
 
PART SIX: The Thread of Kaiidth 
 
Meditation 
 
Marks in dry clay disappear when the clay is soft again. 

The herd of dzharel bolts as if their tails are on fire. The shavokh leaves its perch and flies over the canyon, calling to its mate. The ground shakes until 

the walls of the palace crumble. Bodies lie broken, twisted, lifeless beneath the rubble. The ground becomes stable again. Disaster strikes at its own 

time. 

It is easy for those who survive the quake to resent it, to grow hard and shake their fists at it. Others fall down in despair and look upon the world with 

lifeless eyes. They die although their hearts continue to beat. The herd of dzharel stops, listens. They swish their tails and begin to graze again. The 

shavokh returns to its nest to find it has slid down the cliff, its eggs broken. He builds a new nest and calls to his mate. Life calls to life. 

Why does the Vulcan scream and raise his fist or lie helpless in a pool of tears? Beloved trees may be uprooted in storms or quakes, but most stand and 

bear what life brings them. Why can’t the Vulcan? We cry and rage when the strong and the beautiful die and ask how can this happen? How can a 

sweet child die in a traffic accident? Why? 

The dzharel does not question the quake. The shavokh does not question the broken nest. The beautiful and strong who die before their time are 

masters in disguise. They serve to teach us about the impermanence of life. What good comes from shaking the fist at the volcano or from lying 

hopeless in the sand? If we lose a child, we may mourn for a time, for mourning clears the mind and heals the body from shock. But then we must get 

up and put one foot before the other. We must accept what is and move on. We must live to give honor to the dead. We are here but for a short time 

and we must not waste that time. 

Although the rocks may be jagged, the water in the stream flows about them. If it stays in the same place, it becomes stagnant. If it is allowed to move 

freely, it will remain pure. We must be like water. We must learn to master the unavoidable, to suppress overt reaction to that which we cannot 

prevent or remedy. We must control not only our reactions but the thoughts which might invoke those reactions. A single phrase for the concept is 

kaiidth!1 It is an old Zhialan expression that means “What is, is.” 

I do not speak of apathy but of acceptance. Acceptance does not mean the adoption of a state of helplessness. Acceptance means letting go of 

thoughts of what isn’t here and appreciating what is here now. If you are passed over for a promotion, you must feel gratitude that you have a job and 

that you still can serve. You must monitor your direction, yield, and open yourself to all possibilities. As in the game of kal-toh, assess the patterns 

before you and adapt. Create new patterns and move on. There is nothing to gain from haste but error.2 There is nothing to gain from ill-will but a black 

heart. 



I have often noticed that artists and composers easily grasp the concept of kaiidth. They use it in their creations without conscious 
thought. Even the best painters experience accidents. Paint is spilled. Water is splashed. Eager fingers leave stains. Some artists weep, 
believe their work is ruined. But the true artist fits the paint-drip, watermark, or stain into the picture. This is kaiidth. The composer’s 
fingers slip on the ka’athaira and he plays notes that he did not intend. If he were teaching composition, his awkwardness in front of 
students may cause him to turn green [with embarrassment]. But the true composer allows the accidental notes to guide his composition 
towards a whole new direction. The melody gains new interest and is better for the wrong notes. This is kaiidth. 
 
In my mother’s garden the sandblossoms reseed themselves every year. One never knows where they will sprout up when the rains come. 
One year, she asked me to pull any that grew out of the cracks in the wall. She said that they looked untidy and that people would think 
that we did not take care of our garden. Like many people, my other considered sandblossoms to be weeds. I did not pull them. That year 
there was little rain and water usage was restricted. She could not water he prized nar’ru vines and they died. But the sandblossoms 
covered our wall in gold. They were the only flowers in the garden that year and my mother was glad I had not pulled them. This is kaiidth. 
 

Thoughts 
 
The le-matya knows there is a time to hunt and a time to let the prey escape. Our ancestors knew there was a time to dry clay in the sun 
and a time to wet it again. There is a time to water crops and a time to let them go. Fighting against the situation is like swimming against 
the current. The good swimmer knows that if he fights against the rip current, he will exhaust himself and drown. But if he does not panic, 
he will be able to swim to the side and return to the shore with ease. Kaiidth means letting go and allowing the current of life to carry us. 
We must accept that it will bring us to the still waters where the situation will stabilize with less effort. 
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