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Glossary
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Acad p’Savar: The agency charged with the training of those with talent in magic. 

Agen’Shor: Agent of an official office, such as ports, courts, or other departments. 

Archimandrite: Head of the Dredgers.

Armad’dilla: The Navy of the Imperia

Articles d’Sorption: Formal agreement between the Imperia and the Qun’yet (territories) 


conquered or admitted to the Imperia. The Articles define the duties and rights of each “partner” in the Articles. 



Atiz: A rank in the Jabriola, equivalent to a sergeant. 

Authorite a’dock: Dock police.

Bobbin l’essenz: Source of magic threads.

Bothies: Huts, usually made of random found materials. 

Braking: On the two polar shards, the directions opposite the shard’s spin.

Cathedra’sin N’kan’Savar: The main cathedral of the Imperia. It is five-lobed, one lobe 


for each of the five essences. 



Centerward: Toward the center of a shard. 

Chi: Representative of the highly ranked family of to Qun’yet O’bojusara’Koku.

Committe d’Studious Explorations: The multi-disciplinary group which gives grants 


(benefactions) for academic projects. 



Conclav d’Sancta: The governing committee of the five faiths of the Procreator; one for 


each of the five essences. A Directa is elected by the five Halloweds of the Churches. 



Coterie: The organizations which train, register, and govern ethics and procedures 


of tapissiers. 



Directa d’Ecclesiata: The director of the Conclav d’Sancta.

Discretion: A work group of Dredgers.

Dredger: Tapissier dedicated to controlling and repairing the islands of the mountain delta 


of the Jeweled Foot Lake. 



Ecclesiast: A priest of one of the five essences which revere the Procreators and the 


Ovendar and Avendar. 



Edgeward: Toward the edge of a shard. Sometimes called rimward.

Fai d’gran: A low-level divination ceremony. 

Fissure de’shards: The spaces between shards.

Flesha’jeya: The essence of breath. Its colors are white and blue. 

Foliz l’Men: A meditation form composed of sculpted movements.

Gallow’llasange: The armed forces of the Imperia.

Grand d’lay: A lady of the lower nobility. 

Grand d’lor: A gentleman of the lower nobility.

Grand d’shii: The nobility of the Imperia. Both noble gentlemen and ladies take this title. 

Grawni’es: The poor. 

Haut: High class person, but not part of the nobility. 

Imperia Agencia: The imperial police.

Instrumentality: An Avendar or Ovendar, lesser entities which serve the Procreators. 

Jabriola: The police force of a town or city. 

Jushan: A rank in the jabriola; the chief of the force. 

Kutil d’san: A ritual knife used in l’essenz rituals and the more complex throws. 

Legate d’N’kan’Savar: Head of the office which trains, registers, and monitors 


tapissiers. 



Lib de’Verisitas: Library of the Verisitas. 

Lizio: A rank within the jabriola, between a common officer and sergeant. 

Majister: Title of a professorri who heads an academic department or project. 

Manges: An average home built with everyday materials. 

Mast d’mar: Master of the Docks.

Menages da’wards: Low caste restaurant/diner. 

Mershanterine: The merchant marine of the Imperia.

Mindre splen d’gran: A divination technique which approximates the accuracy of a 


splen d’gran without requiring a human sacrifice. 



Mont de’Gards: The lower tier of Monticule Gor’polis.

Monticule Gor’polis: The hill upon which the Palais is constructed. Some of the nobility 


live on its lower tiers. 



N’kan’Savar: Power drawn from the threads. 

Ocella’s Train: A waterfall from Shard Hintipola to Shard T’Kat. 

Offices d’shii: Any of the Imperial offices controlled or staffed by members of the upper 


nobility. 



Palais Libra d’Testament: Official library of the Imperia. Citizens have limited access, 


varying by rank. 



Palais Vii’kat’liastika: The Imperial palace, both home to the Imperiarch and his/her 


family and the main offices of Imperial government. 



P’gon’pago: The essence of bone. Its colors are white and gray. 

Plahn v’Scry: A board on which divinations are performed. They differ by thread and 


specific purpose. 



Pug v’Corslli: A martial arts form. 

Puulaan Scholar: A member of a sect dedicated to knowledge. They, officially, do not 


have any connection to any government, religion, or political philosophy. Any person can attend their academy and join the order. 



Qun’yet: A territory or district of the Imperia. 

Qun’yet zhe: Officers of the Qun’yet D’Ilie Liit’Koku state police. 

Rivening: The splitting apart of Sha’li. 

Ror’shanar: The essence of water. Its colors are green and blue.

Sanctified: The title of a priest of the faith of the Procreators.

Sakellar: Chief religious of the Shrine of the Qun’yet D’Ilie Liit’Koku. 

Servi y’Post: Imperial Post Office. 

