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The Legend of the Oracle 
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Chapter 1:
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"Hand me the hot towel this instant," the head servant bellows her orders to the other servants who are scurrying about. The castle is in disarray as everyone rushes about to complete their tasks. This is to be expected, for at this very moment, King Charles II's first offspring is being born. The entire kingdom of Auralia is filled with excitement to welcome the new royal into their midst. The queen, who was once equally as thrilled as everyone, now screams in agony as her unborn child tears through her body.

The king cannot bear to watch his precious wife suffer in pain this causes he leaves the room. He does this to spare himself from the fear that grips his soul that the queen may lose their first heir. His concern is not at all unreasonable after all, there have been too many new-born deaths happening in the recent five full moons. The king empathizes deeply with those who have endured such losses, but he prays fervently that his own child survives. You must understand that his situation is much dire than any normal case because not only is the survival of his heir crucial to him personally, but it is also vital for the entire kingdom of Auralia.

This is because the kingdom of Auralia is a unique one; its survival and livelihood only thrive if the Oracle of Auralia continues to spin, and should it cease to spin, catastrophes would soon follow and destroy the entire kingdom, in such a way that no life would be able to survive. Only royals to the throne possess the ability to turn the Oracle every five years, and that is why his heir needs to survive. The duty of spinning the Oracle of Auralia has been chipping away at the king's strength each five years, and soon he will be unable to fulfil this crucial task. Hence, his heir must survive.

The piercing cry of a fragile infant reaches the king's ears, filling the room where he anxiously waits. Without hesitation, he rushes into the chamber where his wife and their firstborn lie. There, he is greeted by the heart-warming sight of his wife cradling their new-born son close to her chest. Tears welled in the king's weathered eyes, mirroring his wife's emotions, but he quickly wiped them away. He suppresses any sign of weakness, because he knows that showcasing vulnerability is an unacceptable behaviour for the king of Auralia and at all times he must be seen as a strong king.

"It's a boy," the Queen's voice cracks, surprising even herself.

Silently, he joins his queen on the bed, and he gently places his hands on her head, and brushes through her tousled hair. "He is quite a sight to behold," the king expresses his opinion as pride fills the king's voice, and the queen simply nods with a smile.

"What shall we name him?" the queen asks, her curiosity genuine.

"We have waited for him for so long, I never thought that the day would come when we would finally have a son of our own. I know that it is my right as his father to name him, but at this moment, I'm just thrilled that he's alive and present before us. You may name him whatever you wish," the king replies.

"That's such a huge honour that you've now bestowed upon me, dear husband, thank you. You know I've always loved the name William," the queen says.

"Then William it is," the king confirms.

The new parents spent the next few hours staring at their son in silence; they were both completely bewildered that, after so many years, they had finally brought forth a handsome son into their world.

"We must present William to the kingdom at once. Our people will be overjoyed to welcome their new prince," the king declares, and the queen nods, too drained to form a sentence.

He summons the head servant to prepare the queen and their son, entrusting the task of handling his fragile son to her experienced hands. Once they are all ready, the king walks hand in hand with his now, complete family to the courtyard where the entire kingdom awaits in anticipation. The king steps to the edge of the stage so that the entire crowd can have a clear view of him. he then addresses his people.

"Welcome, my people. Today, we all gather here to welcome the newest additions to the kingdom of Auralia, your prince and future king, William," the king proclaims, prompting the entire kingdom to erupt in applause and praise.

The king approaches his wife, and he takes his son into his arms, cradling him closer to the crowd for all to see.

"He is healthy, as is the queen, and I could not be more proud to call him my son. Long live Auralia!" the king exclaims.

"Long live Auralia!" the entire crowd echoes throughout the kingdom. The crowd cheers with smiles on their faces as they shower white flower petals up into the sky which is an important and sacred tradition of Auralia which is done to celebrate the healthy birth of any infant.
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Sixteen years have passed since the birth of King Charles II's beloved son, William. The king is very anxious right now as he paces about in his bed chambers because tomorrow, his son William will come of age according to Auralian customs, which will cause his powers to surface from their dormant stage; this means that he will be able to spin the oracle for the first time. The king has been worried as the date approaches that his son might not be able to spin the oracle. It is quite a strange concern for the king to have since every royal to the throne for thousands of years before him has possessed this ability through birth, and his son is no exception. However, what prompts his concern are the signs he has seen throughout William's growth that make him sceptical of his abilities.

William spinning the oracle for the first time is to be a huge celebration that will attended by the entire kingdom and all the lands, especially the three neighbouring kingdoms, since they also benefit greatly from the king's ability to spin the oracle. The king busies himself with the costs and important details of the celebration that are written on paper, but as he does so, he cannot stop thinking about his son. He tries to push those thoughts aside, convincing himself that the abilities run from generation to generation and his son is no exception.

