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Prologue

Before Persia conquered the peoples that allowed it to become one of the largest empires in history, the region it dominated was occupied by various kingdoms, many of which allied themselves to protect themselves from enemy attacks. One of these kingdoms was called Sarmad, where King Nizan ruled with the principles of dignity, character, and human respect. He was good to his people, and everyone truly adored him for his generosity and kindness.

Not far from there was also the kingdom of Kansbar, where the local king also exercised his power with the same principles of dignity and human respect. These were times when most people believed that the universe was ruled by gods and not just one, as we believe today. These peoples worshipped myths (mythology) different from the Greeks and Romans that we came to know later, but their habits and goals in life, as well as their psychological torments, were not very different from those we have today.

There, too, many lived under the desire for power, character flaws, jealousy, hatred, anger, envy, fear, and the glories and misfortunes of passion, building up debts and more debts of love that life does not fail to collect from everyone one day, later or in a future life. 

It is at this time and in this place, precisely in the kingdom of Sarmad, that our story begins...


Part One

From love, children are born...

I

A strong storm was raging over the city of Sarmad, built over time on a plain where the Sun and Moon seemed to shine their light like nowhere else on the planet.

The queen stood in front of one of the huge windows of the beautiful palace where she lived with the king. Her eyes were turned to the sky, examining the storm, when a slight and unexpected noise made her turn around and see the figure of her husband standing under the arched doorway.

"My queen, is everything all right?"

She tried to smile before replying:

"I woke up to the thunder and lightning and couldn't get back to sleep. I decided to come here to watch the storm. It's something I've always enjoyed since I was a girl."

"What a unique taste!"

"Do you think so? It's just that it somehow makes me feel more alive."

Her husband hugged his wife from behind and whispered:

"I thought I was the one who made you feel more alive."

She turned to him and kissed him.

“You too, my dear.

Looking down at her pregnant belly, the king caressed it and asked:


"And how is our big baby doing?


“Kicking for the first time.

"Really?!"

Her husband crouched down and put his right ear close to his wife's belly button.

"It's crazy, isn't it?" he said. "To know that we came from here. That we were born from our mother's belly."

“It's a miracle of nature, Nizan.

“Without a doubt. Life itself is a miracle of nature.

"There's just one thing I don't understand, my king. Why are some people born good and others bad?"

"It must be because life is made up of opposites. Man and woman, light and darkness, joy and sadness, health and sickness, love and indifference..."

"I think the world would be a much better place if everyone were good."

"I agree, but unfortunately that's not how it works, my queen. And often those with good hearts have to become evil to protect themselves from the evil ones.

At that moment, the husband felt the baby move in his wife's womb.

"It moved! The baby moved!" he exclaimed happily.

"Didn't I tell you he was kicking?"

The king stood up, hugged his wife, and kissed her.

"How wonderful!" he exclaimed again, full of joy. "I can hardly believe that soon the heir to the throne will be among us."

"Do you really believe it will be a boy?"

“It's just that a king always expects an heir, my queen, you understand?

“Yes, I know...

“But if it's a girl, she will also be extremely welcome. But my intuition tells me it will be a boy, I don't know why I'm so sure.

“If it's a boy, what name shall we give him?

“How about Harian? It's a name I've always liked very much.

“Whatever you choose will be fine with me, my dear.

The storm shook the room once again with its thunder and lightning. This time, however, King Nizan and Queen Yazda, wrapped in a passionate kiss, did not notice. Soon they were lying under the bed again, asleep, traveling in another dimension.

II

Weeks later, the queen went into labor on a day when a strong and frightening storm also fell from the skies, flooding several regions of the kingdom, destroying houses and more houses with its force, and leaving many homeless.

When the king saw the midwife leaving the room, red-faced and sweating profusely, he immediately wanted to know:

"Hetty, what happened? Where are you going in such a hurry?"

"I'll be right back, Your Majesty. I'll be right back!" replied the woman very strangely.

Nizan, dissatisfied with the answer, grabbed the midwife by the arm and, looking deep into her eyes, asked, almost shouting:

"What's the problem, Hetty?! Tell me, come on! I order you!"

"The baby," stammered the woman, even more tense than she already was, "is breech, my king!"

"Turned around?! What does that mean?"

"Let go of me, Your Majesty, please. If you want your child to be born, let me take the necessary measures."

Common sense, though stifled by despair, made Nizan grant the poor woman's request. Once free, she ran to fetch a kind of forceps used at the time.

"What is that?" asked the king, seeing the instrument in the midwife's hand.

"I will have to use this to remove the child from inside your wife.

"You'll kill her with that."

"No, Your Majesty. Let me try."

Another bolt of lightning lit up the room, followed by another clap of thunder, frightening everyone, especially Nizan, who ended up accepting the midwife's suggestion, seeing no other choice.

"Go and do your best!" he ordered in desperation. "But don't let anything happen to my wife and baby."

