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Mending Glass for Unquiet Houses
Daniel Korvek
Night and stubborn craft set a glassblower’s choice in motion: Thara Kellan must decide whether to accept a lucrative offer to silence a cracked atrium pane or to risk her hands and safety to preserve the singing panes that guide an entire neighborhood’s work. The tale opens in a cluttered workshop and moves into a cold, urgent night where breath, oven heat, and improvisation shape a fragile solution.
ProseHub


    
Measuring a Crack at Dawn
Dawn found Thara Kellan at the mouth of her kiln the way a tide finds a harbor—slow and inevitable, the heat turning the air into a kind of glass-smoke that made the rafters sigh. She stood with her palms against a recently cooled pane, feeling the faint tremor where a flaw had cooled too quickly. Around her, the workshop smelled of hot sand and lemon oil, and someone three doors down already fried the day’s riverweed cakes on a flat iron. It was the sort of morning noise she normally welcomed: the cart-bells, the neighbor’s kettle clang, the tinny laughter of a child chasing a gull. Noise, in her line of work, could be coaxed or curried; it could be tempered the way glass was tempered. It belonged to the material of days.
Brel’s cat, a patch of disgruntled fur with more opinions than grace, had chosen the warm kiln lip as a throne and was glaring at a fly with royal disdain. The cat’s first sovereign decree that morning was to steal Thara’s leather mitt; Brel, who arrived carrying a sack of annealing pebbles and a muffled grin, only shook his head.
“You left them where she could reach,” he announced, setting the stones down with a clink.
Thara hooked her thumb through the strap and arched an eyebrow. “I left them to test whether you’d notice before you tripped over your own shadow.”
Brel grinned. “You make it sound noble. I make it sound as if I am chronically clumsy.”
“Both of you are correct,” the cat seemed to say with a deliberate blink.
They worked in companionable rhythms that had little to do with conversation: Brel rolling a piece of annealing clay between palms, Thara lining up a glass cutter, the cat periodically batting a stray strand of wire. From habit and practice her hands knew exactly how hard to press, how long to hold a breath while scoring. She measured the small flaw again—half a finger’s width, jagged like a lightning scar through colored glass—and tapped it lightly with the butt of a file to hear the tone it threw back. It was, to her trained ear, out of tune.
People traded gossip in the street about practical things: which baker used less river salt and which smith had a new polish that took the rust off spoons without making them sing. Thara kept a small list of such discoveries in the margin of her orders ledger more as a joke than as a plan, but she savored the domesticity of it. It was root and ballast to her work, something that steadied the precise and fragile gestures she made at her bench.
The client came with his steward, as most clients did, carrying formality like an extra coat. Oswin Hargrave spoke carefully; he put words together the way someone else stitched seams. He had the shadowed hands of a man who timed his nights to rest and who kept his windows locked against disturbances. He said he wanted a mend that would keep his family’s evenings quiet.
Thara met him under the atrium’s warped eaves, where stained panes bowed in tired frames and veins of old leadwork looked as if they had once been silver. She climbed the first rung of a ladder, feeling the wood creak and the wind kiss her exposed wrists. Oswin’s steward watched her every move with the polite, thin attention of a man whose household budget depended on no surprises.
She let the metal calipers rest against the glass and eyed the fissure—larger here, its edges sugared with grit that warped the light. A piece like this needed more than a simple patch. In some neighborhoods a cracked pane was left to sing; craft, there, had a gentler appetite. In others, silence was an economy.
“We can seal it,” Oswin offered, his tone practical as a ledger entry. “Make it still. Stop the draughts. Keep the voices from drifting here.”
Thara’s scissors struck the workbench as she shrugged the long strap from her shoulder. “I can seal any wound,” she said, and she had done so before, with mortar and hidden seams. Her fingers flexed the way a held instrument steels itself. “It will stay quiet. It will last.”
Oswin’s face softened just enough for her to see how much calm cost him. “I would pay for that sound-stillness. I would offer you a new kiln—brand new, with a chamber twice as wide as this one—and a series of steady commissions. It would free you.”
He never said he wanted the neighborhood quiet so his patronage might raise the value of his street. He did not need to. The promise of a larger kiln, of work without uncertainty, pressed at the base of Thara’s ribs like a hand asking, politely, to be trusted.
