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Introduction
On a world that never turns its face from its star, there is no sunrise to forgive
yesterday and no sunset to promise rest. There is only the moving line—thin as a
breath, wide as a nation—where glare gives way to gloom. People came to that line
with pockets full of climates and names for the winds. They came with stubborn
instruments and unruly children, with songs for water that did not yet exist, with
arguments that would outlast their bones. They came because a map is a kind of vow,
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and the blankest places lay along the edge.

This book tells the long work. It follows engineers who court heat and shape shadow,
dreamers who wager their lives on the geometry of mirrors, dissidents who ask what
any of it is for, and families who measure progress not in megawatts or albedo but in
the safety of a cradle and the taste of boiled salt. It spans centuries because
terraforming is not an act but a lineage—a relay of incomplete answers carried across
winter after winter, each handoff a risk and a grace. Epic in scope and intimate in
scale, the story keeps the company of those who tighten bolts at midnight and those
who refuse a law at noon.

You will find, threaded through the lives, the methods by which a harsh world is made
habitable: how to thicken a sky without drowning a city, how to move cold the way one
moves freight, how to sew lichens to stone and ask them to become soil, how to
harpoon a comet without tearing your orbit apart, how to turn a glare into a harvest.
When the book reads like a manual, it is because survival demands that knowledge be
told plainly, passed from mouth to mouth until it becomes culture. When it reads like a
dream, it is because no blueprint survives first contact with a storm.

No machine endures without the society that tends it. The most critical infrastructures
here are not the windrails, heliostats, and orbital rings, but the compacts that make
strangers into kin, the rituals that restart trust after betrayal, the laws brave enough to
be broken and wise enough to be mended. Governance on a knife-edge world cannot
be an afterthought; every policy has a thermal signature. The characters you will meet
bargain as fiercely over who owns the night as over who owns the mirrors, because
both are ways of saying who gets to live.

There are failures. Revolts born quiet as a cough grow loud as a sandstorm. A
covenant written to defuse a crisis becomes the crisis. A ring meant to bind the sky
fractures at perihelion and reminds everyone that ambition is a blade with two edges.
Across these pages, grief is as instructive as triumph. The saga holds room for both,
because continuity is not the same as certainty, and endurance is built from honest
reckonings with what breaks.

Though this is fiction, much of its machinery is anchored to the plausible and the
possible. Timelines compress what might take longer; some techniques are sketched
rather than solved. The numbers hide in the stories because that is how most of us
meet them in life—through a cracked window on a cold morning when the power
flickers, through a neighbor’s warning about the new ice, through the hush that falls
when a mirror array angles just right and a field of frost becomes a field of steam. If
the book teaches, it does so by letting you sit at the workbench, then at the table
where the work is argued over and fed.

“Ten Thousand Winters” is less a count than a posture: a willingness to think beyond
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the span of one career, one council, one love. The families in these chapters inherit
not only tools and debts but also questions: What do we owe the dark? What do we
owe the light? What promises can bind a people to a planet that keeps the terms so
starkly? Their answers are provisional and human. They are also, in the end, the only
kind that last.

If you are here for marvels, there are plenty: rings that hum at the horizon, nightglass
that drinks starlight, trains that ride a river of wind. If you are here for people, there
are more: a mother who teaches the names of the thermals before the names of the
stars, a son who loves a dissenter more than a doctrine, an elder who remembers the
grit of the first salt boiled on an iron plate between two tents. Step onto the line where
day meets night. The work is already underway. There is room for another pair of
hands.

CHAPTER ONE: The Line Where We Began
The line was not drawn by law but by light, and it never waited for you to catch up. It
cut across the world like a blade that never dulled, its edge honed by years of glare
and patience. On the starward side, heat pressed down with the weight of a second
ocean, thick and insistent, boiling the air until it hummed. On the other side, cold sat
like a stone on a chest, patient and absolute, waiting for breath to slow. Between them
lay the margin, a band of perpetual twilight, narrow enough that you could hurl a rock
from one extreme to the other and watch it freeze in midair before it landed. That was
where people gathered, and where the first quarrels began.

