
  I have been thinking again of the fall of Tessreen and how that happened. I am reading about Solomon's fall and tha part ofthis was the insistance of his wives that allow the worship of heathen gods.


  Tessreen is valuable to the Matrons in that she is capable of dispassionately killing whole swaths of people, which the run-of-the-mill dame or Matron cannot readily bring herself to do. To keep the premonence of the Matrons in teh Convocation system, it is looking like there are larger rebellions among the commoners and that bsomething appraoching genocide proportions might need to happen to get this done. the Matrons (gadianton robbers in dresses) are creating a cult with a goddess that will help justify these activities and bring the Matrons (as a preiestess class) back to unquestioned power, not crotching behind the Ladies. Tessreen may be seen as I special high priestess in this endeavor.


  This makes the whole thing a bit darker (always good so that we can easily see the difference in Enis efforts) and that the people are going to have clear choices to make. People can follow Enis and the God of Kiyami or adopt this enticing new goddess that is rising from the crumbling Convocation.


  0


  Before


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  Before you were born, you lived with God. We all lived with God because we are his children. Like any good father, God loves us and wants what is best for us. God wants us to have the things that he has. Like any child, we loved God our father and wanted to grow up to be like him.


  As children, we were in a safe place, living with God our father. In order to grow up, we would have to leave this safe place and strike out on our own. If we didn’t leave this home, we could never really grow up and become like God. Growing up requires making our own choices and not always being under the eye of our parents. Growing up means that we must be willing to be in places that might not be particularly safe.



  God wanted to give us guidance as we left our safe home with him. He created God’s Plan of Happiness, or the Mariner's Log, to help us along the way while we were far away from him, to help us grow up with the least amount of danger. God presented his Plan to all his children.



  The number "0" symbolizes our safe home as children with God. It represents a circle without an opening because, before God created the Plan, we were not able to leave this home and grow up.



  About the Mariner's Log


  The symbol that you kindly readers see on the cover of every Navigiary volume is among the worst kept secrets in the world. It is such because God wants everyone to know about it and so it tends to be divinely propogated far beyond my own use here. It is simply an upended and stylized version of ten ASCII characters, each symbolizing one part of a larger journey that each of us makes toward our ultimate reward. Once you understand the Log, it can make your life full of hope and purpose, for it speaks to who we really are, why we pass through this sometimes difficult "earth life", and what we may potentially become. In religious circles, this is called "God's Plan of Happiness" or "The Plan of Salvation".


  Here, in its simpliest form, is the Log: O3IXI8E0OC


  You will see each of these symbols as dividers of the ten sections of this particular volume of the Navigiary story.


  The Origins of the Log


  I travel a lot and I was contemplating how to really do something useful and needed. I have known about God's Plan for Happiness for many years, preached it (with varying success) to many people, and gone on to a somewhat normal (at least for me) life where I share it only occasionally when I felt it was right. I decided I needed to share it more often and wanted a unique and somewhat compelling way to do it. Thus came the Mariner's Log.


  Once upon a time, digital communication was strings of simple text that were sent from here to there. Computers need everything codified, so ASCII (American Standard Code for Information Interchange) was created to facilitate this. Being creative, people began to draw pictures using the characters of the ASCII code to express themselves, which has been called "ASCII art." A more modern and simple form of this is the emoticon, which uses a few ASCII characters to express sometimes complex emotions.


  In short, people were using computerized letters and numbers to symbolize things far beyond the original intent of just numbers and letters.


  I wanted to explain God's plan for Happiness in a way that was compressed and easy to transmit, with a typewriter, a URL, an email tagline, or just a few characters scrawled somewhere. I also wanted it to be an identifier of a believer in the God's Plan.


  Among my travels with work, the concept of the Log came to me. On the way back home after one trip, scrawled on a blank piece of a bag from a Wendy's restaurant, I created the Log itself. It took almost no time at all to actually do it.


  The First Results


  I shared the Log with my wife the morning after I created it. It came into my mind that the test of whether it would be a good thing was if the person who was taught the Log could remember it after one telling. She could reproduce the Log (hey, it really looks like a random string of letters and numbers!) after only about seven minutes of exposure! My oldest daughter got it in about the same time. My mother had it as well but it took my mother-in-law a bit longer. I think it really helped that all of these people are very conversant in God's Plan and only needed to tack the symbols onto what they already knew. I would figure that it wouldn't "take" quite as well with someone who was being exposed to the Plan at the same time.


  It does say that once you see the symbols for what they are, it tends to stay in the mind, which is what was wanted. My daughter shared it with an LDS Church Seminary class and it seemed to "catch on" there.


  How It Came to Be in Navigiary


  The Mariner's Log initially had nothing to do with Navigiary. It was originally called the Salvation Code and was propogated through email signatures and a webpage. In an experience not unlike Mullicynda and other characters in the story have when they are influenced by God, I was shown that it would be a good addition to a writing project I had been toiling with for years and could never quite get off the ground, which was then named "Godsend". Ultimately, the Salvation Code became the underlying metaphor of the subsequent renditions of Godsend and expanded that story into what you are reading right now. Put very simply, the Mariner's Log (Salvation Code) transformed the Godsend into Navigiary, much as God's Plan for Happiness transforms wandering souls into purposeful people on a journey toward the defined goal of life with God.


  I hope in some way to try to convey the feelings that my own personal journey, to which this story is but a poor metaphor, has brought to me through this story and these characters. My greatest wish is that you patient readers will somehow catch a small bit of the vision and, as God speaks to your soul, you will take up the journey that the Mariner's Log represents.


  I hope you enjoy this part of the journey.


  3


  First Choice


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  When God presented his Plan to us, he also gave us our first choice: to accept the Plan or reject it.


  God’s oldest son, a man we would call the Mariner, supported the Plan. He also offered to help all of God’s children to fulfill the Plan. Many children followed the leadership of the Mariner and also accepted the Plan.



  Another of God’s sons, someone we would call Evil, did not support the Plan. He convinced many children that the Plan was too dangerous and that many children would choose not to follow the Plan and never get to be like God. Evil told the children that he would force them to do what the Plan required so that everyone would become like God. Some children liked this idea and followed Evil, rejecting the Plan.



  God knew that his children would never really grow up if they were forced to do what they should and that they would never be able to be like their father, no matter what Evil said. God put the Mariner in charge of making the Plan work. Two-thirds of the children of God followed the Mariner and supported the Plan.



  Evil and those who followed him vowed to destroy the Plan and every child of God that tried to follow the Mariner. One-third of the children of God followed Satan in trying to destroy the Plan. God sent Evil and his followers away from his home.



  The number ‘3’ symbolizes the two-thirds of God’s children that followed the Mariner and supported the Plan. It represents two circles connected together with an opening on one side, allowing the followers of the Mariner to progress in the Plan.



  The Sweet Spot


  There are quiet times in our lives when the only interesting thing happening, at least from an outsider's standpoint, is simply the passage of days and years. Personally, I can only handle my own renditions of excitement in small bursts that seems to punctuate infuriatingly long stretches of "not much going on". The writing of this story is indicative of such a process, and in my own life, I feel I have sat upon my hanches long enough and it is time for yet another push of happenings.


  In the chronology of our story, about eighteen years have passed since the events of the first book called Escape. It has been a long and relatively quiet time since Mullicynda and Daavor escaped from Firsthome and the clutches of the Convocation and specifically the Matron Symantha. For people whose natural procilivity is toward somewhat quiet and mundane living, breaking away from an expected home and hearth is a very exhausting circumstance and seemingly must be met with a extended stretch of relative stillness. This is an honest-enough description of the span of nearly two decades for our intrepid duo since they left familiar shores.


  Today certainly started like every other day. The skin boat was launched not long after the menfolk awakened at some point before the dawn broke and already the first few castings of the net have begun to draw up the bounty of the sea. The labor itself, though strenuous by nature, is so accustomed to the two men that it needs little thought for them or mention from me. Daavor was never a large man but to see him now for the first time after so long a hiatus, he seems almost gaunt compared to the flush product of a lazy Convocation we last knew. The years of harder labor, living away from the softness of civilization and society, have made him thinner and far more wiry, a creature of muscle and bone bent to this one purpose: drawing fish from the water. Frankly, he looks quite different than I remember him and the change isn't wholly bad.


  There is not much to be said about his partner in the labor of the skin boat. There are no comparisons to make to the past, for the events of the previous book nearly all took place before he was born. The younger man is a good foot taller than Daavor and looks to be somewhat heavier-boned, though the work has made him just as lean. There is a bit of both Mullicynda and Daavor to be seen in the younger man's features because, of course, he is their son and that is what children end up being in the end. From my vantage, he inherited Mulls' exceptionally good looks and physique, and I am struggling to see much physically of Daavor in him, which must be mildly irritating for his father. The two men certainly seem to work well together at the nets, which should give the older man some solace. Weslyn, which is the name of the younger man, is not so serene as one could anticipate from those turbulent years experienced by a boy not far from his full manhood.


  The sun is just breaking over the surface of the water and it is an uncustomarily clear morning. Daavor's mind is wondering from the monotony of the nets and relishing the cold, briny snap of the wind, as he has every morning since he came to live in this place. Weslyn's mind is also occupied by other things than his work and he is looking again at the stone marker that stands on the beach not far off, the very monolith that served as a guidestone for the adventures of his parents so long ago. It stands out so clearly in the new morning light, the symbols clear even at this distance, almost glowing as some lit beacon that calls to the heart of the son as much as it did to the father so many years ago. The boy had seen the stone most days of his life, but the rare clarity of this morning sky has let the first rays of the sun illuminate it in a novel and quite exhilirating way for a young man pondering his own future adventures and pining for the day they will finally come.


  He need not wait too much longer, for I sit back at the keyboard once again and the story is fairly itching at my fingers to continue.


  As much as Daavor breaths in the sea air with utter contentment, his dear wife Mullicynda is growing frantic with her own discontent. Though she broke away from a world of beauty contests and caty intrigues, what feels like an age ago, seemingly by her own choice and actions, the swirl of happenings that the Convocation provided to its subjects has long tentacles and seems to extend even to the heart of a woman living now on this far shore. After such manufactured excitement on Firsthome, life on a beach, cleaning and processing mounds of fish, seems to me to be pretty mundane. Of course, Mulls had little interest in the hypocracies of her former culture, but one can only rest so long from the tempos and flavors of home. Escape from the confinement of an arranged life, such as Symantha the Matron had planned for her, is certainly a good thing and preferable, but the free life of a fish-wife is only relatively appealing for so long to a woman accustomed to a finer sort of living. When one dreams of release from an unpleasant circumstance, one often does not think much on how one will spend the days and months that follows success. For Mullicynda, the goal was accomplished very long ago and her victorious days are now intrinsically boring and tedious to her.


