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There are ideal events that take place parallel to the real ones.

They rarely coincide. Men and circumstances usually modify the ideal course of events, so that this seems imperfect and, just as imperfect, the consequences result.

NOVALIS, Moral Views (Moral Ansichten)

Fantamisteri, Fantastic Mysteries, Fantasized Mysteries ... many different ways (even if we recognized ourselves more in the first one) to define this collection of stories, written by ten different authors, who wanted to try to investigate the Mystery and the Fantastic, ranging from History to Fantasy, from the thriller tinged with horror to the thriller that borders on science fiction, from time travel to esotericism, from ancient relics to fantasy horror, with a pinch of eroticism... their creativity, their favorite themes of inspiration, in telling stories in which the Mystery and the Fantastic are the two pivots around which the narrated events revolve.

What unites these stories, albeit so different in terms of themes, style, reasons of inspiration? The fact of having chosen famous people from History, Literature, Cinema, as protagonists, and having made them interact with equally famous objects, environments, situations, places. In fact, it goes from the Alchemical Caves to the Bermuda Triangle, from the Holy Grail to the Holy Shroud, with characters such as Constantine emperor, John Fitzgerald Kennedy, D'Artagnan, the Wizard Merlin, Don Giovanni, Annibale, Agatha Marple, George Orwell, Tolkien , Wagner as protagonists (and not only, because alongside the great there is also a number of characters who at first glance may seem "minor" but who, instead, are functional to the story and enrich it.

It was undoubtedly a pleasure and a challenge at the same time to try to compete with characters of this genre, ranging from Antiquity to the Modern Era, characters who were often protagonists of important historical events (Hannibal, Constantine, Kennedy) but also of immortal literary masterpieces (D'Artagnan, Don Giovanni, Mago Merlino).

We believe, in this way, to be able to stimulate and arouse your attention, dear readers, to project yourself ever more deeply into that pleasant, intriguing and adventurous fiction that is called Literature. Imagining opens up new horizons, reading shows reality from other points of view, fantasizing spanning the various eras of history helps us to love it and free ourselves from certain (often tedious) memories that date back to the school age ...

An Anthology is always a composite work, created by different authors who have different styles, often opposing thoughts and conceptions, ways of living and perceiving the world often totally at the antipodes, however, often, it is precisely from all this diversity, from this “Multiform jumble of creativity” that can give rise to the best works, capable of satisfying even the most sophisticated tastes of an audience of discerning and demanding readers like today's.

We are convinced that we have achieved this goal but it will be you, the readers, who decree our success or our failure, deciding the destiny of this book, because it will only be your reading that will favor its diffusion and make it fly high in the multicolored skies of literature. In any case, we are delighted to have tried, just as we were thrilled to write these ten short stories that we now entrust to your opinion and judgment. Happy reading: we meet in the book!

––––––––
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Fabrizio Legger (President of the Hogwords Artistic and Literary Circle)
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ANNIBAL AND THE PROPHECY OF THE SACRED GRAIL

Danilo Tacchino
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The attack had been violent and well organized. The Punic army was setting fire to the last straw hovels of that series of villages existing in the plain of the Eridano, the shining river of the morning. The late October sun, albeit now weak, still managed to illuminate the gloomy landscape full of smoky fires and corpses of bullfighting warriors, a little everywhere, while the last monument of the Sacred Bull API was unhinged and made to collapse in the brown waters of the river. Hannibal, entered the ruins of the Taurino village, riding Sirus, his trusty Indian elephant.

Some prisoners were crowded in line, pushed by the Punic soldiers to lie down on the ground, while the Carthaginian leader looked at them one by one, even before descending from the majestic back of Sirus. His gaze was grim, and it did not seem to contain pity, not even towards some women and children, crowded together with the warriors taken prisoner. From the glance there were certainly more than a thousand who had surrendered, and around them the earth smelled of blood, much blood, that of their companions. Hannibal ordered the children and women to be separated from the men by having them locked up in separate barracks.

