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      It took maybe twenty minutes to get from Saya Dorn’s house to Uncle Lazo’s barbershop, at least the way Kip went. The adults took longer, but they were boring.

      For one thing, they always walked—and so slowly!

      And then, they hadn’t bothered to explore the maze of warehouses and footbridges around the canals and pools back of Zaviya Square, where they had the puppet-shows after the morning market finished.

      They adults thought that you couldn’t get from Zaviya Square to the residential side of Tahivoa that way, but Kip knew better. Not that he told anyone—or rather, not that anyone had listened to him when he told them—but they would. One day people would look up to him. He’d be the tanà, and respected, and people would always listen when he talked.

      Kip wove his way through the people watching the puppet show. He’d already seen this one five or six times. His cousin Faila was playing the part of the sea-goddess, and her parents had been so proud of her for getting the part they’d dragged everyone to see it.

      Not that Kip minded—not too much. It wasn’t his favourite story about Ani, which was when Vou’a, the god of mysteries, made the islands for her, and Ani made all the creatures of the sea for him. This was just one about Ani singing the first songs. Still, Faila did a good job, and Kip liked watching people being good at what they wanted to do.

      Kip was going to be the best tanà there had ever been. There was no doubt about it. He’d already learned so much—he had memorized the entire cycle of the Lays of the Wide Seas in both Shaian and proper Islander language, and he knew the fire dance. He’d spent all last year studying and getting the pearls of his efela ko, the necklace that showed he was a student of the lore, and he was ready for the next step, the obsidian pendant at the centre that said he was a Mdang and studying to be tanà.

      Uncle Lazo and Buru Tovo said he had to wait a bit, until he was older and stronger and knew more, but Kip had been waiting and even if he hadn’t hit his full growth spurt—he was still shorter than almost everybody in his class at school—he was already taller than Buru Tovo.

      Being short meant it was easy to slip between people, and soon he was out of the puppet-watching crowd and turning onto the main boardwalk leading to the warehouses.

      Most people thought this boardwalk only led to the warehouses and that you couldn’t get around the wide canal leading off Tahivoa lagoon to get to the houses of Tahivoa proper. But Kip knew better. Halfway along the boardwalk, you came to a curtain of bougainvillea vines cascading from one tall warehouse to the next building over.

      If you pushed between the vines, careful of the thorns, you came to a dim tunnel, full of dead leave and fallen flowers, papery underfoot, and all sorts of small and mysterious birds and bats. But if you picked your way along the boardwalk, you would come to an old wooden ladder, and that led to the roof of a warehouse, and that—

      Well, Kip knew the way, and it took twenty minutes to run to Uncle Lazo’s barbershop from Saya Dorn’s house.

      He didn’t want to be late, not today. Buru Tovo was finally back in the city. Kip had helped Saya Dorn carry her things back from the market, and while he helped her put them away she’d helped him make sure all his arguments were in order.

      He was ready. He was sure of it. He’d make them know he was ready, too.
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      Uncle Lazo was not ancient, not like Buru Tovo, but he walked with a cane. He was cutting Buru Tovo’s hair when Kip came running in, and for once there was no one else there, which was perfect. Usually it was impossible to have a private conversation with Uncle Lazo, because he was the tanà in the city and everyone wanted to talk to him about their problems.

      It was even harder with Buru Tovo, because he was the tana-tai, the tanà for the whole Ring, and whenever he came to Gorjo City, all the people who lived in the city wanted to talk to him, too. Kip didn’t like it very much, how he never got any time alone with his great-uncle. He’d had a full year studying with Buru Tovo on Loaloa, their family’s home island, and he missed having the crotchety old man to himself.

      Everyone needed Buru Tovo in the city. Uncle Lazo was a good tanà, helping to keep the home fires burning bright—that was how he described his work, though he didn’t light very many actual fires, not like Buru Tovo did—but Buru Tovo helped the whole community work together. Everyone respected him, even the velio prince in the palace up on Mama Ituri’s Son.

      The tanà was not the chief or the paramount chief, the saying went, but when the tanà spoke, the chiefs listened.

      Kip wanted people to listen to him.

      Once he had finished his efela ko, once he was really and truly properly on his way to being tanà, then things would be better. Buru Tovo had promised he’d take Kip with him the next time he walked the Ring, which really meant sailing to every island and visiting every village around the whole circle of the Vangavaye-ve. Oh, Kip could hardly wait. School was so boring compared to learning the old ways.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had been chatting when he came in, Uncle Lazo trimming Buru Tovo’s hair carefully. Buru Tovo wore feathers in his hair, which was a strange and rather old-fashioned custom Kip thought looked very fine. The two tanà fell silent when Kip came in the door and greeted them.

      “And what has you so excited today, Kip?” Buru Tovo asked.

      It had been ages since Buru Tovo had last been in the city—almost two months—and Kip had been storing up his arguments. “I’m ready to get my obsidian,” he said firmly, raising his hand to the space on his efela ko where the stone pendant would eventually go.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo looked at each other. Uncle Lazo looked a little sad, and Buru Tovo a little amused, but that was often the way they looked.

      Kip opened his mouth to explain more, but Buru Tovo held up his hand. “Let Lazo finish, boy,” he said.

      Uncle Lazo took an extremely long time to finish Buru Tovo’s haircut. Buru Tovo hummed one of the passages of the Lays that was about the importance of being patient, and Kip sighed, left off his impatient bouncing by the door, and squatted down to wait, as Buru Tovo so often made him wait.

      Finally the haircut was done. Uncle Lazo handed Kip the broom, and made him sweep up. And then, finally, finally, Buru Tovo said, “I guess you can try.”

      “Not try,” Kip said. “I’m ready, Buru Tovo.”

      Buru Tovo looked at Uncle Lazo. Uncle Lazo sighed and Buru Tovo chuckled softly, though Kip couldn’t see what was so funny. He was ready. He’d been ready for ages. Months and months.

      “Well, we’ll see,” said Buru Tovo.
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      One night a few days later, Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo took Kip to the bay-side flank of Mama Ituri, where there was a secret, sheltered cove.

      Kip waded ashore and watched as Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo silently sailed away.

      The last light of sunset was in the sky, but the conical peak of Mama Ituri cast a shadow over him and half of Gorjo City. Kip rubbed his arms once Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo were out of sight, feeling at the armbands of greenery he’d put on that morning. It was festival finery, though there was no festival today.

      It was in honour of Mama Ituri, they’d said. She was a volcano, and an island, and a goddess, and Kip did not want to insult her.

