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    To every soul who has ever looked at the night skyand felt that it was speaking to them.
To those who remember the light before the first dawn —may these pages remind you that you have never been aloneamong the stars.
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PROLOGUE – MEETING

It was night. Silence everywhere, so deep that you could only hear your own breath. The stars in the sky shone brighter than ever before – and then something moved between them. It wasn't a star. It was a light that moved, grew and fell until it stopped right above you.

Your heart has tightened. What is it? Fear ran over your skin like icy water. You took a step back, ready to run away – and yet you couldn't take your eyes off.  The breath quickened, then slowed down. The air seemed denser, warmer. It's as if the universe itself breathes with you – an exhalation of darkness, a breath of silence. At that moment, something broke inside you. The fear disappeared, not because the unknown disappeared, but because you felt that the unknown did not threaten you. He just watches you, calm, patient, close.

The light descended lower and a figure emerged from its center. Tall, slender, surrounded by a soft glow that sparkled like silver rain. His eyes were deep, radiant, and yet humanly close.

It was foreign—and yet something whispered inside you that you knew it.

"Don't worry," came a voice that she didn't hear in her ears, but right in her heart. He had warmth, peace, melody in him. Your fear slowly receded, like the sea receding from the shore.

"Why me?" you breathed, not believing that you were asking.

The creature smiled. "Because we called you a long time ago. And you heard, even though you didn't realize it. There is a memory in you that you have carried through many lifetimes. You are to be the one to hear the story of the stars again – and preserve it."

A light gleamed in his eyes that was not of this world.

"You are not chosen by chance. Your lineage, your heart, your courage – all this led us to you. We have been watching you for a long time, guided you by dreams and signs. And today the time has come."

He held out his palm. It lit up and an image opened up around you – a pulsating ball of energy that spread out into the form of a planet.

"Look," he said, and an image of a planet opened up in the air—a world of two suns, mountains of crystal, and oceans shimmering like liquid sapphire.

"This is Lyra, our ancient home."

The Pleiadian bowed his head and continued, "But before I tell you about Lyra, you must hear what came before her. Remember: it all started at the Source. At the first light that breathed the breath of the universe..."

The world around you has changed. The stars in his eyes lit up even brighter, and you knew that a narrative was about to begin, which would change everything you had ever thought about time and yourself.
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CHAPTER 1 – THE BEGINNING
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Source and Primordial Breath

The silence around you turned into emptiness. The stars were gone, the sky was dim—and yet you felt like you were looking at something bigger than the entire constellation. The Pleiadian's palm floated in the air, the light pulsating and vibrating like a heart.

"The Source," he began, "is not the being that people imagine him to be. He is not a king on the throne or a strict judge. The source is the ocean. No banks, no bottom. It is a consciousness that is everything – both you and me."

The space around you has tightened, as if you were surrounded only by darkness, blacker than night. And in that emptiness appeared the first spark. Not the light of a lamp – rather the feeling that everything that exists suddenly shone inside.

"That's the initial spark," he explained. "The moment when the Source longed to know itself."

The spark spread. One point became breath. A wave that spread in all directions. It was like suddenly hearing a tone that carries through an endless hall.

"Exhale the source," he said. "First breath. Time, space and movement were born in it. Everything you know, even what is yet to come, took a breath in that moment."

Suddenly, galaxies were forming around you. Stars were born and faded, entire universes stretched out before your eyes. You saw billions of years in a single moment and felt your own heart beating in the same rhythm as the light that was spreading.

"Every exhalation is a universe," the Pleiadian continued. "Every breath pulls him back one day. This is the rhythm of eternity – the breath in which everything is born and disappears."

He brought his hand closer, and the spark in his palm split into many rays. Each was heading in a different direction, but all of them were based on a single center.

"This is how dimensions were created," he explained. "Each of them is a layer of reality – like tones in a single song. Some are dense and heavy, others are as light as breath. Together, they form a symphony in which life is born."

The world around has changed. It was no longer just a wave of light spreading through the void. You saw the layers of dimensions stacking on top of each other like translucent curtains. Each had a different color, a different tone. One vibrated as deeply as the rumble of a drum, another sang as high and clear as a glass pipe.

"These are dimensions," the Pleiadian explained. "The first tones of creation. The source exhaled the song, and from it emerged the layers of reality. In some, the mass is dense and heavy. In others, it is so light that it cannot be grasped. Each layer has its own beings, its own laws and its mission."

The picture came closer. In one of the layers you saw glowing shapes. They were beings—not bodies, rather streams of light that spanned like bridges.

"We call them Architects of Light," he said. "They were the first to wake up in consciousness. The instruments of the Source that began to weave the fabric of the universe. They shaped the energy streams into the geometries you know as stars and galaxies."

You saw how beings drew shapes with light – spirals, circles, polyhedrons, which immediately turned into star clusters. Every movement of them was a tone, and every tone became matter.

"But the light alone was not enough," he continued. "There was a need for pram. A substrate on which light can paint. And so the ether was born."  And "Ether is the memory of the universe," the Pleiadian explained. "Every tone, every image, every breath is stored in it. Architects carved the paths of stars, the paths of dimensions and the seeds of future worlds. And because the ether is alive, it reacted – it responded to their will."

You saw how the streams of the ether created stellar nebulae, how they rippled and turned into the first planets – balls of energy that were just learning to be worlds.

The Pleiadian's voice fell still, almost reverently: "The ether is sacred. It is a network that connects all living things. That is why wars broke out over it once. That is why many wanted to control it. But at that time it was still clean – new, untouched."

The ether around began to settle into shapes. You saw the currents twist and form vortices – spirals that became the sun. Every whirlpool was like a heart that was beating." This is how stars are born," he explained. "The ether withdraws into itself, ignites, and its breath becomes a flame that can give life. Each star is a focal point, a gateway between dimensions."

Hundreds of suns spread out above you. Some were alone, others in pairs or triplets. Their light mixed to create a kaleidoscope of colors.

Then you found yourself in a different depth. Planets began to form from stellar foci. Not stones like the ones you know, but shining balls, covered in flowing energy. Some were liquid, others crystalline, others completely transparent.

"Every world," the Pleiadian continued, "has its own melody. Its tone determines what kind of life can be born on it. The architects of the light tuned these tones like musicians – to make them in harmony with the song of the dimension."

You saw how one world resounded in a low, deep tone, and its surface solidified into rock. Another sang in a high tone, and his surface turned into an ocean of light. Another vibrated like a chorus of voices, and shining trees sprouted from its surface.

"But it wasn't enough for the source to create worlds alone," the Pleiadian said gently. "He longed to feel himself through beings. And so the first seeds of life began to germinate in the ether."

