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deDication

			This book is dedicated, in gratitude, to my teacher, Prem Rawat, who long ago revealed the star within me. 

			To my beloved daughters, Sunra and LaLita, the two planets around whom my life orbits. And, to my celestial grand beings: Aurora, Shane, and the new baby star preparing to enter the galaxy. I love you.
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foreword

			From the very first word of The Boy and the Secret of the Stars, it became apparent that this was no ordinary tale. Victoria Oltarsh has crafted not just a story, but an exploration into the very essence of life’s enchantments and enigmas. It delves deep into that universal question: What is the secret of the universe?

			Describing Victoria as magical might seem cliché to those who’ve never met her, but it is the undeniable truth. Beyond the pages of this book, she’s a beacon of warmth, guiding two generations within her own family and countless children in the New York public school district. With decades of experience in dramatic arts and theater, she understands the very essence of a gripping tale. Victoria’s mastery in the art of storytelling is evident, but it’s the heart behind the words that sets her work apart.

			Her narrative, infused with the wisdom of a mother, the insights of an educator, the spirit of an artist, and the playfulness of a child captivates and resonates with readers young and old. This is not just a book, but an experience—one that lingers long after the last page is turned.

			In an era where genuine stories are treasures, The Boy and the Secret of the Stars shines brilliantly. I implore you to not only immerse yourself in its magic but share it with someone you love. After all, gifts like this, imbued with love and wonder, are rare.

			Wishing you a journey filled with stardust and dreams,

			M. Shawn Petersen

			International Best-selling Author, Stella And The Timekeepers
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			“Not only do we live among the stars, the stars live within us.” 

			—Neil Degrasse Tyson, Astrophysicist and director of the Hayden Planetarium at the Rose Center in NYC
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			Chapter One 
Central Park

			I can hardly wait! thought Eli. Finally, the day had come to accompany his older brother, Jake, to the very first pop-up skateboarding competition being held in Central Park. For Eli, it was neither skateboarding nor the contest that was compelling. It was the location where the competition would be taking place that intrigued him. “I love to explore in nature more than anything else in the whole world!” Eli said out loud, jumping up from the living room couch too excited to continue browsing through his favorite astronomy book.

			Exploring in nature was not an easy task for Eli. He did not have a backyard. He did not live near the countryside, nor close to any forests, rolling hills, streams, or caves. Rather, Eli lived on the top floor of a brownstone apartment building in New York City, surrounded by dozens of tall skyscrapers, concrete sidewalks, and crowded streets where busy people hurry to lots of different places.

			Central Park is the one place where I can explore in New York City, he thought, pacing back and forth as he considered which items to bring along on today’s adventure.

			Although Jake and Eli were brothers born into the same family, they were very different. Skateboarding, watching YouTube videos, spending time having fun with his friends, and impressing girls were Jake’s favorite pastimes. 

			Unlike Jake, who liked to be with his friends all the time, Eli was content to spend time alone, looking out his window, day or night, pondering Earth’s mysteries and the unsolved puzzles of the universe. For Eli, the animals, the trees, and most of all, the stars were his best friends.

			After waiting for quite a while, Eli wondered what could be taking Jake so long to get ready. He sneaked close to his brother’s bedroom door and cupped his hands around his ears to better hear a muffled phone conversation coming from inside Jake’s room.

			“It’s a one-time skating competition. Yeah, they put up a special ramp. It’s a big deal because there’s never been a pop-up skateboard competition in Central Park before! Meet me at the Bethesda Fountain. Look for the flags at the designated spot. Okay, see you there.”

			Eli knew by the rushed tone of his brother’s muffled voice they would be leaving soon. Hurrying back to his bedroom, he searched for all the objects he wanted to take along on today’s excursion. Deciding bubbles would be a good idea, he managed to push the plastic bottle into his left back pocket and then slid his high-powered magnifying glass into the right one. Next, he unhooked the butterfly net he kept on the inside of his closet door, swung it into the air with a loud swoosh, and chose it as an essential item to bring, as well.

			Ready to go, Eli camped outside Jake’s bedroom door. Sitting cross-legged, with the butterfly net resting across his knees, he passed the time twirling his thumbs, playing a game of thumb tag with himself.

			“The contest is being run by professional skateboarders,” another one of Jake’s hushed conversations continued. “Everyone will be doing tons of tricks on the halfpipe, like Kickflips, McTwists, Ollies, and 360 Flips. Yup, my routine has an awesome major Backside Flip. Thanks. I’ll take all the good luck I can get. See you soon,” Jake said.

			Eli waited, listening to the sound of silence. A few seconds later, Jake burst through his bedroom door dressed in his colorful skateboarding gear and checkerboard Van sneakers, carrying his newly painted board under his arm.

			“It’s time to go,” Jake said.

			Jumping up, Eli fumbled and his butterfly net tumbled out of his hands, landing onto Jake’s new sneakers. Peering down at his younger brother, shaking his head in dismay, Jake picked up the butterfly net, handed it down to his younger brother, and asked, “Why are you bringing all that junk to the park, Eli?”

			“In case I find an interesting specimen somewhere. You never know, Jake,” Eli answered softly.

			“The only reason you are coming with me to this tournament is that Mom is working late at the gallery, and no one else is available to watch you. This competition is super important to me, Eli, and I have a really, really good chance to win the trophy. Now, hold on to your stuff, and let’s go!” Jake said, locking the apartment door behind him with a swift click.

			Racing down the long hallway, chasing after Jake, Eli called out, “Hey! Wait for me.”

			The brothers scurried down the city streets from their apartment to the closest park entrance on Fifth Avenue. Eli could hardly keep up with his older brother’s much quicker pace. Jake took Eli’s hand and pulled him down the concrete blocks so fast that his baseball cap flew off, almost landing in busy street traffic. Luckily, he had his butterfly net ready to catch it . . . just in time.

			Once inside the park, guided by Jake’s grip, Eli closed his eyes and pretended he could not see. He let Jake completely lead him, listening to the songs and calls of birds chirping in the trees, smiling proudly when he was able to identify the distinctive calls of a cardinal and a robin as he passed. He picked out the sound of horse and buggies trotting by carrying people with foreign accents, heard bikes whooshing by, and recognized the delighted squeals of children playing as Jake led him farther into the park.

			“Open your eyes,” Jake shouted as soon as he realized his brother was not paying attention. Startled, Eli opened his eyes and saw they were walking past the iconic copper and bronze statue of Alice in Wonderland, the March Hare, Mad Hatter, and Cheshire Cat, all perched on the inviting metal mushroom. Eli hesitated, pulling Jake back for a moment, wanting to join the other
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There was a boy
This boy was of nature
and Earthis mysteries
He loved to explore
He loved nathing more,
Whenever he looked up
ot the stars at night
He wondered. "what is
- beyond what | can see?
6 Oh. what is this curiosity?”
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