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		A Flower Yet Bloomed

		Yatridoe stared down at the rough chunk of stone upon her desk. It had once been promised a future, just like herself. But the partially engraved surface now would sit forever upon the smooth wood, ended before its time could even begin. Yatridoe did this often: for hours of the day she would sit at the desk and just blankly watch the unmoving stone. At the center of the half-formed rock, most mocking to her, were the faint markings in charcoal. They had almost faded off, it had been so long, but the plans were still there.


		The dream, the place where a little face motif was to be etched to finish the project. The dream that burnt brightly despite the dark lines fading upon the stone. The image that filled Yatridoe’s mind which even her fall could not steal from her. It could steal the strength from her arms and stiffen her hands, but it could not remove that fierce image like a fire which consumed all other thoughts, leaving the little girl alone in her room with the stone she no longer could complete.


		No knock came from behind the child, but Yatridoe heard the thick wooden door creak against it's own weight. From outside her quiet room came the echo of hammers and picks, voices raised in multiple competing work songs and the joy of making. This only lasted a moment before the door closed again and muffled that outside world, leaving only her room, and only the stone.


		She barely even registered her father as the man came up beside her, seeming hesitant to approach. Yatridoe gave him no indication that she had even noticed him, but it didn't really matter. He was going to say something akin to, “Well, you got something down, at least” then replace the half-eaten slab of dark bread on the desk to the side of her with a fresh one. Maybe he would leave a fresh bowl of stew to grow cold too. She didn't know. She didn't really care. All that filled her mind was that little face which would fade before ever becoming a part of the rock's smooth surface.


		Her face motif, her signature she would have etched for the first time into stone. But now nothing would ever hold that design she had spent months developing, figuring out what truly represented her. The chisel she had been using lay at the far end of the desk. Untouched from before her fall, the tool was a lonely representation of the last time she had been able to do what her soul compelled her, now laying in a ray of light that became blocked out by the shadow of her father.


		“Well,” he predictably said with a sigh, “you got something down.” His deep voice sounded uncanny without its usual hint of a jovial nature, as if the melancholy was radiating off of Yatridoe and infesting the space around it. Plopping down a new plate with a fresh piece of rye and a steaming bowl of quail soup atop the scattered parchments on her desk, the stocky man with his fluffy brown beard tied into his belt took the old plate with a few bites out of the yesterday’s bread. At least Yatridoe thought it had been from yesterday, she seemed to remember the light disappearing at some point.


		Now the brilliant mountain sunlight gleamed with an intense radiance through the narrow window, making the rest of the room feel dim by comparison. They were yet to add the mirrors needed to spread its glow throughout the room, but this was fine to Yatridoe; in fact she was considering shuttering the window to block the light out all-together. But that required effort she didn't possess at the moment. What the fierce glow hid were rough-hewn walls and half-finished murals, an incomplete room.


		It had been such an exciting process when Yatridoe and her father had moved to the new hall on the mountainhome, carving out a new space that was all their own. She had loved the home where she and her father had lived before, with her grandmother and Auntie Shén. It was much higher up and got better light in the morning but this place represented opportunity. A magical experience where even as a child she had helped dig the hollowed-out halls, carrying stones out to the piles beyond the threshold. Some her father and his friends would sell to masons; others they kept to use in building the hall, such as the rubble that sat upon her desk. She had been so proud to pick that piece, setting it aside for when she had practice shaping stone. Now a different keystone crowned the arch of their doorway, one her father said was temporary until she was able to finish hers. But they both knew it would not change.


		Her father must have been staring at her incomplete project too, because he was quiet for a while, then unexpectedly he placed his hand on his daughter's back and said gently, “I don’t think you’re going to be able to hide today, your grandmother has been quite persistent about taking you to the fountain. Another piece by her is getting presented in the park it sounds like, and she is dead set on you coming with, even if you’d rather be here.”


		Yatridoe did not respond. Her father was right, she didn't want to leave that chair, not until it was finished. Not until she had finally made something worthy of her mark, worthy to set her face upon. She knew exactly how she would do it, she had drawn it so many times despite the fall. In the dead of night, when she wouldn't have to see the design, she felt like she was overtaken by a madness, sketching until the pencil snapped under the pressure. These were the best times, because then she would cry, but she hadn't done that in awhile. By daylight her sketches were less surreal but far more frustrating.


		She hid those, the perfect image of her ambitions, scratched out in graphite but unable to leave the page. Mocking her broken body, taunting her with dreams that no longer would come true. All that was left was the unfinished stone, and even the fact that her father was standing there had left her mind until she heard the door open and shut again, leaving her with only the sounds of the mountain breeze for company, and the half-carved stone sitting before her.


		Wrenching her eyes away from the unfinished keystone, Yatridoe tried to raise her hands to the table. They resisted her the entire way, her muscles obstinately doing what they were told, though not for want to obey. By the time they were above the surface of the table she was exhausted by the effort, allowing them to rest on top of her disaster of scattered pencils and sheets of parchment. That had been hard enough, and gathering the strength to chisel the stone was something her body would never do again.


