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There was never darkness in the sky of Lyra. The light there was a thousand shades - from cold silver to gold, which rippled in the rhythm of the planet's own breath. Cities did not spill over the land, but grew from crystals that responded to the music, to the thoughts, to the feelings of their inhabitants. When the Lyrans sang, the air trembled and the water turned into mirrors in which one could see the past and the future. It was not a planet in the usual sense of the word. It was a living being, pulsating with a consciousness that connected all who lived on it.

Leo was one of those who saw the world differently. Young, curious, with eyes the color of morning light and a heart that never stopped asking questions. While others practiced the art of sound and light, he preferred to wander the slopes of golden mountains where the horizon spilled into silence. He loved the moments when he could hear the planet's heartbeat—deep, slow, like breathing. In those moments, he felt that the world was more than just a place.

His friends said he dreamed too much. 
"You have the Earth in your head," they laughed. And they were right.
He first heard about Earth from one of the elders, who had once descended to the lower worlds and returned silent, with a look that never returned. He told how people there felt differently. That they had bodies of dense matter and hearts that broke and healed. That they loved, fought, forgot – and that it was in this way that they gave life its shape.

“What does it feel like to feel loss?” Leo had asked him then. 
The elder smiled, but a shadow crossed his eyes. “It’s like you’ve touched silence. And it burned you.”
From that moment on, the idea never left him. A world without perfection, where pain and love have the same value. A place where hearts are not eternal, but real.

One night he stood on the terrace of the observatory, watching the streams of light that connected the stars in a web. The wind ruffled his hair, and the silence was so deep that he could hear his own breath. The air trembled, and in the distance, in the blackness of space, he saw a tiny blue dot. Earth.

"I want to meet her," he whispered.

“The Earth is not for us,” a voice said behind him. 
He turned. Behind him stood a woman—tall, with copper-colored hair and eyes that held a secret. 
“Why not?” 
“Because you’ll forget who you are.” “What if I want to?”
She smiled. "Whoever forgets must find the way again. And not everyone finds it." 
"I will find it."
She looked at him for a long time, as if searching for reassurance in his eyes. 
"Then you will have to go through the gate without light."
"Without light?" 
"Where you are going, nothing you know will protect you. Only what you carry within you."
Leo lowered his head. 
"What if I don't carry anything inside me?" "You do. You just don't know it yet."
When she left, her scent remained. 
And in it, the echo of words that had been etched into his heart.
That night he walked to the gate. It was the oldest of the structures on Lyra—a circle of crystals that sang only when someone passed through. As he approached, the air thickened, the light faded, and a tone emerged from the silence—deep, warm, foreign.

He touched the stone. 
"I want to know the Earth," he said quietly. "I want to know love."
The light around him turned into a current that enveloped him. He felt his body disintegrate into a thousand particles, turning into breath, into echo, into stardust. He could still hear the city around him awakening to the song Lyra had sung when she lost her child.

Then there was only silence. 
And a world that smelled of rain and human dreams.
LIGHT OF THE LYRA

Morning on Lyra did not come with sunrise, for the sun never set there. The light simply changed color—from pearl to gold, gold to amber, until the landscape glowed with a warm honey tone. The air was clear and sweet, the mountains smelled of crystal dust and the distances filled with song. The city where Leo lived spread out on the slopes of the glowing mountains, the houses made of translucent stone that responded to the presence of people, and when someone passed by, the walls glowed softly. It was a place where every thought had a color and every word a tone.

Leo loved the moments when the city was still asleep. He would step out onto the terraces that hovered over the abyss and watch the sky move as slowly as breath. The water from the waterfalls fell silently, making a sound as it hit the rocks that was never repeated. Every day it sounded different. He believed it was the voice of the planet—that the world itself was trying to speak to those who would listen.

