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Introduction
The village called her Elowen before it called her healer. When the story begins, she is
little more than a quick pair of hands and a quicker pair of ears, sent to sweep the
herb room and to mind the kettle that never seems to stop singing. She is apprentice
to Mistress Brigid, whose laugh has the rasp of thyme and whose eyes miss very little.
Beneath the rafters where bundles of yarrow and sage hang like quiet bells, Elowen
learns that every leaf holds a lesson and every lesson demands patience. She also
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learns that medicine in a small town is not only the work of plants and poultices, but of
people—whose hurts are not always visible, and whose talk travels faster than any
fever.

This book follows Elowen through one turning of the year as she gathers, grinds, stirs,
stitches, and listens. Each chapter offers an episode from her days: a cut opened by a
stray scythe, a cough that won’t be soothed by honey alone, a market-day quarrel
over the price of mint, a night when the whole village sits up with a burning child.
Between these moments of story, you will find the quiet craft of household
care—simple practices passed from hand to hand, hearth to hearth. The aim is to
make the strange familiar, to let the music of old remedies be heard again, and to
show how much can be tended with clean water, steady courage, and a handful of well-
chosen herbs.

This is a work of fiction rooted in the everyday medicine of a medieval household. Its
remedies are modest and its tools are humble: cloths boiled clean, pots of warm broth,
compresses of crushed leaves, splints whittled from straight twigs and bound with
linen. You will not find grand cures or glittering alchemy here—only small mercies
done correctly and in time. The knowledge set within these pages echoes what many
grandmothers, herb-wives, and apprentices once knew by heart, mingled with the
realities of living among neighbors who watch, whisper, and sometimes help.

Because the work of healing lives close to risk, a word of care: the scenes you read are
shaped to teach beginnings, not bravado. Elowen learns to recognize when a scratch is
only a scratch and when it speaks of deeper trouble; when a cough is a passing visitor
and when it sits too heavily on the chest; when to brew a tisane and when to seek
stronger hands than her own. In the story, she errs and is corrected; she listens, and
learns to listen better. Let her caution be yours as well. If you read these pages with
an eye toward your own hearth, remember that wisdom includes knowing when to ask
for help.

Gossip threads through this tale like bindweed, useful to notice if you mean to keep
your garden whole. A healer’s tools are not only knives and mortars but also trust,
discretion, and the choosing of words. Elowen will find that a remedy must sometimes
be brewed for the tongue as well as the wound: a promise kept, an apology offered, a
confidence held fast. She will learn what it costs to stand still when rumors pull, and
how to do good work in a world where not every good deed is seen clearly.

You will walk with Elowen through hedgerows that remember the rain and along the
brook that trades gossip with the stones. You will see the herb room in every season:
jars labeled in a steady hand, baskets mended after a hard day’s foraging, a hearth
banked for the night while someone sleeps in a chair nearby. And as she grows—from
frightened to firm, from guessing to knowing—you may find that the ground beneath
your own feet feels more certain. The simplest things, done faithfully, have a way of
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steadying the hands.

If you have never tied a sling, steeped an infusion, or dried a sprig of rosemary on a
string, let this be your door. The chapters to come will meet you where you are: with
plain words, with patience, and with stories to lend the lessons warmth. May the pages
smell faintly of mint and smoke as you turn them, and may you feel the nearness of
the hearth where Elowen keeps watch. Here, apprentice and reader begin together.

CHAPTER ONE: The Door to the Herb Room
The morning air in the village of Oakhaven was thick with the scent of damp earth and
the lingering smoke of peat fires. For Elowen, the day did not begin with the rising sun,
but with the sharp, rhythmic clack-clack of Mistress Brigid’s wooden spoon against the
side of a heavy iron pot. It was a sound that signaled the end of sleep and the
beginning of a life she had only just entered. Standing at the threshold of the cottage,
Elowen clutched her small bundle of worldly possessions—a spare tunic, a worn
wooden comb, and a silver of hope that she wouldn't prove entirely useless. The door
to the herb room stood slightly ajar, casting a sliver of golden light across the stone
floor, smelling of things ancient, dried, and deeply mysterious.

