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WRITING SAMPLE 
 
 
 
T o r n  B e t w e e n  S e a  M i s t s  a n d  S o l i d  L a n d  
 
 
 
" It  might erupt i f  you stare at it  long enough."  
 
Éi r im started out o f  h is  reverie  o f  Mount Rashkana and 
lowered his  gaze from where i t  had been focused on the 
heaven summit of  the vo lcano for  the past few minutes,  as  
he thought i t .  When he chanced to turn  and look for the 
source of the vo ice ,  he saw the sun had moved two spans  
from i ts  zeni th and he w inced,  thankfu l nobody from Wadi  
had seen  him waste two hours  s taring l ike a  mad fool  a t  an 
immovable mound of  rock when everyone in Si lverton 
wa lked in i ts  shadow without a  second g lance.  He could 
al ready hear  the mocking cries  o f "Wadi-weak"  that 
sometimes fol lowed him through  the st reets  in  Wadi  
Medani ,  a l l  on account o f  h is passing out f rom sunstroke 
one day  in the middle of  the market ,  and he groaned.   
 
"Yes ,  I 'd think you 'd rather  have a painfu l cr ick  in your  
neck a fter having i t  back at  such  an  odd angle for  so  long.  
I  confess I  thought to hear  a  no ise much worse than that , 
though,  maybe even a word or  two along the l ines of 
indecency when in a  child 's presence."  
 
Éi r im looked over  his  shoulder ,  th ink ing the vo ice 
emanated from somewhere behind h im now,  where he had 
sworn i t  was  just  in  f ront of  h im and of f  to  his  r igh t just  
before .  H is eyes were too  sun-dazzled to  make out 
anything more than  the sl im shadows cast by the nearest 
trade shop.  
 
"Bl inded you , has  i t?  Not too surpr ising .  You started 
star ing when the sun was at it s h ighest .  I f  I  d idn' t  
recognize that fancy tr inket around your  neck,  I 'd  th ink  
you the worst  sort  o f  madman."  
 
The words now dr i fted from his lef t  and Éirim turned 
aga in , h is hand ref lexive ly tucking his  symbol  o f safe 
passage back in to  the l ight cloth of  h is sh ir t .  He 'd been 
chosen for  this  miss ion because he was  an unknown face,  
but he was  also trusted,  though  from his  performance thus  
far ,  he wondered if  the woman who had assigned th is  job 
to  him had been as  mad as  the rumors sa id .  
 
"Too la te now.  I 've seen it ,  which  means  you're qui te an 
important  man."  He fe lt  somebody touch his  arm and he 
wh ir led ,  sp lutter ing a curse because the  person had come 
up beh ind him.  The stranger leaned back as he ref lex ive ly 
swung his arm out to  shake off  the hand and perhaps hurt  
whoever  meant to  harm him.  
 
"Sule 's  Teeth!  Bu t you're a jumpy one."  A  rather 
bedraggled looking woman gr inned up at him,  both her  
hands now propped jaunti ly  on  her  hips  wh ich were barely  
covered in tatters  o f what he assumed was once a skir t ,  
and one of a very thin materia l  as he couldn' t  he lp but 
notice .  
 
"Soo lay?"  É ir im stared at  her  as she l icked a few f ingert ips  
and rubbed at some of  the dir t  on her  cheek,  only  
smearing it  into  a l ight brown mask instead of  w iping it  
o ff ,  as he assumed she had meant to do.  A t  h is  quest ion , 
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she stopped her  odd preen ing and laughed. 
 
