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1 – The journey to the Taicapry in the mountains


A long procession
of coaches traveled in
de direction of Hary Rud. They went along the mountain paths of the Capry Mountains in Haryana.
Helena strained her eyes to see the coaches that followed
theirs through the hairpin bend. She poked her
elbow in the loins of her
older sister Golda. ‘Pretty scary, isn’t it, that ravine so close
to the road.’

Golda shoved away from
the window and bumped into her.

Helena pushed back. ‘Relax; you really do
not have to be afraid to fall out through the window.’

‘We have good coachmen.’ Their mother
nodded comfortingly.
She sat opposite them, on the other bench. ‘They know how to
navigate narrow mountain roads.’

Helena’s mother, Isadora the second, queen of Berinyi, was beginning to turn gray at the temples, but
Helena still thought of her
as an impressive beauty. Her mother, as usual, wore a dress with a
pattern of roses. Her face
was crowned by her spiked-high, dark blonde hair. She looked at them with her sparkling, light brown eyes.
‘I have asked the chief of the Ana-Taicapry tribe to show you how these large horned people live here
in the mountains.’

‘Why won’t he come to the palace?’ Golda
asked with raised eyebrows.

Annoyed, Helena clacked her tongue. ‘Because in a palace no
one can explain
life in a mountain village! But
this way, it’s a lot more fun, isn’t it? Now we finally see
something of the realm.’

Isadora agreed with her remark. ‘For
you two,
being princesses, it
is very important to get to know all about
the human races we have on Berinyi, and how people live in their
own environments. Each race differs from others and has distinct
peculiarities. Only when you know how they live, you can overcome
prejudices.’ It was clear their mother liked to teach.

‘But why do we have to get to the
top of the mountain via these scary, narrow roads?’
Golda’s voice sounded fearful. ‘Why
couldn’t
we have traveled to a village in a valley?’

Isadora answered patiently: ‘Because Hary
Rud is the most important village of the Ana-Taicapry
tribe. Be mindful of that
and stay polite. Respect the habits of these tall
people.’

‘The Ana-Taicapry have brown skin and brown hair, don’t they?’ Golda looked at her
mother uncertainly. ‘They are the
people living in grottos, are they
not?’

‘That was the case in the ancient days,
dummy!’ Helena turned her eyes to heaven. ‘Taicapry
aren’t retarded! They live in rectangular houses, built with large stones.’

‘Helena, you should not always say that
Golda is dumb.’
Her mother's
eyes shot fire. ‘It is smart to
ask questions. Do not be afraid to ask an explanation for things you do not understand. Never think
that you know everything. That would really be stupid.’

Helena hardly kept her disapproval for Golda in check. She was amazed that her
sixteen-year-old
sister was the crown princess.
She seemed to be afraid to meet people she
didn’t know. It was Golda, who was to be
the queen
of all those different human
races? It
just isn’t fair! Her
sister was very narrow-minded.
Everything had to happen in the manner she wanted. In
the same way,
she had been taught by her teachers. Helena liked to look ahead, enjoyed new
challenges. Naturally, she wanted to
know the habits of the Taicapry as that could be something she
might be able to use later in life. What does my mother think of me?

Isadora looked out of the
window.

Helena wondered if her mother understood
that Golda was not fit to become the next queen. Her sister
was too
fearful. Helena didn’t
understand why it was necessary that
the eldest daughter had to
be the successor to the crown. She herself would be a much better
choice. She would be able to win the affection of the Taicapry.
Golda had no chance. If they ever found out the ideas Golda had
about the Taicapry, they would be very angry. Golda thought that
the Taicapry stemmed from demons because they had horns and walked
on hooves. According to Golda, they were untrustworthy people.
Helena smiled a bit. In fact, the Taicapry were very interesting to her, just
because they were a bit untrustworthy.

Helena sighed deeply when her mother once
again addressed them. ‘Pay attention and try to learn as much as
possible about these people.’

Golda nodded in agreement. Her mother
smiled again.

Helena decided to nod,
just as her sister did.

The coach continued on its winding and staggering way. The
coaches that followed them went along like
theirs. They were followed in turn by guards on horseback. There were also guards up front to
lead the way. The mountain road wasn’t really fit for
coaches, but a kabats couldn’t
drive here at all. There were no
chargers for their batteries, and they would run
out of energy in no time.

