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To my dear Wife and Sons

You are my support and strength every step of the way

Your priceless love fills me

I love you from the bottom of my heart

Echo of Time 

in the Deep Valley
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Prologue
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In the settlement of "Echo Glen," where stone houses cling resolutely to the towering mountains as if an intrinsic part of them, time moved to its own unique rhythm. It wasn't the rhythm of hours and minutes, but a deeper pulse, a subtle whisper emanating from the "Deep Valley" that enveloped the village like an ancient artery. For thirty-three years, "Echo Glen" guarded a secret no one dared to voice aloud, a secret that flowed with the clear spring waters and intertwined with the roots of the ancient olive trees: the disappearance of Caleb Reynard.

Caleb was just a boy when the valley swallowed him on a desolate night, leaving behind his younger sister, Evelyn, and a painful memory that resurfaced with every strange echo reverberating from the mountains. Evelyn grew up, transforming from a curious young scholar into an anthropologist, yet her passion wasn't limited to studying extinct civilizations. Her true driving force was to unravel the mystery of her brother, that thread that had vanished abruptly from the fabric of time. She ignored the warnings of the local inhabitants, dismissed the ancient tales of a "Nexus Point" that opened every 33 years, and disregarded the watchful eyes that seemed to guard more than just traditions.

Today, the hands of the clock had returned to meet the past. The terrifying memory returned, not as a distant echo, but as a harsh, tangible reality. Children had vanished again. Five children, their traces fading under the same mysterious circumstances, leaving behind a silence that screamed with questions, and a whisper from the valley carrying voices that did not belong to this time. This was not merely a disappearance; it was a call. A call that propelled Evelyn into the heart of a mystery everyone had tried to forget. Would science enable her to decipher the ancient valley's enigmas? And would the truth lead her to her brother, or to an unknown destiny where the lines between present, past, and future intertwine, making her herself an eternal part of the "Deep Valley's" enigma?
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Chapter One
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The Valley's Whisper

"Echo Glen" breathed slowly, as if an ancient being in deep slumber beneath the colossal mountains that surrounded it from every side. The stone houses, clinging steadfastly to the grey rock, appeared as though carved from the very body of the mountain, silent witnesses to centuries of rooted existence. This settlement was not merely a cluster of dwellings; it was a living tapestry of history, every stone narrating a tale, every corner concealing a whisper from the past. And at the heart of this tapestry lay the "Deep Valley," its pulsating artery, extending like a massive fissure in the earth, embracing the settlement like a colossal arm, said to hold secrets older than time itself within its depths.

Dr. Evelyn Reynard, having just crossed the threshold of thirty, stood on the balcony of her weathered home, inherited from her parents, contemplating the familiar scene that had never lost its allure. The sun had just begun to cast its golden threads upon the mountain peaks, illuminating the thin mist that clung to the valley like a white shroud. Yet the beauty of the vista was not enough to dispel the shadow that had weighed heavily on her soul for thirty-three years. That shadow bore the name "Caleb," her younger brother, swallowed by the valley on a desolate night, leaving behind a void that nothing had ever filled.

Evelyn was a brilliant anthropologist, specializing in ancient civilizations and forgotten rituals. Her work had taken her to the farthest reaches of the earth, but her heart remained tethered to "Echo Glen" and its enigmatic valley. She wasn't merely searching for artifacts; she was searching for answers. Every stone she studied, every inscription she analyzed, brought her one step closer to understanding what had happened to Caleb, or so she convinced herself. She had ignored the warnings of the local inhabitants, dismissed the ancient tales of a "Nexus Point" that opened every 33 years, and disregarded the watchful eyes that seemed to guard more than just traditions. To her, these were mere superstitions, local folklore, yet deep down, she knew there was something more to it.

At that very moment, the morning's tranquility shattered. A sharp scream, laced with panic, pierced the still air. Other voices followed, shouting children's names. Blood froze in Evelyn's veins. That sound... that scream... it was agonizingly familiar. The same tone, the same despair she had heard thirty-three years ago. Evelyn ran towards the source of the sound, her heart pounding violently in her chest like a war drum. She had witnessed this scene before, but this time, she was in the eye of the storm.