She heard the promise in terms she understood: more glass, more freedom to shape larger panes, the chance to attempt techniques she could not afford with her current fuel bills. Brel’s muffled instruction—fifteen minutes of annealing at a gentle heat to relieve strain—spooled in her head as practical music. She imagined the extra kiln’s mouth and the new forms it could swallow.
But Oswin’s desired silence was not simply a matter of comfort; it was a measure that would cleave the atrium’s chorus. “The other panes will still sing,” Oswin said when she hesitated, as if the fracture of sound were a small thing. “This one draws all the calls. Smooth it out, and you will keep the neighborhood’s commerce from wandering into my halls.”
A child’s laugh cut across the street and the world of glass altered: sound bent around corners and thin strips of colored light fell over Oswin’s coat like badges. At the edge of the atrium a boy watched Thara with the blunt curiosity of someone who belonged to the chorus rather than its silences. He wore cracked leather boots and had a small coil of wire tucked into his belt.
Kip Marek had dust smudged across his chin like a signature. He had the quick attention of a person who spent afternoons under roofs, listening to the way winds changed when a roof tile slipped. He stepped forward, careless of the steward’s frost, and peered at the crack with an ownership that made Thara notice him differently than she noticed polite clients.
“My father can tell the tide by a pane,” he said, as if that were the most ordinary fact in the world. “He lines the nets when the panes hum like this. When they quiet, the river keeps its fish.”
The steward barked a curt sound that was supposed to be reprimand. Kip only shrugged and smiled at Thara with such fierce mischief that she almost forgot to keep her professional face.
“You’re small to be snooping,” the steward scolded.
“I’m small to be quiet,” Kip shot back, grinning. “My ears are full size.”
Thara felt something unfamiliar—an ache that was not pity and not curiosity but the beginning of a moral weight. The panes did not merely make music; here they were a code. The hum was a language. A pane that sang a certain pitch meant the miller should stoke their fires; a wobble might mean the rope gang should pull now, before the morning drift. People read panes the way others read weather.
She lowered the calipers and let them rest against the glass like a foreign instrument. “Teach me,” she said, and part of her expected him to show a trick of a child: press a finger here and you’ll hear the squeak, tap there and the sound goes thin. Kip obliged. He climbed with a confidence she admired and reached for a neighboring pane with the easy authority of someone who had practiced on roofs and rafters.
He tapped one, then another. Each answer came back as if the panes had a shared history: a cracked hesitation, a bright bell, a low throbbing like a drum under the tide. Kip narrated as he moved, not pedantry but a kind of mapmaking—this one means nets, that one means watch the light on the river, that one means the baker must add more yeast before noon. Thara moved with him, fingers tracing the seams, feeling the tiny shiver at a different angle. Her hand, used to shaping and tempering, learned quickly how minor variations in profile could alter a note.
Kip’s voice did something else: it translated the neighborhood’s life into human terms. He spoke about his mother weaving reed-baskets, how she timed the knots by a pane that sang like a small bell; he spoke about old men who whistled to panes the way others whistled to ships, coaxing a gust into a familiar shape. He did not ask for charity. He offered story as currency.
“That one wakes the night-workers,” he said, tapping the atrium’s center pane with enough force to make Thara flinch. “It tells them when the river is temperate enough to pull and when to leave it be.”
There was no smallness in how he described the panes. They were instruments and keepers and, for some, livelihood. Thara’s pulse thudded against her wrists like a soft hammer. Oswin’s steward cleared his throat; his look was a ledger’s worth of doubt. Oswin, for his part, simply folded his hands and waited like an offer that had been placed on a table and expected reply.
Brel rolled a bead of glass in his palm at the edge of the ladder, watching the exchange with an expression that said he preferred tools to speeches. He was not sentimental. He made a joke in a voice that tried to be light. “If Oswin wants silence, maybe he should be given a choir,” he muttered. The cat hissed in agreement, because where else did a cat’s moral allegiances lie but with the warmth?
Thara, who had built a life around the exactitude of flame and breath, felt the trade-offs more keenly than anyone. The extra kiln would be a wide promise; her hands could attempt techniques that required room and time. For all her dry remarks and small jokes about insulating seams, there were nights she had stood at a small window and measured the moon’s reflection on a droplet as if it were a syllabus of art. A bigger kiln meant she would be able to experiment on large panes, to try color gradients she had planned in the margins of her sketches but never dared. It meant new apprentices, perhaps a shop with room for Brel to trip over without consequence.