Shells d’welk: Vessels designed to travel between shards.

Shells d’welk d’terminala: Docking point for shells d’welk. 

Shor’dala: The essence of blood. Its color is red. 

Society Na Kab Kivist: Historians and researchers of the Instrumentalities, found only in 


the Qun’yet D’Ilie Liit’Koku and Qun’yet D’Obojusara’Koku.



Spinward: On a polar shard, the direction of the shard’s spin. 

Splen d’gran: A heart’s blood ceremony. Any of a series of throws/spells which normally 


require the taking of a human life. Many can substitute donations from multiple subjects, though the effects of the throw are often not as accurate/precise. 



Student d’Elevate: Equivalent to a graduate student. 

Student d’Min: Equivalent to a undergrad student. 

Subo d’gran: A mid-level divination ceremony traditionally done by bringing a donor to 


the point of death without crossing it. 



Tapestry Academé l’essenz: The academy shared with Shard Vez which teaches the 


Tapestry arts. 



Tapestry l’essenz: A spell cast using one of the five threads or resonances. Also, the base 


source of threads which feed the bobbins. 



Tapissier l’essenz: A user of magic. 

Ter’kos’enah: The essence of plasm (includes fire and lightning) Its colors are yellow and 


orange. 



Thaw’coj: A ship’s captain.

Throw: A use of N’kan’Savar power. 

Tyr: Those bound to supply base threads to tapissiers. There are five groups, one for each 


essence. Tyrs live under the rules of the coterie and have limited freedoms. 



Vani’tala: the sun without.

Verisitas: A university.

Wisp d’lams: The essence powered lights used by ships at half or full dark. 

Writ p’commodation: A document authorizing a person to act on behalf of the issuer.

Y’teng: A doctor who uses essence to treat patients. 

Yom’paler: the sun within.

Zaiym: The headman/woman of a village. 

Ze’Hang: The governor or ruler of a Qun’yet

Zhi: A nail cover. Some are merely decorative; others have ritual uses. 

Zukerdadt: A squad of soldiers from Shard Vez.

Zuv’Akall d’Skol d’N’kan’Savar: Enforcement arm with authority over tapissier 


l’essenz. 



Sha’li, the Shattered World

Once Sha’li, the World, was whole. Both Tana Sha’li, the world without, and Thad Sha’li, the world within, were at peace. And seeing all was well, Padrok and Ocell, the Procreators, left the world in the care of the Instrumentalities, the Avendar and the Odendar, and left the Tapestry of N’kan’Savar (Essence) to nurture creation in other Tapestries. 

Time passed and Sha’li turned. The people became discontented and called to the Avendar and the Odendar. The Instrumentalities began to quarrel and the peoples to fight. Essence was called into Tana Sha’li and Thad Sha’li; some to be purified and some to be corrupted. 

The quarrels became battles, and the fights became war. Sha’li wept and shook. Tides rose and earthquakes roared, and Sha’li began to break in her sorrow. The eyes of the Instrumentalities became clear. They rushed to save Sha’li but were too late. Sha’li split asunder. In desperation the Instrumentalities summoned forth their Blood and Breath and stilled the sundered body of Sha’li and held her soul in place. The shards of the world stilled. 

To this day, Sha’li Shattered spins in N’kan’Savar, the shards of her body held in abeyance in space. The people survive. Travel and trade thrive again. And the Instrumentalities are there, holding Sha’li in place and the people safe. 

––––––––
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Our story takes place on the inner surface of Shard T’Kat which formed around the South Polar region of Sha’li

[image: ]

Directions on Shard T’Kat 

Centerward: Toward the South Pole on Shard T’Kat 

Edgeward: Toward the edge of the shard 

Spinwise: In the direction Shard T’Kat spins (which, looking at the South Pole from the Inner Sun, is clockwise). 

Braking: In the opposite direction of spin.
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Chapter One
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Gloaming crept over the streets of Shor’telli’kala. One by one, lights twinkled from the windows of the ramshackle bothies as grawni’es in their ragged clothing lit candles to combat the gloom. As the orb of Vani’tala, the sun without, dipped below the edge of Shard T’Kat, the N’kan’Savar lights in the common ménages of green, polished wood planks cast a stronger glow over the streets and avenues. Stars appeared in the fissures de’shards. Refracted light scintillated through Ocella’s Train as her waters cascaded hundreds of h’zan’sintom from Shard Hintipola into the Bay of Saa’igaan. 

The dimness crawled up the hills of ornate palazzos and chateaus as the lower initiates of the coterie de’Ter’kos’enah tied the essence of the streetlamps. As light pooled along the boulevards the high born gran’d’lors and gran’d’lays emerged from their estates, strolling to the parks and fountains, nonchalantly anxious to be seen, fashions carefully chosen to impress their friends, neighbors, and insidious enemies, exposed abdomens painted and gilded.

