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			Chapter 1: A Flicker of Doubt

			Our story begins on Luminos, a planet where a small cluster of pods rests beside a carefully planted grove of Knowing Fruit Trees, their roots anchored deep in the hard, smooth, crystal ground.

			As the twin suns began to set, the trees swayed in the breeze, their crystalline leaves whispering secrets only the curious could hear.

			From inside his pod, Zog watched as his mother, Nara, moved gracefully from tree to tree, selecting only the brightest fruits—careful not to disturb the dim, still-ripening ones.
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			A small smile crept across Zog’s face as Nara passed the Knowing Fruit Tree he had embedded in the ground nearly ten cycles ago. He remembered the pride that swelled in his chest when he first fused his seedling into the crystal lattice, marking the beginning of his journey from Questling to Inlightenment.

			Just then, a beep snapped Zog out of his daydream. One of the many simulations he’d been running was complete.

			His curious eyes widened as he manipulated his Datapad, zooming in on a distant blue planet wrapped in vast oceans and swirling with an intricate system of weather.

			“What a strange and beautiful place,” Zog murmured, his antennae twitching as he sank deeper into a bean bag chair. His blue, luminescent body pulsed softly, in rhythm with the questions stirring in his mind.

			Zog loved learning about new worlds. On Luminos, everyone—from the youngest Questling to the oldest and wisest of the Inlightened—was a seeker of knowledge.

			As far back as he could remember, Zog had learned to make careful observations, propose hypotheses, and test them rigorously—never moving forward until his understanding was sound.

			But this planet—Terra, as the Luminites called it—was different.

			 

			Zog had taken to reading firsthand reports from Terran inhabitants. His curiosity had become transfixed by the strange events unfolding there—things that didn’t seem to happen anywhere else in the cosmos.

			All his attempts to simulate these reports had resulted in dead ends, especially when the events seemed to bend or break the known physical laws.

			“How is this possible?” he whispered, with a mix of frustration and curiosity.

			Zog had already started entering data for another simulation when his mother walked into the pod carrying a tray of freshly gathered fruit. The translucent pieces glowed softly in the faint light of the pod.

			As Zog reached for a slice, he paused to admire how the fruit’s inner structures refracted the full spectrum of colors from Luminos’s twin suns.

			“Why are you still running simulations on Terra when you should be working on your photo project?” Nara asked.

			“I can’t help it, Mom,” Zog admitted, taking a bite of the tart-sweet fruit. As the flavour bloomed across his tongue, he felt a familiar clarity return—the Knowing Fruit always seemed to sharpen one’s thoughts.

			“I even learned several Terran languages, hoping it would help. But it’s only made things more confusing.”

			Nara paused in thought, then rested the soft edge of her triangular limb on Zog’s shoulder.

			“I remember going through a phase like this as a young Questling,” she said gently. “On my path to Inlightenment, one of the lessons I learned was this: when someone describes an impossibility… it’s usually because they lack complete knowledge.”

			Zog hesitated, his glow dimming.

			“Yes… but it’s not just that,” he said, tapping through the glowing projections. “The things they describe don’t come from evidence. I must be missing something,” he murmured.

			He sat still for a moment, unwilling to admit defeat.

			Then, without warning, his antennae shot straight up and he leapt to his feet, his glow flickering back to its usual inquisitive blue.

			“I know what I have to do!” he said, turning to his mother with unwavering certainty. “I’ll go there. I’ll ask them. I’ll see for myself.”

			Nara smiled softly, then walked over and kissed him on the head.

			“I don’t know, Zog. It’s getting late—and I don’t think anyone’s traveled off-world in thousands of years.”

			On her way to bed, she paused—her voice calm and certain.

			“We mapped the stars long ago. We studied physics, chemistry, biology—even mathematics. There’s nothing left to question. We don’t need to go anywhere. We already understand the cosmos.”

			Zog sat in silence, his thought patterns swirling like the clouds of Terra.

			His glow brightened.

			Do we?

			He didn’t wait for an answer to come. The weight of the question alone was enough to push him out the door and into the night.
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			Chapter 2: Beyond the Known

			It wasn’t until Zog was halfway to the Great Museum of Exploration that he realized—he’d forgotten his lamp.

			Luckily, all the questions about whether it was even possible to go off-world were bright enough to light the way.

			As Zog crept through the vast halls, he noticed just how empty the museum was. Without the usual crowds, he could finally lose himself in the exhibits without bumping into anyone.