  The former Dame and then Lady has been slipping into some interesting habits of late and they do not bode well for the continuation of life as it has gone for the past eighteen years. Mulls used to rise with her men and see them off to their work of an early morning, but for over a year now, she has chosen to lounge in her rough bed as husband and son ready themselves without her. Once day breaks, she has worked with reduced enthusiasm over the last of the fish processing that was left from the day before, sulking about and taking the sort of breaks that would have been unthinkable only five years ago. The work is getting done, I suppose, but only just and rather more sloppily than before. Like a child who tosses their possessions behind a wardrobe door or into the darkness under a bed to make a messy room look clean enough so they can do something more interesting, our Mulls is taking interesting shortcuts in her own work, but the sad part is that, instead of finding something interesting to do, the poor woman spends her stolen free time in a rough chair turned to the sea, staring at the distant shore of Firsthome and finds herself pining for aspects of a former life that she extricated herself from so long ago. It seems the thrill of breaking away and living life on her own terms has worn terribly thin over the years.


  Today, she has even gone so far as to put on the fine dress that she wore at her Investment party eighteen years ago. It was something of a pleasant surprise that she could still fit into it in her thirties, but it was moreso depressing because the years of hard work had made her just as gaunt as her husband Daavor and the dress fits her like an empty flower sack. She was blandly grateful that she didn't have a mirror to hand to accentuate her horror. She sits at her beachside chair once again, her head cocked thoughlessly to one side, and wonders what might be happening right now in the old places she used to frequent as a girl. I can see her utterly mopey look at this moment and it brings as much sadness to my heart as I can see reflected in her vacant eyes. Mulls really doesn't want to be here anymore and at some point quite soon, she is going to notice this fact and do something about it.


  Of course, this is how rekindled adventures begin.


  On this particular morning, the fishing has turned quite skimpy on the skin boat and as much as Mulls is lolling on the shore, Weslyn is also lolling and daydreaming at sea, which is my first evidence that Daavor is really his father.


  "Come on," the older man is saying repeatedly under his breath as he strains to take up the slack of pulling up the net that the younger one is neglecting. The quiet and rather hopeful exhortations are not really being noticed by the son as his thoughts and attention are on stone markers and an unrequited yearning for something more. Finally, the net and its anemic catch are aboard and the father is frustrated. "Where is your head today?"


  Weslyn said nothing, but looked out to the sea. The older man shook his head and turned in the same direction as the boy and saw something that frankly made him forget what he was doing as well. A great ship was moving into their same stretch of sea, moving toward the sandy beach close to the marker of the path leading to Waykeep, inscribed with the Mariner's Log. Daavor had seen that particular ship once before, but had never really talked about it with his family until now. "The Mariner comes," he mentioned simply.


  The young man snapped to attention. "The Mariner? That is his ship?" The father nodded as he went back to work preparing to recast the net into the sea, as if the coming of the great sailing ship Salvation was just another in a long line of uninteresting happenings. Weslyn gave his father a curious look and moved to unfurl the skin-boat's tiny sail. "I want a closer look!" Daavor could only manage a somewhat bland expression and put the net aside as his son worked with sudden gusto at the tiller.


  The great multi-masted caravel had now taken up its own sails through the efforts of a seeming swarm of men and dropped anchor in the deeper waters some hundreds of yards from the beach. As the skin boat, made infintesimally tiny by the great ship, came closer, a longboat was swung out over the side and slowly being lowered to the water. It was likely the most maritime activity Weslyn had ever seen in all his days and it was mesmerizing. His father acted bored and humoring of the younger man's wild fling for the moment. This would be just the briefest of pauses and then the pair would be returning to the accustomed humdrum of a typical day of fishing, or so Daavor hoped.


  On the shore, Mullicynda found her view of Firsthome and her dejected reminisence of younger days also disturbed by the lumbering hulk of the Salvation. It blocked out the scene of the sun building up its courage to face another day and the woman was putting up little struggle to her own indifference. Nevertheless, what served as her morning constitutional had been disturbed and it seemed that something had to be done about it, so Mulls pulled herself up out of her rough chair, hiked up her elegant skirts, and began trudging through the sand toward the point that the embarking longboat was surely making for: the stone marker. By her crude calculations, she would reach the place at about the same time as the men who were just now unshipping the longboat oars, and perhaps a bit after her own two men navigated their way to the beach.


  Of what will come from this conjunction, you fine readers may already know, but I, as your omniscient writer, cannot begin to guess.


  Everyone, at one time or another, gets themselves into situations that they don't expect. In some cases, these times serve to remind us how unthinking and silly we can be. For instance, many rock concert tour buses travel through my town, just by the simple fact that we service a major interstate freeway with the only motel rooms for miles. If I were to knock on the door of one of those tour buses, it is somewhat likely I will have some contact with whatever rock concert star is on that bus, likely enough to entertain a restraining order. I don't care to know any rock concert stars, so my personal likelihood of something like this happening is rather small, but I can imagine other people, enamoured of meeting some popular person, might give it a try and find some success. Of course, having entered into such a circumstance, the star-crossed fan might not really know what to do at the crucial moment and look pretty foolish.


  "Wha... Hello... Hello, Mister Mariner." Daavor was the person silly enough to open his mouth first. "What brings you here?"


  The recently beached crew of the longboat looked bemused and glanced at their obvious leader. They had their work to do and continued at it. The leader, for the moment, seemed to be ignoring the uninvited on-lookers and concentrating instead on the nervous couple that was the actual point of the visit to the marker. Daavor and Wes took a few respectful steps back while Mulls was still trudging toward the place, wrestling a bit with the dress she was wearing.


  The leader of the Salvation party was smiling and talking in a familiar way with the couple, giving them encouragement as he pointed out the trailhead and mentioned that the people of Waykeep would be happy to see them. The couple seemed a bit shy about the whole thing, having, as the holy book that Mullicynda kept, been plucked from some distant and unpleasant place and brought here as a reward for good behavior. The sailor went so far as to take them by the hands and walk a little way up the trail with them, pointing further on, and being even more encouraging with his talk. The couple looked at each other, clasped hands for some sort of mutual strengthening, and made their way on-ward. Once this was done, the Salvation man turned back toward the on-lookers with the sort of look uninvited guests tend to get.


  I suppose he could have just reboarded the longboat, returned to the Salvation, and gotten straight on his way, but this man seemed quite a magnaimous sort and decided to grudgingly answer Daavor's previously unanswered and rather pointless question. "I am here to do the Mariner's work."


  Mulls had finally reached her men and was trying in vain to straighten out her dress and appear a bit presentable before the men about who she had read so much. She was still huffing a bit from her effort in moving across the sand in high heels, and she was poking at her hair, hoping it didn't look too poorly.


  Wes broke in before his father could manage to make a bigger fool of himself. "Are you really the Mariner? The one that brought Alaedeus and Cassandra to Firsthome?"


  The bearded older man before them shook his head. "I am Ishmael. I am the first mate of the Salvation. I am a mere servant of the Mariner." He made a signal to his men that put them into action to leave the beach.


  "What would the Mariner have us do?" This was from Mullicynda. She turned suddenly sheepish. "Well, we have the book and all, and it says in there what we should be doing..."


  Ishmael continued to face them, a pleasant enough smile on his face. It was becoming obvious that he was going to simply move off, his original purpose now accomplished.


  Daavor's jaw was moving, as if he wanted to find something proper to say. Words were failing him as I would guess would happen to anyone in the same perdicament. Personally, I think speechlessness is probably the most respectful way to be in these situations, as the few words uttered so far have come out as patently silly. Wes' eyes were sparkling, as were his mother's as the Mariner's chief servant turned and made his way back to the longboat. Before very long at all, the smaller craft was back aboard the Salvation and the sails were unfurled again. Daavor finally managed to stammer a bit, but it wasn't useful, of course.


  One doesn't know what justifies these sorts of happenings, if there is any justification at all. Some seem to believe that God, his Mariner, and the ship Salvation appear only to those who are the most worthy and as a sort of reward for some particular act of piety, but I don't know if that is so. I imagine that they can do whatever they want and they can be seen as often as someone crosses their path, as in this case. I don't think this little family was doing anything particularly pious; they were just going about the business of living from day to day. Perhaps, it is then that God will come to us, most often in feelings of gratitude and inspiration in our hearts. I believe that, if experiences with Diety are wanted, we must keep our hearts open to such things and gratefully accept them in whatever form they come.


  For Mulls, Daavor and Wes, it was just a happy happenstance and now that it was over, it was time to get back to work. The men re-boarded their skin-boat and moved back to the fishing grounds and Mullicynda trudged back across the sands, changed out of her dress and back into appropriate work clothes, and got all of her work done that day instead of leaving some for another time. At the end of the day, all the work done, everyone simply looked at everyone else over the sparse evening meal and smiled.


  Their souls appear to have been rejuvinated and perhaps all that was needed as a further purpose for the visit of the Salvation. In matters of fishing and living and the composition of stories, it takes just a bit of a jolt to get things going again.


  A Day At The Pass


  In Escape, the first book of the Navigiary series, I endeavored to introduce you to the concept of God as a friend, but not just a friend. Perhaps, he could be seen as more of a very generous benefactor, a person that bears no grudge toward being helpful in a good cause, yet also happy to put forth some of his limitless resources toward the personal desires of his children, which include you fortunate readers and myself. Some might be offended that this takes away a bit of the manufactured mystique of the Supreme Being, that what has been so carefully contrived as the incomprehensibility of Diety is actually very understandable. It makes the vaunted profession of mediating between mere man and an unknowable God quite unnecessary and the pracitioners of such beliefs seem terribly self-serving. Those sorts of people will need to work out the reality that God loves us a bit more than expected and wants to be an active, approachable part of the lives of all his children.


