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    To my only Miss Dorothy,  Your light is the star that guides my pen, the vibration that stirs my soul. In every verse of this tale, I see your grace, feel your warmth, and hear your whispered dreams. The Gourd of Scars is for you—my muse, my heart, my eternal hymn under Sin's silver moon.
With all my love,  Emmanuel Baah

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In the gourd of scars, love's vibration sings—  A star's truth, breaking chains under Sin's moon."  — Ancient Esharan Hymn
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Chapter 1: The Vibrations
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The city of Esharra exhaled under a sky of beaten silver, its mud-brick walls pulsing with the heat of a thousand suns. Torches flickered along the market lanes, casting shadows that danced like ghosts across clay and stone. Above it all loomed the ziggurat, a “mountain gourd” baked hard by the desert’s wrath, its stepped tiers rising to kiss the moon goddess Sin. Its shadow fell heavy, a hollow vessel of prayers and blood, and Elias felt its weight in his bones.

He knelt in the temple scriptorium, a cramped chamber thick with the scent of dust and wax. His stylus carved hymns into a soft clay tablet, each wedge a prayer to Sin, each stroke a wound unhealed. Elias, poet and scribe, wove stories to soothe the gods, but they were his own pains he hoarded—his mother’s lullaby silenced by raiders, his sister’s laugh buried in the sands, his father’s hand gone cold before the hearth. He cradled these losses like a chick, fragile and warm, afraid to let them slip. The temple demanded his words, but his heart demanded their weight.

Tonight, the festival of Sin called, a tide of devotion flooding Esharra’s heart. Elias joined the throng, his reed stylus tucked into his linen sash, his tablet clutched like a shield. The air was alive with jasmine incense, the hum of lyres, and the clink of bronze coins in the market. Merchants hawked dates and lapis beads, their voices drowned by the crowd’s murmurs, all eyes drawn to the ziggurat’s base where the sacred dancers spun.

And there she was—Veda, the oracle, the Diva of Esharra. Her form was oblong, not the rounded grace of other dancers but a sharp, swaying curve, like a reed bent by a divine wind. Her veils, woven with silver thread, caught the moonlight, rippling like water over her skin. Her eyes, dark as obsidian, gleamed with a promise—a “come hither” that hooked the soul. She moved, and the crowd swayed with her, their breaths a collective prayer, their hands offering gold, myrrh, anything for a glimpse of her visions.

Elias felt it—a vibration, a tremor deep in his chest, as if Sin herself plucked a string within him. It was not lust, not yet, but a resonance, a call that stirred the dust of his grief. His mother’s voice, soft and fleeting, sang in his memory: Beware the gods’ gifts, my son. His sister, Lilit, her laughter bright before the raiders came. Veda’s dance wove them together, her steps a hymn of flesh, her gaze a spark across the chaos. He gripped his tablet, his fingers itching to scribe her: She moves, a star in flesh, her shadow a gourd of dreams.

The crowd surged, their devotion turning feral. A merchant shoved another, bronze coins scattering like stars. A woman wailed, claiming Veda’s vision promised her love, while a man cursed, his offering ignored. Blood spilled on the stones, a red offering to the ziggurat’s hunger. Tribulations, Elias thought, the word bitter as gall. He saw it in their eyes—the lust for Veda’s grace, the delusion that her dance held truth. He felt it too, but his was a poet’s longing, a need to capture her in words, to make her eternal.

Mara stood at the crowd’s edge, her weaver’s hands stained with indigo, her loom a quiet rebellion against the temple’s pomp. Her shawl hid scars—lash marks from defying the priests years ago, when she’d called their omens lies. She caught Elias’s eye, her gaze sharp as her needle. “She’s no goddess, Elias,” she whispered, threading a reed through her tapestry. “Veda’s a Delilah in disguise, her dances the Collector’s chains. Look at the suitors—she leads them to ruin, their gold to his coffers.”

Elias barely heard her. Veda’s eyes found his again, a fleeting spark that burned through the crowd’s clamor. Her lips curved, not a smile but a dare, and the vibration deepened, a pulse that drowned his doubts. He scribed in his mind: Her eyes, a desert well, drown the heart in longing. Mara’s warning was a distant echo, her tapestry—woven with coded signs of dissent—a blur against Veda’s light.

He pushed closer, the crowd’s heat pressing against him. Veda’s dance slowed, her veils falling like petals, revealing the curve of her shoulder, the glint of an anklet. The ziggurat loomed behind her, its tiers a “mountain gourd” of baked clay, hollow yet heavy with the city’s sins. Elias saw it in her shadow—a vessel of scars, like his own, piled high and relentless. He wanted to ask her, to know her, to scribe her truth. But the crowd’s frenzy pulled him back, a hand yanking his sleeve, a voice cursing his step.

“Fool,” Mara hissed, catching his arm. “The Collector owns her. Every vision, every sway—it’s his script. She’s his Delilah, luring you to tribulations.” Her eyes, fierce with old pain, held his, but Elias shook free. He saw only Veda, her dance a flame, her gaze a promise. He clutched his tablet, its clay soft as his heart, and scribed in secret: She is the vibration, the pulse of Sin, the gourd that holds my pain.

The festival roared on, drums and cries blending into a hymn of chaos. Veda vanished into the temple’s shadow, her veils trailing like a comet’s tail. Elias stood rooted, the vibration lingering, a call to love he could not refuse. He did not see the Collector watching from the ziggurat’s steps, his robes heavy with gold, his eyes counting the crowd’s desires. Nor did he see Mara’s fingers weave a new thread, a warning in indigo: Break the gourd, or it breaks you.

Elias felt it, the spark of something divine, something dangerous. His heart, a fragile chick of delusion, beat for Veda, blind to the scars that waited.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Written by BAAH EMMANUEL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





