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      It took maybe twenty minutes to get from Saya Dorn’s house to Uncle Lazo’s barbershop, at least the way Kip went. The adults took longer, but they were boring.

      For one thing, they always walked—and so slowly!

      And then, they hadn’t bothered to explore the maze of warehouses and footbridges around the canals and pools back of Zaviya Square, where they had the puppet-shows after the morning market finished.

      They adults thought that you couldn’t get from Zaviya Square to the residential side of Tahivoa that way, but Kip knew better. Not that he told anyone—or rather, not that anyone had listened to him when he told them—but they would. One day people would look up to him. He’d be the tanà, and respected, and people would always listen when he talked.

      Kip wove his way through the people watching the puppet show. He’d already seen this one five or six times. His cousin Faila was playing the part of the sea-goddess, and her parents had been so proud of her for getting the part they’d dragged everyone to see it.

      Not that Kip minded—not too much. It wasn’t his favourite story about Ani, which was when Vou’a, the god of mysteries, made the islands for her, and Ani made all the creatures of the sea for him. This was just one about Ani singing the first songs. Still, Faila did a good job, and Kip liked watching people being good at what they wanted to do.

      Kip was going to be the best tanà there had ever been. There was no doubt about it. He’d already learned so much—he had memorized the entire cycle of the Lays of the Wide Seas in both Shaian and proper Islander language, and he knew the fire dance. He’d spent all last year studying and getting the pearls of his efela ko, the necklace that showed he was a student of the lore, and he was ready for the next step, the obsidian pendant at the centre that said he was a Mdang and studying to be tanà.

      Uncle Lazo and Buru Tovo said he had to wait a bit, until he was older and stronger and knew more, but Kip had been waiting and even if he hadn’t hit his full growth spurt—he was still shorter than almost everybody in his class at school—he was already taller than Buru Tovo.

      Being short meant it was easy to slip between people, and soon he was out of the puppet-watching crowd and turning onto the main boardwalk leading to the warehouses.

      Most people thought this boardwalk only led to the warehouses and that you couldn’t get around the wide canal leading off Tahivoa lagoon to get to the houses of Tahivoa proper. But Kip knew better. Halfway along the boardwalk, you came to a curtain of bougainvillea vines cascading from one tall warehouse to the next building over.

      If you pushed between the vines, careful of the thorns, you came to a dim tunnel, full of dead leave and fallen flowers, papery underfoot, and all sorts of small and mysterious birds and bats. But if you picked your way along the boardwalk, you would come to an old wooden ladder, and that led to the roof of a warehouse, and that—

      Well, Kip knew the way, and it took twenty minutes to run to Uncle Lazo’s barbershop from Saya Dorn’s house.

      He didn’t want to be late, not today. Buru Tovo was finally back in the city. Kip had helped Saya Dorn carry her things back from the market, and while he helped her put them away she’d helped him make sure all his arguments were in order.

      He was ready. He was sure of it. He’d make them know he was ready, too.
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      Uncle Lazo was not ancient, not like Buru Tovo, but he walked with a cane. He was cutting Buru Tovo’s hair when Kip came running in, and for once there was no one else there, which was perfect. Usually it was impossible to have a private conversation with Uncle Lazo, because he was the tanà in the city and everyone wanted to talk to him about their problems.

      It was even harder with Buru Tovo, because he was the tana-tai, the tanà for the whole Ring, and whenever he came to Gorjo City, all the people who lived in the city wanted to talk to him, too. Kip didn’t like it very much, how he never got any time alone with his great-uncle. He’d had a full year studying with Buru Tovo on Loaloa, their family’s home island, and he missed having the crotchety old man to himself.

      Everyone needed Buru Tovo in the city. Uncle Lazo was a good tanà, helping to keep the home fires burning bright—that was how he described his work, though he didn’t light very many actual fires, not like Buru Tovo did—but Buru Tovo helped the whole community work together. Everyone respected him, even the velio prince in the palace up on Mama Ituri’s Son.

      The tanà was not the chief or the paramount chief, the saying went, but when the tanà spoke, the chiefs listened.

      Kip wanted people to listen to him.

      Once he had finished his efela ko, once he was really and truly properly on his way to being tanà, then things would be better. Buru Tovo had promised he’d take Kip with him the next time he walked the Ring, which really meant sailing to every island and visiting every village around the whole circle of the Vangavaye-ve. Oh, Kip could hardly wait. School was so boring compared to learning the old ways.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had been chatting when he came in, Uncle Lazo trimming Buru Tovo’s hair carefully. Buru Tovo wore feathers in his hair, which was a strange and rather old-fashioned custom Kip thought looked very fine. The two tanà fell silent when Kip came in the door and greeted them.