He would then decide what to do with it. What he knew for sure was that he had to get his army back on the road and fast. Time was running out of him and he knew that the Romans had already been on alert for days and some legions were already marching to meet him. Ducario, the leader of the Insubri who was his ally, approached him vehemently asking him to suppress all the enemy survivors, even children and women and the Punic general was about to grant him the request, when his gaze fell on a boy and a girl , held in a very tight embrace so much that his soldiers had not been able to divide them and therefore had given up doing it.

He approached them and looked at them carefully; the two children hardly breathed, they held each other so tightly and they must not have been more than five years old. They were alone because no adult defended them, compared to other children covered by their mothers' bodies, while Ducario, without waiting for the answer, ordered himself to snatch the children from their mothers and kill all the remaining men.

"STOP!" shouted Hannibal, "Woe to those who touch these people without my order!" and he motioned to his men who were beside him to surround the Insubri warriors. Meanwhile the two children, frightened even more, broke away and still holding hands, began to run madly in the direction of the river. Hannibal then ran after them reaching them. He caught them in front of a tombstone inserted in a hut that served as a small temple, built with mud and straw.

On the tombstone there were characters and ideograms that he knew because they were not of Western origin. They looked like Egyptian hieroglyphs and inside stood out the figure of a woman dressed in a long tunic, who had a crown on her head, holding a kind of knot in her hand. Meanwhile, his other trusted men had also arrived to whom he delivered the two children, and asked Faris, a trusted warrior of Greek-Egyptian origins, to translate those signs. "She is the figure of Isis the Goddess of Goddesses" Faris said, beginning to translate the stone signs: «You are the Goddess of unimaginable faculties, honor of the female sex, you are Amabile, and in your name sweetness reigns in the assemblies, you are the enemy of hatred, and reign in the Sublime and in the Infinite. You easily triumph over despots with your loyal advice. It is you who, alone, you found your brother (Osiri), who steered the boat well, and gave him a burial worthy of him. You want women (of childbearing age) to join men because You are the Lady of the Earth, and it is You who made the power of women equal to that of men, through your royal blood! ».

"Loyalty, good governance, royalty" thought Hannibal, "is the sign of what I have seen so far in the behavior of this tribe." Meanwhile Ducario, taking advantage of the distraction of Hannibal and his men, ordered his men to slaughter the Taurine prisoners.

Many swords were driven into the half-naked bodies of many warriors, wetting the ground that was now soaked with blood even more. Some of them, however, managed to rebel and put up an almost bellicose resistance to their opponents, so much so that Hannibal and his noticing the great scuffle, ran to the place found themselves in front of a gruesome scene, with severed heads both on one side and the other and even bodies of Insubri warriors torn by the bites of the bullfighting warriors, who in the desperation of the heat had taken over and seeing the Carthaginians arrive they rushed on them and a new and bloody fight broke out, involving new corpses and new blood. While the violent fighting was bringing new and dire deaths, a long and powerful and dark sound of a horn was heard in that place and Hannibal who had jumped on the back of a horse wiggling blows and cutting off limbs with his sword, looking up he noticed that that sound came from the hut where he had noticed the tombstone of Isis, and saw an old man dressed in white with a golden scythe glittering in his hand.

Next to him the two young men he had chased shortly before, blowing in two ox horns. Meanwhile the furious clash seemed to subside and the Carthaginians had managed to regain control of the place, to stop Ducario and him even if the death toll was not insignificant. Another hundred men had watered the earth with their blood. the druid had approached Hannibal who had dismounted from his horse and ordered his men to bind and herd the surviving enemies in a safe place and not at risk of other possible insurrections, and then badly and vehemently asked Ducario and his Insubri to get away and go back to their camp, otherwise he would have severed his head himself.

