

    
        
          A Little Bird Told Me

        

        
        
          Sam Knight

        

        
          Published by Knight Writing Press, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A LITTLE BIRD TOLD ME

    

    
      First edition. June 18, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Sam Knight.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386227687

    

    
    
      Written by Sam Knight.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Little Bird Told Me

Sign up for Sam Knight's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Assassination of Poppy Smithswife

Also By Sam Knight

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Little Bird Told Me




[image: ]


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.

No longer did she awaken with the sun, feeling rejuvenated and rested. Now she was more like the Old Ones who tottered around the camp, though she should have twenty seasons more in her. Her mind often seemed not hers, but rather a thing of the world, wandering at will and returning only when feeding time neared.

And feeding time was near.

No matter how hard she tried, her thoughts always returned to the flowers. At the thought of finding them, her mind became sharp again. She unerringly knew when no one was watching her leave, where she would find a moonflower patch, how to avoid being seen, how to distract everyone else so they wouldn’t be looking for her...

Ulyana had taught her that the pollen of the moonflower was only to be used in the darkest of times, when the people had the greatest need. Andare had not used it until times had been very dark, and her people’s need had been undeniable. 

Raiders had come with the droughts three years ago. Many of her people had died from starvation and more by sword. The visions granted by the moonflower allowed Andare to lead her people to a new place, a place with water and food, a place where they had encountered no raiders and only one other tribe in over two years. Her people prospered now, more than even in any of the memories of the Old Ones. And she owed it to the moonflower.

But it had come with a price.

The moonflower called to her now. It called to her nearly every night as the sun went down and the blooms began to glow in the light of Janoa and Ranj. 

She wished she hadn’t seen the moonflower patch as they chose this location for camp. Perhaps she would have been able to resist tonight if she hadn’t. Yet, she knew she would have been out walking the darkness, searching, sooner or later.

She spotted the faint glow in her peripheral vision and changed direction, feeling a surge of relief mixed with excitement ... and self-loathing. The power of the blooms had a hold on her soul, and she knew it.

Yet she continued forward.

As she neared, the luminescence seemed to fill the world, lighting the ground around her. Glowing yellow zap-bees darted back and forth among the blooms, winking out of existence here and zap! reappearing over there. Ulyana had said it was the magic of the flower that allowed the bees to leave this world in one place and return in another.

But Ulyana had never used the flowers.

Andare knew their power in ways Ulyana never could have. Yes, they gave visions of the future, and visions of guidance, but they also brought peace and contentment to the soul, even if it was fleeting. And she had sorely earned that the last few years. She had watched half of her people killed, murdered, raped, tortured, and starved to death.

Pausing a moment, she watched the zap-bees flashing in and out of this world, like stars twinkling here at her feet, and as always, she wished she could do the same. She pulled a small bowl from her robes and began gently tapping each tiny six-petaled bloom with her finger. Glowing dust fell from the flowers, and she caught it in the bowl. As she looked down into the wooden vessel, she felt as though she held the stars themselves, scooped right out from the sky. 

Once, she had used a special ceremonial bowl, handed down for generations, but the raiders had smashed it, along with all of the rest of her possessions, to show her people she had no power to stop them. She still wondered why they hadn’t just killed her.

Sitting down among the flowers, she pulled a small water flask from her pocket. The miniature stars swirled into spinning galaxies as she poured water into the bowl. She gently stirred the water, and it took on the glow of the magic pollen, lighting her face in the night.

Breathing deeply in anticipation, Andare drank the potion down in one gulp. For all the flowers’ beauty, the magic pollen tasted of death and decay. She had grown used to the flavor, and it no longer bothered her, but in the past she had noted a blackening of her tongue when she had held the mixture in her mouth for too long. 

Andare quickly put the bowl and flask away, knowing from experience she had little time before the potion took effect.

And then she was back in the place she belonged, as though she had never left. Sitting upon a boulder, near the ruins of a temple, she was naked, young, and beautiful. She reveled in the feeling of being young; healthier, stronger, and more beautiful than she had ever been in her life. Peace settled over her, allowing her emotions to mirror the twilight sunset. The sky was always the same here; red, orange, and gold against the purple mountains. The lone blackbird still circled lazily above the dead tree, its movement the only indication of the passage of time. The bird was the only thing that ever moved here.

After her people had moved to the new lands, away from the dry, dying land of their ancestors and the murderous raiders who killed wantonly and stole their food, Andare’s visions had changed to this. No longer did the magic speak to her of what must be done, no longer did visions appear to her showing what would be; instead, she found herself in this place.

She often wondered if this was the place the zap-bees went when they left the world. If so, she wondered why they bothered to come back.

Watching the blackbird, she enjoyed the quiet, the peace, the lack of responsibility. A warm gentle breeze blew her long black hair, and she smiled. It was good to be free. 
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ANDARE LIMPED INTO camp with the sun. Her body ached, her head and her eyes hurt. Side-effects of the magic of the moonflower potion, she knew. Morning tea would help.

“Yeesha,” Weyfure called out, addressing her by title as she approached. Andare had hoped to return before her pupil arose, so that her activities would pass unnoticed, but apparently that was not to be.

Weyfure approached from between two tents, a worried look upon her face. “Little Impop is very ill and needs you desperately. I have tried everything I know, but nothing is helping.”

Andare frowned at her pupil. Since when did her people seek out her pupil for help with illness? For minor blessings, yes. For routine abolishment of evil spirits, of course. But for serious illness?

“Take me to him.”

Weyfure nodded with a deep head motion then spun on her heel to lead the way. The girl’s short black hair no longer had the traditional long braid of her people to swing wide behind her as she turned. 

It saddened Andare to be reminded of how the raiders had grabbed and
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