Mistress Brigid did not look up from the hearth when Elowen entered. She was a
woman of sturdy build, with hands that looked like they had been carved from the
very roots she spent her days digging. Her hair, a chaotic nest of salt-and-pepper
strands, was held back by a linen scrap that had seen better decades. "Close the door,
girl," Brigid commanded, her voice carrying the gravelly warmth of a well-traveled
road. "The drafts are for the birds and the tax collectors. Here, we keep the heat
where it belongs." Elowen obeyed instantly, the heavy oak door thudding shut behind
her, sealing out the damp morning and ushering her into the world of the healer.

The herb room was not merely a room; it was a living, breathing entity. Bundles of
drying plants hung from the rafters like sleeping bats, their shriveled leaves
whispering whenever a person moved beneath them. Jars of green, brown, and cobalt
glass lined the shelves, some filled with powders so fine they looked like dust, others
containing oily liquids that shimmered under the torchlight. To a girl of sixteen who
had spent her life weeding turnip patches and dodging the heavy-handed discipline of
a crowded farmhouse, this place felt like a sanctuary. It was also terrifying. One wrong
move, she feared, might lead to an accidental poisoning or the destruction of a
remedy that cost a month’s wages to procure.

"Put your things in the corner by the pallet," Brigid said, finally turning to look at her
apprentice. Her eyes were sharp, scanning Elowen not for beauty or grace, but for the
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steadiness of her hands and the alertness of her gaze. "You’ll sleep there. If the bell
rings in the night, you wake first. If the fire burns low, you stoke it. And if you touch
the belladonna without my leave, you’ll find your hands tied behind your back for a
week. Do we understand one another?" Elowen nodded vigorously, her throat too dry
to speak. Brigid grunted, seemingly satisfied, and pointed toward a large wooden
bucket filled with murky water and a pile of coarse linen rags.

The first lesson of the herb room, as it turned out, was not the secret properties of
mandrake or the distillation of rare spirits. It was the grueling, unglamorous reality of
cleanliness. Brigid watched with a hawk’s intensity as Elowen began to scrub the
workbench. "Dirt is the handmaiden of death, Elowen," the older woman remarked,
pulling a bundle of dried mugwort from a hook. "A healer who keeps a filthy house is
just a gravedigger with a slower method. Every surface must be stripped of the day’s
grime before the first leaf is bruised. If a man comes to me with a hole in his leg, I will
not have the filth of yesterday's soup find its way into his blood."

As Elowen scrubbed, her muscles began to ache, but she kept her ears open. Brigid
began to move about the room with a practiced fluidity, naming things as she touched
them. She pointed to a jar of coarse gray salt, a stack of clean beeswax rounds, and a
jug of strong cider vinegar. These, she explained, were the foundations. Before one
could master the complex, one had to master the mundane. The herb room was a
place of transformation, where the wild growth of the forest was tamed into something
that could stay a fever or soothe a burn. But that transformation required a vessel that
was pure, and hands that were prepared for the labor of the grind.

The apprentice soon learned that the "herb room" was also the village’s unofficial
center of intelligence. Even before the midday sun had reached its zenith, a knock
sounded at the door. A young boy, no older than seven, stood there with a scraped
knee that was weeping a clear, yellowish fluid. Brigid didn't reach for a magical wand;
she reached for a bowl of warm water that had been boiled and cooled, and a small
piece of clean cloth. She gestured for Elowen to watch closely. "The boy fell in the
muck," Brigid noted. "The wound is shallow, but the muck is deep. We wash first, and
we wash well. Most of what ails the village can be solved with hot water and common
sense, though they’d rather pay for a miracle."

Elowen watched as Brigid cleaned the wound with a firmness that ignored the boy’s
winces. It was a practical, unsentimental kind of care. There was no cooing or false
promises; there was only the work. Brigid explained that the primary goal was to
remove the "strangers"—the bits of grit and hair that didn't belong in the body. Once
the skin was clean, she applied a simple wash of diluted vinegar to "bite" the wound,
explaining that the sting was the sign of the medicine doing its duty against the
invisible rot that takes hold in damp places. The boy was sent home with a pat on the
head and a stern warning to stay out of the pigsty for a few days.
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"Why didn't you use the green salve on the shelf?" Elowen asked once the boy had
gone, her curiosity finally overcoming her nerves. Brigid looked at her with a flicker of
approval. "Because salves are for sealing, girl. If you seal a wound while it still holds
the filth of the road, you are merely trapping the enemy inside a fortress. You wait
until the edges are clean and the body has begun its own repair. We do not lead the
dance; we only provide the music." This distinction was Elowen’s first real insight into
the philosophy of the craft. A healer was not a commander of nature, but a highly
disciplined assistant to it.