He would not have tolerated the resentment that the two tribes harbored between them for a moment longer, because it would have been detrimental to the objectives of the enterprise. Meanwhile, the elderly priest had approached Hannibal who had given a sign of assent, saying: «In the name of the Great Goddess to whom you honored her stele, I ask you to spare the blood of the remaining warriors. The goddess Isis has given us the strength to be free, and our resistance to your army is the sign of our freedom... ».

"... to you and everyone," shouted a man tied in the mass of prisoners. "Vergomaro!" the priest said, turning to Hannibal: "he is the boss" Hannibal ordered his men to bring him before him.

"So you are the boss." Hannibal said looking into his eyes.

«Yes» replied Vergomaro: «And we Taurini, we are not afraid of your power, because we are free and we have in our hearts the reckless cries of Isis, against anyone ...».

«... with those cries that strenuously defended her husband Osiris, Those cries that raised her to the fertile mother of all peoples, those cries that will keep her name in defense of the royal blood ...» said Ariobrigo, the Druid. He urged Vergomaro quickly: "and it is the blood of our lineage that I offer you in the Vas of the spirit of our lineage."

The druid with his sickle approached the bull leader and skillfully making a wooden cup appear, marked a wrist of the king and poured the blood into the cup, then offered it to the Carthaginian General saying: "if you want our sacrifice then spread to earth the blood of this cup, or drink it, it will mark your benevolence; it will identify the sign of temporal continuity in men. "

All this happened in such a short time that Hannibal did not have time to react, but to realize that a very singular event was taking place. In fact, no one, except in very particular religious moments, as in temples and festivals of great importance, had ever dared to do this to him. His amazement, however, did not turn into offense as it instinctively normally did, on the contrary, he felt a new sensation, even if he read in his men expressions at times startled, at times strange, incredulous and derision. "The great Mother and the great vivifying Bull want the lineage to continue, in time, through the blood of the just and the pure."

Hannibal looked at him but did not have time to make any decision or to carry out any action, that lightning suddenly struck a few steps away from him making him fall to the ground due to the blast, but he got up without damage. Only the blood of Vergomaro that was in the cup, with the fall had spilled on the ground, immediately absorbed by the thirsty ground, while black and threatening clouds were gathering over the village which in a short time turned into a storm of wind and rain.

Hannibal gave the order to shelter the wagons and the animals and while he was worrying about this he heard a powerful patter behind him, and whirling around he saw a huge and powerful URO of reddish leather with long horns that to the eye exceeded the length of an arm, which, runaway on the two rear legs, got back on all fours starting in a race with the horns lowered towards him.

He barely had time to throw himself to the ground and dodge the blow of the horns, that when he managed to get up he saw Sirius come to his aid who had stood between the bull that had resumed the direction where Hannibal was. At that sight, Ariobrigo always near the temple of Isis a hundred steps from Hannibal and the bull, raised his arm with the sickle, another discharge from the sky hit the sickle which redirected the energy in the direction of the animal, and as if by magic the Bull disappeared and the storm calmed down. It seemed that everything had stopped around Hannibal. He felt light, as if he were floating in the air.

He could hear only the voice of the druid who recited chanting a Prayer: "Great mother that you can do everything, and from your body the fruit of the word will shine, now let the times ripen, and from the blood give birth to the dream of the righteous and the children of children of the peoples who now see blood as a source of death and submission...".

At these words, Hannibal remembered Himilce, the woman in his life he hadn't seen since he left, thinking of her and her son left behind in Cartaghena. The druid's litany continued convulsively and his words became incomprehensible to Hannibal until he woke up with his face in the dust. He got up and he jumped up, and he thought he had been dreaming. The storm had subsided and Faris, who had sheltered Sirus and the other pachyderms in a long thatched roof, indicated to Hannibal a shelter from the wind and from the pouring rain. He knew that he did not have time for rest and immediately set about giving orders to reorganize the departments and continue south.

Now, however, he felt the need to respect the Taurini and their women, just as he wanted everyone to respect his. A desire for redemption and justification had wedged into his thought of him, which he had never perceived before the strange events he had just experienced. He gave orders to chain the surviving male bulls and free the women. He would have brought the Taurine prisoners with him, to the clash with the Romans.