Throughout the city, the temple horns trumpeted, and essence flowed to bone, water, fire, air, and blood. Ecclesiasts sang the hours of the Odendar as the light diminished; only the light of Yom’paler, the sun within, still shone through the high clouds. The faithful paused and crooned the refrains. The officers and patrols of the jabriola roamed the avenues and alleys on the lookout for malefactors and perpetrators, the gaols ready for new guests. The forces of the gallow’llasange drilled without their barracks and posts, ready for an attack that should never come. On the docks the ships of the mershanterine, goods and parcels loading and unloading, and the armad’dilla, weapons bristling, lowered their banners and raised their wisp d’lams. The pubs and niteries, rath’skillas and dinine’madas opened their doors to crowds of diners and partiers. 

Atop Monticule Gor’polis rose the convoluted, many-towered, Palais Vii’kat’liastika. Buried in the spires and turrets rose the Obelisk d’Tantihal. Within the chamber of the mansard-roofed tower, Grand d’shii s’Mantall b’Vin gently sliced the wrist of the tyr v’Shor’dala. Holding the edge of the cut tightly, blood dripped onto the divinatory plahn v’scry, joining that of the other eleven. He drew his finger across the cut, sealing the wound. With a wave of his jeweled hand, Mantall motioned the tyrs back against the wall. 

s’Mantall retrieved the ornate zhi from his pocket and reverently placed it on his index finger. He carefully scratched it across his belly, drawing just a hint of blood. He then placed the tip of the nail into the blended pool of blood on the plahn v’scry and, closing his eyes, swirled the blood randomly, uttering an invocation to Krisatta Odendar. 

Reverently he drew the zhi up and delicately licked the mixture, cleansing the zhi with the essence of Ror’shanar. Then he puffed his cheeks and blew the essence of Flesha’jeya across it. Finally, he placed the tip of the zhi in the flames of the candle and the four common bobbin l’essenz awakened, leaving only bone quiescent. He repeated the invocation and then tapped the pooled blood and elocuted the final word. 

Sluggishly, the blood shifted and moved, an intricate pattern forming on the surface of the plahn. He studied the patterns revealed to him. It was as the signs had portrayed. He turned from the plahn and retreated to his study. He had much to consider, not the least whether to inform the Imperiarch. 
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Chapter Two
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Lii stood against the History Pillar in the Splendid Chamber within Paa Tin’s Heart. On the tagtu sat his father, Ona Antevi Thel, the Core of Paa Tin, Steward of Ko Kien, named the Ze’Hang of the Qun’yet D’Ilie Liit’Koku Regnant by the conquering Imperia, holding court. He was wearing Middle Regalia: open tunic, extended, heavy epaulets with braid and jewels, and pleated trousers with a brocade overskirt. On his head he wore the Viit’katall Regnant diadem on his plaited and piled hair, rather than the traditional jeweled pins. 

The appellant perched on the pouffe, three steps below. He was the Archimandrite of the Dredgers, ToméJantien Ku. Tomé was dressed in formal syle; heavy, unpleated pants, a mesh shirt, and a heavy coat of rectangular panels, the front two of which were brocaded. He wore a gold goggled helmet set with jewels on his short hair.

A step below his father stood the Ecclesiast, F’Lurot M’Nia, the Imperia Aide. Long practice kept Lii’s face impassive. His disgust with the Core’s acquiescence to the foreigner’s control tempered his affection for his father. Tempered enough that if he thought assassinating the Core would lead to the Imperia’s ouster, he would do so. But that would not likely lead anywhere. For a moment he fantasized ordering Ose Tel’s Spears to execute the Aide. That would force his father to mobilize the Swords and Knives. 

But he knew Ona Antevi Thel would vacillate and dither. There were only a few Swords and Knives in Lie Voel, as the number was controlled by the Imperia. The news would spread quickly and the Imperia gallow’llasange would respond. Ona would be executed and the rest of the family, at best, exiled. The shen-di, the hostages, in Shor’Telli’Kala would also be killed, including his sisters and his son. 

“The headwater tip of Te Zhan Island is showing signs of degeneration,” the Archimandrite was saying. “A Discretion will be dispatched. Other shipping must be redirected for six five of days.” 

“Lii,” his father began, “please inform the Main Sails to redirect...”

“A moment, Ze’Hang,” interrupted F’Lurot M’Nia. “Is it necessary to disrupt shipping? Te Zhan is a small island and, I believe, uninhabited. Does it matter if it breaks up?” Lii was stunned. This conqueror was questioning the Dredgers? 

“Loss of Te Zhan,” the Archimandrite countered, “or even significant damage, will affect the flow vectors of the lake delta. Immediate damage to Mo Vachaal and Archei Talien would be swift. Further damage to other islands would be expected.” 

