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Lucian again felt the sting of shame as the rotund shopkeeper turned away from him and closed the window. He clenched his teeth in an effort to keep from saying something and adding to his already weighty burden.

Sweeping his thinning brown hair from his forehead, Lucian paused to collect himself. All around him, the people of Arnest milled over the cobblestone streets, shoes clacking as they made their way to the shops for the day’s market.  The bustle and exchange of money and goods ran up and down the avenue and through the mid-morning sun. Merchants called for customers, offering samples and compliments to any who slowed in their step to look. A young girl almost bumped into Lucian, her blonde hair glowing with her kindness to a stray kitten and her fingers stained from the time she tore her sister’s toy in half. Her mother’s eyes burned with envy and thoughts of betrayal, but her shoulders bore an azure mantle of self-sacrifice, and every breath exhaled the purple hues of true love.

This was how it had always been: each and every action willfully taken, from the age one was able to decide until the grave, etched itself onto their bodies. From the smallest slights to the greatest triumphs, every citizen of Arnest could see each other's histories as clearly as the sun in the sky. 

And they could judge just as easily—a fact Lucian had always known, but never truly appreciated until it was too late. If only he had, perhaps things would be different.

Lucian forced his own eyes to the ground, trying to avoid conversation or confrontation. Don’t want to add to her load, but the truth was that he didn’t want to increase his own, and he felt that truth manifest immediately as another black strip, like ephemeral fabric, trailing from his temple and down to his ear. These strips covered most of his face and his upper chest, a cowl of falsehoods told to others and himself.

The little girl glanced his way as she passed, then tripped and fell into the dirt. Her eyes teared up and she began to cry; immediately, Lucian stepped toward her, reaching out to help.

“Get back!” The voice cut into Lucian, and he withdrew his hand, pulling the fingers into a fist before covering it with the other and bringing both close to his chest. “Don’t you touch her!”

“I was just...”

“Stay away from him,” the mother whispered to her daughter, hoarsely, and Lucian was sure that she wanted to be overheard. Her spittle hit the ground just before her last words reached his ears. “He’s a Liar.”

That one word burned into Lucian more than any fire, more than the hunger gnawing at his belly. He couldn’t hide it any more than they hid their disdain, their pity, and their hatred—a Liar he was and would always be, and no one would let him forget it. 

The smell of baking pastries, apple and cherry, wafted through the air, and he turned his head toward the aroma, eyes bright. Ormund’s Sweet Shoppe beckoned, and he saw gloved hands placing pies on the windowsill to cool. The secluded alley between the Shoppe and the butcher’s would be the perfect place to sneak in and...

No. Lucian forced his feet down the cobblestones, away from the temptations. A small armor plate, iron and copper but translucent, manifested over his stomach: a symbol of will. I’m a liar, not a thief. Instead, he dipped low to scoop up a small piece of discarded chicken from a patch of grass, a scrap that did little to quiet the rumbling and forced him to spit out grime. Easier if I was.

With the sun rising high and hot, the marketplace began to clear as vendors took stock of their morning take. Lucian huddled against the side of the mill, closing his eyes to listen to the river flowing through the wheel. Not for the first time, he imagined speaking to his past self, chastising the younger man for his carelessness with the truth, explaining what would happen.

But it was too late, and he sighed, plucking some of the sourgrass he sat in and putting it into his mouth. The acrid scent and flavor made him purse his lips, but he finished it, swallowing it down. The gentle river burbling and creaking of wood from the mill wheel made Lucian drift, his eyes closing as exhaustion rose to cover him.
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Dusk arrived as Lucian’s eyes opened; his head dipped down, and he snapped it upright again with a pained grunt. He glanced around, eyes adjusting to the sudden state of wakefulness, and he patted himself and his clothes, making sure no one had taken any of his meager possessions. The faint glow of his kindnesses illuminated the area with a thin golden hue, coloring the grasses and his linens equally as the sun crept below the horizon.

An accented voice came from his side. “Are you all right?” 

Lucian’s head turned left, eyes wide, toward the source of the voice. It was a young man, dark of hair and skin, dressed in the clothes of a craftsman—simple but sturdy finery. He stood close, within arms reach but was not leaning in. What caught Lucian’s attention, though, were the man’s Deeds. He gleamed with blue and gold, the radiance dazzling. Lucian blinked, bringing up an arm to block some of the light.