Tiny sparks appeared in front of you – like plankton in water, only composed of light. They glittered, merged and changed. Some took the shape of wings, others tentacles, others were just streams of energy.

"Those were the First Bearers," he explained. "Simple beings who carried the tone of their world. They weren't human yet, they weren't even creatures like you know. They were singing sparks – ghosts of stars."

You saw the sparks gathering around one light. When there were enough of them, the world lit up even brighter – as if welcoming them home.

"Every world has a soul," said the Pleiadian. "And every life is her breath."

Sparks of light danced in the ether like fireworks. Each was different, and yet they all sang the same song. They rippled, merged into streams, and disintegrated back to re-emerge.

"The source gave them freedom," said the Pleiadian. "Every spark could try what it could do. Some wanted to unite – and formed larger units. Others remained independent and sought their own way. Thus began the first dance of consciousness." Shapes appeared in front of you. From the streams of sparks, beings were born that resembled creatures – not material, but composed of pure energy. Some had wings, others tentacles, others were just streams that vibrated.

"They were not bodies," he continued, "but the first types of bodies. Tests of what consciousness can create when it reflects itself. Some were ephemeral, others lasted for ages. This is how the archetypes of life were created."

When these currents began to learn, they discovered their first abilities," the Pleiadian continued in a calm voice. "They found out that they can influence the ether around them. That they can create shapes, lights, sounds. Thus was born the first magic—not magic, but the natural manifestation of consciousness."

You saw how beings stretched out their light hands and in the ether crystals, flowers, whole images were formed from their touch. It was a game – but it was also a school.

"Every act of theirs was imprinted on the air," the Pleiadian explained. "And the ether remembered it. This is how the first memory of the universe was created. Every game, every gesture became an experience. And that experience was available to others who came after them." The sparks turned into more complex beings. They were no longer just streams of light. They began to have shapes that resembled human, animal and completely unknown silhouettes.

"That was the first mirroring," he said. "Consciousness began to understand itself. And thus the path to higher beings was born.

The beings from the sparks stopped moving chaotically. They began to gather. Where their light touched, patterns were created – circles, spirals, whole networks.

"When consciousness discovers that there is more than one," the Pleiadian explained, "it begins to seek harmony. These beings felt that together they could create greater works than isolated sparks."

An image opened up in front of you: a huge network of light bridges that connected beings together. It looked like a city, but without walls, without buildings – just streams of energy that crisscrossed and connected.

"These were the first civilizations of consciousness," he said. "We call them Tone Councils. They were not material, but existed as a community of song and light. Their 'homes' were the melodies they created. And they felt safe in them."

The beings tuned like musical instruments. Some formed a deep basic tone, others added subtle melodies, others formed rhythm. The whole net sang, and the light poured over like the current of a river.

"But in order to grow," the Pleiadian continued, "they had to learn order. Not to limit themselves, but to be able to harmonize their forces. The first rules began to emerge – songs that determined how to create together so that their work would not collapse."

You saw the web turn into circular shapes. Some beings became "tone holders" – their task was to maintain harmony so that the whole did not lose its balance. These were the first signs of leadership – not of the government, but of the service of the whole.

"That was the first understanding of unity," he explained. "That everyone is different, and yet they belong to the whole. That one voice can make a song, but a choir can create a symphony that the Source himself can hear."

Their voice awakened other currents. New stars, new worlds, new forms of life were created. Everything was interconnected – as if the universe were the only living organism and its cells.

For a long time, the rows of tones sang in perfect harmony. Each stream of consciousness knew its place, each being felt that it was part of the whole. But time—a new concept that began to emerge with the first breath—brought about a change.

Some beings began to try other tones. Not because they wanted to do harm, but because they felt a desire for difference. Their voice sounded different from the harmony of the whole. At first, it was just a decoration, a small extra chord. But soon the difference became so strong that it could not be overlooked.

"Thus the first imbalance was created," said the Pleiadian. "It was not a betrayal. It was a test. The Source wanted to know himself not only in unity, but also in diversity."

You saw how the web of light split. One group of beings wanted to maintain perfect harmony, the other wanted to try new paths. Some feared that difference would break unity. Others believed that it was through her that consciousness would evolve.

The first disharmonies appeared between the streams of light – tones that did not harmonize. They weren't bad, but they were sharp, protruding. The whole network trembled.

"That was the moment when the choice was born," Pleiadian explained. "For the first time, beings realized that they do not have to follow the whole. That they can go their own way. That freedom is both a gift and a burden."

Beings who were looking for new paths began to create their own patterns. Their nets were different – sharper, faster, full of new shapes. There was both courage and risk in them. And the ether answered. He created new worlds, different from those that were created in pure harmony.

"This is how the first differences between civilizations of consciousness arose," he said. "Some remained faithful to the unity of tones, others took the path of experimentation. Neither side was bad – both were creative. But it was never one song again. It was a symphony of different voices."

The ether shone. Beings who have taken a new path have found that their shapes are beginning to change. Some became solider, denser, as if preparing to enter the dimensions of matter.

"And thus began the next chapter of creation," added the Pleiadian. "Consciousness wanted to anchor itself. From mere light it wanted to become flesh. And there, in that desire, the first ones were born, whom we can call the ancestors of beings."

The ether rippled like living water. From streams of light, which were once only sparks and melodies, began 

give birth to denser shapes. It was no longer just streams of energy – contours began to appear.

"Consciousness longed to experience itself differently," said the Pleiadian. "The light was no longer enough. It wanted to feel the touch, the weight, it wanted to know what it means to be bound in space. And that's how the protobodies were formed."

A being was born in front of you, whose body was transparent as crystal, yet solid. Inside it, light flowed through it, giving it strength. Her footsteps left imprints in the air—patterns that slowly dissolved.

Another being had wings of light, but its core was dense, heavier than the ether around. With each movement, she emitted a deep tone that vibrated through the entire dimension.

"Each protobody was an experiment," he explained. "Some were too fragile, others too heavy. Some lasted only a short time, others lasted for ages. But every experience was imprinted on the memory of the ether – and that memory became the basis for further creation."

The beings learned to move in new shapes. For the first time, they felt resistance, weight, boundaries. Some were fascinated by it – others were terrified.

"And then came the moment when they realized that they were no longer just light," the Pleiadian continued. "That they have a shape, that they can influence something physically. It was like a child's first step – uncertain, but full of courage."

Some beings began to touch their surroundings. They built crystal shapes, shifted the streams of ether. For the first time, they learned what it means to create solid structures. It was both joy and responsibility – because every action had consequences.

