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Lesson Three Examples for Homework 

 

A: 
Brit woke slowly, luxuriating in silken sheets as she took a drowsy accounting of her 

circumstances: One, it was morning.  Two, she was naked.  And three, she was lying in a strange bed.   

A real bed.  Compared to the one in her quarters onboard the CSS Vengeance, the bed was 

lavish, big enough for three or four.  It appeared, however, that only one other person shared the 

mattress.  What was his name again? 

Brit rolled onto her side to view her bedmate.  Did it matter what she called him?  She’d tolerate 

his company for perhaps another night or so before he became another pleasant memory from shore 

leave like all the others before him.   

She reached out and moved a curl from his forehead.  No lines of worry marred that perfect, 

golden skin.  He’d never needed to block out the screams of battle, nor grimaced at the horrors of war.  

No, this man existed in a sort of perpetual shore leave: all pleasure, no pain.  He was almost pretty, she 

decided, but well-built--she would not have chosen him otherwise.  His dark hair was tousled; his lips 

were full, stopping this short of feminine.  She preferred a more manly mouth.  Ah, but he’d used it well.  

There was time for him to use it again, too, before she deserted him for breakfast. 

On her belly, she slid closer and licked his jaw.  “Wake up...” Whatever your name is... 

He stretched and smiled, then rolled her onto her back. Two long, thin slashes marred his 

shoulder.  “I scratched you,” she murmured as he nuzzled his way down her neck to her breasts.  She 

hadn’t remembered clawing him; she normally wasn’t violent in bed.  Well, not this violent.  But it had 

been too long between shore leaves this time, and she’d been hungry.   

Hungry to forget...hungry to remember. 

 
B:  

It began the day the girl was dragged into the machinery. 

Her shrieks took a moment to pierce through the clattering din of gears, the clanging song of 

shuttles. Mina lifted her head slowly, her fatigued mind taking time to register the new sound, to 

wonder what it might be. Then with a terrified oath, she grabbed the clutch to stop her looms, 

saw at least one shuttle snarl the cotton threads into a hopeless spider’s weaving before she had 

even turned away. 

The victim was on her knees, her arm between two massive drums turned by heavy belts. 

Blood from the crushed limb slicked the drums as they rumbled on, grinding her bones and 

seeking to drag more of her into their hungry maw. She was a new girl, perhaps not yet cautious 

enough around the machines, perhaps just unlucky enough to have a sleeve flutter where it 

shouldn’t. 

The overseer, Jacob, grabbed ineffectually at the drums and the belts driving them, only to 

have the skin stripped instantly from his palms. The belts hooked onto the huge drive shaft, 

which was turned by the gigantic water wheel that powered the mill.  

And there was no way to stop the wheel. 

The girl’s shrieks turned into a high, keening wail that sounded like nothing human. Other 

girls were screaming now, for the horror of it, or because they knew that the same thing could 

happen to them all too easily. The male mule spinners ran past, going to Jacob’s aid, as if the 
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combined strength of all their muscles might somehow cease the wheel’s turning. 

Mina’s body shook, a sick feeling pooling in her gut. She wanted to turn away from the sight 

of the girl being devoured by the machines, from her horribly slow and agonizing death. She 

wanted the screams to go away, the blood to vanish, the smell of fear to dissipate. She wanted it 

to stop. 

Agony constricted around Mina’s throat like a noose. Her legs went out from under her, and 

she crumpled to the hard wooden floor. Pain spiked through her neck, into her spine, down to her 

belly, and for a single instant of terror she thought that she had somehow gotten tangled in the 

machines herself. 

The belt connecting the drums to the drive shaft snapped. 

Then Abby was there, bending over her, long curly hair hanging into her face. Hands the color 

of fine chocolate touched Mina worriedly. “Mina! What’s wrong? Are you all right?” 

The pain eased, receding to an angry burn encircling her throat. Mina nodded, sat up, and 

tried her voice. It scraped coming out. “I’m fine. I just...got light-headed.” 