  For me, this begs a question and a perspective: Is God's desire to help us along our journey his only motivation? Is he simply some sort of kindly serving man that jumps at our beck and call? In a word, no. He has a purpose much larger and grander than that, but one that certainly still involves us. That plan encompasses nothing less than the deification of mankind. God is not only a friendly benefactor, willing to stand by us through thick and thin, but more of a visionary father, seeing our potential and offering us a path toward our great opportunity: the chance to become like him.


  Of course, if a person doesn't know about God's plan, which is actually drawn out quite nicely on that marker placed at the junction of the channel beach and the path to Waykeep and that has been referred to as the Mariner's Log, the actions of God can seem quite incomprehensible. Why can he be so generous at one turn and so demanding at the next? I assure you that, in following the course laid down by the Mariner, God and his actions become quite understandable to anyone willing to put forth the effort and work toward that ultimate goal.


  Take Enis for instance.


  I seem to recall warning in the first installment of this story that we would be seeing Enis and his fellows again and, with the passing of eighteen years, the time has come. The young leader of the community of Waykeep is now not so young and he is far less unsure of himself in his appointed role, but that doesn't mean that life has become easy for him.


  The name "Waykeep" is descriptive not just of a place and a people, but of a purpose. Just above the village of that name is a pass, the only practical pass through the entire length of the Barrier Mountains which stretch from the bitterly cold waters of an unnamed northerly sea to the unnamed vastness of a seemingly impenetrable southerly desert. What I am saying is that this pass above Waykeep is really the only land passage between the sheltered and blessed place settled by the Alaed and the vast and unpleasant lands outside. In a larger sense, Waykeep "keeps the way" from Firsthome and its surroundings against the larger world. The job of "keeping the way" at Waykeep, which falls to Enis and his compatriots, is not a particularly easy one to fulfill.


  Much longer before in this story than just eighteen years ago, the Mariner and his servants aboard the Salvation brought together the most faithful of his followers, established the community of Waykeep, and put these followers under a covenant to "keep the way" of the pass against all comers from the lands outside. He did this because of a promise he had made to Alaedeus and Cassandra, the first father and mother of the Alaed, that God would protect them and their children from the evils of the people outside. As part of that covenant, the Mariner promised that the pass would be held and the lands of the Alaed would be protected from invasion insofar as the people of Waykeep remained faithful to God and their covenant promise. Up to this point, the covenant has been kept and no invasion through the pass has succeeded. Of course, the Mariner's covenant did not promise that the lives of the people of Waykeep would be easy or lengthy, a fact which Enis would be the first to admit.


  The pass itself is a curious thing, winding snake-like through high alpine ravines between two rugged peaks. The cold air falling from the twin summits collide with the slightly warmer air rising from the serpentine crevices just below, plunging much of the pass itself into a perpetually dense fog. The two ends of the pass rise out of this fog, looking none too far apart from each other and, if one were able to ride some magical horse over the seeming lake of cloud, it would seem an easy jaunt of just a few minutes to the far side. The swirling mists actually hide trecherous miles of winding sightlessness between the two ends. The unwitting invader that sees the pass as the last small distance between the parched outside lands to the east and the lush and fruitful Alaed lands to the west is quite disappointed that the harder journey still lies before him and everyone who has attempted to traverse the seemingly small distance between the eastern end of the pass and the western one has met with a pretty gruesome death.


  So it is, on this day, that Enis stands as he commonly has for the last eighteen years, on the western end of the pass, looking across at the latest in a succession of invading leaders that stands at the eastern end of the pass.


  "Nevertheless, you will not come to this ground." Enis was simply restating his position that he had been trying to convey from the conversation he and the invading leader had started quite a while ago. He didn't need to raise his voice much at all as the acoustics in that valley are quite good and, as I have said before, there is only a little distance between them. From some preliminary efforts by the invaders, however, it seems that this distance is far enough that missiles fired from the east end cannot reach the leader of Waykeep.


  The invading leader was still strutting around confidently. "You think a little fog scares us? Do you keep some sort of dragon down in that murk?" His force had already begun to move into the swirling mists of the pass and the leader was likely extending this brave confrontation of words with Enis in an effort to distract him from taking notice of that fact.


  The leader of Waykeep did notice and almost found the pathetic attempt to trick him humorous. He did not laugh however, for he knew that God was the foundation of the centuries of success in holding the pass and he had schooled himself over the years to always remember who it was that made the survival of his community and himself possible. One didn't make light of miracles, no matter how common they tend to be. "If you call back your army from this pass and return down the mountains, God will spare you and you may yet live long and happy lives."


  "Easy words!" the invader snapped. "You guard a fertile land the likes of which my people have never known!" He pointed to the eastern peak at his back. "We have seen the green of your lands from yonder mountain and we will have it!"


  Enis sighed. "If you will turn back in obedience to God, he will bless you with good harvests, as far as your deeds warrant them." This was actually the standing offer that the Mariner instructed every leader of the Waykeep to give those who challenged the pass. Enis himself had no evidence that this promise was true, but one learns to trust the promises of God and his Mariner after so many years of their care. "This is a promise from God."


  "I spit on a god that would keep good people from a goodly land!" The opposing leader punctuated his point by actually spitting on the ground. As you can imagine, these sorts of words and actions are not the ones which kindly dispose Diety towards a people. "Step aside, let us pass in peace, and perhaps we shall share our bounty with you! Otherwise..." The man shook his sword to underlie his threat.


  The leader of Waykeep merely shook his head. "This is a chosen land of God and he decrees that it is given to the children of Alaedeus and Cassandra in return for their obedience to him. The ease at which you offend the God of this land mirrors the ease at which God will prevent you from entering a land that is promised to another. Turn from your purpose here and God will give you your lives."


  The man at the eastern end of the valley gave a roar. "I will hear of your god no more!" He smiled and cupped his hands to his mouth. "Attack!"


  With a shrug of resignation, Enis spoke quietly. "So be it." He gripped his spear and moved down into the fog.


  The valley, if you can call it such, was a curious place, even beyond what I have already described. What is almost unnatural about the place is the utter darkness and closeness of it, the air so dense and still that it feels like a suffocating blanket. Only generations of experience with defending this place have prepared the people of Waykeep to endure the inherent eeriness of it. Every instinct of standing beside your comrades and drawing strength from such fellowship is drained away in this place.


  The air itself seems somehow thicker in the valley, so thick that sound itself is very deceiving to the ear, richocetting and distorting as much as to be completely useless in providing any sense of direction. This fact, coupled with the basic inability to see, gives anyone attempting the pass a deep sense of other-worldly-ness and loneliness, for once in the embrace of the unnatural mists and air, one could neither clearly see nor hear a companion unless they were inches from eye and ear. In all the banter between Enis and the leader, anyone already in the valley effectively missed the entire exchange in the general clatter of the invaders' blind and stumbling movement. This is a fact that Enis knew too well, but that the invading general was totally unaware, realizing too late that words meant to bolster the confidence of his troops had never clearly reached their ears. The bold army of compatriots that had entered the mountain valley had already begun to feel far less certain of themselves and succumb to the feelings of being essentially abandoned by those who trudged along just a meter ahead or behind them.


  This would not be the only sense of abandonment that was felt this particular day.


  For the people of Waykeep, there was no magic in their work in the pass, only a deep training and understanding of its conditions. Enis moved along a unseen route that he had learned as a boy, not needing his eyes. He came to a halt an inch or so from his first lieutenant. "They are coming on," he said quietly. "Pass the word." At this, the face that floated right before Enis' eyes nodded and withdrew from sight to do as instructed, passing the message down the line of defenders that wound through the valley. It took a short time, but then all were ready, as their long years of training had taught them their duties.


  Enis was never very comfortable in the fog, as though anyone could be. He gripped his peculiar spear and drove the butt of it into the rocks on the far side of the path that his training and the rock's resistance told him was there. Anyone moving along the path would be stumbling over the end of the curved spear, as if it were some root obstructed the way, thus alerting the weapon holder to the presence of an invader. All comers used the one obvious path, for the uninitiated would naturally feel along the stone face that offered some sense of safety, not knowing that in the yawning nothingness on the other side a long line of speared defenders laid in wait for the signalled moment of the strike. It was always a nerve-wracking vigil for the defenders as they waited for the column of invaders to completely fill the winding trail on the cliff-side and spring the trap.


  It was not uncommon for the invaders to sheath or even drop their weapons in favor of clutching the man ahead of them and the cliff face so as to keep to the trail. After moving for so long without a whisper of an enemy, learning to step high over what seemed like unseen vines or low branches across their way, and finding the way otherwise unimpeded, it was very hard for the weary and spooked soldiers to remain as vigilant as their shouted orders, bouncing crazily off the cliff-face and around the strange air, told them to be. That their enemy was only a few feet to their side the entire march, feeling the invader's passage through their curious spears, and awaiting the silent signal to strike, the toiling army was completely unaware. To the invaders, it could have been that Enis, the only defender they had every really seen, was an army of one and merely hoped to scare them off with a story of an army hiding in the mist.


  My difficulty at this point is to help you readers to see what will actually take place in the pass and to come to terms with it as a work that God himself planned out for the people of Waykeep as an occupation. To my eyes, as I strain alongside you to see anything in the mirk of this valley, this is like no sort of battle to which any of us are accustomed and requires a bit of explanation.


  The culture that you likely come from has certain rather glamorous notions about primitive war, mostly dealing with the hand-to-hand tussle of muscled combatants, pitting brains and brawn in gladiatorial style such that the superior and most honorable warrior always seems to ultimately win. More silly yet, our culture teaches us that our side always wins because our side is always right and that God is somehow obligated to always lean toward our side. I submit that much of this is foolishness because it sets an awful trap wherein all war is declared a righteous thing, wherein past victories insure all future victories, and lastly, wherein God is always with you because he seemed to be in the past. This trap is sprung when a nation or a people bombastically start a war without sufficient provocation, where that people put their trust in their own superiority and strength, and finally as they anticipate the assistance of a God that refuses to intercede for a nation that has abandoned his doctrine. Our traditions of "holy" war will one day see many confused combatants slaughtered on a sensiless battlefield while overconfident generals sentence their people to the bitter medicine of defeat and enslavement, all the while shaking their fists in anger at a God they have practically ignored. If you take little away from this story in the way of morals, I hope that you at least see the tragic folly of hoping for the help of a God that you don't choose to consult, much less obey.