As the hours inch closer to his son's coming-of-age celebration, the king cannot help himself but become elated by the prospect of his retirement. You have to understand that the king has been spinning the oracle since he took over for his father at the ripe age of sixteen, which is nearly ten decades now. Soon, he will reach 200 years of age, which is the minimum life expectancy of a male Auralian. He is reasonably tired because he has been spinning the oracle for far too long, longer than any royal before him. This is mainly because he couldn't produce an heir to eventually take over his position. But all of that will be laid to rest in a few hours when William spins the oracle himself.

The big day that the king has been anxiously waiting for has finally arrived. Hundreds of royals and nobles of varying ranks arrive. The guests have made sure that no expense has been spared with their impressive gowns, which is expected, after all, they are invited to the most important event the king has ever orchestrated. They all enter the grand hall where they will dine first before the oracle is spun. The king has gone all out with the decor; the entire hall is filled with dozens of fresh flowers throughout the entire hall. The ceiling is draped in white and royal blue drapes that are intricately placed in a floral design. The king is indeed impressed with the final outcome of his work, although he mainly belted out orders to the servants, who are the ones who worked vigorously to bring the whole thing to life. The queen's work in designing the entire room with flowers is also not forgotten.

The king runs over his entire speech in his mind while seated on his royal seat, as he waits for all his guests to be seated. And once they are he stands up from his seat and addresses his special guests.

“Welcome, my people of Auralia, and a special welcome to our three neighbouring kingdoms: Juliaten, Gilberg, and Sowatenland. I hope you will find my kingdom pleasurable during your entire stay. As you all know, we are here to celebrate my son William's coming of age,” the king says as he stretches out his hand toward his son, who is seated a few inches from him. He beckons him with his hand to come closer to him, and Prince William rises from his seat. He walks over to his father and stands beside him proudly. The king wraps his hand tightly over Prince William's shoulder and begins to address his guests again.

“Today, my son will be given the important task of spinning the oracle of Auralia, and by doing so, he will ensure peace and harmony within our lands. I couldn't be prouder than I am at this very moment,” the king says with a proud smile. He takes the glass that is filled with red wine into his hand from the table before him. 

“Let us toast to my son, to Prince William,” the king shouts as he raises the glass towards the ceiling, spilling some of it due to his rapid but happy movements. The king sits back down on his royal seat, and within seconds, dozens of servants arrive with an array of assorted foods and beverages, and they place the delicacies on each table. 

There is a rich ambiance in the air as the guests indulge themselves in chatter. They all laugh among each other in groups, with some of them holding wine glasses into the air as they toast to the events of the day. They are happy to finally have a new and younger royal who will spin the oracle, ensuring the safety of their lives. After a few hours, the king sees it fit to commence with the main event of the day. He stands up from his seat and gently taps the wine glass with a fork, loud enough to get the full attention of his guests.

“I hope you have all enjoyed the food, after all, it is made with the finest ingredients that Auralia has to offer. My fellow people, it is time to spin the oracle, if you all would be so kind as to follow me outside for the main event,” the king says. After his speech, he walks out of the hall first, with the queen a few inches behind him, and the rest of the guests follow suit as tradition dictates. It is seen as utmost disrespect to walk alongside the king in public; only royals are permitted to do so, unless the king grants them special permission to do so, but since today is such an important event, even the queen and the prince are not allowed to walk beside the king. The king walks into the garden, which is heavily guarded, with his entourage following closely behind.

The king looks around the garden, only to see that the entire kingdom has come out in full and they are all standing around the outside of the garden gates to witness this rare and special event with their own eyes. The important guests are standing patiently inside the gates as the king walks further into the garden. He calls upon his son, who obliges and stands next to him. To say that the prince is nervous would be a huge understatement. In this very moment, the prince feels as if his heart is beating so fast that it will soon break out of its ribcage. He can feel his blood flow through his veins, nervous as everyone's eyes are on him. The king places his strong hand firmly on Prince William's shoulder.

“Do not fret, my son. I understand that your first time is frightening, but I know that you will do just fine. All you have to do is get through the first one, because your second spin  in the next five years and all the others that will follow will have no audience,” the king says, as he tries to reassure his son. The prince feels a slight sense of relief from his father's words of encouragement. Prompting him to pretend that it is only him and his father in the entire garden, which helps to ease his racing mind.

Although the prince is riddled with fear from the day's event, he is also intrigued and mostly excited to finally see the oracle, as he has never been permitted to see it all these years. He does not understand why that is, because he is a royal. The prince has heard from the villagers that the oracle is quite a sight to witness. This causes the prince to be thoroughly disappointed when he looks around the garden, only to see nothing out of the ordinary, except for the huge steel door firmly bolted into the ground. The door has a small space meant for a key and a large handle mounted on it. He wonders if the villagers have oversold the magnificence of the oracle.

The king notices his son's disappointment but he remains silent, only offering a small smile at his son's lack of knowledge. He bends his knees down onto the freshly cut blue grass, and takes out a gold key from his black trousers that are specially sewn for this event, and places the key into the steel door to unlock it. The king opens the door and quickly covers his eyes with his hands. While the prince is unexpectedly blinded by the bright light emitted by the oracle, causing him to involuntarily take a step back. He blinks a few times to adjust to the bright light.

