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  To everyone who lives to dream and dreams to live.




   




  4 – EVOLUTION OF A GUARDIAN




   




  “A crystal is not polished without rubbing, and not a single Aserian is perfected without trials,” the old man said. “Although she was reborn with wisdom, skills and knowledge that put her far above any human, as an Aserian the young guardian was unpolished and crude.”




  The old man looked at the two children.




  “Do you know how life really looks?” he asked of them kindly. “Could you describe to me exactly what it is?” The two children shook their heads.




  “No?” chuckled the old man. “I’m not surprised, young ones. Many live it day by day, but only a few can imagine what the real flow of life is.”




  “Can you tell us?” the little girl asked curiously.




  “Telling is not equal with seeing, little princess,” he meditated for a moment. “But there is something able to show you how life’s flow moves. Come,” he invited them while he slowly stood up from his chair. He shuffled to a large old wooden-framed mechanical labyrinth game that hung on the wall. The entire frame was a bit shorter than the children. The labyrinth boasted hundreds of small path segments, junctions, crossroads, and many small doors. Three wooden wheels were attached at the bottom, one small, and two large. Small polished pearls of all imaginable colors sat in a small rack on its left.




  “You haven’t played this for a long time, old goat,” he muttered to himself with amusement. He studied the ancient game before he turned to the children.




  “Aserians were the masters of life, and life is just like this Aserian perception game; the game that she and the other Aserians loved to play. Like this labyrinth, which perfectly represents life’s flow, every life has a beginning and an end. There is no exception. The only question is, how long will we stay in our own labyrinth?”




  The old man turned the small wooden wheel to reveal the entry point at the top while many doors opened and closed throughout the labyrinth. This also opened another door at the bottom. As he turned the wheel, the tunnels in the labyrinth changed positions and after a moment, connected again. There were no dead ends. The small wheel slowly sunk into the table to never turn again.




  “As the labyrinth is randomly formed by the player, the way may become longer or shorter. All of our actions change something. Some doors may remain open for a long time while others may close after our next decision. But two doors never change; the beginning and the end.”




  The old man picked up a small sapphire crystal pearl from the rack and showed it to each of the children.




  “Souls are like small crystal pearls,” he continued. “They may reach their destination a thousand ways, through thousands of crossroads and junctions on a long journey. Some souls race through the labyrinth and live a very short life. Others play to discover every little aspect of it.”




  The old man turned to the game and adjusted one of the large wheels a little. The labyrinth changed its configuration. With the exception of the entrance and exit, many doors opened and closed.




  “Like these two wheels, there are always two types of decisions in our life. One, which is the right one and expands our life.” The old man turned the other large wheel. Different doors opened and closed. “And the other could decrease the length of our life. No one knows which wheel is the right decision. In this game, as in life, our soul listens to our instinct. Always. Each of our actions affects the path of the pearl, even if the consequences appears much later in the game, as well in life itself. Every decision has a cause and effect in the universe and every door entered opens others far-far away.”




  The old man put the small crystal pearl into a labyrinth hall while the children watched. The small pearl slowly searched its way down through the first two open junctions and crossroads. The old man twisted the left wooden wheel that opened and closed doors in the maze.




  “Open one door and you may open many others throughout your life. Even if there are many open doors, it does not mean you will walk through all the ways and all the possibilities. Step into one way and you cannot turn back. Every door opens a possibility that may gain you sure knowledge that you lose another one. You can walk only one path at a time.”




  The pearl stopped at a crossroad with two closed doors while the old man looked at the children. The little girl picked up a second small sapphire pearl from the rack. As she did, the small wooden wheel slowly popped out of its place. The old man nodded at the small wheel. The boy turned it to open another entrance and exit, but it didn’t change the rest of the labyrinth.




  “During their long lives all Aserians consider and watch over more than their own lives, more than one pearl in their labyrinth of life,” the old man smiled fondly back at the children as he remembered. As the girl moved to set the second pearl into the game the old man turned the small wooden wheel further and the open entrance and exit closed. The children looked at the old man curiously. “But first, before they start to shepherd others, every young Aserian has to face their own weakness and true potential their own way.”




