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The first rays of dawn burst through the window to shine directly upon her birth, illuminating hair the same red-gold as the rising sun. And so it was only natural that she was named after that which had blessed her: Aurelia. 

Augustus and Lorelei, King and Queen of Vernissia, planned the unveiling of their heiress to be held in one month's time. Invitations went out to the neighboring kingdoms, including the mystical realm of Lesenti, home of the seven muses. Custom decreed that all royal born receive blessings from the muses. 

The day before the grand event, the seven muses glided into the courtyard on their rainbow-hued pegasi. They were given a special wing of the guest manor. 

The next morning, servants overheard bickering from the muses' quarters. Anwen, Kala, and Enid debated over whose sphere of influence was most important. Gwynaeth distracted the sisters with her playfulness, but the question remained in their minds. 

At precisely the eighteenth hour, guests filed into the banquet hall. Tables lined the walls, filled with exotic fruits, succulent meats, shaped breads, and decadent desserts. 

A long table sat above the rest, with the king and queen seated at its center. Two round tables graced the floor directly below it. These three tables were covered in fine cloths and fresh flower centerpieces. Smaller tables were scattered throughout the hall. 

The hosting couple stood, and King Augustus raised his hands in greeting. Visiting royalty took their seats at the long table as they were introduced. The children of these visiting monarchs circled one of the round tables. 

King Augustus gestured toward the two empty thrones on his right. "These seats are reserved for the Sun God Bentos and the Moon Goddess Delwyn. May they continue to bless these allied lands of Tessagonia. Though they do not grace us with their presence today, I extend my appreciation to the attendance of their daughters, the Muses of Lesenti." 

The muses nodded and took their places at the remaining round table. The king clapped his hands and ordered the festivities to begin. Gwynaeth, Tesni, and Carys went to the buffet. The other four sisters remained at their table, preferring servers to bring their food. 

Meinir tipped her glass to her lips, wetting her mouth before addressing Anwen. "I overheard your argument this morning. Do you truly believe that beauty is greater than art?" 

Anwen plucked a pink dahlia the same shade as her dress from the centerpiece. "Beauty is a driving force in any world. One bases the first opinion on looks. The ugly, undeserving of life, cannot survive the ridicule of their peers. Beauty is most important for those royal-born," she said, gesturing with the flower toward the royal table, "as beauty breeds trust and worship. The common man cannot look up to those who rule if he cannot stand to look at them at all." 

Kala laughed. "You are besotted with yourself. Art is much greater than beauty, for art can create beauty where there is none, and reveal the flaws in that which is perceived to be perfect. Beauty eventually fades away, but art endures time. The only point I'll concede to Anwen is that both our spheres are better than Enid's. We make life worth living." 

Enid listened thoughtfully, running her fingers along the hem of her silver sleeve. Their food arrived and she nodded her thanks to the servers. "What of you, Meinir? Surely you can't agree that one of their influences is better than the rest of ours." 

The muse of elegance flipped back her long auburn curls. "They are right in that beauty and art enhance life, but those are not necessary for survival. The world is much safer for a person if she is not tripping over herself and klutzing into every object in sight." She arched an eyebrow at Anwen. "One cannot appreciate beauty if they are falling flat on their face." She looked up as a hand touched her shoulder. 

"One must have compassion for those with less elegance than thyself," Tesni admonished as she lowered herself into her chair with her own plate. "I cannot see how you argue thus. All of our spheres are equal." She nodded to Carys and Gwynaeth as they returned to the table. "What is a life devoid of happiness or love?" She looked pointedly at each of her sisters. "We are all equal in the eyes of Bentos and Delwyn. We were not asked to come here to bless a child as competing sisters, but as complementing muses. Now let us stop the arguing and enjoy this pleasant feast." 

Her sisters conceded and resumed their meal. Enid sawed a piece of venison. How can the spheres be equal, if without life then none else exists? I'll prove to them who has the greater influence, she thought. 

