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“In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man 

As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger.” 

William Shakespeare 

 

“Peace is the only way to feel truly human.” 

Albert Einstein 

 

“The deep peace of water for you, 

The deep peace of flowing for you, 

The deep peace of tranquil earth for you, 

The deep peace of the shining stars for you, 

The deep peace of the Son of Peace for you.” 

 



 

 

INSCRIPTION ON THE EMERALD TABLET 
 

It is a certain and very true truth 

What is below is like what is above and what is above is like 
what is below, to perform the miracles of a single thing. 

And thus, all things came from One, thus all things are 
unique, by adaptation. 

The Sun is the father, the moon is the mother, the wind is the 
force of the womb, the Earth is the soul; 

The Father of all things in the world is here. 

His power is complete, if directed at the Earth. 

You will separate the Earth from the Fire, the subtle from the 
heavy, smoothly and with great accuracy. 

Rise from the earth to Heaven and descend again to Earth 
and gain the strength of all things superior and inferior. 

This way, you will gain the glory of the world. 

And you will keep the darkness away. 

This is the mighty power of the all powers: 

You will win over all things subtle and will penetrate all 
things solid. 

This is how the world was created. 





 

1 

 
 
 
 

 

Prologue 
 

I’ve always thought a lot about peace and what it 
privately means to each of us. And also how crucial it can be 
to people’s lives to avoid violence and death. But there is 
also peace in death – eternal rest. And this may be my only 
way out.  

I see an immense desert ahead of me: hot, draining 
what little energy I have left. The sand scorches my boots 
and burns through to my feet; my dry eyes ache; the skin on 
my face feels wrinkled.  

Not long ago, I was in the middle of an icy, angry sea 
and now I am here in this barren aridness.  

For days, I have been hearing a voice. I no longer know 
what is real and what is illusion. My memories are blurred 
and confused. I no longer know who I am.  

“If you want to know who you are, I’ll show you,” the 
man’s voice echoes in my ears. 

I breathe hot air into my lungs and feel my arm being 
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tugged. I begin to be dragged over the scorching sand by a 
dark, frightening figure. I kick my feet into the soft ground, 
but it is useless.  

The speed increases and unknown places fly past in a 
blur. This rapid movement is making me nauseous. I think 
I’m in a trance.  

I hit a bump. My arm is released and I roll down a few 
yards. I stop, face down. My arms are scratched and grazed, 
my tense hands hold firmly onto the short grass.  

The sand has gone. I’m in a field of green grass. I 
slowly get up trying to check where I am, when I realize that 
I am not alone. Some men are looking at me; their eyes wide 
open in a look of fear as if they were looking at something 
threatening.  

“What’s wrong?” I shout out. 
They remain in silence, frightened, staring at me.  
I look at myself searching for something odd on me, 

but I just see my clothes: boots, dark pants, a heavy coat. No 
wonder I was feeling hot.  

I want to take off the coat. I run my hands down the 
material searching for buttons. There aren’t any, just some 
depressions in the hard fabric, and tears on the surface. The 
torn cavities are oozing green slime. What is that? I touch it 
and feel a sticky liquid. As I do so, the viscous slime seems 
to get hotter and begins to bubble up. The green bubbles 
then become red and the hot liquid pours out in a dense 
flow; in seconds I am soaked in blood.  

I feel dizzy with fear. I look desperately at the men 
who were staring at me.  

“Please help me!” I look at them, pleadingly. 
I can hardly see my fingers; there is just hot, thick 

blood pouring over me.  
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They come towards me, but they walk straight past me 
without turning their eyes, focusing on something behind. I 
turn quickly. It wasn’t me they were staring at; there are 
hostile, violent armies ready to attack right behind me, just a 
few yards away.  

Where’s my sword? I need to protect myself! I search 
for a weapon in my clothing.  

I look at them again. There are four different armies. I 
recognize them. I know who they are. My brain searches my 
memory and then it comes to me. It’s a vague memory and I 
don’t know how it fits into my life. But I know that these are 
the armies of the four powerful peoples of Valescia: The 
Cerks, Touls, Veins and Langs.  

I hear the shouting that precedes the attack. They move 
forward, one towards the other. I need to escape!  

I hear the noise of the bloody war while I run away. 
My steps are swift, my body rapidly moves away but a 
strange anguish comes over me; I feel like I have forgotten 
something and this feeling makes me stop. I freeze at the 
beginning of the woods and look to the battlefield once 
again.  

