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A Sky Written in Stars




Dedication
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Mary Rose, my luminous moon, taught me that love doesn't require us to be the same—only to choose each other across every difference, through every season, at every moment. You are the silver dreams that balance my solar fire, the gentle wisdom that grounds my passionate storms, the beautiful constant that makes all change possible. In you, I found not my other half, but my eternal dance partner in the cosmic symphony of us.

For our children, the stars born from our love—each one a unique light in the constellation of our family, each one proof that when two hearts choose each other completely, they create space for infinite new forms of beauty to flourish. You are the living bridges we built together, the joy that radiates outward from our connection, the bright evidence that love multiplies itself through the simple act of being loved.

You are my moon, and I am your sun. Our children are our stars. Together, we write our own sky—intimate and infinite, personal and cosmic, grounded in the daily choice to keep choosing each other and reaching toward every beautiful possibility love makes real.

This story began as fiction about cosmic forces learning to love across impossible distances. It became a love letter to the truth that the most universal magic is also the most personal: two beings deciding to make their connection the foundation upon which everything else can grow.

Mary Rose, you are my Lunara. Our children are our constellations. Our love is the foundation that makes all other transformations possible.

With infinite gratitude for life, we've built star by star, choice by choice, love by love.

––––––––
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MAHAL KITA,

Always and forever...........
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Character Guide

Main Characters
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Tala - The Eclipse Child, Bridge-Builder of the New Cosmos

Daughter of Solarius and Lunara, born during a disrupted eclipse

Star-marks trace constellation patterns across her skin that pulse with emotion

Born too early and small, grows up in the Constellation raised by the Astrolae

Becomes the cosmic bridge between realities, teaching love and cooperation

Marries Ori: represents love that connects without eliminating difference

Solarius (The Sun) - Cosmic force of solar fire, creation, and passionate will

Radiant, impulsive, proud; embodies warmth, creativity, and power

Imprisoned for 18 years in the Realm of Eternal Day (temporal maze)

Father to Tala and later Vega; eternal partner to Lunara

Represents active love, immediate compassion, and creative transformation

Lunara (The Moon) - Cosmic force of lunar dreams, emotion, and intuitive wisdom

Calm, serene, secretive; governs memory, tides, and sleep

Imprisoned in the Tide of Dreams, realm of crystallized emotions and memories

Mother to Tala and later Vega; eternal partner to Solarius

Represents receptive love, patient wisdom, and emotional depth

Ori - The Star-Singer, Tala's partner and musical guide

Born blind but can "hear" the songs of stars across the cosmos

Travels for two years learning star-songs before meeting Tala

Wields the Cosmic Flute created by the Starweaver

Provides harmonic guidance for Tala's light control and cosmic navigation

Represents love that harmonizes differences while maintaining individuality

Vega - The Explorer Child, second child of Solarius and Lunara

Born 6 months after the Convergence in the new cosmic order

Maps probability streams and connections across multiple dimensions

Approaches reality transformation as natural play rather than work

Represents consciousness born into love rather than learning it later

Can perceive and navigate infinite possibility streams simultaneously

The Astrolae (Star-Keepers)

