Where is he? What’s his Ordu? Have you had contact with him recently? Who’s he traveling with? Answer me!
Huuhhuuhu. I’ve told you everything… everything I know. I promise. I haven’t seen him…. What is going on? 
You’re lying! I can tell. Again!
Aaahhh! Please stop! 
Tell me what you know! Where is he? What’s his Ordu? Did he contact you? Who’s he with? Speak!
I’ve told y…
Again! 
AAAAAAaaaaaahhhh. 
Start over!
He… he was born on the ship.
Which ship? 
The Arella. 
Where is it now? 
She got destroyed during… during a… supply run to Ver…
Liar! Another dosage.
No, pleaaahhh. 
It doesn’t matter. We already know what happened to the Arella. Tell me about him! 
*huff huff* He was born on the ship… close to a moon near Rukh, and he quickly showed that he had… inherited my husband’s appreciation for tech. 
What kind of tech?
Anything and everything really. He had a natural understanding of gadgets and djinn-boxes and such. But we taught him too. 
Who taught him? 
Everybody on the ship. We wanted him to learn as much as possible so he could become anything he wanted. That’s also why we sent him to the Fellahin for his apprenticeship, so he would not only know the wandering life of the Khaizak, but appreciate staying in one place, working hard. 
Hah. That must’ve been fun. 
You’re right, he had a tough time especially considering his conditions. 
What conditions? 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I’ve told you already. Like most of us, he isn’t accustomed to planetary gravity. And when they found out that he doesn’t breathe…
Then what?
He earned many scars and bruises, but true to his name he never complained. He made it through and eventually came back. He wouldn’t say so, but he never forgave us for sending him to that farm. A rift had opened up between us, yet he wanted to be instructed as an Ikhwan-i-Takhiyun and my husband was the best on the Arella. The more they worked together the further Sabir drifted apart from us. 
Why didn’t he leave earlier? 
As paradoxical as it sounds, he still admired my husband. But I think he also wanted to prove that he could surpass him, which ultimately he did. 
What was he instructed on? 
I don’t know. 
Liar! And we had established such a good rapport already. Turn it to 7. 
Oh no, have meraaaaaaaaaah! 
I give you another chance. What was he instructed on?
Pluh, please... huhuhuh… I honestly don’t know. My husband taught him. I was stationed on a different part of the ship and neither of them would talk about work in our cabin. Sabir must have done well though, because he was ordered onto a different ship as soon as he became Murit. He left immediately. That’s the last time I’ve seen him, or heard from h…
Stop lying! 
Aaaaaahhhh huhuhuhuh. Ok, ok. I heard from him, but only indirectly through colleagues who had met him, who had worked with him and came on board our ship. They would tell me that he was still working as Ikhwan-i-Takhiyun, that he had moved up in rank to Mullah, and that was doing well financially. But I never heard anything from Sabir himself. You must believe me. 
Where is he now? 
I don’t know. Please don’t hurt me again. I’m telling the truth. The last I heard from him was an official replay of his promotion I watched on a djinn-box, I swear. 
What’s his current Ordu? 
As far as I know, he’s still Ikhwan-i-Takhiyun. 
Who’s he travelling with? 
I don’t know. I really don’t. Pl… please, please…
Somehow, I have a hard time believing you. But don’t worry… I will get you to tell the truth eventually. 
