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PROLOG

>+< Otah took the blow on the ear, the flesh opening under the rod. Tahi-kvo, Tahi the teacher, pulled the thin lacquered wood through the air with a fluttering sound like bird wings. Otah’s discipline held. He did not shift or cry out. Tears welled in his eyes, but his hands remained in a pose of greeting.

“Again,” Tahi-kvo barked. “And correctly!”

“We are honored by your presence, most high Dai-kvo,” Otah said sweetly, as if it were the first time he had attempted the ritual phrase. The old man sitting before the fire considered him closely, then adopted a pose of acceptance. Tahi-kvo made a sound of satisfaction in the depths of his throat.

Otah bowed, holding still for three breaths and hoping that Tahi-kvo wouldn’t strike him for trembling. The moment stretched, and Otah nearly let his eyes stray to his teacher. It was the old man with his ruined whisper who at last spoke the words that ended the ritual and released him.

“Go, disowned child, and attend to your studies.”

Otah turned and walked humbly out of the room. Once he had pulled the thick wooden door closed behind him and walked down the chill hallway toward the common rooms, he gave himself permission to touch his new wound.

The other boys were quiet as he passed through the stone halls of the school, but several times their gazes held him and his new shame. Only the older boys in the black robes of Milahkvo’s disciples laughed at him. Otah took himself to the quarters where all the boys in his cohort slept. He removed the ceremonial gown, careful not to touch it with blood, and washed the wound in cold water. The stinging cream for cuts and scrapes was in an earthenware jar beside the water basin. He took two fingers and slathered the vinegar-smelling ointment onto the open flesh of his ear. Then, not for the first time since he had come to the school, he sat on his spare, hard bunk and wept.

“THIS BOY,” THE DAI-KVO SAID AS HE TOOK UP THE PORCELAIN BOWL OF TEA. Its heat was almost uncomfortable. “He holds some promise?”

“Some,” Tahi allowed as he leaned the lacquered rod against the wall and took the seat beside his master.

“He seems familiar.”

“Otah Machi. Sixth son of the Khai Machi.”

“I recall his brothers. Also boys of some promise. What became of them?”

“They spent their years, took the brand, and were turned out. Most are. We have three hundred in the school now and forty in the black under Milah-kvo’s care. Sons of the Khaiem or the ambitious families of the utkhaiem.”

“So many? I see so few.”

Tahi took a pose of agreement, the cant of his wrists giving it a nuance that might have been sorrow or apology.

“Not many are both strong enough and wise. And the stakes are high.”

The Dai-kvo sipped his tea and considered the fire.

“I wonder,” the old man said, “how many realize we are teaching them nothing.”

“We teach them all. Letters, numbers. Any of them could take a trade after they leave the school.”

“But nothing of use. Nothing of poetry. Nothing of the andat.”

“If they realize that, most high, they’re halfway to your door. And for the ones we turn away . . . It’s better, most high.”

“Is it?”

Tahi shrugged and looked into the fire. He looked older, the Dai-kvo thought, especially about the eyes. But he had met Tahi as a rude youth many years before. The age he saw there now, and the cruelty, were seeds he himself had cultivated.

“When they have failed, they take the brand and make their own fates,” Tahi said.

“We take away their only hope of rejoining their families, of taking a place at the courts of the Khaiem. They have no family. They cannot control the andat,” the Dai-kvo said. “We throw these boys away much as their fathers have. What becomes of them, I wonder?”

“Much the same as becomes of anyone, I imagine. The ones from low families of the utkhaiem are hardly worse off than when they came. The sons of the Khaiem . . . once they take the brand, they cannot inherit, and it saves them from being killed for their blood rights. That alone is a gift in its way.”

It was true. Every generation saw the blood of the Khaiem spilled. It was the way of the Empire. And in times when all three of a Khai’s acknowledged sons slaughtered one another, the high families of the utkhaiem unsheathed their knives, and cities were caught for a time in fits of violence from which the poets held themselves apart like priests wars at only the price of everything they had known in their short lives. And yet…

“Disgrace is a thin gift,” the Dai-kvo said.

Tahi, his old student who had once been a boy like these, sighed.

“It’s what we can offer.”

THE DAI-KVO LEFT IN THE MORNING JUST AFTER DAWN, STEPPING THROUGH the great bronze doors that opened only for him. Otah stood in the ranks of his cohort, still holding a pose of farewell. Behind him, someone took the chance of scratching—Otah could hear the shifting sound of fingers against cloth. He didn’t look back. Two of the oldest of Milah-kvo’s black robes pulled the great doors closed.

In the dim winter light that filtered through high-set, thin windows, Otah could see the bustle of the black robes taking charge of the cohorts. The day’s tasks varied. The morning might be spent working in the school—repairing walls or washing laundry or scraping ice from the garden walkways that no one seemed to travel besides the boys set to tend them. The evening would be spent in study. Numbers, letters, religion, history of the Old Empire, the Second Empire, the War, the cities of the Khaiem. And more often these last weeks, one of the two teachers would stand at the back of the room while one of the black robes lectured and questioned. Milah-kvo would sometimes interrupt and tell jokes or take the lecture himself, discussing things the black robes never spoke of. Tahi-kvo would only observe and punish. All of Otah’s cohort bore the marks of the lacquered stick.

Riit-kvo, one of the oldest of the black robes, led Otah and his cohort to the cellars. For hours as the sun rose unseen, Otah swept dust from stones that seemed still cold from the last winter and then washed them with water and rags until his knuckles were raw. Then Riit-kvo called them to order, considered them, slapped one boy whose stance was not to his standards, and marched them to the dining hall. Otah looked neither forward nor back, but focused on the shoulders of the boy ahead of him.

The midday meal was cold meat, yesterday’s bread, and a thin barley soup that Otah treasured because it was warm. Too soon, Riit called them to wash their bowls and knives and follow him. Otah found himself at the front of the line—an unenviable place—and so was the first to step into the cold listening room with its stone benches and thin windows that had never known glass. Tahi-kvo was waiting there for them.

None of them knew why the round-faced, scowling teacher had taken an interest in the cohort, though speculations were whispered in the dark of their barracks. The Dai-kvo had chosen one of them to go and study the secrets of the andat, to become one of the poets, gain power even higher than the Khaiem, and skip over the black robes of Milah-kvo entirely. Or one of their families had repented sending their child, however minor in the line of succession, to the school and was in negotiation to forgo the branding and take their disowned son back into the fold.

Otah had listened, but believed none of the stories. They were the fantasies of the frightened and the weak, and he knew that if he clung to one, it would shatter him. Dwelling in the misery of the school and hoping for nothing beyond survival was the only way to keep his soul from flying apart. He would endure his term and be turned out into the world. This was his third year at the school. He was twelve now, and near the halfway point of his time. And today was another evil to be borne as the day before and the day ahead. To think too far in the past or the future was dangerous. Only when he let his dreams loose did he think of learning the secrets of the andat, and that happened so rarely as to call itself never.

Riit-kvo, his eyes on the teacher at the back as much as on the students, began to declaim the parable of the Twin Dragons of Chaos. It was a story Otah knew, and he found his mind wandering. Through the stone arch of the window, Otah could see a crow hunched on a high branch. It reminded him of something he could not quite recall.

“Which of the gods tames the spirits of water?” Riit-kvo snapped. Otah pulled himself back to awareness and straightened his spine.

Riit-kvo pointed to a thick-set boy across the room.

“Oladac the Wanderer!” the boy said, taking a pose of gratitude to one’s teacher.

“And why were the spirits who stood by and neither fought with the gods nor against them consigned to a lower hell than the servants of chaos?”

Again Riit-kvo pointed.

“Because they should have fought alongside the gods!” the boy shouted.

It was a wrong answer. Because they were cowards, Otah thought, and knew he was correct. Tahi’s lacquered rod whirred and stuck the boy hard on the shoulder. Riit-kvo smirked and returned to his story.

After the class, there was another brief work detail for which Tahi-kvo did not join them. Then the evening meal, and then the end of another day. Otah was grateful to crawl into his bunk and pull the thin blanket up to his neck. In the winter, many of the boys slept in their robes against the cold, and Otah was among that number. Despite all this, he preferred the winter. During the warmer times, he would still wake some mornings having forgotten where he was, expecting to see the walls of his father’s home, hear the voices of his older brothers—Biitrah, Danat, and Kaiin. Perhaps see his mother’s smile. The rush of memory was worse than any blow of Tahi-kvo’s rod, and he bent his will toward erasing the memories he had of his family. He was not loved or wanted in his home, and he understood that thinking too much about this truth would kill him.

As he drifted toward sleep, Riit-kvo’s harsh voice murmuring the lesson of the spirits who refused to fight spun through his mind. They were cowards, consigned to the deepest and coldest hell.

When the question came, his eyes flew open. He sat up. The other boys were all in their cots. One, not far from him, was crying in his sleep. It was not an unusual sound. The words still burned in Otah’s mind. The coward spirits, consigned to hell.

And what keeps them there? his quiet inner voice asked him. Why do they remain in hell?

He lay awake for hours, his mind racing.
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THE TEACHERS’ QUARTERS OPENED ON A COMMON ROOM. SHELVES LINED the walls, filled with books and scrolls. A fire pit glowed with coals prepared for them by the most honored of Milah-kvo’s black-robed boys. The wide gap of a window—glazed double to hold out the cold of winter, the heat of the summer—looked out over the roadway leading south to the high road. Tahi sat now, warming his feet at the fire and staring out into the cold plain beyond. Milah opened the door behind him and strode in.

