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Of 

Grit & Grace 

A short story about the power of love and risking it all for the legacy of the light 

(Part 3 of 3) 

 

 

Rimforsa, Sweden, 1617 

 

The door to the cell was flung open and there was…Tue? For a split second Helena was 
utterly confused as she watched the man in the poorly lit doorway. No, it was not Tue, but he 
looked incredibly similar to him.  

“I’m Tue’s brother” the man said, as he approached Helena. He had what looked like a thick 
wooden club (that had an inner centre that looked like magma and light bubbling) in his right 
hand. Helena, still dazed and confused, said nothing.  

“I’m Walter”, he continued, as he proceeded to wave the glowing club around Helena to set 
her free from the metal shackles. Helena tensed up, expecting to fall to the floor. However, 
as if he had gently lifted her down, she found herself standing on the floor a second later. 
Walter reached a hand out to her heart chakra, told her not to be scared, that he would heal 
her, and placed the palm of his hand on her chest.  

“Take a deep breath” he said and as she did, Helena felt images and light flooding her entire 
being. Her cells were healing and responding, her torn clothes somehow sown back together 
and her energy and clarity returning to her mind. At the same time she understood how they 
had ended up where they were: Walter and a group of his kind had placed a protective spell 
over Tue and Helena so that they would pass out, making it look like they had been beaten 
unconscious. They then tied them to the wall in the cell, making it look like they were 
prisoners, and when Prytz’s men arrived they were happy to see that the chase was over (and 
happy to leave what they thought would be a witch-burning to Walter and his men. It had 
taken the bribe of some beer and food, but before they knew it they too had a spell cast on 
them that made them more than willing to return back to Stockholm and forget all about 
what had happened). 

When Helena‘s mind settled down and her focus returned to the room, she saw that Tue, like 
her, had been released from his metal shackles, healed and standing on his own two feet in 
the cell. She felt the love of many lifetimes rush back through her heart chakra and she 
sprinted towards him, embracing him, caressing his face and burying hers in his chest. 

“I remember, I remember…” was all she could say between the tears. Tue gently pushed 
Helena far enough from him for their eyes to meet and smiled a beaming smile before once 
again pulling her close.  

“I knew you would. You always do…” he said. 
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Rimforsa, Sweden, 1678 

 

“…and that” Helena said “was how your grandfather found me in this lifetime, like he has 
done in so many others”. Thor, Wilma and Elsa looked up at their grandmother with excited 
eyes, wanting to know more. 

“What happened to the deer? Can we see it? Did it have baby deer? What are the Sacred 
Warriors of Rimforsa like?” Helena and Tue’s grandchildren could not get enough of her 
stories and were at an age when they were hungry for knowledge.  

“That, my lovelies” Helena said “is a story for another day”. She glanced over at Tue who was 
sitting across from her by the crackling fire and smiling lovingly at her. 

“Now” she continued, “it is high time for us to go join everyone else by the Walpurgis Night 
fire down by the lake.”  

Helena rose to her feet and sent a gratitude prayer to her mother, who had put herself 
through great pain to save her daughter’s life, whilst losing her own. Walpurgis Night was 
special to Helena, because although her mother had most likely succumbed to the flames all 
those years ago, when Prytz and his men were on their witch-hunt across Sweden, Helena 
knew how much her mother loved working with the sacred element of fire. Helena also 
always felt that she could feel her mother’s spirit close by more clearly on Walpurgis Night. 

“Are you ready, my dear?” Lost in her own thoughts Helena had not noticed that her 
grandchildren had run out the door in excitement or that Tue had walked up to her, handing 
over her sweater. She looked up at his now graying hair and those familiar eyes that still had 
that teal tinge to them, felt her heart open so wide it almost hurt and took his hand. 

“Let’s go”, she said, and gave him a kiss on the cheek as they walked out, following Thor, 
Wilma and Elsa. 
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