Master Celestine - Head of the Astrolae order, Tala's primary caregiver

73+ years old, silver hair braided with star-glass fragments

Witnessed 17 eclipses and celestial births in her lifetime

Becomes expert in multiversal diplomacy in her later years

Represents wisdom that preserves hope through dark times

Brother Matthias - Eldest of Astrolae, keeper of cosmic calculations

97+ years old, blind but reads celestial movements with perfect accuracy

Maintains star charts and calculates cosmic alignments

Provides technical knowledge for Tala's quest navigation

Represents knowledge preserved through dedication and faith

Sister Vera - Youngest of the Astrolae before Tala's arrival

43 years old when story begins, newest initiate in 50 years

Often serves as messenger and practical coordinator

Represents the bridge between old knowledge and new understanding

Cosmic Entities and Forces

The Void Shepherd - Originally the cosmic anti-creator, becomes ally

Embodiment of dissolution and ending, initially drains dying stars

Seeks to understand creation through consuming it

Transforms from enemy to partner when offered unconditional love

Represents opposition that becomes cooperation through understanding

The Starweaver - Legendary figure who sewed the first constellations

Non-binary mystic with golden gauntlets replacing lost hands

Creates the Mantle of Passages and Cosmic Flute for Tala's quest

Provides crucial guidance about the Void Shepherd's true nature

Represents wisdom that prepares tools for future needs

The Eternal Gardeners - Post-infinite entities who exist beyond necessity

Beings who have grown past needing existence but choose it from joy

Serve as teachers for consciousness evolution beyond current limitations

Guide the multiverse toward conscious self-love and deliberate beauty

Represent the ultimate possibility of conscious evolution

The Curator of Parallel Possibilities - Guardian of the spaces between universes

Exists between realities, cataloging different ways reality can organize

Facilitates first contact with hostile universes

Provides crucial insight into multiversal transformation

Represents knowledge that transcends single-reality limitations

The Facilitator of Impossible Dialogues - Made of crystallized logic

Creates communication frameworks for contradictory beings

Enables the Congress of Infinite Realities to function

Uses contradiction as medium for connection rather than barrier

Represents reason that serves love rather than opposing it

Reality-Type Representatives

Convergence - Reformed breach-entity from the Competitive Universe

Originally crystalline being of pure competition and conflict

Learning to frame cooperation as superior form of competition

Becomes guide for transformation of competition-based realities

Represents the possibility of changing fundamental nature while remaining authentic

The Antithesis - Crystallized despair that becomes crystallized possibility

Attempts to corrupt love by making it doubt itself

Transforms when shown that despair proves love's reality through its pain

Becomes student of hope despite risk rather than hope through guarantee

Represents how opposition can become love's deepest student

Chaos Dimension Representatives - Beings of pure randomness and spontaneity

Communicate through constantly shifting impossible forms

Learn to create "structured chaos" and "beautiful disorder"

Fear that order will eliminate their essential unpredictability

Represent creativity that serves beauty rather than mere randomness

Order Universe Delegates - Entities of pure logic and mathematical precision

Discover "emotional reasoning" and "creative logic"

Learning that structure can support rather than constrain spontaneity

Develop ability to organize in service of love rather than efficiency alone

Represent reason that becomes more precise by including feeling

The Love-Native Generation (Children of the New Reality)

Possibility - Leader of the child consciousness born into universal love

I am about 12 years old but operates across 17 dimensional frameworks

Treats reality changing as natural play, makes things impossible happen by expecting them

Represents consciousness that never learning anything was too difficult

Embodies love as creative play rather than work or struggle

Dream-Builder - From Emotion-Based Cosmos, constructs with pure feeling

Creates functional architecture from emotional substances

Develops "emotional architecture" that shapes reality through feeling

Believe everything wants to be beautiful, even ugly things

Representing love that sees potential beauty in all circumstances

Paradox-Dancer - From Contradiction Realities, exists in multiple states

Simultaneously true and false, present and absent while remaining coherent

Treats contradictions as "friends who haven't learned to hug properly"

Develops ability to be 17 different things simultaneously while remaining present

Represents love that embraces paradox rather than resolving it

Story-Weaver - From Meta-Fictional Universes, both character and author

Creates narratives that rewrite themselves as they're being told

Makes stories true by telling them with sufficient beauty and conviction

Writes reality toward endings so beautifully they become new beginnings

Representing love as the story that makes all other stories possible

Supporting Characters and Entities

Temporal Echoes - Crystalline beings trapped in the Solar Realm's maze

Composed of past and future instances of lost travelers

Freed when Tala and Solarius escape the temporal prison

Represent how isolation creates fragmented existence

The Supreme Competitor - Ruler of the Competitive Universe's Dominance Council

Being of concentrated competitive energy in constant self-conflict

Learn to compete for better outcomes rather than dominance over others

Represents authority that serves growth rather than control

The Love Practice Observatory Delegations - Various reality-type representatives

Fractal Identity Cluster, Binary Opposition Realities, Temporal Paradox Dimensions

Beings seeking solutions to impossible relationship challenges

Learn by observing Solarius and Lunara's daily love in practice

Represent consciousness learning love through example rather than theory

The Council of Infinite Realities - Governing body of the Eternal Congress

Representatives from every possible form of existence

Include beings of pure mathematics, living narratives, compressed time, and relationship itself