The midwife rushed over. She knew she could hurt the queen's vagina by using the instrument, but it was the only way to save the child. No sooner said than done, minutes later, the baby left its mother's womb into the light of life.

"It's a boy!" she announced, just before cutting the child's umbilical cord. "A strong and healthy boy! Tell the king!"

One of the ladies-in-waiting ran to him.

"Your Majesty!" she exclaimed, euphoric.

"Speak, woman!"

"He's born! The child is born! And it's a boy! A strong and healthy boy!"

Smiles and excitement overwhelmed the father, just as another clap of thunder shook the heavens, rattling everything, and a deafening flash of lightning startled everyone.

"Damn storm," Nizan said angrily. "If it doesn't stop, it will destroy the entire kingdom."

Turning to the nurse, the king asked:

"Can I see my son now?"

"I believe so, Your Majesty."

"And what about the queen? How is she?"

"She is recovering, my king."

"Take good care of her, please make sure nothing happens to her!"

Minutes later, smiling and crying with emotion at the same time, Nizan took his son in his arms.

“He is indeed a strong and healthy boy. Praise the gods!

After admiring the child for a few minutes, he wanted to know:

“What about the queen?

The midwife loosened her sweat-soaked collar and replied quickly:

"She is fine, Your Majesty, recovering. She suffered greatly to have the child. I have never seen a mother suffer so much. But she will be fine. In a few days she will be healthy again."

"I hope so."

The father returned to admiring his son in his arms, and when he noticed that the midwife seemed eager to tell him something, he gave her a chance to speak:

"What is it?"

The woman, somewhat embarrassed, explained:

"With medical help, in the future, we will have to perform a minor surgery on the queen..."

"Surgery? Why? What happened?"

"The instrument used to deliver the baby, no matter how careful I was, injured her vagina... The torn part will need to be stitched up. I'm very sorry, Your Majesty."

“Do whatever needs to be done so that the queen can be as she was before.

"It will be done, Your Majesty."

Without further ado, the midwife asked permission to leave the room.

III

An hour later, Nizan finally found himself before his wife, who had just awakened from the sleep induced by the herbs she had taken to recover from childbirth. The king was visibly eager to speak to her:

"How are you feeling, my queen?"

"Oh, my dear... I suffered so much. It was so painful. But it was worth all the sacrifice, the heir to the throne was born for the glory of all, wasn't it?"

"Yes, my dear. The heir to the throne is born. The prince..."

"Oh..." she groaned.

"What is it?"

“A sharp pain.

“I'll call the doctor.

She sighed and replied:

"It's gone now."

“Calm down.

Their eyes locked tenderly until she looked away toward the window and commented with displeasure:

“The weather...

"Yes... What about the weather, Yazda?"

“It's still cloudy... Pouring down all this rain. It looks like it's never going to stop.

“No storm lasts forever, my dear.

"You're right... Not even the storms of the soul!

He sat down beside her and kissed her forehead, lingering.

"I feel more at ease seeing you recover, Yazda. I feared that..."

“If I had died giving birth to the heir to the throne of Sarmad, it would have been a worthy death, my king.

"It would have been too high a price for me to pay to leave my successor. I think I would even rebel against the gods. I love you very much, Yazda, you know that. I couldn't bear to live without you."

Another flash of lightning. Another clap of thunder.

"And this storm that won't pass..." complained the queen, glancing sideways at the window again. "It looks like the heavens are going to fall..."

"Relax, my love, soon the weather will settle down as it always has."

And after giving her another kiss, the king asked his wife's permission to go and celebrate the birth of his son with his subjects at a grand banquet. Toasts and toasts were made, and wishes for success and a good life were offered to the newborn.

IV

It was when Nizan was returning to the palace bedrooms that he overheard one of the maids who had attended the birth of his newborn son commenting to her colleagues:

"The birth was pure despair. The queen, poor thing, was in agony, struggling desperately to give birth to the child, but she... she didn't seem to want to.

"She? Who is she?" asked one of the maids.

"The child, the baby."

"Come on, Sadira, since when does a child have the awareness for that? Don't talk nonsense."

"Yes, I do. Everyone who was there, assisting with the birth, had the same impression that the child didn't want to be born."

“I've never heard such nonsense, Sadira.

"Ask the midwife and her assistants, we all think the same thing. If they don't confirm what I say, it's because they don't have the courage."

Nizan sighed, tense. For a minute, he wished he hadn't heard what he heard. In any case, it seemed to him to be the absolute truth. But it couldn't be, the boy didn't have the power to decide whether he would be born or not. As far as he knew, no one had that power.

As he resumed his steps, Nizan felt the desire, or rather the need, to see his son again. So he made his way to his room, where he was assisted by dedicated and experienced nannies with newborns. The child slept peacefully as he approached his crib, looking tenderly in his direction.

Admiring his son, Nizan remembered what he had heard a little while ago. If that were really true, why would the child not want to be born? No, that definitely didn't make sense. As one of the nannies had said, "I've never heard such nonsense!"