"You sure you didn' t  steal that pretty p iece you wear?"  She leaned c loser to  him and 
thunked him smart ly  on the chest ,  made a l l  the more painful  because she struck the 
pendant d irect ly .  "Sule ! "  The woman exc la imed the word again as i f  it  was supposed to  
have some meaning to  him,  but Éi rim only rubbed where she had hi t  h im,  trying to 
re l ieve the aching pa in she 'd put there .  "By the Woman herse l f ,  I  th ink the sun has  fair  
f ried your  w its!  Sule !  Sure ly you know your own Goddess  i f you wear  her  symbol. "  Her 
vo ice was  rakish and loud and a few heads  had turned at this last .  Éi rim cursed the 
woman and shook her  hand of f  where she was rubbing the material  o f  h is shir t  
contemplat ive ly .  
 
"Would you  keep your  god-be-cursed vo ice down? I  don' t  need the who le ci ty to  know 
whose symbol  I  wear  or what i t  impl ies ,  which,  by  the way,  impl ies nothing because I  
haven't  the devil  o f  a clue who or what Soo lay is !"  É ir im knew he was  b lushing;  he cou ld 
feel the heat underneath his sunwarmed skin as he g lowered at the woman. 
"You are daft .  You wear  i t  sure as I 've seen it ."  Her  gr in  grew larger as  he grew more 
annoyed.  "You Oasis?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"Are you Oasis?" She thumped her  hand against  h is  shirt  aga in , leaving a smudge of  dust 
in  her  wake.  " I 'd  guess yes  by your  fine garb ,  there ."  
 
" If  you mean am I  f rom the oas is ,  yes . "  
 
"Ah,  easy  to  te l l . "  Before he could even worry about how much he stood out as  she 
impl ied he did ,  she tapped again at his  shir t  where the pendant lay beneath.  "You Oasis  
cal l  her Sulevia.  Here ,  she 's Sule .  We don 't  l ike al l  the syl lab les  you Oasis  folk  add to  
things . " É i rim tr ied to  regain some composure and watched a l i t t le  whi le  as  she l icked 
her  hand and smoothed her hair ,  d is turbingly cat l ike but w ith a  less  successfu l  ef fect .  
 
"Ah,  wel l ,  thank you."  É ir im cleared his  throat and nodded to her,  then stepped around 
her  and began to  head further into the center  of  Si lverton.  He jumped as he fe l t  a  tap on  
his shoulder after  ten  paces and turned,  seeing no  one behind h im.  Sighing with 
f rustrat ion and th ink ing the sun may have indeed addled his wits , he turned around once 
more to wa lk forward,  only  to  ye lp in  surpr ise .  
 
"Rude for  an  Oas is,  you  are ,  but I  suppose that 's normal .  You  didn' t  even ask my name." 
Éi r im stumbled back  from her ,  unnerved that he hadn't  heard her  and that she s tood so  
uncomfortably close without h is  skin pr ick l ing with  awareness.  
 
"How by Hel ls  do  you do that?"   
 
"My  name's  Deannachúi l ,  but everyone cal ls  me Dusty ,  or Dee,  or sometimes Deanna , but 
only when they 're t rying to be rude." 
 
"Ah,  yes,  wel l . . .P leasure to  meet you,  Dusty . " Again Éirim stepped around her and 
cont inued on  his way,  only  to  be stopped by a tug on his  short  pants ,  hard enough to  
make him think they might very  well  come of f .  "Stop that ! "  He tr ied to  s lap at  the hand 
as  he turned,  but there was  only  a bodi less  g iggle that made him grumble as  he hiked his  
pants back up on his h ips .  
 
"You're more rude than most Oasis ,  I  say.  I  int roduce mysel f  and you don't  even  te l l  me 
your  name.  I  sha l l  make a proclamation in al l  of  S i lverton that  Éi r im is  too  rude to trade 
with and he works  for Shaf—"  Dusty squeaked as Éi rim s lapped his hand over  her mouth , 
f inal ly  finding her  as  she tr ied to  s l ip  away from h is  lef t  s ide and peripheral v ision.  Their  
s trange embrace was almost lewd as  he held her t ight ly w ith  one arm across  her  lower  
back,  hard enough that her toes  barely dangled in  the dust  below both of them and her  
head leaned hard away from him as  he pressed none-too-gent ly against  her  face with 
the hand that  s i lenced her .  
 