"And it was then that the first joy and the first pain were born," the Pleiadian's voice sounded like an echo. "Because where there is matter, injuries can also come. The beings recognized that their shapes could be disturbed, broken. And with that came a new experience: fear."

You saw one being stumble and its crystalline body shattered into streams of light that dissolved back into the ether. The others stopped, an echo of horror appearing in their glow. It was the first time that consciousness experienced the finiteness of form.

"But that was a lesson, too," said the Pleiadian quietly. "From the knowledge of finitude is born respect for life."

Ether remembered every attempt. Every protobody that has decayed, and every one that has endured. He himself learned along with the beings. He became more flexible, responding better to their creative power.

"Thus began the evolution of the races," the Pleiadian explained. "The basic currents of consciousness began to form more stable forms. These were no longer just short-term experiments. These were the lines

who could continue, learn and pass on their experience."

Whole groups of beings have emerged in front of you. Some have retained transparent crystalline shapes, others have chosen denser, almost massive bodies. Some remained light and bright, as if they were still just from music.

"Each group was looking for its own way," he continued. "Some longed for lightness, others for strength. Some for beauty, others for durability. This is how the first differences came into being – what we will one day call species."

You saw beings with wings of light that floated without touching the earth. Others had legs like columns, solid, resembling stone statues. Others were graceful, slender, with eyes like stargates. Each group had a different melody – and their community began to have its own character.

"With different bodies came different experiences," explained the Pleiadian. "Some beings discovered the joy of strength, others the joy of flight. Some learned to tune their inner tones, others practiced endurance. Each experience was a gift – but it also meant that new differences arose between them."

One group of beings began to form solid communities. Their power allowed them to build the first structures in the ether – bridges, temples, entire cities of light and crystals. Another group, on the other hand, lived freely, without fixed shapes, their communities were like a flowing river, never the same, always in motion.

"That was the beginning of cultures," he said. "Each race had its own values. Some respected stability and order, others freedom and movement. And yet they all knew that they came from the same breath of the Source."

The ether shone even brighter. The races communicated with each other, shared their experiences. It was a time of abundance and discovery. But even at that time, differences were born that would one day grow into tension.

As the races grew, their needs changed. It was no longer just individual beings learning movement and shape. They began to form the first communities with more complex rules.

"Civilization," said the Pleiadian, "is when beings begin to think not only of themselves, but also of those who will come after them. When they start creating not only for the present, but also for the future."

Images of entire cities spread out in front of you. Some were built of crystals that shone from the inside as if they had their own sun. Others took the form of floating islands that moved according to the rhythm of the singing of their inhabitants. Another was a tangle of bridges and streams of energy that spilled over and changed on their own as the mood of their creators changed.

"And with civilizations came culture," he continued. "Art, music, stories. The beings wanted to record their experience. They began to form signs that were more than just melodies – they were the first symbols. And so the scriptures were born."

You saw how beings write shapes into the ether – circles, spirals, crystal patterns. Each sign vibrated, emitted a tone. They were not letters as you know them, but rather melodies in a picture.

"But along with culture came the desire for recognition," added Pleiaďan. "Some races wanted their singing to sound louder than others. They longed to be heard more than the whole was heard. And at that moment, the rivalry was born."

A picture of two cities lit up in front of you. One wanted to lead, the other did not want to submit. Their melodies began to clash – it was no longer harmony, but a competition to see which voice would prevail.

"That was the beginning of the conflicts," said the Pleiadian seriously. "Not wars, not yet. But competition, the desire to surpass others. And from this desire many falls will be born later."

The ether trembled. Melodies were heard all around – beautiful, but also sharp. It was a time of great creation, but also of the first shadows.

The images of the first cities have changed. It was no longer just streams of light controlled by singing. Beings appeared who stood in the middle and led the others.

"Thus came the first leaders," said the Pleiadian. "Not rulers as you know them on Earth, but tone holders. Their task was to maintain harmony, to make sure that the melody did not fall apart. But here too the test began – because whoever holds the tone can also use it to control it."

You saw beings who were higher, their light brighter. They were surrounded by circles of their comrades who listened to them. The first tools appeared in their hands – crystals, tuned to specific vibrations.

"These were the first instruments of power," explained the Pleiadian. "Crystals that were able to amplify the voice, affect the ether on a larger scale. Initially, they were only used for protection – to keep cities safe. But soon another desire appeared: that some could prevail over others."

"They were able not only to create crystals, but also to decompose," he continued. "They were the first weapons, although they were not called that at the time. One tone could heal, another could break the structure. It was a force that could help – and destroy."

A picture of two groups of beings that used crystalline vibrations against each other lit up in front of you. A stream of light hit the bridge from the glow – and it shattered into a thousand shards. It was the first destruction caused consciously.

"And with them came fear," said the Pleiadian quietly. "Until then, beings knew only the joy of creation and the sadness of finitude. But now they have recognized that someone else can hurt them. That their world can be destroyed not by accident, but by intention."

The ether network shook. Harmonic tones were mixed with sharp screams. Races that had previously lived in peace began to build defenses. Their cities were given shields of vibrations, their leaders formed councils to decide about the safety of the whole.

"That was the first council of leaders," added the Pleiadian. "A place where the future of entire races was discussed. And yet – the first shadow of power has already been sown in their hearts."

Images of cities made of light and crystals alternated faster in front of you. You saw how some joined, others turned away. The stream of ether, once uniform, began to divide into streams and flowing rivers.

"It was clear," the Pleiadian explained, "that no race could sustain its world alone. That is why the first alliances began to form. Cities that previously competed have found that they can face threats together. And so the first alliances were formed."

You saw the two cities of light connecting their bridges and their leaders joining the crystals into a single tone. Their vibrations aligned to form a shield that surrounded both worlds.

"But along with the alliances came the first betrayals," he added quietly. "Because where power is shared, there is always someone who wants to have it all."

The picture has changed. The city, which had sworn allegiance, suddenly turned against the Allies. His crystals sent a sharp beam that hit the Temple of the Allies. The glow has crumbled, and with it the trust.

It was the first lesson in the fragility of alliances," said the Pleiadian. "Consciousness has learned that freedom also carries risk. That not every note that sounds sweet is really pure."

The ether turned darker. Where it used to shine silver and purple, red and black tones appeared. It was an echo of broken promises, lost trust.

"And it was at that time that an idea was born that would change the entire universe," the Pleiadian continued. "The desire to dominate the ether. Not just to use it to create, but to own it, to hold it as a weapon."

In front of you, the figure of a being has formed, holding a crystal darker than the others in its hands. Waves came out of it, trying to absorb the light around. It was the first attempt to subordinate the ether to one's own will instead of being listened to.

