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“Damn people are late again.” My first mate smirked, reaching across the counter for a glass. 
His suspenders bristled against his thin frame like a cello string as the barkeep smacked his hand away. 
He sighed, now patiently waiting for the bulky woman to pass him a flask and fill it. “When's this ever 
going to go down on time? It seems like every other trade we handle these days is either 
disappointing...” His glass appeared on the counter, brimming with beer. “... or late.”

I didn't have to think up a response quickly, because Billy the Lookout was already yelling over 
the band on stage, “Too right! I say to hell with this wasting away! We need to get a contract with a 
different trading company!” The generic hustle and bustle of busy and lazy people in Sumfort wasn't 
enough to drown out Billy.

“And what? Drive a caravan? No, says I, to the prospect of four days of travel over hills while 
carrying cargo.” One of the lackeys piped up now. 

His voice introduced a cacophony of crewmen shouting their favors over what to do about the 
Eastern trader situation. Mate next to me was still yelling at Billy in agreement when I saw the tell of a 
fur coat on a foreign man. As soon as I spied him walk through the doors, I shoved Mate. “Cavalry's 
here.” I downed my shot and stood up from the stool. “Gather the men, let's start loading up.” I walked 
to the man who seemed to recognize me from before, but I didn't recognize him. He wasn't the usual 
seller.

“Shall we get to brass tacks outside?” I motioned out the door, and the man seemed to 
understand. It was somewhat of a novelty to trade with an Easterner who spoke any of the local 
language.

We went outside into a light rain of day, brisk with gusts of wind from parts unknown. The bar 
was on the pier, and a walk to the Easterner's trade ship wouldn't take very long. As he was leading me, 
I looked over my shoulder to make sure my crew was starting to pile out. Looked like Mate was able to
jostle them from their seats. The music started to fade and the door slammed shut behind them. 

In the fair weather, I could see the flag representing a nation from the East atop a deluxe ship. 
Every footfall on the pier was familiar as I smelled a good deal on the air. We stopped at the gangplank 
to the Easterner's ship, and my crew was soon behind me. Sounds of lazy waves on the harbor and gull 
calls calmed my senses.

Mendoza was the only one who could communicate with the Easterners on our ship. If we were 
more fortunate, we'd have more interpreters. But it didn't take long for Mendoza to begin a dialogue 
and begin negotiating. If everything went smoothly, the sale would go through, and the ship would be 
filled with exotic goods for the umpteenth time. 

The crew began to talk among themselves, and before long Mendoza had turned from his 
conversation with the Easterner. “We've got a problem, Cap.” 

Great. “What's that, now?” 
“Looks like he already sold his shipment.” Mendoza didn't look flustered, but it also wasn't his 

burden to bear of not having any cargo this week.
“What? To whom?” I almost couldn't hide my surprise. This never happened.
“By the sound of it, it was an older ship, said to be bound for Breeg.” God dammit. A college 

ship. Some well-to-do scholars stealing this week's pay from all of us. Probably going to analyze the 
objects and do nothing more but display some as artifacts after destroying the others for 'science'. 

“Chrissakes.” I rubbed my face. “Well, for Breeg's sake let's get there before they do! Can't be 
any faster than the Wolverine!”

Mendoza wrapped up negotiations with the Easterner, and we all piled into the Wolverine, 
docked on the other end of the pier. Our caravel would definitely outpace a Vikramshila ship. Those 
things were practically ancient in comparison to the newer models out of Luxwick.

Mate was first aboard and took the wheel, and all the crew scrambled to get into position to set 
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sail. Billy was climbing the rigging up to his crow's nest, but that wouldn't stop him from shouting one 
more time, “We should get a new contract!”. Like no one else was thinking the same damn thing. The 
college always had a handle on going-ons with the Easterners and the natives. It wasn't enough to 
pester me to board my ship to observe encounters, but now they were literally stealing my livelihood. 
Surely there's a headmaster or someone to speak to about this.

I took my spot by Mate, “Right, let's crack on. Destination: Cape Ankh. It shouldn't take terribly
long to get there, but time was certainly money and I didn't have time to be losing money to some damn
college kids who steal my things!”

“Barkeep said the storm's supposed to hold for a few days. Should be smooth sailing.” Mate 
looked at a barometer beside the wheel, and looked up at clouds far off in the distance threatening to 
fall. “Raise anchor!” 

The crew got to unlashing us from the pier, and with a clunk the anchor was fastened to the side 
of the ship. “We're underway!” Mendoza was on deck, calling up when everything was in order. 

“That's what I like to hear!” I yelled back. This was quite an informal ship, don't get that fact 
wrong. I've known these guys for years. There might be a rotating crew who comes in and out but these
three and I have been mates for a long time. “Set off!”

“Right!” Mate sling the wheel to pull us away from the pier, and we were on open water. 
Behind us the dirty little outpost of Sumfort waned after minutes out. Fading away were we into the 
Kxzzyxin Sea.

