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	“Another few feet, Jad. Keep digging. Zua willing, we’ll get to the meadow soon.”

	Jad could see only white as he punched into the snowdrift hanging two feet over his head, collapsing snow cold down the back of his neck. “Zua’s dick,” he swore, clenching at the wet shock. Punching forward again, he fell nose and chin into the snow and fought to push himself up, the cold hitching his breath like he was drowning. 

	Father didn’t like him cursing on Zua, but Father wouldn’t hear twenty paces behind him, where he was giving the rams gentle nudges with the bulbous end of his crook when they slowed or got stuck in the path Jad had plowed. Normally, it’d be Father, taller, wider, stronger, breaking the trail, and a small thrill of pride had glowed through him when Father had told him to lead the way—a mark of honor. Since then, the sweat running into his eyes had frozen so his eyelids stuck, the palms of his feet squished so that he couldn’t feel his toes, and that pride had cooled. 

	In questions of grazing, where Father led, the other flocks soon followed. Gentle with his animals, he rarely lost a lamb. Everyone joked that he could speak the sheep’s own language. But when Father had told him that they were leaving for this meadow only a day after they had returned from wintering away from the village, even Jad had a moment where he thought he might not follow. This early in the year, even down in the spring pastures it would be difficult to find food after the desperate winter they’d had. Up here, there was no meadow for the sheep to graze. They were going to starve to death, sheep and shepherds.

	A full day’s travel, they had come straight up the mountainside through the bare white places, staying away from the arrowheads of trees poking out of the snow, always at risk of losing sheep inside the hidden wells dug by the buried trees’ branches, headfirst ten feet down into the dark. One by one, the whole flock might have suffocated.

	And for what?

	Maybe Father wants us to die, Jad thought. For the good of the flock. He had heard … for the good of the flock a hundred times this winter. 

	Save some food for offerings to Zua…

	Drop that pack by the side of the path…

	Unseeing eyes white with frost in the snow…

	For the good of the flock. 

	He wondered, Is it our turn now? Will we stay here and starve so the rest of the village can eat?

	Jad punched at the hole he’d made in the wall of towering snow, and then kicking as high as he could, broke through the last of the drift and onto the stiff crust of the meadow. The wind, sweeping the pasture up here, had raised a bulwark of white across what used to be the path leading out of the trees. Behind it, the meadow looked less deep, if cruel, frigid. No shelter here, just the big black rock in the middle of the pasture bobbing above the white plain like the back of a great trapped turtle.

	“Good job, son,” his father yelled behind him as the rams in a line came leaping up the path he’d plowed. “I told you we’d make it before evening. Zua will provide.”

	Wind swept across the bare meadow, pushing ice pebbles skittering overtop the snow’s crust. 

	No. He didn’t think they had come here to die for the good of the flock. Especially not bringing six rams with them. For some other reason they had left the green behind—lower down the mountain where spring had been thawing their bodies—to return to where winter’s grip still held sturdy as if with a grudge, not just cold but rueful.

	A ram butted him in the back of the legs, telling him to get out of the way, and he did, making the final struggle over the snowy wall into the meadow. The six rams followed, fanning out until the snow’s tough skin pressed at their ears and they bunched, blind in the white, bleating out to one another. Jad wanted to gesture to them as if to say, See! What are we doing? Even the sheep know we shouldn’t be here.

	Red-cheeked and cheerful as he crunched forward, his father nudged the last ram up through the gate of snow, then leaned on his crook and caught his breath. 

	“Quite a climb.” 

	Father steadied himself as he thumped the crust ahead of him to break a path all the way up to the opposite side of the clearing. There, noisily, like kicking away drums, he dashed the snow to pieces as best he could. 

	Tired, wet, angry, on frozen, wooden legs, Jad climbed onto the black rock in the meadow’s middle. A few rams, following Father’s tracks, leapt out onto the cleared undergrowth beneath the tree line and bent low.

	“See,” his father yelled back, gesturing around him, “snow came so quick last fall we still have grass here if you clear it away. No one’s gonna starve.” 

	The rams nuzzled around where Father had kicked away the white to nibble at a scuff of green, compressed flat by last fall’s early storms. One got butted with the bulbous end of Father’s crook toward an uncovered clump. 