It was only when Nizan was about to fall asleep that something occurred to him regarding all the difficulties surrounding little Harian's birth. It wasn't the child who had created difficulties for his birth, it was the gods, who were trying to prevent a poor child from coming into the world, but that hypothesis didn't make any sense either, why would they want to do that to an innocent child?

No sooner had he asked himself this question than the answer came to him like a bolt of lightning: to prevent evil, future evil!

The King trembled like the heavens that continued to pour down what seemed like endless rain.

"This is madness..." he muttered to himself with displeasure. "Nonsense!"

And suddenly he felt like laughing hysterically at what he considered to be nothing more than delirium. Something caused by the endless toasts he made with his subjects in honor of the birth of little Harian, the heir to the throne of the kingdom of Sarmad.

Outside, the thunder continued to rumble and the lightning lit up the skies ominously.

V

In the days that followed, little Harian became seriously ill, and none of the doctors, no matter how hard they tried, could diagnose his illness. Even with all the priests praying for his recovery, for the gods to protect him from all evil, the little boy seemed closer and closer to death.

It was when the boy was literally turning purple that the king took him in his arms and ran to the sacred temple inside the palace in search of the priests.

"Quick, please!" he shouted as soon as he arrived. "Bless my son! He is dying! I don't want him to die without receiving a blessing at this time."

The priests immediately took the necessary measures, and one of those present swears that it was the father's tears, falling on the little one's face as he bent over the child, that awakened him, bringing him back to life and averting death.

There, where the father's tears touched the boy's face, a small mark remained forever, as a sign of the power of a father's love for his son. Or something else that only became apparent many years later.

VI

A year later, on a beautiful day with a deep blue sky, the queen gave birth to Yasmine, the couple's daughter, through a peaceful delivery in which the mother felt no pain beyond what was bearable.

"A girl," murmured the king, savoring each syllable. "What a blessing... Our daughter will also make us very happy, Yazda, my queen."

"Yes, my king! That is why children are born, to bring joy to their parents' lives... What meaning would their conception and birth have if not for this purpose?"

"Yasmine..." murmured Nizan with great satisfaction. "It's a name as beautiful as she is."

"Yes! A beautiful name for a beautiful girl. With a beautiful soul!"

And the sky remained beautifully blue to everyone's delight for many days.

VII

Seven years had passed since the last reports. Harian was now 8 years old and Yasmine was 7. They were two children who looked very similar, as if they were identical twins.

While Nizan brilliantly performed his duties as king, Yazda devoted herself to her children, seeking to teach them good manners, respect, and dignity. Harian could not stand being under his mother's care for long. As soon as he could, he would escape to the back of the palace, a lush green place with beautiful palm trees, where he would entertain himself by hunting squirrels or playing other pranks.

Yazda often watched him from afar, through her daughter's bedroom window, while the girl played with her dolls. That's how she saw the day Harian persuaded a squirrel to eat a piece of bread, and when the little animal finally approached, he grabbed it as fast as lightning and twisted its neck as if it were a chicken's.

Yazda put her hands over her mouth to stifle a scream of horror and quickly asked the nanny to stay with her daughter. She then ran wildly down the hallway and down the grand staircase that led to where her son was. She grabbed him firmly by the shoulders and asked:

"Why did you kill the little animal, Harian?"

The boy, frightened by his mother's sudden arrival, seemed unlikely to ever give her an answer. Yazda shook the child and insisted on the question:

"Why did you kill the little animal, Harian? Tell me, come on!"

The boy finally complied with her request, saying melodramatically:

"Because it tried to bite me, Mom."

The child's answer made Yazda even more frightened than she had been a moment ago.

"It was going to bite me, Mom..." the boy repeated in a tearful voice.

She hadn't expected that answer, and suddenly burst into agonizing tears and wrapped her arms around the child.

"I'm sorry, son. I'm sorry for thinking badly of you."

Yazda blamed herself for the rest of the day for misjudging her beloved son. Of course he had only done it to defend himself. Never for pleasure. What was she thinking, to think that of an innocent child?

VIII

When her husband found her in the bedroom that night, surprised by her despondency, he asked her:

"You don't seem well tonight, Yazda, what's wrong?"

"You really know me very well, Nizan," she replied, turning her tearful eyes to him.

"What's bothering you? Tell me, open up to me."

"I misjudged our son this afternoon."

"Harian?"

"Yes."

And she told her husband what had happened that day.

“Harian did the right thing, Yazda “argued Nizan, after hearing her story. “It's good that he learns to defend himself from an early age. This world is full of evil, the sooner he learns to protect himself, the better!

He hugged his wife and whispered in her ear.

“Now, please calm down.

So Yazda relaxed.

Other strange events continued to occur inside and outside the palace, events that were not brought to the attention of the king and queen.

IX

When he turned 10, Harian was becoming increasingly aware of the obligations of a prince/king.

"You mean, Dad, that a king is more than anything and more than everyone else?" asked the boy to his father, who was always willing to teach him everything properly.