      Kip never meant to insult anyone, but Uncle Lazo had been very concerned about him treating Mama Ituri correctly. Now Kip was afraid that he would insult her by accident.

      Not afraid. He was thirteen and a half, he had studied with Buru Tovo for more than a year and Uncle Lazo for six months (not that he really understood what good sweeping up the barbershop would do him—Uncle Lazo had not let him try cutting anyone’s hair after Kip had agreed to try something new on his cousin Quintus’s hair and cut off everything but a spike, which Quintus thought was great but Aunt Oura definitely did not). Kip was not afraid.

      Perhaps a little—no, a trifle, that was the word—just a trifle worried.

      He’d never been alone at night before. Not alone alone. Buru Tovo might have left him for a few hours while he went to speak to the adults, after Kip had gone to bed, but he’d never left left him.

      Kip felt the sand of the beach between his toes. It stuck to his wet skin.

      It wasn’t exactly cold, but he would have liked a fire. It would have been a nice way to show off the skills he’d learned from Buru Tovo. Not that he hadn’t already known the basics of a fire, but making one without any tools but what he could find on the beach? That would have been satisfying. Not everyone could do that.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had been very insistent that he not light a fire. He was supposed to stay on the beach and think about what it meant to be a tanà, the One Who Held the Fire, without actually having a fire.

      It seemed backwards to Kip, but many things Uncle Lazo and Buru Tovo said were. Buru Tovo was very very wise, of course, and Uncle Lazo was very smart, and they were greatly respected, so Kip listened to them even when he didn’t think they made much sense.

      He squatted down on the sand, just above the waves, and stared across the water. The lights of the city were very pretty from here.

      There was a cool wind coming down the beach from the land behind him, funnelled between the rocks at the top of the cove. Kip wriggled over a few yards, so it wasn’t coming straight at his back. That was better at first, but the beach was more sloped there, and it was hard to keep his balance.

      He sat down, legs crossed, then uncrossed them so he could brush the sand off. Crossed them again, and had to squirm so that the fibres of his skirt weren’t all bunched uncomfortably.

      Now he could think about being tanà.

      Well, no, maybe he would visit the rocks on the other side of the beach first, the gentle lapping of the waves was really making him need to go.

      That accomplished, hands washed in the water, he settled himself down out of the wind, not too close to the water, where he could see the city lights.

      Now he could think.

      He wondered what his sisters were doing.
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      Kip had never stayed awake all night before. Not on purpose. It was a lot harder than he’d thought it would be.

      It was a lot harder to think, too. He kept hearing things—the pop or splash of a fish coming to the surface, the high twittering of bats, even a couple mysterious passes by a large bird he could not identify in the dark. Sometimes he could hear snatches of music or laughter drifting across the channel between Mama Ituri’s island and the city.

      The tanà was the person who lit fires and tended them. The tanà knew the Lays, all of them—and not just the Shaian ones, but the ones in language, and all the additions and extra verses known only to the lore-keepers. And the tanà knew the dances.

      The fire dance, in particular.

      Kip had known the common dances, the ones his family did at every festival, since he could walk, of course. But the sacred, special fire dance, the one over the coals, was only done by the tanà. He’d never seen anyone actually perform it, because was only done for the Greater Singing of the Waters festival, and the last one of those had been when he was still just a baby. His oldest sister remembered Uncle Lazo dancing it, before he’d injured his knee. Kip had only seen Buru Tovo dance it when he taught Kip the steps.

      One day, Kip would get to dance over the coals in front of everyone, on the last day of the festival, showing everything he knew and could be and was. That was what the tanà was, people said. They showed the people who they were.

      That’s why everyone came to visit Uncle Lazo. Some of them came for a haircut, some just to have a cup of coffee or a bit of rum punch and to chat. Uncle Lazo always knew what to say, it seemed. Kip wished he did. When he was really a proper apprentice, when he had the obsidian pendant for his efela ko and everyone could see he was serious about his studies, then he would know what to say so they listened to him.

      It was very strange, sitting on the beach by himself, on the other side of the dark channel from the city.

      Kip didn’t like it very much. No one lived on Mama Ituri, and people didn’t come to this side, the sacred side, very often. Sometimes they did things on the other parts of the island—other families had traditions here, too. It was a little eerie, knowing there were people on the other side of the channel but not on this side. It made Kip feel a bit … strange.

      He could see the speed of the current, by the occasional patch of pale foam drifting by. The water was very deep here, they said: in the day the water was a dark, dark blue. It was very dangerous for swimming, and even boaters did not tend to cross here.

      Not that anyone needed to go this way. The channel cut between Mama Ituri and Bird Rock, which was another special place—that one for the Kindraa lore-keepers—and if you needed to cut through here, you went on the other side of Bird Rock, inside the lagoon surrounding Mama Ituri’s Son. Kip’s family lived further south, off the Tahivoa lagoon, but they’d sometimes gone swimming there or picnicking on the motus of the barrier reef between Bird Rock and the main part of Gorjo City.

      So he was looking home, really.

      Home was supposed to be his island, which was behind him. Kip had been born in the city, though his sisters had been born back home on Loaloa. He’d not really remembered Loaloa before he’d gone there with Buru Tovo last year.

      But it was home, now. He’d never understood what it meant, to have an island, until he’d spent all that time with Buru Tovo, learning the old ways.

      The bird went overhead in a whistling flutter of wings, and Kip jumped up, startled.

      The lights were winking off. There were always some lights in the city, not everyone went to bed early, but there were definitely fewer. More like a handful of stars than a great nebula.

      He was getting sleepy. He got up and performed the fire dance as best he could without the pattern in the sand, and then all the solo dances he knew, and he sang his favourite passages from the Lays, the ones about Vou’a and Ani and the ones about Elonoa’a and the Emperor Aurelius Magnus, and then he sang some of the new songs he’d heard down where the trading ships came, and finally the birds started to sing and the sky grew lighter in the east, behind the buildings of Gorjo City, over the shoulder of Mama Ituri’s Son.
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      At the top of the beach were two huge boulders, pillowy black lava. On each were carved shapes: on the left the pattern of the Nga, and on the right that of the Mdangs.

      The Nga Named the Stars, and were the great navigators.

      The Mdangs Held the Fire, and held the community together.

      That was what Uncle Lazo said. Buru Tovo had laughed, the way he did, but he’d just told Kip to think about what he wanted to be.

