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DAVEN 

HE BOY COULDN'T SLEEP, so he ran. It was 

the perfect time. Covenant Village on Level 73 

of Sesquin settled into a quiet rhythm deep into 

the night, save only for the hum of the 

atmospheric processors. In this sector of the 

Mega, restructured to accommodate the city's 

Equity Mandate, no one worked during fourth 

shift.  

A stray kid burning off his anxieties through the empty 

corridors? No worries. Everyone understood: Fourteen-year-

olds had boundless energy to expel.  

Especially one with so much on his mind. Besides, who 

wasn’t a bit jittery with the thrill of what lay ahead in the 

coming days? 

T 



 

  

Daven Mast returned to his family suite after a healthy 

jog and slipped into his bedroom, determined not to wake 

his father again. He didn’t want another argument. The 

man had been reserved in recent days – familiar behavior 

before each of the anniversaries. 

Yes, it had been hard on everyone. Grandfather used to 

be their steady hand. But times had changed. The world 

was better now. Blessed. Grandfather couldn’t face it. 

Wasn’t five years of grief enough for his father to move on? 

They were about to celebrate Year 6 of the Promise. 

Only four more years to go, and then … 

It’s going to happen. I know it. 

Daven threw off his shirt and entered the water room, 

where he hand-bathed rather than waste his daily shower 

allocation. 

He checked his tagger. 

5,20 

The alarm would ping soon. 

So much for sleep. Might as well prep for the day. 

He had so many great ideas to share with his mates 

about their class project. A little fine-tuning toward the end 

couldn’t hurt. Had to be the best in the Academy, after all. 

The threesome vowed as much when they chose their 

topic. 

Yes, they’d love his suggestions. When did they not? 

Daven changed into the gray trousers and white shirt 

that formed the Northern Academy’s base uniform, then 

lifted his deep blue jacket from its hook. It was a meeting 

of both Blend blue and New Teton Brigade blue, a redesign 

from the jacket worn by generations of Academy 



 

  

indoctrinates. It set the tone for these assimilated times. 

Though his right sleeve kept the three bars designating him 

as a third-year student, the most important change sat at his 

left breast: The sun-and-horizon crest that signified the future 

for all Teton. 

He re-jiggered his push collar and combed his deep brown 

hair into the same part he’d worn since he could walk. And 

there, in a blaze of inspiration, Daven realized what was 

wrong. One more thing needed to change. A year ago, his 

father never would have agreed to it. But now? 

Daven told himself to temper expectations but also devised 

a full-proof strategy. He vowed to sneak in the request during 

breakfast. 

Yes, this will work. 

The alarm on his tagger pinged, and he leaped from his 

reverie. Probably should have turned it off sooner. 

Time to face the morning, but not without his daily 

affirmation. 

Daven opened both palms to face the mirror. 

“The future of this world belongs to all children.” He said 

the mantra as if they were lyrics to the most beautiful song 

ever written. “I acknowledge the Luminar’s gift and accept my 

commission in its making. Blessed be the Luminar.” 

He held the position for a count of three, then let his hands 

fall. 

Daven gathered his tablet, which he tucked inside his jacket 

lining, and allowed a slow, bracing exhale. 

Time to face Father. 

To the boy’s surprise, Corren Mast had already set out 

breakfast. Daven’s father read trade reports on his tablet, 



 

  

dressed in a gray jacket that communicated competence 

without drawing attention, a lesson passed down through 

generations of Masts. 

Daven said nothing as he grabbed his cup of moc-java 

from the counter and fixed a small plate of padded nutrient 

bread and spiced potato sauce. The humble breakfast fell 

in line with father’s philosophy to nourish but not fill the 

body. Simplicity now; indulgence only at the end of a hard-

won day. Daven used to request more, especially greens 

from the L73 hydro garden, but Corren would hear none of 

it. 

“You’ll own a home someday,” he told the boy entering 

Year 5 of the Promise. “Perhaps even your own private 

garden.” He delivered those words with a note of 

skepticism. “Until then, we are a disciplined household, and 

you will follow my guidance.” 

Daven surrendered that day, but not because he wanted 

peace. Rather, he listened to how his father parsed every 

word. Certain things no longer crept into the message. 

Corren stopped referring to theirs as a “disciplined pure-

blood home.” If Father was coming around to the proper 

way of thinking, what was the point of causing a further 

rift? 

Besides, the Pells and Soskas were more liberal with 

morning treats. He’d snag something from them before 

Convergence. 

Daven ate and drank in silence, not acknowledging 

Corren when his father brought a plate to the table. The 

morning quiet between them worked, and he had learned 

not to test it. Mom used to chatter without end, but Daven 



 

  

hardly remembered her voice. 

