
PROLOGUE 

 

“Talk, you witch! What are you doing here? What do you want from my son and what have you 

done to him?!” 

“Oh, look who’s here, the worried mummy. Frankly, I’m surprised that you felt my presence. So, 

you did learn something about our arts after all. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Wipe that grin from your face because I’ve learned a lot more about our arts than you would 

wish to try. Answer my questions, your games can’t bewitch me anymore!” 

“There, there, how touchy you have become… Well, I shall fulfil your requests right away, my 

dear. You see, I actually didn’t need to trouble myself doing anything to your son, everything that 

could be done to him was done by you from the moment you conceived that little monster. I did not 

do anything other than pitifully show him what his end would be, given his outrageous and 

unnatural genesis. I reckoned it was right to prepare him, considering the imminence of the 

moment. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!” 

“My son is the fruit of love. How dare you call him a monster when you feed on hate and 

wickedness?!” 

“Quiet, you idiot! You fill your mouth with words of which you don’t even understand the 

meaning! I feed on hate, you feed on vanity. You insist on teaching others what you don’t 

understand yourself, making use of that living artifice that will have a brief and tormented life, and 

not because of my hate, dear, it would be wasted on him, but thanks to your stupidity and conceit. 

Am I amused by all this? Oh yes! I am very much amused! My own cunning could never have 

devised such a stupidly perfect plot to strike the enemies of my people as the downfall of your 

macabre plan! Ha, ha, ha.” 

“Your obtuseness is such as to not let you distinguish friends from enemies and a good intention 

from vice.” 

“And your blindness is so complete that you don’t realise the evil you have caused to your 

creature in order to satisfy your ambition of melting hearts of stone!” 

“In spite of the mistakes I made, each one of my actions was motivated by a will of love and 

tenderness, me myself paying with sacrifice and abnegation.” 

“Poor fool! Your son will die suffering, and all of your love will waste into nothing on this arid 

and barbaric planet.” 

“That’s enough! Stay away from my child and go back to where you came from!” 

“I will not leave without obtaining satisfaction for the insults you have thrown at me; so, if you 

want to cast me out, show me what you’re capable of, but know that this won’t save your son.” 

 

Two flashes of white light exploded in the air, the leaves were shaken by the storm and creatures 

stood frozen and mute. Even the inhabitants of nearby villages were hit by an inexplicable sense of 

discomfort, and an unaware kid suddenly felt his body torn in pain. It was just a few minutes of 

furious energy, then the Priestess fell to the ground, her powers gone. She had underestimated her 

opponent. The other duellist gained ground sitting on a knee, exhausted and lacerated, her head 

bowing and her eyes closed in order to recover some composure, but intact and more powerful than 

ever. The glow in the blue sky faded, colours regained their natural nuances, and all the surrounding 

life resumed its normality. The only choice left to the opponent was to fold, look for a way out and 

let herself be swallowed by oblivion. 

 

“Lozemaï, Lozemaï the Wise, answer if you can, please!” 

“Who’s looking for me during my time of rest?” 

“It is Aïlûn, my Lady, Aïlûn the unfortunate. I think something’s wrong with Aaron, but I cannot 

understand what it is, I just feel that something isn’t right.” 

“My sweet Aïlûn, you have spoken to your son, at last. My time is about to end and yours is 

about to begin. I will take care of him, he shall not make this journey alone. But you, you still have 



a long way to go before you can return to take on the position you are entitled to, having completed 

your path to awareness. Now go, find the serenity of your heart and leave me to my rest.” 

Then the wise turned to the girl next to her. 

“Digilla, my dear girl, it is time, I have to go. You know where I want my body to lie. Not many 

years will go by before the one who shall take my place will come; she will then be more powerful 

and wise than myself. Let her guide you and prepare you for your great destiny. I am leaving this 

message to you, my child: a man will come looking for me, and you shall recognise him by the pain 

in his eyes. Tell him that Aaron was not alone, that Lozemaï the wise held him by the hand. I bid 

farewell to you with my body, dear child, you know that my spirit will always be by your side.” 


