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WINDWALKER 

DELETED SCENE 
---------------------------------------------------------- 

Note: This scene was deleted from Windwalker: Forbidden 
Flight, because it inhibited the pacing of the novel. 

Length: 3,122 words 

Context: It is the day of the proving ceremonies in Madina 
Basin. Amir had given challenge to the stonemelter sect. 
Instead of sneaking off to proceed with her own secret 
challenge, Kiva follows and witnesses Amir’s proving. 

---------------------------------------------------------- 

 

Amir's Proving 

Amir had spoken first, and so would be the first to face 
his proving. The stonemelter sect’s proving forge was toward 
the northeastern end of Madina Basin, around the mataqus 
bend. Kiva decided she would at least be there for the 
beginning to witness the commencement of his challenge. 
Amir led the way, and the crowds parted before him. 
Hundreds of friends, family, and strangers, followed after 
letting him pass, all eager to witness the demonstration of 
skill that would be required for entrance into the sect. 

Soon Kiva could see the smoke rising from the forge, and 
hear the boom of stonemelter drums. They were close. Her 
brother would soon face his challenge, and she her own. The 
proving forge was chiseled from the stone walls of the basin 
itself. It stood atop a raised stone shelf, which was wide, but 
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relatively shallow. On either side of the shelf, were two 
shirtless stonemelters, beating large drums with wooden 
dowels. The red hot flames of the forge were glowing almost 
white within the deep, arched forge. As with all the sects, 
there would be a performance before the proving took place.  

The musicians in the crowd beat their smaller drums 
along to the rhythm of the larger ones pounded by the 
stonemelters. Three muscular men climbed up onto the 
platform, wearing long, protective blacksmith aprons, 
decoratively embossed with flame-like patterns toward the 
top. A fourth approached the forge behind them, lifting a 
large hammer. The crowd watched and cheered as those at 
the front stomped in unison with bent knees, pounding their 
chests and stepping to the rhythm of the music. Behind them, 
the stonemelter smashed his hammer into the steel pounding 
stone, creating a loud clang that rang out every other beat. 
As the rhythm grew faster and more frenzied, their primal 
dance intensified to match it. 

“Ho!” they shouted, raising their fists to the sky, before 
stomping and turning around. Kiva’s father had explained 
that the masculine dance, called the Lahab, was to 
demonstrate the parallel nature of smithing weapons, to that 
of wielding them in combat. Soon the pace grew so frenzied 
that the dancer’s feet became blurred, and the stonemelter 
wielding the hammer was doing so with unimaginable speed. 
The rhythm grew even faster, and it seemed as if the dancers 
themselves would burst into flame. Suddenly the drums at 
the side of the stage beat four loud thrums in unison. A great 
plume of smoke, sparks, and fire erupted from the forge, and 
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they all collapsed.  

The crowd erupted into a great roar of cheering and 
applause as the performers lay on the stone platform, 
panting wildly. A moment later, the dancers stood, grinning 
and bowing. They were still panting heavily when they exited 
through the opening at the back wall. 

Caught up in the excitement, the crowd was still clapping 
and cheering wildly long after the Lahab’s completion. 
Eventually, an older, broad-shouldered man with graying hair 
emerged from the opening in the wall beside the forge. He 
had hard, worn features, and a commanding air about him 
that would have named him the stonemelter Sidi even 
without the fully embossed apron. 

He stepped forward and raised his arms. The crowd 
quieted, and he spoke, “I am Sidi Toviel, of the stonemelter 
sect. Who then, presumes to possess the skill and 
determination required to bring challenge to my sect?” 

Amir glanced nervously back at them, and Kiva’s father 
gave him a confident nod. Amir took a deep breath, and 
climbed up onto the raised stone platform. 

He spoke loudly and confidently enough that his voice 
echoed off the walls of the basin, “I do!” 

Sidi Toviel looked him up and down appraisingly. “What 
are you called, boy?” 

“I am Amir Masai Fariq, son of—” 

“I am not concerned with who your father is,” he said 
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loudly, half addressing Amir, and half addressing the crowd. 

Amir faltered, but thankfully maintained his composure. 

“What does concern me, is whether or not you possess 
the skill worthy of a stonemelter.” 