      Kip touched the stones, tracing out the asterisks of the Nga. He had no close Nga relations—his father had been a Varga, and his grandfathers Kindraa and Nevan—but he had always dreamed, a little, of their stars. Buru Tovo had taught him many stars and constellations and a little of navigating by them.

      He moved to the other rock, and traced the curved lines of the Mdangs’ fire. Who would listen to him, when he was as old as Uncle Lazo? Being Buru Tovo’s age was unfathomable. Buru Tovo was his grandmother’s brother, positively ancient.

      He spat on the ground between the boulders as Buru Tovo had told him, making an offering from himself to Mama Ituri.

      And then he slipped sideways between the two stones. He was skinny, but the opening was narrow and he scratched himself on the rough lava. He couldn’t imagine someone bigger getting through without getting really scraped. That was probably on purpose.

      On the other side of the boulders was a path marked by more stones.

      Each stone was inscribed with the symbols of the other great lineages, the ships of the families. He walked past them: Kindraa and Varga, Poyë and Ela, Gēnang and Nevan, all the familiar, comforting names.

      He passed on the right-hand side of the stones, as Uncle Lazo had told him. He touched each of the stones, the rough black lava, the lighter grooves of the carvings, as if he were walking the Ring with Buru Tovo, greeting every island and every village. Here he was greeting every family who had come on the first twelve ships to settle the Ring.

      The lava underfoot was harsh on his bare feet. His mother kept making him put sandals on, because she said the boardwalks were not as clean as sand, and his feet were softer than they’d been on Loaloa. Kip was afraid—no, not afraid, of course not—he was a trifle concerned that he’d lose what he’d learned if he didn’t get to keep studying with Buru Tovo. Buru Tovo had told him he had to go back to the city so he didn’t forget all the modern ways, but Kip had grown up with them, and he wanted the old ways.

      He touched his hand to his efela, the gap between the twelve pearls. They were all golden pearls, which were precious—the Vangavaye-ve exported most of the pearls the pearl-hunters found to the great lords of distant Astandalas—but they were not flame pearls.

      Buru Tovo had tried to teach Kip how to dive for flame pearls, but he’d not been able to. Regular pearls were hard enough to find. Flame pearls were only to be found on the outside of the reef, the ocean-side, and Kip had only been able to dive that side once. He’d nearly drowned, and Buru Tovo had told him that it was fine, he didn’t need to find a flame pearl to learn to be tanà.

      Kip was sure if he’d tried harder, he could have learned to do it, but Buru Tovo had shaken his head and refused to let him. And not long after that he’d sent Kip back to the city, which was … well, that was why he had to get the obsidian. He had to show Buru Tovo he was still worth teaching.

      Kip did not want to be just the tanà of the city. He wanted to be the best tanà ever, tana-tai of the whole Ring like Buru Tovo, as famous a fire-dancer as Tupaia, who had danced the fire before the Emperor Aurelius Magnus, when the Islanders joined the Empire.

      So he had to get the obsidian. And he had to do it now, before Buru Tovo found another apprentice to teach the lore to. Kip was sure one or two of his younger cousins might be interested.

      At the end of the twelve stones, he came to a stair of basalt blocks. The blocks were strange: the stories went that Vou’a had whispered a secret to Mama Ituri, and she’d been so surprised she made six-sided blocks out of her basalt.

      There were other islands where Vou’a had whispered strange secrets to the mountains he called from the sea. In the Lays there were mentions of the columns of Kiuruina and the great pavements of Ourakanela’a. Buru Tovo had told him stories about sailing to see them.

      One day Kip would go sailing across the Wide Seas himself, and see those places too.

      He sang the words describing those islands as he climbed the stair. Those were part of the extended Lays, the ones he’d learned because he was studying to be tanà, not the ones everyone knew. He was proud he knew them, that he could sing them as he climbed up and up.

      The rough stair wound up and around the volcano, mostly hidden from view by shoulder-high ramparts of uncut stone. Kip was strong, but he was not used to climbing at all. Loaloa was a low island—at its highest hardly more than a dozen yards above sea level—and Kip had spent a lot more time swimming than walking.

      Next year, if—no, when—when Kip succeeded at getting the obsidian, for the final piece of his efela ko—next year Buru Tovo had said he’d take him with him around the Ring.

      What a thing that would be! Everyone in his family would be so impressed that he was learning such a hard and important thing. They thought he was a little foolish now, he knew that, because he’d come back from Loaloa full of the old ways and not wanting the modern life. But he would make them see that the old ways were not just beautiful, but also—also alive. So much more alive than the dances at the festivals made them seem.

      He stopped to rest, his lungs burning, dizzy with how high he was. He was now on the western side of Mama Ituri, more than halfway up the peak, and he could see so far.

      If he went up on his tiptoes, he could see over the wall and across the Bay of the Waters to the nearer islands of the Eastern Ring. Lesuia was closest, and Linaroa behind it, and off in the distance with clouds above it, the rolling whale-back heights of Looenna.

      One day Kip would see all those places, and the people who lived there would know him, ask him for advice, just as they asked Uncle Lazo or Buru Tovo for advice.

      The Bay of the Waters sparkled blue in the morning light, many shades of blue, from pale to very dark where the land fell away into underwater canyons.

      Kip could have spent a long time looking at the Ring, but the sun was climbing and he had further to go. Up, and up, and up until the path curved around the craggy edge of the volcano’s caldera.

      There was fire down there, ruddy orange as embers, with a sullen solid crust. The blackened walls of the caldera blossomed with strange deposits of coloured rocks, yellow and white and green. Kip had to be careful not to breathe too deeply, because then he’d start coughing, and if he coughed too much he might lose his step and fall.

      The path circled the entire lip. It wasn’t a very good path, not like the steps. Mama Ituri sometimes threw arms of lava across the path, or drifts of ash or pebbles.

      Kip picked his way along the edge, trying to stay away from either edge. He did not want to lose his footing and fall, or for Mama Ituri to decide he’d offended her and drop the stone out from under him. Mama Ituri treated her people well, but she wasn’t safe. She was like Ani, the sea goddess, Uncle Lazo said: generous with her gifts and also with her temper.

      Kip knew all about Ani’s temper.

      He set his jaw. He was not pearl-diving now. He was climbing: all the way to the highest point, that was where Buru Tovo had told him to go.

      The sun was hot up here, and the stones were hot and sharp on his feet. At least the air was cooler than down below. Kip wished he had water, or a coconut or something, but there was nothing growing up here but a few tufts of grass.