After the meal, everyone moved to the ballroom. King and queen stood in front of their thrones. An elaborate bassinet lined with silk rested on the dais before them. Lorelei received her daughter and presented her to the crowd. "A single year ago, I believed I could not bear a child. Thanks to the blessing of the Sun God himself, I introduce to you Princess Aurelia, my daughter, heiress to the throne of Vernissia." 

Applause filled the room. The queen kissed her daughter and laid her in the bassinet. 

The priest took her place. The holy man dipped his fingers in rose oil and pressed them to the babe's forehead, lips, and heart as he prayed to their gods. "We give thanks to Bentos for the gift of this child. He has marked her with his light. May Bentos watch over her during the day, and Delwyn keep her throughout the night." He rose, bowed to the royal couple, and departed. 

The king took his wife's hand, and they sat as one. A herald announced the proceedings of the evening. A harp ensemble would play, and between each dance a muse would come forth to bless the child. After the final muse gave her blessing, a song of farewell would play before the celebration came to an end. 

Tesni was the first to ascend the dais steps. She took a green ribbon and tied one end to the hood of the bassinet, the other end left dangling above the child. The baby swatted at the ribbon just out of reach. The muse smiled. "I, Tesni, daughter of Bentos and Delwyn, gift Aurelia of Vernissia with compassion. She shall lend understanding to those who come to her." With these words, she waved her hands above the princess, for a moment encompassing the cradle in a green light. After curtsying to the royal couple, Tesni returned to the dance floor and the music resumed. 

After Anwen gifted Aurelia with rosy beauty, Kala countered by blessing her with a passion for oil painting, to preserve that beauty around her. The night went on as Meinir and Gwynaeth gave their blessings of grace and optimism respectively. 

When Enid's turn came, she strode to the dais. Her own silver ribbon joined the other five, and she smirked at the baby's excitement. She wove her spell above the child, her voice carrying throughout the room. 

"I, Enid, daughter of Bentos and Delwyn, gift Aurelia of Vernissia with eighteen years of life. In her nineteenth year she shall die, poisoned by those very oil paints for which she has been gifted a passion." 

By the time King Augustus lurched forward in protest, the spell had been sealed with silver light. Queen Lorelei held back sobs with a trembling hand. 

Enid curtsied to the couple, a smug smile on her lips. As she turned to descend the steps, guards moved forward to stop her. 

The King signaled them to stop and addressed the muse. "I don't understand why you've cursed our only child. I dare not cause you harm, but this cannot go without consequence. You are never to enter the kingdom of Vernissia again. We would rather risk an early death than be cursed with the certainty of one. Be gone." 

Enid stopped once, in front of her shocked sisters. "I believe my point is proven. Life is the greatest sphere. If any of you had reversed your influence, the reaction would not be so severe. Good day, sisters." With those final words, she made her departure. 

No one moved. The musty smell of despair filled the room, and the only sound was the queen's muffled sobs. A happy giggle and wave came from the bassinet, the princess unaware of her fate. The room watched as Carys stepped forward and knelt before the royal parents. 

"I have not yet blessed the child. I have no way to reverse my sister’s curse. However, I do believe I can modify it to be less tragic." 

Tenderly, she tied her ruby red ribbon next to the silver one. "I, Carys, daughter of Bentos and Delwyn, gift Aurelia of Vernissia with the enduring power of love. Yes, she will be poisoned and enter the realm of the dead, but her body shall merely sleep. The gate will remain open for one to follow her into the spirit realm. True love can bring her back. But the way will remain open for only a short time. If she is not found, she shall die. Let love overcome death." 

Shoulders still drooped, so Gwynaeth came to join her sister on the dais. "All is not lost. The muse of love has given you hope this night. Do not let despair darken these eighteen years. Let them be filled with joy. Continue your celebration, for this beautiful princess before us deserves no less." 

The King nodded in agreement. "The muse of joy speaks wisdom. Let no one speak of the curse. Aurelia deserves a normal life, without undue burden or pity." 

Kala danced her fingers across her harp strings, and soon the rest of the ensemble picked up the tune. Smiles returned and steps grew lighter, and the curse slipped to the back of their minds. 
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