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      Inora Dal watched as her house walked into the ocean. The waves were gentle for the beginnings of winter. A few whitecaps, but mostly just a swell of dark blue, crowning and surging onto the steep shingle beach.

      Inora stood on the grassy berm at the edge of the shingle. The stones rattled as the waves struck them, shunting them up, and dragging them back. White, with black flecks, each stone was the about the size and shape of a churpen egg.

      Churpens ran wild, returning each night to roosts where Inora and others could gather the eggs. They made tasty omelets, especially with sprigs of rosemary and a little paprika.

      There would be feasting soon. Scallops and barnacles and durkins, dried seaweed and roe and possibly a sea snake.

      For now, Inora just watched the house.

      Striding away.

      The coastal air was chilly today. An onshore breeze tugged at Inora's clothes. She was wearing the mourning outfit. Simple black muslin slacks over her thermal knee bands and underwear, black boots, a crimson shirt embroidered with Kelary's name in three scripts, and the black thigh-length, hand-knitted jacket Inora's grandmother had made for these occasions.

      Though these occasions should be reserved for the old. For those who'd lived a full and long life. Not for the young. Not for someone's child.

      Inora looked away from her house as it strode on, leaving her, the bio-mechanical underside legs groaning and creaking.

      It would take Kelary out to return to the ocean.

      We all came from the ocean. Even if it wasn't this ocean, but something far, far away and long, long ago. We always yearn for the ocean.

      The house's legs vanished beneath the waves, and the hull took over, forming up even as she watched. Inora's house was narrower than most, with a prow that pointed up and above the horizon and a stern that was flat. Three stories of superstructure above the main deck, with simple rooms.

      Her wings were ghostly gossamer, spreading to catch the sun's rays and provide energy and nutrition for the biologicals.

      The prow rose into the waves. The legs were now paddling, webbed feet opening and closing, swimming the house out to sea.

      Long ago, she'd given up the ocean. It was almost a surprise that the house was still functional.

      A hand touched her shoulder.

      Inora looked around into her sister Hellene's face. Hellene's eyes were red and she had her dark hair tied back. Streaks of gray were beginning to appear along the sides. She was dressed identically to Inora, black and crimson. Hellene wore a gold pendant the shape of Humbr's crest.

      “Come,” Hellene said. “It's time.”

      “No,” Inora said.

      “It's done. You should come. Everyone is waiting.”

      Inora looked up and away from the ocean. Across the cur-pines with their shivering needles and boughs filled with nests, over beyond the roofs of the other houses clustered around the Agoo's village center, beyond the tall, brick tower of the library, and on to the snow-coated peak of Humbr, the island's central volcano and reason for being.

      “I will come soon,” Inora said. “First I must put some things right in the library.”

      “There is nothing to put right. The new librarian will be here come morning, or the next day. We can wait.”

      “It must be ready for⁠—”

      “Inora,” Hellene said. “You do no one any favors by stepping around protocol. I know that there are things that are important, but you must...”

      Hellene took a breath. When she continued, her voice caught.

      “You must... follow the protocols.”

      “Can I not farewell her in my own way?”

      “They've left you here long enough. Come. Time to eat. Time to continue to your new life.”

      Inora looked over her shoulder again.

      Her home was paddling away. Growing ever smaller. Carrying Kelary with it.

      How it was supposed to be.

      Yet it all felt wrong.
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      Morning light poured through the shutters of Hellene's home, bathing Inora as she lay in the makeshift guest room, staring at the pocked white ceiling. The room stank of fish guts and oil. The walls were ochre and peeling, showing the dull gray color of the stamped fauxwood below.

      The bed was narrow, but warm. It was kind of Hellene to offer it.

      A knock came at the door.

      “It's your home,” Inora said. “You need not knock.”

      The door opened.

      “The librarian is here,” Hellene said, poking her face around. “He says you can perform your ablutions and have breakfast before you join him in the library's visiting chambers.”

      “He?” Inora said, sitting up in the bed. “Him?”

      “He and him, yes,” Hellene said. “The librarian is a man.”

      “But that's⁠—”

      “Get over yourself sister. The role can fall to anyone. Just because we have a tradition here, doesn't mean it counts for anything in the context of the hundred planets.”

      “But—”

      “Also, he's cute.”

      Inora stared at her sister. How inappropriate. Especially at this time.

      Hellene winked at her.

      “Get out!” Inora hurled her pillow.

      The door slammed and Hellene galloped away laughing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Perhaps laughter was what Inora needed. A sign that life could continue. A sign that healing was possible even when every fiber of your spirit had been shredded.