  Again, the work done by the people of Waykeep in the pass has very little resemblance to what we would call war. A much more representative experience can be found in the modern slaughter house, where animals are moved down a chute of sorts to a "kill" room, wherein they are prefunctorily "dispatched" and efficiently moved out of the way of the next animal in line. Enis and his compatriots are much more like butchers than warriors, efficiently slaughtering the invaders and clearing the trail to recieve more. If only this on-coming "army" had any inkling that, to their enemy, they were little more than hogs queing up calmly for thier execution, they might have just as well stayed home. I believe that was the idea that Enis tried to convey in his talk with the enemy leader...


  The trick to all of this is the "spears" that are used, for lack of a better term. I have called them peculiar and curious, but I have neglected to suggest that they are more accurately quite effective slaughtering apparatus. Formed into a J shape, the long-legged butt of the thing lays across the trail as already described. The shorter leg, which curves up over a defender's shoulder as he waits, is tipped with a heavy and very wide bowl of sorts, its interior criss-crossed with blades. On the signal of the captain, Enis on this day, the defenders pull the head forward and down, taking an unseen invader in the head, both bludgening and slashing it terribly in the bowl of blades. The action continues to move in a nearly full circle, sweeping the now dead invader down and back, passed and to the side the operator of the "spear", and into the yawning crevice behind them. All of this happens neatly, quickly, and relatively quietly just like any humane slaughter would do. The instrument is then swung back into place, butt against the far wall, ready for the next victim. Though there is no shout of victory, menacing shaking of weapons to some hopefully intimidated foe, or wierd sense of pride in a job well done, the ultimate effect is the basically the same: the elimination of a potential invader.


  I apologize if this doesn't answer some need for glorious, roaring warfare and armored heroes with shining swords riding home to showers of flower-petals or ticker-tape. After this day of slaughter is over, Enis and his fellows will go home to the typical bowl of stew and a rather sore back for their day's labor.


  This is how things typically go in the pass. However, on this occasion and in a few moments, it will become obvious that something very different will happen from the other days of keeping the covenant of Waykeep.


  Enis had assumed his accustomed place in the valley, toward the western end, but far enough in toward the midpoint that he would still have plenty of work to do. It was normal that he would see or hear nothing of his fellow defenders during the engagement, but something hove into his vision on this particular occassion. He was greeted with the customary hand on his shoulder, the signal of a fellow defender coming to "visit", and so relaxed slightly from his posture. "Who is that?" he asked quietly in the normal response and the face of his old friend appeared just beyond his nose. "Kevyn."


  "Hello, Enis." The face was bland, more bland than normal for this somewhat nervous fellow.


  Enis must have presented a confused look coming from the fog. "Why are you not at your post?" Kevyn was the main leader of the second of five groups strung along the further east end of the valley. The fact that he was here indicated that something must be very wrong among his group, though such problems would customarily be communicated up the line. "Is there trouble?" the leader hissed.


  The face swirling in the darkness remained uncharacteristically bland. "Have you ever wondered about why we do this?"


  The leader of Waykeep shook his head. "What?" Everything communicated in the valley was always prefunctory, quiet, and focused on the matter at hand. Such philosophical questions asked in this setting were as expected as if being tossed a brick while one brushed his teeth. Enis shook his head again. "Can't we talk about this later, back in the village?"


  Kevyn continued as if Enis had not spoken. "What if our forefathers had simply made up the whole idea of the covenant? What if the whole reason for defending the pass has disappeared and we are just wasting our lives here, dying for an old cause that doesn't make sense anymore?"


  Enis gave a exasperated exhaling of breath. "We can talk about this later! Get back to your place and get to work!"


  "We all know the stories of Firsthome."


  The Waykeep leader was getting disgruntled with this continuing interruption to today's purpose. "What?" He almost raised a hand from his spear and batted at the eyes before him as if Kevyn was some obnoxious bug. "You aren't making any sense. Get back in your place."


  Kevyn's face looked to be bobbing about. "They are decadent. They keep men as slaves and know nothing of the Mariner. There is nothing there worth defending anymore, if there ever was anything."


  Enis' ears began to buzz and he shook his head to clear them. "I don't care. We can talk about this later."


  "I won't be defending the pass today, Enis. Today or any other day." An almost serene smile flitted beneath the eyes floating before the leader. "I am going home. I will no longer offer my life up for a lie."


  Enis was still confused but there was also a growing anger. "What of the covenant, Kevyn? We took it together as boys! What of your promise?"


  "Just words, Enis. Meaningless words to placate our parents."


  In spite of the infuriatingly indifference he could see in his lieutenant, Enis' face grew hard. "I do this thing for the sake of the covenant, not for those at Firsthome. God calls and I answer. I need no other reason."


  "It is all so simple for you." Kevyn worked to make his words sting. "Seeing your friends die to protect this pass and this tradition. It must be easy for you to face the wife and children of the men that die each time we come to this place and do this work. You must tell them of the honor of their sacrifice and the glorious reward that a noble death brings." The face pulled a little closer. "I am weary of facing a man's family and telling them that their husband and father has died! Aren't you?"


  Enis digested this for a moment, slowing working his way from his role as captain of the pass back to the mindset of the leader of the community of Waykeep. He chose to answer the question with another question "You will not keep your covenant?"


  The other man smiled. "I will not give up my life or any other for a foolish boyhood promise."


  "A promise to God means nothing to you?"


  There was an interesting look of relief in Kevyn's face, as if admitting something he had been afraid to say for years. "I don't think I even believe in God."


  "Then," Enis said flatly, "you had better leave this valley right now so you won't be in the way."


  The bobbing eyes and mouth turned sheepish. "It isn't just me. Others feel as I do. Many others."


  There had been meetings that Enis had not been invited to, he knew, but he didn't know that they were gatherings of those intent on abandoning the covenant to defend the pass. "How many?"


  "It is hard to say." The face was smiling fully now, looking strangely triumphant. "They have appointed me as their leader."


  The cold facts were starting to enter the mind of Enis. "You planned this, to leave us at this point, hopefully to die. You are hoping to bargain with this lot..."


  Kevyn nodded. "We will take Waykeep and allow this army to pass through and spare our lives. They have promised to share with us. Our numbers are dwindling anyway and we desire to live rather than die in this dark place."


  "Do you think God will prosper you after you have rejected him?" Enis saw that it was pointless now to appeal to the faithfulness that they had seemingly abandoned. He sighed. "Waykeep is a community of God's followers. If you will not keep the covenant, you will not have his favor, upon which we depend. If you abandon the covenant, you must abandon Waykeep."


  "And what if we don't?"


  It was Enis' turn to have a bland face. "If you will not leave, you will die. You will die as surely as anyone who tries to breach the western end of the pass who does not make and keep the covenant."


  I suppose Kevyn had expected more of an appeal and an quick offer of conciliation, given the chance of disaster in the pass if the number of defenders were significantly diminished. But instead of seeing fear and the chance of an advantageous bargain in the leader's face, all there was were stern and slightly sad eyes. Enis took the other man's shoulders in his hands. "Flee out of the pass before the defense begins. For this moment, you are as a stray traveler to Waykeep and we have fed and clothed you, as we would any wanderer from the western side. Since you do not take the covenant, you must be on your way and you must move on, just as the covenant demands. If you do not take up the cause of Waykeep, you cannot abide here."


  The other man was stunned. His careful planning and trust in Enis' kindly nature were supposed to win the day and the concessions that the others who followed him had desired. There was no discussion here, no compromise in the face of the leader of Waykeep. "Don't you want to think about it?" Kevyn asked incredulously. This was all supposed to be a ploy after all, to get a lightening of the burdens of the covenant. Perhaps another tact would help his cause. "Would you force children out of the village?"


  Enis' eyes boggled. "You convinced children to abandon the covenant?" The leader's head sagged and Kevyn's hope soared that something had touched the man's heart. He was wrong. "God will exact a price for your own betrayal, but what will be his wrath for teaching the young to walk away from his promise?" The man shook his head in sadness. "I fear for you, Kevyn. If I were you, I would get as far from Waykeep as I could and pray that God forgets that you exist."


  "But..."


  The whole countenance of Enis was suddenly changed. He looked just as he had moments before as he faced the invading general across the gulf of mist. "Turn back and return to the land of your ancestors." His voice was just as full as it could be. "You will meet only your death in this place. The way is closed to you and it is the hand of God that bars the way." Enis' voice was as cold and final as ever it was to the many armies that had entered the east end of the pass and never steped upon the west end. The leader gripped his spear tighter and his focus left the face of his former friend. "Leave this place and never return."


  Kevyn, long accustomed to living under God's protection in the pass, suddenly felt a shiver through his back. The dense fog that had always felt like a protection in the past, now seemed to snatch his breath away and the fear of the unknown that every invader had to face entered his heart. He looked with pleading to his old friend and leader, perhaps wishing to take back what he had said, but Enis was cold and impassive, eyes closed and concentrating on the feel of the spear in his hand. Kiyami knew that he must be careful in stepping over the shaft of that spear now, for reflex would spin it about and run him through, as all of Waykeep were trained to do when the time for slaughter was signaled.


  I think everyone has a moment when they know that they have burned a figurative bridge behind them and there is no way back to a previous place and standing. I don't mean to say that God is not understanding of mistakes or even misguided betrayals, as we, his children, are apt to be rash and foolish. I am certain that God would stay his full wrath toward even Kevyn, but the opportunity to be among the chosen of Waykeep and to feel the power of God in such a visceral way was a singular opportunity and he had chosen to reject it. Much as Moses, great as he was in God's eyes, sinned and could never step into the promised land, Kiyami and those who followed him could never return to Waykeep and would have to work out their repentance with God, if he desired it, elsewhere and in much different circumstances.


  Although God is quite willing to help us along in a good cause, if we choose to cross him, we will find ourselves in a place and position as eerie and lonely as the fog-filled valley of the pass. If you find yourself in such a circumstance, I would absolutely take Enis' advice and flee back the way you came and do your best to repair the rift you have caused with God. Even if it requires living a life in a brown and unfruitful place, we are mercifully given time to remember that our heavenly Father lends us everything, even the air we breathe, and we must reconcile ourselves to that fact, even as we look down upon a potentially green and lush, even promised land, but now promised to someone else.