The residents of "Echo Glen" gathered in the main square, their faces pale, their eyes bearing the same expressions of terror Evelyn remembered from her childhood. There was a mother screaming her son's name, a father searching with desperate eyes, and a grandmother murmuring ancient prayers. Five children. Five children had vanished. Their traces faded under the same mysterious circumstances, leaving behind a silence that screamed with questions, and a whisper from the valley carrying voices that did not belong to this time. This was not merely a disappearance; it was a call. A call that propelled Evelyn into the heart of a mystery everyone had tried to forget.

"This has happened before!" Evelyn cried, her voice trembling, trying to get the attention of Investigator Lucas, who had just arrived at the settlement. Lucas was a man in his late thirties, with sharp features and wary eyes, wearing a dark coat despite the cool morning. He was a newcomer to the area, transferred from a large city, and seemingly unprepared for the peculiarities of "Echo Glen." Investigator Lucas looked at her with a skeptical gaze, "What do you mean?"

"I mean this isn't the first time! Thirty-three years ago, my brother, Caleb, disappeared under the exact same circumstances. And many children before him throughout generations!" Evelyn exclaimed, pointing towards the Deep Valley, which seemed to subtly smile in the morning light.

Investigator Lucas frowned. "Ms. Reynard, I deal with facts. The disappearance of children is a kidnapping case, not an ancient legend." His voice was sharp, reflecting his frustration with what he considered mere superstitions.

"It's not a legend! It's real! This valley... it's not ordinary. Something happens here every thirty-three years!" Evelyn insisted, struggling to control her anger.

At that moment, Mr. Finn, the settlement's elder, approached them. He was an old man, his face etched with deep wrinkles like maps of time, and his eyes held the wisdom of centuries. "Dr. Reynard is right, Investigator Lucas. The Deep Valley... it has a memory of its own. It remembers." His voice was calm, yet it carried a strange weight that made Investigator Lucas look at him for a moment with interest.

"A memory?" Lucas scoffed. "I'm looking for evidence, not fairy tales."

"The evidence exists, Investigator. But it's not always visible to the naked eye." Mr. Finn said, casting a meaningful glance at Evelyn. "The time has come, Evelyn. The cycle has returned."

A shiver ran down Evelyn's spine. "The Cycle." This word resonated in the settlement's legends. The cycle of disappearances, the cycle of strange phenomena. It was no longer just a myth. It had become a terrifying reality.

In the following days, "Echo Glen" transformed into a beehive of activity. The search and rescue team, led by Investigator Lucas, combed the Deep Valley, but to no avail. There were no footprints, no torn clothes, no physical evidence indicating the children's whereabouts. It was as if they had simply vanished into thin air. Evelyn, barred from official participation in the search due to her "unreasonable theories," began her own investigation. She returned to her home, delving into her parents' old archives and her own books on anthropology and forgotten rituals. She was searching for anything, any thread that connected Caleb's disappearance to these new vanishings.

One night, while poring over ancient records of the settlement, she stumbled upon a strange diagram. It depicted the "Deep Valley" differently, with concentric circles and glowing points. Beside the drawing were notes written in her father's hand, speaking of "temporal fluctuations" and "invisible gates" that opened every 33 years. The words were fading with time, but the meaning was clear. Her father, who was an archaeologist like her, had believed in these superstitions. Or perhaps they weren't superstitions at all.

Suddenly, Evelyn felt an intense cold in the room, even though the window was closed. She shivered. Then she heard a whisper. It wasn't a human voice, but rather a distant echo, or perhaps the sound of wind passing through a deep cave. The whisper carried incomprehensible words, yet she felt as though it was speaking directly to her. She looked around, but no one was there. Was she imagining things?

She reached out her hand to the diagram, feeling a slight electric prickle. The lights in the room flickered for a moment, then returned to normal. She looked at the drawing again. Something was different. One of the glowing points her father had drawn was faintly luminous. This glow hadn't been there moments before.

In that moment, Evelyn realized that the search for the vanished children was not just an ordinary disappearance case. This was a challenge to reality itself. This valley... it was alive. It breathed. And it remembered. And this whisper she heard... was it the voice of the valley? Or the voice of something else?

She closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them with determination. She was no longer just an archaeologist searching for a lost past. She had found herself at the heart of a mystery that transcended time and space. She had to understand the "Deep Valley" before it swallowed her too. And before the entire world was swallowed into an irreversible temporal chaos. This was not merely an investigation; this was a journey into the unknown, a journey into the very heart of time itself.

