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## A Note on the World

The Verath Empire expands by cartographic conquest. Its armies arrive first; its surveyors arrive three weeks later. Every territory the empire absorbs undergoes the same process: old maps are burned, new ones issued, every place-name replaced with an imperial equivalent. The geography remains. The names do not.

The Oshen nation was absorbed six years before this story begins. Its Map Houses were burned. Its cartographers were scattered or killed or conscripted. Its geography was renamed in the three ways the empire had perfected: neutral administrative replacement, translation erasure, and imperial honorific - the last the most aggressive, overwriting the old name with the name of the conqueror.

Dara is the last Cartographer of Oshen. Before the final Map House burned, her mentor Sorel pressed the master copy of the Oshen survey into her hands. She ran. Over fourteen months, she tattooed the entire map onto her body in the Oshen cartographic script - a specialized notation system, extinct except in her. She has been carrying it ever since.
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# ACT ONE

## *The Map, The Mission, The First Contact*
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# Chapter 1

## The Border Has a New Name

The road into Vethkar was imperial stone, pale and precise, each block cut to match its neighbor so cleanly that after six years Dara still found herself looking for the seams. Oshen roads had been built to follow water - you could trace any one of them back to its logic, find the stream it shadowed, the floodplain it skirted, the ridge it chose to run below rather than cross. Imperial roads did not follow anything. They went where the Bureau of Cartography decided they would go, and the land accommodated itself.

She had been walking since before dawn. The pack on her back held bolt-ends of thread in four colors - enough to be plausible, not enough to attract interest. Beneath her traveling coat, which was dark wool and empire-cut, she wore a linen undershirt that sat loosely against her ribs. The looseness was intentional. She had learned, in the first winter after the Conquest, that anything fitted made her aware of the text on her skin in a way that accumulated into a specific kind of madness. Six years later she had adapted to it the way you adapted to a scar - not forgetting it was there, but ceasing to be startled by it.

The first road marker appeared at the top of the last hill before the town: white stone, knee-high, with the imperial numeral for the distance to the nearest administrative center carved into its face. Below the numeral, a directional glyph. No place-names. The Bureau had standardized all road markers across the empire three years ago - a project the Assessor had overseen, she knew, because his design sensibility was visible in the proportions, the clean serif of the numerals, the small Bureau compass rose carved at the base of each stone.

She said nothing to the road marker. She adjusted her pack and walked on.

*Karath's Mouth* - the old name sat in her head the way all old names sat there, waiting, parallel to whatever the empire had decided to call the place. The name referred to the river mouth a quarter-mile south of the town, where the Karath emptied into the lowland basin. The Karath was now the Verath Tributary, Eastern Branch. The basin had been renamed the Ardenmoor Lowlands, which was the name of the administrative region and not a geographic feature at all. The town had been renamed Vethkar, which was close enough to an imperial-sounding word that travelers from the central empire might not notice the seam. Dara noticed. The name was Oshen-derived, a clipping of an older name, *Vethkaran*, which meant something like *the place where the river speaks with two mouths*. The Bureau had kept the syllables because they were already partly erased, already halfway imperial, already useful.

She crossed into the town at the middle of the morning, when the market was at its fullest and a single woman with a merchant's pack attracted no particular attention.
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The market occupied three blocks of the town's central street. In the old geography it would have been the intersection of the river road and the highland track - *Sorelpath*, the highland track had been called, named for the cartographer's family who had first surveyed it, the same family that had given her mentor his name. She did not say *Sorelpath* aloud. She bought a heel of bread from a stall near the intersection, ate it standing, and watched the town do its morning business.

The stalls were a mix: imperial merchants from the central provinces who had moved into the territory after the Conquest, and Oshen-descended traders who had adapted - who sold now in Imperial, who priced in imperial weights, who wore the neutral-cut clothing that was neither one nor the other. She had learned to read the difference in small things. The Oshen-descended stalls arranged their goods in a particular way, following a logic she recognized: the most valuable items at the center, less valuable toward the edges, in concentric rings that were a habit of the old market tradition. Imperial stalls arranged goods in rows. You could see the geometry from thirty feet away if you knew to look.

She was not here to look. She was here to buy thread and move on.

