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Book Title Page (Book 6) 

FAITH OVER FEAR 

Book Six of the Light of Creation Saga 

By Shauna Jane Hicks/144 
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Chapter 1 –  
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SHAUNA AWAKENS IN HEAVEN 

Shauna’s eyelids lifted slowly, and the first thing she noticed was the light. It was not like the sun or the moon, not like anything she had ever seen on Earth—it shimmered with a thousand colors at once, golden and warm, yet sharp enough to make the air itself seem alive. Her body felt weightless, her limbs unburdened by pain or fatigue. She tried to move her fingers, and the sensation of perfect, unhindered motion made her laugh quietly. It was a sound she hadn’t realized she’d missed—the soft, full laugh of someone who had survived chaos and lived to see peace. “Shauna.” 

The voice was everywhere and nowhere at once. Gentle yet commanding, it resonated deep within her chest, filling her with a warmth that made tears rise unbidden. She turned. There, standing upon a dais of light, was Christ. His eyes were calm, deep, and penetrating, and Shauna felt immediately that nothing He said could be denied. It was not fear that struck her— it was awe, mingled with relief, and a sense of coming home after a journey far too long. 

Before she could speak, He extended His hands. Shauna felt a wave of energy roll over her, the lingering pain of every wound from the Final Battles dissolving into nothing. Burn marks, cuts, fractures, even the bruises in her soul—all healed. She gasped, feeling lighter than air, yet rooted in the very essence of life. 

Then, as if drawn by invisible strings, her gaze fell on a radiant object floating toward her: the Necklace of Restraint. Its chain gleamed like spun sunlight, the centerpiece a crystal orb that pulsed with a soft, steady heartbeat. Christ’s voice came again. 

“This necklace will limit your powers while you walk among mortals, Shauna. It will remind you that even the greatest of wings must sometimes fold. But remember—restraint is not weakness. How you use it, how you choose to wield the gifts you have, will define the course of the world.” 

Shauna reached out and took it. The moment the chain touched her skin, she felt a faint pull at her shoulders—her wings were there, waiting, dormant yet alive. A quiet ache tugged at her chest as she remembered the battles below, the enemies they had faced, the horrors she had seen. But the ache was tempered with hope, a sense that even in restraint, there was power. 

Movement caught her eye. Around her, the Warriors of Light assembled. Each familiar face glimmered in the radiance, their eyes filled with courage and unwavering determination. Echo, Sophia, the Duke—each one prepared, ready to follow her wherever this mission might lead. 

The whispers of the Song of Life stirred in the air. Fragments of melody, fragments of virtue— Hope, Love, Faith, Strength—brushed against her consciousness, calling her forward. 

“Shauna,” Christ said, stepping closer. “The world is fractured. The multiverse trembles. Only the harmonics of the relics can restore balance. Your journey begins here, with the gathering of these sacred fragments. One by one, they must be found, their virtues awakened, and their melodies woven into the Song of Life. It is a mission of healing—for the Earth, and for the hearts of those who walk upon it.” 

Shauna inhaled deeply. The air was sweet with the scent of unseen flowers, humming with the vibrations of a universe at peace. She straightened, her wings brushing the golden light, a quiet resolve hardening in her chest. This was no longer merely survival. This was purpose. 

With a steady voice, she said, “Then we begin. We gather the relics, awaken the virtues, and restore what was lost.” 

Christ smiled. “Then go, Shauna. Go, and let the harmonics guide your steps.” 

As Shauna moved forward, the first rays of the Song of Life brushed against her heart, fragile and faint, yet filled with promise. She did not yet know the trials, the guardians, or the perils awaiting her on Earth—but she knew one thing: the Ark had begun its journey, and she would see it through, whatever the cost. 
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Chapter 2 –  

[image: ]


CHRIST HEALS HER WOUNDS 

Shauna had barely taken a step when the warmth around her deepened, folding her in a comfort that was almost tangible. Christ’s gaze was steady, unblinking, and the energy in the air seemed to bend toward Him, carrying with it the faint hum of harmonics—the kind she had only felt in glimpses when she was on the battlefield, but amplified a thousandfold here. 