Guide the establishment of multiversal cooperation protocols

Represent governance that serves infinite diversity through unity of purpose

Master Celestine (Later Years) - Conducts Tala and Ori's wedding ceremony

Ancient beyond measure but still sharp as stellar light

Witnesses the completion of the story she helped begin by raising Tala

Represents wisdom that sees the full arc of transformation
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Synopsis
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In a world where stars are dying and myths fade into memory; every thousand years brings a sacred eclipse when the Sun and Moon descend to Earth in mortal form to share one night of love. From their union, a celestial child is born, and a new constellation appears in the heavens. But this time, their daughter Tala arrives too early, small and flickering, as the cosmic balance unravels.

Raised by the dwindling order of stargazers known as the Astrolae, Tala grows up watching stars disappear from the sky. When she learns that her divine parents have been imprisoned in separate elemental realms—Solarius in a domain of scorching time loops, Lunara in a frozen world of dreams—she embarks on a quest to reunite them before the final eclipse fades forever.

Accompanied by Ori, a blind musician who hears dying stars; Kaia, a fallen sky guardian with broken wings; and guided by the mysterious Starweaver, Tala must journey through fire and ice, sacrifice and love, to discover that sometimes the greatest act of creation requires the ultimate surrender.

A Sky Written in Stars is a mythic romance about the power of belief, the weight of destiny, and the luminous bridge between earth and heaven that love can become.
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Prologue

The Last Eclipse Song
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The Sky Mirror had waited a thousand years to sing again.

In the hours before dawn, when the world held its breath between darkness and light, the sacred lake lay perfectly still. No wind disturbed its surface. No creature dared ripple its depths. For today was the day of eclipse, when the veil between the celestial and mortal realms would thin to gossamer, and the Sun and Moon would walk the earth as lovers once more.

Above, the first stars began their reluctant retreat, but they seemed dimmer than in years past. The constellation of the Eternal Dancers, born from the previous eclipse a millennium ago, flickered uncertainly in the pre-dawn sky. Something was wrong with the heavens, though none yet dared speak of it aloud.

In the ancient observatory known as the Constellation, perched on cliffs overlooking the Sky Mirror, the last three members of the Astrolae kept their vigil. Master Celestine, her silver hair braided with star-glass, pressed weathered hands against the great telescope's brass housing. Through its lens, she had watched seventeen eclipses in her long life, had seen seventeen celestial children born, had charted seventeen new constellations as they bloomed across the night sky.

But never had the stars seemed so... fragile.

"The alignment approaches," whispered Brother Matthias, consulting his charts with trembling fingers. At ninety-seven, he was the eldest of their order, his eyes milk-white with cataracts, yet he could still read the heavens' script as clearly as prayer. "By the sun's first touch on the Mirror, they will descend."

The third member of their vigil, young Sister Vera—though young was relative when you were forty-three and the newest initiate in fifty years—stood at the window facing east. Her breath fogged the glass as she watched for the first hint of dawn. "The songs speak of joy," she murmured. "Of celebration and wonder. Why does this feel more like a funeral?"

Master Celestine's grip tightened on the telescope. Through its ancient lens, she could see what the others could not: the Sky Mirror's surface, which should have been alive with anticipatory magic, showed only the faintest shimmer. The celestial pathways that should have been opening like golden flowers remained tightly furled.

"Because," she said softly, "this may be the last time we witness the great miracle. Look at the sky, child. Look with eyes that remember when it blazed with ten thousand lights."

Sister Vera turned her gaze upward and gasped. Even in the few minutes since she'd last looked, another star had dimmed to nothing. The constellation of Weeping Maiden, one of the oldest star-patterns in the sky, now had a gaping hole where her bright heart had once burned.

"They're dying," Brother Matthias confirmed what they all feared to say. "Not just fading—dying. And when the stars die..." He couldn't finish the thought.

When the stars died, the myths died with them. And when the myths died, belief followed. And when belief died, magic itself would fade from the world, leaving it dark and cold and ordinary.