The thread merchant was a man in his fifties with the vowel-shapes of the northern Oshen territories softened but not fully gone from his speech. He took her order without much conversation, which she appreciated. When he handed her the wrapped bolt and said the price, he used a phrase she had not heard in four years: *by the ridge* - *an veth kareth*, in old Oshen, *the far side of the ridge*, a phrase that had been part of everyday speech in the northern territories and which had been absorbed into Imperial as a directional with no residual meaning. She doubted he knew he'd said it. The Imperial version came out of his mouth the way all old things come out when you've carried them long enough - unremarked, automatic, the ghost of a word inside another word.

She thanked him and moved on. She did not approach him.

Not yet. Not here. She had learned that rule early: not in a place she might need to pass through again, not in a market where other eyes noted who spoke to whom. She looked for the Oshen-descended faces the way she looked for old paths - by their trace in the terrain, by what they chose and what they avoided, by how they held their bodies in a space that had been renamed around them.

She saw two people she recognized as Oshen-descended before she left the market: a young man selling carved-wood objects, small useful things, bowls and handles, and an older woman buying grain in imperial weight-measures who paused once, briefly, at a stall selling dried herbs, and said the herb's Oshen name under her breath before asking for it in Imperial. Neither of them knew she was watching. Neither of them was who she needed.

She bought her thread and found the inn.
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The inn was called the Tributary House, which was what inns in renamed territories often called themselves - attaching to the nearest prominent feature, the nearest piece of official geography, as if to demonstrate their legitimacy. The room she rented was the cheapest: a single low window, a narrow bed, a wall hook for her pack. She took it for one night, paid in mixed coin, gave a name that was plausible and not hers.

The innkeeper's wife brought water. Dara thanked her in Imperial, waited until the footsteps retreated down the stair, and then sat on the edge of the bed and took off her coat.

She sat for a moment with her hands in her lap. This was her habit - a few seconds of stillness before the inventory, a dividing line between the person she was outside and the work she did alone. Then she unbuttoned the linen shirt to the third button and folded it back from her collarbone.

The script began at the left clavicle and ran horizontally to the base of the right collarbone before turning downward. It was small - she had used a fine needle and the ink had been the traditional Oshen cartographic green, the same deep-water color used in the Map Houses before the Conquest, extracted from a specific lichen that grew on the highland stones. She had found a substitute after the original supply ran out, a darker green from a different source that was close enough to match if you were not studying it under good light. The script along her collarbone marked the border crossings: twelve passes through the mountain spine, each one named, each one marked with its elevation and the season of its accessibility. She read them left to right without moving her lips. All twelve were there. The ink was clean; this section had not faded.

She unfastened the shirt completely and shrugged it off one shoulder, examining her left arm.

The river systems ran from her wrist to the crook of her elbow on the inner face of the arm - horizontal lines, the main channels wide and double-scribed, tributaries single and fine, each one named in the cartographic script that ran with the flow of the text rather than against the curve of the arm. She had learned, doing this work, that text must follow the logic of the surface it occupies or the reader loses the thread. The rivers ran with the arm. The naming conventions ran beside them, tight and clear. She turned her arm in the available light and read four names, counting. All present.

The mountain spine ran down her vertebral column, which she could not see directly but could trace by feel - she had memorized the position of each peak by its vertebral marker. The highest peak in the range corresponded to the fifth thoracic vertebra. She knew this not by seeing it but by pressing her fingertips to the corresponding section of another person's back when the tattoo was being placed. The physician who had done her back - a woman named Jeth who had asked nothing except that Dara leave before dawn - had read the placements aloud as she worked, and Dara had memorized the correspondence between the vertebrae and the peaks, a kind of internal orientation that she used sometimes when she needed to feel where she was.

The coastal settlements encircled her left hip - a band of script running from the crest of the hip to the upper thigh, broken into sections, each section a settlement with its population estimate and its harbor depth encoded in the small notational marks that Oshen cartographers used and that looked, to anyone who did not know, like decorative hatching. She checked the hip band by feel, pressing each section of script to confirm its integrity. The inner thigh section was fine; the upper hip was fine; the section nearest her spine had a region she suspected was beginning to blur with the years of fabric friction, and she pressed it gently, feeling the slight difference in relief between the sharp-edged script and the softened.

Her ribs. The interior villages - the dense settled heart of Oshen, the agricultural lowlands and river valleys - ran in tight columns across both sides of her ribcage. This was the most complex section of the map: hundreds of settlements, cross-referenced with road connections, market days, elevation markers, the small coded notations that identified Oshen cultural sites, sacred features, the locations of things the empire would have found useful to know and which she had chosen to encode in a notation layer that was subtle enough to read as mere stylistic variation. She breathed slowly, feeling the ribs expand against the text. The ribs had aged well. The skin there was less exposed to sun and friction than her arms.