The afternoon was spent in a blur of organization. Brigid insisted that every jar be
returned to its exact place, with labels facing outward. To the untrained eye, the herb
room was a jumble of dried weeds, but to the mistress, it was a map. The cooling
herbs were kept in the shadows, while the warming barks and resins sat closer to the
hearth. Elowen learned the names of the tools: the mortar and pestle of heavy granite
for seeds and roots; the lighter marble set for delicate flowers; the fine silk sieves for
removing stems from powders. Each tool had a voice, a specific sound it made when
used correctly, and Brigid seemed to hear every discordance in Elowen's clumsy first
attempts at handling them.

By evening, the gossip of the village began to trickle in through the window that
overlooked the lane. Dame Martha, passing by with a basket of eggs, paused to
mention that the miller’s daughter had a "heavy chest," and old Gaffer Hobb was
complaining of a "clutching in his joints" again. Brigid listened to it all, her hands never
stopping as she peeled the outer bark from a branch of willow. "Listen to the talk,
Elowen," she whispered. "The villagers tell you what they want you to know, but the
gossip tells you what they’re afraid of. Fear is a sickness of its own, and sometimes a
cup of warm chamomile is more about the sitting and the talking than the herb itself."

The apprentice realized that being a healer meant being a guardian of secrets. As they
sat down to a simple meal of rye bread and pottage, Brigid explained that the door to
the herb room was a threshold of trust. People brought their shames, their
weaknesses, and their hidden pains to this room. If Elowen were to repeat what she
heard within these walls at the village well, she would be no better than a common
magpie, and far more dangerous. The medicine might heal the body, but the healer’s
discretion preserved the soul of the community. It was a heavy realization for a girl
who had previously thought of news as something to be traded for a bit of excitement.

As the candles burned low, Brigid handed Elowen a small, leather-bound book with
blank pages. "This is your shadow," the mistress said. "Every plant we study, every
proportion we measure, and every outcome we witness, you will write down. Memory
is a traitor, especially when the night is long and the patient is screaming. Paper does
not forget. We start tomorrow with the foundations of the field, but tonight, you will
write down what you learned about the water and the cloth." Elowen took the book
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with a sense of reverence. The weight of it felt like the weight of her new life—a
burden, yes, but one that promised a destination.

The final task of the day was to bank the fire. Brigid showed Elowen how to bury the
glowing coals under a layer of ash so they would survive until morning. "A healer’s
hearth never truly goes out," Brigid remarked, her silhouette framed by the dying
embers. "Just as the knowledge must never truly fade. We keep the spark alive, even
when the world is dark and cold." Elowen watched the last of the orange light
disappear under the gray dust, feeling a strange kinship with the embers. She was
hidden now, tucked away in this quiet room of smells and shadows, but there was a
heat growing within her, a desire to understand the silent power of the jars and
bundles that surrounded her.

Lying on her pallet that night, the straw prickling through the thin fabric, Elowen
stared up at the dark shapes of the hanging herbs. The room felt crowded with the
ghosts of a thousand remedies and the echoes of the people who had sought help
there. She thought of the scraped knee, the vinegar sting, and the stern lines of
Brigid’s face. She felt the vastness of what she did not know stretching out like the
forest beyond the village walls. But as the scent of dried lavender drifted down from
the rafters, she found herself breathing in rhythm with the house. She was no longer
just a village girl; she was a witness to the mysteries of the green world.

The door to the herb room had opened, and though she was only a few steps inside,
Elowen knew there was no going back to the simple life of the farm. Tomorrow, there
would be names to learn—the latin of the monks and the common names of the
woodsmen. There would be the sharp edges of blades to master and the subtle
differences between a leaf that heals and a leaf that harms. But for tonight, she was
content to listen to the settling of the cottage and the distant hoot of an owl, knowing
that she had found her place. The apprentice was home, and the first lesson of the
hearth was complete.

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.
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