Helena peered into the
distance. The view was
magnificent. She enjoyed the rugged landscape, consisting of gray
rocks, alternated
with thorn bushes, yellow
broom, and
conifers. On top of the
mountains, the pink daylight reflected of the
permanent snow. She even saw how little
streams of meltwater came
together to form a cascading waterfall.

She pressed her nose against the window,
looking for the bottom of the ravine, but the coach made an
unexpected turn. She fell back and bumped into Golda.

‘Oh please, sit still!’ her charming sister
said.

Helena shrugged, and again she pushed her
nose against the window pane.
On the other side of the ravine she saw mountain
goats. They jumped on their
slender legs across the rocky ground and leaped from one narrow ledge to another. Suddenly they became
very nervous
and jumped even faster over the
rocks. Why
are they running scared? Is someone hunting them?
An arrow shot through the air
and hit one of the mountain goats. Blood spurted out of its neck.
Helena watched tensely.

The animal convulsed and fell from the slope, stopping only
when it hit a boulder. Just before their coach made a sharp turn and drove into a tunnel, she saw a
gigantic man with a bow in his hands run towards it.

She jogged Golda. ‘I saw a hunter! It was a Taicapry bowman.
He killed a mountain goat. It was awesome!’

Golda shuddered. She pulled her full lips
together to form a straight line. Obviously, her sister didn’t like
the idea that animals were being hunted. She did not like to see
an animal
suffer. Helena became excited
when blood flowed. For her that was thrilling.

When they came out of the tunnel, Golda
exclaimed: ‘Mother, look over there! Bluebells. They are your
favorites, aren’t they?’

‘Yes, darling.’ Her mother smiled. ‘It is a
good thing you remembered.’

Helena was annoyed. Golda
memorized the pettiest things
to please their mother. Mother never called her darling. All
because she was born three years later than the lady crown
princess. Helena was not important enough. Her mother always
reprimanded
her.

She sighed silently. She loved her mother, and she dreamed of
a good future, where she could give guidance to a lot of people. What if she would become a queen, just
like Golda? But of
course, that was out of
the question. Thoughtfully, she watched her sister. Maybe she would be able to persuade Golda to give her a part of her
kingdom? Berinyi
consisted of five planets.
Golda easily could give two of them for her to rule.

The carriage arrived at a wide, less steep bend in the road.
Helena watched the coaches that
followed them, just like her mother did. This delegation wasn’t
very big. Including the three members of the Royal
family, there were twenty other people at most. The party had been on the road for days
now. Their long journey started with a ride by train. Before they
arrived at the carriages, they had already passed
three borders. The Ana-Taicapry lived in the district of
Haryana. Helena
had never been here
before. Mother mostly didn’t take Helena as a companion for her
travels. Only Golda traveled with Isadora on a regular
basis. The excuse had always been: ‘Golda is already
sixteen years old, and she has to learn how to behave like a queen.’

When earlier they had traveled through
the district of Eeden, Helena met Verginnia Baksy,
who told her about her castle near Queens Lake. Helena was sorry that this party didn’t visit Eeden.
The Baksy
family was appointed to care
for the Shoikeiyi. She
would have liked to visit the Eeden Valley, the protected area
where that race of little humans lived. They wouldn’t go to the
castle or to the Eeden Valley. Verginnia Baksy had
joined them,
and she was now in one of
the other
coaches.

In Deliyi, another district they crossed by train, she had
seen the red glow of the famous
volcano called ‘The Fire Pit’. She was very excited about this
volcano. Very
near to the crater of that
active volcano stood a temple. That temple had always fascinated
her very much. But Helena’s mother always took them just to Witches Place
on holidays. That
was odd, for the queen of all Berinyi could
have taken them to as much as ten thousand better places. She turned her nose up at the thought of
Witches Place. The name should be Boring Place! The only things of
interest there were an old family house, a graveyard
and a temple that was
so dilapidated that you could
only enter the
great hall, the only part of
the building
where sometimes people worked
to maintain it.

Perhaps, Verginnia Baksy would have been a nicer mother. Her age and Isadora’s
were the same, but Verginnia was
much more adventurous. At the last dinner stop, she had whispered
secretly: ‘What will those cakes of the Taicapry women taste like?
I have heard they are filled with magic ingredients and people say that they have a very special
taste. Maybe
they add to your magic energy
when you
eat them. They say
there is mana in them. I, for one, will have to try them
out, but I’m
afraid they will make me
fat.

‘The recipes are a secret,’ Helena had
whispered.

Verginnia had given her a wink
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