“You have carried more pain than most could bear,” He said softly, His voice vibrating like a chord strummed on an unseen instrument. “The wounds of your body, your spirit, and your heart—let them be made whole.” 

Shauna lowered her gaze, feeling an ache flare briefly in her chest. Memories of the battle surged—flashes of fire, the shouts of the Warriors of Light, Sophia screaming, the earth itself shaking beneath them. She had fought with everything she had, yet even now, shadows of that pain lingered. 

Christ extended His hands. The moment they hovered over her, Shauna felt the first tendrils of warmth snake through her veins, dissolving the knots of pain, unknotting tension she hadn’t realized she carried. Her muscles, stiff and bruised, softened; the abrasions along her arms disappeared like mist under sunlight. Her very soul felt as though it had been unclenched, opening to the harmony of the universe itself. 

“Do not fear this healing,” He said. “Pain is a teacher, but it is not your master.” 

Shauna’s eyes filled with tears, though she had no words for the torrent of relief flooding her senses. Her breaths came in steady, even rhythms, the ache of fatigue giving way to a newfound strength. She felt as if she could take flight even without her wings—though she knew they would return soon, in time. 

Christ lowered His hands, and Shauna felt the last trace of the battlefield vanish, replaced by a luminous clarity. She raised a hand to touch her chest, astonished that the faint scar from the final strike—the one that had threatened to break her spirit—was gone entirely. She turned, almost hesitant, and saw Him smile. 

“You are ready,” He said. “Ready to carry the burden of the relics, ready to awaken the virtues that will restore balance to Earth. The Necklace of Restraint will guide you, but it is your heart that will lead.” 

Shauna nodded, a swell of resolve rising within her. She could feel the faint tug of her wings again, reminding her of the power lying dormant. But it was not power alone that made her ready—it was the clarity of purpose, the certainty that every step she took now would ripple through the Earth itself. 

“Then we begin,” she whispered, her voice firm, carrying conviction. “I will do this.” 

Christ’s eyes softened. “Go now, Shauna. Gather the fragments. Listen to the Song. Let it guide your every step.” 

As Shauna turned to join the Warriors of Light, the light around her shimmered with gentle pulses, each beat echoing like the first notes of a melody yet to be completed. The Song of Life had begun, faint and fragile, but growing with every heartbeat. And with that fragile melody as her guide, Shauna stepped forward, leaving Heaven behind and stepping toward the fractured Earth she was destined to heal. 
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Chapter 3 –  
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NECKLACE OF RESTRAINT Given 

The golden light around Shauna pulsed gently, carrying with it an unspoken promise of both power and responsibility. Christ extended His hand, and in His palm floated the Necklace of Restraint, its crystal orb glowing softly, the chain delicate but strong, as if forged from strands of pure sunlight. 

“This necklace,” He said, His voice calm and steady, “will limit your earthly powers, not to weaken you, but to guide you. Its restraint is not punishment—it is focus. Even the strongest wings must sometimes fold to find their true strength.” 

Shauna stepped closer, feeling the hum of the relic resonate through her chest. The air itself seemed to vibrate with energy, a harmony she recognized, faintly, as the first notes of the Song of Life. She reached out, her fingers trembling with reverence, and took the necklace. The moment it touched her skin, a sensation like a soft tide swept through her shoulders. Her wings twitched slightly, eager but restrained, their energy now moderated by the delicate chain. 

“Remember,” Christ continued, “the Necklace does not bind you completely. It is a reminder: true strength comes not from the extent of your power, but from the choices you make in wielding it. The relics you will seek are aligned with virtues—Hope, Faith, Strength, Joy, and others. They will teach you balance, as will this necklace.” 

Shauna lowered her gaze to the orb in the necklace. It pulsed gently, almost like a heartbeat. She could feel the faint tug of her own energy merging with it, the subtle way it would guide her through trials yet to come. Her mind raced with anticipation and responsibility. Each relic would test her, each virtue would demand more than courage—it would require her to reach deep into her soul. 

“I understand,” she said softly, lifting her head to meet Christ’s gaze. “I will not misuse it. I will carry it with care, and I will learn from it.” 

