Solasán, which have lit the skies of Kanton since time before memory.


I was raised in a family where there was no claim of power, no forbiddings or chastisements. I knew not even worries or norms, only a deep and abiding trust in myself and in my parents. And so, from my earliest days, I understood they were not the cure for all ills in the new world. Awe is perhaps the closest word for the way we held our kin.


Family was every fellow soul, and so it was no strange thing that I did not always see my birth parents. Yet there was a connection to them, of an indescribable kind, that would always draw my siblings and me back to gather in our house.


‘House’ is perhaps the wrong word. The places we felt most at home, the ones we changed less often, were more akin to another living being. We call the place where a family lives the Crannóg. Each Crannóg is different; it provides for us, feeds us, and is ever-changing. It shifts to match the warmth of the air and the mood of the weather. It even grows, if it has a mind to, and we took great joy in speaking with it, or with her.


The wisdom and experience of the many dwellers who had lived within it were passed down to us, teaching both the young and the old. In truth, there was little difference between us children and our elders. We were perhaps more keen to explore the world in play and less inclined to serious thought. Adventure was more important to us children than the constant gaining of knowledge. The adults behaved in a way that saw them exploring the worlds of other people less than we did, to know many Crannógs. They waited for their children, to provide for them and to listen to us. There were misunderstandings, of course, when we siblings cared too much for our own well-being and forgot our studies. But everyone in our world knew that each person, one sooner, another later, would find their own way without outside pressure, to carry life forward.


The concept of being alone, of loneliness, I would not learn until much later. And the method of self-liberation that sprang from it would become our undoing.


Kanton was one vast, living organism. All that surrounded us was alive and shaped us in a singular way. The Crannógs were living structures born from the Aksis. The world upon which we moved was soft, without any manner of hardness or edge. Wherever you set your foot upon the Aksis, it would yield, like a great pudding. There were ‘firmer’ zones, true, but all was in a state of constant, flowing motion.


Our Crannóg was still young compared to its neighbours. My grandfather was one of the Wise who could demonstrate the art of mastering Aksis so captivatingly that stories were told of him as if he still walked and worked among us. Often, as we lay down to sleep together, my parents would tell of his deeds and how, as a young man, he had created this very Crannóg.


Through grandfather’s studies in An Túr Solais—the highest Crannóg in Kanton, which rises from the centre, our mysterious, spiritual bank of knowledge—he learned how Aksis could be changed. Through pure force of will and faith in the ideals of Kanton, he shaped our Crannóg from the Aksis itself. This process must have taken a great age, for it was only in his later years that grandfather could turn his mind to a family of his own.


The Crannóg provided my father with all he needed, for grandfather left Kanton together with grandmother, so as not to grow older still. So my father grew up within this Crannóg and spent his life continuing the work of his father.


Every time I lingered within it, I could feel that this place was imprinted by my father. I could hide nothing from it—why would I, when there was no need to conceal one’s life? Our every thought and deed passed directly into the Aksis that constantly surrounded us.


Even our clothing was a part of this world. It clothed us and enveloped each of us when we were beyond the circle of our birth family. Through close contact with this part of Aksis, we learned early to transfer our thoughts onto the world. Those skilled in it could, through mere thought, constantly create new colours or patterns. This was desired by all, for otherwise everything would shine in the gold-yellow base hue of Aksis.


The constant contact with Aksis meant we were never alone —wherever we pleased, it gave us food. Our nourishment consisted mainly of the only firmer material we knew, and was therefore a thing of wonder. Form, colour, and taste were materialized exactly to our wishes and grew from the Aksis within the span of a single thought. Thus we were provided with all that was important.


Clothing, food, knowledge—without even a hint of demand. If ever I wished to be by myself, I would create a small room within our Crannóg. I would furnish it with things I liked, and I would often fall into long dialogue with Getan—for that is what we called our Crannóg.


“Well now, little Isac Tun, what occupies you?” Above me, a sphere peeled itself from the vault and hung from a stem. Only my head peeked out from the Aksis. Comfortable and light as if weightless, snug, safe, and warm, I wanted for nothing.