	Ruefully, Jad remembered his father had given him that crook last autumn, said he had earned it. Then later he had taken it back. 

	He breathed deep and looked out over the cheerless meadow. 

	I didn’t talk about starving out loud, he thought. Father is thinking it too.

	The wind moaned over the trees’ bare arms. A haze concealed the sky, clouds from the mountains’ peaks prowling towards them as the sun sank lower. In the summer he could laze here, pick late-blooming berries, sleep in the grass. Now, they had no shelter, only enough food for a week; they couldn’t make cheese yet, or even dry their clothes. Any spring renewal was happening on the hills below. It looked like they’d be digging up the grass, handfeeding the sheep one blade of grass at a time. 

	Coming here was a mistake. 

	We should go home, like everyone else.

	“Zua will provide,” said his father, knees rising high through the snow toward him. He leaned on his crook on the other side of the black rock, still a cheerful glow on his face. “He’ll take care of us, the same way we’ll take care of our flock. You’ll see.”

	Did Father really think Zua would shelter them if a storm blew in, keep them warm if the killing cold came? He had seen their dead friends, faces pale, eyes purple, bloodied and limp on the edge of the village when the Phentinites attacked; had looked around at the pale faces of his family gathered around yet another elder frozen in the snow over the winter.

	Where was Zua then when they needed him?

	Zua is an idiot, Jad thought. 

	It might be time his father learned that.

	 

	—

	 

	Last fall, the village had mourned seven men, and not long after, a month earlier than normal, one night the air had stilled, the flocks quiet; darkness fell early and the winds came charging down from the highest mountain peaks where only gods and goats could live. In the morning, when the light chased the howling storm away, they rose from their beds to find a thick blanket of white covering the land. 

	Jad’s cousin Endo made snow soldiers holding sticks for spears, which made Miu cry. Aunt Beatti made him knock them down, so the kids made a game of it and ran them through with the broken hafts of real Phentinite spears, dying with groans for each one, and soon were pelting each other with snowballs, re-enacting the end of the battle. Few of the adults watching said anything, not even Aunt Beatti when Endo caught a snowball in the nose and yelled that he was Darson, struck in the face with a stone, his head caved in and his eye bashed out. 

	Jad had wanted to punch Endo. The adults, though, looking pale all over, were kicking at the white in disbelief. Snow so early. Many households had barely begun to burrow down for winter. So much haste and fear had gone into digging ditches, fashioning spears, moving the flocks; hard days had been taken in building a barricade around the village to keep the Phentinites at bay. Time had been spent in stripping the soldiers’ bodies of their valuable armor and weapons, dragging them down to the river to let the white water take them as it pleased. The soldiers had trampled their gardens, killed brothers and sons, and though the village had fought and stopped them from taking anything else, the hours stolen from them still left them in debt. What little iron and bronze they possessed could have been carried away happily and they would survive, but without time to guard against the coming winter, the spring might find the village a collection of birds’ houses, their flocks loose in the hills, even if there were a silver hairclip or iron button to still be found here or there.

	Tate, Tez’s father, had wanted to send his son and the men who died fighting to Yew properly—tattoo them with his sixteen symbols of strength and grace, then carry their bodies to high in the mountains, above the melting touch of spring and summer, so the god would see them more easily. But the village agreed they couldn’t; with winter on the way there was so much yet to be done. How many days would be needed just to tattoo their seven dead men? Half the village would have to venture for a week up into the mountains to lug the bodies.

	Tate liked to follow his own feet. Normally tight, taciturn, he had just lost his son, so Aunt Beatti was asked to reject him gently. Few people in the village had any love for Yew. Their parents and grandparents, shepherds living just outside of Ren, had moved into these hills to get away from Yew and the rest of Ren’s gods. The people in town still sneered at them when they made the trek down to the plains, whether to trade or visit family. Tate’s father, who had been a guard for one of the caravans passing through when he had met Tate’s mother selling wool to the merchants, hadn’t lived soaked in the same scorn the shepherds endured for putting their shepherd god Zua above Yew or Hak, and his son still shared his father’s divided devotions.

	The next day Tate disappeared, as did Tez’s body, and it began to be said, in low voices so as to not speak it into truth, that to make the trek this late in the year Tate would probably not return, frozen on the mountainside.