Christ smiled, a warmth in His expression that eased the last flicker of doubt in her heart. “Go now, Shauna. The world awaits, fractured but ready. Your wings may be restrained, but your purpose is limitless. Let the Song of Life guide you, as the necklace guides your power.” 

Shauna took a deep breath, letting the hum of the relic settle into her bones. With the Necklace of Restraint around her neck, she felt grounded yet ready to rise. Each step forward was now imbued with intention, and the faint melody brushing against her heart grew stronger, harmonizing with her own rhythm. 

Turning toward the Warriors of Light, Shauna felt the first ripple of the mission to come. The chaos on Earth awaited their intervention, and the first steps of the Ark had been set in motion. As the group moved together, the necklace pulsing faintly in tune with her heartbeat, she knew that every trial, every relic, and every virtue would bring them closer to the Song of Life—and to the hope of healing a fractured world. 
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Chapter 4 –  
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WARRIORS OF LIGHT REGROUP 

The soft, golden glow of Heaven stretched endlessly around Shauna, but the weight of responsibility pressed down on her more heavily than ever. She turned to see the Warriors of Light assembling in formation, their faces etched with resolve and the faint tremor of relief. Each warrior had survived battles that would have broken most mortals, yet here they were, renewed and ready. 

Echo, her closest companion, stepped forward first. His eyes met hers with quiet understanding. “We made it through the worst, Shauna,” he said, voice low but steady. “And now... we have a chance to really fix what’s broken.” 

Sophia, still glowing faintly from the residual energy of Heaven, nodded. “The Song... I can hear it, just a little,” she whispered. Her hand rose instinctively, fingers brushing the air as though catching invisible threads of the melody. “It’s faint, but it’s alive. And it’s calling us.” Shauna felt the hum of the Necklace of Restraint against her chest, a gentle reminder of both limitation and responsibility. “We have a mission,” she said firmly. “One step at a time. The relics, the virtues... we have to find them, awaken them, and weave them together. Each one strengthens the next.” 

The Duke, standing a little apart with his ever-present air of determination, clasped his hands behind his back. “We’ve fought countless enemies together. Chaos may be strong, but so are we. If the Song of Life has chosen you, Shauna, then the rest of us will follow.” 

Christ’s presence lingered, watching silently, yet His gaze carried approval. Shauna felt the weight of the world pressing down but also a surge of power—not in her wings, not in the necklace, but in the unity of her team. The Warriors of Light were more than allies; they were extensions of the virtues she was about to seek. Hope, Faith, Strength, Joy—all were reflected in their courage, their loyalty, their willingness to stand together against darkness. 

“Listen,” Shauna said, raising her hand. The faint harmonics of the Song of Life brushed against her awareness, tugging at her heart. “It’s starting. The world... it’s waiting for us. We leave Heaven now, and everything changes the moment we set foot on Earth. Every decision, every step, every choice—it all matters.” 

A ripple of determination passed through the warriors. They adjusted their stances, the soft hum of Heaven vibrating through their armor, their weapons, and their hearts. Echo glanced at Sophia. “Ready?” he asked. 

Sophia nodded, her fingers brushing her lips in a silent prayer. “As ready as we’ll ever be.” 

Shauna inhaled deeply, feeling the pulse of the Song rise stronger in the air around them. She extended a hand toward her companions. “Together,” she said. “We move as one. For the relics, for the virtues, for the Song of Life.” 

As the Warriors of Light fell into formation behind her, Shauna took the first steps toward the edge of Heaven, toward the fractured Earth below. The light of the realm shimmered in response, beams stretching across the sky like ribbons of hope. And with each step, the faint melody of the Song of Life grew louder, its fragile chords weaving through the air, promising that even in chaos, harmony could rise once more. 
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Chapter 5 –  
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VISION OF CHAOS ACROSS Earth 

Shauna’s steps carried her to the edge of Heaven’s radiant plateau, where the view stretched infinitely downward to the fractured Earth below. The planet, so familiar yet so painfully changed, throbbed with dissonance. Mountains erupted with shadowy storms, forests trembled as unseen forces clawed through the trees, and cities lay in ruin, as if the world itself had been struck by an unseen hand. 

