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​IN LOVING MEMORY

​
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While writing this our father passed away. Our mother passed away a few years earlier. We really miss you guys and sorry.
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Ameerah(Wife)

Asu (Hand)

Charziek (Emperor)

Brabrius (First born)

Yorkrin (Second born)

Macia (Third born)

Omelia (Fourth born)

Rumurs (Fifth born)

Dracku (Sixth born)

Amra (Helper)

Rudricious (Guard)

Goserin (speaker) 

Grufgro (painter)

Gothreb (foo) 

Madelen (headmaid)

Lady Alberine (daughter in law) 

Frurik (General) 

Anonymius (spymaster)

Afari (bookkeeper) 

Margerie (Queen in Dragon Knight)

Ofshro (King in Dragon Knight)

Sir Talen (Dragon Knight) 

Sumrif (Retainer in Dragon Knight) 

Greeborn (Oldest dragon from Dragon Knight) 

Yakera (Macia’s headmaid)

Erusa (Rumurs love interest)

Edron (Member of senate)

Uldrin (Senate opposition)

Mucrin (Edron’s father)

Kruchis (Musician)

Rumiec (Omelia’s code name)
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Ke nna Matabane Kganya,

Kganya ga a ke a dumediša moeng.

Ke moeng a rego kganya dumela,

Yena le mosadi wa gagwe. 

-Clan Saying. 



Novel Written by Thato Matabane 

​
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​EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY
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The crowd below you erupts into a chorus of cheers, as you look over the parapet. A wrinkled smile graces your features, as you take in the crowd of people below you. A woman tosses her kerchief into the air; the silken headdress rises overhead before it gets carried by the wind. Gracefully dancing over the people cheering below, it glides past a child seated on top of a man’s shoulders. The child reaches out in an attempt to catch it, however the breeze sways it beyond the child’s palm, clutching only air. It continues to make its way beyond the crowd, over the houses made from timber that line the cobble streets.

You watch it as it makes its way to the city walls and flies over the large wooden gates.

“LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR!!!! LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR!!!!!”, the shout echoes throughout the streets and you slowly raise your hand.

The cries and shouts get louder, filling your ears. You close your eyes and take it all in; for forty years you have ruled the nation of Azraf. Turning the nation into the largest empire the world has seen.

You slowly lower your hand and your eyes flicker open, as the crowd begins to quiet down.

You: “Be at peace, make merry, however do not forgo the ill discipline of your child. For they shape the nation beyond today. The Azrafian Empire stands tall today, not because of our accomplishments a month ago but because of the foundation it was built on forty years ago.”

Your last words have a chilly undertone to them....

“LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR!!!!! LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR!!!!!!”, the crowd erupts into cheers again and you slowly back away from the parapet.

You walk back into your chambers, where your council hand awaits. You take a step towards your bed and stumble slightly. Your council hand looks away with a grimace on his aging face.

You: “You are getting old, Asu.”

A playful smile forms on your lips as you make light of the situation. Asu makes his way to stand beside you and offers his arm. Your thin bony fingers wrap around it, as you slowly make your way towards your bed. 

The bed in front of you is layered with a roughly woven woolen blanket, you brush a free hand against the differently coloured furs woven together; gently lowering yourself into a sitting position.

A grunt escapes you as you rest on top of the blanket, you once took to war with you. 

Once you have settled, Asu takes a few steps back. A wary expression plainly visible on his face.

“Charziek....”, he is the only one who still calls you by your first name.

“You need to select an heir”, his words are barely whispered.

You: “I know, old friend. I know.”

A silence lingers between the both of you until Asu breaks it.

“I don’t think your son will appreciate you calling his victory a month ago meaningless to the empire.”

You snap your head upwards, and stare at a smiling Asu.

You: “Who!? Brabrius!? He will have to understand.”

You wave a dismissive hand, and a serious expression settles on your face.

You: Whom would you recommend?

Your greying eyes settle on Asu, who holds them momentarily with his own before sighing.

“It is a difficult decision, out of all of them. Dracku is the youngest, only witnessing eight summers. So perhaps we might discount him, unless....”, he lets his words trail off.

“.....you feel strongly about him.”

He raises the palm of his hand, with all his fingers held upright.

“Then there is Omelia, who has seen seventeen summers. She seems to have a nurturing demeanor, all the servants speak fondly of her.”

He lowers his thumb.

“Then there is her twin brother Rumurs, who has atleast stopped causing trouble and is showing improvement in combat lessons.”

He lowers his index finger.

“Your middle child Macia, has seen thirty-seven summers. She has always been diligent but...”

His downcast eyes form a saddened expression on his face.

“....she is wed to the King of Ruvlar. This might cause doubt amongst some, about where her interests may lie.”

He lowers his middle finger.

“Yorkrin, your second child has only seen thirty-nine summers but has already left a mostly favourable impression in the senate.”

He lowers his ring finger.

“And then there is Brabrius. Your eldest who has seen forty summers.”

A thin smile forms on Asu’s lips.

“About the same age you were, when you became emperor.”

You: So you are suggesting Brabrius then??

The smile on Asu’s face widens....