She dressed again. She noted the section near her left hip that needed watching. She noted the inner wrists - the administrative districts, which she had done last and which had been done in a rush with a second-rate needle and which had been blurring for two years. She turned her wrists over and looked at them. The text there was not gone - it was softened, the crisp edges of the script worn to slightly wider channels, readable but less precise. She knew those sections from memory. The loss of legibility was not yet critical. She kept watching.

She lay down on the narrow bed and stared at the ceiling. She had not slept properly in five days. She would sleep now, for a few hours, and leave before the town was fully awake.
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She did not sleep. Her mind did what it did in strange rooms in renamed towns: it sorted.

She sorted the acquisition of the map - fourteen months, working in secret in the months after the Conquest when the empire was still consolidating its administrative hold and had not yet turned its full attention to the individuals who had survived. Sorel had handed her the master copy in a building that was already beginning to smell of smoke from three streets away. He had pressed the rolled documents into her hands and said: *You are going to do something I won't tell you to do and something I can't be part of, but you are going to do it, and when you are done come and find me.* She had not found him yet. She did not know, with certainty, that there was anyone to find.

The master copy had been three large sheets, the full survey of Oshen in the cartographic tradition - river systems, elevation contours, settlements, roads, sacred sites, the coded cultural notations. She had spent the first three months memorizing it, working from the original in a sequence that moved from the most complex sections to the most straightforward, drilling the notation system until she could reconstruct any section of it from memory. Then she had found a physician, and the work of inscription had begun.

Fourteen months. She thought of that time the way she thought of weather that had passed - it had been real and it had been what it was and it was over. She had been twenty-three when the Conquest happened, twenty-four when she began the tattooing, twenty-five when it was finished. She was thirty-one now. The map had been on her skin for seven years. She had been carrying it and moving through the empire for six.

The plan had taken two years to form. In the first year she had simply run, moving from town to town, staying ahead of the Bureau's initial sweep of the territories. In the second year she had stopped running and started looking - watching the diaspora communities, understanding how they were distributed, building her mental picture of what a transmission network might look like. In the third year she had started making contact. Slowly at first, with extreme caution, with the wrong people sometimes, with retreats and delays and long quiet periods of nothing while she assessed whether she had compromised herself. By the sixth year she had a system. By the sixth year she was moving.

She thought of Sorel. She thought of what he would say about the fading section on her hip. He would say: *assess it, document it, address what you can, and proceed.* He was not a man who wasted time on what could not be changed. She thought this was either wisdom or a defense mechanism and had not decided which. She thought it was probably both.

The wind found a gap in the window frame and the lamp guttered. She held the image of the master map in her mind - the full document, three sheets, the cartographer's hand visible in the particular thickness of the main river channels - and held it until the details were sharp, and then let it go.

She slept for three hours. When she woke the room was pale with early light and the town was beginning its noise.
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She was dressed, packed, and out of the inn before the innkeeper's wife had started the morning fire. The streets held only the early workers - the bakers, the water-carriers, the people whose days started in the dark. She moved through them without attracting attention. Her pack sat square on her shoulders. Her coat was buttoned to the throat against the morning cold.

The river road south of the market ran directly to the river mouth. She did not go south. She went west, toward the highland track, the road that had once been called Sorelpath and was now marked only as Route Forty-Seven on the Bureau's current maps. She turned once before she left the last buildings behind.

The town sat as it always sat - functional, adequately maintained, its imperial road markers standing at their regular intervals, its sign above the inn reading TRIBUTARY HOUSE in the clean imperial serif that the Bureau recommended for public signage. Nothing in the view was wrong, by the empire's standards. Everything had been correctly renamed. The records were consistent. The maps agreed with each other.

She turned back to the road. A hundred yards ahead, the Route Forty-Seven marker stood at the junction, white stone, clean numerals, the small compass rose at its base. She walked past it, close enough to touch.

At the bottom of the valley, the river she had known as the Karath moved through its banks in the early light, unhurried, carrying its water toward the basin the way it always had. It did not know it had been renamed. It went where the land sent it, as it always had, following the argument of its own terrain.

She said the name quietly, to the water.

