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ANDARE LOOKED UP TO the two moons in the night sky and tried to find the strength to resist the compulsion pulling at her soul. Behind her, the tribe’s campfire burned brightly, holding back the fears of the night, keeping her people feeling safe in their tents. Alone, she walked into the night. There was little out in the darkness to frighten her, even here at a new campsite. She knew all true terrors come from other people.

Concern about one of those terrors, being judged, nagged at her now. She glanced over her shoulder to see if anyone was watching her. In the moonlight, she could see well enough to reassure herself she had not been followed. What would her people do if they thought she had begun to crave the moonflower potion? 

The smaller of the two moons, Janoa, doggedly chased the larger, Ranj, across the starry sky as it had every night of her forty-eight years. The little cream-colored moon had slowly gained on the larger blue one over those many years, and she could tell the difference from when Ulyana had first taught her about the chase to now, but she would not live to see the prophesized day when Janoa caught Ranj.

Andare took a deep breath and sighed. She had not thought of Ulyana, her teacher, in many seasons. What would Ulyana think of her pupil now? A vision of Ulyana’s scowling face came to mind, and Andare pushed it aside. Andare had been shaman of her people for over twenty years now; she had no need of the approval of memories long moved on.

She thought of her own pupil, Weyfure, and glanced over her shoulder again, hoping the girl did not come looking for her tonight. If Weyfure thought Andare was slave to the moonflower, it would hamper the apprenticeship. It would not do to have the girl question Andare’s competency.

Sure she had not be seen, Andare moved farther out into the darkness, keeping her eyes away from the moons to protect her night vision. Somewhere in the hilly terrain ahead of her was the patch of moonflowers she had spotted during the day. She kept watch in the darkness for the telltale purple luminescence of the blooms through the tall grasses.

As a young apprentice, she had been taught the power and danger of the small flowers by Ulyana. Ulyana’s own mentor had lost her teacher to the flowers. It was said that the revered Elder had used the flowers to protect the people from a winter lasting nearly three years, but that in payment the flowers had taken her. When Andare asked Ulyana why the flowers had wanted the Elder’s death in payment, Ulyana had shaken her head. 

“You misunderstand, young one,” Ulyana had told her. “There was no death ceremony performed for her. She did not die. She was taken away from the people, never to return. Much knowledge was lost with her. Many things that she had to teach were never passed on. We have had to re-learn many things from other tribes since that day.” 

The story had sent a chill down Andare’s spine when she was young. Now, as keeper of her people, she had found need to rely upon that very same power in recent times— and it had taken its toll.
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