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	5	Dedication

For	Tuki
My	little	Pinocchio,	my	heart	wrapped	in	four	pounds	of	fury	and	tenacity
Seventeen	years,	you	were	by	my	side—	a	piece	of	my	soul.
You	were	braver	than	most	and	gentler	than	anyone	I’ve	ever	known.
Strong,	watchful,	and	kind.
You	were	quiet,	unconditional	and	fierce	in	your	love.
You	never	wavered.
Through	joy	and	through	pain,
you	stayed.
Always	knowing	me	better	than	I	knew	myself.
You	understood	my	heart,	calmed	my	fears,
and	in	your	cuddles,
I	always	found	peace.
On	December	5th,	2024,	the	world	lost	you.
But	I	didn’t.
You’re	still	here—in	every	heartbeat	of	these	pages,
in	every	story	of	courage,
in	every	quiet	reminder	to	keep	going.
This	book	is	for	you.
It’s	a	thank	you.
It’s	a	love	letter	written	for	you	to	share	with	the	world	to	let	them	know
what	a	beautiful	boy	you	will	always	be
Always	in	my	dreams.
Always	my	little	boy.
and	with	all	my	love,	always

Ani
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Photo	of	Tuki	and	Donkey!
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	9	In	the	heart	of	the	mystical	Sultana	Valley,	where	the	towering
Cascades	shroud	the	land	in	a	veil	of	ancient	mist,	a	legend	was
born—not	in	the	form	of	a	warrior	with	a	blade	of	steel,	nor	a
king	upon	a	gilded	throne,	but	in	the	boundless	heart	of	a
Yorkshire	Terrier	named	Tuki.	From	the	moment	his	tiny	paws
pressed	into	the	fertile	earth,	he	was	destined	for	adventure,	his
soul	stitched	with	the	fabric	of	legends	yet	untold.
	
Raised	on	a	humble	farm,	where	the	golden	fields	danced	to	the
rhythm	of	the	wind	and	the	rivers	sang	of	forgotten	times,	Tuki
lived	a	life	of	simple	joys	alongside	his	beloved	family,	Derek	and
Ani.	Yet,	within	him	burned	an	unquenchable	thirst	for	the
unknown,	a	yearning	that	could	not	be	bound	by	fences	or	the
familiar	hum	of	home.	And	beside	him,	always,	was	Donkey—his
steadfast	companion,	a	creature	of	great	heart	and	greater
courage.	Together,	they	were	more	than	mere	wanderers	of	the
valley;	they	were	seekers	of	the	extraordinary.
	
The	forest	trails	whispered	to	them,	rustling	secrets	of	hidden
realms	beyond	the	emerald	horizon.	The	stars,	like	celestial
cartographers,	mapped	out	paths	to	treasures	unseen	and
kingdoms	lost	to	time.	Tuki’s	mind	spun	tales	of	daring	escapades
—ancient	civilizations	buried	beneath	dunes	of	forgotten	history,
cryptic	maps	etched	into	timeworn	stone,	and	villains	cloaked	in



	10	shadow,	their	sinister	eyes	ever-watchful.	But	what	if	these
visions	were	not	just	the	musings	of	a	dreamer?	What	if	they
were	echoes	of	a	fate	yet	to	unfold?
	
One	fateful	night,	beneath	a	canopy	of	stars	scattered	like
diamonds	across	the	ink-black	sky,	the	call	to	adventure	arrived.	It
did	not	speak	in	words,	nor	summon	in	voice,	but	rather	in	the
subtle	language	of	destiny—a	whisper	in	the	wind,	a	shimmer
upon	the	moonlit	trail,	a	force	unseen	yet	deeply	felt.	It	was	a
summons	that	could	not	be	ignored,	a	promise	of	perils	and
triumphs,	of	battles	fought	not	just	with	strength,	but	with
courage	forged	in	the	fires	of	the	unknown.
	
And	so	began	a	journey	unlike	any	other.	Tuki	and	Donkey	would
traverse	untamed	landscapes,	cross	treacherous	seas,	and	delve
into	the	very	heart	of	mystery	itself.	They	would	stand	shoulder
to	shoulder	with	noble	warriors	sworn	to	protect	the	light,	outwit
cunning	tricksters	lurking	in	the	shadows,	and	stare	into	the	abyss
of	darkness	where	the	fate	of	realms	lay	in	delicate	balance.	They
would	unearth	secrets	that	had	long	been	buried	beneath	the
weight	of	time,	defy	odds	written	by	forces	far	greater	than
themselves,	and	prove	that	true	heroes	are	not	measured	by	size,
but	by	the	depth	of	their	spirit.
	
For	in	every	great	adventure,	there	lies	a	truth	that	cannot	be



	11	denied—the	boldest	of	souls	do	not	wait	for	destiny;	they	chase	it.	And	in
the	face	of	uncertainty,	where	danger	lurks	in	the	corners	of	the	unknown,	it
is	not	the	size	of	the	hero	that	matters,	but	the	unyielding	fire	within.
	
And	so	the	legend	of	Tuki	begins	now.
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A	Battle	for	Peace	in	the
Serengeti
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	15	In	the	quiet	town	of	Sultana,	cradled	between	the	towering,	snow-
clad	peaks	of	the	Cascade	Mountains,	a	young	dreamer	named
Tuki	gazed	beyond	the	horizons	with	eyes	filled	with	wonder.
Though	his	frame	was	small,	his	heart	was	vast,	his	spirit
unbreakable,	and	his	imagination	stretched	into	the	boundless
unknown,	where	adventure	whispered	his	name	like	a	long-lost
friend.	But	he	was	never	alone	in	his	flights	of	fancy—by	his	side,
as	constant	as	the	North	Star,	stood	his	best	friend	and	most
trusted	confidant,	Donkey,	a	scrappy,	mischievous	creature	whose
wit	was	as	quick	as	his	kicks	were	strong.

From	the	moment	he	could	dream,	Tuki	found	solace	in	the
emerald	embrace	of	the	ancient	forest	behind	his	home.	To	the
world,	they	were	merely	trees,	standing	silent	and	indifferent.	But
to	Tuki	and	Donkey,	they	were	towering	sentinels,	watching	over
their	journeys.	The	rustling	underbrush	carried	the	voices	of
unseen	spirits,	urging	them	to	press	on.	They	were	never	just	a
boy	and	his	companion—no,	in	the	realm	of	imagination,	they
were	fearless	cowboys	streaking	across	the	golden	Montana
plains,	the	wind	roaring	in	their	ears	as	they	galloped	toward
destiny.	They	were	daring	fighter	pilots	soaring	through	enemy
fire,	their	hands	gripping	the	controls	with	unyielding
determination.	They	were	masterful	matadors,	their	crimson
capes	billowing	like	the	evening	sky,	as	they	danced	with	danger	in
the	heart	of	Madrid.



	16	Each	day	was	an	uncharted	expedition,	an	unwritten	chapter
waiting	to	be	lived.	But	nothing—nothing—could	have	prepared
them	for	the	day	when	the	boundary	between	fiction	and	reality
would	blur,	when	adventure	would	call	them,	not	in	the	whispers
of	daydreams,	but	in	the	roar	of	fate	itself.
	
The	opportunity	came	like	lightning	splitting	the	sky—sudden,
electrifying,	and	impossible	to	ignore.	A	prestigious	young
explorers’	program	had	opened	applications	for	a	once-in-a-
lifetime	mission:	an	African	safari	that	would	immerse	candidates
in	the	heart	of	the	wild,	where	they	would	aid	in	conservation
efforts	and	witness	the	wonders	of	nature	firsthand.	Tuki’s	heart
pounded	as	he	read	the	details.	This	wasn’t	just	a	trip—it	was	a
call	to	adventure,	a	summons	to	become	the	hero	he	had	always
envisioned	himself	to	be.
	
He	sprinted	home,	bursting	through	the	stable	doors	where
Donkey	lounged	lazily,	chewing	on	a	patch	of	hay.	“Donkey,	pack
your	bags!	We’re	headed	to	Africa!”
	
Donkey	flicked	his	ears,	unimpressed.	“Africa,	huh?	That’s	quite	a
trot	from	here.”	But	then,	his	eyes	gleamed	with	excitement.
“Well,	what	are	we	waiting	for?	Let’s	go	see	what	all	the	fuss	is
about!”	He	kicked	his	hind	legs	in	exhilaration,	sending	an	old



	17	



	18	bucket	flying	across	the	stable.
	
The	moment	they	set	foot	on	the	sun-scorched	earth	of	the
African	savanna,	they	knew	their	world	had	changed	forever.	The
golden	plains	stretched	endlessly,	kissed	by	a	sapphire	sky.	Mighty
baobabs	stood	like	ancient	guardians,	their	twisted	limbs	cradling
secrets	of	centuries	past.	Herds	of	wildebeests	thundered	across
the	horizon,	while	elephants	waded	through	rivers,	their	eyes
reflecting	wisdom	deeper	than	time	itself.	Donkey,	for	once,	was
speechless,	though	his	tail	twitched	with	barely	contained
excitement.
	
But	adventure	is	never	without	peril,	and	soon	they	found
themselves	at	the	heart	of	a	crisis	that	threatened	to	tear	the
land	apart.	For	a	decade,	a	bitter	feud	had	raged	between	the
mighty	lions	and	the	cunning	hyenas,	their	battles	staining	the
earth	with	relentless	discord.	The	fragile	balance	of	the	wild
teetered	on	the	edge	of	collapse.	And	then	came	the	impossible
mission—the	challenge	that	would	define	Tuki’s	fate:	broker
peace	between	these	ancient	rivals	or	watch	the	savanna	descend
into	ruin.
	
The	lions,	regal	and	unwavering,	met	him	with	wary	curiosity,
their	golden	eyes	measuring	his	worth.	The	hyenas,	their	laughter
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	20	laced	with	menace,	regarded	him	with	suspicion,	their	snarling
jaws	ready	to	strike	at	the	first	sign	of	weakness.	But	Tuki’s	heart
held	neither	fear	nor	hesitation.	With	words	woven	from	courage
and	wisdom,	he	pleaded	for	unity,	painting	a	vision	of	a	future
where	harmony,	not	war,	ruled	the	land.
	
Donkey,	ever	the	strategist,	whispered	in	his	ear,	“Might	wanna
throw	in	a	banquet	deal—everyone	loves	free	food.”
	
At	last,	an	agreement	was	made:	one	night,	one	meeting,	one
chance	for	peace.	But	the	hyenas	were	tricksters	by	nature,	their
promises	as	fleeting	as	the	desert	wind.	Under	the	cover	of
darkness,	they	struck—not	with	words,	but	with	teeth,	launching	a
ruthless	ambush	upon	the	young	lions.	The	savanna	exploded	into
chaos.	Tuki,	caught	in	the	fray,	fought	with	every	ounce	of
strength	he	possessed,	but	he	was	no	match	for	the	onslaught.
Bruised	and	bloodied,	he	barely	escaped,	his	dream	of	peace
shattered	like	glass	against	stone.
	
Yet	Tuki	was	not	one	to	surrender.	Defeat	did	not	crush	him—it
forged	him.	With	wounds	still	fresh	and	pain	still	searing,	he
gathered	the	lions	under	the	glow	of	the	moon.	He	did	not	speak
of	vengeance,	nor	did	he	call	for	war.	Instead,	he	spoke	of
something	greater—hope.	He	urged	them	to	rise	not	as
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	24	conquerors,	but	as	liberators.	And	so,	with	newfound	purpose,	the
lions	rallied,	their	roars	shaking	the	very	foundations	of	the	earth.
	
Dawn	broke,	and	with	it	came	the	reckoning.	The	lions,	guided	by
Tuki’s	strategy	and	the	wisdom	of	their	king,	advanced	toward	the
hyena	stronghold.	The	battle	that	followed	was	a	tempest	of	fury,
the	air	alive	with	the	sounds	of	primal	war.	Claws	met	teeth,	roars
clashed	with	howls.	The	ground	trembled	beneath	the	weight	of
the	conflict,	as	if	the	very	earth	mourned	the	violence.
	
Then,	when	all	seemed	lost,	the	miracle	happened.	From	the
distance,	a	tide	of	reinforcements	surged	forth—not	warriors	of
war,	but	creatures	of	the	wild	united	by	a	cause	greater	than
themselves.	Gazelles,	swift	as	the	wind,	struck	with	precision.
Giraffes,	towering	and	mighty,	swept	the	battlefield	with	their
relentless	charge.	Zebras,	striped	warriors	of	the	plains,	stormed
forth	in	an	unstoppable	wave.	And	at	the	helm	of	it	all,	Donkey,
ears	pinned	back,	brayed	a	war	cry	so	fierce	it	sent	shivers	down
every	spine.
	
The	hyenas,	overwhelmed	and	outmatched,	faltered.	Their
trickery	could	not	stand	against	unity.	As	the	sun	dipped	below	the
horizon,	casting	the	land	in	hues	of	crimson	and	gold,	the	final	cry
of	surrender	echoed	through	the	valley.	The	battle	was	won—not
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	26	by	brute	force,	but	by	the	unyielding	power	of	unity.
	
That	night,	under	a	sky	glittering	with	a	thousand	stars,	the
savanna	feasted	as	one.	Predators	and	prey,	once	divided,	stood
side	by	side,	bound	by	a	newfound	understanding.	Tuki,	though
exhausted,	felt	something	surge	within	him—a	fire,	a	fulfillment
beyond	words.	He	had	not	just	dreamed	of	adventure;	he	had
lived	it.	He	had	become	the	hero	he	had	always	admired,	not	for
his	strength,	but	for	his	heart.
	
And	so,	the	boy	from	Sultana,	whose	dreams	stretched	as	wide	as
the	heavens,	became	more	than	a	dreamer.	He	became	a	legend.
His	story	would	echo	across	the	plains,	told	in	the	whispers	of	the
wind	and	the	murmurs	of	the	rivers.	And	at	his	side,	always,	stood
Donkey—the	steadfast	friend,	the	fearless	warrior,	and	the	one
who	made	sure	Tuki’s	legend	would	never	be	forgotten.
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A	Voyage	into	the	Arctic	Abyss
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	31	On	a	crisp	winter	morning,	the	sun’s	golden	rays	crept	over	the
towering	oaks,	casting	elongated	shadows	across	the	frost-
covered	land.	A	warm	glow	kissed	the	slumbering	figure	of	our
young	hero,	Tuki,	who	lay	nestled	deep	in	his	dreams.	His
adventures	often	took	place	in	the	realm	of	imagination,	but	little
did	he	know	that	today,	a	real	adventure	awaited.
	
A	frantic	knocking	at	the	window	shattered	the	morning’s	peace.
“Tuki!	Tuki!	Wake	up!”	came	the	urgent	voice	of	Donkey.
	
With	a	groggy	yawn,	Tuki	stumbled	to	the	window	and	threw	it
open.	“What	is	it,	Donkey?”
	
“I	just	heard—there’s	a	ship	leaving	for	the	unknown	lands	at	the
end	of	the	world!”	Donkey	exclaimed,	his	eyes	gleaming	with
excitement.
	
Tuki’s	sleep	vanished	instantly.	“The	unknown?”	he	gasped.	This
was	the	kind	of	expedition	that	could	turn	a	simple	farm	boy	into
a	legendary	explorer.
	
“Yes!”	Donkey	nodded	eagerly.	“We	must	go	and	see	for
ourselves!”
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	33	And	so,	with	boundless	enthusiasm,	Tuki	and	Donkey	left	their
familiar	farm	behind	and	set	off	toward	the	docks.	Upon	arrival,
they	found	the	port	bustling	with	frenzied	activity.	Men	loaded
massive	crates	onto	a	grand	vessel,	their	breath	visible	in	the	cold
morning	air.	One	particular	container,	draped	in	thick	canvas	and
marked	with	the	ominous	words	“DANGER:	DO	NOT	OPEN,”
piqued	their	curiosity.
	
Before	they	had	time	to	investigate,	a	large,	burly	sailor	trudged
past.	Gathering	his	courage,	Tuki	stepped	forward.	“Excuse	me,	sir,
where	is	this	ship	headed?”
	
The	sailor	eyed	him	skeptically	before	replying,	“To	the	coldest
regions	of	the	world,	boy.	Where	only	brave	men—and	not
farmhands	with	their	donkeys—should	dare	to	go.”
	
Tuki	and	Donkey	exchanged	glances,	their	eyes	dancing	with
excitement	and	mischief.	The	challenge	only	strengthened	their
resolve.	Without	hesitation,	they	sneaked	aboard,	hiding	among
barrels	of	provisions.
	
Hours	later,	as	the	ship	ventured	into	open	waters,	the	two
stowaways	nestled	in	a	storage	room	filled	with	warm	coats	and
canned	goods.	They	whispered	excitedly	about	their	impending
adventure,	their	imaginations	running	wild.	But	their	thrill	was
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	36	short-lived.	A	thunderous	crash	jolted	the	ship,	tossing	them
across	the	floor.
	
A	violent	squall	had	descended	upon	the	vessel,	sending	it
careening	off	course.	As	waves	battered	the	hull,	Tuki	and	Donkey
scrambled	onto	the	deck.	The	wind	howled	with	unrelenting	fury,
and	just	as	they	caught	their	footing,	the	ship	struck	an	enormous
iceberg.	The	impact	sent	Tuki	hurtling	overboard	into	the	freezing
abyss	below.
	
Donkey	brayed	in	terror	as	his	friend	vanished	beneath	the	waves.
But	Tuki,	small	yet	resilient,	fought	against	the	frigid	waters.	With
every	ounce	of	strength,	he	clambered	onto	a	floating	ice	sheet.
The	wind	carried	him	away,	further	and	further	from	the	ship,	and
from	Donkey.
	
The	storm	intensified,	and	the	ship,	now	at	the	mercy	of	the
relentless	ocean,	was	dragged	into	the	unknown.	Donkey,	still
aboard,	watched	helplessly	as	his	best	friend	disappeared	into	the
mist.
	
When	the	storm	finally	subsided,	Tuki	found	himself	stranded	on
an	endless	sheet	of	ice.	He	was	alone,	shivering,	and	uncertain	of
his	fate.	But	in	the	distance,	he	spotted	something—wreckage.
And	among	it,	a	familiar	silhouette.	“Donkey!”	he	cried,	stumbling
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	39	forward.
	
Donkey’s	ears	perked	up,	and	with	a	joyous	bray,	he	trotted
toward	Tuki.	The	two	embraced,	their	reunion	a	beacon	of	warmth
in	the	icy	wasteland.	But	their	relief	was	short-lived.	A	deep,
menacing	growl	rumbled	from	the	ship’s	remains.
	
Emerging	from	the	broken	cargo	container	were	monstrous
creatures—hulking	wolf	hyrbids,	their	eyes	glowing	with	an
unnatural	fury.	They	were	no	ordinary	beasts,	but	abominations
of	science,	the	results	of	a	horrific	experiment	gone	wrong.	The
very	reason	for	the	voyage	was	to	transport	them	far	away,	to	a
place	where	they	could	never	return.
	