“Still,” the Ecclesiast said, “there would be time to address those issues without shipping disruptions.” 

Lii was furious. The complex dynamics of the Jeweled Foot Lake, what the Imperia called Lin T’Ghiacc D’Bambi, were unique on the Shard. Its origins were unknown, but many believed it came into existence when Shad Li broke. Multiple mountain lakes sent rivers down into the lake bed at the base of the mountains. The slope of the land sent all that water funneling down to the Many Flowers River, forming the myriads of islands of the Carousel. History of the Land proved that those islands broke apart and reformed constantly. The Dredgers studied and maintained islands. They had the power to preserve the islands Lie Voel was built on. They had many privileges which they reciprocated by maintaining transparency with the Cloak of Paa Tin and Ose Tel. 

He kept his anger under control. “Heart of Blood,” Lii said, stepping away from the History Pillar and taking position on the 2nd step below the tagtu and using the traditional title of the Core, “the Articles d’Sorption with the Imperia specifically allow the Archimandry sole authority over the delta. The Aide’s views are of interest, but ultimately only the Archimandrite determines the actions of the Dredgers. Interference with them, which refusing to redirect shipping would entail, would violate those articles.” 

His father hesitated, looking nervously at the Ecclesiast Aide. Lii could see in his eyes that the Core wanted to acquiesce to the Imperia. But in this case, unlike so many in recent years, he could not. For once the damn articles signed by both the Imperia and Ko Kien would work in their favor. Without looking at him, his father said, “Lii, please inform the Isle Guard and the Deposit of Coin to adjust shipping traffic for...Archimandrite?” 

“Six five-of-days, Heart of Blood.” 

“Six five-of-days,” Ona Antevi Thel finished. 

​

********************************************
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He glanced up for a moment as his wife, Shien Antevi-zhi Athoa, quietly entered his office. Lii signed the last of the shipping orders. He sprinkled a bit of hiyen ash to set the ink, then handed the document to the messenger boy. “Merchant Master Chu Sentora Fent. Hurry now.” The boy took the document, smartly rolled it up and, after bowing to him and Shien, ran off. 

Shien stepped up behind him, quickly caressing the braid looped around his right shoulder, just within the bounds of propriety. For a moment he admired her hair, also in braids, but many smaller ones, looped and twisted, but still long enough to fall below her waist. 

With a flick of his wrist, he dismissed the guardian Knives stationed in the office. The squad Pommel frowned at him with disapproval at leaving him unguarded. Perhaps, if the office was in the interior of Paa Tin’s Heart, but he had a large window overlooking the moat and the back of the Great Shrine. Lii didn’t care. The window was protected by a tapestry l’essenz. Still frowning, the Pommel led his Bandolier from the room. 

He got up and went to the window. From here, he could see over the wall and across the widest part of the moat. A small amount of fog was rising off the waters, the back of the Great Shrine slightly obscured. Shien stepped up behind him, quiet. He turned around, stepping behind her and massaged her shoulders. She was not as tense as he was but massaging her relieved his own tension. And as talented as his wife was, she didn’t have any skill in massage. 

“So, what happened in the audience?” she asked. 

“The usual. Father was going to let the Viit Aide step on the mooring line, even against the Archimandrite. If I hadn’t been able to pull line and verse from the Articles we could have lost Te Zhan. Worse, it would have solidified in everyone’s hand that Ko Kien is merely a cushion on Viit’katall’s chair.”

“I would argue with you, my husband, but I cannot with straight principles do so. How do we convince your father he must stand as the nal wood, not bend as the henda?”

“I don’t think we can, Shien. He fears the power of Viit’katall. He is certain if he opposes them in the slightest matter, they will retaliate.” 

“I’m sure he fears Tia and Zi would suffer if he does not obey.” 

“And I do not fear for Kaijun?” he nearly shouted, spinning around and stalking away from her. Before Shien could answer he raised his hand. “I apologize, my wife. That was inexcusable.” She stepped forward placed her hand against his face, her first and third fingers touching just above each eye and smiled slightly, accepting his apology. 

“I know we must be cautious, but father is being a coward. I have been to meetings of the Shard’ken. Debate is vigorous and the vote does not always support the Imperiarch.”

“The Imperiarch can veto the decisions of the Shard’ken,” Shien countered. 

“But he rarely does. And I have not seen any consequences for a Qun’yet for voting against him.”

“Which does not mean he cannot do so. And Ko Kien is the last Qun’yet to be persuaded to join the Imperia.” 

“Persuaded? Conquered, you mean.” 

“Technically, surrendered with conditions.” 

“Little difference.” 

