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Christmas in Myxolidia 
A Leoshine short story by N. MacCameron 

Leoshine stepped from the crowded street filled with the ring of horse hooves and 

shouts through the doorway that reached far and wide above her head and to her sides. She 

followed ao Kevath into the reverberating silence of the Worship House just as she had 

seven Dome-darks ago. 

Some of the intervening time she had spent with the recently arrived ao Kenan Iliana at 

that grand lady’s house. Except it was nothing like any house Leoshine knew how to live in. 

She had followed her benefactress through doorways and halls filled with doorways, and into 

a small chamber that fluttered her stomach like the transport vehicle Iliana had brought for 

traveling in the town. Leoshine had reached several times to clutch Iliana’s skirt or sleeve, to 

feel safe in the bewildering maze of the multi story building. Though the top of her head was 

level with Resham’s shoulder, Iliana was much more approachable. 

Leoshine had ridden behind ao Kevath to the Worship House, just as she had last time 

except this time there was no riding lesson. Her hair washed and coiffed by Iliana’s 

Omaeulenen after their bath together earlier in the day had not been wrenched about as on 

the previous occasion. 

ao Kevath had reached into his saddlebag and passed to Leoshine the carved box that 

contained his precious book and Resham’s gold collar that he only wore at the House. ao 

Kevath briefly made sure she had a secure hold on it before he signaled his sentries to open 

the giant doors. 

 Leoshine wondered why he didn’t travel by the transport vehicle until she remembered 

the fantastical gown Iliana wore at the last worship. Of course she would not ride a horse. 
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Did Iliana ever ride? Was she like Mother, eschewing the use of horses as a man thing? Yet 

ao Kevath taught his slave to ride and expected her to “keep up” as he did now. 

Through the dark vestibule, Leoshine stepped into the main body of the Worship 

House. She stopped, gasped, and clutched her fists to her chest under her chin. She had 

thought she knew what to expect - a Dome within a Dome, walls reaching to the Dome- the 

mother atmosphere, Aeok’n shining above. Only an Aeolian could conceive of and feel 

comfortable in such an enormous space, she remembered thinking. This is as much a “house” as 

Iliana’s palace. 

Her eyes, seeking the Dome, expecting the black lace that formed some of the walls 

high, high up, ricocheted instead off silver balls of all sizes hung randomly in the space 

between her and the Dome. They began just out of reach of ao Kevath’s head. He would not 

hit his head on them as he did on everything else in Myxolidia. That came from being a 

giant. 

Leoshine blinked and swallowed and blinked again. Eyes, mouth, and throat felt 

constricted, dry. The silver balls hung unmoving, reflecting each other and the floor and 

even…. The nearest balls reflected Leoshine’s own wide eyes and mouth back at her a 

thousand times. 

Leoshine shrank into herself. She felt like clutching ao Kevath’s sleeve. 

She blushed and looked at her master. 

When his eyes connected with hers, his smile burst wide open. Moisture may even have 

rimmed them, making them sparkle with reflected sparkles from the reflected sparkles of the 

balls. 
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He’s doing it again. Last time he brought her to the House, he had stared at her with 

unsettling glee. He sets the stage of his own magnificence and feeds off my reaction. He enjoys my 

amazement. 

ao Kevath laughed, clear and proud. The explosion of sound rang off the spheres in 

pure, silvery notes. “Come!” he exalted and turned into the House. 

He will tread the unending, illogical path. Leoshine’s booted feet pattered behind him. He 

would walk toward the crystal structure in the middle of the House where Iliana and Resham 

would later climb and sing from, when all the town people filled the wooden benches she 

and ao Kevath now walked between. Then he would walk away from the structure. 

Sometimes he would stand gazing into the pool that collected at the base of all that shiny 

glass, and then suddenly whip away and march off without a thought to his slave who carried 

the carved box. 

“Sit!” 

Leoshine blinked at her master, roused by his booming command that rang off the silver 

spheres. He stood near the crystal altar and indicated the bench behind the carved chair he 

sat in last time. How did we get here? She slid herself onto the bench, not taking her eyes off ao 

Kevath. She set the box next to her.  

He smiled and nodded and walked away with his head bowed and his hands behind his 

back. 

