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  Chapter one
The Prophecy of the Planets


"Tonight, you can enjoy a rare sight as Venus, Mars, Mercury, Jupiter, and Saturn align perfectly with Moon. You don't even need a telescope to see it. Keep an eye on the sky!" the reporter announced on the late-night news. 
What he didn't tell the audience was that there was an ancient prophecy:
When Venus, Mars, Mercury, Jupiter, and Saturn align perfectly with Moon, an ancient evil leader, King Ursa, will raise his undead soldiers and bring chaos and death. They will kill and take with them all the descendants of those who caused the king's death.
When the night came, strange events happened: The earth quaked, and huge spouts of water shot from the oceans reaching the sky. Many watched the sky from the beaches on both east and west coast of the United States and admired the strange events above and ahead of them on the ocean. However, why these happened was unknown.
They were coming, the undead, the skeleton soldiers of King Ursa.
The warriors rising from the depths of the dark, blue sea and the bowels of the earth caused the ground to shift and tremor, and as the land cracked and the ground ruptured, the movement caused a massive fissure allowing a path for the undead to rise. These warriors were brutal and terrifying skeleton soldiers who carried heavy axes, long swords, and sharp spears. They wore metal helmets decorated with horns, loose tunics, trousers, and fur cloaks fastened with a decorative brooch. 
Their empty eye sockets viewed the landscape and the people as if they could see with no eyes, looking for someone or something. The watchers on the shore didn't realize what the undead were looking for, as they were unaware of the prophecy.
The undead stopped by the beach and waited for their leader, King Ursa, to arrive.
He was the last to rise. The ocean parted and let the mighty king ride his carriage with skeletal horses from the abyss to the surface. The horses' hooves sparked against the rocks as they climbed up to the shoreline and dry land, and the horses breathed fire as they stopped in front of the king's warriors.
King Ursa had arrived. He was a fierce-looking leader. His cheek was cracked with a large hole on the left side of his face, as if someone had hit him with an ax. Instead of a helmet, he wore a metal crown decorated with the teeth of his enemies. His clothing was finer than his soldiers, and he had a magnificent-looking sword with a jewel-adorned handle.
King Ursa stood up in his carriage, letting his horses light the night with fiery breathing as they stomped the ground and neighed. He ruled the underworld and the undead.
Once Ursa was awoken, the earth would bleed. He glanced around. This was the earth today, and it was his now. It was time for payback. 
People on the beach took photos with their cameras and selfies with the strange troop behind them. The videos and images were posted on their social media accounts before the horror started.
King Ursa raised his hand with his jeweled sword shining in the moonlight and commanded in an ancient Vikings language: "Stjärnorna är tända! vi ska uppstå från de döda. Vi dödar arvingar!”1 His voice was gruff and emotionless. 
His order was swiftly obeyed as the soldiers started slaying the people on the beach taking videos of the skeleton warriors. They were slaughtered in seconds as the undead soldiers smashed their skulls with axes, impaled them with their spears, or punctured their hearts with their heavy swords. Most of the watchers on the beach were killed. Some ran away and tried to hide. The slaughtered ones rose as zombies and joined the undead as they moved forward to the nearest town. 
The survivors were not just lucky. They didn’t know why they were saved from an imminent and horrifying death. 
 


1.
      "The stars are lit! We shall rise from the dead. We kill heirs!"
    






