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Part 1

Chapter 1

 


 


I look back
with horror at the power-hungry siren I used to be, yet I am filled
with gratitude for my past. It has made me who I am today.

 


When the Being
of Light enfolded me in his great white wings, I was only eight
years old. He wiped my tears away as I lay shivering in the cold
dark room where Mother had imprisoned me.

 


The light was
blinding. I covered my face, but I was not afraid when the softness
of wings enveloped me. A gentle voice whispered in my ear: “Akaasa,
even in the darkness, you are the light.”

 


I could not
understand what this meant.

 


The night the
angel came to me as I lay on the floor of Mother’s dressing room,
shivering with fear of the dark and further beatings to come, I
heard through the door, Grandmother's firm voice addressing Mother:
"It's not Akaasa's fault that you've become fat after her
birth."

 


"She's a demon
sent to destroy me! Some evil sorcerer has conjured her up because
he could not possess me."

 


"One day you
will be sorry for this and it will be too late. You rue your lost
beauty, but it is inner beauty that lasts."

 


And so I
learned the reason for Mother's hatred. I was a thing to be
bruised, beaten, and locked away. It was strange. Weren't mothers
supposed to love their children? I had come upon her, standing
naked before the great oval mirror in her room, pummelling her
loose belly and crying. When she looked up and saw me watching from
behind the reed curtains, bursting to fling my arms about her legs
and ask her why she wept, she dragged me with those hungry hands
and beat me with her hairbrush. "It's all because of you, you ugly
little demon!"

 


I would search
the mirror for signs of my ugliness and see a little girl with
large frightened brown eyes and dark wavy hair falling past her
shoulders. This was no demon.

 


The door opened
and Grandmother took me in her arms. I clung to her. Her dress
smelled of herbs and flowers. Its clean crispness comforted me. I
could hear Mother’s soft moans, as she lay crumpled upon her
bed.

 


I wanted to ask
Mother why she thought me a demon, but there was a lump in my
throat. I could not bear to look at her. Averting my eyes, I let
Grandmother take me to her room for the night.

* * * *

I told
Grandmother about the angel as I sat on her lap by the window. The
vast beds of quartz crystal, where the Tribe of Sorcerers came to
recharge their powers, glittered in the moonlight. Beyond them
rolled the purple moors, a haze of silver.

 


"Angels only
come to special people, my Princess. What did he say to you?"

 


“He said
even in the darkness, I am the light. What did he mean,
Grandma?”

 


She smiled and
stroked my hair. “There is a light inside everyone, only most don’t
know it. I believe some day you will.”

 


"But Mother
calls me an ugly demon. Why does she call me that? Aren't I a good
girl?"



"She does not
mean it, my Princess. You are beautiful. You will bring light to
many. Remember this, no matter what happens, no matter what you
become."

 


* * * *

The next day,
when Grandmother and Father were out in the fields while I was
watching Mother combdo her hair in front of her mirror and tint her
lips with red lip salve, she spied me in my hiding place behind the
reed curtains. Rising in a fury from her stool, she took me by the
ear and, lifting my dress, belted my bare back with the cane she
kept by her bed. When I cried out, she beat me harder until I bit
my bottom lip and tasted blood.

 


"I told you not
to sneak up on me when I'm in front of the mirror!" she kept
saying. Then when we heard the voices of Father and Grandmother as
they made their way up the steps, she quickly pulled down my dress
and let go of me. "And don't you dare tell them about it, you ugly
demon, or I'll beat you even harder," she snapped. "Dry your tears
and go to your room."

 


I limped away
with the welts on my back burning, too angry to cry.

 


Through the
doorway of my room I saw Father holding a white lamb in his arms.
Grandmother was putting ointment on its lacerated ear. I covered
myself with a sheet and waited for Grandmother to come to me.

 


Sometimes there
were happy scenes in our home – Father carrying Mother piggy back
round the room, her laughter so pure and from the heart, it seemed
that all was well between them. Some times I heard them arguing,
Mother shrieking, and Father's voice so muted I could barely hear
him. At such times, Grandmother was always ready to comfort me, as
was our horse, Midnight. He would whinny softly as though he
understood. I would spend hours with him, brushing him to a shine
and talking to him. I had fed him tender grass fresh with the dew
when he was a foal.

 


Yet Mother was
tender when we went to the woods to gather the wild black berries
the sunning lizards so loved to gobble. We chased big blue
butterflies and tried to capture the seed fairies of the
dandelion.
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