“I know, my dear. Regardless of terminology, what can we do?” He didn’t answer immediately. He went to his desk and took two large gemstones from his desk, a sapphire and a ruby. Beckoning Shien to come closer, he spat on the sapphire. Then he took a small candle from the desk and dripped wax on the ruby. Placing a hand on each gem, he muttered a short phrase. The light dimmed, and the sounds of rushing water and crackling fire filled the room. Lii wasn’t a tapissier l’essenz himself, nor was Shien. But he knew several outside the usual official sources. While the privacy stones were not illegal, many would consider their use suspicious. 

Now that he was certain they could not be overheard, he said, “We do whatever we can to weaken the Imperia and wait for opportunities. I know a certain blood tapissier l’essenz who excels at clandestine activities. I will arrange for him to be assigned to the consulate in Shor’telli’kala.” 

“Very good,” she answered. “My disreputable uncle in Koku has a few contacts among the thief bands in the Forestra d’Prin. Some disruption in their supply lines can help. I’ll have to tell them to be careful of hurting anyone.” 

“This is an insurrection, my love. We’re going to hurt someone.”

“I’d rather keep that to a minimum.” 

“Normally, so would I. But love him as I do, I’d kill my own father if we could expel the Imperia.” He sat down at his desk and drafted orders. 
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Chapter Three
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Vani’tala, the outer sun, slid from behind the annex of Shard T’Kat, restoring full light to the village of Poth’Adeen. Tarpins smoothed their feathers and calling sharply, took flight, shaking the branches of their roosts, filling the air with a sharp cinnamon fragrance. The shepherds at the top of the bluffs of High Poth’Adeen opened their corrals, releasing mongos and thrac into the pastures. At the base of the bluff in Low Poth’Adeen, the fishing boats were being prepped for the day. 

A bright beam of light from the window shone onto Nutra Sonofafisher Legos, waking him from a sound sleep. He pulled the quilt up over his head to shield his eyes from the light, his head pounding. “Pata?” he said drowsily. Not hearing an answer, he sat up, brushing his hair from his eyes. The manges was empty. Clean plates on the counter. A covered dish and cup on the table. 

“Cheq’biba!” he cursed. His father was gone. The twins and Mornita were nowhere in sight. All had obviously eaten. How had he not heard them? Yeah, he came in late. The village’s ne’bea, teens, had gathered at the pit to dance and drink meja; a drink not quite alcoholic enough for the rrii’bea, adults, to prohibit. He had lost himself in the haze of drink and fire, swaying to the music Pasu and his cronies played. 

As he danced, he saw Loeen Daughterofapharmacist Miseen smile at him, more than once. That couldn’t be right. He was no one and nothing. It had to be someone else she was smiling at. But at the peak of half-night she had strolled from the fire, passing within an arms-length of him. Smiling again, she had touched her lips and flicked her fingers at him. Slightly drunk, he followed her into the trees near the right-bluff base, tapping his hip as he went. He caught up to her at the ribbon rocks. She was seated, unbraiding her hair. 

Shyly, he sat beside her. They didn’t speak a word. He was too frightened to move. She touched his arm, walking her hand up his biceps and behind his head. She firmly grasped his own loose braid and pulled his face toward her. He didn’t have to make any decisions as their lips met. Why him, he thought to himself. Should he pull back? Move forward? Was this just for fun? 

He wasn’t sure, but he decided she would want some deliberate attention. He stroked her shoulder with his right hand and leaned slightly into the kiss. She reciprocated, sliding one hand into his vest, stroking his bare skin. He didn’t dare do the same, so simply hugged her, pulling her just a bit closer. 

He wasn’t sure how long they kissed. She produced a leather flask with kan’moj, an alembic distillation of meja. Between kisses they traded sips of kan’moj. He thought maybe they might move into more intimate arrangements until they heard her elder brothers in the trees, calling for her. Neither of them wishing to get caught, they fled the ribbon rocks, away from the town. 

Somehow, though drunk, they had eluded the searchers and circled back to the village. He wanted to walk her home, but she refused, pushing him away after one last kiss. He staggered back home, stripped, and fell into bed. Dreams of how his night might have ended rolled in his head, offering him regret and guilt in alternate moments. 

His head pounded some more and he pulled himself to his feet and weaved over to the table. The mug was filled with kla’ha, his father’s tried and true hangover cure. Pulling the towel off the bowl revealed a steaming serving of hohn mash, bland and appealing even through the headache. Pata must have smelled the alcohol on him. He had left him to sleep, undoubtedly ashamed, again, of his unproductive son. 

He wanted to go hide somewhere in the woods, but instead sat down and ate. He then pumped some water into a basin and washed himself and dressed in his working vest and tobi pants. Pata would be preparing to take smoked fish to market in Shor’telli’kala, so bare feet would be the best option, but he didn’t like running through town that way. So, he pulled on some field slippers he could hang over his shoulders and ran out of the house. 

