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By Sarah Medeley



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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GEORGE AND KWEN-HILDE are drawn into an adventure full of danger and intrigue because of a mysterious symbol. They travel between cities such as London, New York and Berlin, fighting fiercely against all kinds of mysterious forces, just to uncover the secret behind the symbol.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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GEORGE ROBERTSO WALKED alone on the foggy street. His figure looked a little thin in the dim light, but it also exuded an unwavering determination that was difficult for others to perceive. The long, slightly worn trench coat he was wearing had the corners of the garment swinging lightly with his steps, as if it were having a gentle conversation with the silent night. Usually, he is always immersed in the history carried by the ancient buildings of London. To him, the city is like a huge treasure trove, with every brick, every carving, a mysterious code waiting to be deciphered.

At the moment, the ancient church stood quietly by the roadside, like an old man full of vicissitudes, silently watching the changes of the years. The exterior walls of the church were covered with traces of the passing of time. The reliefs that had withstood the test of wind and rain were like silent history books, recording the prosperity and desolation, glory and suffering of medieval London. Every time George passed by here, he couldn't help but stop, as if he were being drawn by an invisible force to discover the stories hidden behind the reliefs.

This time was no exception. Standing in front of the church, he tilted his head slightly and scanned the reliefs with a focused gaze. The figures on the reliefs were a little blurry due to the erosion of the fog, but George was able to use his profound knowledge of history to picture them in their original lifelike appearance in his mind. It was a heroic scene of knights in heavy armour, galloping on horseback to the battlefield; a solemn scene of clergy praying piously, praying for the gods to bless the city; and the trivial daily lives of ordinary people bustling in the streets and alleys, as if they had left shallow imprints on the relief through the long river of time.

However, just as George was immersed in his thoughts about the relief, a slight but slightly hurried sound of footsteps suddenly broke the tranquillity. The sound of footsteps, like drumbeats, struck George's eardrums in the silence of the night, alerting him instantly. He turned his head sharply, but only had time to see a dark figure, like a flash of black lightning, quickly disappearing into the alley next to the church.

George felt a strong sense of curiosity, mixed with a little nervousness. The alleyway usually exuded an air of mystery. It was narrow and deep, with towering walls on either side, as if they were two silent giants squeezing the middle passage even more tightly. The walls were covered with scribbles, some of which were crooked and distorted, like the scribbles of a child, while others seemed to contain some obscure meaning, leaving people puzzled.

‘Who on earth is it? So sneaky,’ George muttered, and in the end, his curiosity overcame his hesitation. He took a deep breath and walked cautiously down the alley. As soon as he stepped into the alley, an old and decaying smell came at him, as if it were the dust accumulated over the years, and it made him cough a few times.

The alley was even darker, almost pitch black. George could only grope his way forward with the faint light from the entrance. The ground beneath his feet was wet, and he didn't know if it was condensation from the fog or something else. With every step, it made a slight ‘pat-pat’ sound, which was especially clear in the silence, as if his footsteps had startled some unknown existence lurking in the darkness.

Suddenly, George felt like he had kicked something hard under his foot, so he quickly crouched down to feel around. His fingers touched something cold and with a unique texture. He picked it up and saw that it was a strangely shaped metal badge. The badge faintly radiated a mysterious luster in the dim light, as if it were a relic from another time and place, left here waiting for someone to discover its secrets.

The badge was engraved with some ancient symbols. Those symbols were crooked but had a unique sense of rhythm, like an ancient language silently telling something. George's heartbeat suddenly quickened. He recognised at a glance that these symbols were inextricably linked to some mysterious records he had seen in the family's ancient books. At that moment, he felt as if he were standing in front of a door leading to an unknown world. If he pushed the door open gently, he would be able to uncover a shocking secret that had been sealed away for a long time.

‘What does it mean?’ George muttered to himself, his eyes betraying a complex mix of excitement and confusion. Just as he was examining the emblem closely, a low laugh suddenly came from behind him. The laughter echoed in the narrow alley, with a creepy eeriness that made George's spine tingle, as if it were coming from the depths of hell.

He turned sharply, but saw nothing. The laughter still lingered in his ears, as if an invisible pair of eyes were staring at him intently in the darkness, watching his every move.

‘Who? Show yourself!’ George shouted, trying to make his voice sound calm, but the slightly trembling endings betrayed his inner tension. However, the only response was the increasingly strange laughter and the sound of breathing in the darkness, which seemed to be there and yet not there at the same time. It was heavy and oppressive, as if some terrible monster was lurking nearby, ready to pounce.

George clenched the badge in his hand, carefully placing it in the pocket of his trench coat, then picked up a broken brick from the ground as a makeshift weapon, vigilantly scanning the area. At this moment, countless thoughts flashed through his mind, from curiosity about the origin of the mysterious badge to fear of the unknown danger in front of him, but more than anything, a determination not to retreat. After all, exploring the truth behind history had always been what he had been pursuing.

Just then, the laughter stopped abruptly, and it was replaced by a sound of hasty footsteps, as if someone was running towards him. George's heart suddenly leapt into his throat, and he subconsciously took a few steps back, his back pressed tightly against the cold wall.

Suddenly, a figure rushed out of the darkness at great speed. George only had time to see that it was a person wearing black tights and a black mask covering his face. Without saying a word, the man pounced on George, seemingly holding a dagger in his hand that gleamed with a cold light. In the weak light, the dagger looked like the scythe of death, exuding a cold and murderous intent.