The nutrient bread, which had a soft, gooey center, was 

better on L73 than most other Tet families probably managed. 

The Blends who moved to Covenant Village after the Equity 

Mandate brought new food preparation techniques, most of 

which they long improvised with lesser equipment. Their 

methods were a revelation to the new neighbors. The bread’s 

texture was fluffier and introduced a sweetness without losing 

any of its nutrient potency. 

The village food exchanges, more than anything, brought 

the community together after forced assimilation. Not to 

mention they introduced Daven to the Blend boy who became 

his best mate. 

His eyes shifted past his father to the mandatory image on 

the wall. The Luminar’s insignia glowed, its sun-over-horizon 

in white and blue, the same image as his jacket crest but full-

scale and commanding. 

Daven looked at the time and imagined the scene in the 

corridors leading to the communal platform. The compliance 

officers were likely reviewing the attendance roster at the four 

entry archways and repositioning presentation items at Wind 

Reader Toral’s request. 

Daven used the ceremony as a backdoor into his risky 

proposal. 

“Convergence should be exciting today. Think we’ll hear 

any more news about the 6th?” 

Corren did not look up from his tablet. 

“Wouldn’t know, Son. They seem to enjoy feeding us in 

drips.” 

He had a point. 



 

  

“Can’t wait much longer. Eight days to go. So, there’s a 

rumor going around. People are …” 

Corren set down his tablet and sighed. 

“What have I said about rumors?” 

“Imaginations run amok. Yeah, yeah. But Father, this 

one seems to have traction. It’s not just my mates at 

school. They’re saying the Luminar might return to 

Vandress for the 6th.” 

Mug of moc-java in hand, Corren flashed a 

condescending grin. 

“I hear the same flights of fancy. The Luminar hasn’t 

been seen here since the Battle of Sinquin. Seven years. 

And even then, he wasn’t … well, then he was called …” 

Daven was pleased to see his father catch himself. The 

Luminar’s birth name was not to be spoken during the 

Years of the Promise. 

“Luminar” or “Mother and Father” were acceptable. Even 

“Resonance” was fine in limited contexts. 

But not Kip Dubai. 

“Don’t you think it’s time, Father? He’s been to all the 

other cities at least once. The Lumin version of him was 

born here. He was Vandressi. Isn’t it reasonable to think 

he’s been saving us for last?” 

Corren sipped his moc-java. 

“I’m in no position to read the mind of a god. Nor is 

anyone in this city.” 

“Not even his father?” 

“If my sources are accurate, no. Not even the Minister.” 

“Yeah. Suppose you’re right. The Luminar doesn’t believe 

in showing favoritism.” 



 

  

Corren rolled his eyes and changed the subject. 

“What is your group’s Promise Project?” 

Good. A nice shift. This would make for a clean segue to 

his proposal. 

“Pre-Collapse cartography. We’re tracking thirty of the old 

river systems from before the dead zones expanded. The idea 

is to lay them over the current atmospheric recovery maps 

and show where Lumin-directed restoration has matched the 

original water table. We can then extrapolate future 

agricultural zones.” 

Corren went quiet for a moment. 

“Extrapolate. Hmm. Whose idea?” 

“Mine, mostly. Sido helped develop it. Pell found some 

source docs in the Academy archive that nobody cross-

referenced before. And I’m going to add some other ideas to 

…” 

“Mm.” Corren rotated the moc-java cup on the tabletop. 

“And who’s presenting?” 

“All three of us. We divided it by section. It will be good 

science and a morale booster for the skeptics. Schoolmaster 

Trundle has been working with Southern Command about 

bringing in a real Lumin to judge the projects. I hear he’s 

meeting with General Wahn in a day or so. It’s exciting, don’t 

you think?” 

Silence followed, save the rhythmic tics of the atmospheric 

processor. Daven hoped for even a hint of enthusiasm on his 

father’s stoic features. 

Corren grabbed a spoon and swirled the grayish potato 

sauce. 

“Daven, have you heard anything more about Pell’s 



 

  

grandmother? Will she be attending Convergence this 

morning?” 

Suddenly, the easy segue vanished. Daven recognized 

the gravity of the unexpected question and sensed his 

father’s worry. 

“Dunno. I’ll ask Pell when I see him.” 

“She claims to have been unwell, I understand.” 

“He’s mentioned it.” 

“And today would be her third absence in a week. You 

see the problem.” 

Daven swallowed hard. 

“I’m sure it’s all being worked out with Compliance. 

Horus and Calla are a blessed union. They have pull up the 

chain.” 

Corren reacted with a side-eye that told Daven to grow 

up. 

