You Say You Wanna Revolution
Book 1: …Till Only the Righteous Stand
Roscoe Mathieu

“There is no friendship more natural than that between an old priest and an old soldier. One gave his years in service to God, the other in service to his country. There is no other difference.”

- Victor Hugo, Les Misérables
Chapter 1

Esmerelda stepped out, the last little errand before closing up shop. She lay out the two bottles, one of wine and one of oil, for the watchman. The new man was hard, with jaws like a wolf, but he asked no more than the shopkeepers gave him. Small blessings.

But if you take enough small blessings together, you gather them like rice in your skirts, you can feed a family. That’s what Esmerelda’s mother had told her. Esmerelda had never seen rice in the paddy, only rice from the bag. She blew out the lamp, latched the door. Esmerelda pulled back the curtain that separated her home from her shop, and stepped inside with her guest.


“Thank you for making dinner, Remi.” Esmerelda lowered her eyes, her indio hair falling in her face. “I guess you’d expect a grocer to have a little more to eat…”


Remi Taquai rose, smiling his clean, white-tooth smile as he offered Esmeralda her chair.


“There was plenty to spare,” he lied. How can a man cook without oil or wine?

Esmerelda helped herself to the bowl of twice-cooked rice, scooping some onto her plate. Remi took some for himself.

“Six bronzes for a passet of rice today.” Remi said cavalierly.


“Yes. I asked the porter, he said the taxes were to blame.” Esmerelda took a big glob of spiced rice and chewed it thoughtfully.

“But this is Port Blanc, la Citadelle du Sud! We’re the richest free city on the subcontinent.” Remi insisted. “We can’t afford rice at decent prices?”

“I know, Remi, I know. But rice doesn’t grow on cobbles, like my mother said.” Esmerelda replied. Remi took a drink of pot water. 


“Perhaps…”


“No, Remi.” Esmerelda looked up. “I know what you want to say. I can’t give you a passet for three bronzes, or an argent, or five bronzes. I pay my price, you have to pay yours, cooper…just like the watchman, the innkeep, and the smith’s wife.”

Remi jumped from his chair.


“Always the same conversation. Where does it lead, huh? If our city’s so rich and free, why am I begging the Marché Occidental grocer for rice?” Remi asked.

Esmerelda shrugged. She’d heard it all from him before.


“Taxes, says the porter. What tax is so high?” Remi huffed. “I’ll see you on the morrow, Esmerelda.”


“May the devil never find you, Remi.” Esmerelda said as she watched his retreating back.


Wine flowed freely from the tender’s hand. Lady Eboshi took her glass as young Toin Farchan looked around agape. There was Vizier Desmoulins, laughing with the head of the Seminare du Prophète. Nude acolytes wandered the evening garden, bearing trays of Iles Méridionnalles fruit and exotic dishes from the far south beyond the Bay. The array of ghost fires must have taken twenty shamans to create.

“Not bad for a simple garden party, is it?” Eboshi said.


“What is this soirée for?” Farchan asked.


“That depends on who you ask.” Eboshi said before sipping her wine. “L’Empereur would think it was Desmoulins’ birthday.”


“What does Desmoulins think?”


“Why don’t you ask him?” Eboshi replied, her cheeks reddening as a ghost fire slipped by. “Vizier!”


Vizier Desmoulins, resplendent in his scholar’s silk, came over and greeted Lady Eboshi with his lips to her cheek.


“Dear sister-in-law…” Desmoulins said. “Ah, is this the young scribe you mentioned?”


“Indeed.” Eboshi said. “This boy handles all the business through the Passe Verte into Frassin’s land.”


The Vizier’s crisp black brows twitched slightly, and as if by secret signal, a crowd of silk-clad, brocaded, and scented began to gather around the young postmaster from les Bois.


“What is your name, young scholar?” Vizier Desmoulins asked.

“Scholar Toin Farchan, of the Dark Wood.” He said.


“Scholar Farchan, I toast to your health.” The Vizier began, clinking glasses with Toin and Lady Eboshi. “Do you feel satisfied in your position?”


“Yes, I’m quite content.” Toin replied. “As Master L’Aigle wrote, If a man cannot be satisfied leaving offerings before les ésprits of his native wood, how can he be satisfied leaving offerings at the Sacred Fires of the Paladin?”


“I think we all know what Master L’Aigle has to say.” One of the courtiers said. “What do you say?”


Toin felt something prickle his back. Yes, there was a sweat under the sweet scents…something expectant, like the white wolf waiting on a piece of meat. What could he give them?