Before Leoshine could realise and be relieved that she wouldn’t have to tramp behind 

him through the labyrinth, a flash of motion in the crystal pillars caught her eye. Resham 

emerged dressed in flowing robes more suited to Iliana. 
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Leoshine jumped to her feet. He always gave her the feeling she had done something 

wrong, even if she didn’t know the rules to the game they all played. He put his finger to his 

lips while his all-knowing smile twisted his face. 

He sees how I vibrate with questions. He will answer later. For now, he will ignore me and lie on the 

cold floor, face down. 

Resham turned his back to her and knelt by the pool. He folded his hands and rested his 

forehead on the sides of his curled forefingers. 

The silver balls reflected him back to Leoshine. She saw herself too, in her white gown - 

warm Aeolian cloth, cloak, and delicate undergarments. How would Mother spin such fine fibre? 

How long would it take for her to weave enough cloth for Resham’s gown? He shared giant stature with 

ao Kevath. 

Last time, last worship as they called this gathering, she and ao Kevath had found 

Resham face down on the paving stones before the pool. She had thought him dead, but he 

rose and accepted the collar of intricate gold chain that lived in the box.  

What else will they change? 

ao Kevath’s footsteps approached. Leoshine saw him note Resham’s presence before 

turning down another avenue of benches toward a different corner of the House. 

Why does he do that? All that walking and he never gets anywhere. Why does Resham bow so long in 

silence. He should explain to me! What does the structure mean? The pool? The lights in the water? What 

do the silver suspended spheres mean? How are they hanging? How many?  

Leoshine laughed at herself. That was an Aeolian question. She had learned to count 

higher than the number of her fingers from the black board ao Kevath gave her. 

ao Kevath made another transit and then stopped behind Resham. Leoshine clenched 

her hands in her lap. 
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Resham stood and gripped ao Kevath’s shoulders. They stared into each other’s eyes. 

She had seen them do this before. Resham represented one part of their “High King” - the 

part about “priest.”  

ao Kevath represented the “King” part, which was even more confusing. What did a 

king do? For that matter, what did a priest do? “Conductor of souls.” Iliana had tried to 

explain, but Leoshine just wrinkled her nose. Myxolidians didn’t “worship” or gather 

together or march in circles around crystal structures. 

“Leoshine.” Her master held out his hand to her calling her name in his most possessive 

tone.  

Resham knelt with ao Kevath’s knuckles to his forehead.  

“ao Kevath?” Her whisper scarcely passed her lips. 

“Bring the chain.” 

Leoshine rocketed off the bench and scrambled with trembling hands to open the box 

and remove the chain. It slithered in her fingers, at once silky, cool, and knobbly. She draped 

it across ao Kevath’s outstretched fingers and retreated a few steps. 

ao Kevath placed the chain over Resham’s head and arranged it across his shoulders. 

Immediately, the king figure tapped the priest figure’s upper arm and Resham rose to his 

feet. 

“Beautiful!” Iliana’s approval and applause froze Leoshine in a shudder. “My children 

perform perfectly. You honour one another and your High King.” She held her hand out to 

Resham. “Come. The doors are opening.” 

A faint echoing murmur stirred in the silver spheres, almost like they were talking about 

the crowd filtering in, judging Myxolidian from Aeolian, ignorant and curious from veteran 

and expectant. 
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Resham took the ao Kenan’s hand. They seemed to float up the ramps to the highest 

shelf of the crystal structure, through clouds of silver spheres.  

A single note from a woodwind instrument began the ceremony, or performance. Iliana 

said her children perform. Her voice melded with the sublime timbre. Resham answered. They 

sang back and forth with the silver spheres adding bright resonance to their conversation. At 

last, they sang together and those in attendance who knew the melody and words joined in. 

ao Kevath’s voice hummed along, surprising Leoshine with its lackluster tone. 

Suddenly Leoshine realised Iliana and Resham were descending opposite ramps. While 

the singing went on, a crew of men and women set up a table and unloaded wagons full of 

boxes. They ladened the table with tiny shining objects that came from the larger boxes. 

The congregation started a new song with a livelier beat. Iliana took up station behind 

the table. Her Omaeuli stood close, ready to assist. Aeolian-dressed town people began filing 

past the table. One by one they were greeted by Iliana and given a tiny gift. As fast as the 

piles of gifts were handed out, her servants renewed the collection on the table. 

Resham came to sit on the bench with Leoshine. She looked at the side of his face. He 

smiled as he sang. 