“I expected you earlier,” Tahi said.

Milah briefly took a pose of apology.

“Annat Ryota was complaining about the kitchen flue smoking again,” he said.

Tahi grunted.

“Sit. The fire’s warm.”

“Fires often are,” Milah agreed, his tone dry and mocking. Tahi managed a thin smile as his companion took a seat.

“What did he make of your boys?” Tahi asked.

“Much the same as last year. They have seen through the veil and now lead their brothers toward knowledge,” Milah said, but his hands were in a pose of gentle mockery. “They are petty tyrants to a man. Any andat strong enough to be worth holding would eat them before their hearts beat twice.”

“Pity.”

“Hardly a surprise. And yours?”

Tahi chewed for a moment at his lower lip and leaned forward. He could feel Milah’s gaze on him.

“Otah Machi disgraced himself,” Tahi said. “But he accepted the punishment well. The Dai-kvo thinks he may have promise.”

Milah shifted. When Tahi looked over, the teacher had taken a pose of query. Tahi considered the implicit question, then nodded.

“There have been some other signs,” Tahi said. “I think you should put a watch over him. I hate to lose him to you, in a way.”

“You like him.”

Tahi took a pose of acknowledgement that held the nuance of a confession of failure.

“I may be cruel, old friend,” Tahi said, dropping into the familiar, “but you’re heartless.”

The fair-haired teacher laughed, and Tahi couldn’t help but join him. They sat silent then for a while, each in his own thoughts. Milah rose, shrugged off his thick woolen top robe. Beneath it he still wore the formal silks from his audience yesterday with the Dai-kvo. Tahi poured them both bowls of rice wine.

“It was good to see him again,” Milah said sometime later. There was a melancholy note in his voice. Tahi took a pose of agreement, then sipped his wine.

“He looked so old,” Tahi said.

OTAH’S PLAN, SUCH AS IT WAS, TOOK LITTLE PREPARATION, AND YET NEARLY three weeks passed between the moment he understood the parable of the spirits who stood aside and the night when he took action. That night, he waited until the others were asleep before he pushed off the thin blankets, put on every robe and legging he had, gathered his few things, and left his cohort for the last time.

The stone hallways were unlit, but he knew his way well enough that he had no need for light. He made his way to the kitchen. The pantry was unlocked—no one would steal food for fear of being found out and beaten. Otah scooped double handfuls of hard rolls and dried fruit into his satchel. There was no need for water. Snow still covered the ground, and Tahi-kvo had shown them how to melt snow with the heat of their own bodies walking without the cold penetrating to their hearts.

Once he was provisioned, his path led him to the great hall—moonlight from the high windows showing ghost-dim the great aisle where he had held a pose of obeisance every morning for the last three years. The doors, of course, were barred, and while he was strong enough to open them, the sounds might have woken someone. He took a pair of wide, netted snowshoes from the closet beside the great doors and went up the stairs to the listening room. There, the thin windows looked out on a world locked in winter. Otah’s breath plumed already in the chill.

He threw the snowshoes and satchel out the window to the snow-cushioned ground below, then squeezed through and lowered himself from the outer stone sill until he hung by his fingertips. The fall was not so far.

He dusted the snow from his leggings, tied the snowshoes to his feet by their thick leather thongs, took up the bulging satchel and started off, walking south toward the high road.

The moon, near the top of its nightly arc, had moved the width of two thick-gloved hands toward the western horizon before Otah knew he was not alone. The footsteps that had kept perfect time with his own fell out of their pattern—as intentional a provocation as clearing a throat. Otah froze, then turned.

“Good evening, Otah Machi,” Milah-kvo said, his tone casual. “A good night for a walk, eh? Cold though.”

Otah did not speak, and Milah-kvo strode forward, his hand on his own satchel, his footsteps nearly silent. His breath was thick and white as a goose feather.

“Yes,” the teacher said. “Cold, and far from your bed.”

Otah took a pose of acknowledgement appropriate for a student to a teacher. It had no nuance of apology, and Otah hoped that Milah-kvo would not see his trembling, or if he did would ascribe it to the cold.

“Leaving before your term is complete, boy. You disgrace yourself.”

Otah switched to a pose of thanks appropriate to the end of a lesson, but Milah-kvo waved the formality aside and sat in the snow, considering him with an interest that Otah found unnerving.

“Why do it?” Milah-kvo asked. “There’s still hope of redeeming yourself. You might still be found worthy. So why run away? Are you so much a coward?”

Otah found his voice.

“It would be cowardice that kept me, Milah-kvo.”

“How so?” The teacher’s voice held nothing of judgment or testing. It was like a friend asking a question because he truly did not know the answer.

“There are no locks on hell,” Otah said. It was the first time he had tried to express this to someone else, and it proved harder than he had expected. “If there aren’t locks, then what can hold anyone there besides fear that leaving might be worse?”

“And you think the school is a kind of hell.”

It was not a question, so Otah did not answer.

“If you keep to this path, you’ll be the lowest of the low,” Milah said. “A disgraced child without friend or ally. And without the brand to protect you, your older brothers may well track you down and kill you.”

“Yes.”

“Do you have someplace to go?”

“The high road leads to Pathai and Nantani.”

“Where you know no one.”

Otah took a pose of agreement.

“This doesn’t frighten you?” the teacher asked.

“It is the decision I’ve made.” He could see the amusement in Milah-kvo’s face at his answer.

“Fair enough, but I think there’s an alternative you haven’t considered.”

The teacher reached into his satchel and pulled out a small cloth bundle. He hefted it for a moment, considering, and dropped it on the snow between them. It was a black robe.

Otah took a pose of intellectual inquiry. It was a failure of vocabulary, but Milah-kvo took his meaning.

“Andat are powerful, Otah. Like small gods. And they don’t love being held to a single form. They fight it, and since the forms they have are a reflection of the poets who bind them…. The world is full of willing victims—people who embrace the cruelty meted out against them. An andat formed from a mind like that would destroy the poet who bound it and escape. That you have chosen action is what the black robes mean.”

“Then . . . the others . . . they all left the school too?”

Milah laughed. Even in the cold, it was a warm sound.

“No. No, you’ve all taken different paths. Ansha tried to wrestle Tahi-kvo’s stick away from him. Ranit Kiru asked forbidden questions, took the punishment for them, and asked again until Tahi beat him asleep. He was too sore to wear any robe at all for weeks, but his bruises were black enough. But you’ve each done something. If you choose to take up the robe, that is. Leave it, and really, this is just a conversation. Interesting maybe, but trivial.”

“And if I take it?”

“You will never be turned out of the school so long as you wear the black. You will help to teach the normal boys the lesson you’ve learned—to stand by your own strength.”

Otah blinked, and something—some emotion he couldn’t put a name to—bloomed in his breast. His flight from the school took on a new meaning. It was a badge of his strength, the proof of his courage.

“And the andat?”

“And the andat,” Milah-kvo said. “You’ll begin to learn of them in earnest. The Dai-kvo has never taken a student who wasn’t first a black robe at the school.”

Otah stooped, his fingers numb with cold, and picked up the robe. He met Milah-kvo’s amused eyes and couldn’t keep from grinning. Milah-kvo laughed, stood and put an arm around Otah’s shoulder. It was the first kind act Otah could remember since he had come to the school.

“Come on, then. If we start now, we may get back to the school by breakfast.”

Otah took a pose of enthusiastic agreement.

“And, while this once I think we can forgive it, don’t make a habit of stealing from the kitchen. It upsets the cooks.”

THE LETTER CAME SOME WEEKS LATER, AND MILAH WAS THE FIRST TO READ it. Sitting in an upper room, his students abandoned for the moment, he read the careful script again and felt his face grow tight. When he had gone over it enough to know he could not have misunderstood, he tucked the folded paper into the sleeve of his robe and looked out the window. Winter was ending, and somehow the eternal renewal that was spring felt like an irony.

He heard Tahi enter, recognizing his old friend’s footsteps.

“There was a courier,” Tahi said. “Ansha said there was a courier from the Dai-kvo . . .”

Milah looked over his shoulder. His own feelings were echoed in Tahi’s round face.

“From his attendant, actually.”

“The Dai-kvo. Is he . . .”

“No,” Milah said, fishing out the letter. “Not dead. Only dying.”

Tahi took the proffered pages, but didn’t look at them.

“Of what?”

“Time.”

Tahi read the written words silently, then leaned against the wall with a sharp sigh.

“It . . . it isn’t so bad as it could be,” Tahi said.

“No. Not yet. He will see the school again. Twice, perhaps.”

“He shouldn’t come,” Tahi snapped. “The visits are a formality. We know well enough which boys are ready. We can send them. He doesn’t have to—”

Milah turned, interrupting him with a subtle pose that was a request for clarification and a mourning both. Tahi laughed bitterly and looked down.

“You’re right,” he said. “Still. I’d like the world better if we could carry a little of his weight for him. Even if it was only a short way.”

Milah started to take a pose, but hesitated, stopped, only nodded.

“Otah Machi?” Tahi asked.

“Maybe. We might have to call him for Otah. Not yet, though. The robes have hardly been on him. The others are still learning to accept him as an equal. Once he’s used to the power, then we’ll see. I won’t call the Dai-kvo until we’re certain.”

“He’ll come next winter whether there’s a boy ready or not.”

“Perhaps. Or perhaps he’ll die tonight. Or we will. No god made the world certain.”

Tahi raised his hands in a pose of resignation.