“Perhaps this dragon needs to find the sea, instead of swimming about a pond.” Toin offered, swirling his glass. One of the gentlemen in the back of the crowd dabbed his head with a kerchief.

“Everyone here feels much the same. As all the tributaries run into the Iron River, we feel that we need to reach the sea, and so we run in the same direction.” The Vizier said. “If you do wish to reach the sea, we must work together.”


“Go on…” Toin said, trying to make his voice sound as naïve as he felt.

“If you could keep the good Lady,” The Vizier nodded in Eboshi’s direction, “well abreast of any correspondence or movements through the Passe Verte…”


“You mean Imperial correspondence?” Toin asked, piecing it together.


“To help free dragons too long contained.” Vizier Desmoulins said.

“I’m afraid I can be of no use.” Toin said. “I have no love for L’Empereur myself, and you may stand assured of my confidence. But I am a simple postman from the Dark Wood, I have no place in court intrigues.”

He was lucky to get a second drink.

Marcel poured the next round. One for his brother, Edouard, one for Aurelie, one for Léo, one for the acolyte Laurent.


“Who’s turn is it?” Aurelie chirped. She was already turning red, and it set off the Vagabond blonde hair so nicely…


“Why,” Marcel said, “Les esprits of fire tell me it is Laurent’s turn now.”


Laurent blushed, but not from the wine. Edouard nudged him with his foeman’s fist.


“Go on, Laurent. Surely the Prophets could provide you with some song or other?” A quiet, comfortable laughter circled the table. Léo just watched, a Musketeer’s hawk-eyes glimmering under her dark curls. “Marcel sang about being a shaman, now you have to sing about being a preacher.”


Laurent rose to wobbly feet, the rattanwood stool rasping over the floor. His pickle-weaned face contorted a moment as he searched his holy memory.


“Aha, I know a thing.” He said, and began,

And in a land without a king

The voices of the people ring,

In heat, in cold, in lust and reason

Every farmer knows the season.

Men come or arrive not

At the temple of the Hougenot

If man may decide his fate with the spirits

Why should he not decide his fate with man?

The only response was the clicking of chopsticks and the soft crackle of breaking day-old bread. Laurent sheepishly sat down.


“Where is that from, Laurent?” Marcel asked at last.


“From an old theological study, by the prophet Enjolras.” Laurent said. He downed his wine, and presented the cup with both hands that the table may know he’d finished it. “Pére Galtier read it after the last offering.”


Marcel stared off into the distance, and the candle caught his spectacles so it seemed he had no eyes, was a clockwork automata.


“That’s interesting…” Marcel said, before shifting his gaze back to the acolyte across the table. “Enjolras, you say?”


Captain Jean-Paul Galtier fought the urge to salute. To salute would be to drop the mead that he’d brought up from below.


“Good evening, Captain.” The officer said. From the peacock’s eye on his brocade, Capt. Galtier knew him for a Staff Captain. From the cruciform sword…

“Sir, good evening, sir.” Capt. Galtier said. “I did not expect an officer in the Musketeers to…”


“At ease, Captain Galtier.” The officer said. “Sit down, let’s share the mead.”


Capt. Galtier set the bottle down on the chartroom table. He hadn’t yet removed his hand when the officer pulled his dagger and uncorked it, nearly taking Galtier’s thumb in the bargain.

“My name is Staff Captain-Retainer Jacques Aquimasé.” The officer said.


“Permission to speak freely, sir?”


“Go ahead.”


“A Black-tabard inquisitor as well known as the white wolf.” Aquimasé might have smiled. He strode back and forth in Galtier’s small cabin, rubbing his hands together violently.


“Do you know why I am here, Captain Galtier?” He asked.


“No, sir.”


“Grand Conductor Ludont is dead.” Captain-Retainer Aquimasé said.


Captain Galtier took a swig straight from the bottle. Ludont, maybe alone among the viziers, had held the respect of l’Empereur. And he hadn’t been an old man, only an old soldier…

“Long live Grand Conductor Ludont.” Captain Galtier said. Captain-Retainer Aquimasé nodded curtly.


“We have his killer.” The officer said. “And we must find out what he knows. But…tell me, Captain, do you tie the hands of thieves aboard?”


“By protocol, sir.” Captain Galtier replied, trying to see what course Aquimasé was plotting.


“And if the thief was the boy who emptied the chamberpot…well, he couldn’t well do his duty, could he?”

“No, sir.”


