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Afterword


Quiet Hour of the Night

Xun sighed as she walked slowly through the hallways. Strange how the sprawling mansion Mama had built to house her hoard of children, husbands and relatives seemed so small now. But it was small compared to the world. After traveling across the world and to the Heavens themselves, Xun's childhood home was constricting.

Beautiful. Rich wood paneling gleamed in the moonlight that streamed through many open windows. The smell of pine and wildflowers filled the hallway. Even this late at night, Xun could smell the grass that had been clipped early in the evening. Frogs sounded constantly to lure mates into the many ponds scattered around the mansion.

Her bare feet, golden as they'd been when she was born, sank into the new cobalt blue and gold carpets Mama had commissioned when too many grandkids running up and down the hallways had destroyed the previous green and orange ones. Mama had laughed when Xun asked about it yesterday, wrinkling her nose and shrugging away any of Xun's concerns about money spent and inevitable destruction by those same hoards of kids.

She stopped at the end of the hallway. Left to her rooms, empty and quiet, or right to the library?

Her bed was waiting. Who knew the next time Xun would have so much quiet time for just resting and gardening? She should sleep. But her feet wouldn't stay still. That's why she was wandering the hallways in the middle of the night anyway. When she looked at the library, a light gleamed under the heavily carved doorway.

Library it was.

At least she wasn't the only one awake tonight. Xun just wished that she knew what had her so restless. Normally she dropped off to sleep without any problems. Granted, it had gotten more difficult since she killed Dorji Kita. The stain of his godly blood had changed her in more ways that just dyeing the upper half of her head blood-red.

She was stronger, less vulnerable to cold and heat. Faster by a little bit. Still short, still round, still painfully practical and straightforward to a fault but Xun could feel the power of Dorji Kita soaking into her day by day.

Kind of made her wonder when she'd wake up and realize that she didn't need to eat or drink or breathe anymore.

The library was mostly empty. Just Keanu sitting at the window, holding a tiny frog in the palm of his hand. The frog croaked earnestly, staring up at Keanu's gently glowing face with a sort of attention that Xun found funny. Creepy but also funny.

"Adding frogs to your minions?" Xun asked as she shut the door behind her.

"Oh no," Keanu said with one of his blinding grins at her. "Not at all."

The room lightened so much that it looked like dawn had come early. The little frog's eyes shut to mere slits but it didn't stop croaking at him. Didn't even budge when Xun gently poked its side.

"Gonna be the demigod of frogs if you keep this up," Xun teased and then laughed when Keanu pouted at her. "I know, I know. There are already some lovely gods of the frogs."

"Yes, and she's sitting right here," Keanu said, holding the little frog up. "No need for me to do anything but gossip."

Xun blinked and then looked more closely at the little frog. She was a strange scarlet color with brilliant yellow stripes on her flanks. Not the normal sort of frog they got in the gardens around the mansion. Hell, for all Xun knew there were no other frogs like her in the whole wide world.

Though she doubted it. Gods had followers and those followers tended to take on the look and feel of their deity over time whether they wanted to or not. The little frog looked up at Xun, smug now as if she saw that she'd flummoxed Xun.

Fair enough. She had.

"Well, sorry to interrupt your gossip time," Xun said. "Couldn't sleep so I've been wandering the halls. Actually, I'm surprised that Garnett's not here. I thought he was going to raid the library for all the books he could carry."

Keanu laughed. "He did and then he left with a huff because we wouldn't stop chatting."

"The man needs to sleep, not read," Xun said. She prodded Keanu until he moved his feet enough for her to join them on the window seat. "I swear, he's sleeping less than two hours a night anymore."

The way Keanu and the frog-demigod nodded made Xun's stomach roll. Slow roll, not anything that'd prompt her to dash for the bathroom but still a roll.

Oh.

So Garnett was on the same path Xun was. She frowned and then fidgeted as she realized that something tickled at the back of her mind. Like a memory she couldn't quite remember or a name just off the tip of her tongue when she needed it.

From the way Keanu watched her, he knew what it was. Whatever she'd forgotten. Also knew why she'd forgotten it. Might have made it happen.

"It anything important?" Xun asked. She waved at her head and then at the frog-demigod. "Both me and her?"

Keanu grinned and the room flashed bright again. "It's been fully handled so no, there are no issues there. If you like I can unseal the memory for you. Garnett will likely be very, very annoyed about my doing it but if you reached you could do it yourself."

Xun shook her head. "If it's handled, it's handled."

She paused and realized that she was completely certain it had something to do with Elah Andringa's death back in Boitumelo. Which, if she was right, well. It was handled. Elah Andringa, Ancient God, was dead. Her former people followed Gul Morren, the new god of Boitumelo. They'd not been hurt at all and no one had any issues with how Gul Morren handled his people now.

So yeah, no worries there.

Xun nodded to the frog-demigod. "Problem here? Or are you two just gossiping for gossip's sake. Is that a thing gods do?"

Both Keanu and the frog-demigod laughed, Keanu loud and enthusiastic, the frog-demigod in a series of little croaking huffs that shook her brightly colored sides. Surprisingly cute, that. Xun had never understood her sisters' adoration of little critters being happy but hey, that was adorable even.

"Oh, gossip is a deity's favorite thing after being worshiped," Keanu said. "But no, Eko Bassini and I had specific things we were discussing."

He set the frog-deity on his knee. She clung easily, eyes slit once more as she kept huffing little laughs at Xun.

Eko nodded. Her voice, when she spoke human language, was tiny but piercing enough for Xun to hear and understand her easily. Even with her continuing laughter.

"Keanu is young," Eko said. "Very young. I came to warn him of the changes the eclipse brings."

Xun blinked. Eclipse. The God of the Sun, Shura Hanne, had said something about that when they went to Heaven to help Keanu track down what had happened to the Throne of the Moon. Stupid trap that that had been. She'd sort of forgotten it since then. Too much had happened.

"All right, what's going to happen when the eclipse hits?" Xun asked.

"It is the Time of Judgement," Eko said, far more seriously. She nodded once to Xun. "You will want to be ready, you and Garnett Daugherty. You both will be called upon to fulfill your roles."


Legends of Doom and Stories of Destruction

The library was much busier by the time Xun was willing to let Eko Bassini leave. They'd gone past dawn, breakfast and right into the lessons her youngest sisters and many nieces and nephews had before she was even halfway content with what Eko had to tell her.

Damnedest part was the Keanu was no help at all.

He was new, a baby demi-god. He didn't know a single thing about what happened during eclipses and he didn't have a proper mentor who could explain it to him. That Eko had come to even warn him about it was apparently a power-play on her part. After Aruna Spini tried to get Keanu killed with the Throne of the Moon nonsense, no one else had stepped up to guide him.

That he was probably too strong for anyone but Shura Hanne to guide him was a completely separate problem.

Biggest problem was that there was no one to guide either Xun or Garnett in what they would have to do. The sheer fact that she did have some sort of heavenly duties when she was just a mortal bothered the living hell out of Xun. Sure, she had power. Much more than she wanted. But that didn't mean that she was divine.

Hell, she wasn't at all sure that she ever wanted to be a god, especially the God of Death.

Tracking down Garnett was easy as could be. He'd gone and holed up in his room with his stack of



















OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
Meyari
cFarland

Author of The Solace of Her Clan

Waves

" Falling

Below

Moon
Novella