IT WAS A WARM NIGHT IN LATE SPRING; THE SCENT OF GREEN SEEMED TO PERmeate the world. Otah and his friends sprawled on the hillside east of the school. Milah-kvo sat with them, still talking, still telling stories though their lectures for the day were done. Stories of the andat.

“They are like . . . thoughts made real,” Milah said, his hands moving in gestures which were not formal poses, but evoked a sense of wonder all the same. “Ideas tamed and given human shape. Take Water-Moving-Down. In the Old Empire, she was called Rain, then when Diit Amra recaptured her at the beginning of the War, they called her Seaward. But the thought, you see, was the same. And if you can hold that, you can stop rivers in their tracks. Or see that your crops get enough water, or flood your enemies. She was powerful.”

“Could someone catch her again?” Ansha—no longer Ansha-kvo to Otah—asked.

Milah shook his head.

“I doubt it. She’s been held and escaped too many times. I suppose someone might find a new way to describe her, but . . . it’s been tried.”

There was a chill that even Otah felt at the words. Stories of the andat were like ghost tales, and the price a failed poet paid was always the gruesome ending of it.

“What was her price?” Nian Tomari asked, his voice hushed and eager.

“The last poet who made the attempt was a generation before me. They say that when he failed, his belly swelled like a pregnant woman’s. When they cut him open, he was filled with ice and black seaweed.”

The boys were quiet, imagining the scene—the poet’s blood, the dark leaves, the pale ice. Dari slapped a gnat.

“Milah-kvo?” Otah said. “Why do the andat become more difficult to hold each time they escape?”

The teacher laughed.

“An excellent question, Otah. But one you’d have to ask of the Dai-kvo. It’s more than you’re ready to know.”

Otah dropped into a pose of correction accepted, but in the back of his mind, the curiosity remained. The sun dipped below the horizon and a chill came into the air. Milah-kvo rose, and they followed him, wraith-children in their dark robes and twilight. Halfway back to the high stone buildings, Ansha started to run, and then Riit, and then Otah and then all of them, pounding up the slope to the great door, racing to be first or at least to not be last. When Milah arrived, they were red-faced and laughing.

“Otah,” Enrath, an older, dark-faced boy from Tan-Sadar said. “You’re taking the third cohort out tomorrow to turn the west gardens?”

“Yes,” Otah said.

“Tahi-kvo wanted them finished and washed early. He’s taking them for lessons after the meal.”

“You could join the afternoon session with us,” Milah suggested, overhearing.

Otah took a pose of gratitude as they entered the torch-lit great hall. One of Milah-kvo’s lessons was infinitely better than a day spent leading one of the youngest cohorts through its chores.

“Do you know why worms travel in the ground?” Milah-kvo asked.

“Because they can’t fly?” Ansha said, and laughed. A few other boys laughed with him.

“True enough,” Milah-kvo said. “But they are good for the soil. They break it up so that the roots can dig deeper. So in a sense, Otah and the third cohort are doing worm work tomorrow.”

“But worms do it by eating dirt and shitting it out,” Enrath said. “Tahi-kvo said so.”

“There is some difference in technique,” Milah-kvo agreed dryly to the delight of them all, including Otah.

The black robes slept in smaller rooms, four to each, with a brazier in the center to keep it warm. The thaw had come, but the nights were still bitterly cold. Otah, as the youngest in his room, had the duty of tending the fire. In the dark of the mornings, Milah-kvo would come and wake them, knocking on their doors until all four voices within acknowledged him. They washed at communal tubs and ate at a long wooden table with Tahi-kvo at one end and Milah-kvo at the other. Otah still found himself uncomfortable about the round-faced teacher, however friendly his eyes had become.

After they had cleared their plates, the black robes divided; the larger half went to lead the cohorts through the day’s duties, the smaller—rarely more than five or six—would go with Milah-kvo for a day’s study. As Otah walked to the great hall, he was already planning the day ahead, anticipating handing the third cohort over to Tahi-kvo and joining the handful most favored by Milah-kvo.

In the great hall, the boys stood in their shivering ranks. The third cohort was one of the youngest—a dozen boys of perhaps eight years dressed in thin gray robes. Otah paced before them, searching for any improper stance or scratching.

“Today, we are turning the soil in the west gardens,” Otah barked. Some of the smaller boys flinched. “Tahi-kvo demands the work be finished and that you be cleaned by midday. Follow!”

He marched them out to the gardens. Twice, he stopped to be sure they were in the proper order. When one—Navi Toyut, son of a high family of the utkhaiem in Yalakeht—was out of step, Otah slapped him smartly across the face. The boy corrected his gait.

The west gardens were brown and bare. Dry sticks—the winter corpses of last year’s crop—lay strewn on the ground, the pale seedlings of weeds pushing up through them. Otah led them to the toolshed where the youngest boys brushed spider webs off the shovels and spades.

“Begin at the north end!” Otah shouted, and the cohort fell into place. The line was ragged, some boys taller than others and all unevenly spaced, leaving gaps in the line like missing milk teeth. Otah walked along, showing each boy where to stand and how to hold his shovel. When they were all in their places, Otah gave the sign to begin.

They set to, their thin arms working, but they were small and not strong. The smell of fresh earth rose, but only slowly. When Otah walked the turned soil behind them, his boots barely sank into it.

“Deeper!” he snapped. “Turn the soil, don’t just scrape it. Worms could do better than this.”

The cohort didn’t speak, didn’t look up, only leaned harder onto the dry, rough shafts of their spades. Otah shook his head and spat.

The sun had risen a hand and a half, and they had only completed two plots. As the day warmed, the boys shed their top robes, leaving them folded on the ground. There were still six plots to go. Otah paced behind the line, scowling. Time was running short.

“Tahi-kvo wants this done by midday!” Otah shouted. “If you disappoint him, I’ll see all of you beaten.”

They struggled to complete the task, but by the time they reached the end of the fourth plot, it was clear that it wouldn’t happen. Otah gave stern orders that they should continue, then stalked off to find Tahi-kvo.

The teacher was overseeing a cohort that had been set to clean the kitchens. The lacquered rod whirred impatiently. Otah took a pose of apology before him.

“Tahi-kvo, the third cohort will not be able to turn the soil in the west gardens by midday. They are weak and stupid.”

Tahi-kvo considered him, his expression unreadable. Otah felt his face growing warm with embarrassment. At last, Tahi-kvo took a formal pose of acceptance.

“It will wait for another day, then,” he said. “When they have had their meal, take them back out and let them finish the task.”

Otah took a pose of gratitude until Tahi-kvo turned his attention back to the cohort he was leading, then Otah turned and walked back out to the gardens. The third cohort had slacked in his absence, but began to work furiously as Otah came near. He stepped into the half-turned plot and stared at them.

“You have cost me an afternoon with Milah-kvo,” Otah said, his voice low, but angry enough to carry. None of the boys would meet his gaze, guilty as dogs. He turned to the nearest boy—a thin boy with a spade in his hand. “You. Give me that.”

The boy looked panicked, but held out the spade. Otah took it and thrust it down into the fresh soil. The blade sank only half way. Otah’s shoulders curled in rage. The boy took a pose of apology, but Otah didn’t acknowledge it.

“You’re meant to turn the soil! Turn it! Are you too stupid to understand that?”

“Otah-kvo, I’m sorry. It’s only—”

“If you can’t do it like a man, you can do it as a worm. Get on your knees.”

The boy’s expression was uncomprehending.

“Get on your knees!” Otah shouted, leaning into the boy’s face. Tears welled up in the boy’s eyes, but he did as he was told. Otah picked up a clod of dirt and handed it to him. “Eat it.”

The boy looked at the clod in his hand, then up at Otah. Then, weeping until his shoulders shook, he raised the dirt to his mouth and ate. The others in the cohort were standing in a circle, watching silently. The boy’s mouth worked, mud on his lips.

“All of it!” Otah said.

The boy took another mouthful, then collapsed, sobbing, to the ground. Otah spat in disgust and turned to the others.

“Get to work!”

They scampered back to their places, small arms and legs working furiously with the vigor of fear. The mud-lipped boy sat weeping into his hands. Otah took the spade to him and pushed the blade into the ground at his side.

“Well?” Otah demanded quietly. “Is there something to wait for?”

The boy mumbled something Otah couldn’t make out.

“What? If you’re going to talk, make it so people can hear you.”

“My hand,” the boy forced through the sobs. “My hands hurt. I tried. I tried to dig deeper, but it hurt so much . . .”

He turned his palms up, and looking at the bleeding blisters was like leaning over a precipice; Otah felt suddenly dizzy. The boy looked up into his face, weeping, and the low keening was a sound Otah recognized though he had never heard it before; it was a sound he had longed to make for seasons of sleeping in the cold, hoping not to dream of his mother. It was the same tune he had heard in his old cohort, a child crying in his sleep.

The black robes suddenly felt awkward, and the memory of a thousand humiliations sang in Otah’s mind the way a crystal glass might ring with the sound of singer’s note.

He knelt beside the weeping boy, words rushing to his lips and then failing him. The others in the cohort stood silent.

“YOU SENT FOR ME?” TAHI ASKED. MILAH DIDN’T ANSWER, BUT GESTURED out the window. Tahi came to stand by him and consider the spectacle below. In a half-turned plot of dirt, a black robe was cradling a crying child in his arms while the others in the cohort stood by, agape.

“How long has this been going on?” Tahi asked through a tight throat.

“They were like that when I noticed them. Before that, I don’t know.”

“Otah Machi?”

Milah only nodded.

“It has to stop.”