“Horus Venn is a housing coordinator for the Covenants. 

He doesn’t enforce the Luminar’s Laws. And don’t think 

being a blue-skin gives him special powers.” 

Daven twitched. 

“Blend, Father. Not blue-skin. I hate when you do that.” 

Corren gathered his plate and jumped up from the table. 

“Old habits, Son. I didn’t mean to offend. Horus is a good 

man. Fair. Humble. He treats Pell like his own, and Calla 

seems happy.” 

“She should. They’ll have a blessed child in five months. 

The first Lumin born to this Mega. Can you imagine how 

the Covenant will celebrate?” 

Corren tossed his uneaten meal into the annihilator – not 

the first time Daven had seen his father turn away perfectly 



 

  

good food for no reason. 

“Oh, yes. I’m sure it will be a tribute unparalleled.” 

Daven hit back when he heard the obvious sarcasm. 

“Because it is, Father. Look at how far we’ve come in the 

last six years.” 

“As if we had a choice.” 

“The Luminar gave us a gift. He’s saving Teton and making 

us better people.” 

“Make being the operative word.” 

Daven knew better than to push those buttons, but here 

they were at a standoff. Again. 

“Is there something you wanna say, Father?” 

Corren chuckled. 

“More than you can …” He caught himself. “Daven, would 

you report me if I said what was really on my mind?” 

Oh, slag. 

He tried to pull this conversation back from the brink. 

“Father, I love you. I know you’re still hurt. We all are. None 

of this has been easy, but I wish you could embrace the joy I 

feel every day.” 

“You didn’t answer the question. Other children have 

reported their parents. Do you know how many orphans there 

are in this city?” 

“Stop. Please. Don’t be like this. And yes, I know about the 

orphans. Most of them lost their parents in the Pure Breathers’ 

war against Sinquin. Most are still learning to move past the 

shame.” 

“Are you ashamed of me, Son?” 

Daven pushed back his chair. Why couldn’t they go a whole 

week without a moment like this? 



 

  

“You’re my dad. How many times do I have to say I’d 

never turn my back on you?” 

His father’s cheeks dropped. The lines on his forehead 

softened. And then, like many times before, Corren’s eyes 

moistened. Daven took the cue and wrapped his father in 

a warm hug. 

They held the position until Corren whispered: 

“It’s been a rough few days. I’m in my own head too 

much, Son.” 

“No worries, Father. You’ll feel better after 

Convergence.” 

Corren pulled away. 

“Finish your meal.” He forced a smile. “I have reports to 

consider and meetings most of the day. After Convergence, 

of course.” 

Daven kissed him on the cheek. 

“Sure, Father.” 

The tension faded in a hurry, as it tended to do, leading 

Daven to circle back to his risky proposal. After he finished 

his meal, Daven cleaned the table and disposed of his plate 

into the sanitizer shelf. Then he approached his father, who 

sat on the sofa scrolling through graphics. 

“Father, I’m rather keen on something I want to do in 

tribute for the 6th. Now, you know I respect your decision, 

and I’d never go straight against you. But see …” 

Corren grunted. 

“Stars above, Daven. Out with it.” 

“OK. You’ve probably seen lots of kids changing things 

up lately. The hair, I mean.” 

There was the side-eye. Not a good sign, yet Daven 



 

  

plowed forward. 

“Some of the colors have been crimp. I was thinking …” 

“Please. Daven. Don’t tell me you want to go Blend red.” 

“No, no. Although it’s a great sign of respect to our 

neighbors. But no. You remember what the Luminar was like 

before he left Vandress.” 

“Yellow? Absolutely not.” 

“No, no. Not full-on. Back when he was still called a Patchie, 

he had yellow streaks. I saw the stream of that time he 

testified to the Council. After the armory business. Lots of 

mates are doing it. I want to honor him, especially if he visits 

for the 6th.” 

Corren leaned back and grimaced like a man in need of 

digestive relief. 

“If you come home tonight with a head full of yellow, I’ll 

shave it off. No more than a few streaks. Understood?” 

And just like that, the day took a turn for the better. 

“Thank you, Father. I love you.” 

Corren refocused on the tablet. 

“Hold that thought until after I see the results.” 

It was good enough, far better than expected. 

“Reckon I’ll pass on the news to my mates. See you at 

Convergence. Don’t be late, Father.” 

“Huh. As if I’d ever dare miss a single minup.” 

Daven dismissed the sardonic response, grabbed his 

schoolbag, and bolted from the suite. 

  

*** 

  

Daven passed many neighbors, all of whom he knew by 



 

  

name, on their way to finding a good seat at the communal 

platform. Some couldn’t accept anything less than front 

row. Daven and mates preferred the high-back row for the 

widest view. 