  The little girl treasured the second sapphire pearl in her hand, while the old man turned one of the wooden wheels. Many doors popped open, including the door before the sapphire pearl in the game. Balanced, the pearl hesitated, and then slowly rolled along the right tunnel to discover the unknown. “The young guardian was a stranger in her known, yet so unknown world. In her new life, every day was a new path to walk and to discover. Every crossroad was a decision to make. A newly born life is just like a sapling in a garden on which every gardener leaves a mark as it grows. A long path yawned ahead of her, a long evolution to slowly polish her crude surface bright and refined.”




  The crawling pearl was mirrored in the old man’s eyes while it slowly discovered new paths ahead. The small pearl had changed into a small raindrop in his mind – a raindrop escorted by countless of others.




  “But first every young soul, even if they are so brave one day, has nightmares to face and fears to be conquered. It’s the flow of life.”




   




  * * *




   




  Grim cold darkness ruled the night. The wind swayed the trees. Gusts rattled the branches back and forth in the storm and heavy rain danced in the air. The swirling dark clouds raced across the sky. Their reflection mirrored in young Angeni’s terrified eyes. Motionless, she had gazed at them from among her cushions in the middle of the sanctuary since the cruel storm startled her awake. The breeze, which came uninvited through the large open arch of the balcony, gently flowed over the young Aserian woman. Protective, she wrapped herself in her large white feathery wings and held a small sapphire pillow close to her chest.




  “Mother? Father?” clarity and depth rang from her quavering angelic voice as she called them so silently through her fear. Her terrified eyes continuously peeked toward the main arch entrance. The satin curtain slightly, but eerily waved and separated the safe sanctuary from the unknown outside. Angeni waited for her kind mother and brave father to come and protect her, to not be alone in the deafening thunderstorm she feared so much. A beautiful lullaby, that’s all she desired; a lullaby to calm her frightened soul and cradle her back to sleep to dream about something nice and peaceful to hide from this evil storm. But no one came to fulfill her desperate wish. Her soul felt safe in the hendecagon sanctuary; for her the peaceful world sat between the eleven walls and eleven pillars. Yet, a strange, binding claustrophobic feeling encompassed her. She was scared and she was so alone.




  The wind howled like a grey mingan in the forest of the great mountains at midnight. The eerie scream terrified the young guardian’s soul. The beautifully carved Oriental latticework doors chattered under the storm’s siege. Then something in the distance, bright and sapphire, flashed outside and brought light into the suffocating darkness enough to reflect on the marble floor, but only for a blink of an eye. It was something new for her, something that amazed her young soul with its beauty for a moment. Yet, for some reason this beauty also terrified her, but she didn’t know why. Then a loud clap of thunder rumbled. That gave her a silent jump and answered her question. Her trembling hands pulled the sapphire velvet pillow closer to her chest.




  Like a newborn, Angeni barely remembered anything from her first days. Everything was so blurry and distant, untouchable. Everything was so familiar yet all so different, even the storm. Memories like a shattered mirror, only little splinters reminded her of the days that had passed. A middle-aged Aserian woman, named Eve, so beautiful, graceful and majestic watched over and took care of her like a mother. And that thoughtful and wise old Aserian, Aaron, so like a true protective father. But, like everything else, Angeni barely remembered even these two wonderful souls. Were they real at all or were they just a dream? Were they her parents as she thought? She didn’t know, but her instincts told they were real even if they weren’t here with her now. Then, where are they now? Why did they leave her alone? Did she do something wrong?




  Everything from the past was like an untouchable distant dream. What was that strange pulsating seal, that tired crystal heart that bathed her protectively in so beautiful sapphire light? She hadn’t seen it anywhere. What was that place? Maybe she was born there? Or maybe strange forgotten dreams and wild imagination merged with reality? Was it all just a dream? Was that generous warm-hearted daydreaming little red haired girl, so curious, so cute, and their parents who loved them deeply, a dream? She had dreamt about them before the relentless storm raised its clarion call. She couldn’t recall who they were. They were all gone, that memory faded into the darkness to be shrouded by the veil of the forgotten.




  Now, for the first time in her life everything seemed and sounded so clear. The moments that she had seen and lived now didn’t want to be forgotten anymore. Rather all the moments wanted to be engraved into her mind to be part of her soul for eternity. The insistence of the splashing raindrops fell harder and faster as if the Gods poured it from vats in the heavens while the wind’s howl whipped the clouds toward the unknown, didn’t echo as a dream anymore, but sounded so sharp and real. As the winds howl laid siege to the sanctuary once again, the Oriental doors surrendered, they swung open to boom against the columns. The sheer curtains floated inward to welcome the wicked rain spray into the sanctuary through the balcony’s huge arch. The young guardian’s breaths came faster and faster; she didn’t want the evil storm to come in and hurt her.




