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            When you reach the edge of the world, you can fly.

          

        

      

    

    
      Terra Incognita. The blank spaces on the map, marked only by the words “here be monsters.” Mysteries, terrors, and perhaps the greatest discovery in history.

      Two nations at war fight for dominion over the known, and undiscovered, world. They pin their last hopes for ultimate victory on finding a land out of legend.

      Each land will send their ships and heroic captains to brave the untamed oceans, wild storms, sea serpents, and darker dangers unknown to anyone. It is a perilous undertaking, but there will always be the impetuous, the brave, and the mad who are willing to leave their homes to explore the unknown.

      Even to the edge of the world …

      Kevin J. Anderson’s spectacular fantasy epic is a sweeping tale of adventure on the high seas, with a cast of characters including kings and sultans, captains and crew, their enemies and their loves, the fanatics and the meek—in an expansive tale as two embattled kingdoms vie for the greatest treasure of them all.
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            Off the Coast of Uraba

          

        

      

    

    
      These foreign seas looked much the same as the waters of home, but Criston Vora knew the lands were different, the people were different, and their religion was contrary to everything he had been taught in the Aidenist kirk. For a twenty-year-old sailor eager to see the world, those differences could be either wondrous or frightening—he wouldn’t know which until he met the people of Uraba, which he was about to do.

      The Fishhook had made this voyage several times, and Criston’s captain, Andon Shay, was confident in his abilities to negotiate another trade deal with the Uraban merchants. The young man kept his eyes open and studied the unfolding coastline as the ship sailed far, far south of everything he had known.

      From his fishing village of Windcatch, he had always felt the call of the sea, wanting to see what lay beyond the horizon, yearning to explore. Though he had signed on for only a short trading voyage, at least he was seeing the other continent: Uraba. A place of legends and mystery.

      Though connected by a narrow isthmus, the world’s two main continents, Uraba and Tierra, were separated by a wide gulf of history and culture. Ages ago, at the beginning of time, when Ondun—God—had sent two of his sons in separate sailing ships to explore the world, the descendants of Aiden’s crew had settled Tierra, while those from Urec’s vessel colonized Uraba. Over the centuries, the followers of Aiden and the followers of Urec developed separate civilizations, religions, and traditions; despite their differences, they were bound together by ties of trade and necessity.

      On a bright sunny day with a brisk breeze, Captain Shay called for the sails to be trimmed for a gentle approach to the city of Ouroussa, where they hoped to find eager customers. The hold of the Fishhook contained barrels of whale oil from Soeland Reach, large spools of hemp rope from Erietta, grain from Alamont, and, in a special locked chest in the captain’s cabin, beautiful metal-worked jewelry made by the skilled smiths of Corag Reach. Though the bangles and ornaments would be sold to the followers of Urec, the Corag metalworkers subtly hid a tiny Aidenist fishhook on each piece of jewelry.

      Captain Shay would sell his cargo at prices greatly reduced from what the other Uraban merchants and middlemen could offer. With fast vessels, intrepid Tierran sailors braved the uncharted currents and sailed directly to Uraba’s coastal cities, bypassing the much slower overland merchants (much to their consternation).

      Near the ship’s wheel, Criston paused to look at the two compasses mounted on a sheltered pedestal, a traditional magnetic compass that always pointed north and a magical Captain’s Compass that always pointed home. The silver needle of the Captain’s Compass came from the same piece of precious metal as an identical needle in the Tierran capital city of Calay. These twinned needles remained linked to each other by sympathetic magic, as all things in Ondun’s creation were said to be linked.

      Now, as the Fishhook closed in on Ouroussa, the crew saw a flurry of activity in the distant harbor; a ship with a bright-red sail set out to meet them, sailing toward the open water. Captain Shay gestured to Criston. “Go aloft and have a look, Mr. Vora.” Shay’s dark hair ran to his shoulders, and instead of wearing a full bushy beard like most ship captains, he kept his neatly trimmed.

      Nimble and unafraid of heights, the young man scrambled up the shroud lines to reach the lookout nest. During the voyage, Criston had enjoyed spending time high atop the main mast overlooking the waters; he had even seen several fearsome-looking sea serpents, but only at a distance.

      As the Uraban ship approached, Criston noted its central painted icon on its square mainsail, the Eye of Urec. He spied additional movement in the harbor, where two fast Uraban galleys launched, their oars extended, beating across the water at a good clip. They spread apart, approaching the Fishhook from opposite directions.

      Criston scrambled back down the lines and reported what he had seen to Captain Shay. “I couldn’t see many crewmen aboard the main ship, Captain. Maybe they just want to escort us into port.”

      “Never needed an escort before.” Shay snapped orders to his crew, and all twenty-eight men came out on deck to stand ready. “Once they know what we’re offering, they’ll welcome us with open arms, but don’t let your guard down.” He turned back to the young sailor. “This could be a very interesting first voyage for you, Mr. Vora.”

      “It’s not my first voyage, sir. I’ve spent most of my life on boats.”

      “It’s your first voyage with me, and that’s what counts.”

      Criston’s father, a fisherman, had been lost at sea, and Criston himself had served aboard many boats, working the local catch, but dreaming of more ambitious voyages. Though young, Criston owned his own small boat for carrying cargo up to the Tierran capital of Calay, but the prospect of paying off the moneylenders seemed daunting. So, when the Fishhook had passed through Windcatch on her way south, and Captain Shay asked for short-term sailors to accompany him on a two-month trip to Ouroussa, offering wages higher than he could make on his own boat, Criston had jumped at the chance.

      Not only would it help him pay off the debt, but it would give Criston a chance to see far-off lands. And when he returned to Windcatch with his purse full of coins, he would finally be able to marry Adrea, whom he had loved for years. Once the Fishhook unloaded her cargo in Ouroussa, Criston could be on his way home.…

      As the scarlet-sailed Uraban ship closed to within hailing distance, he spotted a man standing near the bow dressed in loose cream-colored robes, his head wrapped in a pale olba. Only five crewmen stood with the man on the foreign vessel’s deck. The robed man shouted across to them in heavily accented Tierran. “I am Fillok, Ouroussa’s city leader. What goods have you brought us?”

      Shay lowered his voice to Criston. “Fillok … I know that name. I think he’s the brother of the soldan of Outer Wahilir, an important man. Why would he come to meet us?” He frowned in consternation. “Men who consider themselves important sometimes do brash things, and it’s rarely a good sign.” The captain raised his voice and called back across the water. “We are on our way to port. I can give your harbormaster a full list.”

      “It is my right to inspect your cargo here and now! How do we know your boat is not filled with soldiers to attack Ouroussa?”

      “Why would we do that?” Shay asked, genuinely perplexed.

      If Fillok did not change course, his ship would collide with the Fishhook within minutes. Criston eyed the two swift war galleys coming toward them from both port and starboard. “This doesn’t feel right, Captain. I’m going to have another look.” He slipped away and scrambled back up the ropes to the lookout nest.

      Tierran traders often made great profit from selling to Uraban cities, but many vessels vanished, more than could reasonably be accounted for by storms and reefs. If Fillok were an ambitious and unprincipled man, he could have attacked those traders and seized their cargoes. No one in Tierra would know.

      When Criston reached the lookout nest and peered down at the foreign ship, he was astonished to see far more than just the five Uraban sailors standing at the ropes. At least a dozen armed men crouched out of sight behind crates and sailcloth on the deck; the hatches were open, and even more Uraban men crowded below, holding bright scimitars. Criston cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled at the top of his lungs. “Captain, it’s a trap! The ship is full of armed men!”

      Shay shouted to his crew. “Set sails! All canvas, take the wind now!” Already on edge, the men jumped to untie knots, pull ropes, and drop sails abruptly into place.

      Criston’s warning forced Fillok into abrupt action. The Ouroussan city leader screamed something in his own language, and hidden men burst into view, lifting their swords. Shrill trumpets sounded a call to battle. Ropes with grappling hooks flew across the narrow gap between the two ships; several fell into the water, but three caught the Fishhook’s deck rail. Answering horns and drumbeats came from the two closing war galleys, and the rowers picked up their pace.

      Shay reached down to grab a long harpoon stowed just below the starboard bow of the Fishhook. The Tierran men armed themselves with boat-hooks, oars, and stunning clubs. Criston clambered back down to the deck, ready to join the fight. He held a long boat-knife to defend himself, though its reach was much shorter than that of a Uraban scimitar.

      Criston ran to the straining ropes that bound the ships together, just as five Urabans jumped across the gap with an eerie inhuman howl. Ducking a wide swing of a Uraban sword, he sawed at the first rope until it snapped and immediately set to work on the second one.

      The Fishhook’s sails were fully extended now, giving her a much greater canvas area than Fillok’s small Uraban ship. The ropes creaked as the Tierran vessel tried to break away. One of the Tierran sailors went down, bleeding from a deep gash in his head.

      Ignoring the mayhem around him, Captain Shay cocked his arm back and let the long harpoon fly toward the other ship—where its sharp iron tip plunged directly through Fillok’s chest. The Ouroussan city leader staggered backward, grabbing the harpoon’s shaft in astonishment, before he collapsed into a pool of blood on his own deck.