"Yes, son. You were chosen by the gods to replace me, and if you are gone, it is because they are very proud of you."

"Proud?"

"Yes! They consider you special, Harian."

"Special..."

"Yes, Harian. Special. A divine being!"

“You mean the other children aren't as special as I am, right? If they were, they would have been chosen by the gods, wouldn't they?

“Yes, Harian. On the other hand, being chosen by the gods, born to become a king, as you were, is something that comes with extreme responsibility. For the kingdom to which you belong will be entirely in your hands, and you must defend it with common sense and justice. In return, you will have a wealthy life in this wonderful palace, with everyone serving you, with everyone respecting you.

Harian reflected for a moment and asked:

"And Yasmine, will she have the same responsibilities as me?"

"No, son.

"But she will have the same privileges as me, won't she?"

"As your sister, yes, certainly. Not all of them, but most of them."

"I see..."

From then on, Harian began to pay more attention to his father's behavior as king in front of everyone and everything around him. His father could do anything, everyone bowed down before him, everyone respected his orders, everyone seemed to worship him as one of the gods. And he would be his replacement, receiving the same glory and pampering when he took the throne. And he could also boss everyone around, just like his father did. In fact, he could already boss around everyone who pampered and doted on him constantly, even though he was just a child prince.

During his lessons with his tutor, Harian learned:

"Nothing is more important than being king in this world, Harian. Only the great will be respected and remembered. Being born a prince and becoming king is a rarity in the world we live in, so the prince, the future king, must honor the destiny that the gods have granted him."

Harian's eyes moved more and more, impressed by the power that was in his hands.

"If my father and I were chosen by the gods, that means we have the power to move heaven and earth like the gods do, right?"

"No, Harian, the power of a king does not go that far."

"How come?"

"A king is a demigod. He will only have great power when he joins the gods in the afterlife."

Disappointment was visible in the child's eyes, who after a brief reflection said:

“If I was chosen by the gods, then I also have the power to move heaven and earth. The kings who have existed may not have known this because they never thought about it. But I think a king is much more powerful than he thinks he is, and I'm going to prove it to everyone.

And since then, Harian has wanted to summon storms, especially when he learned that his birth was surrounded by several for many days. To everyone's surprise and amazement, the boy began to succeed in his invocations and soon earned the nickname Prince of Storms.

XI

While Harian learned with great interest about the powers he would have when he became king, something very strange began to happen to the caged birds scattered throughout the palace. Day after day, many were found dead, and no one knew what was behind their sudden deaths.

It was hypothesized that they were succumbing to some kind of plague, and it was feared that the plague would reach the palace residents and spread throughout the kingdom. But it was Yazda who discovered the cause of death of the birds, and she wished she had never found out.

One night, having trouble sleeping, she left her chambers to take a walk and relax. That was when she saw her son leaving his room and followed him in the dead of night. Under the intense moonlight of dawn, she could see him reaching one of the bird cages and strangling one of them, without mercy or pity, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Yazda felt a chill in her heart when she noticed the ease and coldness with which the boy had done this. She closed her eyes in the hope of erasing what she had seen, but it was in vain. The scene remained there, etched and throbbing in her memory.

She had always suspected that her son was behind the death of the birds, but as a mother, she chose to ignore what her intuition was telling her. It was sad, very sad to discover that the boy she loved so much took pleasure in killing. She needed to talk to him about it as soon as possible. She would do it the next day, without fail.

She was returning to her room when she remembered the boy killing the squirrel. Only now did she realize that he had lied, with the most brazen face in the world, to cover up his act. He had indeed killed the little animal, and what was most frightening was his smooth talk to hide what he had done to the little creature. The discovery left her shaken and appalled, to the point that she had to stop, lean against the wall, and take a deep breath.

She knew that a man often had to be ruthless to defend himself from the evil of others, to protect his reign from enemies, but Harian was a child. He didn't do it for protection, but for pleasure, the pleasure of doing evil, and that was what frightened her so much.

"What's wrong, my queen?" asked Dedi, the lady-in-waiting with whom Yazda had the closest relationship.

"Nothing, Dedi."

"Something is troubling you, I can feel it... What is it?"

"It's Harian."

"The young prince, what about him, Your Majesty?"

"It's something he did, for the second time, that has me worried."

“Whatever it is, it was certainly just a boyish thing, my queen. Don't worry about it.

“My mother always said that a mother knows her child better than he knows himself. Her mother told her the same thing. I think it's something that has been passed down from generation to generation, and well, I know I'm right when I say that Harian has a killer instinct.

"Your Majesty, don't say that!"

"Yes, I will, Dedi. I saw him first, luring a squirrel and then wringing its neck. Then it was the birds, and when I question him about it, he plays the victim.

"You mean the young prince is behind the sudden and strange deaths of the birds?

"Yes, Dedi! And I ask you: why would a child wring the birds' necks in the dead of night and pretend it wasn't him?"

