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A story about how, one day, in the coldness of space, the warmest spark began to glow, and from it was born a boy whose hair shimmered with stars.

Prologue
The Star That Was Lonely
Long, long ago, when the universe was a little younger and the stars were a little hotter, in the farthest corner of a galaxy that no one had ever placed upon any map, there lived a small star.

She was not the brightest.
She was not the most beautiful.
But she was the loneliest.
For millions of years, she burned in the emptiness, sending her rays into the darkness. The rays traveled far, far away, touched cold planets, stroked indifferent stones, but never returned with warmth. No one answered her. No one knew that she existed.

— I am so tired of burning into nowhere, — whispered the star. — I want to have someone. Not a planet that simply circles nearby. Not a comet that flies past once every thousand years and forgets about me. But someone small, warm, alive. Someone who will look at me at night and know that I am theirs. Someone who will return to me, even if they fly far, far away.

She whispered this for thousands of years. And no one heard.

But one day — whether from long waiting or from the power of her desire — something trembled in the very heart of the star, in its hottest, most loving core.

There, where the temperature was higher than any human could imagine, where even time flowed differently, a spark was born.

It was tiny — smaller than a speck of dust, smaller than an atom. But there was so much light in it, so much life, so much desire to exist, that it did not go out like ordinary sparks do. It grew.

The star felt it. She gave the spark the very best she had: her warmth, her light, her endless love that no one needed.

— Fly, — whispered the star. — Fly and find those who need me. Become my eyes, my hands, my heart. I will shine for you along the way.

And one day the spark became so large that the star could no longer hold it.

— It is time, — said the star.

And exhaled.

Chapter 1. Birth Among the Stars

The spark flew out of the heart of the star and rushed through space. It looked like a small comet, but without a tail — simply a cluster of light full of life.

It traveled for a long time. Perhaps a year. Perhaps a hundred years. Time flows differently during such journeys. It passed enormous planets that looked at it with surprise. Past nebulae that tried to pull it into their colored embrace. Past black holes that whispered: “Come to us, here there is eternal peace.”

But the spark did not listen. It flew where the star had commanded it — toward a small unnoticed planet at the edge of the galaxy.

And when it finally approached, a miracle happened.
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The spark began to change. The light became denser, warmer, taking shape. From the shapeless glow, outlines began to appear — first a head, then shoulders, then arms and legs.

By the moment the spark touched the surface of the planet, it was already a boy.
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He lay on the soft, velvety moss that grew everywhere here and looked up at the sky. His hair was dark as the deepest night, but stars shimmered within that darkness. Not real stars, of course, but their reflections — tiny sparks of light that shimmered with every movement of his head.
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He was wearing a cloak — light, almost weightless, woven from stardust and moonlight. It shimmered with every color, but softly, dimly, as if it did not want to attract too much attention to itself.

The boy opened his eyes.

The first thing he saw was the sky. Black, endless, covered with stars. And among them — one, slightly brighter than the others, slightly warmer. It was looking directly at him.

— Hello, — he whispered, not even knowing whom he was speaking to.

The star blinked. Three times. Quickly-quickly. As if winking.

The boy smiled and sat up. Around him was a small planet — so small that he could see all of it at once. Three volcanoes — two taller, one smaller. Soft moss beneath his feet. And nothing else.

— It is empty here, — he said aloud. — But for some reason, it feels like home to me.

He stood up and took his first step. The moss sprang beneath his feet, smelled of freshness and something very ancient. The boy walked up to the smallest volcano and touched its stony side — it was warm.

— You are alive, — the boy said in surprise.

The volcano did not answer, but a small, almost invisible ring of smoke rose from its crater. As if it had sighed.

The boy laughed. And for the first time in the history of this planet, laughter sounded here — pure, ringing, like a little bell.

The star in the sky blinked once more. It was happy.

Chapter 2. The First Days on Asteroida

Thus began the life of the Star Boy on the planet that he would later call Asteroida.

He explored every corner of it. Climbed the volcanoes, jumped across the moss, watched the two moons rise and set. But most importantly — he learned to fly.

It turned out to be simple. All he had to do was wish it — and his feet lifted from the ground, his body became light, and he soared upward, straight toward the stars. His cloak streamed behind him, his hair shimmered, and the boy felt himself part of this enormous, endless cosmos.

He flew among the stars. Not quickly, not slowly — simply drifting, touching warm light with his hands, listening to them whisper. Every star sounded differently — one sang, another sighed, a third laughed quietly.

But to his own star, the one that had sent him, he returned every night. He sat on the tallest volcano and looked at it.

— Tell me something, — he asked.

And the star





Chapter 3. The One Who Was Waiting

























Chapter 4. The First Word























Chapter 5. The Star That Saw Everything















Epilogue

The One Who Will Always Wait
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