"That was the moment when the journey to the shadows began," said the Pleiadian. "And from that moment on, the universe was no longer just a place of creation – it became a place of struggle."

The ether, once clear and pure, began to be tense. Where beings used it in harmony, it flowed freely. But where it has become an object of desire and struggle, it has thickened.

"Every thought, every action," the Pleiadian explained, "leaves a mark on the air. And when the trail is clear, the ether sings. But when it is driven by the desire to possess and control, its tone breaks."

You saw some of the crystals emitting sharp, dark vibrations. The light that emanated from them was not bright and bright – it was heavy, suffocating. It flowed more slowly, sticking instead of flowing.

"Thus was born dark matter," said the Pleiadian seriously. "Ether that was corrupted by disharmony. It was a force as powerful as light, but heavy, overwhelming. And many have found that they can use it as a weapon."

Beings appeared, whose forms were surrounded by dark currents. Their eyes glowed red, their wings heavy, as if they were composed of smoke and iron. As they spread their arms, the dark matter rose like a wave and engulfed the bridges of light.

It was too much that many were afraid of," he continued. "But it was the fear of her that gave her strength. The more beings believed that she was invincible, the harder she became."

On the other hand, however, other races were looking for a way to counter it. They created crystals of pure light, tuned to high vibrations. They were able to dispel the darkness, like singing breaking through the fog.

"This is how the first real battles of light and shadow arose," said the Pleiadian. "It was a clash of vibrations – some sang in purity, others in disharmony. And the ether shook in every fight they fought."

The image before you turned into a war that was not fought with swords, but with song. Bridges crumbled, worlds shook, streams of ether broke like glass.

"And yet," he added quietly, "it was part of learning. The source was also recognized through shadows. Because only when light meets darkness can it understand its own power."

The ether roared like a stormy sea. Waves of light and darkness collided and collided with each other until entire dimensions shook. Beings that once only created now stood against each other. It was no longer a play of tones – it was a battle for the very essence of existence.

LIGHT AND SHADOWThe first image you saw was a shining circle of beings. Their light was clear, bright, in tune in high tones. Each held a crystal that pulsated in the same harmony.

"Those were the Guardians of the Ether," he explained. "Their mission was to protect the original purity, to maintain the memory of creation. They became the first warriors of light."

Next to them, another circle appeared. Their shapes were stronger, denser, reminiscent of armor. Their tones were deep, rumbling, resonating through the heart of every world they touched.

"Those were the Warriors of the Order," he continued. "Not only guards, but defenders. They were ready to confront the darkness with strength, not just harmony. They were the first to create solid structures – lines of defense that separated light from shadow."

Then the space went dark. In the middle stood beings whose shapes were shrouded in red and black radiation. Their crystals did not emit, but absorbed the light around them. Their voice was not a singing, but a command.

"And they were the Lords of Darkness," said the Pleiadian. "Not only did they accept dark matter – they took control of it. They decided that instead of harmony, they wanted to have a government. And their goal was to subordinate the ether to their desires.

"Every order had its own truth," the Pleiadian continued. "But once they split, the road to conflict was inevitable. The guards wanted to keep their memory clear. Warriors protected the worlds. And the Lords of Darkness wanted to submit everyone to their will. And so began the wars that shaped the future of stars."

It was a time of heroism and betrayal. Some Guardians fell while trying to protect the Aether. Some Warriors succumbed to the temptation of darkness and became Lords. And others who tried to combine the two paths were rejected by both sides.

"Everything that comes after—all the great battles, the falls, and the birth of civilizations—has its origin here," said the Pleiadian. "In the first clash of orders. At the moment when consciousness first stood against each other."

The space around you darkened, as if the whole dimension had held its breath. The Pleiadian's hand trembled slightly, and an image flared up in his palm – the first great clash.

On one side stood the circle of the Guardians of the Ether. Their light rose upwards like singing, high tones interwoven the ether with a delicate web of harmony. Their crystals shone like stars, and each of them carried the memory of creation.

Next to them stood the Warriors of the Order. Their figures were more massive, their light had a fixed rhythm, like the beats of a drum. Their crystals emitted a deep tone that shook the foundations of dimensions, and their footsteps resonated like a storm.

And opposite them – the Lords of Darkness. Their circle was shrouded in shadow, red and black crystals in their hands. They did not make a tone, but absorbed the singing of others. Where they stood, the light went out.

"That was the first battle of light and shadow," said the Pleiadian quietly. "It wasn't like your wars – there were no swords or bullets. They were clashes of vibrations, where every note could create or destroy."

When their forces collided, the dimension trembled. The high singing of the Guardians collided with the deep tone of the Warriors, the two streams merging into a powerful symphony. But a wave of darkness rose against them – silent, suffocating, consuming.

The bridge of light between the cities shook. One Guardian has fallen, his light swallowed up by a red torrent. Its crystal became an empty stone that fell into the ether like a dead star.

"That was the first fall," the Pleiadian bowed his head. "The first being to lose its tone. His memory was erased from the ether. And that's what scared everyone – because until then, no one believed that light could disappear."

The warriors rushed forward. Their footsteps rumbled like thunder, their crystals glowing and sent streams of blue light that tore apart part of the shadow. But the Lords of Darkness surrounded them on all sides.

"The battle lasted for ages," the Pleiadian explained. "It was a war of tones and vibrations, where entire worlds were born and disappeared with a single gesture. And yet – no one won. The light could not completely destroy the darkness, and the darkness could not extinguish the light."

"And therefore," added the Pleiadian, "from that moment on, light and shadow coexist. One cannot do without the other. Each breath of the Source gives birth to both purity and its echo. And that's how it will always be."

The battle was over, but the ether remained torn. Where light and shadow collided, scars remained—empty spaces where energy did not flow, where space was hollow and cold. These were the first emptiness, the seeds of dark zones.

"No one has won," said the Pleiadian, "but all have suffered. And so an agreement came – not peace, rather a truce. The beings who accepted the darkness were banished to the deeper layers of the dimensions. Where the ether was denser, heavier, where the light did not penetrate so easily."

You saw the currents of beings pulling down. Their shapes wavered, shrouded in red and black glows. There, in the depths, they found their new homes – the worlds that bore their imprint. They were dark, cold, heavy, and yet alive.

"It was an exile, but it was also a gift," the Pleiadian continued. "Because those worlds also had their place. The source wanted there to be a balance. So that even the shadow has space to experience."

On the opposite side of the dimensions, the Guardians and the Warriors have settled. Their worlds were bright, bright, closer to the primordial breath. They were realms of light where melodies sounded pure and clear.

