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			Preface

			There was a point in time when I was going to write this sequence as part of the actual book Words of Radiance. A mini-novel about Jasnah surviving in Shadesmar while every­one tried to figure out what was going on with Szeth and the Ghostbloods in the Physical Realm. I eventually decided that the novel worked better without Jasnah distracting us, as I wanted Shadesmar to be a big part of Oathbringer—and it would be better reserved for there.

			Once I made that decision, I told myself that I would eventually write this story to show off how she managed to get back at the end. However, time and time again, I found it just wasn’t the right time. Even after I got to both Edge­dancer and Dawnshard, this one lingered as “the one that I need to do someday.” So when Dan and I sat down to actually do Story Deck, I knew this was the main story I wanted to get told.

			I can’t take a ton of credit for the final product, as my outline to Dan was mostly us sitting down and me talking through the broad story beats of what happened to Jasnah—but I didn’t have a lot of the specific how. This actually makes for a stronger story, I think, for if I’d had a beat-by-beat outline ready down to the details, then the real answer would have been to write it myself. Instead, this felt like an excellent way for Dan to begin writing in the Cosmere. My main job on this was to make sure it fit continuity, to make sure Jasnah’s voice was right, and to see that it filled in the blanks I wanted it to. (Actually, he got Jasnah’s voice right very easily; Ivory was the one that took a little more work.)

			The production of this story was a delightful experience, in part because I was actually kind of worried about someone (even Dan) writing something in Stormlight. Then reading the first pages as they were done, and being able to relax because they were working, was a highlight of the year for me. From there, it was brainstorming, chatting, and watching it come together.

			One thing to note is Tyvneri, the mysterious stranger that Jasnah meets. This meeting is perhaps a more important event than you might realize, but only for selfish reasons. Tyvneri is from Dan’s very first (unpublished) novel, written decades ago now when he and I were first in a writing group together—and Tyvneri is one of the inspirations for Jasnah herself. I was fascinated by the idea of a fantasy historian, and thought not enough fantasy novels included them—the worlds in them feel like history to us, but to the characters, the events are contemporary. History means something different to them.

			As we were brainstorming the details of the story, I was the one who suggested to Dan that he make Tyvneri show up—as I found it a shame that his book is lost to time, and will almost certainly never be published. Instead, letting Tyvneri sail into the Cosmere and be there for everyone to enjoy felt like such an appropriate event, especially with a chance to give a little mentoring and help to the character he inspired.

			I don’t want to give anything away, but for books in the Cosmere Dan might write in the future, you might want to keep an eye out for Tyvneri.

			Brandon Sanderson
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			Jasnah awoke just in time to learn how much it hurts to be stabbed in the chest.

			She had fallen asleep reading, hoping to find some fact that might numb the dread that had crept into her heart. Then a long, thin blade had crept in after it.

			What was going on?

			She smelled smoke, and sour sweat from unwashed men. She looked up and saw three such men towering over her, axes at the ready. How had they gotten into her room? No, her cabin. On the Wind’s Pleasure. Taking Shallan to meet…Adolin? No, Dalinar. Storms! Why is it so hard to think? The agony in her chest was overwhelming, and she felt her strength oozing out of her.

			Through her open door, she saw sailors tied up and struggling as more men ran past.

			“Stormlight,” Ivory whispered in her ear. “Heal yourself, Jasnah. Your death will be.”

			Not yet. She looked up at the looming men, at their white-knuckled hands clutching axes. They were expecting her to heal, as if someone had warned them she could. Ghostbloods. Better to let them think they’ve won, and heal myself after they move on.

			How long can I delay and still come back?

			She tried to play dead, but the pain in her chest was too great. She took a breath and retched up blood instead. She tried again to feign death, giving in to the spreading weakness as her heart pumped her blood onto the floor. She grew limp, her vision darkened and blurred, all sounds muffled. Her body screamed at her to heal, but she focused on waiting. Not yet.

			“She’s dead,” said one of the men. Their voices sounded like they came through curtains.

			“Be sure,” said another, and Jasnah felt a second blade plunge into her chest, scraping her ribs and thudding into the wooden floor.

			“Now, Jasnah!” Ivory’s whisper cut through the haze of death in her mind. “Heal now!”

			Not yet. I have to…wait.

			She heard shouts and more thuds, but she couldn’t tell what any of it meant. Her body seemed weightless now, or perhaps she had left her body behind. What was I waiting for? Something important. But I’m free now… I can go anywhere I want…

			All I have to do is let go, drift away…

			“Jasnah!”

			The sound of her name pulled her back. Her eyes had stopped working. She didn’t know if her assassins were still watching, or if they’d moved to another target. She did know that if she tried to heal with them still in the room, they would kill her again. It would take her a moment to get back to full strength, and during that time she’d be vulnerable. I can Elsecall. Pop into Shadesmar, heal there, then pop back and fight. It would be difficult, but she’d done it before. She drew in all the Stormlight from her pouch of spheres, then reached out with her mind for a corner of the world; she grabbed it, lifted it, and turned it like a page, and suddenly the screams and chaos were gone. She landed with a thump.
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			“My joy is,” said Ivory. “And my gratitude.”

			Jasnah channeled her Stormlight into healing, and gasped at the rush of pain as her body rebuilt itself. Within seconds she could see again.

			“Be careful.” Ivory was human-sized now, his ink-dark skin shimmering with faint iridescence. He held a fencing blade of the same dark material. “If you use Stormlight, enemies will be.”

			The blade in her chest—a long dagger—clattered to the ground, which was dark as obsidian and ringed by crooked crystal trees. Her bones and muscles and organs knit together, and she retched up the last of the blood trapped in her now-flawless lungs. Now I have a moment to plan.

			Specks of light glittered in the air around her—the souls of everyone on the Wind’s Pleasure. The nearby beads were everything on it—even inanimate objects had reflections in the Cognitive Realm. She struggled to sit up, her hands and nightgown sticky with blood. How much had she lost? How much did a body require to function properly? She tried to stand, but it was still too much. “I hate being weak.”

			Ivory laughed, though there was no humor in it. “Sitting up and talking moments after dying? How many humans would consider this weak?”

			“My father.”

			“I never met him.”

			Jasnah tried again, bracing against a nearby tree, and this time stood up. The light-headed sensation was gone. She took stock of her Stormlight: far, far less than she’d hoped.

			“Damnation!”

			“Something bad is?”

			“We’re trapped,” she spat. “I don’t have enough to get us home again.”

			“This is my home.”

			“You know what I mean.” She let go of the tree, cursing now how easy it was to stand unsupported. “Why didn’t I save some, and heal a little less?”

			“If Stormlight is not,” said Ivory, “we have only one way out: a perpendicularity.”

			“Which is?”

			“A place where my world and your world meet. The Sea of Oracles.”

			“Where is that on Roshar?”

			“The Horneater Peaks.”

			“That’s weeks away! We’ll never make it in time to help Shallan. She might be dead already.” Jasnah looked around her, as if expecting a solution to appear. All she saw was the weapon that had almost killed her, covered in her own blood. On Roshar a dagger might be useful, but here? She swatted at the floating lights, then realized they were the answer. “I’ve got it.”

			“You can send us back?”

			“I can help Shallan. These lights are people on the ship—and these beads are the ropes that bind them. I have just enough Stormlight to change the ropes into water.”

			“Convincing objects to change is difficult—”

			“Not for me.” She reached toward the beads, found the ropes, and commanded them to change. In an instant the sailors were free, and Jasnah felt their spirits through the light. They stood, they roared in triumph, and they—

			—fell.

			What’s happening?

			Everything was falling—the people, the objects, the rats in the bilges—everything except the boat. Because there was no boat. Jasnah searched for it everywhere, touching each bead, but all that was left was water.

			“No!” she screamed. “Storms! Shallan.” She rolled her eyes. “You fool! I just saved you!”

			“She had your same plan.”

			“The stupidest possible version of my plan. Liquify the entire ship? Shortsighted, crem-witted girl!” She found Shallan’s light and pinched it in fury. “What are you going to do now, idiot? Drown in the middle of the ocean?”

			“Their shore is near,” said Ivory. “I can hear the beads.”

			If we are near the sea, Jasnah remembered, they are near land. Everything in Shadesmar was reversed from the Physical Realm—land for water, and water for land. Except Shadesmar’s “water” was a rolling sea of beads. She watched the floating sparks intently, trying to see if her traveling companions would swim or flounder. “I don’t have any Stormlight left,” said Jasnah, “but we can—”

			“No we can’t.” Ivory tapped her on the shoulder. She turned, then looked where he was pointing. “Your Soulcasting has caught attention.”

			Far in the distance she could see two dark shapes weaving between crystal trees, bounding over the obsidian like giant axehounds on the hunt. Four red eyes glowed dimly in the middle of each of their silhouettes.

			“What are those?”

			“Angerspren. We do not want them to reach us.”

			“Agreed.”

			Ivory pointed the other direction. “There is a light on the bead sea. A boat is.”

			“Then run.” Jasnah took a few steps, but skidded to a stop and doubled back to pick up the bloody dagger. “Just in case.”

			“Angerspren are!” Ivory pulled her forward. “Called by your Light and drawn by your fury. Calm it now or their food will be us!”

			Jasnah looked back and saw them more clearly now: monstrous shapes of black stone and bristling blades, like whitespines the size of chulls. She turned and ran with Ivory, lifting the hem of her nightgown and sprinting barefoot across the rocky wasteland.

			They crested a small rise, and Jasnah saw the light Ivory had mentioned—a curved triangle, like a sail, floating on the ocean of beads. “How do we know we can trust them?”

			“We are not fast,” said Ivory. “They are.”

			Jasnah gasped for breath, still sprinting as fast as she could go. “Will they pick us up?”

			“Why are you asking me?”

			Jasnah scowled, but heard the screech of an angerspren close behind them. She cupped her hands around her mouth to shout, “Hello! Hello, we need a ride!”

			The boat bobbed on the sea of beads.

			“They don’t hear us,” said Jasnah. They were nearing the shore now, but the boat hadn’t moved.

			“Get behind me when we reach the waterline,” said Ivory. “I might be able to—”

			“Look!” The ship tacked its glowing sail and swooped sharply toward the shore. Jasnah wasted no time and plunged hip-deep into the beads, wading toward it. Ivory followed.

			Another howl. The angerspren were close behind. In the Physical Realm, angerspren looked like globs of blood—why did they look so different here? She glanced over her shoulder and saw one crest the ridge, blood dripping from its mouth in viscous trails.

			“Lovely,” she muttered.

			She looked back at the boat, which was almost upon them. Thirty feet long, with a single glowing sail. Perhaps a fishing boat? Were there fish here? The beads were up to her armpits; a few steps later they were up to her neck. Ivory was ahead of her, reaching for the boat; a man in a cloak and hood reached back. His hand was green.

			Jasnah heard a crash behind her, but didn’t dare look back. She took another step and went down, head under the beads, flailing for life and air. Two hands hauled her up, plopping her into the boat.

			“Lorieta!” the man shouted. “Pull hard to starboard!”

			A small girl in the aft leaned back, putting all her weight on a rope. Jasnah turned and found herself face-to-face with a nightmare looming over the boat. The angerspren’s head was mostly jaw, its giant teeth and oozing blood mere inches from her nose. She screamed and scrambled backward. The spren lashed out, tearing her nightgown and dragging a long claw down her leg. The cut burned.

			“Lorieta!”

			“I’m trying!” the girl snapped.

			Ivory lent his weight to the sail. The spren roared at Jasnah, scrambling to reach her, and she saw that the face above its jaw was a smooth, featureless shell. The eyes were underneath it, shining through the carapace with an ominous red glow. A second spren appeared beside it, reaching for the gunwale, but suddenly the boat turned away from them, catching wind and plowing into the open sea.
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			It can’t be wind. There’s no wind here.

			The slim boat outpaced the angerspren, but failed to lose them; the monsters followed at a distance, eyes glowing and tails swishing.

			The boat was maybe ten yards long, and two yards across at its widest point. The gunwales were a few feet high, and a series of benches ran between them. The boat had oars, but the main propulsion was the glowing sail, tied to a mast in the center of the boat. Jasnah wanted to ask about it, but Ivory—per usual—asked the less scientific but much more pressing question.

			“Why are you?” asked Ivory.

			“You mean who am I?” asked the man.

			“Yes,” said Ivory, “but also why?”

			“He means why are you here,” said Jasnah, wrapping her leg in a rag she found on the deck. “He’s an inkspren; that’s how they talk. You get used to it.”

			The stranger looked over his shoulder. The glowing eyes of the angerspren were distant, but now kept pace. He turned back to Jasnah, relaxed a bit, and pulled off his hood. His face was the same pale green as his hands. His hair was green as well, but as dark as moss, and streaked with gray. His ears were long and pointed. “They are dogged hunters,” he said, “but I believe we have escaped for now.”

