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FANTASY NOVEL EXCERPT: THE SPARK & THE STAR


From the diary of Adrik Iosifvich Solov


The fifth day of the fourth tennight of Summer, Year 3974


Remembering is hard — like trying to read a letter after the ink has spilt. Drips and drabs and 

scattered meaning. But I try. I press my palms to my eyes until they’re throbbing, and try. 


The room stank of blood. I was a child then, but I knew the stench. I’d seen a pig slaughtered 

once and this wasn’t much different. The squeals, the pops of flesh. The heat. It was no wonder 

the guard’s hand slipped on my throat. As a man grown, I now recognize the war in the guard’s 

eye. Duty or conscience? In the hesitation, I snuck away. The guard carried on. 


He’ll be an old man now. Retired to Old Kirov, grown fat with his jolly wife. He’ll have 

watched his grandchildren play at his feet, licking salt beef from his fingers. Maybe he’s taken 

time for the theatre and learned to appreciate the ballet. But I do not care. 


I do not care about the grandchildren, or the fat wife, or the guilt. I don’t even care about the 

mercy. When the time comes, the guard will die like Papa — wide-eyed and eager. Like Mama, a 

rope of red around her throat. Like Kiril and Kolya, their chests flailing. My sisters — the oldest, 

Tatya, on a spear; or the the baby, Amaliya, crushed beneath a boot. 


When the time comes, the guard will die like his masters. 


And I will remember every bit of it. 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Chapter 1: A secret in Norgay


493 days to the Suncycle


The first time Danika journeyed home, the long grasses of the Steppe crunched dry and 

brittle beneath her boots. Now — even with Autumn on the horizon — they flowered. 


Thistles of white and gold and palest purple fluttered like brightly winged birds. Danika 

knelt, blade in hand, and sliced the stem of the brightest bulb — knautia arvensis. 


She twisted it between her fingertips, raised it high against the blood-orange glare of the 

blazing sunrise. A pop of perfect violet in a sea of craggy rock and endless grasslands. Thoth 

only knew how long it would be before she saw its like again. 


Danika drew back the flap of her white fishscale coat. Six silk bags lined the interior of the 

lefthand side. The treasures hidden inside contained the fruits of her foraging — bottles of dew, 

clippings of antelope fur, bushcat feathers and flora of every variety she could scavenge from the 

moment she’d left Izumgray to the instant she’d arrived on the Steppe. 


She tucked the purple bud into the third satchel from the top and stowed the knife in one of 

the six sheaths dangling from her waistbelt. The tools of an alkhemist’s trade were best kept 

close at hand — or so her instructors at Izumgray had taught her. 


Her gaze drifted to the right lining of the coat, to the dozens of narrow pockets loaded down 

with thin glass vials. The vials would have dragged heavy on her coattails if not for the elixir she 

had imbued in the glass to make them weightless. 


Each stoppered tube contained the product of eight years hard labor at Izumgray — Sivka’s 

one and only institute for alkhemy. Eight years sweating over fires, deciphering ancient script by 
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dim candlelight; eight years enduring the whispers and jeers of her fellow apprentices as the only 

Kotov to ever grace Izumgray’s sacred halls. Eight years proving herself to teachers she could 

have outbrewed on her worst day. Danika suffered it all, and gladly, for the chance to prove 

herself, to learn her art. To be the best. 


And when she had returned home to the Kotov Isles each summer — languishing in the salty 

shores of the Swansea, counting down the nights until the Aadan’s Day harvest and her return to 

Sivka — she had endured the judgement of her own people as well. 


Did she think herself too good to study alkhemy in the old way, as every Kotov had done 

before her? Did she think the Sivkans could teach her better than the Kotov? Her siblings had 

elected to stay on the Isles, despite also possessing the Fire. Why did Danika think herself so 

special? 


Babbin would say it was greed. Mama would call it stubborn pride. Nadya, ever the adoring 

older sister, would only believe the best in her. But the truth of it was that Danika’s ambitions 

had always stretched beyond the Kotov Isles, and always would. Even if that very ambition that 

had led to her ruin.  


A bracing gust rustled the grass and Danika pulled her coat closed against the chill. She 

spared one last glance back at the road that led to Izumgray, to a past that had dissolved from her 

future like water from a flame, and trod down the hillside to the bank where the Swansea met the 

grassy shore of the Steppe. 


That innocuous meeting of sea and shore marked a barrier between two worlds, the place 

where Sivka’s reign ended and the Kotov dominion began. It was the line between her old life 
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and the new. Her life before Izumgray and her life after. Only now, Danika did not know which 

was which. Instead, she held to the old Kotov anthem — a threat and promise in equal measure.


The tide will bring us in.  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FEATURE SCREENPLAY EXCERPT: SAFE PASSAGE


INT. AFRICAN VILLAGE, COUNSEL CHAMBERS - DAY


Anna and Clay stand before the VILLAGE COMMITTEE. 


The Counsel Chambers is nothing more than a hut. Walls of dried 
mud, straw ceiling. Circular cut outs in the walls fill the room 
with intense beams of sunlight.


The Committee, a group of four, sit stiffly behind a long stone 
table. Things are not going well. 


ANNA

I’ve got a boatload of refugees 
with no place to go. You can’t 
tell me you don’t sympathize with 
that. 


The voice of the Committee, BARD, leans forward in his chair.

 


BARD

Our problem is not a lack of 
sympathy. It is a lack of space. 
We have trouble enough keeping up 
with the demands of our current 
population. 


CLAY

And we’ve offered reparations to 
that effect. SAT is prepared to 
offer increased supply drop 
offs. 