*Karath.*

Just that. Then she turned her face to the highland road and walked into the morning.
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# Chapter 2

## The Scattered

Ardenmoor was the empire's name for the city. The empire had chosen it with characteristic logic - the administrative region was called the Ardenmoor Lowlands, so the principal city of the region became Ardenmoor, the way a river absorbs the name of the valley it runs through. Efficient, unambiguous, easy to file.

The city's Oshen name had been *Thirith*, which meant something more complicated and specific: it referred to the particular quality of light in the valley in late afternoon, when the sun hit the western hills at an angle that sent a diffuse golden haze across the lower town. *Thirith-light* was an Oshen concept, a whole atmospheric category, the way certain cultures have words for specific qualities of snow or the stages of a tide. The empire had no use for atmospheric categories in place-names. The empire named for function and administration.

Dara entered Ardenmoor through the southern gate at midday on the third day after leaving Vethkar, having slept two nights on the highland road and eaten from her pack. She was not in a hurry. She needed three days here, minimum - to watch, to map the community, to understand who was who before she made contact. Hurrying the assessment phase was how you made mistakes, and she had been six years without making a mistake that could not be corrected. She intended to preserve this record.

The southern gate was not a gate in the old sense - the empire had dismantled the city walls as part of the post-Conquest administrative reorganization, on the grounds that walls implied a city capable of defending itself against the empire, which the Bureau's governance philosophy did not find useful. What remained were the wide intersections where the old walls had stood, the slight difference in the stone of the road surface, and, in one corner, the carved base of an old watch-tower that had been incorporated into a building whose upper floors now housed the regional Bureau office. The watch-tower's base was carved with a running text in the old Oshen script - not cartographic, just civic, the names of the wall-builders and the date - and the empire had not had it smoothed away. They had simply incorporated it into a foundation wall where it faced inward, visible only to people who already knew to look.

She looked. She kept walking.
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The city was planned in the imperial style: the central administrative district in white stone, the Bureau office and the regional court at the highest point, the commercial district spreading outward in a grid. Ardenmoor had been a moderate-sized Oshen city before the Conquest, not large, not small, with the particular organic layout of a city that had grown following its terrain - the old market had been near the river, the old civic buildings had been at the hill's crest, and between them the streets had wound following footpaths that followed old water channels, the kind of layout that took centuries to develop and that an imperial surveyor could look at and see only inefficiency.

The imperial survey team had come in the first year after the Conquest, and they had redrawn the city's street plan on top of the existing one. They could not afford to demolish and rebuild, so they had done the next best thing: they had run new streets in straight lines through the existing maze, cutting new passages, boarding up the old winding routes, creating a grid that overlaid the old pattern like a net thrown over water. If you knew the old streets - if you had walked them, or if you had the pre-Conquest map - you could still feel the old logic beneath the new one. Certain intersections sat slightly off the grid's true right angle, betraying the older path they had been built to cross. Certain buildings stood at angles that made no sense in the new plan and perfect sense in the old.

Dara knew the old streets. She had the map.

She took a room at an inn in the commercial district and spent the first afternoon walking. She was not following a route. She was reading the city - the way the old watercourse ran beneath the northern block, the way certain corners had the rounded quality of high-traffic medieval intersections, the old corner stones visible here and there along the surviving sections of the original street, defaced or incorporated or simply abraded by time. She found three of them in the first afternoon. The inscriptions were not readable - the empire had done a thorough job of smoothing the carved faces - but the stones themselves remained, distinctive in color and cut, set into the corners of buildings that had been there before the Conquest.

She said nothing when she found them. She noted their locations in relation to the cartographic symbols on her skin - they corresponded to three intersections in the interior-villages section on her ribs, marked in the old notation as significant public spaces. She filed the correspondence and moved on.
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The tea house she chose on her second morning was near what had been the old market district, now a secondary commercial street that ran slightly askew to the grid. She chose it because it was the kind of place where the regulars stayed long and the staff did not question them, and because the condensed quality of its clientele - the mix of professions, the age range, the particular quietness - told her that it had been there a long time, that it was part of the city's living fabric rather than one of the imperial-era establishments that had followed the administrative reset.

She ordered tea and read a commercial broadsheet and watched.

