
 

 

 

– CHAPTER TWO – 
 

 

A Haunting Dream 

 

 

The year 1256 
 

 “Wake up, now, Paulo! Wake up!”  

 Paulo sighed loudly under the sheets and opened his eyes. 

Reluctantly he threw back the scratchy wool bed covers and 

cringed as a draft of cold air flooded in. Then with exaggerated 

effort he extracted one foot, then another, from the warm place 

deep in the mattress, and placed each one carefully and 

purposefully on the rough cold floor of the cottage.  

 Perching bird-like on the rough edge of his wood frame bed, he 

gazed inquisitively around the little stone farmhouse from the 

sleeping alcove. Slowly and in detail he inspected it, running his 

eyes high and low over the furniture and walls, as if discovering 

his home just now for the very first time this morning.  

 “Paulo!” a shrill voice punched the air from the kitchen. “I don’t 

want to have to call you a second time, boy!” 

 The words echoed loudly inside the hollow spaces of his still 

sleepy mind, and the young boy blew out a long whistling breath. 

 “And go take your breakfast – now!” the woman’s voice 

finished commandingly.  

 “Yes, mama…” he called in return. “All that you wish, mama – 

whenever you wish,” he muttered sourly under his breath.  

 She strode into the main room from the kitchen and glared at 

him disapprovingly. Why does he have to test my patience like that? 

she wondered, not for the first time.  
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 Hesitating a moment, she continued her preparations. She set 

the pitcher of milk in her hand on the long eating table, a chipped 

terracotta jug filled with the thick white liquid, as well as a little 

wicker basket filled with rough slabs of a dark brown bread. A 

blazing fire lit the massive stone fireplace and the burning logs 

filled the room with flickering light, and glinted in the woman’s 

eye. 

 Paulo’s gaze followed his mother’s form as she retreated back 

into the kitchen, and he quickly stole another look around the 

cottage from his bed alcove before she returned. He frowned. 

 What’s wrong? Things look so much different this morning, he spoke 

to himself, muddled, shaking his head slowly as if to clear it.  

 Everything’s so unfamiliar. 

 And then after another minute, he convinced himself of the 

great wisdom of finally rising and getting started with his regular 

morning routine.  

 Methodically, he pulled on his favorite old work breeches, the 

ones with the worn brass buckles, his checkered flannel shirt (the 

thick one that better kept out the damp), and ankle-high leather 

boots laced with twine. Lastly he made sure that the little black 

purse filled with protective magical herbs and tied tightly with its 

string was still in his satchel. Though mama kept crying out all the 

while to hurry, he took his time preparing himself, trying to work 

out what exactly had changed so much around him since only the 

night before.  

 Still bewildered, he sat himself to eat. A hole was busy gnawing 

away inside his empty stomach, and he set himself to filling it in 

preparation for the heavy work day he knew lay ahead. 

 The worn chestnut farm table was dark and shiny with years, 

decades, maybe a hundred years or so of polishing and use. It 

dominated the main room and this morning, as usual, was arrayed 

with a spread of fresh goat’s cheese and honey, along with the 

heavy rye bread and the pitcher of warm goat’s milk that his 

mother had put there earlier. He gripped the jug’s massive handle 
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and poured himself a glass, watching the curious way the creamy 

liquid swirled to the top and savoring the rich farm odor.  

 Normally he had to milk the goats himself, but this morning it 

had been his brother’s job, along with preparing and lighting the 

fire. Fredo had woken at five o’clock to do all his chores, and 

tomorrow it would still be dark and cold outside when Paulo 

woke alone and set to tending the animals and preparing the many 

tasks for the day. This morning, he sighed gratefully, he could just 

rest. 

 Despite himself, Paulo took his time eating, chewing slowly the 

dark bread laden with chunks of the fresh white cheese. Staring 

deep into the heart of the glowing fire, he was lost in thought. That 

past night he had had a wonderful dream, an exceptional dream, 

its potent feeling still haunted his mind and confused his senses, 

and now he struggled to remember it. He had dreamed – he was 

quite sure – that he was leading another life somewhere else, as 

someone else, in some sort of remarkable and splendid, princely 

land. Now, waking this morning in the old farm cottage with his 

mother and brother in the harsh, unendingly gray world of the 

Domain, his life as Paulo, the market wood seller, felt odd, ill-

fitting and … well, strangely dream-like. 

 Mama bellowed again from the kitchen: “Paulo – are you still 

day-dreaming, son? Now finish up, go along, and get to the 

woods. I want you back here before lunch!”  

 She stuck her head out of the kitchen doorway and interrogated 

the boy with a stern look. “And don’t go too far – you hear me? I 

don’t want you collecting wood too far from Towne now, 

understand?”  

 Paulo knew precisely what that meant; he rolled his eyes and 

shook his head slowly in disbelief. He dropped his bread back on 

the table, picked up the oil-cloth roll tied with a rope hanging on 

its hook by the fireplace, slung it over his shoulder, and then his 

mother pushed him toward the front door.  

 Once she had returned inside and slammed the door, the boy 

started off unhurriedly down through the garden, shoving and 
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kicking untidy bushes and wet leaves out of his way as he went. 

He leaned against the wooden gate till it creaked open, and turned 

right onto the cobblestone path. 

 As was his custom every morning, Paulo took the road not in 

the direction that led towards Towne, whose pointed gable 

rooftops and jutting fortress towers he could just make out dark 

and grim against the rainy-gray western horizon; but instead he 

made his way eastwards to the line of tall distant trees gently 

swaying in the early morning glow. Toward the Forest.  

 The cobbled lane led first past the neighbor’s vegetable fields 

with its neat and orderly rows of carrot, leak and radish. It then 

ran alongside a course of low thatched worker’s cottages before 

reaching the end of the hamlet and finally disappearing into the 

depths of the Domain woods. And most importantly, as far as 

Paulo was concerned, into quiet.  

 

… 