George quickly moved to the side to avoid it, and the dagger scraped past his trench coat, sending a cold wind blowing that made him shiver involuntarily. He took advantage of the situation and smashed the broken brick in his hand at the man, who reacted extremely quickly and easily avoided it. Then he raised the dagger again and stabbed at George.

The two of them engaged in a fierce fight in this narrow alley. Although George was just a scholar in his daily life, in a critical moment, the instinct to survive made him erupt with unexpected strength. He dodged the other person's attacks while looking for an opportunity to strike back, and kept thinking about how to get away from the mysterious person in front of him.

‘Who are you? Why are you attacking me?’ George shouted, trying to find some clues from the other person's reaction, but the other person still didn't say a word, just mechanically swinging the dagger, the attacks becoming more and more fierce, each move aimed at George's vital parts, as if they would never stop until they achieved their goal.

In the midst of the fierce struggle, George tripped over a stone on the ground. The man saw this and his eyes flashed with a fierce light. He took the opportunity to pounce on George, raised the dagger high and stabbed it towards George's chest. At this critical moment, George rolled to the side with all his strength, and the dagger sank deep into the ground, sending up a cloud of dust.

George took the opportunity to get up and ran towards the end of the alley. He knew that if he continued to struggle here, he would probably meet a bad end. The mysterious man chased after him, and the sound of their footsteps was especially clear in the silent night, as if it were a countdown to a life-and-death chase.

Just as George was about to reach the end of the alley, suddenly, a black car rushed out from the street like a ghost and stopped at the end of the alley. The door opened and a voice shouted, ‘Get in the car!’ George didn't have time to think, and dove into the car. The car then sped off, leaving the mysterious man standing at the end of the alley, looking at the car that had gone, and letting out a furious growl.

George sat in the car, breathing heavily. He turned to look at the person sitting in the driver's seat. It was a young woman with a pretty face, but with an air of competence and coldness.

‘Who are you? Why did you save me?’ George asked, still wary.

The woman looked at him, frowned slightly, and said, “There's no time to explain now. The badge you have on you is very dangerous, and many people are already eyeing it. My name is Kwen Hild, and I've come to help you, but you have to trust me first.” Her voice was crisp and authoritative, and it was impossible not to want to obey her.

George was full of doubts, but at the moment he had no choice but to trust the woman who called herself Kwen Hild for the time being. The car sped through the streets of London, and the scenery outside the window was like a flowing scroll, quickly receding in the distance. George, however, had no interest in admiring it. His mind was full of the mysterious medallion and the thrilling encounter he had just had. He knew that he seemed to have been involved in an event that was far more complicated and dangerous than he had imagined, and it was only the beginning.

Meanwhile, in New York, Beowulf was still immersed in the art exhibition. He stood in front of the painting depicting the streets of an ancient European city, his eyes fixed on the symbol in the corner that was similar to the one on the badge George had picked up. His brow was furrowed, and he was deep in thought.

‘This can't be a coincidence,’ Beowulf whispered to himself, his fingers lightly tracing the frame of the painting, as if he wanted to look through the canvas and touch the truth behind the symbol. People came and went, admiring the other works of art, but no one noticed his unusual behaviour. Only he knew that this small symbol had already stirred up a storm in his heart.

He decided to investigate the origin of the symbol in depth, so he turned towards the exhibition staff and wanted to ask for some detailed information about the painting. But when he got to the staff, he noticed that the other party looked at him with a strange look, a look that seemed to convey a hint of vigilance and fear. Before Beowulf could say anything, the staff hurriedly walked away, leaving him standing there, full of doubts.

‘That's strange, is there something wrong with this painting?’ Beowulf muttered, feeling more and more that there was something strange about this matter, but he was unwilling to give up. Just as he was about to continue looking for other clues, he suddenly felt a pair of eyes staring at him from behind, a gaze that seemed to penetrate his back and make him feel uncomfortable.

Beowulf turned sharply around, but all he saw was a figure in the crowd flashing past, so fast that he almost thought it was his own illusion. But the feeling of being watched grew stronger and stronger, and a sense of unease welled up in his heart. He realised that he might also be in some kind of trouble, and that this trouble was likely related to the mysterious symbol.

He quickened his pace, heading towards the exit of the exhibition, wanting to get out of the place as soon as possible and sort things out in his head. But when he reached the exit, he found that the door had been locked from the outside by someone, and no matter how hard he pulled, the door did not budge.

‘What the hell is going on?’ Beowulf shouted anxiously, his voice echoing in the slightly empty exhibition hall, but no one answered him. Just as he felt helpless, the lights in the exhibition hall suddenly began to flicker, bright and dark, creating an extremely eerie atmosphere.

Beowulf's heartbeat suddenly accelerated. He knew that something bad was about to happen. He looked around, trying to find another exit or a place to hide, but the entire exhibition hall seemed to have turned into a huge maze at the moment, leaving him a little overwhelmed.

Meanwhile, in Berlin, Germany, Kwen Shild was sitting in the seminar break area, holding a cup of coffee in her hands, but her mind was still thinking about the strange ruins and mysterious symbols mentioned at the meeting. She knew that these clues might hide important historical secrets, and as an archaeologist, she felt a responsibility to uncover these mysteries.
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