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Chapter 1
Witness of the North
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The boy should have died when the crater took his name.

That was the polite expectation. The priests had lined him up at the edge of the bowl with the other “volunteers,” hands bound, heads shaved, little white cords braided around their wrists like the Star might confuse execution with a festival. The crowd was quiet, watching the way they always did when the Hall promised a miracle.

The crater below hummed.

It wasn’t like Helvar; this bowl was narrow and deep, more a knife wound than an impact scar, its stone walls streaked with pale veins that glowed faintly whenever the priests sang the right notes. They sang now. The sound made Kael’s teeth ache.

“Still hate this,” he muttered.

“You hate most things,” Merek said next to him. “It’s one of your charms.”

They stood on a raised balcony carved into the rock, guests of honor at the “judgment rite.” Below, the boy trembled in his ropes. He couldn’t have been more than fifteen. The collar of his plain tunic was dark with sweat.

Ilane shifted her weight behind them, hand resting on the hilt of her sword. “Explain again,” she said quietly, “why we’re not stopping this.”

“Because we’re witnesses,” Darius answered, voice soft and tight. “Not invaders. Yet.”

“Also because Toren will tackle you if you move,” Kael added.

Toren, on Kael’s other side, did not deny it. His jaw was clenched so hard the scar there stood out white.

On the far balcony, the local Prelate lifted his arms. His robes were cut in the northern fashion—plainer than Helvar’s, less gold, more grey, the twisted star-and-sword sigil stitched in stark black thread over his heart. When he spoke, his voice rolled around the bowl with the help of small, precise workings.

“On this day,” the Prelate intoned, “the Star looks upon Kerren son of no house, convicted of theft, blasphemy, and incitement against the Hall.”

“They always throw ‘blasphemy’ in,” Merek murmured. “Makes ‘stealing bread’ sound grander.”

Kael didn’t answer. His hands rested on Astralore’s hilt where it hung at his hip. The blade was quiet. Too quiet. Its presence sat like a coiled animal in his bones.

“By old mercy,” the Prelate went on, “the boy’s life will not be taken—if the Star in its wisdom finds a lesser price suitable.”

The crowd murmured approval. Kael heard the words and wanted to take a rock to them. Old mercy. Lesser price. The Hall could dress a knife in velvet all it liked.

The Prelate lowered his arms.

The crater sang.

It started as a low vibration under Kael’s boots, a hum that grew until the stone itself seemed to breathe. The pale veins in the rock flared brighter, running like liquid light down toward the center of the bowl. Air thickened. The boy’s breath came quick and shallow, chest heaving against the ropes.

“Get ready,” Darius whispered. His eyes were closed, fingers sketching tiny sigils against his palm, not to cast but to count. “Wards are—gods, they tuned this tight. Idiots.”

“Can you stop it?” Kael asked.

“Not without killing half the terrace,” Darius said. “So, no.”

The Prelate began the last phrase of the rite. “Star untainted, judge what stands before you. Take what is needed for the world’s cleanse—”

The word shuddered as it left his tongue, as if the air itself flinched.

Kael heard Astralore inhale.

We’re not in Helvar anymore, Arien said in his head. This bowl isn’t used to you.

“Flattered,” Kael muttered.

The light at the crater’s base surged upward in a thin, focused column. It wasn’t fire like Helvar’s starfalls, not the raw, searing force that had tried to burn him out from the inside. This was colder, sharper—a needle of luminescence that stabbed straight toward the bound boy’s chest.

The crowd gasped.

The boy didn’t have time to scream.

The light hit him and spread under his skin in a spiderweb of fine branches. For a moment he glowed from the inside, eyes rolled back, mouth open. Kael’s own vision doubled, then tore. He saw the boy as he was now—fifteen, terrified—and as he had been in flashes: younger, hungry, pocketing a priest’s coin, whispering seditious songs in the back of a tavern.

The pillar of light snapped off.

The boy sagged in his ropes, chest heaving. Alive.

The crowd exhaled in one collective breath, the relief like heat.

“See?” the woman next to Kael said, clutching her shawl. “Old mercy. The Star spared him.”

Kael opened his mouth to say something unwise, then closed it again as the world...shifted.

His ears popped, a soft, painful little jolt, like the air pressure dropping before a storm.