He then had Ariobrigo and Vergomaro brought before him. Addressing the leader of the Taurini: «Vergomaro, you are a leader and a valiant and loyal man, with the only limitation of not having understood that I am Carthage, and that there was no reason or interest in attacking your people and your city, if there had been no hostility against me and my army. Immediately, as Ducario, I also expressed the possibility of your connivance with the Roman enemy, but now I begin to believe that your neutrality is sincere, although always with hatred towards the people, but by a coincidence of fate, I saw the attention that you have always given to the Holy Goddess, mother of all mothers, the goddess Isis. For this you have offered me your blood, and for this the sign of continuity will not fade. Your women and your children will be set free. It is the sign of the ransom that I want to use to pay homage to the strength and fruitful spirit of the mother of mothers. I saw the stele and its depiction. Amber like the lineages of the peoples that belong to me ... ».

"It is a sign that all peoples are marked by the benevolence of the Gods" intervened the druid.

"But you, and your men will come with me, to sacrifice your value, in the last ransom, against the Romans." Hannibal concluded suddenly, always addressing the leader of the Taurini. "As for you Druid, the sign of the shed blood did not convince me, on the disasters of my enterprise." Ariobrigo raised his sickle that had been left to him, saying: «Isis did not let the blood flow in vain, your enterprise will give meaning in distant times to the redemption of the simple and pure of heart, there will be the royal blood of the simple, of who will rise again ... Also ... the blood of the Grail cup is Gnosis Recepita Ab Antiqua Luce, or "knowledge received from an ancient light", the light of the primeval God Phaeton who fell in time immemorial on these lands founding the mythical city of Rama now disappeared over the millennia ... ».

"But what are you saying, Druid, what are you saying ..." Hannibal interrupted him, "do not continue this blasphemous and meaningless prophecy, the strongest will have absolute power and Carthage will have it, not the Romans, and you Celts will not be able to help but take sides with the strongest, the most skilled, and to trade with Carthage, this is the meaning of everything. "

"You don't really know the heritage of this land apparently placed on the edge of the world ..." the druid retorted, «This land is the daughter of the mountains that surround it and you know it because you have felt its strength, and you have been one of the first, full of courage to do so, with all your army, and this was considered blessing, so much so that your courage will open the sign of redemption even if that of royal blood is still long to come, but this land has known also the ancient knowledge of the God of Seasons, of cold and heat, the god of life that surrounds us, and has created a formidable and immense city that has now disappeared, the city that hid its secret, the true secret of the GRAIL a city which was founded by many men from afar who believed in its light, and from whom we druids of this land come,and in this now vanished city is contained one of the most powerful signs that the Grail can contain... ».

Ariobrigo, as he spoke, widened his eyes and changed his tone of voice, as if possessed by an unknown force, while the sky darkened and Hannibal saw him turn faster and faster, as if he wanted to engulf himself towards the ground, so much so that he closed his eyes covering his face with his hands, and when he took them off, everything was back in place, and Ariobrigo continued speaking normally this time, while Vergomaro watched as if nothing had happened. "The cup does not need to be filled, it is the intermediary between this world and the world of the Gods, and it is enough that the blood is there and that it flows or that it is ingested, it is the intermediary of what will be" said the druid.

Meanwhile, a commotion distracted Hannibal when he saw a large group of women and children heading towards the river to the west. He asked Maarbal for guidance from his faithful lieutenant and learned that Ducario had returned to the attack in wanting to slaughter the bullfighting prisoners and therefore the women and children had been removed, even for him at the behest of him. "You yourself promised to spare them," Vergomaro countered. "There is a log ferry on this shore," he continued, "and the more experienced women are leading the group to ferry from one shore to the other, where they will be safe."