		This is how she was sitting when Yatridoe heard a soft knock on the door. It was not her father, nor any of his friends he was building the hall with. They had strong hard knocks, the kind needed to be able to work heavy stone. No, this knock was like hers had become, soft and unobtrusive. It must have been her grandmother's.


		Yatridoe did not respond to it, she simply kept staring at her hands, clenching again as she stopped trying to keep her pudgy fingers open. It didn't matter; there was no hesitation on her grandmother's part. Without missing a beat the door creaked open shortly after the knock, and Yatridoe could hear her grandmother hobble across the room to where her grandchild was sitting.


		“Deary, deary,” a hoarse voiced croaked as gnarled hands shakily raked their way through Yatridoe’s hair. “Someone's been a busy bee. Still working on that old keystone, eh?” Yatridoe did not respond, nor did she resist as the old woman carefully finger combed out her bedhead snags and gathered the child's hair up into a bun at the back. It had grown large, like a bud of a plant ready to burst forth into a beautiful flower. Alas, this one had fallen from the tree before it could blossom, leaving no fruit behind to remember it by.


		Her silence did not deter her grandmother, though, who shoved the bowl of already cold soup aside to take a look at the parchments and wax tablets underneath, “I see your drawings have been improving, Aná. Very good, that's the first step to any project, the plan, eh! Your father should learn a thing or two from you. Lots of plans I see, in fact. Many dreams, ready to burst forth!”


		Yatridoe could hear the chest at the end of her bed open up and the old woman begin rifling through her clothes for some reason. The young girl knew her grandmother would just keep complimenting her until she said something, so she numbly uttered, “Dreams that won't be, Grandmother Shaela.” She almost swore she heard the old lady chuckle at that response, but soon she was hobbling back over to where Yatridoe was still sitting.


		“That won't do of course,” her grandmother said calmly as she draped a blanket-like shawl over the child. Confusion replaced Yatridoe’s melancholy as her outdoor wear descended down over her knees, the woolen garb designed to protect against the chill of the mountain winds rather than the cool breeze wafting into her room. Though she soon remembered the intent as one of those gnarled hands grasped her shoulder, calmly, but firmly. “Dreams that aren't given life only expand in the mind. A gnawing void within the heart. But you've been working on emptying your mind enough for now, child. Grandma is going to have lunch by the fountain today, and she wants to show her Aná something, eh.”


		No was clearly not an option, though for the first time in a week Yatridoe almost cried. She had to finish the stone, she needed to put her face upon it! She had to mark it, her first work to ever be graced as such. But the fall had stolen that from her, the ability to manifest the dreams of stone she was having. They haunted her sleep, grand halls of beautiful masonry, sculptures of saints from the past. Aqueducts of cold snow melt and vaults that moved with great stone mechanisms. A future that had vanished, one that would have started with that keystone.


		None of these thoughts escaped though as she stumbled off the chair, letting herself be led in a daze by the old woman hobbling along beside her. With her back being bent so much, Yatridoe's grandmother was only just taller than her, and her dual braids of white hair hung as low as the hem of her dress. She looked top heavy, but that didn't stop the woman: with an arm around the child she hummed as she guided them both from the room, out into the shockingly noisy hall beyond.


		“No luck then, Mother...” Yatridoe's father started to say until he turned from the rough portal through which he and his friends were dragging stone. He looked at Yatridoe in shock, which made sense; he hadn't even been able to get her out for dinner. To be fair, he had tried, but he never had been as demanding as his mother.


		Giving a warm wrinkled smile, the old lady replied like nothing was amiss, “I told you we're going to the fountain days ago, Vaeldigh, don't you remember anything, eh? Besides, I need real food for lunch, and even if you had a hearth I know not to trust your cooking.”


		“And who's fault is that, Mother?” the shocked-looking man couldn't help but laugh. “It's not like yours is any better. Especially after Uncle Tüempt deemed me a lost cause there wasn't anyone in your hall to pass those skills on.”


		“And this is why there are cooks in the world, Son,” the old woman said hoarsely as she kept hobbling forward, “to spare us the trouble and let us focus on more important things. Like room layout beyond the channeling and light piping, about which you might want to consult your daughter's sketches, Vaeldigh. Might get a few ideas before you turn the place into a maze of piping and not much else, eh?”


		This got the exasperated dimples to fall slack on the jolly-looking man's face. “I'll have a look. They're rather abstract, so I’m not sure what we’ll glean from it…”


		“Not the mad scribbles, genius,” Shaela interrupted him bluntly. “Our little Aná has been busy while you've been moping. She's practically got the whole place laid out while you lot hammer willy-nilly. Maybe you'll actually learn to cook with the kitchen she's got there, eh?”


		The stocky man could only blink for a second or two before he looked at Yatridoe and stammered, “Where are they?”


		“Under the plates you bring her, you dummy,” Yatridoe's grandmother answered for her. “Maybe if you used a desk for something other than a surface to put tools on you'd have more of a plan for the space.”


		For the first time Vaeldigh seemed annoyed by his mother's criticisms, and said, “Oh, we're


		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		

		
	