  



  Fishing In Several Ways


  I have been told that it is best to write about the things for which one has the most experience. For instance, police officers, when putting fingers to keys in a creative way, would do best to write about their personal experiences in enforcing the law, thus making their stories all the more realistic. It should be terribly obvious at this stage in the story that I am no fisherman and that anything I write concerning such things are basically unintelligent guesses about what goes on in catching fish and bringing them to market. Also, I have never stood at a mountian pass and used some exotic spear to slaughter invaders. I am just thinking about such things and imagining how these activities would look and how one might experience them. Therefore, I feel the need to disavow any claim to realism in such matters.


  I do have a bit of experience in making and keeping covenents with God, though like any other man, I come up quite a bit short. I have known the feelings of desire to serve God and felt that sad feeling of not quite measuring up to expectation. I have found that God, who makes the other side of such covenants, is quite happy to provide the help needed to keep up my end and there is nothing I can have but gratitude for this fact. Not only does he keep his side of the bargain, but he is very willing to do the heavy lifting when it comes to my side of that bargain as well, as long as I am willing to put forth pretty much any effort at all toward my promises. It makes for some very lop-sided deals, but fortunately they are lop-sided heavily in my favor and I can't seem to offer up much complaint.


  Enis, bereft of a good part of his defenders lately, is paying a visit to his somewhat casual friends, Mullicynda and Daavor. Under typical circumstances, the pair, along with their eager son Weslyn, would be making a regular trip to Waykeep to share their recent catch with the people who defend the pass, but these times have become extraordinary, so much so that the captain of the pass has come down out of the mountains and brought his wife with him.


  "So," Daavor said a bit slowly, "who is guarding the pass right now?"


  Enis was devouring a fish without much regard for the disapproving looks of Tessreen. Between large bites, he managed to say: "I left a young man in charge of things. He shows promise."


  Weslyn turned to his mother. "I could go up and lend a hand!"


  Mulls pursed her lips and didn't have to say a thing. The young man obviously wasn't going. After a sigh, Wes slumped back in his chair, leaving his meal largely uneaten in his frustration.


  "It is kind of you to have us in and feed us," Tessreen offered brightly, turning away from glaring at her own man and his impudence at the table. "How are things here on the shore?"


  Daavor looked at his wife and Mullicynda looked back at him. It was one of those akward silences where no one knew if it was safe to speak truth from their hearts or just offer up the sort of pleasantries that are expected. Daavor wanted to say, "I hate fishing and I always have," while Mulls would have honestly offered that "I feel trapped in a pathetic life that is far below my potential." The indecision over what to say stretched out the silence, which seemed to answer Tess' question more eloquently than mere words.


  "I have been practicing with my spear!" Weslyn hated uncomfortable moments and flung this statement at Enis, who he rarely got to talk to.


  The older man put down his fish, wiped grease from his face, and smiled. "Really? I could use another spear at the pass!" Grim looks from both of the women at the table indicated to both men that such a thing wasn't going to happen. "However," Enis offered after clearing this throat, "that isn't what we came down to see you about."


  Mulls looked coolly at the captain of the pass. "And to what do we owe the pleasure of your visit?"


  There was another akward silence, this time from the small delegation from Waykeep. Enis took another large bite of fish and Tessreen rolled her eyes at how intimidated her husband acted in relation to getting to the point of things. "There is trouble at the pass," she offered as a bone to her mate.


  "Trouble?" Daavor, like a curious fish, couldn't refuse the bait.


  Enis frowned and glared at his wife. "It isn't so much trouble..."


  "There are only thirty men left to defend the pass." Tess blerted it out and the abruptness was enough to cause Enis to slam his fists on the small table, sending various things flying. I'm guessing he wanted to approach the subject more gradually and without so much desperation, but there it was, out in the open for all to see.


  Mulls raised her eyebrows at her fish dinner that now rested in her lap. She bit her lip and looked to the captain of the pass. "That doesn't seem adaquate for the job."


  Enis looked back at her. It wasn't an angry look. To be honest, it seemed like more of a blank stare. It was honestly the look of a man who had something difficult to do but came ill-equipped for it. "That's right," was all he ended up saying.


  Weslyn was looking around at the expressions offered up at the table, from the customary befuddlement coming from his father to the expectant looks of Tessreen that were directed at her husband. Tenetively, he ventured a question. "So, do you need us to help you at the pass?" There was no mistaking where the young man's heart was bent.


  "Sort of." Tessreen offered and knudged her husband to elaborate. He answered by taking another bite of his fish.


  Mulls felt the need to cool the excitement for action building in her son. "No one here has taken on the covenant, Wes." She brushed food off her lap. "It isn't our place to defend the pass."


  Enis chewed his food and raised his brows. He was thinking how much easier it would be just to bring the small family into the covenant rather than talk about his real purpose. Wes was a capable young man, far more capable than wasting his time on a make-shift fishing boat. A good back and a quick hand. Sharp mind, too.


  Tessreen could read the captain's thoughts and kicked his shin under the table. He grunted and frowned. "Your mother's right." He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "But, God has shown me a way that you all could be helpful to the cause."


  "You mean besides providing your people with fish?" Daavor offered up this insightful question and began to reveal his own hopefulness toward a more interesting life.


  Enis nodded in an almost grudging way. "Yeah." He looked with hope at Tess, hoping that she would take over and explain the idea, but she had wandered over to the corner which served as Mulls' wardrobe and begun to admire her old party dresses. "I need to bring some new defenders to Waykeep."


  "Dad and I saw the Salvation bring a some people to the marker not long ago," Wes blerted. Everyone stopped what they were doing, including Enis, who was amid chewing, and turned to the youngest, who got the impression he had said something wrong. "Mom was there, too," he offered as a potential excuse. "Ishmael talked to us."


  Everyone was now looking around at each other with surprise and a lot of uneasiness. For Enis and Tessreen, this was something of a sacred subject that should never be spoken of openly to others. It created a tension in the room that suddenly caused both Mullicynda and Daavor a desire to censure their son, but the young man was already looking contrite enough to keep silent. The fact that the little family on the shore had seen the very people who had brought the first parents of the Alaed to this blessed land, a boat and crew led by the Mariner himself, who was often considered a myth and only spoken of in hushed reverence, was frankly astonishing. It would have been more astonishing if Daavor revealed that this was not his first encounter with Salvation.


  Mulls broke the uneasiness by movng to the corner and pulling out the shimmering dress that she had worn to her Investment party all those years ago for Tess to admire. Enis pulled another fish from the platter in the center of the table and gave Daavor a curious look while the impetuous boy rose akwardly from his place and made off as if to relieve himself outside. "This is some good fish, isn't it?" was all Daavor could offer as he followed Enis' example and concentrated on his eating.


  The captain of the pass merely grunted.


  I suppose it is hard to get what is offensive to others when one hardly knows the past and why things are revered. Mullicynda, Daavor, and their son are only somewhat versed in the history of the Alaed and that only comes from a tattered volume that Mulls took from a forgotten library twenty years ago. For Enis and Tessreen, the Mariner is only mentioned in a handful of annual rituals involving the creation of Waykeep and in the covenant that each resident takes upon themselves to defend the pass. It is a justifiably touchy subject but one that is going to take on larger significance in course of this part of the story. It isn't just that these are things that the dezins of Waykeep have kept sacred for generations, but that Enis has had his own experience with the Salvation in recent days. It is simply stunning to everyone involved that the Mariner seems to be especially busy lately and affecting some relatively obscure people that are now congregated uneasily in the same rather rickety hut. It is making the hair on the back of everyone's neck stand out and both Enis and Mulls have felt such sensations before when God is at work.


  "It's funny that you should mention the Salvation," Enis offered quietly as Wes came back into the room. "I have seen her, too." Tess flinched at the casual reference but went back to admiring Mulls' dress collection. "Well, in a dream."


  Weslyn was wide-eyed with excitement, feeling a kind of crackling electricity in the air. "What did you see?"


  The older man hunched over and quieted his voice still further, drawing in the wide-eyed boy and his father. "I saw the lot of us on that island you came from, teaching people about God. We bring a group of people back here across the channel on that ship and Waykeep is saved."


  I imagine that, under circumstances to which we would be more accustomed, the father and son at the table would have replied with something akin to "Cool!" and the women in the room would have begun to work out in their minds all the potential pitfalls to such a venture. As it was, the two listening men could only manage, in the somewhat primitive way that they had available to them, to stare at each other with awe. As for the women, Tess could only offer the raising of her brow over the handling of some fine brooch as Mulls' eyes widened toward her.


  Now, the concerns of everyone in the small shack were quite divergent, to use a word. For Tess, the largest matter was the thought that, given the finery Mulls was showing her, she needed to acquire and use a finer waredrobe than her rough and simple dresses. For Mullicynda, there were the competing emotions of a curious yet illogical home-longing and the empty hope that any woman of Firsthome, much less any Lady, would accept the God of Kiyami and motivate themselves to live the rather asture life of a defender of the pass. For Daavor and Weslyn, the only concern that glittered in their eyes was how soon the adventure could begin. Lastly, Enis seemed to only have an eye for how much of this freshly caught fish he could manage to shove down his maw, as the foodstuffs he was accustomed to at Waykeep was more along the lines of freeze-dried. So, in the matter of executing this idea that had stealed into the Captain's dreams of late, there didn't seem to be much resistance beside a touch of apprehension.


  Of course, no one but I and you fine readers know that the whole lot are somewhat enamoured, in one way or another, of the Mariner's plan, what with the commonplace lack of sharing that is floating about the tiny room. Enis, who has been forced into the unenviable role of the revelator here, is looking about rather sheepishly and wondering if he looks foolish. The two simpler men look a little too exhuberent about the whole thing, which causes Mulls a bit of consternation that her husband would be excited about returning to a world where their marriage would not be recognized and that both her men would be considered fair game for consorting and/or slavery among the Ladies of the Convocation. A further bit of apprehension for Mulls can be seen in the almost covetous over-interest that her friend Tessreen shows over the younger's collection of dresses and jewelry from an abandoned Convocation life. The former Lady and the captain find each other's eyes in all of this, make an unspoken tally of "for" and "against", and realize that their apprehensions have already lost to the anticipation of this new venture and neither feel very settled about it. It seems nothing is more telling here than the smell of electricity in the air, bound to either light up some previously dim lives or render everything nearby into a charred crisp.