"And besides, beyond the bank of the hill, there are shelters and caves, which lead to the hidden temple of Isis," Ariobrigo said almost in a low voice. Hannibal looked him in the eyes questioningly because he did not fully understand why the druid had to specify that place, but then he let himself be taken by the contingent moment and gave the order to his own to stop Ducario, and he himself set off towards the place where the prisoners were, together with Vergomaro and the druid Ariobrigo.

"You can't let these friends from Rome live!" shouted Ducario as soon as he saw Hannibal come to meet him with his men.

Vergomaro in tow, shouted even louder: «We are not friends with anyone, much less with those who want to persuade us by force. The abuse and deception of being their friends. We pursue the loyalty of being the inhabitants of Tauros ... ».

"... and to want to give the Romans the opportunity to go up to Medhelan!" Ducario retorted.

"In any case," Annibale intervened, "I have decided that all the Taurini will come with me and I will put them in the vanguard for the next battle, and therefore, please, Ducarius, your hatred, your tribal quarrels do not interest me ..." both the Insubri and the Carthaginians present had already put themselves on the alert to prevent a possible clash, but Ducario, inexplicably, turned his horse and gave orders to his men to return to their camp.

"We will leave again at dawn of the second sun," Hannibal shouted at him. He then turned to the Druid in Vergomaro and some lieutenants of him said. "Now we will take your Taurine women across the river, and I will go with you, because I am curious to see what is in the temple of Isis."

Everyone went to the river.

The log ferry was already overflowing with women and children, but another smaller log raft was ready to carry Hannibal and his procession. When they reached the other bank they walked about ten meters along a grassy path and then climbed for a few meters, at the beginning of the hill and immediately a ravine appeared that Ariobrigo pointed out and into which they entered.

They continued for a few meters in the half-light but then the light returned and found themselves in a rather large cave in which in the center there was a huge brazier that burned with a crackling fire, dominated by a huge wooden statue of a very slender female figure and Hannibal just he saw he exclaimed: “Her face is black as if it were sunburned, as dark as the tents of the Bedouins; she is more like our gods than yours, ”he concluded, observing the Druid.

He replied: «She is the fecundating Goddess of all things, and of the awakening of nature, she protects us in the passing of the seasons, and she is so majestic depicted in her long and white tunic, with the royal symbol and the knot of life in her hand. In her lies the secret of the prophecy of that royal blood that will be contained in the sacred cup that will redeem the world and make every being vital in her right presence of life... ».

Hannibal looked at Ariobrigo carefully but could not fully understand what he was saying, after all for him the goddess of fecundity was the goddess of life and development to continue the lineage and his own glory, through the number of men and vital force in containing and defeating the enemy, acquiring strength, glory and submission, but listening to words that glorified a future blood as a blood that would make every human being equal in his blood and in his rights, seemed to him an impossible and therefore incomprehensible reasoning. But in his acute vision of the world and of the pitfalls not only physical, the Carthaginian leader was able to formulate the right question to the druid: «But you Ariobrigo, how do you know this secret; where did you read or who handed you this story of a future redeeming royal blood of every man for all the tribes of the world?».

A moment of silence reverberated in the temple cave, only the crackling of the flames from the brazier gave strength and tenacity to the druid's words: "Our priestly caste contains these secrets since the Great Mother herself who came from heaven together with Phaeton and accompanied by haloes of fire, he revealed to our caste all the secrets of the revealing mystery of life. There are stone tablets that only the great Priest of the High Peaks who now rests among the Fathers in the belly of the Great Maol, knew where they were, and in those tablets we read how the green light of the Grail will make the royal race ready to be sacrificed for the salvation of the world. The ancient Patriarch reported them to the fathers of the fathers of the priestly caste and so this secret reaches every druid from a thousand and a thousand cycles of the natural flow, and in these tablets it is written where the great chalice is hidden, filled with the green and magical force that comes from heaven and which will contain the blood that will redeem the world. "

Hannibal did not restrain himself in wanting to understand and asked: «But this Goddess, of whom I have seen from the stele of the village, speaks the language that is even south of Cartagho, so how could she have come down here from heaven a thousand years ago?».