The woman didn't know how to respond.

"It's hard for a mother to realize that her son has a killer instinct, but I have to be honest, at least with myself.

"Harian is still too young to reveal his true personality, Your Majesty. With time, he will learn to be and have more responsibility for everything."

"Yes, perhaps you're right. It's rash of me to worry about him at this age. What judgment can a child have, right?"

XII

In the days that followed, Yazda tried to erase from her memory what she had seen her son do, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't. One afternoon, she locked herself in the palace prayer room and began to pray:

"How can this be?" she asked the gods. "A child with a killer instinct born from my womb? Tell me, what have I done to deserve such grief? What must I do to change this child's nature, to make him a person of honor? It is very important that this happen, after all, he will be the new king."

Yazda was so focused on her request that she did not notice her son's arrival. Only when she turned to leave did she see the boy staring at her with his bright, lively eyes.

"Harian!" exclaimed Yazda, shivering all over. "You scared me!"

The boy remained silent.

"How long have you been standing there watching me? Who let you in here? Never mind. Come here, my son. I really want to talk to you."

As soon as the boy approached, she turned him toward the altar and asked:

"Promise the gods that you will be a good boy."

Seeing that the boy remained silent, his mother insisted:

"Promise me!"

Seeing that the child seemed deaf to her command, Yazda began to shake him, shouting:

"Promise, Harian! Promise!"

Faced with the queen's hysterical screams, a maid rushed into the temple. Seeing her, Yazda was stern:

"Don't interfere, Dedi. Leave me alone with my son!"

But the queen's screams were also heard by the king, who immediately rushed over and, seeing his wife beside herself, shaking their son, came to her aid, freeing the boy from her hands and comforting him in his arms.

"Calm down, my boy. Everything is fine. Your mother just got a little nervous, that's all. Don't worry. Nothing bad will happen to you. I'll take care of you from now on, Harian. I am your father, the father who loves you so much."

While Yazda broke down in convulsive tears, Nizan took little Harian out of the sanctuary and only later questioned his wife about what had happened.

"What's wrong with you, Yazda? I've never seen you so out of control before. Are you losing your mind, by any chance?"

She wanted so badly to answer, but she couldn't.

"Don't disappoint me, Yazda," Nizan continued seriously. "Please don't disappoint me. If I catch you doing what you just did to our son again, I don't know what I'll be capable of. Everything I do, I do in the name of our kingdom, to protect it, because Harian, as you well know, is the one who will rule it once the gods take me to them.

He was already leaving the room when she finally tried to explain herself:

"Nizan, wait."

He stopped in his tracks and turned to her, studying her face intently. It took her almost a minute before she could say:

"I acted the way I did with Harian because, well, I saw him doing something that made me very concerned."

"What?"

"Something vile."

"Come now, my wife, Harian is just a boy. He is not aware of what he is doing. No child is. That is why they need tutors, so they can learn right from wrong throughout their lives."

"But..." Yazda fell silent, realizing that there was no point in telling him what she had seen her son doing, because he would consider the boy's actions normal.

And with that, Nizan left the room, stomping his feet and breathing heavily. Since then, the couple's relationship has been strained, and Yazda blamed herself for acting that way.  

XIII

Days later, after Yazda played with her daughter on her favorite terrace in the palace, the girl was taken to bathe, accompanied by a retinue of maids. It was then that Harian appeared quietly on the scene, catching his mother off guard again.

"Harian!" she cried, startled.

The boy looked closely at her face and said, studying her eyes intently:

"You don't like me, do you?"

The question left Yazda speechless, while Harian seemed to have a lot to say.

"I know why," he continued, sounding like an adult. "It's because you like Yasmine more than me, isn't it?"

Yazda finally defended herself:

"No, Harian, you're wrong."

"It's true, I know it!"

"It's not true. No, really!" Yazda got angry again.

"It's because I made you suffer when I was born, isn't it?"

"Who told you that?"

“It doesn't matter! That's why you prefer Yasmine to me, isn't it?

“No, Harian, not at all! I just want you to be a good boy.

"Promise me you will be!"

“A good boy? Okay, if that's what you want...

“It's not me who wants it, Harian. It's the gods.

“Okay, I promise!

“Be a good... “his mother helped him.

“Boy, he added, without taking his eyes off her for a second.

Yazda crouched down in front of her son and said tenderly:

"You make me very proud, Harian. Very proud indeed!"

She hugged him tightly and whispered in his ear:

"You're quite a boy."

She didn't see it; she couldn't see the diabolical expression that appeared on the boy's face. It was as if a flame had been lit deep in his eyes, reflecting a soul on fire.

Minutes later, Yazda vented to Dedi:

"Dedi, tell me honestly. Do you think I treat Yasmine better than I treat Harian? If I do, I do it unintentionally. I don't realize it. At least until today, I never realized it. Is it really possible for a mother to favor one child over another?"

"No, my queen. I don't think so..."

"Harian believes so. Could it be that I'm paying more attention to my daughter than to him after...