      The Uraban attackers gasped, then howled in rage upon seeing their leader killed. They piled against each other, preparing to leap across and slaughter the Tierrans. Racing in from shore, the two war galleys closed in a pincer maneuver.

      Criston sawed with his knife until he severed the third grappling rope, and like a freed stallion, the Fishhook lunged free, separating from the Uraban ship as many of the enemy fighters leaped across. A dozen men tumbled into the deep water, and only two managed to cling to the side of the Fishhook, clutching nets and an anchor rope. Leaning over the rail, Criston lopped off fingers with a knife slash, and the screaming men slid into the water.

      Though he was white as a sheet, Captain Shay’s voice did not waver as he shouted. “All speed—head north! Out to open sea!” The Fishhook began to pull away.

      Only three enemy soldiers remained on the deck. Captain Shay’s crew quickly dispatched them and dumped the bodies overboard.

      With Fillok killed—the brother of the local soldan!—the remaining Uraban sailors were in a frenzy aboard his ship. The drums of the approaching war galleys beat furiously, but the Fishhook’s sails pushed the cargo ship faster. The coastline began to dwindle in the distance, but Criston knew the uproar would not die down. “Captain, what just happened? Why did they do that? We only came to trade.”

      “They wanted our cargo, and now they’ll want our hides as well.” Shay looked sick. “Fillok’s brother will go to Soldan-Shah Imir and demand blood. I suppose the blood of any Tierran will do. We have to get to King Korastine as quickly as possible.” He gave the young sailor a weary smile as he turned the wheel and aligned the course with the Captain’s Compass. “When we pass Windcatch, I can drop you off, Mr. Vora. But for the rest of us …” He shook his head, still frowning. “I think we just started a war.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            The Royal Cog, Sailing to Ishalem

          

          THREE MONTHS LATER

        

      

    

    
      The royal ship sailed southward through the night, following the Tierran coastline. She was a two-masted cog with her sails trimmed so that she made slow headway under the stars. Because the route down to the holy city of Ishalem was so well charted, with lighthouses to mark hazardous stretches, the captain was comfortable with proceeding in the dark.

      Even so, King Korastine of Tierra could not sleep, caught between hope and anxiety about the upcoming meeting with Soldan-Shah Imir. After the disastrous clash between Captain Shay’s trading ship and the Uraban privateers, he could just as easily have been leading warships down to ransack Ouroussa and sink enemy ships in the harbor.

      Instead of leaping headfirst into war, the Uraban leader had dispatched his best ambassador, a man named Giladen, to search for a peaceful solution. Though neither leader would admit it, both knew that Captain Shay should not have gone where he did; they also knew that Fillok should not have attacked a peaceful trading ship, and that a harpoon in the heart was exactly what he deserved. Though their respective populations were inflamed, both the king and the soldan-shah believed they had a chance to salvage the situation.

      Long past midnight, Korastine stood on the raised bow platform and gazed into the misty shadows that lay ahead, imagining their destination. Ishalem. The sacred city built on the narrow isthmus that connected the continents … the most ancient settlement in the known world, considered holy by both the Aidenist religion and the rival Urecari religion.

      Korastine wrapped weathered hands around the wooden balustrade. He was a thin man, wise looking, barely forty. His long hair and neatly trimmed beard were light brown, salted with graying strands. He could already see what he would look like when he grew old, and times like these aged a man more swiftly.

      In Ishalem, he and the soldan-shah would sign a treaty blessed by the Aidenist prester-marshall and the head sikara priestess of the Urecari church. After so many years of turmoil, they would divide the known world in half, clearly defining the two spheres of influence. That would settle the matter for all time, and at last there would be peace.

      So, why couldn’t he sleep? Why did his stomach insist upon knotting itself with doubts? With a heavy sigh, he tried to convince himself that he was just being a fool, stung by too many disappointments, too many misplaced dreams.

      The mist intensified the salt-and-seaweed smell in the air. The whispering laughter of gentle waves against the hull planks was soothing. While there were hammocks below, most crewmen chose to sleep on the open deck. A puff of breeze luffed the sailcloth, making the masts and rigging creak.

      Korastine barely heard the soft barefoot tread ascending the steps to the forecastle platform. He turned to see his beloved eleven-year-old daughter rubbing sleep from her eyes. “Are we almost to Ishalem, Father?”

      “We’ll be there in the morning.” He reached out to hug her, and she comfortably folded herself into his arms.

      Princess Anjine had straight brown hair, parted in the middle. When she was at court in Calay, she brushed her hair many times nightly, as her mother had once insisted, but on the five-day voyage, the girl didn’t bother with such silliness, and the king couldn’t blame her.

      Though Queen Sena had been dead from pneumonia for half a year now, Korastine and his wife had often disagreed on the raising of their only child; the queen insisted that Anjine ought to be ladylike and courtly, while Korastine wanted the girl to focus more on leadership—while also being allowed some measure of her own childhood. As an uneasy compromise, the princess had learned both.

      Knowing how much was at stake with the upcoming treaty, the king insisted that Anjine accompany him now. He could never forget the responsibility he had to his people and to his daughter. One day, he would leave Tierra in Anjine’s care, and he did not want to give her a broken, war-torn land.

      Korastine glanced around for his daughter’s constant companion. “Where is Mateo?” One year older than Anjine, the young man was Korastine’s ward by virtue of a heartfelt promise made when Mateo’s father, a captain of the royal guard, had died in the line of duty.

      “Oh, he has no trouble sleeping.” Anjine lounged back against the rail. “Should I go splash a bucket of seawater in his face?”

      “Let him sleep. We’re going to have a busy day when we reach port.”

      As the royal cog had sailed out of Calay harbor, Anjine and Mateo had chattered with excitement about the exotic things they were going to see. Neither had ever been to Ishalem, though they had heard plenty of stories from sailors, presters, and teachers. By the second day, however, the excitement of the voyage faded, and Mateo made it his personal mission to entertain Anjine. After the king had scolded the two children for scrambling up the mast and hanging on the rigging, Mateo devoted himself to playing strategy games with her. They hunkered down together on the deck boards, sketching out a chalk grid and making their marks. Korastine noted, proudly, that Anjine won more often than the boy did.

      Queen Sena would have argued against bringing Mateo along at all, claiming that the king had gone far beyond the requirements of his promise to care for the boy. Though he did not like to think ill of the dead, stuffy Sena was no longer with them, and Korastine could raise his daughter as he pleased.

      Now, wide awake and eager as the ship sailed on, Anjine stood next to her father. Though her head barely came to his chin, he could only think of how tall, how mature his little girl was becoming. Where had the years gone? He felt a hint of tears welling in his eyes. By signing the Edict, he would leave her—and all his people—with a better, safer world.

      Anjine strained to see through the fog, then pointed. “Is that Aiden’s Lighthouse?”

      Korastine did see a flicker, like an ember suspended in the air. “If it isn’t, then we’re far off-course.” The tall tower of sturdy rock had been erected on a jutting point of land outside of Ishalem. Its light burned constantly, not just to warn ships of the reefs that lay farther south, but to represent the light of Aiden’s wisdom.

      A groggy Mateo hurried across the deck, and the twelve-year-old sprang onto the forecastle platform to stand between Anjine and Korastine. So full of energy, like his father had been! The dark-haired young man would make a fine soldier someday—a high-ranking officer, if Korastine had anything to do with it.

      Before long, they could see a silvery fringe of dawn on the eastern horizon. The off-watch crewmen began to awaken, and the cook stoked his stove in the galley to begin cooking breakfast. Men worked the rigging, pulling ropes to stretch the sails, now that the captain could see his heading. Ahead and to port, the shore loomed out of the shadows.

      Korastine stared at the western edge of the isthmus that separated the vast Oceansea from the calmer Middlesea. He remembered the first time he’d sailed down the coast at his own father’s side, being trained to lead Tierra.… He had made the voyage six previous times now, always on matters of state, always in response to a major or minor political emergency. After this time, though …

      Finally the warm sun burned off the rest of the morning fog, and the whitewashed buildings of sprawling, majestic Ishalem came into view. Ah, he remembered the amazement and wonder with which he had first viewed the holy city. Anjine would be seeing the same thing now, through the clarity and optimism of youth.

      On the Aidenist side of the city, the architecture showed familiar Tierran influence, similar to what one might find in any coastal village, while in the Uraban district on the opposite side of the isthmus, the buildings looked alien, with unusual curves and angles, stuccoed rather than timbered, the roofs tiled rather than thatched.

      On the highest hill in the center of Ishalem stood the ruins of the Arkship, little more than a skeletal hull with one broken mast, like a giant beached sea beast, lying far from the water. Anjine pointed as soon as she spotted it. “That’s the ship! Aiden’s ship.”

      Korastine uttered an automatic awed prayer. “Yes, the actual one.”

      Prester-Marshall Baine appeared on deck, wearing a long, dark-brown robe trimmed with purple silk. An Aidenist fishhook pendant hung at his throat, nearly covered by his unruly red beard. King Korastine not only revered the energetic religious leader, he respected Baine as an intelligent, thoughtful friend. Though he was only in his midthirties, Baine had reached a high position of authority and responsibility, thanks to his forceful personality and his persuasive words. The prester-marshall closed his blue eyes as he bowed in silent prayer. “The holy Arkship.”