Evelyn raised her eyes to the window, where moonlight cast long shadows over the valley. She felt watched. Was a "Guardian of Time" watching her? Was it trying to prevent her from uncovering the truth? Or perhaps it was trying to guide her? She didn't know. But one thing was certain: the new cycle had begun, and this time, she wouldn't let it end the same way.

The night was still young, but Evelyn felt as though centuries had passed. This was just the beginning. The beginning of a journey that would change everything she knew about time, about the settlement, and about herself. She picked up the diagram, grabbed a pen, and began writing her notes. She wasn't writing about ancient history, but about the future that was unfolding before her eyes, chapter by chapter.
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Chapter Two
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Threads from Another Time

The long shadows of the moon stretched across "Echo Glen" as Evelyn remained confined to her study, ancient papers scattered around her like fragments from another era. Sleep eluded her. The whisper she'd heard, the glowing diagram, and her overwhelming sense that something beyond logic was unfolding; all of it haunted her. Tonight, the valley's whisper wasn't merely a faint echo, but rather the deep breath of an entity awakening from its slumber. Everything felt both familiar and alien at once, like an old dream suddenly transformed into tangible reality.

She picked up the diagram again, tracing her fingers over the faded lines and glowing points. Her father, Dr. Jonathan Reynard, had been a distinguished archaeologist, but he was also known for his passion for what lay beyond science. He had spent his final years obsessed with the "Deep Valley," scribbling cryptic notes and collecting stories no one else believed. Evelyn had always thought Caleb's death drove him to the brink of madness, but now, she began to wonder: Had her father seen something others couldn't? Had he known a secret too vast for one mind to bear?

Evelyn remembered her last conversation with her father a few years before his death. He spoke excitedly about "temporal currents" and how "Echo Glen" was a convergence point for them. "The children aren't lost, Evelyn. They're transported. There are gateways, crossing points. The valley is the key." She had told him at the time that these were mere delusions, but he had looked at her with deep sadness and said, "You'll understand someday, when the cycle returns." And now, the cycle had returned.

Evelyn rose, heading to the small library in her home, which housed her father's collections of rare books and ancient manuscripts. Most of them spoke of local folklore, legends, and paranormal phenomena. She hadn't paid them much mind in the past, but now, every word seemed to carry new meaning. She pulled out an old book with a faded leather cover, titled "Guardians of Eternity: Tales of the Valley." She opened it to a random page and her gaze fell upon a drawing of a strange symbol, resembling three interlocking circles—the same symbol she had seen carved into some ancient rocks deep within the valley. Below the drawing, a sentence was written in an ancient language she could barely decipher: "When threads intertwine, the Guardian is revealed."

"The Guardian of Time..." Evelyn murmured, connecting the sentence to her thoughts about the mysterious entity. Was this "Guardian of Time" a person? A force? Or merely a mythical entity?

The next morning, Evelyn decided to confront Mr. Finn. His office was in a small cottage on the outskirts of the settlement, emitting the scent of dried herbs and incense. She found him sitting calmly by a window overlooking the valley, sipping tea from an earthenware cup.

"Good morning, Ms. Reynard," he said in his calm, wisdom-laden voice. "I expected your visit."

Evelyn sat before him, ignoring his cryptic pleasantries. "Mr. Finn, I want to know everything. About the valley, about the cycle, about the Guardian of Time. I no longer have time for speculation."

Mr. Finn sighed. "Time here is not as it usually is, Evelyn. It is not a straight line. It is a circle. And every 33 years, the circle closes and reopens. This is the 'Nexus Point,' the Deep Valley. At this point, past, present, and future become one."

"But why do children disappear?" Evelyn asked, her voice trembling.

"Children... their souls are pure, less tethered to present time. They are most susceptible to being drawn into the currents. Some get stuck, some are transported to other times. Some... are chosen," Mr. Finn said, his eyes piercing her soul. "Caleb... he was one of the chosen."

Evelyn felt a blow to her chest. "Chosen for what?"

"For a function. For a role. For a purpose yet to be revealed. The 'Guardian of Time' chooses them."

"Who is the Guardian of Time?" Evelyn pressed.

Mr. Finn avoided a direct answer. "The Guardian of Time is the keeper of balance. The one who ensures the cycle closes and opens on time. The one who prevents temporal chaos. But... his understanding of balance may differ from ours."

"Can I speak with the Guardian of Time?"

Mr. Finn offered a cryptic smile. "Perhaps you are already speaking with him. Or perhaps you will."