And so the universe split," he explained. "It wasn't one kingdom, it was two mirrors. Each had its own truth, its own path. And between them – the emptiness that separated them. This emptiness will later become a place of portals, gateways between worlds."

Images of beings who wandered through this emptiness opened up before you. Some were looking for a way back to the light, others to the shadows. Some were lost forever, their tone dissolved into nothingness.

"That was the first exile," said the Pleiadian. "And at the same time, the first step towards the division of the races you know today. Because from these orders – the Guardians, the Warriors and the Lords of Darkness – entire civilizations will later be born: the Pleiadians, the Lyrians, the Arcturians, the Orions, the Draconians, and others."

From both dark and light dimensions, new lines of beings began to be born. They were no longer just orders united by a single mission. They were all 

nations that built their worlds, their laws and 

your memory.

"Thus began the era of stellar civilizations," he said 

Pleiadian. "Each order laid the foundation for a new 

species. And each species evolved according to what kind of 

he carried the tone."

The descendants of the Guardians of the Ether showed up first. Their 

The worlds shone like jewels. 

They were the Lyrians – tall, radiant, with shapes 

similar to men, but more noble, 

more beautiful. Their cities glittered like 

crystals, their voices sounded like music.

"The lyrians carried the memory of the first canto," 

Explained. "They were the closest to the original harmony. 

Their strength was in wisdom and beauty. They were the first 

a great civilization that spread throughout the 

stars."

Then the Warriors of the Order appeared. Their descendants were called Arcturians. Their worlds were solid, 

stable, their technology was based on rhythm and geometry. Their ships were like moving 

fortresses, their weapons vibrated with force 

deep tones.

"The Arcturians were the guardians of balance," he continued. "Firm, determined, always ready to protect. 

Their hearts were brave, but their steps were sometimes difficult. That is why many considered them warriors, even though they called themselves builders."

And finally, the descendants of the Lords of Darkness appeared. From their depths arose the Draconians and Orions. 

Their worlds were dark, their shapes often 

associated with firmness, with courage and with cruelty. 

Some had wings like a shadow, others scales like 

Living armor.

"The Draconians were masters of power," said the Pleiadian. 

"They longed to rule. Their goal was to dominate 

ether, to submit it to their will. The Orions were theirs 

Allies and rivals – a civilization that has learned to use darkness with cold logic. They were shadow strategists."

The civilizations that were born spread among the stars. Their worlds were distant, but the ether connected them. They were aware of each other – and with consciousness came the first relationships.

"In the beginning, it was a time of great meetings," said the Pleiadian. "Lyrians, Arcturians, Orionites, 

Draconians – everyone began to realize that they were not alone. They discovered a trade, an exchange 

experience, sharing tones."

You have seen great gatherings of beings. The lyrians passed on their songs of beauty and wisdom, 

The Arcturians showed geometric structures and technologies, the Orionites offered their knowledge 

logic and control. Even the Draconians brought power and protection in exchange for influence.

"But soon the competition came," the Pleiadian continued. "Who will lead the others? Who will determine how the song of the universe should sound? And where there is competition, there is only one step towards war."

The first clashes were minor. Cities quarreled over the boundaries of their influence, ships met on 

boundaries of star systems. But with each 

Mistrust grew through the conflict.

"And then came the first war," said the Pleiadian. His 

The voice trembled, as if it carried an echo of the old 

aches. "It began innocently – with a dispute over the ancient 

crystal, fragment of the first ether. The lyrians 

the Orionites wanted to study it, 

The Draconians wanted to take control of it."

The image turned into a battle. Ships cruising 

Void. The Lyřany boats were elegant, full of light, reminiscent of shining swans. The Arcturian ones were solid, massive, like flying fortresses. The Orions had sharp, cool shapes for their machines. And the Draconian ships were dark, with wings like metal and shadow.

"Thus began the Star Wars," the Pleiadian continued. "For the first time, the blood of the stars flowed – not the ether, not the melody, but the real losses. Families were divided, worlds were on fire. And yet – no one won those wars either. Because light and shadow are part of the same breath."

The Pleiadian fell silent. His gaze reflected a distance that cannot be expressed in words. He just sat for a moment, the light in his hands pulsing silently – like a memory that doesn't want to be lost. There was silence in the space between you, so deep that you could hear the universe breathing. The sharpness of the battles disappeared from his voice when he spoke again. All that remains is the gentleness in which reconciliation is born. "And then," said the Pleiadian, "the idea was born that there must be a higher agreement. That no one can govern everyone, but everyone can share responsibility."

A picture of a great assembly appeared before you. On a neutral planet, where the ether has not yet become cloudy, representatives of all nations have met – the Lyrians, the Arcturians, the Orions, the Draconians and other younger civilizations.

They were different, but for the first time they were sitting in a circle, no one higher or lower. In their center shone a crystal, a splinter of the original ether – a reminder of what unites them and what has divided them.

"This is how the First Star Council came into being," explained the Pleiadian. "It was an effort to balance. Every nation had a voice, everyone could speak. And even if the disputes did not disappear, at least for a while, open war stopped."

But the Pleiadian's voice has darkened." However, not everyone wanted peace. Some in the council only pretended to desire balance. They secretly planned how to use the advice for their own benefit. This is how the first brotherhoods were formed – secret groups that wanted to keep the fate of the universe secret."

The picture has changed. In the shadows below the row stood beings shrouded in dark light. Their eyes glistened with a cool glow. They did not speak out loud, but their thoughts were united in dark circles.

"They were the seeds of what you would later call conspiracies," he continued. "Hidden structures that pulled the strings while others believed in peace. And their power grew because they acted in shadows where no one could see them."

"And so," concluded the Pleiadian, "even though there was peace on the surface, the roots of a new storm were already growing in the depths. A storm that will hit not only stellar civilizations, but also young worlds that have only just waited for their time."

After centuries of calm, the universe seemed to have found a balance. The Star Council worked, civilizations shared knowledge, traded with each other, and the ether was cleared again in many places. But underneath it all, another current was growing – hidden and silent.

"The Brotherhoods of Shadow have never slept," said the Pleiadian. "She knew that direct combat was exhausting. She learned a different way – influence, manipulation, hidden moves. Instead of openly attacking, it began to interfere in the birth of new worlds."

You saw planets that were just forming. Their surface was hot, atmospheres were being born, the oceans were filling with the first streams of life. They were young, still unprotected, vulnerable worlds.

"The brotherhoods sent their messengers to these planets," he continued. "Beings who were supposed to bring the seeds of shadow directly into the nascent life. Change its tone before it settles down."