There are dilacerated bodies all around and I see 
blood covering the ground. My stomach tightens and I feel 
nauseous. I look away to avoid the affliction this provokes in 
me and I understand this is not part of the present; it is a 
vision from the past, before everything, when the four 
peoples were at war and tried to steal land from each other 
in an endless slaughter. I know this has already happened 
because I was told about it at some point in my past.  

I hear screaming in the distance and I squeeze my 
eyelids attempting to escape from the terrifying image.  

When I open my eyes again, I am in a different place. 
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My body stands up straight; the fright has tensed my 
muscles and made me nervous. I put my arms out to protect 
myself and look around. I’m in a green forest with no armies 
and no death.  

I remember the blood on my clothes and anxiously 
look down. But the blood has vanished and now I am 
wearing a light, blue dress that is clean and sweet smelling. I 
feel the wind on my bare legs and arms. Relief flows through 
my tense limbs.  

Then I see, a few yards ahead of me, a young man 
reading some notes in a small notebook. He’s wearing blue 
clothes made of a soft material. He seems carefree and smiles 
when the yellow leaves in his notebook flutter in the gentle 
breeze.  

He walks closer and stares at me, making me 
disturbed.  

“Hello, young lady. I am a warrior of peace. You are 
invited to join us. Our mission...”  

His voice is soft and calm. I study his thin face, the blue 
eyes, the fine lips and I lose myself in his words. Gradually, I 
realize that it is a face I recognize.  

I freeze and watch him closely to make sure he is for 
real. What’s going on? How can I see Raphael Hart? Am I 
seeing ghosts now? It must be another optical illusion. But it 
seems so real that it makes me feel a slight chill.  

I stand there admiring him for several minutes without 
paying attention to anything he says. I don’t know why, but 
he triggers an instant identification with myself.  

And the faceless voice that has been troubling me for 
days, echoes again, “Everything is dual. Everything has two 
poles. Everything has its opposite. The opposites are 
identical in nature, but different in degree: the extremities 
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meet.  
“At the height of the fighting, hope emerged. Those that 

had seen enough warring spread throughout Valescia 
planting seeds of peace. And it was from a naïve friendship 
between five friends – four descendants of the strongest 
races; one Cerk, one Toul, one Vein, one Lang and one pleb 
from a simple village – that peace found its way back.  

“The pleb, Raphael Hart, on one of his peregrinations 
came across an ancient inscription on the walls of a cave 
hidden in the depths of the forest. He realized that the 
inscription formed secret enchantments and invoked 
nameless forces. Together with his four friends, he performed 
the ritual of power of the chosen ones. This created an 
eternal bond between them and it gave them the power to 
fulfil their promises of peace and the end of the wars.”  

“I already know this!” I replied to the voice aloud. 
Yes, I know! The pleb, Raphael Hart, found the magic 

inscription that turned him and the other four into the 
powerful chosen ones of Valescia. I remember this story. It 
was told to me many times when I was a child.  

“Why are you telling me this again?” I shout out, 
trying to get a reply.  

I am ignored, the silence returns, I realize I am alone. 
Raphael has vanished.  

I feel my arm being squeezed. The dark figure is back. 
My heart races with fear. And suddenly, it all goes black. I’m 
alone in total darkness. I curl up, terrified. I fear the worst. I 
am so afraid that my breathing turns into a moan of pain. 
Have I died? Is this how we die?  

Finally, a flicker of light falls on me. I see that I am in 
a cave. The sharp stalactites are everywhere. Slowly, I stand 
up; my body doesn’t stop trembling.  
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Raphael Hart is also here with the other four chosen 
ones. They are standing restlessly, saying things in a 
language I cannot understand, looking downwards the 
whole time. I think they are chanting.  

I get closer, slowly, trying to hear what they are saying. 
My feet stumble on a woman lying on the floor. She is not 
alone. She and four other people are lying on the cold stone 
floor of the cave, eyes wide open, frightened. My heart races. 
What kind of magic is this that they are performing now?  

“Are we really going to do this?  We have already 
performed the ritual that gave us our power. Isn’t that 
enough? Can’t we protect ourselves?” asks a perplexed 
Raphael Hart. His body is so stiff that he looks frozen.  

Slowly he turns to the other four chosen ones by his 
side with a scornful look on his face and then looks back to 
the floor and stares at the five people lying there.  

“Five offerings to protect five chosen ones,” he 
murmurs in a barely audible voice.  

“We have to continue!” answers one of the chosen ones 
to Raphael. “You know the plague is on its way. It is an evil 
that we cannot control. Even with the power that we hold, 
our bodies are fragile and we can die, and the peace is not 
stable; the nations hate each other. The Kingdom of Valescia 
is still not definitive. They need us. Only time will edify the 
union of the nations and show the people that we can live 
together in harmony. This is why we cannot fail. We need to 
stay together. But the final decision is yours, My King.”  