A brilliant flash drew their attention back to the Sky Mirror. The eastern horizon had begun to glow with the approaching dawn, and the sacred lake responded with its own inner light. The water began to emit a soft, pearl-bright radiance that pulsed in rhythm with some cosmic heartbeat.

"It begins," Master Celestine breathed.

The sun's first ray touched the Sky Mirror's surface, and the transformation was immediate. The lake became a window, its depths revealing not water but star-filled void. Galaxies swirled in their depths. Nebulae bloomed like cosmic flowers. And from those infinite depths, two figures began to rise.

Solarius emerged first, and even in his mortal form, he was impossible to look upon directly. His hair was spun gold, his skin radiantly bronze, his eyes the blue-white heart of the hottest flame. Each step sent ripples of heat across the water, causing the mist to dance in spirals around his feet. When he breathed, tiny suns flared to life in the air before dissolving into sparkles of light.

Behind him came Lunara, serene and silver bright. Her hair fell like liquid mercury to her feet, and her skin held the pale luminescence of moonstone. Where Solarius brought heat, she brought coolness. Where he blazed, she glowed. The water beneath her feet turned to ice-clear crystal, then melted back to liquid as she passed.

The two divine beings regarded each other across the sacred space with the wonder and longing of lovers who had been apart for a thousand years. Time seemed to slow, to stretch, as they moved toward each other with achingly deliberate steps.

But something was wrong.

Master Celestine, watching through her telescope, felt her heart clenched with dread. The ritual was happening too fast. The eclipse that should have lasted for hours was racing by in minutes. The alignment that should have been perfect was slipping even as she watched.

"The timing," she whispered. "Something's disrupting the timing."

Below, Solarius and Lunara seemed to sense it too. Their stately approach became urgent, desperate. When they finally came together in the center of the Sky Mirror, their embrace was fierce with the knowledge that their time was being stolen.

"My light," Solarius whispered, his voice carrying across the water like the distant rumble of thunder. "My bright and silver light, I have dreamed of you through a thousand turnings of the sky."

"My fire," Lunara replied, her voice soft as falling snow. "My golden fire, I have counted every heartbeat until this moment."

Their kiss lit up the world. For one perfect instant, day and night existed simultaneously. Stars blazed in the sunlit sky. Flowers bloomed and snow fell in the same breath. Every living thing on earth felt the surge of their union, the rightness of it, the necessity of it, the way it balanced all that was and would ever be.

And from their joined hands, a light unfurled—neither the blaze of the sun nor the hush of the moon, but a third light, born of union and wonder. It spiraled outward in quiet brilliance, warm and weightless, until it gathered into form—softly, surely—becoming the small, perfect shape of a child.

But even as the celestial daughter took her first breath, the eclipse ended. Too soon, far too soon, the alignment shifted. The cosmic window began to close.

"No," Solarius cried out, reaching for his daughter as he began to fade. "She's too small, too early”.

"The time is wrong," Lunara whispered, her form already becoming translucent. "Our daughter, our star-child, she's not ready”.

The baby in their arms—tiny, luminous, with constellation-marks dancing across her skin—opened eyes that held the depths of space itself. She made no cry, but from her small form emanated a song that only the most sensitive could hear. The Astrolae in their observatory wept to hear it’s a lullaby of cosmic loneliness, a melody that spoke of balance lost and time unraveling.

"Tala," Lunara whispered, pressing her lips to the child's forehead. "Your name is Tala, little star-bridge. Find us, daughter. When you are strong enough, find us and bring us home."

The last light of the eclipse faded. Solarius and Lunara dissolved into morning air, drawn back to their celestial prisons by forces beyond their control. And on the surface of the Sky Mirror, a child too small and too early floated alone, her constellation-marks already beginning to flicker and fade.

Master Celestine was the first to reach her, wading into the sacred lake without thought for protocol or reverence. She lifted the star child into her arms and felt the terrible fragility of her—like holding a butterfly made of light, so delicate that a harsh word might shatter her entirely.

"Welcome to a dying world, little one," she whispered, wrapping the child in her own star weaver’s cloak. "May you prove strong enough to save it."

Above them, a new constellation began to form in the brightening sky—but unlike all the others, this one was incomplete. The Bridge, as it would come to be known, stretched partway across the heavens before simply... stopping. A cosmic promise unfulfilled, hanging like a question in the morning air.