Evelyn left Mr. Finn's cottage more confused than when she arrived. His words offered no clear answers, only new enigmas. "Chosen for a function?" Was Caleb alive, performing some role in another time? The idea was insane, but it began to take root in her mind.

On her way back, Evelyn noticed something strange. A plant she had never seen before was growing on an old stone wall. Its flowers were electric blue, glowing faintly, especially in the shadows. She reached out to touch it, but felt a cold shiver and quickly pulled her hand back. This plant did not belong in "Echo Glen" at this time of year. Was it another clue to the intertwining of times?

Investigator Lucas spotted her examining the plant. He had been watching her since she left Mr. Finn's house. "Found any other mysterious clues, Dr. Reynard?" he asked with mild sarcasm.

"The clues are everywhere, Investigator Lucas, if you're willing to see them," Evelyn retorted sharply. "This plant, for example, doesn't grow here at this time."

Lucas approached, examining the plant closely. Its flowers were clearly glowing now. His brow furrowed. "Strange. I haven't seen anything like it before."

"This is the part your traditional science can't explain, isn't it?" Evelyn challenged him. "There's something happening in this valley that goes beyond ordinary kidnapping."

Lucas sighed. "Honestly, Dr. Reynard, I'm starting to have doubts. My team's reports find nothing. No footprints, no fingerprints, no forensic evidence whatsoever. It's as if the children vanished into thin air. They're starting to blame each other, and panic is spreading."

"Panic is the first thing the Guardian of Time wants," Evelyn said quietly. "We need to understand the nature of this valley."

Lucas's tone shifted. "What do you suggest?"

"We need to go back to the disappearance point. Not to look for ordinary evidence, but to look for temporal anomalies. Anything out of place, anything that doesn't belong in the present time," Evelyn said, feeling she had finally found an ally, albeit a reluctant one.

Lucas agreed, perhaps out of desperation more than conviction. Later that day, Evelyn and Lucas headed towards the place where the children had vanished, a small area known as "Silent Bluff" overlooking the valley. The place was eerily quiet, with no sound but the gentle rustle of the wind.

While Lucas searched in his usual manner, Evelyn began looking for "anomalies." She wasn't searching for footprints, but for inexplicable temperature changes, strange sounds, or even subtle visual distortions in the air. Suddenly, she stopped. She felt as if the air in front of her condensed for a moment, emitting a faint blue flicker, then vanished.

"Did you see that?" she asked Lucas.

Lucas looked around. "What? I didn't see anything."

"A flicker of blue light. Here, exactly where they vanished." Evelyn said, advancing slowly. She felt a tingling sensation on her skin, as if an electric current was passing through her. This was the same feeling she had when she touched the diagram.

Suddenly, the ground beneath their feet trembled slightly. It wasn't an earthquake, but rather like the pulse of a giant heart coming from deep within the earth. This was followed by a strange sound, like a metallic hum coming from the depths of the valley, growing in intensity.

Lucas's expression shifted from skepticism to alarm. "What is that?"

"I don't know," Evelyn said, her eyes widening in terror. "But I think we've found the Nexus Point."

The soil beneath their feet began to crack slightly, and a faint blue light emerged from the fissures. The light grew in intensity, accompanied by the humming sound which had now turned into a deafening roar. The entire bluff shook violently. Evelyn grabbed Lucas's arm.

"We need to get away!" Lucas shouted.

But the hum became a high-pitched shriek, and an intense blue flash enveloped them. Evelyn felt as if she was being pulled by an irresistible force. The scene around them distorted, colors danced, shapes shifted. Then, in an instant, the blue light swallowed them, and the shriek vanished. Absolute silence. Nothing remained on the silent bluff but the cold air, the rocks that had returned to their solidity, and a strange, ozone-like smell, which quickly faded into the valley winds.
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Chapter Three
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Echoes of the Past, a Tangled Future

Falling was all Evelyn remembered. Not a physical fall from the cliff, but a plunge into a glowing blue void where all semblance of reality dissolved. When she regained consciousness, she felt the hard ground beneath her and the cool air that enveloped her. She slowly opened her eyes to find herself lying on a damp cave floor, from which emanated the scent of ancient earth and decay. The light was dim, barely allowing her to discern the cave's features. She rose with difficulty, her body aching, but her mind spun like a propeller, trying to comprehend what had happened.