  I cannot speak for everyone, but personally, like Daavor and Wes, I am excited for some action after eighteen years of nothing much worth writing about. As a bonus, as I can see a bit into the future of the story, I am further excited that I am mearly writing about what is going to happen, rather than having to live through it as our characters by nature must. You fine readers have the most enviable place of all, for you can just watch, listen to me putter along, and soon revel in the fact that you also are not them.


  



  I


  Entry


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      God’s Plan required that we leave our safe home with him. The Mariner created the earth for us to live on while we were away. We leave our home with God when we are born. As part of the Plan, we are born to mortal parents, who are children of God that have lived on earth for a time and who are supposed to help us grow up the way God wants us to.
    


    
      

    


    
      When we come to earth, we cannot remember our lives before birth. God does this because he doesn’t want our memories of accepting the Plan to influence us into blindly following the Plan while on earth. It is very important that we make our own choices while we are here.
    


    
      

    


    
      The first letter ‘I’ symbolizes our birth, the portal between our lives as children with God and our lives of growing up on earth. It also represents a barrier to our memories of childhood with God.
    

  


  
    

  


  The Dreams of Daavor


  [Here Daavor dreams a dream and we get some snatches of it. It is all about what is happening and will happen on Firsthome.]


  [Ultimately, It convinces him to approve of the family adventure to help Enis and Tessreen.]


  Dreams are a real struggle for me.


  I am told and tend to believe that some dreams come from God and are meant to steer us toward important things to do or thoughts to think. Personally, I have allowed a handful of dreams to direct some pretty vital aspects of my life and I have not yet gotten to the point where I regret doing that. My many years of effort on this story are something of a response to dreams of my childhood, as an example. I find a touch of solace from the knowledge that, at least on smaller matters, following these sleep-time premonitions have worked out in my favor, so much so that my tendency is to attribute many of them to God and exercise faith that I won't go far wrong by working this way long-term. The evidence of this rests now in the hands of you kindly readers.


  On the other hand, night terrors of being swallowed by tentacled monsters of the deep or, less graphically, having my home violated by burglars have blissfully not come to pass so far in my existence as they have in my dreams. Now, I am not foolish enough to venture out to sea without a spear-gun or leave my house totally open to the malicious passer-by, so I hope you will forgive my taking a precaution or two beyond what might be considered healthy on the chance of avoiding some gruesome end that I may have foreseen in my sleep. Needless-to-say, I choose not to put great stock in every dream that comes down the pike from either God or the odd bit of undigested beef.


  The discussion around the dinner table on the evening after Enis and Tessreen's visit was mostly composed of Weslyn's excitement on the offer of travel to Firsthome and his parents' growing angst at such thrills. The boy had been utterly worthless on a sad day of fishing to begin with and the more adult were getting fed up with the upset of their traditionally mundane life. "Firsthome really isn't all that exciting," the mother tried to drop like a matter-of-fact.


  Daavor looked at his wife, torn between his own enthusiasm at a welcome diversion and his reflexive loyalty to the Lady of the hut. "Yeah. I remember that I fished most days there as well." It was said with a bit more disappointment than Mulls would have liked.


  "But we aren't going there to fish, Dad!" All the effort at calming the situation wasn't going to work over young Wes. "We are going to teach the Alaed about Kiyami and God and the Mariner and..."


  The look from his mother stopped him. "We are of the Alaed, Weslyn." It was a cold comment, plucked from a freezer of old arguments over associations and allegiances. Although Mulls and Daavor had broken away from the Convocation, they still considered some among that group to be friends. Daavor could never really remember any himself, but his wife assured him sometimes angrily that he definatelyhadsuch.


  Wes, on the other hand, only knew the sands of the channel beach, the trail toward the pass, fishing, and the defenders of the pass that he had met and admired. "I prefer to call myself a man of Waykeep." Such was the essential separation that the younger man saw between himself and his parents.


  Mulls reddened and it was Daavor that had to speak for her. "Let's not get into this again." He put down his cup a bit harder than necessary. "You have not taken the covenant, so no matter how much you admire Waykeep, you are not part of it." He attempted to glare into the young man's eyes, but he didn't have the stamina. "You are our son."


  It is often hard to know how much of one parent or the other went into the makeup of a child. Certainly, there is the obvious externalities such as hair or eye color, the ruddiness of the skin and one's overall height that may speak to a genetic link. What shines out more this night than any other is a personal gravity, a power that speaks of a mind resolved. Of course, Wes gets this from his mother. "One day, I will take that oath and nothing you can do will stop that from happening." He fixed his eyes on his father, who almost immediately gave up to the superior desire.


  "We shall see about that." Mulls wasn't so easily swayed, but she banked too much on the fact that she was a Lady and, among the Convocation, that was the end of the matter in relation to men. Far more telling than heredity, Wes is not much a product of the culture of Firsthome and in that way, he really is very much different from his parents. It is this difference that will provide him with far more adventure, good and bad, in the coming days and weeks.


  Out of the last vestiges of honor to his mother's cultural status that cling to him, Wes chose to simply drop the subject.


  This really wasn't the first time that attitudes in the hut crossed swords in a somewhat threatening way, and as you shall see in the not-too-distant future of this particular part of the story, these conflicts will leap beyond just words, but for this moment, it is just a somewhat tired recitation of a difference of desires that was frankly getting a little old for everyone involved. What I hope this circumstance enlightens for you diligent readers is that, even though for the sake of "getting along" or "keeping the peace" that people often put aside their differences, those differences are still there and that passionate folks can only give in to some manufactured consent for so long before something wakens honor and one must do what one feels compelled toward doing. In this case, the trigger comes from the unlikely source of Daavor and an incessant dream.


  On the topic of dreams, I must offer a bit of a disclaimer: I tend to let them affect me far more than I probably should. In truth, the writing of this story is a sort of quelling of many dreams I have had, where some pretty interesting things seem to happen to me incidental to the publication of this story. Of course, it may just be a load of just wishful thinking on my part, that a modicum of fame and fortune will come of this, that I will be on some sort of lecture circuit and some desperate little college will invite me to a commencement address and offer me a personally coveted honorary degree of some sort that I was unwilling to actually earn in the more traditional way. It could be that wishful thinking or it might be the incessant pricking of a God that, for private reasons of his own, simply won't let the matter of writing this story drop. Most likely, it is a bit of both things and even if I get passed over for the title "doctor of letters", I can at least say that I finally finished writing a story that has frankly been haunting me and my dreams since I was a teenager.


  In as much as I cannot say what the ultimate purpose will be for my writing dreams, I also have only my own opinion on why Daavor has his own dream during the night following the rather commonplace "spat" that we just witnessed between the family members chaffing in their squalid hut. Perhaps it was just the psychic vomiting up of a life too weary of mundane fishing and hoping for something more interesting on the part of a rather small man, but I will go so far as to say that the events he dreams this night will all come to pass in the future and that such dreams speak to me of a God that is setting events in motion. Personally, I find it interesting that it is to Daavor, probably the most self-serving and small-minded member of this family, that the dream comes, but I leave the things I don't understand of God's private reasons well enough alone.


  Daavor's dream is a stream of vignettes, as far as I can describe it, much like watching the "teaser trailer" for an upcoming movie. Although the scenes do come from the actual feature, it typically doesn't reveal too much about what happens for fear of "ruining" the plot, but just whets the appetite enough to pay the future admission and see the whole thing. On one level, that is what God seems to be doing here, overcoming this little family's last trepidations about going to Firsthome. On a seemingly higher level, Daavor is seeing a bit of a script of which he and his family will become a part and that will be played out soon enough. Of course, he is only getting the more enticing bits of the future and the parts that will be a bit more sinister and heart-rending are being kept from him for now, like any good movie trailer. I certainly do not put it past God to draw anyone into circumstances that one doesn't really know what they are getting into, but that seems to be a vital component of the attribute that we often refer to as "faith".


  There are familiar faces in the dream, not just of Mullicynda, Weslyn, Enis, and Tessreen, but of Ladies and matrons and consorts that Daavor had known from his life before escaping the Convocation. For instance, he saw a man that he had once fished with, now grown older and wizened, stealing a famous tiara from the treasury of the Queen's palace and secreting it away in a place familiar to our dreamer, all at the will of a conniving young Lady with a strikingly beautiful face that Daavor would surely remember. That scene would fade and another would come on, this time of Enis fighting another man in some sort of arena with a sword. This gave way to a scene of marching with a group of people to fight in a war alongside Wes and finally, one baby is born of a high Lady that will embrace the ways of Kiyami and bring all the Alaed back to their God, just as it had been in the days of Alaedeus and Cassandra.


  There was far more to this dream than this, but like that movie trailer, what I share at this point is sufficient for my need, which is to entice you gracious readers to soldier on in the story. As this dream comes from God, one can rest assured that these things will come in due course, often in unexpected and none-to-straight-forward ways, so I hope readers will not feel justified in skipping ahead in the story, trusting to the fact that one already knows the salient points. The best movies keep their precious gems for those diligent enough to pay the required admission and for my purposes here, I have chosen not to reveal my treasures quite yet.


  



  (what scenes do we need??)


  X


  Here


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      Without the memory of our time with God, our life on earth becomes a great test to see if we will seek out, learn, and follow God’s Plan. Though we don’t have our memories, God has provided a way for us to learn about the Plan and what we must do to follow it. What we have to do is seek out that learning.
    


    
      

    


    
      God has taught men called prophets about the Plan and what God wants us to do. These prophets are instructed to tell other people and to write down these things in books. The Scriptures are a collection of books written by prophets and we can learn about the Plan by reading it.
    


    
      

    


    
      As part of the Plan, God sends the Spirit to help people feel when things are true. When we listen to a true prophet of God or read his words, the Spirit lets us feel that the things we hear or read are true and come from God. This way we can know truth. This is how we learn about the Plan and what God wants us to do, even though we cannot remember learning about it when we lived with God. God will answer our questions through the Spirit when we sincerely ask him through prayer.
    


    
      

    


    
      If we are to grow up, we must learn to make good choices. The earth provides several possibilities to choose from and to learn from. The Plan, as taught by prophets of God, is one possible choice among many on how to live your life. We learn very quickly that the choices we make can affect us for the rest of our lives and beyond.
    