The terrace blurred. Not his eyes; his vision was sharp, every face, every line in the stone painfully clear. But the sense of the moment slid sideways. The crowd’s expressions smoothed. The fear that had been there a heartbeat ago drained, leaving only a kind of mild curiosity, as if they’d just watched a particularly dull street trick.

The ropes fell from the boy’s wrists.

He blinked, slow and dazed, and looked around with the puzzlement of someone who had been woken from a nap in the wrong room.

“What’s he doing down there?” the woman in the shawl asked, frowning. “Did he—drop something?”

Kael stared at her.

“You just watched him stand trial,” he said. “Star-judgment. Light. All of it.”

She gave him a look people usually saved for drunks and men who shouted at pigeons. “Trial?” she said. “No, no. They canceled the rite. Prelate said the boy’s case was...what was the word? Administrative.” She sniffed. “Bureaucrats.”

Kael’s skin went cold.

He looked back down at the bowl.

The ropes lay in a neat coil at the boy’s feet. There was no char, no scorch mark, no sign there had ever been a column of light. The boy himself rubbed his wrists with a faint frown, like a man confused by a dream already slipping away.

The Prelate smiled benignly. “Go, child,” he said. “You have nothing to fear from the Hall today.”

The boy bowed, awkward and grateful, and stumbled toward the stairs. Halfway up, he glanced back once at the bowl, a brief shiver running through his shoulders, then shook it off like a man banishing a bad dream.

“Darius?” Kael asked, not taking his eyes off the crater.

“I saw it,” Darius said. His voice was strained. “Whole thing. The rite, the light, the way the wards spiked. It happened.”

“Everyone else thinks it didn’t,” Merek said.

Ilane’s hand tightened on her sword. “They erased it,” she said. “Not him. The moment.”

Arien’s presence flickered hot and angry. That’s new scale, they said. They used to need smaller bowls and stronger vows to pull that off. Now they can wipe a memory from an entire crowd in one breath.

“How many times have they done it?” Kael asked.

Silence answered him.

The crater’s hum settled back into its usual low vibration. The pale veins in the rock dimmed. People began to drift away, chatting about lunch, weather, the price of grain. The boy disappeared into the tide, just another back in a plain tunic.

Kael’s stomach rolled.

THIS IS WHAT WITNESS MEANS, the Star said.

It wasn’t a voice, not exactly. More like the sudden, unwelcome awareness of being seen from the inside.

He staggered, catching himself on the balcony rail. Toren’s hand shot out on instinct, gripping his elbow hard enough to bruise.

“You feel that?” Kael rasped.

“No,” Toren said. “What?”

The sense of presence pressed harder, curious, cold and hot at once. It tasted like Helvar’s crater had tasted in its worst moments, but clearer—as if the interference had thinned.

YOU DO NOT BLUR, the not-voice said. The sense pressed around his memory of the light, of the boy’s eyes rolling back, of the way the crowd’s fear had been neatly severed. I REMOVE THE MOMENT. YOU REMAIN.

“Stop that,” Kael said through clenched teeth. “Get out of my head.”

To his right, Merek glanced over. “Chatting with yourself this early in the day?” he asked. “Bold.”

“Not myself,” Kael said. “Worse.”

Arien’s presence shifted, bristling between Kael and whatever was trying to get comfortable in his skull. Back off, they snarled. He’s not one of yours.

The pressure eased a fraction.

NOTED, the Star said. NEW VARIABLE: WITNESS.

There was something like satisfaction in it. Or anticipation.

Kael wanted to throw up.

“Kael.” Toren’s grip tightened. “Talk to me.”

He swallowed hard, forcing breath back into his lungs. Around them, the terrace returned to normal life. Normal conversations. Normal smiles. All of it sitting on top of a moment that had been cleanly, surgically removed.

Everyone but us, he thought.

“That’s what it means,” he said quietly. “Lysandra calling me Witness.”

“What does?” Ilane asked.

He looked down at the crater. The stone looked innocent. It always did after.

“It means,” Kael said, “when the Star rewrites the story, I remember the draft it burned.”
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Chapter 2
Choir City
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The northern city of Kestrel Ford did its very best to pretend it was not built on a wound.

From the main road, it looked almost ordinary. Stone walls. Market outside the gate. Laundry flapping from second-story windows in the morning wind. Someone shouted about fresh bread; someone else shouted about needing three more men to unload a wagon. It smelled like river mud and frying onions.