“After...

Yazda fell silent. At that moment, she decided never to speak ill of the boy again.

"Nothing, Dedi. I need to go to the bathroom now. Sorry for rushing."

Determined to change the boy with love, patience, and dedication, Yazda began to devote herself more to her son. It was then that something surprising happened between the two of them again. One day, as they walked hand in hand through the gardens surrounding the palace, Harian, as soon as he saw his father, let go of his mother's hand and ran toward him.

The king, upon seeing his son, smiled and opened his arms to welcome him in a tight and affectionate hug. But when Harian approached, the look of terror on his face frightened the king.

"What's wrong, Harian? Has something happened?"

The boy began to cry desperately and clung to his father as if his survival depended on it. His lips and chin trembled, and his eyes looked as if they were about to pop out of their sockets.

"What's wrong, my son? Tell me!" Nizan ordered, raising his voice.

It took only one gesture from the boy for his father to understand the reason for his despair. He pointed to his mother, who was coming toward them.

"Yazda, what have you done to him?" Nizan asked as soon as she approached.

"Did I? I didn't do anything, Nizan. What are you talking about?"

"Then how do you explain this child's state of despair?!"

"We were walking in the garden when he suddenly let go of my hand and ran toward you."

"Yazda, you did something to him and you don't want to tell me."

"Nizan, are you doubting my word?"

“Yes, I am!

“Do you think a mother would be capable of doing something to hurt her own child?!

“An unstable mother, yes! And you've been acting a little strange around Harian lately. I'm starting to think that...

“Don't offend me, Nizan. Please!

“I don't want to see you alone with the boy anymore. I'm doing this for his sake and for your own sake.

“Nizan...

But her husband didn't listen to her. He walked away, taking the boy with him, leaving Yazda perplexed once again by what her son had just done. Only then did she realize that the boy had been turning her husband against her for some time. Nizan's love for her was no longer the same; it was fading as the boy grew up.

Only now did she realize that it was not she who hated Harian, but he who hated her, apparently for no reason at all. Faced with this realization, she shuddered from head to toe.

Since then, the couple's relationship had deteriorated even further in the months that followed. And when Yazda looked at Harian, she wondered if what she saw in his eyes was real or just her imagination. The boy seemed to look at her with pleasure at seeing her suffer, as she had been suffering because of her husband's contempt. She still could hardly believe that a son was capable of such cruelty to a mother, the one who had carried him in her blessed womb and given birth to him.

XIV

Since Harian was already behaving like an adult at the age of 11, Nizan decided to take him along on one of his trips to other eastern kingdoms. Harian was tremendously excited, after all, he had never left the palace, nor the kingdom; the trip would be a great adventure for him, which it indeed was.

It was on this trip that Nizan met Eleazar, the most famous and respected seer of the time. With great pride, the king introduced his son to the man.

"Oh, great Eleazar, this is my son Harian, the heir to the throne of Sarmad."

"It is a pleasure to meet you, young prince," exclaimed Eleazar, bowing to him. And it was when the seer touched the boy's shoulders that he had a sudden bad feeling. The smile disappeared from his face and, seeing his reaction, Nizan frowned and asked:

"What's wrong? Some bad feeling?"

The man tried to hide it, saying with a forced smile:

"The boy's personality is very strong... Extremely strong, I would say."

"Yes, yes," replied Nizan, smiling, proud of the boy. "Harian really does have a remarkable personality. Something I am very proud of. He's like a man in a child's body."

"Or a wolf in sheep's clothing," added Eleazar, and, realizing he had been rude, he quickly apologized: "Forgive me for the comparison. It was not very elegant of me."

Nizan nodded, and Eleazar turned his attention back to the young prince, taking his shoulders in his two strong hands, closing his large eyes, and letting himself be carried away by the gift of clairvoyance.

"The young man does indeed have a very strong personality and is capable of anything for power," he said almost two minutes later. "However..."

Nizan sat up straight at the word:

"Just say it, Eleazar, whatever it is. Don't keep me in suspense, please!"

The man with the tenor voice cleared his throat and finally spoke without embellishment:

"He will be subjugated by a woman."

Both Nizan's and Harian's eyes widened in astonishment.

"A woman?! Are you sure?"

The seer nodded yes.

"Who will she be, Eleazar?"

Again, after clearing his throat, the man replied in his booming voice:

"Only time will tell."

His tone frightened the king, who immediately placed his right hand on his son's shoulder, as if to protect him from that sad and unexpected prediction.

Only when father and son were alone did Harian ask:

"What is destiny, Father?"

"Destiny, my son, is what the gods have planned for us even before we are born."

"How so? Explain yourself better."

"You are still too young to understand, my dear Harian."

"No, I'm not, Dad. That's what you think."

“You always speak like an adult, Harian.

“Tell me, Dad. What is destiny?

“It's the course a person's life will take according to their actions. It is believed, then, that only the gods can intervene in this outcome, which is why we pray and make offerings to them.