			“My suspicion is.” Ivory pointed with his blade. “You are exactly where we need you? So soon after our ambush?”

			The man’s expression didn’t change. “Rarely have I been so harshly accused of helping someone.”

			“But he’s right,” said Jasnah. “Your presence is too convenient.”

			“The answer to that is simple,” said the green man, and gestured at the girl. “Lorieta sees the future.”

			Jasnah frowned and examined Lorieta. She seemed to be ten, maybe twelve years old. Dark black hair and rich copper skin, almost like a Herdazian but without the crystalline finger­nails. She averted her eyes when everyone looked at her. “Every legend I have read says seeing the future is bad.”

			“I have read the same,” said the man. “Never­theless, we came, and you were here.”

			“Why? What did she say would happen?”

			“Only that we would find people in need. I am making a…a study of this child’s power. To find out what will happen when the future becomes the present. Now my study has yielded a result, and I must ponder it.”

			“Are you a spren?” asked Jasnah.

			“I am not.” He made a motion with his hand that Jasnah assumed was a greeting. “My name is Hwynn Tyvneri, and I am an historian.”

			“Storms,” said Ivory. “Another one.”

			Jasnah nodded back, but didn’t replicate the gesture. “And the girl?”

			“She does not know where she is from,” said Tyvneri. “Which makes it difficult to get her home.”

			“Did she tell you who we are?”

			“Does it matter?”

			“That depends on whose side you’re on.” Jasnah glanced at Lorieta. “What did your vision say? Who are you?”

			The girl looked away again, saying nothing.

			“Information is my weapon,” said Jasnah, trying to keep her voice steady, “and I am a master with it. But I cannot use it if no one will talk to me.”

			Ivory pointed to starboard. “More angerspren are.”

			“I know exactly why,” Jasnah snapped.

			“Our meeting is no accident,” said Tyvneri. “Lorieta sees not the future, but possible futures. She told me that in one of them, someone would need help in the Luminous Shallows at this exact time. I assumed said help would be an escape from danger, and that seems to have been part of it. But if you need information, there could be no one better to meet than a centuries-old historian. Tell me what you need to know, and I will endeavor to provide it.”

			Jasnah considered him for a moment, still wary. Too convenient indeed. On the other hand, if he wanted her dead, he could have done it easily—could still do it. There was no harm in asking for help, as long as she didn’t reveal her identity or goals.

			“I must find a perpendicularity,” she said. “We have to return to Roshar as quickly as possible.” She paused. “A perpendicularity is a thing that can take us between worlds.”

			“I am aware.”

			Jasnah sighed. “Of course you are. The nearest is the Horn­eater Peaks.”

			“In the Sea of Oracles.” Tyvneri nodded. “It will take us more than a month of travel.”

			Jasnah gestured at her bedraggled nightgown, pouch of empty spheres, and bloody blade. She felt a tinge of despair, though she pushed it away. “We have nothing to offer in exchange for your help.”

			“I offer it freely,” said Tyvneri. “I am studying the girl, and you are the perfect opportunity to—”

			“Honor’s,” said a small voice.

			Everyone looked at Lorieta, who shrank away.

			Tyvneri spoke gently. “What was that, child?”

			The girl mumbled, “You could go to Honor’s instead.” She had a clipped accent, barely hitting the t’s and d’s. “It’s closer.”

			“Honor’s perpendicularity moves,” said Ivory. “No certainty is about where it will… Oh.”

			“Storms.” Jasnah stared at the girl. “You can see the future.”

			“Some of them,” whispered Lorieta. “In one of them, Honor’s purpen…decu…the thing you said. It will be in a place called Noble Sacrifice.”

			“Where is that?”

			The girl shrugged, and Jasnah looked at Ivory.

			“It has the sound of a Shadesmar city,” said Ivory. “But not one I know.”

			“Some place where a sacrifice was made?” asked Jasnah. “By a powerful spren, or…one of the Heralds?”

			“I don’t doubt we could find it,” said Tyvneri. “I have some contacts we could ask, if we sail far enough.”

			“We are in a hurry,” said Jasnah. “Honor’s Perpendicularity has too many variables. With the Horneater Peaks, we have a plan and a route, so we’ll go to the Sea of Oracles, and I thank you.”

			Hwynn Tyvneri turned the rudder, and the boat skimmed across the beads. Jasnah sat against the side and touched her leg gingerly. With no Stormlight, and no chance to get any for weeks, she would have to live with the wound. With luck, I can find Stormlight before it gets infected.

			She glanced at Ivory, then at Tyvneri. “How much Stormlight is in your sail?”

			“How much what?”

			“Stormlight,” she said. “It’s glowing…” She paused. I can’t sense any, yet what else would it be? But there’s no sense in telling him I can use Stormlight if I don’t have to. She thought of a strategy, and pressed forward. “Spren are attracted to it—that’s why we have more anger­spren following us, and it won’t be long until more spren notice.”

			“That’s not why new angerspren follow,” said Ivory.

			“I know,” Jasnah snapped. “I just want to assess how much danger we’re in.”

			“Stormlight. Ah!” Tyvneri adjusted his grip on the rudder. “I wasn’t sure I’d heard you correctly. It’s a word I’m getting used to.”

			“What do you mean—”

			“The sail does not use Stormlight. It catches the Current.”

			Jasnah froze, trying to decide which revelation to follow up on first. How does he not know of Stormlight? What current? She settled on the latter. “The other ships I’ve seen in Shadesmar are pulled by spren. There’s no wind, and no propulsion in the beads—just a subtle shifting. What current does this sail catch?”

			“The Current,” said Tyvneri. “You have the air of a scholar about you. Surely you know of it.”

			“Indulge me.” Even in dire peril and oozing blood, the prospect of an academic conversation quickened her pulse. Was the Current his word for Stormlight, and that’s where the confusion came from? “I am eager to hear your thoughts.”

			Ivory sat down next to her. “Rest first. Our danger still is.”

			“More reason to stay alert,” said Jasnah. “I have to get back to the Physical Realm before it’s too late for my knowledge to aid my family.”

			“I do not mean that. I mean now danger. The angerspren still follow. Your leg will be the least of your wounds.”

			Jasnah looked starboard: a trio of anger­spren were distant, but keeping pace. She left Tyvneri’s interrogation for later. “You know I’m not mad at you, Ivory, right? Frustrated with our situation, but not angry. They have no reason to follow us.”

			“But the following is, so the reason is.” He cocked his head. “Who angers you?”

			Jasnah gestured at Tyvneri and Lorieta. “How do you know it’s not one of them?”

			“Your scowl literally is.”

			“So it has to be me? It’s not the child, furious at being far from home?”

			“She might be,” said Ivory. “I don’t know her. But you I know, and your anger is.”

			Jasnah scowled deeper, then sighed. “I am. And I’m trying very hard not to be, but… It’s stupid Shallan! I was forming a plan! But no, she had to jump in, using powers she barely controls to do something she couldn’t understand. Now we’re stranded here, and for all I know she’s at the bottom of the sea. Along with my books, notes, spanreeds, contacts, guards, and money. We are fighting a war, and a war needs soldiers and strategy—not a temperamental toddler.”

			“A toddler she is not.”

			“All the more reason to use her storming head!” Anger burned inside her. She took a deep breath and checked on the angerspren; their eyes glowed as they cut through the beads. “I know I need to relax. But I am allowed to be upset that her foolishness has turned into my world-threatening emergency.”

			“It’s not about allowing,” said Ivory. “It’s about forgiving.”

			Jasnah closed her eyes. “I know. Just…give me a moment.”

			She pushed the conversation from her mind, pushed away Tyvneri’s enticing new ideas and Lorieta’s ominous power. How can I use them? What can I… No. Process first. Plan later. She cleared her mind, and let her emotions bubble to the surface. You can’t think a feeling; you have to feel it. She took stock of her frustration, her dread, and—yes—her fear. She let them talk to her, gave them attention, and moved to what was deeper. There was, indeed, anger in the bottom of her heart. Not anger at Ivory, but at the fact that he was right. There was no good reason to be angry at Shallan. She’s impetuous and untrained, but in that moment she was also frightened and alone. She heard the assassins kill me—maybe even saw it. Shallan thought she was alone, and she did the only thing she could think of to escape. And she was, I admit, clever for figuring out how to liquify a ship. I already knew she was powerful. Clever is even better.

			“Shallan,” she whispered, “I forgive you.”

			The angerspren slowed, but didn’t stop.

			Fatigue overtook Jasnah. “I need to rest. You’ll keep an eye on these two?”

			“The old man and the little girl? They will not harm you.”

			“We just watched a child melt a cargo ship. Take all threats seriously, and wake me if I’m needed.”

			Ivory gave a mock salute. “My vigilance is.”

			

			In a matter of days, Jasnah was fully in command. Tyvneri came to trust her, and they’d sketched a fairly reliable map on an inside wall of the boat, overlaying Shadesmar and Roshar. The Luminous Shallows were the Frostlands, and the Fallen Sea above them was the southern edge of Alethkar. What she knew as the Sea of Spears was here the island of Celebrant, and the port city of Karanak was roughly analogous to the Shadesmar enclave known as Emberdark—though Tyvneri insisted it was much farther east, sitting on a river of land instead of perched on the shoals of Mevan Bay. He claimed to have traveled widely in Shadesmar, but knew little of Roshar beyond whatever backwater he’d come from.

			In the last week or so they’d outrun the angerspren, gained two new ones, and outrun them as well. Jasnah had also acquired some real clothes—a fine dress, with a proper safehand sleeve and everything. Though she hadn’t acquired it legally, and hoped never to meet that particular merchant again.

			Lorieta had warmed to Jasnah as well, though she was far less talkative than Tyvneri. She was reluctant to speak of her home, and the few details she did give—riding beasts with only two legs, men with great horns on their heads—didn’t sound like any part of Roshar that Jasnah knew. Lorieta seemed to have tiny nubs of horns herself, but Jasnah decided to build the relationship further before asking about them.

			What the girl did say freely, and at an alarming rate, were incomprehensible snippets of her dreams:

			“You’ll be on another boat someday, only it’s a lot bigger and you won’t be on it.”

			“You’ll stab a friend through the throat.”

			And perhaps most unnerving: “Your brother will be like me, but he’ll only be half when he does it.” Jasnah didn’t want to think about that one—that Elhokar would…get lost in Shadesmar? See the future? Get bisected? She needed Elhokar in other places, doing other things, and definitely not cut in half.

			Several weeks into the journey, Lorieta revealed the dream that ruined Jasnah’s plans:

			“We’re going to die in Emberdark.”

			Ivory shot a look at Jasnah, and gripped his sword more tightly.

			“What do you mean?” asked Jasnah. “What kills us?”

			Lorieta shrugged and looked away.

			“Tell us, child,” said Tyvneri. “Is this a dream that will be, or one that might be?”

			“It will be.” Lorieta sat down to play with a doll constructed from sailcloth scraps. “But only if we go there.”

			“Which means it might be,” said Jasnah. “I must teach you how to communicate properly.”

			“A change of course will delay us,” said Tyvneri, “but not by much. We’ve come fairly far into the Glasswater Deep. We’ll have to backtrack—”

			“Around the land that forms the Deathbend River,” said Jasnah, consulting the map.

			“But not all the way,” said Tyvneri. He started to turn the ship. “If we head for the South Fallen Channel, we can pass Celebrant and reach the open sea that way. But it will add time.”

			“So if we risk Emberdark, we’ll gain time.”

			“And die,” said Ivory.

			“That’s not certain,” said Jasnah.

			Lorieta danced her doll across the floor. “Yes it is.”

			“Wonderful.” Jasnah rolled her eyes. “What’s going to kill us?”

			“I don’t know. That part of the dream keeps changing.”

			“Of course it does.” This girl’s data is maddeningly incomplete. Jasnah looked at Ivory. “Our navigator is a child who sees the future. I suppose I should get used to this if the Radiants are returning. We are entering an age of miracles.”

			“Praise Honor,” said Ivory.

			Tyvneri cocked his head. “Has your world been long without miracles?”

			Jasnah swiveled toward him slowly. “What do you mean, ‘my world’?”

			“Roshar—the other half of this section of Shadesmar. I have only been there once, but I saw wonders we would hail as miracles back home. A storm that rains pure Investiture? A sword that can appear out of nothing, and cleave stone in two?”

			“The highstorm is the most common fact of life for every­thing on Roshar.” Jasnah narrowed her eyes. “Where do you come from?”

			Tyvneri answered solemnly, “I come from a world called Rellam.”

			“A world?”

			“Like your Roshar, connected through the Cognitive Plane. I sailed here.”

			Jasnah shook her head. “You sailed here.”

			“The Cognitive Plane, which you call Shadesmar, connects all worlds. We call these worlds the cosmere. I was traveling between them, recording what I found, when I stumbled across Lorieta. She gave…focus to my journey.”