He waved to the Drell family who went nowhere without 

each other. Tobin and Yessa, with their kids Casp and Winn, 

were known to everyone as the social divas of Covenant. 

These Blends cooked the most for the food exchanges, set 

up game areas in the village round, and treated each day 

like a nonstop festival. Daven often wondered how the 

parents got any work done. 

Daven nodded as he passed Compliance Officer Hessit 

Brent, whose combat servos and wide-load torso 

compensated for her diminutive stature. Brent, in her gray 

uniform, scrolled through an attendance tablet with her left 

hand. A rifle rested over her right shoulder on a standard 

Brigade sling. In times past, the weapon made a statement. 

Now, it was simply there, like the Luminar’s insignia on the 

floor in front of the communal platform. Brent never used 

it to make anyone feel frightened. 

Daven had been uneasy near the rifles during those first 

months after the Luminar took control. Sometimes, he’d 

hear one go off and turn the other way like anyone else 

who was smart. Back then, too many Tets made poor 

choices. Best he could tell, there hadn’t been a single 

execution in Vandress for more than a month. 

“Good program today?” He asked the officer. 

“Invigorating, I’m sure, Daven. Heading the wrong way, 

aren’t you?” 

He pointed down the corridor, away from the platform. 



 

  

“Picking up my mates. Don’t worry. We’ll be here. Right as 

the stars. Blessings to the Luminar.” 

She nodded. 

“Only twenty minups now! Blessings to the Luminar.” 

Daven entered the Kreel unit without the need for pinging. 

He was such a regular that the family added his print to the 

door settings. Sido was already positioned near the entrance, 

his school bag over one shoulder. They clasped hands, palms 

meeting flat before pivoting into interlocked fingers and back. 

The sequence took two simps. They had refined the secret 

shake until it required no thought. Pell was the only other one 

who knew it. 

Sido was almost fifteen but carried himself with the 

swagger of a fifth-year student. He stood taller than Daven by 

half a head, with deep blue skin most rich across his face and 

hands. Silver veins ran along his jawline then dipped beneath 

and behind each ear. He’d grown out his fire-red hair more 

than any Blend boy his age, allowing it to fall in a pair of thin, 

twisting braids. 

Daven was jealous, of course. If he even suggested braids 

to his father … 

“What was it today?” Sido asked. 

“Usual. Padded bread. Potato sauce.” 

Sido chuckled under his breath. 

“Poor slag.” He nodded toward the kitchen. “Mum made a 

fresh batch of sweet crackles. She saved a few for you.” 

Sweet crackles. 

The words made him drool. 

“Best on!” 

Prenne Kreel was at the kitchen station in her work clothes. 



 

  

She ran the administrative coordination for three of 

Sesquin’s integrated housing blocs. She was forty and 

slight, already shorter than Sido, but she brought a warmth 

that radiated wherever she ventured. Daven assumed as 

long as she lived in this suite, there was nothing but joy 

here. No old grievances or the tension of past sorrows. 

She smiled as Daven approached. 

“Beside the churn.” 

He grabbed the mouth-sized bites, which ranged in color 

from orange to green to blue. They were twisted amalgams 

of nutrient paste, greens from the hydrogarden, and spices 

from Sinquin. Daven savored them like candy. 

The Kreels’ suite was larger than the Masts’ home by 

half. They even had a window looking north onto Vandress, 

only one of four in this Covenant. Faint daylight cast a beam 

into the kitchen. 

“These crackles are the best,” Daven said, earning a hug 

from Prenne. 

“When you have more time, I’d happily show you how 

it’s done.” 

“Is it hard?” 

Sido nudged Daven. 

“No, mate. You don’t wanna go down that vent. Steam’ll 

waste you.” 

Prenne rolled her eyes. 

“Oh, stop being so terrible. Crackles are my specialty. 

They require the proper touch, Daven. If you took the time 

to learn – which my own son will not – I’m sure you could 

walk out of here with a bounty.” 

He didn’t have a chance to answer. Prenne noticed 



 

  

something on Sido’s school jacket and brushed it off his 

shoulder. 

“Attention to detail, will you? Did you finish a bag check?” 

Sido dropped his shoulders. 

“Last night before bed, Mum.” 

“Project documents?” 

“In the bag.” 

“Pell finished his archive work?” 

“All three urns of it, yes. I was there, as you know, Mum.” 

Prenne made a sound that was not quite a laugh. She 

glanced at Daven. 

“Checking. You and Pell work hard, but organization is not 

your strength. Take a lesson from Daven, if you would.” 