​

********************************************
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When Nutra reached the docks, he realized he was earlier than he had thought. His father, Legos, and his assistant, Solo’y, were still in the salt house, sealing barrels of nireel for shipment with traditional, delicately carved and painted lids. Nireel was unique to the waters off the Ve’zah coast. Though inedible in their natural state, if packed in salt for at least two hands of days, they developed a nutty, smoked flavor. For a time, nearly a hundred years ago, the fishers of the Ve’zah coast had their livelihood threatened by larger fishing fleets. But the Ze’hang of the Qun’yet d’Ve’zah Regnant had declared the waters forbidden to any save the native fishers. She had then rammed the prohibitions through the Shard’ken and bullied the Imperiarch into sealing them. 

“Pata!” he puffed, “I’m sorry. I...” 

“I don’t care, Nutra,” Legos said. “Help Gister.” His father turned back to sealing barrels. Nutra knew better than to push his father, so he obeyed. Gister, a young man just married and his wife already expecting, was packing pril, caught yesterday and packed in ice, into crates. Wordlessly, Nutra took over pulling them from the ice chest and tossing them to Gister. When each crate was full, Gister would slide it down the belt to be sealed by other workers. 

As crates and barrels were sealed, other workers would wrestle them onto wagons which would take them down the ship. From there they would be loaded into the iced hold. It would take a good part of the clock-day to finish. At this time of year, the fall of half-night would fall about four hours after clock-day. Everyone would grab a few hours of sleep, then Pata and his crew, as half-night began, would sail to Shor’telli’kala. 

About noon of clock-day it started to rain. On another day, perhaps, they would have suspended work. But the fish market wouldn’t wait. The nireel would keep, but the pril, even iced, would not last long. If they didn’t go to market, money would be lost and workers and fishers wouldn’t be paid. Legos’ company was a major employer in Poth’Adeen, but he often told Nutra they balanced on a pin. After all expenses and wages were paid, they could barely afford food, clothes, and the upkeep on the manges. 

Barely an hour until the end of the clock-day, a wheel on the loaded cart about to leave the salt house began to spin in the mud. The cart twisted, the wheel sinking into an unseen depression. It tipped, only for a moment, but one of the barrels fell off, bouncing and rolling toward the belt. Nutra, hearing the noise, spun around, staring at the barrel rolling toward him. He couldn’t move, his limbs suddenly cold and stiff, blood pounding in his head. 

Suddenly, Pata was there. “Move!” he shouted pushing Nutra to the side. Pata almost got away as well, but the barrel caught one hip. Pata and the barrel careened back against the wall, pinning Nutra’s father. 

“Pata!” Nutra shouted. He rushed over to his father. His right leg was completely under the barrel. His left was bent, obviously broken, but only his foot was caught. Blood was slowly pooling beneath him. Blood had also splashed over his torso and face. 

“Call the y’tengs!” he cried, trying to push the barrel off his father. 

“Don’t!” Gister said, trying to pull Nutra away. Nutra shook him off, but then Solo’y intervened. 

“Gister is right. Leave it there until the y’tengs come.” Nutra knelt back by his father, whose eyes were partly closed. He wasn’t screaming, but low moans came from him. Nutra held him. 

“Pata, don’t go. Hold on!” Nutra was sweating, though the salt house was cold. His arms, where he was holding his father, were burning, it felt like fire was running through his veins. 

“N..nu...” His face was pale and he was having trouble breathing. Suddenly, Legos began coughing, drops of blood spraying. 

“Don’t talk Pata,” he said. Where were the y’tengs? It had been forever. 

“Nutra!” Solo’y shouted in his ears and Nutra realized the older man had been calling his name. “Let go! The y’tengs are here.” He looked around and the two y’teng were there, on their knees with their bags open. 

y’Stovr s’Eri roughly pushed Nutra to the side. She quickly dipped her hand flat into the pool and then slapped it against Legos’ head. She closed her eyes for a moment, before speaking, “Shattered right leg. Broken left ankle. Shattered hip. Femoral artery crushed. The pressure of the barrel is preventing him bleeding to death.” 

y’Koa r’Sammi pried open Legos’ mouth and stuck his finger into it. After a moment he said, “I concur. Fluid is also filling his lungs.” 

“We must work quickly,” Stovr said. “Come here, Nutra!” she commanded. Confused because they had just pushed him away, he stepped beside her. She reached up and grabbed his hand. She pressed against the pressure point on his wrist, and he opened his hand in reflex. She pulled a small, curved knife and, before he could protest, sliced open his palm. Surprisingly, his blood only oozed from the long cut. Stovr frowned at him but said nothing. She pulled her fingers through his blood and then rubbed her hands together. She scooped up some more of his blood, thoroughly coating her hands. Then she reached down and began to massage Legos’ hip, concentrating on the right leg. 