“Yes. But I wanted you to see it.”

In grim silence, the pair walked down the stairs, through the library, and out to the west gardens. The third cohort, seeing them come, pretended to work. All except Otah and the boy he held. They remained as they were.

“Otah!” Tahi barked. The black-robed boy looked up, eyes red and tear-filled.

“You’re not well, Otah,” Milah said gently. He drew Otah up. “You should come inside and rest.”

Otah looked from one to the other, then hesitantly took a pose of submission and let Milah take his shoulder and guide him away. Tahi remained behind; Milah could hear his voice snapping at the third cohort like a whip.

Back in the quarters of the elite, Milah prepared a cup of strong tea for Otah and considered the situation. The others would hear of what had happened soon enough if they hadn’t already. He wasn’t sure whether that would make things better for the boy or worse. He wasn’t even certain what he hoped. If it was what it appeared, it was the success he had dreaded. Before he acted, he had to be sure. He wouldn’t call for the Dai-kvo if Otah weren’t ready.

Otah, sitting slump-shouldered on his bunk, took the hot tea and sipped it dutifully. His eyes were dry now, and staring into the middle distance. Milah pulled a stool up beside him, and they sat for a long moment in silence before he spoke.

“You did that boy out there no favors today.”

Otah lifted a hand in a pose of correction accepted.

“Comforting a boy like that . . . it doesn’t make him stronger. I know it isn’t easy being a teacher. It requires a hard sort of compassion to treat a child harshly, even when it is only for their own good in the end.”

Otah nodded, but didn’t look up. When he spoke, his voice was low.

“Has anyone ever been turned out from the black robes?”

“Expelled? No, no one. Why do you ask?”

“I’ve failed,” Otah said, then paused. “I’m not strong enough to teach these lessons, Milah-kvo.”

Milah looked down at his hands, thinking of his old master. Thinking of the cost that another journey to the school would exact from that old flesh. He couldn’t keep the weight of the decision entirely out of his voice when he spoke.

“I am removing you from duty for a month’s time,” he said, “while we call for the Dai-kvo.”

“OTAH,” THE FAMILIAR VOICE WHISPERED. “WHAT DID YOU DO?”

Otah turned on his bunk. The brazier glowed, the coals giving off too little light to see by. Otah fixed his gaze on the embers.

“I made a mistake, Ansha,” he said. It was the reply he’d given on the few occasions in the last days that someone had had the courage to ask.

“They say the Dai-kvo’s coming. And out of season.”

“It may have been a serious mistake.”

It may be the first time that anyone has risen so far and failed so badly, Otah thought. The first time anyone so unsuited to the black robes had been given them. He remembered the cold, empty plain of snow he’d walked across the night Milah-kvo had promoted him. He could see now that his flight hadn’t been a sign of strength after all—only a presentiment of failure.

“What did you do?“ Ansha asked in the darkness.

Otah saw the boy’s face again, saw the bloodied hand and the tears of humiliation running down the dirty cheeks. He had caused that pain, and he could not draw the line between the shame of having done it and the shame of being too weak to do it again. There was no way for him to explain that he couldn’t lead the boys to strength because in his heart, he was still one of them.

“I wasn’t worthy of my robe,” he said.

Ansha didn’t speak again, and soon Otah heard the low, deep breath of sleep. The others were all tired from their day’s work. Otah had no reason to be tired after a day spent haunting the halls and rooms of the school with no duties and no purpose wearing the black robe only because he had no other robes of his own.

He waited in the darkness until even the embers deserted him and he was sure the others were deeply asleep. Then he rose, pulled on his robe, and walked quietly out into the corridor. It wasn’t far to the chilly rooms where the younger cohorts slept. Otah walked among the sleeping forms. Their bodies were so small, and the blankets so thin. Otah had been in the black for so little time, and had forgotten so much.

The boy he was looking for was curled on a cot beside the great stone wall, his back to the room. Otah leaned over carefully and put a hand over the boy’s mouth to stifle a cry if he made one. He woke silently, though, his eyes blinking open. Otah watched until he saw recognition bloom.

“Your hands are healing well?” Otah whispered.

The boy nodded.

“Good. Now stay quiet. We don’t want to wake the others.”

Otah drew his hand away, and the boy fell immediately into a pose of profound apology.

“Otah-kvo, I have dishonored you and the school. I . . .”

Otah gently folded the boy’s fingers closed.

“You have nothing to blame yourself for,” Otah said. “The mistake was mine. The price is mine.”

“If I’d worked harder—”

“It would have gained you nothing,” Otah said. “Nothing.”

THE BRONZE DOORS BOOMED AND SWUNG OPEN. THE BOYS STOOD IN THEIR ranks holding poses of welcome as if they were so many statues. Otah, standing among the black robes, held his pose as well. He wondered what stories the cohorts of disowned children had been telling themselves about the visit: hopes of being returned to a lost family, or of being elevated to a poet. Dreams.

The old man walked in. He seemed less steady than Otah remembered him. After the ceremonial greetings, he blessed them all in his thick, ruined whisper. Then he and the teachers retired, and the black robes—all but Otah—took charge of the cohorts that they would lead for the day. Otah returned to his room and sat, sick at heart, waiting for the summons he knew was coming. It wasn’t long.

“Otah,” Tahi-kvo said from the doorway. “Get some tea for the Dai-kvo.”

“But the ceremonial robe . . .”

“Not required. Just tea.”

Otah rose into a pose of submission. The time had come.

THE DAI-KVO SAT SILENTLY, CONSIDERING THE FIRE IN THE GRATE. HIS hands, steepled before him, seemed smaller than Milah remembered them, the skin thinner and loose. His face showed the fatigue of his journey around the eyes and mouth, but when he caught Milah’s gaze and took a pose part query, part challenge, Milah thought there was something else as well. A hunger, or hope.

“How are things back in the world?” Milah asked. “We don’t hear much of the high cities here.”

“Things are well enough,” the Dai-kvo said. “And here? How are your boys?”

“Well enough, most high.”

“Really? Some nights I find I wonder.”

Milah took a pose inviting the Dai-kvo to elaborate, but to no effect. The ancient eyes had turned once more to the flames. Milah let his hands drop to his lap.

Tahi returned and took a pose of obedience and reverence before bending into his chair.

“The boy is coming,” Tahi said.

The Dai-kvo took a pose of acknowledgement, but nothing more. Milah saw his own concern mirrored in Tahi. It seemed too long before the soft knock came at the door and Otah Machi entered, carrying a tray with three small bowls of tea. Stone-faced, the boy put the tray on the low table and took the ritual pose of greeting.

“I am honored by your presence most high Dai-kvo,” Otah said perfectly.

The old man’s eyes were alive now, his gaze on Otah with a powerful interest. He nodded, but didn’t commend the boy to his studies. Instead, he gestured to the empty seat that Milah usually took. The boy looked over, and Milah nodded. Otah sat, visibly sick with anxiety.

“Tell me,” the Dai-kvo said, picking up a bowl of tea, “what do you know of the andat?”

The boy took a moment finding his voice, but when he did, there was no quavering in it.

“They are thoughts, most high. Translated by the poet into a form that includes volition.”

The Dai-kvo sipped his tea, watching the boy. Waiting for him to say more. The silence pressed Otah to speak, but he appeared to have no more words. At last the Dai-kvo put down his cup.

“You know nothing more of them? How they are bound? What a poet must do to keep his work unlike that which has gone before? How one may pass a captured spirit from one generation to the next?”

“No, most high.”

“And why not?” The Dai-kvo’s voice was soft.

“Milah-kvo told us that more knowledge would be dangerous to us. We weren’t ready for the deeper teachings.”

“True,” the Dai-kvo said. “True enough. You were only tested. Never taught.”

Otah looked down. His face gray, he adopted a pose of contrition.

“I am sorry to have failed the school, most high. I know that I was to show them how to be strong, and I wanted to, but—”

“You have not failed, Otah. You have won through.”

Otah’s stance faltered, and his eyes filled with confusion. Milah coughed and, taking a pose that begged the Dai-kvo’s permission, spoke.

“You recall our conversation in the snow the night I offered you the black? I said then that a weak-minded poet would be destroyed by the andat?”

Otah nodded.

“A cruel-hearted one would destroy the world,” Milah said. “Strong and kind, Otah. It’s a rare combination.”

“We see it now less often than we once did,” the Dai-kvo said. “Just as no boy has taken the black robes without a show of his strength of will, no one has put the black robe away without renouncing the cruelty that power brings. You have done both, Otah Machi. You’ve proven yourself worthy, and I would take you as my apprentice. Come back with me, boy, and I will teach you the secrets of the poets.”

The boy looked as if he’d been clubbed. His face was bloodless, his hands still, but a slow comprehension shone in his eyes. The moment stretched until Tahi snapped.

“Well? You can say something, boy.”

“What I did . . . the boy . . . I didn’t fail?“

“That wasn’t a failure. That was the moment of your highest honor.”

A slow smile came to Otah’s lips, but it was deathly cold. When he spoke, there was fury in his voice.

“Humiliating that boy was my moment of highest honor?”

Milah saw Tahi frown. He shook his head. This was between the boy and the Dai-kvo now.

“Comforting him was,” the old man said.

“Comforting him for what I did.”

“Yes. And yet how many of the other black-robed boys would have done the same? The school is built to embody these tests. It has been this way since the war that destroyed the Empire, and it has held the cities of the Khaiem together. There is a wisdom in it that runs very deep.”

