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Introduction
In the city where saints and scholars kept separate calendars, where the river cut a
silver line between the hill of kings and the quarter of the lettered, I learned to
measure a day not by bells or prayers but by the breathing of a furnace. It is a low,
steady breath that takes the measure of you in return. Fire is the oldest clock I know,
and glass the oldest mirror: each shows you what you are made of if you stand long
enough in its light. This is the story of how I inherited both time and reflection, and
how the debts that came wrapped in patronage were heavier than lead crystal.

Prague in those years wore contradictions like jewels. Alchemists crowded the courts
and attics, men with Latin tongues and soot-blackened fingers, selling transformations
to an emperor who wanted the world made malleable. Priests argued the proper
shapes of devotion while merchants weighed their consciences on the same brass
scales as their coins. In the ghetto, where the streets turned close and the walls held
whispers, a rabbi’s parable could gather more followers than a procession. We lived in
a city of words—Latin, Czech, German, Hebrew—each promising to name the same
light, each certain the others were shadows.

My father taught me that glass begins with what seems impure and stubborn: sand
that remembers mountains, ash that remembers forests. Crush, sift, and weigh. Add
cullet for memory, a handful of broken glass to teach the batch how to melt again.
Feed the furnace with wood that makes a clean, hot flame. We stirred with iron,
counted time by color, learned to listen for the instant when the honey of the gather
caught its breath and asked to be shaped. In those moments the world narrowed to
the circle of the marver and the glow at the pipe’s end, and yet I have never felt closer
to the wide city than when I watched it through the crown of a cooling window,
everything wavering and truer for its ripples.

The guild said a daughter could not inherit a workshop, and the city said a woman
could not sign for sand, but grief makes its own charters. When my father’s hands fell
still, the apprentices looked to me because I alone knew the ledger’s private
numerals—the stains that meant a hotter melt, the shorthand that meant a cooler
anneal. I took the keys not as a claim but as a promise: that flame would not go dark,
that the men who had given their lungs to dust would not lose their bread. Promises, I
learned, are only as strong as the patron who witnesses them.

He came cloaked not in velvet but in secrecy, his title carried in the hush that followed
his name. He wanted crucibles that would not devour gold, retorts that would not
betray spirits, and windows that could make winter mornings look like the favor of
heaven. He paid in coin, in licenses, in introductions that slid past guildmasters and
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city clerks. He also paid in silences, in errands to attics where maps were not written
on parchment but in powders, in visits to the quarter where the letters on a scholar’s
door were said to ward off more than thieves. It was through him that I first heard, not
as a child’s tale but as a warning, the story of a man of clay who moved when words
were placed under his tongue.

I do not know when the legend of the Golem entered my life—perhaps it was always
there, walking the edges of the workshop like a shadow of the heat. In those days the
city felt as if it, too, had been shaped from the river’s mud and given command by an
emperor’s breath: it would obey, it would protect, it would crush. The legend asked a
question I could not stop hearing beneath the crackle of sap in the woodpile: what do
we make when we make to defend ourselves, and who do we become when our
making answers back? In the studio we spoke the names of elements and colors; in
the streets others spoke names older and more powerful. Between them stood a girl
with a blowpipe, learning the courage it takes to hold molten truth on the end of a thin
tube.

If you seek only the romance of flames and the shimmer of finished panes, you will
find them here: the pleating of light across a goblet’s lip, the first clear morning seen
through a new casement. But understand that craft is a politics, and every
transparency conceals. This is also the story of doors barred and quietly opened, of
hands passing notes and weight across thresholds, of Sabbaths and Sundays kept on
either side of the same wall. It is a story of fracture—of families split by faith and fused
by necessity, of laws that prescribed who might marry whom and who might inherit
what—and of the patient work of annealing.