      “But how could such a big ship get so far from the water?” Mateo asked pragmatically, and Anjine gave him a brisk kick in the shin.

      The prester-marshall chided her. “Some presters might tell you never to question, but that is tantamount to telling you not to think. Ondun created us to explore, to experience. There is no harm in raising questions, and Mateo has asked a good one. That conundrum has puzzled scholars for many generations.”

      Mateo flashed a vindicated grin at Anjine, but the prester-marshall didn’t exactly answer his query. “Now would be a good time to reflect upon where our people came from. You have heard the story all your life, but when you gaze upon Ishalem, you can see in your heart that it is more than just a story.

      “At the beginning of the world, Ondun created the continents and the seas and the skies. He made His own perfect holy land, which He called Terravitae, and Ondun filled the land with crops and orchards, forests, animals, birds, and insects. He populated it with His own people. Then He made other people and scattered them across the remaining continents. When He was finished with all His work, Ondun created three special sons—Aiden, Urec, and Joron.

      “Satisfied with all that He had done, Ondun bequeathed stewardship of the world to His heirs, for He had other worlds to create, and He would soon depart. Ondun instructed Aiden, Urec, and Joron that they must keep this world intact, improve it, make it thrive. While the youngest son Joron remained behind to rule Terravitae, Ondun commanded that His two older sons go out in separate ships to explore His creation.”

      Baine related the tale to Anjine and Mateo with an earnestness that village presters could never match. Korastine smiled: No wonder the man had risen so quickly in the church hierarchy. “Before the voyage, Ondun gave Urec a special map to show him how to find the mysteries of the world. To Aiden, he gave a special compass to facilitate his return to Terravitae, for its needle was charmed always to point home.”

      “Like a Captain’s Compass,” Mateo interrupted.

      “The very first Captain’s Compass,” Anjine corrected.

      “Aiden and Urec each constructed a giant Arkship and, taking their crews and families with them, sailed away from Terravitae on separate routes. But Urec was arrogant and sure of himself. He would explore the world, but considered the map an insult to his bravery, a way of cheating. Urec threw the chart overboard and chose his own course.” Baine raised his bushy red eyebrows for dramatic effect. “Now, the Urecari will tell it differently, because such foolishness does not reflect well upon the man they consider their prophet! But we have the Book of Aiden to tell us the truth.”

      The prester-marshall looked up as the cog sailed toward the crowded maze of wharves. “We know that one of Aiden’s crewmembers was secretly a spy for Urec, though the Urecari deny it. As soon as Aiden’s ship passed well beyond sight of Terravitae, the Urecari spy damaged the sacred compass so that Aiden, too, became lost.

      “After voyaging aimlessly for years, Aiden’s ship came to rest here. The crew intermarried with the people of Tierra, and their descendants now populate half the world. When Urec’s ship landed, he, his crew, and their children settled in Uraba to the south.”

      As the royal ship pulled into the harbor, Korastine saw the buildings clustered like devout worshippers kneeling before the many-spired Aidenist kirk built on the western side of the Arkship hill. The cog drifted up to a long dock festooned with pennants and garlands. Gulls greeted them with a raucous fanfare. Ishalem looked so glorious that Korastine could almost believe that their meeting was blessed by Ondun.

      Anjine glanced up toward the gigantic wreck on the hill. “So how do we know that’s Aiden’s ship, instead of Urec’s—as the Urecari say?”

      “Because we know. Yes, we know.”
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            The Soldan-Shah’s Galley, on the Middlesea

          

        

      

    

    
      A sea serpent rose up in front of the gilded ship before Soldan-Shah Imir could reach Ishalem, and the crew prepared for an attack.

      The silken mainsail tilted on its yardarm to capture crosswinds as the narrow galley, a dromond, cut across the Middlesea. Imir stood at the pointed bow where he could feel the salt spray, straining to see the low coastline of the isthmus, though he knew they were at least half a day from their destination.

      The huge sea serpent rose up barely a spear’s throw from the bow, startling Imir out of his thoughts. The monstrous head breached the waves on a long stalk of neck covered with shimmering blue and silver scales; seawater sheeted down from the sinuous form. A jagged line of fins coursed the neck like an aquatic mane, and the serpent’s reptilian jaws parted to display curved teeth and a forked tongue. The gleaming eyes were the black of the Middlesea’s greatest depths; two long horns curved from the skull, deadly enough to gore a whale. The creature flared a set of scalloped gills and emitted an ominous bellowing hoot, as though challenging the dromond’s right to cross the open water. A shrill jet of steam blasted from the blowhole on the back of the beast’s head, vapors that were said to be poisonous.

      The galley’s captain shouted orders, drums goaded the slaves to pull their oars faster, turning the ship. But this monster was a demon of the sea, created by Ondun Himself to be a sleek, fast predator on the open waters. No matter how swiftly they rowed, this ship could not outrun the serpent.

      The dromond’s crew gathered spears; some ran forward with shields to protect their leader. Imir glowered at the beast. Though the creature could have plucked him from the deck like a honeyed date from a serving platter, he dared not show fear in front of the crew. “I am the soldan-shah! Allow me to pass!”

      The lead sikara priestess strode boldly to Imir’s side. Ur-Sikara Lukai’s long hair was the dark brown color of scorched wood, and her scarlet robes whipped around her slender body in the brisk wind as if she were engulfed in fabric flames. Her dark eyes could be quite beautiful when her expression softened, but her expression was not soft now. “Begone!” She raised her hand to the silvery-blue monster. “In the name of Urec, I cast you back to the depths. We are on the holy business of Ondun. Begone!” She leaned across the prow, both arms extended, and her voice rose to a fearsome screech. “Begone!”

      The serpent regarded her curiously. Its enormous body undulated as it swam to and fro, still blocking the dromond’s path, and another jet of spray came from its blowhole. The rowers had finally turned the ship so that the mainsail could catch the wind fully, but the serpent casually kept pace, emitting another strange bellowing hoot. Finally, bored with its unusual prey, the scaled monster circled the vessel once more, then submerged, its sharp dorsal fins tracing a sawblade pattern through the water as it swam off.

      Ur-Sikara Lukai seemed satisfied with the demonstration of her powers. “You are fortunate to have me here, Soldan-shah. I drove the monster away.”

      He regarded her wryly and kept his voice low. “I am even more fortunate that it was a silver-blue serpent, for I know those rarely attack.”

      Lukai was surprised by his comment, but she admitted nothing. “Sea serpents are unpredictable. It is wise to have Urec’s shield.”

      As the galley turned toward Ishalem, Imir shuddered to imagine what might have occurred between Tierra and Uraba if he were unexpectedly killed here, like this, in the Middlesea. He had left his older son and heir, Omra, back in the capital city of Olabar to make decisions and to manage the various soldanates in his absence. Omra was an intelligent man and a good leader … but he might have been forced into action.

      King Korastine would have been blamed for some treachery, and the resulting war would have been worse than if they had never tried to make peace at all.

      Fillok, younger brother of the soldan of Outer Wahilir, had been arrogant and brash, and he’d failed to think of the consequences of his actions. He had probably considered himself brave to provoke the Tierran trading ship, and all he had received was a harpoon through his chest.

      Though the soldan-shah did not sanction Fillok’s foolish action, once the man had gotten himself killed, Imir was not able to ignore the provocation. But knowing that both sides benefited far more from trade than from open warfare, he refused to let himself get drawn into further conflict. Now that Ambassador Giladen had worked out terms, Imir and Korastine would put an end to the tensions.

      The soldan-shah’s head and cheeks were clean-shaven, his scalp oiled. Years ago, Lithio, his first wife, had fretted so much over the appearance of his beard and hair that one morning Imir had shaved himself clean in hopes of silencing her. Instead, Lithio had told him he looked handsome that way. He didn’t believe that she actually thought that, but Lithio had a talent for frustrating him. After she had borne the requisite son and heir, he had been happy to “allow” her to return to her native soldanate of Missinia, where she’d lived a quiet and comfortable life for the past twenty years.

      His second wife Asha, who divided her time between her private villa near the Olabar palace and the soldan-shah’s guest residence in Ishalem, was much more adoring and attentive … but utterly obsessed with her pets. Any animal that Ondun had seen fit to place upon His world, Asha wanted to keep and adore. Imir had not seen her in months and looked forward to their reunion in Ishalem, though he did not relish the prospect of all the noise from the hounds, songbirds, cats, peacocks, and whatever other creatures she had managed to acquire in the meantime.

      As the burning coppery sun settled to the horizon, Imir could see the distinct line of the isthmus like a barrier against the setting sun. As they neared the eastern curve of the sandy harbor, pelicans wheeled overhead. Fishing boats plied the waters, bringing in the day’s catch; small sailing craft dipped out to deeper water, then circled back in toward the coastline. Though the day was clear and bright, the smoky torch of Urec’s Lighthouse had been lit as soon as spotters saw the approach of the soldan-shah’s dromond.

      Even from far away, Imir could see the great hulk of the Arkship, Urec’s ship, washed high and dry upon the tallest hill. The prime Urecari church, a lovely construction comprised of a central dome surrounded by tall thin spires, was an unmistakable landmark on the eastern hillside below the wreck.

      Ur-Sikara Lukai rejoined him, pointed to where a slow-moving passenger barge emerged from the city’s main canal and proceeded toward them. “Look, Asha is coming to welcome you.” Her tone dripped with disrespect.