The boy looked understanding.

"This Eleazar guy, Dad..."

“Yes, Harian, what about him?

“You said he's a seer, right?

“That's right. A very respected one, in fact. Called upon by many peoples to make use of his gift.

"As I understand it, a seer is someone who can predict people's futures, right?"

“Yes, Harian.

“How is that possible?

“It's a gift. The gods bless some with this gift, and Eleazar was one of them. There are others, for sure, but none as famous as Eleazar.

“I see.

The boy became thoughtful once again.

“And do seers never make mistakes? I mean, do they ever make wrong predictions?

“Some do. Eleazar doesn't, which is why he's considered the best; everything he predicts always comes true.

“At least until now, the boy observed thoughtfully.

“Yes, at least. Why are you so interested in this, Harian?

"Because he predicted that I will be subjugated by a woman in the future, isn't that right?"

Nizan was surprised once again by his son. He never thought he would give any importance to that, nor did he register in his memory a word that did not belong to his usual vocabulary.

"Yes, he said that... But don't worry about it now, Harian. The gods will protect you from all evil, for they will make you a king."

That night, as soon as his father fell asleep, Harian left the tent very carefully so as not to wake Nizan and ran like a frightened hare to the place where Eleazar was staying. His unexpected arrival did not surprise the seer; it was as if he had been waiting for him.

"Harian..." murmured the man in his tenor voice.

The boy, giving him a look of disdain, spoke with mockery and petulance:

"You've always been accurate in your predictions, haven't you?"

Eleazar nodded, amazed at the boy's audacity.

"Well, you predicted that I would be subjugated by a woman, right?"

Eleazar again agreed with a slight nod of his head.

"Well, that won't happen to me!"

"No?!" Eleazar's tone also sounded ironic.

"No!" affirmed the prince with impressive certainty.

The man laughed and said:

"No one can change destiny, my good man."

Harian lifted his chin, puffed out his chest, and replied:

"I will."

The seer laughed again, and Harian continued to challenge him:

"Laugh now, cry later when I prove to everyone that the great Eleazar was sorely mistaken in one of his predictions. And know that everyone will know, because I will make sure everyone knows. And I will be known not only as the one who changed destiny, but also as the one who defeated the great Eleazar."

The man then became serious.

"Don't play with destiny, my good Harian."

The boy defied the seer even more:

"I'm not playing, I'm going to defeat him!

"Destiny belongs to the gods, Harian. Do not provoke the wrath of the gods."

A sly smile escaped the corner of the boy's lips.

"I do not fear the gods because I will be a king, and a king is a god incarnate."

"Be careful, Prince Harian. An earthly god can never compare to a god of the heavens."

"You will never forget me. Neither you nor anyone else!"

And again Eleazar felt a chill at the sight of the future. A kingdom plunged into darkness, a suffering people, oppressed and humiliated. He felt the urge to warn the King, but he could turn against him. Like any father, he would be capable of defending his son to the bitter end. So Eleazar decided to warn the young prince:

"But you can change your destiny, Harian. That is what predictions are for, to warn us and change the future. Become good, follow the example of your father, who is a just king, loved and cherished by his people, and you will have a future as bright as his."

"I will be what I have to be because nothing can stop me."

"Listen to my advice, young prince. Listen to it while there is still time!"

“For I will continue to be who I am and I will still defeat you, fate, and everyone else who opposes me. You will see! What I want most is for you to stay alive to witness my victory.

And Eleazar didn't know what else to say. He only wished that the King could see the true spirit of the young prince, beyond the forged appearance of innocence and fragility that he tried so hard to portray. Perhaps then he could save his kingdom from a dark and oppressive future. And again he remembered the woman who would subjugate Harian in the future and wanted very much to know who she was, something he unfortunately could not achieve with his gift. But whoever she was, she must exist, so that she could save a people from the clutches of an inconsequential and evil leader, as he predicted Harian would be. 

XV

Amid storms, earthquakes, and hurricanes, time took its course... During this period, Harian intensified his relationship with his sister, always being kind to her and showing great interest in everything she did.

He even changed his behavior towards his mother, to the point of making her believe that everything she had thought and worried about him was nothing more than the mischief of a foolish child.

During this period, Harian also made friends, played, and showed great joy at always being surrounded by boys his age. He was loved by the whole kingdom; there was nowhere he went that he was not acclaimed and revered. Everyone placed the future of the kingdom in his hands. After all, one day he would replace his father and would certainly reign with the same elegance and character as Nizan.

Thus, Harian reached the age of fifteen and Yasmine fourteen.

One spring afternoon, Nizan gave his daughter her first adult dress—a scarlet tunic made of the finest Egyptian linen, fastened at the shoulders with brooches, and a transparent violet stole.

"Few can wear these colors together, my dear," he said proudly. "So feel honored by the combination."

Delighted with her luck, Yasmine ran out of the room. She wanted more than anything to show people that she was now an adult. Wherever she went, everyone turned to her, smiling, waving, and showering her with compliments.