"The Goddess Isis is omnipotent," said Ariobrigo. "ISIS the great, the fertile, the mighty, is the one who for love defeated death to get back her husband Osiris revived ..." did not finish the sentence that a shock made the great statue shake that swayed fearfully towards Hannibal, and it seemed that it must collapsing on him, having also turned on an intense green color, and instead as if by magic he re-established himself on his base, returning to his normal color, and they all went out of the cave sanctuary to be able to see a very white, shining light, emitted by a flying globe that was directed towards the sacred peak of Roc Maol, the sacred mountain that rose like a pyramid towards the valley, half a day's walk from the village.

All the children and mothers were rescued towards the hill to the east, while Hannibal decided to return to the village with his entourage. Suddenly the older women were dressed in a black smock and staged a macabre, hysterical dance, evoking Katubodva the Goddess of death and suffering, but Ariobrigo before returning to the village raised his golden sickle by formulating a letter that he concluded by saying in a strong and decisive voice: «ECATE. The Goddess of death must not and cannot oppose the vitality of the Mother, fertile divinity of the luxuriance of life, in the restoration of the people of Taur and in the reinvigoration of the blood of the lineage that will be predestined for centuries!» and he concluded the sentence with such force that the group of women stopped crying and dancing frantically, while a roar spread first almost muted, then more and more with power around the ravines of the hill, so much so that Hannibal blurted out: «For Tanit and Melqarth, since I have been in this territory I have never seen extraordinary natural phenomena, such as lightning, earthquakes, thunder, fires, happen so close to each other ... is it a way to want to amaze me or Ariobrigo? ».

The druid looked the Punic straight in the eye and then replied: «It is true General, since you came with your army, extraordinary and particular events are taking place, which do not happen often, and are neither wanted nor constructed. If you are right, they have happened in places that always mean something to the Gods. I can only tell you that the divine will merge with the human in many centuries in the name of his royal blood and this caste will originate from the outcome of your war with the Romans. I don't know nor can I guess anything else.».

Ariobrigo stopped speaking solemnly, and Hannibal escaped a chuckle which translated into the sentence pronounced in a low voice, as if he were saying it only for himself or because it was heard only by some close friends: " well that tonight I left their men to sleep with them to ensure a safer future for the tribe, but I could decide to send my men to copulate with their Taurine women, to strengthen their tribal future with a new Royal blood since their men will come with me to die or to win against the Romans.".

Ariobrigo while hearing him muttering did not listen to him, raising and lowering the sickle three times, and then said: «Our women are no longer on earth but now they are safe, in the hands of the god who flies on the fake sun that has long reached the flat. He has been here for a few days to protect the people from your army, and the women are now safe on the golden and round sun that you too can see ... ».

Hannibal whirling around saw a shimmering round shape moving away towards the mountains, but no more than a flick of the eyelid. He looked at Ariobrigo, for a moment, thinking that nothing would have benefited him so much to deepen the matter with the druid, also because he was in a hurry, his priority was to get the army in motion within a few hours to the south, and therefore he decided without thinking twice, to return to the village.

The Taurini had all been chained in a row, following the Carthaginian army which was preparing to resume the march. Hannibal could not wait any longer.

He had been in that territory for four days now and the surprise effect against the Romans was less and less probable, even more so if he continued to waver. The night passed quickly. The fireplaces of the various departments burned over a now depopulated territory and the bitter cold was not long in making itself felt on a moonless late autumn night.

At dawn, Hannibal gave orders to the first infantry units, archers and hoplites to start the march, after which he had the elephants prepared by placing them in the center of the long column that was about to move. Ducario and his Insubrius had already left before dawn to prepare the ground and serve as a relay and prevention towards possible enemy incursions.