Now,	the	creatures	were	free—and	they	were	hungry.
	
With	fear	driving	their	every	step,	Tuki	and	Donkey	fled.	They	ran
across	the	frozen	terrain,	seeking	shelter,	desperate	for	safety.
As	night	fell,	they	stumbled	upon	an	abandoned	weather	station.
There,	they	fortified	themselves,	scavenging	for	food	and
warmth.
	
Days	passed	with	no	sign	of	rescue.	The	howls	of	the	hybrids
echoed	in	the	distance,	a	constant	reminder	of	their	peril.
Desperation	set	in.	Donkey	despaired.	“We	should	never	have	left



	40	the	farm.”	Tuki,	ever	the	optimist,	refused	to	succumb	to	fear.
“We	must	press	on,	Donkey.	We	will	find	a	way	home.”	We	never
back	down	in	adversity!	Our	greatest	strengths	are	will	and
imagination	Donkey.	We	can	overcome	anything,	proclaims	the
braveheart	of	Sultana.	We	are	great	explorers	with	mighty	grit!"
	
Donkey	looks	at	his	friend	with	a	renewed	hope.	Then,	the	two
friends	set	out	into	the	wintry	frost	once	again	in	search	of
someone,	anyone!
	
Hope	flickered	anew	once	again,	as	they	spotted	movement	on
the	horizon—a	herd	of	reindeer.	With	cautious	excitement,	they
approached	the	wise	old	creatures.	“Excuse	me,”	Tuki	called	out.
“Can	you	tell	us	where	we	are?”
	
The	eldest	reindeer	gazed	at	them	solemnly.	“The	ends	of	the
earth,	dear	boy.	No	man	has	come	here	in	fifteen	years.”
	
With	heavy	hearts,	Tuki	and	Donkey	shared	their	tale.	Moved	by
their	plight,	the	reindeer	led	them	to	their	home,	where	they	met
Áki,	his	wife	Aina,	and	their	son	Börje.	The	warmth	of	their
hospitality	was	a	brief	respite,	but	it	was	interrupted	by	a	knock	at
the	door.
	
A	towering	man,	cloaked	in	fur,	entered.	“Eiríkr,”	Áki	greeted.	“We
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	43	have	guests.”
	
Eiríkr,	a	man	with	a	haunted	past,	listened	intently	to	Tuki’s	tale.
When	he	learned	of	the	ship’s	cargo,	his	face	paled.	“Those
creatures…	they	were	created	by	Hyperbius.	A	laboratory	I	once
worked	for.”
	
He	recounted	his	dark	history—how	he	had	fled	from	the
Hyperbius	after	realizing	the	horrors	they	sought	to	unleash.
Hyperbius	had	finally	found	him,	sending	their	monstrous
creations	to	finish	what	they	had	started.	“You	must	leave	Eirik
warns.	Those	monsters	were	meant	to	find	me.”
	
Before	he	could	say	more,	an	explosion	rocked	the	cabin.	The
hybrids	had	found	them.
	
Eiríkr	tightened	the	straps	of	his	armor	and	opened	the	door,	his
breath	misting	in	the	icy	air.	The	weight	of	his	weapons	felt
heavier	than	ever,	not	from	steel,	but	from	the	knowledge	of	what
lay	ahead.	The	ground	trembled	beneath	his	boots,	a	distant
rumble	warning	of	the	horrors	to	come.	He	turned	sharply
toward	the	boy.	“Stay	inside!”	he	commanded,	his	voice	sharp,
urgent.



	44	But	Tuki’s	eyes	burned	with	defiance.	“I	will	fight	by	your	side!”
	
For	a	moment,	Eiríkr	hesitated.	He	looked	deeply	into	Tuki’s	eyes
and	saw	not	a	farmboy,	but	a	warrior	in	the	making.	With	a	grim
nod,	he	placed	a	firm	hand	on	Tuki’s	shoulder.	“Then	be	ready,
boy.	This	is	no	mere	adventure.	This	is	war.”
	
And	war	came	swiftly.
	
From	the	darkness,	the	creature	emerged—twisted	hybrid	of	fang
and	fury,	eyes	burning	with	unnatural	hunger.	It	moved	like
shadows,	slithering	and	lunging,	its	howls	piercing	the	frozen	air.
Eiríkr	swung	his	blade,	the	very	weapon	he	had	once	forged	to
destroy	his	own	abomination.	Sparks	flew	as	steel	met	claw,	the
force	of	each	blow	rattling	through	his	bones.
	
Tuki	fought	with	the	desperate	courage	of	one	who	knew	fear	but
refused	to	yield.	His	blade	flashed,	carving	through	the	onslaught,
while	Donkey,	fearless	and	fierce,	kicked	and	charged,	refusing	to
be	mere	prey.	But	the	beast	was	relentless,	it's	attack	endless.	For
every	blow	they	gave,	the	monster's	strength	grew	and	the
hybrids	morphed	into	a	single	monstrosity.	The	snow	turned
crimson,	the	air	thick	with	the	scent	of	battle.	Weakened.	The
trio’s	strength	began	to	wane.
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	48	Then,	the	earth	itself	seemed	to	roar.	A	deafening,	guttural
bellow	rolled	through	the	tundra,	shaking	the	battlefield.	From
the	shadows	of	the	frozen	expanse,	they	came—Nature’s	true
guardians,	the	ancient	protectors	of	the	Arctic.
	
Towering	polar	bears	charged	forward,	their	massive	forms
colliding	with	the	creature	like	living	avalanches.	Arctic	foxes,	swift
and	cunning,	darted	through	the	chaos,	striking	with	lethal
precision.	A	mighty	polar	owl	swooped	from	the	stormy	sky,	its
talons	slashing	through	monstrous	flesh.	And	from	the
underbrush,	the	fiercest	of	them	all—the	wolverines—leaped	into
the	fray,	tearing	through	the	enemy	with	unyielding	ferocity.
	
Together,	beast	and	warrior	fought	as	one,	a	force	as	untamed	as
the	tundra	itself.	The	monstrous	hybrid,	once	so	confident	in	it's
conquest,	faltered,	then	fled—only	to	meet	his	doom	in	the
frozen	abyss.	The	abomination	was	plunged	into	the	depths,
swallowed	by	the	ice	and	snow,	never	to	rise	again.
	
Silence	fell	over	the	battlefield.	The	storm	had	passed.	The	land,
scarred	but	victorious,	stood	still	once	more.
	
Eiríkr,	bloodied	and	breathless,	looked	to	Tuki,	who	still	gripped	his
sword,	chest	heaving.	“You	fought	well,”	he	murmured,	pride
gleaming	in	his	tired	eyes.
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	52	As	dawn	broke	over	the	endless	white	expanse,	the	first	light	of
morning	bathed	the	tundra	in	a	golden	glow.	Tuki,	breathless	and
aching,	turned	to	Donkey,	eyes	brimming	with	emotion.	They	had
fought,	they	had	endured,	and	now,	at	long	last,	they	had
triumphed.	With	a	weary	but	heartfelt	embrace,	they	stood
together,	feeling	the	weight	of	their	journey	lift	from	their
shoulders.	

The	wind,	once	howling	in	turmoil,	now	whispered	gently	across
the	ice,	as	if	sighing	in	relief.	The	tundra	itself	seemed	to	rejoice
—snowflakes	sparkled	like	diamonds,	and	the	distant	call	of	a
ptarmigan	carried	a	song	of	victory.	Peace	had	returned.
	
Days	passed	in	a	quiet	rhythm	of	restoration.	With	peace	secured,
Eiríkr	and	the	animals	worked	tirelessly	to	repair	a	battered
sailboat,	their	hands	and	paws	weaving	together	a	vessel	strong
enough	to	carry	Tuki	home.	

When	at	last	the	ship	stood	ready,	its	mast	stretching	proudly
toward	the	sky,	Eiríkr	approached	the	boy,	a	weathered	map	in
hand.	He	traced	a	path	with	his	calloused	fingers,	pointing	toward
distant	shores.	“This	will	guide	you	home,”	he	said,	his	voice	a
blend	of	farewell	and	quiet	pride.	As	they	bid	farewell,	Tuki	turned
to	Eiríkr.	“Come	with	us.”
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	55	Eiríkr	smiled,	his	weathered	face	illuminated	by	the	golden	light	of
the	setting	sun.	His	voice,	though	gentle,	carried	the	weight	of
years	spent	braving	the	harsh	tundra	winds.	“You	don’t	need	me,
boy—my	journey	ends	here.	But	yours	is	only	beginning.”	His
piercing	gaze	settled	on	the	young	traveler,	a	knowing	look
flickering	in	his	eyes.	“You	and	Donkey	are	stronger	than	you
know.	The	fire	that	burns	within	you	will	light	your	path,	even
when	darkness	threatens	to	consume	it.”
	
He	took	a	step	back,	lifting	an	arm	to	the	sky	as	if	beckoning	the
wind	itself.	“But	I	will	not	leave	you	without	guidance.	My	most
trusted	friend,	Hrafn,	will	accompany	you.”	As	if	on	cue,	a	great
raven	descended	from	the	sky,	its	jet-black	feathers	shimmering
like	obsidian	against	the	fading	light.	

Hrafn	was	no	ordinary	bird—his	keen	eyes	held	the	wisdom	of
countless	seasons,	and	his	wings	had	carried	him	across	the	vast
tundra,	through	storms	and	shadows	alike.
	
“This	old	raven	has	seen	more	of	the	world	than	I	ever	could,”
Eiríkr	continued,	watching	as	Hrafn	landed	gracefully	on	a	nearby
rock.	“He	has	chosen	to	seek	new	adventures,	and	he	will	be	your
guide	in	the	wild	unknown.	Listen	well	to	his	counsel,	for	the	land
speaks	through	him.”



	56	The	wind	howled	softly,	carrying	whispers	of	distant	lands	and
unseen	wonders.	The	boy	swallowed	hard,	a	mixture	of	fear	and
excitement	twisting	in	his	chest.	The	road	ahead	was	uncertain,
but	with	Donkey	and	Hrafn	by	his	side,	he	knew	he	would	not	walk
it	alone.

With	that,	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn	set	sail	once	more,	their	vessel
cutting	smoothly	through	the	glistening	waters	like	a	blade
through	silk.	The	salty	breeze	filled	the	sail,	carrying	them
forward	with	the	steady	rhythm	of	the	tide.	

Overhead,	the	first	golden	rays	of	dawn	unfurled	across	the	sky,
painting	the	clouds	in	shades	of	rose	and	amber.	Terns	and
cormorants	soared	above	them,	their	cries	mingling	with	the
gentle	lapping	of	the	waves—a	farewell,	or	perhaps	a	welcome	to
new	horizons.
	
The	ocean	stretched	before	them,	vast	and	endless,	a	shimmering
expanse	of	blue	that	whispered	secrets	of	lands	yet	unseen.	Each
cresting	wave	seemed	to	hum	with	possibilities,	the	heartbeat	of
the	world	beneath	their	ship.
	
With	the	wind	at	their	backs	and	adventure	thrumming	in	their
veins,	the	three	companions	pressed	on,	their	spirits	alight	with
the	thrill	of	the	unknown.	They	sailed	not	just	toward	home,	but
toward	something	greater—something	just	beyond	the	horizon,
waiting	to	be	discovered.
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	60	In	the	salt-kissed	air	of	Le	Havre,	where	gulls	wheeled	over
bustling	docks	and	the	cries	of	traders	blended	with	the	groan	of
wooden	hulls,	three	unlikely	heroes	stepped	ashore.	Tuki—wiry,
bold,	and	forever	hungry	for	adventure—was	flanked	by	his	loyal
bestie,	Donkey,	whose	sardonic	brays	often	doubled	as	wisdom.
Above	them	soared	Hrafn,	a	raven	of	impossible	size	and
stranger	origin,	feathers	black	as	ink	and	eyes	that	had	seen
centuries.
	
The	trio	had	crossed	tundra	and	storm,	hunger	and	frostbite,
chasing	whispers	of	a	relic	lost	to	myth.	But	their	search,	they
would	soon	learn,	was	only	the	prelude.
	
The	trio	emerged	from	their	well-traveled	ship	and	stepped
inside	a	dockside	tavern.
	
The	tavern	hummed	with	the	kind	of	midnight	magic	only
dockside	shadows	could	conjure.	Lanterns	swayed	above	like
drunken	fireflies,	casting	golden	halos	over	sailors’	laughter	and
the	clink	of	rum-soaked	mugs.	
	
Their	fate	took	form	in	a	man.	
	
Henri	Le	Fois,	once	a	brilliant	inventor	now	a	gaunt	figure	with
tired	hands	and	eyes	dulled	by	grief—sat	nursing	a	half-drunk
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	62	bottle	of	absinthe.	
	
His	fingers,	aged	with	sorrow,	trembled	as	they	traced	the	edge
of	a	worn	silver	locket.	Inside,	a	woman’s	portrait	smiled	back—a
smile	too	soft	for	this	hard	world.
	
"Beautiful,"	Tuki	murmured,	sliding	onto	the	stool	beside	him.
	
Henri	didn’t	look	up.	"She	was	more	than	beautiful.	She	was...
music."
	
Donkey	brayed	skeptically.
	
"That	sounds	poetic,"	Tuki	said.	"But	people	don’t	drown
themselves	in	liquor	over	poetry."
	
Henri's	fingers	tightened	around	the	locket.	"She	died	because	of
love	twisted	by	pride.	My	brother's	pride."
	
He	spoke	of	Maryse—sunlight	in	spring,	laughter	like	wind	chimes.
Henri	and	his	twin	brother	Lucien	had	both	loved	her,	but	while
Henri	saw	her	soul,	Lucien	saw	conquest.	When	Maryse	fell	ill,
Lucien	sought	to	cure	her	with	a	serum	of	his	own	making.	It
failed.	She	died.	Lucien	vanished.	And	Henri,	shattered,	buried
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	65	himself	in	invention.
	
"Years	I	spent	building	a	way	to	undo	it	all,"	Henri	said.	"La	Boîte
Chantante—the	Singing	Box.	It	plays	her	favorite	lullaby.	A	music
box,	yes.	But	inside?	Time	itself."
	
Tuki’s	eyes	sparkled	with	the	glint	of	trouble.	The	mere	mention
of	a	time-warping	relic	sent	a	thrill	buzzing	through	his	limbs—
like	lightning	begging	to	strike.	His	heart	thudded	not	with	fear,
but	with	the	delicious	promise	of	mischief	and	mystery.
	
"A	time	machine?"	Hrafn	croaked.
	
Henri	nodded.	"But	Lucien	stole	it.	He	doesn’t	want	to	save	her.
He	wants	to	rewrite	her.	Make	her	love	him	and	erase	me	from
her	heart."	For	many	years	now	he	has	tried	to	unlock	the	secret
of	La	Boîte	Chantante.	I	fear	now	he	has	finally	found	a	way.
	
Tuki	leaned	forward,	eyes	sharp.	"Where	is	he?"
	
Henri	raised	his	gaze.	"Cliffs	of	Mirgault.	An	old	fortress—now
twisted	by	Lucien’s	madness.	
	
Tuki’s	eyes	sparkled	even	more.	Donkey	caught	the	shift	in	his



	66	posture	and	groaned	through	a	mouthful	of	carrot.	“Oh	no.	Don’t
even	start.	I	know	that	face.	That’s	the	‘let’s	steal	a	cursed	idol
from	a	volcano’	face	or	the	look	when	we	accidentally	summoned
those	frost-ghosts	in	Lapland.	We	are	not	doing	that	again.”
	
Tuki	smirked,	the	corners	of	his	mouth	curling	with	impish	delight.
“Relax.	This	is	completely	different.	Volcanoes	don’t	have	music
boxes	and	those	ghost	were	not	even	that	terrifying.”
	
“We’ll	help	you	get	that	box	back,”	he	declared,	fists	clenched,
eyes	fierce.
	
Henri	blinked	as	if	someone	had	lit	a	torch	in	the	darkness	of	his
soul.	“You…	you’ll	help	me?”	he	asked,	voice	trembling	with
disbelief	and	the	fragile	ember	of	renewed	hope.
	
Tuki’s	grin	stretched	ear	to	ear.	“Yes,	monsieur.	"You	had	us	at
'time-traveling	music	box,'"	Tuki	grinned.
	
Hrafn	let	out	a	single,	approving	kraww,	and	Donkey	sighed	like	a
long-suffering	parent	who’d	just	agreed	to	chaperone	a	fireworks
show	inside	a	powder	keg.
	
Their	journey	began	with	wind-lashed	coasts	and	haunted	forests,



	67	



	68	Hrafn	scouting	ahead	as	Donkey	carried	their	gear	through	a
steep	climb	up	harrowing	steps	of	the	castle.
	
"You	ever	notice	how	every	heroic	tale	ends	with	climbing	a
mountain?"	Donkey	grumbled.
	
"And	usually	falling	to	a	perilous	end,"	Hrafn	added	darkly.
	
The	castle	was	carved	into	the	cliff	like	a	wound,	its	blackened
gates	etched	with	runes	that	hissed	as	they	passed.	Inside,	the	air
thickened.	Shadows	lagged	behind	movements.	Time	was
distorted.
	
"This	place	does	want	us	here,"	Tuki	muttered,	his	voice	low	and
tense,	eyes	darting	nervously	across	the	looming	shadows	that
stretched	over	the	crumbling	path.	The	air	felt	thicker	here—
charged	with	a	presence	that	watched	and	waited.
		
Henri	stood	taller	now,	no	longer	the	hesitant.	A	fierce
determination	lit	his	eyes.	Surrounded	by	his	new	companions,
who	had	risked	everything	to	help	him	retrieve	the	box,	he	felt
something	strange	and	powerful—courage.	"We	don’t	have	time,"
he	said,	breath	quickening,	urgency	cracking	through	his	voice	like
a	whip.	"We	have	to	move.	Now!"
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	70	Traps	assaulted	them—false	lullabies	from	pressure	plates,
mirrors	that	whispered	lost	memories,	blades	triggered	by
emotion.
	
"Let’s	try	and	not	think	sad	thoughts	here,"	Tuki	warned	as	he
leapt	past	a	glistening	wire.
	
"Too	late,"	Donkey	mumbled,	ducking	nervously.
	
At	the	heart	of	the	fortress	stood	a	spire,	its	apex	split	by
lightning.	The	Singing	Box	pulsed	atop	an	altar	of	obsidian.	Lucien,
pale	and	gaunt,	chanted	before	it.	Runes	floated	around	him	like
dying	stars.
	
From	the	shadows,	a	figure	stepped	forward—slowly,	deliberately
—until	the	flickering	lamplight	revealed	a	face	both	familiar	and
ghostly.
	