      On the eastern part of the rim was a high part, all spiky crags. Kip picked his way slowly to the foot of the crags, and found that the path petered out in rubble and sharp edges. He stopped there, and looked up at the crags.

      Buru Tovo had told him to go to the highest point.

      Kip had no tools, no ropes or sandals, no gloves, not even a stake. He could climb up—he was sure he could climb up—but it would be awful to climb back down. He looked down, all the way to where the water was white against the stones, and had to close his eyes for a moment with how far down it was.

      Is this where you stop?

      Buru Tovo had asked him that, over and over again. He’d asked it when Kip came up after diving for a pearl, swearing he’d never dive again. He’d asked it when Kip broke pearl after pearl trying to drill a hole for the line, and had to go out diving again. He’d asked it when he made Kip sing the Lays over and over again until he knew the names of all the islands and islets of the Ring, half the stars of the sky, more than half the winds, all the islands of the Wide Seas that the Islanders had settled, all of that.

      Kip hated diving for pearls, had hated it from the first dive. He’d kept going, because he wanted to be tanà, because he wanted Buru Tovo to be proud of him, because he’d hated to be afraid.

      He wasn’t afraid, he told himself defiantly. He was being thoughtful. He was making sure he wouldn’t fall, when he started to come back down.

      Is this where you stop?

      His mother told everyone Kip had been born stubborn, contrary as a fitful wind. His father used to laugh and say he wasn’t, he was just a boat that knew its own ke’ea, and if he just followed it faithfully, he’d get where he was going one day.

      A ke’ea was a star-path, a traditional route. Kip loved that idea. He knew what pattern he wanted, too, though it had taken him a little while longer to learn what ke’ea that was. He would be tanà, and he would be like Elonoa’a had been, and even the emperor on his golden throne, far far away from Gorjo City, would listen to him.

      He was not going to stop here.

      Kip grabbed the rough stone and swung himself up, scraping his knees, his palm, his shins, his elbows, as he pulled himself up to the uppermost peak.

      And there he perched, on a chimney of stone, dizzyingly high above the burning rock in the caldera, even higher above the sea, above the city, above the Ring. He could see the whole sweep of the Eastern Ring, and the darker water of the open ocean behind, through the Gates of the Sea. He had taken so long to climb up the mountain, the sun was already far to the west.

      He had to be back on the beach again before nightfall: one night and one day was all anyone was ever permitted to spend upon Mama Ituri’s stones.

      Unless you were a shaman, he guessed, but Kip didn’t want to be one of those.

      Kip was supposed to find a chunk of obsidian.

      Obsidian, he vaguely remembered from school, was a kind of glass, formed when lava cooled quickly, usually when it hit water.

      He didn’t much like school. He loved the old knowledge Buru Tovo taught him far more than reading and writing Shaian, learning about the Empire of Astandalas. What was Astandalas to them? Taxes, a government everyone complained about, schools that taught you only how to live in the city, not on the islands.

      And the ancient emperor Aurelius Magnus, of course, who’d been a friend so beloved to Elonoa’a that Elonoa’a had sailed with Aurelius Magnus all the way around three worlds and then into the night sky to rescue him when he had been stolen away by the Sun.

      One day Kip would be as great as Elonoa’a.

      He stared down at Gorjo City, which seemed much smaller from up here than it was from sea level. Up here you could see how much grander the Ring was, all the islands of the Vangavaye-ve, and the wide horizon even beyond that.

      Once upon a time the Islanders had sailed out of the Ring and across the Wide Seas, looking for new islands and new peoples to trade with. They’d not needed Astandalan ships and magic for that—they’d had their own, and knew how to listen to the wind and the sea and the stars and find their way wherever they wanted to go. Aurelius Magnus had come to find Elonoa’a specifically because he’d heard how great a navigator he was.

      Kip’s emperor, whoever he was when Kip was ready to go find him, probably wouldn’t need a navigator. He’d need Kip. And Kip would be the best tanà.

      Kip looked around, letting his legs dangle over the side of the peak. How extraordinary it was to be so high up. Some of the high islands of the northern part of the Ring were higher, their peaks protecting the Vangavaye-ve from the stronger storms. He was more than high enough above the water—if only he could jump from the crag and fly down like a bird!

      But Kip couldn’t. He didn’t have any magic in him, not even a drop.

      He looked at the stone of the crag. There had been pumice lower down, as if the lava had frothed up, like wind-whipped foam on the waves.

      He imagined a spume of lava thrown high in the air by the volcano, like a wave crashing against a cliff and up through a spout hole. If the pumice was formed by the frothiest, lightest part of the liquid stone, then the obsidian was the point where the steadier stream had reached the air and cooled into stone.

      He was pretty sure it would be more logical to look for obsidian down by the water, but Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had sent him up here, and they never did things without reason.

      Fire into stone. That was why it was obsidian at the centre of his efela ko. The tanà held the fire, and obsidian was the rock made of fire.

      The obsidian was stone made into liquid by the inner fires of the island, liquid first and then into glass, solid and fragile, sharp and yet rounded, smooth and pleasing in the hand, beautiful. That was what it was to be a tanà, Buru Tovo said, holding a piece of flaked obsidian to the sky so Kip could see the disc of the sun through it.

      That was what Kip wanted to be.

      He ran his hand along the stone, promptly cutting his finger on a broken edge. He didn’t realize at first, the edge was so sharp, not until he saw the blood.

      Perhaps it was because he’d given his blood to Mama Ituri that she let him see that the whole crag was the obsidian he’d been looking for.
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      It was much harder to climb back down, especially carrying a rock the size of his fist.

      Kip wanted a larger stone—there was one the size of his head he thought would do nicely—but he had been unable to hold it, tuck it under his arm, and still climb down. He needed both hands to get down off the crag.

      He could have taken a rock from the bottom of the crag, but that wasn’t the one he wanted. He wanted the one from the very tip of the peak. He didn’t want to be just a tanà: he was going to be the best tanà.

      He was able to tie the fist-sized stone into his grass skirt, using the fibres to make an ungainly net.

      Down he went: his hands scraping, the stone bouncing against his hip, until he realized he was going far too fast, and forced himself to be calm, deliberate, careful. He didn’t want to break his stone, not after going to such effort to get it!

      The sun was going down, and he needed to be at the cove before it set all the way.

      He made himself sing some of the passages from the Lays about people coming home.

      His ancestors had sailed the Wide Seas, discovering new islands, singing the currents and the winds and all the things they found along the way. Kip had learned the stories of how they had done it, what they had done, why—how they had followed phosphorescence and waves and birds and winds to a new island.

