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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 1 of 3) 

 

 

Finspång, Sweden, 1617 

 

“Helena, look at me, you have to leave, and there is not much time.”  

Helena’s mother’s words ripped through every cell of her being, like chards of glass flowing 

through her veins, cutting her from the inside. Helena felt faint and fear gripped her like big 

strong arms threatening to crush what little strength she had left. 

“They are coming, I can feel it, and I know you can too.”  

Her mother’s hands wrapped around her stomach, the way they always did when she was 

getting a premonition. She knew her mother was right.  

Helena could feel them coming too. Like impending doom.  

They were getting closer and it may already be too late. It was with every last ounce of her 

being that Helena made herself look up and into her mother’s eyes. Those warm, green, kind 

eyes that held so much wisdom and love…she wanted to remember every speck of light, 

every nuance, every glimmer. She could feel the sixteen years of her life flashing before her 

eyes now. Summers growing herbs and gathering tools in the woods, swims in the cold clear 

lake and nights around the bonfire, learning about great-great-great-grandmothers and the 

magical light flowing through them from spirit. The light that was now inside of her and the 

reason she had to run. 

“Oh, dear Helena, min älskade dotter, beloved child…” Her mother’s voice broke. “You have 

to be strong, do you hear me?” 

Every cell of Helena’s being resisted, but she knew that it would hurt her mother more to see 

them both perish in the flames than to say goodbye.  

“Helena you have to leave NOW!” The pain and urgency in her mother’s voice grew 

stronger. 

Preserving the ancient blood of healing running through their veins, as it had through all 

women in their family for generations. 

Helena’s mother’s words brought her out of her reverie: 

“Run, my child. May the grandmothers of light be with you. Find the ancient sacred 

graveyards of the sacred warriors in Rimforsa, and you will know what to do next!” 
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Perhaps it was the adrenalin pumping through her, the special herb blend for strength, 

protection and guidance she had gulped down a moment ago, or the grace of spirit, but 

somehow Helena managed to steady her eyes, reach out to take the green pouch that had 

been prepared for her and give her mother a final hug. 

“Oh, my Helena...We shall gather again around the sacred fire.” 

Her mother’s words followed her through the door as she ran into the darkness of the 

autumn night and with her inner eye she could see her mother falling to her knees in despair 

as the front door closed: 

“Run, Helena, run…before it is too late!” 

 

 

 

“I have to find a place to hide”, Helena thought. She had been running through the night, 

pine trees scraping her face, the soft forest floor absorbing the sound of her movement. She 

had stumbled from time to time as the ancient tree roots wrapped themselves around her 

feet. Now, dawn was upon her and with the unforgiving autumn sunlight – the risk of being 

caught. 

Exhaustion began to ripple through Helena’s body, slowing her down, making her stumble 

more frequently. She could feel her mother urgently pushing her to keep going, energetically, 

willing her daughter to move faster. It dawned upon Helena that she would never again see 

her mother alive. She felt a chill travel down her spine. 

“Oh, my Helena...We shall gather again around the sacred fire.” 

Her mother’s comforting words echoed in her mind. Then, a blow came from behind Helena, 

hitting her lower body so hard it knocked the wind out of her. Helena’s body was pushed with 

such force that only a silent scream escaped from her throat. Before she had time to 

understand what was happening, she found herself inside a small cave, between ancient 

stone beings carved out by the glaciers during the last ice age, flat on her chest, neck 

twisted and hands scraped. There was no time to contemplate what was going on before 

she heard them approaching. Galloping hooves and rattling armoury, drawing closer. Helena 

froze on the pine needle covered ground, her pouch somewhere further inside the cave. 

 

 

 

Voices mixed with the sounds of horses panting. The smell of sweat from animals and 

soldiers, mixing with the earthy scent of fallen autumn leaves and pine. 

To Helena’s horror, the rhythmic sound and vibrations on the ground had slowed down. She 

felt the panic close her throat, her heart pounding and sweat already trickling down her neck. 

Still not sure how she ended up where she was, her heart aching for her mother, the voice of 

her great grandmothers urging her forward. Helena’s panic stricken thoughts were 

interrupted by a male voice: 
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“What does chaplain Prytz want us to do with these wicked women, when we find them? 

How many do you think there are in Finspång?”  

The man’s voice was dark, unforgiving and loud. 

“Oh” another brighter, but just as nasty voice, responded: 

“I was informed that he has a special treat planned for those who have so carelessly 

bartered with the devil and welcomed his offspring!” He laughed. 

“We will run them off a tall cliff, into a great bonfire below!” He exclaimed, before continuing: 

“Their dark souls claimed by the devil will be used to the fire. I wouldn’t be surprised if they 

ran off the cliff towards it out of free will!”  

Booming laughter echoed across the rock walls and Helena heard the first man speak again: 

“Well, women aren’t that smart to start with, so I wouldn’t be surprised! Let’s get going, I’m 

starving and I have also heard that they serve some strong brännvin up the road! That’s the 

only dance with the devil I wish to enjoy!”  

 

 

It was dusk when Helena regained full consciousness. She had passed out from fear, 

exhaustion and heartbreak and when she woke up, her long brown hair was filled with pine 

needles, leaves and ants. She clearly remembered the soldiers and the pain in her lower left 

buttock made her realise she had no idea what had pushed her into the cave opening in the 

first place. Upon this realisation, she opened her eyes in sheer panic, wondering if a wolf or 

brown bear had trapped her. It was rare to see them this far south but not impossible, and 

she sat up with a jolt, eyes wide open…and there, right in front of her, was a deer. A white 

deer. Pure white, like snow. Helena was so shocked that she once again froze, mesmerized 

by the unusual sight. Then, she caught the glimpse of the deer’s eyes and it reminded her of 

someone. Her great grandmother. Soon Helena’s consciousness was once again drifting, 

but this time towards an inner vision.  

Her mother. Her poor mother. She saw her crouched over by the fireplace, kicks and 

punches thrown at her, although she was blind and already on the floor, fumbling to her feet, 

trying to avoid the flames in the fireplace. 

‘Where is she?!’ Helena heard a familiar voice, in her inner vision, and recognized it 

immediately as the man who had been outside the cave just hours earlier. 

“Answer me you blind old witch, or we will kick your head into the fireplace without a trial! 

Where is the little devilish witch offspring of yours?”  

In front of Helena’s inner eye, she saw the spirit of her mother and grandmothers and heard 

them all scream in terror: 

“Run, Helena, run!” 

 

To be continued in the next newsletter… 
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