Then the wind shifted, and the crater’s hum threaded through everything. It carried the metallic tang of old lightning and something like burnt stone. High above the markets, narrow streets cut across the slope toward the center of the city, and in those brief gaps Kael glimpsed the heavy iron grates that capped the bowl—blackened and etched with strange, looping scorch marks, as if fire had once tried to climb out and been hammered flat. People walking those upper streets couldn’t even see the crater from here, but their hands still twitched in quick little ward-signs whenever they passed the line of sight.

Kael felt it in his teeth before he saw the bowl again—a low, constant vibration just under the edge of hearing, like a song someone hummed behind a door. Not loud enough to drown out the city’s noise. Just present. Persistent.

“Cheerful place,” Merek said as they passed under the gate arch. “I love when my skeleton vibrates.”

“You complain about everything,” Ilane said. “It’s one of your charms.”

“Don’t steal my lines,” Kael muttered.

They rode single file through the press, Toren at point in his battered mail, Ilane and Merek behind him, then Kael with Astralore at his hip, Darius and Beneth bringing up the rear on horses that did not trust them. The crowd parted around them with a mix of curiosity and wariness. Their clothes marked them as from the south; their weapons marked them as trouble.

A knot of young acolytes in grey Hall robes watched them pass, whispers starting before they were out of earshot.

“—the Helvar man, has to be—”

“—the sword, see the hilt—”

“—Star forgive us if they bring their chaos here—”

“Friendly,” Merek said. “I feel so welcomed.”

“We did nearly break their parent Hall on a holiday,” Darius said.

Beneth, riding slightly hunched to protect his ever-present satchel of notes, took it all in with wide-eyed interest. “They kept up with the reports,” he murmured. “Some of these people know more about what happened in Helvar than the Barons do.”

“That makes one of us,” Kael said. “I’m still not sure what happened in Helvar.”

You annoyed a god, Arien said. Successfully. That’s the short version.

“Good,” Kael muttered. “I like things simple.”

The road through Kestrel Ford wound gradually upward. The city had been built in concentric terraces around the crater, each ring of streets and buildings hugging the lip a little tighter. Unlike Helvar, there was no grand arena; the bowl was mostly roofed over with stone grates and heavy chains, like a well someone had decided to cap after regretting the dig.

“Containment,” Darius said when Kael pointed that out. “They don’t use this bowl for spectacle. They use it for...other things.”

“Comforting,” Ilane said. “I was worried my day wouldn’t involve mysterious ‘other things’.”

At the highest terrace, they dismounted at the foot of a broad set of stairs leading up to the Hall itself. It was a stark building, more fortress than temple, its walls bare of the chiseled stories that covered Helvar’s Hall. Only the twisted star-and-sword crest above the door broke the expanse of grey stone.

A small delegation waited on the stairs.

“You weren’t joking,” Merek muttered under his breath. “They sent the welcoming committee.”

The man at the front wore plate armor in the old style, the lines of it plainer than Talan’s had been in Kael’s visions, but unmistakably of the same tradition. His cloak was dark and unadorned. A small crest gleamed at his throat: twisted star, crossed blades. Not quite Helvar, not quite something else.

His helm was off. The face underneath was younger than Kael had expected. Early thirties, maybe. Dark hair cropped close. Scar under one eye. His eyes were sharp and much too awake.

“Sir Corren,” Toren said quietly.

“You know him?” Kael asked.

“By reputation,” Toren said. “Northern orders speak highly of him.” He paused. “Too highly.”

Corren descended the last few steps, stopping at the level of the street. He didn’t bow. He also didn’t reach for the sword at his hip, which, in Kael’s experience, put him ahead of at least thirty percent of the people he’d met in the last year.

“Kael Renn,” Corren said. His voice carried well without augmentation, used to command. “Witness of Helvar. Bearer of Arien’s blade. Welcome to Kestrel Ford.”

“You rehearse that?” Kael asked. “Feels like you rehearsed that.”

A corner of Corren’s mouth twitched. “We had advance notice,” he said. “Word travels faster than horses when the Star itself listens.”

Kael’s skin prickled.

Darius’s hand twitched toward his coat, where he kept his notebooks and sigil-chalk. Beneth stared at Corren like a man trying to line up three different versions of the same story in his head and finding none of them matched.

