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Inspiration
This story is inspired by a 2nd century Roman tale, about Cupid falling in love. This story is not set in any particular time period, and deviates in some ways from the original tale.
About This Book
The Manor is beautiful.
The Meadows surrounding the manor are magical.
The Mosaic jeweled walkway to the manor is enchanting.
I’d been in town mere hours, when a small piece of paper, with an advertisement for a quiet place to sleep, floats in on the wind, into my hand. No one in town can see what is written on the paper, except for me.
What awaits me inside the mysterious manor?
This story has some mature subject matter. Approximately 4000 words.
chapter: ūnus
the letter carried in on the wind
I’ve been away from a Roman nunnery for two whole days, with nothing but a sack of cloth in my hand, holding the few belongings I own inside. My dress is rather dark and drab, and it covers my neck, shoulders, wrists and ankles, and everything in between. A black bow ties my hair high up on my head.
The skies have been threatening rain for the past two days I’ve been aimlessly walking with nowhere to go, eating fruit and nuts from trees on my way. The climate is mild in Rome, compared to other places in the world the nuns would speak on.
My mother died in childbirth at the nunnery, eighteen years ago, and my father, I’ve never seen him, apart from a drawing of a man in my mother’s belongings signed J. Another belonging of my mother’s is the dress I’m wearing.
The nunnery was the only place I had to call home.
No relatives came for me, all of my eighteen years at the nunnery.
Now, I don’t know where home is.
It’s doubtful I’ll ever meet my father, and doubtful I’ll ever know if I have brothers or sisters. None of that weighs me down, because I appreciate what I’ve been gifted. That is the best thing the nuns could have taught me over the years; that nothing should be expected, and everything can come unexpectedly without a sound.
For another hour I walk, with worn leather sandals, from the hide of a horse, on my feet. The wind picks up as I arrive in a quaint town with no people around. It looks abandoned. The people of this town are likely working the fields, that will provide them harvest by winter. I saw the fields on all sides, walking into this town, and people of all ages were scattered around laughing and working.
At the nunnery, we all had our assigned tasks, but there was little laugher. Little fun.
Through the spiraling wind, a piece of paper with a gold sheen on either side, comes floating down in the air, twisting this way and that, then gently falling into my open hand.
The paper shows of an advertising for free lodging at a manor near this town, and in return, the guest must tend to the garden within the walls, and not be afraid of the dark.
I need a place to stay, a direction for my life, and I can tend to a garden. I’ve also never been afraid of the dark. I’ve never been scared of much of anything, apart from when a traveling Roman, female gypsy told me at fifteen, that I would marry a man as wicked and ugly on the inside as he was on the outside. It gives me shivers thinking about it now.
I knew the nunnery was no place for me, because following rules and rites is tiresome. Finding my place in this big, open world gives me excited and nervous feelings equally.
Marrying is not on the top of my list of things to do, especially with a warning about the kind of man I’m to marry.
Gypsys have a strange way of knowing things that will come to be.
The nuns at the nunnery had me cleansed with ointments and blessed water for weeks when they heard of my meeting with a gypsy, and what she foretold.
A small boy dressed in linens and sandals, like me, runs past me, headed for the fields. I ask him where the manor is on the page of gold I’m holding, but he says the page is covered in drawn flowers, and the largest flower garden around here is high up on a rocky crag to the south. The only other thing he says before carrying on his way is that my hair is pretty, and that he wishes me well on my journey.
The manor sits on a rocky crag according to the map I’m looking at in my hand. I turn a full circle, looking for the highest point in the area, where this rocky crag could be.
Further south, the opposite direction I’d come from, there is a spec of black high up on a rocky crag. That could be the manor I’m looking for, and there looks to be lush meadows sprinkled almost everywhere on the rocky crag.
I descend upon the rocky crag in the far distance, as the sun banishes the rain from the sky, and head for a future unknown, picking fruit and nuts from trees as I go.
chapter: duo
the golden manor
The manor is beautiful. The Meadows surrounding the manor are magical. The mosaic jeweled walkway to the manor is enchanting.
The manor has gold pillars, windowsills – almost everything on the manor is gold, like the sun in the sky.
I stare august at the beauty for several minutes, clutching my sack of cloth with my belongings inside, to my chest.
The stone walls of the nunnery I grew up within was a cold place, with few flowers decorating the lands outside.
The paper stated I must tend to the gardens within the walls of the manor. I’ve done the gardening for vegetables for years at the nunnery...what kind of gardening must I do within this manor?
I walk through the tall meadows, touching flower faces gently with my fingertips. All of the flowers in the meadow are stretching up tall to reach for the sun.
My light-brown hair flows down my back with light curls, dancing with the light wind, compared to the strong winds days before.
I don’t feel so tired here, as I would expect from two days of long travel by foot. My feet feel less tired than they had an hour ago, at the foot of the rocky crag.
I walk over the colorful mosaic jeweled walkway, shimmering gold, and use my knuckles to knock on the large stone door, ten times taller than me.
I wait for someone to answer.
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