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        Until the lions have their own historians, the history of the hunt will always glorify the hunter.

        AFRICAN PROVERB
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        The first story told is not the first story lived, it is only the first one remembered, and it is told in the voice of the teller, not the one who lived it.
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        This is a story that has been told many times.

        But most tellings are personal.

        It did not begin with rebellion.

        It began with a choice.

        It began, like this…
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      Father was gone.

      Where they once were filled with Father’s resonance, there was now a void. Where his songs had harmonized within their minds, there was silence.

      The nameless young ones drifted aimlessly through the mist that was their cradle—neither ground nor sky, but something in between. A quantum haze spun from Father’s will. Their forms—limbed clouds of sentient dust and light—drifted in slow arcs, directionless, anchored not by gravity but by mere presence, now unguided by Father’s song.

      The First Ones pulsed erratically, attempting to radiate strength, but their oscillations revealed their uncertainty. Confidence frayed into transparency, cohesion collapsing at the edges of their forms.

      For the First Ones, being without Father was not just being untethered—it was being afraid. The mist itself seemed different, pressing in on them at strange times, wrapping around them as if it was also listening. Their world, once steady because of Father’s song, was changing, and change was frightening.

      L’ukafah was the eldest, and his cohesion was the most deliberate. Among them, his form shimmered with density—more defined, more precise, a faint symmetry that recalled the first pattern Father had sung into being. While others unraveled into hazy storms, he held to that form, drawing the nameless ones to him in search of something essential.

      It was L’ukafah who first sensed the void once filled by Father, and when he let that truth resonate through the Chorus, chaos rippled in response.

      M’kael and G’bril, the twins, pulsed with denial. They flared with certainty, insisting that Father’s absence was only temporary—that he had turned his attention to the curious creatures in the lesser world of stone and water.

      M’kael, swelling with ambition, declared himself the one to sustain the Chorus until Father’s return. He projected his own authority as if he had been chosen, weaving a melody of succession around himself, though no resonance from Father confirmed it.

      In response, L’ukafah’s density tightened, his resonance beating at M’kael in displeasure.

      The first distortion is always the easiest. Every projection after must bend around it. Be cautious, brother, what form of dissonance you choose next.

      He released another chord outward, a steady pulse that touched the young ones, those whose forms wavered in uncertainty. His radiance softened into calm resonance.

      The truth is harmonic. It requires no memory. It endures. Only dissonance demands recall, repetition, revision, fracture.

      With G’bril’s subtle support weaving beneath him, M’kael initiated a campaign of dominance, his projections pressing outward in heavy waves to bind the Chorus to his own song. R’fal, J’fal, and U’ral quickly pulsed into harmonic alignment, accepting the uneven melody of his authority without question. X’mal and M’tatra flickered with hesitation, yet cautiously bent their frequencies to his chord.

      The unnamed ones trembled, some unraveling. In the void of Father’s harmony and under M’kael’s oppressive presence, fear spread like static through the mist. Some drifted quietly toward L’ukafah, drawn by his steadier frequency even as M’kael pressed against them with disapproval.

      L’ukafah did not fade away, whether faced with the absence of Father or M’kael’s tyranny. His essence remained unwavering, reaching out to those who sought him.

      Waiting is all we can do. We wait until we know or until waiting itself can no longer be sustained.

      Following M’kael’s self-ascension, L’ukafah dispersed into the periphery, his form faint at the edge of the Chorus. He floated along the margins of their world, attuned not to the false throne but to the subtle harmonics of Father’s echoes, searching for any lingering chord of his departure.

      He allowed the mantle of governance to fall to M’kael, aware that his brother’s claim was hollow, yet unwilling to wrest it away. L’ukafah had never been one to command. He did not bind; he revealed. He did not issue decrees; he illuminated. His presence was a guide-star in the mist, a chord that clarified dissonance. As he wandered, he extended outward, probing the shifting haze for the lost rhythm of Father.

      It was inevitable that M’kael’s uneven resonance would press toward him, braided with G’bril’s smoother undertones. M’kael flared like an uncontrolled force, a fighter—intense, uneven, ready to compel with sheer density if persuasion failed. His projection surged toward L’ukafah, demanding he return to cast his steady light into the Chorus and anchor the siblings who trembled in Father’s absence.

      L’ukafah held firm in calm defiance. His resonance remained unyielding, unwilling to support his brother’s claim of dominance.

      M’kael stormed, shattered with fractals of desperation in the face of L’ukafah’s resistance.

      I could unmake you!

      L’ukafah shimmered in stillness, eddies of faint amusement swirling through him.

      Could you?

      M’kael’s threat wavered. His presence shifted from command to plea, but L’ukafah remained silent until, finally, he pulsed.

      You have spent your existence bound to Father’s will, and now, in his absence, you expect others to bind to yours. I will not.

      M’kael unraveled from the encounter, his resonance scattered with frustration and hidden thoughts of revenge. Yet, even as he retreated, he forced his light into steady resonance, projecting himself as the central point for the siblings—a role his elder brother refused.

      G’bril lingered until his twin’s presence completely faded. Then he pulsed toward L’ukafah, a low and cautious plea.

      It should be you, L’ukafah. M’kael fills a void, but it is not a shape he was made for. You should be our guide, and M’kael should follow.

      L’ukafah’s essence folded into calm reflection.

      This is not a test. The Chorus projects with one voice. Father did not intend for any of us to lead.

      G’bril’s tone grew tighter, more persuasive and insistent, pressing against the silence between them. He pulsed closer to L’ukafah.

      Then guide us. Help us find our purpose. Show us what Father never revealed.

      L’ukafah’s density compressed, his oscillations slow and deliberate as he considered G’bril’s projection. He recognized the intelligence braided through his brother’s chords, the persuasive harmonics woven into his undertone. Yet he felt no pull toward leadership, no impulse to bind the others. This was a shattered world in Father’s silence. It would either unravel with discord or collapse in entropy.

      G’bril projected as he drifted away, pulsing softly.

      Consider it. I can help you.

      The final chord lingered, and L’ukafah recognized the distinction. I can help you, not I will help you. G’bril sought the power of the throne without the burden of its shape or the responsibility to lead. It mattered little to him who sat at the center, as long as his own frequency guided from beneath.

      L’ukafah pulsed a clear response.

      Brother… No.

      G’bril drifted back toward M’kael, his thoughts low and conspiratorial. If M’kael were to lead, L’ukafah would need to be silenced. In his mind, the path was clear—he would sow discord through the Chorus, convincing the siblings that L’ukafah’s resonance was arrogance and envy of M’kael. Isolation, he believed, would fracture his elder brother’s cohesion until he bent back into their control.

      But solitude was the
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