And yet, to close Oswin’s pane entirely was to cut a thread in the neighborhood’s music. She could do it. She had the skill. She also had a stubbornness that kept her from taking every easy route when the costs landed on the shoulders of others.
As afternoon leaned into a thinner gold, Thara climbed down from the ladder and set the calipers into the bench’s block. She rolled a round of glass frit between thumb and forefinger and let the texture calm her. Kip had already wandered off to call to a friend on a roof; he waved at her once, as if to say, Keep this in mind. Brel began to rehearse the ritual of shutting the shop: sweeping the floor, checking the latches, setting a small bowl of water beside the kiln in case of splashes. It was practical, not theatrical, but it had its own quiet dignity.
Oswin lingered, and in his lingering Thara read both the offer and its expectation. “You understand what I ask?” he said, folding his hands. “It will not sing when it is sealed. I will pay you enough to keep the kiln warm as long as you like.”
She looked at the opening where the pane currently breathed the day’s sounds in and out. The fissure reminded her of all the small errors glassworkers were taught to respect: hairline cracks that, if ignored, could blossom into catastrophe. She could smooth the edges, overlay a clear panel, and lock it with a seam that would look like a neat line and behave like a tomb. None of these choices thrilled her. The work would be clean and profitable, and she could imagine the relief of steady orders. It would also be just a job.
That night, after the steward had bowed and Oswin’s coat had gone, Thara shut the door and sat on the bench with the calipers in her lap. The cat leapt into her lap and demanded warmth; Brel set the cup of broth he'd stashed out of sight on the bench for them both. They ate in companionable silence, an ordinary domesticity that felt almost rebellious after a day of precise measurements and offers laid like traps.
She lit a small lamp against the coming dark and, as she did so, she heard the atrium outside pull itself into song. The crack in the center pane made the air near it ripple with a peculiar cadence: not a single note but a braided pattern that shifted as the wind turned. It hinted at the way the whole block read and answered small changes in weather and work. People were accustomed to reading hunger and tide and trade from these little cues. The notion that one pane’s silence could redirect such a web sat on her throat like something heavy and oddly metallic.
Brel’s voice broke the moment. “You could take the offer,” he said, not as a suggestion so much as a weighing. “You’d have room to make the things you keep talking about, the ones you sketch into the margins.”
Thara rolled the lamp between her palms and watched the glass glint. She could almost hear the kiln’s imagined mouth—wide, patient, promising things she had not yet dared to try. “I could,” she said. The truth of it lodged in her like a splinter: it would be safer, more profitable. It would be a steady heat rather than a hunger. “But it would be too easy.”
Brel snorted. “You say that like a lament or a feature.”
She smiled thinly. “Both, perhaps.”
They sat for a while longer, the sound of spoons against ceramic punctuating a silence that in its own way had charm. Outside, someone struck a copper rod and a bell made of glass rang faintly across the street—a local habit; people liked to mark the hour by a sound that carried a bit of color. It had nothing to do with Oswin’s pane, but it was part of the world that would be affected by a sealed window. It was comforting in a way that anger was not: small, human rituals that threaded the neighborhood together.
When the streetlights bloomed and settled, Thara pulled her hands around the calipers as if they were an instrument she needed to relearn. The offer of the kiln gleamed in her mind, but Kip’s easy choreography of the panes, the way his voice treated them as a communal ledger of action, lingered more insistently. She found herself listening to the atrium—not in a grand, reverent way, but as a craftsman listens to a piece of glass cooling: attentive, practical, tuned to the geometry of sound and strain.

    
Measuring a Crack at Dawn
Dawn found Thara Kellan at the mouth of her kiln the way a tide finds a harbor—slow and inevitable, the heat turning the air into a kind of glass-smoke that made the rafters sigh. She stood with her palms against a recently cooled pane, feeling the faint tremor where a flaw had cooled too quickly. Around her, the workshop smelled of hot sand and lemon oil, and someone three doors down already fried the day’s riverweed cakes on a flat iron. It was the sort of morning noise she normally welcomed: the cart-bells, the neighbor’s kettle clang, the tinny laughter of a child chasing a gull. Noise, in her line of work, could be coaxed or curried; it could be tempered the way glass was tempered. It belonged to the material of days.
Brel’s cat, a patch of disgruntled fur with more opinions than grace, had chosen the warm kiln lip as a throne and was glaring at a fly with royal disdain. The cat’s first sovereign decree that morning was to steal Thara’s leather mitt; Brel, who arrived carrying a sack of annealing pebbles and a muffled grin, only shook his head.