"Lucas?" she called out softly, barely audible above the sound of water droplets falling from the cave ceiling.

She heard a faint groan from beside her. Investigator Lucas lay a few meters away, clutching his head. Evelyn hurried to him, kneeling beside him. "Are you alright?"

Lucas slowly opened his eyes, looking at her with a dazed expression. "What happened? Where are we?"

"I don't know," Evelyn said, helping him to sit up. "The last thing I remember is the blue light... and the humming."

He looked around, his eyes slowly adjusting to the darkness. "This isn't the cliff. This is a cave... but how did we get here?"

"The Nexus Point," Evelyn whispered. "I think we've been transported."

Lucas coughed, then murmured, "Transported? To where?"

Evelyn wasn't sure. She began examining the cave. The walls were rough, but she noticed some faint carvings on one of them. She approached, running her fingers over the etchings. They were symbols she hadn't seen in any of her archaeological books, yet they felt familiar in some way, as if part of a deep memory.

While she was examining the carvings, Lucas noticed something strange. He was wearing a simple wristwatch, but the hands were spinning wildly, advancing and retreating non-stop. "My watch... it's not working properly."

Evelyn looked at her own watch. It was completely stopped. "We can't rely on time here," she said. "Time here is different."

Suddenly, a faint light emanated from the end of the cave. Evelyn advanced cautiously, followed by Lucas, who was still trying to grasp the strangeness of the situation. The light led them through a narrow passage, then into a larger chamber. The room contained some primitive tools: stone blades, simple earthenware pots, and a small fire burning in the center. More importantly, there was a person sitting by the fire.

She was a young woman, dressed in simple animal skins, her face bearing strong features. She stared at them with wide eyes, holding a mixture of astonishment and fear.

"Who are you?" Evelyn asked cautiously.

The woman spoke in a language Evelyn didn't understand, yet she felt as though the words held a familiar resonance in her soul. This wasn't an ancient language she had read in her books; it was far older.

At that moment, Evelyn felt a strange force pulling at her, like a thin thread connecting deep within her mind. The words the woman was speaking began to make sense. It wasn't magic, but rather an adjustment in her perception of reality. "Where did you come from?" the woman asked, this time in a language clear to Evelyn.

"We came from... from your present time," Evelyn said, trying to explain the situation.

The woman looked at Lucas, then at Evelyn, and a flicker of understanding appeared in her eyes. "You are from the Guardians of the Crossing. You have grasped time."

Evelyn was stunned. "Guardians of the Crossing?"

"We have been waiting for you for a long time," the woman said calmly. "The Guardian's name... Iris."

That was the moment when reality began to crumble around Lucas. He, the logical investigator, now stood in a cave with a woman talking about "Guardians of the Crossing" and "Wardens." This was not part of any investigative procedure he knew. He looked at Evelyn; her eyes glowed with the fervor of knowledge, as if she had finally found a missing piece of the puzzle.

While Evelyn was immersed in this new information, Lucas noticed something else. There was a primitive map drawn on animal hide beside the fire. It depicted the "Deep Valley," but in a different way, with strange symbols intertwined around the "Nexus Point." The map seemed incredibly ancient, yet it was surprisingly detailed.

"What is this map?" Lucas asked, pointing to it.

"It is a map of time," Iris said. "It shows the paths taken by lost souls... and the chosen children."

Lucas slowly sat down, desperate to comprehend all of this. He remembered his mother, who always spoke of "Echo Glen" as a "magnet for the strange." As a child, Evelyn was one of those strangers to him. Her family had moved to "Echo Glen" when they were teenagers, coming from the big city. Evelyn was different, strikingly intelligent, her eyes holding a dreamy gaze towards the past. Lucas, the practical young man who dreamed of leaving the settlement and joining the city police force, found her both strange and intriguing.

There had been brief moments between them, long glances, words never spoken. Evelyn was immersed in her books and the settlement's legends, while Lucas focused on his future. Then came Caleb's disappearance, and Evelyn transformed into a girl haunted by the past, and Lucas left the settlement seeking a normal life. His return now as an investigator, and his encounter with her in the heart of this temporal madness, awakened those suppressed memories. There was something between them, a thin thread that hadn't broken, despite the years and changing circumstances. Perhaps it wasn't love in the traditional sense, but a deep connection forged by their shared past, and a silent understanding of each other's pain.

"If we're in the past, how do we return to our time?" Lucas asked, interrupting Evelyn and Iris's conversation.