	“At least he’ll be closer to his warrior-loving god,” Jad overheard Mother saying to Aunt Beatti the next afternoon down by the river, where they were washing the white, bruised body of Masom, Methen’s slain son.

	Long were the days, too, building the broad pyre for their dead sons, brothers, and friends, but the fire they lit was surely seen from the plains of the Horse Lords all the way to beyond the tall mountain of Ancrus. Jad hoped the Phentinites would see the black snub of their smoke all the way from their big city, Eriim, however distant it was sunward beyond the low hills. And their ugly god-eating god, Shangar, too.

	A handful of slow days followed under harried gray skies. Food to be gathered, tools to repair. It was during this time that cold hands cupped the mountainside, and the storm snarled into the village. 

	Two days after the snowball fight, in dawn’s pale light, Tate, haggard, smeared with mud, knelt next to Methen in his bare feet before Zua’s shrine, offering sinew and honey for their recent dead—their lost children. 

	Where Tate laid Tez’s body for Yew to see, nobody knew.

	Over the next days, around every cookfire, in every bed, The snow won’t stay, not this early, was said like a warding charm even as Ren, which all summer sat as a dark smear by the bright lake on the plain below, sank into the haze, and the lower foothills faded with it, leaving them alone in the gray.

	If there was still light to see, there were still tasks to be done, but five fewer fathers chopped the wood and set their snares in the forest; boys were left to manage flocks, mothers guiding them during the day and still needing to be down by the river in the evenings, fetching water for food and washing, the curing of hides, the making and applying of medicines. Footsteps crunched, the snow already old and sharp. The black of late-falling leaves sat atop the snow like holes. Jad’s mother would be hunched over her needle when he fell asleep, and stoking the cook fire when he woke. Preserves were boiled and stored from what poor shriveled berries the storm’s scouring had forgotten. She combed through the mottle of the forest for roots and ferns and herbs; if edible she brought them home, mashed, salted, steamed, and stored them; and still Jad went to bed hungry and his sister Miu woke complaining of hunger pangs. Father, when he wasn’t fishing, or drying and salting his catch, went snaring for rabbits and other small animals. Fox tails and rabbit sinew could be traded as charms and sundries in Ren. Always he insisted Jad accompany him, though Jad could see the sidelong look in his mother’s eye that she could use the extra set of small, nimble hands to help in her work. Jad didn’t mind pulping the berries, or scraping the hides, even if it was woman’s work, but Father insisted, and he tagged along at his father’s slow, limping pace wherever he went.

	Large, heavy flakes floated down all day long. The path sides around the village were steepening. The clouds that had moved in with the first storm never went away. It was becoming clearer all the time that they would get no second chance, no thaw and refreeze. Winter had sat among them, taking from their bowls, and as the days grew shorter, barely a word was spoken that wasn’t clipped by the wind.

	“If we could eat snow,” said Aunt Beatti one afternoon, “we would be so round, and still it’d be up past our eyeballs.”

	 

	—

	 

	Endo, when he had come to live in the village from Ren, had brought with him a little wooden top that spun. If it slowed, it wobbled, and eventually fell. For the next two moons, that’s how Jad looked at everyone rushing about the village. If they stopped, they’d fall. 

	The days shrank but work didn’t slow; the snow kept falling; the cold soaked everyone like water. Until one evening, when the days could get no shorter, Methen raised the fires of Zua’s shrine and stood outside banging the drum to call everyone together. Twelve small candles of sinew and fat, one for each moon, were placed down into the high walls of snow surrounding the village square, lighting the snow with a soft glow. On this day, the deepest hole of winter, for an evening they would celebrate the light of seasons gone by, and make offerings for safe passage through the coldest, cruelest, and blackest of the coming dark. 

	To see him through the remainder of the dark, Father gave Jad a new pouch for his knife. Mother gave Miu a small stone sheep she had carved, which Miu immediately named Miu, after their small lost lamb. Aunt Beatti showed Endo how to roll sticky sap onto a twig and dip it into the snow for a cold, sweet treat. One by one, they then laid offerings before Zua’s shrine, Methen accepting them all silently, and huddled by family around Zua’s flickering fire, the big flakes falling around them painting their bodies with brief shadows. 