      Imir hardened his voice. “Asha means well, and you will be polite to her. That is my command.”

      The ur-sikara gave him a sour look, but he insisted, and she finally bowed slightly. “As the soldan-shah wishes.”

      Though she had her own power as the church’s lead priestess, Lukai was also close friends with Villiki, the soldan-shah’s third wife and mother of Imir’s second son. Villiki stridently expressed her opinions of her husband’s leadership and complained frequently to Lukai. He supposed he was lucky, in a way, that only one of his three wives had such obvious ambitions. Men had their wars, but women had their schemes.

      Asha never harbored an unkind thought toward anyone, and it was her childlike innocence that had endeared her to him in the first place (as well as her exceptional body). Her welcome barge approached, and Imir realized he was smiling. She must have spent days festooning the barge with garlands and ribbons. Now she stood waving at him, accompanied by three small dogs that yapped constantly. But even that did not discourage the soldan-shah; he hoped Asha had prepared a private—quiet—room for the two of them … someplace without her pets. He needed a good night’s sleep before the all-important Edict ceremony.
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      Zarif Omra loved to study maps of the world—not out of mere intellectual curiosity, but in order to understand the resources, boundaries, and limitations of Uraba. “Tactical geography,” he called it. Sitting in the palace throne room, Omra traced his finger along the lines on the chart spread out on his mahogany side table, while he waited for the first supplicants to be shown in. He needed to familiarize himself with the entire continent he would one day rule. He was only twenty-four, but there had never been any doubt he would succeed the soldan-shah.

      Uraba was defined by sea and sand, anchored in place by Ishalem, and divided into five soldanates. The lands north of Ishalem were much sketchier, since few details of Tierra were known to Uraban cartographers. Zarif Omra did not worry about those unfamiliar lands, however. When his father retired, Omra would have enough work simply managing his own people.

      Now that Imir had sailed off to Ishalem, Omra got a taste of the work that lay in store for him. He wore a loose purple chalwar and a sleeveless tunic; he rested comfortably upon the cushions piled upon the dais, from which he would listen to supplicants. A gold earring hung from his left ear in the fashion of the Missinia soldanate, to honor his mother. While his father had gone soft and heavyset, Omra was fit and muscular, his lean face edged by a neatly trimmed black beard. His hair was long and oiled, and sometimes he let his beloved wife Istar plait it for him. Teasingly, he threatened to shave his head as his father had done, but Istar had convinced him how much she liked his hair. She was now pregnant with his firstborn child, and he could deny her nothing.

      Istar would arrive soon to join him, since she loved to hear the people present their issues before the dais, even though Omra found her to be distracting when he most needed to show his strength. Anxious to get started, he clapped his hands to summon the first visitor.

      Dressed in dyed linen garments, a young man entered—his cousin Burilo, the oldest son of Xivir, the soldan of Missinia. Burilo was the same age as Omra, but gangly and awkward, since his growth spurt had occurred much later than Omra’s. The zarif welcomed him warmly. “What news have you brought from Arikara? Is my mother well?”

      “Lithio is quite comfortable and happy, though she’d be happier if you visited her more often.”

      Omra chuckled. “Yes, whenever I can break away from my obligations here in Olabar.” His mother often asked him to make the trip down to the capital of Missinia, and he suspected she did it more as a teasing way to annoy his father, than because she had a heartfelt desire to see him. “To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?”

      “I bring you a joyous gift, Zarif.” Burilo called his servant, who entered the throne room carrying a large square box. Burilo lifted the lid and reached in to withdraw a decapitated head that had been smeared with tar. The dead man’s lips were drawn back to reveal crooked and yellowed teeth; dark tattoos showed on the skin even through the preservative coating. In disgust, Burilo tossed the head to the floor, and the tar from the head stained the polished driftwood tiles. “One less desert bandit to prey upon our villages and farms. Our soldiers killed the leader of the band.”

      Omra leaned forward to inspect the head. Years ago, Soldan-Shah Imir had declared a bounty on the ruthless bandit tribes who lived in the inhospitable sands of the Great Desert. The bandits emerged like a sandstorm on swift and sturdy horses to harass small Missinian villages. After stealing, raping, and pillaging, they vanished back into the dunes faster than Soldan Xivir’s armies could respond. Whenever a military force pursued them into the sands, the bandits ran circles around the soldiers, picking them off until they were lost.

      Omra’s expression darkened. “I doubt the bandits will be deterred by their loss. They are like a demon serpent—cut off one head, and two more grow in its place.”

      Burilo gave a strange, cockeyed grin as he answered, “Then there will be more bandits to kill, and more bounties to earn.”

      Omra told his chamberlain to pay Burilo the promised reward, then directed servants to place the head in a trophy case. Two silent slaves hurried forward to clean the tar stain from the polished floor.

      Beautiful Istar entered the throne room. After bowing formally before her husband, she sat on a pale green cushion below the raised dais. He reached out and took her hand. At five months, her pregnancy had begun to show, though draping Yuarej silks covered her. In private, he loved to run his palm over the swelling curve of her belly. Istar’s dark hair hung in a single braid interwoven with gold ribbon. As a secret between the two of them, she had decided to wear her hair in one braid for the first child she would bear; when she gave birth a second time, it would be two braids, and so on. They often joked about how many braids her lovely head could sustain. Omra wondered if other Urabans would adopt the tradition.

      “Before your next visitor, I have called for tea and almonds,” she told him demurely. The treat was as much for herself as for him.

      Istar was the daughter of one of the most powerful merchants in Olabar, a man whose ships ran the coast of the Middlesea to trade with Sioara and other ports of Inner Wahilir. Omra had fallen in love with Istar and married her. However, since Istar’s blood wasn’t noble, the zarif’s choice of her as his first wife raised eyebrows among the extended families of the other soldans; conversely, his selection pleased the merchant families.

      His half brother Tukar also entered the throne room, finding a seat in the back where he could observe quietly. A stocky young man two years younger than Omra, Tukar rarely participated in the discussions—in fact, he usually appeared bored, but his mother Villiki insisted that he watch and learn from court politics. Villiki had great plans for him, though the young man himself showed no signs of being dissatisfied with his subordinate role.

      Merchants from the soldanate of Yuarej entered next, carrying bolts of the finest silk, which they spread out to display dyed patterns of the unfurling fern, the Urecari religious symbol representing rebirth and potential. Istar delighted in the brilliant green, blue, and scarlet fabrics. “We can have garments made for Sikara Fyiri, since she made such a wonderful blessing for the baby.”

      Omra squeezed her hand. “It was a wonderful blessing, indeed.”

      With the church’s main sikara accompanying the soldan-shah to Ishalem, Omra and Istar had enlisted the service of a young priestess with no obvious political agenda, though the zarif was sure she would develop one in time, as sikaras usually did. Fyiri had come for the sunset ceremony, bringing her copy of Urec’s Log and ribbons of colored paper on which she would write prayers before tying them to sticks to flutter in the wind where Ondun could read them.

      “We accept your offering of the silk,” Omra said to the merchants. “My wife certainly approves.” He ate one of the warm almonds roasted in sea salt, while Istar poured cups of sweet tea for both of them. At the back of the room, Tukar employed a piece of chalk on a square of slate, writing a note to himself.

      Omra called the next visitor, knowing that this was what his father did every day. No wonder Soldan-Shah Imir had been so eager to make the voyage to Ishalem.
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            Ishalem, Urecari District

          

        

      

    

    
      Prester Hannes wore dirty clothes in the Uraban style, shapeless rags draped over his shoulders to make him look like a beggar, since beggars drew very little attention. The people he encountered on this side of Ishalem automatically assumed he was a follower of Urec. Though that meant his disguise was perfect, he still resented being confused for one of the loathsome heretics.

      But he had to be convincing, had to fit in. “Consider yourself a spy for God,” Prester-Marshall Baine had told him more than a year earlier, before sending him to Ishalem. Fortunately, Hannes’s faith in Aiden was unwavering, and Ondun Himself knew the difference between truth and lies.

      Head down, he wandered the streets in the Urecari district, noting how the merchants cheated their customers, listening to the gossip and the delusions. These people went about their lives without even realizing their sins. As a prester, he was a kind and compassionate man, doing the work of Ondun, but sadly none of these Urabans could be forgiven.

      Beneath the gigantic wreck of the Arkship—Aiden’s ship, though all these people pretended it was Urec’s—devout Urecari made pilgrimages up the switchbacked path to stand in the shadow of the ancient, ruined hull. Pilgrims petitioned sikaras, paying fees to climb the hill and even touch the holy wood of the enormous beached vessel. Prester Hannes had been up to the Arkship many times since arriving in Ishalem. He climbed the hill at night and slipped past the church guards, just so he could have private time with his prayers.

      Now, as thin brass bells pealed in the minaret towers of the prime church, he moved along the streets, blending into the crowd of worshippers called to sunset services. The outside of the monumental heathen church bore carved stone stations, each panel depicting part of the story. Some images were correct, in order to lull the faithful: Ondun and his sons in Terravitae … Aiden and Urec sailing off in their separate vessels, leaving Holy Joron behind … Urec with his map, Aiden with his sacred compass.