Her breath caught. “It’s worse than I imagined,” she whispered, the hum of the Necklace of Restraint vibrating faintly against her chest. She felt a tug, subtle but insistent, as though the necklace itself wanted her to focus, to understand that the chaos wasn’t just physical—it was spiritual, moral, and elemental all at once. 

Christ’s presence was beside her, calm and unwavering. “The fractures are deep,” He said, His voice carrying both sorrow and resolve. “The Song of Life has been fragmented, scattered with the relics. Each piece carries a virtue, a harmonic. Without them, Earth cannot be whole.” 

Shauna’s eyes swept across the continents. Europe shimmered with faint green glimmers— flickers of Hope waiting to be awakened. Asia held violet streaks among the storm clouds, hints of Faith yet unrealized. Africa’s red-hot tremors pulsed in unstable rhythms, echoing the Strength buried beneath lava and stone. South America’s golden rays pierced the clouded Andes, faint signs of Joy, and North America’s blue-toned winds whispered Truth across its mountains and rivers. 

She turned to the Warriors of Light. “We see the fractures now,” she said, voice steady despite the weight in her chest. “We see what’s broken. But if the Song is out of tune, we are the instruments that will retune it. The relics... the virtues... they are calling us. And the Song will only rise when we gather them all.” 

Sophia’s fingers traced the air as if painting invisible harmonics. “I can feel it,” she said softly. “Every shard of the Song is trembling, waiting for us. It’s like... a heartbeat through the Earth itself. We can hear it, but only faintly.” 

Echo’s gaze swept the horizon. “Then we don’t waste time,” he said, his voice firm. “Every delay strengthens chaos. We move, now.” 

Shauna closed her eyes, allowing the faint vibrations of the Song to resonate within her. Each note, each harmonic, seemed to whisper promises of balance and warnings of danger. The world below was fractured, but not beyond hope. The Song of Life was fragile, yes, but growing with every beat of their hearts. 

Opening her eyes, Shauna nodded. “Then we begin. Every step we take, every relic we find, will restore a piece of harmony. The world is crying out for balance—and we are the answer.” 

Christ placed a hand briefly on her shoulder. “Go with courage, Shauna. The journey will test every virtue you hold. But the Song... it is alive because of you.” 

With that blessing, Shauna led the Warriors of Light toward the shimmering gateway that would descend them to Earth, leaving the golden serenity of Heaven behind. As they passed through, the faintest strains of the Song of Life wrapped around them, a fragile promise that even in the chaos below, hope could rise again. 
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Chapter 6 –  
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SONG FRAGMENTS BEGIN Whispering 

The air shimmered with anticipation as Shauna and the Warriors of Light descended through the luminous gateway from Heaven. The world below was chaotic, fractured by unseen forces, yet faint harmonics of the Song of Life teased her senses, like whispers carried on the wind. Shauna’s pulse quickened, each beat resonating with the faint, melodic vibrations brushing against her heart. 

“Do you hear it?” Sophia asked softly, her fingers brushing through the air as if catching invisible threads. Her eyes glimmered with focus. “The Song... fragments of it... they’re calling. I can feel them moving, trembling beneath the chaos.” 

Shauna nodded, letting her senses expand. The Necklace of Restraint pulsed in sync with the faint harmonics, guiding her, reminding her that even her wings were restrained for now. “I hear it,” she whispered. “Not fully... but it’s there. Each piece, each relic, is like a note in a melody waiting to be sung. We have to find them, awaken them, and bring them together.” 

Echo adjusted his stance, scanning the shattered landscape below. “If the fragments are calling, then the guardians are too. They’ll test us before we can claim anything. Be ready.” 

Shauna inhaled, allowing the faint whispers to resonate deep within her chest. The Song moved like a tide across the continents, brushing the mountains, forests, and rivers, a subtle pulse of life and virtue. Green for Hope, violet for Faith, red for Strength, gold for Joy, blue for Truth—the colors and harmonics were scattered, fragile, but perceptible to those who could listen. 

The warriors stepped forward, each attuned in their own way. Sophia hummed softly, trying to catch the vibrations in tune with her own energy. Echo’s hands glimmered faintly as he reached out, testing the air, seeking any trace of guidance. Shauna lifted her eyes to the horizon, where a distant storm cloud twisted unnaturally, the first sign of the chaos they would face. 