    
      

    


    
      Before you were born on earth, you rejected the ideas of Evil and his followers. You are now the enemy of Evil who wants to destroy the Plan by persuading you not to follow it. He may entice you to do things that God doesn’t want you to do. He may convince you that the Plan is foolish or too hard to follow, or that there is no God and no Plan. He can trick you into ignoring or rejecting one or two parts of the Plan so you can never become like God. Evil can confuse us by offering many, many different and appealing paths to follow besides the Plan. If Evil can get us to deviate from the Plan, even just a little, we can lose our opportunity to be like God. God doesn’t want this to happen.
    


    
      

    


    
      Before we were born, the Mariner promised that he would help us follow the Plan. He was born and lived on earth just as we do, and he followed God’s Plan perfectly, giving us the ultimate example. Knowing that we would make mistakes and might be tricked into doing the wrong things by Evil, the Mariner paid the punishment for the things that we will do wrong and offers us the chance to repent of our mistakes and sins against God’s Plan. When we repent in the way the Mariner taught us, it is as if we never sinned and we can be right back to following the Plan. The Mariner truly does fulfill his promise to help us follow God’s Plan.
    


    
      

    


    
      Experiences we have on earth can prepare us for living a life like God’s. Parenting children, avoiding bad things and embracing good things, and gaining control over our bodies help us to be more like God and help us better follow his Plan.
    


    
      

    


    
      Once we learn about the Plan and are following it, we need to help others do the same. We can do this by teaching our children these things and sharing with them how we discovered the Plan. We can also do these things for other people around us.
    


    
      

    


    
      Our first purpose in life on earth should be to recognize God’s Plan, learn of it, and follow it by following the example of the Mariner. Our second purpose should be to help others recognize, learn, and follow the Plan as well.
    


    
      

    


    
      The letter ‘X’ symbolizes the fact that “we are here” on earth. It also represents the many decisions we must make and the many directions we may choose to go in.
    

  


  Enis Meets the Convocation


  [This is a bit of a reintroduction to the Convocation through the circumstance of Enis. He is captured by commoners and put into prison. Tessreen bargains for his release and they are both bound to a Lady that keeps men for sportfighting.]


  It doesn't seem to matter in what time or place one finds themselves, or among whom one lives or travels, a jail cell will always present exactly the same conditions and attitudes. There will always be the requesite amount of iron, formed in such a way as to prevent an escape and in that prevention, the grotesque smell of incarcerated folk never let our to fresh air. No matter how much one scrubs and disinfects such a place, the aura and putrecence of it cannot be banished, neither can the mood of its occupants be readily lightened. It is the smell of despair, distilled through an aparatus of hopelessness in the future.


  I know something of the prison, not being a resident but a worker at times. I have observed that there is a choice to be made concerning whether the oppresive environment will envelope the inmate or provide some initiative and not necessarily good initiative. Enis sits in a jail cell upon the island of Firsthome, not yet decided on how he should feel about his circumstances or how to react to them. It doesn't smell good here and he has formed a none-too-private opinion about that. "I don't want to be here."


  Daavor looks through the bars at the big man, still pacing about like the caged lion he most resembled. "I told you this would happen if you weren't careful."


  Enis stopped in his prowling to glare at the smaller man. This was how Enis was accustomed to dealing with thke viccisitudes of life, staring them down and using his strength and force of will to bring them into compliance. It didn't work so well when contained in an iron cage, but Daavor could still feel the intimidation.


  "It was just as the dream predicted," he said once again and immediately regretting saying yet again.


  Enis dropped his gaze and looked at the floor as he resumed his pacing. "I wish you would just shut up about that." The big man had gone over the situation that got him thrown in this cell quite a number of times over the past few days and he still could not drum up a rationalization where he was not an idiot.


  The smaller man outside the cage couldn't seem to resist. "I warned you..."


  "Yes!" The captain of Waykeep so far away snapped out. The man was out of his element and was paying the price for his failure to adjust himself as Mulls and Daavor had advised. "I know."


  This was also hard for Daavor. He wasn't accustomed to being right and his proclivity was to show it off a bit while the opportunity presented itself.


  [We need to see that the two women of the group have transformed. Mulls is back in her element and radiates as she once had as a Lady. Tessreen is the most striking change, gone from a utilitarian woman of the Pass to a striking woman in her Matronly suit. She stood taller, moved more gracefully, enjoyed the effect this had on everyone around her, especially the deferential men of the prison.]


  [Daavor, always a little mousy from his accustomed status, became even moreso back among the Convocation.] 


  The Unjoyous Reunion


  [Mullicynda seeks out Coryn and quickly finds herself among the highest councils of the Matrons, to her old friend's angst. Mulls has opportunity with her new position to share what she knows of God and the Mariner with Matrons (who basically reject it) and with Ladies (some of whom accept it).]



  Enter the Arena


  There is an evil little practice called "hazing", which seems to be the joyous process of intergrating new flesh into a pretty evil group consisting mostly of men. As a boy and young man, I sought for no membership in any organization at all, so I have little experience in such things, but I have read and studied enough to know that this becomes the human male's way to establish exclusivity, to define the elite groups and who can be a member of such. In essence, the initiation into most men's groups that desire exclusivity will invariably devolve to being able to endure any number of tests to which the "alphas" of the group excel. If it is a drinking club, it may be the amount of alcohol consumed. For the machismo group, it may be the number of women to be conquered in some fashion. For the medical profession, it is the ability to function with no sleep and still spout incomprehensible Latin. There must be some mechanism to include the right guys and to banish the wrong ones; the leadership of each group must simply determine their particular criteria, typically those best contrived to keep leadership in power.


  No society can stand for any time at all unless it takes advantage of the self-policing of group thuggery: one could never hire and pay enough police to demand compliance without roving gangs of thugs that are basically left to police themselves and frighten the masses. Why do you think schools are presided over by former sport coaches (experienced thug leaders) or tough women who basically own one testicle of every gang leader in the school? It is agreed that a principal with let student thug groups carry on in the school halls as long as their "enforcement" stays within some pretty broad contraints. This is why when I hear "anti-bullying" campaigns being established, I convulse on the floor with the laughter of the utter proposterousness of such a program. Society breaks down under such unnatural conditions and every powerful person knows it.


  One might think that in a society dominated by women, such as the Convocation, that the male "hazing" and thuggery would be surpressed, but such people would be terribly mistaken. Wherever low-foreheaded men exist, so will these practices. The man who overcomes is the one that understands such nature and finds ways to put such into its service.


  Enis finds himself in an unfamiliar enviroment. The prison was a test of his stamina to endure poor conditions in relative isolation. Now, he is surrounded by men that jostle and bluster at each other in a good-natured way as the Captain of the Pass is escorted by a dame to the "noob" area.



  Hail the Prophet


  [In the presence of Mulls' peers, Daavor reveals the answer to a mystery that he saw in his dream some time before. He is acclaimed as a prophet and this opens the door for many commoners to listen to the words of Enis and provides an opening for Weslyn to join the Commoner's Councils. Already, Daavor is feeling a little too fine with himself.]


  Weslyn Finds A Place


  [Weslyn is a shooting star among the leaders of the Commoners, being an independant mind and one that lacked the endoctrination of conpliance to the Convocation. He becomes a major contender for the leadership of the Council and also catches the eye of the High Princess Michiana.


  [This is where we first meet Lanolylc, who is Weslyn's political nemesis and the consort of Michiana.]


  A Soft Seduction


  [As Michiana and many of the Royal household embrace the Kiyami culture, Tessreen finds success in a beauty contest and enjoys the spoils of her victory and investment as a Lady. Her sponsor (the sportfighting Lady) subverts her and convinces her that the ways of the Convocation are superior to the Kiyami and she takes herself a consort in her new-found "liberation". She is on her way up in the ranks of the Ladies.]


  A Fine Day For A Fight


  [Enis confronts the decisions of Tessreen and they part ways.]


  [Enis engages in one last sportfight competition and uses his victory to make one last appeal to the crowd to embrace the Kiyami culture.]


  [Daavor prophesies the destruction of Firsthome by an invading army and says they can be stopped while still on the other side of the channel and Enis calls for volunteers to go and defend the island.]


  To Love and Have Lost


  [Weslyn decides to follow Enis to the defense of Firsthome and Mullicynda, who is already failing with the poison, convinces Daavor to go as well.)


  [Weslyn confronts Michiana with his choice. A now celebate Michiana, who is being wooed by both Weslyn and Lan, finally makes her choice to work to wrestle power from the Matrons and to spread the Kiyami culture gradually into the Convocation, slowly introducing marriage and discouraging the taking of consorts. Personally, she takes her Kiyami conversion slowly and quietly by rejecting the overtly and militantly Kiyami Wes and secretly marrying her consort Lan, by whom she is already pregnant.]


  [Weslyn is quite sad, but has less baggage as he goes with Enis and the other defenders.]


  I


  Exit


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      Very similar to birth, the other portal through which all of us must pass is death. It marks the end of our mortal opportunity to make many decisions for ourselves. Our greatest chance to prove ourselves in following the Plan will be behind us.
    


    
      

    


    
      In death, we leave behind all the physical things that we accumulated during life: money, possessions, physical addictions, and the like. The Plan was meant to lift our vision past mere physical pleasures and focus more on our ultimate reward. As the common saying goes: “You can’t take it with you.”
    


    
      

    


    
      The memories of our lives before birth will be restored to us in preparation for the time that the Mariner will judge how well we followed the Plan.
    


    
      

    


    
      The second letter ‘I’ symbolizes our death, the portal between our mortal lives and the life beyond. It also represents a barrier that the physical things of mortality do not follow you beyond death.
    

  


  Mullicynda Bids Us Farewell


  [Once Daavor and Weslyn are gone to fight with Enis, there is a final confrontation between Mullicynda and Coryn. Coryn has played along all this time, seeminglyu interested in Kiyami but not committing to anything, actually seeing how the winds of change were going to blow. Now that the defenders are gone, affairs of Firsthome and the convocation are retruning to the way they always were and Coryn feels no need to prolong her consideration any longer. Mullicynda appeals to her from her sickbed to embrace the Kiyami culture and Coryn sneers back that she was just putting on an act and keeping her old "friend" alive to see if she would prove useful to her. Finally, Coryn administers the last burst of poison and Mulls is dead.]