  Gathering all her bravery, along with the pillow she defensively embraced, she slowly got out of the shallow circular bed. Angeni took the three stone steps down from her bed, and then a few steps closer to the balcony. Then she stopped in terror. The curtains waved as if they beckoned her to the doors that eerily banged and waited to consume her. She could go no closer. Her instincts told her to keep her distance from the balcony, but she didn’t know why. Something dreadful waited beyond the balcony; she felt it and she feared it. The shadowy landscape beyond the impassable rain curtain reminded her of a town, but not Odess’iana. This was a place hidden among her fragmented first memories that her soul missed so much.




  Her smooth hand reached out to touch the raindrop spray that swirled in front of her as it came uninvited into her safe haven. The first drop hit her finger; it was cold and tickled her as it slid down to her hand. Then another drop followed the first. While the young guardian watched, the raindrops quickly ran down and around her hand to continue their interrupted journey to the marble floor.




  The rain blew through the curtains to spray the wild rain onto her. She closed her eyes and let her wings relax. A few raindrops silently splashed on her blond hair and white alabaster skin. Angeni took a slow breath and let the cold air fill her body. For the first time since the young guardian was reborn, she felt; she was alive.




  Then the wind broke its short silence once more as it raged outside to entomb her world, but foremost froze Angeni with fear. The doors rattled faster and faster, willing her to come closer as the seemingly friendly curtains beckoned. The young guardian stepped back from the balcony to rattle along with the tree leaves that suffered outside. It felt like the great storm wanted to crush the trees, but more, to surround and shatter her safe sanctuary to get at her. The wind howled louder yet. Then the play of the silent bright lightning and the invisible, but so loud shock of the thunder stripped away her last shred of safety. Breathless and trembling in fear, she stepped back once more. She needed to leave her haven before she could be caught up and carried away by the evil wind; certainly, before those terrifying doors came to eat her.




  “Come, Pilly,” her quavering voice whispered to the small sapphire pillow clutched in her arms. “Let’s find mommy and daddy,” she finally decided.




  The cold marble floor chilled Angeni’s bare feet as she gathered all her bravery and stepped out of the sanctuary. Like a soft breeze, the curtain ran ghostly fingers over her shoulders as it slowly parted to reveal the long dark corridor ahead of her. Her large wings resting on her back, her white saree clung to her graceful body. Terrified and shaken, her hem rippled when took her first steps into the unknown. Columns stood silent sentry and beautifully carved angel statues peeked from the shadows. Many candles on the pedestals slept in silence. Some just put out by the wind that rushed past the curtains on the small stone windows.




  Misted by errant rain, she stroked her little pillow, her only friend, Pilly who gave her a sense of safety. Her hesitant steps drew her down the endless corridor. The desperation of this fragile, mature, yet newborn Aserian woman was nearly hidden on her icy calm face. Though terrified, she was awed by the beauty as she looked around. But her curious eyes mirrored the great inner fears of the lonely soul. She tried to find someone, a familiar face in the crouching shadows, someone who could be with her, anyone. That kind Aserian man and woman she had considered father and mother. She wished her mother held her under her protective wings while her father ordered the storm with his fatherly voice to calm down – at least this is what her young soul dreamed and imagined.




  “Mother? Father?” her soft angelic tone called, but no answer came. “Where are you?” she asked almost silently. Like magic, a blurry memory rushed into her mind and forced the young guardian to stop.




  Grace, a woman’s kind echoing voice called in her mind. The young guardian had to reach out to the closest column for support. The faces she had seen for a moment were her real parents, she felt it; she knew it. But they were human, not the Aserians she looked for. Who were they? And who is Grace, the little girl in her dream? Was she still dreaming?




  As fast as it came, the vision retreated in her mind as she shook her head. So confused, breathing faster and faster, the young guardian took one step, and then another. But, as she arrived under the stone arch at the end of the corridor, her legs rooted to the spot. She didn’t dare go further. Two dark motionless silhouettes waited and watched her from the large dim hall beyond. They terrified her. The silent strangers were not her mom and dad.




  Angeni looked back to the other end of the long corridor. Her safe sanctuary, which was still intact, bravely stood against the wind and was already distant, excessively far. Holding the pillow tight, she gathered her bravery and looked back into the hall. The dark silhouettes that gazed at her from the night shadows terrified her.