I focus on Raphael waiting for his reaction, and I start 
again to hear the powerful voice.  

“Fearing their own human fragility, the chosen ones 
found a protection ritual in the cave which mentioned an 
invocation of the spirits that would protect them until old 
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age and prevent any carnal diseases and maladies from 
affecting them. But to perform the ritual, the chosen ones 
alone were not enough, five other people were necessary. 
And so five people were selected, one for each of the chosen 
ones, and the ritual was initiated. The chosen ones joined 
their powers and performed the invocation.”  

A tremble runs down my spine; I feel a chill 
spreading through my body. Gradually, I remember the rest 
of this story. At my feet, I see the evil woman that has 
threatened me since I was small. She was one of these five 
people. It was at this moment that she acquired her power.  

This cannot be happening. Why are these visions from 
the past so clear and real if I did not even exist at that time?  

The chosen ones continue chanting. In a few instants, 
the five people on the floor lose consciousness.  

“The protecting spirits have been invoked, but 
something went wrong with the ritual and they could not 
fulfil the mission that was given to them. They were not 
able to create a protective shield over the chosen ones. 
Instead, the protecting spirits entered and became trapped in 
the human bodies of the five that had been selected to 
participate in the ritual,” continued the deep voice.  

I will intervene. I cannot let this go on!  
“Stop! Stop!” I shout out.  
Too late. A blinding light flashes into the cave 

illuminating the people on the floor. The frightened chosen 
ones just look on, standing there, worried about the 
consequences of what they had just done. And then the 
transformation begins.  

“The humans that received the powerful protecting 
spirits have been transformed. They have become immortal 
and have acquired supernatural abilities. However, whilst 
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they have strengthened their physical qualities and 
increased their abilities, the protecting spirits have also 
shown their weaknesses as human beings as there have 
never been two spirits in one body before.  

“By trying to protect themselves from evil, the chosen 
ones ended up creating an even greater one.  

“Every cause has its effect, every effect has its cause; 
chance is nothing but the consequence of something not 
understood.  

“The duplicity of spirits in the new creatures 
intensified the aggression and compulsion of the human 
personality. One of the women, Radassa, could not resist 
and succumbed to the dark side of her mind, allowing envy 
and rage to flood inside her.” 

Radassa is at my feet, as beautiful as an angel, as I have 
never seen her before, with light hair and bright eyes. But, 
there is something bad inside her. Her brow is furrowed, 
disturbed. She stands up and disappears from the cave.  

Suddenly, I hear a rumble and the cave shakes. I focus 
my attention on the roof of the cave and when I look back, I 
am alone, and the voice comes again.  

“Radassa slaughtered all who got in her way. She 
killed hundreds and acting against the nature of the 
protecting spirit that was invoked she chased and 
eliminated four of the five chosen ones. She declared herself 
the Queen of Valescia and imposed her dominion.   

“The years went by and the violent reign of the 
Maleficent Queen gradually weakened. Radassa began to 
lose strength and eventually could no longer contain the 
opposition and was defeated by those who wanted peace.”  

I’m tired. My eyes are sore. In a blink, I go back to the 
battlefield again. I sigh deeply and feel the fatigue taking 
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over me.  
There is another bloody war taking place. I see great 

pain and death, but now only two armies are fighting.  
Raphael is older, the only survivor of the chosen ones, 

he stares at Radassa aggressively.  
Radassa terrifies me; she is surly with dark rings 

around her eyes, black hair and a shadowy presence. I feel 
my hands tremble once more.  

Determinedly, Raphael advances. He overpowers 
Radassa and he grabs her staff from her hands and smashes 
the green stone at its tip. Raphael didn’t see the rapid 
counter blow and is stabbed in the back. He falls to his knees 
in pain, jams his sword into the ground and supports 
himself trying to keep his body up. Then he gazes at me and 
exhales his last breath. His face starts to pale; he is almost 
shining.  

With a strange blue light in his eyes he talks slowly. 
“On the winter solstice of the 63rd year of peace, new 

chosen ones will appear in Valescia. What happened in the 
past will repeat itself. The great evil will return. The nations 
must stay united. But there will be a change. The child that 
descends from the royal line, the chosen one of the spirit, 
will possess the mightiest power of all powers.”  

The vivid look in Raphael’s face began to fade.  
“Farewell,” he said, barely audible. His body twitched 

gently and he fell to the ground.  
“No, no! Please! Don’t go! Don’t die!”  
I throw myself on his fallen body. A dizzying feeling of 

horror feels me and I scream louder and louder.  
“Why such evil? Why? You had already lost the battle. 