A few Myxolidian-dressed people mixed with the Aeolians in the line to see Iliana. 

“What is this?” Leoshine hissed at him. “We didn’t do this last time.” 

Resham turned his singing upon her. His low voice rumbled in her heart. His notes were 

pure, and the silver spheres trembled above them. His eyes flashed and he reached to take 

hold of Leoshine’s hand. 

He pulled her into the line for the table. Myxolidian dressed people rose around her. She 

suddenly realised her people all sat in one section of the House, behind her. Slowly Resham 

and Leoshine approached the table until they passed in front of Iliana. 
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The line was shorter now. The murmur faded. Scuffling of feet on the paving stones 

renewed in Leoshine’s hearing. The pile of shiny objects on the table shrank. The supply 

boxes were empty and the servants fell idle. 

Without breaking her rhythm of receiving and doling, Iliana smiled more brilliantly at 

Leoshine and engulfed her slender, frigid hand while placing a tiny box into it. “Leoshine, 

receive the birth inside.” 

Leoshine frowned and wrinkled her nose. Resham guided her back to the bench with his 

hand heavy on her shoulder. ao Kevath’s seat was empty. Leoshine saw him at the end of the 

line. A Myxolidian came behind him and he ushered them in front of him. He takes the last 

gift. 

Leoshine reached to touch the silvery lace of the tiny square in her other hand.  

Resham leaned closer. He engulfed her hand with his massive paw and winkled the box 

from her fingers. “I know your questions, Tassanara,” he whispered. “Keep them for later.” 

 

Leoshine’s lower lip quivered. Her knees crumpled and the bench barely caught her. How 

do they expect me to live under so many questions and then give me a mystery box and immediately take it 

away? She bowed to the flagstones, too weak to hold her head up. 

Fabric rustled all around her. 

“What did you do?” Iliana demanded over Leoshine’s head. 

“I couldn’t let her open it.” Resham replied in a “I’m not as stupid as you are” tone. 

Iliana bent down and wrapped her arm around Leoshine’s hunched back. Fabric from 

the ao Kenan’s robe buried Leoshine. “Sweetheart don’t take it so hard. Resham will give 
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you your box back” She turned to Resham and snapped, “You could just tell her not to open 

it yet.” 

Leoshine lifted her head. The silver spheres were ringing again, with melancholy this 

time. She raised her eyes to the spheres. “What are they?”  

Iliana and Resham laughed. Iliana dried Leoshine’s cheeks with a tear catcher. ”Come 

with me. I’ll try to answer some of your question on the way.” She held out her hand with 

the box in her palm. “If you don’t open it yet.” 

Leoshine stood and received her offering. Iliana’s robe enveloped her and led her to a 

door behind a pillar. She did not see where ao Kevath and Resham went.  

In a room lined with cupboards three Omaeuli helped Iliana assume a different costume. 

To Leoshine it seemed equally ornate and puzzling. 

In the transport vehicle Iliana lounged next to Leoshine. “No questions?” Her fine grey 

brows arched over her wide-open eyes. 

Leoshine opened her mouth. The fluttery feeling inside her middle threatened to 

dislodge her breakfast. She bowed her head. “Too many.” She sighed. 

“Let me guess,” Iliana smiled. “When you entered the House today you saw all the balls 

hanging from the ceiling.” 

Leoshine nodded. “Is this …? Will they always be there now?” 

“No, they are decorations for a special occasion. Remember what I said to you when I 

gave the box to you?” 

“Something about birth.” 

“Yes! My! you are clever.” 

Leoshine didn’t know whether Iliana teased her or really meant the compliment. 
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“’Receive the birth inside.’” Iliana repeated. “Ao Kevad, our great High King has a 

birthday just like the rest of us. Our calendar here doesn’t match the calendar in Aeolia, so 

Avram gave me the privilege of placing… well, replacing because they were there when 

Myxolidia was built but faded away in the Schism. Anyway, I am placing our celebrations of 

Ao Kevad’s life into our calendar.” 

Leoshine frowned. 

“What is it dear?” 

“Myxolidian celebrations are more about … us.” No, that wasn’t right. “They are more 

markers of change, not memories of a change.” 

“Very astute!” Iliana nodded. “I hadn’t thought about that. Like when a child loses a 

tooth. You don’t celebrate teeth after they are all replaced.” 