A WRINKLY WOMAN to Bard’s left takes her turn. 


WRINKLY WOMAN

It is not only the extra burden. 
You say these people were 
attacked by Scavengers? We have 
no need for that kind of 
trouble. 


The rest of the Committee nods along. 
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CLAY

That’s only a suspicion. There’s 
no act--


David edges through the door-shaped hole. The Committee perks 
up. Relieved to see a familiar face. 


BARD

David, welcome. How is Aria 
coming along? 


Anna and Clay share a look. Displeased by the interruption. And 
David’s presence undermining their authority. 


DAVID

Well. Should be any day now. 


WOMAN

Excellent. 


CLAY

Dr. Bardot, we were just 
trying to explain what a 
welcome addition our refugees 
would be to this community. 


DAVID

They aren’t many. And they’re 
fairly strong. You could 
always use a few more hands. 


BARD

Frankly, David, we brought 
you here to deliver one more 
mouth to feed. Not fifteen. 


Anna brings out the big guns. 

ANNA


Unless, of course, there’s no 
doctor to deliver the baby. 


EXT. AFRICAN VILLAGE - LATER


Anna and David square off against one another. Clay watches, 
amused. 
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DAVID

Where do you get off 
bartering with my services? 


ANNA

Your services, such as they 
are, are mine to barter with 
as long as you reside on my 
ship. 


DAVID

That’s funny. I don’t 
remember getting my medical 
degree from the Anna Kensey 
School of Crack Flying. 


ANNA

Yeah, well you did get it 
from the Kensey Medical 
Facility so maybe you should 
tread carefully with me. 


DAVID

Apparently we should all 
tread carefully with you. If 
I’m bleeding from the gut and 
don’t ask nicely, you might 
stop Clay from sewing me up. 


ANNA

I’m just trying to get the 
most help to the most people. 
The people who need it. Isn’t 
there something in your oath 
about that? 


David turns to Clay. Assured the man will be on his side.


DAVID

Clay?


He assess the two of them for a long beat. 


CLAY

I agree with Anna. 
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	 	 	 	 ANNA	 	 	 	 	 DAVID

	 	 What?!	 	 	 	 	 What?!


There’s a moment where Clay looks like he might smile but 
contains it into his usually serious expression. 


CLAY

I think our first priority 
should be the refugees. And I 
think you two are done with 
these negotiations. 


	 	 	 	 ANNA	 	 	 	 	 DAVID

	 	 You can’t keep me	 	 It’s my services your

	 	 out of this!	 	 	 negotiating with!


CLAY

I’ve already asked Nadie to 
come in. God knows we could 
use someone with social 
skills. 


Clay returns to Counsel Chambers. Leaving Anna and David to 
fume. 


EXT. AFRICAN VILLAGE - DUSK


Anna and David sit on either end of a long stone bench. Their 
backs slumped against the outer wall of the Counsel building. 
Sulking. 


Anna chews on the inside of her lip. Wound tight. One foot 
bounces in frustration. David is irritatingly calm. Until she 
snaps. 


ANNA

It’s not like I’ve got a gun to 
anybody’s head. I’m just 
suggesting revoking your 
services. For whatever they’re 
worth. 


DAVID
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In these circumstances, you may 
as well be. You’re threatening 
the life of an unborn child. 


ANNA

They shouldn’t be having kids in 
the first place. 


DAVID

Excuse me? 


ANNA

SAT can’t keep up with the 
population it’s got. 


DAVID

In case you haven’t noticed, 
we’re not on SAT. 


He kicks at the dirt. 

DAVID


See? That’s called ground. 


He points at the sky. 


DAVID

That’s called sky. As a pilot, 
I’d think you’d know that one. 
That big cloud over there? The 
one that won’t produce water, but 
will produce acid... That’s 
called Global Warming. We’re not 
on SAT. And I can guarantee you 
that couple and their child has 
zero chance of ever getting 
there. 


Anna’s surprised at the strength of his argument.


DAVID

They’re not even Skill One and 
they’re certainly not rich. 
Population control might be 
necessary up there, but down 
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here... down here they need all 
the help they can get. 


He stands, hands buried in his pockets. Anna opens her mouth to 
say something. Apologize, maybe-- 


DAVID

You’d see that if you weren’t so 
worried about impressing Daddy.  


And quickly shuts it. David storms off into the darkness. 


She avoids watching him go. Until he’s gone. Then fixes her gaze 
to the spot where he disappeared. 


The Committee, Clay and Nadie pour out of the chamber. 

Anna gets up to greet them. They look tired but pleased. 


NADIE

They’ve agreed to take in the 
refugees. 


ANNA

What changed their mind? 


CLAY

They decided there was strength 
in numbers.


 

Anna flinches. 
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In light of 
changing tide, 
Sea Shepherd’s 
Watson resigns

Woodstock office to close
By Tess Hunter
Managing Editor

Sea Shepherd founder Captain Paul Watson announced 
his resignation from the Sea Shepherd Conservation Soci-
ety (USA) effective July 27. Sea Shepherd is an interna-
tional non-profit organization dedicated to the protection 
of the oceans and marine wildlife. Sea Shepherd (USA) 
CEO and Board Chairman Pritam Singh resides in South 
Woodstock. 

Reached outside Watson’s Sea Shepherd offices on 
Central Street in Woodstock on Friday afternoon, Watson 
confirmed his decision to leave the U.S. contingent of Sea 
Shepherd, but noted that he would continue to work with 

See SEA SHEPHERD - Page 4A
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