  “Mother? Father?” she called them again half-heartedly. Lightning flashed outside, the two dark silhouettes became white majestic angel statues as if to answer her call.




  Ane, Rhe… her mind counted in Aserian in a little girl’s voice, but she didn’t know why.




  Chasing the lightning, thunder cracked so loud that it startled the young guardian into gulping a fearful breath and a step back.




  “Mommy? Daddy?” Desperation rising, she crushed Pilly to her chest.




  Gracie, a tiny cute voice called, called for her and for a moment Angeni had seen a little girl’s grin and bright green eyes look at her.




  “Sister?” she whispered. Her eyes filled with tears of pain of all the forgotten memories from her previous life as that fatal night exploded to the surface. A life left behind wasn’t so joyful a dream that ended in a terrible nightmare. A family left behind wasn’t a dream either. Everything was real. Everything.




  The young fragile angel woman collapsed to her knees, her large white wings gently draped the marble floor. For moments, not a single sound left her, yet she wanted to scream the wrenching sorrow of loss that encompassed her. Angeni’s crushed soul desperately wanted to be loved, heard, but mostly to be held by someone, like Pilly in her cramped and shaking arms. She was so alone in endless sadness, only the heartbroken, painful wails torn from her soul echoed around the storm-darkened hall.




  I love you, my beautiful little girl, was a kind motherly voice in her mind, as if the woman whispered in her ear now; the kind whisper so sudden opened the hidden wounds of Angeni’s young soul.




  “Please mommy!” the young guardian begged while her pain prostrated her on the floor. The once joyful memories became painful splinters in her heart as she remembered. For a moment, a beautiful woman, her beloved mommy looked back at her, just after giving her forehead a kiss and then smiled with a cheery smile and waved kindly.




  “Please come back and love me! Please!” Her shaking hand reached out to the thin air, as if Angeni could touch her beloved mother, who was only in her mind.




  Here we go! Angeni’s tearful eyes opened wide as a fatherly, yet so cheery voice echoed in her mind; her strong father held his little girl to spin her in the air as they played on the grassy field.




  Her back and wings strained, the inner torturing pain forced her to scream silently and weep harder and harder. “D-daddy? Daddy!” she whispered and looked up. Tears ran down her cheeks.




  Don’t be afraid. I won’t let you go, the kind whisper echoed. Her father smiled, lightly stroked her nose in her memories; a caress that Angeni felt on her nose too.




  “Please don’t let me go! Please hold me just once more!” she begged the thin air. The young guardian bowed to the marble floor in endless torment. “Please!”




  May I go with her? came the hopeful voice of the kind red-headed little girl. A cramped and painful scream left the trembling cherry lips of the crushed guardian as she recognized the voice of her lost sister.




  No my dear. You’re coming with us now, the motherly answer slowly faded while Angeni’s arms held the pillow tight like she had held little Aurora in her arms to never let her go.




  “P-Please! A-A-Aurora! P-Please s-sta-stay with me!” The choking words of the crying angel were swallowed by her wails that not even the downpour and cracking thunder could dim.




  The tears hid the cruel world away and the great loss clouded her crushed soul. There was only pain, endless pain. “No. Please, no,” she shook her head in denial. The young guardian tried to stand, to run away, out of this world away from the pain. But she had fallen back to the floor and wept. The painful scream of loss left her throat raw and echoed down the corridor while she gathered her strength once more. The strong stone columns a cold support as she dragged herself back to the sanctuary, the only place where she might hide from the pain.




  “Please, don’t leave me alone. Please. I’m afraid so much,” she threw herself on her pedestal bed. She begged almost silently and tried to pull herself together like a weeping child among the large fluffy cushions of her little home. Her trembling arms still clutched the little blue velvet pillow close. Only Pilly was with her, no one else. So alone, she was a stranger on this known, yet so unknown world.




  “Please,” she asked silently once more, but her words couldn’t change the past. The darkness of the night hid Angeni and her sadness from the world.




  Along with the raging storm outside, the young guardian gradually calmed down. The heavenly gods had slowly ceased fire, the distant thunder now sounded like lazy stone balls rolled on cobblestones. The hungry doors ceased their shuddering, the cadenced knock of the torrential rain slowly waned, and the angry howl of the wind softened to a gentle whisper.