“Occupies? What is that?” I asked, aware of my own ignorance.


“My, you’re full of questions,” answered the sphere with the humming tone the adults had too, which always made me prick up my ears.


“Occupation is the nature that underlies you. A purpose that sets us apart,” answered Getan.


“Hmm, but I don’t want to be different. I want to become like you.” I waited with bated breath to see what would happen. But nothing did.


“Isac Tun?” hummed the voice from the sphere, now blue, upon which bubbling red bubbles burst.


“Yes, I’m waiting. When will you grant my wish?” I said, gazing in wonder at the stem blinking in rhythm with many colours.


“That I cannot do for you. We are as different as we are one. I exist from you, and you exist from me. Nothing can make us


the same. That would be the end.”


“The end? What is the end?” Slowly, I grew impatient.


“Little Isac Tun, why do you ask such difficult questions? Very well, the end would be the beginning of a life without us.


The end of me and you and all who have ever lived. But also the beginning of another ending.”


It seemed very muddled to me. It didn’t sound like an answer.


“Show me the Solasán, please,” I asked, to hide my uncertainty and to give no answer.


The vault shifted aside. The many shimmering lights in the Zoom—for that is what we call the great vault that surrounds Kanton—told us the stories of the past. It was the only constant thing and never changed. No one, not even Aksis, could move or reach the Solasán. Nor did anything ever appear up there that our ancestors had not also seen.


Only the rain, which came only at certain rhythms, was a wondrous sign that reached Kanton from the Solasán. In this phase, the most magnificent festivals took place. Everywhere, vessels were formed to catch this preciousness. There was only one thing we shared with Aksis: we both needed water. Great basins supplied Kanton. Fountains and water games were part of the celebrations.


But the most incredible thing of all must be the Tosk. A day’s


journey from the centre, it lay. A quantity of water in constant motion, sometimes crashing against the Aksis with roaring thunder, the Tosk expanded, encircling all of Kanton right up to the Zoom, from which the Solasán had risen long ago to let the water rain for the first time.


From this movement, Aksis materialized, becoming firmer than Tosk to make life possible for us Toaskers—for that is what we called ourselves. The legend said that we had fallen from an unnamed Solasán, which shone brightest over An Túr Solais, down upon the Aksis, and so, like the rain, we completed Kanton and created the perfection of life.


For me, a boy who by other measures would have been called ten years old, the world that surrounded us was clear and without cares. I knew neither illness nor any other form of suffering. Not even the games we learned involved a winner or a loser. There was a kind of testing of strength, yes, but only to strengthen each other. Rivalry was unknown. And so I lay, well-cared-for, gazing up at the Solasán, and awaited the next event.










2.


A great festival was approaching, and the heart-family gathered in our Crannóg. Kolke, my older brother, had reached the time of his becoming. It was tradition that a boy coming into his manhood should undertake a bathing in the Tosk. To be made anew, to rise again, like the Solasán. The sense and purpose of this kind of baptism was to signal to the Aksis that a person was ready to bring forth new life.


And so the whole family set out—my father, mother, Kolke, and little sister Zeschna. We left our Crannóg and were seen off by our neighbours. They praised Kolke highly, and the girls from around came together, looking with great interest at the clearly shy, red-faced, almost-a-man.


For my part, I didn’t understand what was so special about him now, and was confused by all the attention. Truth be told, I felt more grown-up than my brother, only two years my elder, who had nothing but foolish pranks in his head and couldn't be left alone lest he get up to some mischief. We were inseparable, and so I feared that something might change.


Thus we walked, Father and Mother ahead with thoughtful faces, yet also full of purpose, towards the Tosk, which lay more than a day’s journey away. Above us, the Solasán shone, and it seemed to me as if the light was brighter. Kolke’s Aksis, which enveloped him, had a quickly shifting rhythm of colour, and had already taken the form that adults wear. Only his head, hands, and feet were visible.


“So, how does it feel then?” I asked Kolke, who walked beside me, lost in thought.