      It was hard to go back, that’s what the Lays taught. Even though the great navigators usually went against the wind and the currents first, so that when they had gone as far as they wanted to go, they could turn their ships and let the wind and currents take them back home. That made it easier, but it didn’t make it easy. Ani was still as temperamental as she ever was.

      Kip scrambled down Mama Ituri, racing the sunset, relieved when he found the top of the stair. He stumbled again and again, nearly fell as he hurtled headlong down the flights, remembering and forgetting again and again that he was hungry and tired and dizzy with the fumes rising out of the caldera, that he must not hurry if he did not want to fall.

      If he did not want to die.

      But he had told Buru Tovo he was ready, and he was, he had made it all the way up—all the way up to the very highest crag—and he had taken his chunk of obsidian and carried it back down with him. He wasn’t going to fail and have Buru Tovo look at him with disappointment, the way he’d looked when Kip had failed trying to get the flame pearl. Kip had to show he was worthy of further teaching.

      You did not hold the fire if you ran from its burn; but you could not hold the fire if you did not respect its flame.

      That’s what Buru Tovo had spent a year teaching him. Kip kept forgetting, until he stubbed his toes or the obsidian bumped against his hip or he banged his shoulder on the basalt as he took a corner too sharply.

      The sun had gone behind the islands of the Western Ring when he finally came again to the solemn avenue of stones leading to the beach. Kip could not run—by then his feet were bruised and sore, and he was flagging with weariness—and the surface was horribly rough and jagged underfoot, the kind of lava they called ai-ai, harsh to the skin.

      He walked, his hand gripping the stone, buried in the ragged knots of his grass skirt, breath heaving, eyes moving between the uneven path and the sun draining out of the sky. He was in full shadow and fearful of being too late, of being caught by the night on Mama Ituri’s shores. Would the mountain do something, if he overstayed his welcome? Would she take him, warning to everyone not to presume? Or would he just … fail?

      No—no. He’d have to swim across that channel to get home. He could get to Bird Rock—no, you weren’t supposed to spend the night there, either, even if you could climb the sheer cliffs—he’d have to get to one of the islets on the reef and hope he could find one with a coconut tree.

      He picked his way past Nevan and Gēnang, Ela and Varga, Poyë and Kindraa. His feet hurt so much. If he’d been able to do this last year, when he was still fit and hardened from all that time on Loaloa! It wasn’t fair he’d been forced to wait so long to finish making his efela ko.

      He stubbed his toe again and nearly cried out, then limped even more slowly.

      If he were too late to meet Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo, he would make sure the obsidian lump was safe and he would swim across the channel between the two islands. It was not so far. He had swum further out on Loaloa.

      It didn’t matter about that nasty current running between Mama Ituri and Bird Rock. If he didn’t accomplish this challenge, if he failed, it wouldn’t matter. But he wouldn’t fail. He wouldn’t. He had learned to dive for pearls, hadn’t he? And Buru Tovo hadn’t said he couldn’t become tanà because he couldn’t dive deep enough to find a flame pearl. There were other ways, he’d said.

      Uncle Lazo’s efela ko had a strange assortment of beads on it, only a few pearls, one flame pearl, an obsidian pendant, something carved out of bone or maybe ivory from far away. Kip had not yet dared to ask him about the efela ko. Maybe one day. Buru Tovo told him that he couldn’t spend all his time on Loaloa, that he shouldn’t forget how to be modern.

      Kip didn’t want to be modern. He didn’t want to live in the city. He wanted to study with Buru Tovo, the tana-tai. And it wasn’t as if his mother minded. She was much more concerned with his sisters. She’d been the one to send him to Buru Tovo in the first place. She was proud of him for learning to be tanà. He didn’t want to disappoint her, either.

      Kip was afraid that his refusal to dive for flame pearls meant that Buru Tovo did not think he was good enough after all. He hadn’t started talking about Kip going back to the city until after that.

      He ran straight into one of the great boulders marking the head of the beach. He jolted himself to his teeth, and he leaned against the boulder, feeling the rough surface scratch his chest, his cheek. The stone was hot with the sun’s warmth, even though it was nearly full dark now. He was so tired.

      Nearly dark. Not quite dark. He was at the top of the beach. Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo wouldn’t have given up on him, not yet. They wouldn’t have.

      Kip rubbed the snot from his nose and turned sideways to get through the gap in the boulders. It was so narrow—it felt even narrower than this morning. He had to suck in his belly and stretch up on tiptoe, but he nearly got stuck—

      The obsidian stone. He couldn’t bend his elbow down to get it, but he was stuck, he’d forgotten how narrow the gap was, he couldn’t get through—he twisted, sure if he could just go a little more sideways he could make it—and he did, he popped out like a fishing float—but as he did the stone fell out of its net and landed on his foot with a crack.

      He cried out, with pain and surprise and fear. He couldn’t see, not in the dark shadows between the stones, not a black rock against black rock—and then he found the curved edge.

      He picked it up, and realized that it was too light.

      It had broken in half.

      No. No, it couldn’t be. He’d made it all the way up, all the day down, for the stone to be broken?

      He almost threw the piece into the dark, but that was childish, and he wasn’t a child. He wasn’t.

      He bent down and he found the other half. He held one in each hand as he bit his lip against tears and limped down the white sand to where Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo sat in Buru Tovo’s canoe, in the last light of sunset, waiting for him.

      All the cuts on his feet and legs stung when he waded out into the water. He grimaced, glad now for the dark, feeling hot behind his eyes, a lump in his throat. He was so tired, and he’d broken the stone.

      He reached the canoe and stood there, waist-deep in the water.

      “You succeeded?” Uncle Lazo said.

      “It broke,” Kip replied, his voice wobbling. They looked so stern. “I got all the way down and then when I went between the stones at the top of the beach …”

      They didn’t want his excuses.

      “Get in,” Uncle Lazo said quietly. “Here.” He reached down and grabbed Kip’s arm.

      Kip scrambled into the boat, wearier than he could remember, even after the first or second of the dives, even after the one where he’d nearly drowned. He felt like he had then, bone-weary, heart-weary. A failure.

      He’d promised himself he wouldn’t fail, not again.

      Buru Tovo said, “Show us.”

      Kip opened his palms. He’d cut his fingers on the sharp edges again, though he couldn’t feel the cut. The blood was very red on his fingers, though you couldn’t see it on the glistening fresh-snapped faces.

      Uncle Lazo made a hissing noise, and Kip had to bite his lip hard not to start crying.