  Dozen of candles, tall and short alike, reflected in the young woman’s sad eyes. A silent tear slowly slid down her icy face; tears of prayer for her loved ones. The tear dripped past the cold blue flame of the candle lighter that the young guardian held.




  “I-I miss all of you so much,” she whispered on a slow breath while she knelt in front of the statue of a guardian whose wings were spread to give motherly protection. Angeni didn’t even realize that she had left her safe cushion kingdom, her sanctuary to come out to the corridor, but she didn’t care. Pilly, her silent guardian pillow stood guard from the floor.




  “I’m sorry I left all of you behind. I’m so sorry,” full of guilt and quiet tears, Angeni lit two tall candles for her parents. The young guardian sniffed, “B-but one day, we will be together. Your little girl won’t leave you anymore. I-I promise.”




  But as the candle lighter went above the smallest candle, which stood right in the protective shadow of the two tall candles, someone leaned near Angeni’s cheek and gently blew out the tiny dancing blue flame on the candle lighter.




  “If you remember who they were and how they lived, then maybe they have found life again,” came a young woman’s soft voice into Angeni’s ear. “They may have gone, but you’re not alone. I’ll never let you go,” she added as Angeni looked back.




  The bright eyes of a young, yet so beautiful, red haired Aserian Guardian woman with large white wings lowered behind her back looked back at her. The woman in the white silk saree was so familiar to Angeni; she read her soul and nature from sorrowful, yet happy green eyes. Behind her, at the end of the corridor the two old Aserians, her mother and father stood silent in the darkness. Old Aaron held Eve’s hand. Endless love beamed from their eyes as they watched the two young Aserian women.




  “Who are you?” asked Angeni while she set the candle lighter on the marble floor.




  “You know that in your soul,” the woman responded with a half-cheery calmness.




  “No. You can’t be real,” Angeni whispered. As the stranger gently held her hand, she immediately felt and knew who the woman was; she saw it in her own mind.




  “See? I’m real,” the woman whispered as she gently put Angeni’s hand to her icy cheek. Under the shadow of the guardian statue, Angeni hugged and held the woman close.




  “Aurora,” she whispered while tears of happiness filled her eyes. “Sister.”




   




  * * *




   




  The morning had dawned cold. The sweet wind, which shepherded the brown leaves, hinted at the approaching end of Deciduous. The eyes of the young guardian mirrored the weak sapphire sunlight that glimmered through the partially cloudy sky onto her balcony. As her instinct demanded, she’d be safe if she kept her distance from the edge.




  A beautiful white temple topped with a large, majestic Aserian wing-statue that radiated the glory of the Aserian culture, stood within the tall Citadel district of the city, which, unlike any other city, like Odess’iana, this place was not divided by walls. The Citadel was built on a tall escarpment, which had precipitous sides and was the nuclei of the large town, which radiated out onto the lower ground from the shores of the great gulf to the nearby mountains. Beautiful azure waves washed those shores in the distance and tweeting birds circled above the mirror surface of the salty water. How had she gotten here, when did they arrive? Wherever here is, she didn’t know. But the large town where Aserian and human, like small dots filled it with life, was enchanting in the morning daylight.




  “Sessa Asria. Beautiful, isn’t it?” a motherly voice asked.




  “It’s so beautiful,” whispered Angeni as she looked back at the majesty of the woman she called mother. Her orange saree gently flowed with her ethereal, graceful steps.




  “Are you excited?” the High-Guardian asked and Angeni’s excited nod was the answer.




  “My beautiful large white wings don’t have to be shy anymore. Tomorrow everyone will see them,” she daydreamed. Excited she looked at Eve. “I’ll try to be like Eriana, mother. I’ll try to be the greatest and kindest guardian of all.” The young guardian looked back at the landscape as she dreamt on. “I’ll learn a lot. I’ll have many friends. And I’ll help them if they don’t know something. They’ll see I’m a kind soul. They’ll know they can count on me anytime.”




  “I hope they will,” Eve responded kindly.




  “Which one is the Hall of Discipline?” Angeni asked excitedly scanning the landscape.




  “That one,” Eve pointed at the large winged temple. The awed young guardian and her mother watched the magnificent building in silence. Then Angeni looked at Eve.




  “If I don’t understand something, will you help me, mother? Will you teach me how to become a great guardian?” she asked in her shiest tone.




  “I wouldn’t be a good mother if I did not help you to achieve your dreams, Angeni.”




  As she heard her name, Angeni hesitated. She remembered and loved her human name. Aurora is called by her human name. So, why does everyone call her by a different name?




