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I

THE INK WAS TO HIS left, a stack of parchment to his right, slightly behind.

Brushes were opposite the parchment, behind the ink, but in ready reach as needed.

The scribe sat, waited, watched. Listened and breathed.

A fresh sheet was in front of him. The ink had been ground earlier that day and stored tightly in its container, but now opened, also ready for use.

It was the early morning, yet darkness had not left.

A single candle lit the royal chamber, in front of the scribe, but more for meditation than illumination. For the scribe was known to write in absolute darkness with complete accuracy of form, never leaving a drop of ink where it would distract from the message he left.

The scribe was a Master.

And he waited before writing.

II

AS A STUDENT THE SCRIBE was often distracted, and would feel the cane of his teacher on his back. Gently, but with a sting that reminded him of the here and now.

The teacher would also leave that sting for errors in accuracy or form or a dozen dozen other infractions against the Scribe Code.

The emperor had rows of student and master scribes recording in his chamber, all the events of the royal day. The teacher would walk up and down the lines of students and masters, supervising.

Only the students would feel the sting of the cane. The master scribes were left alone.

And when the day was done, the emperor would leave. The courtiers would leave. The guards would leave. And then the scribes would stand, bow to the now-empty throne and take their exit. Teacher in front, masters following, students in line behind. Those who had been caned the most would bring up the rear after they had carefully stacked the writings for the day in that same order that had just left. The last student would carefully put away all the parchment, ink, and brushes. The cane would fall again if anything was found out of place.

This one student was often last to leave, and so was cleaning up after the others, often last to dinner, last to bed. He felt the cane more than the others as well as the head-shaking and clucking of the teacher's tongue when he continued to make the same errors.

III

THE EMPEROR READ EVERYTHING written each day, sorting through them all and selecting those which were to be stored in the archives as most accurate according to the emperor's trained eye. He'd then pass these over to the librarian and his staff to roll and preserve in the archives.

Each day, the emperor would read late into the night, looking for something. And he found himself hurrying through the works, having sent most of the master scribes' work to the archive and discarding the vast bulk of the students.

He hurried because he kept finding the best at the bottom of the stack.

There were drips, poor form, and wrong choice of brushes.

But the choice of characters was distinct. They gave several meanings instead of just the one which told the exact facts that had occurred in the court that day.

And the emperor would pause and study these deep into the night after the archivist and everyone else had left.

IV

ONE DAY, AS COURT WAS held, the teacher was in a particularly foul mood. The weather was humid, hot, and everyone's robes stuck to their skin from sweat. The teacher strode up and down the ranks dispensing his cane strokes with rapidity.

The one student was receiving more than his share, and the teacher found himself gravitating to the end of the line more frequently, delivering a cane strike, or several to that student before moving on.

That constant slight rap in that location caught the Emperor's attention. He looked up toward that location with a stern look. The teacher was embarrassed, as his job was dependent on accurately recording the events of the royal chamber, not becoming part of them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