      Then the deception began: Urec and his ship arriving on the shores of Uraba … battles with the natives who viewed them as enemies … Urec’s decision to take multiple wives for himself, a rule that all Aidenists despised … then an aged Urec planting the Golden Fern before wandering off to become the Traveler.

      Hannes had seen these images many times, had heard the lies in the sermons given by the sikaras. He still felt the knot of anger each time he witnessed the dissemination of such blatant untruths. Aiden had become the Traveler, not Urec. Unable to build their own religion, the Urecari had obviously co-opted the tenets of Aidenism. And yet they were blind to their delusions. He both pitied them and reviled them for it.

      With the sunset services about to begin, Hannes followed the crowd, steeling himself. “The truth of Aiden is the truth of God,” he muttered, reciting a well-known prayer that Prester-Marshall Baine had taught him. “And the truth of God is the truth for all, even those who refuse to hear it.” Hannes squared his shoulders and, still wearing rags, approached the church.

      Outside the large stone-and-wood building, numerous banners hung down, swirled with the unfurling fern symbol. Vendors sold trinkets to visiting pilgrims; a majority of the vendors were Saedrans, “Ondun’s stepchildren,” who believed that their people had left Terravitae at a later time and were not descendants of either Aiden’s crew or Urec’s. As a people, Saedrans kept to themselves, but their craftsmen created mementos, candles, or prayer ribbons, which they sold outside the kirks and churches, catering to both great religions.

      Prester Hannes didn’t hate the Saedrans for their lack of belief; at least they weren’t as completely wrong as the Urecari. The truth of God is the truth for all.

      Taking that command to heart, Aidenist missionaries had ventured into Uraba. The Book of Aiden gave all of his followers the freedom to trade wherever they wished, to correct Urecari misconceptions wherever they encountered them. But the followers of Urec had not received the missionaries well, and many were killed for daring to speak of their religion. Hearing such stories made Prester Hannes hate them even more.

      As he paused before the prime church’s tall wooden doors, Hannes saw a Saedran vendor behind a small table displaying beautifully molded candles, all of which burned with tiny protected flames. The candlemaker had a balding head, long white hair, and a square-cut gray beard. “Candles! Candles for the faithful.” He lifted up a dark red wax cylinder that bore the fern spiral of the unfurling. “Ten coppers apiece. Show your flame to Urec. Burn the light of his words in the church.”

      Hannes recognized the candlemaker as Direc na-Taya, a man who alternated his wares as trade dictated; today he had come to the Urecari church, and tomorrow he would be selling fishhook candles to Aidenists. Seeing Hannes’s ragged clothing, the vendor ignored him, assuming a beggar would never buy his candles.

      Hannes brushed past the Saedran and entered the church. He wrinkled his nose at the smell of their pressing bodies, their oils and perfumes, even the odd stink of their cooking and spices. Inside the vast nave, banners hung from stone arches in the vaulted ceiling, each one covered with a written prayer, as if Ondun would bother to read them … but He was off creating other worlds and had neither the time nor interest to read notes from the subjects He had left behind.

      The worshippers entered on a spiraling path of dark tiles inlaid on the floor, walking around the central altar. The track was designed to imitate the unfurling fern, though it forced the crowds to stand in an unnatural coil, all striving to see the sikara in the middle of the chamber. The orderly wooden benches in an Aidenist kirk made so much more sense.

      The head priestess had recently arrived in Ishalem, just as Prester-Marshall Baine had come with King Korastine. Usually other sikaras led the service, but for this ceremony Ur-Sikara Lukai herself delivered the homily. As the red-gowned woman stepped up to the long wooden altar crowded with goblets, urns of fragrant oil, braziers, tall candles, and other talismans, Hannes scrutinized her.

      Lukai wore necklaces of beaten gold; bangles hung from her ears and wrists. To most of the crowd, she appeared statuesque and beautiful, but his discriminating eye could see that her face was covered with thick makeup, her eyes outlined with heavy kohl. He saw past the trappings to the signs of age on her face, the faint wrinkles that could not entirely be concealed. The wearisome burden of deception and lies must have aged her prematurely.

      Among the worshippers, Hannes stood silent and uncomfortable, listening as Ur-Sikara Lukai invoked chants and read passages from Urec’s Log. Though Hannes pretended to listen, his mind was closed down. He recited a litany of his own prayers and quotations from Aiden to protect him from the heresy surrounding him.

      As a special commemoration of her visit to Ishalem, the sikara presented an ancient medallion of gold inset with chips of lapis lazuli and encircled by small topaz stones. She held it up, and the trophy gleamed in the light of the candles and braziers around the altar. Lukai was rewarded with a chorus of awed gasps. “This amulet was worn by Urec himself on his voyage. He gave it as a gift to his wife Fashia upon their arrival in Uraba. It belongs here, at the altar of our prime church.”

      With obvious reverence, the sikara placed it between two massive candles, each as thick as Hannes’s thigh, then spread the heavy golden chain on a blue velvet pad in the center of the altar. “Ondun Himself gave this amulet to His son. And now we give it to the church.”

      Hannes narrowed his intense gaze. If Ondun had indeed created that amulet, He would not want it to remain in the hands of heretics.

      Throughout the remainder of the service, Hannes wrestled with his thoughts, trying to decide what he should do. Outside once more after the service’s conclusion, Hannes crouched at the mouth of an alley, leaning against the whitewashed wall of a potter’s shop that had closed for the church services. Wrapped in his thoughts as well as cloaking rags, Hannes gave little consideration to the picture he must present.

      A rich Urecari merchant walked past, still glowing from the service. The man paused when he saw Hannes, reached into the purse at his waist, and retrieved three cuars. He tossed the silver coins at Hannes. “These are for you, my brother. God has hope for all of us. Your life, too, will shine with the blessings of Urec.”

      Hannes muttered automatic thanks to the man and picked up the cuars. With the blessings of Urec.

      As soon as the man was out of sight, he cast the coins into the alley shadows in disgust, afraid they might burn his skin.
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            Calay, Saedran District

          

        

      

    

    
      With the thick curtains drawn and the candles lit (though it was bright daylight), Aldo na-Curic sat at a table in the main room of his family’s house in Calay. He faced his nemesis, his teacher, his tester. He knew what was at stake.

      Aldo, a clever young Saedran man of eighteen, had always admired the gruff, stern elder. Sen Leo na-Hadra had a deep voice, a lined face framed by a long thick mane of gray hair, and an equally thick gray beard. His pale blue eyes were fearsome, and they did not blink as he leaned closer to Aldo and mercilessly fired questions, one after another. “Name the eleven main Soeland islands, their villages, and the village leaders—in order from smallest to largest.”

      Aldo did so without even blinking.

      Next, Sen Leo demanded, “List the nineteen coastal villages from Calay to Ishalem.”

      “There are twenty-three coastal villages.”

      Sen Leo smiled. That detail had been part of the test. “Then name all twenty-three.”

      Aldo did so. This was too easy.

      The old teacher wore dark, shapeless robes that masked his body. Aldo suspected the older man was somewhat heavyset, but he could never know for sure. Sen Leo slid a blank piece of paper forward, gave Aldo a lead stylus. “Now draw, as exactly as you can, all the stars in the Loom as seen from far Lahjar.”

      Aldo had expected questions like that. Taking up the stylus, he quickly made marks, needing no tools, estimating the angles and distances with an expert eye. Lahjar was the city farthest south on the outer coast of Uraba; no known settlements lay beyond, since reefs and intense heat blocked the passage of ships. Aldo had never seen the constellations from that distant corner of the world, but the details had been reported reliably by Saedran chartsmen.

      Their libraries held thousands of volumes written in a coded language that required expertise to read; no outsiders could decipher their complex letters. Every Saedran home, including Aldo’s, held dozens of heirloom volumes, luxury items that most Tierrans could not afford.

      Finished, the young man slid the hand-drawn constellation map back to Sen Leo, who glanced at it, then brushed it aside. “Describe in detail the streets in Bora’s Bastion, the capital city of Alamont Reach. Tell me in particular what the houses look like, and list the merchant stalls in order, as one would encounter them walking clockwise across the central district from the riverport.”

      Aldo painted the picture in his mind as vividly as if he had seen these things himself. He did as the old teacher asked. He had never been to Lahjar, nor to Alamont Reach, nor to any place other than the city of Calay, yet his answers didn’t waver.

      Sen Leo watched him intently; Aldo hoped for a smile of approval, but did not expect to receive one. With each question, the examination was bound to get much harder.

      Among Saedrans, occasionally a child would be gifted with perfect recall, the ability to memorize details at a glance and retain them without flaw. Saedran families carefully tested their children, watching for any hint of the valuable skill. Anyone who demonstrated a particularly sharp memory was marked for special teaching, in hopes that he or she would become a chartsman. Aldo had been developing his talent for so many years that he could answer all the instructor’s questions as a matter of course. After today, he would be a chartsman.

      As navigators aboard sailing ships, Saedran chartsmen were highly prized and highly paid. The captain of any large cargo vessel desiring to take the fastest course needed a chartsman aboard; otherwise, he wouldn’t dare lose sight of the coastline. Skilled chartsmen, however, could navigate theoretical courses and locate a ship’s position by esoteric means. They knew how to use astrolabes, sextants, and ship’s clocks to determine the precise latitude of sailing vessels. Their intricate sealed mechanical clocks allowed them to tell time with sufficient accuracy to calculate longitude. Only Saedran chartsmen understood how to do it, and they carried no documents, no books or tables; they had to have every coordinate memorized.