“You left them where she could reach,” he announced, setting the stones down with a clink.
Thara hooked her thumb through the strap and arched an eyebrow. “I left them to test whether you’d notice before you tripped over your own shadow.”
Brel grinned. “You make it sound noble. I make it sound as if I am chronically clumsy.”
“Both of you are correct,” the cat seemed to say with a deliberate blink.
They worked in companionable rhythms that had little to do with conversation: Brel rolling a piece of annealing clay between palms, Thara lining up a glass cutter, the cat periodically batting a stray strand of wire. From habit and practice her hands knew exactly how hard to press, how long to hold a breath while scoring. She measured the small flaw again—half a finger’s width, jagged like a lightning scar through colored glass—and tapped it lightly with the butt of a file to hear the tone it threw back. It was, to her trained ear, out of tune.
People traded gossip in the street about practical things: which baker used less river salt and which smith had a new polish that took the rust off spoons without making them sing. Thara kept a small list of such discoveries in the margin of her orders ledger more as a joke than as a plan, but she savored the domesticity of it. It was root and ballast to her work, something that steadied the precise and fragile gestures she made at her bench.
The client came with his steward, as most clients did, carrying formality like an extra coat. Oswin Hargrave spoke carefully; he put words together the way someone else stitched seams. He had the shadowed hands of a man who timed his nights to rest and who kept his windows locked against disturbances. He said he wanted a mend that would keep his family’s evenings quiet.
Thara met him under the atrium’s warped eaves, where stained panes bowed in tired frames and veins of old leadwork looked as if they had once been silver. She climbed the first rung of a ladder, feeling the wood creak and the wind kiss her exposed wrists. Oswin’s steward watched her every move with the polite, thin attention of a man whose household budget depended on no surprises.
She let the metal calipers rest against the glass and eyed the fissure—larger here, its edges sugared with grit that warped the light. A piece like this needed more than a simple patch. In some neighborhoods a cracked pane was left to sing; craft, there, had a gentler appetite. In others, silence was an economy.
“We can seal it,” Oswin offered, his tone practical as a ledger entry. “Make it still. Stop the draughts. Keep the voices from drifting here.”
Thara’s scissors struck the workbench as she shrugged the long strap from her shoulder. “I can seal any wound,” she said, and she had done so before, with mortar and hidden seams. Her fingers flexed the way a held instrument steels itself. “It will stay quiet. It will last.”
Oswin’s face softened just enough for her to see how much calm cost him. “I would pay for that sound-stillness. I would offer you a new kiln—brand new, with a chamber twice as wide as this one—and a series of steady commissions. It would free you.”
He never said he wanted the neighborhood quiet so his patronage might raise the value of his street. He did not need to. The promise of a larger kiln, of work without uncertainty, pressed at the base of Thara’s ribs like a hand asking, politely, to be trusted.
She heard the promise in terms she understood: more glass, more freedom to shape larger panes, the chance to attempt techniques she could not afford with her current fuel bills. Brel’s muffled instruction—fifteen minutes of annealing at a gentle heat to relieve strain—spooled in her head as practical music. She imagined the extra kiln’s mouth and the new forms it could swallow.
But Oswin’s desired silence was not simply a matter of comfort; it was a measure that would cleave the atrium’s chorus. “The other panes will still sing,” Oswin said when she hesitated, as if the fracture of sound were a small thing. “This one draws all the calls. Smooth it out, and you will keep the neighborhood’s commerce from wandering into my halls.”
A child’s laugh cut across the street and the world of glass altered: sound bent around corners and thin strips of colored light fell over Oswin’s coat like badges. At the edge of the atrium a boy watched Thara with the blunt curiosity of someone who belonged to the chorus rather than its silences. He wore cracked leather boots and had a small coil of wire tucked into his belt.
Kip Marek had dust smudged across his chin like a signature. He had the quick attention of a person who spent afternoons under roofs, listening to the way winds changed when a roof tile slipped. He stepped forward, careless of the steward’s frost, and peered at the crack with an ownership that made Thara notice him differently than she noticed polite clients.
“My father can tell the tide by a pane,” he said, as if that were the most ordinary fact in the world. “He lines the nets when the panes hum like this. When they quiet, the river keeps its fish.”
The steward barked a curt sound that was supposed to be reprimand. Kip only shrugged and smiled at Thara with such fierce mischief that she almost forgot to keep her professional face.