      Buru Tovo picked up the halves, one in each hand, and set them together. They fitted perfectly, and he made a very strange expression, as if that meant something to him. Uncle Lazo made another noise, a questioning one, but Buru Tovo grunted and shook his head, and then gave the stone back to Kip. The two halves fitted so well the stone looked like it was whole, and balanced there in his hand, until Kip couldn’t hold his arm up any longer. Then the stone fell apart again, and he clutched at the two halves.

      “Well done,” Buru Tovo said.

      It was the first time he’d ever said actual words of praise to him. Kip would have been proud of them, if he hadn’t been sure Buru Tovo only said it because he felt sorry for him.

      Buru Tovo moved to the sail. Uncle Lazo gave Kip a piece of sugarcane to suck, but Kip curled up out of the way so they couldn’t see him cry over the broken, useless stone. Uncle Lazo put his hand on his shoulder, but what good was that?
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      Kip couldn’t do much of anything while the cuts on his hands healed. They were a lot deeper than he’d realized—obsidian was very, very sharp—and after they were bandaged it was hard to bend his fingers.

      His mother tried to feed him, but he wasn’t that hurt, and he escaped after forcing down a couple slices of breadfruit. He wasn’t hungry, anyway. And his feet weren’t too bad. After a day’s rest and his sister Navalia’s ointment—Navalia wanted to be a nurse, and was glad to practice on his feet—she’d let him put his sandals on. She’d wanted to tie them on, so he didn’t latchet them too tightly across any of the cuts, but that was okay. Kip hadn’t wanted to ask for help, so it was good she’d come up with that herself.

      He’d already had to put on modern clothes because he couldn’t tie the knots on his grass skirt properly. The cloth of the tunic and trousers felt stifling, and Navalia had tutted and fixed how the collar fell, but she’d just teased him for forgetting how to wear clothes after insisting on a grass skirt for months.

      Luckily he hadn’t had his growth spurt, and could still fit his tunic.

      Kip mooched down along the lagoon. Uncle Lazo’s barbershop was busy; half the elders were there for their haircuts this morning, it looked like. Kip gave the door a wide berth. Luckily he was wearing modern clothes, and none of the elders seemed to recognize him as he went by. They were used to him wearing Islander clothes. Kip turned his head, just in case Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had told them about how he’d failed.

      Some of the other lore-keepers had dozens of apprentices, so it didn’t matter too much if one of them couldn’t make it all the way. But Buru Tovo hadn’t taken a full apprentice since forever, and Uncle Lazo neither, so when Kip came back from Loaloa the other elders had all wanted to talk to him. Kip definitely didn’t want them to know how he’d screwed up with the obsidian.

      He clenched his hands, but that hurt and made his eyes prickle. He scowled and scuffed at the boardwalk, but then his feet hurt. Everything was wrong today. He hated it.

      Once past Uncle Lazo’s, Kip didn’t have anywhere to go. His mother had said he should go to school if he was feeling better, but he wasn’t, not really. He couldn’t hold a pen to take notes. Not that he usually took notes. But the teacher didn’t like Kip, and wouldn’t like it at all if Kip just showed up to listen.

      His cousins would ask how he’d hurt his hands, no doubt. Kip had skipped a couple of years when he came back from Loaloa, so the cousins closest to him in age had their own friends, and the ones in his class at school were all obsessed with the girls and boys they liked, and made fun of him for being too traditional and young.

      He took the long way around, but eventually he found himself in Zaviya Square and outside Saya Dorn’s house. It was his favourite house on the square, very pretty and with flowers in wooden troughs attached the windows. Saya Dorn had gone all the way to Astandalas the Golden when she was young, and she had brought back that idea. Kip didn’t know why no one else followed suit, though she did have to water them a lot.

      Saya Dorn was even older than Buru Tovo, and her children were all grown and gone. Unlike in Kip’s house, where his grandmother, mother, and two aunts all lived with their families, Saya Dorn lived all alone. She had a big house, but most of the rooms were shut up. She’d never married, and the rest of her family was all gone but for two children. One was a sailor in the Imperial Navy and didn’t have any children, and the other one had married a woman from the Isolates and gone to live with her people there.

      Saya Dorn always had nice things to eat, little treats she only seemed to bring out when Kip visited—so Kip visited often, because otherwise who would Saya Dorn have to eat them with? Her other friends were all grown-up and old too. Kip was the one who helped her with bringing her groceries home from the market, and who helped water her flower boxes, and sometimes he helped with other things around the house, too, because then Saya Dorn would tell him stories about when she went to Astandalas and fell in love with a wizard there.

      He went around the back, nodding uncertainly at Saya Dorn’s neighbours across the courtyard—a middle-aged couple, one of them the rising vanà, the Nga lore-keeper who Named the Stars—and was glad to see the door was open.

      If you went in downstairs from the back you were right in the kitchen, which was where Kip usually visited. Saya Dorn was fussing with her cold-box, and she smiled at him when he came in. “Kip! I thought I might see you today—oh, your poor hands! Will it be too hard to hold a little lemon tart?”

      “I think I can manage, Saya Dorn,” Kip replied, nobly. It was good he’d come today. Saya Dorn always made lemon tarts even though she didn’t like them that much. She had a lemon tree in a pot outside the house, and she said she enjoyed squeezing the lemons and making the curd, which was a kind of magic—not literal magic, of course, but fascinating to watch. Kip quite understood, and it was good he did like lemon tarts, given how much fruit Saya Dorn’s lemon tree gave her.

      “I’d heard you hurt yourself, going for the next stage,” Saya Dorn said, setting down a plate of lemon tarts and a nice glass of cold water for him. “You must be careful, Kip! Obsidian is terribly sharp.” She smiled at him, taking away the sting but making him feel far worse. “Congratulations, Kip.”

      Kip fumbled the tart he’d been trying to pick up. “But I—“ He couldn’t quite say the words. His feet were aching, especially the big bruise on the top where the obsidian had landed, and his hands hurt and he couldn’t lie to Saya Dorn, not when she’d been so helpful with listening to his arguments and helping him put them in order. “But I didn’t,” he said, his lips quivering as he tried to speak clearly, like an adult. Buru Tovo said you had to admit when you’d done something wrong, that you had to make it right if you could and apologize when you couldn’t. “I ruined it. Right at the end. I broke the stone …”

      “Oh, Kip,” said Saya Dorn, “I’m sure it’s not as bad as that.”

      “But it is,” he said, and then he put his head down on the table to hide that he was crying. Again.