“Leo!” a voice called. A woman with long silver hair descended from above. Her name was Selaya, and she had been his friend since childhood. “Did you not sleep again?” 
“I couldn’t,” he replied. “I dreamed of a blue world. So close and yet so far away.” “Earth again?” He nodded. Selaya sat down next to him, her legs hanging over the edge of the terrace, and was silent for a moment. “You know the Council doesn’t like it when you talk about it.” “I know,” he said quietly. “But I can’t help it. I feel it calling me.” “Earth isn’t like Lyra. There, you lose your memory. You forget who you are.” “And what if it’s necessary?” “Forget?” “No. Remember differently.”
Selaya looked into the distance. The mountains shone like liquid gold, slow streams of light floated in the sky, reminiscent of the aurora borealis. “Do you think there’s something more down there?” 
“Yes. I can feel it. Somewhere in these people. Something we’ve lost.”
Since childhood, he had heard tales of a time long ago when the Lyrans were connected to all worlds. When light flowed freely between dimensions and they could travel wherever their tone led them. But then came the silence. The gates closed and Lyra became an island of light in the endless night. Then people learned to forget that they had once been wanderers. They learned to stay.

But Leo never stopped. 
In the evenings he would go to the observatory on the edge of the city, where the crystals sang with a soft sound. It was a place where only those who sought answers came. In a hall of translucent stone stood a circle - a gateway between worlds. Most days it was silent, but sometimes, when the light broke on the horizon, a faint note would come from it. No one knew whether it corresponded to planets or hearts.
Leo stopped in front of it and placed his hand on its cool surface. His face was reflected in the crystal. 
"Tell me," he whispered, "is love just a word, or the breath of the world?"
The crystal trembled in response. 
"Love," a voice from within said, "is the memory of light. But even light forgets."
He smiled. "Then show me how to remember again."

He felt a presence behind him. He turned and saw an older man, one of the Council of Light. “You are looking for something to break your heart, boy.” 
“And isn’t a broken heart the way to open it?” he replied calmly. The older man smiled. “I thought you would say that. You are too young, but maybe that is why you have a chance. But remember—the Earth will change you. You may never return.” “Maybe I don’t want to.”
The man nodded. "Then the gate will open. Not because you ask for it. But because you are ready to forget."

The light around them faded. A beam shot from the crystal, winding through the air, turning into a spiral that breathed. Leo felt his heart pound. He felt fear and peace at the same time. He turned one last time to the city, where Selaya stood on the balcony, looking down at him. She raised her hand. He smiled. And then he stepped into the light.

The world around him disintegrated, dissolved, turned into breath. 
And in that silence, just before the Earth swallowed him, he heard a melody. Her voice. "When you find love, remember - even light learns to love."
It was a time when the world looked ordinary, but breathed differently. Morning came with a quiet gold that spilled over the cobblestones of the streets, and Erika noticed that even the smallest things had a different taste – the sound of a key in a lock, the smell of bread from the bakery on the corner, a child’s laughter that echoed off the walls like a bell. She lived with the knowledge that every gesture she made was reflected in the light. Sometimes she woke up before Leo and just looked at him. His hands were folded under his head, his hair spilling over the pillow and golden rays reflected on his skin. He breathed quietly, calmly, like someone who had nowhere else to go. When he opened his eyes, he said nothing. He just reached out, found her fingers and clasped them. Such a simple gesture, and yet it had everything – presence, certainty, reason.

They were getting used to the human world. Leo was learning the little things she had taken for granted—how to hold a cup, how to smile when someone told a joke, even that sometimes people would say “okay” even when everything was wrong. When that happened to him, he just shrugged: “You don’t lie on Lyra, even if the truth hurts.” Erika taught him in her own way: “Here, you don’t say everything out loud, because that would take away the magic.” He laughed. There was a tone to that laugh that stabbed her heart differently every time.