“We come as envoys of Helvar,” Toren said, stepping forward a half-pace. His voice shifted into formal mode, the one he used when speaking as Lysandra’s man rather than Kael’s reluctant babysitter. “Princess Lysandra extends—”

“Yes, yes,” Corren said lightly. “Her Highness’s regards, the crown’s concerns, questions about the so-called ‘true Hall’ operating beyond Helvar’s supervision. We read the letter.”

He tapped the breast of his armor where a folded packet was tucked under a strap.

“And?” Ilane asked.

“And we invited you up the stairs instead of having you shot at the gate,” Corren said. “Which, in the north, is considered warm hospitality.”

“See?” Merek said. “Told you we were charming.”

Kael laid a hand on Astralore’s hilt. The sword hummed faintly, reacting to something in Corren’s presence. Not the way it had reacted to the Grey Knight, all rage and recognition. This was...curiosity. Wariness.

He hears it too, Arien said. Careful.

“We didn’t come to fight,” Kael said. “We came to look.”

Corren’s eyes flicked to him, then to the sword, then back. “Witness,” he said. The word tasted different in his mouth than it had in Lysandra’s. Less hope. More calculation. “Yes. That is why you’re still breathing,” he added. “Most men who bring a Starforged into my city without permission get to see the bowl from the inside first.”

“Nice to have fans,” Kael said.

Corren smiled without warmth. “We watched your Trial,” he said. “As much as the wards allowed. You made quite a mess.”

“We prefer the term ‘improvement,’” Darius said.

Corren’s gaze slid over him, cataloguing, then moved on. “Improvement,” he repeated. “You taught the Helvar bowl a new ending. Yield. Mercy. An impressive piece of heresy.”

He gestured up the stairs.

“Come,” he said. “You came to understand what we are. We’ll show you. I find it’s always better to let a Witness see everything than to leave him imagining worse.”

“That’s comforting,” Beneth whispered to Kael. “Right?”

“No,” Kael said. “But at least he’s honest about it.”

They followed Corren up the stairs.

Inside, Kestrel Ford’s Hall was colder than Helvar’s, both in temperature and in feel. The entry chamber was tall and narrow, banners hanging down the walls in simple grey and black. No grand mosaics of saints. No murals of starfalls. Just text: lines of vows and creeds carved into stone, small and precise, covering the surfaces like a second skin.

Beneth made a soft, strangled noise.

“Don’t lick anything,” Kael muttered. “Serah will feel it in her bones and send you more paperwork.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Beneth said faintly. “Do you have any idea what it means that they carved the secondary creeds publicly? Helvar hides these.”

“North likes to brag,” Merek said.

Corren led them through the hall, past training courts and meditation cells, past a library where robed figures bent over tables covered in star charts and ledgers. At every turn, Kael caught glimpses of the crater through narrow windows: that capped bowl, chains taut over its mouth, pale veins pulsing faintly.

The hum in his bones never entirely faded.

They stopped at last in a circular chamber whose floor was inlaid with a single symbol: a star, its points elongated into spears, each tip aimed at the center. The air in here tasted different. Thinner. All the sound of the Hall outside seemed to fall away at the threshold.

Corren stepped onto the star and turned to face them.

“This is our vow-hall,” he said. “Where Knights of the northern orders bind themselves to the Star’s service.”

Toren’s eyes narrowed. “We had something like this,” he said. “We stopped using it after the Purge.”

The word scraped along Kael’s nerves; the Purge was what Helvar called the year it burned its own Knights and buried the worst vow-work under stone.

“Yes,” Corren said. “Helvar stopped a great many things after the Purge. We did not.”

He looked at Kael.

“Tell me, Witness,” he said. “When you stood in your crater and shouted at the Star like a man arguing with a storm...what did it feel like when it shouted back?”

Kael’s throat went dry.

Arien shifted in his bones, restless.

“Loud,” Kael said. “Like someone dropped a cathedral on my head.”

Corren nodded, as if Kael had answered correctly on a test. “Good,” he said. “Then you understand why you’re here.”

“We’re here because your people tried to turn a Knight into a jar for stolen souls,” Ilane said. “And nearly burned Helvar down in the process.”

Corren’s mouth flickered at the corner. “An unfortunate incident,” he said. “But instructive. We learned much from your Grey Knight.”