Why kill him?!” I yell at Radassa.  
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Radassa just watches us with an ironic smile. Her dark 
eyes become even blacker and her expression harder and 
more somber.  

I hear marching and get up quickly. The other 
protectors arrive together with a troop and they take 
Radassa.  

“Radassa was exiled in a prison on a distant island. 
Peace finally returned to the Kingdom of Valescia. The cave 
with the powerful inscription was buried and a book with a 
copy of it was kept in the castle.”  

This voice is making me extremely irritated. I am alone 
once again, but now the battlefield is strewn with dead 
bodies.  

I start to cry. My feelings flood out through my eyes. I 
can’t take any more.  

“Why are you doing this? Do you want me to suffer 
more? Why did you make me see Raphael die? Why did you 
make me hear the prophecy from his own lips?” I shout out 
to the voice that has manipulated my visions.  

I stay quiet, mourning for Raphael. Feeling the warm 
tears roll down my frozen face. Why is Raphael so important 
to me? Why do I feel such immense pain at his death?  

... 
In a snap, I remember everything. Everything starts to 

fall into place again and it all makes sense. My eyes fill with 
tears. The pain gets stronger and closer to the surface.  

It was the search for peace that brought me here. My 
choices brought me to the state I am in now, in a slumber, 
between life and death, trapped in a deep and endless sleep.  

“For you to understand who you are, you need to see 



SLEEPING BEAUTY BEGINS – ASLEEP INTO THE DARKNESS 

11 

what happened in the past,” says the voice in a severe and 
imperative tone.  

“You are Raphael Hart’s granddaughter, a chosen one, 
as strong as he was. Stop wasting time with these 
weaknesses. Valescia is waiting for you.  

“It is time to wake up, Princess Aurora.”  
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CHAPTER 1 

The Escape 
 
It was nighttime. The yellowy moon shined in the sky 

impressing with its size and the brightness it brought, 
piercing through the darkness.  

The castle was an enormous fortress built on a 
mountain rising out of the calm waters of the gigantic Lake 
Noth.  

In total, there were nine towers built along the 
mountain peak. They were connected by great walls that 
formed a perimeter that ensured impenetrable security.  

In the towers at the four corners, the guards observed 
the calmness of the night. To the south, facing the deepest 
part of Lake Noth, was the entrance to the castle. In front of 
the castle, a winding road led down almost encircling the 
mountain. Thick, wild vegetation covered the rest of the 
mountain reaching as far as the great protecting walls.  
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The winding road ended at a narrow crossing, with 
water on both sides, that led to the opposite side of the lake 
forming a kind of peninsula which was the only land access 
to the continent.  

Suddenly, to the west of the main entrance, in the 
lower part of the wall a tight opening appeared, from where 
a short, stout man came out wearing a long, dark cloak that 
covered his whole body from the head down. He inspected 
the tree-covered cliff edge and then moved back close to the 
wall. There was something cradled carefully in his arms, 
wrapped in clothing.  

“Do not worry, My Queen, everything will be fine. All 
will be done to make sure no one sees who she is. We will 
travel safely. Shortly, I will be back to take care of Your 
Highness,” said the man comfortingly to a young woman 
standing just inside the crack in the wall.  

The opening was a secret passage at the end of a 
hidden corridor in the castle. An escape route through the 
thick wall opened by special gear wheels built for urgent 
exits. The young woman paced back and forth restlessly. 
Her long, brown hair was tied back in a tight plait. A cold 
sweat moistened her tense, nervous hands.  

Another man appeared in the corridor and exited 
through the opening swiftly. He was tall and thin with well-
groomed, blond hair, a short beard and wore a grey cloak. 
Alert, he watched the cliff edge and the dense forest to check 
if all was still calm.  

The queen followed him through the opening. The 
clear skin on her face shone palely as she passed through the 
rays of moonlight coming through the foliage.  

Holding her own arms tightly with her cold hands, she 
circled the beginning of the drop and lifelessly asked, 
“Listen, Noltuti, is it really necessary to take my daughter 
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away from the castle?” Directing her question to the man in 
the grey cloak as she moved towards the short man holding 
the baby. Her eyes flicked incessantly from one side to the 
other. There was a look of anxious dread on her face that 
was impossible not to notice.  

“It is necessary for the well-being of all and the safety 
of Princess Aurora herself,” the slim man assured her firmly. 

The short man carrying the child nodded in agreement 
and looked at the woman trying to comfort her.  

“Where to, Noltuti? Please, tell me!” the woman 
insisted tersely.  

“You know I cannot tell you. These are the king’s 
orders, Queen Catherine,” he replied, sighing deeply.  

