
Table of Contents

The Celestial Fault: When Light Remembers Itself

Book One of The Celestial Echoes Series

Table of Contents

Part II – The War Beneath Light

Part III – When Light Remembers Itself

Epilogue: The Original Light

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Celestial Fault: When Light Remembers Itself  


[image: ]


A New Age Novel of Angels, Memory, and War Beyond Time

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book One of The Celestial Echoes Series






[image: ]


Copyright Page

© 2025 Rui Talaia
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical reviews and articles.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This is the first novel in The Celestial Echoes Series—a visionary saga of angels, memory, and the resonance of light across time.

The story continues in Resonance: Song of the Remembering Stars.
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I am Rui Talaia, and writing is my way of remembering what the soul already knows. My work blends mysticism, emotional depth, and lyrical storytelling, inviting readers into worlds where memory, light, and destiny are intertwined.

Over the years, I have written from a place of inner vision and spiritual exploration, drawing on my love for New Age philosophy and the sacred threads that connect us all.

Before The Celestial Fault: When Light Remembers Itself, I wrote:

	The Memory Thief’s Apprentice: A Tale of Lost Pasts and Forbidden Knowledge, a metaphysical mystery of stolen truths and hidden power.

	The Soul Blueprint: Unlocking the Life You Were Born to Live, a guidebook for inner alignment and soul-led living.

	Manifesting 1-2-3: Your Step-by-Step Guide, a practical yet soulful path to creating a life rooted in intention and higher purpose.


Each book is part of a larger journey—mine and yours—to remember who we truly are and why we came. 

Thank you for walking beside me.
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Prologue: The Shatter

The sky trembled as waves of unknown energy tore through the fabric of the cosmos, tearing open the veil between worlds with violence that sent shockwaves echoing through eternity. The celestial breach was no ordinary fracture in space—it was a rupture in memory itself, an explosion of forgotten truths that shattered the very foundation of divine harmony.

The blast was deafening in its silence—a paradoxical scream that resonated across dimensions, silencing the angels who once danced in radiant symphonies of light. Time itself fractured, drifting apart like shards of a shattered mirror, each fragment reflecting a distorted yet strangely familiar universe. Shadows writhed across the celestial plains, spiraling in response to the upheaval, casting a pall of chaos that threatened to drown the ancient order in darkness and dissonance.

At the heart of the chaos, celestial energies wavered—flickering like embers in their final gasp. It was as if the universe had abandoned its own memory, unleashing a wave of discord that dissolved the sacred harmonics—the melodies that once guided angels in their sublime dance of purpose and light.

From the depths of this rupture, whispers emerged—muffled, fragmented voices threading across the void to reach the soul of a lone observer. Eluriahn, on the cusp of awakening, felt an inexplicable shiver ripple through her, as though the very weave of her essence were responding to the cosmic wound. Her breath caught—suspended between worlds, in that twilight space where visions begin to take form. Somewhere distant, a faint and haunting melody stirred—not present in the air, but woven through her consciousness like a forgotten lullaby calling her toward the heart of the breach.

As the scream faded into a heavy, waiting silence, the universe seemed to hold its breath. And beneath that stillness, something ancient began to stir—a primal ache pulsing like a heartbeat in the dark. A sorrow too vast for language rippled outward, echoing through countless layers of being. This was not simply a collapse of space—it was the collapse of memory, of purpose, of divine promise itself.

Every angel’s cry—silent, yet thunderous—carried the wound across time, weaving a tapestry of grief and forgotten light. It was not a cry born of fear, but of profound dislocation. And in the wake of the shatter, its echoes threaded through the shadowed corners of existence, waiting for the one who would dare to listen—the one who might finally understand the true cost of what was lost.

Part I – The Whisper of Wings

The Awakening of Eluriahn: A dreamwalker receives memories that are not her own.

The night settled softly over her small apartment, but sleep refused to come.

Eluriahn lay still beneath the weight of darkness, her body unmoving, yet her mind alight with flickering images just beyond reach. Tonight, the whispers had returned—subtle, persistent, stirring the shadows of her thoughts like distant thunder rolling through a storm long passed.

Her dreams blurred between waking and sleeping, a shifting tide of light and shadow, as if her very essence were trying to breach its own boundaries. Deep within, a familiar tremor stirred—an almost imperceptible vibration that resonated through her bones. Something had begun to move inside her, something ancient and unresolved.

As her awareness slipped deeper, she found herself standing in a place that was neither here nor there—a realm suspended between breath and memory. Colors shimmered and faded like echoes of dreams, and the air hummed with a soft celestial melody, too delicate to name.

In that liminal space, she sensed the presence of memories not her own: fleeting glimpses of angelic choirs, radiant wings unfurling into infinite light, and the distant wail of horns calling across eternity.