“We burned him out,” Kael said. “He yielded.”

“You burned out a prototype,” Corren said calmly. “You showed us its limits. For that, we thank you.”

Darius swore under his breath.

Kael stepped forward, just onto the edge of the inlaid star.

“You keep saying ‘we,’” he said. “We learned, we watched, we thank you. Who is ‘we,’ exactly? The northern Halls? The ‘true Hall’?”

Corren’s eyes gleamed.

“We,” he said, “are the ones who stopped waiting for the Star to dictate terms.”

The floor under Kael’s boots thrummed.

The sense of presence that had brushed his thoughts at the crater earlier pressed closer now, not quite entering, but hovering. Listening.

“We sing,” Corren said. “It listens. You taught it a new song in Helvar. We intend to make sure it doesn’t forget the old one.”

He smiled, and this time there was real, sharp delight in it.

“Welcome to the north,” he said. “Let’s see what your Witness remembers when the choir starts.”
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Chapter 3
Grief Without a Face
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They didn’t let him sleep first.

That was what annoyed Kael most. Not the way the northern priests watched him as if waiting for him to spontaneously explode. Not the hum of the crater under every stone. Not even Corren’s too-easy smile.

It was the lack of sleep.

“You could at least let a man have a nap before you rearrange his understanding of reality,” he told Darius as they followed a junior priest down a narrow stair.

“You need to see this fresh,” Darius said. “Your mind is...currently special.”

“Flattering,” Kael said. “And ominous.”

The stair twisted downward, lit by small lamps set into niches. The air grew cooler, then damp. The hum in the rock grew louder.

They emerged onto a narrow ledge halfway down the crater wall.

Above them, the grates and chains that capped the bowl cast a pattern of harsh lines across the dim light. Below, the crater fell away into shadow. The pale veins in the stone were brighter here, running like rivers toward a central point Kael could not see.

A small platform jutted out over the drop, supported by brackets sunk deep into the rock. Three robed priests stood there, hands folded, expressions politely blank. Between them and the wall, a young woman in plain clothes sat on a low stool, her hands resting on her knees. She looked ordinary. Tired. Her hair was plaited back in a rough braid.

“Another criminal?” Kael asked under his breath.

“No,” Darius murmured. “This one volunteered.”

Kael stared at him.

“Northern devotion,” Darius said. “They...experiment.”

“Love that word today,” Kael said. “Hearing it a lot.”

The junior priest announced them with ritual phrasing that Kael mostly ignored. He was watching the woman on the stool. Her gaze flicked up once, curious, met his, then dropped again. Her hands were trembling.

“You’re shaking,” Kael said softly as he stepped onto the platform.

She gave a small, humorless laugh. “They say it’s normal,” she said. “Apparently if the Star doesn’t scare you, you’re not doing it right.”

Accurate, Arien said in his head.

“What’s your name?” Kael asked her.

“Risa,” she said. “Apprentice apothecary.” Her lips twitched. “And apparently, idiot.”

A priest to their left cleared his throat. “Witness,” he said. “We appreciate your presence. The Star’s attention is...more focused where you stand.”

“Glad I can help,” Kael said. “What exactly am I helping with?”

“A tuning,” the priest said. “We will invite a fragment of the Star’s will to descend. Risa has sworn to offer her memory of a grief in exchange for guidance.”

Risa swallowed.

“Guidance,” Kael repeated. “That what we’re calling it?”

Darius shot him a warning look. “Kael.”

He held up a hand. “Fine,” he said. “Proceed with your extremely reassuring rite.”

The priests arranged themselves in a triangle around Risa. One began to chant, low and steady; the others joined, their voices weaving into a pattern that made the hair on Kael’s arms lift. The veins in the rock brightened.

“It’s less intense than a full starfall,” Darius murmured at his shoulder. “More like...tuning a string instead of striking it.”

“Still looks like putting your head in a forge,” Kael said.

The hum rose. The light traced new lines on the stone, focusing not on the center of the crater this time, but on the platform itself. The air thickened. Kael’s ears popped.

Risa closed her eyes. Her lips moved silently.

“What is she offering?” Kael asked.

“One specific grief,” a priest answered without turning his head. “Her father’s death last winter. The memory of it. The weight. The pain. She believes it hinders her work.”