Slowly, Otah took a pose of gratitude to a teacher, but there was something odd about it—something in the cant of the wrists that spoke of an emotion Milah couldn’t fathom.

“If that was honor, most high, then I truly understand.”

“Do you?” the old man asked, and his voice sounded hopeful.

“Yes. I was your tool. It wasn’t only me in that garden. You were there, too.”

“What are you saying, boy?” Tahi snapped, but Otah went on as if he had not spoken.

“You say Tahi-kvo taught me strength and Milah-kvo compassion, but there are other lessons to be taken from them. As the school is of your design, I think it only right that you should know what I’ve learned at your hand.”

The Dai-kvo looked confused, and his hands took some half-pose, but the boy didn’t stop. His gaze was fastened on the old man, and he seemed fearless.

“Tahi-kvo showed me that my own judgement is my only guide and Milah-kvo that there is no value in a lesson half-learned. My judgement was to leave this place, and I was right. I should never have let myself be tempted back.

“And that, most high, is all I’ve ever learned here.”

Otah rose and took a pose of departure.

“Otah!” Tahi barked. “Take your seat!”

The boy ignored him, turned, and walked out, closing the door behind him. Milah crossed his arms, staring at the door, unsure what to say or even think. In the grate, the ashes settled under their own weight.

“Milah,” Tahi whispered.

Milah looked over, and Tahi gestured to the Dai-kvo. The old man sat, barely breathing. His hands were held in an attitude of profound regret.


1

> + < As the stone towers of Machi dominated the cold cities of the north, so the seafront of Saraykeht dominated the summer cities in the south. The wharves stood out into the clear waters of the bay, ships from the other port cities of the Khaiem—Nantani, Yalakeht, Chaburi-Tan—docked there. Among them were also the low, shallow ships of the Westlands and the tall, deep sailing ships of the Galts so strung with canvas they seemed like a launderer’s yard escaped to the sea. And along the seafront streets, vendors of all different cities and lands sold wares from tall, thin tables decked with brightly colored cloths and banners, each calling out to the passers-by over the cries of seagulls and the grumble of waves. A dozen languages, a hundred dialects, creoles, and pidgins danced in the hot, still air, and she knew them all.

Amat Kyaan, senior overseer for the Galtic House Wilsin, picked her way through the crowd with a cane despite the sureness of her steps. She savored the play of grammar and vocabulary crashing together like children playing sand tag. Knowing how to speak and what to say was her strength. It was the skill that had taken her from a desperate freelance scribe to here, wearing the colors of an honorable, if foreign, house and threading her way through the press of bodies and baled cotton to a meeting with her employer. There were ways from her rooms at the edge of the soft quarter to Marchat Wilsin’s favorite bathhouse that wouldn’t have braved the seafront. Still, whenever her mornings took her to the bathhouse, this was the way she picked. The seafront was, after all, the pride and symbol of her city.

She paused in the square at the mouth of the Nantan—the wide, gray-bricked street that marked the western edge of the warehouse quarter. The ancient bronze statue of Shian Sho, the last great emperor, stood looking out across the sea, as if in memory of his lost empire—rags and wastelands for eight generations now, except for the cities of the Khaiem where the unrest had never reached. Below him, young men labored, shirtless in the heat, hauling carts piled high with white, oily bales. Some laughed, some shouted, some worked with a dreadful seriousness. Some were free men taking advantage of the seasonal work. Others were indentured to houses or individual merchants. A few were slaves. And all of them were beautiful—even the fat and the awkward. Youth made them beautiful. The working of muscles under skin was more subtle and enticing than the finest robes of the Khaiem, maybe because it wasn’t considered. How many of them, she wondered, would guess that their sex was on display to an old woman who only seemed to be resting for a moment on the way to a business meeting?

All of them, probably. Vain, lovely creatures. She sighed, lifted her cane, and moved on.

The sun had risen perhaps half the width of one hand when she reached her destination. The bathhouses were inland, clustered near the banks of the Qiit and the aqueducts. Marchat Wilsin preferred one of the smaller. Amat had been there often enough that the guards knew her by sight and took awkward poses of welcome as she entered. She often suspected Wilsin-cha of choosing this particular place because it let him forget his own inadequacies of language. She sketched a pose of welcome and passed inside.

Working for a foreign house had never been simple, and translating contracts and agreements was the least of it. The Galts were a clever people, aggressive and successful in war. They held lands as wide and fertile as the Empire had at its height; they could command the respect and fear of other nations. But the assumptions they made—that agreements could be enforced by blades, that threat of invasion or blockade might underscore a negotiation—failed in the cities of the Khaiem. They might send their troops to Eddensea or their ships to Bakta, but when called upon for subtlety, they floundered. Galt might conquer the rest of the world if it chose; it would still bow before the andat. Marchat Wilsin had lived long enough in Saraykeht to have accepted the bruise on his people’s arrogance. Indulging his eccentricities, such as doing business in a bathhouse, was a small price.

The air inside was cooler, and ornate woodworked screens blocked the windows while still letting the occasional cedar-scented breeze through. Voices echoed off the hard floors and walls. Somewhere in the public rooms, a man was singing, the tones of his voice ringing like a bell. Amat went to the women’s chamber, shrugged out of her robe and pulled off her sandals. The cool air felt good against her bare skin. She took a drink of chilled water from the large granite basin, and—naked as anyone else—walked through the public baths, filled with men and women shouting and splashing one another, to the private rooms at the back. To Marchat Wilsin’s corner room, farthest from the sounds of voices and laughter.

“It’s too hot in this pisshole of a city,” Wilsin-cha growled as she entered the room. He lay half-submerged in the pool, the water lapping at his white, wooly chest. He had been a thinner man when she had first met him. His hair and beard had been dark. “It’s like someone holding a hot towel over your face.”

“Only in the summer,” Amat said and she laid her cane beside the water and carefully slipped in. The ripples rocked the floating lacquer tray with its bowls of tea, but didn’t spill it. “If it was any further north, you’d spend all winter complaining about how cold it was.”

“It’d be a change of pace, at least.”

He lifted a pink and wrinkled hand from the water and pushed the tray over toward her. The tea was fresh and seasoned with mint. The water was cool. Amat lay back against the tiled lip of the pool.

“So what’s the news?” Marchat asked, bringing their morning ritual to a close.

Amat made her report. Things were going fairly well. The shipment of raw cotton from Eddensea was in and being unloaded. The contracts with the weavers were nearly complete, though there were some ambiguities of translation from Galtic into the Khaiate that still troubled her. And worse, the harvest of the northern fields was late.

“Will they be here in time to go in front of the andat?”

Amat took another sip of tea before answering.

“No.”

Marchat cursed under his breath. “Eddensea can ship us a season’s bales, but we can’t get our own plants picked?”

“Apparently not.”

“How short does it leave us?”

“Our space will be nine-tenths full.”

Marchat scowled and stared at the air, seeing imagined numbers, reading the emptiness like a book. After a moment, he sighed.

“Is there any chance of speaking with the Khai on it? Renegotiating our terms?”

“None,” Amat said.

Marchat made an impatient noise in the back of his throat.

“This is why I hate dealing with you people. In Eymond or Bakta, there’d be room to talk at least.”

“Because you’d have soldiers sitting outside the wall,” Amat said, dryly.

“Exactly. And then they’d find room to talk. See if one of the other houses is overstocked,” he said.

“Chadhami is. But Tiyan and Yaanani are in competition for a contract with a Western lord. If one could move more swiftly than the other, it might seal the issue. We could charge them for the earlier session with the andat, and then take part of their space later when our crop comes in.”

Marchat considered this. They negotiated the house’s strategy for some time. Which little alliance to make, and how it could most profitably be broken later, should the need arise.

Amat knew more than she said, of course. That was her job—to hold everything about the company clear in her mind, present her employer with what he needed to know, and deal herself with the things beneath his notice. The center of it all, of course, was the cotton trade. The complex web of relationships—weavers and dyers and sailmakers; shipping companies, farming houses, alum miners—that made Saraykeht one of the richest cities in the world. And, as with all the cities of the Khaiem, free from threat of war, unlike Galt and Eddensea and Bakta; the Westlands and the Eastern Islands. They were protected by their poets and the powers they wielded, and that protection allowed conferences like this one, allowed them to play the deadly serious game of trade and barter.

Once their decisions had been made and the details agreed upon, Amat arranged a time to bring the proposals by the compound. Doing business from a bathhouse was an affectation Wilsin-cha could only take so far, and dripping water on freshly-inked contracts was where she drew the line. She knew he understood that. As she rose, prepared to face the remainder of her day, he held up a hand to stop her.

“There’s one other thing,” he said. She lowered herself back into the water. “I need a bodyguard this evening just before the half candle. Nothing serious, just someone to help keep the dogs off.”

Amat tilted her head. His voice was calm, its tone normal, but he wasn’t meeting her eyes. She held up her hands in a pose of query.

“I have a meeting,” he said, “in one of the low towns.”

“Company business?” Amat asked, keeping her voice neutral.

He nodded.

“I see,” she said. Then, after a moment, “I’ll be at the compound at the half candle, then.”

“No. Amat, I need some house thug to swat off animals and make bandits think twice. What’s a woman with a cane going to do for me?”

“I’ll bring a bodyguard with me.”

“Just send him to me,” Wilsin said with a final air. “I’ll take care of it from there.”

“As you see fit. And when did the company begin conducting trade without me?”

Marchat Wilsin grimaced and shook his head, muttering something to himself too low for her to catch. When he sighed, it sent a ripple that spilled some of the tea.