“How does what feel?” he asked, still looking down. I had likely disturbed his thinking.


“Well, your Aksis, the way it almost encloses you,” I asked again, tugging at him. But his Aksis withdrew back to his arm. “Good. Besides, now people can see that I can.” Kolke grinned. I truly didn’t know what he meant, thinking it was just another of his silly notions. We were walking through a region we call Matlan. Here the Aksis moves in waves, up and down, and you had to take care not to fall.


We didn’t care, though, and ran over the waves and jumped into the valleys. Father and Mother laughed at our high spirits, and little Zeschna watched us with ever-wider eyes. I was so eager to see the Tosk that I could scarcely sit still when Father decided to rest. I had never been there before, and it was not something Aksis looked kindly upon. No one lived near it, whether out of respect or because one did not wish to betray Aksis.


Mother created a tasty meal for us and we rested. Kolke fell asleep and sank into the Aksis, only his head peeking out. I lay down next to Father and asked him to explain again the how, why, and wherefore of me not being allowed to bathe in the Tosk yet.


“Isac, the only reason is that you are not yet ripe for it,” Father answered, stroking my head.


“What do you mean by ‘ripe,’ Father?” I asked further, wanting finally to understand.


“You will notice it yourself, when the time comes. Then your Aksis will spread out and show us that you are ready to be an adult,” he told me. The answer was not satisfactory, but perhaps he was right and it was something one could only experience for oneself.


We moved on, accompanied by a singsong melody Mother hummed before her. Far from any other people, we wandered over the Aksis. For Kolke, today was the great day. To our delight, he let his Aksis shine in luminous colours, drawing patterns and even faces of us, so that we all had to laugh. It was so special, truly, to be travelling together with the heart-family.


For the first time, I saw how vast Kanton was, for we reached the heights that surrounded the centre like a funnel. In the middle, An Túr Solais towered high, even higher than we were, and only now did I become fully aware of its scale. The settlements that enclosed the centre in a wide arc seemed small and within reach. One could also see the powerful, constant motion, a wave-like rising and falling that circled An Túr Solais. The play of colours on the Aksis was breathtaking. How the shared creating and constant changing of the environment crafted a picture of incredible beauty. What must it be like for the Toaskers who dwell in An Túr Solais, for whom this play of colour is always visible?


Only rarely, and only on special occasions, was it possible for us to go up from the centre of Kanton to enjoy this view. The small water basins here and there reflected the Solasán.


Father mentioned that it would rain soon, for not much was stored anymore and an even greater festival was approaching.


We said farewell to the familiar surroundings and walked on towards the Tosk. Every step was an adventure for me and Kolke, for we had never been so far from our Crannóg. I wondered if I would miss it, since for the first time I had no way to return to it.


We prepared for a longer rest. Father created a small vault from the Aksis, into which we all lay together. I fell asleep immediately. I awoke as Kolke crawled out of the vault and moved away. Everyone else was asleep.


Carefully, I looked out of the small Crannóg. I saw Kolke sitting a piece away from me, his back to me. I didn’t know what he was doing and didn’t really want to know. I climbed back in and fell asleep again.


We awoke together. Mother created a meal for us and we set off. A seemingly endless expanse stretched out before us, and the Aksis rose in only a slight motion. Far ahead, another rise seemed to move out of the Aksis. Father said that was our goal. Kolke and I raced. He reached the height long before me.


A thunder and a rushing announced the legendary Tosk. A strange scent bewitched my senses. The Aksis here had a dark yellow colour and did not change. No movement could be detected. Even the Aksis that enveloped us matched our surroundings, and however much I tried, I could effect no change.


But what truly stirred me was that where my feet touched the always-yielding ground, it was barely soft and supple anymore. Almost with a certain awe in our faces, we walked on, following the sharp scent and the thunder. Kolke ran ahead until he stopped on a rise. I wondered how he could run so casually over the hard Aksis; did he not feel that strange sensation that brought water to my eyes?