In the Constellation, Brother Matthias updated his charts with shaking hands. For the first time in recorded history, an eclipse child had been born incomplete, her constellation unfinished. What this meant for the future, no one could say.

But as Master Celestine carried Tala back to the observatory, the child's star-song grew stronger, more determined. And though the old woman couldn't understand the celestial language, she could feel its meaning in her bones:

I will find you. I will fix what is broken. I will light the way home.

The last eclipse song faded into dawn, but its echo would resonate through eighteen years of growing darkness, until the night when a young woman with stars in her veins would finally understand her purpose.

The Sky Mirror returned to ordinary water, reflecting only clouds and sky. But deep in its depths, something waited. Something patient and powerful and old as the first light that ever was.

The world would need that power soon.
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Chapter 1

The Girl Who Dreamed of Falling Stars
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Eighteen years after the last eclipse, Tala woke up to the sound of another star dying.

It was a sound most people couldn't hear crystalline chimes that shattered into silence, like a bell made of light breaking against the darkness. But Tala had been born with ears for celestial music, and each stellar death sang its way into her dreams with the mournful beauty of an ending.

She sat up in her narrow bed in the Constellation highest tower, pressing her palms against her temples as the sound faded. Through her small window, the pre-dawn sky looked back at her with eyes that grew dimmer each night. Where once the constellation of the Harvest Crown had dominated the eastern horizon, now only three stars remained of the original seven, hanging like lonely tears in the vast darkness.

"Another one," she whispered to the emptiness of her room.

The star-marks on her skin responded to her distress, the constellation pattern that traced from her left shoulder to her right wrist beginning to flicker and pulse. In the looking glass across the room, she could see herself clearly despite the darkness—her gift, or curse, was that she always shone just enough to see by. Her hair was the deep brown of earth touched by starlight, her skin held a luminescence that waxed and waned with her emotions, and her eyes... her eyes were the troubling dark blue of the void between stars.

She was eighteen years old and had never seen the sun and moon together in the sky. She was eighteen years old and felt the weight of a dying cosmos in her bones.

A soft knock at her door interrupted her melancholy. "Tala?" Master Celestine’s voice weathered but warm. "Child, are you awake?"

"Come in," Tala called, pulling her knees to her chest.

The door opened to reveal the elderly astronomer, candle in hand, her silver hair braided with fragments of star-glass that caught the light like tiny prisons for captured Starfire. At seventy-three, Master Celestine moved with careful deliberation of age, but her mind remained sharp as the finest telescope lens.

"You heard it too," she said, settling on the edge of Tala's bed with a soft grunt. "The Shepherd's Staff—its middle star."

Tala nodded, not trusting her voice. The Shepherd's Staff had been one of her favorite constellations as a child, and she'd made stories about the cosmic shepherd who guided lost souls’ home through the dark. Now that the shepherd was losing his way, his staff was breaking piece by piece.

"Tell me about the eclipse again," Tala said suddenly. "Tell me about my parents."

Master Celestine's expression grew soft and sad. Over the years, she has told this story a hundred times, but never quite the same way twice. Tonight, with the taste of stellar death still bitter in the air, she chose her words carefully.

"They loved each other with the force of gravity itself," she began. "Solarius and Lunara, the Sun and Moon, drawn together by a power older than time. For one night every thousand years, they were allowed to touch, to hold each other, to remember that they were more than distant lights in an empty sky."

"But something went wrong with my birth," Tala prompted, having heard this part many times but needing to hear it again.

"The timing was disrupted. We never learned why. Perhaps some cosmic catastrophe we couldn't perceive, perhaps something else entirely. You came too early, too small, before the eclipse reached its full power. And when the alignment failed, your parents were pulled back to their separate prisons."

"Prisons?" Tala had never heard them describe that way before.

Master Celestine looked uncomfortable, as if she'd revealed more than she intended. "Realms," she corrected. "Separate realms. Solarius rules the Domain of Eternal Day, where time burns in circles and memory turns to glass. Lunara holds dominion over the Tide of Dreams, where souls go to remember who they were before birth."

"But if they're rulers of their own realms, why can't they leave? Why can't they come to find me?"