We were at Breeg rather quickly, possibly because of the wind at our back or my simmering 
rage. If the crew didn't get their pay, they would scatter. Loyalties lie with coin in this line of work. 
Ships that docked for the college had a special section of the harbor, to be marked with special sails 
bearing the college insignia. I paid it no mind. “Bring her about there!” I shouted from the deck to 
Mate. He knew me for long enough to know what I was thinking. We were there on college business, 
certainly.

I disembarked with Mate while the men lashed and anchored. A couple stayed behind to mind 
the Wolverine while others went into town to explore, and no doubt buy something nice for themselves.
“Scar, I'm not sure this is the best idea.” Mate followed as I stormed down the dock and onto the streets
proper. I knew this place almost as well as Rangnam, gambled in every bar in town, and had dealt with 
these collegiate-types before.

“I'm sure it's not.” I said, focusing on how I was stomping through the cobblestone. “I'm sure 
it'd be better to just drop it and let them get away with this again.” Through downtown. “But this is just 
insulting.” How did they even get that shipment? Did they pay more? Were we outbid by some punk?

“I agree, but there's always another job, and we could do it if we needed...”
“No no no no, I'm not a pirate hunter nor am I funded to make runs to the East myself.” I'd 

heard it all before. If you weren't anywhere touching the piracy business, you were a merchant. I am a 
merchant. I do not fight, I deal, and that is my business. “These bastards have had their last laugh, and 
they're going to have to find another supplier for their historians' interests.”

Mate was almost as peeved as I, but he had mostly been a voice of reason since I've known him.
He was a veteran of this sea, of sorts. Primarily with Anodian navy expertise, like a mercenary for the 
city. Mate was the one that made our connections for the sale of our imports we bought in Rangnam. 
Which is why this was all the more infuriating. “Look, Scarlett...”

I had my hand on the rope handle to Vikramshila's main hall. “What?” I turned.
“Don't threaten anybody, alright? Keep it cool.” There's that voice of reason. 
Still, I wasn't having any of it. “I might just not keep it cool.” Swinging open the door, I 

continued my storm up the stairs to administration. This place was the most renowned in all of Ankh. It
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was built before anything else in this area, and it served to educate everybody who wished to spend 
their time here. It had a grand open first floor, with balconies all around to make way for the second 
floor. Staircases from the ground flanked both sides of the massive atrium for the way up to more 
classrooms and other specialized spaces. Everybody who grows up in Breeg knows how to move 
around the college in some way or another. Without it, this city wouldn't have grown into the modern 
powerhouse of industry it was.

Mate and I passed stuffy college kids in robes, carrying books, walking on these musky wood 
floors. Sickened me. What even did they do here besides steal my contracts?

I'd need to talk to the headmaster, to see what was going on. Administration was clearly marked 
at one end of the structure, dealing with the finances, paperwork, and flow of the entire college. If they 
were expecting imports from the East, someone would know about it. Mate was still close behind as I 
found the door and flung it open.

The secretary behind the desk seemed startled at this. “Excuse me,” I said, not to apologize for 
opening the door with haste, but to get her attention further. “I'm in urgent need to speak to the 
headmaster.”

She blinked. “Have you an appointment, ma'am?” 
“No such thing, for I am here on urgent business from Sumfort.” Mate began producing the 

contract that I had originally signed with the Tengger, the Easterners, months ago. “I have it under 
authoritative testimony that a group of students from here have stolen a shipment from the interests I 
represent.” The clerk continued to look at me blankly. “I wish to speak with the headmaster to see a 
reseizure of that which was stolen.”

“Just a moment.” She said after of thinking briefly. Probably figured it wasn't worth her dealing 
with it, and she could continue to go back to inspecting student reports or something equally mundane. 
She stood from her hard chair and walked down a short hallway to knock on a door. The door opened, 
she went inside, and came back out a moment later.

In the meantime, Mate had handed me the Tengger contract for me to look it over again, making
sure there indeed was exclusivity in the contract. The secretary reappeared. “The headmaster will see 
you now.”

“Brilliant.” I said under my breath. This was just another headache, and another waste of time I 
wasn't sure yet if I could afford. I needed these things to sell. I clutched the contract and went to the 
exact door the secretary had, opening it much more softly than the one previous. There sat a man much 
older than anyone had the right to live, hunched over a desk, and when I entered, he looked up, closed 
the notes he had been jotting down, and put it to the side. 

I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn't make a sound before he had. “Please, have a seat.” 
His voice was baritone and powerful. It was a sense of supreme lawful authority with a hint of 
corruption. I had dealt with enough guards and been around these jails to know what the sound of 
secrecy is. It rattled me, coming from this elder man. Mate was quick behind, and I took one of the 
three seats in front of the desk while he elected to stand behind me. “Now, what may I do for you?”