  “Mother, why do you call me Angeni?” she lowered her eyes. “Don’t you like my name?”




  “You’re the one who truly knows the answer for this question as you, your soul declared herself as Angeni,” Eve’s grave comment tinged with concern. “If you can’t answer your question, no one else can.”




  Her mind tried to find the answer, wanted to remember, but she didn’t know the answer.




  The sapphire light shone in Angeni’s eyes as the cloud that had partially covered the sun slid away. She raised her hand to touch the untouchable distant sun. Her eyes focused on her hand, which was surrounded by a gentle illusionary blue glow. It was so beautiful, but it was the same illusion as in her human life. It wasn’t her aura. Why can’t she see her own?




  “You’ll see your own evolving aura soon, after you learn to live,” Eve said before Angeni had a chance to ask. Lowering her hand she looked at her mother. “One day your nature will be echoed in the color of your clothes and will shine in your eyes.” For a moment, Eve’s eyes flashed up same citrine orange as her saree shone in the sunlight. Angeni watched with reverent awe.




  “May I have a sapphire aura?” hope shone, her eyes looked at the bright blue sun while her mind already imagined herself with flashing sapphire eyes and in an elegant blue saree.




  “A spirit’s nature doesn’t work this way,” Eve responded kindly. Disappointed, the young guardian lowered her head, her finger sadly twisted her white saree, which mirrored her innocent soul. “Your crystal clear soul must learn and evolve,” her mother continued. “Your aura will blend and change along with your nature until the time you became a true adult. Hopefully, what you think, you will become.”




  “Then I’ll do everything to have the most beautiful sapphire aura,” Angeni declared proudly and with excited eyes, she studied the landscape. The High-Guardian watched her curiously and waited.




  “Haven’t you forgotten something?” Eve asked kindly of her daydreaming daughter. Angeni looked at her; her narrowed eyes, but mostly her frown mirrored as her mind quickly searched for the answer. What did she forget?




  “Father!” her eyes opened as she suddenly realized; they must prepare for the great day. She started to hurry into the sanctuary, but after taking few quick steps, she turned around and ran back to her mother. The amused High-Guardian shook her head watching her lightheaded daughter who kissed her cheek, and then ran into the sanctuary.




  Angeni saw that curious sharp green eyes studied a tiny kimama on a leaf as it slowly tried its colourful wings on one of the bushes of the tiny inner hanging garden. Aurora’s curious smile showed that she hadn’t changed deep in her soul, even if she wasn’t the lost little child she was before, but a kind, if determined beautiful Aserian woman.




  “Sister,” smiled the youngest guardian as her eyes caught Angeni at the entrance of the garden. Then her eyes desperately snapped back to the tiny kimama that flitted away. “Wait! Where are you going? Come back!” she whispered so innocent and prepared to follow the kimama.




  “Ah-ah-ah! Father is waiting!” Angeni sang excited and quickly grabbed her hand. Aurora immediately forgot about the kimama and followed her sister with the same shimmering excitement in her eyes.




  The old, gray haired, yet juvenile High-Guardian Aaron sat behind his carved stone table in his jade green robe when the sisters sneaked into the large library to surprise their father. Angeni grinned and put a finger to her lips to show Aurora to stay quiet, whose cheeky smile agreed. So silent the two young guardians tiptoed closer and closer, sneaked column to column to catch their father by surprise from behind. Only a few more steps, just few more...




  “Time waits for nobody, young ones,” whispered the old Aserian when they had almost reached him. Angeni and Aurora stopped in surprise. “But I gladly do,” smiled the High-Guardian as he glanced back at Angeni. Then he looked around.




  “Where is your sister?” he asked surprised. Angeni looked around; she stood alone in the infiltrating daylight, embraced by the columns. “Aurora?” the High-Guardian called her.




  “Come and find me!” the trilling answer came from behind one of the shadowy columns. The High-Guardian pointed at a column. A wing was partially visible. The youngest one twisted it curiously while Aaron gestured Angeni to corner the youngest one and get her from both sides. They silently moved in.




  Angeni saw cheery Aurora peek out from behind the column and looked right at her with piercing green eyes. Surprised at seeing her sister’s approach, the youngest immediately bolted the other way, but she ran right into the open arms of her father. She was surprised, but then...




  “I got you!” Aurora grinned and hugged him while Angeni joined them.