I write this not to excuse what I made under the pressure of gold and favor, nor to
condemn those whose prayers took a different path to the same sky. I write to
remember the heat that shaped us, to name the dangers we courted when we
believed we could steer the fires we fed. If there is a lesson in glass, it is that clarity is
not given but earned, and even then it carries its own distortions. Hold this book up to
the light as you would hold a newly spun roundel: turn it, find the bull’s-eye, watch the
city tremble behind it, and see if you do not recognize, in the shimmer, both what was
threatened and what was saved.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

CHAPTER ONE: The Furnace Inheritance
The first thing I noticed after the coughing stopped was the smell—hot sand, burnt
oak, and a faint metallic tang that clung to the back of my throat like an old promise.
Father had been bent over the marver just an hour before, his hands moving with the
certainty of a man who had shaped glass longer than he had shaped words. When the
breath left his body, the furnace kept breathing, a low, steady inhale that seemed to
mock the silence settling over the workshop.

I knelt beside him, not because I expected a miracle, but because the weight of his
shoulder against my cheek felt like the last thing I could hold onto before the world
tilted. The apprentices hovered at the edge of the clay floor, their faces a mixture of
shock and the quiet calculation that comes when a master’s chair suddenly empties. I
could see the gears turning in Lukas’s mind as he wondered who would now decide
the ratio of cullet to fresh sand.

Father’s will, if it could be called that, was scrawled on the back of a delivery receipt
for soda ash—a scrap of parchment stained with specks of cobalt and a smudge of ash
that looked suspiciously like a thumbprint. It named me, Anna, as the keeper of the
workshop, the ledger, and the keys to the furnace room. The guild’s statutes, carved
into the oak beam above the door, whispered that a daughter could not inherit, but
the ink on that receipt was stubbornly legible.

The first order of business was to convince the men that the furnace would not go cold
simply because its master had ceased to stir. I lifted the heavy iron ladle, feeling the
familiar burn of heat seep into my palms, and announced that the next melt would
begin at dawn. My voice sounded louder than I intended, bouncing off the vaulted
ceiling and making a few of the apprentices jump as if they’d been struck by a stray
goblet.

Lukas, the eldest of the apprentices, stepped forward with a respectful nod. He had
been with Father since he was a boy, his forearms permanently marked by the faint
scars of accidental splashes. He asked, in a tone that tried to be both deferential and
practical, whether I intended to keep the same schedule of firings or adjust for the
season’s wood supply. I told him we would keep the rhythm Father had set, because
the furnace, like a heart, prefers constancy over sudden change.

The apprentices exchanged glances, and I sensed a silent agreement forming: they
would follow me, at least for now, as long as I kept the fire fed and the wages paid. I
felt a flicker of relief, then a sharp pang of guilt for feeling relieved at all. Father’s
absence was a void that no amount of hot glass could fill, yet the workshop demanded
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motion, and motion demanded a leader.

We spent the rest of that day sorting through the chaotic accumulation of tools, molds,
and half‑finished pieces that littered the workbenches. I found Father’s favorite
blowpipe, its tip worn smooth from years of coaxing molten silica into delicate stems. I
ran my thumb over the groove where his callus had once rested, and for a moment I
imagined his voice urging me to keep the flame steady, to listen for the honey‑soft
sigh of the gather before it asked to be shaped.

Night fell, and the workshop grew colder without the furnace’s breath. I lit a small oil
lamp and sat at the wooden desk where Father kept his accounts. The ledger lay open,
its pages filled with neat columns of numbers, occasional sketches of goblet profiles,
and marginal notes in a hurried hand: “Add more limestone for clearer batch—winter
wood burns hot.” I traced the ink with my finger, feeling the weight of each entry as if
it were a bead of glass waiting to be annealed.

The first entry after Father’s name was a record of a payment received from a patron
whose name was written in a cipher I could not decipher—a series of dots and dashes
that resembled the alchemical symbols for mercury and sulfur. I frowned,
remembering the whispered conversations Father had with men in dark cloaks who
came after dusk, their boots muffled by straw, their eyes flickering like the furnace’s
own flames. I wondered whether this patron had been the reason Father’s hands had
trembled lately, or if it was merely coincidence.

I closed the ledger and leaned back, the creak of the chair a small protest against the
stillness. Outside, the Vltava whispered against its stone banks, carrying the distant
toll of Saint Vitus’s bells and the occasional shout of a night watchman. The city never
slept, even when its artisans did, and I sensed that the rhythms of Prague would soon
press harder against the walls of our modest workshop.

