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"To my sister Cris, whose presence and love live on in my heart. This book is a tribute to her memory and the impact she had on my life."

"The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it."

— John 1:5 - Bible.
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At first, I had no idea that my life would change in such a profound way. I am Lily, Gareth's best friend Elia, and this is our story. A journey that has taken us to places we never imagined, encounters we never expected, and discoveries that changed everything we thought we knew.

Since leaving our kingdom, Elia and I have found ourselves in situations that have challenged everything we believed in and tested our courage in ways we had never experienced before. Our search for the truth has taken us through portals that seemed to come straight out of fairy tales, cities full of mystery, and encounters with people who carry stories that seem to come from another time.

It all started when Elia suddenly disappeared, and I knew I had to find her. She was always the type to love an adventure, but this time, something felt different. I knew that wherever she was, she was trying to figure out something about her past and what it all really meant.

Along the way, we met allies who became essential to us. Alfie, a young blacksmith with a heart full of determination, ended up involved in a plot that mixed past and future. Camila, an explorer full of curiosity, always ready to face the unknown. And I, always by Elia's side, ready to face any challenge that came my way.

And so, in this adventure full of twists and turns, we discovered that life can be full of surprises, challenges and moments that make us rethink everything. And in the end, what really matters is having people by our side that we can trust, no matter what happens.
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​THE DEPARTURE
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In the last few days at Grammaria, each moment unfolds like a farewell that refuses to end. Familiar faces blend into the mist, hands that I have held so many times squeeze mine with a caress that hurts, and silent tears flow like the fine rain that falls in autumn. The weight of saying goodbye is like a shadow that does not abandon me, a sad melody that resonates in the deepest corners of my soul.

Leaving is a goodbye that is never complete. Those who stay behind feel the emptiness of the one who is gone, and those who leave carry with them a longing that never dissipates. Promises to keep in touch are made with the lightness of a leaf in the wind, knowing that time has a cruel way of turning bonds into faded memories. But I avoid thinking about it, I don't want reality to ruin the bitter beauty of these last moments.

My mother calls me for one last walk, a moment that seems to stretch, as if time wanted to give us a few more seconds. We walk through fields shrouded in mist, along trails that keep the footprints of a childhood that has already gone. The stream whispers old songs, secrets that it keeps in its dark waters. Why does everything have to change? Every detail feels like a farewell, a mark that remains engraved in my heart.

“Ready for the journey?” someone asks. But what does it mean to be ready? The smell of wet earth and fresh water doesn’t bring the answers I seek. My mother hands me a necklace, an heirloom that carries love and belonging. It rests on my skin, pulsing as if it holds a piece of her soul.

The days that follow are a patchwork of memories, trying to settle into my mind like fresh ink on old paper. The smell of fresh bread in Mr. Bennet's bakery, the muffled laughter under the fig tree in the center of the village, Lily's gaze, trying to capture me in her eyes before I disappear.

On the day of my departure, the world wakes up before me. The sun timidly appears in the cloudy sky as I open the window and let the cold morning air envelop me. Familiar smells, the humidity of the night that still lingers in the air, the texture of the necklace against my skin... Why does everything seem so final?

My mother waits for me in the kitchen. The silence between us is thick, filled with everything we can't say. She prepares breakfast with the same care as always, as if routine could deceive time. But time is relentless.

Every look we exchange carries a weight that words cannot express. What does she want to tell me? That she loves me? That she hopes I will return? That she fears NightGlen will take me forever? She says none of these things. Neither do I.

And then, the moment arrives.

My suitcase is packed, but it feels heavier than it should. Or maybe it’s the weight of everything I can’t take with me. The path to the central square is both long and short. Every face I see is a memory, every step a farewell.

Lily hugs me tightly, trying to keep us together despite the distance, the time, the changes that will come. Mr. Bennet appears with more bread, his way of saying goodbye, his way of keeping me close. My mother pulls me into one last hug, a hug that tries to keep me inside her chest. I want to tell her that she doesn't need to worry, that I'll be fine. But I can't promise that.

I look back. Sunbeam. My home. My past. And then, the horizon calls to me. I take a deep breath and move forward, with a heavy heart, but still full of hope for the uncertain future that awaits me.

​
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​THE CARRIAGE
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Imagine the journey that began in such an unusual way! I, Elia of Gareth, with my vibrant spirit, breathed the icy morning air, as if I sensed that the world was about to turn upside down. Grammaria was already in the distance, and the sky resembled an epic scene, where gray clouds and mist intertwined, weaving a mantle of fear over the land.

Adjusting my luggage, I felt the weight of everything I had chosen to take on this insane journey. My eyes scanned the surrounding forest, filled with the sounds of unseen creatures. I stood there, waiting for the carriage that my father, Gareth, had promised to send. Time, like a trickster, mocked me, dragging itself slowly and increasing my anxiety. Had something gone wrong? With each moment, curiosity and butterflies in my stomach grew like a storm in a rough sea.

Suddenly a carriage emerged from the mist and stopped beside me. The driver, shrouded in a hood that hid most of his face, alighted with the grace of a specter and asked my name. I confirmed it, and he handed me a parchment sealed with my father's emblem. My hands trembled, as if any movement might break a vital enchantment.

Unrolling the parchment, I began to read. My father explained that the journey to NightGlen would be a maze of stops and detours, full of stages before reaching the final destination. Seriously, really? What was the need for such an intricate route?

Each word sounded like an unfinished riddle, filled with worry, curiosity, and a hint of fear of the unknown. I glanced at the coachman, who stood there, absorbed in a map that seemed to have come out of an old ballad. Who was this man? What secrets did he hide? And why couldn't my father just explain everything at once? What was the reason for so much mystery?

I took one last look at the outskirts of Grammaria, trying to fix the image in my memory. I took a deep breath, got into the carriage, and closed the door. The situation was becoming real. The interior was surprisingly comfortable, exuding the scent of lavender mixed with incense. I felt like a heroine from a fairy tale, but in a much more modern version.

As we walked, my mind raced. What else was my father hiding? Why this circuitous route? Was this a test, or was I about to discover something that would change the course of my life?

Overcome by a mixture of fear and anticipation, I looked out the window, watching the landscape pass by like a prologue where I was the protagonist and the story was just beginning. I felt butterflies in my stomach mixed with uncontrollable excitement.

My father's words echoed in my mind: "Be cunning, but fear not." I took a deep breath, trying to remain calm despite the unanswered questions.
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