“You’re small to be snooping,” the steward scolded.
“I’m small to be quiet,” Kip shot back, grinning. “My ears are full size.”
Thara felt something unfamiliar—an ache that was not pity and not curiosity but the beginning of a moral weight. The panes did not merely make music; here they were a code. The hum was a language. A pane that sang a certain pitch meant the miller should stoke their fires; a wobble might mean the rope gang should pull now, before the morning drift. People read panes the way others read weather.
She lowered the calipers and let them rest against the glass like a foreign instrument. “Teach me,” she said, and part of her expected him to show a trick of a child: press a finger here and you’ll hear the squeak, tap there and the sound goes thin. Kip obliged. He climbed with a confidence she admired and reached for a neighboring pane with the easy authority of someone who had practiced on roofs and rafters.
He tapped one, then another. Each answer came back as if the panes had a shared history: a cracked hesitation, a bright bell, a low throbbing like a drum under the tide. Kip narrated as he moved, not pedantry but a kind of mapmaking—this one means nets, that one means watch the light on the river, that one means the baker must add more yeast before noon. Thara moved with him, fingers tracing the seams, feeling the tiny shiver at a different angle. Her hand, used to shaping and tempering, learned quickly how minor variations in profile could alter a note.
Kip’s voice did something else: it translated the neighborhood’s life into human terms. He spoke about his mother weaving reed-baskets, how she timed the knots by a pane that sang like a small bell; he spoke about old men who whistled to panes the way others whistled to ships, coaxing a gust into a familiar shape. He did not ask for charity. He offered story as currency.
“That one wakes the night-workers,” he said, tapping the atrium’s center pane with enough force to make Thara flinch. “It tells them when the river is temperate enough to pull and when to leave it be.”
There was no smallness in how he described the panes. They were instruments and keepers and, for some, livelihood. Thara’s pulse thudded against her wrists like a soft hammer. Oswin’s steward cleared his throat; his look was a ledger’s worth of doubt. Oswin, for his part, simply folded his hands and waited like an offer that had been placed on a table and expected reply.
Brel rolled a bead of glass in his palm at the edge of the ladder, watching the exchange with an expression that said he preferred tools to speeches. He was not sentimental. He made a joke in a voice that tried to be light. “If Oswin wants silence, maybe he should be given a choir,” he muttered. The cat hissed in agreement, because where else did a cat’s moral allegiances lie but with the warmth?
Thara, who had built a life around the exactitude of flame and breath, felt the trade-offs more keenly than anyone. The extra kiln would be a wide promise; her hands could attempt techniques that required room and time. For all her dry remarks and small jokes about insulating seams, there were nights she had stood at a small window and measured the moon’s reflection on a droplet as if it were a syllabus of art. A bigger kiln meant she would be able to experiment on large panes, to try color gradients she had planned in the margins of her sketches but never dared. It meant new apprentices, perhaps a shop with room for Brel to trip over without consequence.
And yet, to close Oswin’s pane entirely was to cut a thread in the neighborhood’s music. She could do it. She had the skill. She also had a stubbornness that kept her from taking every easy route when the costs landed on the shoulders of others.
As afternoon leaned into a thinner gold, Thara climbed down from the ladder and set the calipers into the bench’s block. She rolled a round of glass frit between thumb and forefinger and let the texture calm her. Kip had already wandered off to call to a friend on a roof; he waved at her once, as if to say, Keep this in mind. Brel began to rehearse the ritual of shutting the shop: sweeping the floor, checking the latches, setting a small bowl of water beside the kiln in case of splashes. It was practical, not theatrical, but it had its own quiet dignity.
Oswin lingered, and in his lingering Thara read both the offer and its expectation. “You understand what I ask?” he said, folding his hands. “It will not sing when it is sealed. I will pay you enough to keep the kiln warm as long as you like.”
She looked at the opening where the pane currently breathed the day’s sounds in and out. The fissure reminded her of all the small errors glassworkers were taught to respect: hairline cracks that, if ignored, could blossom into catastrophe. She could smooth the edges, overlay a clear panel, and lock it with a seam that would look like a neat line and behave like a tomb. None of these choices thrilled her. The work would be clean and profitable, and she could imagine the relief of steady orders. It would also be just a job.