“No old friend. I–”

A light knock interrupts him. You both turn to face the door leading out of your chambers.

“It must be the new handmaid.”

He makes his way towards the door, and lets his hand hover over the handle.

“What!?”, Asu 's stern tone is replied to by a hesitant soft voice.

“Yo-Your grace, it is Amra.”

He then opens the door and steps aside, revealing a slim woman in a fully white sleeveless dress and with a white kerchief covering her hair.

“Come”, He walks away from the door and Amra steps into your chambers, quickly closing the door behind her.

She walks closely behind Asu, trailing behind him with her head lowered.

“Your grace”, Asu exercises all formalities.

“May I present you Amra”, he lowers his head as he steps to the side once more.

Your gaze lands on a slim rosy cheeked woman, who courtesies in front of you. 

“Your grace.”, her head remains lowered. 

You: “You may raise your head child.”

At your command she looks up to face you, her brown eyes stare into yours. The lump in her throat rises slightly as she swallows nervously. 

You: “How many summers have you seen?” 

“Twenty-six, your grace.”

“She might be young but she seems to be the most knowledgeable, with concocting oils and ointments.”

Asu then points to the corner of the room. 

“There's a large wooden bowl there. You can use it, it's been filled with hot water.”

Amra nods and quickly walks towards the wooden bowl. 

“Charziek....”, his voice is a whisper again, loud enough for only the two of you.

“I will see you at the feast.” 

You nod at him. 

You: “Just don't do anything extravagant.”

A smile creeps on Asu's face, “It's beyond me now. Your heirs have taken over.”

You: Tsk. 

Amra makes her way back, walking slowly while hunched over the wooden bowl between her arms.

She places it near your feet. 

“Your grace.”, Asu lowers his head and excuses himself.

A smile creeps over Amra’s face as she pours liquids and sprinkles herbs into the now warm water.

“Hmmm-hmm”, she hums a song as she stirs the herbs in the water. Producing a minty aroma. 

You: “What song are you singing?” 

Her smile broadens as she dips her fingers into the water. 

“It's an old country song, your grace. I wouldn't want to–”

You: Go on. 

She clears her throat nervously.

Old Shepard, guide us down the path 

Let us know our rights from wrongs. 

Old Shepard, please pave the path 

And let us find our wings–

You: “You are from the east?” 

A vague memory of being trapped in a cave during a stormy night, as one of the men-at-arms sang a similar song resurfaces.

“Yes, yes. Your grace.”, a wide eyed Amra nods at you excitedly.

You: “I haven’t been there in a long time. They are a farming region?”

Your question comes out as more of a statement but Amra answers nonetheless.

“Yes, your grace. I grew up along the Cauldron River.”

You:  “The basin where most herds go to–”

“The basin where most herds go to–”

You both speak at the same time and she looks down bashfully.

“I am sorry”.

She lifts her fingers out of the water and pushes the bowl closer.

“It is ready, your grace.”

She helps you lift your legs and gently lowers your feet into the bowl. The warmth of the water relaxes your feet and she begins massaging your hindfoot; cupping it with her palm as she slowly rotates it in a circular motion. 

She presses her knuckles into your midfoot, while tugging your heel forward.

You: “Ahg.”

A grunt escapes you as you feel the muscles in your feet begin to relax.

Her hands move upwards to your calf, slowly rotating it before moving down again to stretch your toes.

You: “Mhmm.”

She unwraps the white cloth wrapped around her waist and begins drying your toes, feet, and calves. She then tilts a silver bottle, allowing a few droplets of an oily substance to make contact against your skin before moisturising.

You feel the added layer of warmth from the substance.

She then backs away and rises to her feet.

“Will you be wearing the red or white toga?”

You contemplate whether to wear the plain white elegant toga or the embroidered red toga depicting a shield.

––––––––
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YOU: “I will wear the white toga” (go to chapter titled: WHITE TOGA)

OR

You:  “I will be wearing the red toga” (go to chapter titled: RED TOGA)
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​WHITE TOGA
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Amra helps you wrap a plain white toga around your frame, tucking your shoulder underneath a sleeve.

You watch your physique reflect against a polished bronze plate, hanging on the wall. You turn your face to the side and the plate mirrors the action, with a shimmer.

Amra hands you a tray with jewellery on it. You slip on the bracelets and rings, containing rare gemstones.

You: “I will be on my way, Amra.”

You begin to walk towards the door and Amra quickly rushes forward to open the door. She lowers her head as you walk through the wooden door frame.

The moment you set foot into the corridor, you are flanked by your royal guards armed with large shields and short swords for indoor fighting.

They march in unison with you, as you walk out of the corridor and head down the stairs. You walk by a window facing the garden, before reaching the lower floor. 

You set foot on the lower floor, and a servant rushes past you, stopping only to lower his head to you.

Up ahead you can hear the sound of a flute and tambourine coming from your throne room, the door opens slightly as a servant’s head peaks out and you register the shock on his face as he sees you before he ducks back in.

As you near the door, you hear whisperings.

“His grace is here.”

“Hurry, hurry, ready the lute.”

Rudricious, the captain of your royal guards steps forward and places a large hand on the wooden door. He pushes it open.