“This is the beginning,” Shauna said, her voice steady, carrying authority. “Each fragment we find will restore balance, not just to Earth, but to the hearts of its people. The Song is alive because we are listening. And we will make it whole again.” 

A faint, melodic hum brushed the edges of their consciousness, almost playful in its teasing. Shauna’s lips moved silently, echoing the subtle notes, letting the vibrations pass through her, harmonizing with her own rhythm. Even the Warriors of Light paused, feeling the faint warmth of the Song, a reminder that this was not merely a mission—it was a journey of harmony, of life 

itself. 

As they prepared to descend fully into the chaos below, Shauna’s resolve solidified. The Song of Life was fragile, yet it was calling to them, whispering secrets of the virtues and relics they would need. And with each whisper, each fragment, she could feel the heartbeat of the world responding, fragile but unbroken, waiting for them to restore it. 
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PROPHECY OF THE 13 Continents 

The Warriors of Light stood at the edge of the descending pathway, the chaotic Earth stretching out before them like a fractured jewel. Shauna’s eyes, however, were drawn not to the destruction but to the faint patterns in the air—a series of shimmering lines that traced across continents, glowing faintly as if in response to the Song fragments that hummed around her. 

Christ’s voice broke the silence, carrying both weight and certainty. “Before you set foot on Earth, Shauna, you must understand the path. Thirteen continents exist, not all seen by mortal eyes. Each holds a relic, each carries a virtue essential to the harmony of the world. Hope, Faith, Strength, Joy, Truth, Peace, Creation, Purity... and others yet to reveal themselves. Only when all are awakened will the Song of Life be whole.” 

Shauna’s heart quickened. Thirteen? The prophecy had spoken vaguely of continents beyond the known maps, of realms hidden from human sight, protected by guardians both fierce and wise. She swallowed, feeling the weight of responsibility settle firmly on her shoulders. “Then our path is clear,” she said. “We gather each relic, awaken each virtue, and weave them into the Song. One by one.” 

Sophia stepped closer, her eyes wide with wonder. “But some of them... they’re not on the maps we know. Hidden continents? Realms we’ve only read about in legend?” 

Christ nodded. “Atlantis, Lemuria, and others. Each is a sanctuary, a crucible for virtue and harmony. Many have been lost to time, but their essence remains. The Song calls to those who listen, to those who are ready to restore it.” 

Echo’s gaze swept the horizon, still mindful of the chaos below. “If some are hidden, then the guardians will be even stronger. Shadows, beasts, storms—whatever tests them, we’ll have to be ready. The path won’t be easy.” 

Shauna lifted the Necklace of Restraint slightly, feeling it pulse in subtle harmony with the fragments of the Song. “Then we prepare. Each continent, each trial, each relic... they will teach us not just how to restore Earth, but how to strengthen ourselves. Every virtue, every note of the Song, is a step toward balance.” 

Christ extended His hands, the light surrounding them swirling with soft hues—green, violet, red, gold, blue—colors of the virtues already aligned with Earth’s latent energies. “Remember, Shauna, the Song is alive. It will whisper, guide, and sometimes warn. Listen closely, trust the harmonics, and you will find the relics. But also remember: the journey will test your heart, your courage, and your unity with those who follow you.” 

Shauna felt the whispers of the Song brushing against her mind, teasing her with the promise of harmony. She glanced at her companions—Echo, Sophia, the Duke—all ready, all attuned in their own ways. “We have our path,” she said. “Thirteen continents, thirteen relics, thirteen virtues. The Song is waiting. And we will not fail.” 

Christ smiled, the golden light rippling across the battlefield of Heaven fading into the threshold of Earth. “Then go, Warriors of Light. Begin the journey. Let the Song rise once more, and may balance be restored.” 