Sidi Toviel walked a slow circle around Amir, looking him 
up and down. Kiva had witnessed stonemelter challenges 
before, but it seemed Sidi Toviel was making an extra effort 
to show that Haruk’s son would receive no special treatment. 

“In issuing a challenge on this day, you acknowledge that 
this is your one and only chance to do so.  Should you fail, 
the doors of the stonemelter sect will be closed to you, 
forever.” He stopped in front of Amir, his hands clasped 
behind his back. “Do you still wish for a chance to prove 
yourself?” 

For a moment, Kiva worried that he wouldn’t answer. 

“Yes, Sidi Toviel. I wish to prove my skill,” he finally 
answered. 

“Very well!” Toviel answered. “Listen closely, for I will not 
repeat myself.” Once again, Toviel was speaking to the crowd 
as much as to Amir. “You will craft a talwar blade with a 
seven degree curvature in the distal half. Once completed, 
the blade will be tested against three materials—dried cactus 
flesh, a clay pot, and an agaza bone. Your blade must retain 
its edge, and remain unbroken. Only then will you be 
admitted into the stonemelter sect. You have two hours, 
beginning…now.” 
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One of the stonemelters lifted a large hourglass onto the 
stone platform and flipped it over. 

Amir stood for a moment, staring at Sidi Toviel. 

Go! Kiva urged him on. 

Amir jumped, realizing that his time was already slipping 
away, and ran over to the forge. He quickly donned the apron 
set out there and went to work, using long tongs to place the 
steel ingots into the hottest part of the fire. 

Kiva’s father was watching intently. He had just as much 
invested in this as Amir did. 

“This first step is called drawing out the sword,” he 
explained without taking his eyes off Amir. “He will heat the 
metal and hammer it into shape.” 

Kiva watched as Amir heated the metal, drew it from the 
fire, hammered it, and then placed it in the fire once again. 
For the first several minutes, the crowd was captivated, but 
eventually small conversations began to spring up around 
them. Her mother, father, and brother all remained intently 
focused on Amir as he worked. Kiva had visited her father in 
the forge, and had seen blades forged many times before. 
The process had been interesting the first few times, but she 
had eventually grown bored of it. 

After nearly forty-five minutes of hammering, the shaft of 
metal had begun to look like the long curved blade of a 
talwar. 

“Next comes the annealing,” her father explained. “He 
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will heat the blade, then allow it to slowly cool in order to 
soften the metal for grinding. Normally this would happen 
over a longer period, but Amir will have to shorten it 
significantly in order to meet the deadline. This will make the 
grinding process much more difficult.” 

Amir once again heated the blade, then set it aside to 
cool and began working on something else. 

“What’s he doing now?” asked Kiva. 

“He will fashion the pommel, guard, and hilt while the 
blade cools.” 

Kiva glanced at the hourglass resting on the stone 
platform. It was nearly half depleted. She would need to 
make her departure soon if she was going to enact her plan. 
Should Amir fail his proving, she will have no chance of 
slipping away. 

After several more minutes, Amir set aside the 
rudimentary pommel, guard, and hilt, and donned a pair of 
heavy gloves. He lifted the blade, and carried it over to a large 
stone wheel. He pumped the pedal below it, and the wheel 
began turning faster and faster. Once it turned at a decent 
speed, Amir pressed the blade against it, sending sparks into 
the air. 

“Now he will grind an edge to the blade,” her father 
explained. A few of those standing around had begun 
listening to his narration. “It will not be easy,” her father 
warned. “He will have to apply an abnormal amount of 
pressure given the shortened annealing period. No one would 
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ever craft a sword in so little time. Such a blade would not 
survive a single round of combat.” 

Amir worked the blade on the stone wheel, occasionally 
stopping and removing a glove to test the edge with his 
thumb. Once he was satisfied, he quickly took the blade and 
placed it back into the fire. He then worked the bellows, 
forcing air into the forge, causing the fire to burn bright 
white. 

“Next, he will harden the blade,” her father said. 

Amir grasped the blade with his tongs and removed it, 
then quickly put it back in again. Kiva’s father breathed a sigh 
of relief. “The blade will need to be bright white before it can 
be quenched.” 

After another few minutes, Amir again removed the 
blade. This time it was as her father described. He held it 
carefully with his tongs, and set it into a long, rectangular 
basin filled with water. Steam rose up into the air as the 
searing hot blade quickly cooled. 