“Who wouldn’t, seeing that?” Abby whispered, and fear crept into her rich voice. She turned 

to stare at the broken drive belt, pulling Mina’s gaze involuntarily behind her. “The belt 

snapped…did you see it? It was a miracle. God must have been watching over us today.” 

Mina stood up carefully, forcing shaky legs to hold her. Jacob and the other men were 

carrying the injured girl out, and Mina caught a glimpse of the red ruin of her arm. God wasn’t 

watching any of us today, she thought grimly. With a hurt like that, the girl would never work 

again. If she survived, she would find herself in debtors’ prison for being unable to fulfill her 

Contract of Indenture. 

Mina made her way back to the narrow aisle formed by the four looms she operated. The 

threads on two had become hopelessly snarled and would have to be untangled and knotted back 

together. The pieces they were in, by which Mina was paid, were probably ruined. The other 

girls went back to their own looms, even though it looked like there would be no more work 

today. They were already ten hours into the shift, and it wasn’t likely that the belt would be fixed 

before the factory bells tolled. 

Once the girls had passed by and left her in relative solitude, Mina slowly reached up to touch 

her throat. The iron collar around her neck had left a narrow band of burn-tender skin beneath. 

She’d wanted the screams to stop. She’d focused on the drive belt. And something had gone 

out of her, like a bird flying free from her mouth…and the belt had snapped. 

Mina closed her eyes and drove her fingernails into her palms in a futile attempt at denial. 

“Not again,” she whispered. “God, not again.” 

 

C: 

He crouched in the pose of a hunter: body taut, senses extended. His eyes glittered in the night, like 

gray ice set in a face the color of old bone. The wind scrabbled curiously at his threadbare black clothing, 

seeking to touch the thin flesh stretched tight over his ribs. Unkempt hair, the crimson of freshly-spilled 

blood, gusted across his face. 

The wind smelled wrong, tasted wrong, he thought. More like the bitter wine of winter than the 

sweeter cider of autumn. He shivered with the dread of the lean, cold months that had been bred into the 

blood and bones of his kind. 

He smiled sardonically at that thought. My kind? And what kind would that be? 
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The skeletal grasses rattled dryly around him, as if in commiseration. An enormous, dark shape moved 

nervously at the lip of the small dell in which he hid. Reaching out blindly, he laid a reassuring hand 

against the warhorse’s warm hide. Iron muscles flexed under his callused fingers, and a velvety lip 

brushed his skin. The animal’s familiar scent filled his nostrils, comforting. 

It’s an ill night to be out on the Kellsmarch, he thought. Wide, canted eyes scanned the vast plains, 

which stretched off to every side. The ivory moon shone down, illuminating every blade of grass with 

silver fire. There’s no cover out here, nowhere to hide. 

Damn your stony heart, Ax, where are you? 

A pale shape gleamed suddenly on the other side of the dell. He leapt back, snarling, before realizing it 

was the wizard who stood there. A moment later, Ax’s scent—not exactly that of a normal human, but not 

really definable as anything else, either—wafted to him on the breeze. 

Ax bowed slightly, and a mocking smile touched his withered lips. “Forgive me, Yozerf Jonaglir. I 

did not mean to startle you.” 

And I’m a human. Yozerf looked away, as if the wizard hardly concerned him. “Trihychyl. It’s 

Trihychyl.” 

Ax shrugged negligently. “It hardly matters to me what clan name your family chooses to skulk under 

these days.” 

Yozerf ground his teeth together in silent fury. But he was accustomed to bearing the offhand taunts of 

humans, and in this, at least, the wizard seemed no different from his brethren. 

Pretending to ignore the jibe, Yozerf tilted his head to one side and glared balefully at Ax. “What do 

you want of me?” 

“I think you know. It’s time for you to pay your debt to me.” 

D: 

He didn't kick open the batwing doors and burst into the saloon bristling with lasers and attitude. Didn't 
saunter up to her green neonglass bar, tip his hat and growl, "Whiskey, ma'am," in his rough and rusty 
badlands drawl. 
 
But Allie Fivestars knew he was the one. 
 