"Returning is not easy," Iris said, her eyes on Evelyn. "You must understand. You are here for a purpose. The 'Guardian of Time' wants something from you."

"What?" Evelyn asked.

"You must find the 'Eternal Key'."

Before Evelyn could ask about the "Eternal Key," they heard screams coming from outside the cave. They were screams of terror. Iris looked towards the cave entrance, signs of fear appearing on her face for the first time.

"They are coming," she whispered. "The Shadow Soldiers."

Iris rushed towards the entrance, followed by Lucas and Evelyn. When they reached the mouth of the cave, they saw a horrific scene. There was a group of men wearing dark armor, their faces grim and their eyes cold, attacking a group of villagers with primitive weapons. Screams filled the air. The Shadow Soldiers seemed to know no mercy, moving with brutal efficiency.

"Who are they?" Lucas asked, pulling out his pistol. His detective instincts were fully awake.

"They are followers of the Guardian of Time, from times controlled by darkness," Iris said, pulling a dagger from her belt. "They are searching for the 'chosen' children."

Evelyn looked at the ongoing battle. She saw children being dragged away violently; their small faces contorted with fear. She remembered Caleb; she remembered the recently vanished children. This was no longer just a theory. This was a terrifying reality.

"We have to help them!" Evelyn cried, rushing towards the battle.

"Evelyn, wait!" Lucas shouted behind her, but she didn't listen. The instinct to save had taken over. He, too, despite his shock, didn't hesitate to follow her. His police instinct drove him to protect the innocent, regardless of the time he found himself in.

The battle was brutal and uneven. The Shadow Soldiers were strong and trained, while the villagers were desperate. Lucas confronted one of the soldiers, using the combat skills he learned in the police force, while Evelyn tried to pull a small child away from harm. Amidst the chaos, Evelyn glimpsed a faint blue flicker appearing and disappearing around some of the Shadow Soldiers, the same flicker she had seen on the cliff.

Suddenly, she felt a strong push that knocked her to the ground. She saw Lucas standing in front of her, shielding her with his body, while a Shadow Soldier raised his sword to strike him. In that moment, Evelyn didn't think of time or riddles. She thought only of Lucas, of this man who had re-entered her life out of nowhere, and was now facing death to protect her. She lunged towards him, trying to pull the sword away, but it was too late.

The Shadow Soldier let out a victorious cry. But before the sword could descend, an intense blue light emanated from the ground beneath them, and the Shadow Soldier vanished as if he had never existed. The battle fell silent for a moment.

Lucas looked at Evelyn with wide eyes. "What was that?"

"The valley... it's protecting us. Or perhaps it's protecting its own plan," Evelyn said, extending her hand to help him stand up. Her hands were trembling, not from fear, but from the realization of the depth of what they had plunged into.

Lucas took her hand, feeling warmth spread through his body. They were in an unknown time, facing incomprehensible threats, but in that moment, one thing was certain: they were not alone. They had become intertwined, not just in this temporal adventure, but in a shared destiny whose thin thread had begun to form long ago.
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Chapter Four
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The Enigma of the Eternal Key

The Shadow Soldier vanished, leaving behind a heavy, sudden silence. Evelyn and Lucas stood for a moment, processing what had just happened. The "Deep Valley's" intervention was swift and mysterious, like the pulse of a living entity that rejected any threat to its flow. Iris looked at them with eyes holding appreciation and depth. "Your souls have been spared. The valley protects those who serve its destiny."

Iris approached them, her serious expression now bearing a hint of concern. "We must leave this place. The Shadow Soldiers will soon return with others. And this brief temporal presence will not last long."

"But... who are they? And what do they want with the children?" Evelyn asked, her mind still trying to organize the chaos.

"They are guardians of the Guardian of Time, from different eras, committed to protecting the 'Order' he imposes," Iris replied. "They seek children who possess a special sensitivity to time, to train or imprison them. They use them to enhance their power, or to prevent anyone from altering the designated course of time."

"And the Eternal Key you mentioned?" Lucas inquired, his eyes anxiously scanning the cave's surroundings.

"It is not a physical key in the sense you understand," Iris said, gesturing towards the strange carvings on the cave wall. "It is understanding. An understanding of the intertwining of times. Of the valley's secret. It is the knowledge that enables you to control the crossing, and to close the 'Nexus Point' at the right moment."
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