Her chest tightened, caught between two worlds—one familiar, grounded in Earth’s gravity; the other vast and shimmering, laced with the resonance of forgotten divinity. The borders of her identity unraveled as visions rushed through her like a flood of remembrance—foreign, yet intimately hers.

Then, without warning, a jolt surged through her body. She gasped awake.

The dim light of dawn filtered through the blinds, brushing gently against her skin. But even as her eyes adjusted to the room around her, her inner vision clung to the echoes of what she’d seen. The pulse of celestial harmonics still throbbed within her, a quiet frequency threading through the silence of morning.

With each breath, she fought to stay grounded, yet the otherworldly resonance refused to loosen its grip.

Something had changed. Something had awakened.

Over the following days, the sensations deepened. Ordinary experiences—touch, sound, even the beat of her own heart—began to vibrate with unfamiliar energy. In quiet moments, she heard ghostly harmonies surfacing from nowhere. Whispers of a choir long lost to time. Melodies that seemed to hum beneath the world itself.

And with them came a question that haunted her every thought:

Were these memories hers... or someone else’s?

The dissonance carved a fissure through her identity. She found herself withdrawing, growing quieter, as if part of her was listening inward for something she could not name.

One night, she stood alone in her room—trembling, eyes shut, hands at her sides—listening. A melody rose from within, distant but insistent, pulling at something buried deeper than thought.

Then, in the stillness, she saw it.

A flickering figure at the edge of perception. A shadowed angel without wings. Its eyes glowed with ancient light—not cruel, but sorrowful. Timeless. Compassionate. Its presence wrapped around her like a memory she’d never known she had.

The voice came not as sound, but as a tremor in her soul.

“Remember,” it whispered.

“Remember the song we once sang together.”

The words resonated inside her with impossible familiarity. They struck something primal, sacred—a harmony echoing through her marrow. Memories stirred: visions of angels soaring free, their voices joined in unbroken tone, not yet bound by duty or fractured by choice.

Her body shuddered. The floodgates burst.

Visions surged through her: celestial battles, forbidden truths, and a moment—an ancient choice—that cleaved heaven in two. Each image was a shard, piercing through layers of forgetfulness. Each melody a key.

The angel’s call grew louder.

She fell to her knees, overcome by the pressure of it all—the truth, the beauty, the grief. And somewhere between fear and wonder, she realized this was not madness. This was remembrance.

Her awakening was no accident.

It was a summons.

A call rising from the deepest chamber of her soul—urging her to remember what had been buried, silenced, and exiled in the name of divine order.

Now, only one question remained:

When the memories of another life flooded her veins, would she cling to the version of herself she thought she was—or surrender to the divine chaos unraveling everything she believed?

Eluriahn rose slowly and stepped toward the mirror. Her reflection stared back—a face she had seen a thousand times, yet tonight it looked unfamiliar. Hollowed by awe. Changed by something irreversible.

The mask was beginning to crack.

The Silent Choir: Once, angels were bound by sacred harmonics, their voices rising in divine chorus—now, they begin to fall silent.

In the stillness before dawn, the celestial realm held its breath.

Once, the heavens shimmered with a radiant symphony—an eternal melody resonating through every star and shadow. Countless angelic voices, woven into a sacred tapestry, sang praises and lamentations in perfect accord. But now, an eerie silence had crept into the fabric of creation, as if an unseen force had pressed its finger to the lips of the cosmos.

Eluriahn hovered between dreaming and waking, her breath caught in her throat, attuned to that absence. It wasn’t just the loss of sound—it was the haunting absence of memory, of purpose, of the divine resonance that once guided the rhythm of existence. And in its place: stillness. Heavy. Hollow. Ache-filled.

She had grown used to the strange melodies that brushed against her awareness—fragments of sacred songs that shimmered like dew on the edge of waking thought. But now, they were slipping away. Once vivid and crystalline, the notes had begun to fade like flecks of starlight drifting through fractured glass.

Even in the busy streets of her waking life, she noticed strange lulls in the noise—delicate pauses where something unspeakable used to be. It was as though the divine choir had receded, its echoes reduced to fading scars etched in the walls of her memory.

Each time she closed her eyes, the silence deepened.

Yet beneath that silence pulsed a quiet frequency—subtle, rhythmic, insistent. She felt it in the marrow of her bones, in the shimmer beneath her skin. A vibration, calling her to listen more deeply. In a flicker of vision, wings unfurled beneath a celestial sky, iridescent and pure, carrying songs of light that once wove galaxies into balance.

But now those harmonies trembled, frayed by time. The memory felt fragile, like a spider’s thread unraveling with each breath she took.

What unsettled her most was the growing sense that this silence was not accidental.

It was
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Dominion of Obedience: The higher realms enforce divine order, even at the cost of compassion.



































The First Song of the Fallen: A haunting melody calls to Eluriahn across dimensions.
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