" I ' l l  ask  you not to say that name nor  mention my connection  with i t ,  i f  you don't  mind." 
Éi r im g lared down into  Dusty 's  eyes ,  be latedly noting that they were a d is turbingly 
br ight b lue ,  a co lor st range for  native Thermador ians.  He could fee l her smi le  aga inst  h is  
palm and yanked his  hand away from her  mouth when she l icked i t .  "What is  wrong with 
you?"  É ir im didn' t  let  her  go  as  he swiped his  hand aga inst  the s ide of h is pants .  
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" I  promise ,  Éi r im,"  she quipped.  
 
"And how the hel l  do  you know my name?"  
 
"Fina l ly !"  Dusty  gr inned and squ irmed in his  ho ld ,  pushing at his  arm with her d ir ty hands  
and f ina l ly  g iv ing him a  s t inging s lap with both of them when he didn't  let  her  immediate ly  
go . When  her  feet again touched the ground,  she didn' t  a l lev iate the int imate c loseness  
between them,  so  É ir im took a large step back  away from her .  "Fina l ly  you ask a  sensib le  
quest ion. "  
 
"Does  th is  mean I ' l l  f inal ly  get a sensib le  answer?"  
 
"Oh now,  don't  go being rude again or  I  won 't  he lp you at a l l ."  
 
"Wel l  you certa in ly haven't  he lped yet .  And would you stop that grooming,  or whatever i t  i s 
you're doing?"  Dusty  paused with her  sal iva-dampened hand over  her  nose and l if ted both 
brows at him,  which , he suddenly noticed,  were white , as  was  the rest  o f  her  ha ir ,  though i t  
looked murky covered with sand and some other  odd-looking dust .  
 
" If  you're go ing to  be that way  about it ,  É i r im,  I  won 't  take you to Sl ivos at  al l .  In  fact , I ' l l  
te l l  h im news came in that you were eaten by a drake, a l l  except the head since your  mouth 
is too foul  to  taste good,  I 'm certa in . "  Her  petulance seemed almost chi ld l ike ,  but when she 
crossed her arms over  her  s tomach , he noticed the p leasing shape of her  torso  and the 
disturbing th inness  o f  the rags there , a lmost more transparent than those over  her hips ,  and 
knew she was  far  f rom her ch ildhood days . 
 
"Why don't  you put more c lothes  on?"  
 
" It ' s  hot . "  Éi r im was surprised at  the answer ,  the f irs t  tru ly d irect one he 'd had from her .   
 
"And you've gone back to  asking stupid quest ions ."  
 
"And you've remained the same,  annoying , pratt l ing madwoman as  when you f irst  s tarted 
speaking ." 
 
"Fine ,  then.  See if  you  ever  f ind Sl ivos  at  al l .  Then you' l l  have to  go home a  fai lure and who 
knows what  she ' l l  do to  you there .  I 've heard she's started eating chi ldren again . " Th is  t ime 
the name she spoke registered and he was afra id when she tu rned and started to  walk  o ff ,  
a l ready fami l ia r with her knack of  d isappearing and staying hidden.  
 
"Wait ! "  When Dusty kept walking ,  Éi r im jogged after  her ,  trying not to  think about the sweat 
he already  had running into  his  eyes  and what this would do to  add to i t .  "Wi l l  you wait? 
Dusty! " He cursed as she turned the corner around one of  the shops  and repeated the same 
oath when he fo l lowed and didn' t  see her .  With a groan , Éi r im sagged against  the shop's  
wa ll  and started to swipe the sweat out of  h is  eyes when he fe l t  something l ick his  cheek.  
He squealed and jerked away,  near ly toppl ing a local who was pass ing by with a  basket fu l l  
o f thread.  "Sorry ,  I 'm sorry ."  He hast i ly  d isentangled h imself  f rom the poor woman and 
handed her  the basket ,  mumbl ing apo logies  a l l  the wh ile .  Af ter  she had cursed him 
thoroughly for being a c lumsy,  wet-foot ,  Oasis , she went on her way  with  her  nose in the air  
and Éir im turned to  see Dusty grinning at him.  
 