The way he strode in, lean and tight like a snake. His dusty metal armor with flashscars burned deep, the 
worn grips of his old-fashioned photon pistols. The hard set of his mouth, his unshaven chin, the tension 
in his thighs as he sat on a tall barstool. How he catalogued everyone in the crowded saloon—drunken 
barflies, card sharks, whores—with one sweep of his hard eyes. No electric enhancements in those 
space-dark depths. No glint of laser-sharpened accusight. 
 
Just shadows, and death. 
 
Woodenly, Allie polished another glass and added it to her stack. At the bar, a dirty spacemad hustler 
puffed acrid smoke from a plastic stim cigarillo, squinting at her with a single metal eye. In the corner, 
old Sheb banged out some long-forgotten tune on the piano, his artificial hand clanking on the keys. A 
couple danced a drunken tango. Some were already passed out under the cracked plastic tables, and by 
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the open-shuttered window, a black-shelled Arctinian gurgled contentedly and waved its antennae, 
sucking whiskey into its bristly mouth through a straw. Arcies drank here, and smoked stim. Anything 
else—those vile alien appetites the girls whispered about—was illegal. 
 
Like that mattered a damn around here. 
 
In the centre, a trio of dusty freight jockeys played cards. Halfway up the stairs, another one 
fumbled with a whore's ruffled blue skirts. The girl—her friend Susie Threeways, sixteen years 
old and already half-mad from cheap stim—swigged Arctinian moonshine from the bottle, her 
eyes dull and bloodshot. The feathers in her fascinator hung limp, her synthetic blue corset 
crumbling. 
 
Just another night at the Starshine Saloon. 
 
The stranger's gaze locked with Allie's. Dark. Knowing. 
 
Her pulse quickened, the laces on her red velvet bodice suddenly too tight. 
 
Automatically, the chipset in her brain activated, and her blood cooled. The chip didn't 
permit excitement of any kind. No arousal. No violence. It was how the Syndicate punished her, 
made sure memories of her past were erased. How they controlled her, like they controlled 
everything else on Retribution Station, from slavers to gunrunners to the lucrative stim trade. 
 
They’d made her no good for anything but bartending and whoring, and precious little good 
for that last. Oh, she had her regulars; enough to keep her fed, vaccinated against disease, her 
threadbare velvet skirts laundered. Dirtbags all. Syndicate, for the most. Johnny Lee Cade, for 
one, pirate, slave trader, dead-eye gunslinger, with his cold hands and bitter mouth. He passed 
for the law in these parts and claimed her exclusively whenever his ship docked. Lately, Johnny 
Lee's patience with her had grown brittle. She wasn't making him enough money. Hell, they 
didn't call her Allie Fivestars as a compliment. 
 
She couldn't feel pleasure, or passion. Faked it, like every other five-credit fuck on the 
station. Couldn't even get drunk or high to wash the shame away, if she'd felt any, which she 
didn't. Just disgust, and a tarnished ache in her heart. 
 
But this long, lean stranger's glance did things to her insides she thought she'd forgotten 
forever. Warm, secret, womanly things. 
 
Definitely the one. 
 
 
E: 

I was fifteen when I first met Sherlock Holmes, fifteen years old with my nose in a book as I 
walked the Sussex Downs, and nearly stepped on him. In my defence I must say it was an engrossing 
book, and it was very rare to come across another person in that particular part of the world in that war 
year of 1915. In my seven weeks of peripatetic reading amongst the sheep (which tended to move out of 
my way) and the gorse bushes (to which I had painfully developed an instinctive awareness) I had never 
before stepped on a person. 

It was a cool, sunny day in early April, and the book was by Virgil. I had set out at dawn from the 
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silent farmhouse, chosen a different direction from my usual—in this case southeasterly, towards the 
sea—and had spent the intervening hours wrestling with Latin verbs, climbing unconsciously over stone 
walls, and unthinkingly circling hedgerows, and would probably not have noticed the sea until I stepped 
off one of the chalk cliffs into it. 