Families arrived in caravans that rattled like loose teeth over basalt. They brought
instruments that tasted the air and arguments that tasted worse. They brought
children with eyes too bright for the dimness and elders who measured slopes with
their knees. They carried sealskin bags of seed that would not sprout for decades and
letters that would never be answered because the recipients were still theoretical. The
line offered no welcome, only terms. Accept them or leave, it said, and leaving meant
crossing toward a pole of fire or a pole of frost, both of which were famous for keeping
what they took.

Neval Ildri was the first to set a plumb line that held. He did it on a morning that felt
neither like morning nor evening but more like a held breath. His team had spent
three nights arguing over where to anchor the tower, and by the fourth, they were
measuring not distances but shadows. The tower had to stand where the angle of
starlight grazed the ridge at the same rate that heat bled into the valley below. It was
a condition of balance, not a place, and when they found it, the ground seemed to sigh
as if relieved. The crew set stakes that gleamed like new teeth and poured concrete
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that hissed where it met the permafrost edge.

The plumb line hung straight despite a wind that came from nowhere and went
everywhere. Neval watched it sway once and stopped it with a thumb, not because
that was wise but because it felt like the line belonged to him for a moment. He told
himself this was an illusion, one he would correct with numbers later. The numbers, he
trusted, would not flatter him. They had better things to do than make a man feel
important on a day when they had barely learned to hold still.

The crew named the ridge the Line Where We Began, though Neval hated the phrase.
Beginnings implied a before that was softer than the truth. What they had was a
choice forced into being by a machine that did not care about names. The ridge would
outlive them, and the names would dissolve into wind. But people needed to say
where they stood, and so they spoke as if standing itself was a kind of foundation. It
was not, but it sufficed for a while.

Kesa, Neval’s second, arrived with a jug of tea that had gone smoky from the burner.
She handed it to him and watched the plumb bob with the attention of a birdwatcher
waiting for a rare wingbeat. She knew that if the line swung wide, the tower would
learn things it was not built to know. If it held, they would earn a night of sleep that
cost less than a fever. She said nothing about luck. Luck, she had told him once, was a
tax on the inattentive, and she preferred to be rich in details.

The concrete cured in strips, pale as a newborn’s skin. The crew kept a fire fed with
scraps of resinous wood that popped like disagreements. Someone strummed a
stringed instrument with missing strings, and the sound went thin and brave into the
cold. The line overhead shifted by degrees, too small to see but large enough to
matter. Neval felt the change in the metal of the tower, a tightening along its spine.
He imagined the structure learning its latitude, committing it to memory in a language
of stress and flex.

That night, the crew slept in shifts, each person waking to check the plumb line as if it
were a baby. Nothing changed, and that was enough to make them nervous. They
spoke in low voices about the day they would have to leave, about the next ridge and
the next, about the slow crawl of the habitable band as machines tried to widen it. The
talk was practical, edged with jokes that never quite rounded into laughter. They
understood that the line was teaching them how to live in its terms, and that the
lessons would only grow stricter.

Morning, when it finally arrived in name, brought a glaze of frost to the ridge that
sparkled like broken promises. The sun, fixed in its stare, lit the ice as if to remind
everyone that brilliance could be cruel. The crew packed with the efficiency of people
who had learned not to linger. They left the tower standing, a thin black needle
against the glare, and they walked down the slope with their packs heavy with tools
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and doubt. Neval looked back once and saw the plumb line still hanging, a black stitch
in the sky.

The work of widening the line would require mirrors. Many mirrors, each one a
confession that the star was too generous in one place and too stingy in another. The
plan, still half sketched, called for arrays that could tilt and blink like cautious eyes,
redirecting a fraction of the glare onto the cold side where it might be caught and
used. Neval had seen the sketches in a tent lit by a lamp that smoked, and they
looked less like salvation than like a dare. He liked them for that.

They would need licenses from the Concord of Edges, a body that governed the
twilight band with rules that changed depending on which faction had last stormed the
hall. Neval had friends there, people who traded favors like spices, and enemies who
would rather see a tower fall than share credit. The process would be slow, and it
would be loud. Complaints would arrive about glare, about shadows on crops, about
the rights of the dark. The mirrors would have to be hung at angles that pleased
physics and bureaucrats, which rarely overlapped.

The first mirror to be raised on the ridge was small, barely larger than a door, and it
looked like a polished beetle trying to hide in plain sight. Its frame was iron and regret,
its surface checked for flaws by people who squinted until their eyes watered. When
they tilted it for the first time, a lance of light struck a patch of scree and turned it
briefly into a puddle of silver. The crew cheered, then stopped when they realized the
puddle was boiling. It evaporated with a hiss that made them wince.