As the group stepped forward, descending into the fractured world below, Shauna felt the faint melody of the Song swell, whispering of trials to come, of guardians unseen, and of virtues yet to awaken. The Ark had begun its voyage, and with every beat of their hearts, the first notes of the Song of Life took form. 
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Chapter 8 –  
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BEAMS OF LIGHT SHOWN in Vision 

The air thickened with anticipation as Shauna and the Warriors of Light stepped fully onto the threshold of Earth, the fractured planet sprawling beneath them in a tapestry of chaos and shadow. Yet even in the devastation, faint streaks of color pulsed across the lands—threads of light connecting distant mountains, forests, deserts, and seas. 

Shauna raised her hand instinctively, the Necklace of Restraint pulsing faintly in response. The colors—the green of Hope, the violet of Faith, the red of Strength, and the gold of Joy—danced faintly across her vision, forming lines and beams that twisted like ribbons through the sky. She realized with awe that these were the visions of the relics themselves, calling to the chosen, waiting to be awakened. 

Christ’s voice resonated around them, calm and commanding. “Beams of light, Shauna. They are not mere reflections—they are guides. Each relic shines with a virtue, a harmonic that reaches through the fractures of Earth. They will illuminate your path, but only if you are ready to see them.” 

Sophia stepped closer, her eyes wide with wonder. “They’re... alive,” she whispered. “Like the world itself 

is breathing through them. Every light... every color... it feels like it’s singing.” 

Echo nodded, scanning the horizon with focused intensity. “Not just singing,” he said, voice low. “They’re calling us. Each one must be found, each one must be awakened. The Song of Life... it’s already trying to piece itself together.” 

Shauna closed her eyes, letting the faint harmonics ripple through her consciousness. She could feel the subtle pull of each beam, the way they threaded through continents and mountains, through oceans and deserts, each pulse resonating with a virtue, each note in the fragile Song. She extended her hands, letting the necklace hum against her skin, feeling the melody brush against her heart. 

“The beams show us more than distance,” she said softly, her voice carrying conviction. “They reveal the challenges, the guardians, the trials that await. Each light is both a promise and a warning. We follow them carefully, one by one, and we will awaken the Song.” 

Christ’s presence lingered, a golden aura brushing against their forms. “Trust in what you see, Shauna. The beams will guide, but your courage, your unity, and your heart will determine whether the Song can be made whole. The relics are scattered, but they are not lost. The path is set, and your purpose is clear.” 

Shauna opened her eyes, the colors blazing faintly but distinctly across the horizon. Mountains glowed with emerald pulses of Hope, rivers shimmered with sapphire whispers of Truth, volcanoes glowed faintly with red Strength, and golden rays sparkled across distant peaks, promising Joy yet to come. Each light beckoned, subtle yet insistent, guiding them toward the first steps of their journey. 

“Then we go,” Shauna said, her voice firm, carrying the weight of leadership and hope alike. “We follow the beams, awaken the relics, and restore balance. Every virtue, every fragment, every note... it all begins now.” 

As the Warriors of Light set their feet firmly upon the fractured Earth, the beams of light shimmered brighter, almost as if responding to their resolve. The Song of Life, faint and fragmented, began to hum in earnest, wrapping the world in its fragile promise. And with each step, Shauna felt the first pulse of hope flow through her, through them, and through the Earth itself. 
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Chapter 9 –  The Mission: Recover  
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RELICS OF HARMONY 

Shauna’s feet touched the Earth, and the hum of the Song of Life grew stronger, vibrating through the ground, brushing her senses with faint chords of color and virtue. The fractured world stretched before them, mountains jagged, rivers turbulent, skies streaked with chaotic storms—but beneath it all, the beams of light pulsed like the first notes of a symphony. 

“The relics,” Shauna whispered, her hand brushing the Necklace of Restraint, feeling the gentle tug as if it, too, acknowledged the journey ahead. “Each one holds a virtue. Hope, Faith, Strength... Joy... Truth... and the others. We recover them, awaken their harmonics, and rebuild the Song of Life.” 

Echo tightened his grip on his weapon, scanning the horizon with unwavering focus. “Guardians, traps, natural chaos... we’re heading into the heart of every challenge the world can throw at us. The Song may guide us, but vigilance will save us.” 

Sophia stepped forward, her eyes reflecting the faint glimmers of distant beams. “I can hear them,” she said, her voice soft but certain. “Each relic whispers... its melody is calling. We just have to listen closely enough to follow it.” 

