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EXCERPT 
 
 

As the long days of Tirga moved towards the intense heat of Heli, I traveled to K’ba every ank to 

meet the other artists, usually spending four or five of the nine days there. My parents didn’t complain, 

as long as I did my share of chores and I asked them for only a few coins to support my travel. 

The ride over to K’ba took over half a day, so I usually left well before dawn, knowing my eyes 

dealt with faint light better than most. Even so, sweat poured down my face by the time I arrived. But 

the heat of the summer didn’t deter me. 

Bohdan often worked outside when I passed and I wondered if it was deliberate or not. He 

always insisted on giving me a drink, and perhaps some fruit, maybe berries he’d found ripening in 

the forest earlier that morning. I began bringing baked goods with me, so I could offer him a pastry 

in return. I didn’t think the Scrudites did much in the way of baking, but he sure seemed to have 

developed a taste for it. 

Sometimes I got off my horse as we exchanged these gifts, and we’d talk about our work as we 

ate. I learned a little about carving; he liked knowing more about my paints. It broke up the ride, and 

before long, I looked forward to our visits. 


