Chapter 3

[bookmark: _GoBack]The Viper


 Thiana and her sister, Maritza, gathered pinecones, in the woods. Their mother sent them early, in the morning, with two big sacks. She needed pinecones and wood to heat up the chireap. Today was Friday, the day to bake bread.
Maritza was nine. She had thick, curly, ash blond hair and a round face that seemed to be smiling all the time. The girls were barefoot.
 Thiana walked the narrow path between the tall trees, pine needles tickling her bare feet, searching for cones, when a viper struck, from the bushes. Thiana saw it first.  
Small and thin, as a finger, it was gray, with a flat head, with a black V designed on the top. For a moment, Thiana stood transfixed. It seemed the viper stared at her too. Thiana opened her mouth to call her sister, but no sound came out. Like a bolt of lightning, the viper bit her bare foot.
 Thiana fell unconscious. 
Maritza heard her sister tumble to the ground and ran to see what happened. Thiana’s eyes were shut, her left foot red, starting to swell. Maritza dropped her full sack of pinecones and ran, as fast as she could, skirts in hands, back to the village.
“Help, somebody help my sister. A viper bit her foot,” she started screaming, as soon as she reached the outskirts of the village.
“Hey, Maritza what happened?” A man ran out of his house.
“My sister, Thiana, she is in the woods, unconscious. I think a viper bit her foot.”
“How do you know this?”
“Her foot started to swelled up and it’s all red, by the time I left. Quick, help her!”
“I’ll come with you.  Stella,” he called to his wife, “Let everyone know, what happened. Try to find Iani and bring him to the woods.”
“Father is not home, yet. He is supposed to be back today, but has not arrived.”
The man ran back in the woods with Maritza. When they found Thiana, she was still lying on the ground, unconscious, her left foot badly swollen.
“Quick came here.” The man called Maritza. ”Help me hold her leg up. I can see the two holes, the viper’s teeth left, in her hill. I’ll try to suck the venom.”
The man put her little sister's heel at his mouth and suck the blood mixed with the viper’s venom and spit it on the ground next to him.
“Come over here and try to hold her leg still on my thigh. Be sure, she does not move,” the man shouted to Maritza.
Maritza came near the man and took her sister’s leg on her arms and kept it as tight as she could, on the man’s thighs. He took out of his back pocket a knife, opened the blade and wiped it across his thigh. He started to cut away at Thiana’s heel.


Blood poured onto the pine needles and leaves covering the ground.
The village men came and stood around in a circle.
“Quick, somebody give me a chain, to tie her leg with,” the man was asking.
“Here, I knew you’d need this,” another man gave him a thick iron chain.
The man tied Thiana’s ankle with the chain, for the infected blood not to get to her heart. The foot swelled, more and more.
Everything they knew, had been done. Now, was up to God to save her. 
Thiana was still unconscious. Even the sharp pain of the knife, cutting into her flesh, did not wake her.
The man took her in his arms and brought Thiana home with them. 
By that time Thiana’s father, Iani came home and found out about his daughter. He went outside and killed a young lamb. He put Thiana’s foot inside the belly of the freshly slaughtered lamb. The foot was swollen pretty badly and they were talking of amputation.
The second day when Thiana woke up, they took her foot out of the lamb’s insides.  Her leg seemed miraculously healed; all white and back to normal size.

She was saved.




