“We celebrate birth when it happens, but not the memory of that birth. That is only for 

the mother and grandmother to remember. If they like.” 

“Ao Kevad’s birthday signifies more than a memory, Leoshine. That’s why I said, 

‘receive the birth inside’ so many times. I urged every person who came for a box to be 

aware of the changes Ao Kevad makes in our hearts.” 

The transport door opened. Leoshine noted the end of the fluttery feeling. Iliana stepped 

onto a platform level with the vehicle floor. No steps or gap like when Resham had lifted 

Leoshine in on the way to the banquet after their first worship.  

“Come along! The boys will be here soon. Our feast is ready. We’ll eat and have a rest 

and then we’ll go back to the Worship House to see what happens when we open our 

boxes!” 

Leoshine followed behind Iliana and the Omaeuli through the halls of Iliana’s palace. 
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Leoshine picked at the white grains on her own plate, not shared with ao Kevath who sat 

to her left. No one forced her to eat, though she knew Iliana, on her right, and Resham, who 

sat opposite them all at a table full of silver domed dishes, observed her. The new foods 

tasted sweet and tangy to Leoshine. 

The others played word games and laughed at each other. Leoshine sighed often. 

Resham had tried to teach her how to play with the board and little grey pieces. He was still 

trying, but Leoshine had given up learning the rules. She had given up understanding 

Aeolians. 

Questions about the celebration to remember the birth of a king that happened more 

cycles ago than ao Kevath could count turned meaningless when the answer amounted to, 

“He’s still living, and He lives in you.”  

“What does that mean?” only led to more astounding ridiculousness. 

“Do you still have your box, dearest?” Iliana asked when the plates were cleared. 

Leoshine felt a chill of fear. Her body remembered Resham’s swiping it away at the 

Worship House. She knew Iliana didn’t refer to the carved box, sitting on the table beside ao 

Kevath, that held his book and Resham’s chain. 

Leoshine blinked twice and nodded. 

“Shall I tell you what it is? You have been very patient waiting to know.” 

Leoshine blinked and nodded again. She wasn’t going to bring the box out from her 

gown unless she had to. 

Iliana placed her silver box on the table. “We can open it here because we are away from 

the balls hanging in the Worship House.” She lifted the lid. 



Christmas in Myxolidia - 11 
 

Leoshine leaned over the box. Silver metal formed lace-like sides. Red, furry material 

formed a bed for a glass vial as long as the last knuckle on Leoshine’s shortest finger. The 

glass contained a globule of silver that jiggled as Iliana shook the box. The movement, both 

liquid and solid reminded Leoshine of the grey speaking box and the water warmer - Aeolian 

wonders she would never understand. 

She reached her finger, stopped to ask permission by glancing at Iliana, then, with the tip 

of her finger she rolled the glass tube. The silver blob rolled like a ball yet was not spherical. 

“Mercury, dear.” Iliana explained. “A metal like no other. We cannot touch it because it 

will absorb through our skin.” 

Leoshine pulled her hand away. 

Iliana laughed. “It is safe inside the box. Each of the silver balls hanging in the Worship 

House is tuned to a specific box. When we go tonight and open our boxes, the balls will 

travel to the person holding its particular box. It will burst open and shining pieces of 

harmless paper will shower down on that person. We call it the Birth Blessing because we 

are ‘born from above.’ Ao Kevad gives us new life that never ends. We do think of his 

dwelling ‘up there.’” Iliana pointed upward. 

Leoshine wondered if Iliana meant one of the upper stories of her palace. 

“But more realistically, ‘above’ means exceedingly better than what we enjoy in the 

present.” 

Leoshine pressed her lips together. 

Resham grunted. 

Iliana narrowed her eyes at him. 

Leoshine wondered how he could sincerely sing in his High King’s house and still mock 

Iliana’s story. 
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ao Kevath opened the carved box and lifted the book out. He opened it to a page and 

laid it reverently in front of Leoshine. 

Leoshine glanced down at the page. The very first picture she ever saw in the book, on 

her first day in his room stared up at her. A woman sat with a child eager to jump off her lap 

and play with the fluffy coated animals that surrounded them. 

“Ao Kevad.” ao Kevath announced, nodding at the page. “That is Him with His 

mother.” 

Leoshine stared into ao Kevath’s sparkling blue eyes. Her mouth formed a tight “oh.”  