A hot tear rolled down her pale face and she stared at 
him sadly.   

The wind blew strongly. The dark, heavy clouds began 
to cover the moon.  

“The time has come. The moon is hidden as we 
expected. Where are the three protector sisters?” asked 
Noltuti turning towards the passageway.  

Instantly, three women appeared and took positions on 
the edge of the wild land. They were tall and dark. Their 
pale faces were hidden in the shade of the black hoods that 
made them look even more mysterious and daunting.  

“You must hurry in order to get the cover of darkness. 
Be very careful not to be followed! Remember, no one must 
know the whereabouts of the princess!” said Noltuti with 
impatient, untrusting eyes discretely directed at the one 
holding the baby.  

“Farewell, Noltuti. Farewell, Queen Catherine.” The 
short man bid and then he turned to the cliff edge.  

The three women were the first to go, their dark cloaks 
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disappearing into the darkness. They seemed to move 
effortlessly down the rough terrain.  

The stocky man did not have the same nimbleness in 
his movements. He lagged behind as he brushed the rocks 
and stumbled on the raised roots.  

“Give me the princess, Count Orebe! You can hardly 
keep your own body balanced!” whispered one of the 
women tersely. 

Tensing his muscles, he tightened his hold on the baby 
and cast a hostile look. No, he didn’t like any of them. He 
hated the idea of handing over the beloved little girl.  

The protector came close to him and let out a hot sigh 
that he felt on his salient cheeks and then she rolled her eyes 
upwards. The clouds moved quickly, the wind was strong, 
and soon the moonlight would light up the night again. 
They needed to cross the lake as soon as possible whilst 
there was still darkness.  

Orebe mumbled quietly and stretched out his arms to 
hand over the child. She took the girl immediately and went 
quickly down the hill. In less than ten minutes, she was on 
the shore of Lake Noth. 

One of the other protectors, with a round face and 
honey-colored eyes, went in front and kneeled down in the 
bushes along the shore. Closing her eyes, she bent down to 
the water. Her long, fair hair, which had been hidden within 
her hood, fell forwards touching the surface of the lake. She 
then spoke some words in a strange language that sounded 
like an old rhyme. Her words echoed through the silence of 
the night like a voice from another world. In the same 
instant, the water in front of her began to make cracking 
sounds as it solidified into a frozen path across to the land 
where the forest spread inwards.  
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She took the first step.  
“It is firm! Let’s go! It will not last very long!” 
The three women walked over the ice and reached the 

other shore quickly.  
Count Orebe of Posterga, the short man who was 

behind them, could not believe his eyes. He was stupefied, 
completely still, lacking the courage to go on.  

The wind blew more strongly. As he felt the gust on his 
face, he plucked up the courage and moved forward taking 
small steps. His hesitant legs trembled clumsily, but he 
managed to walk on the slippery ice.  

It took several seconds for the clouds to disperse and 
the moonlight began to light up the night gradually. 
Illuminating the castle then moving down the hillside, the 
light reached the edge of the lake.  

Seeing the clarity reaching him, the stocky man tried to 
hasten his steps but his legs would not respond to his 
commands. Chasing him stubbornly, the moonlight reached 
his position revealing his movements previously hidden in 
the dark. As the light hit the frozen path, the solid structure 
gave way and crumbled into the water. His small feet began 
to go through the ice and sink into the cold water. 

With the water up to his waist, the small man tried to 
propel himself forwards by swimming and walking as fast 
as he could. His heart rate went to new heights and his face 
reddened. 

Sounds were coming from the castle. The guards had 
noticed the movement on the lake.  

At last, the water became shallow and he managed to 
walk up to the shore. Entering the forest swiftly, Orebe 
disappeared into the darkness.  
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CHAPTER 2 

The Birth 
 
A deep, loud scream rang from the main castle tower. 

It was a scream not just of pain; it was an urgent, agonizing 
wail of sorrow from someone fearing for their life.  

Inside an ample room, on an enormous bed against the 
wall, was Queen Catherine dressed in a fine, white tunic. 
Her face was tight, her brow was furrowed and her lips 
pulled in holding back the scream that was trying to get out. 
Her long, brown hair was in a tangle around her head 
supported by a mountain of pillows.  

The walls were a dark brown color with circular 
patterns. The ceiling was paneled in wood in almost the 
same color as the walls. The cold stone floor was covered by 
colorful, velvety carpets spread all around the room.  

The headboard was intricately carved and inlaid with 
silver, gold and precious stones. On both sides, tall, delicate 
candelabras sat on small rests. Facing the bed, a few yards 
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away, a fire burned to combat the falling temperature and 
there was a small table surrounded by armchairs and a 
dressing table against the wall.  