That night, after the steward had bowed and Oswin’s coat had gone, Thara shut the door and sat on the bench with the calipers in her lap. The cat leapt into her lap and demanded warmth; Brel set the cup of broth he'd stashed out of sight on the bench for them both. They ate in companionable silence, an ordinary domesticity that felt almost rebellious after a day of precise measurements and offers laid like traps.
She lit a small lamp against the coming dark and, as she did so, she heard the atrium outside pull itself into song. The crack in the center pane made the air near it ripple with a peculiar cadence: not a single note but a braided pattern that shifted as the wind turned. It hinted at the way the whole block read and answered small changes in weather and work. People were accustomed to reading hunger and tide and trade from these little cues. The notion that one pane’s silence could redirect such a web sat on her throat like something heavy and oddly metallic.
Brel’s voice broke the moment. “You could take the offer,” he said, not as a suggestion so much as a weighing. “You’d have room to make the things you keep talking about, the ones you sketch into the margins.”
Thara rolled the lamp between her palms and watched the glass glint. She could almost hear the kiln’s imagined mouth—wide, patient, promising things she had not yet dared to try. “I could,” she said. The truth of it lodged in her like a splinter: it would be safer, more profitable. It would be a steady heat rather than a hunger. “But it would be too easy.”
Brel snorted. “You say that like a lament or a feature.”
She smiled thinly. “Both, perhaps.”
They sat for a while longer, the sound of spoons against ceramic punctuating a silence that in its own way had charm. Outside, someone struck a copper rod and a bell made of glass rang faintly across the street—a local habit; people liked to mark the hour by a sound that carried a bit of color. It had nothing to do with Oswin’s pane, but it was part of the world that would be affected by a sealed window. It was comforting in a way that anger was not: small, human rituals that threaded the neighborhood together.
When the streetlights bloomed and settled, Thara pulled her hands around the calipers as if they were an instrument she needed to relearn. The offer of the kiln gleamed in her mind, but Kip’s easy choreography of the panes, the way his voice treated them as a communal ledger of action, lingered more insistently. She found herself listening to the atrium—not in a grand, reverent way, but as a craftsman listens to a piece of glass cooling: attentive, practical, tuned to the geometry of sound and strain.

    
Blowing the Lattice at Midnight
Thara slept with the taste of metal and lemon on her tongue, as if the day’s decisions had left residue in the blood. She woke before the moon had finished yawning and moved with a slow certainty: decisions, like glass, required heat and timing. She fetched the long pole of hollow cane she kept for in-situ work and checked the leather wraps at its base. Outside, the neighborhood breathed its early rituals—someone rapped a makeshift bell to call market stall holders, a woman boiled seaweed with sweetcorn for breakfast, and a child somewhere attempted to teach a gull to take bread from his fingers in tidy, hopeful stages. Worldly life, mundane and splendid, pressed against the more fragile geometry of the atrium.
She found Brel doing what Brel always did when anxious: he rearranged tools in new, ridiculous orders. “If we’re going to do something improper at night,” he said, “at least let it be tidily improper.” He handed her a coil of metal wire, his grin uneven in the lamplight.
Kip arrived like a small strange wind, carrying a satchel of pewter strips and a serious face. He did not pretend surprise at the plan. “We have to do it before the cold front hits,” he said. “My ma says the panes crack worse when the air bites.”
Thara glanced at the sky; a pale hint of cold had ridged the eastern stars. Timing, she thought, was not an abstract: it was a set of breaths, a rotation of tools, a sequence of held notes. She allocated tasks—Brel on anneal-watch, Kip as her listener and makeshift rung-passer. She packed frit, flux, a spindle of fine lead, and a lamp fuel enough for two hours of constant work. The absurdity of packing a child’s squeaky whistle alongside tongs made Brel snort in a way that relieved her. The cat, always on guard for pockets of warmth, had already filched a strip of leather and was parading it as if it were a trophy.
They moved under the atrium’s eaves with the care of those who enter an instrument while it is humming. Thara set the scaffold and strapped the bellows to a stout brace; the street smelled faintly of toasted grain and the smoke of a vendor who made candied glass things—sugar pulled until it took the shape of a bird, sold on sticks. It was a detail she liked: an edible mimicry of her trade, an unrelated sweetness. It would not mend panes, but it mattered, a cultural note the neighborhood sang between tasks.
Oswin’s steward returned, drawn by the rumor of activity, but he kept his distance when he saw Thara’s companions. “I warned you that the owner would not accept half-measures,” he said with cold practicalness. His voice skinned the quiet; one could feel the street’s breath hitch. Thara met him, tools in hand.