They walked through the city, holding hands, saying little. Leo took in everything inquisitively, with quiet wonder. All the colors, shapes, sounds. “Every city has its own breath,” he said. “This one breathes fast, but it has a good heart.” They returned home in the evening and he told her about Lyra. About how the light there had a scent, how the air sang, how everything took shape according to emotions. “When you love, the landscape around you blooms. When you suffer, the mountains shrink. When you forgive, the water becomes clear.” “So the world responds to the heart?” she asked. “Always,” he replied. “Only on Earth have you forgotten that.”

There were days when they laughed and nights when they were silent. They made love with a quiet tenderness that had nothing to do with the body, yet every wave of desire passed through him. She often stayed awake for a long time after those moments, just listening to his breath and wondering how far it went. Once he had said, “On Lyra, love is not said in words. It is given in breath.” And then he leaned down, breathed in next to her ear, and exhaled slowly. She felt the exhale change her.

Time flowed like honey. The café remained open, people came, but it was no longer a place of business. It was a refuge. Everyone who entered left quieter, brighter. Leo helped her, but always differently than the others – never by speaking, just by being there. He stood by the window, watching the world go by, and those who saw him smiled without knowing why. An old woman once said, “That young man has a home in his eyes.” Erika just nodded.

When it rained, they walked without umbrellas. “Rain cleanses,” he would say. “And when you get wet, it takes away the weight you can’t see.” They stood in the middle of the street, the drops running down their faces, and she felt like the world had a taste of miracle.

But sometimes something changed. She would wake up at night and feel that Leo was not in bed. She would find him at the window, looking up. “What do you see there?” she would ask. “Home,” he answered quietly. “And sometimes what’s coming.” “Does that scare you?” “No. But it reminds me that all light must return.”

Those nights grew longer. And with them, strange dreams. She dreamed she was walking through a landscape of liquid light, where every step left a golden trail. Sometimes he was there. Other times, just his voice. When she woke up in the morning, she felt like something was calling to her. “This isn’t a dream,” Leo had said once. “This is a connection. The light teaches you to remember.” “And what?” “That the light isn’t up there. It’s here.”

In the evening they sat by the fireplace, a silence around them in which one could hear the soul. “Sometimes I feel like we are two people from different times,” she said. “Maybe we are,” he replied. “But time is not what separates us. Only what gives us space to love.”

The rain was pouring outside. Drops ran down the glass, the lights of the lamps refracted into little stars. Leo took her hand, pulled her close to him, and let the silence speak. In that moment, it seemed that nothing else existed. Just the breath, the body, and the light that breathed between them.

Time became a soft fabric in which they wrapped themselves without realizing it. The days were similar but never the same; each morning had a different shade of light, a different silence. Erika wrote down the little things: how many times Leo smiled, what his voice was like when he talked about the stars, the smell of the coffee she made for him, and how his hand lingered on her neck a second longer than necessary. These little things became memories.
Leo learned to walk into town alone. He would bring small gifts: a pebble that sparkled in the light, a book he said he found on a bench, or a piece of bread that reminded him of the smell of home. “Every thing is a messenger,” he would say. “When you accept it, you hear what it brings.” Once he brought a lock of hair tied with red thread. “A girl at the market gave it to me,” he explained. “She said it brought good luck.” Erika stared at him for a long time. “Was she pretty?” “She was alive,” he replied. She laughed, but later, as she cleaned, she wondered why something she had never known before had filled her chest—the feeling that the world she loved would never be hers alone.

In the evening, when he returned, they sat in silence. He carved small symbols that resembled stars into a piece of wood with a knife. She watched him. “Are we jealous of Lyra?” she asked. “No. But we can feel it when we want something too much.” “And is that bad?” “No. It can only hurt.” He put the wood aside and took her hand. “Don’t look for differences between us,” he said. “There aren’t any where I am.”