  “Let’s see what we brewed all night, my daughters,” the High-Guardian said as he looked at his daughters.




  The excited young ones quickly picked up and put on their aprons, and then met their father at a stone table on the far side of the library and curiously peeked into the small boiling cauldron to see how their masterpiece was brewing.




  Yesterday, the young Aserians had collected many fallen walnuts from the garden, then put them into the cauldron and covered them with water. The walnut simmered almost all night over the tiny blue fire and now they steeped all day. After the wooden spoon stirred the liquid for the last time, the young guardians carefully removed the walnuts from the pot and added some vinegar and a secret ingredient, Acacia, as their father instructed. Then the High-Guardian added some iron dust that Aurora slowly measured out on a small scale. After a short wait, the liquid turned a bit darker. Angeni carefully poured the tinted deep golden brown liquid into small vials.




  Excited, taking off the apron, Angeni raised the first vial filled with the strange liquid to shine in by the sapphire sun. It was beautiful; the first ink that was soon going to echo the great knowledge that they would learn.




  “Everyone’s destiny will be revealed as they walk their long path of life. For an Aserian destiny is life itself,” her father said wisely while he strolled to his table. “Always remember, protecting and guiding is a duty for which there can be no mistakes. To be a true guardian, you must reveal your fears and your weaknesses.”




  Angeni watched as he picked up two thick books from his elegant table. The books were new, glinted in the infiltrating sunlight. One of the covers was made of dark sapphire velvet, the other lively orange velvet – the aura colors of their beloved and respected heroines, Spirit Guardians Eriana and Iria. How did their father know these were their favourite colors?




  “Tomorrow you’ll start a wonderful journey to learn to live. Fill these pages with knowledge to reach your dreams, my daughters,” Aaron gave the books to his daughters – the blue to Angeni and the orange to Aurora. They treasured the gift of their father in their hands. The young guardians lovingly stroked the soft velvet covers that their skillful father made. The place for the title was empty; left for their imagination. Beyond the elegant cover hundreds of soft white empty pages waited to be filled with knowledge. The two young guardians thankfully embraced the old guardian.




  Angeni spent the rest of the day at her usual safe place away from the balcony edge. Enchanted, she gazed at the Hall of Discipline, which called her from the distance and waited for her entry tomorrow to begin her journey on the path of her long evolution. She wished the day had moved with blinding speed, but it didn’t happen. Sachylia slowly approached the horizon, maybe slower then ever before.




  Devious and so excited, the young guardian decided she would take the path that ran faster. She would go to sleep early so the desired day would be only moments away after she closed her eyes. A new world awaited her along with new friends, new knowledge, and new exciting adventures. Taking a last look at the great winged temple, she strolled into her sanctuary.




  Inside, her eyes caught sight of a papyrus scroll pamphlet that sat on the stone table along with a small arven pencil. The breeze ruffled and swished its pages to recall a loving memory, one of the dearest of her young soul. The pages seemed empty, only one sketch on the first page; the Sacred Crystal Mother that a young girl had drawn in the Valley of Seradelphia.




  “You weren’t here before,” she whispered in surprise. Angeni looked around, but no one was in the sanctuary, only the fresh breeze that lightly ruffled her feathers. Who brought her little treasure back to her? Mother, father, Aurora? No, they would give it to her personally. Then who? Maybe someone who is watching over her? She didn’t know, but it really mattered to her soul. Touched, she held her old scroll pamphlet close, a dear memory that remained from the life she left behind while her eyes mirrored Sachylia slow dive on the clear horizon. After a long sleep, she’d greet the day she had awaited for so long.




   




  * * *




   




  “Look.”




  “There she is. That’s Angeni.”




  “She seems so fragile.”




  “Don’t speak to her unless she speaks to us.”




  Emotionless icy looks and whispers of young Aserians followed Angeni since she had entered the Hall of Discipline. They kept their distance and just whispered. Strolling down the long corridor, Angeni sadly hugged the velvet book with an endless desire to learn, to fulfill her dreams. Her sadness was hidden by her own angelically rigid and determined icy calm. The bands of daylight glinted on the tiny ink vial that hung from her belt.




  Her soul had eagerly waited for this day. The first to begin the long path of learning to become a great guardian, the one she always wanted to be. But now, as the whispers broke the deafening silence and those icy looks followed her every step, her soul wanted to leave, run back to her safe sanctuary and stay there forever with Pilly, her guardian pillow.
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