“Henri?”	Lucien’s	voice	cracked,	disbelief	and	dread	twisting
through	his	words.	His	breath	caught	in	his	throat	as	he	took	a
hesitant	step	back.
	
Henri’s	eyes,	once	warm,	now	held	the	weight	of	years	and
memories	too	painful	to	speak	aloud.	“Yes,	brother,”	he	said,	his
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	72	voice	low	and	weathered.	“It’s	me.	Time	has	carved	lines	into	us
both,	but	I	see	it—your	cruel	nature	still	festers	beneath	the
surface.”
	
Lucien	flinched,	as	though	the	truth	had	struck	him	across	the
face.	Henri	took	another	step	forward.
	
“You	can	still	walk	away	from	this,”	Henri	said,	his	voice	trembling
with	urgency,	with	sorrow.	“She	wouldn’t	want	blood	spilled	in	her
name…	not	again.”
	
Lucien	shook	his	head.	"She	never	chose	me.	But	I	can	fix	that."
	
"You	would	force	her	love?"	Henri's	voice	broke.	"That	isn’t	love.
That’s	cruelty."
	
Henri	stepped	forward.	Lucien	lunged	and	in	an	instant,	they
collided—brothers	locked	in	a	violent	embrace,	grief	and	guilt
spilling	into	every	blow.	The	old	music	box,	tucked	in	Lucien’s
grasp,	glinted	between	them	like	a	relic	of	their	shattered	past.
	
Henri’s	hand	darted	for	it.	“Don’t	do	this,	Lucien.	It’s	all	we	have
left	of	her!”
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	74	Their	struggle	tipped	toward	the	cliff’s	edge,	where	the	roaring
sea	howled	below,	waves	crashing	like	drums	of	fate	against	the
rocks.	The	storm	above	had	thickened,	casting	jagged	lightning
that	danced	along	the	horizon.
	
Lucien	shoved	Henri	back,	his	fingers	curled	possessively	around
the	music	box.	“It’s	mine	and	soon	Maryse	will	also	be	mine!”

They	collided	with	the	fury	of	a	broken	past—brothers	locked	in	a
violent	embrace,	grief	and	guilt	spilling	into	every	blow.	Rain	fell
like	knives,	the	storm	raging	above	as	if	the	heavens	themselves
bore	witness	to	the	unraveling.

Henri’s	hand	grappled	for	the	music	box	tucked	inside	Lucien’s
coat.
“Give	it	back!”	Henri	growled.	“You	can’t	bring	her	back—certainly
not	like	this.”
“She’ll	love	me,”	Lucien	spat.	“Once	I	fix	what	went	wrong.	I	just
need	time.	One	more	chance.”

“You	never	had	a	chance,”	Henri	hissed.	“Because	love	isn’t
something	you	steal	or	earn	through	suffering.	She	gave	it	to	me
because	it	was	hers	to	give.”



	75	Lucien	howled	and	shoved	Henri	back,	his	fingers	tightening
around	the	box.	“Then	I’ll	make	her	love	me	in	the	next	life!”

“Lucien,	listen	to	yourself!	You’ve	become	the	villain	she	feared!”
The	fight	surged	toward	the	cliff’s	edge.	Rocks	crumbled	beneath
their	feet,	the	sea	crashing	violently	below	like	some	monstrous
drum.	Thunder	split	the	sky.

Lucien	lunged	once	more—but	his	foot	slid	on	the	rain-slick
stone.	He	slipped,	pitching	forward.
Henri	grabbed	his	brother’s	wrist	with	both	hands.	The	music	box
tumbled	from	Lucien’s	coat	and	skittered	toward	the	edge.

“Don’t	let	go!”	Lucien	cried,	panic	breaking	through	the	madness.
“I	won’t,”	Henri	gasped,	arms	shaking.	“But	you	have	to	let	go	of
her.	Let	her	rest.”
“I	can’t,”	Lucien	sobbed.	“I	loved	her.”

“No,”	Henri	said	gently.	“You	wanted	her.	That’s	not	the	same.”
For	a	heartbeat,	it	seemed	he	might	hold	on.	But	the	rain,	the
wind,	and	the	weight	of	the	past	were	too	much.

Lucien’s	hand	slipped	free—and	with	a	final	cry,	he	fell.	The	sea
swallowed	him	whole,	the	sound	drowned	beneath	the	storm.
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	77	Henri	staggered	back,	soaked	and	panting.	He	turned	to	the	music
box—but	the	stone	crumbled	underfoot.	One	hand	clung	to	the
ledge.	The	other	held	the	box.
“Henri!”	Tuki	screamed.

Donkey	surged	forward,	hooves	cracking	against	the	wet	rock.
Henri	looked	at	them.	Then	down	at	the	box.	He	smiled	faintly,
sorrow	and	peace	flickering	behind	his	eyes.

“Use	it	only	for	good.	For	her.”

And	he	tossed	it	to	safety—just	as	the	ledge	gave	way	beneath
him.

With	the	music	box	in	his	grasp,	Tuki,	Donkey	and	Hrafn	fled.
	
They	ran	as	Henri	fell,	mansion	now	consumed	by	light	and
shadow.	Overhead,	Hrafn	soared	through	rain	and	lightning,
guiding	their	path.	

They	fled	down	the	walkway	clinging	to	the	cliffs,	waves	crashing
furiously	below.	The	storm	was	deafening.
	
Then,	from	Tuki's	arms,	a	lullaby.	Maryse's	song.
	
The	music	box	still	played	on.
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	79	Tuki	closed	his	eyes,	holding	it	close.	"We'll	keep	our	promise."
	
Hrafn	circled	above.	Donkey	lowered	his	head.	And	as	dawn
painted	the	sea	gold,	they	turned	toward	the	future—carrying	the
past	in	a	melody.
	
The	journey,	they	knew,	was	only	beginning.
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	82	The	evening	was	a	tapestry	of	deep	indigo,	with	stars	scattered
like	diamonds	across	the	heavens.	The	full	moon	bathed	the
world	in	silver	light,	casting	a	luminous	glow	upon	the	still	waters.
	
The	Aurora	glided	effortlessly	across	the	calm	sea.	The	salty	air
mingled	with	the	faint	scent	of	pine	from	the	distant	shore,	a
promise	of	new	adventures	ahead.	Hrafn,	sat	near	the	ship’s
prow,	his	voice	a	steady	melody	against	the	rhythmic	lapping	of
the	waves.	His	stories	wove	images	as	vivid	as	the	constellations
above,	speaking	of	distant	lands	where	wonders	unfolded	beyond
imagination.	
	
Then,	Hrafn	spoke	of	a	place	unlike	any	other—a	paradise	where
the	land	and	sea	entwined	in	perfect	harmony.	He	described	an
island	where	white	sands	stretched	endlessly,	so	fine	and	pure
they	glowed	beneath	the	golden	sun.	The	waters,	crystalline	and
blue	as	the	summer	sky,	lapped	gently	at	the	shores	in	an	eternal
embrace.	Palms	swayed	with	the	breeze,	whispering	secrets	of
the	wind,	and	in	the	distance,	mountains	rose	like	silent	sentinels,
their	peaks	brushing	the	clouds.	
	
Tuki	closed	his	eyes,	allowing	his	mind	to	paint	the	scene	before
him.	He	could	see	the	waves	as	they	rolled	toward	the	land,	a
mesmerizing	waltz	of	liquid	silver	under	the	moonlight.	The	tide



	83	breathed	in	and	out,	its	rhythm	steady	and	hypnotic,	as	though
the	ocean	itself	was	alive.	The	scent	of	salt	and	blossoms
intertwined	in	the	air,	carrying	the	essence	of	tranquility.	A
longing	stirred	within	him,	a	pull	toward	this	place	of	beauty	and
serenity.	
	
He	imagined	stepping	onto	the	soft	sands,	the	grains	cool
beneath	his	paws	as	the	gentle	surf	caressed	his	toes.	He	could
almost	hear	the	distant	cries	of	seabirds	circling	high	above,	their
wings	outstretched	against	the	boundless	sky.	
	
As	the	Aurora	sailed	onward,	Tuki’s	heart	was	no	longer	bound	to
the	course	they	followed—it	yearned	for	the	land	Hrafn	had
described.	A	place	where	the	ocean	and	mountains	danced
together,	where	the	world	seemed	to	hum	in	perfect	harmony.
And	he	knew,	deep	within	his	soul,	that	he	would	set	foot	upon
those	shores	and	witness	the	dream	with	his	own	eyes.	
	
As	a	sudden	burst	of	energy	shattered	the	quiet	reverie.	Donkey,
their	ever-spirited	companion,	leaped	to	his	feet,	eyes	gleaming
with	excitement.	"To	distant	shores	we	go!"	he	cried,	his	voice
brimming	with	uncontainable	joy.	"I	can	smell	the	aromas	of
fresh	fruit	and	the	salty	sea	breeze	already!	I	can	feel	the	warmth
of	the	sun	upon	my	coat!"
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	85	His	enthusiasm	was	infectious,	and	a	new	fire	burned	in	their
hearts.	The	three	friends	turned	their	eyes	to	the	horizon,	where
the	stars	seemed	to	align	in	silent	approval	of	their	course.	The
Riviera	Maya	awaited	them—a	place	of	wonder,	of	beauty,	of
endless	discovery.	With	the	sails	catching	the	wind	and	the	call	of
adventure	in	their	souls,	they	pressed	forward,	toward	the
promise	of	paradise,	toward	the	dream	that	would	one	day
become	their	reality.	
	
The	Aurora	moved	like	a	phantom	in	the	night,	its	sails	billowing
against	the	salty	wind	as	it	neared	the	shadowy	shores	of	the
Yucatán	Peninsula.	The	crew,	restless	with	anticipation,	peered
into	the	dense	jungle	beyond	the	beach,	unaware	that	this	land—
so	breathtaking,	so	seemingly	untouched—was	steeped	in	greed
and	betrayal.	They	had	come	seeking	adventure,	their	hearts	set
on	exploration,	but	what	awaited	them	was	far	more	treacherous.
	
Whispers	of	ancient	secrets	lingered	in	the	humid	air,	and	as	their
boots	touched	the	sand,	an	invisible	war	had	already	begun—a
battle	not	just	for	riches,	but	for	survival	and	the	return	of	love
lost.
	
The	moment	their	weary	feet	touched	the	cobbled	streets	of	the
secluded	villa,	a	wave	of	warmth	and	tranquility	washed	over
them.	The	salty	scent	of	the	sea	mingled	with	the	intoxicating



	86	aroma	of	sizzling	meats	and	fresh	totillas,	awakening	a	hunger
they	hadn't	realized	was	gnawing	at	them.	
	
Guided	by	the	promise	of	a	hearty	meal,	the	trio	pushed	open	the
heavy	wooden	door	of	“Cantina	a	La	Orilla”.	Inside,	golden
candlelight	flickered	against	the	rustic	walls,	and	the	rich	scent	of
simmering	spices	enveloped	them	like	a	welcoming	embrace.
Behind	the	counter	stood	Señora	María,	her	wise	eyes	glinting
with	curiosity,	her	warm	smile	as	inviting	as	the	meal	she	was
surely	preparing.
	
"Hola,	bienvenidos	a	la	Cantina	a	La	Orilla,	¿cómo	puedo	servirles
esta	noche?"	she	greeted,	her	voice	smooth	as	aged	honey.
	
Hrafn	stepped	forward	on	behalf	of	Tuki	and	Donkey,	their	faces
puzzled	by	Señora	María’s	greeting.	But	before	Hrafn	could	utter
a	word,	Tuki	speaks	up	and	says.	“We	have	travelled	from	afar	and
are	hungry!
	
A	knowing	smile	crept	across	María’s	face.	"I	speak	English	as
well,	if	you	prefer,"	she	said,	waving	them	toward	a	table	already
set	with	steaming	bowls	and	fragrant	masa	crisps.
	
The	night	wrapped	around	them	in	a	cocoon	of	comfort,	the
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	88	promise	of	rest	settling	their	bones.	And	when	dawn	spilled	over
the	whitewashed	walls	of	the	town,	the	air	was	thick	with	the	rich
aroma	of	coffee	and	sweet	pan	dulce,	the	villa	stirred	to	life.	
	
Tuki	and	Donkey,	their	spirits	renewed,	set	off	into	the	maze	of
sun-dappled	streets,	while	Hrafn	took	to	the	sky,	his	sharp	eyes
scanning	the	horizon	for	whispers	of	forgotten	temples	and
secrets	waiting	to	be	uncovered.
	
As	the	sun	dipped	below	the	horizon,	painting	the	sky	in	fiery
hues,	Tuki	and	Donkey	trudged	back	to	the	villa,	their	weary	bodies
weighed	down	by	a	day	of	relentless	exploration.	The	air	carried
the	scent	of	salt	and	distant	firewood,	but	an	unsettling	stillness
hung	over	the	town.	
	
Moments	later,	Hrafn	swooped	in	from	his	reconnaissance,	his
feathers	ruffled	by	the	urgency	of	the	news	he	bore.	Whispers	of
El	Bigote	and	his	ruthless	band	of	brothers	spread	like	wildfire,
sending	villagers	scurrying	indoors,	bolting	their	doors	against
the	looming	threat.	Tonight,	the	banditos	descend	upon	the	village
in	search	of	the	fabled	Lost	Gold	of	El	Caballo,	leaving	behind	only
the	echoes	of	their	chaos	and	greed.
	
As	the	sun	bled	gold	across	the	horizon	four	banditos	rode	into
the	sleepy	town.	Their	spurs	jingled	like	a	rattlesnake's	warning,



	89	dust	rising	beneath	the	hooves	of	their	trusted	horses.	At	the
head	of	the	pack	was	none	other	than	Señor	El	Bigote—his
mustache	thick	as	a	mountain’s	shadow,	his	grin	as	mischievous
as	a	child	caught	stealing	pan	dulce,	and	his	eyes,	dark	and
untrusting,	scanning	the	town	like	a	hawk	searching	for	prey.
	
Behind	him	rode	his	fearsome	brothers—El	Flaco,	lean	as	a
desert	coyote;	Gordito,	broad	as	an	ox	and	twice	as	stubborn;	and
Chato,	whose	nose	had	been	broken	so	many	times	it	was	more
map	than	feature.	Together,	they	were	the	most	feared	banditos
this	side	of	the	Yucatan,	and	tonight,	they	were	here	for	two
things:	tequila	and	trouble.
	
The	cantina	doors	swung	wide	as	the	Four	Banditos	entered.
Silence	draped	over	the	room	like	a	funeral	shroud.	Then,	with	a
twirl	of	his	hat	and	a	flourish	of	his	poncho,	El	Bigote	let	loose	his
signature	smirk	and	called	out,	"Amigos!	Let	us	drink,	dance,	and
forget	that	the	devil	himself	chases	our	tails!"	A	nervous	cheer
rose	from	the	crowd,	and	soon,	the	cantina	was	alive	with	the
sound	of	Mariachi,	the	clinking	of	glasses,	and	the	stomping	of
drunken	boots	against	the	wooden	floor.
	
The	dimly	lit	cantina	buzzed	with	murmured	conversations	and
the	clinking	of	glasses,	but	for	Donkey,	the	room	suddenly	felt



	90	



	91	



	92	



	93	much	smaller.	As	he	stepped	inside,	the	air	thick	with	the	scent	of
sweat	and	tequila,	a	shadow	loomed	before	him.	Gordito,	a
hulking	figure	with	a	belly	that	stretched	his	stained	shirt,	blocked
his	path.
	
“Where	do	you	think	you’re	going,	little	burro?”	Gordito’s	voice
was	low	and	mocking.
	
Donkey	swallowed	hard,	his	eyes	flickering	past	the	mountain	of	a
man	to	where	Tuki	and	Hrafn	sat.	With	a	motion	of	his	ear,	he
pointed.	“O-over	there.”
	
Gordito	chuckled,	shaking	his	head.	“I	don’t	think	so,	burro.”
	
Before	Donkey	could	react,	Gordito’s	brothers	closed	in,	their
grins	sharp	with	mischief.	A	rough	shove.	A	chorus	of	taunts.
Laughter	that	felt	colder	than	the	night	air	outside.
	
From	across	the	room,	Tuki	shot	up	from	his	seat,	fists	clenched.
He	took	a	step	forward—but	before	he	could	move	any	farther,	a
firm	hand	clamped	down	on	his	shoulder,	stopping	him	in	his
tracks.
	
Tuki	turned	sharply,	his	gaze	meeting	a	stranger’s.	handsome	and
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	96	mysterious,	the	man’s	face	was	mostly	hidden	beneath	the	brim
of	his	hat.	From	beneath	the	shadow,	his	voice	came	as	little	more
than	a	whisper.
	
“You	don’t	want	to	do	that,	amigo.”
	
Tuki	stiffened,	but	stubborn	as	ever,	he	shoved	the	stranger’s
hand	away.	His	jaw	set	with	determination.
	
“That’s	my	friend,”	he	said,	his	voice	unwavering.	“And	I	need	to
help	him.”
	
The	dimly	lit	cantina	buzzed	with	tension	as	the	stranger	took	a
measured	step	back,	his	watchful	gaze	locked	onto	the	unfolding
chaos.	Tuki,	undeterred	by	the	looming	bandits,	slipped	between
them,	his	blade	flashing	as	it	nipped	Gordito’s	ankle.	“Leave	him
alone,	you	disgusting,	smelly	pig!”	he	spat.	Gordito’s	face	twisted
in	anger,	but	before	he	could	react,	El	Bigote’s	sinister	grin
stretched	across	his	mustached	face.
	
“You’re	brave,	little	boy…	but	foolish,”	he	sneered,	reaching	down
and	effortlessly	lifting	Tuki	by	the	scruff	like	a	disobedient	pup.
	
A	sudden	rush	of	wings	tore	through	the	air	as	Hrafn,	Tuki’s	loyal



	97	companion,	descended	in	a	flurry	of	feathers	and	fury,	clawing
and	pecking	at	the	men.	The	stranger	had	seen	enough.	In	a	blur
of	movement,	he	strode	forward,	sweeping	Gordito’s	legs	from
under	him,	sending	Flaco	crashing	through	the	cantina	doors	and
Chato	soaring	across	the	bar	like	a	ragdoll.
	
El	Bigote	stepped	forward,	his	glare	drilling	into	the	stranger’s
unwavering	eyes.	“You’ve	made	a	big	mistake,	amigo.	No	one
challenges	El	Bigote.”
	
The	stranger	exhaled	slowly,	his	patience	thinning,	and	flicked	his
toothpick	onto	the	dusty	floor.	“I	don’t	make	mistakes,	El	Bigote.	I
make	promises.	And	right	now,	I	promise	you—if	you	don’t	pick	up
your	filthy	brothers	and	leave,	you’ll	understand	exactly	what	I
mean.”
	