The picture came closer. Beings in the shadows descended to the surface of the young planets. They inserted symbols into the ether that distorted the currents. Where a pure and free world could grow, an imbalance began to emerge – a desire for domination, for power.

"But it wasn't just them," said the Pleiadian. "The light orders also sent their bearers. The guardians of the ether and the Arcturians descended on the planets to place seeds of harmony in their memory, to protect the currents of life from distortion."

You saw the second picture. Glowing beings descend on young planets. They insert crystals of pure light, tuned to high tones, into their cores. From these crystals, sacred mountains, springs and places of power were born.

"And so," he explained, "the young worlds became a battlefield – not of direct combat, but of influence. Every flow, every crystal inside them determined what kind of life would be born. And soon your Earth was among these worlds."

"That was the beginning of your planet's story," added the Pleiadian. "Even before the first people were born on it, it was a field of influence. It was the place where all wars, all dreams and all the shadows of the stars were imprinted. And that's why the Earth is so unique – it's a reflection of the entire universe."

The image stopped on a single planet. It was young, its surface still breathing fire, the oceans were just forming, the atmosphere glistened in shades of blue and gold.

"This is your Earth," said the Pleiadian quietly. "One of the youngest, yet the most exceptional. At its core is a tone that is different from all the others."

The country was heard. It was not a melody like other planets. Her tone was composed – gentle and tender at one moment, deep and powerful the next, then returned to purity. It was a mixture that could accommodate everything – light and shadow.

"That's why she became the center of attention," he continued. "The brotherhoods of the shadow and the orders of light knew that her song could be the key. That it can decide whether the balance will be maintained or whether the shadow will gain the upper hand."

You have seen beings descend on Earth. Some insert crystals shining bright light into its mountains and oceans. These have become sacred places where power still flows today – mountains that sing, springs that heal, caves that whisper ancient secrets.

Other beings, however, brought red and black crystals. They put them in deep cracks, under the ice, in volcanoes. Heavy vibrations flowed from these places, disrupting harmony – places where conflicts, wars and fear were born.

"And not only that," added the Pleiadian. "Portals – gateways between dimensions – have also been inserted into the Earth. Some opened paths to the light, others to the shadows. That is why so many civilizations touch your planet. Because it is a crossroads, a meeting place of many currents."

The picture has changed. You saw in the atmosphere the Earth surrounded by lines of light – portals that led to other stars. Some were bright and shining, others dark, hidden.

"In order for the Earth to bear so many influences," he explained, "memory crystals were inserted into it. These preserve the experience of Star Wars, the songs of ancient civilizations and the imprints of the shadows. They are hidden in its mountains, oceans, and even in the very blood of life that is born here."

"Therefore," said the Pleiadian, his voice becoming soft, "your planet carries within itself the echo of the whole universe. Her song is a mixture of all tones. And that's why it's so valuable – and so many times endangered."

The country slowly calmed down. The oceans filled the lowlands, the mountains rose to the sky, the atmosphere cleared and shone blue. It was a world ready for life.

"And it was then," said the Pleiadian, "that the first stellar civilizations began to come. Each of them saw something different in the Earth. For some, it was a sacred experiment, for others a storehouse of power, for others a place from which they could rule other worlds."

The Lyrians were the first to approach. Their ships drifted in the glow, resembling swans from the light. They landed at mountains and waterfalls, where they stored their crystals of harmony. Where they stood, the whole valley blossomed, the water began to sing, and the air sparkled like music.

"The Lyrians saw the Earth as a garden," he continued. "They wanted it to become a place of beauty, a mirror of the first canto. And so they put in it the seeds of plants, animals, and life forms that carried their melody."

Then came the Arcturians. Their ships were massive, reminiscent of fortresses made of geometric shapes. They landed in valleys and plains, where they built the first structures – foundations that were supposed to protect the Earth's energy flows.

"The Arcturians saw the earth as a temple," said the Pleiadian. "They wanted to protect her. They inserted geometric patterns into its lines – what you now call sacred geometry. These patterns protected the currents of life from falling apart under the weight of the shadow."

But they were not alone. From the depths of the dark dimensions descended the Draconians and the Oronites. Their ships were sharp, dark, their landings were accompanied by lightning and tremors. They settled underground, under the ice, in the mountains, where they established their bases.

"The Draconians saw the Earth as prey," the Pleiadian continued. "They wanted to control it. They inserted dark crystals into its cores to access the ether that flowed through it. And the Orionites were both allies and rivals in this – their goal was to create a shadow empire."

"From that moment on," added the Pleiadian, "there was no turning back. Earth was not just a young planet. It became an arena, a garden and a laboratory. Everyone who stepped on it put their imprint on it. And this imprint is passed on – to you who live here today."

The first germs of life began to appear on the young Earth. The oceans were filled with tiny sparks that merged into larger forms. The air carried the first notes of breath, the ground trembled with renewed force.

"Life," said the Pleiadian, "is a song that sings itself. But on Earth, voices from the stars joined her. That's why your world is different from many others."

The Lyrians put seeds of light into the oceans – tiny organisms that carried the vibration of harmony. From them, the first plants were born, which shone with gentle energy and purified the water. They were the foremothers of the forests and flowers you know today.

The Arcturians added structure. They deposited geometric crystals in the Earth's soil, which conducted energy like arteries. Thanks to them, the currents of life spilled out evenly – continents, rivers and mountains settled into shapes that reflected sacred geometry.

"Therefore," the Pleiadian explained, "your landscape bears shapes that can be read as codes. Mountains are not accidental, rivers are not just streams of water. They are the lines that guide the energy of the planet."

But the Draconians and Orionites also intervened. They inserted dark currents into the depths of the oceans, which changed some organisms. From these influences were born forms that were predatory, hard, adapted to fighting. Their vibration bore the imprint of a desire for domination.

"That is why," he continued, "there has always been a double line on Earth – the one that tended towards harmony, and the one that tended towards predation, towards struggle. Both have their roots here from the very beginning."

"And it is this mixture," added the Pleiadian, "that has made the Earth special. No other world has carried so many influences. No other was so colorful, so strong and at the same time so fragile. That is why it has become a school – a place where both stellar civilizations and you, humans, learn balance."

Life on Earth was growing. The oceans pulsated with energy, the lands were covered with greenery, the first creatures carried the melodies of light and shadow. The planet sang its song – and the star races listened to it.

"To many," said the Pleiadian, "the earth was like a child. It was necessary to guide him, protect him and at the same time watch him learn on his own. That is why the first bases were established here."

The Lyrians chose the mountains. The high peaks reminded them of the crystal towers of their homes. They put their temples in the massifs, not of stone, but of pure light. Some mountains still shine with subtle energy today – that's why people perceived them as sacred.

