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To my mom, for always supporting me throughout my life—in both the good and the hard times. You have taught me the Catholic faith, and I am deeply grateful for that gift. Thank you for being my shoulder to cry on and my steady source of strength. I love you, Mom.



And to my late Grandma Pieper—whose faith, love, and songs shaped generations. You opened your heart and home to everyone, prayed through every trial, and sang your way through life with grace and courage. With Grandpa by your side, you built a legacy of love that still carries us.

Your Voice I Still Hear was written for you—because I do. I still hear your hymns, your laughter, and your sweet little song:

 “I love the Maria, the Maria loves me,

 We love each other that Maria and me.”

 Your voice remains the melody of my heart and the prayer that guides me home.












  
  "Arise, soldiers of Christ, throw away the works of darkness and put on the armor of light."  – St. Cecilia






  
  Part 1: The Calm Before the Storm


In The Rosary’s Light , the story unfolds through the eyes of several protectors, each carrying their own grief, hope, and calling. From the quiet strength of a grandmother who guards her faith like a flame, to the restless courage of youth standing against darkness, every voice reveals a different facet of Aurion’s struggle. Their perspectives intertwine—Speed’s resolve, Stealth’s shadows, Matthew’s light, and the unyielding bonds of those who fight beside them—painting a fuller picture of sacrifice, faith, and the light that endures even in sorrow. Enjoy the following points of view(POV) of these resilient defenders.
Narrator’s POV
The chapel bell tolls softly in the distance, breaking the fragile stillness of the morning.
In a small village not far from the edge of Shadowwood Forest, golden hues of dawn paint the cobblestone streets of Veleron. The sun rays carry warm tints of yellow, orange, and red. Though the morning air is crisp, it holds the quiet promise of peace for now.
Veleron is a quiet, close-knit village nestled between Shadowwood Forest’s edge and gentle, rolling hills. Cobblestone walkways wind through rows of modest homes—some crafted in a modern style, others built with enduring timber and stone. Warm light spills from windows where subtle electric lamps glow softly, a humble touch of innovation within tradition. Inside, the low hum of a refrigerator mingles with the clinking of pots and the rush of water from a turned faucet. The comforting scent of fresh bread and simmering breakfasts drifts through the air like a blessing.
Flower boxes sway beneath windows in the breeze. Birds flit from rooftop to rooftop, filling the sky with their morning songs.
Only one figure walked the road to the chapel—a grandmotherly cheetah with aged golden-yellow fur, her small, round black cheetah spots softened with time and threads of silver catching the early light. Her marble-white inner ears contrasted gently against her warm coat. Faint tear-like markings traced from the corners of her eyes down to her marble-white muzzle, its delicate shape ending in a small, softly heart-shaped nose. Her short, soft silver whiskers shimmered in the dawn—a quiet testament to age, grace, and the years she had carried this village in prayer. Her hair, gathered into a long silver-white braid and secured with a navy-green hair tie, rested beneath a soft forest-green chapel veil. She was wrapped in a warm shawl over modest, layered robes of earthy tones—soft greens, browns, and ivory—woven for warmth and simplicity. Her dark-brown walking shoes, embroidered with faint forest-green stitching and soft silver trim, carried her steadily along the cobblestone path with quiet grace. In her hand, she holds a cedarwood rosary, worn smooth by decades of prayer—the beads lovingly carved long ago by her husband, who had died forty years ago.
The chapel rests on a gentle hill in the heart of the community, a long but meaningful walk from her home on the village’s edge. This morning, she makes the journey like a quiet pilgrimage—each step a prayer, each breath an offering.
Veleron’s chapel holds the quiet rhythm of daily Mass and whispered intercessions. But it is the old Cathedral deep within the forest that cradles the sacraments—weddings, baptisms poured, and sacred vows exchanged beneath vaulted ceilings no longer seen by most. The villagers speak of it rarely. Fewer still have set eyes upon it.
Today is Monday. The village is wrapped in routine and comfort.
But that comfort—fragile as the dawn—will soon be broken.
***
Speed’s POV
I noticed the beautiful sunrise as the cool morning air touched my sky-blue fur, but I did not give it a second thought. I was on my way to the chapel. The uneasiness from last night's strange noises still chilled me to the bone. I had barely slept because of it.
The horizon was awash in brilliant hues—bright red fading into gentle yellow—but the colors barely registered in my mind. My sky-blue fur, pulled back with a pale-blue hair tie into a high ponytail, shifted with each stride I took. The familiar sapphire-blue tips on my ears twitched at every subtle sound around me, the pale-cream inner fur of my ears softening the vivid edges of color.
Across my face, faint tear-like markings traced from the corners of my eyes down to my pale-cream muzzle, its delicate shape ending in a small, softly heart-shaped nose. My short silvery-cream whiskers caught the morning glow, warming the gentle contours of my face even when my chest felt cold. Warm light kissed my sky-blue fur, though I felt anything but warm. Small, solid black cheetah spots dotted my coat in their familiar pattern—a quiet rhythm of who I was. I lowered my head, unwilling to meet the morning.