“It’s a sensitive issue, Amat. That’s all. It’s something I’m taking care of myself. I’ll give you all the details when I can, but . . .”

“But?”

“It’s difficult. There are some details of the trade that . . . I’m going to have to keep quiet about.”

“Why?”

“It’s the sad trade,” he said. “The girl’s well enough along in the pregnancy that she’s showing. And there are some facets to getting rid of the baby that I need to address discreetly.”

Amat felt herself bristle, but kept her tone calm as she spoke.

“Ah. I see. Well, then. If you feel you can’t trust my discretion, I suppose you’d best not talk to me of it at all. Perhaps I might recommend someone else to take my position.”

He slapped the water impatiently. Amat crossed her arms. It was a bluff in the sense that they both knew the house would struggle badly without her, and that she would be worse off without her position in it—it wasn’t a threat meant seriously. But she was the overseer of the house, and Amat didn’t like being kept outside her own business. Marchat’s pale face flushed red, but whether with annoyance or shame, she wasn’t sure.

“Don’t break my stones over this one, Amat. I don’t like it any better than you do, but I can’t play this one any differently than I am. There is a trade. I’ll see to it. I’ll petition the Khai Saraykeht for use of his andat. I’ll see the girl’s taken care of before and after, and I’ll see that everyone who needs paying gets paid. I was in business before you signed on, you know. And I am your employer. You could assume I know what I’m doing.”

“I was just going to say the same thing, pointed the other way. You’ve consulted me on your affairs for twenty years. If I haven’t done something to earn your mistrust—”

“You haven’t.”

“Then why shut me out of this when you never have before?”

“If I could tell you that, I wouldn’t have to shut you out of it,” Marchat said. “Just take it that it’s not my choice.”

“Your uncle asked that I be left out? Or is it the client?”

“I need a bodyguard. At the half-candle.”

Amat took a complex pose of agreement that also held a nuance of annoyance. He wouldn’t catch the second meaning. Talking over his level was something she did when he’d upset her. She rose, and he scooped the lacquer tray closer and poured himself more tea.

“The client. Can you tell me who she is?” Amat asked.

“No. Thank you, Amat,” Wilsin said.

In the women’s chamber again, she dried herself and dressed. The street, when she stepped into it, seemed louder, more annoying, than when she went in. She turned toward the House Wilsin compound, to the north and uphill. She had to pause at a waterseller’s stall, buy herself a drink, and rest in the shade to collect her thoughts. The sad trade—using the andat to end a pregnancy—wasn’t the sort of business House Wilsin had undertaken before now, though other houses had acted as brokers in some instances. She wondered why the change in policy, and why the secrecy, and why Marchat Wilsin would have told her to arrange for the bodyguard if he hadn’t wanted her, on some level, to find answers.

MAATI HELD A POSE OF GREETING, HIS HEART IN HIS THROAT. THE PALE- skinned man walked slowly around him, black eyes taking in every nuance of his stance. Maati’s hands didn’t tremble; he had trained for years, first at the school and then with the Dai-kvo. His body knew how to hide anxiety.

The man in poet’s robes stopped, an expression half approval, half amusement on his face. Elegant fingers took a pose of greeting that was neither the warmest nor the least formal. With the reply made, Maati let his hands fall to his sides and stood. His first real thought, now that the shock of his teacher’s sudden appearance was fading, was that he hadn’t expected Heshai-kvo to be so young, or so beautiful.

“What is your name, boy?” the man asked. His voice was cool and hard.

“Maati Vaupathi,” Maati said, crisply. “Once the tenth son of Nicha Vaupathi, and now the youngest of the poets.”

“Ah. A westerner. It’s still in your accent.”

The teacher sat in the window seat, his arms folded, still openly considering Maati. The rooms, which had seemed sumptuous during the long worrisome days of Maati’s waiting, seemed suddenly squalid with the black-haired man in them. A tin setting for a perfect gem. The soft cotton draperies that flowed from the ceiling, shifting in the hot breeze of late afternoon, seemed dirty beside the poet’s skin. The man smiled, his expression not entirely kind. Maati took a pose of obeisance appropriate to a student before his teacher.

“I have come, Heshai-kvo, by the order of the Dai-kvo to learn from you, if you will have me as your pupil.”

“Oh, stop that. Bowing and posing like we were dancers. Sit there. On the bed. I have some questions for you.”

Maati did as he was told, tucking his legs beneath him in the formal way a student did in a lecture before the Dai-kvo. The man seemed to be amused by this, but said nothing about it.

“So. Maati. You came here . . . what? Six days ago?”

“Seven, Heshai-kvo.”

“Seven. And yet no one came to meet you. No one came to collect you or show you the poet’s house. It’s a long time for a master to ignore his student, don’t you think?”

It was exactly what Maati had thought, several times, but he didn’t admit that now. Instead he took a pose accepting a lesson.

“I thought so at first. But as time passed, I saw that it was a kind of test, Heshai-kvo.”

A tiny smile ghosted across the perfect lips, and Maati felt a rush of pleasure that he had guessed right. His new teacher motioned him to continue, and Maati sat up a degree straighter.

“I thought at first that it might be a test of my patience. To see whether I could be trusted not to hurry things when it wasn’t my place. But later I decided that the real test was how I spent my time. Being patient and idle wouldn’t teach me anything, and the Khai has the largest library in the summer cities.”

“You spent your time in the library?”

Maati took a pose of confirmation, unsure what to make of the teacher’s tone.

“These are the palaces of the Khai Saraykeht, Maati-kya,” he said with sudden familiarity as he gestured out the window at the grounds, the palaces, the long flow of streets and red tile roofs that sprawled to the sea. “There are scores of utkhaiem and courtiers. I don’t think a night passes here without a play being performed, or singers, or dancing. And you spent all your time with the scrolls?”

“I did spent one evening with a group of the utkhaiem. They were from the west . . . from Pathai. I lived there before I went to the school.”

“And you thought they might have news of your family.”

It wasn’t an accusation, though it could have been. Maati pressed his lips thinner, embarrassed, and repeated the pose of confirmation. The smile it brought seemed sympathetic.

“And what did you learn in your productive, studious days with Saraykeht’s books.”

“I studied the history of the city, and its andat.”

The elegant fingers made a motion that both approved and invited him to continue. The dark eyes held an interest that told Maati he had done well.

“I learned, for example, that the Dai-kvo—the last one—sent you here when Iana-kvo failed to hold Petals-Falling-Away after the old poet, Miat-kvo, died.”

“And tell me, why do you think he did that?”

“Because Petals-Falling-Away had been used to speed cotton harvests for the previous fifty years,” Maati said, pleased to know the answer. “It could make the plant . . . open, I guess. It made it easier to get the fibers. With the loss, the city needed another way to make the process—bringing in the raw cotton and turning it to cloth—better and faster than they could in Galt or the Westlands, or else the traders might go elsewhere, and the whole city would have to change. You had captured Removing-The-Part-That-Continues. Called Sterile in the North, or Seedless in the summer cities. With it, the merchant houses can contract with the Khai, and they won’t have to comb the seeds out of the cotton. Even if it took twice as long to harvest, the cotton can still get to the spinners more quickly here than anywhere else. Now the other nations and cities actually send their raw cotton here. Then the weavers come here, because the raw cotton is here. And the dyers and the tailors because of the weavers. All the needle trades.”

“Yes. And so Saraykeht holds its place, with only a few more pricked fingers and some blood on the cotton,” the man said, taking a pose of confirmation with a softness to the wrists that confused Maati. “But then, blood’s only blood, ne?”

The silence went on until Maati, uncomfortable, grasped for something to break it.

“You also rid the summer cities of rats and snakes.”

The man came out of his reverie with something like a smile. When he spoke, his voice was amused and self-deprecating.

“Yes. At the price of drawing Galts and Westermen.”

Maati took a pose of agreement less formal than before, and his teacher seemed not to mind. In fact, he seemed almost pleased.

“I also learned a lot about the particular needle trades,” Maati said. “I wasn’t sure how much you needed to know about what happens with the cotton once you’re done with it. And sailing. I read a book about sailing.”

“But you didn’t actually go to the seafront, did you?”

“No.”

The teacher took a pose of acceptance that wasn’t approval or disapproval, but something of both.

“All this from one little test,” he said. “But then, you came through the school very young, so you must have a talent for seeing tests. Tell me. How did you see through the Dai-kvo’s little guessing games?”

“You . . . I’m sorry, Heshai-kvo. It’s . . . you really want to know that?”

“It can be telling. Especially since you don’t want to say. Do you?”

Maati took a pose of apology. He kept his eyes down while he spoke, but he didn’t lie.

“When I got to the school—I was still among the younger cohorts—there was an older boy who said something to me. We’d been set to turn the soil in the gardens, and my hands were too soft. I couldn’t do the work. And the black robe who was tending us—Otah-kvo, his name was—was very upset with me. But then, when I told him why I hadn’t been able to do as he asked, he tried to comfort me. And he told me that if I had worked harder, it wouldn’t have helped. That was just before he left the school.”

“So? You mean someone told you? That hardly seems fair.”

“He didn’t though. He didn’t tell me, exactly. He only said some things about the school. That it wasn’t what it looked like. And the things he said made me start thinking. And then . . .”

“And once you knew to look, it wasn’t hard to see. I understand.”

“It wasn’t quite like that.”

“Do you ever wonder if you would have made it on your own? I mean if your Otah-kvo hadn’t given the game away?”

