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Hello reader!

When faced with a crisis, we often look to the sky, hoping for some 'shield' or miracle. But the real miracle doesn't come from the sky, but from within our own minds.

When I picked up the pen, I had no idea that the journey of 'Himadri' would take me this far. "Himjwala: The Secret of the Death-Giving Armor" is not just a story of a fictional kingdom and a magical war; it is also the story of a new way of thinking that breaks old customs and superstitions.

The heroine of this story, Princess Avani, is not just a warrior, but a symbol of 'revenge'. Her struggle is more with her own fears than with an external enemy. In this journey, you will witness the fearless friendship of 'Veer' and the selfless love of a mute animal like 'Shambhu'. Also, characters like Bhairav ​​will tell you that a person is neither completely good nor bad, circumstances shape him.

We often think that we have to sacrifice others to gain strength, but the power to 'sacrifice' is the greatest magic in the world, which is what I have tried to convey through this story.

I hope this thrilling journey of Avni helps you find the 'confidence' you've lost within yourself. Because in the end, true strength lies not in any sheet of metal, but in your own wrist and determination!

If reading this book makes you shiver or brings tears to your eyes, then I will consider my writing journey a success.

Welcome to this world of imagination and adventure!

Yours sincerely, Rushindra Gaikwad

.Chapter 1: The Stolen Armor

Himadri... As the name suggests, this kingdom was situated in the impenetrable lap of the Himalayas. The cold winds coming from the north and the snow-capped peaks reaching the sky were the natural protectors of this kingdom. But the real protective wall of Himadri was not nature, but an ancient secret - the 'Mrityunjaya Kavach'. Thousands of years ago, this kavach, made from the sun's rays by a great ascetic sage, was safe in the main temple of Himadri, so long as no enemy, disease or natural disaster could cast a glance at this kingdom.

Tonight, however, was not as peaceful as usual. The full moon was still three days away, so the moon could not show its full brilliance in the sky. In the dim light, the snowy mountains looked like giant animals lying down. The palace was quiet. Only the shadows of the guards could be seen moving in the light of the torches. Princess Avni was standing by the window in her bedroom. She was barely twenty-one years old, but her eyes had the sparkle of an experienced warrior. Her beauty was like the delicate 'Brahma Kamala' of the Himalayas, but her nature was as tough as a thunderbolt. While the other princesses were enjoying their jewelry, Avni was more interested in the sound of bows and arrows and the clang of swords. A cold breeze from outside came in through the window and the lights in the room trembled. Avni felt something uneasy. The silence around her felt like the calm before a storm.

She picked up her favorite bow hanging on the wall and tugged on its string with her fingers. The 'snap' that came from it echoed through the silence of the night. At that moment, a terrifying scream was heard from the ancient temple at the back of the palace.

"Aaaaaaaaa...!"

The sound was one of pain and fear. Avni's ears perked up. Without a moment's thought, she slung her bow and quiver of arrows over her shoulder and ran out of the room. As she descended the stone steps of the palace, it was not her feet but the sound of her running shoes that echoed.

"Who's there? What happened?" The voices of the guards could now be heard clearly.

When Avani reached the temple courtyard, there was chaos. The temple was in the most secure part of the palace. The doors of the temple, made of sandalwood and silver carvings, were now wide open. Two guards had fallen unconscious to the ground.

"Step aside!" Avni ordered in her authoritative voice. She pushed her way through the crowd and entered the sanctum sanctorum of the temple.

Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the scene in the sanctum sanctorum.

There, Rajguru 'Devanand' was lying on the ground in a pool of blood. He was in his 80s, his white beard was stained with blood. But what was even more shocking was the golden chaurang in the middle of the sanctum sanctorum... which was now empty!

The 'death-defying shield' on which this state was built was not there.

Avni ran to Rajguru. She took his head in her lap. "Rajguru! Who did this? What happened here?"

The prince opened his eyes with difficulty. His breath was catching. He pointed with a trembling hand at the empty square. "The... the shield... is gone, princess. Disaster... a terrible disaster has befallen you."

Just then, King 'Himwant', Avni's father, came running there. Behind him was the general 'Veer'. The king saw the empty seat and sat down abruptly. The glow on his face disappeared in an instant. "What happened? The treasure of our ancestors... the protector of Himadri was stolen?" The king's voice was hoarse.

Senapati Veer quickly checked Rajguru's pulse. "Maharaj, Rajguru is still conscious. He needs immediate treatment. But we need to know exactly what happened here." Veer was Avni's childhood friend. Tall, stocky and very trustworthy. There was always a look of caution in his eyes.

Rajguru gathered all his strength and began to speak. "A... a shadow had come. It was not a man... it looked like a ghost. Its body was like black smoke... and its eyes... were red like coals of fire. I tried to stop it, but it threw me away in one blow. Its strength... was inhuman."

Avni asked, "Which direction did he go?"

"To the north... in the direction of Krishna-van..." These words of Rajguru struck a chord with those present.

'Krishna-van'! A forest on the border of Himadri where sunlight does not reach even during the day. There were legends about strange plants, poisonous animals and stone monsters living there. The common man did not even go to that forest.

King Himwant said desperately, "If the Kavach has gone to Krishna-Vana, it is impossible to get it back. Now our kingdom is over. No one returns alive from that forest."

The king, writhing in pain, said, "That's not all, my lord. There is a prophecy that I have kept hidden until now. If this Kavach is not in its place on the night of the full moon, the cursed powers of Krishna-van will attack Himadri. We have only three days. If the Kavach is not in the temple on the full moon that comes in three days, then the destruction of Himadri is inevitable."

