
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
On a perfect
spring morning as the spring birds were chirping a most delightful
lullaby to the world around them, and forest critters were busy
scampering for goods to in order to celebrate in feast the good
that the morning had brought.

 


The good came
in the form of a baby. She had beautiful blonde hair that rippled
over her shoulders. Her mother instantly became a little nervous as
she eyed her child with her mass of hair that shimmered in light as
though it was speckled with gold dust, however a soothsayer ensured
her that it was a sign of goodness. The child was named Aures, and
the wind blew her name over the land so that all would know of
it.

 


The goodness
welled from day forth, and the kingdom became rich as lands grew
prosperous from bountiful crops. The soldiers were also blessed
with continuous victories and each night as they chugged down a
glass of ale they always silently cheered their princess’s
name.

 


Most of the
villagers also cheered this goodness on. However some did not, and
as the beautiful Aures grew more and more pretty as her looks wined
with her past ages, there was talk that her birth had brought with
her a type of witchcraft.

 


Her mother grew
nervous about this superstitious talk, and ensured that Aures
stayed indoors so as not to attract the eyes of any superstitious
palace onlookers. Aures thought this unfair and moped about it to
her best friend, the palace mirror. However she soon found a hobby
in order to appease her while she battled through various mood
swings, and soon she no longer missed the outdoors as she became
quite crafty at weaving items from the thread of a spinning
wheel.

 


Happiness
reigned onward and seemed as though it would last forever. However
on her sixteenth birthday when the world was pooled around Aures in
order to celebrate her continuous luck and beauty, an evil gust was
felt like a chill and a blast of smoke appeared from out of
nowhere. The entire crowd gasped as they swept to the walls as
their eyes watched a form appear out of the billowing smoke. It was
a witch and she brought bad news.

 


The witch
claimed that the princess was set to ruin the kingdom with her
looks and goodness. She blamed the mother who wept openly as the
crone’s spindly fingers pointed her way. She also blamed the king
for having corrupted their kingdom by letting this disaster
live.



The king knelt
down on his knees as the crone lectured about the misdeeds that
this luck streak had brought. She talked about the changing weather
outside the palace lands, she talked about vicious uprisings
amongst the people inside of the lands; indeed she talked about
many things, and by the end the princess had to cup her ears so as
to not hear anything more about the misdeeds her birth had
brought.

 


The evil crone
looked at her and grimaced as her beauty stung her eyes as though
lemon juice had been poured over them.

 


“You must do
away with her.” the witch scolded the king who had stuffed a fist
inside his mouth so as to stop himself from screaming out against
the words being declared on the witch’s sordid tongue.

 


“That I will
not!” exclaimed the king unable to hide his temper any longer.
“Whatever misdeeds must be done, will be done by a hand that is not
mine.” he orated as he stood on shaken legs to rise against the
crone’s wickedness.

 


The crone’s
cackle filled up the room, and soon she had pulled out a wand out
from underneath her cape. She pointed it at Aures and cast a
wordless spell that none could hear.

 


The princess’s
mood changed considerably as a type of sunken fever raced through
her body. She felt ill, yet she was strong enough to continue to
stand.

 


The evil crone
laughed and disappeared without another word. Black smoke filled
the room and wafted out of the windows. The crowds gasped to each
other, and ignored the princess for the rest of the afternoon as
they ate cake and pastries with tongues wagging about what they had
witnessed.
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