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If Threnul knew his apprenticeship would be anything like this then he would have chosen to be a butcher under Baraq the Scarred.

Threnul swept the duster, a collection of peacock feathers tied together with a piece of twine, along the tops of the ancient books.  Clouds of dust, undisturbed in gods knew how long, swept up in tendrils, tickled his nose and he sneezed.  

His Master’s library was a ramshackle of oddly sized bookcases and haphazardly placed cupboards with their doors ripped off, wooden slats crudely nailed in place and large tomes stacked on top of each other, some in fear of toppling over.  The walls were lined with these bookcases and cupboards, some reaching to the low ceiling while others only stood several feet in height.  

The more he cleaned and disturbed the thick layers of dust, the more Threnul realized how useless this actually was.  From the dark recesses of the library, in the northernmost corner, to the end of the library, were thirty-three bookcases.  He had counted them numerous times over the months he had been here, as often he was left alone to his own devices.  On those thirty-three bookcases and modified cupboards were dozens of books, some gargantuan in size, while others were tiny and could easily fit into the palm of his hand.  He would start cleaning in that corner, work his way through from bookcase to cupboard, shelf after shelf, dusting and cleaning.  By the time he had finished, the disturbed dust had settled, waiting for him to complete the process all over again.

In the short time he had spent here, he had learned that the library and everything it contained was the Master’s most prized possession.  The Master was always instructing Threnul to dust the books and clean the shelves.

Threnul had not been taught letters from his parents, or from anyone else in the village.  His life on the farm had been too busy; milking the cows, collecting eggs, cleaning the pig troughs of stained and dried swill.  But since his apprenticeship had begun only months earlier, under no direction or tutelage from the wizened old man, he had started to learn what the strange symbols on the books meant.

At first, the symbols appeared like strange curly scratchings and vertical lines with dots in various places around them.  The letters were like nothing Threnul had seen before.  Even the signs in town, advertising the businesses along the streets, were nothing like these.  But as the days progressed, and then turned to weeks, the meanings of these letters began to make sense.  The more he dusted and spent in front of the books, he would examine the titles and the words would form in his mind.  Before long he was able to read the titles with ease and then occasionally he would open a dusty, ancient book and read from the fading text.  The contents, however, made little sense to him despite him understanding individual words.
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