The next few days seemed ordinary. The streets smelled of baked goods, the sun was shining through the windows, people were talking about the weather and the news. But Erika knew that nothing was the same. As Leo walked through the crowd, people looked at him, sometimes just a glance, sometimes with a strange certainty that they had seen him before. One child touched him and laughed: “You shine.” Leo just smiled and stroked his hair. “You too.”

The nights were theirs. They learned each other's bodies, not out of passion, but out of a need for touch. They made love slowly, sometimes without words, sometimes between laughter and silence. After those nights, the light remained – on their skin, on the sheets, in the room. In the morning it faded, but she knew it hadn't completely disappeared.

One day she found him standing on the balcony. He held an empty mug in his hand, his gaze lost in the distance. “Are you thinking about home?” she asked. “No,” he replied. “Returning.” “That’s the same thing.” “No. Returning is not leaving. It’s a transformation.” He turned and approached her. “If you could, would you leave?” “Where?” “Where I come from.” She shook her head. “My roots are here.” “And yet you hear the light.” “Maybe I just love you,” she said. “That’s the same thing,” he replied.

Changes began to come to the city that no one could explain. The lamps shone more softly, people argued less, children stopped crying over trifles. Erika watched with the quiet certainty that what had arisen between them went beyond their apartment. When she touched his hand, she felt the world react—the air trembled, the water in the vase swirled. Leo smiled. “See?” he said. “Love changes everything. Only few people notice.”

That evening they sat at the table, candlelight reflecting off the windows and rain falling outside. Erika tilted her head, touched his forehead, and whispered, “If you have to leave, tell me before you go out.” “I won’t go out,” he replied. “Just take a breath.”

The mornings were getting quieter. Erika woke up before Leo and sat by the window with a cup of hot chocolate. She watched the city wake up—the people hurrying to work, the smell of fresh pastries wafting from the bakery on the corner, the light slowly spilling over the rooftops. Every movement suddenly had meaning. Every breath carried the echo of their life together. When Leo got up, he would always stand behind her for a moment, put his hands on her shoulders, and watch silently with her. “Everything flows here,” he said once. “Time is circular on Lyra. It’s a river here. But I’m learning to swim.” She smiled. “And I’m learning to breathe.”
There were days when Leo disappeared. Not far away—just to the edge of town, where the meadows and the lights of the industrial buildings touched. There he walked quietly, looking, listening. When he returned, he talked about things she didn’t understand. “The earth has cracks,” he said. “Not in the stone, but in the heart. People lose their breath in them.” “And you can heal them?” she asked. “No. I just hold the light that flows through it.” He spoke calmly, but there was a shadow in his voice.

Erika watched him change. When he came, he had been light—pure, sure, foreign. Now there was something human about him: weariness, melancholy, sometimes even a silence that hurt. He began to understand things that Lyra had never known—jealousy, loneliness, the feeling that you belonged somewhere, yet you were a stranger. Sometimes he sat with his head in his hands and was silent. One day she found him sitting like that and asked him quietly, “Do you miss the stars?” “No. I just forget what light smells like.”

One evening a group of young people came to the café. They were noisy, laughing, drinking wine, and looking for Erica. Leo was standing by the window and noticed that one of them touched her hand as she handed him a cup. For a moment something flared up inside him—not anger, but something sharper than he had ever felt before. After closing time she asked him, “What is it?” “Nothing,” he replied. “I just realized that even light can be jealous.” “That means you’re human,” she said. “No,” he smiled. “I just love you more than I should have.”

That night they made love differently than before—with a heaviness that hurt, with a desire that burned. Their breath mingled with the rain that drummed against the windows, and in every touch there were more questions than answers. After all those moments, there remained an emptiness that she couldn't name. And in the morning, when she woke up, she found him sitting on the bed, his gaze fixed on the horizon. "I hear them," he said quietly. "Who?" "The ones calling from home." "Do they want you to go?" "They want me to remember why I came."