Thinking it was in my best interests, talking to someone learned, I softened my voice and 
attempted to calm myself. “It would appear that a ship from this college has stolen shipments which I 
have an exclusive contract to buy.” I put the contract before the headmaster, and he pulled a pair of 
glasses from the top drawer in his desk. “It occurred to us when while waiting for our contact, and our 
contact found us telling us he had already sold it.” The headmaster's brow furrowed as he read the 
contract. “I'm not sure who it was, or why they purchased it, but I do need that shipment or else my 
crew will surely go without pay for another week. I needn't tell you why this is an issue.” 

The headmaster pulled his glasses away. “I see.” He set the contract beside them and looked me 
in the eye. “It would appear that some of my students may have been more than zealous.” This came as 
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a slight shock. He knew about this? “I profess a class where we study the history of the East, and one of
our ongoing projects is to study artifacts, their language, and their cultures.” Opportunity reeked. “For 
it is most likely my responsibility for the taking of your shipments, I'll offer to pay what you would 
have if you had sold them elsewhere. What would that be?”

What in the world? What should I say? Out of everything that would happen, this was the least 
expected outcome. Obviously I was going to say something higher. “We normally offload our cargo in 
Anodia, for 2,000 in coin. And shipments are usually due the day after we receive them, which gives us
a day's worth of travel to get there from Sumfort.”

“How about this,” the headmaster put his glasses back on and looked down at the contract. 
“Since it seems you do have the exclusivity to purchase these wares...” In which I distinctly remember 
Mendoza tricking the Tengger man into signing, anyways. “And you are in the need of payment today, 
I will take over purchasing these things from you, instead of your usual merchant up north.” That was 
quite an idea. “It would save you time, indeed. And I'll have a stern talking to to my students, most 
likely I know who the perpetrators are, as well. You will continue to buy shipments like normal, but 
instead you bring them into the harbor, at about 3 PM, and I'll have my students take them. Then you 
can just come into this office and you'll get paid that twice the amount you would have in Anodia. 
4,000 in coin sound agreeable?”

I couldn't speak. This was... immense. “Uh...” This was luxury within reach. Even after 
divvying up the coin. “That sounds... quite fine.” 

“Wonderful! Let me begin our new agreement by apologizing for the actions of my students. As
I said, some of them can be quite zealous.” He reached for a pen and blank parchment from the drawer. 
He slid the Tengger contract back to me, and I held it close. “I'll draw up a contract for our future 
business, why don't you come back in about an hour when I have it all done. You can read it and sign it 
if you find it amicable.” 

I didn't understand the meaning of the word. 24 years old and I hadn't learned anything from 
this business besides how to make money, and here I was succeeding. Fortune? Luck? Whatever it was,
it was working. “Alright,” I stood, and gave the Tengger contract back to Mate, who was also finding 
what just occurred difficult to believe. “We shall return in an hour's time.”

“I'm eager to have this deal completed.” The headmaster dipped his pen and began spreading 
ink onto the page. “Breeg is a lovely town, I'm sure you'll have no trouble busying yourself in the 
meantime.” 

“Much appreciated.” I said. And with that level of formality, we left.

“Men!” I had gathered the crew around just outside the college. “I have news!”
“Better be good.” Some more pessimistic types sounded off, creating a small murmuring. 
“It's better than good, I do say, for we're about to have a new contract.” Billy the Lookout 

looked quite pleased at this. “The headmaster of this esteemed college has offered us payment double 
the amount we would receive in Anodia, due every week, just like our Anodian merchants would 
expect delivery.”

“We're due to sign the new agreement in a few minutes' time!” Mate spoke now. “Men, we're on
our way!” Some cheering, general agreement. Billy looked smug as a vulture standing by a dying man. 

“And with this comes anything we could do with that double payment. What do you want? You 
can have it. Officer's shares still stand, and after it's all said and done, I imagine we'll all be quite happy
with our portions.” 

I waltzed into the college, no longer with haste, with my signature ready to fire off onto a page. 
The headmaster sat at his desk, with the ink drying on his portion of the sign line. He had a very 
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contented smile on him, wrinkles flexing like calm waves on the Kxzzyxin Sea. “Welcome back.” He 
said. “You're due to sign here,” he pointed the pen to the right of his signature. “Read it over, and once 
you sign, you may go on your way, returning every week from here on at 3 PM for delivery of Eastern 
goods.” 

I picked up the new contract, whiter and bolder ink than that on the Tengger contract. Reading, 
“To the college of Breeg, Vikramshila, due to be delivered goods as provided by [blank] to the payment
no less than 4,000 in coin...” Sounds damn good to me. I hadn't even known this man's name and here I
was striking this deal. On the sign line was where I learned who ran the college. “Headmaster Byung”. 

To the right of the headmaster's name, I signed my own: “Ms. Scarlett Nazareth, Captain of the 
Wolverine”. 