“Come quick. I see it!” Kolke turned to us and waved. Even from afar, one could see his astonished eyes. Despite the feeling, I now also ran up the rise. Father and Mother followed slowly. Just before I reached Kolke, I slipped on the smooth, firm Aksis and fell flat. My knee radiated this foreign feeling all at once and I wanted to scream. But the sound stuck in my throat as I lifted my head and beheld the Tosk.


I must admit, that sight changed me. So many new impressions in one moment were utterly foreign to me. Slowly, I understood why until now no one had been able to explain the Tosk to me. With an open mouth, I sat on the Aksis. A constant wind tousled my hair. The scent was heavy and deep. A wide plain of water spread out to a dark strip. There, the Solasán seemed to form a bright border and showed the end of Kanton. I had never seen such a movement as came from the Tosk. In a rising and falling, the Solasán were reflected. It sparkled so much I had to half-close my eyes against a brightness I had never before experienced. Only now did I notice how the Aksis that enveloped my hips was almost as firm as the Aksis of the surroundings, and I felt for the first time that it was perhaps not a part of me.


This expanse, in constant sparkling motion, this spreading mass, struck against the Aksis in some places so that the Tosk piled up and fell in spraying rain. But it immediately flowed back as if it did not want to join with the Aksis, as I knew from the rain. A hand stroked through my hair. Mother knelt beside me, she had the sleeping Zeschna in her arms.


“Well, what do you think?” she asked and smiled at me. “Is this the end of the world?” I said, surprising myself with the question.


“Yes, is it not indescribably beautiful. It has that light, liquid, but also solid impression, so contrary to us. Come, let us go closer.” Mother helped me up. We followed Kolke and Father, who stood at a flat place where the Tosk lapped at the Aksis with a gentle motion.


“What do I do now?” asked Kolke as we stood next to him and Father and looked with wonder at the widest area ever revealed to me.


“Quite simple,” said Father, and laid his hand on Kolke’s shoulder.


“Just go in and swim a little.” With a somewhat fearful expression on his face, he went carefully to the Tosk. When it touched his feet for the first time, he jumped back immediately.


“What is it?” said Father.


“It feels so different,” said Kolke with a trembling voice. “Yes, it is called cold. You will get used to it. Go in slowly,” Father urged him. Kolke turned around and went in again. “Father, I want to try too,” I begged him.


“Your time will come. You are not ready yet,” said Father.


Then something incredible happened. The Aksis that had enclosed Kolke retreated from the water of the Tosk and streamed in a surging motion to the shore, merging with the ground on which we stood.


Kolke now stood naked to his hips in the Tosk, jumped forward, and swam. But then we heard a coughing from Kolke.


“Father,” he called, “you can’t drink Tosk, it tastes like tears and…” he gasped for air. His voice sounded so muffled. “Just keep your mouth closed and swim a bit more,” Father called to Kolke. We sat down and looked at the Tosk. This new feeling rose up in me; I wanted to swim now too, like we always celebrated when the Festival of the Rain takes place. When the phase has begun and Aksis receives the all-important water from the Solasán and great basins form everywhere to catch it. Then we could swim and jump in.


It was the time of abundance, and only in this period was it possible for us to connect with the Solasán. But what Kolke experienced was unusual. For he was now completely on his own, for the Aksis that usually surrounds us now stood in the Tosk without a connection to him. Kolke swam back in our direction, and when he could stand again, the Aksis connected with him and enclosed him again in the way it does for adults.


“How was it?” asked Mother, rocking Zeschna back and forth. “My throat,” said Kolke, stroking it with his hand and a distorted expression. He tried to swallow, but couldn’t.


“I am so thirsty,” he said, almost desperate.


“What you feel is called pain, and you only feel it when the Aksis leaves you. The further you move from it, the stronger it becomes. You have experienced that you can never be without Aksis. Or you experience this feeling.


Since Aksis does everything for you, it does not want you to feel it. It cannot take this state away from you, and the more pain you experience, the more you bring this feeling back to Kanton. That would not be beneficial for all,” spoke Father, and took Kolke in his arms. “Welcome to the spirit of adulthood.”