	Mother was the first to give her voice to the fire. She had a good, clear voice, and sang a memory of the good days of last spring when she had been teaching Miu how to waterproof her baskets. To Jad’s surprise, she then gave a memory of Darson, who had no other family, only a sister in Ren. It was a song of a few years past, the time he had returned early from a hunt with a full deer, and after he had cleaned the deer and offered thanks to Moh and to Zua, in a happy mood had sat down in the river with all the women, helping them mend holes in the nets and telling jokes. Methen gave a small memory of his son, Masom, the time he had made a pendant charm for his mother who died the year before and they brought it to her favorite place, the waterfall, and nestled it under a rock near the top. A small telling, but all he needed.

	Around the circle, while some gave their voices to the fire, others would hum, click with stones in rhythm. Tate had hands like anvils and eyes like flint; the small reed he used for luring birds to the ponds in the hills disappeared inside the meat of his fingers, but they lured in a good small melody as well as they called to any duck. Not everyone had good voices for their remembering, or words pleasant to the ear, but it didn’t matter. There had been happier Darkest Day fires, Father whispered to Aunt Beatti, but none he could remember he thought they needed more.

	Jad rubbed the top of his new knife pouch to smoothen it while Methen said the names of the fathers and sons who had been missing from the fire these past few months. Honey and berries, sinews and clothing, tokens of their time and work, were offered to Zua’s flame in the hope that he might draw those men near with his golden crook to keep them safe. 

	After the sweet scent of the burning honey washed over them, Methen caught Jad by surprise: “Jad, do you have any offering for Tez?” 

	Tate, who had offered a good blanket to Zua for his son, a blanket made by his dead mother years ago, met Jad’s eyes, glaring at him from by the altar. Jad shook his head to Methen’s question.

	“Words can be an offering too,” Methen prompted, not unkindly.

	Jad’s breath froze in his throat as he felt his father’s hand on his back, urging him forward. He shuffled up to stare into Zua’s flame, which huffed higher and higher as it ate through Tate’s woolly blanket, wafting the stink of burnt hair and flesh over him, bringing back memories of the days after the battle when they’d built their big pyre. 

	Jad watched the coals writhing. If he stared hard enough, in them maybe he would see the words he really wanted to say: the truth of the day of the battle, the day Tez died. When asked what had happened, he had said only that the Rada killed him. He hadn’t even had a chance to tell Father how he had healed the Rada, who had saved them all—I felt him, all the connections that made him a person, more than words, than feeling—Father had shushed him, taken him by the shoulders and said, “Whatever else you are, you are my son. For the good of us all, our family…”

	…don’t stray from Zua, Jad interpreted. 

	“…forget about that day, about that awful man. Forget about Tez and everything that happened. We have work to do, you and me. The flock needs you. Your mother and I need you. You are important to us.”

	He had tried to do what Father asked. But forget? How could he forget? He saw Tez stabbed in the neck every time he closed his eyes. Dreamed about Darson’s smashed-in face. Couldn’t help but lie in bed and remember the buzz like lightning that had hummed through his limbs that terrible day in the meadow … how with the Rada for a moment he had felt connected to … to…

	“The soldier saved the whole village from slavery and death,” Father had said. Nobody will want to pry too deeply into what happened. We’re all lucky to be alive.” 

	He had been looking for words in the fire too long.

	“Have you buried your tongue,” growled Tate, “the way you buried him?”

	Methen admonished Tate to remain quiet. 

	Yes, thought Jad, which was stupid, as Methen and Tate and other adults knew more than they let on. Tez’s last words had been to call him a traitor and a heretic. Every night he still heard his friend yelling, They told me to kill you! It wasn’t fair that he still missed him sometimes, even if it were the way he might prod a missing tooth. 

	The fire crackled, and when Jad looked up, Tate had left the dim light of Zua’s circle. A relief, if embarrassing. He had been avoiding Tate, which had been easier lately as he had gone hunting a lot, or kept busy skinning his kills down by the river.

	Methen said a few nice things about Tez instead. He was a strong, smart, boy, bound to be a bountiful hunter like his father one day. He would be missed. 

	Lies, Jad thought. 