      Though their population was small, Saedrans were crucial to Tierran society as well. Even those who did not have perfect recall served vital roles as astronomers, alchemists, cartographers, apothecaries, and surgeons. They did not follow the Aidenist religion, but they were not persecuted. Even so, his people drew no attention to themselves. It would not do for other Tierrans to realize just how wealthy the Saedrans were, or how much political influence they wielded.

      Sen Leo forced Aldo to keep demonstrating what he knew, asking him to recite passages verbatim from random pages of obscure volumes. Aldo sat back, closed his eyes, and spoke the words as requested. The teacher had chosen one of his favorite passages—unintentionally, Aldo was sure—a story about the Saedran origins, the continent his people had discovered and settled, which had tragically vanished beneath the waves, sinking forever to the ocean’s bottom. Perhaps it was actual history, perhaps only a myth.

      Finishing his recitation, Aldo looked expectantly at Sen Leo na-Hadra. His throat was dry, his voice hoarse, and gauging by the thin line of orange sunlight that seeped between the gap in the curtains, he had been at his examination for several hours.

      Sen Leo extended a cup of water, and Aldo gulped. The old man smiled. “I welcome you to the ranks of chartsmen, Aldo na-Curic. We Saedrans have one more mind and one more set of eyes to see the world.”

      After everything he had just spoken, Aldo found that he had no words. His mouth opened, closed, and finally settled into a relieved grin. Sen Leo strode to the door and flung it open. In the next room waited Biento and Yura, Aldo’s father and mother. The old teacher held onto the doorframe, as if he were exhausted as well. “He has passed.”

      His mother drew a delighted gasp, and his father beamed, stepping away from the easel that held the painting on which he had been working. Aldo walked on unsteady legs into the outer room.

      His younger brother Wen heard the news and beamed. “I’m going to be a chartsman someday, too!” Wen, though, changed his mind every other week, and showed no inclination for the long and tedious study required to memorize so much data.

      His little sister Ilna sat at a table drawing crude sketches, imitating her father’s work. “We’re proud of you, Aldo!”

      “But he still has much to learn,” Sen Leo cautioned. “He must acquire a greater breadth and depth to his knowledge, but he does have the skill—perfect recall. He is a chartsman.”

      Aldo straightened his back and said formally, “I pledge to do my best.”

      Sen Leo gathered his robes and departed, marching out into the narrow streets of Calay’s Saedran District. The teacher had not brought a single book, map, or reference catalog with him. He, too, had every one of the words, maps, and numbers memorized.

      “We should celebrate!” Biento scrubbed a hand through his son’s curly brown hair, an unruly mass that made him look years younger than he actually was. Right now, Aldo’s flush of embarrassment at the attention made him seem even younger still.

      “This celebration should be for him,” Yura replied. Her long straight brown hair was bound in a scarf. Her face was smudged with flour, since she had been baking small round loaves of bread during Aldo’s lengthy examination. “Let him go down to the Merchants’ District and buy something for himself. He deserves it, and you know how he loves to watch the ships.”

      His father put away his paintbrushes, with one last appraisal of the commission he had nearly completed—a portrait of a minor nobleman, a vain old man whose villa was a bit too close (or so he always complained) to the smells and noises of the Butchers’ District.

      Since the Aidenist religion forbade artistic expression for the glory of any individual person, even Saedran painters like Biento na-Curic were not allowed to create private portraits. The presters insisted that the only proper subjects for a painter were scenes from the story of Terravitae and the voyage of Aiden. Obeying this restriction to the letter, though not the spirit, noblemen found ways to make themselves appear in the religious paintings. Biento had completed a work that showed sailors on the prow of Aiden’s ship as the lookout sighted the coastline of Tierra for the first time. Most of the figures were vague and shadowy in the background, but filling most of the painting was one “crewman”—who happened to look exactly like the commissioning nobleman.

      Biento made a good living for his family by doing such work. He frequently traveled so that he could do his painting inside noble households or merchant offices, and sometimes he disappeared for days at a time, with no one knowing exactly where he was, but he always returned home looking satisfied.

      Wiping his hands with a rag, Biento withdrew a small box hidden between two thick volumes in the family library and took out ten silver coins, more money than Aldo had ever held for his own use. “This is for you—treat yourself.”

      “I appreciate your faith in me!”

      “How can we not be proud? You’ve brought honor to all of us—and once you start voyaging, you’ll be able to pay us back tenfold in no time.”

      “I’ll be a chartsman, too,” Wen declared.

      “Only if you study,” his mother said. The boy did not appear to be excited by the prospect.

      Aldo couldn’t think beyond today as he left the house and bounded down to the merchants’ quarter, imagining all the things he could buy.
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        * * *

      

      Aldo walked past the goldsmiths, the gem sellers, the weavers. His nose was drawn to the confectioners’ tents, where sweet treats were made with honey and cane-sugar. Other vendors roasted savory skewers over low smoky fires. His mouth watered … but buying food seemed a waste of his money. He might be satisfied for a few hours, but then his stomach would demand more the next day. For such a momentous occasion, he wanted something permanent, something special.

      A lanky man with intense brown eyes and a narrow, weathered face sat upon a splintered barrel, ignoring the bustle and chatter of the merchant stalls. He leaned forward, bony elbows on the patched knees of his breeches, spreading his hands as he told a tale with great vehemence and enthusiasm, though to only a few listeners. The man saw Aldo and called out, as his other listeners wandered away. “Boy, you should hear my story. You will find it of value.”

      “I’m not a boy.” Aldo squared his shoulders. “I’m a Saedran chartsman. A chartsman.” It was the first time he had said it, and the title felt very good.

      The lanky man smiled. “And I am a sea captain without a ship. But I do have a tale. Listen.” He beckoned Aldo closer.

      Now that he was a chartsman, Aldo realized, part of his responsibility was to gather information from sailors and explorers. Even though he hadn’t gone to the edge of the world himself, eyewitnesses could provide details that might not yet be known. He had heard tales about enormous sea serpents of any stripe or color, ocean witches, nettleweed that could reach up and sting a sailor so that he never woke up, stories of terrible storms and the more-terrible Leviathan.

      This man, who introduced himself as Yal Dolicar, spoke with passion and intensity, conveying indisputable truth. “I captained a ship bound for Ishalem with a cargo of hemp rope and cured hides from Erietta. She was a two-masted cog, twenty years old but well caulked, well rigged, her sails patched but intact—until we encountered the storm. Hellish storm! For five days the winds blew us far from the coast. We had no Saedran chartsman aboard, mind you. Hah! We could have used you!” He jabbed a finger at Aldo. “We were at the mercy of the waves and currents. We were lost.

      “When the weather cleared, leaving the sun as bright as a gold basin and the waves as smooth as a mirror, we had come to a cluster of islands not marked on any chart! Swimming creatures circled our battered ship, sleek gray fish that could transmute themselves into human forms. They dove beneath the waves, playing with us, leading us on. And when we looked down through the water, we saw cities deep below—towers made of coral, houses and kirks built from mother-of-pearl. And mer-people swimming with lumps of gold and coral in their outstretched hands, pearls as big as your fist.”

      Aldo caught his breath. This sounded like the story of the sunken island continent of his people! What if this man’s storm-driven ship had truly found the remnants of the lost Saedran civilization? What if those people really had found a way through alchemy or sorcery to transform their bodies into sea-dwellers who could survive even after their land sank into the depths?

      “No one has seen the things I’ve seen,” Yal Dolicar said. “The mer-people towed us back into a strong current, and we eventually drifted to land, where I was rescued … but my ship sank in another storm, and I lost most of my remaining crew.” Dolicar leaned forward, grasping Aldo’s wrists to show his earnestness. “I can’t go back there, because I have no ship. But you could. You’re a Saedran chartsman. Perhaps you might lead an expedition?”

      He reached into his loose shirt and pulled out a rolled strip of paper. “I drew a map by estimating the course and distance the storm blew us. I sketched the outlines of the islands. I marked the location of the undersea city here.” He held up the tightly rolled paper. “Would such a map be worth something to you?”

      Aldo’s eyes were wide, and his heart pounded with hope. He couldn’t entirely believe this man’s story, nor could he entirely dismiss it. “Let me see the map.”

      Dolicar waggled a finger. “Ah, but you’ve already revealed that you’re a chartsman. One glimpse and you’ll memorize it all, then I’d be cheated.”

      Aldo held his ground. “And why should I purchase something I haven’t seen?”

      Dolicar gave a quick laugh. “I like you, young man. Perhaps a bit of trust is warranted here. I’ll show you a corner.” He unrolled the paper just a little, displaying crude coastlines, the perimeter of one oblong island—territory that did not match anything he had previously committed to memory. Aldo fingered the coins in his purse. If accurate, this map was a better investment than any treat or trinket.

      “I have ten silver pieces,” he said. “No more.”

      Dolicar’s brow wrinkled. “A small price to pay for access to a whole new continent. Perhaps fifteen silver pieces would be more appropriate?”