Inside the room, it was busy. Women were coming and 
going with towels and bowls of water, causing a 
disconcerting hustle and bustle.  

“Come, Your Highness, push hard, again,” murmured 
one of the protector sisters sitting at the queen’s side. She 
was tall and her muscular arms were visible in the sleeveless 
blouse. She appeared to be a little older than the queen and 
had a very exotic beauty with very fair hair, pale white skin 
and small, brown, slightly slanted eyes that contrasted 
heavily with her skin. Her lips were thin and delicate and 
reddened from all the rushing around.  

Another scream of pain echoed out.  
“It hurts so much! Trina, do something or I will lose my 

baby!” begged Queen Catherine desperately, just as blood 
began to squirt out and run down her legs. “It’s my blood, 
Trina, she poisoned me, she wants to kill my baby. Trina, 
please help me!”  

Distraught, Trina stood up. The queen’s life was at 
stake and she didn’t know what to do. Worriedly, she 
looked towards the door and called her sisters, Trinity and 
Tania. Seconds later, the two other protector sisters came in. 
The similarities between them were obvious. They all had 
the same long, slightly wavy, fair hair and very pale skin. 
But their build and facial features were different. Trinity had 
large honey-colored eyes and was more curvaceous and 
mysterious. Tania had smooth, very light blue eyes, a 
symmetrically beautiful face and a slender body.  

The three huddled together in a corner and spoke 
quietly. They scanned the queen looking for the reason why 
she had fallen into this state of health.  
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When their whispering ceased, they looked at each 
other reflectively and stood still, absorbed in their thoughts 
about what decision they should take. The thick silence in 
the room was broken by the sound of voices coming from 
the corridor outside the room. Trinity went furiously 
towards the door.  

“Gentlemen, please. This is not the best time for 
arguments! Let us take care of the birth!” her voice was 
austere and aggressive though quiet and harmonious.  

The group went silent. The king was also there, but 
remained quiet and tense, alert to every movement through 
the bedroom door. His anxious eyes were wide open and his 
breathing paused at every scream coming from the room 
and then he would stop and wait nervously for someone to 
come out to bring him news.   

The king was a strong, tall man with blue eyes and 
short, greyish, blond hair combed back. He looked around 
35 years old. He wore a heavy, black jacket embroidered on 
the breast. The jacket narrowed to his waist and continued 
into a kind of skirt that stopped just above his knees. It was 
well tailored and sumptuous. Beneath the jacket, he wore 
black trousers and long, black boots.  

Next to the king stood Noltuti, the tall, slim, middle-
aged man wearing his grey cloak. Noltuti had cropped, 
almost silvery-blond hair and kept a short beard that 
covered part of his face.  

Trinity approached Noltuti and pulled him away from 
the group that consisted of part of the Royal Council. She 
whispered a few short words and, giving everyone a fright, 
she exclaimed, “I am going to get the herbs!”  

She left swiftly towards the end of the corridor and was 
back in the blink of an eye, bringing with her a cloth bag and 
a small bowl. She entered the royal quarters again, opened 
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the bag and began to take herbs and small bottles of thick 
colored liquids. As she placed the ingredients in the bowl, 
Tania mixed them vigorously and Trina just stood watching, 
cracking her fingers.  

Catherine, the Queen of Valescia, was exhausted. Her 
breathing was short and rapid. On her face there was dismay 
and her eyebrows would harden every so often from the 
womb contractions.  

Taking the bowl in her hand, Trina composed herself 
putting on a look of serenity and went towards the queen.  

“Drink this, Your Highness, the time has come! This 
will purify you!” she said calmly. 

Without hesitation, Catherine swallowed the viscous 
liquid and gave Trina back the bowl. In seconds, her face 
went red and thick sweat began to pour down her temples.  

One of the servants placed a moist towel in a bowl on 
the bedside cabinet and dabbed the queen’s brow.   

“Let the water flow and the limpid blood run free, so 
the baby may come into this world alive, because that is how 
it must be,” echoed Trina’s voice as spasms spread through 
Catherine’s body. 

The queen shrieked with pain and her body grew stiff 
and began to twist and turn. Her bulging eyes squeezed out 
tears of agony. She was unable to take any more. The pain 
shot through her whole body and her womb throbbed and 
squeezed her belly furiously. The contractions got stronger 
by the second. Catherine howled in pain again. It was 
unbearable now.  

