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A Note on the Units of Time and Distance

Smaller units of time are measured in terms of water.

 

A droplet would be equivalent to a moment 

A drop would equal a fifty droplets

A wave is approximately one and a half hours, or five hundred droplets

 

Weeks are called griels

Years are referred to as farials

 

The people of Castrial don’t have months.

 

A week has nine days in it

 

Stephiel – Named after the deity of light

Madiel – Named after the deity of death

Astriel – Named after the deity of mountains

Rajiel – Named after the deity of animals

Kayiel – Named after the deity of plants

Flowiel – Named after the deity of water

Joniel – Named after the deity of fire

Niriel – Named after the deity of chaos

Liviel – Named after the deity of air

 

While the days are named after various deities, Castrilians, especially the upper class are not religious at all, and religion is not a part of their life.

 

Kar- A unit of distance that is twenty seven kires long

Kire- A smaller unit of distance which is fifty seven borits long

Borit- Even smaller unit of distance which is seventeen iodes long

Iode- A unit of distance, which is the measure of a hand, or equal to two hinors

Hinor- A unit of distance that is the length of a middle finger
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THE HALL WHERE the King held court seemed impossibly large today, though it was the same room that Lucian had seen for the last five farials. It was more crowded than usual, with everyone attending, even those who usually didn’t bother. Today, after four months of debates and discussions, the King would be appointing the Blade of Castrial.

“Who do you think it would be?” Alaric asked. 

Today, no one was standing according to rank, some eyeing the large folding screen that neatly bisected the hall into two. It enabled Lucian to stand next to Alaric, his best friend since childhood despite their vastly different social status.

Being the son of a nobleman, Lucian was expected to have a better class of friends than the son of a former slave, but Lucian didn’t care. Alaric and he had been inseparable since childhood, and even though of late, they had started sleeping together, their friendship hadn’t changed.

Which was good. 

Lucian shrugged. “Lord Keswin is the top contender. He’s the Minister of Law now but has one of the oldest titles in Castrial and is favoured by the nobles.”

Alaric frowned. “You have been assisting the former Blade with everything except confidential matters,” he pointed out. “Why can’t it be you?”

“I’m the youngest of my father’s sons and therefore have no title. Besides which I’m estranged from my family.”

“Plus the company you keep,” Alaric said, brow raised.

Lucian wanted to kiss him. “I’m well satisfied with the company I keep.” He smiled at him. “Talking of, congratulations on your promotion. We need to celebrate.”

Alaric grimaced. “Lord Hark was being very condescending about it, but not unkind, which is something. Being assistant to the Shield isn’t all that great. I just get more frustrated with just how much the nobles get away with.”

Lucian sighed as he looked at where the King sat. “His Majesty truly wants to bring change, but he needs their support right now.”

“I know,” Alaric said. “It will take time to bring changes, but he has already made it possible for someone like me to be in the Shield’s Office, to even be the Shield’s assistant. That isn’t nothing.”

The Shield and Blade were said to be the King’s right and left hands, one taking care of threats to the domestic harmony of the kingdom and the other foreign threats. 

“My dear subjects,” the King said, his voice amplified by a spell. “I have issued a decree appointing the new Blade of Castrial.”

He nodded at his captain of guards, the young Scanlon Githone, son and heir to Lord Githone who had held the position before him. 

“It is hereby decreed that Lucian Faresk shall be appointed as the Blade of Castrial.”

Dead silence reigned in the hall, and Lucian was as shocked as the rest of the nobles. 

“Lucian,” the King said. “Come here for the formal ceremony.”

Alaric clapped him on the shoulder, eyes full of joy. “Go, you idiot, and close your mouth!”

Lucian climbed the dais in a daze, kneeling in front of the King, bowing his head. 

“Lucian Faresk, I proclaim you The Blade of Castrial!” 

The King’s voice was not loud, but firm, and in the silence of the hall, it rang so it could be heard in every corner of the crowded room.

Lucian felt his throat close up, but he cleared his throat and spoke the words of the vow clearly. “It is my honour to accept this title, Your Majesty. I hereby swear to be the Blade to be wielded at Your Majesty’s will, to do your bidding, and to defend Castrial from all threats, both internal and external.”

From there on, everything was more or less a blur, but Lucian’s knees had begun to ache by the time the ceremony was done, and he was allowed to rise. He had to take a moment to orient himself, to ensure he wouldn’t fall over, and to allow the blood to flow into his by now leaden limbs. Lucian didn’t use magic like a lot of others would have. He took a few tentative steps and grimaced as the pins and needles started. 

“Blade of Castrial,” a familiar voice spoke close to his ears, amusement dripping from it. Lucian nearly jumped before turning to look at Alaric. 

“You were the one saying I should have it,” Lucian said, smiling. 

Even now it hadn’t sunk in. He hadn’t believed the King would choose him. The Blade of Castrial wasn’t a title given lightly. The King bestowed it personally, choosing a person for that honour who would hold it for his lifetime. One person whose standing in the Echelon would be second only to the King. Lucian had not believed it was possible for that person to be him. He had to be the youngest ever Blade of Castrial.

“You’re the only one who deserves it among this lot,” Alaric said, his arm slung around Lucian’s shoulders. “You are the best, Lucian, whether you believe it or not.”

“How about some food?” Lucian nodded towards the screens that were being removed to reveal tables laden with covered dishes. “I’m starving.”

Alaric grimaced slightly. “Sure. It’s in your honour, and it won’t do for me to steal you away.”

Lucian took his friend’s arm. “You’re not running away today,” he said. “I don’t care who stares or whispers. You’re as good, if not better, than any of them. I won’t have you hide today.”

Alaric smiled. “Lead the way then, my lord Lucian, Blade of Castrial. I shall stay by your side and not leave.”

There was something in Alaric’s eyes as he spoke, and Lucian swallowed. All of a sudden, hunger for food was replaced by hunger for something else altogether. He and Alaric had been lovers for farials, though they both agreed it was a no strings attached arrangement. It suited them both, and they already knew each other well. But now, Alaric was looking at him like he wanted to devour him, and Lucian couldn’t help but react to that. 

“Not fair,” he muttered, and Alaric laughed softly. 

“Perhaps we should finish the banquet early,” he suggested.

Lucian grinned as well. “Sounds like a plan,” he said. 

Arm in arm, they strolled into the banquet, taking seats next to each other. The servers filled their plates, and Lucian let his attention wander, though his gaze was on the plate in front of him. The low hum of conversation around him was punctuated by sounds of chewing and sloshing of liquids, and the clink of cutlery. Appetising aromas filled the air, and Lucian ate almost mechanically. 

Blade of Castrial. It was beginning to sink in only now. A tremendous responsibility. A position of trust. Above all, a validation of all his hard work and effort. 

“Someone’s coming over to greet you,” Alaric murmured, but Lucian felt the rigidity in his friend. 

That told him who that someone might be. There was only one man whose presence could reduce Alaric to this state. Lucian placed his left hand on Alaric’s knee, a silent offering of support, even as he turned his head to greet Lord Giles. He didn’t rise. As the Blade of Castrial, he outranked everyone else in the Echelon, and it would not do for him to rise to greet anyone, even his own father.

“My lord.” Lord Giles bowed low, lower than he ever had to Lucian before, or even to his father. “I merely wished to express my congratulations on your elevation. Well-deserved, if I may say.”
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