  There is a last encounter that we have with Mullicynda, who lies on her deathbed. Daavor hovers around like some forgotten fly while Weslyn sit on teh edge of the bed, clutching his beloved mother's hand. Words pass, mostly of little things that people talk about when they are not really prepared to talk about what is in theri hearts. Wes is the first to break down.


  Why did she let this happen to her? The response is quiet. She had really hoped that in helping Coryn obtain her purposes, their old bond would be mended enough to let Mulls' words influence her old friend. But, apparently, it had always been a lop-sided relationship and Coryn ultimately did what she always had done: twist Mulls' friednship toward her own selfish ends. She was here in this bed, dying, because it suited Coryn's larger plans, but it did provide Mulls' friend yet another opportunity to turn from her own private evils and embrace something better. It was the thing that friendship owed to everyone.


  Of course, it wasn't as tragic as it sounds. Mulls had given the world Weslyn and she wasn't shy to say so to him. It had the desired effect that the young man was even more likely to do and act in ways that would honor his mother. He would try that much harder to be the kind of Man that his mother wanted him to be. And he would need ever bit of that to prevail against the winds that would blow against him soon enough.


  [Of course, with the reappearance of Mulls, Coryn expresses her hatred by ultimately killing her at Symantha's request, while still using her pull as the Matron of the High Princess Michiana (mostly a lame-duck role on the High Matron's Court) to get Coryn installed as a High Matron. Use others until you don't need them anymore. The irony is that Symantha uses Coryn to destroy Mulls and then poisons her after she has done what was needed.]


  8


  Payment


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      Between death and our judgment, there is a time of waiting and payment for the things we did in life. We will wait in one of two places, which God calls Paradise and Prison.This is also the time when those who disobeyed God's laws and chose not to repent of their disobedience will be punished.
    


    
      

    


    
      Paradise is the place where those who accepted and tried to follow the Plan will go after death. It has also been called a place of rest from the trials of mortal life. Many people in Paradise will be given the task of teaching about the Plan to those in Prison.
    


    
      

    


    
      Prison is the place for those who either did not accept the Plan or did not choose to follow it or for those who simply didn't ever learn about the Plan. Those in Prison will be taught God’s Plan and will have the opportunity to accept it. God has promised that everyone will understand the Plan and choose to accept or reject it before their lives are judged. Those in Prison who accept the Plan will be able to enter Paradise and have the rest that can be found there.
    


    
      

    


    
      The number ‘8’ symbolizes the two places of waiting called Paradise and Prison. It also symbolizes that the two places are connected and people can move between them under certain conditions. It further symbolizes two connected albeit closed circles because further progress is only possible after judgment.
    

  


  The Battle That Never Came


  [This is the actual scene of the defense of Firsthome. As opposed to some war, God simply puts a deep sleep on the invading army and the defenders go through the camp with wooden spears and impale all the army soldiers in one night.


  [We are introduced to Nychol's father, who is one of the defenders that was converted to the Kiyami culture on Firsthome. His son plays a pivotal role later in the story.]


  [Enis, inspired by God, confronts the invading settlers that were following the army and offer that they can stay in this land and till it and call it their own if they agree to abide the Kiyami culture and support the people of Waykeep. The settlers agree and settle where they are.]


  [It is at this time that Enis is informed that Waykeep is abandoned and he considers what he should do now.]


  [This incident is actually a preparation for the manner of defense used for protecting the pass. It could be seen that this is an introduction to this and if these people can stomach it, which they can. Perhaps this could be seen as part of making the covenant with God itself, an act of interesting obedience to him.]


  The Covenant


  [Enis explains and administers the covenant of Waykeep to those who desire to do the work of the pass. Many choose to take the covenant.]


  [Those who will not take the covenant, including Daavor and Lan and Nychol's father, are given the option to either stay with the settlers and teach them the Kiyami culture, or to return to Firsthome. Nychol's father (gotta get him a name) choses to stay with the settlers and Daavor and Lan decide to return to Firsthome to be with their wives.


  [Weslyn is among those who take the covenant of Waykeep, unbenownst to Enis. Enis says that God has whispered to him that Wes must go back to Firsthome and that God has a work for him to do. The covenant is put on hold for a time until Wes' work in Fisthome is done, then he may go to Waykeep. Wes is very sad to be left behind.


  [Everyone parts ways...]


  E


  Judgement


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      Each person that has ever lived on earth will be judged in their appointed time. The Mariner, the one who taught us about the Plan and gave us the perfect example of following it, will be our judge. His judgment will be based on how diligently we followed his example and did the things he taught us to do. When you did something wrong but then repented for it, the Mariner will not consider those mistakes in his judgement.
    


    
      

    


    
      After we are judged, we will be given our reward. Basically, there are three rewards that we receive, based on how we accepted and followed the Plan.
    


    
      

    


    
      The letter ‘E’ symbolizes the judgment that each of us must eventually pass through. The three arms of the symbol represent the three basic rewards we can receive based on our efforts in following the Plan.
    

  


  0


  Low


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      The least reward that we can receive is called the “Telestial Kingdom” by God. It has been compared in glory to the light produced by the stars.
    


    
      

    


    
      People who did not accept the Plan or who committed serious sins on Earth without repenting for them will receive the Telestial Kingdom as their reward. The Telestial Kingdom has conditions like those on the earth as it is now.
    


    
      

    


    
      Those who receive this reward will not be permitted to progress any further. They will not be allowed to become like God.
    


    
      

    


    
      The number ‘0’ symbolizes the Telestial Kingdom, or lowest reward. It represents a closed circle as those who receive this reward will not be permitted to progress beyond it.
    

  


  Consort To A Queen And A Convocation


  [Daavor returns to find his wife dead, but is told by Michiana and her household that Mulls warned him not to embrace the Convocation after she was gone. Wes hears this as well.]


  [The election among the Commoners is done and Lan wins supremacy in the Council. Wes and several others who opposed him flee as Lan turns against them and seeks their lives. This group of outcasts form a group that opposes the Council and in a larger sense, the whole Convocation system. Publically, they embrace the Kiyami culture as a political statement.


  [Lan reveals to Michiana that he does not honor the Kiyami culture at all, especially now that his enemies have embraced it. He goes so far as to quietly thwart Michiana's efforts to gradually introduce elements of the Kiyami culture into the Convocation, which is also subtly subverted by the High Matron Symantha.]


  [Daavor is flattered and seduced by the Queen, who praises his prophecies and makes him her consort. Wes tries to convince his father against this course, but Daavor abandons the Kiyami ways. Wes finally splits with him and they are estranged.]


  O


  Medium


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      The better reward that we can receive is called the “Terrestrial Kingdom” by God. It has been compared in glory to the light reflected by the moon.
    


    
      

    


    
      People who accept the Plan but do not follow it sufficiently will receive the Terrestrial Kingdom as their reward. The Terrestrial Kingdom has conditions like those in Firsthome before the First King fell.
    


    
      

    


    
      Those who receive this reward will not be permitted to progress any further. They will not be allowed to become like God.
    


    
      

    


    
      The letter ‘O’ symbolizes the Terrestrial Kingdom, or better reward. It represents a closed circle as those who receive this reward will not be permitted to progress beyond it.
    

  


  Freedom Fighters By Another Name


  [The Queen dies in childbirth (how else) and Michiana takes the throne.]


  [This is the dark hour when the rebellion under the name of Kiyami and figureheaded by Weslyn actually effects their secret plot, aided by the High Matron, to destroy the Royal House that has grown to overshadow the power of the Matrons and the girl who would seek to twist the Convocation into something more pleasing to God.]


  [Under the guise of a meeting between Weslyn (now called Kiyomai, or leader of the Kiyami) and Queen Michiana, the conspiritors invade the royal palace and murder Michiana. Symantha takes control of the situation, intent on now destroying her co-conspirators and taking full power to herself.]


  [The pivotal moment happens in the royal nursery that Michiana created. Her infant daughter by Lan, Julya, is being watched over by the converted Dame who is Anya's mother and her not-so-converted consort/secret husband, who appears briefly in the beginning of book 3. Daavor bursts in, having remembered that important things happen here and that he must help the infant Julya, who will be the prophesied deliverer, escape.


  [Wes has caught wind of the trechery among his ranks, discovered Michiana's murder and is speeding to prevent the murder of Juyla. He arrives just before them and re-confronts his father, blaming Daavor for not warning him about this nappening that the older man had seen in his prophetic dream.


  [Lan breaks in, distrought about the murder of the Queen and the resultant downfall of his power. Daavor confirms that the rule of the Convocation will die this night and that he should flee for his life and take the infant Julya with him. Lan and the nurse couple spirit the child away just as the conspiritors burst into the room.


  [Angry at the escape of the infant, the conspiritors want to kill Daavor instead, especially to silence his prophecies and because of his association with the Convocation. Wes convinces them that he may still yet be useful to them, so it is decide to take him. The High Matronly Court guards can be heard coming and the entire group flees out of the palace and away from Firsthome.]


  C


  High


  From the Covenant of Kiyami:


  
    
      The best reward we can receive is called the “Celestial Kingdom” by God. It has been compared in glory to the light produced by the sun.
    


    
      

    


    
      People who accept the Plan and follow it well, repenting of the things they do wrong in life, will receive the Celestial Kingdom as their reward. These will live with God and learn from him. They will also have the opportunity to progress onward and become like God.
    


    
      

    


    
      This is the reward that the Mariner receives because he followed the Plan perfectly. This is the reward that God wants all his children to strive to receive. The Plan is designed to help God’s children desire and work to receive the Celestial Kingdom and become like God.
    


    
      

    


    
      The letter ‘C’ symbolizes the Celestial Kingdom, or best reward. It represents an open circle as those who receive this reward can progress on and can become like God.
    

  


  The Thin Air Up There


  [From the look-out peak above the re-invested Waykeep, Enis comes up to relieve another younger man on the lonely watch.]


  [They discuss intelligence that has come to their ears. A man named Kiyomai has risen up and crushed the Convocation and his new Empire rules the Land of Alaedea in its stead. The prophesied Deliverer was killed along with the Queen in the coup that took place in the royal palace, it is said. The younger man is saddened by all of this and wonders aloud how what was so promising could have gone so badly.]


  [Enis cautions his fellow not to believe every rumor he hears. God will sort things out and all will happen as prophesied. Besides, Weslyn is still there somewhere, though there has been no word of him. "Trust".]