" I  l iked the way you sa id my name.  I t  was  a p leasant mix of  desperation, fear  and want .  Do  
i t  again?"  Éi r im muttered under  his  breath as  he walked back to  her ,  rubbing at his cheek  
where she had l icked i t  and trying to keep his  temper in check , but this woman was trying i t  
beyond a l l  means .  
 
"You sa id you  knew Sl ivos . "  
 
"Wel l  o f  course I  do .  He 's the one that sent me out to fetch  you whenever  you made i t  into  
town."  
 
"Wel l?"  
 
"Wel l  what?" Her reply was  directed more to  the sand than to him as  she doubled over to 
rub at  her  calves.  
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"Aren' t  you go ing to  fetch me to Sl ivos? " 
 
Dusty straightened, rubbing at her chin as  she did so and peering at him with  her  foreign 
eyes .  "Are you go ing to  be nice?"  
 
"Yes ,  yes  I ' l l  be nice . " 
 
"You don't  sound as i f you mean i t . "  
 
Afraid she wou ld walk o f f and disappear again ,  he hast i ly  reassured her.  " I ' l l  be nice , 
Dusty!  Just , p lease ,  take me to  him." Éi rim watched as  she seemed to cons ider ,  now 
rubbing at one of her shoulders  and making l i t t le  c i rc le  patterns  in the dust there . 
 
"Alr ight ,  É ir im.  But i f  you're mean at a l l . . . "  She lef t  the th reat hanging between them 
before she leapt forward and grabbed his  shirt  near  the waist , pul l ing him a fterward as  
she hurr ied in to the crowd at a  pace too  near to running to  make him comfortable or  
anywhere near  graceful  as he s tumbled along behind her ,  too afraid to  swipe at her  hand 
for  fear she would let  h im go and turn a corner without ever taking him to Sl ivos.  
 
 
 
 
WRITING SAMPLE 2 
 
 
For Fear of My Ruin 
  
 
“Soft, soft. Go softly now.” Sive placed her hands over his and cradled his calloused fingers. Her own were dry, 
nails chipped from farm work, but they were still softer than his. Daniel croaked a response as his fingers 
shook against her palms. 
  
“Sive, no. I must.” Sun filtered through the loft and coiled its fingers through her hair, setting it aflame. He 
squinted against the red-gold glare, the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes growing more pronounced with the 
familiar pinch of features. But he did not look away. His fingers spasmed in her hands and he pulled one free, 
lifting it to caress the heat of her hair. “Please,” he whispered. How Sive loved that word when spoken in her 
native tongue. 
  
“My parents do think more of my honor than to let me lose it in the hay, Daniel. And I do, as well.”  The words 
were easy on her lips as she answered in the Gaelic in which he spoke. Whenever they were alone, they spoke 
the old language. Sentiments sounded sweeter when they weren’ t butchered by either of them trying to 
remember English.  
Daniel sighed. 
  
“Then will you finally marry me, Sive? I have worked your lands for many years now. Your father must trust me 
by now, and I do wish to retire to a gentle plain.”  His hand drifted down to caress her neck as he spoke, a 
finger trailing over her collarbone. Sive pretended to ignore the implication. 
  
“There are plains enough to the south of here much more fair,”  she answered. 
  
“ I do not agree. Here they are softer, and the hills more plentiful.”  
  
“ If it is hills in plenty you are wanting, Daniel, go to the West.”  
  
“They are too filled with stones, Sive. I long for gentle grass on which I may rest my head.” 
  