“Losing a parent tends to do that,” Kael said. “Why not let time do its job?”

The priest’s jaw tightened. “Because the Star can do it faster,” he said.

Light gathered in the space above Risa’s bowed head: a knot of cold radiance that pulsed in time with the chant. It grew until it was the size of a clenched fist, then stretched, thinning into a single strand that dipped toward her.

Kael’s heartbeat stuttered.

“Darius,” he said.

“I know,” Darius said. “I know.” His fingers danced in the air, sketching invisible sigils, not to interfere but to feel. Sweat beaded on his brow.

The light touched Risa’s crown.

She shuddered. For a heartbeat, Kael saw the memory the Star reached for: a snow-choked road, a man coughing blood, a hand going slack in Risa’s grasp. The raw animal noise of grief ripping out of her throat. The way she had sat for hours afterward, unable to move, because moving would have meant admitting he would never again.

Then the light twisted.

The grief did not vanish. It bent.

Kael felt it like a physical wrench. The sharp edge of the memory dulled, not to absence, but to something...tidy. Processed. Risa’s sobbing slowed. Her shoulders eased. In the current moment, on the stool, her hands stopped shaking.

She opened her eyes.

“How do you feel?” one of the priests asked, voice breathless with anticipation.

Risa blinked. “Light,” she said. Her voice was flat but steady. “Like I slept. Like someone did the crying for me while I wasn’t looking.”

“That’s not how that works,” Kael said.

She frowned slightly. “Isn’t it?” she asked. “It still hurts. But it’s far away. Like it happened to someone else and I read about it in a book.”

Her gaze met Kael’s again.

He saw the missing piece.

“Do you remember his face?” he asked, quietly enough that the priests might pretend they hadn’t heard if they wished.

She hesitated.

“Of course,” she said.

“Describe it,” Kael said.

Darius tensed beside him.

Risa opened her mouth, then stopped. Her brow furrowed.

“He had...brown hair,” she said slowly. “A scar on his hand from when the kiln blew. He laughed like...” She trailed off. Her eyes widened. “I can’t see him,” she whispered. “There’s a...shape. But no...details.”

The knot of light above her flickered, as if annoyed.

Kael felt that presence again, the one that had spoken in notions earlier. It wrapped itself around the memory like fingers around a stone, examining it from multiple angles.

THIS IS EFFICIENT, the Star said. PAIN RETAINED. DETAILS DISCARDABLE.

“Not discardable,” Kael snapped to the presence. “That was her father.”

Risa flinched.

The priests all turned to stare at him.

“Witness,” one said sharply. “You are not to interfere—”

“I’m talking to the thing using your crater like a knife,” Kael told the priests. “Not to you.”

The presence focused on him. It was like standing on a cliff and realizing the fog below was staring back.

YOU OBJECT, it said.

“Yes,” Kael said. “Strongly. Keep the grief, fine, she learns from it. But you don’t get to keep his face.”

Unbidden, he remembered his own father’s face. The exact tilt of his smile, the scar across his knuckles, the way his hair had never quite behaved. For a heartbeat, he felt the Star touch that memory too, testing its edges, and nausea rolled through him, a cold hand groping behind his ribs. His vision tunneled for a heartbeat, the edges of the platform going dark.

Arien flared in his bones, sharp and furious. Touch him and I start cutting, they said.

The pressure retreated a fraction.

INEFFICIENT, the Star said. PERSONAL ATTACHMENTS INTERFERE WITH FUNCTION.

“Welcome to being alive,” Kael said. “We’re very inefficient.”

Risa looked between him and the priests, confusion and fear rising again. “What’s happening?” she asked. “What are you—what did you do to me?”

“Gave you room to work,” one priest said soothingly. “You asked for this, Risa. You asked to lay down the part that kept you from serving.”

“I didn’t ask to forget him,” she said. Her voice shook now. “I wanted—I wanted to be able to get out of bed without—without feeling like I was dragging a corpse with me, not—” She broke off, pressing her hands to her face. “I can’t see him,” she whispered.

The knot of light flickered again. The crater’s hum changed pitch slightly, like a singer adjusting to a new note.

The Star was listening.

“This is what you’re training it to do,” Kael said, staring at the priests. “This is the song you’ve been singing to your god. ‘Take the parts of us that make life messy so we work cleaner.’”
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