“Yeah...hey, who are you?” Lucian’s eyes began to adjust, and he peered over the edge of his torn sleeve at the other man. “Why don’t you have any...?”

“My name is Oren.” His voice tiptoed toward Lucian’s ears, the careful, measured tones of a man who doesn’t wish to anger or incite his audience. Lucian couldn’t place the accent. The newcomer shifted on his feet, eyes curious. “Any what, friend?”

Lucian examined his acquaintance more closely, scanning for the telltale signs of betrayals, of artifice or selfishness...but he found none. Only the gleaming heraldry of compassion and justice met his inspection, and he shook his head.

“Any...of these.” Bringing his hand up to his own face and trailing the fingers through the phantom tassels of deception that hung there, Lucian felt his cheeks flush with shame. “Lies, anger, hate. Don’t you...why don’t you have them?”

Oren glanced down at himself, then back at Lucian. He tilted his head, breathing in through his nose. “I’m afraid I don’t understand. What are you talking about?”

Lucian narrowed his eyes, but still no signs of lies or subterfuge appeared around Oren’s lips or brow. “Deeds. Can’t you see them? Yours shine like the sun, but I’ve seen that before. Good men and women, who sacrifice and give of themselves. But there are always the darker Errors that go with them.” He shook his head. “No...no one is perfect.”

“Here.” Oren reached into his belt-pouch, almost fully obscured by the gleaming orichalcum vestments conjured by his good Deeds. “You seem hungry. You’re thin. I have plenty; take it.”

Lucian reached for the food, a small meat-pie, cold but heavy in his hands. His fingers scrabbling, he broke through the crust and started scooping out the venison chunks, peas, and carrots with his fingers; once that ran out, he crunched through the hard outer layers, ignoring the toughness of the pastry in order to fill more of his constricted stomach space. The gravy, thick and salty, may have been the finest thing he had tasted in recent memory, and he didn’t waste a drop of it. Lucian ate the entire thing, licked his fingers, and burped.

“That was so good.” Lucian couldn’t help laughing, mostly at himself. “Thank you, Oren.”

“My pleasure.” Lucian knew it was so; no amethyst stains tainted the royal gold, no black strips trailed. 

“It’s been some time since you’ve eaten, hasn’t it?”

Lucian nodded. He felt a small crumb of meat between the web of his thumb and hand, but fought the urge to bring it to his mouth; he didn’t want to look desperate. “It’s hard to find food without work.”

“You don’t have work?” Oren rocked back a moment. “Why not? You’d be healthy and strong enough if you had eaten. You seem personable, from the little I know you.” He narrowed his eyes, glancing back at the village, and spoke without turning back. “There’s no one here who will give you a chance?”

“No, of course not. I’m a Liar.” Again, instinctively, Lucian brought his right hand up to indicate the multitude of black ribbons. “No one trusts me.”

“Hmm.” Oren took a seat beside him; now that he was so close, Lucian could smell spices and fragrances—a mark of wealth. “And they know you’ve lied to them in the past?”

“They can see it on my face every time they look at me.” Shame, pain, boiled in Lucian’s chest. He couldn’t look the other man in the eye as he forced the words past the lump in his throat. “They warn their children not to be like me.”

Oren leaned back, the scintillating light from his Deeds casting shadows on the small ground. “But here you are, still with them. Have you thought about leaving?” Holding himself up with one hand, he pointed toward the horizon, where stars mixed with the faint golden colors of the Evening Dancers, ripples of light that spun and trailed their ribbons across the sky. “Going somewhere where your lies aren’t known? Starting over?”

“Anywhere I go...” Lucian trailed off, his eyes turning to his companion, clad in the raiment of Deeds he himself didn’t seem to see. “You really can’t see them? The lying, the bullying, none of it?”

Oren shook his head, then tilted it as his eyes searched Lucian’s face. “All I see is a hungry man who’s looking for a way out. Who deserves a second chance.” He frowned for a moment, his thoughts in his eyes, then smiled and nudged Lucian’s shoulder with his knuckles. “Come with me. I’ll bring you to my people, get you set up working. Vouch for you. It could be your new























[image: ]













[image: ]






































































































[image: ]
































































[image: ]































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
LEGACY OF LIES

AAAAAAAAAAAAAA






d2d_images/scene_break.png