The old woman's hands twisted in her lap. "Because, child, the balance was broken when you were born incomplete. The cosmic forces that once allowed them freedom now hold them bound. They cannot leave their domains until..."

"Until what?"

"Until the balance is restored. Until their daughter fulfills her purpose and completes the bridge between their worlds."

Tala's star-marks flared brighter, responding to the spike of fear and anticipation in her chest. "You're saying I have to save them."

"I'm saying," Master Celestine replied carefully, "that you are the only one who can. You are made of both their essences, both Sunfire and moon-silver. You are living proof that their love exists, the constellation that could light the way home for us all."

"But I don't know how!" The words burst out of Tala with more force than she intended. "I can barely keep my own light steady. Look at me, I flicker like a dying candle. How am I supposed to rescue divine beings when I can't even keep the stars in the sky from going out?"

Master Celestine reached out and took Tala's glowing hands in her wrinkled ones. "My dear child, do you know what we call the first light that ever existed? The light that came before stars, before galaxies, before time itself?"

Tala shook her head.

"The Uncertain Light. Because it didn't know what it was yet, or what it would become. It flickered and wavered and seemed ready to go out at any moment. But from that fragile, uncertain beginning came everything bright and beautiful in all the cosmos."

The words offered some comfort but doubt still gnawed at Tala's heart. She looked out her window again, counting the stars that remained. "Master Celestine, how long do you think we have? Before the last star dies?"

The old woman followed her gaze skyward. In the eastern sky, the first pale hint of dawn was beginning to show, and already the remaining stars were fading from view. "Brother Matthias calculates perhaps two years. Maybe three, if we're fortunate."

"And if I can't find my parents by then?"

"Then darkness will swallow the world, and with it, all memory of light."

They sat in silence for a long moment, watching the sky lighten and the stars retreated. Finally, Master Celestine rose to leave. "Rest, child. Tomorrow, you begin your final lessons in stellar navigation. If you're to find your way to the celestial realms, you'll need to learn to read the cosmic currents."

After the old woman left, Tala remained at her window, staring out at the dying sky. Somewhere beyond the veil of ordinary sight, her parents waited in their separate prisons. Somewhere in the cosmic dark, the solution to the world's dying magic flickered just out of reach.

She pressed her glowing hand against the windowpane and made a promise to the fading stars: "I will find you. I will bring you home. I will learn to be more than uncertain light."

But even as she spoke the words, another star chimed its death-song in the distance, and Tala shivered at the sound of time running out.
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Chapter 2

The Music of Dying Stars
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The next morning an unusual visitor brought to the Constellation.

Tala was in the observatory's main chamber, bent over star charts with Brother Matthias, when the sound of singing drifted up from the valley below. It wasn't human singing—at least, not entirely. The melody was too strange, too full of frequencies that made her bones resonate and her star-marks pulse in rhythm with the notes.

"Do you hear that?" she asked, looking up from the navigational calculations that had been giving her trouble all morning.

Brother Matthias tilted his head, his clouded eyes closing as he concentrated. "A young man," he said slowly. "Walking the old pilgrimage path. But he's... singing to the stars? In daylight?"

Tala abandoned her charts and hurried to the window. Below, winding up the steep path that led to their observatory, was a figure she'd never seen before. He appeared to be about her age, with dark hair and darker skin, dressed in the rough brown robes of a wandering musician. He carried a pack on his shoulders and a wooden flute in his hands, and every few steps he would stop, tilt his head as if listening to something only he could hear, then play a phrase of haunting melody.

But the most striking thing about him was the way he walked. His eyes were closed, and a thin white bandage covered them, yet he navigated the treacherous mountain path as surely as if he could see every stone.

"He's blind," Tala whispered.

"And yet he finds his way," Brother Matthias observed. "Perhaps there are different ways of seeing."

Curiosity getting the better of her, Tala left her charts and hurried down through the Constellation winding corridors. The ancient building was a maze of circular chambers and spiraling staircases, designed to mirror the movement of celestial bodies. By the time she reached the main entrance, the young musician was already standing before the great brass doors, his head tilted back as if studying the carved astronomical symbols that decorated the entrance arch.
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