      Inora strode through Agoo, scattered with resting houses and empty plots. Most of the houses were out at sea already, paddling around gathering krill and mollusks, flatfish and scoopers, bladelts and sou. Fridays, people from all over the island came to the markets, picking delicacies from the stilling ponds.

      What a hubbub that was. And Hellene was the worst, screeching prices and gouging the unwary.

      A family of churpens strutted across the patchy roadway ahead, two tall deep blue adults, the male with his spray of yellow tufted feathers on his head, the female with her yellow-orange wingtip feathers, and the chicks mottled and gray. Tiny and tough for predators to spot. The family chirped at Inora and raced away into some scraggly brush at the side of the roadway.

      Soon she'd reached the edge of town and the path to the library tower.

      Five stories of it, standing proud over the village. Constructed without mortar, from precisely-cut granite blocks, the tower was over three hundred years old.

      Wide, shallow steps led to the entry. Double doors under a granite arch.

      When she reached the bottom step, Inora had to look away. She'd been coming here each day for so many years. Since Kelary had been young.

      Inora took a breath. Stared up at Humbr's peak. Above the nearby trees, a flock of brilliant white cockatoos sped across, wings flashing.

      Moscar Island was small. Ten thousand square kilometers. Humbr's peak was visible from just about everywhere.

      Much of the village's catch sailed away in floating stilling ponds, heading to the mainland. Fewer than sixty thousand people lived on Moscar, and most of those in the cities on the side closest to the mainland.

      All running about their regular lives. Swimming and reading, playing chess and skurl, painting and writing and making music.

      Enjoying meals with their families.

      For a moment it became hard to breathe. Inora gasped.

      It was as if the world was broken in two. All she saw, for a moment, was that image of her house paddling out to sea with Kelary's body aboard.

      The tradition of it. The way it had to be.

      Another house would grow. She would have somewhere to live. And it would be empty and hollow without Kelary.

      Another breath. She closed her eyes.

      Get ahold of yourself here. Life moves on.

      She turned again to the library.

      Someone was standing there in the open entry doors.

      A man.

      The new librarian.
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      The librarian was wearing deep blue slacks over soft slippers, with a gray button shirt. On his head he wore a red fez with a black tassel hanging on the left side. He couldn't have been more than twenty-five. Barely shaving.

      He touched his right cheek in greeting.

      “You are the librarian?” he said. “Inora Dal?”

      The flock of cockatoos circled around, vanishing behind the tower, only to reappear a moment later, flying with purpose.

      “I am,” Inora said.

      “Please come in. We have much to discuss.”

      His voice was soft and clear, as if he'd taken special lessons in communication.

      Inora went up the steps. She was so used to this path, but everything felt new. The dislocation in her life.

      The librarian stepped aside to allow her through. The doors were open and the sweet welcoming atmosphere drew her in.

      These were her haunts. Her second home. The place where she reached her people.

      After Colman Enser passed, the librarian's mantle was vacant for some time. Inora had stepped in. Nearly thirty years she'd been the town's librarian. Matching stories to people and matching people to stories. Gathering all the works together and curating the world to enrich life in Agoo.

      The lower floor was the main rest and reading room, tiled, with numerous tables and chairs, settees and armchairs. The floors above housed the labyrinth of the collections. A quarter million print books, from Plato to Murakami to To'Pider.

      And the stories of the lives of the villagers.

      “Do you have your library card?” Inora said, heading toward the administration desk.

      “Of course,” he said. “I am Ell. When did you last tell your stories?”

      Inora stopped and turned to him. The light inside seemed to have grown hazy. The weight of the books rested upon her shoulders.

      “Daily,” she said. “Perhaps you would like a tour of Agoo first. You can meet everyone. You'll hear their stories. You... what?”

      He stared at her with a wry smile on his face.

      From a tiny black leather satchel at his side he pulled out his library card. A dark red rectangle with milled corners, sliver thin.

      “We should retire to a reading room,” he said, holding out the card. “I need to know you.”

      “I...” she didn't have any answer. “I am retiring from this role and you a taking my place.”

      “In a manner of speaking. Please.” The Librarian took a step forward. “Please indulge me.”

      “You're not what I was expecting.”

      “I never am.”

      What an odd thing to say. But still, she guided him through to the whisk elevator shaft and it carried them to the third floor.

      “Biology, chemistry, physics,” she said. “Psychiatry, psychology and physiology. And my favorite of the reading rooms.”

      “Show me.”

    

  

OEBPS/images/triple-v-logo-big.jpg
4\ 7





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Sean Monaghan
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Sean Monaghan


    


  


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.


OEBPS/images/farewell-kelar-21025-ebook.jpg
AWARD WINNING AUTHOR

ANTAS ICAL SHORT STORY