For	a	moment,	silence	hung	heavy	between	them.	El	Bigote’s
drunken	haze	made	it	difficult	to	focus,	but	he	could	still	sense
the	warning	in	the	stranger’s	eyes.	Finally,	he	scoffed,	shaking	his
head.	“Okay,	my	friend.	You	win	tonight.	But	next	time,	you	won’t
be	so	lucky.	¿Entendés?”
	
Without	another	word,	El	Bigote	and	his	brothers	staggered	out	of
the	cantina,	leaving	behind	a	tense	stillness.



	98	The	stranger	turned	to	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn,	his	expression
softening	just	slightly.	“You’re	not	from	around	here.	A	word	of
advice—don’t	pick	a	fight	with	El	Bigote.	He’s	nothing	but	trouble.”
	
Tuki	dusted	off	his	poncho,	squaring	his	small	shoulders.	“I’m	not
afraid	of	anyone!	And	no	one	messes	with	Donkey.”
	
The	stranger	chuckled,	his	lips	curling	into	a	smile	as	he	removed
his	hat,	tipping	it	in	respect.	There	was	fire	in	the	boy’s	eyes—
fearless,	untamed.	“My	name	is	Nazario,”	he	said,	pride	lacing	his
voice.	“It’s	an	honor	to	make	your	acquaintance,	brave	little	niño.
Come,	sit.	Let’s	get	to	know	each	other.”
	
The	following	morning,	Tuki	returned	to	Cantina	a	La	Orilla,	the
familiar	scent	of	spices	and	salt	lingering	in	the	air.	He	greeted
Maria	with	a	warm	smile,	his	eyes	scanning	the	room	as	he	asked
for	Nazario’s	whereabouts.	Before	Maria	could	respond,	the
heavy	wooden	door	swung	open,	and	in	walked	Nazario—but	he
was	not	alone.	Beside	him	was	a	vision	of	elegance,	a	young
woman	whose	presence	seemed	to	brighten	the	dimly	lit	cantina.
Her	dark	thick	hair	and	enduring	eyes	shimmered	like	ocean
waves	under	the	sun,	and	her	radiant	smile	carried	a	warmth	that
made	even	the	cool	morning	air	feel	inviting.
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	100	"Hola,"	she	greeted	softly,	her	voice	a	melody	in	the	hushed
room.	"My	nombre	es	Isabella.	Nazario	has	told	me	much	about
you.	He	says	you	are	a	brave	and	mighty	little	niño.	It’s	a	pleasure
to	make	your	acquaintance."
	
Tuki	sat	frozen,	captivated	by	Isabella’s	beauty,	unable	to	form	a
single	word.	With	a	knowing	smile,	Nazario	leaned	in	and	spoke	in
a	hushed	tone.	"El	Bigote	will	awake	soon,	and	he	will	be	looking
for	you.	It	is	best	that	you,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn	stay	with	us.	You
will	be	safe	at	my	home."
	
And	so,	the	five	companions	set	off,	the	journey	ahead	long	and
winding	through	the	lush	jungles	of	Chichen	Itza.	Towering	trees
cast	shadows	over	the	ancient	temples	that	rose	from	the	earth
like	silent	guardians	of	a	forgotten	world.	Tuki	and	Donkey	gazed
in	awe,	their	eyes	wide	with	wonder	as	history	whispered	through
the	ruins.	As	the	golden	sun	dipped	behind	the	mountains,
painting	the	sky	in	fiery	hues,	Nazario	and	Isabella	prepared	a
grand	feast.	Beneath	the	blanket	of	a	starlit	sky,	they	dined,	their
laughter	mingling	with	the	crackling	fire,	as	the	jungle	hummed
its	lullaby	into	the	heart	of	the	night.
	
The	morning	sun	had	barely	stretched	its	golden	fingers	across
the	village	when	El	Bigote	and	his	bandit	brothers	stormed	into
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	103	the	cantina	square,	their	eyes	dark	with	menace.	Their	prey—Tuki,
Donkey,	and	Hrafn—had	vanished,	and	their	patience	had	worn
thin.	A	terrified	young	señora	trembled	before	them,	her	hijo
clutched	tightly	in	her	arms.	The	bandits'	threats	came	swift	and
cruel,	their	voices	like	the	crack	of	a	whip.	With	tears	streaking	her
dusty	cheeks,	the	woman	broke,	her	voice	quivering	as	she
confessed:	Nazario	and	Isabella	had	spirited	them	away.
	
With	a	howl	of	fury,	El	Bigote	reared	his	horse,	the	others
following	suit	in	a	chaotic	storm	of	hooves	and	dust.	They	rode
like	demons	possessed,	cutting	across	the	jungle	in	pursuit	of
Nazario’s	home,	vengeance	burning	in	their	veins.	The	relentless
journey	stretched	into	dusk,	the	jungle	swallowing	their	path	as
they	finally	reached	a	hidden	valley	near	the	lovers’	casa.	Under
the	cloak	of	twilight,	they	lay	in	wait,	shadows	blending	into	the
rugged	terrain.
	
Then,	like	a	serpent	striking	in	the	night,	they	moved.	Silent,
merciless.	Isabella	barely	had	time	to	gasp	before	a	rough	hand
clamped	over	her	mouth,	her	body	yanked	into	the	darkness.	She
struggled,	her	cries	muffled	as	they	bound	her	wrists	tight	and
slung	her	across	El	Bigote’s	saddle.	Without	a	word,	the	bandits
vanished	into	the	night,	galloping	toward	the	ruins,	leaving	only
the	swirling	dust	and	the	faint	echo	of	their	triumph.



	104	Nazario	jolted	awake,	his	heart	pounding.	A	sickening	dread
crawled	through	his	bones	as	he	scrambled	to	his	feet,	eyes
locking	onto	the	retreating	figures	in	the	distance.	Too	late.	They
were	gone.
	
By	dawn,	weary	and	desperate,	Nazario,	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn
pressed	forward,	their	search	leading	them	to	an	ancient	temple
nestled	beneath	the	gaze	of	the	rising	sun.	Their	horses	snorted,
exhausted,	as	they	dismounted,	the	howls	of	distant	coyotes
filling	the	crisp	morning	air.	Nazario’s	soul	was	heavy,	his	mind
tormented	by	the	image	of	Isabella	in	the	clutches	of	those
savages.
	
Tuki	and	Donkey	tried	to	soothe	his	anguish,	but	his	frustration
burned	hotter	than	the	desert	sun.	He	wanted	blood.	He	wanted
revenge.	But	Hrafn,	ever	the	watchful	guardian,	croaked	a
warning.	Recklessness	would	lead	him	straight	into	an	ambush.
They	must	be	patient.	They	must	be	cunning.
	
As	night	fell	once	more,	Nazario	lay	restless,	his	rage	barely
contained.	Then,	in	the	hush	of	the	temple	ruins,	Donkey	hesitated
before	whispering,	“Why	don’t	we	use	the	music	box	to	find
Isabella?”
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	106	Tuki	stiffened,	his	fingers	instinctively	brushing	the	satchel	at	his
side.	Henri’s	warning	echoed	in	his	mind—tampering	with	fate
came	at	a	price.	He	exhaled	slowly,	shaking	his	head.	“Not	yet.	Not
unless	we	have	no	other	choice.”
	
Hrafn	watched	them	with	keen,	knowing	eyes.	A	flicker	of	pride
stirred	in	his	chest.	The	path	ahead	would	be	treacherous,	but
they	would	not	cheat	destiny.	They	would	fight.	And	they	would
find	a	way	to	bring	Isabella	home.
	
As	the	first	light	of	dawn	broke	through	the	dense	jungle,	Nazario,
Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn	began	their	journey,	the	air	thick	with
anticipation.	Hrafn,	ever	vigilant	with	his	sharp	eyes,	spotted
Gordito’s	bulky	form	slipping	through	the	underbrush	on	his
horse,	a	sight	that	quickly	fueled	their	determination.	Hrafn
returned	to	his	companions,	his	voice	steady	but	heavy	with
concern	as	he	relayed	the	news.	The	bandits	were	hiding	nearby,
and	Isabella	was	with	them—alive	but	weary	from	her	time	in
captivity.
	
With	a	newfound	resolve,	Nazario	stood	tall,	his	confidence
renewed.	"We	must	ride	around	the	temple	through	the	forest,"
he	declared,	his	eyes	gleaming	with	purpose.	"I	know	a	secret
path,	an	entrance	only	known	to	those	seeking	the	Gold	of	El



	107	Caballo."	Tuki’s	eyes	sparkled	at	the	mention	of	hidden	routes	and
treasures,	his	heart	pounding	with	excitement	and	the	promise	of
adventure.	Donkey,	sensing	the	energy,	brayed	in	eager
agreement,	ready	for	action.
	
But	Hrafn’s	brow	furrowed	with	unease.	Something	didn’t	sit
right	with	him	about	Gordito’s	uncharacteristic	behavior.	Without	a
word,	he	veered	off,	intent	on	confirming	his	suspicions.
Meanwhile,	Nazario,	Tuki,	and	Donkey	pressed	on	toward	the
temple,	the	path	ahead	a	mix	of	promise	and	danger,	as	they
sought	the	hidden	entrance	to	the	heart	of	the	jungle’s	secrets.
		
The	sun	hung	low,	casting	a	golden	hue	over	the	dense	jungle	that
surrounded	the	Temple	of	the	Warriors.	A	deep,	foreboding
silence	had	fallen	upon	the	land,	as	though	the	earth	itself	held
its	breath.	The	air	was	thick	with	the	scent	of	damp	leaves	and
ancient	secrets	long	buried	in	the	whispers	of	time.	Yet,	amidst
this	tranquil	deception,	a	storm	was	about	to	erupt—a	storm	that
would	test	the	very	core	of	love,	loyalty,	and	bravery.
	
Unbeknownst	to	Nazario	and	his	companions,	El	Bigote,	the
notorious	bandito,	had	orchestrated	every	step	of	this	journey
from	the	moment	he	set	foot	in	the	villa.	His	plan	was	meticulous,
his	malice	cold.	Isabella,	the	woman	Nazario	held	dear,	had	been



	108	taken	as	leverage—a	pawn	in	a	game	that	would	see	the	Lost	Gold
of	El	Caballo	fall	into	the	hands	of	a	man	with	no	honor.	El	Bigote
had	known	that	Nazario,	driven	by	love	and	a	sense	of	duty,	would
risk	everything	to	save	her.	But	what	he	hadn’t	anticipated	was
how	much	of	a	challenge	the	temple	would	be	for	any	intruder,
even	one	as	cunning	as	himself.
	
Tucked	away	in	the	dark	recesses	of	the	jungle,	hidden	beneath
centuries	of	overgrowth,	the	Temple	of	the	Warriors	stood	as	a
monument	to	the	forgotten	past.	It	was	a	place	of	myth,	a	sacred
ground	where	the	spirits	of	ancient	protectors	still	lingered,
bound	by	an	eternal	curse.	To	steal	the	gold	would	not	be	a
simple	matter—it	would	demand	the	very	soul	of	whoever	dared.
	
As	night	fell,	Nazario,	Tuki,	and	Donkey	prepared	to	enter	through
a	secret	passageway—a	route	known	only	to	those	who	had	spent
years	studying	the	ancient	texts.	With	Isabella	still	in	El	Bigote’s
grip,	their	desperation	was	palpable,	but	so	was	their	resolve.
They	knew	what	lay	ahead	would	be	no	ordinary	adventure.
	
But	El	Bigote,	ever	the	shadow	in	the	background,	had	not	left
their	fates	to	chance.	He	had	secretly	followed	them	into	the
temple,	keen	on	claiming	the	Lost	Gold	of	El	Caballo	for	himself
once	the	heroes	had	made	their	move.	His	cruel	smile	echoed	in
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	110	the	shadows,	knowing	he	would	play	both	sides	against	each
other,	leaving	no	room	for	escape.
	
The	moment	Nazario,	Tuki	and	Donkey	entered	the	hidden
chamber	beneath	the	temple’s	roots,	the	very	air	shifted.	The
warriors—cursed	sentinels,	forever	bound	to	guard	the	sacred
treasure—awoke	from	their	centuries-long	slumber.	With	eyes
glowing	like	embers	in	the	darkness,	they	released	a	powerful
incantation	that	filled	the	air	with	discord.	The	magic	of	the
temple	twisted	their	minds,	clouding	their	thoughts	with	fear,	and
leaving	them	caught	in	a	web	of	confusion.
	
Tuki,	ever	the	agile	trickster,	darted	about,	trying	to	decipher	the
trap	they	had	fallen	into,	while	Donkey,	shuffled	anxiously.
Nazario,	his	mind	clouded	by	the	spell,	struggled	to	maintain	his
focus.	His	love	for	Isabella,	his	burning	need	to	rescue	her,	kept
him	tethered	to	reality,	but	the	walls	of	the	temple,	the	ancient
spirits,	seemed	to	mock	his	efforts.	He	had	no	choice	but	to	press
forward.
	
Amid	this	chaos,	a	shadow	appeared.	Hrafn,	the	wise	raven,	whose
feathers	shimmered	like	the	night	sky,	fluttered	into	the	chamber.
Guided	by	ancient	scrolls	he	had	found	deep	within	the	jungle,
Hrafn	spoke	the	words	of	the	ancients,	unraveling	the	spell	that
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	113	held	the	heroes	in	its	grip.	As	the	curse	was	lifted,	Nazario,	Tuki,
and	Donkey	found	themselves	clear-headed,	their	bond
strengthened	by	the	raven’s	aid.
	
With	renewed	purpose,	they	pressed	on,	reaching	the	chamber
where	the	Lost	Gold	of	El	Caballo	lay	hidden.	Its	lustrous	shine
beckoned	them,	the	treasure	of	a	forgotten	empire,	guarded	by
the	spirits	of	warriors	long	dead.	But	before	they	could	claim	it,	El
Bigote	revealed	himself,	Isabella’s	terrified	form	clutched	in	his
grasp.
	
Their	eyes	locked	across	the	chamber—a	moment	suspended	in
time.	Nazario’s	voice	broke	through	the	silence,	desperate	yet
filled	with	love.	"Mi	amor,	are	you	alright?"	he	called	out,	his
heart	aching	with	the	fear	of	what	might	befall	her.
	
“Yes,	mi	amor,”	Isabella	answered,	her	voice	trembling	but
resolute,	a	glimmer	of	hope	in	her	eyes.
	
Tuki	and	Donkey	crept	silently	along	the	moss-covered	stones	of
the	temple’s	outer	corridor,	moving	like	shadows	beneath	the
flickering	torchlight.	The	air	was	thick	with	incense	and	the	weight
of	ancient	secrets.	As	they	rounded	a	cracked	stone	archway,	Tuki
froze—his	keen	eyes	catching	a	faint	glyph	carved	into	the	wall:	a



	114	jaguar's	claw	wrapped	around	a	lever	nearly	swallowed	by	vines
and	time.	He	stepped	closer,	brushing	away	the	growth	to	reveal	a
metallic	mechanism,	worn	but	intact.
Donkey	snorted	softly,	ears	twitching.	“Wait…is	that	what	I	think	it
is?”

Tuki	grinned,	his	eyes	twinkling.	“A	lever.	And	not	just	any	lever—
from	the	ancient	script	this	lever	is	designed	to	punish	thieves.”	

He	traced	his	fingers	over	the	glyphs.	“If	I	pull	this	just	right,	it’ll
trigger	a	platform	collapse.	And	I’m	betting	Señor	Mustache	up
there	has	no	idea	he’s	standing	on	it.”

Donkey’s	tail	swished.	“Then	let’s	make	sure	he	stays	right	where
we	want	him.”

Back	in	the	central	chamber,	Nazario’s	voice	echoed	with	tension
and	defiance.	“Release	her,	El	Bigote!	What	do	you	want	from
me?”

From	the	altar	steps,	El	Bigote	turned	with	deliberate	arrogance,
his	grasp	trained	on	Isabella,	who	was	bound	beside	him.	His
smile	was	as	sharp	as	a	serpent’s	fang.

“You	know	what	I	want,	Nazario,”	he	sneered.	“Bring	me	the	gold



	115	—the	Lost	Gold	of	El	Caballo.	You	do	that,	and	maybe…	maybe
your	precious	Isabella	walks	out	of	here.”

Nazario	stepped	forward,	fists	clenched.	“I	will	get	your	gold,
Bigote,	but	swear	you	won’t	harm	her.”

El	Bigote	let	out	a	cruel	chuckle,	the	flames	in	the	torchlight
dancing	across	his	jeweled	belt	buckle.	“You	don’t	seem	to
understand,	chico.	The	gold	is	mine	by	right.	The	girl?	She’s	just
incentive.	Bring	me	the	treasure,	or	she	becomes	part	of	the
legend.”

The	ground	beneath	them	shuddered.	Ancient	stones	moaned	as
if	the	temple	itself	rebelled	against	El	Bigote’s	claim.	Wind	howled
through	the	cracks	like	a	chorus	of	angry	spirits	awakened	from
centuries	of	slumber.	Dust	rained	down	from	the	rafters,	and	the
air	thrummed	with	unseen	power.

From	the	shadows	above	the	dais,	Tuki	gave	a	subtle	nod.	“Now,
Donkey,”	he	whispered.

Nazario,	catching	the	signal,	reached	into	his	coat	and	hurled	a
golden	medallion	past	El	Bigote’s	shoulder.	The	bandito’s	eyes
tracked	the	flash	of	gold—and	in	that	moment,	Tuki	pulled	the
ancient	lever	with	a	resounding	clack.



	116	A	heartbeat	later,	the	stone	beneath	El	Bigote’s	boots	gave	way
with	a	thunderous	crack.	His	eyes	widened	in	shock,	his	arms
flailing	as	the	floor	vanished	beneath	him.	“¡Maldito	perro!”	he
shouted	as	he	plunged	into	the	black	abyss,	his	voice	swallowed
by	the	temple’s	roaring	fury.

Isabella	gasped	as	the	tremors	faded.	Nazario	was	already	at	her
side,	cutting	her	bindings	with	a	blade	drawn	from	his	boot.	He
pulled	her	into	his	arms,	trembling	with	relief.

“Estas	seguro	ahora,”	he	whispered.	“Se	acabo.”
But	behind	them,	the	temple	groaned	once	more,	its	final	curse
unleashed.	Stones	crumbled,	vines	snapped,	and	the	obsidian	idol
cracked	down	the	center	with	a	sound	like	the	world	splitting
open.

“Time	to	go!”	Donkey	brayed,	already	halfway	down	the	vine-
covered	stairwell.

Tuki	leapt	from	stone	to	stone,	scampering	ahead	to	guide	the
way.	The	trio	dashed	through	the	winding	passageways,	leaping
fallen	columns	and	dodging	debris	as	the	temple	roared	behind
them.	

