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For my children, and for Sam. All of you have a special place in my heart, and I write in hopes that you will see the love you inspire through my eyes. 

This is also for Spencer. Congratulations on your new degree, and more importantly, overcoming the calls of procrastination’s sirens. I might have a mom-like warmth and enthusiasm, but you have always been like a brother to me, and I have so enjoyed the camaraderie over our separate screens. 

My special thanks also goes out to my Hawaiian Princess cousin, Julia, her own little royal family, and Kaipo, a starlight-worthy spitfire if I’ve ever heard of one; thank you for the reminder that where love resides, inspiration grows. 
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To Get Awakening (A Special Christmas Episode of The Starlight Chronicles) as a bonus for picking up this book,


Click Here
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Or Download It At: 


https://www.csjohnson.me/awakening 
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The first time I fell in love with Princess Mele was when I saw her smile, and I fell in love with her the second time the moment I heard her sing.

The memory of the day I met her is burned into my mind as much as the scars of my mother’s death have been scorched on my hands—my hands, which are currently full of cuts and scrapes as I make my way up the Forbidden Mountain. 

Its steep climb and deep crevices make for easier climbing than it first appears, but there have been enough deaths in my village that no one has tried to climb it for several summers now. The last warrior to go up the mountain went during the summer of my seventeenth year. After he fell, he was left to die at the foot of the mountain, his body broken and his eyes blinded. 

I know all of this because I am the one who found him, and Appa was the one who took him in and nursed him back to health. 

The man was saved from death, but not from disgrace. It was thought to be bad luck to touch a blind man in my village. His family reluctantly took him in, and they were relieved he died shortly after, no matter how glorious a warrior he had once been. 

No one wants to care for an outcast. 

My eyes fall to my scars on my hands, the ones that wind their way up the left side of my body, curving all around my arms, and dipping down across my back. 

No one wants to be associated with one, either. 

I know that truth as much as I know the pain associated with my own dismissal from the ranks of my fellow warriors after my disfigurement. 

My fingers slip on a rock as it breaks free from the rest of the mountain. I hurry, reaching for another one before I lose my grip completely. I clasp onto another divot in the mountain and slowly release my breath in staggered pants. Even if I am no longer a soldier for my kingdom, and I’ve lost some of my stamina since my mother’s death, I still have plenty of strength from my years of training. 

The blood on my palms is sticky and hot, compelling me onward and upward, but I know I should take a moment to rest, to allow my heart to slowly beat back to its normal pattern. 

Resting does not appeal to me, even though I have been climbing for hours now; I do not want the opportunity to focus on my pain, nor do I want to dwell on the ugliness that brands me as an outcast in my village. I only want to remember the moment Princess Mele entered my world. She came into my world, offering it the only possible hope for meaning and giving me the only reason I had to move forward with my life after the death of my mother. 

It might have been two years since I fell in love with her, but not a night has gone by since then that I have not dreamed of her. And now that King Ahanu, her father, is ready to see her wed, I have to do something quickly if I am to earn her hand in marriage. 

So I need to do this, I tell myself. No matter how hard it is, I need to climb up the Forbidden Mountain. 

Remembering her beauty is the only way I will make it to the top of the mountain, the only way I can ever hope to gain beauty of my own. And that means forgetting my pain, no matter how well I am accustomed to it. 

“Kaipo, wait up.” 

As I hear my name, I groan and nearly stumble again. 

Rahj is calling for me. 

I struggle to secure myself once more, torn between irritation and relief. I pull back from the mountain, very, very carefully, enough to where I can peek through the crook of my elbow. More than twenty guz below me, my best and only friend is faithfully following me.

Reluctantly, I settle further into the mountain crevice where I’ve stopped, deciding it is better for Rahj to catch up to me. 

That is the big secret of success when it comes to climbing the Forbidden Mountain—it is much easier to climb if someone else is around to help. No one else ever seemed to realize that before. 

But then, there was a reward at stake. If a climber wanted to earn a wish from Jaya, the Fae Queen residing at the peak, he had to survive the climb to see her. In all the centuries since our kingdom’s founders settled on the isle of Maluhia, only a few warriors have ever completed the task. 

I look up, squinting past the longer strands of my ash brown hair to gaze at the majestic mountain as its peak disappears into the lofty clouds. Even on clear days, no one ever sees the crown of the mountain; it is well-known that Jaya likes her privacy, and with all her birds and magic for company, she never willingly bothers the mortals residing on her island. 

“I’m coming, Kaipo. You sure are a fast climber!” The chill in the high mountain allows his voice to move more swiftly through the air between us. 

I watch as Rahj draws closer to me. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see the tunic he is wearing; it is one of my older ones, one of the few we had been able to save from the fire. It strikes a stark contrast with the brightness around it, but the charcoal dye manages to hide a good deal of tears and dirt. My own tunic is better repaired, but the lighter tan coloring brings out the whiteness of my scars. 

I lean back and look over at him as he climbs. “Are you doing well, Rahj?” I ask, already knowing the answer he will give.  

Rahj comes up beside me, the usual grin on his face. “Of course I am well, brother.” 

I never know why he is so happy. I try not to let his persistent cheerfulness bother me as we continue our climb up the mountain. 

I used to hate Rahj, and I remember this on occasions such as this one. It has been seven years since he came to live with us after Appa saved his life. 

To this day, I do not know the full story of how it happened; I only knew Rahj was a former child slave from the neighboring island of Aruna, one of the of many boys castrated in service to the temple goddesses. My father had gone to Aruna in hopes of trading some of his herbal mixtures for some supplies. 

But instead of new tools or perhaps even some of the exotic candies from the West my friends’ fathers purchased, my father bought Rahj, using all his coins and trading the last of his medicines to do so. 

It seemed my father’s action would doom us all, especially when Appa told us he’d brought Rahj home to live with us, not as a slave, but as an adopted son. Several members of my family, including my mother, grew suspicious of the strange boy suddenly part of our family; with his ochre skin and his reddish hair, many assumed Rahj was my father’s bastard, born to him by an Arunian temple prostitute. 

The whispers only got worse as my mother rejected my father and refused to see him again so long as he was alive. 

From that day on, my mother had taken to her bed, always insisting she was ill. When I asked her about it, as young as I was, she insisted that something had to be wrong with her, that she had only been able to have one son, and that Appa still felt the need to buy his own.  

“Something is probably wrong with you, too, Kaipo,” she’d muttered, before shoving me away and pulling her blanket over her head. I never saw her move from her bed after that, not even when Appa died, just shy of my eighteenth year.

At the thought of my mother, and picturing her sad and crying as she burned herself to death, I look down at my hands. They are currently full of blood and dirt, the stinging mixture serving as an adhesive between me and the side of the mountain I am climbing. 

The pain I’d pushed back earlier refuses to be ignored any longer. The vicious rawness courses through my body, roaming from the tips of my bloody fingers to the center of my heart, before flying up and anchoring itself into my mind. The alarm I feel sends tremors down my body, and I squeeze my eyes shut and force myself to keep going. 
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