	That night, like many nights, Jad lay awake listening to Father softly wittering like he was chewing on his beard in his sleep. His mother honked, and gave the occasional full snorts. Little Miu had taken to mewling with dreams lately, and little worried chirps came from her now. 

	Only a few feet away, Jad knew where exactly, was the spot Tez’s blood had spread like a cloak and soaked into the floor. He had knelt there over his friend’s body, and for two days worn his blood painted on his knees. He wished he could stop thinking about him—he needed to sleep—but every time he drifted off he snapped awake with dreams of Tate tying him up and burning him over Zua’s altar as penance. 

	The man spoke with his son’s voice: They told me to kill you! 

	He hated the dreams. He didn’t want to see Tez’s lifeless eyes anymore. He imagined himself pushing Tez into the ground, down, down, away from his thoughts, like Tate said, burying him. If he forgot Tez’s eyes, maybe he could sleep before the birds wakened.

	A dozen breaths later, staring into the darkness and picturing Darson’s smashed-in face, he sighed. His mother honked in her sleep, ever alert, so when he got up to pee he made sure to peel his blankets away as softly as a mouse poking its nose up through new-fallen snow. 

	The cold would clean the dreams from him.

	He wrapped his blanket around his shoulders, fetched his shoes from next to the fire, and outside, head down, chose his icy steps carefully.

	He only got a few paces before he was struck on the forehead by something soft and wet. Wiping water from his eyes, all the blackness seemed to be moving. The light from the moon illuminated snowflakes floating down gently, all of which were the size of shields, and as thick as hide.

	With them, a wave of tranquility descended upon him. For a moment he saw every huge snowflake hanging in the sky, saw where they would land, each alone from the others, and knew they were all for him. Yes—assent like a chorus breathed in the clouds, singing not in words but from every glint, every crystal. Yes, he had spoken to them truly and they had answered. 

	To bury…

	The tranquility falling over him warred with the horror churning in his belly. “No,” he whispered aloud, fearing, too, to be heard. “No … stop…”

	Bury…

	A few steps from the door, the new-fallen snow had risen nearly to his knees after only a handful of breaths. “No,” he told the air and the sky, and the blackness behind his eyes. “Please no … stop this…”

	He felt as if he were a part of the clouds, in the air, blanketing the mountainside about his feet. He would burrow deep, deep, deep … repose in peace…

	Bury…

	“No, no, no…”

	The giant flakes fell gently. Jad hunched by the side of his house, cold wet weight settling over his shoulders, and he threw up.

	 

	—

	 

	Nobody mentioned the two feet of fluff that had fallen in the night, and when Jad asked Father about it while they were checking their empty traps, if he had ever seen snow like that before, for a moment Father said nothing, then shushed him when he tried to ask again.

	“You were dreaming, boy,” said his father, the soft snow stealing the edge from his voice. “Bad dreams have been falling on all of us.”

	They weren’t dreams, Jad knew, but he remembered the time Father had told him not to do his trick with the crook to bring the flock nearer. Then, like now, Father had a faraway look, a rare frown. He would say no more about it.

	“Trust in Zua, boy,” said Father, his reply to most of Jad’s questions. “Don’t stray from his protection.”

	Jad had seen the extent of Zua’s protection. Dull dread touched him every time Father said that with such conviction.

	“We are being punished,” said Mrs. Alms one night around the fire in Zua’s house, her thin legs crossed on the floor with a basket half-finished between them. “Methen, how have we strayed for Zua to abandon us like this? Have we been abandoned in Zua’s eternal forest?”

	Mrs. Alms had been carried to Zua’s house from her home on the outskirts of the village. She’d had a limp since being beaten by a band of escaped Kratens a couple years ago. For her a wall of snow was as good as a mountain.

	Methen shook his head, turning to Zua’s shrine of three ram skulls aligned on the wall. The flowers and boughs on the small altar before it had long since wilted. 

	“We have been faithful,” he said gently to Mrs. Alms. “What have we done to deserve punishment?” 

	He used to have more bone in his voice before the Phentinites killed Masom, but if softer now he was no less reassuring. Mrs. Alms’ face, the left side of which had been left drooping from the same attack, lifted in a half-smile.

	Farthest from the fire came a gruff snort. “Isn’t it obvious?” said Billus, leaning against the wall in the back as usual. He rarely had useful suggestions, but liked to give his opinions.