Though my enhanced speed and sharp cheetah senses kept me alert, I could not ignore the crawling feeling at the back of my neck. My running shoes struck the cobblestones with uneven beats as I walked toward the chapel. I kept my head down, heart hammering against my ribs.
The worst possible conclusions were coming to mind; after all, we barely ever had outside visitors. Unless, of course, it was the return of Dr. Ginger with her Mechanical Army. The thought turned my walk into a run.
The cool air rushed past me as I moved, stirring the dust and fallen leaves in my wake. A flock of sparrows scattered from a nearby rooftop as I ran past them, their morning song turning into frantic chirps.
I needed to talk to my grandmother—and fast. Trying not to focus on the pain we all experienced because of "the Doctor," I gritted my teeth. Every stone I passed, every twisted iron lamppost lining the way, seemed to whisper reminders of old scars. I knew my grandmother would know what to say. She always did.
Wind stirred around me without conscious thought—my aerokinesis reacting instinctively to my rising anxiety. A low breeze brushed against my sky-blue fur, marked with small, solid, round black cheetah spots, whispering through the village’s narrow paths and carrying distant scents of morning bread and the sharp tang of dew-drenched earth. It swept past my pale-cream muzzle, where my short, silvery-cream whiskers flicked at the shift in air. The pale-cream inner fur of my ears caught a faint warmth from the rising sun, though it did little to ease the chill tightening in my chest. The faint tear-like markings beneath my eyes cooled slightly in the morning breeze, a sensation I’d grown used to but never quite stopped noticing. But none of it comforted me. My home village, Veleron, felt different today. I knew it was holding its breath.
I arrived at the chapel that rests on the hill at the center of the village. Its modest steeple, which houses the chapel bell that wakes us up for our morning tasks—like sweeping the paths or setting up shop—rose ahead. The cross at its peak caught the morning light, glowing like a quiet beacon against the pale blue sky.
The chapel stood there, humble and steadfast—a white stone building with ivy climbing its sides. Its old wooden doors creaked faintly in the breeze that swept up from the village below. I paused at the top of the hill, absently twisting the olive wood Rosary my grandmother had given me the night before.
Her words echoed in my mind: “You will need this someday, Speed. When darkness threatens to swallow you whole, this will guide you back to the light.”
At the time, I had dismissed it as her usual cryptic advice. Now, gazing at the smooth olive wood beads, I could not shake the feeling that she had been right.
A chilly breeze swept across the open village square below, carrying the scents of damp earth and fresh-baked bread from one of the homes near the edge of the square. The contrast struck me—how something could feel so warm and normal while the air around me bristled with tension.
The smooth beads of the olive wood Rosary felt cool and comforting between my fingers. Heavier than they should have been, as if they carried more than prayer—like they bore the weight of some unseen legacy. I hesitated for a moment, then slipped it into the side pocket of my fitted navy-blue pants, securing it close to my hip. The thought gave me a small measure of courage.
My light-blue shirt fluttered slightly in the breeze, its white swirl patterns catching the morning light like air in motion. My fingerless gloves—light-blue with silver thread lining the backs in gust-like curves—fit snugly against my hands. Designed for speed and precision, they moved with me like a second skin. My white running shoes, their light-blue soles and silver laces flashing, gripped the worn chapel steps as I approached the old wooden doors. I eased it open quietly, careful not to disturb my grandmother in her prayers.
My grandmother sat inside the chapel, murmuring her prayers. Gentle light fell across her aged golden-yellow fur, turning her small, round black cheetah spots into soft shadows woven with silver. Her marble-white inner ears glowed faintly, a quiet reflection of the purity and wisdom time had etched into her. Faint tear-like markings ran from the corners of her eyes down to her marble-white muzzle, which ended in a small, gentle, heart-shaped nose. Her short silver whiskers shimmered softly as she whispered each prayer—the steady grace I had always known, the kind that held our whole world together. Her hair, gathered into a long silver-white braid and secured with a navy-green hair tie, rested beneath a soft forest-green chapel veil—a veil I had seen her wear every morning since I was little. The embroidery of vines and crosses always reminded me of her quiet strength: rooted, unwavering, and alive.
Her peridot-green eyes, filled with clarity and compassion, seemed to see through pain and pretense, locking onto me the moment I stood at the chapel’s entryway. She wore her robes carefully layered for prayer, just as she always had, and clutched firmly in her hands was her treasured cedarwood rosary—a symbol of strength, wisdom, and enduring guidance that she had carried for as long as I could remember.
She had always been the cornerstone of my world, her faith unshakable—even after losing my parents seven years ago. I had never fully understood her devotion, but in this moment, it felt like a lifeline.
