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      Ruari is the best physician in the Empire, the most skilled wielder of the Heal spell.

      But when war engulfs the Empire and her husband is threatened, even physicians will have to fight...

    

  


  
    
      Shield Knight: Healer

      Copyright 2020 by Jonathan Moeller.

      Published by Azure Flame Media.

      Ebook edition published September 2020.

      All Rights Reserved.

      This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the express written permission of the author or publisher, except where permitted by law.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author's Note

          

        

      

    

    
      This story takes place shortly after the events of the novel DRAGONTIARNA: LEGIONS.
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      My name is Ruari Rigamond, once of House Tetrax of the duchy of Carnost, now of House Rigamond. My brother is the Duke of Carnost, as was my father before him and his father, and my husband is the youngest son of Chilmar Rigamond, the Duke of Chalons and the Imperial Chancellor. 

      I am also one of the only three Dragontiarna Knights in the Frankish Empire.

      I write this not to boast of my ancient lineage (for that is how we Franks measure family relationships) nor to flaunt that I am a Dragontiarna Knight, one of the few to bear that burden. No, I write this so that if the Empire wins the war against the Fallen Order and the Heralds of Ruin, one day future generations may look at these words of mine and know what transpired, how so many brave men fought and suffered and died so that the Heralds of Ruin would not extinguish humanity. 

      Writing a chronicle of history is hardly a proper occupation for a noblewoman of the Empire, but I have no other choice. The plague took both my voice and my ability to bear children, and I thought I would spend my days in a convent in prayer, no doubt recruited to tend the wounds of soldiers in the many struggles between nobles.

      But such was not to be. The great invasion of the Valedictor, followed by the wars with the Dragon Cult and the Fallen Order, forced the Empire to unite against its foes.

      I did not expect to take part in that war. Nor did I expect my great secret, my nature as Dragontiarna, to become known.

      Nor did I expect that my mother would force me to marry.

      And I most certainly did not expect that my husband would be a good and worthy man who I would come to love. 

      But I am getting ahead of myself, which is always a peril when writing of momentous events. Men like to think that great events have but one cause – the death of an Emperor, or the fall of a Duke – but in truth, they have many interconnected and complex roots. In other volumes, I have written of such things. 

      In this chronicle, instead I will speak of healing. I say without false modesty or false pride that I am among the best physicians and wielders of the Heal spell in the Frankish Empire. This has given me more respect than is my due among both the nobles and the commoners, for upon occasion, I have saved their lives. 

      One such opportunity to use my skills came in the Imperial capital of Sinderost.

      It was the day after the coronation of Everard Roland, the new Emperor of the Franks. All the city was in the grips of celebration, for the Empire had been without a ruler since Emperor Alarius had fallen in battle against the Valedictor’s hordes. There was an element of extra frenzy to those celebrations for two reasons. One, the Empire had endured years of war since Alarius’s death, and for the first time, there was a chance of victory, unity, and peace. Two, Sinderost had very nearly been destroyed during Everard’s coronation when the Fallen Order had unleashed the necromantic magic of the hidden Laethstones. 

      I had a part in that victory. I dislike fighting, but since I am a Dragontiarna Knight, at times I have no choice. As the scriptures say, there is a time for war and a time for peace, and at times it is necessary to fight in order to prevent greater harm from happening, just as the physician must sometimes cut gangrenous flesh from a limb to save a life.

      (As a matter of desperation, of course. The better treatment is to use a water-empowered Heal spell to turn the gangrene to scar tissue, which offers a greater chance that the patient will retain both the limb and some of its function. But that is a difficult application of the Heal spell and not always available in the field.)

      The morning after the victory, I sat at the dining table in the great hall of my father-in-law’s mansion. As one of the Dukes of the Empire, Chilmar Rigamond has a mansion in Sinderost’s Old City, a lovely structure built by the cloak elves in ancient days. The hall was wide and lofty, with numerous hearths to help keep the chill at bay. 

      An eclectic group of companions ate breakfast with me. One was my husband, Tyrcamber Rigamond, Dragontiarna Knight of the Empire. He was tall and strong, with close-cropped blond hair and brilliant golden eyes, and he looked somewhat less somber than usual. That, I confess, was likely due to me. After my experiences as a physician, I had assumed the marital act would be a tedious and unpleasant business. It was not, and it resulted in noticeable improvements to both my mood and my husband’s, which is all I shall say on the matter. 

      My best friend Adalberga Landric ate breakfast with us. She was my lady-in-waiting, but in truth, she was my best friend, and until I married Tyrcamber and told him the truth about me, she was the person I trusted most. Adalberga was about six inches taller than me and about twice my weight. The withering plague that had taken my voice and my womb had killed Adalberga’s husband (a knight in my brother’s service) and nearly killed her and her two sons. But I had used the Heal spell to save all three of them, though Adalberga had been badly scarred, and her face looked like seamed leather. She didn’t care about that, overwhelmed with gratitude that I had saved her sons, and had sworn loyalty to me ever since. 
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