As it was, my first awareness that there was another soul in the universe was when a male throat 
cleared itself loudly not four feet from me. The Latin text flew into the air, followed closely by an Anglo-
Saxon oath. Heart pounding, I hastily pulled together what dignity I could and glared down through my 
spectacles at this figure hunched up at my feet: a gaunt, greying man in his fifties wearing a cloth cap, 
ancient tweed greatcoat, and decent shoes, with a threadbare Army rucksack on the ground beside him. 
A tramp, perhaps, who had left the rest of his possessions stashed beneath a bush. Or an Eccentric. 
Certainly no shepherd. 

He said nothing. Very sarcastically. I snatched up my book and brushed it off. 
"What on earth are you doing?" I demanded. "Lying in wait for someone?" 
He raised one eyebrow at that, smiled in a singularly condescending and irritating manner, and 

opened his mouth to speak in that precise drawl which is the trademark of the overly educated upper-
class English gentleman. A high voice; a biting one: definitely an Eccentric. 

"I should think that I can hardly be accused of ‘lying’ anywhere," he said, "as I am seated openly 
on an uncluttered hillside, minding my own business. When, that is, I am not having to fend off those who 
propose to crush me underfoot." He rolled the penultimate r to put me in my place. 

Had he said almost anything else, or even said the same words in another manner, I should 
merely have made a brusque apology and a purposeful exit, and my life would have been a very different 
thing. 

 
 
F: 

TUESDAY, JANUARY 19  
 
Pulling one hand from the warmth of a pocket, Jay Landsman squats down to grab the dead 

man’s chin, pushing the head to one side until the wound becomes visible as a small, ovate hole, oozing 
red and white.  

“Here’s your problem,” he said. “He’s got a slow leak.”  
“A leak?” says Pellegrini, picking up on it. 
“A slow one.” “You can fix those.” “Sure you can,” Landsman agrees. “They got these home 

repair kits now . . .” “Like with tires.” ' 
“Just like with tires,” Landsman says. “Comes with a patch and everything else you need. Now a 

bigger wound, like from a thirty-eight, you’re gonna have to get a new head. This one you could fix.”  
Landsman looks up, his face the very picture of earnest concern.  
Sweet Jesus, thinks Tom Pellegrini, nothing like working murders with a mental case. One in the 

morning, heart of the ghetto, half a dozen uniforms watching their breath freeze over another dead man—
what better time and place for some vintage Landsman, delivered in perfect deadpan until even the shift 
commander is laughing hard in the blue strobe of the emergency lights. Not that a Western District 
midnight shift is the world’s toughest audience; you don’t ride a radio car for any length of time in Sector 1 
or 2 without cultivating a diseased sense of humor.  

“Anyone know this guy?” asks Landsman. “Anyone get to talk to him?”  
“Fuck no,” says a uniform. “He was ten-seven when we got here.” Ten-seven. The police 

communication code for “out of service” artlessly applied to a human life. Beautiful. Pellegrini smiles, 
content in the knowledge that nothing in this world can come between a cop and his attitude. 

“Anyone go through his pockets?” asks Landsman.  
“Not yet.” 
“Where the fuck are his pockets?”  
“He’s wearing pants underneath the sweatsuit.” Pellegrini watches Landsman straddle the body, 

one foot on either side of the dead man’s waist, and begin tugging violently at the sweat-pants. The 
awkward effort jerks the body a few inches across the sidewalk, leaving a thin film of matted blood and 
brain matter where the head wound scrapes the pavement. Landsman forces a meaty hand inside a front 
pocket.  
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“Watch for needles,” says a uniform. “Hey,” says Landsman. “Anyone in this crowd gets AIDS, no 
one’s gonna believe it came from a fucking needle.”  

The sergeant pulls his hand from the dead man’s right front pocket, causing perhaps a dollar in 
change to fall to the sidewalk. 