They had lacked words back then. He had used the picture for her first language lesson. 

Ao Kevad as a child. They celebrate the memory of His birth because He is special to them. He gives them 

… gifts? A tiny window opened. Leoshine blinked her gratitude, lost in the unique magic of 

understanding her master through his eyes. For that eye-blink, she didn’t fight, didn’t 

question. 

He gave back more than he received, yet Leoshine never found words to express what 

she had received from him. Her eyes dropped to the page, unseeing. Heat flooded her face 

and neck. Her scalp tingled. 

“I love the Birth Blessing!” Had Iliana been talking this whole time? “It feels like joy fills 

the air. Magic, wonder, awe. You must think about all the good and wonderful things you 

have, my little lamb and then think, if you can, of something even more wonderful.” 

Leoshine sighed. Sitting with her mother and sister, aunts and cousins at night, warmed 

and lit by the hearth fire, telling stories would be better than sitting at a table with three 

Aeolians in a room decorated with their symbols and lit by fireless lamps. 

The box was pretty though, and she felt a thrill in her soul whenever she saw an Aeolian 

sparkle or twinkle on their clothes. 
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Leoshine peeped up the moment she emerged from the dark vestibule, behind Iliana but 

in front of Resham and ao Kevath. The silver balls still filled the air in multitudes above 

them. She thought of her tiny silver box nestled in her cloak. Which ball is mine? How far will it 

have to travel to meet me? Does Iliana know who will get which ball? Which ball will answer the call of her 

box? ao Kevath’s? Resham’s? 

The noise of many people rang off the flagstones and pillars and the silver spheres. Iliana 

and Resham walked on, leaving Leoshine with ao Kevath at their usual places. A muscle in 

ao Kevath’s clenched jaw pulsed, and his eyes looked pained. Noise disturbed him. Leoshine 

knew this from the times she had wailed or accidentally dropped something with a bang. 

Iliana and Resham stood at the base of each ramp of the crystal structure, on opposite 

sides of the pool. Loud, rhythmic music began to replace the noise of voices. The silver 

spheres seemed to amplify the music, even sweetening the timbre. Then the whole crowd, or 

at least those who knew the words began singing. 

They sang for a long time. The melody and rhythm changed often. Joy and raucous 

celebration burst from the smiles of the Aeolians. The Myxolidians watched the spectacle 

with suspicion mixed with envy. They wanted in on the mystery, but they needed to 

understand it first. 

At last the singing ended. Resham spoke in his resonant baritone. The rustle and 

whispers of people bringing out their boxes rippled the air. Anticipation mounted. 

Leoshine watched ao Kevath from behind. He wasn’t smiling. He hadn’t sung with the 

rest. What was he thinking about? He must have acted out this pageant before. Did he not 

like the “Birth Blessing?” What did he know about birth? 
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Leoshine shuddered to think of a man knowing anything so intimate to a woman’s 

world. Her mind returned to “mother and child.” He is aware. Women and men mix more liberally 

in his world. 

Iliana opened her box and lifted it high on her open palm. Resham did the same. 

A gasp. Several gasps. Squeals and ecstatic exclamations increased in frequency and 

volume as the spheres in the air above slowly flew to their destinations. 

Leoshine gazed up. Her mouth and eyes grew dry. Blinking would mean missing a 

moment of the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. 

Silver spheres of all sizes, from hepoagh nut to the size of ao Kevath’s fist flowed in and 

out of each other. They seemed to be aware of each other - none collided. The grace of their 

interweaving flight captivated her and inside she felt a vibration of wonder and joy stronger 

than anything she had ever known. Even when she realised ao Kevath fed off her reaction, 

she could not look away. 

Then the balls began arriving at their assigned boxes. Squeals of delight exploded from 

far and near as sparkling air drifted down from the balls onto the people. The distinct 

outlines of the balls dissolved into a thousand, thousand minuscule light catchers floating 

above each head. They almost looked like fire sprouting from the people’s hair. 

ao Kevath continued to hold his unopened box in his open palm. Leoshine turned her 

gaze upon him. His eyes sparkled as he looked at her, the way she looked at the spectacle, 

though with an added warmth and mirth. 

He cocked his head. 

Leoshine frowned. 