Behind	them,	the	cursed	gold	remained	buried	in	fire	and	shadow,
sealed	once	more	by	the	trap	that	clever	little	Tuki	had	unearthed



	117	



	118	



	119	—and	the	jungle	swallowed	the	temple’s	secrets	for	another
thousand	years.
	
As	they	emerged	into	the	cool	night	air,	the	very	earth	beneath
their	feet	seemed	to	shift.	

Nazario	turned	to	Tuki	and	Donkey,	still	catching	his	breath,	a	look
of	wide-eyed	admiration	breaking	through	the	dust	on	his	face.
“You	are	one	clever	little	hijo	de	la	jungla.	How	in	the	world	did
you	know	that	would	open	the	trapdoor?”

Tuki	puffed	out	his	chest	and	gave	an	exaggerated	salute,	tail
curling	with	pride.	“Let’s	just	say…	a	little	bird	tipped	me	off	about
some	secrets	buried	in	those	scrolls.”	He	shot	a	knowing	nod	to
Hrafn,	who	gave	a	soft,	conspiratorial	caw.	“And	let’s	not	forget—
strategic	thinking	runs	in	my	Yorkie	blood.	My	ancestors	navigated
pitch-black	coal	tunnels	with	nothing	but	grit	and	guts.	We	weren’t
bred	for	handbags—we	were	built	for	survival.”

Donkey	let	out	a	sharp	snort.	“Survival?	Please.	Your	ancestors
probably	held	the	flashlight	while	real	dogs	did	the	digging.”

Tuki	just	flashed	a	wolfish	grin	and	patted	Donkey’s	flank.	“Maybe.
But	while	the	‘real	dogs’	hit	the	walls,	it’s	the	little	guy	with	the
flashlight	who	finds	the	exit.”



	120	He	started	walking	ahead,	tail	flicking	confidently.
“Try	to	keep	up,	muscle.	Brains	just	took	the	lead.”

Nazario	laughed,	shaking	his	head.	“Remind	me	to	never
underestimate	pequeños	cachorros	again.”

As	the	tension	lifted	and	the	jungle	breeze	returned	to	whisper
through	the	trees,	Isabella	stepped	forward.	She	leaned	over	and
placed	a	gentle	kiss	on	Tuki’s	head,	her	eyes	warm	with	gratitude
and	affection.

“You	saved	me,”	she	said	softly.
Tuki	blinked,	momentarily	stunned.	A	boyish	grin	crept	across	his
face,	his	chest	puffing	out	as	his	heart	melted	right	there	in	the
moonlight.

Donkey,	catching	the	vibe,	leaned	in	with	hopeful	eyes—only	to
find	Isabella	already	turning	away	with	a	graceful	swirl	of	her
skirt.
He	froze	mid-pucker.

“…Story	of	my	life,”	he	muttered.
Tuki	snorted	with	laughter.	“Next	time,	try	saving	the	day	first,
Romeo.”

The	spirits	of	the	ancient	protectors,	seeing	their	mission	fulfilled,



	121	ascended	in	a	majestic	column	of	light,	wishing	the	heroes
farewell.	The	temple,	its	curse	unbroken,	remained	as	it	had
always	been—an	enigma,	a	place	of	ancient	power	and	untold
secrets.	But	love	had	triumphed,	and	the	Lost	Gold	of	El	Caballo
had	not	been	claimed.
	
And	so,	with	Isabella	safely	in	his	arms,	Nazario	knew	that	in	the
end,	it	wasn’t	the	treasure	that	mattered,	but	the	love	they	had
fought	for—a	treasure	far	greater	than	gold.
	
As	the	moon	dipped	below	the	horizon,	casting	its	silver	glow	over
the	lush	landscape	of	the	Yucatán	Peninsula,	the	weary	but
triumphant	party	made	their	way	back	to	the	casa	of	the	lovers.
The	evening	had	been	nothing	short	of	a	tumultuous	adventure
marked	by	perilous	encounters,	ancient	secrets,	and	the
overwhelming	weight	of	choices	that	would	shape	the	course	of
their	lives	forever.	The	air	was	thick	with	the	scent	of	tropical
flowers,	and	the	rhythmic	sound	of	distant	waves	lapping	at	the
shore	seemed	to	echo	the	rhythmic	beat	of	their	hearts.	In	the
quiet	aftermath	of	the	chaos,	it	was	love,	not	greed,	that	had
prevailed.
	
Nazario,	Isabella,	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn	had	emerged	victorious,
though	at	great	cost.	They	had	faced	death	at	the	hands	of
ruthless	treasure	hunters,	braved	forgotten	temples	where
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	123	shadows	danced	on	walls	and	traps	lay	hidden	beneath	the	stone
floors.	Yet	through	it	all,	they	had	remained	steadfast.	Tuki,	the
fearless	farm	boy	with	a	heart	as	wild	as	the	jungle	that
surrounded	them;	Donkey,	his	loyal	companion,	more	than	just	an
animal,	but	a	fellow	adventurer	whose	tenacity	matched	the	most
seasoned	warriors;	and	Hrafn,	the	wise	raven,	who	spoke	not	just
with	the	voice	of	reason,	but	with	the	weight	of	ancient	knowledge.
Together,	they	had	defied	the	odds.
	
As	they	reached	the	casa,	the	door	creaked	open,	revealing	the
warm	glow	of	lanterns	flickering	inside.	Isabella,	her	face	soft
with	the	relief	of	safety,	reached	for	Tuki.	She	embraced	him	with
a	mixture	of	gratitude	and	affection,	her	eyes	welling	with	tears
as	she	looked	into	his	eyes,	the	young	farmboy	who	had	dared	to
step	into	a	world	far	beyond	the	confines	of	his	quiet	life.	And
then,	with	a	laugh	that	was	equal	parts	joy	and	exhaustion,
Donkey	nudged	his	way	into	the	hug,	wrapping	his	thick	neck
around	both	of	them,	his	ears	flopping	joyously.
	
Nazario,	standing	at	the	threshold,	watched	them	with	quiet
reverence.	

With	the	first	light	of	dawn	breaking	over	the	horizon,	casting	a
golden	hue	across	the	tropical	landscape,	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn
made	their	way	down	to	the	shore,	where	the	mighty	Aurora



	124	awaited.	It	was	a	vessel	of	legend,	a	ship	that	had	carried	them
from	icebergs	in	the	frigid	North	to	the	sun-drenched	beaches	of
the	Yucatán.	It	had	been	their	salvation	in	times	of	storm,	and	it
would	now	carry	them	wherever	there	next	adventure	would	call.
	
Tuki	glanced	back	at	Isabella	and	Nazario,	his	heart	heavy	with
both	gratitude	and	sorrow.	They—were	now	a	part	of	him,	a	part
of	this	journey	they	had	shared.	Isabella,	with	tears	in	her	eyes,
waved	farewell,	her	love	for	the	young	farmboy’s	brave	heart	as
boundless	as	the	oceans	that	had	separated	them.
	
Donkey,	ever	the	loyal	companion,	gave	one	last	affectionate	bray,
his	tail	wagging,	as	if	to	say,	Goodbye,	but	never	forgotten.
	
And	Hrafn,	perched	atop	the	mast,	let	out	a	call—a	low,	mournful
caw	that	seemed	to	echo	the	weight	of	all	the	wisdom	he	had
shared	with	them,	a	reminder	that	every	end	was	merely	a	new
beginning.
	
Nazario	stood	at	the	shore,	gazing	out	over	the	water,	reflecting
on	everything	he	had	witnessed.	In	the	span	of	a	few	days,	his
world	had	changed.	He	had	witnessed	true	courage,	the	kind	that
came	from	the	heart,	and	true	sacrifice,	the	kind	that	came	from
love.	He	had	seen	the	quiet	farmboy	rise	to	become	a	hero,	a



	125	friend,	and	a	force	of	nature.	And	he	had	come	to	understand	that
peace	wasn’t	something	that	could	be	bought,	but	something	that
had	to	be	earned,	through	courage,	love,	and	sacrifice.
	
As	the	Aurora	set	sail	into	the	horizon,	Nazario	raised	his	hand	in
farewell,	knowing	that	though	their	paths	had	parted,	the	bonds
they	shared	would	never	fade.
	
And	so,	the	trio	of	heroes—Tuki,	Donkey,	and	Hrafn—embarked	on
their	next	adventure,	with	the	sun	rising	behind	them,	and	the
promise	of	new	horizons	ahead.	But	deep	in	their	hearts,	they
carried	the	memory	of	the	quiet	villa,	the	beauty	of	the	Yucatán,
and	the	love	that	had	bound	them	all	together.
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	128	Morning	broke	over	the	endless	blue,	warm	and	golden,	casting	the	sea	in
ribbons	of	light.	The	Aurora	creaked	softly	as	it	glided	through	the	waves,	its
hull	cradled	by	the	ocean’s	lullaby.	Above,	gulls	wheeled	and	cried,	heralding
the	sun’s	slow	climb	into	the	sky.	Below	deck,	tucked	snugly	in	a	coiled
hammock,	Tuki	stirred.
	
His	little	paws	stretched	out,	nose	twitching	at	the	scent	of	salt	and	wind.	This
wasn’t	his	first	adventure,	and	it	wouldn’t	be	his	last—but	today	felt	different.
The	breeze	carried	something	more	than	just	sea	spray.	It	carried	memory.
	
A	sudden	thump	and	a	bray—loud,	clumsy,	familiar.	Donkey,	in	all	his
awkward	enthusiasm,	had	managed	to	trip	his	way	up	to	the	deck.
	
“Good	morning,	Donkey,”	Tuki	said	with	a	sleepy	grin,	watching	his	friend
shake	off	the	embarrassment	with	his	usual	cheer.
	
“Top	of	the	morning	to	you,	my	furry	little	friend!”	Donkey	boomed,	as	if	the
sea	itself	needed	to	hear	it.
	
Side	by	side	they	sat,	two	silhouettes	against	the	rising	sun.	For	a	while,
neither	spoke.	The	silence	wasn’t	empty—it	was	the	kind	that	comes	only
after	many	shared	miles	and	close	calls.	Donkey	knew	it	well.	He	glanced	over
at	Tuki,	whose	eyes	were	locked	on	the	horizon.
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	130	“You	miss	them,	don’t	you?”	Donkey	asked	softly.	“You	miss	home?”
	
Tuki	didn’t	answer	at	first.	His	gaze	never	wavered,	but	when	he	spoke,	his
voice	was	clear.
	
“I	think	it’s	time	to	go	home.”
	
Donkey	let	out	a	long	breath,	half	sigh,	half	smile.	He’d	waited	for	this.	All
their	wild	adventures,	all	the	storms,	all	the	victories—they	meant	little
without	a	place	to	return	to.	“Then	let’s	return	home.”
	
High	above,	perched	on	the	rigging,	Hrafn	the	raven	watched	in	silence.	His
black	feathers	ruffled	gently	in	the	wind,	eyes	sharp	and	knowing.	He	didn’t
speak—but	he	didn’t	need	to.	He	leapt	into	the	air,	wings	slicing	through	the
sky,	flying	ahead	to	scout	their	path.
	
They	were	going	back—to	Sultana.	Back	to	the	quiet	farm	where	it	all	began.
To	Derek	and	Ani.	To	the	place	where	legends	were	once	just	a	farmboy	lost	in
make-believe,	riding	into	dreams	on	the	back	of	his	faithful	Donkey.
	
As	the	Aurora	glided	steadily	toward	the	quiet,	tucked-away	town	of	Sultana,
the	sea	air	grew	softer,	scented	faintly	with	pine	and	distant	earth.	Tuki	and
Donkey	sat	side	by	side	on	the	deck,	the	sun	now	a	fading	ember	behind	them.
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	132	They	said	little,	letting	the	rhythm	of	the	waves	and	the	memories	between
them	speak	louder	than	words.
	
They	remembered	the	sparks	that	ignited	it	all—the	wild,	playful	dreams	that
led	two	unlikely	heroes	on	a	voyage	across	continents.	To	Africa,	where	they
brokered	peace	among	fractured	lands.	Donkey	chuckled	at	the	memory	of
bartering	with	jungle	kings	and	dodging	hyena	stampedes.	But	then	his	gaze
grew	distant	as	he	recalled	the	frostbitten	desolation	of	the	Arctic	Abyss.	The
ice	groaned	beneath	their	feet,	and	danger	lurked	in	every	storm	as	brothers
were	torn	between	lust	and	love.	They	had	almost	lost	everything	in	that
frozen	grave	of	silence.
	
The	laughter	faded	into	quiet,	and	for	a	moment,	the	past	wrapped	around
them	like	a	warm,	aching	blanket.	They	remembered	Nazario	and	Isabella—
their	strength,	their	love,	their	sacrifice.	Smiles	curled	on	their	lips,	but	tears
glistened	too,	unspoken	and	shared.
	
Tuki	reached	into	the	worn	leather	satchel	at	his	side.	Something	stirred
inside—soft,	melodic,	barely	a	whisper.	The	faint	sound	of	a	music	box	began
to	hum,	like	the	voice	of	a	ghost	threading	through	time.	The	melody	wrapped
around	them,	pulling	their	hearts	into	the	memory	of	Henri	and	Maryse.
	
Both	friends	fell	still.	Tuki’s	ears	flattened	slightly,	and	Donkey’s	head



	133	dropped	against	his	shoulder,	a	comforting	nuzzle.	The	stars	had	begun	to
prick	the	darkening	sky	with	light.
	
“I	just	wish	I	could	have	saved	Henri	and	Maryse,”	Tuki	murmured,	his	voice
low,	heavy	with	the	weight	of	failure.	“If	only	I	could	bring	them	back,	then
they—”
	
“They	were	not	for	you	to	save,	my	friend,”	Donkey	said	gently,	his	voice	calm
and	rooted	like	an	old	oak.
	
Tuki	looked	up	at	the	stars,	listening.	Donkey	continued,	“Henri	and	Maryse
loved	each	other,	truly.	And	that	kind	of	love…	it	goes	on,	even	if	we	can’t	see
it.	It	exists	in	its	own	time,	its	own	way.”
	
Tuki	nodded	slowly	and	reached	again	into	the	satchel,	pulling	out	the	small,
gleaming	music	box.	Its	surface	shimmered	in	the	moonlight	like	the	sea
itself,	reflecting	the	stars	above	and	the	ghosts	of	what	once	was.	He	held	it
close	to	his	chest.
	
“I	suppose	you’re	right,	Donkey,”	he	whispered.
	
But	the	question	lingered	in	his	heart	like	a	shadow:	If	love	couldn’t	be	saved,
then	what	was	the	purpose	of	this	beautiful	invention—this	relic	meant	to



	134	restore	what	was	lost?
	
High	above	the	Aurora,	cloaked	in	shadow	and	wind,	Hafran	perched	on	the
creaking	mast	like	a	sentinel	of	old.	His	coal-black	feathers	rippled	with	the
rising	gusts,	and	from	deep	within	his	ancient	chest	came	a	breath	that
seemed	to	stir	the	very	air	around	him.	For	centuries,	his	wings	had	borne
the	weight	of	lost	knowledge	and	whispered	truths—truths	that	now	circled
closer	to	a	young	farmboy	who	once	played	at	heroism	but	was	now	fated	to
live	it.	The	time	had	come	for	Tuki	to	uncover	the	true	meaning	of	La	Boîte
Chantante.
	
The	morning	did	not	greet	them	with	sunlight.	Instead,	it	cracked	open	with
thunder	and	roared	to	life	in	a	tempest	of	fury.	The	sea,	once	gentle,	now
surged	beneath	the	Aurora,	rising	like	a	beast	awakened.	The	sky	churned	in
bruised	purples	and	gray-gold	flashes,	lightning	clawing	the	heavens	as	the
rain	lashed	the	deck.	From	the	storm	clouds,	Hrafn	descended,	talons
clattering	against	the	soaked	wood.
	
“The	storm	is	upon	us,”	the	raven	declared,	his	voice	cutting	through	the	howl
of	the	wind.	“Brace	yourselves.	This	is	no	ordinary	squall—we	are	entering
the	eye	of	Occhio	della	Tigre.”
	
Donkey’s	ears	flattened,	his	hooves	slipping	on	the	wet	deck	as	his	body
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	136	trembled	with	dread.	Tuki	stood	still,	the	weight	of	Hrafn’s	words	settling	into
his	chest	like	stone.	Occhio	della	Tigre.	A	storm	spoken	of	in	whispers,	carved
in	shipwrecked	wood	and	scrawled	in	the	margins	of	forgotten	logbooks.	A
storm	that	swallows	the	unworthy	and	silences	even	the	bold.
	
“We	must	secure	the	ship,”	Hrafn	ordered,	wings	outstretched	as	if	shielding
them	from	what	lay	ahead.	“Follow	me	exactly—every	step,	every	knot,	every
turn	of	the	sail.	Do	not	falter.”
	
Tuki	locked	eyes	with	Donkey.	The	fear	was	there—raw,	electric—but	so	was
something	else.	A	glimmer	of	resolve.	He	turned	to	Hrafn	and	asked,	barely
above	the	roar	of	the	storm,	“Will	we	make	it	home?”
	
The	raven’s	gaze	narrowed,	old	and	honest.
	
“I	can	promise	you	nothing,	my	friend,”	he	said.	“Only	this—if	you	wish	to	see
home	again,	you	must	earn	it.”
	
The	sea	rose	to	meet	them	with	teeth	bared	and	no	mercy	in	its	soul.
	
Waves,	taller	than	masts,	slammed	against	the	Aurora,	each	one	striking	like
a	hammer	meant	to	break	more	than	wood.	Rain	fell	in	sheets	so	thick	it
blurred	the	line	between	sky	and	sea.	Thunder	cracked	like	cannon	fire.	The
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	138	ship	groaned	beneath	them,	her	timbers	crying	out	with	each	shuddering	hit.
	
Tuki	clung	to	the	wheel,	paws	soaked,	fur	matted	with	salt	and	storm.	His	eyes
stung,	but	he	didn’t	blink.	Not	once.	Donkey	brayed	orders—wild,	frantic,	but
somehow	clear—his	hooves	slipping	as	he	hauled	rope,	lashed	sails,	and
steadied	the	mast	with	the	strength	only	desperation	could	grant.	Hrafn,
cutting	through	the	wind	like	a	blade,	soared	from	one	end	of	the	ship	to	the
other,	his	voice	rising	above	the	chaos.
	
“To	the	port	line!	Reinforce	it	now!”
	
“Trim	the	topsail—she’ll	capsize	if	you	don’t!”
	
“Don’t	look	at	the	waves—feel	them!”
	
Hour	after	hour	passed	in	a	blur	of	wind	and	fury.	Water	crashed	over	the
sides,	soaking	the	deck.	The	rudder	groaned	with	every	turn.	The	Aurora
creaked	like	she	might	break	apart	at	any	moment,	her	bones	straining	under
the	wrath	of	Occhio	della	Tigre.
	