As soon as she turned back to Legos, Koa grabbed his head and held out his palm. “Spit!” he commanded. 

“Y’r,” he said, using the term of respect, “I...” 

“Shut up and spit!” Koa demanded. Giving up his protest, Nutra spit into Koa’s palm. Koa let go of his head and held up his other hand. “Again!” After he obeyed, Koa stuck his thumbs into Legos’ mouth. Both of them began chanting. Vaguely, Nutra recognized some of the words; invocations to the Essences of Shor’dala, blood, and Ror’shanar, water. 

While they chanted, Nutra looked at his cut palm. It hurt, but only a little. Then Solo’y pulled him away. “Hold out your hand!” he demanded. Solo’y spread some sort of cream across the cut. Then he tightly bound the wound. Nutra wasn’t paying any attention to Solo’y. He only had eyes for his father. Was he breathing better? His face seemed to have gained color. 

“It is time,” Stovr declared. Roll the barrel away. Slowly, carefully.” Nutra rushed forward, but Solo’y caught him. He placed Nutra’s hands on the barrel, then took a hold of the other side. 

“When I say go, rotate it slowly, Nutra,” he ordered. “Don’t wriggle it or shake it.” Nutra nodded. “Okay, go.” Following Solo’y’s example, Nutra pressed evenly on the barrel. Slowly it began to roll. He wanted to look but forced himself to concentrate on the job. They rolled the barrel a h’zan’sinqo (about 3.5 m.) away. As soon as they stopped it, other workers took over. The fish would have to be dumped and Nutra didn’t know if the barrel could be recovered, but for the moment he didn’t care. He hurried back over to his father. Solo’y followed and grabbed his shoulders so he wouldn’t get too close. 

r’Koa and s’Stovr were still working on Legos. His right foot looked normal, but his entire left leg and hip were crushed and twisted. He wasn’t bleeding, but he was so pale. 

“Is he going to be all right?” he asked. 

“He will live,” s’Stovr said, still firmly gripping Legos’ leg. “He will be weak for some time. He lost a lot of blood. We’ve repaired the artery and closed the wound, but only time will restore his blood. 

“But he will not walk,” r’Koa added sternly. Nutra was stunned. When Stovr said his father would live, he thought everything would be all right. But if he could no longer walk, what would happen to the salt house?” 

“Isn’t there anything you can do?” he asked desperately. 

“We can do nothing,” Stovr said. “We can repair blood and flesh. But repairing bone needs a y'teng of P’gon’pago, a doctor of stone and bone.”

Nutra choked with tears at this news. “Isn’t there one we can summon?” Solo’y asked. 

“Y’teng of P’gon’pago are rare,” Koa said. “The talent doesn’t often manifest with the subtlety needed for a physician. The only one I know is in Lat’Haka, the Seat of Ve’zah Regnant. And he works directly for the Ze’hang.” Nutra’s heart fell. What chance would he have to persuade so exalted an individual to come to such a small town just to treat someone who could not even claim to be a grandd’lor. 

Nutra knelt by his father. “Don’t worry, Pata. I’ll take care of you. Mornita and the twins will help.” 

“No, Nutra. You must go to Shor’telli’kala. Our booth is paid for.” He stopped to cough, a few flecks of blood spewing out. Stovr placed a hand on his chest and chanted softly. Legos’ color improved a bit, and he sat up straighter. “You must sell our goods. Too many rely on us.”

“But Pata, I have never been to Shor’telli’kala!”

“I know. I should have taken you last year. Solo’y will come with you to help, but you are my heir. You are in charge. Go. You can do this. 

“Mornita and the twins must stay in school. Auntie Una can take care of me. Thaw’coj (ship’s captain) Ez’Spir will sail in five hours. You will be on that ship. Now, run home. Pack a bag. Be light. Come back here. Solo’y will supervise until you come back. 

“Gister, summon Una. Then pack your own bag. You will be joining this trip.”

“But...” Gister started. 

“Sotan will be fine. Your mothers and fathers will all dote on her.” Everyone started to protest again. 

“Enough!” Legos shouted. Then broke into a coughing fit. 

“Don’t do that!” Koa snapped. 

“I know what I can do!” Legos responded, but at a much lower volume. “I have made my decision. Now do what I tell you or you’re all dunked!” 
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Chapter Four
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Full day had returned to Shor’telli’kala. The N’kan’Savar lights were extinguishing as full light fell upon them. The ecclesiasts sang the hours of the Avendar Kal as the light waxed. Most of the Grand’d’s still lay abed having spent the half-night socializing, eating, and scheming. The breeze off the bay wafted the fragrance of salt and fish through the city, despite the strategically placed potpourri-cabinets puffing spices into the air. 