Silence stretched between them like a thread. Erika was afraid to ask when the moment would come when he would leave. Instead, she began to write letters that she never gave him. She hid them in a box under her bed. She wrote about how she feared the morning when she would wake up and the bed would be empty. She wrote about how her love for him was teaching her to breathe, but that it might also tear her apart.

One day, as they were returning from the market, he stopped in the middle of the street. People were walking past them, but at that moment the world went silent. “Do you feel it?” he asked. She shook her head. “What?” “The earth is singing.” He closed his eyes, and her hand trembled as she touched him. “It’s not a song you hear with your ears. It’s a call. Something is coming that will change everything.” He opened his eyes, and there was light and fear in his gaze. “It’s time for me to remember who I am.”

Erika swallowed. "What about me?" "You'll help me find it."

At that moment, something lit up around them that didn't come from the lamps or the sky. It was a feeling—warm, deep, old as breath.

The night after that special moment was different from all the previous ones. The city slept, but around their house the air trembled as if it had come to life. From the distant rooftops came sounds that Erika had never heard before—deep tones, like singing that came from stone, not from her mouth. When she stepped out onto the balcony, she saw tiny lights hovering above the street—not stars, not lamps, something in between. Each one glowed for a moment, then went out, leaving behind a warmth that she felt on her skin.
Inside, Leo sat in a chair. His hands rested on his knees, his eyes open but absent. He breathed deeply, in a rhythm that reminded her of the tides of the ocean. As she approached, he whispered, “Can you feel it?” “Yes,” she replied. “What is it?” “A call,” he said quietly. “It’s like a light trying to remember where it belongs.” His voice was calm, but his eyes shone with a strange light that both frightened and attracted her.

She knelt down beside him and took his hands. “Don’t go.” “Not yet,” he smiled, “but the line is getting thinner. You feel it too, you just call it something else.” “I call it fear.” “Fear is just a shape of light that hasn’t yet learned its direction.” She closed her eyes to block out the light, but instead of darkness she saw images. Landscapes she didn’t know. Cities of crystal. Rivers that flowed upward. Mountains that sang when the wind blew over them. Lyra. In the midst of the glow stood Leo, different—taller, brighter, disembodied, yet tangible. “This is what home looks like,” he said in her mind.

When she opened her eyes, she was sitting by the fireplace again. The wood was crackling, but the room was cold. Leo hugged her, and she cried. “I don’t want you to come back,” she whispered. “I don’t want to lose you.” He stroked her cheek. “You’re not losing me. You’re just teaching me to be human.” “And what does that mean?” “That I’m feeling pain for the first time in my life.”

The next few days turned into something between a dream and a wake. The city was acting strangely. The birds were flying lower than usual, and the night was silent like she had never known. People came to the café with the feeling that something was happening, but no one could name it. “It’s like the world has stopped,” one woman said. “No, it’s just listening,” Leo replied.

One afternoon she found him outside, standing by the fountain, watching the water. The water rippled, forming patterns that resembled star maps. “Is that a reflection?” she asked. “No,” he replied, “that’s a gate.” He turned to her, the entire sky reflected in his eyes. “The time is coming, Erika. When it opens, everything will come together. Earth, Lyra, us.” “What if it destroys everything we have?” “It won’t destroy. It will change. And change is just another form of life.”

That evening they lay next to each other, not speaking. At night she woke up and saw a faint light rising from his body. It wasn’t dazzling, it just touched the ceiling and melted. She touched it and felt it was hot. “I can’t stop it,” he said without opening his eyes. “I don’t want you to stop it,” she replied. “Just be here.” She snuggled up to him and heard the echo of the stars in his breath.

The morning seemed ordinary. But Erika knew that nothing was the same. When she went outside, she saw that a trace had been left in the sky – a delicate, golden arc that didn’t belong there. People couldn’t see it, but she could. It was their story, written in light.