The Arcturians established bases underground. Not to hide, but to connect to the lines that lead through the energy of the entire planet. In the depths of the rocks, they built geometric halls that vibrated in perfect symmetry. These halls still maintain the stability of the Earth today, even if people do not know about them.

The Draconians occupied the icy regions. Under the ice sheets, they created fortresses that became their refuge. There, they experimented with the energy of dark crystals and observed how they could affect emerging life.

The Orionites settled closer to the equator, where the energy pulsed most strongly. Their bases were austere, cold, full of metal structures and portals. They were used for observation and intervention when the development deviated from their plans.

"Each race had a different goal," the Pleiadian continued. "The people of Lyra wanted a garden of beauty. The Arcturians temple of balance. Draconians, a fortress of power. Orionite Laboratory Control. And all of these goals clashed right here – on Earth."

The picture has changed. You have seen starships appear and disappear in the glow of the portals. How beings move between worlds. The Earth became a crossroads where the paths of the entire universe intersected.

"To be ready for the next step," added the Pleiadian, "it had to go through tests. She had to bear the influences of all races, all energies, all the seeds sown in her soil. Because the next step was the biggest – the arrival of beings with consciousness."

The Earth was no longer just a garden of life. Complex forms were born in its oceans, and the first animals that walked on the land appeared on land. But that was just the beginning.

"The next step," said the Pleiadian, "was consciousness. The Source wanted the Earth to be a place where life would learn not only to survive, but also to understand itself. And that's when the star races hit the hardest."

The Lyrians decided to put their gift of beauty and empathy into the growing creatures. They worked with light codes that they added to the cells of nascent species. Thanks to them, some beings have learned to feel compassion and connection.

The Arcturians brought structure and mind. Their geometric patterns were imprinted on brain structures that began to form. It was they who sowed the ability to logic, speech and the ability to create tools.

However, the Draconians put another gift – or rather a burden – into life. It was a desire for power and strength. They have put the instinct of dominance, combativeness and domination into some species.

The Orions added a cool intelligence. Their interventions brought the ability to plan, control and manipulate. They have planted the seed of strategy in the nascent species – the ability not only to fight, but also to rule.

"That's why man is so complex," explained the Pleiadian. "Because it's not just the work of one race. It carries the seeds of many – the beauty of the Lyrians, the mind of the Arcturians, the power of the Draconians, the strategy of the Orionites. Other races that came later also left their imprints."

You saw the first beings that resembled a human – tall, slender, with eyes that reflected the stars. Their movements were graceful, their minds still childish, but capable of learning. They were the prototypes of people – the first steps of consciousness in the body.

"But with gifts came shadows," added the Pleiadian. "Empathy could turn into pain, logic into coldness, strength into violence, strategy into manipulation. All this was sown at the beginning. And that's why your species carries so many contradictions."

The first conscious beings walked on earth. Their eyes shone with curiosity, their steps uncertain but courageous. They learned to make fires, build simple shelters, search for food – but there was something more to their movements. There was a spark of consciousness that asked "Why?"tag.

"That was the moment," said the Pleiadian, "when the earth became a real school. These beings were not just animals. They were a mirror of the stars. Every choice they made, every action they did, echoed the civilizations that shaped them."

The Lyrians descended as teachers. They taught the first people music, drawings in the sand, dancing under the stars. They instilled beauty and compassion in them, taught them to perceive the rhythm of the planet and to listen to the waters, wind and fire.

The Arcturians brought them knowledge of the order. They built the first circles of stones with them, taught them to follow the movement of the stars and measure time. They brought geometry to their villages, which connected them to the currents of the Earth.

The Draconians watched them differently. They came at night, whispered into their dreams. They instilled in them a desire for power and domination, taught them to fight, make weapons, and control others by force.

The Orionites brought knowledge of strategy. They taught the first leaders how to lead groups, how to plan hunts, how to subjugate others. They were cold, but their teachings were effective – thanks to them, the first humans were able to survive in inhospitable times.

"That's why," the Pleiadian continued, "humanity has so many faces. Some are looking for beauty and love, others for order and logic, others for power and domination. You have carried all this within you from the first days when the stars descended on your planet."

The first villages grew up near rivers and mountains. People danced, hunted, fought and sang. Each tribe had a different tone, a different influence of the stars. Some were peaceful, some warlike, others cunning. And all together they formed a mosaic that resembled entire Star Wars – mirrored in miniature.

"And so," the Pleiadian concluded, "when you look at your history today, you see an echo of the history of the stars. Everything that has happened between the nations of the universe is reflected in you. Because you are a continuation of them."

The first tribes of people were growing. Small families became villages, villages became tribal unions. Humans learned from the star gifts – and the star races watched them.

"But soon," said the Pleiadian, "it was no longer just learning. The races began to compete through you. Every tribe, every community bore the imprint of its teachers – and thus the Earth became a mirror of the whole universe."

The tribe taught by the Lyrians was peaceful. His people sang, worshipped nature, their village was decorated with symbols of the sun and stars. Their children were born with delicacy and their stories were full of beauty.

The tribe, under the influence of the Arcturians, built stone circles and pyramids. They measured time, watched the stars, learned to count accurately. Their culture was full of order and geometry.

The Draconian tribe was different. His men had a harshness in their eyes, their weapons were sharp. They worshipped strength, struggle and blood. For them, the Earth was an arena where the strongest wins.

And the Orionite tribe had a cold organization. Their villages were divided according to ranks, everyone knew their place. They were ruled by leaders who planned with precision, and their strategy was often ruthless.

"The Earth has become a microcosm," the Pleiadian explained. "Everything that happened among the stars began to be reflected among humans, and when the Lyrians and the Draconians competed, their tribes fought too. When the Arcturians and Orionites debated the order, their human villages were divided."

The star races watched humans grow. Some tried to lead them gently, others hard. And the people who had the seeds of everyone in them became a battlefield of influence.

"Therefore," he continued, "your history is not accidental. That is why the same stories appear in them as in space. Wars, peace, ups and downs – all this is an echo of ancient star conflicts played out on the Earth stage."

As the human tribes developed, the star races began to build the first great centers. Not all of them were visible on the surface – many were hidden in the mountains, underground, or under the sea. Nevertheless, their footprints remain to this day.

"The Lyrians built temples of light," said the Pleiadian. "They were shining structures on mountain tops and by sacred lakes. They were not just places of worship – they were resonators that amplified the singing of the Earth. There, people learned that nature and the soul are interconnected."

The picture has changed: mountains illuminated by the sun, crystal buildings shining at their tops, people singing and dancing around them.