Shauna lifted her gaze, following the faint green pulse stretching across the Highlands. “Then we begin with Hope,” she said, determination threading through her words. “The first relic is waiting. And every step we take from here will matter—not just for us, but for every soul connected to this planet. The Song of Life grows with each relic we awaken.” 

The Duke adjusted his armor, the subtle hum of celestial energy brushing against him. “We move as one,” he said. “No hesitation. No fear. Each relic we recover strengthens the next, each virtue we awaken fortifies the Song. The world depends on it.” 

Christ’s voice echoed faintly in their awareness, not as a presence but as guidance. “Remember, the relics are living harmonics. They respond not to force, but to the alignment of virtue. Hope cannot be seized by strength alone; Faith cannot be awakened through doubt. Listen, harmonize, act with heart.” 

Shauna took a deep breath, feeling the gentle pulse of the green light below. “Then let the journey begin,” she said, her voice carrying over the fractured lands. “We recover the relics. We awaken the virtues. And we rebuild the Song of Life, note by note, melody by melody.” 

As the Warriors of Light advanced toward the first beam, the green pulse of Hope shimmered brighter, responding to their intent, guiding them to the foot of the Highland mountains. The world around them still quivered with chaos, but in the distance, faint harmonics promised that harmony could be restored. Each step forward was more than movement—it was a promise, a note in a fragile melody, the beginning of the mission that would decide the fate of the Earth itself. 
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Chapter 10 – Duke Smokey  
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KUSH READIES THE ARMY 

The wind carried a faint electric charge as Shauna and the Warriors of Light made their way toward the Highlands, following the pulsing green beam of Hope. Behind them, Duke Smokey Kush stood atop a rocky outcrop, surveying the lands with a commanding presence that belied the chaos surrounding them. His eyes were sharp, calculating, yet there was warmth beneath the stern exterior—a determination to rally not just warriors, but the very essence of hope itself. 

“Listen closely,” the Duke called, his voice cutting through the turbulent air. “We do not face this alone. Chaos may stretch across the lands, but the armies of the righteous are ready. Each of you will take your position. Every village, every town, every soul willing to fight for balance will stand with us.” 

Shauna watched as he raised his hands, and a faint golden pulse spread across the landscape, rippling like sunlight over the hills. Soldiers appeared from hidden valleys, from forests, and from high ridges, each one stepping into formation as if drawn by the Duke’s will. The energy surrounding them seemed almost alive, harmonizing faintly with the green beam of the first relic. 

Echo’s eyes narrowed. “We’ll need them,” he muttered. “The guardians of these relics won’t be easy. Shadow forces, storms, beasts... they’ll test our strength before we even touch the first crystal.” 

The Duke nodded, eyes never leaving the horizon. “Exactly why readiness is crucial. Every soldier must align their heart with the virtues we are about to awaken. Strength, courage, and unity—these are the foundations. Without them, even the most powerful warriors falter.” 

Sophia stepped beside Shauna, her voice barely a whisper. “It’s like the world itself is listening. Every soldier moving, every footstep echoing... it’s part of the Song, isn’t it?” 

Shauna nodded, feeling the faint vibrations of the Song fragments intertwining with the marching steps below. “Yes. Each heartbeat, each breath, each willing soul... they’re all notes in the melody we are trying to restore. Duke Smokey Kush knows it too, even if he doesn’t say it. The army is part of the harmony.” 

The Duke’s hand rose, signaling readiness. The golden pulse of energy intensified, weaving through the ranks, connecting each warrior to the Song of Life, however faint it might be. Shauna felt it resonate in her chest, the Necklace of Restraint pulsing softly in response, reminding her that leadership required both restraint and purpose. 

“Soldiers of light!” the Duke’s voice boomed, echoing across the Highlands. “The world is fractured, but it can be mended. Every virtue, every relic, every note of the Song of Life rests upon our unity! Stand firm, march with courage, and follow the harmony of hope!” 

A chorus of affirmations rose from the assembled army, their voices blending with the faint hum of the green beam in the distance. Shauna felt her resolve harden. With the Warriors of Light leading and
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