Bistros and cafes throughout the menages da’wards had been open for more than an hour; early workers eating quickly before beginning their jobs. On the hills, na’luen, the higher-end establishments, were still in prep, waiting for their clientele to awaken. And on the Mont de’Gards, the elite bistros were prepared at any time for royal custom. 

At the Bistro f’Ocella d’parfume a silent waiter escorted Grand d’shii s’Mantall b’Vin deep into the dim passages of the elite establishment. Reaching s’Mantall’s usual booth, the waiter bowed low as he slid behind the table and settled into the cushioned chair. The waiter slid a tray with a shallow bowl in front of s’Mantall and then quietly retreated to prepare s’Mantall’s usual drink. 

From a subtly hidden pocket s’Mantall withdrew a vial of his favorite tyr v’Shor’dala's blood. He removed the lid and gently poured the contents into the bowl. Then, from the flight of cups prepared for him, he added a pinch of sand from the plunge pool beneath Ocella’s Train. He then sprinkled in the crushed petals of a singing lal. To this he added powdered ivory and volcanic ash. He stirred the mixture with a spoon of pure silver, reciting an elocution revealed by the Odendar Mok’la. Satisfied, he dipped the fingers of both hands into the bowl, gathering the threads of blood and water, the resonance of the other ingredients allowing him to pull threads of bone. Uttering a second elocution he flung his hands to each side, fingers outspread. 

His timing was perfect. The waiter returned. He placed the athella service before s’Mantall and cocked his head in inquiry. “My usual, Siga,” he said. “I am expecting a guest. Please prepare a special in addition.” The waiter bowed in acknowledgment. 

s’Mantall lit the small burner and placed the water mixed with the juice of ken, a red citrus fruit, onto the flame to heat. While waiting for the water to reach the proper temperature, he took a ceramic urn of slightly bitter athella leaves and carefully crushed them with the mortar. He used a nal-wood spoon to layer the crushed leaves into the bottom of the three-layered sieve. Next, he ripped the blunt spines from the mahs stems, cross-layering them into the second layer of the sieve. Finally, he used a silver spoon to pour crushed green peppercorns and salen dust into the top layer. 

Having finished he placed the sieve onto the wide-topped pitcher. By this time the water/juice combination was bubbling. He carefully, and slowly, poured the ken-water over the top of the sieve. This was a critical step. Far too many rushed the pour, not allowing the water to absorb the sharp pepper and spice flavors from the top layer, the grassy elements from the middle, and the bitter notes from the athella. 

The pot empty, he placed it back on the heat-pad. He raised the sieve allowing it to drain, then, using the tonesq cloth towel wiped the bottom dry, and placed it into its holder. He then poured the athella back into the pot and placed the pot back on the burner, turning down the heat a bit. 

He surreptitiously glanced at the water clock on the opposite wall. He had timed it correctly. The waiter returned, leading Nepas Security Auditor Donar m’Axon. The waiter bowed and withdrew. Donar was not a large woman. Seated, he only had to tip his head a tad to look into her eyes. Standing, he would have towered over her. She was nearing her mid-fifties; her skin a very dark gold, her hair black with individual strands of white threaded through it. She wore it in braids, twisted and coiled together so it sat close to her skull. Her face was lined with a small scar on her chin.

Her armor was intricate, though jointed in such a way, he knew, as not to impede her movements. It was made of functional steel but plated with colored golds; red, blue, white, gray, and yellow. The traditional exposed area over her abdomen was protected by open basket work. There were three layers of it, almost obscuring the flesh beneath. It came close to violating religious norms, but was just open enough to satisfy while providing protection. She carried her helmet under her left arm. Though it appeared like the armor of a ceremonial soldier, one who never actually fought a battle, he knew that wasn’t accurate. He could see the places, expertly repaired, where weapons had caused damage. That armor had seen hard use, but was kept pristine to impress and fool those too ignorant or arrogant to know otherwise.

“How delightful to encounter you, Nepas m’Axon. Won’t you join me and break your fast?” 

“Yes, so surprising,” she answered, her voice a pleasant contralto. She pulled out a chair and sat. She placed her helmet on a stand the Bistro f’Ocella d’parfume provided as a matter of course. The moment she sat, three waiters appeared bearing platters and plates of gold trimmed in platinum. They presented to him an ornate bowl of steamed grain with dried wineberry, a silver plate of fried su-eggs, a rasher of donken fat, and a selection of pastries. 

Before the Nepas they placed a stack of cakes made with shredded lace-tubers and covered in clotted cream, two boiled su-eggs, a steak dipped in eggs and pastry crumbs, and toasted tarna-bread with butter and ken marmalade. As soon as the waiters left, Mantall picked up the pot of athella-tea and poured a healthy cup for each of them. Nepas took the cup in both hands and took a sip. Someone else might have sighed in appreciation, but she was far too disciplined for that. But Mantall thought he saw a slight smile. 
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