“Push! Push!” commanded Trina firmly, seeing that the 
queen was starting to go pale. She pushed down on the 
queen’s belly trying to hasten the birth. “Come, Your 
Highness, push! It is your baby’s life that is at stake!”  
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Catherine’s eyes opened wide and using all her 
remaining strength, she finally expelled the baby from her 
womb.  

“It’s a beautiful, healthy girl!” shouted Tania, relieved 
as she held the child and watched her cry healthily.  

The queen, however, was fatigued and bloody. There 
were red stains all over the bed. Her breathing was shallow 
and she found it difficult to stay alert. Slowly, Tania took the 
child towards the queen’s tired body. On seeing the baby 
girl, her eyes filled with tears of joy.  

“My little girl, I waited for you like waiting for the light 
of day to appear after a long night of torment. You will be 
called Aurora and will bring great light to this world.” 

As soon as she had finished the sentence, the queen 
closed her eyes and passed out into a deep state of 
unconsciousness. Trinity moved quickly towards her and 
touched Catherine’s body looking for vital signs. 

The servants watched in a silent stillness expecting the 
worst. Tania turned towards them and handed over the 
child.  

“Take care of the baby! Go! Go! Go!”  
Tania knew that Catherine’s condition was dire and 

that there could be complications due to the difficult birth.  
“The queen needs to be cared for. She will need plenty 

of rest. But go now. Go and show the king his daughter!” she 
said, showing the servants out of the room.  

Before they could leave, Trina, the protector with dark 
brown eyes and usually in a bad temper, stopped and 
looked at them harshly. 

“I do not want to hear a word about the queen’s state 
of health! Do you understand? And no one else is allowed to 
enter this room without express orders from one of us 
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three!” the protector ordered gravely. Then she brusquely 
pushed the servants out and slammed the door shut.  
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CHAPTER 3 

The Prophecy Revealed 
 
Several hours had passed since the birth. Catherine 

Hart was still lying unconscious on her bed. Aurora was in a 
cradle by her side.  

Near the fireplace, facing the bed, there was a small, 
round table surrounded by four chairs upholstered in 
leather and animal skin where King Christopher Hart and 
Noltuti sat.    

“Your Majesty should sleep a little. I will stay with 
her.”  

“Is she well, Noltuti? Will she live? Why doesn’t she 
wake up?” asked the downcast, red-eyed king.  

“Give Catherine time, My King,” pondered Noltuti. 
“She will soon recover. Now go and rest.”  

The king hesitated for a few seconds, reflecting, and 
then he stood up.  

“Do not leave her alone, Noltuti, please. If you need to 
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leave, tell the servants and have someone be with her all the 
time. I will rest a little, but I will return shortly,” said the 
king downheartedly. 

King Christopher walked heavily across the room 
towards the queen on her bed. He approached her, kissed 
her gently on the forehead, and then left the chamber.  

Seconds later, Count Orebe of Posterga entered. His 
eyes were dark and sunken and he looked weary. He had 
been awake all night, awaiting the king`s permission to stay 
near to Catherine.  

Count Orebe was a trusted friend of the queen. They 
had met some years before the queen became pregnant, 
when Orebe lost some land and had to move to a county 
closer to the castle. The count ran errands for the queen and 
was always at her disposal, which favored his growing 
influence within the kingdom.  

Noltuti looked towards the door, assessing the person 
who had just walked in. Orebe was a middle-aged, small, 
chubby man with thick, dark hair on the sides of his head 
only, giving him a peculiar appearance. His eyebrows were 
thin and his aquiline nose took up a large part of his face. 
His flabby jowls hung down covering most of his short, thick 
neck, giving the impression of stunted growth.  

“Good evening, Count Orebe. I see you have come to 
keep me company,” greeted Noltuti, as he studied him.  

“I have come to take care of my lady, to ensure her 
safety and well-being,” answered Orebe with a serious 
expression. He spoke with a prickly tone, but Noltuti didn’t 
let this affect him and smiled.  

“Very well. I hope you enjoy yourself. This will be our 
first night together!” joked Noltuti.  

Orebe looked irritated at his mocking tone, but 
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remained silent and looked away.  
As he sat back in his armchair, Noltuti smiled slightly 

and closed his eyes.  
After a few hours, the two fell asleep in the calm night. 

The crackling fire was the only thing that broke the deep 
silence.  

Catherine then muttered something incoherent and 
bolted upright suddenly. She sucked in a long breath and let 
out a moan that echoed around the chamber’s four walls.  

Now awake, Noltuti jumped up and went to the bed to 
comfort the queen. Catherine’s eyes were half-open, as if she 
was asleep, but her body trembled all over in a trance. Her 
moans were deep and nasal and bore no resemblance to her 
normally soft voice.  

