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OPENING QUOTE 

“We do not dream for ourselves alone. We dream for those who came before us, and those still to be born.”
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OPENING BLESSING / INVOCATION 
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"To those who walk with fire in their blood and dreams in their bones, may the veil part for you, and may the shadows speak truth."

PROLOGUE: THE SLEEPER’S LIGHT

There are dreams... and then there are summons.

It began in silence.

A silence too heavy for a child’s sleep.

The kind of silence that creeps beneath the skin of the world,

Waiting for one bloodline to stir.

He had been asleep before—deep, restful, ordinary sleep.

But this time, something called.

Not with sound, but with presence.

The air in the room thickened.

A breeze passed, though no windows were open.

And his body, warm and safe beneath blankets,

remained still...

But his spirit?

His spirit stood up.

The bed, the room, the world—they blurred into smoke.

And before him rose a sky he had never seen.

Black as ink,

Lit only by the glowing eyes of ancestors who had been waiting.

Waiting to show him what he must know.

What he must carry.

What he must protect.

> This is no dream, a voice echoed, though no one spoke.

This is memory. This is prophecy. This is blood.
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And so the dream began.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER ONE: THE TREE WITH ROOTS OF LIGHT
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It stood alone in a field of ash.

Twisted, tall, ancient.

A tree with no leaves, but a thousand glowing roots spreading like veins beneath the earth.

The boy walked toward it. Or maybe... he was pulled.

Something inside him said, This is where it all began.

Around the tree were shadows—some weeping, others whispering.

He couldn’t see their faces,

but he knew one of them was his father.

Not the father who tucked him in at night,

but a version draped in white light and the scent of burned herbs.

Strong. Silent. Bleeding from the soul, not the skin.

> “This tree remembers everything,” said the voice again.

“It has drunk from the pain of your bloodline.

And now, it blooms in your spirit.”
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He touched the bark.

Visions flooded him—

A woman crying near a river, begging her gods to protect her unborn child.

A sister betraying a sister for more power.

A man standing between two families of darkness, carrying the light alone.
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He saw the grandmother who walked into water and never came back the same.

He saw the mother of his mother’s mother, feeding spirits she did not understand.

And then—

He saw his father again.

Standing in the middle of a battlefield.

Hands lifted. Eyes closed.

Calling on the gods not with words, but with truth.

Behind him?

Ancestors. Warriors. A dead child returned.

And beside him?

A woman with eyes like flame.

His mother.
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CHAPTER TWO: THE WARRIOR OF MANY PRAYERS
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The battlefield was not made of earth.

It was woven from moments.

Moments of betrayal. Moments of resistance.

Moments when his father could’ve chosen silence but chose to speak instead.

Moments when death knocked—and his soul refused to answer.

The boy stood at the edge, watching.

His father was not dressed for war.

No armor. No weapon.

Just skin carved by experience, eyes heavy with knowing,

and hands glowing with something deeper than light—ancestral flame.

He knelt and touched the ground.

And the ground responded.

> “We are watching,” said a voice from the sky.

“We are many. We are the prayers that kept him alive.”
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Above him, thunder cracked.

Lightning danced like a spirit freed.

And each bolt revealed more of the truth—

A woman was calling his father’s name, her voice caught in sorrow.

A child, yet to be born, floating in a pool of ancestral light.

And behind the veil of the dream—

A spiritual war so old, it was written in the bones of trees.

Suddenly, the boy saw his father fall.

But not in defeat.

He was reaching for the sky, arms open, as if breaking himself open to become something else.

He was praying—not with words, but with willingness.

Offering his soul as a shield.

Offering his body as a sacrifice.

Offering his bloodline as a bridge to healing.

And the spirits answered.

One by one, the ancestors emerged—

A grandmother with burning feet who once swallowed poison.

A twin who returned to finish what death interrupted.

A great-grandfather who walked barefoot across cursed lands to protect a child.
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They stood behind him, forming a wall of memory, of power, of purpose.

And then... the light shifted.

His father turned—not as a man, but as a spiritual warrior reborn.

Wearing robes made of storm,

Eyes filled with fire.

And on his forehead, a mark:

The Promise.

> “My son,” the warrior whispered through the wind,

“We were never meant to survive...

We were meant to awaken.”
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