She saw him within the first hour: a man in his forties at a corner table, dressed in the neutral-cut clothing that Oshen-descended people in administrative cities tended to wear - not imperial enough to signal eagerness, not Oshen-distinctive enough to signal risk. He was reading documents. His accent, when he spoke briefly to the tea-house boy, was completely imperial - not accented, not accommodated, but genuinely transformed, the way an accent transforms when you have used a second language for long enough that it begins to live in the same part of your brain as the first. He was probably a clerk or a low official. He had an Oshen name that had been imperially adjusted - she would learn later it was *Esthen*, from the Oshen *Eth*, a name meaning simply *the one who knows the way* - rendered into the imperial-acceptable *Esten*, one vowel removed, the meaning obscured.

She watched him for twenty minutes. He did not look up. When a woman came in and greeted him - also imperial-accented, also neutral-cut, a colleague by the look of it - he responded without any of the small signs she had learned to read in Oshen-descended people: no slight hesitation before the Imperial, no flicker at an Oshen-sounding word. He had completed the translation. He was not hiding anymore; he had become the thing he had chosen to become. When the woman used an Oshen loan-word in her speech - one of those that had entered the regional dialect and was now unremarkable - he did not respond to it at all. It had become merely a word.

She was not here to judge this. She knew what the process cost and what it bought. She watched him for twenty minutes and then looked away.
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The second person took longer to find. She was not in the tea house; she was in the market, running a stall that sold household textiles - the kind of stall that was unremarkable and present in every city market, that depended on repeat customers and neighborhood loyalty. She was perhaps fifty-five, compact and deliberate in her movements, and she arranged her goods in the concentric-ring pattern Dara had noted in Vethkar's market. The habit ran deep. The woman did not seem aware she was doing it. She spoke to customers in fluid Imperial with no trace of accent that Dara could detect, and she exchanged pleasantries with a stall-keeper across the row in the comfortable way of people who have shared a physical space for years. She looked, from a distance, like exactly what she appeared to be.

Then a customer asked her about a particular fabric - a heavy-weave linen - and the woman turned to find it, and she moved through her stall in the efficient way of someone who has organized the space for themselves alone, and Dara saw, in the way she handled the bolt of cloth and in the quality of her attention, the trained precision of someone who had learned her trade before the Conquest and had not unlearned it.

Small things. The particular grip on the bolt. The way she unrolled a sample length against her own forearm, reading texture against skin. The slightly archaic quality of the knot she tied when she wrapped the purchased length.

Dara bought a small amount of thread she did not need from a nearby stall and came back to the textile stall when the first customer had gone.

The woman looked at her the way traders look at customers: assessment, category, expectation of transaction. Dara asked about a particular weight of cloth, using the Oshen term - the current word used even in imperial commercial contexts for this category of textile, one of those Oshen words that had simply stayed because no one had bothered to replace it. The woman began to answer in Imperial, using the same word, and then paused.

It was a very small pause.

"*Heth veth*," Dara said, very quietly. *By the grandmother stones.* An Oshen wayfinding phrase - specific, old, regional to this part of the territory, not something you would know unless you had learned it before the Conquest or had been taught it deliberately afterward.

The woman's face did not change. She said: "I think I have what you're looking for in the back. Give me a moment." She went behind her stall curtain and Dara waited, holding a piece of cloth she did not want, watching the market around her with the peripheral patience she had developed over six years. No one was watching them. No one was close enough to have heard.

The woman returned with a small bolt of undyed linen and quoted a price that was a fraction high. This was deliberate - it gave Dara the option to negotiate, to extend the transaction naturally, to spend a few more minutes at the stall.

"It's fine cloth," Dara said, in Oshen. "What do you call the color?"

The woman looked at her for a moment that lasted exactly long enough. Then she said, in Oshen, very quietly: "*Keth-white.*" The old color-name. The particular shade of undyed linen from Oshen sheep. "*You're not here about cloth.*"

"No," Dara said. "I'm not."
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The third person she identified that afternoon, in the last hour before the market closed: the young man with the pendant. He was perhaps twenty-two, selling tools at a hardware stall - nails, small implements, the ordinary material of a town's daily maintenance. The pendant hung at his open collar, turning in the light: a small carved stone disc, perhaps two inches across, with a design on its face that was an Oshen protective symbol, the kind that had historically been carved into the lintels of Oshen homes. He wore it openly, which was not illegal - the empire had not bothered to legislate against decorative jewelry - but which was the kind of visible Oshen signifier that attracted the attention of the Bureau's informant network in cities where the Bureau was paying attention.

He was young enough to have grown up after the Conquest, old enough to have learned the symbol deliberately. She thought about his father, or his mother, or whoever had given him the pendant and taught him what it meant. She thought about whether they had also taught him to be careful.