“For soft grass, try the North. I hear the rains are much more frequent there.” By now his hands had drifted to 
her waist and his words were a rasp. 
  
“ I do not wish the South or west or north. I do not even wish for the East. What I do desire I already see.” 
  
Sive looked away and stretched her arms wide to indicate the hay behind her. “ I do not think my father would 
begrudge you a share of what you help to crop.” 
  
“ I have not harvested, yet, what I wish to share. Your father may not so kindly give me the price I seek.” 
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“My father has always been known to be a generous man, Daniel.” 
  
“Yes, more so than his daughter, as I do know quite well.” 
  
Sive laughed. “My mother did raise me a good woman. I give my fair share and do believe in marital debt.” 
  
“But you will not marry me.” 
  
“Wisha, Daniel. You have not asked me rightly.”  
  
Daniel’ s hands trembled against the curves of her waist and he gazed down at this woman who would not 
relinquish her games—not even for him.  
He sank to his knees and pulled her close with a sudden, tight grip until his forehead pushed into the soft 
hollow of her stomach and his lips grazed her abdomen. 
  
“Sive, all my life I have drowned in your laughter and followed you as my sun. Where you rise, I turn, and 
where you set, I follow. In your smile I have found more comfort than any feather bed could ever offer. You 
have bound me, whether or not you know this, and I am destined to be forever servant to you. Why would you 
sever the chains you so completely set, my Sive? Do not release me. Marry me.” 
  
Sweat trickled down the back of his neck as he waited, every muscle straining to catch her answer. The rough, 
earthy scent of her léine filled his nostrils and the muffled shout of a worker still in the fields faintly fell across 
his ears. When the echo of labor died off and she still remained silent, Daniel squeezed his eyes shut and held 
his breath. He would die this way if she refused him. The hissing roar of his own breathing began to slow in its 
rhythm and grow quiet inside his head.  
He felt a slight touch against his hair, spider-light before it grew heavy with affection.  
  
“You do well with such words, Daniel. Do tell me, have you learned to read?” Sive’ s words were soft and he 
had difficulty hearing around the rumble of blood in his ears. But he knew she hadn’ t answered. 
He pressed his forehead harder against her stomach, afraid he would lose her in this moment, forever, if she 
did not tell him yes.  
Daniel felt her muscles recoil as she gasped at his rough handling, but he dug his fingers into her waist, 
keeping her so close her breaths were shallow—a gentle pulse of abdomen against his eyes. 
  
“Sive,” he breathed. The heat of his breath fanned back against his mouth as her name was muffled in her 
léine. Spots began to dance behind his eyelids and he knew he would have to draw back soon and breathe 
again—and leave behind this one moment where she could, she might, say yes.  
Her hand grew heavier against his head and felt as if she tried to push him away, to allow herself a chance to 
escape his desperation for an answer.  
 
And then the pressure against his crown abated. He felt her sigh. 
  
“ I will marry you, Daniel.”  Her words were faint around the light ringing that had begun in his ears, but he’ d 
heard. A few hot tears escaped his eyes and melted into her dress, but he did not move back or relent his 
desperate grip. “Daniel? Have you heard me? I did say I will marry you.”  
  
Finally he stirred and leaned away; cool air rushed into his lungs and made the sweat on his flushed cheeks 
chill as he tilted his head back to squint up at her. The sun made her hair a fiery halo and he believed from 
that moment he had finally found salvation. 
  
“ I did hear you, my Sive. My Sive.” He lingered over those two words together until his somber look melted 
into a grin and he stood, knees wobbly and numb from kneeling for so long. “My Sive!” She squealed as he 
wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her, but the startled sound melted into laughter as he spun her 
and set her down gently again, without releasing his close hold. Sive smiled up at him as he bent to kiss her 
forehead. 
  
“Aye, I am your Sive as you are now my Daniel. But I am sure you are able to do better than that. Let us see if 
the hay is as comfortable as the look of it promises.”  
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