The morning broke into another reality. The light had a new color – it was neither golden nor white, but rather transparent, as if it had a memory. Erika stood by the window and could not tear herself away from the sky. It seemed to her that the sky was breathing, as if it were alive. In the distance, pillars of light appeared above the city, soft and thin as breath. Everyone took it for a strange play of the atmosphere, but she knew that it was not just a light phenomenon. She felt it in her body, in her skin, in her heart.

When she turned, Leo was standing behind her. He was paler than usual, his eyes deep and quiet. “It’s here,” he said simply. “What?” “A connection. Worlds touching.” “And what will it do?” “That depends on the people. On you.” “On me?” “You’re the key.” She laughed, but there was nervousness in the laugh. “Me? I’m just a woman who’s fallen in love.” “That’s why,” he replied.

Things were happening in the city that no one could explain. The electric light flickered occasionally, as if the heart of the planet was learning a new rhythm. People felt a strange warmth, even though it was cold. Some said they heard noises, others that they had strange dreams about stars. Everything was slowly changing. Erika felt that every step she took would trigger something - as if her body were an instrument. When Leo touched her, the world around her brightened for a moment.

One day he took her to a hill outside the city. The grass there was a strange golden color, and when the light fell on it, it murmured like water. “This is where it all began,” he said. “This is where the first gate opened.” She closed her eyes and felt a strange warmth envelop her. He slowed his breathing and placed his hand on her chest. “Can you feel it?” “Yes.” “It’s the rhythm of both worlds. They’re no longer separate. But something is preventing it, something human.” “Fear?” he nodded.

They sat by the fireplace that evening. Leo looked into the fire and spoke quietly, almost to himself. “On Lyra, we once stood on the edge. We forgot to feel. We lost the light then, for a moment. The earth is in the same place now.” Erika leaned toward him. “And what can I do?” “To love without fear,” he replied. “Love is the only language that both worlds hear equally.”

His words stayed with her. She thought about them long into the night. When she fell asleep, she had a dream. She stood on a bridge of translucent stone. She saw Earth below her, Lyra above her. Light rose from both worlds and met exactly where she stood. When she looked down, she saw that the bridge was made of their bodies, intertwined as one. Golden drops fell from the sky, and in each of them she heard Leo's voice. "Don't hold the light, let it flow."

She woke up with wet hair and a heart that was beating differently. Leo was asleep, but his skin shimmered softly. She touched him, and felt warmth run through her fingers. It was the same energy as in the dream. She realized that the dream wasn’t a dream—it was a message.

The next days brought new signs. The children in the city began to draw strange patterns – circles, spirals, stars – without knowing why. The trees were blooming in the middle of autumn. And at night, delicate paths of light appeared across the sky, slowly moving above the horizon. People talked about it, but no one was afraid. Only Erika felt that every light was a call – and that the answer was coming.

One evening Leo turned to her. “We must be ready.” “For what?” “When the final gate opens, you will have to make a decision.” “What?” “Stay or go.”

His eyes were calm, but there were a thousand stories hidden in that look. Erika didn't ask any more questions. She just rested her head on his shoulder and listened to him breathe. His breath was light now. And her tears were stars.

The earth breathed differently. Everything around them became more translucent, more receptive, as if even the walls of the house understood that something was approaching that would change the entire order. Leo walked through the rooms silently, touching things he had previously ignored – a mug, a photograph on the wall, tiny flowers in a window box. “I’m learning to remember,” he said once, when she caught him stroking the wood of the table. “Everything here has a memory, only no one asks it.” Erika sat across from him, her legs tucked under the blanket, watching the afternoon light turn to amber.
Outside, the light was refracted by the leaves, which remained green even in the middle of autumn. People were starting to notice it, but no one was afraid. Everyone felt that something was changing for the better, although they couldn't say what. The children laughed more often, the old men on the benches stopped cursing about politics and instead told stories from their youth. Erika and Leo often sat by the river, watched the water flow, and talked about things that couldn't be said.