“No wallet in front. I’m gonna wait and let the ME roll him. Somebody’s called the ME, right?”  
“Should be on the way,” says a second uniform, taking notes for the top sheet of an incident 

report. “How many times is he hit?”  
Landsman points to the head wound, then lifts a shoulder blade to reveal a ragged hole in the 

upper back of the dead man’s leather jacket. 
 “Once in the head, once in the back.” Landsman pauses, and Pellegrini watches him go deadpan 

once again. “It could be more.”  
The uniform puts pen to paper. 
 “There is a possibility,” says Landsman, doing his best to look professorial, “a good possibility, he 

was shot twice through the same bullethole.”  
“No shit,” says the uniform, believing. 
A mental case. They give him a gun, a badge and sergeant’s stripes, and deal him out into the 

streets of Baltimore, a city with more than its share of violence, filth and despair. Then they surround him 
with a chorus of blue-jacketed straight men and let him play the role of the lone, wayward joker that 
somehow slipped into the deck. Jay Landsman, of the sidelong smile and pockmarked face, who tells the 
mothers of wanted men that all the commotion is nothing to be upset about, just a routine murder warrant. 
Landsman, who leaves empty liquor bottles in the other sergeants’ desks and never fails to turn out the 
men’s room light when a ranking officer is indisposed. Landsman, who rides a headquarters elevator with 
the police commissioner and leaves complaining that some sonofabitch stole his wallet. Jay Landsman, 
who as a Southwestern patrolman parked his radio car at Edmondson and Hilton, then used a Quaker 
Oatmeal box covered in aluminum foil as a radar gun. 

“I’m just giving you a warning this time,” he would tell grateful motorists. “Remember, only you 
can prevent forest fires.” 

 
 
 
G:  
 

I HAD HEARD of kingdoms far beyond the oasis that gives birth to life where none should be, kingdoms 

beyond the vast, barren sands of the Arabian deserts.  

I had lived in one such kingdom beyond the great Red Sea, in a land called Egypt, where I was sold into 

slavery as a young child. I had dreamed of the kingdoms farther north, where it was said the Romans 

lived in opulence and splendor, reveling in the plunder of conquered lands; of the silk kingdoms beyond 

Mesopotamia, in the Far East where wonder and magic ruled.  

But none of these kingdoms were real to me, Maviah, daughter of the great sheikh of the Banu Kalb 

tribe, which presided over Arabia’s northern sands. None were real to me because I, Maviah, was born 

into shame without the hope of honor.  

It is said that there are four pillars of life in Arabia, without which all life in the desert would forever 

cease. The sands, for they are the earth and offer the water where it can be found. The camel, for it 

grants both milk and freedom. The tent, for it gives shelter from certain death. And the Bedouin, ruled 

by none, loyal to the death, passionate for life, masters of the harshest desert in which only the 

strongest can survive. In all the world, there are none more noble than the Bedu, for only the Bedu are 

truly free, living in the unforgiving tension of these pillars.  

Yet these four are slaves to a fifth: the pillar of honor and shame.  
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And upon reflection I would say that there is no greater honor than being born with the blood of a man, 

no greater shame than being born with the blood of a woman. Indeed, born into shame, a woman may 

find honor only by bringing no shame to man. 

Through blood are all bonds forged. Through blood is all shame avenged. Through blood is life passed on 

from father to son. In blood is all life contained, and yet a woman is powerless to contain her own. Thus 

she is born with shame. 

Even so, the fullness of my shame was far greater than that of being born a woman. 

Through no will of my own, I was also an illegitimate child, the seed of a dishonorable union between 

my father and a woman of the lowest tribe in the desert, the Banu Abysm, scavengers who crushed and 

consumed the bones of dead animals to survive in the wastelands.  

Through no will of my own, my mother perished in childbirth.  

Through no will of my own, my father sent me to Egypt in secret so that his shame could not be known, 

for it is said that a shame unrevealed is two-thirds forgiven.  

Through no will of my own, I was made a slave in that far land.  

Through no will of my own, I was returned to my father’s house when I gave birth to a son without a 

suitable husband. There, under his reluctant protection, I once again found myself in exile. 

 I was a Bedu who was not free, a woman forever unclean, a mother unworthy of a husband, an outcast 

imprisoned by those mighty pillars of the desert, subject of no kingdom but death. 
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