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            STELA: THE SIGHTED SOULA Hauntingly Beautiful Historical Fantasy of Resilience, Faith, and the Birth of a Nation.When a ruthless raid reduces her peaceful nomadic settlement to ashes, Stela's world is shattered in a single afternoon. Her family is slaughtered, her home destroyed, and her father—a fierce warrior—is far away, holding a distant frontline. Betrayed by a cowardly shaman who hoards gold while preaching false, bloody dogmas of wrath, Stela flees into the brutal winter of the Balkan mountains, prepared to die in the cold wilderness.Instead of death, she finds an unexpected sanctuary. Rescued by a wise hermit and his fierce companion, a massive brown bear named Mecho, Stela discovers a profound truth: the true Creator does not demand kowtowing sacrifices or blood, but lives in the quiet compassion of a pure heart.When two devastating armies—a relentless invader from the south and iron-clad Venetian crusaders from the west—converge on her homeland, Stela must put aside her personal quest for her father to shield a helpless village of refugees. Blessed by a mystical encounter that awakens a miraculous inner vision, she gains the ability to see through solid rock and map the movements of entire armies.Armed only with her unyielding spirit, a band of thirty silent warriors, and a brilliant, cutthroat strategic gambit, Stela sets out to turn her enemies against each other in a fatal game of shadows. To save her father and the remnants of her broken tribe, this young maiden must step out of the dark caverns and become the architect of an empire.Perfect for fans of epic historical fiction, lyrical world-building, and fiercely inspiring heroines, Stela: The Sighted Soul is a timeless myth about finding inner light in a world blinded by hatred—culminating in a breathtaking omen that gives rise to the proud symbol of a free nation.
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On a grand, green meadow nestled among rugged, rocky mountains sat a settlement of hundreds of multi-colored tents. Livestock, horses, goats, and sheep grazed peacefully across the plain. Children played carelessly on the pasture. Women were busy with their chores—tending to the burning hearths, preparing food, and hanging newly washed clothes to dry. They were putting their homes in order, doing their best to organize their daily life as much as possible. Nearby, the elders sat around the fire, loudly arguing about something. 

In one of the largest lodges lived Stela’s big family. The tribal community demanded many working hands, and her parents were raising seven children. She was the eldest daughter, which meant the main portion of the household work fell squarely upon her shoulders. 

The girl’s mother was distinguished by a gentle and kind disposition. She performed all the domestic chores, cared for the children, and strove to shield them from the harsh realities of nomadic life. The father, on the contrary, was a fierce and powerful warrior of the community. He regularly rode out on military campaigns, serving the local ruler—the khan—with absolute, unwavering loyalty. His devotion to the sovereign and his warrior's duty forced him to be away from home for long stretches of time, leaving the family under the care of his wife and his eldest daughter. 

On this particular day, the mother handed Stela a large clay pitcher and sent her to the mountain stream to fetch water for the midday soup. 

The young maiden left the camp and set off along a barely noticeable, rocky path. The journey to the water always took a long time because of her innate natural curiosity. Instead of walking quickly, she moved slowly, watching her feet with close attention. The sun-warmed earth was teeming with life: large green grasshoppers constantly leaped through the dry grass, and steppe tortoises crawled slowly among the stones. Stela would pause before every living creature, examining the intricate patterns on the shells and the movements of the insects. Because of these pauses, the path to the stream stretched for hours, but it was precisely in those moments that she remained alone with her own perception of the surrounding world. 

She had already outgrown childhood, yet she had not yet become a mature woman. This young maiden resembled a flower bud that had not quite blossomed. She possessed long, thick, dark hair braided neatly, and an open face with large, attentive eyes. 
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Her skin, tanned under the harsh steppe sun, and her light, confident stride revealed a person thoroughly accustomed to constant movement in the open air. 

Despite her simple clothes of coarse canvas sewn by her mother, Stela stood out with a natural, yet hidden beauty that was only just beginning to show. 

After walking half the way, the girl came across a large anthill. It rose at the foot of an old dry tree, forming a complex conical structure made of dry pine needles, tiny twigs, pieces of bark, and grains of sand. The maiden placed her pitcher on the grass, drew closer, and knelt down. This architecture made without human hands fascinated her. 

The upper layer of the anthill served as a dense protective roof that held in the warmth and kept out the rainwater. Hundreds of tiny entrances and exits led deep into the earthen mound. There, beneath the ground, lay a strictly ordered system invisible to the eye: deep internal galleries, separate chambers for storing gathered seeds, ventilation tunnels, and special warm zones where the offspring were raised. 