“We are not doing half-measures,” she replied. Her voice was quiet but steady; it had the flat calm one reserved for perpetual tasks. “We are altering the lattice to re-channel the call. It will not be a sealed pane. It will be… different.”
The steward’s lips tightened. “Different is not quiet.”
“You will be surprised,” Thara said. She did not explain everything—craft was a kind of argument better resolved by demonstration than by contract. The steward watched them set the first furnace-brace, his presence a thin, anxious geometry at the edge of their work.
They began by softening the fissure’s edges, scoring and easing the old lead away with practiced fingers. Thara’s hands moved like a player’s on an instrument: precise, economical, and impatient at once. She heated frit in a small crucible until it glowed the way a sunset might if the sun were contained in a spoon. She blew a test bubble—two breaths, one gentle, one decisive—to calibrate the cane to the night’s air. The technique they planned was dangerous for reasons mechanical and social: molten glass that met a cold gust could fissure into shards as keen as a blade. A misstep would not only ruin the work but send a wind of broken sound through the quarter.
Kip climbed onto the lower rung and watched her with that intense, practical devotion of a boy who measures life by its usefulness. “If the pane sings when you shape it,” he said, “you’ll know it’s right. If it doesn’t, it’s angry.”
Brel’s job was to manage the cooling: he adjusted the annealing pebbles and murmured counts the way a midwife counted contractions. “Twenty slow turns on the brace, then hold,” he called. The cat contributed by attempting to sit on the annealing rack and being vocally indignant when he was shooed away.
As the first molten gather formed, Thara felt the familiar burn behind her ribs—the small thrill that comes when a plan and a skill fit into the same place. She pushed breath into the cane with a slow, controlled excitement, the kind that smolders and then feeds itself. The glass took shape, the bright bulb elongating into a throat she would fold into a lattice. She stretched and pinched, coaxed and eased, moving her whole body as if conducting a slow, private orchestra.
A miscount in the bellows’ rhythm sent a small wobble through the gather; a hot sliver hissed and threatened to pull away. Kip reacted with nimble fingers, pressing a pewter strip to a cooling edge to steady it like a splint. Brel swore softly—an affectionate profanity that meant ‘careful, you fool, but I trust your hands’—and adjusted a brace. The mishap was small, mendable, and revealed the truth: this work required more than one pair of hands. It required an attention traded between people.
Thara’s breath technique—something she had practiced in solitary months—came into play. She shifted the cadence into a rhythm she had once used to temper a stubborn collar of glass that refused to bow. The cane sang under her breath, and the gather folded obediently. The pane began to take an unusual geometry: a lattice of overlapping ridges meant to refract and scatter sound rather than block it outright.
Midwork, a neighbor shouted that the tide had turned in a way they did not expect; voices rose and a small cluster of watchers gathered on the far street. The steward’s warning had been joined by curiosity. Someone brought a tray of warm sea-sugar frit to the edge of the scaffolding—a kindly, unrelated offering—and Thara bit into a shard, surprised at how the sugary crunch felt like a small, defiant celebration. She made a face, half-pleased and half-ashamed; Brel laughed, the sound threaded with relief.
The cold front arrived faster than Kip predicted: a thin blue line of wind that smelled of distant salt and iron. Air barged around the corners of the atrium and made the cane tremble. The risk magnified. Molten glass that hardened unevenly could splinter the entire lattice and send jagged sounds through the street like broken bell-strings. Thara felt the world narrow to two things: the gather at her mouth and the measure of breath she could hold.
“You’ll need a countrhythm,” she told Kip, not as instruction so much as a shared secret. “Count out the wind twice and then a single long — steady, like a farmer counting a furrow.”
Kip grinned, his fingers stained with flux. “I’ve counted furrows,” he said. “I can count wind.”
Brel tapped the annealing stones, and together they found a rhythm like an old dish: irregular but workable.
They worked in a close choreography that did not need words: Thara shaping, Brel adjusting, Kip timing, the cat supervising crucially from a warmer, safer ledge. The steward watched and, though he disapproved, could not make a sound that would matter against the thing being made. Citizens arrived with odd, small presents—an old man offered a spool of thread he swore would keep seams from creeping; a woman set down a pot of stewed beans with a spice that tasted, absurdly, of blue glass. The world threw interventions at them that were peripheral and affectionate.