Maati blushed. The secret he’d held for years with the Dai-kvo pried open in a single conversation. Heshai-kvo was a subtle man. He took a pose of acknowledgement. The teacher, however, was looking elsewhere, an expression passing over him that might have been annoyance or pain.

“Heshai-kvo?”

“I’ve just remembered something I’m to do. Walk with me.”

Maati rose and followed. The palaces spread out, larger than the village that surrounded the Dai-kvo, each individual structure larger than the whole of the school. Together, they walked down the wide marble staircase, into a vaulted hall. The wide, bright air was touched by the scents of sandalwood and vanilla.

“Tell me, Maati. What do you think of slaves?”

The question was an odd one, and his first response—I don’t—seemed too glib for the occasion. Instead, he took a pose requesting clarification as best he could while still walking more quickly than his usual pace.

“Permanent indenture. What’s your opinion of it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then think for a moment.”

They passed through the hall and onto a wide, flower-strewn path that lead down and to the south. Gardens rich with exotic flowers and fountains spread out before them. Singing slaves, hidden from view by hedges or cloth screens, filled the air with wordless melodies. The sun blared heat like a trumpet, and the thick air made Maati feel almost as if he was swimming. It seemed they’d hardly started walking before Maati’s inner robe was sticky with sweat. He found himself struggling to keep up.

As Maati considered the question, servants and utkhaiem passed, pausing to take poses of respect. His teacher took little notice of them or of the heat; where Maati’s robes stuck, his flowed like water over stone and no sweat dampened his temples. Maati cleared his throat.

“People who have entered into permanent indenture have either chosen to do so, in return for the protection of the holders of their contracts, or lost their freedoms as punishment for some crime,” Maati said, carefully keeping any judgement out of the statement.

“Is that what the Dai-kvo taught you?”

“No. It’s just . . . it’s just the way it is. I’ve always known that.”

“And the third case? The andat?”

“I don’t understand.”

The teacher’s dark eyebrows rose on the perfect skin of his forehead. His lips took the slightest of all possible smiles.

“The andat aren’t criminals. Before they’re bound, they have no thought, no will, no form. They’re only ideas. How can an idea enter into a contract?”

“How can one refuse?” Maati countered.

“There are names, my boy, for men who take silence as consent.”

They passed into the middle gardens. The low halls spread before them, and wider paths almost like streets. The temple rose off to their right, wide and high; its sloping lines reminded Maati of a seagull in flight. At one of the low halls, carts had gathered. Laborers milled around, speaking with one another. Maati caught a glimpse of a bale of cotton being carried in. With a thrill of excitement he realized what was happening. For the first time, he was going to see Heshai-kvo wield the power of the andat.

“Ah, well. Never mind,” his teacher said, as if he had been waiting for some answer. “Only Maati? Later on, I’d like you to think about this conversation.”

Maati took a pose appropriate to a student accepting an assignment. As they drew nearer, the laborers and merchants moved aside to make room for them. Members of the utkhaiem were also there in fine robes and expensive jewelry. Maati caught sight of an older woman in a robe the color of the sky at dawn—the personal attendant of the Khai Saraykeht.

“The Khai is here?” Maati asked, his voice smaller than he would have liked.

“He attends sometimes. It makes the merchants feel he’s paying attention to them. Silly trick, but it seems to work.”

Maati swallowed, half at the prospect of seeing the Khai, half at the indifference in his teacher’s voice. They passed through the arches and into the shade of the low hall. Warehouse-large, the hall was filled with bale upon bale of raw cotton stacked to the high ceiling. The only space was a narrow gap at the very top, thinner than a bale, and another of perhaps a hand’s width at the bottom where metal frames held the cotton off the floor. What little space remained was peopled by the representatives of the merchant houses whose laborers waited outside and, on a dais, the Khai Saraykeht—a man in his middle years, his hair shot with gray, his eyes heavy-lidded. His attendants stood around him, following commands so subtle they approached invisibility. Maati felt the weight of the silence as they entered. Then a murmur moved through the hall, voices too low to make out words or even sentiments. The Khai raised an eyebrow and took a pose of query with an almost inhuman grace.

At his side stood a thick-bodied man, his wide frog-like mouth gaping open in what might have been horror or astonishment. He also wore the robe of a poet. Maati felt his teacher’s hand on his shoulder, solid, firm, and cold.

“Maati,” the lovely, careful voice said so quietly that only the two of them could hear, “there’s something you should know. I’m not Heshai-kvo.”

Maati looked up. The dark eyes were on his, something like amusement in their depths.

“Wh-who are you, then?”

“A slave, my dear. The slave you hope to own.”

Then the man who was not his teacher turned to the Khai Saraykeht and the spluttering, enraged poet. He took a pose of greeting more appropriate to acquaintances chanced upon at a teahouse than the two most powerful men of the city. Maati, his hands trembling, took a much more formal stance.

“What is this?” the poet—the frog-mouthed Heshai-kvo, he had to be—demanded.

“This?” the man said, turning and considering Maati as if he were a sculpture pointed out at a fair. “It seems to be a boy. Or perhaps a young man. Fifteen summers? Maybe sixteen? It’s so hard to know what to call it at that age. I found it abandoned in the upper halls. Apparently it’s been wandering around there for days. No one else seems to have any use for it. May I keep it?”

“Heshai,” the Khai said. His voice was powerful. He seemed to speak in a conversational tone, but his voice carried like an actor’s. The displeasure in the syllables stung.

“Oh,” the man at Maati’s side said. “Have I displeased? Well, master, you’ve no one to blame but yourself.”

“Silence!” the poet snapped. Maati sensed as much as saw the man beside him go stiff. He chanced a glimpse at the perfect face. The features were fixed in pain, and slowly, as if fighting each movement, the elegant hands took forms of apology and self-surrender, the spine twisted into a pose of abject obeisance.

“I come to do your bidding, Khai Saraykeht,” the man—no, the andat, Seedless—said, his voice honey and ashes. “Command me as you will.”

The Khai took a pose of acknowledgement, its nuances barely civil. The frog-mouthed poet looked at Maati and gestured pointedly to his own side. Maati scurried to the dais. The andat moved more slowly, but followed.

“You should have waited,” Heshai-kvo hissed. “This is a very busy time of year. I would have thought the Dai-kvo would teach you more patience.”

Maati fell into a pose of abject apology.

“Heshai-kvo, I was misled. I thought that he . . . that it . . . I am shamed by my error.”

“As you should be,” the poet snapped. “Just arriving like this, unintroduced and—”

“Good and glorious Heshai,” the Khai Saraykeht said, voice envenomed by sarcasm, “I understand that adding another pet to your collection must be trying. And indeed, I regret to interrupt, but . . .”

The Khai gestured grandly at the bales of cotton. His hands were perfect, and his motion the most elegant Maati had ever seen, smooth and controlled and eloquent.

Heshai-kvo briefly adopted a pose of regret, then turned to the beautiful man—Seedless, Sterile, andat. For a moment the two considered each other, some private, silent conversation passing between them. The andat curled his lip in something half sneer, half sorrow. Sweat dampened the teacher’s back, and he began trembling as if with a great effort. Then the andat turned and raised his arms theatrically to the cotton.

A moment later, Maati heard a faint tick, like a single raindrop. And then more and more, until an invisible downpour filled the hall. From his position behind the Khai and the poet, he lowered himself looking under the raised platform on which the bales lay. The parquet floor was covered with small black dots skittering and jumping as they struck one another. Cotton seed.

“It is done,” Heshai-kvo said, and Maati stood hurriedly.

The Khai clapped his hands and rose, his movement like a dancer’s. His robes flowed through the air like something alive. For a moment Maati forgot himself and merely stood in awe.

A pair of servants pulled wide the great doors, and began a low wail, calling the merchants and their laborers to come and take what was theirs. The utkhaiem took stations by the doors, prepared to collect the fees and taxes for each bale that left. The Khai stood on his dais, grave and beautiful, seeming more a ghost or god than Seedless, who more nearly was.

“You should have waited,” Heshai-kvo said again over the voices of the laborers and the din of the merchants at their business. “This is a very bad start for your training. A very bad start.”

Once again, Maati took a pose of regret, but the poet—his teacher, his new master—turned away, leaving the pose unanswered. Maati stood slowly, his face hot with a blush equally embarrassment and anger, his hands at his sides. At the edge of the dais, the andat sat, his bone-pale hands in his lap. He met Maati’s gaze, shrugged, and took a pose of profound apology that might have been genuine or deeply insincere; Maati had no way to tell.

Before he could choose how to respond, Seedless smiled, lowered his hands and looked away.

AMAT KYAAN SAT AT THE SECOND-FLOOR WINDOW OF HER APARTMENTS, looking out over the city. The setting sun behind her reddened the walls of the soft quarter. Some comfort houses were already hanging out streamers and lamps, the glitter of the lights and the shimmering cloth competing with the glow of fireflies. A fruit seller rang her bell and sang her wares in a gentle melody. Amat Kyaan rubbed stinging salve into her knee and ankle, as she did every evening, to keep the pain at bay. It had been a long day, made longer by the nagging disquiet of her meeting with Marchat Wilsin. And even now, it wasn’t finished. There was one more unpleasant task still to be done.

This would be her fifty-eighth summer in the world, and every one had been spent in Saraykeht. Her earliest memories were of her father spinning cured cotton into fine, tough thread, humming to himself as he worked. He was many years dead now, as was her mother. Her sister, Sikhet, had vanished into the comfort houses of the soft quarter when she was only sixteen. Amat Kyaan liked to think she caught glimpses of her still—older, wiser, safe. More likely it was her own desire that her sister be well. Her better mind knew it was only wishes. There had been too many years for the two of them not to have come upon each other.

