
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Isla of the Seven Trees 

Book One of the Balete Tree Realms

By JM Luna  
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Map of Isla Alitaptap:
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Sigil and Ribbon Guide  - The Seven Sigils of the Keeper’s Ribbon 
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Prologue

In the twilight of a dying shaman’s breath, a glass orb pulsed faintly in her chest. With her final whisper, it slid from between her ribs like smoke, coalescing into a round, translucent memory—the seed of the next guardian.

She cupped it gently, kissed its glow, and pressed it into the hands of the next chosen—her granddaughter, Jasmine.

“This is not a gift,” she said. “It is a calling.”

Jasmine was five years old. Her fingers barely closed around the orb before it vanished into her skin.

And the mark appeared.
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Chapter 1: Isla Alitaptap – Island of Fireflies
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Jasmine had always known the island breathed.

When the wind shifted, it didn’t just carry salt—it carried stories. The balete tree outside her window didn’t just bend with the breeze—it bent with memory. As if it remembered her Lola Pilar’s chants, her lullabies, her voice threading through the leaves.

As if it waited.

Her mother, Lira, never spoke of the tree. Never spoke of the mark. Not even when Jasmine’s wrist began to burn on the night of her eighteenth birthday.

But Jasmine knew.

She had grown up with Kael—fishing nets, cliff trails, and whispered secrets under the banana leaves. They had been nearly inseparable as children, until his family moved to the far side of the island. In the past few years, he’d changed. Quieter. The kind of quiet that listened to the trees and remembered too much.

Kael had always felt more like the forest than the sea. Jasmine used to tease that he had vines instead of veins.

Now set in Isla Alitaptap – Island of Fireflies, Jasmine arrived just after sunset.

The ferry rocked gently against the dock, its wood groaning like an old storyteller. The air was thick—salt, ginger, and the slow curl of distant woodsmoke. Isla Alitaptap stood before her: not just an island, but a breath held in memory. A place of hilot and hidden springs, where trees whispered in light and darkness alike.

She rode a tricycle past narrow roads veined with moss, bamboo groves, and shrines draped in sampaguita. Fireflies flickered like scattered stars. Jasmine pressed her hand against the window as they passed a wide curve in the forest.

That’s when she saw it.

The Balete tree.

Its roots spilled across the earth like a spell mid-chant—twisted, waiting, watching. Ancient. Alive. Breathing not air, but memory.



The house sat nearby, tucked behind flowering guava trees. Nipa hut. Tin roof. The familiar altar near the door glowed with candles and jasmine oil. Her mother opened the door before she could knock.

“Jasmine.”

A whisper wrapped in grief.

“You came home.”

“I had to.” Jasmine’s throat ached. “Lola...”

Her mother only nodded and stepped aside. “She left you something.”

From a cloth bundle by the altar, she unfolded a red ribbon. Worn but carefully knotted.

Jasmine stared. “That’s—Lola tied that in my braid when I was a kid. I lost it at the beach.”

Her mother replied softly, “It came back. This morning. Tied to the Balete tree.”

The island held its breath.



The Tree That Watches

That night, Jasmine couldn’t sleep.

She followed the old path—the Rootwalk, her Lola used to call it. The moon hung low over Isla Alitaptap, its light gilding banana leaves and glowing in the puddles.

The Balete tree waited.

Its roots wrapped around a shallow spring that shimmered like liquid moonlight. Fireflies hovered above it. Some claimed the tree whispered to spirits. Others believed it was a bantay—a living guardian.

Jasmine approached with the red ribbon tied to her wrist.

She touched the bark.

The tree exhaled.

A heartbeat—alien and ancient—answered from deep beneath the roots. Glyphs shimmered in the earth like fireflies trapped in stone.

Then, from the tree’s heart, something stirred.

A doorway of woven light unfurled—gold, glowing, alive with drifting sigils like forgotten prayers. Vines curled around its edge like script in a forgotten tongue.

Jasmine stepped back, heart pounding.

The wind whispered—a voice old as soil:

“One door opens. The Keeper is chosen.”
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Chapter 2: Shadows and Sigils
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Color  Realm Sigil Symbol Represents

Gold Song & Light Spiral of notes and wind Voice, ancestral song
Violet  Shadow & Regret  Smoke spiral with a single eye Griet, hidden memory
Blue Sea&Llonging  Tidespiral witha pearl at the center Identity, return
Green  VerdantGrowth Leafspiral coiled with roots Desire, renewal
Sitver  Dream & Fate Open spiral with unseen center  Choice, divergence
Red Flame & Sacrifice :l’rvx":'i" e, At and, f:::f’:r’mmn
White  Ancestral Memory  Spiral surrounded by sevenstars  Legacy, protection
[Unmarked] Forgotten Realm  — Jasmine's true name

‘The ribbon evolves with each realm. Its not a static item—it breathes, binds, and remembers
alongside Jasmine.
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Punong Alon
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[Unnamed
Root]

Realm Name

Kantat Diwa
Lilim Anino
Aot Diwa
Luntian’t Gubat
Yungibng
Silona ng dzey

The Forgotten
Realm

Location Description
Behind Jasmine’s childhood home, where
wind sings at dawn

Atthe misty quarty's edge near a collapsed
shrine

Northern cliffside cove, visible only at low
tide

Deep jungle past twin banana stones where
birds go quist

Hidden cave behind the Veiled Falls

Burnt clearing past the lightning tree, ground.
always warm

Location unknown—will reveal itself only.
when Jasmine is ready

Element
Song/
Memory
Shadow /
Regret

Sea / Longing

Growth /
Desire.

Dream / Fate

Fire /
Sacrifice
Truth /

Identity





