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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 2 of 3) 

 

 

Southern Lake Roxen, Sweden, 1617 

 

Helena quickly glanced over her right shoulder. She could not shake the feeling that someone 
was watching her. The fire she had built crackled in front of her on the beach, sending waves 
of warmth up her legs in the cold autumn afternoon. It was still daylight, but not for much 
longer. Helena’s eyes darted quickly to the left, yet another sound behind her and the feeling 
of being watched grew stronger. 

Being on high alert makes the mind go wild, she thought to herself. Helena slowly stood up 
and went to get water in the small vessel she had found in her pouch. Dusk was falling and 
having a fire going increased her risk of being found, a threat greater than the cold night that 
was upon her. 

Mum…a painful burning in Helena’s heart reminded her of how her whole life had been 
ripped apart in a matter of hours. How she wished her mother was there, making jokes and 
stirring one of her delicious stews on the fire! 

I will see you around the sacred fire, my child…Her mother may not be there physically any 
more, but Helena could feel her support every step of the way. It was all that kept her going. 
A cold breeze sent a shiver up Helena’s spine and reminded her that it was time to find 
shelter for the night. She put the cup in her pouch, rose to her feet and stopped dead in her 
tracks. She dropped the pouch, felt her body go stiff and hot searing panic rising through the 
centre of her body.  

There was a young man standing right in front of her. Looking at her.  

I am done for, Helena thought, but something about the man’s glance and energy felt 
calming (and familiar) in a peculiar way. Helena felt as if her deep subconscious was ticking 
over trying to place the image in front of her. There was nothing threatening about the man, 
if anything he looked curious, a faint smile developing in the corner of his mouth. The 
deer….It was there again, white like snow, behind the young man, moving back and forth. 

“I am not here to hurt you”, the young man said, reaching his tanned hand out to pat the 
deer behind him. He was tall and sinewy, feet bare, his long blond hair forming a stark 
contrast to his sun-kissed skin. A thin white tunic loosely covered his muscular chest and 
Helena noticed that his eyes had a strange teal glow to them. An oddly familiar glow and 
warmth that Helena could not place. All in all, she found herself simply standing still, staring 
at him, when the logical thing to do would have been to run. 
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“I was sent by the sacred Warriors of Rimforsa” the young man continued.  

“They are waiting for you, but there is not much time. Prytz and his men are getting closer, 
they will be here by nightfall, we must get going. My name is Tue, you can trust me.” He held 
his hand out, indicating for Helena to take it. Tue’s teal eyes flickered with a light she had 
never seen before in a human. There was something otherworldly about this man. She could 
feel her fears melting away against her better judgement. Maybe it was his kind, warm 
energy, perhaps the fact that he knew about the sacred warriors of Rimforsa that no one else 
than her mother and grandmothers had talked about, or maybe it was just exhaustion but… 

“My name is Helena”, she responded, and walked towards him. Just as Helena was about to 
question who Tue was, why she should trust him and how he had found her, she heard a loud 
shriek above her head. Startled, she looked up and saw a huge white owl that seemingly had 
appeared out of nowhere. In that moment Tue’s strong hand grabbed hold of Helena, his 
other hand quickly covering her mouth, stifling the surprised scream that tried to escape 
from her throat. Helena could feel Tue’s chest against her back as he pulled her closer and 
whispered with a warm breath into her left ear:  

“Shhh, be very still, they are near”.  

The owl had vanished as fast as it had appeared, but now Helena, standing so close to Tue 
that she could feel his chest rising and falling with each breath and the earthy scent of his 
hand across her mouth, heard the faint thundering sound of galloping horses in the distance. 
Prytz and his witch-hunting men! 

“Fast, this way!” Tue yelled, dragging Helena behind him and onto the white deer’s shining 
back. All she had time to think was “you can’t ride a deer”, but before she knew it they were 
rushing through the forest, away from the lake, riding the deer at a speed that seemed 
impossibly fast. The landscape started shifting from forest to wide plains and afternoon 
turned to night, followed by dawn, at a speed that was not of this world. Helena held on for 
dear life, her arms around Tue’s muscular waist, as they hurtled through forests thick with 
pines and across fields with ancient magnificent oak trees. Somewhere along the way Helena 
somehow fell into a deep sleep, her head resting on Tue’s back. She drifted off with a feeling 
of being home, as if she had known him her whole life and was too tired to fear what would 
come next. Somewhere in her consciousness Helena saw her mother smiling and thought she 
caught a whisper of her voice: “It will all be okay…” 

 

 

Image after image flooded Helena’s consciousness in her deep state of sleep. She and Tue 
raising children in China, hunting in Canada, sitting around the fire high up on a mountain in 
Peru. Walking hand in hand across summer fields, welcoming their children in this life and 
past, losing each other, finding each other, laughing, crying and searching….images and 
memories replacing each other so fast she could barely hold on to them. 

“I remember”, she thought in her dream. “I know who you are, we have lived before, together, 
over and over and you always find me”, she thought, deep in her dreams. “Sometimes I find 
you. One way or another our paths always cross, lifetime after lifetime.” Young, old, of every 
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colour, the human body shifting but the hearts remaining forever connected, pulling them to 
each other at the right moment in their life. 

 

Helena’s reverie was interrupted by a sudden loud thud. Her eyes darted open with force, 
fear filling her body, all the hairs standing up on her back and she could feel something 
around her arms and legs. She looked down in the dim light and saw that there was metal 
wrapped around her lower legs. Her body, including her hands, were tied to the wall with 
metal shackles. 

Where am I? What happened? Where is Tue? Panic flooded Helena’s nervous system. Tue 
was no longer a stranger, she remembered, he was her everything. In every life and every 
moment, always. Helena’s jaw dropped as she looked across the room. There was Tue, tied 
to the wall like herself, his head hanging forward from his neck, his forehead bloodied, dried 
blood stuck in his thick blond mane of hair. Not conscious. Is he breathing? Where are we? 
The thoughts were coming faster than Helena could keep up, past life memories and 
emotions and her deep love for Tue pouring back into every cell of her being as her 
consciousness spread across many timelines. She remembered it all! 

Then, the sound of heavy footsteps down the hall hit Helena’s ears and she heard the door to 
the cell creak as it was pushed open… 

 

 

The final part of Grit & Grace will be in next week’s newsletter. 
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