But	none	of	them	gave	in.
	
They	shouted	over	the	storm.	They	held	fast	to	the	ropes	and	to	each	other.



	139	Tuki’s	paws	bled.	Donkey’s	legs	shook	with	fatigue.	Hrafn’s	wings	faltered,
heavy	with	rain.	Still,	they	fought.	Not	for	glory.	Not	even	for	survival.	But	for
home.
	
Then—at	last—came	silence.
	
It	was	not	the	sudden	hush	of	defeat.	It	was	the	breathless	quiet	of	dawn.
	
A	pale	gold	light	crept	over	the	shattered	edge	of	the	horizon.	The	clouds,
shredded	by	wind,	began	to	scatter.	The	sea,	still	vast	and	cruel,	slowly	began
to	settle.	The	storm	had	passed.
	
The	Aurora,	though	battered	and	scarred,	still	floated—her	sails	torn,	her
deck	slick	with	the	night’s	battle,	but	her	heart	unbroken.
	
Tuki	collapsed	to	his	knees,	eyes	blinking	into	the	soft	morning	light.	Donkey
let	out	a	long,	rattling	bray	that	turned	into	laughter,	hoarse	and	wild.	Hafran
perched	on	the	rail	beside	them,	wings	heavy	but	steady,	nodding	with	quiet
pride.
	
They	had	survived.
	
Another	peril	behind	them.	Another	piece	of	legend	written	in	salt	and	sky.
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	141	And	ahead—beyond	the	shining	waters—the	promise	of	home.
	
By	midday,	the	sea	had	softened	to	a	shimmer,	the	chaos	behind	them	now
just	bruises	on	the	hull	and	echoes	in	their	bones.	The	wind	had	shifted—
gentle,	guiding,	almost	grateful.
	
And	then,	through	the	mist	and	salt,	it	appeared.
	
The	cascading	ridgelines	of	Sultana	rose	from	the	horizon	like	a	memory
carved	into	stone.	Verdant	peaks	draped	in	mist.	Rolling	green	fields	that
sloped	gently	toward	the	sea.	And	there,	tucked	beneath	the	reach	of	the
mountains,	the	familiar	patchwork	of	farmland.	The	winding	path	that	led	to
the	old	barn.	The	weathered	rooftop	of	a	cottage	that	had	never	stopped
waiting	for	them.
	
Tuki’s	eyes	widened,	his	breath	caught	between	disbelief	and	joy.	Donkey
blinked	once,	then	twice—and	then	let	out	a	jubilant	bray	that	echoed	across
the	water.	Without	a	word,	Tuki	leapt	into	his	friend's	embrace,	burying	his
face	in	Donkey’s	coarse	mane.	The	two	danced,	stumbled,	cheered,	laughed—
all	of	it	uncontained,	unfiltered,	and	pure.
	
“We	made	it,”	Tuki	whispered,	clutching	Donkey	tightly.	“We	actually	made	it.”
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	143	Hrafn	did	not	cheer.
	
He	stood	perched	near	the	helm,	wings	folded,	eyes	on	the	horizon.	The
raven’s	gaze	was	not	fixed	on	the	pastures	or	the	old	farmhouse.	It	stared
beyond	the	visible—into	the	layers	of	meaning,	into	threads	only	he	could
see.	The	return	was	not	the	end.	It	was	merely	the	turning	of	the	next	page.
	
For	all	the	storms	they	had	weathered,	for	all	the	monsters	they	had
escaped,	Hrafn	knew	the	most	delicate	truth	of	all:	Tuki	had	not	simply
survived	by	chance.	The	wind	had	bent	for	him.	The	sea	had	spared	him.	The
stars	had	shifted	around	him—not	because	he	was	lucky,	but	because	he	was
chosen.
	
Within	Hrafn’s	mind,	ancient	secrets	stirred.
	
La	Boîte	Chantante.
	
The	Singing	Box.
	
Its	purpose.	Its	power.
	
And	the	reason	this	small,	spirited	pup	from	a	quiet	farm	had	always	found
his	way	home—no	matter	the	odds.
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	145	As	the	Aurora	glided	into	the	bay,	sails	tattered	but	proud,	Hrafn	remained
silent.	Watching.	Waiting.
	
Because	beneath	the	soil	of	Sultana,	in	the	quiet	hum	of	the	fields	and	the
hush	of	the	farmhouse	walls,	something	old	was	waking.
	
And	Tuki’s	true	journey	was	only	beginning.
	
The	Aurora	docked	in	shallow	waters,	and	the	familiar	scent	of	wildflowers
and	damp	earth	rose	to	meet	them.	Tuki	didn’t	wait	for	the	gangplank.	He
leapt	straight	from	the	deck,	paws	hitting	the	soft	ground	with	a	thud	and	a
triumphant	bark.
	
From	the	field,	Derek	froze—his	weathered	hands	still	working	the	hay.	For	a
moment,	he	didn’t	believe	his	eyes.	Then	came	a	shout.	“Ani!	Ani,	come	quick!”
	
She	rushed	out,	throwing	off	her	apron	as	she	rushed	outside,	breath
catching	as	her	eyes	landed	on	the	small,	mud-splashed	Yorkshire	sprinting
across	the	yard.	“Tuki!”	she	cried,	tears	already	streaking	her	face.
	
Tuki	launched	himself	into	her	arms,	tail	whipping	like	a	metronome	of	joy,
tongue	covering	her	cheeks	in	kisses.	Donkey	wasn’t	far	behind,	cantering
awkwardly	through	the	gate,	ears	flopping,	eyes	wide	with	the	unmistakable
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	147	relief	of	being	home.	Derek	wrapped	both	arms	around	Donkey’s
neck,	burying	his	face	into	the	bristled	fur.
	
“You	two	look	like	you’ve	lived	ten	lifetimes,”	he	said,	laughing
through	tears.
	
“And	nearly	died	in	each	of	them,”	Donkey	muttered	with	a	snort.
	
Hrafn	circled	once	above,	then	landed	atop	the	old	weather	vane,
watching	with	his	usual	silent	gravity.	The	reunion	was	not	his	to
join—but	he	felt	it,	deep	in	his	hollow	bones.	The	echo	of	love,	and
the	fragile	peace	it	offered.
	
That	evening,	the	farmhouse	came	alive.	Lanterns	flickered.	The
hearth	roared.	The	kitchen	table	groaned	under	the	weight	of
roasted	vegetables,	warm	bread,	and	sweet	apple	pie.	A	feast	for
a	hero’s	return.	Derek	insisted	on	opening	the	last	bottle	of	plum
wine.	Ani	made	her	famous	root	stew.	Donkey	had	three	servings
and	was	eyeing	a	fourth.
	
Outside,	under	the	dark	velvet	sky,	a	fire	crackled	at	the	center	of
the	yard.	Around	it,	Tuki	and	Donkey	sat	on	blankets	while	Derek
and	Ani	leaned	in	close,	spellbound.	Tuki	told	stories—of	storm



	148	



	149	gods	and	forest	spirits,	of	talking	trees	and	whispering	caves,	of
battles	narrowly	won	and	mysteries	yet	unsolved.	Donkey
interrupted	often,	correcting	details	and	adding	dramatic	flair.
	
“—and	then,	the	sea	opened	up	like	a	beast	with	a	thousand	eyes,
and	I	said,	‘Tuki,	grab	the	mast!’	And	he	did,	but	the	mast	was—”
	
“Half-snapped	and	full	of	lightning,	yes,	we	remember,”	Tuki	said
with	a	laugh.
	
Hrafn	listened	from	the	fence	post,	his	eyes	reflecting	the
firelight	like	twin	stars.	He	did	not	speak.	Not	yet.	But	soon.	Soon
he	would	tell	them	why	the	box	had	begun	to	hum	again.	Why	the
earth	beneath	Sultana	had	grown	restless.
	
Tonight,	though,	he	let	the	laughter	carry.	Let	the	night	be	theirs.
Let	the	heroes	feel	like	children	again.
	
Because	the	next	storm	would	not	come	from	the	sea.
	
It	would	rise	from	the	soil.

It	happened	in	the	northern	forest,	deep	among	the	wild
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	151	blackthorn	trees.	Ani	and	Tuki	had	wandered	out	to	pick	early
summer	berries,	laughter	and	sunlight	dancing	between	them.
But	from	the	shadows,	a	sound	slithered.	A	venomous	creature—
scaled,	eyeless,	a	horror	known	in	whispered	warnings—uncoiled
with	hungry	precision.
	
Its	fangs	struck	out.
	
Tuki	didn’t	hesitate.	With	a	bark	sharp	as	thunder,	he	launched
himself	at	Ani,	knocking	her	clear	as	the	creature	lunged.	Fangs
meant	for	her	buried	into	his	side.
	
“No!”	Ani	screamed,	falling	to	her	knees	as	the	beast	recoiled	for
another	strike.
	
But	Hrafn	was	already	in	the	sky.	His	wings	sliced	the	wind,	talons
raked	through	shadow	and	flesh,	feathers	flew,	and	when	the
beast	fell,	it	fell	still.
	
Ani	rushed	to	Tuki,	his	tiny	body	trembling,	breath	thin,	pain
pulsing	through	him.	“Please,”	she	sobbed.	“Please	don’t	go.”
	
“We	must	move,”	Hrafn	commanded.	“The	boy	will	die	if	we	don’t
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	153	return	to	the	farm—now.”
	
The	farm	turned	frantic.	Derek	cleared	a	spot	on	some	hay
outside	the	barn.	Donkey	galloped	to	the	barn,	panting,	eyes	wild.
“What’s	happening?!	What’s	wrong	with	him?!”
	
Hrafn’s	voice	was	low	but	urgent.	“Bring	me	La	Boîte	Chantante.
Now.”
	
Donkey	blinked.	“The	box?	But…	that’s	just	a	myth!”
	
“No,	Donkey,”	Hrafn	said.	“It’s	the	only	truth	we	have	left.”
	
Moments	later,	Donkey	ran	back	to	the	barn	with	the	ornate	music
box	clenched	between	his	teeth.	Suddenly	the	skies	opened	up,	a
dark	storm,	lightning	crashing.	Donkey	lays	next	to	Tuki,	fearful
for	his	friend.
	
“What	is	that?”	Derek	asked,	stepping	forward.
	
Hrafn	spoke,	“This	boy	has	passed	every	test.	His	journeys	were
never	just	adventures—they	were	trials.	He	has	risked	his	life,
again	and	again,	for	others.	But	today,	he	proved	what	the	box
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	155	has	waited	to	see:	unconditional	love.”
	
Ani	looked	down	at	the	box,	trembling.	“But	I—I	don’t	know	how	it
works.”
	
“Yes,	you	do,”	Hrafn	said	gently.	“You	must	sing.”
	
Ani’s	breath	caught.	Her	eyes	welled	again,	this	time	with
something	deeper—fear,	guilt,	grief.	“I	can’t.	I	haven’t	sung	since
—since	the	day	my	father	died.	I	was	singing	when	it	happened.	I
was	a	girl.	I	thought...	I	thought	it	was	my	fault.”
	
Derek	took	her	hand,	firm	and	steady.	“You	were	a	child,	Ani.	He
loved	your	voice.	Don’t	let	pain	steal	it	forever.	You	can	bring	him
back.	You	can	save	him.”
	
Outside,	the	skies	churned	with	the	storm	building	once	again—
clouds	blackening,	wind	rising.	Hrafn	opened	the	box.	The	delicate
melody	floated	into	the	air,	fragile	and	slow,	like	the	last	breath	of
a	dream.
	
Tuki	writhed	on	in	pain,	his	breathing	shallow,	eyes	glassy.	The
music	played.



	156	Ani	closed	her	eyes,	tears	spilling	down	her	cheeks.
	
And	then,	she	sang.
	
At	first,	only	a	whisper.	A	trembling	note	born	from	decades	of
silence.	But	then	it	grew—stronger,	clearer—her	voice	weaving
into	the	song	like	silk	through	air.	The	skies	glowed	faintly.	The
wind	outside	stilled.
	
But	Hrafn	leaned	in.	“The	words,	Ani.	You	must	remember	the
words.	Or	he	will	fade.”
	
She	dug	deep—past	the	guilt,	past	the	silence—and	the	words
came.	Words	her	father	used	to	sing	to	her.
	
A	lullaby	for	those	brave	enough	to	love.
	
As	the	final	note	hung	in	the	air,	the	music	box	clicked	closed.
	
And	the	storm	broke.
	
Sunlight	streamed	across	the	farm,	golden	and	warm.	Tuki’s	body
stilled—but	his	chest	rose.	Once.	Then	again.	His	eyes	fluttered
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	158	open.
	
“Ma…”	he	whispered,	then	blinked	toward	Ani.	“Mama.”
	
She	pulled	him	close,	sobbing	now,	holding	him	tighter	than	ever
before.
	
Hrafn	watched	from	the	weather	vane,	silent,	the	glint	in	his	eye
sharper	than	usual.
	
Suddenly,	a	light	stirred	from	within	La	Boîte	Chantante.	First	a
glow—soft	as	morning	dew—then	a	radiance,	like	the	sun	rising
from	within	the	box	itself.	The	carvings	shimmered	with	life,	and	a
golden	mist	spilled	into	the	air.
	
The	room	hushed.
	
From	within	the	light,	two	figures	emerged—ethereal,	glowing,
suspended	above	the	ground.	Henri,	eyes	kind	and	filled	with
tears.	Maryse,	luminous,	her	hair	like	silk	caught	in	windless
motion.	Her	hand	clasped	in	his.	Reunited.	Complete.
	
The	family	stood	frozen—Derek	holding	Ani	close,	Donkey	wide-
eyed	in	awe,	and	Tuki,	blinking	weakly,	somehow	understanding



	159	everything.	Henri	and	Maryse	emerge	from	the	box.
	
Henri	kneels	beside	the	pup’s	bed,	one	hand	reaching	out	to
gently	rest	above	Tuki’s	heart.	“You	never	used	this	gift	for
selfishness,”	he	said,	voice	like	a	song	remembered	in	dreams.
“You	proved	that	love,	real	love,	never	demands...	only	gives.”
	
Maryse	leaned	in,	smiling	through	shimmering	tears.	“And
because	of	your	courage,	our	story	has	finally	found	peace.”
	
The	two	spirit-lovers	turned	toward	the	light	as	a	golden	breeze
lifted	around	them.	Hand	in	hand,	they	rose—slowly,	softly—like
leaves	on	wind,	carried	into	the	sky,	their	light	joining	the	dawn
breaking	outside.
	
The	family	watched	in	stillness,	hearts	full,	until	their	last
glimmer	faded	beyond	the	clouds.
	
Then,	Tuki	coughed	once,	wagged	his	tail,	and	whispered,	“Um,
hello!	I’m	okay.”
	
Laughter	erupted.	Ani	collapsed	into	Derek’s	arms	with	joy.
Donkey	jumped	on	the	bed,	kissing	Tuki’s	face	wildly.	The



	160	farmhouse	filled	with	tears,	laughter,	and	the	noise	of	a	family
reborn.
	
Outside,	the	sun	broke	through	the	last	of	the	storm	clouds,
scattering	gold	across	the	hills	of	Sultana.	The	farm	stood	quiet,
calm,	and	whole	once	more.
	
Hrafn	stood	at	the	window,	his	feathers	catching	the	golden	light.
	
He	turned	to	leave.
	
But	Tuki	called	out,	“Where	are	you	going?”
	
The	raven	paused;	his	dark	eyes	soft.	“Never	far,	my	boy.	I	will
always	be	watching...	guiding...	protecting.”
	
With	a	final	nod,	Hrafn	opened	his	wings	and	soared	into	the	sky,
leaving	behind	a	trail	of	feathers	caught	in	the	breeze.
	
Peace	had	returned	to	the	little	farm	in	Sultana.	The	winds	that
once	carried	whispers	of	danger	now	hummed	through	the	tall
grass	like	a	lullaby.	The	sky	above	stretched	wide	and	open,	soft
with	the	colors	of	dusk.	In	every	corner	of	the	land,	something
had	settled—something	whole.	Something	right.



	161	The	following	evening,	Derek	and	Ani	stood	hand	in	hand,
watching	their	beloved	pup	and	his	faithful	companion	disappear
down	the	gentle	path	toward	the	creek.	The	house	behind	them
pulsed	with	life	again—windows	aglow,	the	smell	of	supper
drifting	out	to	greet	the	night.	And	above	it	all,	perched	high	on
the	weathered	barn,	Hrafn	stood	watch.	Silent.	Still.	Eyes	sharp	as
ever.
	
By	the	water’s	edge,	Tuki	and	Donkey	lay	close,	the	earth	beneath
them	cool	and	firm.	The	stream	murmured	beside	them,	its
surface	catching	the	reflection	of	stars	just	beginning	to	appear.
Beneath	the	ripples,	salmon	flitted	like	living	jewels—free,
unburdened,	home.
	
Donkey	twitched	his	ears	as	a	breeze	passed.	“Where	to	next,	my
friend?”	he	asked,	barely	above	a	whisper.
	
Tuki	didn’t	answer	right	away.	He	simply	smiled,	a	smile	full	of
dreams	and	wonder	and	quiet	fire.	Then,	he	leaned	his	little	head
against	Donkey’s,	their	ears	touching	in	a	gesture	older	than
words.
	
“Anywhere	our	hearts	can	dream,”	he	finally	said.
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	163	Behind	them,	Hrafn	lifted	into	the	air	with	a	single,	silent	beat	of
his	wings—no	farewell,	no	fanfare.	Just	the	knowing	presence	of	a
guardian	who	would	always	return	when	needed.	His	silhouette
slipped	into	the	sky,	vanishing	among	the	stars	that	now
glimmered	over	the	hills.
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	166	As	the	first	golden	rays	of	dawn	spilled	across	the	farm,	a
peaceful	hush	lingered	over	the	barnyard.	The	animals	stirred
gently	in	their	pens,	the	soft	rustle	of	feathers	and	straw	blending
with	the	crisp,	fragrant	air—rich	with	the	scent	of	blooming
blossoms	and	fresh	hay.
	
Inside	the	cozy	farmhouse,	nestled	beneath	the	warmth	of	his
quilt,	Tuki	began	to	stir.	He	blinked	open	his	eyes,	a	sleepy	grin
spreading	across	his	face	as	sunlight	filtered	through	the	window.
With	a	long,	deliberate	stretch	that	reached	from	his	tail	to	his
outstretch	head,	he	sat	up,	his	gaze	drifting	to	the	window.	Then	it
struck	him—today	was	the	big	trip	to	town!
	
In	a	flash,	Tuki	sprang	from	his	bed	and	bounded	down	the
hallway,	bursting	into	Derek	and	Ani’s	room	with	the	energy	of	a
sunrise.	Without	hesitation,	he	launched	himself	onto	Derek’s
chest,	making	a	continued	sniffle	as	he	leaned	over	to	plant	a
gentle	kiss	on	Ani’s	cheek.	His	tail	wagged	furiously,	thumping
against	Derek’s	stomach	like	a	cheerful	drumbeat.
	