			Jasnah marveled, but doubted. “Which world did she come from?”

			“I told you: she doesn’t know.”

			“I thought you meant she couldn’t remember the name of her town, not an entire world!” Jasnah stood, feeling the urge to pace across the boat. “This can’t be true.”

			“This truth is,” said Ivory.

			“What?”

			“Other worlds are.”

			Jasnah’s mind reeled. Other worlds… What did this mean? What did this imply about her life, her home, about Honor and the war and the Voidbringers? She was lightheaded, but she knew this feeling. Any scholar must be ready to rewrite their entire base of knowledge if a new truth proves it wrong. She had done it before, and could do it again. She rearranged the facts in her head, placing “many other worlds” at the center of it, and realized that even though it raised new and troubling questions, it also answered several more. She filed these thoughts away, eager to delve into them under less dire circumstances.
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			“If there are other worlds, we can use them. Surely Honor and his enemies have reach beyond Roshar. The other worlds will be dealing with the same problem. We can call on them for aid.”

			Tyvneri shook his head. “I can assure you that Rellam, at least, knows nothing of the being you call Honor.”

			“Then at least there’s one rational world out there.”

			“Rellam has no gods,” said Tyvneri. “I didn’t know the concept—not even the word—until I traveled the cosmere.”

			Jasnah frowned, but filed that with the other questions for later. “But you do have ‘miracles,’ yes? People with power­ful skills beyond the baseline?”

			“Every world does,” said Ivory.

			“I didn’t ask you. I’m still mad at you for not telling me this earlier.”

			“Your distraction is,” said Ivory. “I was trying to keep it not.”

			“It’s not a distraction if it saves my people!”

			“The time will be,” said Ivory. “You can barely travel in this world. You cannot go back. Learn your powers first, then I will give more truth.”

			Jasnah focused on Tyvneri. “You can help us in our war.”

			“Rellam,” said Tyvneri, “is not likely to be useful. Our skills, as you say—the nature of our Investiture—is corrupted. We consider it a curse. It had not occurred to me that Investiture might be helpful until I discovered other worlds.”

			“No gods and no Investiture.” Jasnah glanced at Ivory. “This is why I’m a heretic. What kind of gods would abandon an entire world?”

			Tyvneri shrugged. “That is one of the answers I seek. But there are indeed worlds with gods and magic and more, which might prove more helpful than mine.”

			Ideas crowded Jasnah’s mind—some quiet, some noisy, some insidious. Other worlds. It made sense that other places would exist, but to suddenly have access to them? To be able to reach out and talk to them, gain aid from them? To multiply her forces by five, ten, maybe a hundred? Tyvneri had abruptly gone from “helpful stranger” to “vital asset.” Perhaps the most powerful weapon she or anyone had found in this war.

			Her mind rankled. Tyvneri had saved her, helped her, befriended her. Could she really think of him as a weapon? As an asset rather than a person? True, people could be assets, but it didn’t help her feel better. I am uncomfortable because I know where this leads. I must take him to Roshar. He won’t want to come. Yet he and his knowledge are too valuable.

			But this was her role. To make the hard choices others were too emotional to make. To save the world by being, when occasion called for it, the villain.

			Her mind was made up. “I’m giving you a chance to come willingly.”

			Tyvneri blinked. “Excuse me?”

			“To come to Roshar and teach us everything you know. What these other worlds are, what they know, and how we can talk to them and travel to them.”

			“I’m afraid I have other matters—”

			“Coming is not a choice,” she said firmly. “Your choice is to be willing.”

			“And if I refuse?”

			“You offered me knowledge, and I’m accept­ing your offer—end of discussion. I have an urgent message to deliver, and on the way you’re going to teach me everything you can.”

			Tyvneri, for the first time, looked uncomfortable. “But I have—”

			“I am fighting a war for the survival of my species. A war that will spill out and consume every world you’ve ever visited. That is more urgent than any other business you can possibly have pending. Now: steer the ship.”

			Ivory raised his blade. Jasnah looked away from the betrayal on Tyvneri’s face. She focused on her leg instead, red and raw.

			“Are you tired?” asked Lorieta softly.

			“No. I just…hate limping.”

			“Don’t worry,” said Lorieta, and turned back to her doll. “Your other leg will match it soon.”

			

			Weeks later they reached the Salavashi Trench—a deep stretch in the sea of beads that represented the Sunmaker mountain range.

			“The Horneater Peaks are only a short trip from here,” said Tyvneri. “A week or two.”

			“As long as it doesn’t involve another trip through a city,” said Jasnah, wrenching an obsidian tooth from the hull. “We haven’t fully repaired after Celebrant.” Her dress was tattered and ripped, supplemented by a singed glove and a burn on her face to match.

			“We’ll be delayed,” said Lorieta.

			“What is it this time?” asked Jasnah. “We’ve already dealt with a street gang, a crooked tax collector, a raging inferno, and—” She pulled another tooth free. “How many angerspren? I’ve lost count.”

			“Nothing you can fight,” said Lorieta. “Just wind.”

			“Wind in Shadesmar is not,” said Ivory, then stilled. Jasnah felt it at the same time: the barest hint of a breeze.

			“There’s not supposed to be wind in Shadesmar,” Tyvneri corrected.

			“And yet there is,” said Jasnah. She held out her hand, and another gust blew through her fingers. “The Cognitive Realm has no wind because wind is the result of heat moving air. We have no heat or weather here.” She looked west toward the source of the breeze. “Why do we have wind?”

			Ivory pointed. “Creatures are, as well.”

			Jasnah squinted. “Your eyes are better than mine.”

			“It looks like…” Tyvneri shook his head. “I don’t know. That gang leader from Celebrant, only…monstrous.”

			“A Parshendi,” said Jasnah.

			“Voidbringers,” Ivory spat. “I see them now. Hundreds.”

			“Thousands,” said Tyvneri.

			“What does this mean?” asked Jasnah.

			The boat rocked, and Tyvneri struggled with the rudder. “It’s getting stronger and blowing us back. I don’t think we can keep going forward.”

			Jasnah turned. “Your sail doesn’t use wind.”

			“It doesn’t rely on it,” said Tyvneri, “but it’s still a sail. It will catch the wind like any other.”

			Jasnah looked up and saw their sail bulging backward. The wind fought the Current—which she still didn’t understand—and the boat started to buck and twist. She glanced at Lorieta. “All your visions, and you didn’t see this?”

			The girl looked sick. “I thought it was just wind.”

			“I don’t know what wind is like on your world, but where I come from, it’s an absolute bastard,” she shouted over the growing rush of air. “This feels like a real highstorm—not the Shadesmar reflection of one.” She tried to draw in Storm­light, but found none.

			“The wrong light is,” said Ivory. “Not Stormlight.” He crouched, grabbing the side of the boat. “Voidlight.”

			Jasnah joined him. “What’s Voidlight?”

			“The opposite. A dark mirror.”

			“Like the…Shadesmar version of Stormlight?”

			“Like the evil version of Stormlight. Born of cruelty and malice. It should not be here. It should not be.”

			“Yet it’s right by the Horneater Peaks,” she said. “That can’t be a coincidence. The Voidbringers are raising an army and their own storm. They’ll use the perpendicularity to enter Roshar and roll across it like a harvester’s blade.”

			“The Everstorm,” Ivory whispered. Jasnah didn’t know the word, but shivered at the fear in his voice.
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			“Can we go north?” she asked.

			“We can try,” said Tyvneri. He pulled on the rudder, and the boat shot north.

			“Oh good.” Ivory pointed ahead. “More anger­spren are.”

			“Damnation!” Jasnah saw them swimming through the beads untroubled by the wind. “If I see one more storming angerspren, I’m going to scream.”

			“I don’t think that will help.”

			“I liked it better when you didn’t know what sarcasm was.”

			“It is my favorite human invention.”

			“We can’t go forward or back,” she shouted to Tyvneri. “Try east—we’ll see what tries to kill us there.”

			“Same things,” said Lorieta. “But later.”

			Tyvneri swung the rudder. The sail flapped, useless in the chaos, but he kept turning and it filled again, propelling them east and away from the angerspren. Jasnah and Lorieta moved the sail to match.

			“I would appreciate it,” said Tyvneri, “if you would calm your rage.”

			Jasnah looked at him in surprise—after all their time together, that was closest he’d gotten to a sharp remark. “You sound pretty angry yourself.”

			“I’m too old for anger.”

			“I’m forcing you to join me on Roshar. I’ve practically kidnapped you.”

			“For that I am mournful. Betrayed and disappointed. But I have no energy for fury.”

			“I am sorry, but I am cursed to make necessary decisions that no one else dare make. It is the right decision.” The boat bucked like an untrained horse. “And any anger I feel is not going to calm down in the middle of whatever an Everstorm might be.” She grimaced. I need to plan—that’s how I face every problem. Carefully calculating every angle and outcome until I know exactly where to hint, where to cut, how much pressure to apply, and where to apply it. She didn’t like leaving things to chance, but what choice did she have here? It was chance and desperation, or death.

			She looked at the red eyes of the anger­spren, estimating their distance and speed. She’d become an expert in angerspren speed, but these seemed faster—or the boat was moving slower now. She calculated, then pointed at their crude map. “A highstorm moves west, so I assume its evil twin moves east. We can go south, around it. Let it move past us, and come up behind.”

			Tyvneri nodded. “You’re the captain.”

			“Believe me,” said Jasnah, “I’m not any happier about that than you are.”

			

			The Everstorm moved past them, but the chaos didn’t. Wind from strange directions, Voidbringers patrolling the skies, and always more angerspren. They appeared on every spit of land, swam every stretch of sea. Every time they lost one, two more surfaced. Jasnah felt like every angerspren in Shadesmar was homing in on her.

			It made her furious.

			She was not an idiot. She knew she was angry, but she didn’t have the time or headspace to figure out why—beyond the obvious answer of being hunted by monsters. She didn’t like obvious answers; they were rarely correct. There was a root of anger deep in her heart that poisoned every thought and interaction. She pushed on it every chance she got, probing for clues, for weaknesses, for any sign of recognition.

			Finally she’d had enough.

			“We’re close to the head of the Stoneflow river.” She pointed at the map while keeping an eye on their newest pursuers. “Let’s go there—now.”

			“They’ll catch us,” said Tyvneri.

			“That’s the point.”

			“You…” said Ivory, and then, “What?”

			“We face them,” said Jasnah. “I’m sick of visions; the future is ours to write. I want to write it at the head of the Stoneflow.”

			Ivory scoffed. “So we can die on solid ground?”

			“So we can fight on it.”

			“We’ll lose,” said Tyvneri.

			“We’re already losing,” said Jasnah. “Let’s get it storming over with.”

			“We’ll die—”

			“They get closer every time! Chart our narrow escapes on a graph and we’re approaching the end so quickly it’s burning the paper. We will not outrun them. They will catch us. The best we can do is force the fight on our terms.” She looked back at the red eyes. “Besides, I’ve been trying to think a feeling. I’ve been running from my anger—in the most literal sense—and it hasn’t worked. It’s time to feel it.”

			“It feels like claws,” said Ivory, “and bloody teeth.”

			“Lorieta,” asked Jasnah, “have you ever seen us dying on a narrow strip of land?”

			“I’ve seen us dying everywhere,” the girl whispered.

			Jasnah shivered at the endless fear the girl must live in. “Fear is good,” she whispered back. “Fear means it hasn’t happened yet. We can change it.”

			Lorieta said nothing.

			Tyvneri watched Jasnah, then heaved the rudder to port. The boat shot across the beads toward a tiny spit of obsidian rock. On Roshar it was probably a stream, or maybe just a spring, but here it was a lonely, barren crag. As Jasnah hoped, the angerspren focused on the boat, not the boat’s destination, so instead of taking a sharp angle to cut them off, the monsters curved behind in a less-efficient circle. Tyvneri’s sailboat beat the spren to the shore—not by much, but enough to make a difference.

			“Jump off,” Jasnah shouted. “Grab an oar, a belaying pin—anything you can use as a weapon.”

			“You are trained to fight with a sword,” said Ivory, leaping over the side. “Not ship rigging.”

			Jasnah smiled grimly and drew the long dagger that had once pierced her lung. “Good thing my assassins gave me this.”

			Lorieta sprang onto the land and hid behind the folds of Jasnah’s ruined dress. Tyvneri furled the sails to stop the ship from blowing away, then clambered over last of all—slow even with Ivory’s help. He gripped a gnarled walking stick, and handed Lorieta a long, round spike he called a “fid.”
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			“I am not a warrior,” said the old man, puffing. “But I will do my best.”

			The first angerspren reached the shore and clawed onto the obsidian, talons tearing lines in the stone. Ivory leaped to meet it, stabbing at its gaping maw. The gambit worked, and the spren lurched back into the beads. The second one lunged out of the sea and snapped at the inkspren, missing him by a hair’s breadth.