She felt some nights that she had lived her life as an apology for letting her sister vanish into the soft world. And perhaps it had started that way: her decision to work for a trading house, her rise through the invisible levels of power and wealth, had been meant to balance her sister’s assumed fall. But she was an older woman now, and everyone she might have apologized to was gone or dead. She had the status and the respect she needed to do as she pleased. She was no one’s sister, no one’s daughter, no one’s wife or mother. By standing still, she had come almost loose from the world, and she found the solitude suited her.

A grass tic shuffled across her arm, preparing to tap her skin. She caught it, cracked it between her thumbnails, and flicked the corpse out into the street. There were more lanterns lit now, and the callers of different establishments were setting out singers and flute players to tempt men—and occasionally even women—to their doors. A patrol of eight frowning thugs swaggered down the streets, their robes the colors of the great comfort houses. It was too early for there to be many people drunk on the streets—the patrol walked and grimaced only to let the patrons coming in see that they were there.

There was no place safer than the Saraykeht soft quarter at night, and no place more dangerous. Here alone, she suspected, of all the cities of the Khaiem, no one would be attacked, no one raped, no one killed except perhaps the whores and showfighters who worked there. For their clients, every opportunity to twist a mind with strange herbs, to empty a pocket with dice and khit tiles, or to cheapen sex as barter would be made available in perfect safety. It was a beautiful, toxic dream, and she feared it as she loved it. It was a part of her city.

The soft, tentative knock at her door didn’t startle her. She had been dreading it as much as expecting it. She turned, taking up her cane, and walked down the long, curved stair to the street level. The door was barred, not from fear, but to keep drunken laborers from mistaking hers for a comfort house. She lifted the bar and swung the door aside.

Liat Chokavi stood in the street, jaw tight, eyes cast down. She was a lovely little thing—brown eyes the color of milky tea and golden skin, smooth as an eggshell. If the girl’s face was a little too round to be classically beautiful, her youth forgave her.

Amat Kyaan raised her left hand in a gesture that greeted her student. Liat adopted an answering pose of gratitude at being received, but the stance was undercut by the defensiveness of her body. Amat Kyaan suppressed a sigh and stood back, motioning the girl inside.

“I expected you earlier,” she said as she closed the door.

Liat walked to the foot of the stair, but there paused and turned in a formal pose of apology.

“Honored teacher,” she began, but Amat cut her off.

“Light the candles. I will be up in a moment.”

Liat hesitated, but then turned and went up. Amat Kyaan could trace the girl’s footsteps by the creaking of the timbers. She poured herself a cup of limed water, then went slowly up the stairs. The salve helped. Most days she woke able to convince herself that today there would be no trouble, and by nightfall her joints ached. Age was a coward and a thief, and she wasn’t about to let it get the better of her. Still, as she took the steps to her workroom, she trusted as much of her weight to the cane as she could.

Liat sat on the raised cushion beside Amat Kyaan’s oaken writing desk. Her legs were tucked up under her, her gaze on the floor. The lemon candles danced in a barely-felt breeze, the smoke driving away the worst of the flies. Amat sat at the window and arranged her robe as if she were preparing herself for work.

“Old Sanya must have had more objections than usual. He’s normally quite prompt. Give the changes here, let’s survey the damage, shall we?”

She held one hand out to the apprentice. A moment later, she lowered it.

“I misplaced the contracts,” Liat said, her voice a tight whisper. “I apologize. It is entirely my fault.”

Amat sipped her water. The lime made it taste cooler than it was.

“You misplaced the contracts?”

“Yes.”

Amat let the silence hang. The girl didn’t look up. A tear tracked down the round cheek.

“That isn’t good,” Amat said.

“Please don’t send me back to Chaburi-Tan,” the girl said. “My mother was so proud when I was accepted here and my father would—”

Amat raised a hand and the pleading stopped, Liat’s gaze fixed on the floor. With a sigh, Amat pulled a bundle of papers from her sleeve and tossed them at Liat’s knees.

At least the girl hadn’t lied about it.

“One of the laborers found this between the bales from the Innis harvest,” Amat said. “I gave him your week’s wages as a reward.”

Liat had the pages in her hands, and Amat watched the tension flow out of her, Liat’s body collapsing on itself.

“Thank you,” the girl said. Amat assumed she meant some god and not herself.

“I don’t suppose I need to tell you what would have happened if these had come out? It would have destroyed every concession House Wilsin has had from Sanya’s weavers in the last year.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I really am.”

“And do you have any idea how the contract might have fallen out of your sleeve? The warehouse seems an odd place to have lost them.”

Liat blushed furiously and looked away. Amat knew that she had guessed correctly. It should have made her angry, but all she really felt was a kind of nostalgic sympathy. Liat was in the middle of her seventeenth summer, and some mistakes were easier to make at that age.

“Did you at least do something to make sure you aren’t giving him a child?”

Liat’s gaze flickered up at Amat and then away, fast as a mouse. The girl swallowed. Even the tips of her ears were crimson. She pretended to brush a fly off her leg.

“I got some teas from Chisen Wat,” she said at last, and softly.

“Gods! Her? She’s as likely to poison you by mistake. Go to Urrat on the Street of Beads. She’s the one I always saw. You can tell her I sent you.”

When Liat looked at her this time, the girl neither spoke nor looked away. She’d shocked her. And, as Amat felt the first rush of blood in her own cheeks, maybe she’d shocked herself a little, too. Amat took a pose of query.

“What? You think I was born before they invented sex? Go see Urrat. Maybe we can keep you from the worst parts of being young and stupid. Leaving contracts in your love nest. Which one was it, anyway? Still Itani Noyga?”

“Itani’s my heartmate,” Liat protested.

“Yes, yes. Of course.”

He was a good-looking boy, Itani. Amat had seen him several times, mostly on occasions that involved prying her apprentice away from him and his cohort. He had a long face and broad shoulders, and was maybe a little too clever to be working as a laborer. He knew his letters and numbers. If he’d had more ambition, there might have been other work for a boy like that …

Amat frowned, her body taking a subtle tension even before the thought was fully in her mind. Itani Noyga, with his broad shoulders and strong legs. Certainly there was other work he could be put to. Driving away feral dogs, for example, and convincing roadside thugs to hunt for easier prey than Marchat Wilsin. Marchat wouldn’t be keeping track of who each of his laborers were sharing pillows with.

And pillows were sometimes the best places to talk.

“Amat-cha? Are you all right?”

“Itani. Where is he now?”

“I don’t know. Likely back at his quarters. Or maybe a teahouse.”

“Do you think you could find him?”

Liat nodded. Amat gestured for a block of ink, and Liat rose, took one from the shelf and brought it to her desk. Amat took a length of paper and took a moment to calm herself before she began writing. The pen sounded as dry as a bird claw on pavement.

“There’s an errand I want Itani for. Marchat Wilsin needs a bodyguard tonight. He’s going to a meeting in one of the low towns at the half-candle, and he wants someone to walk with him. I don’t know how long the meeting will last, but I can’t assume it will be brief. I’ll tell his overseer to release him from duty tomorrow.”

She took another sheet of paper, scraped the pen across the ink and began a second letter. Liat, at her shoulder, read the words as she wrote them.

“This one, I want you to deliver to Rinat Lyanita after you find Itani,” Amat said as she wrote. “If Itani doesn’t know that he’s to go, Rinat will do. I don’t want Marchat waiting for someone who never arrives.”

“Yes, Amat-cha, but . . .”

Amat blew on the ink to cure it. Liat’s words failed, and she took no pose, but a single vertical line appeared between her brows. Amat tested the ink. It smudged only a little. Good enough for the task at hand. She folded both orders and sealed them with hard wax. There wasn’t time to sew the seams.

“Ask it,” Amat said. “And stop scowling. You’ll give yourself a headache.”

“The mistake was mine, Amat-cha. It isn’t Itani’s fault that I lost the contracts. Punishing him for my error is . . .”

“It isn’t a punishment, Liat-kya,” Amat said, using the familiar -kya to reassure her. “I just need him to do me this favor. And, when he comes back tomorrow, I want him to tell you all about the journey. What town he went to, who was there, how long the meeting went. Everything he can remember. Not to anyone else; just to you. And then you to me.”

Liat took the papers and tucked them into her sleeve. The line was still between her brows. Amat wanted to reach over and smooth it out with her thumb, like it was a stray mark on paper. The girl was thinking too much. Perhaps this was a poor idea after all. Perhaps she should take the orders back.

But then she wouldn’t discover what business Marchat Wilsin was doing without her.

“Can you do this for me, Liat-kya?”

“Of course, but . . . is something going on, Amat-cha?”

“Yes, but don’t concern yourself with it. Just do as I ask, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

Liat took a pose of acceptance and leave-taking. Amat responded with thanks and dismissal appropriate for a supervisor to an apprentice. Liat went down the stairs, and Amat heard her close the door behind her as she went. Outside, the fireflies shone and vanished, brighter now as twilight dimmed the city. She watched the streets: the firekeeper at the corner with his banked kiln, the young men in groups heading west into the soft quarter, ready to trade lengths of silver and copper for pleasures that would be gone by morning. And there, among them, Liat Chokavi walking briskly to the east, toward the warehouses and laborers’ quarters, the dyeworks and the weavers.

Amat watched until the girl vanished around a corner, passing beyond recall, then she went down and barred her door.
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