At the critical moment, when the lattice had reached the intended skein of ridges and folds, the cane gave a little twist in Thara’s hand. The gather elongated cruelly, and a thin seam threatened to run. Brel’s fingers slipped, and the bellows made a rasp that sounded like a cough. The steward stepped closer, his jaw a line of disapproval, ready to call the household watch.
Thara could have retreated to the safer choice then: cool and clamp, overlay a plain pane, take the kiln and walk away with the promise of warmth. Instead she did what a maker does when all other options fold: she trusted her muscle memory and an old odd technique she had never revealed to a paying client.
She inhaled the way one counts three steps up to a small ledge, and she breathed out in two precise increments, shaping the glass not by force but by suggestion. Her fingers danced across the pontil, trimming a sliver of molten skin and folding it into a channel that caught noise like a reed. The motion was small and surgical; it required the kind of breath coördination she had practiced alone, counting beads at night to set a rhythm she could trust.
Kip handed her a strip of pewter at the exact instant she needed to brace a ridge; Brel slammed down a spar to hold the brace steady. The cane twitched in Thara’s hands like a halberd. The lattice took the final fold and, with a sound that was more like relief than music, it settled. The change was not a silence but a recalibration: the pane now scattered and modulated incoming tones, drawing the sharp notes toward soft arcs and sending them back into the street in gentler shapes.
The steward inhaled and found his chest lighter, as if someone had eased a tight band. Oswin, who had been watching from a safe distance with a candle, blinked at the new pane as if it were an answer written in a foreign alphabet. The atrium hummed a different chord: less piercing toward the house, more generous to the street. It was a compromise that smelled of hot metal and the faint sweetness of sea-sugar; the neighborhood murmured approval in small, human sounds.
When the work was done, glass still warm and breathing like a living thing, the crowd applauded in a way that was practical rather than theatrical—hands that had carried nets and baskets clapped and then returned to their tasks. Oswin approached Thara with a curiosity that had no ledger at its heart. “How did you…?” he began, then stopped as if the words lost their usefulness.
Thara shrugged, wiping a smear of flux from her cheek with a cuff. “I did what my hands know,” she said, and it was both an answer and a refusal to make art into argument. Brel, now holding the last of the annealing stones, grinned and added, “She bribed the cat.” The cat, affronted, flicked its tail and stalked off with measured indignation, as if no one should presume to know its methods.
Kip climbed down and bumped Thara’s knee with a grin of boyish triumph. “It sings different,” he said. “I can still hear the nets’ note, but it’s smaller in here. You did good.”
Thara felt the first flush of something like relief and something like belonging. The cold that had been promised in the air receded; the pane had not shattered. Her hands were tired, her throat raw from the smoky air, but her chest held a warmth that had little to do with kilns.
Oswin, who was never given to effusive gestures, surprised them all by offering a small chest of coin and a promise to sponsor two months of fuel for her kiln. “You have my thanks,” he said. “And my discretion. I will tell my guests that the pane was a restoration of craftsmanship.”
Thara accepted the chest with careful fingers. The cash would mean a safer winter and maybe a modest upgrade to her workshop—a practical gift she could translate into work that mattered. She did not accept it with the air of a convert; she accepted it as currency that would let her continue making choices.
The night ended with small domesticities: neighbors stayed to share a bowl of spicy bean porridge, someone played a tin flute and the note danced oddly against the new pane, and the cat, now full of pride and pilfered leather, slept on a wooden post. Thara handed Kip a small polished shard, not a prize but an invitation of trust. He took it like someone who had earned a place in a trade—eyes bright, fingers callused just by being present. “Keep it,” she said. “If you ever need to count a sound, bring it near and hum.”
Kip tucked the shard into his pocket like a secret and grinned. Brel leaned against the kiln, tired but impossibly pleased. Thara looked at the atrium, at the way the new lattice scattered light into threads that glittered across the street, and felt a shift—less in her ledger than in the way she imagined the day ahead. There would be work: orders to fill, customers who preferred easy solutions, and moments when she would still choose quiet over complication. Yet the choice she had made that night had knotted her to something larger than herself, not by obligation but by the practical fact of hands joined in risky craft.

    OEBPS/nav.xhtml


    Contents


    
            		Measuring a Crack at Dawn


            		Measuring a Crack at Dawn


            		Blowing the Lattice at Midnight


    



    

OEBPS/cover.jpg