She didn’t know the half of it, but Daven would not let her 

drop comparisons. His mates didn’t need that kind of talk. He 

glanced at his tagger. 

“Speaking of Pell, we gotta pick him up and get our spot on 

the platform. Oughta step.” 

She swatted the back of his shoulder and kissed the top of 

Daven’s head in the same motion then did the same for Sido, 

who absorbed this without complaint. 

They hustled to the Soska-Venn home, which was the last 

on the east corridor before the ring walkway curved back 

toward the communal platform. Daven calculated how much 

time they could linger and still find their usual seats at the 

ceremony. Every simp counted. 

Sido pressed the door’s printlock in a pattern to produce 

two sharp pings, a pause, then one more – their signal to Pell. 

This time however, Horus Venn opened the door. Pell’s 

stepfather was a Blend approaching fifty but with the 



 

  

musculature of a man half his age. He wore the dark blue 

uniform of Equity Housing. 

“Boys.” Horus stepped back from the door. “Pell’s almost 

ready. He was sluggish this morning.” 

Though the head of the household was a Blend, this suite 

bore little resemblance to the free-loving nature of the Kreel 

home. It was searching for a rhythm, Daven thought. Horus 

had rescued Calla and her son Pell three years ago after 

they were ostracized by their Tet friends. Pell’s father and 

older brother had carried Pure Breather rage into the Battle 

of Sinquin, where they were gunned down. 

Daven remembered how the relationship between Horus 

and Calla had, at first, been scandalous among Tets and 

Blends but later became a symbol of a new way forward. 

News of Calla’s pregnancy … a blessed child … softened the 

most resistant hearts. 

From all accounts, Horus was admired at Equity Housing 

for his fairness and ability to forgive any Tet’s past 

transgressions against Blends. 

“The cycle must end,” Horus once told the three boys in 

a reflective moment. “My generation is making progress, 

but none of it will matter if yours reverts to the old 

grievances. Be leaders among your peers. Do more than 

pass along the Luminar’s message. Demonstrate its 

power.” 

Pell Soska popped out of his bedroom, finishing off a cup 

of moc-java, which he left on the kitchen counter. He 

grabbed his bag, slung it over his shoulder, and came at 

each boy with their special handshake. 

“Best on?” 



 

  

Daven didn’t see Calla or Pell’s grandmother. 

“Yeah. We’re on.” He turned to Horus. “See you at the 

platform?” 

“We’ll be there. Best scat to your special seats. Twelve 

minups to go.” 

Daven wanted to ask about the grandmother, as he 

promised Corren, but held off. Take the man at his word. We 

surely meant the whole family. Halfway out the door, Pell 

snapped his fingers. 

“Slag it!” 

He whipped around inside and raced past Horus, who 

sipped on his moc-java with a grin. 

“Must be his tablet.” 

Sure enough, Pell returned simps later, pushing the device 

down into his bag. 

“All my archive work’s on here,” the boy reminded his 

mates. “I didn’t sleep worth a drag.” 

Daven laughed it off. 

“Who can sleep these days? There’s so much happening.” 

Horus grunted and pointed at something else the boy had 

forgotten. 

“Buttons,” Horus said of the Academy jacket. 

“I got them, Dad.” 

“Most of them.” Horus worked the top one free and reset it 

with two deliberate movements, then stepped back and 

looked his stepson over with the assessment of a man who 

took presentation seriously because he understood what it 

communicated. “Better.” 

They raced down the corridor toward the communal 

platform, but Daven couldn’t resist commenting on what he’d 



 

  

just heard. 

“You called him Dad. That’s new.” 

Pell shrugged his shoulders. 

“Pretty much. Dunno when it started. Just feels right. 

He’s been good to me. Loves Mom so much.” 

“Nice. They have a blessed union. Just what the Luminar 

says we need more of.” 

Sido jumped in but didn’t seem to care about that topic. 

“Best on, mates. Don’t wanna be standing behind those 

Drell kids. Casp don’t know when to shut his flapper.” 

Daven picked up his pace. 

“He’s only six.” 

“True, but we all speak Enlothe. He don’t need to ask the 

same dreshing question four times.” 

“What? Did you answer him four times?” 

“No.” Sido giggled. “First time, I told him to ask his 

father. Second, third, and fourth, I ignored the little sod.” 

 

*** 

  

They found their usual seats. Much like with classes at 

the Academy, the residents of Covenant Village followed 

patterns in their seating choices. There was no rule as such, 

but claims were made unofficially. Only those toward the 

back tended to be more free-wheeling. 