“Wake	up,	wake	up!”	Tuki	chirped,	his	excitement	filling	the	room
like	birdsong.	Derek	groaned	playfully,	tousling	the	boy’s	hair.	“Let
me	guess…	someone’s	excited	for	our	trip	to	town?”
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	168	“Yup!	Let’s	go!”	Tuki	beamed,	bouncing	with	anticipation.
	
Ani	sat	up	with	a	yawn,	smiling	warmly.	“First	things	first—
breakfast!	We’ll	need	lots	of	energy	for	today,	my	sweet	boy.”
	
Without	missing	a	beat,	Tuki	dashed	from	the	room,	his	voice
echoing	through	the	house:	“Donkey!	Donkey,	hurry!	We’ve	got	to
get	ready—we’re	going	to	town!”
	
Derek	turned	to	Ani,	shaking	his	head	with	a	fond	smile.	“All	the
wild	adventures	he’s	had,	and	still	nothing	thrills	him	like	a	simple
trip	to	town.”
	
Ani	laughed	softly,	her	eyes	twinkling.	“That’s	our	boy.”
	
The	wind	carried	the	faint	scent	of	summer	as	it	swept	through
the	valley	of	cascades,	curling	over	the	cliffs	and	into	the	quiet
town	of	Sultana.	On	this	summer	morning,	the	townspeople
stirred	with	more	than	usual	anticipation.	Something	unusual	was
happening.	A	whisper	had	become	a	buzz,	and	the	buzz	had
bloomed	into	excitement—
	
The	carnival	had	come.



	169	But	not	just	any	carnival.	This	one	brought	mystery,	fire,	and
magic.	It	arrived	under	cover	of	fog,	led	by	a	man	cloaked	in
secrets.	Alexander	Balfour—the	Ringmaster—had	purchased	the
abandoned	Riach	Mansion	that	loomed	over	the	town	from	its
cliffside	perch.
	
Few	remembered	who	had	built	the	house.	Fewer	still	knew	the
truth	of	Zain	Riach,	the	Highlander	who	had	once	protected	these
lands.	But	fate	would	have	it	that	the	mansion	was	to	awaken
once	again,	and	with	it,	so	too	would	ancient	truths.
	
“Tuki,	stay	close,”	Derek	called,	tightening	the	last	strap	on
Donkey’s	pack	as	Ani	secured	the	supplies.
	
But	the	boy	had	already	wandered,	drawn	by	a	voice	that	rang	out
with	bold	excitement—someone	speaking	with	the	kind	of	wonder
that	demanded	attention.
	
Tuki	followed	the	sound,	his	feet	moving	almost	of	their	own
accord,	until	he	found	himself	before	a	dank	alley	wall.	There,
pinned	among	scraps	of	old	notices	and	peeling	paint,	was	a
poster	that	shimmered	unnaturally	in	the	morning	light.	It
showed	a	swirling	carnival	tent,	its	stripes	rippling	as	if	caught	in
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	171	a	breeze,	with	lights	that	seemed	to	flicker	and	dance	across	the
fabric.
	
Eyes	wide,	Tuki	leaned	in,	heart	pounding	as	he	read.	His	mind
sparked	with	imagination—each	word	pulling	him	deeper	into	the
mystery.
	
Just	then,	the	man	handing	out	flyers	turned	and	spoke…
	
Welcome,	Curious	Souls,	to	the	Carnival	of	Shadows
	
Hidden	between	the	folds	of	twilight	and	the	hush	of	forgotten
roads,	there	lies	a	place	spoken	of	only	in	murmurs	and	half-
remembered	dreams—The	Carnival	of	Shadows.
	
Here,	under	the	flicker	of	gaslight	and	a	moon	reluctant	to	shine,
a	spectacle	awaits	unlike	any	other.	Step	beyond	the	tattered
velvet	curtain	and	behold	the	unseen,	the	unspoken,	the
unimaginable.	Creatures	not	born	of	land,	sea,	or	sky—but	of
some	stranger	ether—await	your	gaze,	shifting	silently	in	their
pens	and	glass	cases,	watching	you	as	keenly	as	you	watch	them.
	
Wander	the	crooked	lanes	lined	with	whispering	tents	and



	172	lanterns	that	burn	with	a	cold	flame.	Hear	the	mournful	cry	of
the	calliope,	its	tune	just	a	note	off	from	the	familiar,	as	if
echoing	from	another	world	entirely.
	
You	shall	witness	feats	that	defy	logic,	behold	magicks	not	taught
in	any	book,	and	encounter	beings	who	speak	in	riddles,	or	not	at
all.	Illusion	and	truth	waltz	here	in	perfect	step,	cloaked	in
laughter,	mystery,	and	a	veil	just	thin	enough	to	let	something…
else…	shine	through.
	
But	do	tread	carefully,	dear	guest.
	
Not	all	who	enter	the	Carnival	of	Shadows	leave	with	the	same
light	in	their	eyes.
	
So	come	forth—the	curtain	rises	only	once	in	a	century.
	
Be	prepared	to	be	mesmerized	by	the	impossible…	and	perhaps,
changed	by	it.
	
As	he	spoke	the	crowd	gathered	around	as	well.	Their	excitement
beaming	as	they	grabbed	flyers	from	the	announcer.
	
Then	behind	Tuki,	a	figure	emerged	casting	a	shadow	across	the
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	175	poster.
	
"You	feel	it,	don’t	you?"	came	a	velvety	voice.	"The	pull	of
something...	magical."
	
Tuki	turned	to	the	man,	his	face	charming,	with	a	smile	and	his
eyes	glinting	with	intrigue.	His	aura	alluring,	but	his	intentions
deceptive.
	
"Would	you	like	a	tour?	Just	you	and	me,	before	the	gates	open."
	
Tuki	hesitated.	He	knew	he	should	go	back.	He	knew	the	rules.	But
Alexander	hypnotized	the	boy	with	a	magical	prism	which	caught
the	sunlight	and	sent	a	beam	of	color	across	his	face,	Tuki's
thoughts	melted.	The	mans	voice	became	a	melody,	and	Tuki
nodded.
	
"Good	boy,"	Alexander	whispered,	come	with	me!
	
Derek	and	Ani	looked	around	but	couldn’t	see	Tuki.	Worried,	they
began	searching.	Derek	pushed	through	the	crowd,	scanning
every	face—but	the	boy	was	gone.	He	hurried	back	to	Ani	and
Donkey.
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	177	“I’ve	looked	everywhere.	He’s	not	there,”	Derek	said,	breathless.
	
Ani	and	Donkey	exchanged	a	knowing	glance.	They	understood
how	easily	Tuki’s	curiosity	could	lead	him	astray.
	
Donkey	snorted,	“Can’t	believe	he	went	off	without	me.”
	
Ani	smiled	gently.	“He	always	finds	his	way	back.	He	will	this	time
too.”
	
High	above	the	earth,	Hrafn	soared	through	the	clouds,	his	dark
wings	cutting	through	the	sky.	He	had	sensed	a	shift—an
unsettling	presence	stirring	in	the	wind,	something	he	hadn't	felt
in	ages.	As	ancient	as	Hrafn	himself,	the	knowledge	he	carried
had	been	bestowed	upon	him	by	the	Guardians	of	the	Innocents.
Now,	those	very	guardians	had	sent	him	on	a	mission:	to	protect
Tuki,	the	last	of	the	Innocents.	His	pulse	quickened.	Something
was	wrong.	Tuki	was	in	danger.
	
Unbeknownst	to	him,	an	ambush	was	already	in	motion.
	
Alexander	Balfour’s	sinister	servant	had	been	sent	to	block
Hrafn’s	path,	to	delay	him	just	long	enough.	Tuki	had	already
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	179	fallen	into	Balfour’s	clutches.
	
Then,	from	the	heavy	mist,	it	emerged—Cathartes	Aura,	a
monstrous	vulture	cloaked	in	swirling	shadows.	Its	wings	flapped
like	tattered	banners,	its	eyes	glowing	with	a	cold,	unnatural	fire.
The	very	air	seemed	to	shudder	around	it,	carrying	the	scent	of
decay	and	dark	enchantments.	Each	beat	of	its	wings	cracked	the
silence,	leaving	trails	of	ash	in	its	wake.
	
Hrafn	didn’t	hesitate.
	
With	a	screech	that	echoed	through	the	skies,	he	launched	into	the
air.	Claws	met	talons;	feathers	filled	the	wind.	The	vulture	struck
with	a	jagged	beak	that	shimmered	with	cursed	magic.	Hrafn
twisted	away,	narrowly	avoiding	the	blow,	his	wings	singed	by	the
unnatural	air.	He	struck	back,	slashing	across	the	creature’s	flank.
	
Cathartes	Aura	shrieked,	releasing	a	burst	of	wind	laced	with
magic	so	strong	it	snapped	branches	and	sent	trees	toppling.
Hrafn	was	hurled	to	the	ground	but	rose	again,	breath	ragged,
eyes	fierce.
	
Dark	spells	spiraled	from	the	vulture’s	wings,	whispering	ancient



	180	words	no	bird	should	hear.	One	hit	Hrafn	in	the	side—he
staggered,	letting	out	a	cry	of	pain—but	still	he	stood.
	
This	was	more	than	a	battle.
	
It	was	a	stand	against	darkness.	If	the	skies	were	to	fall	to	evil,	it
would	be	fought	for—inch	by	inch,	wing	by	wing,	cry	by	cry.
	
Cathartes	Aura	spiraled	upward,	a	tornado	of	shadow	and	rage.
Its	gaze	locked	on	Hrafn—merciless	and	ancient.	Then	it	dove,	the
wind	shrieking	around	it,	charged	with	dark	energy.
	
The	impact	came	like	a	thunderclap.
	
Hrafn	was	thrown	against	the	cliffs,	the	force	rattling	the	very
stones.	He	tumbled,	bounced	once—then	disappeared	into	a
narrow	cave	opening	at	the	base	of	the	cliff.	The	entrance
collapsed	behind	him	in	a	roar	of	rock	and	dust.
	
Silence	followed.
	
Then	came	the	vulture’s	call—long,	sharp,	and	cold.	Not	a	song	of
victory.	A	declaration.	Of	dominance.
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	183	Of	dread.
	
At	the	farm,	the	sky	hung	low	with	bruised	clouds,	and	the	air
buzzed	with	an	unease	that	even	the	birds	refused	to	break.
Donkey	paced	the	yard,	hooves	thudding	against	the	packed	dirt,
ears	twitching	with	agitation.	He	kept	glancing	toward	the
mountains—something	was	wrong.	He	felt	it	in	his	bones.	Where
could	Tuki	be?
	
Inside	the	farmhouse,	in	the	quiet	of	Tuki’s	room,	the	satchel
resting	beneath	the	bed	began	to	stir.	The	old	music	box	tucked
inside	began	to	hum.	A	soft,	unearthly	glow	spilled	from	its
seams.
	
The	notes	floated	like	mist	through	the	room,	out	the	windows,
and	across	the	fields.
	
Donkey	froze	mid-step.	He	turned	to	the	sound.	When	he	reached
the	music	box,	his	eyes	grew	wide,	braying	once—loud	and	sharp
—and	took	off	at	a	gallop.	Hooves	tearing	through	mud	and	stone
as	he	charged	toward	the	cliffs.	The	sky	darkened	overhead,	but
the	music	didn’t	waver.	It	led	him.
	
The	sun	slipped	behind	the	peaks	as	Donkey	climbed,	the	box
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	185	navigating	his	every	step.	The	music	grew	clearer	with	every	turn
in	the	path—not	loud,	but	insistent,	threading	through	the	trees
and	stone	like	a	whisper	he	couldn’t	ignore.	His	breath	came	in
short	huffs,	misting	in	the	cold	air,	ears	tuned	to	the	melody
guiding	him	higher.
	
Then	the	path	ended—abruptly—at	a	jagged	wall	of	rock.
	
The	music	swelled.
	
Donkey	blinked.	At	the	base	of	the	cliff,	half-buried	by	rubble	and
shadow,	lay	a	narrow	break	in	the	stone.	The	satchel	on	his	back
pulsed	once,	then	again.	Light	seeped	from	the	seams.	The	music
box	inside	flared	suddenly,	casting	golden	beams	through	the
dust-choked	air,	illuminating	what	had	once	been	an	entrance.
	
And	from	the	song,	a	figure	began	to	form.
	
At	first,	it	was	only	mist	and	shimmer.	Then	it	took	shape—a	man
cloaked	in	highland	garments,	his	presence	towering	and	quiet,
like	the	memory	of	thunder.	His	eyes	burned	with	resolve;	his
voice	etched	with	time.
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	187	Donkey’s	knees	buckled	slightly.	“Wh-who…	who	are	you?”	he
stammered,	eyes	locked	on	the	glowing	figure.
	
“I	am	Zain	Riach,”	the	man	said,	his	tone	calm	and	grave.	“The
Guardians	of	the	Innocents	has	awakened	me.	The	song	led	you—
just	as	it	was	meant.”
	
Donkey	swallowed	hard	and	nodded.
	
Zain	turned	toward	the	rubble	without	saying	another	word.	With
each	step	he	took,	the	glow	around	him	intensified,	and	the	rocks
began	to	shift,	stone	grinding	against	stone	as	if	moved	by
unseen	hands.	Donkey	joined	in,	bracing	his	shoulders	and
pushing,	dust	choking	the	air.
	
Together,	they	worked—driven	by	purpose,	until	the	final	stone
tumbled	aside.
	
Inside,	barely	breathing	but	alive,	lay	Hrafn.
	
Zain	knelt	beside	him,	placing	a	glowing	hand	on	the	wounded
avian's	chest.	“He’s	not	gone.	But	time	is	thin.”	Zain,	once	again
placed	is	hand	on	Hrafn.	Hrafn	spread	his	wings,	healed.
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	189	Donkey	stepped	closer,	eyes	filled	with	something	rare	in	his	kind
—fury	and	hope,	twined	like	flame.
	
The	music	box	kept	playing,	its	tune	now	a	march.
	
And	with	Hrafn	freed,	the	three—beast,	spirit,	and	warrior—stood
beneath	the	darkening	sky,	a	storm	gathering	far	above,	and	the
ancient	melody	promising	that	this	was	not	the	end—but	the
beginning	of	war.
	
Inside	the	mansion,	silence	clung	to	the	walls	like	cobwebs.
Alexander	Belfour,	pleased	to	have	his	last	“Innocent”	in	his
possession,	leaves	to	secure	the	carnival	and	prepare	for	the	final
act	of	the	ancient	scrolls.
	
Tuki,	ever	the	resilient	one	however,	finds	a	way	to	free	himself
from	the	chains	Balfour	had	enslaved	him	with.	With	quiet
resolve,	heart	pounding	but	steady;	he	ventured	through	the
mansion	to	find	an	escape	but	instead	he	found	something	that
sent	the	young	warriors’	heart	into	a	burning	fury.	
	
In	one	of	the	lower	wings,	he	stumbles	upon	a	hidden	door	of
metal	and	shields.	In	his	curiosity	he	begins	to	examine	the



	190	adornments.	Suddenly,	with	the	trace	of	his	paw,	a	release	and
then	the	door	opens.	
	
Tuki	steps	from	the	shadows	into	the	torch	light	and	peers	into
the	cell.	His	eyes	met	with	disbelief.		
	
These	were	hybrids.	Twisted	fusions	of	animal	and	human,
marked	by	scars	and	collars	of	control.	Their	eyes	flickered	with
stolen	light,	voices	soft	and	half-hollow.	Yet	somewhere	behind
that	fog—there	was	pain.	Memory.	Resistance.
	
Sebastian,	Dante,	and	Sasha	wolf-winged	human	hybrids,	forged
through	arcane	means	and	endowed	with	extraordinary	strength,
keen	instincts,	and	gravity-defying	agility.	But	behind	bars,
reduced	to	hollow	echoes	of	their	former	selves.
	
	“Who	did	this?”	What	happened	to	you”,	the	boy	asks	with	a	fury
burning	in	his	heart.
	
The	Ringmaster,	Sebastian	muttered
	
“The	man	with	the	prism?”	Tuki	asked.
	
Sasha	nodded.	“Alexander.”



	191	Tuki	clenched	his	fists.	That	was	all	he	needed	to	hear.
	
“I’m	not	leaving,”	he	said.	“Not	without	every	one	of	you.”
	
Just	outside	the	mansion	walls	Zain	Riach,	Hrafn,	and	Donkey	had
come	to	the	Balfour	estate	because	the	Guardians	of	the
Innocents	had	spoken.	Their	mission	had	been	simple—at	first.
	
In	the	glow	of	the	music	box’s	song,	Zain	had	seen	a	vision:	Tuki,
imprisoned	in	a	gilded	cage	deep	within	the	old	mansion,	the	very
mansion	he	owned.	The	place	he	called	home	in	a	land	he	had
fought	for	to	protect	in	time	long	passed.
	
The	Guardian's	voice	had	been	clear:	“Tuki	is	the	key.	He	must	not
be	broken.”
	
So	they	came—not	for	war,	but	for	rescue.
	
They	breached	the	mansion’s	outer	gates	beneath	the	cover	of
fog.	Hrafn	flew	ahead	as	silent	as	a	shadow,	scouting	the	grounds
while	Donkey	and	Zain	moved	through	the	side	passages.	But
what	they	found	inside	stopped	them	cold.
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	193	Not	just	Tuki.
	
Twisted.	Changed.	Hybrids—fused	with	animal	traits,	bound	in
collars.	Their	eyes	were	hollow,	their	minds	scrambled	with	layers
of	control.	And	yet…	they	remembered.	In	flickers.	In	whispers.
	
Sebastian.	Dante.	Sasha.	They	spoke	of	the	prism	and	the	man
who	wore	it.
	
“He	used	to	be	kind,”	one	of	them	whispered.	“Before	the	light
inside	him	got	swallowed.”
	
Tuki	had	seen	the	truth	before	they	arrived.	And	now	they	saw	it
too.
	
But	that	was	only	the	surface.
	
In	a	sealed	chamber	beneath	the	mansion—hidden	behind	a
carved	obsidian	mirror—they	found	the	legacy	of	the	Balfour
family.	And	Zain’s	past	waiting	to	confront	him.
	
The	locket	came	first.	Resting	on	an	altar,	undisturbed	by	dust	or
time.	Zain	opened	it	and	staggered	backwards;	breath	gone.



	194	Inside:	Catarine.	And	a	boy.
	
The	flood	of	memory	hit	him	like	a	war	drum.
	
