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The rain was causing Bishop Eleiza Horens much heartache. Her graphite stick was smudging more than writing. Her parchment was wicking up the moisture in the air. She angled herself forward, hoping to use her body to shield her notepad from the stray droplets. The wind tore through their makeshift tent. She huffed then glanced at the sand falling in the hourglass balanced near her boot. The ritual was still only halfway complete. Five minutes more.

	Eleiza forced the graphite back to the paper and carefully traced then retraced a circle. She bisected it twice, from top to bottom then from left to right. She added arrows to the ends of the lines and labeled her axes x and y. Each quadrant was given a number from one to four moving counterclockwise from upper to lower right. The bishop drew a line in the first quadrant from where the axes originated at (0,0) to a point (x,y) along the circle. Two straight lines from the point, first vertical then horizontal. To complete her unit circle, all that was left were the various labels in relation to the triangle she’d constructed. Theta for the angle. Cosine and sine theta for the sides. A hypotenuse of one. 

	She flipped the page and repeated the process on the back. In the midst of the ritual, she glanced at her companion’s sheet. He sat hunched just as she, notepad balanced on his leather-clad knees rather than the robes of the clergyfolk, but his garb wasn’t the only difference. He was motionless, the graphite stick lodged between two fingers, his eyes staring a thousand yards away at nothingness.

	“Surveyor Thatchhold,” she said. 

	He roused and looked at her. “Yes?”

	“The ritual?”

	The surveyor squinted at the hourglass then looked back at the bishop. She sighed and angled her eyes at the parchment. Thatchhold smiled and ran his hand along the short, springy mass of his curled, black hair.

	“You really expect me, me of all people, to do that?” he asked.

	Eleiza frowned and stared him down, but he didn’t relent. He matched her gaze, his smile only widening as time passed. He was growing bolder by the day. It was their fifth on the road. They had at least five more to go before they reached their destination. The only safe haven was a day behind them now. One evening was all they had stayed in Scalium. Time was of the essence, and their road was long and fraught with hazards.

	Eleiza huffed. “You’re a surveyor of the Church of Impermanence, and you ask me if I, a bishop of said Church, expect you to do your solemn duty?”

	Thatchhold sighed and shook his head. He was handsome, dark-skinned, with a well-groomed beard and mustache. It was no wonder he was popular among his peers. Intelligent, charismatic, and young, although he wouldn’t say he was the latter. He was of that age when one thinks they have left youth behind only to realize later in life that they had two decades of it still before them. True old age began when the body really and truly turned against one. When the crows’ feet deepened. When the skin of the cheeks began to sag. When the pigment of the hair was all but gone. Eleiza’s own locks were a white-blonde kept in a tight bun. She had seen fifty revolutions around the sun. This surveyor couldn’t have seen more than five and thirty. His youthfulness put his transgressions into perspective. At least, that was how the bishop forced herself to view recent events.

	“I don’t care what your personal opinions are,” Eleiza said. “So long as you travel with me, you will perform the rituals. Understood?”
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