Had I known I was to die today I would not have worn the gold and ruby earrings that had been gifted to me on the birth of my only daughter, Taumesis. Gifted by my husband, but chosen for their style and craftsmanship, by my good friend Eskas.
My daughter will, I don’t doubt, mourn the loss of the earrings, as much as the loss of her mother. She is after all her father’s daughter. Cold hearted as a Nile crocodile, sharp of mind and quick to react.  
My son, gone before he matured to manhood; a dare devil youth, with a flair for horsemanship. will he meet me now, in the afterlife? Will his youthful body, so broken in that terrible accident, be whole and perfect again. Because I can still picture his face, eyes swollen and blackened and his jaw at such an odd angle and smeared with his own blood. The livid hoofprints on his hairless chest. Oh the blood, too much blood. And the screaming, of my own voice unnatural in my head.	Comment by Paul Wright: Show/tell.
Leave reader to infer

Eskas, was my friend, because that is all I could give him. 
We met, by chance, at the end of my first pregnancy. Sweating and feeling as if my legs were to buckle at any moment, my servant Sarah guided me out of the relentless heat into the nearest shop(?).
I should not have walked so far in my condition, or should I say waddle, like the ducks my husband fattens for the table. My ankles had swollen horribly and my husband had remarked at how they were like the ankles of the elderly midwife who had shuffled her bulk into my room that morning to gauge how long I had left until I delivered him a son. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Could be done as recalled speech
So I had walked, with Sarah a step behind me, until I could walk no more. Walked to avoid the nagging surety that I was carrying a daughter.
Eskas had come through from the cool back room, which I later came to know well, and calmly guided my elbow to a cushioned seat. He himself fetched a large brass bowl, and proceeded to filled it with cool water and rose petals and bade me put my feet into it. I remember how my eyes had stung with self-pity and a terrible lump formed in my throat. He had bade Sarah place cool cloths which smelled of rose oil on my neck and temples and then discreetly left to fetch tea.  
Mint tea, sweetened generously, as was the custom of his homeland. It revived my spirit as did his company. I remember looking around that room for the first time. Bolts of crisp linen, fine spun wool and silk, jewel colours, asking for a hand to be run over them in appreciation and desire. My eye caught the bolt of red silk, more vivid than any fabric I had seen before, like the setting sun it drew my eye...
I did not see him again for several moons. My daughter was safely delivered, and then delegated to the wet nurse so that my husband should not be disturbed in his mission to create a son.
Despite his disappointment in his daughter, my husband was always a stickler for outward appearances, the opinions of his fellow landowners weighing heavily in his mind. So, he sent for the jeweller to bring a selection of his wares so he could choose an appropriately expensive gift, and to my surprise, Eskas, with two servants bearing bolts of cloth, come into our house.
My husband chose for me a large pair of emerald and pearl earrings, bulky and ill designed, that would obviously be uncomfortable, but ostentatious. Eskas commented, almost to himself as her perused the jewellers tray `Ah yes, Emeralds, known to enhance the wearers psychic abilities...Saphire, the stone of wisdom...and Ruby` Eskas picked up a pair of delicate long earrings. The numerous gems were small and well faceted to catch the light, `Ruby for fertility and the improved health of women`.
`Put those on her` my husband ordered; stone faced. The jewellery merchant gave Eskas a sideways glance and did as my husband told him, gently pushing the golden wires of the ruby earrings through my pierced earlobes.
My husband frowned and contemplated me as if he were considering the purchase of a brood mare.	Comment by Paul Wright: Sheer? 
`The red silk will look well on your wife sir` Eskas said smoothly, throwing the slippery fabric over my shoulder, and holding it at my chin lest it should slither away. `See how the colour brightens her complexion, brings forth her youth and vitality. The Chinese do say that red is a most fortunate colour. `
My husband snorted in derision `Very well, the rubies and the red silk, be sure her robes are made by the harvest festival` 
[bookmark: _Int_fWFTxSPx]And so, when I visited my good friend Eskas, often., ostensibly to choose fabrics for myself, my husband, or children, we would talk also of his travels to other lands, of his childhood home. His daughters would fit and sew my robes, until one by one the three girls were married, and always we would drink mint tea. 
Today I wore a robe of good white linen, delicately edged with roses embroidered by a skilled hand. I added the ruby earrings and left the house with Sarah.
We walked the familiar dusty streets, through the market with my eyes focused above the ragged children, ignoring the beggars, and raising a perfumed cloth to my face as we passed the fish wives.
There was a short, narrow alley between two rows of houses, which stank of urine but saved me from passing the horse market, where my first-born son had been trampled to death, and onto the quiet street of my friend Eskas.
I had walked through the alley so many times I knew the graffiti by heart, it was so close to Eskas, so familiar that I continued to walk, despite a tall figure at the far end. I was maybe a horse length away  when I realised, a man was staring at me, his eyebrows drawn into an intense scowl. I was  trying to sidle past him, scraping my elbow on the wall, when a blow caught me from behind. I dropped like a stone into a well. All was black and heat as a wooden club battered me repeatedly as it heard the crack of my own bones, I smelled a familiar perfume. 
`Whore! ` I heard a young woman snarl at me, as soft hands ripped my ruby earrings from me. 


I am outside my house...how did I get here? There are branches from the cypress trees all around the front door! Someone has died...someone has died...
In the cool of the atrium servant's bustle; their sandals quietly slapping on the mosaic floor, my feet make no sound. I stand and wait for one of them to attend to me, but they walk past, intent on their own business.