I thought of my parents then—how they had fought to protect this village from Dr. Ginger Aqua’s Mechanical Army. My mother’s calm voice in the wind, my father’s laughter echoing through the trees. They were gone, but their love… it had not left me. Maybe that is why my Grandmother Scholastica’s faith still held me together. It was like a light I had not understood until now—faint, but unshakable.
“Speed, you are here,” her voice called out, breaking through my thoughts.
"I will be there in a minute, Grandmother Scholastica," I answered, my voice steady despite the fear gnawing at my insides. I took a deep breath, trying to still the wild beating of my heart, and stepped inside.
The scent of melted wax, aged cedarwood, and wildflowers gathered in simple clay pots filled the chapel, mingling with the toll of the chapel bell. My emerald-green eyes adjusted quickly to the dim light, and I spotted my grandmother sitting in the front pew near the communion rail, her hands folded tightly around her cedarwood rosary—the one my grandfather had made for her forty-one years ago. The stained-glass windows behind her cast gentle patterns of red, blue, and violet across the old wooden floor—colors softened by time, their glow mingling with the flicker of candlelight.
I approached, the old wooden floor creaking faintly beneath my steps. I hesitated, my fingers closing around the olive wood Rosary tucked into my pocket. The weight of it had not lessened—if anything, it felt heavier now, as though carrying some unseen legacy my grandmother might already understand.
I explained what I had heard—describing the strange metallic clanging, the unnatural clicks that did not belong to the forest animals we knew so well. My anxious words tumbled out faster than I intended, but she listened patiently, her peridot-green eyes kind yet sharp with understanding.
“I was afraid of this,” Grandmother Scholastica said, her voice low but steady. “There is something you must understand.”
I looked up, my heart still pounding from speaking about last night's events.
“The Rosary you carry—it is more than a symbol. It is called the Sacred Rosary. And it is incomplete.”
“Incomplete?” I repeated, pulling the Sacred Rosary from my pocket. I let it dangle between my fingers. Its polished olive wood beads gleamed softly in the filtered morning light. It still looked simple, especially the knotted brown rope. Still felt… normal.
My grandmother’s eyes, peridot-green and fierce despite their age, did not waver.
“Many years ago, during a time of growing darkness, someone stole the Benedictine Crucifix from its knotted rope. The Sacred Rosary has remained incomplete ever since.”
I frowned. “Then why give it to me, Grandmother Scholastica?”
My grandmother smiled gently.
“Because you were meant to carry it, Speed. The Sacred Rosary has passed through our maternal line for generations, long before I was born. Your mother, Celestina, cherished it. She had a strong devotion to the twin saints, St. Benedict and St. Scholastica. We even made pilgrimages together to their shrine in Velmira.”
She paused, her peridot-green eyes distant for a breath. “That is where I met Professor Gertrude Light. Your mother was too sick to travel that year, so I went alone. But I believe it was meant to happen that way.”
“We finished a decade together at the shrine,” she murmured. “Just the two of us, ending in the same breath: “Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, as it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end. Amen.”1
My ears twitched at the name and the prayer.
“The prophecy was passed down through prayer and truth by our maternal ancestors,” My grandmother continued, her voice like wind over stone. “It says when darkness begins to rise, the Sacred Rosary will be entrusted to one born of the mighty winds. And though it will be incomplete, that one will bring hope to Aurion.”
My breath caught. Born of the mighty winds. It was a phrase I had heard whispered before by my mother, but now it carried weight.
I looked down at the Sacred Rosary in my hand. The olive wood beads felt warmer now. I did not know if it was my imagination—or something more.
“When the Sacred Rosary and the Benedictine Crucifix are near one another again, close enough to share their purpose, their true power will awaken. Together, they illuminate. They protect. They reveal.”
She paused, her peridot-green eyes dropping to the cedarwood rosary—carved forty-one years ago by her late husband, my Grandfather Joseph, whom I never met because he had passed away twenty-three years before I was even born. “It is said that only then—when the Sacred Rosary and the Benedictine Crucifix are united—will the full Divine Power of the Rosary’s Light shine through.”
My throat tightened. “Where is the Benedictine Crucifix now?”
“I do not know,” my grandmother said softly. “But the prophecy speaks of another—just as you were born of the mighty winds, this one is rooted in faith, steadfast as the earth beneath their feet. They carry the Benedictine Crucifix—entrusted to them as the Sacred Rosary was to you, not because of power, but because of faith. The Benedictine Crucifix is the key. The Sacred Rosary, the sword. And when the time is right, the Light of Aurion will draw you together—because only together can the consecrated light be restored.”
“The Light of Aurion is not one thing,” my grandmother said, her voice quiet. “It is not an object. It is a way of life. Rooted in prayer, in the Sacred Rosary, in the Fruits of the Holy Spirit. In truth.”
I exhaled slowly, trying to calm the twisting unease in my chest.
“Can you
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