      “And what has you so excited today, Kip?” Buru Tovo asked.

      It had been ages since Buru Tovo had last been in the city—almost two months—and Kip had been storing up his arguments. “I’m ready to get my obsidian,” he said firmly, raising his hand to the space on his efela ko where the stone pendant would eventually go.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo looked at each other. Uncle Lazo looked a little sad, and Buru Tovo a little amused, but that was often the way they looked.

      Kip opened his mouth to explain more, but Buru Tovo held up his hand. “Let Lazo finish, boy,” he said.

      Uncle Lazo took an extremely long time to finish Buru Tovo’s haircut. Buru Tovo hummed one of the passages of the Lays that was about the importance of being patient, and Kip sighed, left off his impatient bouncing by the door, and squatted down to wait, as Buru Tovo so often made him wait.

      Finally the haircut was done. Uncle Lazo handed Kip the broom, and made him sweep up. And then, finally, finally, Buru Tovo said, “I guess you can try.”

      “Not try,” Kip said. “I’m ready, Buru Tovo.”

      Buru Tovo looked at Uncle Lazo. Uncle Lazo sighed and Buru Tovo chuckled softly, though Kip couldn’t see what was so funny. He was ready. He’d been ready for ages. Months and months.

      “Well, we’ll see,” said Buru Tovo.
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      One night a few days later, Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo took Kip to the bay-side flank of Mama Ituri, where there was a secret, sheltered cove.

      Kip waded ashore and watched as Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo silently sailed away.

      The last light of sunset was in the sky, but the conical peak of Mama Ituri cast a shadow over him and half of Gorjo City. Kip rubbed his arms once Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo were out of sight, feeling at the armbands of greenery he’d put on that morning. It was festival finery, though there was no festival today.

      It was in honour of Mama Ituri, they’d said. She was a volcano, and an island, and a goddess, and Kip did not want to insult her.

      Kip never meant to insult anyone, but Uncle Lazo had been very concerned about him treating Mama Ituri correctly. Now Kip was afraid that he would insult her by accident.

      Not afraid. He was thirteen and a half, he had studied with Buru Tovo for more than a year and Uncle Lazo for six months (not that he really understood what good sweeping up the barbershop would do him—Uncle Lazo had not let him try cutting anyone’s hair after Kip had agreed to try something new on his cousin Quintus’s hair and cut off everything but a spike, which Quintus thought was great but Aunt Oura definitely did not). Kip was not afraid.

      Perhaps a little—no, a trifle, that was the word—just a trifle worried.

      He’d never been alone at night before. Not alone alone. Buru Tovo might have left him for a few hours while he went to speak to the adults, after Kip had gone to bed, but he’d never left left him.

      Kip felt the sand of the beach between his toes. It stuck to his wet skin.

      It wasn’t exactly cold, but he would have liked a fire. It would have been a nice way to show off the skills he’d learned from Buru Tovo. Not that he hadn’t already known the basics of a fire, but making one without any tools but what he could find on the beach? That would have been satisfying. Not everyone could do that.

      Buru Tovo and Uncle Lazo had been very insistent that he not light a fire. He was supposed to stay on the beach and think about what it meant to be a tanà, the One Who Held the Fire, without actually having a fire.

      It seemed backwards to Kip, but many things Uncle Lazo and Buru Tovo said were. Buru Tovo was very very wise, of course, and Uncle Lazo was very smart, and they were greatly respected, so Kip listened to them even when he didn’t think they made much sense.

      He squatted down on the sand, just above the waves, and stared across the water. The lights of the city were very pretty from here.

      There was a cool wind coming down the beach from the land behind him, funnelled between the rocks at the top of the cove. Kip wriggled over a few yards, so it wasn’t coming straight at his back. That was better at first, but the beach was more sloped there, and it was hard to keep his balance.

      He sat down, legs crossed, then uncrossed them so he could brush the sand off. Crossed them again, and had to squirm so that the fibres of his skirt weren’t all bunched uncomfortably.

      Now he could think about being tanà.

      Well, no, maybe he would visit the rocks on the other side of the beach first, the gentle lapping of the waves was really making him need to go.

      That accomplished, hands washed in the water, he settled himself down out of the wind, not too close to the water, where he could see the city lights.

      Now he could think.

      He wondered what his sisters were doing.
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      Kip had never stayed awake all night before. Not on purpose. It was a lot harder than he’d thought it would be.

      It was a lot harder to think, too. He kept hearing things—the pop or splash of a fish coming to the surface, the high twittering of bats, even a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





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/efela-ko-ebook-3.jpg
‘.
0 LIARESHOSESINERRE R EYASR T H - F TR E

W H@SENO L. D T H E

Wk 1 R E