      Buru Tovo said there was nothing wrong with crying when you had deep emotions, but Kip was pretty sure everyone thought he cried too much, anyway. It was more embarrassing in the city.

      When he stopped, Saya Dorn gave him another glass of water, helping him to steady the cup when his bandages slipped on the glass. “There,” she said, and wiped his face gently with a damp cloth. “Why don’t you tell me about it?”

      “I can’t tell you the secrets,” Kip replied, sniffling. “But I ruined it, Saya Dorn. I’ll never be good enough. Not now.”

      “What did your Buru Tovo say when you came back?” Saya Dorn asked, sitting beside him om the bench. Kip liked it when she did that: she was soft, and always smelled good, a little like fire from her magic. And she always listened to him.

      Hiccoughing a little, crying a bit more, Kip explained how he’d arrived back so late, and with the stone broken, and then Uncle Lazo hadn’t said anything and Buru Tovo—

      “He said ‘well done’?” Saya Dorn said, patting his hair. “That’s good, surely. He’s not one to give praise lightly, tanà Tovo.”

      Kip snuffled. “He’s never said it before to me and I don’t like it, it’s wrong, he was taking pity on me. It wasn’t well done, it wasn’t. I broke my stone.”

      Saya Dorn waited until he stopped crying again, and then she gave him another tart. He nibbled at it, for he wasn’t hungry but she had made them for him. Then she said, “Kip, were you supposed to bring back a whole stone?”

      Kip looked up at her, ready to say of course, but then he stopped. Buru Tovo had just said to climb up and bring back a piece of obsidian from the topmost part of Mama Ituri. That was it. And Uncle Lazo had said to make sure he was polite to Mama Ituri.

      “N-no,” he said. “But I wanted to. I wanted to be the best tanà there ever was …” He blushed, upset again. “And I can’t, not now. I’ll have to find something else to do.”

      Saya Dorn nodded. “I see,” she said. “You know your uncles best, and what it means to study to be tanà …”

      “Yeah,” he said, then swallowed the rest of the tart in his mouth. “Sorry, Saya Dorn. But just because they’re—Buru Tovo is—Uncle Lazo is—they’re really good, and I want to make them proud,” he finished, confused. “I don’t want them to think I’m not serious. I am.”

      “I’m sure they know that,” Saya Dorn replied. “I’m sure you’ll be able to figure out what you need to do next. Have you finished those tarts? I had something else for you. My friend in Astandalas sent me a few books that were just published. This one’s a poem I thought you might like.”

      “A poem?” Kip replied doubtfully. “I don’t like poems.”

      “This isn’t like the ones you study in school,” Saya Dorn promised. “It’s more like the Lays, except instead of being history and legend, it’s made up by the poet. It’s a story told in verse. Here, you can keep the book. I know you’ll take good care of it.”

      Kip accepted the book, which had a plain green cover, and held it awkwardly in his bandaged hands. “Thank you, Saya Dorn,” he muttered.

      “You’re welcome, Kip,” she said. “Tell me when you’ve read a bit of the poem, and we can talk about it.”

      He nodded, realizing that she was getting tired—usually she had a nap in the afternoons, she’d told him, because she liked to work magic very early in the morning, before dawn, and she was very old. “Good bye, Saya Dorn,” he said.

      “Think about what they said,” she urged him, “and why. And here are some more tarts for later. Here, I’ll put the book in the bag as well. It’ll be easier for you to carry. Off you run, dear.”
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      He didn’t run. He walked nearly as slowly as the adults ever did. Faila was at the puppet-theatre stand, talking with the other actors about their next show. She looked happy. She was doing what she wanted to do, and she was good at it, and her parents were so proud they’d made everyone go see her performances five times.

      His mother had told him to run off to school if he was feeling better.

      Kip grumbled to himself, and he walked back the long way, but soon enough he was back outside Uncle Lazo’s barbershop. Most of the elders had gone, but Buru Tovo was playing dominoes at the table outside with another old man Kip didn’t know. This one was dressed in a very old-fashioned grass skirt. Even more old-fashioned than Buru Tovo’s, and that was saying something.

      “Kip,” Buru Tovo said, nodding, when Kip dawdled in front of them. “Come sit down.”

      “Buru Tovo. Ivani,” Kip said politely to the stranger, and sat down on the bench behind them while they turned back to their game.

      Kip was glad to sit down and rest his feet. It was nice in the shade of the awning, with a bit of a breeze off the lagoon. He could hear Uncle Lazo talking quietly with someone inside, and there were birds singing somewhere. Buru Tovo was smiling at the other old man, who was losing the game but didn’t seem to mind very much. They didn’t talk until the game was done, and then Buru Tovo said, “Another?”

      “Perhaps the young man’ll play with me,” the other old man said, turning to wink at Kip. He had a rural accent, too, sounding a bit like Buru Tovo but more as if he came from somewhere along the Eastern Ring.

      Kip swallowed, but he nodded jerkily and changed seats with Buru Tovo. “I’ve got some lemon tarts,” he said shyly. “Saya Dorn gave them to me. She’s a wizard.”

      It was hard to open the bag, but he managed, and set the small tin on the table, next to the jug of water Uncle Lazo kept there. Usually it was Kip’s job to see it was filled, but it was today even without him. The old man nodded, grinning. “Someone’s taught you manners, I see.”

      Kip shrank back a bit, but he knew people brought gifts when they came to play with the elders. He knew that. He’d never been invited before, but when you were, you were supposed to give something. Sometimes people came back later with their gifts, if they hadn’t expected to sit down for a game.

      “These are good,” Buru Tovo said, eating one of the tarts. “Good sharp flavour.”

      “Sounds about right,” the old man said, snickering, and started to play. After a few rounds played in silence, which were slow because Kip really did find it hard to move his fingers enough to pick up the tiles and place them, the old man said, “Hear you climbed Mama Ituri the other day. Got yourself a chunk of obsidian.”

      Kip glanced sharply at Buru Tovo, who nodded, smiling a little in the way he did.

      “Yes, ivani,” Kip said to the old man, trying to sound confident and assured.

      “Cut yourself on it, I see.”

      Kip looked down at his bandaged hands. “Yes, ivani. It broke in half.”

      “In half, hmm?” The old man laid down a few tiles. “You’re feeling cut up about that, are you?”

      Kip shrugged. The old man was silent, and eventually he mumbled, “Guess so. A little.”

      “Good to be honest, boy,” the old man said. “At least with yourself. Do you want me to tell you a story?”