The army had acquired new resources from the men of the Segusio valley, and other tribes of the plain had sent emissaries to join them, and moreover Hannibal had the Taurini prisoners who he decided to put at the beginning of the column. A mournful but powerful sound of the horn warned everyone that the long procession of men, warriors, chariots, animals, was marching mightily towards the south. Ariobrigo, who had spent the night in the hut of the priests, guarded by two Punic warriors, hearing the sound of the horn, looked out beyond the small window and saw many warriors coming from the direction of the hills where the bullwomen had been sheltered.

A doubt assailed him.

Recalling the words of Hannibal the day before, and knowing that many of them had no longer remained at the foot of the hills, and his belief in the prophecy of royal blood began to acquire a less universal conception, only some had been saved, not all. Hannibal passed right in front of his hut above the back of Sirus, and with all his voice he shouted: «General, the sign of royal blood can be a universal sign. It is the consciousness that will change its meaning. Isis was clear, your men too.».

At these words, Hannibal stopped Sirus and had the Druid brought in front. «I thought I would no longer meet you Druid, and I had ordered to kill you because you priests are fomenters of too much freedom for the people, but now you have also understood that the people of a tribe can change together with other tribes and not only in form but in substance of blood, but I have already understood this for years, marrying my Himilce and having had a wonderful son from her if the blood that you consider real requires even more sacrifice than a child of a submissive tribe, then we will see what there he will reserve fate, but for now I will drink the blood of the cup of the vanquished. ».

Having said this, he gave orders to his men to accompany him across the river to the hill; He "helps women to bring up in justice the children they will soon have, together with those of their husbands, who now come with me to die." And having said that Hannibal left again climbing on the back of his Sirus.

Ariobrigo did not answer, he did not want to repeat to the Punic general what he had said the previous day without being believed. He was grateful in some way that he had spared his life, not so much because he cared, but because he realized that he still had tasks and duties towards his tribe to perform and facts to understand, as well as not wanting to emphasize the importance of the myth of Rama and Phaeton, of which he regretted having mentioned it, although he knew that the Punic had not even remotely understood the message, stopping only at the Isiac divinity, without realizing the great and powerful treasure that existed in those territories.

Hannibal went away on the back of his elephant, together with the whole column of the army that had started moving towards the south, in a symphony of noises between the trampling of horses, the trumpeting of elephants and the noises of moving carriages, which filled the plain of the river normally silent, broken only by the noises of the wind or by the direction of some passing animal. Ariobrigo, left free, crossed the river walking up the hill, after meeting some women who had taken refuge in some huts still usable close to the hill. The druid called them to him, together with the children and was followed until he reached a hill that protruded as if it were a balcony overlooking the river where, just a few steps away in the balma, there was the sanctuary dedicated to Seti.

From that airy place where a lookout hut stood, one could see the long and mighty column of cartmen, horses and elephants of the Carthaginian army moving south. The druid was also able to identify at the beginning of the already distant column, the group of Taurine warriors and pointing it out to the women, he saw the expression of poignant emotion forming on those beautiful faces. He too had a gasp of bitterness, then looking at the ruins of the smoking huts of the village below, completely devastated.

He then decided to take refuge with all the spared women and children, temporarily near the cave sanctuary of Isis, a few steps from where they were. After a few days, they would all set off for the mountains, towards Segusio, meanwhile the noises faded more and more consistently as the column moved slowly but steadily away from the river and the ruins of the village, until it remained in the eyes of the druid, like a long and thin line moving slowly towards the south.

Ariobrigo noticed with amazement on one side but with equal relief on the other, the constant presence of an oval silver cloud that seemed to follow the movement of the column, rising at the same time towards the sky. He immediately thought of the goddess Isis, she would not have abandoned her people in the hands of an enemy army and surely the prophecy of the royal good blood, would have followed her, and the blood of her faithful, would not be lost in vain. The sun was now setting, and the column was just a more diaphanous image, evanescent in the eyes of Ariobrigo. In the last reddish glow of the setting sun, he noticed a flicker of the silver cloud that suddenly disappeared and rose towards infinity.
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