A grave silence spread in the temple. Three days... just three days! And we don't even know who the enemy is.

But in that depressing silence, a voice rang out.

"The apocalypse won't happen, Dad."

Everyone's eyes turned to Avni. She was standing there, her bow tightly clutched in her hand, and instead of fear, a glow bloomed in her eyes.

"Avni, what are you talking about? Don't you understand the seriousness of the situation?" the king shouted in anger and concern.

"I understand, Baba. That's why it's more important to take action than to sit and cry," Avani said in a calm but firm voice. "No matter how powerful the thief, or how terrifying the Krishna-van, I will not let the future of our kingdom be plunged into darkness like this."

She stepped forward and bowed before the empty square. "I, Princess Avani, swear today in this sacred temple... If I do not bring back that 'Mrityunjaya Kavach' by the coming full moon, I will cease to call myself the heir of Himadri."

"No!" the king shouted. "I will not let you fall into that death trap."

"Then who are you going to send? Soldiers? Those who sweat in the name of Krishna-Vana?" Avni questioned. "Baba, this work is not about strength, it's about strategy and determination. And I won't be alone with you."

She turned around. The commander, Veer, was standing there, glaring at her. He half-swiped his sword out of its sheath and then slid it back in - his signal to say, "I'm ready."

"And Shambhu!" Avni whistled.

A huge white tiger came out of the dark corner of the temple. Its yellow eyes were shining in the darkness. Shambhu was Avni's closest friend and protector. She had raised him since childhood. Shambhu went near Rajguru, smelled the ground and looked towards Krishna-Vana and let out a deep groan. It was as if he too had followed the thief's trail.

King Himwant looked at his daughter. He saw in her not a princess today, but a future queen. He nodded with a heavy heart.

"Okay. But remember, Avni, you're not just going to bring the shield, you're taking our lives with you. Three days... you only have three days."

Preparations began even before the first rays of dawn. Avni took off her royal robes and put on leather armor and warm clothes suitable for travel. A quiver of arrows on her back, a small dagger at her waist, and her bow in her hand. Veer also took his double-edged sword and protective gear.

Outside the main gate of the palace, a cold wind was blowing gently. A blanket of fog had spread. Avni turned back once and looked at her palace, where she had spent her childhood. A doubt crept into her mind that perhaps this was the last time she would see this scene. But she shook off that doubt.

"Let's go?" Veer asked.

"Yes, to defeat death!" said Avni.

Shambhu jumped forward and stamped his feet on the icy path. Avni and Veer followed him into the darkness.

This was the beginning of the most difficult and mysterious journey in the history of Himadri. Little did they know that not only demons, but a much more terrifying web of 'betrayal' awaited them in the Krishna-van. The theft of the shield was just the beginning of a larger conspiracy.

Here is the second chapter of the novel "Princess Avani and Mrityunjay Kavach". As per your suggestion, this chapter is twice as long (about 2000+ words) as the previous one, detailing the emotions of the characters, the harsh nature of nature, and the mysterious encounter.

​Episode 2: The Unexpected Migrant

The dawn in the Himalayas is unlike any other place in the world. Here, when the sun rises, the sky doesn't turn orange, but the snow-capped peaks turn blood red. Today's red dawn was giving Avni a premonition of war.

Several hours had passed since the main entrance of the Himadri Palace had been left behind. The urban settlement had ended and only nature had begun. This northern path was extremely difficult. The path was knee-deep in snow and slippery rocks were hidden beneath it. One wrong step and a person could fall into a valley thousands of feet deep.

Avni was walking ahead of everyone. The steam from her breath was dissolving in the air. She was wearing thick woolen clothes and leather armor over them, but the bone-chilling cold was still seeping through her. But the turmoil in her mind was more bitter than the cold outside.

"Princess," Veer's voice came from behind. "We need to wait a while. We've been walking for four straight hours. It's hard to control our breathing at this altitude."

Avni stopped. She looked back. Veer and Shambhu were a few feet away from her. Although Veer's face did not show any fatigue, his worry was clearly visible. Shambhu, the huge white tiger, walked on the snow as if he were a part of it. His broad paws were not embedded in the snow, but were separated.

"We don't have time to wait, Veer," Avni said, looking up at the sky. The sun was now rising. "Before the day is over, we have to cross the bridge of 'Dhawal-Dhare' and reach the border of Krishna-Vana. If we don't get there today, we won't be able to enter the forest until tomorrow afternoon. And you know, we only have three days."

Veer came forward and held his water bag towards Avni. "I know, Avni. But if you're tired and don't have the strength to fight when you get there, then what's the use of all that speed? Drink two sips of water."

Avni took a deep breath. Veer was right. She took the water bottle. The water was cold as ice, but she felt better after getting moisture in her throat.

"What do you think? Who could that thief be?" Avni asked as she drank water. "Rajguru said it wasn't a man, it was a shadow. But how can a shadow lift a shield?"

Veer furrowed his brows. He said, "I believe in what Rajguru says, but my experience tells me that humans are more dangerous than magic and ghosts. Maybe someone has changed their form using technology. Or... it could be someone from Krishna-Vana."

Shambhu suddenly pricked up his ears and sniffed the air. He let out a soft growl.

"What happened, Shambhu?" Avni asked, placing her hand on his neck.

Shambhu's gaze was fixed on an old cedar tree on the left side of the
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