      “This is not a negotiation.” Aldo crossed his arms over his narrow chest, trying to sound tough. “I have ten silver pieces. That is all I will pay you.” The more he thought about it, the more he was convinced that he needed to have that map. His father and Sen Leo would both be proud of him. On his first day of becoming a chartsman, he could expand the wealth of Saedran knowledge.

      “Very well, I can see that you wouldn’t try to cheat or lie, young man,” Yal Dolicar said. “The map for your coins. And I promise you, every scrap of payment goes toward commissioning a new ship of my own.”

      Aldo took the map and unrolled it, staring eagerly at the drawn islands, the coastline, the estimations of distance. This information would be invaluable. He took a few steps along, wandering through the Merchants’ District but engrossed in the chart. Recalling his manners, he turned to thank the sailor … only to find that the barrel was now empty and Yal Dolicar was gone.

      Rolling up the map once more, Aldo hurried home.
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      On the morning of the Edict ceremony, Anjine dressed in her finest court gown, which had been packed in a cedar chest for the trip from Calay. When she emerged from the guest room, King Korastine stared at her with a mist of tears in his eyes. “You look like a little queen.”

      She laughed. “I am a little queen.”

      Anjine had wanted to rush up the hill to see the holy Arkship as soon as they’d arrived in Ishalem, but the king had told her to wait until it was time. All the previous afternoon, she had looked out the open windows of the royal residence, watching pilgrims march up to behold the shipwreck.

      Now, when the ceremony was set to begin, bells rang out from the main kirk. On the opposite side of Ishalem a similar campanile answered from the Urecari church. King Korastine extended an arm, which his daughter took, and they emerged together from the residence to join the formal procession with an honor guard of lower-ranking presters hand-picked for the event.

      Mateo was already there, very handsome and looking quite mature for a twelve-year-old in a modified royal guard uniform, just like the one his father had worn. Prester-Marshall Baine had combed back his flaming red hair and donned midnight-blue vestments adorned with the fishhook symbol. Spectators waved pennants and shouted the king’s name; Anjine even heard a few calling out to her.

      Though crowds lined the streets below, the Pilgrim’s Path had been cleared. This meeting between the king and the soldan-shah, the prester-marshall and the ur-sikara, was a private matter between the rulers of Tierra and Uraba, under the eyes of distant but all-seeing Ondun.

      Following Baine, who led the procession up the winding path, Anjine watched in awe as the rising sun silhouetted the Arkship’s single broken mast and winked through gaps in the crumbling hull. The rest of the ancient vessel had weathered into dust and fragments of wood. A new rope ladder hung down the intact part of the hull to the Arkship’s bow, on which a special altar had been constructed. A golden rail ran along the slanted gunwale. The hilltop and the skeletal vessel carried an aura of majesty, a corona of holiness; Anjine glanced at Mateo and saw that he felt it too.

      A hush fell as Prester-Marshall Baine and King Korastine moved to where ribs and hull planks lay scattered like bleached bones. Turning back to gaze upon their followers gathered on the Aidenist side of the hill, both men raised their hands so everyone in the streets below could see them.

      On the prow high above, two figures appeared in traditional Uraban garb, Soldan-Shah Imir and Ur-Sikara Lukai. Moving nimbly, like the captain of his kingdom, Korastine scaled the ladder to stand on the reinforced deck. Prester-Marshall Baine ascended behind him, carrying one beautifully illuminated document: a copy of the Edict. Ur-Sikara Lukai carried a similar one. Each document bore the same content, written in both languages.

      Aboard the ancient ship, the holiest site of both the Aidenist and Urecari religions, the two political leaders and two religious leaders faced each other and spread out their documents. Anjine held her breath and listened.

      King Korastine read in a booming voice: “This Edict removes all cause for future conflict between our two lands. By drawing this line along the meridian of Ishalem, we split our world into equal halves, Tierra and Uraba, Aidenist and Urecari. All lands, known or unknown, to the north of this latitude shall fall under the purview of Tierra. All lands, known or unknown, to the south shall be encompassed by Uraba.”

      The sikara came forward to speak, as if she wanted to upstage the plump soldan-shah. Ur-Sikara Lukai’s pronunciation of the Tierran words was rough, but understandable. “This is as Ondun wished it, the world split equally between the descendants of Urec and Aiden, while Terravitae—wherever it is—remains in the hands of Holy Joron.”

      Then she and Imir repeated the speeches in Uraban.

      Having studied the maps of the known world, Anjine understood the consequences of this division. At first glance, the split did not seem particularly fair: The northern half of the Middlesea was above the latitude line, in Tierran territory, but the impassable mountains of Corag Reach blocked access from that direction. The only way to reach that coastline was by water, and the Urabans now controlled the Middlesea ports on the other side of the isthmus of Ishalem.

      On the other hand, great portions of the map remained blank, unexplored. The islands of Soeland Reach hinted that there might be valuable lands to be found if one simply sailed farther west into the Oceansea. Urged on by Prester-Marshall Baine, Korastine had already decided to expand exploration, commissioning a special ship to sail beyond all charted territories.

      Korastine spoke in the rich, resonant voice he had cultivated over a lifetime of speaking before crowds. It was paternal and sincere, and he lifted his eyes as if addressing distant Ondun rather than the gathered listeners. “This Edict is not merely a document. It is not a piece of parchment. It is not a list of words. It is my promise, as the king of Tierra, in the name of Aiden—a promise to be kept in calm seas and storms, an irrevocable vow.” Korastine was a direct descendant of Aiden, and Imir traced his ancestry back to Urec. This treaty could never be broken, no matter what happened in the future.

      Soldan-Shah Imir gathered his copy of the document and read the same words that Korastine had spoken, but in the Uraban language. Anjine could hear cheers and exotic musical fanfares from the Urecari side of the city.

      After the terms of the Edict had been read aloud in both tongues, and the prester-marshall and the sikara each offered a prayer, Korastine took a small dagger, pricked the end of his thumb and squeezed out a ruby drop of blood, which he pressed into the weathered wood of the Arkship’s prow. “This agreement is sealed with the blood of Aiden.”

      He passed the dagger to Imir, who likewise cut his thumb and made a dark red smear next to Korastine’s. “Sealed with the blood of Urec.”

      Each leader turned to his side of the hill and raised his hands to the crowds. “Let the celebrations begin!”
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        * * *

      

      After the signing of the Edict, the two peoples began to accept the fact that there would be peace, but they didn’t know how to celebrate together. King Korastine and Prester-Marshall Baine extended an invitation for Ur-Sikara Lukai to say a prayer with them inside the main Aidenist kirk—a prayer to Ondun, calling for His return, hoping that their demonstration of resolve was the final piece in the puzzle God was waiting for. No mention would be made of either Aiden or Urec.

      Looking stiff and out of place, Lukai came into the kirk wearing her bold scarlet gowns. The prester-marshall and the ur-sikara stood together before the gilded fishhook in the worship area under paintings of Sapier and the sea serpent.

      Though this was supposed to be a brief and private moment for the leaders of the two continents, Aidenists crowded the doors for the service. Soldan-Shah Imir was curious to see the architecture of the foreign kirk; clearly, neither he nor the ur-sikara had ever set foot inside an Aidenist house of worship.

      King Korastine, with a thin scholar at his side who served as an interpreter, talked with his Uraban counterpart. “I’m glad we came to terms, Soldan-shah. I have learned as a king that when you cannot win, you should cut your losses and compromise. The person who will not compromise in an untenable situation is a fool, not a leader.”

      Imir waited for the translation, then smiled and nodded. “We have finally found a way to peace.”

      King Korastine had already suggested building a Tierran harbor on the northeastern shore of Ishalem, which was technically above the Edict Line (although the soldan-shah seemed extremely uncomfortable at the prospect).

      The two men agreed that their Edict was binding beyond any possible breach, because they had sworn in blood on the prow of the holy Arkship.

      Across the city, Tierran merchants went to the eastern neighborhoods, meeting their counterparts in Uraban markets. They gazed at the Middlesea shore, which had traditionally been cut off from them. The people on both sides of Ishalem would celebrate far into the night.

      When the prayers were finished inside the kirk, Ur-Sikara Lukai felt obligated to reciprocate, inviting King Korastine to the main church of Urec, so that he could walk the unfurling spiral to the altar. The services would be over well before sunset when the main worship began. The Tierran king was exhausted and drained, but triumphant about what he had accomplished for the world.
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        * * *

      

      Direc na-Taya had never sold so many candles in a single day. The feasting, dancing, and singing had lasted through the heat of the afternoon and now past sunset. As the streets of Ishalem grew dark and the people were sated with food and fuzzy with drink, pilgrims became belatedly pious. They made donations to their respective churches, buying and lighting candles to shine a thousand lights up to heaven, so that if Ondun ever chose to return to the world, He could see His way back to Ishalem.

      Within an hour, Urecari worshippers purchased everything the Saedran candlemaker had prepared beforehand. Now, in a crowded backstreet not far from the prime church, his small shop was filled with pots of melted beeswax and bubbling tallow; a framework dipped wicks into the wax, layering tapers, while larger molds held thick candles that hadn’t hardened completely because the workshop was so stifling. Direc stoked his fires to keep the liquid bubbling, pouring molds as quickly as he could, splashing them with water so the wax would solidify.