Every single ant was busy with work. Some workers were lugging building materials toward the peak that far exceeded their own weight. Others returned from the grass with forage to feed the colony. A third group was occupied with cleaning, carrying waste outside, or patrolling around the entrances. Yet, there was no one standing over them to issue orders or command the processes. Overseers were entirely absent, but each ant unerringly understood the purpose of its existence and the common task. 

This entire living system worked as a single, coordinated organism, guided by an inner law and the collective good. 

In the dry grass right next to the path, Stela noticed a solitary ant desperately struggling with an impossible burden—a dry pine scale several times its size. The tiny traveler constantly tripped over the tough stalks, fell under the weight of the load, and rolled over, but inevitably stood back up and continued its journey forward with astonishing persistence. Watching this touching struggle, the maiden knelt there, spellbound, as a quiet inner dialogue bloomed in her thoughts:  “Who lit this invisible fire inside you, little one? What makes you overcome these hardships?”  The young beauty, who herself lived amidst the eternal hardships of nomadic life, saw in this creature a reflection of her own destiny, trying to find answers to eternal questions about the strength of the spirit and the meaning of the struggle for survival. 
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Stela had long lived within the strict boundaries of the nomadic way of life and harsh family rules. Her father, accustomed to commanding warriors on campaigns, held his eldest daughter under tight control, demanding unquestioning obedience and constantly scolding her for the slightest mistake or whenever she was lost in thought. Nevertheless, behind the outward submissiveness of the girl, an invisible, bright spark always flickered, causing her to think of something far greater than simply gathering wood and milking goats. Her thoughts and her gaze, contrary to her father's will, were constantly drawn to the endless sky. There, among the drifting clouds, she held her secret, inner dialogue with someone unseen and grand, who always answered her questions with a soft echo in her soul, pointing out the right path and granting the solace she so deeply missed on earth. Stela's greatest and most secret joy was those moments of solitude when she could lie down in the tall grass and gaze for hours into the boundless sky. 

This endless blanket above her head was constantly changing: by day, it was piercingly blue and transparent, like pure spring water; in bad weather, it clothed itself in heavy, fanciful clouds; and by night, it transformed into a bottomless black velvet, strewn with millions of twinkling stars. Watching this eternal movement of the heights, the girl felt her soul dissolve into the heavenly expanse, freeing itself from earthly restrictions, while the shimmering of the distant luminaries seemed to her like the silent language of that very same Unseen companion who had created this vast world. 

Only to this endless sky did Stela fearlessly entrust all her innermost secrets, sharing the gathered experiences that she could reveal neither to the strict community nor to her stern father. And every time the girl cast her eyes toward the heights, it seemed as if someone's enormous, kind eyes were looking down at her with boundless love and understanding from the opening, transparent ethereal space. In this unearthly gaze, there was not a single drop of the wrath that the priests used to terrify them—it granted the young soul absolute peace and confidence. 

Stela tore her gaze away from the high clouds and looked down at her feet once more. Her new friend, the little ant, had finally lost its strength: its tiny legs slid helplessly across the dust, and the huge pine scale it had dragged so persistently almost completely pressed its tiny body to the earth. Yet, it did not abandon its load and did not open its jaws. 
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The young maiden knelt, carefully picked up a dry, sturdy blade of grass, and gently nudged the scale forward, helping the ant heave it over the ill-fated stone. She watched as the ant, instantly revived once freed from the dead weight, gripped its cargo tighter and ran confidently onward along the beaten path. 

Having watched the rescued ant on its way, Stela felt a sincere joy that she had been able to help this tiny laborer, and she continued on her journey with a light heart. Soon, the long-awaited, amplifying roar of rushing water echoed ahead, and the maiden finally stepped out by the mountain stream. 

The cold spray pleasantly refreshed her face, and the crystal-clear water dashed noisily against the smooth boulders, filling a small natural basin. 

She dropped to her knees right by the bank and carefully dipped the heavy clay pitcher into the foaming current. 

The maiden carefully lifted the pitcher, filled to the very brim, and was just about to set off on her return path. In that exact moment, a strange woman stepped out from behind a nearby rocky ledge, her unusual appearance instantly capturing Stela's attention. Her face was remarkably bright, as if illuminated from within by a soft glow, and her skin bore not a single trace of the harsh steppe sun or the dust of the road. She was dressed in a long, simple gown made of thick fabric in a deep blue color
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