  
  Chapter two
The Librarian


Victoria Ashburn worked as a chief librarian at the Reinecke Library in Norfolk, Virginia, one of the world's largest privately-owned libraries devoted to rare books and manuscripts, first editions, and drafts of famous authors, engineers, innovators, and artists. She adored her work where she could delve into piles of dusty, yellowed manuscripts and figure out what they meant, whether the manuscripts were authentic, and who had written or drawn them. 
She had woken up early that morning to go to work and examine a rare manuscript shipped from Egypt to her library. It was barely five a.m., and it was still dark outside. She put on the coffee and turned on her television. She took a box of cereals from her cupboard and poured it into a breakfast bowl. Her calico cat, Missy, twined around her legs, begging for treats. She gave her some milk and a can of cat food which Missy eagerly went to snack on. 
"…And here are the latest scenes of the horrific events," a man's voice said on the television. 
She frowned. I thought I had a news channel on, but it must be a commercial break with a new horror movie trailer, she thought. 
A band of skeleton soldiers speared and stabbed people on the beach. She put on her glasses and looked closer at the figure riding the carriage. A skeleton king with a metal crown adorned with teeth! 
How strange. Since when did moviemakers take time to study details of ancient soldiers and kings, she thought. Those outfits looked authentic, and so did the leader in front of the terrifying warrior army. There was something familiar about him—She walked closer to the television until her nose almost touched the screen. 
It looks like King Ursa! I've read about him in one of my manuscripts! Victoria twisted her long brown hair into a messy bun on top of her head and tied it with a few hairpins. She wore pink bunny slippers, pajama pants decorated with fairies, and a white short-sleeve t-shirt. Missy had finished her bowl and came to brush herself against her legs. She scratched her casually before she sat down and started scooping the cereals from her bowl and waiting for the coffee to brew.
The view changed to a television reporter who stood by the beach, ready to continue the news report. 
It's not a trailer. It's the news! Victoria thought and stopped eating her breakfast and concentrated on the news. 
The reporter, a young man, dressed in a dark blue windbreaker with a television station's logo in front, faced the camera. "Those were the latest shots we received from the bystanders. The skeleton soldiers kill everyone they meet or almost everyone. Behind me is a couple who were saved from the carnage." He turned to face them with his microphone. "Good morning. How are you?"
What a stupid question, Victoria thought. She stared at the screen as the reporter continued asking questions. "Why do you think you survived? Did you run away and hide?"
The Hispanic man stood next to his scared-looking girlfriend and had his arm around her shoulders. "I don't know why they spared us. We stood there, and they passed us. They only looked at us with their empty eye sockets as they killed everyone around us. There was so much blood and so many screams. Dead everywhere."
The undead army skipped the Hispanic-looking couple but killed everyone else, except they were not left behind but joined the army of undead. Victoria had seen the image of slaughtered men and women walking behind the skeleton army, some had skulls fractured, some spear holes in their chests, but they all staggered after their killers with unseeing eyes. 
I read about this! I know I did! 
She left her cereal bowl and quickly got dressed in a sharp white long-sleeve shirt, black pants, and sensible pumps. Then she grabbed a large shoulder bag and a sage-colored long cardigan, pulling it on while leaving her apartment. Before leaving, she wrote a note to her neighbor instructing her to take care of her cat while she was gone. She had given her neighbor her key in case of emergencies. Her neighbor, Evelyn Russel, was a retired schoolteacher and loved cats. She had two of them herself and didn’t mind caring for Missy. She dropped the note in her neighbor’s mailbox. 


I’ve gone to work.
Please, take care of Missy.
I don’t know when I’ll be back.
Victoria


She half-jogged to the library, which was only three blocks away from her home. It was still dark, but she didn't care. She was used to going that distance on foot instead of taking a car because she didn't want to pollute the air with gasoline if she could avoid using it. Save the gas, save the world, she used to tell everyone. With the high gas prices, she tried to use her car even less than before.
The streets were deserted this early in the morning. The library was a large stone building with two floors underground where they kept the manuscripts which needed a cooler temperature. Inside, the building had a large atrium where you could admire the two upper levels with multiple rows of meticulously organized bookshelves that rose from the floor to the ceiling containing thousands of books. More were stored in the basement.
 






  
  Chapter three
The Ancient Manuscript


Victoria was usually the first to arrive in the morning, and this morning was no different. She heard cardinals and bluejays singing outside as she approached the library building, but otherwise, it was quiet.  
Because she was the chief librarian, she had a couple of assistants helping her with the grunt work, and a guide helped the visitors find what they were looking for. 
Victoria took her keys out of her bag, opened the front door, turned on the lights, disarmed the alarm system, rushed to her office, and unlocked the door.
She glanced around her large office. Papers, documents, scrolls, and books were on every surface of the room. She sighed. One day I will clean this, she swore and strolled to the table. She remembered the manuscript was one of the last ones she had received from Stockholm last week. It was always nice to meet other librarians, and with this Swede, Sara Jonsson, Dean Librarian at the University of Uppsala, they had immediately hit, and they had enjoyed each other’s company and stayed in touch after the conference where they had met. 
It was this same fellow librarian who had sent it to her with a note: 
Can you make any sense of this manuscript? 
I have never heard of this king before, and I’m not sure 
if this is a prank or an authentic document.  
Sara
Victoria had just finished transcribing it into English. It was a rare manuscript, and she had called Sara
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