			Jasnah ran and slashed at the creature, piercing an unarmored knee joint with flawless precision. Most women were not taught swordsman­ship—that’s why people called it swordsmanship—but inkspren were the unrivaled masters. Jasnah had trained with Ivory for six years; she could use a blade like an extension of her body.

			She relied on speed and misdirection, dancing between the angerspren’s swipes, hitting back with cuts of her own when the opportunity presented itself. She landed two, three, four lacerations, but none had any effect on the monster’s speed or fury. She dodged another attack, but misjudged the timing. The anger­spren slammed her to the ground.

			Ivory jumped in front of her, hacking with his sword and drawing the creature’s attention. Tyvneri swung his walking stick at the other one, grunting when the wood made contact with the spren’s shell. Jasnah looked down at her left leg—blood ran from a deep gash. Twin wounds, one on each leg.

			“Told you,” whispered Lorieta.

			“Do something,” Jasnah pleaded.

			The girl dashed out and placed the fid on the ground beside the obsidian ledge, then huddled next to Jasnah.

			Jasnah gaped. “That’s it?”

			“I’m eleven.”

			An angerspren knocked Tyvneri to the ground, and Jasnah was sure she heard his bones crack. The spren turned its attention back to her and lunged forward…and slipped on Lorieta’s fid, losing its balance and crashing into the sea.

			“That’s my only trick,” Lorieta said. “We’re done now.”

			Jasnah grabbed the girl’s hand. She saw the angerspren in the beads, already thrashing its way upright. She saw Ivory holding off the other one, bleeding jet black from half a dozen wounds. She saw Tyvneri on the ground, feebly trying to crawl to safety but stopped by pain. He wasn’t a warrior, like he’d said: he was a historian trying to save his world, desperate for knowledge but out of his depth. He was searching the cosmere for the explanation of a god he didn’t believe in, dragging a child who wielded power she couldn’t comprehend. He searched the past for hints about the future.

			He’s me, she thought.

			The only difference is that he helped a stranger, and I betrayed one.

			In that moment Jasnah understood. She wasn’t mad at Shallan or Ivory or even the anger­spren. She was mad at herself.

			Shallan destroyed the ship, but I didn’t train her in those powers. I held back the truth longer than I should have because I thought she wasn’t ready. I was too busy planning, never following through.

			I took Tyvneri captive, using my will and my armed companion to enforce my plan. A plan I haven’t even made yet—the ghost of a plan I might make, about knowledge I might need, about people who might help. All because he knows things I don’t, and I think my world’s ending is more important than his.

			I’m the one who knows the answers—some of them—because I study and I plan. But I haven’t told anyone what I know because I think they won’t believe me. Because I’ve tried before and was branded a heretic. Because I pretend it’s not my fault for hiding the truth, it’s everyone else’s fault for being idiots. I planned to tell them, of course. I planned to tell everyone everything.

			But I didn’t, and now it’s too late. I dragged my feet and blamed everyone else, and the only thing I’ve accomplished is to get myself and my best friend killed on a forgotten rock in a world that’s barely real.

			I am mad—furious—at myself.

			The revelation slid into her mind so perfectly she felt it click into place. It was her fault she was trapped. Her fault Ivory and Tyvneri and Lorieta were trapped. She had known this—had always known—but hadn’t wanted to put it in words. Hadn’t wanted it to be real.

			She knew what to do next. Stop planning and act. And right now, the best action is to forgive…

			…myself.

			She closed her eyes, and she thought of the people she hadn’t taught or trusted or seen as people. She thought of the mistakes she had made, the damage she had caused, and she let go of all of it. This doesn’t absolve me, but I can find absolution more easily without hating myself for my mistakes.

			I forgive myself.

			She opened her eyes and saw the anger­spren crouching over a fallen Ivory. Saw Lorieta struggling to pull Tyvneri away from the monster crawling back onto shore. Saw her own leg, bleeding and nearly useless, too painful to stand.

			And she saw the angerspren stop, stand still, and raise their heads as if sniffing for something. They couldn’t find it. Their glowing eyes darkened, the carapace of their faces turning flat and black. Their hunger was gone.

			They paused, then slipped away into the sea.

			Jasnah crawled toward Tyvneri, helping him sit up.

			“I think it’s my leg,” he gasped. “I thought it was ribs, but it’s only my leg.”

			“I thought the same.” Jasnah pulled a rag from her pocket—the one he’d given her on their first day together—and wrapped it around his bleeding hand. “I’m glad it’s not as bad as that.”

			“Lorieta,” Tyvneri called, but then collapsed into a coughing fit.

			Jasnah finished his sentence. “Secure the boat.” Then she added, “Once you’ve got it steady, Ivory and I will help Tyvneri in.”

			The girl ran to the boat and leaped across the space where it had drifted away from the shore. She threw a line to Ivory, and together he and Jasnah helped the wincing Tyvneri back to the bench by the rudder.

			Then Jasnah climbed back out, and Ivory followed her.

			“Where to next?” asked Tyvneri.

			“Wherever you want,” said Jasnah. “You have contacts in Shadesmar. Maybe one of them can set a broken leg.”

			“You’re not…” The old man furrowed his brow. “You’re not taking me to Roshar?”

			“I was wrong to demand it. I thought my problems were more important than yours. I hope you will forgive me.”

			“And all the rest of my study and secrets? I’ve told you very little of the cosmere.”

			“Perhaps when you’ve found what you need, you might find your way back to me and share your wisdom.”

			Tyvneri smiled. “I should like that.” He tossed a small leather backpack onto the shore. “Don’t forget your…memorabilia.”

			“Invaluable,” she said.

			“Set the sail, Lorieta. Let’s continue on our way.” The girl grabbed the sail and tied it down. The boat began to move, and Lorieta waved shyly. Jasnah waved back and smiled for the first time in…she didn’t even know. Too long.

			“What plan now?” asked Ivory. “The boat is not. Our speed is not. Our path to the perpendicularity is very, very not. What are we—”

			A bright glow appeared on the obsidian beside them—brilliant and abrupt and growing brighter until Jasnah shielded her eyes behind her hands. The glow died down, and they saw a portal.

			The stones and rockbuds of Roshar waited on the other side.

			“Honor’s Perpendicularity,” Ivory whispered. He looked at Jasnah and laughed. “In a place of Noble Sacrifice.”

			“I gave up a universe of knowledge,” said Jasnah. “It felt like ripping out my own beating heart. I guess that’s this place’s name now.”

			Ivory helped her toward the portal. “Did you know this would happen?”

			“No idea. That’s probably why it worked.” She shouldered her pack and took Ivory’s hand. “You are a very good friend.”

			“As you are.”

			Leaning against each other, they stepped through the portal. On the other side he shrank, becoming a blot of ink on the hem of her dress, blending in with the smears and stains. The portal closed behind them, and Jasnah basked in the sun. The perpendicularity had infused her spheres, and she took in enough Stormlight to heal her legs. She groaned at the delicious sensation of feeling whole again.
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			Now I just need to figure out—

			She saw Wit grinning like a fool. She whipped out her hand and summoned Ivory into a long, thin Shardblade, pointed at the madman’s throat.

			“How did you find me?”

			“You’ve been making quite a disturbance on the other side,” Wit said. “It’s been a long time since the spren had to deal with someone alive, particularly someone so demanding as yourself.”

			She pushed the Shardblade closer. “Tell me what you know, Wit.”

			He said a lot of things after that, walking beside her on the road home. By nightfall he ran out of pointless jokes, or maybe he had simply tired of them. At least he stopped. Over the light of a small campfire, Jasnah roasted a rockbud until it split open, releasing a delicious aroma. She felt strange eating it with the knife used to kill her, but she was so hungry that she didn’t really feel strange until she’d eaten half of it. She shrugged and used the knife to eat the rest.

			She looked at the stars and thought about Tyvneri’s other worlds—Rellam and Scadrial and the others he’d talked about. Knowledge she might never find again.

			“Tell me what you know,” she whispered to the stars.

			“I once spent a very long time as a talking yellow bear.”

			“I wasn’t talking to you.”

			“Too bad,” said Wit. “I could have answered in human or bear.”

			“And what,” said Jasnah, just sleepy enough to indulge the man, “is a bear?”

			“A creature that lives on other worlds.”

			Jasnah sat up straight, so sharply she nearly pulled a muscle. “What do you know of other worlds?”

			“Damn near everything,” said Wit and grinned that maddening grin of his. “And I think it’s long past time I tell you all about them.”

			The End

		

		
			About the Author

			Dan Wells writes horror, science fiction, and fantasy. He is the author of the bestselling Partials Sequence, the bestselling Zero Chronicles, and the I Am Not a Serial Killer series, now adapted into an award-winning movie. Dan lives in Utah with his wife, 6 children, 2 dogs, and 500 boardgames.

		

		
			About the Illustrator

			Erion Makuo is a fantasy illustrator living in Scotland. Having graduated as a linguist, she instead turned to paints, brushes, and portraits. Erion works mainly with digital art and is passionate about arranging complex compositions of characters set against backdrops of fantastical landscapes.

		

		
			
				
					[image: Title page for Elsecaller, written by Brandon Sanderson and Dan Wells. Purple text and black text on a white background.]
				
		

		
			Preface

			People always thought I was joking when I said that Lopen was briefly king of Alethkar.

			This was a story that I knew, the moment we decided to use Stormlight for our initial outing of Story Deck, I wanted to finally get written. Though I often shared the incident in a joking context, I considered what happened with Lopen and Elhokar to be canon, and actually pretty relevant to Lopen as a character.

			So when the time came, I immediately selected this story to be written. I was worried, originally, about anyone getting Lopen’s (very unique) voice right—though when Isaac volunteered to write it, I grew more optimistic. I met Isaac in 2004 when he was working on a story called “Double O Santa” about Santa being a secret agent. Though Isaac has a lot of range as a writer, and can do serious as well as funny, he’s always loved eccentric characters played straight. He rarely writes outright comedy or deliberately silly stories. Instead, it’s often very unique people doing outlandish things, acting larger than life, and bringing a chuckle to the reader through that exaggeration. In a way, he was tailor-made for writing Lopen.

			The biggest challenge for this story, then, was nailing down the arc for Lopen. Yes, he ended up (briefly) king of Alethkar. (Legally this counts, and they’ve reluctantly started including him in the official lineages.) Yes, it’s a little ridiculous. The question was, why? Why were we telling this story? It had to be about more than just making me chuckle.

			I’m quite pleased with what we came up with, and Isaac’s execution upon it. The story had to have heart, as that’s the soul of how I write Lopen. Comedic exaggeration, followed by insight into a real person with real goals, problems, and passions.

			To that end, we did a lot of revisions, pulling back on the wackiness until the balance felt correct. I’d say that took up the larger chunk of the revisions: figuring out what was too far, too silly, and trimming it to be a story instead of a comedy sketch. (Though this left Isaac with some fun deleted scenes he includes later in this volume.)

			Overall, I’m exceptionally pleased with this story, and am glad we finally (after years of me warning people about Lopen’s very brief reign) have it written for people to enjoy!

			Brandon Sanderson
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			Being assassinated wasn’t as bad as Elhokar Kholin, king of Alethkar, had expected it to be. The thing that had kept him looking over his shoulder all these years had finally happened, and he’d lived through it.

			Actually he’d slept through it. Turned out, being unconscious at just the right time made even the worst experiences tolerable.

			But now he had to endure the liminal state between being drunk and hungover—the part you were supposed to sleep through. His head ached, the wound in his ribs burned, and the feeling of failure overwhelmed him.

			Storm it all, I can’t even get killed properly, he thought. If I’d fallen to the assassin last night, I wouldn’t be here suffering through a Herdazian darkeyes dressing me in a woman’s havah.

			“I can’t wear women’s clothing, nanha,” he said. “I’m a Vorin man, and this is…improper and humiliating. Like being forced to eat women’s food.”

			“Our clothing is not good enough for you, is it, Your Majesty?” asked Lopen’s mother. “You have slept in my home, eaten at my table, and now wear our clothes. We are cousins, so call me by my name: Isamilana—or just Isa will do.”

			“We are not cousins,” he said. “And I won’t wear a havah.”

			“You will if the disguise might save your life,” said Isa. A disguise, right. He let her continue to dress him. “Besides, the havah is for lighteyes, and this is no havah. This is my sister’s palidmah—the dress a Herdazian wears to her coming-of-age celebration. That’s why it’s so formal.”

			Of course darkeyes wouldn’t wear safehand sleeves unless they were at a party pretending to be lighteyes. Isa herself wore a dress similar to his, but the left sleeve stopped short of her hand, where she wore a simple glove.

			Isa’s sister. The word struck him. Elhokar had had a sister, though he’d never imagined surviving assassins when she had succumbed to them. The thought attracted a single gloomspren.

			A wall hanging had been pinned to the side, allowing in light from a small window. Dried grass stuck out from the bottom of the mattresses that lined the room. Oh, how he’d fallen! Alethkar would be better off without him.

