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Mornings at the Shrine always started with prayer songs and purification using the fragrant Three Queens incense.

Jesherah often enjoyed the prayer songs. To her, they felt like light spiraling about the imposing white statue of the Sword Goddess.

Yet today, coupled with the songs was the soft weeping of women.
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“Have you heard?” Kira whispered at afternoon mealtime. “Have you heard about the dance that causes death?”

Jesherah shook her head. Kira was still Kira, still disheveled, her hair a little messy, and still as nosy. Minah hid her smile behind her hand. They were all clad in the color of senior acolytes and probationary priestesses: dark blue.

“What have you been hearing?” Minah’s reply was teasing.

“The women crying in the Shrine,” Kira replied, spooning more morani stew into her bowl.“They were mothers of the children who danced too much.”

Jesherah recalled Head Priestess Varana leaving the Shrine early in the morning and then returning with a stern look on her face. She’d been muttering about excessive drink and dancing. But Varana had glanced at Jesherah before she’d entered the inner Shrine. A knowing look. Jesherah had felt a shiver go up her back.

“Dancing doesn’t cause death,” Minah said. “You have been listening to too much gossip. Priestess Shinah will have your ears if she hears this.”

They went back to their meal. Besides being a probationary priestess, Jesherah was now a junior healer. She had passed all the tests and the practicum where she’d shadowed Head Priestess Varana. She had to go back to the infirmary for her shift.
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The rest of the afternoon was quiet.Almost serene, even. It was a week after Shoveltide and the parties were still not abating. The City loved to celebrate. Sometimes, it was just too much. Patients often came in with complaints of vomiting, dizziness, and diarrhea, to the resigned bemusement of the healers. They went back home with the advice of rest, drinking water, and having bland food for a week. Then the cycle would start again with more partying in the summer months of the Dagger and Axe.

“Excessive!” Head Priestess Varana would always exclaim with exasperation in her voice. “Dances! Wines! Only if they exercise some common sense…”

Jesherah went about to dispensing medication to the patients lying on the day beds. Masked and gloved, she was careful with the herbal powders.

A woman clad in the robe of a minor swordsmith clan held onto a crimson flower, probably a gift from a friend or paramour. She was slightly inebriated, Jesherah could see. Lolling tongue, slurred speech. Jesherah could not recognize the flower’s type. Was it a poppy? From the fens? Possibly, but the fens were far away. Brought in, then sold in the flower markets. Jesherah did not press the woman for answers.
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Later in the evening, when the acolytes were ready for bed and junior healers were allowed time to study, Jesherah found herself in the Shrine library. The place was silent, and it’d been a sanctuary for Jesherah for years. She breathed easier, feeling less anxious, and bathed in the smell of the old books. She ought to catch up with her final lessons: herbal preparations and measurements.

Jesherah flipped open her journal and began to read her notes. She had sketched out the plants in detail, along the margins, beside her writing. Varana had warned that many plants looked similar, but their properties were different, often dangerous. A healer had to be knowledgeable and sensitive to such differences. A wrong herbal mixture would prove fatal.

Even the most innocuous-looking plant could be deadly.

Jesherah frowned, rubbing her forehead absentmindedly. Why did she stop at the fen poppy?
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Fen poppy


	Short herbaceous perennial with green leaves and four to six petals of either red or orange.

	Decorative.

	Analgesic and hallucinogenic properties.

	Seeds are safe for consumption and cooking in small amounts, but the fruit/capsule should not be eaten. Do not consume the white latex.
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She had also appended “seed poppy” at the bottom of the notes. Why did she not remember this? Jesherah chuckled softly. There were just too many things to remember. Seed poppies were indeed cultivated, in the outskirts of the City, for their seeds and their oil. They were also ornamental and pretty, hence the forge woman’s flower gift. It was common to see them since the flowers were also associated with Shoveltide and the month of the Dagger. Lovers gave each other flowers and trinkets. Some holdings grew them in their gardens and courtyards.

With her quill, Jesherah made a mark next to the poppy, so that she could go back to it again. She went back to studying, determined to graduate to senior healer.
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One of the major duties of a probationary priestess was to accompany senior priestesses during the rites, helping them with the blessings of the trinkets and leading the purification ritual. Sometimes, they would also start the morning and afternoon rites. Jesherah was often anxious starting the rites; she was never good before a crowd. Even though she was now familiar with the throngs of devotees, having been in the Shrine for years now, she was still jittery when it came to big social settings. So far, as the senior priestesses had noted, her voice had been clear and she showed no sign of anxiety. But Jesherah knew her hands shook and her knees buckled a little.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/SnowyWings_Greys.png





OEBPS/images/ch1.png
GHAPTGR |





OEBPS/images/flower.png





OEBPS/images/ch2.png
GHAPTGR 2