And after adjusting to the light , the prince looks inside the steel chamber and finds that the oracle is levitating inside the steel chamber. Its surface is smooth and unblemished. The spherical orb dazzles William’s eyes with its symphony of colours that are shifting and swirling in a mesmerizing dance. The oracle pulses with vibrant hues of colours ranging from a deep royal blue to fiery reds, creating an otherworldly image. William thinks that it is truly amazing. He realizes the oracle is spinning so slowly that it looks as if it will stop any second. The prince is amazed by its beauty and wonders why he doubted it in the first place when everyone he has met spoke only of its magnificence. However, what intrigues him the most is how the oracle is to be spun. Is there a lever that he needs to pull? He does not understand the mechanics of it all, but he will soon find out. To his surprise, there is no button or lever that is pulled, but his father merely extends his right hand, he wills the oracle to levitate from where it is on the ground all the way to the sky eye level to him.

He cannot believe that his father can control such a huge object with his bare hands. He begins to feel anxious again, wondering if he will be able to do the same. 

“As you can see, my son, the oracle is spinning ever so slowly and soon it will stop altogether and we cannot let that happen,” the king explains.

“Now, it is your turn. All you have to do is extend your right hand, say your birth name and your royal rites just as I taught you a few days ago. Focus all your strength on the oracle and it should start spinning again,” the king instructs. The prince listens intently to his father, and he then takes a deep breath to calm his anxious mind. He pushes the thousands of people watching aside in his mind and focuses on the task at hand.

William extends his right hand towards the oracle and does as his father instructed, focusing all of his might on the oracle. He waits for a few seconds in anticipation, but nothing happens. He lowers his hand in disappointment, and the entire crowd bursts into an array of whispers, concern etched on their faces. The king looks around the garden anxiously and he sees the worried faces of his people. His worst nightmare has come true, and for a split second, he does not know how to react. It is his duty to protect them, and in that moment, he feels as though he has failed them all. He turns his attention back to his son, who has his head hung low in shame. The king pulls his head upwards so that he can face him and they make eye contact.

“Listen to me, son, do not focus on the people around you, but rather on the oracle before you. I know that you can do this, it is in your blood after all,  all you have to do is really concentrate and say your royal rite louder this time around. Come on, son, you can do this. Try again,” the king encourages as he pats his son on the shoulder.

With sweat dripping down his forehead, the prince extends his right hand again. He begins to say his royal rite once more, this time louder, his hand starts shaking as he wills all his might and strength toward the oracle, and yet, nothing happens.

“The oracle is stopping!” a random person in the crowd shouts, causing the spectators to gasp in shock and fear. The king turns his attention to the oracle and realizes that the random person is in fact, telling the truth. The king realizes that there is no time to push his son further. He has to act himself, or his people will suffer. He instructs his son to stop and move away. He then extends his right hand towards the oracle, he then wills all his strength, and commands the oracle to spin, but nothing happens. He pushes all his strength, screaming as he pushes himself to the edge. Soon enough, the oracle starts spinning slowly, then picks up pace, and within minutes, it spins so fast that the king's eyes cannot keep up with it.

The king wills the oracle back into its chamber and locks the door. Exhausted, he collapses to the ground, something that has never happened to him before, This shows that he is too old to be spinning the oracle, but as everyone witnessed, he had no choice. The queen runs to her husband in concern, breaking all royal protocol. At this moment, she does not care at all about protocol because she can always deal with the repercussions later. All she needs is to ensure that her husband is well. She caresses his hair gently while she instructs the warriors to take him to his sleeping chambers. Wasting no time, four of the warriors move away from guarding the gates and they carry the king firmly to his sleeping chambers, where he sleeps for the entire day.
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The entire kingdom is steeped in sorrow as they mourn the potential loss of their beloved king. Their worries are not unfounded, as the king has been in a deep sleep for the past week now and whispers among the king's servants suggest he is more fragile than he has ever been before but despite the king's health, what worries the kingdom the most is the news of the powerless prince. An Auralian prince who cannot will the oracle is practically unheard of. The people of Auralia are extremely worried for their safety, and they are now practically counting down the days to their impending doom.

Inside the castle, the worry is even more intense because they are witnessing the deteriorating health of their king in real time. For them, there are no whispers or rumours that can be proven wrong; instead, the king suffers in his sleep before their very eyes. The sight of the health is slowly breaking the queen's heart. The prince is also heartbroken to see his father's deteriorating health, and he blames himself for putting his father in this position. At the moment, the prince is in conflict because deep down, he wishes that his father could stay asleep longer. After all, he is ashamed of how his father might look at him for failing. He cannot bear to see the disappointment in his father's eyes, but at the same time, he wishes for his father to wake up because he is not ready to be in a world deprived of his father's love.
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