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The Great Deluge


The world was born of a great flood. These waters were Truth and washed over everything. Some saw the river as it came and were well minded enough to transform themselves into salmon. 
By this means they survived. They were the wise ones.


SOUTHWEST BRITAIN, AD 28


I WAS NOT yet one day old when Cookmother found me on the doorstep of the Tribequeen’s kitchen. She was on her way to our herb garden after tasting her stewed pork and finding it wanting in rosemary. I very nearly felt her leather sandal upon me before she noticed my tiny, swaddled shape.


I knew the story well.


‘Mothers of earth!’ She carried me inside, laid me on the table and peeled open my wraps, powdery with frost.


I was a girl. Misshapen, no doubt, for why else would I have been left for the Tribequeen’s servants to care for? Cookmother ran her callused fingers across my wrinkled back, my flailing limbs and swollen belly. My cord had been torn, its stump still raw and crusted, and my eyes were sunken with thirst. But she found nothing else wrong. I was perfect. A poor mother then, or a mother in shame? But Cookmother could not recall any women from the fringes who’d been due with child.


I squalled at the smell of her. I had not yet known a mother’s touch nor the taste of her milk.


Cookmother sat down on a stool and let her leine fall open so I could suckle greedily from her well-veined breasts, still full to bursting for the second warrior’s new child.
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