“Cooling it so quickly hardens the metal, however it will 
be brittle. There is still one more step he must complete in 
order to prevent it from shattering.” 

Her father frowned suddenly. “Why hasn’t he opened the 
forge vent?” 

Amir turned the blade over in the quenching tank, 
unaware that he had missed this one critical step. 

“If the fire is too hot, the blade will not properly 
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temper…Open the vent!” her father urged quietly. 

Kiva glanced at the hourglass. There wasn’t much time 
left, maybe ten minutes. 

Amir was holding the blade, lifting it out of the quenching 
tank when his head jerked to the forge, and he realized his 
error. He set the blade down, quickly ran over to the forge 
and opened the vent. 

Kiva’s father was dismayed, and Amir’s expression 
mirrored his. It was too late. He could not begin the 
tempering with the forge so hot, and time was nearly up.  

Amir froze. 

Do something! Kiva thought, completely forgetting her 
own plans. The crowd was silent. Anyone could tell 
something had gone wrong, but few would have known 
exactly what. 

She saw Amir’s expression change. He was looking 
around and she could tell he was trying to work something 
out. He ran over and lifted a large clay bowl of ash that sat on 
the ground beside the forge. After dumping out the ash, and 
ran over to the quenching tank.  

“What is he doing?” a nearby woman asked. 

Amir filled the bowl with water, and Kiva realized what 
he was planning. 

He rushed over to the forge, the water sloshing around in 
the bowl, and the crowd gasped as he spilled its contents 
onto the fire. 
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“No! He’ll put it out entirely!” a man shouted, but it was 
too late. 

Huge billowing clouds of steam rose from the forge, but 
Amir had already set down the bowl and rushed back over to 
retrieve the curving talwar blade. He placed it into the cloudy 
forge, and everyone watched as the steam cleared. 

“It’s gone out!” a man shouted. 

“No!” said another, “Look there, embers!” 

Kiva leaned forward, trying to see whether the fire had 
gone out completely, or just cooled enough for the next step 
in the forging process. 

A slight breeze blew, and the steam cleared, revealing a 
healthy fire still burning in the forge. 

Kiva hadn’t realized how tense her father had been until 
he relaxed at seeing the fire still lit. 

By now the hourglass had only a thimble of grain left in it. 
Amir pulled the blade from the forge, quenched it in the 
remaining water, and placed it back into the flame, glancing 
back at the hourglass. He repeated this one more time, and 
after cooling it hurriedly attached the guard, hilt, and 
pommel as the last grains of sand slipped through. 

“Time!” Toviel shouted, and Amir set the finished blade 
down on the iron pounding stone. His face was drenched with 
sweat. He looked as if he’d just run halfway across the desert 
at a sprint. 

Toviel wore a half-smile as he stepped forward. His back 
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was to the crowd as he faced Amir, the blade between them. 
He spoke something too quiet for anyone else to hear, and 
Amir gave a slight nod. Toviel turned and stepped toward the 
crowd. 

“Bring the testing materials!” he called, and the drums 
once again began pounding as several stonemelters carried 
iron stands up onto the platform. More came after, placing 
the three testing materials on each stand. On the first was a 
thick slab of dried cactus flesh. The second held a rolled tube 
of dried, red clay, and the third the thick thigh bone of the 
massive agaza lizard. 

By this point, Kiva was so wrapped up in Amir’s proving, 
that she had completely forgotten her own plans. 

Once the materials were in place, Sidi Toviel lifted the 
blade Amir had crafted, examining it. He stepped before the 
crowd and held up a hand. The drums quieted, and he spoke, 
“Safekeeper Yona, come forward, if you please.” 

A middle-aged man, his head shaved in the safekeeper 
way, pulled himself up onto the raised stone platform. 

Toviel approached him, and handed him the blade, 
before speaking to the crowd. “Let the testing begin!” he 
cried, and the drums again thrummed to life. 

Yona, dressed in the dark brown safekeeper garb, 
stepped around behind the testing materials, so that he was 
facing the crowd. He held the blade in his hand, testing the 
weight and balance. The drumming began to grow in tempo 
and intensity as he prepared to slice through the first 
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material—dried cactus flesh. He lifted the blade, and Kiva 
held her breath. 