Kesa recorded the angles, her fingers stiff with cold. She wrote in a notebook bound
with wire, pages dog-eared from constant use. She noted that the mirror had shifted
the thermal balance by a measurable amount, enough to make a difference to a
garden if they had one, not enough to warm a hand. She drew a small star by the
entry, not for beauty but to mark that the result had surprised her. Surprises, she
believed, were opportunities wearing disguises.

The ridge began to change in ways that could not be undone. Lichens that had clung
to the rocks in thin gray sheets started to brown at the edges, as if they had been told
a secret they did not like. A small burrow appeared near the tower’s base, dug by
something with many legs and little patience for the new heat. The crew argued about
whether to leave it alone or block it, and in the end they compromised by leaving a
stone nearby that was warm in the morning and cool at night. It was a peace offering
the creature seemed to accept.

Neval watched the crews that followed his, each one bringing new tools and old
prejudices. Some wanted to carve the ridge into steps and farm the slopes like
terraces. Others dreamed of glassing the face to hold the heat in. Arguments flared
over water rights that barely existed and over who had the authority to speak for the
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line itself. The tower, in all this, remained a neutral witness, its plumb line swinging
slightly in winds that carried news from far downslope.

Years passed, measured by the replacement of boots and the slow accumulation of
scratches on the tower’s legs. The line where they had begun crept outward, nudged
by mirrors and pumps, by canals that carried melt from deep below the ice. The band
of twilight grew, not by miles but by meters, and each meter carried a name and a
dispute. Families settled into the new margins, building homes that faced neither the
glare nor the frost but the angle between, as if a house could live on a question.

Children learned to read the sky not by clouds, which were rare, but by the glint of
mirrors arrayed like false stars. They learned the names of the thermals that slid down
the slopes, and they raced each other to guess which way the breeze would turn at
noon. The ridge became a market, a meeting ground, a place to trade gossip and
parts. A small shrine appeared at the base of the tower, dedicated to something
nobody could name precisely, and offerings were left there on days when the light
behaved.

Neval returned only once, decades later, with Kesa beside him and a grandson who
asked too many questions. The tower was still there, black against the glare, its plumb
line replaced many times over. The ridge was busy, alive with arguments about new
arrays and old debts. Neval touched the concrete of the base and felt the difference in
temperature with his palm. It was warm, not like the day it was poured, but like
something that had learned how to wait.

They ate in silence for a while, watching the mirrors adjust themselves with soft clicks.
The grandson asked if they had known it would grow into this. Kesa said they had
known it would grow, but not into this, because this was made of too many accidents.
Neval agreed, and he added that he did not regret any of the accidents, only the ones
he had failed to notice. The line where they began had not been a place, he said, but a
decision to pay attention.

On the way down, the grandson slipped and scraped his hand on a stone. Kesa
cleaned the wound with snow and bound it with a strip of cloth that had once been
part of a flag nobody remembered. The child watched the blood turn dark and then
bright again in the odd light. He asked what color it was, and Neval told him it was the
color of beginning, which was also the color of continuing. The boy seemed satisfied,
as if that explained enough.

That night, in a camp where smoke rose straight as a promise, Neval dreamed of
plumb lines that turned into rivers, flowing uphill to find their level. He woke before
dawn and felt the ridge in his bones, a long ache that was not pain but memory. He
knew that somewhere, a new crew was arguing over a line of their own, and that the
argument would be both foolish and necessary. He hoped they would measure
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carefully, and that they would leave room for the world to surprise them.

The ridge kept its silence, as ridges do, but the mirrors spoke for it, redirecting light
with the politeness of translators. The line where they began had stretched into a
conversation, uneven and ongoing. No one was in charge of it, and everyone was.
People came and went, bringing new tools and older grudges, and the work continued,
not toward an end but into a depth they could feel but not yet name.

Somewhere beyond the ridge, the cold waited, and the glare waited, and between
them the margin breathed. It was not a place to rest, but it was a place to stand, and
for now, that was enough. The plumb line swayed, and someone corrected it, and the
day carried on as if it had always known what it was doing.

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.

Visit MixCache.com to purchase the complete book.
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