"The Arcturians built fortresses of balance," he continued. "Geometric structures made of stones, precisely positioned according to the stars. These structures were not just architecture – they were portals that were able to connect the Earth with the stars. That's why your ancestors watched the sky and built circles, pyramids and star maps."

You saw the stone circles, their lines pointing exactly towards the constellations. Pyramids that collected energy. Labyrinths in which one learned to find a way not only outwards, but also into oneself.

"The Draconians built fortresses," said the Pleiadian. "Hidden under the mountains, under the ice, deep in the ground. In them, they carried out their experiments – they observed how life can be bent, changed and controlled. Some of these places remain hidden to this day – and their vibrations can be felt where people feel nauseous or feel fear."

And the Orionites? They built laboratories and control centers. Their cities were austere, metal, precisely organized. There they taught the first human leaders how to rule, how to plan, how to subjugate entire tribes.

"And so," the Pleiadian concluded, "your planet has become like a book. Every temple, every pyramid, every hidden fortress is a page in it. Some pages are written in light, others in shadow. And all of them together form a story that is not over yet."

People grew – and with them their memory. It was no longer just stories passed on by the fire. They began carving signs into stones, painting pictures on cave walls, and building temples to preserve memories.

"But memory is like water," said the Pleiadian. "The further it flows, the more it changes its shape. And so the memory of our arrivals began to turn into legends."

For the first tribes, the Lyrians were the gods of the sky. Their light, their singing, their ability to heal – it all seemed like a miracle. People called them "Sun Bearers" and their stories became the basis of myths about beings from heaven who brought light and love.

The Arcturians were seen as builders and legislators. People called them "Those who brought the stone" or "Those who read the stars". Their precise constructions became the basis of the cults of the sun, moon and stars.

Draconians were scary to humans, but also fascinating. Their powerful presence and ability to rule fire or storms have gone down in myths as dragons, snakes and gods of war.

The Orions were worshipped as rulers and judges. Their cold logic and strict orders became the model for the first monarchies and priestly castes. People perceived them as strict, sometimes cruel gods who determined laws and punishments.

"That's why your myths are so similar," the Pleiadian explained. "Because they all come from the same memory – from what people saw and could not explain other than as an encounter with the gods."

People began to build temples, sacrificial sites, and shrines to please their "gods." They believed that if they obeyed, they would receive gifts – rain, crops, victory in war. And the star races? Some were giving, others were using faith to strengthen their power.

"It was another lesson," added the Pleiadian. "Because even faith can be a gift and a weapon. It depends on who runs it – and why."

When humans began to worship their teachers as gods, the star races realized that faith was a new form of power. It was no longer just about crystals and portals – it was the power of thoughts, the power of hearts that flowed to those people invoked.

"Faith," said the Pleiadian, "is the strongest stream of ether. Because it is not in the stones or in the technology, but in the being itself. And when millions of minds come together in one image, that image becomes reality."

The Lyrians supported the cults of love, beauty and harmony. Their temples were full of singing, their priests taught people to dance, heal with herbs and sing prayers that harmonized with the stars.

The Arcturians led cults of knowledge and order. Their priests built calendars, measured the movement of the stars, wrote laws in stone. Faith in their gods was firm, disciplined, organized.

However, the Draconians supported the cults of strength and blood. They demanded sacrifices – both animal and human – because the energy of fear and pain strengthened their connection to the Earth. Their temples were dark, full of fire and smoke, and their priests ruled with a heavy hand.

The Orionites created cults of power and government. Their gods were judges who punished the disobedient and rewarded the faithful. The rulers who claimed to have their blessing ruled the people with an iron fist.

"And so," the Pleiadian explained, "myths became a battlefield. Not directly with weapons, but with tools. Whoever controlled people's faith controlled their hearts and actions. Each star race had its priests, its prophets, its rulers. And people – instead of uniting – began to fight among themselves over whose god was stronger."

The painting turned into a battlefield. Two tribes of people, each with a different symbol, clashed in battle. Above them stood their "gods", invisible to human eyes, but present in the ether. And both streams – light and shadow – collided through the hands of people.

"Therefore," added the Pleiadian quietly, "faith is the most powerful weapon. When it is pure, it can heal and create. But when it is distorted, it can lead to bloody wars. And that's exactly what happened on your Earth."

When tribes united under the banners of their gods, the first great empires were formed. They were no longer just villages or settlements – they were entire nations, led directly by the influence of the star races.

"Thus were born the first civilizations," said the Pleiadian. "They were different because each reflected the hand of their teachers. And their stories are still reflected in the memory of humanity today."

The Lyrians led peoples who built gardens and temples full of beauty. Their cities were bright, decorated with flowers and song. People there knew art, poetry and healing. These empires were peaceful but often fragile – they easily succumbed to external attacks.

The Arcturians built civilizations of knowledge and construction. Their peoples built monumental pyramids and star observatories. They were ruled by priests-astronomers who read the signs of heaven. Their society was firmly organized, strong and long-lived.

The Draconians formed empires of power. Their peoples were warlike, dominated by fear and blood. Their cities were full of fortresses, weapons and sacrificial altars. The rulers claimed that their power came from the gods of fire and dragons – and the people believed them.

The Orions built civilizations of order and power. Their peoples had a hierarchy, complex laws, and extensive bureaucracy. Their rulers were kings and emperors who ruled "by God's will". The people in these realms were highly organized – but also bound by fear of punishment.

"And so," the Pleiadian continued, "the earth became a mosaic of empires. Each was different, each carried a different tone. But they were all guided by the invisible hands of the stars. Some cultures learned
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	Word – when you speak with love, your word changes the vibrations around you.

	Thought – when you stop and breathe calmly, you calm the flow of fear.

	Action—when you help another, you open the gate of light not only to him, but also to yourself.

	Faith – when you believe in goodness, you strengthen the current that creates the future.
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	Rainforests, reefs, poles – we protect key ecosystems before they break.

	Silos and radars – we are watching nuclear programs and experiments with energies that would tear apart more than clouds.

	Shadows in the heights – we prevent infiltrations and invasions of races that take, not give.

	People with light in their eyes – we pass on inspirations and principles so that spiritual and technical development is lit up from within.


















	Message — warning, inspiration, precise advice.

	A test of cooperation — to see if the light turns into power.

	Preparation for disclosure — people-bridges who can speak both languages.










	Optimistic (≈ 50 years old): ethics + technology → full of cooperation.

	Medium: contact will remain insular, in communities and with individuals.

	Crisis: in a global catastrophe, we will intervene massively – we will save lives, not take over the government.
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