Catarine—taken	by	Alistair	Balfour	many	years	ago	from	the	very
home	of	Zain	Riach,	this	very	mansion.	His	obsessions	for	her
beauty	and	innocence	fueled	him	like	a	man	possessed.	Taking	the
very	love	from	Zain	in	twisted	envy.	
		
Held	captive	in	secret,	never	to	be	seen	again.	Zain	had	searched
for	her	across	mountains	and	seas,	never	knowing	she	had	born	a
child.	Never	knowing	she	had	died	locked	in	a	fortress	of	stone,
her	final	breath	stolen	by	the	man	who	now	wore	wings	of
darkness.	Who	had	now	become	the	menacing	creature,	Cathartes
Aura.
	
Then	a	dread	of	fear	washed	over	Zain.	Could	this	be?	Zain
gasped.	This	boy,	could	it	be?	“My	son,”	he	whispered.
“Alexander?…”
	
But	that	wasn’t	all.
	
They	uncovered	scrolls	bound	and	sealed.	Shadow	Warrior	of	the



	195	Mòr.	Ancient,	cursed.	Hrafn	traced	a	talon	across	the	cover,	and
the	chamber	seemed	to	exhale.
	
Zain’s	expression	darkened.
	
“Lennox	Slora,”	he	said.
	
They	had	faced	each	other	long	ago—two	warriors	of	the	old
world.	Lennox,	a	master	of	spectral	light	and	shadow	binding,	had
tried	to	reshape	the	natural	order.	Zain	stopped	him	with	steel
and	fire.	He	thought	the	man	was	dead.
	
But	Alistair	had	found	Lennox’s	ancient	scrolls	and	uncovered	the
dark	mystery	of	its	hidden	secrets.
	
The	scroll	spoke	to	Alistair’s	evil	desires	for	a	life	of	eternity.
	
The	Shadow	Warrior	of	the	Mòr	was	Lennox’s	mind,	fragmented
and	cursed,	forever	trapped	inside	the	depths	of	the	scroll.	It	was
through	these	scrolls	that	Alistair	had	bargained	with	death	itself.
He	gave	up	his	soul	to	Lennox	Slora,	and	in	return,	was	reborn	as
Cathartes	Aura—a	creature	of	talon,	decay,	and	unholy	flight.



	196	The	ritual	to	bring	Lennox	Slora	back	demanded	innocence.	And
so,	he	took	it—from	the	one	pure	thing	he	could	corrupt.
	
Alexander.	But	the	curse	required	more,	more	innocence,	more
souls.
	
Zain’s	voice	was	a	whisper	now.	“He	stole	his	soul…	and	made	him
wear	the	prism.”
	
Donkey	brayed	quietly;	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	imprisoned	hybrid
Innocents.	Hrafn	flexed	a	battle-worn	wing.
	
Tuki,	watching	from	the	edge	of	the	room,	finally	spoke.
	
“Then	we	break	the	prism	and	destroy	the	Shadow	Warrior	of	the
Mòr	.	But	I	will	not	leave	them	behind	on	this	day.	I	will	stay	and
let	the	final	act	of	the	carnival	take	place.	Then	and	only	then	will
we	be	able	to	destroy	the	evil	of	Cathartes	Aura	and	the	darkness
of	the	wretched	Lennox	Slora.
	
Zain	stood	slowly.	His	eyes	no	longer	filled	with	grief,	but	with
fire.



	197	“We	do	more	than	that,”	he	said.	“We	burn	this	curse	from	the
roots.	And	free	my	son	from	this	abomination!”	We	do	this	for
him	and	for	Catarine!	His	eyes	welled	with	tears.
		
The	day	arrived	beneath	a	sky	painted	gold	and	rose.	
	
By	midmorning,	Sultana’s	townspeople	flooded	the	valley	road,
drawn	by	music	that	rolled	like	perfume	on	the	breeze—bright,
playful,	and	just	strange	enough	to	spark	wonder.	Children	darted
ahead	of	their	families,	chasing	the	scent	of	spun	sugar	and
roasted	almonds.	Vendors	shouted	over	one	another,	offering
caramel	apples,	fire-dipped	popcorn,	and	ribbons	that	shimmered
without	wind.	The	smell	of	smoked	meats	and	ale	circled	above.
	
The	carnival	had	come.
	
A	towering	gate	of	shifting	silk	loomed	at	the	entrance,	draped	in
banners	that	rippled	with	illusion—animals	flickering	between
real	and	imagined,	fire	turning	to	flower,	faces	that	smiled	a	beat
too	long.	No	one	noticed.	They	were	too	enthralled.
	
“Come	one	come	all,	welcome	friends—step	in	close	and	keep
your	wits	sharp.	What	I’ve	to	show	ye	is	no	mere	trick	o’	light,	nor
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	200	bauble	for	bairns.		It	is	old,	dark...	and	real.	Behind	this	veil	lies	a
marvel	whispered	of	in	the	glens,	where	the	fairies	dance	and	the
winds	carry	voices	not	your	own.	Aye,	the	stones	remember,	and
the	shadows	ken	more	than	they	should.	You’ll	see	things	here
that	no	kirk	dare	speak	of,	nor	scholar	name	aloud.	Take	heed—
for	the	line	between	our	world	and	theirs	is	thinner	than	mist,
and	once	you	cross	it...	well,	the	path	back	is	never	quite	the
same.	So,	if	it’s	truth	you’re	after—truth	with	teeth—step	inside.”
	
Inside,	the	Big	Top	pulsed	with	magic.	Lanterns	floated	like
fireflies	above	the	crowd,	and	the	scent	of	incense	laced	the	air
with	something	dizzying.	The	floor	glowed	faintly	beneath	a	thin
mist,	and	laughter	bubbled	up	from	every	corner	like	champagne.
	
The	curtain	drew	back.
	
Act	One.
	
Sebastian	burst	into	the	spotlight,	leaping	into	the	air	like	a	living
arrow.	He	soared	above	the	crowd,	tossing	silver	spears	skyward
with	a	whistle	of	wind—then	flipping,	spinning,	catching	them
without	a	flinch.	Each	throw	came	faster,	higher,	the	crowd
gasping	as	one	lodged	near	the	chandelier,	only	for	him	to	pluck	it
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	204	free	with	a	twist	of	flight	and	a	wink.
	
Act	Two.
	
The	lights	dimmed	to	a	flickering	red	as	Dante	and	Sasha
emerged,	eyes	glowing.	Rings	of	fire	spun	in	their	hands	like
blazing	halos.	They	danced	through	them,	leaping,	ducking,
spinning	with	a	predator’s	grace—Sasha’s	tail	flicking	sparks,
Dante’s	claws	scraping	the	floor	in	arcs	of	light.	The	music	pulsed
darker	now,	tribal	and	raw,	the	heat	rising	with	every	breath	the
audience	took.
	
Gasps	turned	to	cheers.	Thunderous	applause.	But	no	one	knew
what	loomed	beneath	the	spectacle.
	
Backstage,	beneath	the	dazzling	lights	and	thunderous	applause,
the	real	performance	was	unfolding—not	in	front	of	the	crowd,
but	in	the	shadows	beneath	the	stage.
	
Belfour	led	Tuki	to	center	stage.	The	prism	glowed.	The	Whispers
stirred.
	
The	spell	began.



	205	Light	exploded	from	the	prism,	enveloping	Tuki.	He	screamed.	His
body	twisted,	as	it	began	to	transform	into	a	hybrid.	The	prism
pulsed,	ready	to	unleash	the	ancient	evil.
	
He	wasn’t	the	star	of	the	show.
	
He	was	the	sacrifice.
	
That	this	innocent	boy,	heart	unbroken	and	untouched	by	violence,
would	be	the	last	soul	needed	to	unleash	the	Shadow	Warrior	of
the	Mòr	from	his	prison.
	
He	had	no	idea	what	awaited	him.	
		
Beneath	the	stage,	hidden	in	a	maze	of	scaffolding	and	trapdoors,
Zain	Riach	crouched	low,	one	hand	on	the	music	box	that	pulsed
gently	in	his	palm.	Its	melody	was	dormant	for	now—but	ready.
Its	song	would	be	the	trigger	to	sever	the	scrolls	hold.	His	other
hand	rested	on	his	sword	hilt,	fingers	twitching	with	anticipation.
	
Hrafn	clung	to	the	high	beams	above	the	main	tent,	wings	tight
against	his	body,	eyes	locked	on	Balfour’s	position.
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	207	Donkey	waited	at	the	rear	seam	of	the	tent,	blocking	the	only	path
to	escape.	His	usually	gentle	gaze	was	fierce	now,	nostrils	flared,
muscles	coiled	to	charge	at	the	first	signal.
	
The	Guardians	of	the	Innocents,	barely	visible	to	mortal	eyes,
shimmered	at	the	edge	of	the	spell	circle	hidden	beneath	the
stage.	Its	presence	was	a	stillness	in	the	chaos,	a	ghost	of	golden
light	bound	to	an	oath	older	than	kings.
	
This	wasn’t	rescue.
	
This	was	execution.
		
In	the	center	ring,	Balfour	raised	a	hand.
	
The	tent	dimmed.
	
The	crowd	fell	silent,	hypnotized.
	
The	prism	on	his	chest	blazed	with	a	force	that	silenced	the
crowd.	Tuki	was	frozen	in	place,	his	feet	anchored	by	invisible
chains	of	magic.	He	gasped	as	the	prism’s	energy	coiled	toward
him,	trying	to	draw	out	the	last	untouched	thread	of	his	soul.



	208	And	then—
	
The	music	box	sang.
	
A	clear,	piercing	note—one	that	didn’t	belong	to	Balfour’s
carnival.
	
“What	is	this?”	Balfour	hissed,	spinning	toward	the	sound.
	
Zain	emerged	from	the	trapdoor	beneath	the	stage,	blade	drawn,
eyes	burning.	“The	end	of	lies	and	the	beginning	of	the	truth.”
	
The	spell	fractured	in	a	burst	of	light.
	
Hrafn	dove	from	above,	talons	extended,	slashing	through	the
illusion	cloud	around	Alexander.	
	
Donkey	crashed	through	the	back	curtain	with	a	roar,	sending
stagehands	flying.	Chaos	erupted.
	
The	prism	began	to	crack.	The	Shadow	screamed.
	
Lennox	Slora	poured	out	in	tendrils	of	shadow,	voice	layered	in	a
thousand	languages,	wailing	in	confusion	and	rage.	But	the



	209	Guardians	of	the	Innocents	stepped	forward,	bathed	in	golden
fire,	and	struck	the	earth	with	a	single	word:
	
“No.”
	
The	shadow	halted	and	disappeared	back	into	the	prism.	
	
Tuki	was	saved.
	
With	a	scream	that	split	the	heavens,	Cathartes	Aura	tore	through
the	tent’s	canopy,	wings	of	shadow	unfurling	like	a	storm.	All	lay
in	ruin—his	fury	unchained,	his	form	a	venomous	blur	of	rage
and	malice.	From	above	he	dove,	talons	outstretched,	a	streak	of
darkness	crashing	toward	the	light.	But	before	he	could	strike,
Tuki	no	longer	spellbound,	sprang	upward,	fearless	and	radiant.
Hrafn,	ever	the	guardian,	met	them	midair—two	defenders	of
light	rising	to	clash	against	the	storm.	Feathers	flew,	the	air	thick
with	magic	and	courage.
	
Into	the	chaos	Donkey	charged,	brave	and	bewildered,	only	to	be
snatched	by	the	beast’s	cruel	grip	and	hurled	from	the	sky—
	
But	he	did	not	fall.
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	211	Sebastian,	Dante,	and	Sasha—using	their	hybrid	instincts,	mind
freed	from	the	grip	of	shadow—rushed	forward,	in	acrobatic
motion,	leaped	and	formed	a	net	of	protection.	
	
Together,	a	shield	of	faith	and	fury.	Donkey	landing	safely	in	their
arms,	the	ground	trembling	with	relief.
	
Then,	the	music	box	blazed	like	a	star	reborn.	Its	lullaby	surged
into	a	triumphant	anthem,	a	song	of	defiance	and	hope.	Light
pulsed	through	the	battlefield.
	
The	Guardians	of	the	Innocents—Zain	among	them—stood	firm	at
Tuki’s	side,	their	forms	aglow	with	golden	fire,	unyielding.	A
radiant	shield	rose	around	them,	a	dome	of	ancient	power
summoned	by	unity	and	purpose.
	
Cathartes	Aura	screeched	in	defiance,	but	the	light	drove	him
back,	banished	him	from	the	heart	of	the	tent	to	the	night	sky
beyond.	There,	suspended	in	the	dark,	the	beast	began	to	unravel.
	
With	a	final	cry,	he	shattered—an	eruption	of	feathers	and
shadow.



	212	A	thousand	dark	plumes	rained	down	like	ash,	fading	into
harmless	dust	upon	the	earth.	The	sky	was	calm	once	more.
	
And	the	heroes	stood—battered,	unbroken,	victorious.
		
With	the	spell	shattered.	The	hybrids	began	to	change.	As
Alexander	collapsed.
	
Zain	held	him.
	
"You’re	my	son,"	he	whispered.
	
Tears	streamed	down	Alexander’s	face.	"I	didn’t	know...	I	was
used."
	
Zain	nodded.	"But	you	can	choose.	Choose	to	be	the	boy	your
mother	loved	and	a	man	for	good."
	
The	prism	was	gone.	The	light	remained.
		
That	night,	under	the	repaired	tent,	Alexander—no	longer	Balfour
the	Ringmaster—stood	before	the	hybrids	that	were	now
transformed.



	213	"I	was	raised	in	darkness,"	he	said.	"But	I	want	this	carnival	to
shine.	We’ll	bring	joy,	not	fear.	Magic,	not	manipulation."
	
Sebastian,	Dante,	and	Sasha	—free	now—their	hearts	filled	with
peace.
	
Then,	as	if	stirred	by	something	ancient	and	true,	the	music	box
shifted.	A	new	melody	began	to	play—soft	and	haunting,	threaded
with	longing.	Its	gentle	strains	wove	through	the	air	like	a	breeze
from	another	time,	and	Zain’s	breath	caught	in	his	chest.	He	knew
this	song.	A	tune	wrapped	in	memory...	a	lullaby	of	love	once	lost
but	never	forgotten.
	
As	he	stood	beside	his	son,	the	music	blossomed	into	light.	From
the	heart	of	the	box,	a	radiant	form	slowly	emerged,	cloaked	in
golden	warmth.
	
“Catarine...”	Zain	whispered,	the	name	breaking	from	his	lips	like
a	prayer.	His	voice	trembled	with	awe	and	disbelief.
	
Before	them,	glowing	with	grace	and	sorrow’s	end,	stood	the
woman	he	had	loved	across	lifetimes.	Her	eyes	met	his—full	of
the	same	fire,	the	same	kindness—and	the	years	melted	away.



	214	The	Guardians	of	the	Innocents	stepped	forward,	their	voices	like
wind	through	the	trees.	“You	have	fought	not	for	glory,	but	for
love	and	what	is	just.	And	love,	when	true,	is	never	lost.	The	bond
you	and	Catarine	share	will	now	endure...	forever.”
	
Drawn	by	something	unspoken,	Alexander	stepped	forward.	His
eyes	widened	as	he	beheld	the	woman	he	had	only	known	in
dreams—a	mother	he	had	never	touched,	but	whose	love	had
lived	in	his	bones.
	
Zain	opened	his	arms.	Catarine	stepped	into	them.	And	then,	with
tears	in	his	eyes,	he	pulled	Alexander	close.
	
And	in	that	timeless	moment,	love	bridged	every	sorrow,	every
silence.	Father,	mother,	and	son—together	at	last,	their	hearts
beating	as	one.
	
Tuki,	Donkey	and	Hrafn	turned	toward	each	other,	another	battle
won!
		
Weary	but	unbroken,	Tuki,	Donkey,	and	the	ever-watchful	Hrafn
began	their	journey	home—back	to	the	gentle	fields	and	golden
light	of	the	farm	where	love	waited	like	a	lantern	in	the	dark.	The



	215	road	behind	them	was	marked	by	shadow	and	struggle	but	ahead
lay	the	promise	of	peace.	
	
At	the	farmhouse,	Derek	and	Ani	held	onto	hope	with	trembling
hands,	each	day	a	quiet	ache	as	the	silence	of	Tuki’s	absence
stretched	on.
	
Then—softly,	the	door	creaked	open.
	
“Mama…	Papa…”	Tuki’s	voice,	barely	more	than	a	whisper,	carried
through	the	room	like	a	blessing.
	
Ani	rose	slowly	from	her	chair,	one	hand	clutched	to	her	heart,
her	breath	stolen	by	disbelief.	Tears	welled	in	her	eyes	as	joy
surged	through	her	like	sunlight	breaking	a	storm.	Derek	stood
frozen	for	a	moment,	his	face	a	portrait	of	stunned	relief	before
he	rushed	forward.
	
And	then—an	embrace.	Fierce	and	unshakable.	A	reunion	so	full
of	love	that	not	even	the	heavens	could	break	its	hold.
	
Donkey	brayed	in	delight,	nuzzling	against	their	legs,	his	loyalty
as	unwavering	as	ever.	And	outside,	perched	on	the	windowsill,



	216	Hrafn	watched	with	quiet	pride,	the	sentinel	who	had	seen	the
storm	and	helped	bring	the	light.
	
Tuki	turned	to	speak,	to	offer	words	of	regret—but	Ani	silenced
him	with	a	gentle	hand	and	tear-filled	smile.	“You	don’t	need	to
say	a	word,	my	sweet	boy.	You’re	home.	That’s	all	that	matters.”
	
Together,	they	stepped	into	the	heart	of	the	house,	where	the	fire
still	burned	low	in	the	hearth.	Surrounded	by	warmth,	wrapped	in
love,	Tuki	and	Donkey	began	to	recount	their	tale—a	story	so
impossible,	so	wild	and	wondrous,	that	Derek	and	Ani	listened	in
stunned	silence.	And	yet…	deep	within,	they	knew.	It	was	true.
Every	word.	Their	brave-hearted	boy	and	his	steadfast	companion
had	faced;	legends	returned.
	
Outside,	Hrafn	took	flight,	his	wings	catching	the	moonlight	as	he
soared	to	the	old	weathervane	atop	the	barn.	He	turned	once	in
the	sky,	silhouetted	against	the	stars,	and	let	out	a	single,	strong
“kraa”—a	cry	of	thanks	to	the	heavens	for	the	safe	return	of	the
young	hero	he	had	guarded	with	all	his	soul.
	
That	evening,	under	a	sky	full	of	silver	light,	peace	returned	to	the
farm—and	to	their	hearts.



	217	And	so,	the	story	ends	not	with	a	goodbye,	but	a	beginning.	For
wherever	there	is	courage,	wherever	there	is	love,	and	wherever
there	is	the	spark	of	adventure—Tuki,	Donkey,	and	the	spirit	of
Hrafn	will	never	be	far	behind.
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