      As soon as he had another dozen candles ready, he cracked them free, used a small craftsman’s trowel to whittle away the marks of the mold and to smooth the curling fern symbol. He had similar candles cooling that displayed the Aidenist fishhook, but he doubted he’d have time to run to the other side of the city and sell them. Direc na-Taya was having a very profitable day, indeed. These finished candles would fetch the unheard-of price of a cuar each.

      Leaving his workshop behind, with vats of wax and tallow bubbling over low fires on stands precariously balanced amongst the molds, he rushed to the front of his shop and opened the slatted door to find a crowd clamoring for his candles.

      “I don’t have many,” he cried. “Only twelve.”

      The customers offered handfuls of coins and shouted outrageous prices, which startled Direc. He realized that he would not be cheating them if they offered him that much money. He raised one candle, displayed the unfurling fern design. “Here is the first—who will bid for it?”

      Someone shouted “Two cuars!” Another cried, “Three!” The price finally stopped at five, and he took the money, unable to believe his good fortune. He raised the second candle, listening to another round of bids. At least by drawing out this process, his new batch would have more time to cool.

      He sold the dozen candles and told the customers to wait, promising to return with more as soon as possible. “Please be patient—such work cannot be rushed. Pray or meditate while you wait.”

      Direc closed the door and took the time to lock his embarrassingly heavy pouch of coins in a safe cabinet next to his books before he hurried to his workshop. By now, maybe some of the tapers would be solid enough, though the thicker candles were definitely still too soft. But if he gently wrapped them, told the people to be careful, they might serve the purpose.…

      Wiping sweat from his brow, Direc opened the door to his workshop, and an unexpected blast of furnace heat enveloped him. A wax block had melted, a brazier tipped over. Aromatic oil had splashed across the bench top, and flames had caught. He staggered back, eyebrows singed, hair smoking. He drew in a gasp, and the heat burned his lungs. He couldn’t shout.

      The back of his shop was crowded against many homes and vendor stalls, and the building quickly became an inferno.

      The flames escaped into Ishalem.
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      The soldan-shah relaxed in his residence that evening with his beautiful wife. After enjoying a victory feast and drinking good Abilan wine, Imir lounged on cushions and stroked Asha’s long hair. The caress tickled her, and she laughed like soft music. Imir felt languid and content. His wife was sweet and oh so lovely.…

      Caged songbirds produced a chirping cacophony without regard for whether anyone wanted to hear them sing. At least minstrels and court singers could be commanded to withdraw when he wanted a moment of peace.

      Roaming freely throughout the Ishalem estate, more than a dozen cats had to be kept separate from the ever-present temptation of the caged birds. Asha possessed six little dogs that loved to sit upon her lap, trot from room to room behind her, bark incessantly, and chase the cats.

      Then there were the four large and rambunctious hounds kept in a run outside the residence. These hunting dogs barked and bayed throughout the night, craving exercise, but Asha was no hunter; she simply liked the idea of having them. In a separate conservatory, a dozen potted mulberry trees fed Yuarej tentworms. Though Asha had silks enough; she delighted in the fluttering moths that emerged from the tentworm cocoons.

      Imir’s wife Villiki complained about Asha’s privilege in having a separate home here in Ishalem, in addition to a private villa near the palace in Olabar. Villiki claimed he was spoiling his second wife, to the detriment of herself, his third. But it wasn’t a matter of spoiling her. Imir was compelled to provide Asha’s separate residences for his own protection, and his very sanity. He simply couldn’t abide all the animal noise, the excremental debris, and the smells.

      Now, as he relaxed with her, Imir felt pleased with the signing of the Edict. By the strict terms of the agreement, he could not prevent King Korastine from building his own shipyards and port on the eastern side of the isthmus. The soldan-shah no longer had any legitimate reason to deny them, though the uneasy Uraban merchants would not be keen to offer their cooperation. Aidenist ships on the Middlesea would fundamentally change the seafaring trade, but by the same token, Aidenist captains could no longer sail south of the Edict Line and trade with Uraban ports. Perhaps there would be some sort of balance.…

      The street celebrations rang out even louder than the noises from Asha’s animals. Tierran merchants roamed the streets on the eastern side of the city, singing boisterously, calling out to their new friends and business partners. Many new deals would be made in these heady hours as the golden possibilities occurred to former rivals.

      Imir doubted he would get much sleep tonight. But because he was with a beautiful woman for the evening, he didn’t want to sleep, anyway.…

      Then, like the arrival of a sudden squall, the celebratory sounds changed outside. He detected a note of alarm amidst the music and cheering—outcries, then loud bells tolling. Next to Asha, he propped himself on an elbow, furrowed his brow.

      A guard yanked aside the hanging doorway curtains without regard for ceremony or propriety. “Soldan-shah!”

      A breathless crier stood next to the guard, his robes disheveled, his face white with fear. “Soldan-shah, the Urecari district is burning, and the prime church is in flames!”

      Ignoring Asha’s startled cry, Imir sprang naked from his cushions. The crier pointed toward the open balcony, where gauzy silk curtains whipped a bit more strongly than in the earlier breeze. Imir threw a sheet around himself and cinched it in a knot at his waist as he ran barefoot across the polished stone floor with Asha at his heels. They both gazed at a terrifying vista of flame rolling across the canals that wound through the Urecari district, a fire that leapt over the rooftops toward the holy shipwreck on the hill.

      In the crowded merchant district near the prime church, fiery strands draped like spectacular gold necklaces flung in all directions. Flames licked up roofs, consuming the wood and awnings of the stalls of salt-sellers, sandalmakers, and leather craftsmen. Hot dry winds goaded the sparks and embers, and a veil of black smoke wafted into the air.

      While Imir regarded the sight, speechless, Ur-Sikara Lukai pushed into the room past the guard, her face as angry as the spreading fires. “It was a trick, Soldan-shah. Aidenists have set fire to our church! They mean to burn Ishalem! The Edict was simply a ploy.”

      Imir whirled, his fear giving way to anger. “Do you know this? Where is your proof?”

      Lukai stalked onto the balcony and gestured toward the view. “The Aidenist district is not aflame—only ours!”

      The courier added, his voice high and piping, “There was a brawl down by one of the wine-sellers, an Aidenist merchant smashing bottles. King Korastine’s soldiers joined in … and now the same area is on fire.”

      Imir’s throat was dry. Everyone else down there would be drawing the same conclusions. Throughout the Urecari section of Ishalem, the flames continued to intensify … as did the outrage of the people.
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      Hearing the alarms and seeing the orange glow that silhouetted the majestic Arkship from the eastern side of the city, King Korastine summoned help. With the furious sirocco winds of the season, fire would race through the crowded, tinder-dry houses that were adorned with celebratory trappings and cloth banners.

      Prester-Marshall Baine met the king outside the Ishalem royal residence, and the two moved into the streets at the head of a swiftly growing crowd. Roused from their beds, Anjine and Mateo hurried after them. Korastine bellowed commands to rally the people. “Get pumps to the canals! Bring buckets and washbasins! Hitch horses to wagons so they can haul barrels of water! There is no time to lose. We have to work together, or we will all be lost.”

      The prester-marshall used the passionate voice that had inspired thousands of followers, calling for faithful Aidenists to save their brothers under Ondun. Only if the people of Ishalem put aside their religious differences could they conquer the flames.

      As the hastily gathered procession hurried across the city to the Urecari district, Korastine watched the increasing firestorm, which began to curl along the Pilgrim’s Path up the hill, following the waves of dry grasses. Soon, flames would reach the sacred wreck of Aiden’s Arkship.

      Volunteers rushed through the narrow streets, shouldering washbuckets and half-full casks, driving carts barely balanced with heavy rainwater cisterns. But as the men and women raced toward the Urecari district, Korastine heard a rumble of iron-shod hooves and defiant shouts. Horsemen wearing the blue head coverings of the Urecari guard and wide white sashes of Yuarej silk across their tunics, brandished long scimitars and charged headlong into the foremost Aidenist water bearers. They bellowed challenges in the Uraban tongue and struck down the first disbelieving people.

      Korastine did not understand the shouted words, but hatred required no translation. His people screamed as weapons fell toward them in shining arcs, hacking them to pieces. The Aidenists dropped their buckets, spilled their water into the streets, and scattered in panic. “No!” he shouted. “No!”

      Behind the first line of riders came other men bearing torches, which they flung onto the roofs of Aidenist buildings. Prester-Marshall Baine yelled for his followers to retreat, but they had already fled into alleys where the Urecari hunted them down.

      Anjine grabbed her father’s arm and pulled him back as the vengeful riders wheeled about and veered toward him. “Father, we’ve got to find shelter!”

      Mateo balled his fists. “I wish I’d brought a sword from the residence. I’ll protect you, Anjine. And you, too, Majesty.” Taking action, he found the door of a sturdy warehouse and kicked it repeatedly until he knocked it open. He grabbed Korastine’s sleeve. “Anjine, get inside. Majesty, hide here until the riders are past.”

      They all ducked into the building as the Urecari attackers passed them in a blind and senseless rampage, hurling torches to set the Aidenist merchant district alight. Inside the questionable shelter of the wooden building, Korastine clenched and unclenched his hands, watching in despair as the fire spread on both sides of the city.
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"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
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