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The barrier to entry for some professions can quite unique in terms of the path that must be walked in order to obtain the job.

I grew up in a university community and have known a great number of academics in my time. 

The stress I’ve witnessed some people going through to try and get tenure can be really intense. 

I’d imagine that at a magical university, the pressure around getting tenure may be even more challenging. 

At Borealis University, up in the hills to the west of the city of Breadcove Bay, many students come to learn scholastics, magic, and how to navigate their country of Langasee and the world beyond.

Borealis University is also the employer of choice for the young teacher Shanning, whom this story is about. 

After years of learning the ropes, completing advanced studies, and finishing up his student teaching, he now faces his ultimate test, with potential full employment on the line.

The final test to get hired varies based off of who administers the test. 

Shanning gets to take his test with the Luminator, a dicey option when it comes to test administration. 

She herself creates a wide range of different tests for different teaching applicants. Their difficulty level and complexity depends on her mood of the day and her attitude toward the particular candidate in question. 

I rather think she has a good nose for sniffing out who will be a good fit for the staff of the university, though; as well as who will be a good teacher for the students.

Let’s see how Shanning does.
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Shanning sat diagonally across his great chair, and stared despondently at the table before him.

He was sitting in the middle of the Luminator’s vast workroom at Borealis University—its spectacular carved back doors led to a path that went directly into the forest—and he was staring at four small cups of tea.

It was early on a cold winter’s morning, and Shanning wore a thick woolen wrap to keep his angular shoulders warm from the frigid temperatures of the Arctic climate.

He sat on a double-folded wool blanket to pad the chair and give some comfort to his bony body. 

Despite the blanket, the wrap, and the five layers that he wore, Shanning shivered in the cold morning, and wrapped his scarf a little more snugly under his chin. His fingertips felt numb, and his nose was cold—he kept sniffling.

Shanning wore two pairs of the thickest socks he could buy; he also wore fingerless gloves, even though he was indoors and a large fire crackled merrily in the Luminator’s workroom, sending heat throughout the well-designed room.

Herbs hung from the ceiling in dried bunches and bags, and row after row of shelving held all kinds of exotic spices, oils, and other ingredients of the finest quality, sourced from all over the Golden Circle of trading cities from the sea, the declining but still spectacular cities across the great land of Langasee, and the vast Mer civilization under the ocean.
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