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Chapter 1

“Who are you? And where do you come from? Speak!”
 Balgar’s voice fills the Great Hall like thunder.
 Laust and Bjarke stare at each other. This is not good. They 
can feel the swords being pressed harder against their backs.
 Bjarke meets the King’s dark eyes. He’s a giant of a man – 
broad and muscular.
 “My father is being held prisoner by King Tyrian,” Bjarke 
says, loud and clear. He gestures towards Laust.
 “This is my friend, Laust Erilarsson. Erilar is earl. He serves 
King Tyrian, but Tyrian’s wizard Raik has cursed all the King’s 
warriors with dark magic. They’re fighting as if they were 
blind – without knowing the truth about our King.”

 Bjarke hesitates when he sees Balgar’s eyes getting even  
narrower. He can see the King has a tight grip on his throne.
 “And what does all of this have to do with my daughter  
Belin?” he hisses.
 “It’s up to you, Your Majesty, to believe us or not,” Bjarke 
says with a firm voice. He keeps eye contact with the King.
 “This is what we know:”
 And then he tells Balgar about Fenjan. About everything  
Fenjan told Bjarke. Afterwards Laust tells him about his  
meeting with Belin.
 The King raises a hand and Laust holds his tongue.
 “Anyone could make up the story about Fenjan,” the King 
growls. “About the Black Forest. The cave. The rain. And the 
images on the wall.” 
 The King hesitates and strokes his beard. He gets up and 
walks slowly towards them.
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 “But Belin …” He stops in front of them. “Describe her to me,“ 
he says. “What did she look like?”
 He crosses his arms.
 Laust nods. He starts telling him about Belin.
 A look of disbelief and joy appears on the King’s face.
 He signals one of his men.
 “Get her,” he says hoarsely. “Go and get Iliana!”

A few minutes later the big door into the Great Hall opens. 
 Bjarke gasps.
 Even though Laust has told him 
what Belin looks like, he gets a 
shock when he sees Iliana.
 The huge creature fills out  
the whole door. It glides 
into the Hall without a 
sound.

 The room turns silent. Only the sound of the fire can be 
heard. Belin’s long forked tongue shoots out and she flexes her 
claws.
 Her eyes are large and bulgy. She looks around at the many 
men in the hall. The men hold their breath. They’ve stopped 
eating and drinking. Instead they stare at the monster.
 Then she climbs up the wall like a lizard. She flaps her slender, 
golden wings a couple of times.
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 Balgar looks at Laust and Bjarke.
 “I believe you,” he says. He puts his hands on their 
shoulders and looks at Bjarke. “I promise you I’ll do what I 
can to save your father,” he says. “And yours too,” he adds 
and looks at Laust. “Let’s hope it won’t be too late.”
 He lets go of them, turns round and stands before his throne.
 Then he looks out over the Great Hall, draws his sword and 
lifts it towards the ceiling.
 “It’s about time that Tyrian gets to feel this blade!” he 
shouts.

 The men in the hall rise with a roar.
 Swords are drawn and mugs are slammed on the table. Beer 
spills down on the floor.
 “Death to King Tyrian! Death to King Tyrian!” the men 
shout.
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 Balgar waves Laust and Bjarke over.
 The entire hall is in uproar. Some of the men get up and 
leave.
 “Now you must eat and drink,” says the King. “Tomorrow 
we’ll get ready to go to war.”
 He hands Bjarke the little pouch with Fenjan’s blood.
 “You’ll be needing this, I guess.”
 Bjarke nods. He attaches it to his belt again.
 “Only this can help us defeat Raik. Fenjan told me so.”
 King Balgar nods. He looks up at Iliana, who has become 
one with the shadows, up in a corner of the ceiling.
 “In the hour before sunrise she returns to normal,” he tells 
them. “But only for an hour. As soon as the sun rises, she 
transforms back into this … this monster.” He hesitates.
 Then he looks at them.
 “Come and speak to her before the sun rises tomorrow morning. 
She can tell you what happened. And I’m sure she’ll be happy 
to hear that Belin is alive. She’s not easy to talk to when she’s 
like this. She tends to keep quiet and doesn’t listen.”
 Sorrow fills his face.
 “She has never gotten over her mother’s death – or Belin’s 
disappearance. Until now we thought that Belin was dead. 
They were close. They’re twins, you see.”
 Balgar coughs. He looks at the two 
young men.
 “The horrible thing is that Iliana was 
the one to find Lilit in her bed. But it 
was too late. She was already dead.”
 Bjarke swallows. He feels sorry  
for Iliana. He knows what it’s  
like to lose a mother.



10 11

Someone knocks on the door to Laust and Bjarke’s chamber.
 A warrior is standing outside.
 “It’s time,” he mumbles.
 Bjarke and Laust get dressed. The sun is not yet up. They 
walk down to the hall. Here they meet King Balgar.
 A young girl, their own age, is sitting next to Balgar.
 The boys sit down across the table from Balgar and Iliana. 
They can’t take their eyes off her.
 Iliana is very beautiful. Her long blonde hair shines like gold 
in the light from the fire. But there’s a strange look in her eyes. 
The look is both hard and sad at the same time.

 Balgar gestures towards the food on the table. “Eat. In the 
meantime Iliana will tell you her story.”
 Iliana’s eyes flicker between Bjarke and Laust. Her eyes are 
big. “Is it true that my sister is alive?” she whispers. “That 
you’ve met Belin?”
 Bjarke nods. “Laust met her – at King Tyrian’s castle.”
 Iliana looks at Laust. There’s a faint hint of happiness in her 
eyes. Then she sighs.
 “It happened a few years ago. Belin and I were in the forest 
with Fenjan. We were practising together. Archery.”
 She grabs her father’s hand.
 “Suddenly Fenjan fell to the ground. He just lay there, as if 
he were sleeping, and … and his eye was bleeding. We couldn’t 
wake him. When we got up we saw a stranger standing in front 
of us.”
 Laust glances at Bjarke. He then looks at Iliana.
 “Raik,” he says. “It was Raik. King Tyrian’s wizard.”
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 Iliana nods.
 “I know that now,” she whispers. “Father has told me.”
 Balgar looks at her.
 She continues:
 “Raik said some words we couldn’t understand. And all of a 
sudden roots were appearing from the ground. They grabbed 
us and tied us to a tree.”
 She shivers and squeezes her father’s hand.
 “Lizards appeared, crawling all over us. Dragonflies filled 
the air, flying around and sitting in the top of the tree. There 
were thousands of them. Finally our bodies were completely 
covered. I could hear Raik roaring – louder and louder. I must 
have passed out, because once I came round, Belin was gone.  
I looked and called for her, but both she and Fenjan were gone.”
 She stares down at the table.
 “There was blood on the ground. Right there where Fenjan 
had lain. So then I rode home.”

 Iliana looks at her father.
 “You’ve never allowed me to fight. You’re afraid of losing 
me – because you thought I was the only one you had left.”
 She grabs his hand with both of hers. 
 “But not anymore, father,” she says quietly. “Belin is alive – 
at Tyrian’s castle. Let me join you. Let me fight against  
Tyrian’s men.”
 Balgar sighs and nods slowly. His eyes are wet.
 “Stay high up in the sky,” he says. “So high that the arrows 
can’t reach you.”
 “Yes, father. I promise.”
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