The boys managed eight minups of catch-up time as the 

last villagers filed in. Daven nodded toward his father, who 

found his usual spot in the second row. Jak and Prenne 

Kreel arrived with Horus and Calla Venn-Soska, minus Pell’s 

grandmother. Daven resisted the urge to ask why, and Pell 



 

  

did not seem too eager to address it. 

Three times in a week. Was she so feeble that Compliance 

allowed her to skip another? Or was she following a pattern 

often seen over the past six years among Tets who lost heavily 

in the Battle of Sinquin? 

Daven hoped not. The woman was old and reclusive, but 

she couldn’t escape the Luminar’s Law. No one from the age 

of two could skip Convergence except under extreme medical 

duress. 

Tets and Blends intermixed across the platform in a 60-40 

ratio. Compliance officers stood at the four entry archways, 

finishing roll. This would have been going on at more than six 

hundred locations across Vandress right now. Second and 

third shifts would be even bigger, consuming more than a 

thousand such ceremonies. Daven felt fortunate, as the city’s 

twenty-six Covenants held Convergence solely for their 

villagers, creating a more intimate environment. 

The law was clear: 

Every citizen. Once a day. Without fail. 

Wind Reader Shen Toral took his place at the dais. He was 

a compact Tet with a weathered face and eyes that were 

warm and mysterious. His traditional gray robes carried the 

relatively new symbol of Mother and Father at his chest and 

cuffs: A double helix surrounding Teton in silver thread. 

Toral raised his hands. The platform’s ambient murmur 

dropped but not to nothing; there was always the building’s 

own hum underneath everything, plus the ventilation and the 

distant levtrain on its morning run. 

The first voice belonged to Toral alone. 

He did not raise his volume or alter his cadence, and 



 

  

somehow this made the words carry farther. 

“Teton has always been waiting.” He held the pause for 

effect. “The waiting was not passive. It was a held breath, 

a contained intention, the patience of something ancient 

that knew what it was building long before there were 

builders. Mother and Father waited. Not for the colonists. 

Not for the rise of a human civilization. No. They waited for 

the convergence of which we are now blessed. Tetonian. 

Blend. Lumin. Together, the first generations Mother and 

Father can trust with their planet’s future. It is our shared 

commission, handed to us by the Luminar.” 

And the crowd responded in bold unison: 

“Our shared commission.” 

Daven’s heart rose, as it always did at the Opening Read. 

He glanced toward his father but couldn’t get a sense of 

Corren’s level of engagement. They used to sit together in 

the early days, before Pell and Sido became like Daven’s 

left and right hands. He sometimes wondered if that 

distance was a mistake. 

“And now,” Toral said, “the Equity Recitation. Please 

stand.” 

The audience joined hands. Toral began: 

“I carry my neighbor’s dignity as I carry my own.” 

Daven said the words every day since they became the 

Law of the Temple. The Wind Readers who had convened 

the Apostic Conference to rewrite Breath doctrine claimed 

to have received this affirmation directly from the Luminar, 

who insisted it be the foundation for Temple Law. Not 

everyone had complied in the early months. Those who 

refused tended to be the same ones who did not attend 



 

  

mandatory Convergence. 

They were taken away and never seen again. 

But the threat of a consequence was not on Daven’s mind 

when he memorized the Equity Recitation. Even at nine years 

old, he thought the words made common sense. 

“I do not diminish what is not mine to judge,” Toral said, 

and the villagers repeated the line. 

Sido’s voice beside him was full, and the words heartfelt. 

Pell’s lips moved. He said the words and believed in them, 

but he lacked Sido’s full-throated expression. Perhaps he was 

mimicking Horus’s disciplined manner. Or was he worried 

about his grandmother? 

“The work of this world belongs to all hands.” 

The next row down and across several seats, Tobin Drell’s 

baritone was audible underneath the collective voice like a low 

string providing foundation. He was a man who sang in full 

voice without self-consciousness, Daven had noted at 

previous ceremonies. Next to him, Yessa sang the words too, 

with Winn on her hip now, the four-year-old’s mouth moving 

in approximate imitation of the surrounding sounds. Casp 

bounced as he shouted the affirmation. 

“The future of this world belongs to all children.” 

Daven always thought about the Luminar at this line. He 

recalled the tales of a Lumin boy who learned of his great 

purpose while struggling to find footing as a young leader in 

Sinquin. Who used his gifted powers to fuel a revolution and 

challenge the old order like no one else of color. 

This part of the message could not be clearer: The Luminar 

was instructing kids of each race to take the lead when the 

ten years of the Promise concluded. 



 

  

“I acknowledge the Luminar’s gift and accept my 

commission in its making.” 

After a reflective moment, the room broke into polite 

applause, and the audience took their seats. 

