04th April 728

I'm writing this dairy in memory of the battle of Lorengard. It was fifty years ago but just now I can describe that cursed day. It was 5th April 678. Tomorrow is the anniversary of the death of thousands people. Writing this brings bads memories. It's appalling. But I must do that. I must do that for future generations. Every human being who goes go to a war should know what he chooses. So I will say: 'You choose death. It isn't only your death. It's death around you. The bleeding people. Sharp, shiny blades like wolf's flangs are ready to plung in your body. The lost arrows unexpectedly hitting you. The treacherous spears without any problems perforating your hauberk.' War is evil. 

That war started like every war; with peace. The Queen Adrienne gave birth to a child. Yvonne couldn't govern Ravengrad, because she was a girl. So our King Damien decided to promis his daughter, cute and lovely Yvonne, to a dwarven King of Stonehill. This was to ensure peace for our Ravengrad. But after several years of peace with Stonehill, Damien didn't keep his word. Enraged dwarven King swore revenge. Once upon a time a human princess was kidnapped. King Damien and Queen Adrienne were furious and desperate. Everyone knew without the shadow of a doubt that this criminal act was committed by dwarves. The Royal Couple wanted to retrieve Yvonne at all costs. The war filled people's thoughts every day; it was in the air.

I was twenty-one years old man when the war started. I joined the army like all young and healthy men. I was assigned to Special Branch, whose task was to recapture the princess, who became the bone of contention. 

The army was marching to the war. I was there. And I also was marching. I remember that army sang. And I also sang. 
     I go to war

     And my enemies know

     That they must choose:

     Go away or lose.

     I don't worry

     Because I have glory.

     And when I am still alive

     I will return to my wife.
Everyone. Together. United. It made us stronger and let us forget about fear. I was full of adrenaline.

The army was standing and waiting. People were armed to the teeth. It looked like the sea of black shiny armors. Here and there silver flags with black ravens were fluttering. A few miles from us there was a castle in which Yvonne was probably kept. Green grass was smelt of spring. Our Special Branch was hidden in a nearby forest. The general explained to us the plan of the action without batting an eye: 'Listen, idiots! Now we must sit and wait. The action starts when we hear the horn. We'll run to castle, there aren't any soldiers, so it isn't a problem. We must only defeat the guards. We don't know where the princess is exactly, but the castle isn't big. If someone finds Yvonne, you will run like hell with her to commendant's tent. We can't back off. You must save the princess, come hell or high water, you must do it. Is it clear?' Everyone said willingly: 'Yes sir!' but I knew that was dirty work.

The truth isn't obvious. Ravengrad is a rich country. We have productive farmlands and highly developed economy. We also derive profits from the timber trade. This is provided by a big forest named Greendesert. Everything would be fine if not Stonehill. It is a neighbouring country, where dwarves live. It's also a rich country. They have highly developed metallurgy and make the best weapon in the world. Damien, our King, really wanted to acquire their profitable caves and mines. He regularly attacked dwarves' lands. He robbed villages and burned houses. But it was only insignificant skirmish. Damien needed a pretext to start an open war. The opportunity arose when the princess was kidnapped. The King took a chance and declared war. Rescuing the princess was the worst and the most difficult task. I smelled a rat.

I was crouching in the bushes when I heard the sound of the horn. It was race against the clock. We ran to the castle. The dry twigs were breaking under our feet. The leaves were hitting my face. The gate and two guards. Fast strokes. Whisper. The bodies bit the dust. Firsty, I couldn't stand the sight of blood but after a few bodies bitting the dust I worked all along like machine: run, hit, run, feint, run, hit and feint and that around the clock. Isnside the castle we were divided into three groups.  The first group was foraging the ground floor, the second grup the first floor, and the third group, in which I was, the highest, second floor. The castel wasn't big but it had lots of corridors. Everywhere were portraits of dwarft bearded, at firs glance, Kings but there were as well bearded Queens. We were on the top of the castel when the squad of dwarves attacked us. They brushed off our preponderance. At once I hit the nearliest dwarven but he bounced. He returned the stroke, as luck would have it, I managed to dodge. I made half-turn and kicked his face. He flew two meters and slammed to the ground. Suddenly, I felt ache in the leg. I screamed and fell down. Next I was kicked in my back and head. The hatchet above my body made my blood run cold. I couldn't do anything. I was at the death's door. Suddenly I saw that my comrade blew dwarven brains out. The horrible scream made my hair stand on end. The wave of blood flooded all. I was really tired, but adrenaline brought me round. The fight all the way lasted only several heartbeats. I wanted to break the neck of the last dwarven, but he yelled: 'Mercy! Mercy! I have a wife and children! Mercy sir! I can show were the princess Yvonne is, but save me!'  We were in four and he was only one, so I let him bring us to Yvonne. All the time we were very careful, because I knew that he might be up to something. Finally he showed us the room, where princess should be. We were besede as soon as we went into room. In front of me were there dwarvens, behind me was a dwarven. I felt like a deer on hunting. I came to a standstill. Someone of humans tried to ratt out, but he was immediately killed. The dwarven threw an axe really fast and it precisely cut off the fugitive head. 'What now?' I thought. Suddenly we heard the bang. After that we felt a small earthquake. This situation happened three times. The fourth time the huge stone blew up the whole wall. It were humans' siege engines. Everyone flew on all sides. The pieces of the wall hurt me hard. Dust and dirt bit my eyes, nose and throat. I stood up and ran away. The dwarvens chased me. I saw stairs to the tower. After a few moments I understood that this was a stupid idea. 'What am I doing? This tower is a blind alley! I schould go to the standstill again!' But I couldn't go back. I had dwarven a behind my back. So I ran to the top. My stupid idea was a blessing in disguise. There was the princess. She was sitting on a bed and crying. She had black raven like curly hair. When she saw me, she started to scream. I heard the dwarvens' steps. I decide to make a small performance. I took the girl and put a knife to her throat. She groaned. I whispered to her ear: 'Don't be afraid. I will rescue you.' The dwarven looked at me and stopped. 'Don't approach! I can kill her!' I screamed. 'You won't do that. I know that Damien want to get a living girl' Dwarf replied. I went slowly to the window. I looked out of it carefully. On the ground was the Haywain Triptych. I know that was a matter of a life and death. I was full of doubts, but I bit the bullet and jumped with Yvonne. Flight. Whistling wind. Scream. Landfall. Very painful. Breathlessness. I was black and blue after falling out of the tower. I stood up and helped Yvonne. I caught a horse without a rider. After a few moments me and the princess rode away on horse from the castle and dwarvens to the forest. The chase was really long. During the escape an arrow hit my arm. I felt an ache. Thre was a lot of blood my shirt. When I didn't hear the hunting, I breathed more easily. I found a village and some help. Me and Yvonne lived in an old woman's home. Babushka took care of us. After some time Yvonne liked me. I was like father for her. 

I revealed the secret. We still live in that house. Me and Yvonne are happy. Babushka died many years ago. Yvonne is my daughter. I'm her father. She doesn't want to come back to her family. She doesn't want to be a princess. She wants to be only Yvonne. And she is. 

No one knows where the princess Yvonne is. Different documents have different versions. This is the only true one.