      It was probably going to be a lesson, elders’ stories almost always were, but Kip didn’t mind that, not from someone Buru Tovo said could hear the secret knowledge. “Yes, please, ivani,” he said therefore, trying to make sure his tone was polite. Buru Tovo wouldn’t like it if he were rude to his friend.

      Everyone was friends with Buru Tovo—or if not friends, at least they respected him. He was the tana-tai, after all, and very wise.

      “When I was young, I had a friend,” the old man said. “A very dear friend. One time she got in a bit of trouble with a clever fellow, and he tricked her out of something very important to her.”

      “Like Ani and her mirimiri,” Kip said.

      The old man had just taken a bite of another lemon tart, and he coughed hard on the crumbs. Buru Tovo thwacked him helpfully on the back. Kip clumsily poured him water from the jug, glad it was chunky pottery and easy to hold even with the bandages. “Thank you,” the old man said when he’d stopped coughing. “Where was I?”

      “Your friend lost something important to a tricky fellow, like Ani and her mirimiri,” Kip said helpfully. He always liked stories that were connected to the Lays.

      “Very like,” the old man said. “And what happens next, in that story?”

      “Vou’a tried to get it back.”

      The old man nodded. “So did I. I found out who had my friend’s thing, and I found out what he wanted, and I thought I was so clever myself that I could outwit anyone. But you know what happened?”

      Kip was afraid he did. “Was it like Vou’a?” he asked timidly. “Did you lose your trade before you could get there?”

      “I did,” the old man said.

      “Were you able to get your friend’s thing back another way?” Kip had never liked that story, because Vou’a never did get back Ani’s mirimiri. It was a story about how failure was sometimes permanent. And he did not like that idea.

      The old man looked very sad. “No. The other fellow wanted only one thing, and when I dropped it … that was it. There was only one of my friend’s thing, and only one of what he would trade for it.”

      “I’m sorry, ivani,” Kip said sincerely. “I always thought that was awful for Vou’a. I wish I could help you.”

      The old man laughed and looked much happier. “Maybe you will, one day. Tovo says you’re a good apprentice.”

      Kip looked down, his own worries immediately back in his mind. “Not good enough,” he mumbled. “I’m sorry, Buru Tovo.”

      The old man reached out and lifted Kip’s chin with his hand so Kip looked at him in the eyes. Kip pressed his lips together, hoping they weren’t trembling too obviously. “You’ve lost this game, maybe,” the old man said, with a gesture down at the dominoes. “Does that mean you’ll never play another?”

      “It’s not the same,” Kip said. “It was supposed to be perfect.”

      “Was it?” the old man said. Kip was silent, but he shrugged. The old man’s fingers were cool on his chin. “Hmm,” the old man said. “I see. Is this where you stop, then?”

      Kip jerked back, trembling, his eyes seeking Buru Tovo. His great-uncle had folded his arms and now nodded shortly. “Answer him, Kip.”

      Kip stared from Buru Tovo to the old man, who was looking very intent.

      The old man said, “You dove as far as you could into the sea, and could not get the last pearl you wanted. You climbed as high as you could, and broke what you hoped for on the way down. Is this where you stop?”

      Kip’s mouth was very dry. The question asked once—that was a token. The question asked twice—a promise.

      “No,” he said, his voice shaking and squeaking. “No. I’ll keep going.”

      “Good,” said the old man, and released his chin.

      Kip sagged down, suddenly entirely exhausted.

      The old man watched him for a moment. “They used to say, back in the old old days, that what happened on a journey like the one you did up the mountain has meaning. Symbolism.” Kip stared at him. The old man sniggered. “Not sure about that. Lots of meanings you could take, from your stone breaking quite in half like that. Maybe it’s a warning—things can fall apart right at the end, if you’re not careful. Maybe it’s a promise—that when you need a sharp edge, there’ll be one for you. Maybe it’s describing what you are, or what you will be. Two halves that fit together can mean a lot of things, boy.”

      Kip stared at him, but his thoughts were whirling fast.

      Buru Tovo grunted, but his voice was softer than usual. “Move over, boy, and let me play. You’ll not win against him any time soon.”

      Kip scrambled off the seat and returned to the bench. He watched them play for a while, until he grew bored of their silent competition. No, not bored. It was just … it was nice to sit here, with Buru Tovo. Two halves that fit together. That—that was good. That could mean a lot of things. There were a lot of things that came in pairs in the Lays.

      Kip felt much better than he had before, though his hands still hurt. Maybe he could read, he thought vaguely, wondering if Uncle Lazo had any books out.

      Then he remembered the one Saya Dorn had given him. A Shaian story-poem, she’d said. He took it out of the bag and examined it. The green cover was plain, but the inside it had a fancy title page.

      Aurora, or The Peacock, he read, tracing out the wild curlicues of the writing. By the One and Only Fitzroy Angursell.

      What a strange thing to say, he thought, smiling, and settled into reading.

      “What are you laughing at, boy?” the old man asked him.

      Kip blinked, surfacing from deep in the story. “This poem,” he said. “Saya Dorn gave it to me. It’s very funny.”

      “I like funny things,” the old man said. “Read us a bit, why don’t you?”

      “It’s in Shaian,” Kip said, for they had been speaking in language this whole time. The old man tilted his head, eyes bright, and Kip sat upright at the silent challenge. “I can translate for you,” he said. “It won’t be perfect …”

      “Nothing is,” said the old man, picking up the dominoes and putting them inside a cunningly carved wooden case he’d had stowed away in a cloth bag at his side. Unlike his grass skirt, the cloth was very modern, all the bright colours people used magic to make.

      Kip spent a few moments reading over the first page again, working out a few of the stranger words and what might be Islander equivalents. He was just about to start when he heard the old man say, “He’s got promise.”

      Buru Tovo grunted. “You’ve said that before.”

      “I’ve been right before,” the old man returned, grinning at Buru Tovo, who shook his head, but not as if he disagreed, and smiled back like the sun was rising in his friend’s eyes. “Go on, boy,” the old man said, leaning back and closing his eyes. “We’re listening.”
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      Kip—whose full name is Cliopher Mdang—grows up to be the main character of The Hands of the Emperor and its sequel, At the Feet of the Sun. You can also find out more about Buru Tovo and Kip in Portrait of a Wide Seas Islander, which takes place over some of the same time period as The Hands of the Emperor.

      For more information and to stay up-to-date with all of Cliopher’s many activities, please visit my website: www.victoriagoddard.ca.

      Happy reading!

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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