“And so. This coward might have friends in high places, and should his body be found…” Aquimasé sat down opposite Captain Galtier. “You see.”


“Yes sir.”


“So, captain, prepare two rooms.” Aquimasé said. “On orders from the Musketeers.”


Captain Galtier rose to carry out the order, but felt Aquimasé’s arm on his.


“But first, Captain Galtier…” The officer said. “Let us drink to Grand Conductor Ludont.”


Staff Captain-Retainer Aquimasé took a drink from the bottle of mead, and passed it across the table to Captain Galtier. Galtier reached for his kerchief.


“If you wipe that bottle before you drink, I will see you down.” Aquimasé’s steel eyes bored straight through Galtier, and he gulped the drink forcefully.


Rhythmic and barbaric drumming echoed around the apple barrel as dark and gnarled hands, caked with dust, beat out the old song.


“I went down to the well to fish me some fish, ziguzan zinzan…” Kerouac began. Gagnon sat back, clapping his chopsticks over his patched knee, as he joined the response.


“The well was deep and black, deep and black, deep and black, ziguzan zinzon…” Mathieu’s arms, great from hauling the nets, seemed to make the ground shudder as he drummed the barrel.


“I heard a voice crying out, what a pretty cry, ziguzon zinzon…” Gagnon’s voice was clear as the water of the Brandywine.


“I said, marry me and I’ll let you out, ziguzon zinzon…” As LaForge chimed in, black beard bristling, the drumming stopped and the laughter started.


“You missed, y’old esprit!” Gagnon said, laughing a deep belly laugh. “Drink up!”


“Watch your tongue, idiot, the spirits do listen.” Kerouac said. 

Gagnon turned to the blacksmith. “LaForge, you never lose this game…is little Toin bawling again?”


LaForge sputtered a little into his scrumpy and wiped the sweat from his face with an oily rag he passed for a kerchief.


“No, Toin is the little esprit of water.” LaForge replied. His blue eyes searched around him, trying to see beyond the smoky walls of the shack.


“Must be the Vagabonds comin’ round again.” Kerouac suggested. “Every son feels a little nervous ‘round his father, don’t he?”


LaForge jumped up, before feeling the weight of Mathieu’s quick hand staying his arm.


“Stop fussing and sit down, that’s just Farmer Preacher going off again.” Gagnon said.


“The Vagabonds been comin’ round every year since we went over to the LeVan.” LaForge groused as he sat. Gagnon sniffed thoughtfully, put his pipe to his mouth, and sat back. “Gagnon, you know…”


“Yessir, when I was a boy it was good luck to see two o’ them a year.”


“Now we have twelve wagons every year, and nothing but bad luck.” 


“Well, if y’have bad luck, talk to the preacher.” Kerouac said, taking the opportunity to spit. “I’d best be off home, it’s offering in the morning.”


Their circle split, the other three rose to head home to their wives as well. Nervously, LaForge fiddled with his overcoat, before heading off into the swamp.


“Where be yer daft head?” Mathieu called. “Town’s over there!”


“Home!” LaForge cried. “I’m going home.”

Chapter 2
(LaForge has blown something up, news of Ludont’s death spreads)

Lady Eboshi woke in her chambers, her dark hair matted in the sharp sun and her eyes blood-red from the wine. She turned to the other side and moaned, trying to find some darkness to bury her nose in. (Ludont is dead, the coup may move forward. Set up the conflict between the Viziers?)

The boy knocked at Desmoulins’ door. Desmoulins bid Eboshi, with an irritatingly regal flick of the wrist, to check the identity of the newcomer.


“It is but the john-boy.” She said.


“Come.” Desmoulins said, casting a glance to Headmaster Beauxbatons and the others.


The boy prostrated himself, his robes spilling over the stone like wine from a dropped glass.


“His Imperial Grandeur has called for your presence, Vizier.”


Papa Zinj, as the gajo called him, hefted the last pack down from the wagon. The townsfolk were already milling about, some kind of excitement going on; not his Vegabonds unloading their cargo and that was the Gods’ truth.
“Iàshà!” Papa Zinj called, pointing to the retreating black lambs. “Bring those kids back.” (encounter with LaForge and so on, some rough words as they figure out that somebody blew up the Viceroy’s Palace)

Marcel greeted the dawn only after she had long passed… (Marcel’s interpretation: run the government by a council of elected “old sages.” Encounter with Rin Saneaux? Introduction to the way the College works.)


Finch settled in to taking his rounds, walking the Occidental Market the way his superior never could. 