Yona brought the blade down swiftly, the drums 
pounding a single, final boom as he made contact. The blade 
cut through most of the flesh, though the two pieces fell with 
some fibrous strands still attached. The crowd cheered. 
Fortunately, the test was to see how well the blade 
maintained its integrity, not how well it severed cactus flesh. 

Next was the tube of dried, red clay. Yona smiled, and 
stepped over to where it was propped up between two stone 
stands. The drums once again began their ascent, building up 
to the blade’s contact. Yona lifted the blade, and swung it 
down with great force. The drums boomed once again as he 
made contact. 

The clay shattered, and for a moment Kiva thought the 
blade had as well. But as the small cloud of red dust floated 
away, she could see clearly that the blade was still intact. The 
crowd again erupted with cheers. 

Kiva glanced at Amir, who was watching from behind 
near the forge. He looked on, masking the nervousness that 
she knew he was experiencing. 

Yona moved on to the final material—a bone from the 
great agaza lizard. The stonemelters again beat the drums, 
and Yona lifted the blade, running a finger along it and eying 
it carefully. 

Come on already! Kiva thought. She could feel the 
anticipation of the crowd, and she knew she wasn’t the only 
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one thinking it. 

Yona took a look at Sidi Toviel, who gave him a nod. 

He slowly raised the sword, and the drums again began 
to crescendo. Kiva covered her eyes, peeking through her 
fingers. Yona cried out, bringing the blade down with a 
powerful swing. He connected with the bone, as a final, great 
boom exploded from the drums. There was a loud crack as 
the bone splintered apart, falling to the ground in pieces. 
Yona held the hilt of the talwar, and from it extended Amir’s 
blade, which had remained fully intact. 

This time, the crowd completely lost it. Yona grinned, and 
Toviel walked toward him wearing a small, subtle smile. They 
met at the center of the stone platform, where Toviel said 
something which was drowned out by the cheering. Yona 
gave a quick bow and handed the blade to him before 
hopping back down into the crowd. 

Toviel turned and held up a hand, calling for quiet. After a 
few moments, the cheers finally died down enough for him to 
speak. “Amir Masai Fariq, come forward.” 

Amir tentatively stepped up beside Toviel. 

“There is still one final test that remains. It is now that we 
will determine whether or not you are truly worthy of the 
stonemelter sect.” 

What? Another test? Kiva thought. She could see that 
Amir shared the seem thought. 

Toviel stepped back, leaving Amir to face the crowd 
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alone. He then gathered a fist of Amir’s hair at the back of his 
head, lifted the blade, and used it to slice the hair free. He 
raised the fist of black hair to the sky, and called out, “No 
longer are you Amir Fariq the unproven. You are Amir Fariq, 
of the stonemelter sect!” 

Kiva thought the crowd had been loud before, but now it 
had become deafening. Amir’s face had a look of shock, as if 
he couldn’t believe what was happening. Toviel gave him a 
shove from the stage, and he was caught by her father and 
carried away by the jubilant crowd. 

He did it, Kiva thought with a grin, before realizing she 
had completely forgotten her own plan. Fortunately, she was 
able to slip away amid the pandemonium, without anyone 
noticing. 

 

*** 

 

The people below were like small insects, crowding 
around the proving stage of the songmaker sect. Eerie, sliding 
minor notes echoed up to her, and Kiva could hear that the 
girl who had issued her challenge had begun her proving. She 
had a beautiful voice, and the haunting melody sent shivers 
down Kiva’s spine.  

Not far above was the halfway point, marked by a small 
alcove with a bell hanging inside. Kiva decided to wait a few 
moments longer than she had planned, so as not to interrupt 
the girl’s proving. From her resting place high above, she 
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watched and listened to the performance. The female sect 
leader, called the Lalla, traded melodies back and forth with 
the challenger. It was a battle of sorts, where the Lalla would 
challenge the girl to replicate a melody, and add her own 
embellishments. Whether or not the girl passed the challenge 
would depend on whether or not she could keep up, and 
sufficiently impress the Lalla. 

The beautifully tragic song came to a close, and the 
crowd cheered wildly. Even from so high up, their approval 
was obvious.  

Kiva again continued her climb as the crowd quieted, and 
the Lalla spoke.  

The crowd once again cheered—the girl was accepted. 


