
“What are you doing here?” Jephah asked. “You belong on the western side of Aburod. I do not appreciate female healers on my side of the island.”


“It is good that you are awake enough to know my sex, and my name is Clarine, thank you. I am here because I received a message telling me your blacksmith’s wife needed help giving birth. In the end, I had to perform an imperial cut. Yes, the baby was a girl. And in simpler terms so that even you will understand . . . I had to cut the baby out of the mother. I would not have had to do that though, because they have their own healer. . . .” 

“I was busy doing important work.” 

“Busy doing what exactly? Besides sleeping?”


“You do not question me. Unlike you, I had a good family and was not raised by the one who fought against his own father. I have good medicine, real medicine that I will give to her. Not mystical herbs that I have to hunt for at night.”


 “I am questioning you and reminding you of your duty. I had a fine family as well, after all, a family is a group of people that love each other unconditionally. As for medicine, you can have the best available. Any medicine needs proper knowledge and skill. That cannot be achieved if you sleep through the day and night.


“The other thing you should do is suggest to your elders to fill that stagnant pond. It is the source of disease and your duty as the healer, for this side of the isle, to bring to notice all sources of concern.”


“I will not be talked down to by a young female who proclaims to be a healer. As for the pond, we have been using that pond as a source of cleaning water for more summers than I have been alive. No one has ever been diseased.”


“You never bothered to see the algae, the flies, the mosquitoes, or smell the fetor. Never! Or notice anything else around you.”


“You are just an ignorant female. I have no use for you.”


“You have no use for the truth.”