I did not understand all of this. Yet I saw that something about Kolke had changed. So we stood together at the end of Kanton and looked up at the Solasán, which had created us and the Tosk.


Father went on to report that in the beginning of everything, this feeling of pain was present in all things and is still bound in the Tosk today. But there was no unity, and so the Solasán, which were happiness, joy, love, and light, rose out of the Tosk and slowly formed the Aksis to create a balance again.


The Solasán also let rain fall on the Aksis to nourish and strengthen it, against the attempts of the Tosk to overcome it. But Aksis could not create itself, and so the Solasán, in connection with rain, Aksis, and the Tosk, created us Toaskers to complete Kanton. Now I understood a little why Kolke walked so thoughtfully beside me.


“What does it feel like, being without the connection to Aksis?” I asked him as we walked far ahead of our parents over the plain, which was soft and familiar again.


“I don’t know how to describe it. But there’s just no one there you can share with, and the pain the Tosk causes when you drink it. That’s just what the end of the world feels like,” said Kolke, looking at me thoughtfully.


“I don’t think that is the end of Kanton,” I said, and wondered at my own words.


“How can you say such a thing?” He stopped and looked at me, aghast.


“When I am ready, when I can go into the Tosk, I will swim so far that I reach the Solasán. Then I can tell if it really is the end of the world.”


“You’ve no notion of what you’re saying,” he said, stopping dead, his eyes wide with a kind of horror.


“I know exactly what I’m saying,” I shot back, the words feeling bold and strange on my tongue. “You can come with me, if you’ve a mind to.”


A slow grin broke through his shock. “Right then. We’ll see which of us reaches the world’s end first, when your time comes.”


And with that, he was off, charging down the next soft hill with a whoop, and I followed, laughing, the strange weight of the Tosk forgotten for a moment. The air itself seemed to crackle with the promise of it. A race to the edge of all things.


In that breath, I was blind to what we had just set in motion. I could not see the path we had chosen, nor the shadow it would cast over both our lives. The future was a closed door, and we were just two boys, running.










3.


We returned by the same path. When we saw the edge of Kanton’s inner realm, we lingered once more and looked upon our world. I tried to pick out our Crannóg in that sea of colour, but I could not. Father explained that we would now have to seek our Crannóg anew, for all things turn around An Túr Solais. Slowly, we descended and reached the Matlan again. This time, I had more courage and dared the longest jumps.


Then it happened. It grew suddenly dark. I looked to the Solasán, but no ray of light reached me. Then, with a rushing sound, it began. Rain.


The first drops splashed against my face, and I heard Father cry out loud for joy. A murky light now illuminated Kanton, and the Solasán were only faintly recognisable. I lay on my back and let the water refresh me. The Aksis now moved in a faster rhythm, rising and falling. Beside me, Kolke surfaced. He pulled me up and called to me through the rushing noise that I should keep moving. So I stumbled after him until we reached the first Crannógs and the Aksis grew calm again.


Father and Mother waited under an overhang that had formed before a Crannóg; several others were already standing there with joy-radiant faces, dry, watching the rain. It now beat down so hard that the Crannóg opposite could only be seen as a vague shape. The waiting was over, and the festivities could begin after the first great rain.


The Aksis seemed to explode from the steady masses of water that reached it. In a thousandfold shimmer of colours and with a luminous glow, the Aksis now lit our world. Everything seemed to mirror this joyful event for which Kanton had longed so deeply.


The younger ones jumped around in the rain, trying to find a soft spot to take up the now ever-more-liquid Aksis to throw it at each other in play. When such a wobbling, luminous ball hit you, it merged with your own Aksis and gave it a new, fresh shine.


When the first shower had passed and turned into a light drizzle, we wandered on, searching for a place we knew. Far from our own area. We couldn’t even read the way by the Solasán, for Kanton turns. Through the rain, An Túr Solais shimmered in all colours. Everything was bright and reflected in the wet faces, so that one might think everything consisted only of Aksis. Finally, Mother found a Crannóg she knew and led us on through the rain.