			“Why did the Almighty spare my life?”

			“The Almighty has his reasons,” said Isa.

			It was a stupid, unhelpful answer. He shouldn’t have asked.

			On the wall hung an age-spotted mirror. He avoided looking at himself in it. Reflections. That’s where the shadows lived, and with the bridgeman gone, they’d returned. Watching.

			If you’re not going to tell me what you want, Elhokar thought, then just storm off.

			The dark figures faded. If they’d wanted to kill him, they would’ve done so by now—if they were even real. Either way, they wanted something else, but Almighty only knew what.

			The pain in his head flared. His hand went to the bridge of his nose, and a giant piece of cloth came with it. Storms! It was his safehand sleeve.

			Isa finished tying the waist of his dress—worn Herdazian style over the left shoulder with a smock beneath, which was uncomfortably tight across his shoulders.

			“Deep breaths, Your Majesty,” said Isa.

			I don’t need your deep breaths, darkeyes, he thought. I can storming keep myself calm. Other retorts came to mind, but none escaped his lips. Isa had made it clear that in a duel of words, her tongue was a Shardblade, and she knew exactly where to slice.

			So he breathed deeply. That bridgeman hero of Dalinar’s had his reasons for abandoning Elhokar here. Trust the bridgeman’s instincts.

			“Lastly, here is your beautiful hair.” Isa flopped a wig onto Elhokar’s head and arranged the locks to fall in front of his shoulders and around his face. It immediately started to itch.

			“The rain has stopped early,” said Isa. “So you know what this means.”

			“More wine to quell this Herald’s-cursed headache?”

			“It means time to make the tsupales.” There was a song in her voice and a gleam in her eyes. “But come. There is soup if you’re still hungry, and I’ll make tea for your head.” As she led him to the main room, excited voices babbled outside the windows, making Elhokar’s head hurt even more.

			What on Roshar was going on out there?

			

			About thirty of the Lopen’s cousins gathered around him in the street outside Mama’s home. They had come running from across Little Herdaz just so they could give him their Stormlight, a particular sacrifice since infused spheres were in short supply.

			Of course they had come running! The Lopen always did things no one expected but everyone loved, so today he would show them something they’d never seen.

			He sucked in so much Stormlight that the spheres in his hand grew warm while delicate frost spread over his fingers. His skin glowed. The power inside him pushed outward into the stump where his left arm had once been.

			Lopen’s shoulder tingled. Skin expanded. Ligaments and muscles enveloped new bones. A bicep, a forearm, a wrist, a palm. Five nubs budded into fingers and a thumb, all with fingernails the color of slate. He knew those fingers! A familiar weight pulled at his shoulder, growing heavier until it felt just right.

			The astonished looks on his cousins’ faces were almost worth the years of living with only one arm. Uncle Chilinko stopped talking—nearly as big a miracle as regrowing a limb. Even Huio looked impressed.

			Lopen clenched his new fist, Stormlight rising from it like early morning mist. He opened the hand and wiggled the fingers. His fingers.

			“Welcome back, chalispo,” he said to his new arm. “Next time you go on vacation without me, make sure to bring back souvenirs.”

			Little globes of golden light flickered into existence around him. Lopen had seen gloryspren before, but not this closely. He reached out to touch one. Then stopped. Was that the first thing to do with his new arm? Where was the glory in that?
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			One of the best things about having two arms again was all the rude gestures that, sure, worked adequately with one arm but were storming fantastic with two.

			Whip the Chull? Rockbuds after a Highstorm? The Mating Dance of the Northern Skyeel?

			But storms, he shouldn’t overdo it. Obscene gestures had to be used thoughtfully, with grace and sophistication, so he would save the double rude gesture for someone who was doubly a penhito. No one here deserved that. Except for maybe Huio, who was just singly a penhito.

			“Hey older-cousin!” Lopen called to Huio. “Take a look at this two-armed Herdazian!”

			The Lopen thrust out his newly formed hand in the gesture he called Chicken Looks to the Sky.

			The gloryspren winked out.

			But storms, that felt good.

			Huio groaned. Dark orange disgustspren corkscrewed down around him. “These people did not sacrifice their precious Stormlight just so you could make rude gestures.”

			“Sure they did,” said Lopen. “They knew exactly what they were getting. They wanted more of me. Not less.”

			Huio shook his head. “I need to return these spheres, but our cousins tailing those soldiers say they’re getting close. Have you talked to our visitor about moving?”

			“Don’t worry, Huio,” said Lopen. “I’ve got a plan.”

			Anxietyspren appeared around Huio, then twisted away as he returned spheres to the dispersing crowd. Of course they all wanted their spheres back, now that the novelty of a man regrowing his own arm was gone.

			Ten fools, Huio could stand to find a sense of humor. Maybe I should tell him his favorite one-armed Herdazian joke. If I’m even allowed to tell those kinds of jokes anymore.

			Lopen rushed into his mother’s home, passing the truth-shrine by the door and his spear leaning against the wall, and approached the table where Mama and King Elhokar worked on tsupales—traditional Herdazian food to celebrate when the rains stopped.

			Mama teaching the king of Alethkar to make tsupales? Now that was a sight! Like watching a hog learn to play towers. But today is a day of impossibilities, Lopen thought as he admired his freshly grown arm. Almighty only knew what else might happen.

			King Elhokar’s freehand fumbled with a flat piece of thin dough and folded it at a weird angle, barely able to keep the seasoned cremling mash from falling out. Sitting at the low table, bits of ground lavis all over his hand, still dis­oriented and wearing a simple palidmah, the king of Alethkar didn’t look very kingly.

			The king noticed Lopen’s attention and scowled.

			Some people didn’t think Elhokar was a very good king, which was probably why they were always trying to kill him, but Lopen, he had never really wondered if King Elhokar was a good or bad king. He’d wondered what it was like to be the king.

			To be able to feed all your cousins at fancy parties, and none of them would go hungry or have to wear old clothes that didn’t fit. To never have anyone tell you to stop talking, because everyone knows you’re the most important person in the room, instead of just, sure, only you knowing it. Even the Tranquiline Halls would have a hard time competing with that.

			“Hello, Mama,” said Lopen in Herdazian, hiding his new arm behind his back.

			Mama looked up from where she deftly rolled tsupales with her freehand. She smiled warmly.

			“What do you call a two-armed Herdazian?” Lopen asked. Before she could answer, he replied: “Hand-some!”

			Then he revealed his new arm.

			Mama’s eyes lit up.

			“Oh, my child!” she said, inspecting the arm, then kissing the fingers. “Almighty bless us, I always believed he had extraordinary plans for you.” Blue joyspren swirled around them.

			Mama patted Lopen’s cheek, her gloved safehand tenderly lingering. A reminder. When Lopen first lost his arm, Mama refused to let him mope. She taught him if Vorinism and propriety required Herdazian women to keep their safehands covered and essentially do everything one-handed, then a one-armed Herdazian boy could learn to do so as well.
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			“Now make those hands useful, my child,” said Mama, “and show King Elhokar how to roll his tsupales. He has the dexterity of a greatshell at a wedding dinner.”

			“I heard my name,” said Elhokar in Alethi. “It’s rude to talk about someone in a language they don’t understand.”

			“Then maybe you learn Herdazian,” said Mama in thickly accented Alethi. “Your kingdom has more than one way to talk, Your Majesty. Now you learn from Lopen how to roll the tsupales, and maybe you learn some Herdazian too.”

			“The Lopen is the best teacher, gancho,” said Lopen, pulling up a stool. “By the time we get back to Kaladin, you’ll be able to roll these one-handed.”

			“You should be at the door, guarding me.” Elhokar blinked through red eyes. “Not teaching me how to make quaint food.”

			With an attitude like that, of course Elhokar’s tsupales looked like gutted skyeels. Lopen whistled an upbeat tune while rolling a tsupale one-handed. “I get that you’re grumpy about being assassinated, sure, but Moash has tried to kill lots of people”—he leaned over conspiratorially—“though he never really means it.”

			The king eyed Lopen’s tsupale like it might leap off the plate and—

			The door to the hovel flew open and a shape rushed in.

			Lopen snatched his spear and jumped between the king and the backlit figure.

			As Lopen swung the spear around, his new arm reached for the butt end, like he’d seen Kaladin do so many times, but the spear cracked against his wrist, bouncing out of his fingers to the floor.

			He looked from the spear to the person he’d almost skewered with it. Cousin Huio.

			Lopen rubbed the wrist where the spear had hit. “You are new, chalispo, and unpracticed, but I’ll help you learn the ways of being an arm again.”

			“Almighty above,” said Elhokar, “what kind of madman talks to his arm? But of course I’d have incompetent guards while assassins run rampant.”

			“It is kind of ironic, isn’t it, gon?” said Lopen. “But as they say, what doesn’t kill you, sure, can give you quite a good laugh.”

			“Staring down death,” said the king, “and miraculously surviving is not a subject for mirth.”

			Lopen smiled. Past tragedies and long-ago dangers only got funnier with time. Soon Elhokar would be telling nearly-killed-king jokes. He’d see.

			“It’s good,” said Huio in Herdazian, “that you’re taking your guard duties seriously, younger-cousin, but the soldiers looking for the king are almost here. Where’s that plan of yours?”

			“What on Roshar is the short guy saying?” asked the king.

			Lopen returned to his stool. “Soldiers are looking for you.”

			“Let them come.” The king slapped his free­hand against his safehand sleeve to get the dough off. “I’m tired of this.”

			“Not so hasty, Your Majesty,” said Mama in Alethi.

			“I’m the king,” Elhokar said, but with very little resolve. “I can come and go—”

			“You are the king, yes,” said Mama, “but I remind you, when you are in my home, it is my country, and the kitchen, it is my throne room.”

			Elhokar’s mouth opened, but Mama shook her finger so sternly that he slumped back onto the stool.

			“We don’t know these soldiers, gancho,” said Lopen. “Kal said, ‘Don’t trust anyone.’ There was more than one assassin, remember?”

			Elhokar pressed the fingers of his freehand against his temples. “Why would a hero like Stormblessed leave me with you?”

			“You were unconscious, sure, but he brought you to me and said, ‘I know of no one as capable as you, Lopen, so I entrust the king into your hands…er, hand.’ The captain, he had no idea he was getting twice the hands!”

			“But there’s a problem,” said Mama. “I have taken an oath of honesty, Your Majesty. If anyone asks for the king, I cannot lie and say you are not here.”

			“You wouldn’t lie”—Elhokar folded his arms—“even to save the life of your king?”

			“The Almighty is truthful with me,” said Mama, “if I am truthful with others.”

			“Mama is very traditional,” said Lopen. “But—”

			A loud stomp interrupted him. Mama gave him one of those looks.

			“We need to misdirect the soldiers,” said Lopen. He nodded to Mama. “While also being truthful.”

			The Lopen, sure, wasn’t always truthful—he was more than truthful. If he said something untrue, he made it true by bending the world to his will.

			“I have a plan,” said Lopen, still in Alethi. “When the soldiers ask if the king is here, Mama can say you’re not—because you won’t be the king.”

			King Elhokar’s eyes narrowed. “How?”

			“You will abdicate,” said Lopen. “To me.”

			Silence. Mama almost dropped the kettle. Outside, a chull bellowed.

			“And I will be”—Lopen stood straighter and puffed out his chest—“King Lopen the First of Alethkar!”

			A laugh escaped King Elhokar’s lips. Others joined in until even Huio was laughing, and he probably didn’t under­stand what was going on.

			Lopen smiled, but didn’t laugh. Elhokar abdicating was the best storming chance they had for keeping the king safe. The others just didn’t know it yet.

			“I won’t be the king for long,” said Lopen. “Only until we know you’re safe.”

			“This solves the problem, Your Majesty,” said Mama, pouring hot water into a cup of herbs. “My son wears your clothes and tells everyone he is king, and when the soldiers ask anyone in Little Herdaz where the king is, we can point Lopen’s direction, and it’s the truth.”

			Elhokar turned to Lopen. “What if they catch you?”

			“I’ll paint them with Stormlight,” said Lopen, “and stick them to a pole.”

			The king looked like he was trying to keep the laughter in, then composed himself. “Sure! Go get killed in my place. My head hurts so bad, I’d rather sit here and make stupid tsupales anyway.”

			Mama scowled as she handed the king a steaming cup of tea. He closed his eyes and took a sip. Storms, he actually seemed to relax, which was like watching a rolling sphere find its flat spot and come to rest.

			“So…?” asked Lopen.

			“So…” said the king as he opened his eyes. “I declare you King Lopen the First of Alethkar.” He smirked. “At least until I change my mind.”

			

			As Elhokar watched Lopen don his bloodstained garb, his thoughts came slowly, like vines pushing through drying crem. The situation reminded him way too much of the night his father had been killed. Sadeas had dressed in the king’s robe and acted as decoy while Gavilar stayed behind. That ruse had barely even distracted the Assassin in White. Storms, had the Almighty thrust Elhokar into a farce of that same event?