Morning arrived with a pale gold light that filtered through the grimy window, casting
long shadows across the clay floor. I rose, washed my face with water from the well,
and tied my hair back with a strip of linen—practical, if not fashionable. The
apprentices were already gathered near the furnace, their breaths forming tiny clouds
in the chill air. Lukas handed me a tongs, its wooden handle warm from the fire’s
proximity, and nodded toward the charging hole.

I approached the furnace, feeling the heat wash over me like a familiar embrace. The
interior glowed orange‑white, a sea of molten potential waiting for direction. I took a
deep breath, let the warmth fill my lungs, and lifted the first charge of sand and ash
into the crucible. The grains hissed as they met the heat, releasing a soft sigh that
seemed to say, “Remember me.”

As the batch began to melt, I settled into the rhythm Father had taught me: watch the
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color, listen for the change in the viscous flow, feel the subtle shift in the weight of the
gather on the pipe. The apprentices fell into their own tasks—Lukas stoking the wood,
Marek preparing the molds, young Tomas blowing gentle breaths into the cooling
annealer to keep the temperature steady. The workshop hummed with a purpose that
felt both ancient and immediate.

By midday, the first gather was ready. I lifted the blowpipe, feeling the weight of the
molten glass at its tip, and brought it to the marver. The glass sang—a soft, liquid note
as it spread under the pressure of the pad. I shaped a simple cylinder, its walls
thickening under my palms, and felt a flicker of pride when the surface smoothed
without a single bubble.

Lukas called out, “Looks like a good start, mistress.” I smiled, appreciating the slight
teasing in his tone—he had never called me “mistress” before, but the title felt like a
vestment I would need to grow into. I handed the pipe to Marek, who would begin the
process of forming the foot, while I prepared the next gather.

The day stretched on, marked by the regular intervals of charging, gathering, shaping,
and annealing. Each cycle was a conversation between fire and glass, between my
hands and the material that had been my father’s language. I found myself slipping
into his patterns without thinking, the way a musician falls into a familiar refrain after
years of practice.

At one point, Tomas, whose cheeks were perpetually smudged with soot, asked
whether I intended to keep making the same goblets Father had produced for the
town’s taverns. I told him I would honor those orders, but I also hoped to experiment
with a slightly thicker wall for the new wine vessels the castle had requested last
month. His eyes lit up, and he muttered something about “stronger glass for stronger
drink,” which earned a chuckle from Lukas.

By evening, the furnace’s glow had dimmed to a steady ember, and the workshop was
filled with the scent of cooling glass and wood smoke. I surveyed the day’s output: a
row of sturdy goblets, a few experimental stems, and a set of small, round bottle stops
that would seal the apothecary’s jars. None were masterpieces, but each bore the
mark of honest work—a testament that the furnace had not gone dark.

I lingered by the furnace, letting the last vestiges of warmth seep into my skin. The
apprentices began to pack up, their voices low as they discussed the next day’s wood
allotment and the possibility of a stray cat finding refuge in the ash heap. I felt a quiet
solidarity settle over us, a sense that we were a crew bound not by blood but by the
shared ritual of fire and breath.

Later, after the lanterns were extinguished and the workshop lay in darkness, I
returned to the desk and opened the ledger again. I added a new line beneath Father’s
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final entry: “Anna took charge, first melt successful, no major defects.” The ink felt
heavier than before, as if the act of writing it made the inheritance real.

I paused, listening to the faint crackle of the cooling furnace—a sound like distant
thunder settling after a storm. In that moment, I realized that the true inheritance was
not merely the keys, the ledger, or even the workshop itself. It was the responsibility
to keep the fire alive, to listen to its breath, and to translate its language into shapes
that could hold both wine and hope.

The night outside deepened, the city’s lights flickering like distant stars reflected on
the river. I blew out the lamp, leaned back in the chair, and let the darkness settle.
Tomorrow would bring another charge, another gather, and another chance to prove
that a daughter could indeed keep a furnace burning—if she learned to trust the heat
in her own hands.
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