He caught her looking at the pendant and smiled, young and uncautious, proud of it in the way of someone who has made a small act of defiance and found it easier than feared.

She smiled back, bought a handful of nails she did not need, and walked away without engaging further.

She thought about him for the rest of the afternoon. He was not wrong to wear it. He was not doing anything that merited the caution she felt on his behalf. He was simply young and visible in a way that could become dangerous if the wrong person noticed, and there was nothing she could do about that except not add to his visibility by being seen to speak with him about more than nails.
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That evening, in her room above the commercial district, she sat by the window and composed a mental account of the city's Oshen-descended community as she had observed it. This was part of the assessment work - building a picture before she moved.

She had three categories, roughly: those who had completed assimilation and for whom the old identity had become biographical rather than living (the man in the tea house was the clearest example she had seen, but there were others); those who held the old identity privately and carefully, maintaining it as something real and present but hidden, a whole interior life that ran parallel to the exterior one (the textile woman was this, and she had seen signs of it in perhaps half a dozen others); and those who held it publicly in ways that ranged from the calculated to the simply young.

She also had a fourth category, which she had been identifying for three years and which was in some ways the most complex: people who had lost the living connection but were aware of the loss, who had grown up after the Conquest and had no direct experience of Oshen but who were oriented toward the absence, who were drawn to the symbols and fragments that survived without fully understanding what they were fragments of. The young man with the pendant was probably this. Sael, the young woman she was heading toward in the mill town to the east, was this.

She needed all categories. She could use all of them, in different ways, for different sections of the map. The people who held the old identity privately were the most reliable transmittees - they understood what they were receiving and they had already demonstrated the capacity for careful keeping. The fourth category were often the most eager and the most grateful, and their eagerness was both its own kind of beauty and its own kind of risk.

She wrote nothing down. She never wrote anything down, except for what she was transmitting, which she burned immediately after.
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She found the textile woman the next afternoon.

Her name was Hennat. She had given up her family name at the Conquest - both because it was unmistakably Oshen and because her family name had belonged to a family the empire had documented as having resisted, and the documentation had consequences. She used an imperial-adjacent given name now in all official contexts. She had been born *Hennat sura-Keth*, daughter of Keth, and she had simplified this in stages over the years until she was simply Hennat in the empire's records. She had not, she told Dara, changed what she called herself in her own head. In her own head she was still *Hennat sura-Keth*.

"How long have you been here?" Dara asked. They were in Hennat's apartment, which was above a different













[image: ]









[image: ]
















[image: ]













[image: ]

















[image: ]





















[image: ]











[image: ]













[image: ]





[image: ]









[image: ]














[image: ]










[image: ]









[image: ]









[image: ]









[image: ]


















[image: ]














[image: ]




















[image: ]











[image: ]


[image: ]




[image: ]








[image: ]







[image: ]











[image: ]















[image: ]















[image: ]











[image: ]









[image: ]










[image: ]
























[image: ]















[image: ]













[image: ]








[image: ]












[image: ]






[image: ]

















[image: ]














[image: ]














[image: ]


















[image: ]







[image: ]















[image: ]




















[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]













[image: ]





















[image: ]
























[image: ]











[image: ]








[image: ]


















[image: ]






























[image: ]


















[image: ]































[image: ]






[image: ]









[image: ]














[image: ]














[image: ]



















[image: ]



















[image: ]


[image: ]




[image: ]







[image: ]








[image: ]





















[image: ]






[image: ]









[image: ]













[image: ]










[image: ]














[image: ]


















[image: ]
















[image: ]










[image: ]









[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]


















[image: ]








[image: ]



















[image: ]










[image: ]












[image: ]









[image: ]







[image: ]



















[image: ]












[image: ]







[image: ]










[image: ]








[image: ]











[image: ]










[image: ]













[image: ]

















[image: ]















[image: ]








[image: ]








[image: ]

















[image: ]













[image: ]













[image: ]


[image: ]




[image: ]












[image: ]







[image: ]





















































[image: ]





















[image: ]



























































[image: ]











[image: ]




























































[image: ]










[image: ]











[image: ]












[image: ]





















































[image: ]













[image: ]
























[image: ]

















[image: ]




























[image: ]











[image: ]
















[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]











[image: ]









[image: ]













[image: ]














[image: ]







[image: ]












[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
VERAKEST REL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