Gasps and squeals were turning into general chatter as the congregants left in groups, 

taking their glitter with them.  
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Two balls remained unopened, unmoved. Leoshine saw them, far apart, one high over 

the quadrant to the right, one lower down but further away to the left. Which one is mine? There 

is a small one and a large one. I expect the largest one is for him. I wouldn’t want all that glitter on my head! 

Do I want a Birth Blessing? What if I reject their gift? Their ceremony? Their High King? ao Kevath 

waits. Why? 

Chill rocketed like spark trails down Leoshine’s spine. He waits like he waits for me to eat. 

She looked at him in horror and his smile changed to delight, as if he understood her 

realisation. 

We are the same. 

If I open my box, he will open his. If I don’t, both balls will remain closed.  

He plays with me.  

He gives me power over himself. The thought choked Leoshine. Her stomach twisted. 

He approached. “Lesohine.” He called. He invited. He offered his box to her on his flat 

palm. 

“I … I don’t want it.” Leoshine squeezed the words past her constricted vocal cords. 

The light in his eyes dimmed very slightly. He breathed a sigh, breaking a spell of 

wonder. “I understand. You are wise to not accept what you don’t understand. I hope by the 

circling of the cycle, when this celebration returns, you will understand. But Leoshine” - he 

looked toward the crystal altar. Iliana and Resham had disappeared. He returned to Leoshine 

- “I want to see you covered in sparkles. Just for the simple joy. The beauty. You thought it 

was wondrous, I saw your delight. Take it for yourself, and for me.” 

Leoshine thought of their reflection in the silver balls, and of all the simple childlikeness 

of her complicated, foolish master. She held her box out to him. “Open it for me.” 
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ao Kevath placed his box beside hers on her palm and cupped her hand in his. Hers 

looked like one of the decorative spoons Iliana used for her hot drinks lying on all the 

sleeping mattresses ao Kevath had brought from Aeolia. The touch of his warm palm and 

his nearness added to Leoshine’s confusion. 

With the dexterity she had seen when he twirled his stylus, he flipped both box lids 

open. 

In the corner of her eye, Leoshine saw the small ball fly toward them. In ao Kevath’s eye 

she saw the larger ball reflected. It arrived first. 

Leoshine squeezed her eyes shut and ducked her head between her shoulders. Would it 

tickle? Would the sparkles cut like knives? Or change her on the inside? Is that what Iliana 

meant by “receive the birth inside?” 

When Leoshine felt nothing different, she opened one eye. The last sparkles fluttered off 

ao Kevath’s shoulders and sleeves. Her own nose tickled and when she moved, sparkles fell 

from her coiffed hair. 

“Thank you.” ao Kevath’s voice caught, and he swallowed. He released her hand and 

stepped backward. 

“Why?” 

“Why what, Leoshine?” 

“Why do you say thank you?” 

He smiled his quaint, humble smile and his eyes shone their bluest. “Thank you for 

trusting me. Merry Christmas.” He drew a sharp breath and looked around the empty 

cathedral. “That is what the ancients said to each other. We say, ‘receive the birth’ but I 

won’t force you to. So let’s borrow from time. Merry Christ Mass.” 
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“Mewwie Kismaas.” The strange syllables passed from his mouth to Leoshine’s, like 

“mother and child” had at their beginning. 

Aeolians were strange. They trusted in ridiculous imaginations. But they made beauty 

happen and Leoshine decided to store up the glory of this night to counterbalance the griefs 

these strange people also delivered to her world. 

 

Note from the Author 
Thank you for reading! This story developed around the idea of mercury being a pretty 

silver blob that has fascinated me since I broke my first thermometer. The plot developed 

and shining suspended silver spheres became delivery drones. I had an instinctive feeling 

that mercury responded to sound waves but I only discovered these links after I finished 

writing. How cool it is!  

Though I never explain the connection between the spheres and the boxes, you can 

imagine something like this happening. 

• Mercury Hz: Sound waves passing around & through mercury (video) 

• Dynamics of a vertically vibrating mercury drop (article) 

 

Coming Soon:  

Leoshine, Princess Quarry, book 2 
Subscribe to learn more about Leoshine 

https://thekidshouldseethis.com/post/mercury-sound-waves
https://pubs.aip.org/aip/adv/article/9/4/045204/1076422/Dynamics-of-a-vertically-vibrating-mercury-drop
https://tassanara.com/subscribe/

	 Dynamics of a vertically vibrating mercury drop (article)