			It was like living a stage play of one of Wit’s insults, but storm it, just because it was ironic didn’t mean it was amusing.

			“All hail King Lopen,” Elhokar whispered. He meant it mockingly, but found himself smiling.

			Last night Elhokar had faced assassination and survived. For years, he’d cultivated worry like a wall of shalebark, but today he didn’t feel as anxious about it, even with the threat of assassins still looming.

			Today he’d told a nobody Herdazian to pretend to be king, but what would it feel like to actually abdicate the kingship? To let go of all these problems and be free? Even so, he couldn’t seriously consider abdicating—because of what it represented.

			Failure.

			Giving up the kingdom meant being remembered as a weak king. But just as upsetting, it would disappoint Dalinar, and Almighty knew how badly Elhokar wanted to make Dalinar proud. If he approved of Elhokar, then maybe Gavilar approved too.

			For now though, Elhokar could let a darkeyes pretend to be king. At worst, Lopen would get arrested for wearing Elhokar’s clothing. At best, the ruse would misdirect other assassins.

			Meanwhile Elhokar could take a different role, if it kept him safe. But it did make him wonder who he would be if he weren’t the king.

			He looked down at his safehand sleeve, then to where Isa added spices to a large bowl.

			Evidently today I’m a Herdazian woman.

			What would Gavilar have thought? The king of Alethkar, dressed as a woman, cowering in a hovel and pretending to be a lowborn Herdazian “cousin.”

			You’re a failure. Too weak to be king.

			Elhokar pushed back against the thoughts. As he did, he saw spinning shadows in the reflection of the copper kettle by the fire.

			He closed his eyes until they went away.
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			King Lopen admired how the fancy blue cloak swished with its golden glyphpair of the Kholin sword and crown. Those glyphs would have to do until he could change them to something more Lopenly. One glyph in the shape of a muscular arm, sure. And the second? Another muscular arm. Flexing.

			His feet were taking him to the market since it seemed the best place to spread the news of his kingship. Huio trotted alongside him, wearing a Bridge Four uniform and carrying Lopen’s spear.

			“I’ve been thinking,” said Lopen, “that I would make an exceptional King’s Wit. But I’m the king now, and a king acts with dignity and decorum.”

			Huio raised an eyebrow.

			“So I’ll need a Wit that isn’t me,” said Lopen. “Therefore, I name you, Huio, my official King’s Wit.”

			Yellow-green angstspren skittered in the air around Huio. “No thank you. I’m terrible at that sort of thing.”

			“Say something mean about my face,” said Lopen, “but do it in a clever way.”

			“Is this a chance to say how annoying you are?”

			“Blunt insults have no finesse, you person-with-rocks-for-brains. But I am a benevolent ruler who believes in second chances. Try again.”

			“Your face. It’s…asymmetrical. One cheekbone is fractionally higher than the other.”

			“Okay. Yeah…” said Lopen. “You’re fired.”

			Huio looked down, his bald head catching the waning light. Storms, Lopen was barely getting any reactions from Huio. Since one-armed Herdazian jokes were off the table, he needed something else.

			Lopen lifted his new arm, forming the shape of a sock puppet, but without the sock.

			“Hello, chalispo,” said Lopen to his left arm. “Have I got a job for you!”

			Huio groaned. Lopen winked at him.

			“My king,” said the arm in a highborn accent. Lopen provided the voice, surprised at how well he pulled off the impression.

			“I declare you my King’s Wit,” said Lopen.

			“I live to serve, Your Majesty.” The Wit arm angled down to simulate bowing.

			“Finally a Wit that will stick around,” said Lopen, “instead of leaving when the fun begins.”

			“Don’t be so sure about that,” said Wit. “I’ve left before.”

			“I command you: Never leave my side again.”

			“Storm it,” said Wit under his breath.

			Lopen glanced at Huio. Was this getting to him at all?

			A lone confusionspren bobbed behind Huio. So he wasn’t appreciating this yet, but the Lopen, sure, was always prepared to toil in the service of annoying Huio.

			“All right, I’ve got a proper Wit,” said Lopen. “What now?”

			“A king needs a crown,” said Wit.

			“Maybe normal kings, but the Lopen is no ordinary king. His crown is the hair of his head. His robe is the wind.”

			“The wind that comes out of his mouth,” said Wit, “or that escapes his backside?”

			Ooh, this Wit was good. Why hadn’t Lopen thought of that line first? Right, that wasn’t who he was anymore. As king, that sort of humor was beneath him—or behind him, anyway.

			“Next matter of business,” said Lopen, “is getting you some clothes. You’re the Wit and all, but even you can’t go around naked.”

			“I require something befitting my station,” said Wit. “Something appropriately aristocratic.”

			They weren’t quite to the market, so shopping for gloves wasn’t an option. Lopen covered his left hand with his right so Wit couldn’t hear.

			“Huio, give me one of your socks.”

			

			“You’re folding them wrong,” said Isa. “They look like cremlings who drink too much Horneater white, then vomit their guts out.”

			“They’re fine,” Elhokar snapped. “We’re just going to eat them.”

			“Nobody gonna eat your ugly tsupales,” she said. “They won’t cook right.”

			“Hey, I’m the one helping you.”

			Isa turned on him. “If you want to help, do it right. I will not have it said that my tsupales are ugly and inedible.”

			“I’ll do it my way,” said Elhokar. “Give me another minute and I’ll show you.”

			“Okay, no more rolling tsupales for you.” Isa whisked away the plates. “You get the greasy work.”

			“Hey! I was doing just—”

			She dropped a bowl in front of him. “There are a lot of cousins, and we need a herd of tsupales to feed them. This is the filling.”

			“But I was starting to—”

			“Mix it the right way, and we’ll see if I feel like letting you roll the tsupales again.” Isa motioned for him to mix the substance.

			“With my bare hand?” Elhokar asked.

			“You can try with your safehand sleeve if you want, but to me that seems messy.”

			He rolled his eyes, gripped the bowl with his safehand, and shoved his freehand into the mash, realizing that what he thought was a bowl was actually a large upside-down cremling.

			Isa tapped the thing’s segmented shell. “These thrublings are big, yes, but scared of everything. In highstorms, they roll themselves up and get blown around, so afterward you find them dead everywhere.” She watched him for a moment. “Your mixing, it should be more vigorous. For the flavor.”

			Elhokar looked down. His freehand was greased up to the wrist, and he had somehow gotten filling all over his safehand sleeve as well. More vigorously?

			He leaned over the bowl and really got into it. The bowl thumped, and mash oozed between his fingers. “Like this?”

			“That’s better.”

			“Better? It’s perfectly vigorous!”

			“You grow up like, snap your fingers and people jump,” said Isa. “So you think you can learn something by trying harder for a few seconds. You can command others, yes, but you can’t command years of experience making tsupales to crawl inside you. Not perfect, but better. Keep it up for ten minutes.”

			He started to protest.

			“You wanna roll tsupales later or what?” asked Isa. “Or do you like the greasy work?”

			Elhokar groaned but kept mixing.

			Isa went back to rolling out strips of dough, using her gloved safehand to steady things. “Have you heard the story of the one-armed Herdazian?”

			Elhokar shook his head and listened.

			“My Lopen, he lose his arm, yes, and after he mopes, he decides to climb the khojar trees. And you know what? He fails each time. I tell him, ‘Let me show you the trick,’ and he laughs.

			“ ‘What do you know about having one arm?’ he says. Days pass, and he doesn’t get any better at it. Finally he comes to me, and I show him how to use his legs and knees to carry his weight while he pulls himself up. ‘How’d you learn that, Mama?’ he asks.”

			“And what did you tell him?” asked Elhokar.

			Isa held up her safehand. “I tell him, ‘Vorin women, we are all one-armed Herdazians. Now that you know the secret, practice, my son, until your one arm is as strong as two.’ ”

			“You’re telling me I should practice more.” Elhokar shoved the bowl down more forcefully than he needed to. “That I should try harder? That’s such tripe. I’ve been trying at being king for years, and I keep failing.”

			“I did not say anything about being king. I just want good tsupales.”

			“Okay, then!” said Elhokar. “So, yes, let’s say that I want good tsupales too, but…I keep failing at it.”

			“You fail,” she said, “because you do not listen to the ones who have made tsupales for generations. You insist on doing it your way. So don’t be surprised when your tsu­pales look like Uncle Chilinko’s broken toe. You are a one-armed Herdazian, and you don’t know the tricks for climbing trees.”

			He pursed his lips and looked away, closing his eyes and focusing on the sound of the bowl hitting the table. Maybe Isa was right—maybe he needed to listen better…if he could get anyone to teach him. He’d asked the bridgeman how to be a hero, only to be turned down. Granted, Elho­kar’s timing could’ve been better.

			Someone knocked on the door.

			“Don’t sit straight,” said Isa. “Slouch and always look down. Do not let them see your eyes.”

			“But—”

			“Shush. Let Isa talk to them.”

			The door opened before Isa arrived. Elhokar blinked against the light, then remembered to duck his head.

			“We’re looking for the king,” said a voice Elhokar recognized, though not well. Danlan?

			Adolin had courted her, during which she’d become one of Dalinar’s scribes. If Elhokar had been Adolin, he’d have continued courting her, but Adolin was picky as a pampered axehound. Dalinar had kept Danlan on staff after that, so she must be trustworthy.

			Elhokar gathered his skirt to stand, then stopped. Did he trust a lighteyed scribe he barely knew over Dalinar’s darkeyed bridgeman who had proven he could keep Elho­kar safe?

			Isa likely couldn’t keep him alive in a fight, but Elhokar felt something in her quaint home. It could’ve been that he felt safe; it could’ve been the sounds of the crackling fire lulling him. Elhokar wasn’t sure what he felt—but he wanted to trust Isa.

			So he did as she’d asked.

			“The king has already left,” Isa told Danlan. “I think that way.”

			Elhokar slouched, lowering his eyes, and worked on the tsupale filling. The bowl jostled against the table. He grimaced and froze.

			“Who’s that?” asked Danlan.

			Elhokar realized his stiffness would look suspect, so he pretended to ignore the scrutiny and continued kneading.

			“Is my cousin from Kholinar,” said Isa with a laugh. “Who leaves spouse and child behind to support the war to avenge our late king, may he fight forever in the Tranquiline Halls. Want to come in? We are making tsupales!”

			Danlan sniffed. “The Herdazian says the king went that way,” she said, pointing. And they all left.

			After waiting a moment to see if they might return, Isa shut the door. “Didn’t even say goodbye.”

			“I’m surprised,” said Elhokar with a laugh, “that you would lie and say we are cousins.”

			“I am careful with my words,” Isa replied. “Everything I said was true. You are in my home and making tsupales with me. Sure as the moons rise, that makes us cousins.”

			This time he didn’t laugh. “I should thank you.”

			“Thank me by following my instructions. Now let’s check that filling.”

			

			Being king was hard work. First off, you had to stand straight and strut like one of those loud chickens. Second, it was annoying to have Wit around, complaining and saying all the fun things. Did all two-armed kings have this problem?

			The smell of pork wafted from some of the market stalls and mixed with the mouthwatering aroma of chouta. Lopen’s stomach growled, but he ignored it. He was on kingly business. He threw his cloak over his left arm, hiding Wit, and approached his favorite chouta stand. Huio followed.

			“Hello, Meli,” Lopen said, leaning on the counter. The sun was setting, so some dimly glowing spheres were set out in a glass vase.

			Meli made the best chouta in the warcamps. Today she wore a green Herdazian plavah that went over one shoulder and revealed a homespun cream dress beneath. The clothing matched her dark green eyes.

			“What did the pretty girl say to the two-armed Her­dazian?” asked Lopen.

			“Is this another one of your jokes?”

			“Storms! That’s exactly what she said. How’d you know?”

			Meli folded her arms. “Why are you here?”

			“Remember when you said you wouldn’t date me, even if I had two arms and was king of Alethkar?”

			“I didn’t say that.”

			“You didn’t? Well, that’s how I’ve told the story for years.”

			“I said I wouldn’t date you even if you were the storming king of Herdaz.”

			“What if I was the storming king of Alethkar?”

			She raised an eyebrow.

			“It’s true,” said Lopen. “Ask Huio.”

			Huio nodded. She looked surprised. Then impressed. “Even if it’s true, I still won’t date you.”

			Wit wriggled out from beneath the king’s cloak.

			“What if I told you,” asked the sock puppet, “that he has two arms now?”

			“What in Damnation?” said Meli.

			“Ugh, it’s the King’s Wit,” said Lopen. “He shows up at the worst times.”

			“It’s a habit,” said Wit.

			“You have an extra arm!” said Meli, poking Lopen’s left sleeve.

			“People don’t have extra arms,” said Lopen. “It’s my old arm. It came back.”