A cold gust of wind blew at the wooden window by 
the side of the bed making it rattle in its frame before it blew 
open allowing the night to flood in.  

Catherine whispered unintelligibly and then began to 
babble, “The wind brings change. The dark forces fear the 
great powers of the chosen one of the spirit. Sadness and 
darkness will spread throughout Valescia once again. Only 
the powerful Hart chosen one, only she can unite the power 
of the peoples. She is the link that will maintain peace and 
equilibrium. Without her, there will be more suffering, death 
and chaos. Until her power is complete, she will need to be 
protected. She needs to be protected!” 

The queen’s voice was terrifyingly grim. As soon as she 
had finished, her lips closed and she was silent, her upright 
body remaining rigid.  

Orebe looked aghast. His muscles were tensed and 
fingernails were dug into his nervous hands. After realizing 
what had happened, he left the chambers quickly to tell the 
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others what he had heard.  
Noltuti was alert and examined Catherine carefully. 

Then, he walked around the chambers checking to see if 
there was anyone else in the room and then returned to the 
queen.  

“Tell me! What else? What else is there to reveal? Tell 
me!” said Noltuti to Catherine harshly. He knew that 
something was missing. The prophecy was not complete. 
The pieces of the puzzle did not fit and he needed to know 
more.  

When he saw the queen starting to relax, he searched 
for something in his clothes and soon found a small bottle. 
He tore off the top ferociously and placed it under 
Catherine’s nose. Immediately she began to tremble even 
more, her arms and legs moved in a macabre dance on the 
soft sheets. Her breathing deepened and words came from 
her mouth ominously again.  

“There will also be another child, different, but 
identical in nature. She must not appear to be who she really 
is. This is a part of her journey. Her choice will define the 
result of the final battle. To protect or to escape, her decision 
will make the good succumb or win.  

“To separate the fine from the rough, and define the 
great power of the chosen one of the spirit, there will be 
privations and challenges that will define the poles, where 
the extremities come together. That which does not kill can 
strengthen if she does not surrender.  

“What is below is like what is above and what is above 
is like what is below, to perform the miracles of a single 
thing.” 

Her tense body let out a final moan and she fell back 
onto the bed. Then, Catherine opened her eyes as though she 
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had just woken from a restless sleep. She was lucid.  
“Noltuti?” she called out, recognizing him.  
“Yes, My Lady,” he answered, with his thoughts still 

on the revelation, memorizing every word to be carefully 
analyzed later. He sought to assure the queen and smiled at 
her. To gain some time to recompose himself, he went to the 
window, closed it and then glanced at the princess lying in 
the cradle.  

The queen looked around the room, trying to awaken 
her thoughts. When she caught sight of the cradle, her eyes 
opened wide as she tried to say something without 
managing to utter any words.    

“How is my daughter, Noltuti?” she asked anxiously.  
“She is sleeping in peace. All is well. We were waiting 

for your ladyship to wake up,” his voice was like a smooth 
melody that transmitted calmness.  

“Noltuti, call the king, please. I want to see him very 
much,” requested the queen.  

Taking the opportunity to leave the room and think 
secretively about what he had just heard, Noltuti bid his 
farewell and stepped quickly across the room. This 
information was of great importance for the future of 
Valescia and he would never mention it to anyone before 
understanding its real meaning.  

Alone in the bedroom, Catherine let out a deep, slow 
sigh. She moved her legs gently and closed her eyes for a 
few minutes, assessing the state of her body. On opening her 
eyes, she looked to the cradle. Aurora seemed to sleep 
quietly and there was no noise coming from the cradle.  

The bedroom door opened slowly and creaked. 
Catherine turned to see who was there, but saw no one. A 
sharp pain invaded her womb, making her roll up. She knew 
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that because of the complications of the birth it would be 
unlikely she would be able to generate another life.  

As the pain passed, Catherine’s eyes were alert again 
and she saw a woman beside the cradle. She hadn’t been 
there before. The queen felt her throat burn with fear as she 
recognized the woman’s face and tried to cry out, but her 
voice did not respond to her commands and her screams 
were silent.  

The ghostly, black-haired woman took the baby from 
the cradle and held it gently in her arms.   

“Your daughter is beautiful, Catherine. She sleeps like 
one who knows not the destiny that awaits her,” said the 
woman with a threatening look.  

The tormented queen turned in her bed and tried to get 
up, but the pain in her womb returned and she couldn’t put 
her feet on the floor.  

The woman placed the baby back into the cradle gently 
and with one of her hands, she pulled out a dagger that was 
hidden in her dress. With a perverse smile and staring at the 
child, she stabbed violently into the cradle.  
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