			His footfalls echoed across the crystal floor as towering displays vied for his attention—relics from a time when Luminites still explored the cosmos, hungry for knowledge and driven by curiosity.

			Gleaming spacecraft, artifacts from distant planets, and flickering holograms of strange life forms filled the space with silent testimony. Zog’s soft blue glow shimmered with intensity, casting long shadows between the displays.

			On Luminos, everyone was blue. It was the colour of certainty—measured, tested, confirmed. The brightness of a Luminite’s glow was a telltale sign that something was on their mind.
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			Zog stopped in front of a sleek, retired starship, running his triangular appendage along its cool metallic surface.

			As he examined the ship, he didn’t notice the approaching museum attendant—an older Inlightened Luminite named Elios, with a faint, steady glow.

			Elios glanced at Zog with mild disinterest.

			“You seem… engaged,” the attendant said, squinting slightly to shield his eyes from the inquisitive brightness of Zog’s glow.

			“Do you have a question about this exhibit?”

			Zog’s antennae were twitching with curiosity.

			“Actually, yes! It’s not about the exhibit, but I can’t stop thinking about it. If you encountered an anomaly—something you couldn’t explain—how would you investigate it?”

			The attendant lowered his Datapad and asked,

			“What kind of measurables are we talking about here?”

			Zog frowned.

			“Well… that’s the problem. It’s not something I can measure yet. I’ve read firsthand reports from Terran inhabitants describing events that don’t happen anywhere else in the cosmos—but no evidence is ever provided to support the claims.”

			The attendant’s glow dimmed slightly. He tapped something into his Datapad and sighed.

			“With no data and no evidence—we don’t have anything to investigate.”

			He waved a limb dismissively.

			“This isn’t a museum of philosophy. Come back when you have something to measure.”

			Zog paused, searching for the right words.

			“What if I don’t have anything to measure… because I’m looking in the wrong direction?”

			Elios looked up from his Datapad, turned to Zog, and leaned down slightly—emphasizing the importance of his response.

			“Then you’ve already failed. Come back when you have observations—and a testable hypothesis.”

			Zog’s antennae twitched as he placed his thoughts together.

			“Here’s my hypothesis: If Terrans believe things without measurable evidence, then something must be informing that belief. Either there’s evidence I haven’t detected… or Terrans think in a way I don’t yet understand.”

			After a pause, Elios straightened up, smiled faintly, and said as he walked away,

			“This is all still meaningless without a way to test it.”

			Zog turned his attention back to the starship, letting Elios’s words settle as the sound of his footsteps faded into the distance.

			After a moment of silence, Zog spoke—quietly, but with unmistakable resolve:

			“Well... I won’t make any observations just sitting here.”

			Going off-world was something that would have seemed impossible to Zog just one rotation ago.

			He hadn’t expected to feel this justified… this excited… or this alone, as he walked up the ramp into the ancient Luminite starship.

			His triangular appendages hovered over the controls, and the craft hummed to life—responding to his touch like a forgotten explorer, grateful for one more chance to be among the stars.

			And then—without ceremony, without protocol, and without permission—the ship smashed through the museum’s crystal dome with a thunderous shatter.

			No alarms. No guards. No pursuit of any kind.
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			It hadn’t even occurred to the museum staff that anyone might take a starship—or leave Luminos.

			As the planet shrank beneath him, Zog tapped his Datapad and opened a channel to his mom.

			“Hello?” Nara answered.

			“I’m going,” Zog said.

			“It’s late, Zog. Where are you going?”

			“To Terra. To see what can’t be seen from here.”

			Nara studied her son through the screen for a long moment. Then she finally said,

			“Judging by your glow—and your current speed—I don’t suppose I could talk you out of this.”

			She paused, considering her next steps.

			“The museum will want that ship back. I’ll tell them you’ll return before the local star sets on Terra.”

			Zog protested lightly,

			“Not even one full rotation?”

			 

			“You can learn a lot when you’re really paying attention.”

			She gave a small smile. “And if you’re not back by then, I’ll have to come find you.”

			Zog hesitated… then smiled back.

			“I knew you’d understand. Terrans see things we don’t. Terrans believe things we can’t.”

			With a mix of pride and nervousness, Nara ended the call with one last reminder:

			“If you’re off to chase the unseeable, don’t forget to take some pictures for your project!”

			As the stars stretched out before him, a quiet—and almost forgotten—thought began to take root in Zog’s mind:

			Maybe, just maybe, there was still something left to explore.

			Zog charted the fastest route to Terra and engaged the starship’s light drive, disappearing into the darkness of space.
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