“His grace! The Emperor!” Rudricious' voice booms as he steps into the throne room.

The sound of a lute being strung fills the throne room, the moment you walk through the door. Followed by a chorus of singing.

“His grace is a jolly good fellow”

“His grace is a jolly good fellow”

All the guests rise to their feet and begin to sing along with the musicians. As you and Rodricious make your way to the throne

“His grace is a jolly good fellow”

“His grace is a jolly good fellowwwwwww”

“And we wish him many more yearssss”

You walk up the raised platform, where your throne remains stationed in isolation. Your feet reach the top of the raised platform, Rodricious could have easily taken two steps at a time but he chose to match your pace, up the steps. 

You eye your iron throne, designed simply with large iron slabs joined together. You lower yourself onto the empty throne, facing the guests and Rodricious stands behind you. Your gaze then sweeps across the room of standing guests. You spot your heirs standing at the first table to your right, followed by Asu and other nobles standing around the table next to it. Everyone is finely dressed, with jewelry and vibrant colours.

The entire throne room is filled with tables and some people you do not recognize. You lift your gaze away from them.

You: “You may sit.”

Chairs begin to screech and Brabrius steps forward as everyone else sits.

“Father!” He raises his arms dramatically and the red toga around him shifts.

“You may be a simple man, who prefers only wearing a plain toga but your accomplishments are far from simple.”

He spins around slowly, taking in the entire room filled with guests before turning to face you again.

“We have all gathered around here, to not just celebrate you seeing another summer but to also gain inspiration.”, he lowers his arms. 

“So I present you with my gift.”,he snaps his fingers and servants come rushing behind him with a veiled object between them.

“This is from my victory against the Unsarians.” He pulls down the veil and reveals a golden shield with drawn images of men on horses, carrying spears.

“This was in their chief's possession.”, he gestures a hand to the shields direction. 

“It is now in yours. May we also reach your level of accomplishments.”, he lowers his head and walks backwards to his table. 

An applause from the other guests fills the room, coupled with some murmurs as the servants place the shield below your platform. 

“He is very ambitious.”

“Will he be the next emperor?” 

“Father!” Yorkrin steps forward in the middle of the applause, which begins dying down. His lean frame, stands below you with a yellow toga wrapped around him.

“During my time in the senate, I have passed many legislations. However none has brought me joy as much as this one. “, he reaches into his toga and pulls out a scroll, which he begins to unroll. 

“Starting in two weeks from now. THE STATUE OF THE EMPEROR WILL BE CONSTRUCTED!”, he says the last sentence with a bit more flare. 

He lowers his head and places the scroll with the shield. 

An applause fills the room yet again. 

“Prince Yorkrin always gets his way.”

“Indeed and he is quite smart.”

Macia gracefully steps forward, with a  plain white toga wrapped around her. She seems to have favoured the braided hairstyle from Ruvlar. 

The beads dangle in her hair as she lowers her head.

“Your grace”, she raises her head with a smile on her face. 

“We have always had very similar tastes.”, she eyes your also plain white toga. 

“So I bring you delicacies from the North.”, a group of servants walk in carrying a large rectangular table. Slowly walking up the platform, to not drop the plates that lain across it. 

They place it in front of your throne, within arms reach of you. 

“We have toughened porridge, seashell stew, wild spinach and tomatoes, cattles tongue, chicken feet in warm broth, mopane worms seasoned with spices.....”

Your gaze takes in all the delicacies laid in front of you and the different aromas they produce. 

“Father, I wish you a delicious eightieth summer.”, she lowers her head and backs away. 

An applause goes up.

“This is a very enticing aroma.”

“The emperor hasn't visited the north in two decades. I wonder if this will change that.”

As she sits, Rumurs and his twin sister step forward in matching togas dyed in two contrasting colors. They lower their heads in front of you, their half red and blue toga hangs loosely on their frames.

“Father”, Omelia's soft voice carries to you. 

“We would like to present the dance we have rehearsed for you. It's called The Twin Flames.”

You: “The floor is yours.”

You utter your words with a sweeping gesture.

They both raise their heads and stare at each other. A silence briefly passes between the two of them and in one breath Rumurs swings his sword towards Omelia's neck, in a single draw. Omelia ducks underneath, causing the guests to gasp. 

The sound of a guzheng being plucked begins to fill the room. 

She spins around to his side. Rumurs then jabs fiercely, his blade never quite reaching her as she always steps backwards just in time. Rumurs twirls his swords slowly as Omelia and him circle each other. Both their chests rising and falling underneath their togas. 

A flute then comes on, complimenting the strings of the guzheng. 

A thin smile graces both their faces, and Rumurs quickly leaps forward, closing the distance between them. Omelia takes a step back, with her finger outstretched. Omelia gasps as the blade nicks her finger, drawing blood. Rumurs eyes widen, and he drops his sword. The blade lands with a clutter against the floor, as he drunkenly walks towards Omelia, half dazed and stumbling. Omelia smears the trickle of blood onto her lips, and begins to crumple to the floor. Rumurs catches her, hugging her tightly and she returns the tight hug.
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