	Tate, next to him, answered for him when everyone looked their way: “The Rada. There was nothing natural about what he did. That was not the work of Zua or Yew or Hak. I don’t know what evil god sent him here.”

	“And now we are being punished for it,” nodded Billus.

	Mrs. Alms was shaking her head. “He saved us,” she said. “He was sent by Zua. Who else? Without him, we would be slaves. You both would be dead.”

	Tate scowled. “Zua sent him to kill my son?”

	Tucked behind Father and Mother, Jad only distantly felt the heat from the fire on his face, but Tate’s gaze burned every time it landed on him, and it seared him frequently.

	Tate’s question, too, sizzled in the air. They looked away, to Methen again. He was Zua’s man. He walked about the fire discussing the snow, and the days, the moons ahead, and they listened with the hope it was Zua’s will coming through him, even though the worry on his face clearly said it came from Methen the man.

	“This snow doesn’t seem like it will stop,” he said. “If anything is not Zua’s will, it is this. But also never would it have been the will of our parents and grandparents who first came here that we stayed here and let the snow smother us…”

	With a deep breath, “We should move,” he said. “To the old camp.”

	Before they founded the village up here higher in the mountains, their grandparents had tended flocks for the merchants in Ren, built and lived in a camp nearer to the plains, an arm of the town like the farms that fed it, or the caravans that trundled away inland toward the empire. It was said to still be in good shape, upkept by what few shepherds and trappers came after them. 

	“The snow won’t be as deep down there,” said Methen, “a day’s trek lower toward the plain.” 

	Tate gave a stiff grunt. At least a full moon ago he had suggested they pack up and move to the camp. He had hunted for an agreement that evening with the same heat that he stalked his prey in the forest, pounding his fists together with meaty thuds, glaring face to face, stressing they should go before the snow grew too deep. This was back when they could still snare in the woods without crawling on their knees, or get to the holes they had made on the river to fish. 

	A few heads shook around the fire, though not as many as the last time. 

	“Nothing has changed,” said Aunt Beatti, not harshly.

	“Everything has changed,” said Billus.

	Beatti turned to face them. “What about Erek? He can’t make the trip, not now, not in this snow. Will you carry him, Billus?”

	Since the snow had come up like rising waters, old Erek, like Mrs. Alms, had moved into Zua’s house too. The tight snow toppled him; his eyesight dimmed more all the time and the white world had become a blank. At least in Zua’s house he could stay out of the way and scratch games in the dirt with Tephen, only a few seasons younger, while Mrs. Alms looked on and kept busy with her hands—nobody would have to take care of him. His son had been one of the seven killed by the Phentinites, and his daughter had long ago married a man in Ren.

	On the other side of Mrs. Alm, his legs covered by a blanket, Erek stared into the coals as if he hadn’t heard their argument. Mrs. Alms patted him on the knee. 

	Methen looked face to face around Zua’s house. “I don’t think we’ll be able to decide this tonight,” he said. “We’ll come back to it tomorrow.”

	A few people sat around the guttering fire talking in voices as low as the flames. 

	Lying in bed that night, with his ear to the floor Jad could hear the grumbling of the river, the harumph of snow falling from branches. A squirrel hopping a path across the roof made a racket like a deer crackling through the woods. If he were very small, Jad wondered, would each snowflake hitting the ground make a sound like ice cracking, or would it be more like dropping a large wet sack? 

	Every morning, the path down to the river got beaten anew, and every night the snow filled what was becoming a small canyon. Erek struggled to raise his feet over the step into Zua’s house, and folded with pain when he coughed, yet sunrise found him sitting out in the middle of the river atop the ice, as serene as an old willow, watching the smooth black water rushing past his feet. To be down by the river at first light, the old man must have swum on his elbows and knees through the new-fallen snow all night without making a sound.

	Sturdy and silent, he swayed when Aunt Beatti called out to him. Father wrapped an arm around her to keep her from running out to fetch him like he was a stray toddler. 

	“The ice will crack,” he said. “I don’t know how he’s sitting there right

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	cover.jpeg
SPEAKER ORIGINS BOOK TWO






images/image-1.png
folding





images/image.png
STRAYED

SPEAKER ORIGINS: BOOK TWO

LEE BURTON





