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The cities of the Insane used to be sewed with fear from all sides. Fear sprouted fast and was easy to
grow. It blackened and repelled the Normal — they were afraid to enter a field that resembled the
night.

The Insane were born as foremen. Barely had they been born when their fingers became the
hostages of heads that demanded matter for their visions. Their hands, devoid of craft material, would

stupefy: they hit each other, which was called clapping as a disguise, or they lunged towards other
people’s throats.

So as to avoid frenzy, the Insane taught infants to babble in clay. Older children spoke in paper
and wood. For adults, the material was anything they could find. Whatever substance they grabbed,
they would not put it down until it became what they meant for it to become. For that reason, their
workshop was the size of a hand, and the object that left it was typically a miniature.

They wore jackets with sleeves down to the ground. They rolled them up during the day, and
they used them to coddle things at night. When they considered them ready, the things were sent away

so they could serve others.




RULES ONE

BEINGS




BIRD

When forming a bird, remember that it’s little more than adding a shell to the voice. Take the sound,
coat it with flesh. Roll the flesh in down. A dandelion or poplar dust will do. Use horn for the beak.
You can hew bones out of matches, if need be. Sew the paired lung-bag tightly. Inflate it, slide it

inside. Finally, put some color on the down, though it’s not necessary. Singing can soar in something

as grey as wrapping paper.

DOG

A dog is not picky about the matter. You can assemble it out of anything. Even flimsily strewn
together, it expresses devotion. Crooked mutts, balding on the sides—all loyal. The problem is that
they rush into life before the work is done. You haven’t even installed their eyes and they spring
only to crush against space. They strike sparks rolling in the hay. Stuffed with any old thing, they
catch fire. A moment later, they’re gone. That’s why an unskilled foreman ought to steer clear of

making a dog.




FISH

Fish melts quickly, so it’s best made in the cold. Otherwise, it will melt through your fingers. Find

hard snow by the river. Carve a spindle shape into its surface. Be naked at work. Shivering is the
essence of cold animals ‘'movement: tremble and pass it along to the cut-out slab of ice. When it

begins to jerk in your hand, cut your thumb against the sharp back of the form. Soak blood into it,

and when it cools, launch it.

MOTH
A moth requires a constant “I'm sorry.” You need to sprinkle it with this word while you’re working—

—for the fact that it can incinerate at any moment. You need to give it some sugar when it descends

from the looms—where you’ve weaved it from a stocking—and it cannot believe it is allowed to live.

ANGST

Don't ovetfeed a larva of angst. Tty to tame it. Give it a name, talk to it every day. Then it will

pupate into slight unease and it will fly away.

[



SHADOW

Shadow is an underground creature. On the surface you can see its flat head, under which lies the
body. For this reason the foreman must enter into cooperation with the dead. On top, the one alive
sets the route around objects. The other one, down below, rushes the shadow and removes the ground

from the one walking. And so they tread in this multilevel grind from dawn to dusk.

BEING

It reveals itself once every billion attempts but don’t quit trying. Grab the surface of things as if you
were pinching the skin, and lift it. Maybe once you'll get a peek beyond the curtain. An egg, which you
typically tap with a teaspoon and season with salt, will show you what it is on the other side. For a

moment, you'll see it, white, hanging in the void blacker than coal.