			“Actually she’s right,” said Wit. “I am extra. You lost your previous arm. Bones and all. It’s gone off somewhere. Decay­ing in a ditch. Eaten by a whitespine. Something like that. You tell the story differently each time.”

			“You went on holiday, chalispo,” said Lopen. “And at night I remembered fondly how I used to fall asleep on you. You’d get all numb, so I’d shift to the other arm, and when the feeling came back, you’d get all prickly and painful. I missed that, chalispo. I really did.”

			“Why are you here, Lopen?” asked Meli. “Other than to show off your magical puppet arm.”
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			“Aren’t you curious how I grew it back?”

			“Well, yes.”

			“I’ll show you.” Lopen placed his right hand on the vase of spheres, closed his eyes, and inhaled.

			Stormlight entered him, and the spheres went dun. Now a subtle glow emanated from his skin.

			“See,” he said. “I became the glowing Lopen, and then my missing arm, it grew back.”

			A smile tugged at Meli’s lips.

			“The glowing Lopen!” Lopen accentuated his words by raising his right hand. “The Glowpen!”

			Spheres rolled out, some plinking against the counter and others falling to the ground. Oh storms. Had he stuck his hand to the vase? Huio began picking them up. Meli laughed, then cursed, which was pretty much the usual reaction Lopen got from women.

			And now the storming vase was stuck to his hand. He’d merely wanted to glow. Not this.

			“You’ve only watched Kaladin do this a hundred times…” said Wit.

			“Evidently,” said Lopen, “watching someone practice isn’t as good as practicing yourself.”

			“How much Stormlight did you inhale?” asked Wit.

			“The whole vase.”

			“How’d you do that?” asked Meli, confused. Right. She’d probably never heard of Radiants like Kaladin before, let alone Glowpens. She returned some of the spheres to another container, while Huio gave her the rest.

			Raised voices came from behind them. Lopen turned to find a handful of soldiers at the end of the market lane. An auburn-haired scribe led them. Hadn’t he seen her with Adolin before? What was her name? Something stupid, like what a Thaylen sailor would say if she broke her ship against a rocky shore. Damn land. Danlan!

			She pointed, ordering the soldiers and ardents to spread out to search the market.

			“Wish we could stay,” said Wit, “and woo you with more parlor tricks, but King Lopen is needed elsewhere. If anyone asks after the king, point them our direction.”

			King Lopen lifted his other hand, the one still stuck to the vase. “How much for this?”

			“Give me that,” said Wit, touching the vase, which detached from Lopen’s hand. “That’s how it’s done.”

			The vase fell, hit the ground, and shattered.

			“How much for the vase?” King Lopen asked.

			

			Scoop out the mash, spread it on the dough, fold both sides, then roll it. Make it large enough for a couple of bites, but not filled so much that mash spills out the ends. Go slow. Be patient.

			Elhokar followed Isa’s instructions, and surprisingly he was growing accustomed to the task. It had a pleasant rhythm. The work…relaxed him.

			He held up his latest tsupale.

			“Look at you, cousin,” said Isa. “You’re getting better.”

			Isa’s words encouraged him, though realistically he wasn’t going to be rolling tsupales for the rest of his life.

			But what would the rest of his life look like? The Almighty had given him another chance, so he had to do better.

			“I’m not very good at listening to other people,” he said.

			“You listen to me,” said Isa. “And look, your tsupales, they aren’t so bad. Now roll a hundred more and do it every feastday—then you will be a master tsupaloro.”

			“It’s not the work or the practice that scares me. But trying hard doesn’t help when I take someone’s advice and it’s wrong.”

			Every time a highprince manipulated him into doing something, he was like…like one of those thrublings, always rolling up and being thrown wherever the highstorm took him. Never strong enough to unroll and hold himself in one place.

			“I’m always wrong. And too often, when the king is wrong, people wind up dying.”

			“Are you worried about people dying?” asked Isa. “Or about looking bad because people die?”

			He breathed deeply and looked away.

			“Isa?” he asked, filling another tsupale. “You always tell the truth. It’s refreshing. The Alethi court is filled with subter­fuge. How do I know whose advice to trust?”

			“You look to know the whitespines from the axehounds,” said Isa. “When the one-armed Herdazian needed advice on climbing, where did he turn?”

			“His mother.”

			“Yes,” she said, “but this is more than that. When the one-armed Herdazian wants to learn to climb the khojar tree, he goes to someone who has done it before. If he wants to make chouta, he goes to cousin Ulio. To make a strong rope? Cousin Neela, he goes to her. See?”

			“So,” Elhokar said, “the one-armed Herdazian knows all these people with different skills. These people he can trust. These…”

			“Cousins,” she said. “Yes. People you can count on. Surely you have people like that? Stormblessed, yes? Your mother? Your uncle?”

			“Bah! My uncle’s not my cousin.”

			“By the names of all ten fools! Do you need to go back to mixing the lard?”

			“Okay!” said Elhokar. “Maybe I can consider him a cousin or…something.” Could he even get Dalinar to listen long enough to get good advice? Last time Elhokar had truly tried to talk to him, Dalinar had… Storms, he didn’t want to think about it. Maybe he could try again when Dalinar…seemed in a better mood.

			“It takes work,” said Isa. “Just like rolling tsupales. But then you learn your true cousins.” She tossed another perfect tsupale onto the pile. “That one? I name it Cousin Elhokar.”

			Elhokar returned to his current tsupale and folded it as best as he could. “That one is…the bridgeman. Storm­blessed.”

			

			King Lopen, Huio, and Wit ducked behind the counter of an empty booth. Lopen still had plenty of Stormlight. He hoped he wasn’t glowing enough to give away their position.

			“Tilt down your spear, Huio,” said Wit. “But you can stay standing. The soldiers will only see things taller than the counter.”

			“You can be done with the puppet show, younger-cousin,” said Huio. “I’m sufficiently amused, but I’m also close to making you a one-armed Herdazian again.”

			“I know you’re short on patience,” said Wit, “but not every­thing’s about you. Lopen is having a crisis of identity.”

			“How do I adjust to having two arms,” asked Lopen, “when I’ve used one for so long?”

			Huio peeked through a crack between two boards. “While you do that, I’m going to keep watch.”

			“Why are you running, anyway?” Wit asked. “You’re the king! Order them to go away. Most of them look like ardents. What will they do? History you to death?”

			“They’re more dangerous than you think, chalispo,” said Lopen. “Brightness Shallan, sure, she told us one of them poisoned her with strawberry jam.”

			“Check that booth!” yelled a voice. “The empty one!”

			“The soldiers are coming this way,” said Huio.

			Lopen winced. “We should run.”

			Huio was already bounding away, the head of his spear bouncing.

			“Storms, Huio! Now we’re alone without any weapons.”

			“Fear not, my king,” said Wit, flexing and admiring how well his new bicep filled out the jacket sleeve. “You might not have a weapon, but that doesn’t mean you’re unarmed.”

			Stormlight wafted off his skin. “You’re right. But what if I stick myself to something again?”

			“Let me show you how it’s done,” said Wit.

			Lopen peered into the lane between booths just long enough for the soldier to spot him. Then he gathered his Stormlight and bent so Wit could paint the ground with it. Lopen jogged a few paces and turned, keeping his face obscured by the cloak.

			A soldier barreled toward him. “My king! What are you doing?” His boot hit the pooled Stormlight and stuck there. The soldier’s momentum still carried him forward, and he slammed onto the ground.

			“Storms!” said Lopen. “It worked!”

			Two more soldiers rounded the corner and came straight at Lopen.

			“Now run,” said Wit.

			Lopen did, and found he didn’t become winded. But he did notice his Stormlight depleting more quickly than before. That was fixed easily enough. Each time he passed a merchant’s jar of glowing spheres, he breathed in.

			Wit stuck a soldier to the side of a shop. Another soldier took a corner too sharply and brushed the edge of a Stormlight-painted booth. His cloak stuck to it, yanking him back by his neck.

			King Lopen cackled each time. “Chalispo, where’d you learn to do that without sticking yourself to things?”

			“I’ve been on my own adventures for years,” said Wit. “I learned a lot.”

			“Wait…did you learn to fly?” asked Lopen. “Flick my sparks! At least a part of me has touched the sky—”

			“No, I can’t fly.” Wit gave him a pandering expression. “I’m stuck to you.”

			They passed through a booth with jars piled in a pyramid. Was that a jar of strawberry jam?

			“So you can’t Lash things yet?” asked Lopen. “Change the direction they fall?”

			“No,” said Wit, grabbing the jar of jam. “But I can do this.”

			Wit threw the jar, which slammed into the face of a soldier so hard he keeled over. Painspren erupted around him.

			“Strawberry-jammed!” said the Wit.

			“See?” said Lopen. “Dangerous.”

			Lopen put more ground between him and his pursuers. He tore through a group of kids playing battle arena with cremlings in a puddle. He ran past a chouta booth that smelled so good he considered stopping.

			“Where are we going, chalispo?” asked King Lopen.

			“I’m taking us somewhere they won’t be able to reach us,” said Wit. Somehow—call it intuition—Lopen knew exactly where Wit was taking them.

			In the middle of the market was a plaza, and directly in its center stood a pole. Lopen looked up its length to the top, from which rope lines radiated out over plaza. Little festive banners hung from those lines and whipped in the breeze.

			Soldiers emerged from the stalls lining the plaza. Danlan followed, pointing Lopen’s direc­tion.

			“Up we go,” said Wit. “Try using me.”

			“It’s easier with one arm.”

			“I know you’re not used to me,” said Wit, “but we have to work together. Just try, okay?”

			It was a good thing King Lopen had plenty of practice climbing trees with one arm. He considered trying both arms, but decided against it for now, so Wit blabbered the entire time about how much easier this would be with two arms instead of one. Lopen held on tightly with his knees, then used his right arm to pull himself up.

			“Your Majesty,” Danlan called. “Your mother sent us to take you somewhere safe!”

			Lopen almost called back, but he realized as soon as he spoke, the whole gambit would be over.

			So Lopen climbed all the way to the top.

			“What do I need to do,” said Wit, “to convince you we can be a team again?”

			“I need time,” said Lopen. “It’s been a big day. First I learn I can use Stormlight, then you grow back, and now I’m the king, but I’m also kind of the King’s Wit too. That’s a lot of awesome in one person, sure…”

			“Let it all out,” said Wit. “It’s only you and me up here.”

			“But maybe it’s too much,” said Lopen. It felt strange to admit, but maybe he didn’t need to be all the things at once. And maybe the world wasn’t ready for a handsome two-armed flying Radiant king.

			“If it’d help,” said Wit, “I can tell you a poignant tale that mirrors your situation.”

			“No, it’s okay,” said Lopen. “I grew you back, which means I consider you a part of me. Let’s do this. I’m going to let you hold us up here—the rest of us is tired.”

			He reached around with his puppet hand, gingerly unfurling it, and gripped the pole.

			“Tastes like wood,” said Wit’s muffled voice.

			Lopen embraced the pole, easing some of his weight from his right arm and shifting it to his left. At the same time, his legs started burning from where they held him.
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			“How much Stormlight do we have left?” asked Lopen.

			“Almost none,” said Wit. “Why?”

			“Did you just let go of the pole to talk to me?”

			“Oh storms.”

			Instantly Lopen focused Stormlight into his right hand and stuck it to the pole. Then his legs gave out. He flexed his right arm to keep his entire weight from dislocating his wrist, but now he dangled like a sock hung out to dry.

			“This has gotten entirely out of hand,” said Wit.

			Then the Stormlight ran out.

			

			Lopen sucked in, Stormlight filling him, healing parts he didn’t even know had been broken. He opened his eyes and saw…crem. He was facedown on the ground, almost kissing it. He hoped Meli was around to get jealous.

			He checked. Meli wasn’t there, but Huio knelt in front of him, dun spheres in hand.

			“Oh good,” said Huio. “You’re not dead.”

			Someone shoved Huio out of the way. Lopen blinked, taking in the soldiers. One grabbed him by the cloak and pulled his head up so his eyes could meet the leader of his pursuers.

			Danlan. She leaned down to get a good look. As Lopen shrugged off the soldier’s hands and sat on the ground, Danlan’s expression grew increasingly confused.

			“You’re not the king.” To the soldiers, she said, “We’ve been duped by a mangy Herdazian!”

			“Actually,” said the Wit, glowing with Stormlight, “you’ve been stuck to the ground by King Lopen and his trusty sock-puppet sidearm.”

			

			Elhokar whistled as he added tsupales to a hot stone in the fire. A hammered copper pot hung nearby. In it he saw his own reflection…

			…and the shadowy apparitions behind him. They cocked their dizzying heads and thrummed and clicked, more curious than sinister.

			One in particular caught his attention, graceful, with a head pattern like infinite flowing lace. Elhokar shook his head to dislodge the vision.