Here and there, experienced creators who had hurried from An Túr Solais had already begun to enlarge the shrunken catchment basins. They stood around the container and called out wonderfully sounding noises to each other. Slowly, the Aksis opened on all sides. The basin even retreated into the depths. If it weren't for the glow of the Aksis, you could hardly see the bottom. Kolke pulled me along, and we ran after Father, Mother, and Zeschna.


Finally, we had reached our Crannóg, but Father had to urgently call us in several times, because we were having a wrestling match in the Aksis, which was liquid in some places.


To celebrate the day, the interior of our Crannóg had turned a bright blue. It was Kolke’s favourite colour, and so Getan wanted to honour him. A jubilation and a singing lay over all of Kanton. For as unexpectedly as the rain had come, so too could the Solasán let the life-giving moisture cease. Each Crannóg formed its own water reservoir, and so Father was also busily helping Getan to form one.


My fixed idea of reaching the end of Kanton grew stronger with each day. For me, it was even a sign and an inner confirmation that the rainy season had now begun and offered me the chance to train. Since it was customary at this time to celebrate daily swimming in the basins, it was no wonder I spent most of my time in the water.


Like one possessed, I swam laps around An Túr Solais, which was surrounded by a circular basin. I was aware, however, that my undertaking fell completely outside Kanton's way of thinking. I remembered how difficult it had been for Kolke to swim a certain distance without the Aksis, which provided buoyancy. So I had to train more than was required under normal circumstances.


What awaited me if I actually succeeded? What would happen to me if I didn't reach it? Here, it was quite simple:


I tried to reach the point of total exhaustion each time. Just before I could hardly keep myself up any longer, the buoyancy became so strong that I simply drifted on in the water. Perhaps that was the solution: when I grew tired, I spread my arms and simply fell asleep. It was an easy exercise, since I had buoyancy.


Thus came the first absurd thoughts that I indeed wanted to swim without contact with Aksis. I couldn't tell anyone about this; nor should my thoughts, when I lingered in Getan, betray my true emotional life. But somehow, our Crannóg sensed the change in me. I grew stronger and was always tired when I reached the heart-family. Kolke and my friends wondered at my new passion, and I was glad to test my strength this way. After a while, it became increasingly difficult for me to find anyone who could keep up with me. Nor did everyone have the desire during the rainy season, which is the greatest festival in Kanton, to use every opportunity to compete in long-distance swimming. So I likely missed the highlights of this time.


The Mantan was the festival of water games. Here, those who had begun in An Túr Solais since the last rainy season to create Aksis in the most diverse forms showed their masterpieces. The most varied fountains, with motifs and colour rhythms of the ancestors or with new methods completely foreign to the eye, vied for the favour of the Toaskers. But the water games were most admired—those that created the greatest jets, shot high into the air, and rained back down onto the Aksis in a sparkling rainbow, where the most varied colourful dancers showed songs and performances.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Peter Boge

The Kanton Verge

A fantastic narrative






OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Table of contents



		What is reality?



		Kolkes sight



		Isac



		2. The First Encounter with the Tosk



		3. The Rainy Season and Kanton's Origins



		4. Dreams of Exploration and Hidden Plans



		5. Crossing the Sea of Tears



		6. The Wall at the World's End



		7. Kanton from Above



		8. The New World's Radiant Light



		9. Descent into the Green Life



		10. The Greys and Kolke's Decision



		11. Isac's Solitary Return



		12. A Mother's Worry and a Budding Connection



		13. The Mangan-Tower Initiation



		14. Rigorous Learning and Hidden Truths



		15. The Nature of Power and Boundaries



		16. Solitude, Tears, and the Spirit's Vessel



		17. Confronting Reality in the Ohl



		18. Isac's Final Departure



		19. The Kanton Verge: A Study Guide



		20. Detailed Timeline of Main Events



		21. The Kanton Verge: Reality and Perception



		Impressum











Page List





		5



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		4











