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                 Your strength and your worth
                 do not come from others, 
          they rise from the spirit within you.

      

    


​Roots Remembered

​by Greyson Hall

​

​Book One
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​The Cunning Woman
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In the heart of the 15th century, beside a river that whispered secrets to the gnarled trees, lay a quaint, small village. A crooked line of thatched roofs huddled under the misty sky, steeped in the scent of wood smoke, wet leaves, and the ever-present smell of freshly baked bread. 

Sarah Holloway lived in the woods at the very edge of this village. Her cottage was crawling with ivy and hummed with the low buzz of bees. She was no ordinary woman, though few dared say so aloud. Sarah was of the cunning folk.

On the morning of her 16th birthday, Sarah sat at the edge of the hearth, the firelight casting soft shadows across her mother’s face. Her mother, Eleanor, showed her a small silver heart-shaped locket, its surface etched with delicate yarrow. With steady eyes and a voice that seemed to carry the weight of centuries, Eleanor fastened it around Sarah’s neck and spoke: ”My child, this is for thee, my heart.” Her voice was steady but heavy with meaning. ”Wear this always, and know that I am with thee. Remember thy roots. Thy strength and thy worth do not come from others; they rise from the spirit within thee.” 

Sarah nodded, still too young to understand the weight of her mother’s words. Upon opening the locket, she discovered her name etched inside, Sarah, a hidden treasure that made her heart swell. She traced the locket’s edges, her throat tight, unaware that her mother’s words would become her anchor in the months and years to come.

The cool metal resting against her skin would be a constant reminder of a promise she would carry forever. She would come to touch that locket often in the years that followed, during long walks in the forest, when she would forage for medicinal plants, or whenever she needed to feel encouraged.

Before the year’s end, tragedy stole Eleanor from Sarah’s life. A cart, overburdened with grain, had overturned on the rutted road to the village, pinning her mother beneath its weight. The accident was swift. The grief never softened. It only burrowed deeper.

She would sit alone in the evenings, fingers curling around the locket, her mother’s words echoing in her mind: “Wear this always, and know that I am with thee.” Each time she touched the silver, she felt Eleanor’s presence, a tether to a love that death could not unravel. The locket became her solace, a quiet companion as she faced the world alone. She wore it always, except for when she bathed in the river and at bedtime. She didn’t want it to become lost or broken. It was her greatest earthly treasure.

She had no family of her own now; none remained. Some said her father had died in the war. Others said he had run off. The truth didn’t matter. She had made herself essential to the living.

She moved through the forest as if woven from its shadows, her fingers stained green from yarrow and valerian root, her hair was flaxen and as bright as the sun, her eyes the color of birch bark. Each dawn, she knelt by the stream, offering crushed mandrake to its current, the water rippling as if in answer to her thanks to the roots that listened. Villagers came to her cottage with rashes, fevers, and festering wounds, but also with whispers of grief, bad dreams, and lost hope. And Sarah listened. She always listened.

Sarah was the village healer. She knew plants like nobody else. A pinch of this leaf could fix a fever. She knew which mushrooms cured bellyaches. A sprinkle of that root could stop your heart dead. Children swore she talked to the trees at night. Parents rolled their eyes and said she was just good with plants. But everyone came to her when they were desperate, when their babies wailed from fever or their legs swelled.

Last spring, she had saved Billy Turner, a farmer’s boy, from a festering leg wound. His leg was rotting, green, and oozing after a bad fall. Dr. Alistair Finch, the fancy village physician, mid-40s, gaunt and fish-eyed, shook his head after his leeches failed. “Nothing to be done,” he had said. But Sarah? She mashed up some foul-smelling paste, wrapped it in slimy leaves, and miraculously, Billy was running around a week later, fully mended.

A desperate mother, Agnes Miller, carried her limp, fevered daughter, Eliza, to Sarah’s cottage in the wee hours of the morning. The girl was hot as coals, beads of sweat covered her body. Sarah gently wrapped the girl in boiled willow bark and damp cloth, laid her upon her bed, and she and Agnes sat bedside, uttering quiet prayers 'til daybreak. By the time the sun peaked over the horizon with the promise of a new day, Eliza was sitting up, sipping broth. Agnes knelt and wept into Sarah’s skirts, her gratitude fierce.

Sarah wandered deep into the shadowed woods, her bare feet treading softly on the mossy earth, her heart light. The woods were alive with forest life, and the scent of wild mint lingered in the air. Her basket hung from one arm, already brimming with violet nettle, yarrow, and wild strawberries. As she knelt to pluck a sprig of rue, her voice rose softly through the trees, singing ancient strains of “O Come, O Come, Emmanuel”; the melody floated a prayer on the wind that mingled with the rustling of the leaves. Her fingers brushed fever-few and sorrel, gathering them with care, and gently tucking them into her basket. 

The silver locket that hung around her neck swayed and gleamed brightly against her dress.  

Her mother’s words echoed in her mind: “Thy strength rises from within.” At that moment, Sarah felt no fear. Only belonging. As if the woods knew her name and the roots remembered her.
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​Spirits and Venom
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Her miracles did not go unnoticed. And not all eyes looked on her kindly.

Dr. Alistair Finch sat in his study, gripping a goblet of spiced wine, the walls lined with physicians' reference texts he no longer understood. 

Fewer patients came now. Fewer coin purses jingled. He sat listening to yet another housewife explain how she no longer needed his poultices.

The farmer’s boy haunted him, his failure exposed by Sarah’s success. Now, her elixirs and salves were replacing his bleedings and purges. Word was spreading, and folks from neighboring villages sought the Holloway woman.

Finch gathered his fellow physicians at the tavern, where the fire spat embers like sparks of their resentment. Dr. Finch didn’t like being shown up. His face turned as red as a beet that night. He started muttering things in the tavern. 

Finch’s eyes narrowed. “She works devilry,” he said. “She doesn’t heal, she curses! She consorts with demons,” he hissed, his voice low but sharp. “Her arts are blasphemous, defying God’s order. She’ll lead our souls to damnation.”

A younger physician, Dr. Thomas, distressed and uneasy, spoke up, “But she heals where we fail...” Sarah’s herbs had spared his sister a fever, and the memory weighed on him.

Finch’s eyes pierced; his pride stung. He hesitated, recalling the boy’s recovery under Sarah’s care. A shadow of doubt crossed his mind. Had he misjudged her? Then his jaw tightened. “The devil’s work can
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