			Shuffling feet passed by the window. Then the door burst open.

			“Hey gon!” Lopen said. “I’m done being king. Want it back?”

			Huio piled in behind him and shut the door, leaning against it.

			“What’s going on?” asked Isa in Alethi.

			“Danlan is almost here,” said Lopen.

			“And you led her straight to us,” said Elhokar.

			Isa snapped her fingers, drawing his attention. She was scowling. Why on Roshar would she—? He was about to say more, and stopped. Almighty, it was so hard to listen instead of talk!

			Lopen shrugged back the dirty royal cloak, revealing his left arm. Why was he wearing a sock on his hand?

			Lopen lifted the sock-covered hand to eye level and spoke while the hand mouthed the words.

			“We’re here to protect you,” said the hand. “Brightness Danlan realized Lopen was a decoy and headed straight your way.”

			Now Elhokar had nothing to say. Storms, was this some kind of bizarre dream?

			Someone pounded on the door. “Open up!” It was Danlan’s voice. “Your Majesty, we know you’re in there.”

			Huio held the door, keeping it from opening. He looked to Elhokar.

			Elhokar breathed in and nodded. Huio stepped away from the door, which slammed open.

			“Stand down, Brightness Danlan,” said Elhokar, projecting his voice. “This is an order from your king.”

			Danlan’s eyes went wide. Huio stood to the side, his spear aimed right at her. She raised her hands slowly.

			“We mean you no harm,” she said.

			“And yet you bring soldiers,” said Elhokar.

			“They’re your mother’s,” she said. “Most of them are ardents. Tell you what.” She turned to the soldiers and made a reassuring gesture before stepping into the home and closing the door. “Is that better?”

			“What do you want?”

			Danlan took another step closer and smirked. “You can almost pull off wearing a dress.” She nodded at Lopen, who still had that ridiculous sock puppet out. “But you could’ve picked a better decoy.”

			“What? No! I didn’t pick him,” said Elhokar. “But he fooled you all long enough for me to come to a decision. I’m staying here.”

			“But Brightness Navani—”

			“Send word,” said Elhokar, “that I’ll return only if escorted by Stormblessed himself. For now, I’m under the protection of these people.”

			Flourishing his safehand sleeve, Elhokar indicated Isa, Lopen, and Huio.

			“They’re Herdazians…” said Danlan, disgust in her voice.

			A hand rested on his forearm, and he found Isa at his side, smiling.

			“Herdazian darkeyes even,” said Danlan. “Why would you trust them?”

			Elhokar, king of Alethkar, covered Isa’s hand with his own. “These people, Brightness, are my cousins.”
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			Lopen saw a flash of silver as Danlan stepped toward King Elhokar.

			“Quick, Lopen!” yelled Wit.

			Danlan lunged, the point of her dagger aimed at the king.

			Lopen had no weapon, but as Wit had said, he wasn’t unarmed. Kaladin had entrusted Elhokar into his care, so if he couldn’t be the spear that defended the king, at least he could be the shield.

			Lopen raised his arm to meet the dagger.

			Cold steel entered his forearm, then warm blood flowed out of the wound.

			“For king…and country!” Wit coughed.

			Danlan clenched her teeth, cursing.

			“Assassin!” yelled Lopen.

			“I knew it!” said the king.

			Danlan almost made another go at it, but Lopen flared the rest of his Stormlight so he glowed. She bolted to the nearest window and dove through.

			The door flew open, revealing the soldiers who stood there, some of them with bewildered looks on their faces. A few with more calculating glares searched the room for Danlan and saw Lopen glowing. They fled.

			“That’s right!” he shouted after them. “Teach you to mess with the Glowpen!”

			The remaining soldiers and ardents probably were just Navani’s people, unaware of Danlan’s plot.

			“She tried to kill me,” said Elhokar, staring them down. “Did any of you know about this?” He removed his wig and threw it on the ground. “I’m your king!” He pointed in the direction Danlan had fled. “Brightness Danlan tried to kill me. After her!”

			The soldiers obeyed.

			“Almighty above,” said Elhokar, picking up his wig. “Some people can make the ten fools look wise.”

			Elhokar still wore the palidmah of a Herdazian woman, sure, but it no longer looked ridiculous on him. He had a newfound confidence; the dress might as well have been the robes of a Herald.

			The tortured orange hands of painspren reached up from the ground around Lopen—and then the throbbing in his arm hit. He tenderly cradled Wit, sticky with blood.

			Suddenly Mama was there, fussing over him, stanching the wound, urging him to heal himself with his remaining Stormlight.

			“You make an adequate Wit, chalispo,” said Lopen, “but storms, you’re a mighty fine shield. We saved the king, you and I.”

			“I—I did all right?” asked Wit.

			“You did fantastic, chalispo.”

			“Almighty!” said Wit, coughing more violently. “I see it now. It’s getting closer!”

			“The Tranquiline Halls?” asked Lopen.

			“No,” said Wit. “Death.”  He made a croaking noise, then slumped over.

			When Lopen was sure Wit was gone, he carefully wiped away the blood. “Flick my sparks,” he said. “Chalispo left me a souvenir after all!”

			Stormlight had healed the wound but not the scar, and Lopen wasn’t sure he wanted it to.

			A few steps away, King Elhokar smiled at Mama and asked how much longer the tsupales needed to cook. Lopen’s stomach growled. Tonight he would eat a meal prepared by a king!

			But Lopen, he didn’t need to be a king. There were, sure, hundreds of kings on Roshar. Storms, anyone could be a king—even a man dressed as a Herdazian woman.

			Yes, there were many kings, but there was only one of the Lopen.

			Huio leaned on his spear. “It looks like your new arm is incorporating well, now that you’ve become bored of your puppet.”

			Lopen nodded. “And storms, am I glad that guy’s gone! Kept taking all the good lines, making fun of folks, and inflating his own importance. I’d hate to be around someone like that all the time, sure, unless they were really funny.”

			“And you, younger-cousin?” asked Huio. Little blue fronds with undulating leaves appeared around him. Sincerity­spren. “Are you doing okay now?”

			“I appreciate your concern, older-cousin,” Lopen said, smiling. “But the more important question is this: Do you want your sock back?”

			The End

		

		
			Postscript

			One of the things that brings me the greatest joy is doing creative things with my friends. Time melts away as our minds focus on ideas for stories, designs, or Cosmere-sweeping timelines. It’s really like nothing else, the rush that comes from combining disparate pieces into a blueprint for the project you’re intent on creating. Few things are more rewarding.

			Brainstorming with Brandon and Dan on the stories for Story Deck was no exception. It’s a real honor to join them in fleshing out Roshar. I’ve often joked about writing fanfiction of Lopen and Wayne going on excellent adventures throughout the Cosmere, as improbable as that is. While those stories can never happen canonically, I’m grateful Brandon and Dan entrusted me with “King Lopen”—thanks for taking a chance on me.

			After that initial brainstorming, when the stories are all new and shiny and fresh, you feel invigorated and inspired about where things could go. You look forward to fulfilling that perfect blueprint you’ve built in your head.

			Then the work begins.

			Every possible obstacle crawls out of the woodwork to impede your progress. Character motives don’t line up. Details have to be changed to match timelines and continuities you thought were going to work but actually don’t. The story gets too long. The notes for the story get even longer.

			But you work through it because you remember what it felt like beholding that imaginary blueprint. You don’t want to fail, but even more so, you don’t want to fail those who’ve put their trust in you.

			You need to find time to write and revise, but deadlines for other projects scratch at your door. Previous deadlines you thought had been met dig out from their graves for another showdown.

			And you meet those deadlines because you made promises.

			Time set aside for writing gets commandeered by your child who forgot to tell you about a school project that’s due tomorrow. And you know what? You make time for that child because your relationship with her is one of the things more rewarding than creating and writing about fantastical universes.

			But now the story deadlines loom, and a vacation to Miami turns into a writing retreat. (Which, in all honesty, is my idea of a perfect vacation.) And you write about Elhokar, Isa, and Lopen, and you taste interesting new words like “chalispo” and “tsupales” and hope they work into the framework of the culture. You decide that Lopen needs a puppet sidekick and hope that Brandon and Dan won’t think that’s too silly of a thing for Lopen to do.

			The Florida Keys pass by as your wonderful and under­standing wife (thanks, Kara!) drives and you write. At Ernest Hemingway’s house, you pull out your laptop and write part of the story, stopping occasionally to pet six-toed cats, the descendants of one of Hemingway’s own pets. You do it because other writers were inspired in this exact location. Maybe you can be too. Maybe there’s magic in associating with polydactyline felines (the name of my next rock band).

			And maybe you just have to get the work done somehow, someway, knowing deep down that the real magic doesn’t come from mutant cats but from meeting mutant deadlines.

			At some point you finish all the writing, all the responding to astute feedback, and all the acceptance of line edits. At some point, the project is finished, and you examine the story that came from that perfect blueprint. The two are not the same, but they’re made of the same stuff. While the finished project might not be exactly what you thought it was going to be, it’s exactly what it needs to be.

			At least I hope that’s the case!

			This year marks my twentieth anniversary of creating fantastical worlds with Brandon. It was in 2005 that he gave me an early manuscript of Mistborn and asked me to create the maps and symbols for it. Little did I know then how much that book and Brandon’s friendship would alter the course of my life.

			Brandon’s first published novel—Elantris—was also published in 2005. When it came out, he signed my copy of the book with these words:

			“Don’t give up. In a few years, this could be you. 
Just keep writing.”

			Those words have stuck with me for twenty years. I have kept writing, even when storms threatened to derail my momentum. “King Lopen” is a short story and a tiny part of the Cosmere—and as such, it’s also just a tiny fulfillment of what Brandon wrote in my copy of Elantris.

			But it won’t be the only fulfillment of those words.

			Isaac Stewart

			April 2025

		

		
			For me, even a short story means that there’s a lot of words that wind up on the cutting room floor. For Story Deck, we picked a few of those deleted scenes and added them to the “Pure Nonsense” alternate cards. In this little volume, here they are again as bonus material. Yes, they might be pure nonsense, but nonetheless I hope they are amusing nonsense.

		

		
			
			Deleted Scene #1: Rua

			A crowd gathered around the silly man with one arm. Small as a leaf, Rua wafted onto the shoulder of a woman who handed Silly­man a glowing sphere. The woman swatted at her ear, no doubt feeling Rua as if he were a small breath of air.

			Sillyman must’ve been important to have so many followers. He must be their king! King of a people who couldn’t change shape at will. What a boring life! If you wanted new clothes, you couldn’t just think them onto yourself. You had to strip down to your windbares and go find something else to wear.

			As light filled Sillyman, wisps of mist twisted around the shape of an arm appearing where Sillyman hadn’t had one before.

			Sillyman could change shape! No wonder he was their king! His followers gasped. Their king had grown another arm!

			Rua concentrated, scrunching himself up. He balled his fists. He twisted up his face and grunted. With the sound of a tiny fart, something popped out.

			Another hand, sticking right out of his belly!

			It wasn’t a complete arm, but it could come in handy.

			The hand in his belly waved up at him. Rua waved back. Hello, bellyhand!

			Little globes of light flickered around King Sillyman. Rua knew these from the otherplace. But they were missing parts.

			Rua inspected himself. Was he missing anything?

			He had both armpits. Both kneepits. All eight toepits. All eight fingerpits. Wait, he had twelve of those now. All of him was here, right? Or had he left part of himself in the otherplace like those globes had? He shrugged.

			Now Sillyman made a gesture with his new hand, and every­one gasped again. Everyone loved King Sillyman and his funny hand signs!

			Rua tried to copy the gesture with his belly­hand, but he got it wrong. And there was no one there to gasp. What he needed was more practice. He would have to continue watching King Sillyman to learn more of his noble ways.

		

		
			Deleted Scene #2: Chalispo

			Chalispo, the King’s Wit, admired how well the sleek black suit fit him, like it was tailored for his svelte physique. For lack of a better phrase, it fit him like a glove.

			The fancy clothes, however, were little comfort in comparison to the freedom he’d lost.

			Since he’d first left the Lopen’s side, he’d tried to live his life unattached. His memory was a long list of one-night stands, sometimes with nothing but his sparkflicker to keep him company. As only an appendage, he couldn’t drink. What he could do was hold a bottle of Horn­eater White. When that hadn’t been enough, he’d bathe in the stuff until he’d pass out, only to wake up in the rooms of strange women, or sometimes on hooks at butcher shops. The worst of it had been the never-ending onslaught of jokes aimed at him. He was, after all, a no-Herdazian arm.

			But it had all been worth it for the feel of the open road. Chalispo was a lone whitespine, and his sudden reunification with his once-captor was more than a little disarming. Meta­phorically speaking, anyway. In a sense, it was the rearming that was disarming.

			The posh clothing of the King’s Wit, however—rich, soft, and luxurious—was a definite upgrade from going everywhere completely nude.
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