Now she was a woman, a real woman, and she felt wonderful to be admired by young men, from the most handsome to the ugliest. Tears of pride and satisfaction came to her eyes.

When Harian saw her dressed like that and overflowing with happiness, his silky eyebrows knitted together.

"Do you like it, Harian?" she asked him, twirling from side to side.

He, showing his bright teeth, replied with feigned joy:

"Yasmine, you look very beautiful. Beautiful and elegant."

"Thank you."

She gave him an affectionate kiss on the cheek, leaving him all red, and as soon as she was gone, Harian thought of Eleazar again.

"The young man really does have a very strong personality and is capable of anything for power. However, he will be subjugated by a woman. Who will she be? Only time will tell."

Emerging from his thoughts, the prince, blushing, said to himself:

"A woman... A woman like Yasmine is becoming. She must be the one the seer spoke of, and that's why I have to deal with her as soon as possible. Not only to protect myself, but also to defeat fate and the seer at the same time."

XVI

A few days later, Harian invited his sister for a walk through the beautiful green fields near the palace. In front of the lake, where no one could see them, the young prince took off his clothes and jumped into the water. Lying there, under Yasmine's enchanting gaze, he said:

"The water is delicious, cold as can be. Come on!"

"I can't swim, Harian."

"I know, silly. That's why I'm offering to help you. Besides, if you don't take a chance, you'll never learn."

"That's true," thought the young princess.


"Stop messing around and jump in, come on!" ordered the young man, looking very enthusiastic.


"I don't know if I should. Mom might not like it."

“Yasmine, how fearful you are... How embarrassing, the sister of the future king being such a coward. Don't embarrass me, jump into the water and let me guide you.

“All right.

The girl undressed, pinched her nose, and jumped.

Splash!

As soon as she submerged, she exclaimed:

“You lied, Harian! The water is boiling hot.

“It could only be that, silly girl, under a strong sun like this...

"You shouldn't have lied."

"If I hadn't lied, you wouldn't have jumped in."

The girl found herself forced to agree with her brother again.

"Now come, further into the water," suggested the teenager, stretching his right hand toward her.

“I'm scared.

“How many times do I have to tell you that I'll catch you in my arms if I need to?

“All right...

"Come on."

"Give me your hand."

She stretched out her hand, but no matter how hard she tried to reach it, she couldn't. It seemed to be moving away.

“You're moving away from me, you annoying guy.

A sly smile spread across the young man's face. A smile that frightened her considerably.

“You know what, my dear sister? “he said next.

"It wasn't just one lie I told you..."

He laughed sinisterly and suddenly submerged himself in the water.

Yasmine immediately panicked.

"Harian, don't play with me! Where are you?! Come back here! Please!"

Despair began to overwhelm the girl. Soon she was thrashing about in the water like someone about to drown. At one point, she thought she felt the bottom of the river, and when she tried to touch it, she sank to her utter despair. It was the pressure of the water that brought her back to the surface. From flailing her arms so much, she began to swallow water, filling her lungs. Three summers earlier, a broken ankle had prevented her from learning to swim with the other children. At that moment, she cursed her luck.

Stroking frantically, sometimes floating to the surface, sometimes sinking again, Yasmine struggled wildly, looking for something to hold on to so she could float, but there was nothing but water and more water. Terror gripped her as she struggled to hold her breath. She rose to the surface again, only to swallow more water. Her lungs felt like they were about to explode; she fought the urge to open her mouth. She could no longer hold her breath. She was going to die.

Why, Harian? Why had Harian done this? She gasped and inhaled more water.

"Harian!" she screamed, her voice beginning to fail. "Harian!"

Then she saw her brother, submerging from the water and climbing onto the shore of the lake. Her despair worsened. Even more so when he laughed loudly and sarcastically and waved to her as if saying goodbye. It was the end for Yasmine...

Minutes before what was happening on the shore of the lake, a bad feeling about her daughter caused Yazda to feel a sudden shortness of breath, and even though she was gasping for air, she left her chambers in search of the girl.

"Yasmine!" she called. "Yasmine!"

Seeing her despair, the maids also began to search for the princess.

"Yasmine..." Yazda repeated, tears streaming down her face. "It's too late!"

A sharp pain then invaded her chest.

Meanwhile, in the lake, Yasmine took her last strokes because she had no strength left. It was then that Gilvan, a young peasant who had watched everything from afar, jumped into the lake to save her.

Nizan, who had also seen everything from a distance, wanted to save his daughter too, but he would have drowned with her, since he couldn't swim either.

Gilvan swam to the young woman, held her securely, and asked gently:

“Calm down, princess. I'm here to save you. Trust me.

She continued to struggle as he held her tightly and swam to the riverbank. With great effort, he managed to get her out of the water under the watchful eyes of the king, who watched everything with great attention and emotion. Yasmine gasped and spat water. Now there was only an overwhelming pain in her chest, almost unbearable.
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