The next part of the ceremony went from aspirational to 

logistical, and was the bit Daven most anticipated: News 

from the Restoration Zones. In the early years, they were 

brief and never accompanied by images or viseos. It was 

whatever the Luminar and his Spiritual Agents deemed 

worthy of relaying to the population. 

But the highlights had increased with some flourish in 

recent weeks as the 6th Anniversary approached. Wind 

Reader Toral did not disappoint. 

He held up a tablet. 

“It is all here, confirmed through the Central Temple in 

the past urn. The news we have anticipated in these recent 

days is now official. The atmospheric readings up to one 

hundred parsels above the surface of RZ New Vandress 

have reached pre-Collapse tolerances. The most recent 

rainfall across the zone is free of the toxic impurities of the 

Collapse era. 

“Temperatures have stabilized to within a range of thirty 

to fifty HighMarks across the current season, creating 

optimal conditions under which the most species of plants 

and animals may flourish without duress.” 

The news did not come as a surprise, as rumors had been 

circulating on substreams for weeks. But it did not lessen 

the whoops and cheers. Daven was among the loudest. 

Toral waited for the crowd to settle. 

“It gets better. The Luminar has confirmed that, in honor 



 

  

of the 6th, representatives from each Southern city will fly to 

the Restoration Zone and set foot on the ground where we 

will one day live.” 

Another round of cheers followed. Daven and Sido led a 

rousing version of “Blessed be the Luminar!” Their chant 

caught on. 

It wasn’t Convergence protocol, but Toral allowed it to 

spread. When he raised a hand to restore order, the Wind 

Reader continued: 

“Six years ago, the Luminar saved this world from certain 

destruction and promised renewal. He vowed that he and his 

people would bring hope and carry us forth from our self-

manufactured prisons. We have witnessed both his miracles 

and his wrath during this great transition. 

“Now, he allows the first of us to set foot upon a renewed 

Teton. They will do so happily and as representatives of a 

unified people. The air cleanses. The soil lives. The waters 

rise. They are his miracles. 

“Repeat after me: The Luminar is Mother and Father. The 

Luminar is the Resonance. The Luminar is the past, the 

present, and the future of Teton. His word is inviolable, and 

we are his grateful servants. Blessed be the Luminar.” 

No one was sitting, but amid the ecstatic smiles were also 

tears. Daven felt the tingling of pure joy. He glanced down 

and across the rows to his father, trying to gauge whether this 

incredible news had lifted Corren’s spirits. The man pitched a 

grin but little more. 

Maybe he feared expressing himself; he wasn’t the most 

demonstrative of men. 

The next portion of Convergence rotated between a sermon 



 

  

and a testimonial, today being the latter. Compliance 

Officer Brent shared a brief story about the day she moved 

into Covenant and felt her life change. She ended by saying 

she was thrilled the village had cast aside any doubters and 

formed an unshakeable bond founded in true equity. 

Convergence moved to its final stage with the Closing 

Affirmation, drawn from the Book of Affirmations which 

were required reading. 

Toral raised his hands in preparation. The congregation 

settled. 

“The Luminar holds Teton,” he said. 

The platform’s collective voice: “The Luminar holds 

Teton.” 

“We hold each other.” 

“We hold each other.” 

“This is our covenant.” 

“This is our covenant.” 

Ten simps of mandatory silence followed to represent 

Mother and Father’s “held breath” as they waited for 

Teton’s first builders to arrive. 

Six-year-old Casp Drell, to his credit, lasted eight of 

them. 

“Mama,” he said, not entirely appreciating the value of 

silence and contemplation. “What does Teton hold?” 

A few snickers arose from the surrounding villagers. 

Daven and his mates rolled their eyes at each other. 

Toral clasped his hands together as the ceremony hit ten 

minups. 

“Go well. Serve well. The Convergence binds.” 

Yessa Drell bent to answer her son. The Compliance 



 

  

officers lowered their tablets and made their final notations. 

Horus Venn moved toward the archway, tablet already 

retrieved from under his arm. Tobin Drell exchanged a nod 

with the Blend man Sebb Knowle and his daughters, who 

attended the Southern Academy. 

Daven stood where he was for a moment, allowing the 

dispersing crowd to open an easy path out. 

Go well, he thought. Serve well. Blessed be the Luminar. 

Sido touched his elbow, holding up his tagger. 

“Levtrain in nine minups. Glad Toral never goes long.” 

Daven picked up his bag and turned to Pell, who nodded. 

“Best on,” they agreed. 

  

  

*** 

  

   

 The platform at Level 73 was four minups away at a steady 

walk. 

Several dozen others joined them, most bound for work in 

different Megas. Twenty blue jackets of the Northern 

Academy also pulled up on the levtrain platform. Most were 

first-years. The Academy had been forced to shut down 

months after the Luminar took control until the Unified Council 

worked out the scope of its equity policies under the Luminar’s 

Laws of Disharmony. It reopened with a 60-40 ratio of Tets 

to Blends, a number much closer than the actual population 

difference but close enough that the Council and the Temple 

believed they satisfied the Equity Mandate. 

Though neither the Luminar nor his Spiritual Agents 



 

  

complained, many Tets did – especially those whose 

children would be transferred elsewhere. When the most 

overeager parents and their bitter children disappeared, the 

opposition faded. Daven, Sido, and Pell entered the 

Academy in its second year after reopening. 

Daven’s competitive instinct took stock of the other boys 

and girls in those jackets. For the sake of the Promise 

Project, they were the enemy. In a few days, his team 

would beat them all. And then, if they were lucky, the 

Luminar would attend the festivities and honor the award 

winners. 

Sure, his dream was fringing unlikely to come to pass, 

but Daven wasn’t interested in second place. The details 

were on his mind as they waited for the train. Pell, however, 

bore a different weight. 

“She didn’t come,” he told Daven, leaning in. “She said 

she was coming. I don’t understand.” 

“Your gran?” 

Pell nodded. 

“She looked fine last night. She hadn’t come out of her 

bedroom this morning, but I reckoned she was fixing 

herself up. I don’t understand.” 

“She’s been sickly, right?” 

“Claims so. But I don’t know, Daven. She don’t have 

much to say one way or the other. Always been on the sad 

side, you see.” 

Daven understood part of his concern. The woman 

tended to keep to herself. She was out of sight on most of 

Daven’s visits since they moved to Covenant. 

“What does your Mom have to say?” 



 

  

“It’s not my concern. Says gran is tired is all. Dad goes in 

there sometimes, talks to her for a bit. Dunno, Daven. I’m 

worried.” 

Daven wrapped an arm around his mate. 

“I’m sure they’ve worked it out with Compliance. They 

won’t … well. They won’t.” 

It was all he could say. Daven knew the worst was possible. 

Compliance had not allowed “exceptions” to linger since it 

came under the direct control of the Southern Command.  

Pell’s eyes glistened. 

“She’s so sad. Sometimes, I think maybe it’d be better if …” 

Daven laid a finger on Pell’s lips. 

“No. Don’t you go there, mate. She’ll come out of it.” 

  

*** 

  

 They headed to school on the 7,20 train, with arrival at 

Unquin scheduled for 7,38. The boys sat in the second 

carriage, as usual, with other Academy students, workers in 

various uniforms, a cluster of Tet women in business attire, 

and two Blend men in construction supervisory uniforms 

reviewing a shared tablet. 

A blue-skinned Brigade soldier with rifle at his chest 

guarded the transit door to the third carriage. It was a routine 

posting and hardly a point of anyone’s notice these days. The 

train attacks by suicidal resisters ended four years ago, but 

the Southern Command refused to take chances. 

Outside, the transit corridor’s curved walls caught the 

train’s running lights and threw them back in moving shapes. 

For two minutes, they crossed the gap between Megas in the 



 

  

first leg of their journey. 

Sido yanked his tablet from his bag and opened to the 

screen with their project board. 

“Look at the third quadrant,” he told Daven. “This is what 

Pell and me worked on last night. What do you think of the 

dating notation?” 

“Zoom in. I can’t see it.” After Sido complied, Daven 

shook his head. “Notations are small. Need something more 

crimp, don’t you reckon?” 

“Could be. Judges will score us down if the primary 

sourcing ain’t-a spot-on to the pre-Collapse data.” 

“Tried my best,” Pell said in a sulking voice. 

“No, no. It’s great,” Daven assured him. “We got time to 

hype the datasets. And there were these other tweaks I 

had in mind. If you’re good to them, I mean. Don’t wanna 

step on your work.” 

For the next few minups, they bantered back and forth 

as Daven revealed his proposals, some of which they 

considered with less than thrilled demeanors. Still, he’d 

have time to make his case during the school day. This 

wasn’t really the best setting for project work. 

When the train at last pulled into Unquin Station, leaving 

them a twenty-minup transit by foot and lift to the Northern 

Academy, Sido put away his tablet. He and Daven stood as 

the doors opened, but Pell did not. 

Daven grabbed his mate’s hand and pulled him up. He 

kissed Pell on the cheek. 

“She’ll be there when you get back.” 

Pell forced a grin. 

“I know.” 



 

  

“Best on then?” 

He turned the grin into a thick smile. 

“Best on.” 

They went to school and never mentioned Pell’s 

grandmother the rest of the day. 
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