One evening, as darkness fell, he took her hand. “I want to show you something,” he said. They walked out into the fields beyond the city. The air was cool but clean. They stopped by an old tree that seemed older than anything around it. Leo placed one hand on the trunk and the other on her heart. A soft light rose from the depths of the earth, merging with what came from it. The tree sang—not with a voice, but with a tone she felt in her bones. “This is how the world communicates,” he said. “All living things learn from all. Only you humans have forgotten to listen.”

Erika placed a hand on his cheek. “And you came to teach us?” “No,” he smiled. “I came to remember that I can do it too.” Then he kissed her. Slowly, long, unhurriedly. The kiss tasted of wood and breath. When they pulled away, their foreheads remained pressed together. “You’re afraid of me,” he whispered. “No,” she replied. “I’m afraid of the world that will take you back one day.”

They stayed there for a long time. As they returned to the city, a light rain began to fall, but the drops sparkled as if each carried a grain of light. Leo raised his face to the sky and laughed. "See? The earth responds."

The following nights were filled with restlessness. Leo would wake up with sweat on his forehead, sometimes speaking in a foreign language, other times his body would glow in a warm light that lit up the entire room. Erika would sit by the bed, holding his hand, whispering his name until the light faded. “Is this killing you?” she asked after one of those nights. “No,” he replied, “I’m just getting home.” “And me?” “You’re my reason to stay.”

They made love again—differently this time, with pain and joy. Their touches were heavy and light, their breaths joined in a rhythm that reminded them of music from another world. When it was all over, they lay in silence. “That light would never go out on Lyra,” she said. “Not here either,” he replied. “It just hides until someone lights it again.”

The next day, a strange woman came to the café. She had gray hair and eyes the color of the winter sky. When she saw Leo, she stopped. “You’re not from here,” she said calmly. Leo watched her, didn’t deny it. “Who are you?” he asked. “The one who guards the balance,” she replied. “And it’s just starting to break.” Erika felt her throat tighten. “What does that mean?” “That the light that came here must decide where it belongs.” The woman left as quietly as she had come. Leo watched her and said nothing.

At night he sat by the window and wrote something in a notebook for a long time. When she asked what it was, he replied: "Memory. If I have to leave, I want the light to remain written."

Everything began to speed up. The days broke, the silence became tense like a string. People walked the streets with the feeling that something was happening, but no one could say what. The lamps shone brighter, the sky was restless, magnetic. Erika felt every tremor. She woke up earlier in the morning, with the feeling that someone was calling her name. Leo spent the nights by the window, looking at the horizon, where light appeared – sometimes green, sometimes white, sometimes so blue that it burned in the eyes.

One evening he took her hand. “Come,” he said. “You have to see it.” They climbed to the roof of the house. The city below them murmured like the sea. The air smelled of ozone. Above them the sky opened—not in lightning, not in thunder, but in silence. Soft light spread across the sky, sliding over the roofs, over the trees, over their faces. Erika felt like she was standing in the very heart of a star. “That’s her,” Leo said. “The gate.”

Light began to emanate from his body. Not suddenly, but smoothly, as if a landscape were awakening within him. She saw his skin change—translucent, warm, illuminated. “I have to go,” he whispered. “No, please.” She placed a hand on his cheek. “You are home here.” “My home is wherever you breathe now,” he said. The light spun around them, flowing in a spiral. A silence spread all around that tasted like tears.

Below them, the city stopped. People came out of their houses, looked up, and no one screamed. They just stood there, breathing. All the lights in the windows went out, the streets lit up with natural brightness. The water in the river rose, but it didn’t fall—it floated in fine drops that made patterns. “See?” Leo said. “The earth remembers.” “What about us?” “We are its memory.”

The light grew stronger. Erika felt a pressure in her chest, as if her heart were expanding. “I’m afraid,” she whispered. “It’s okay,” he replied. “Only the light that is afraid knows it is alive.” He lifted her hand and placed it over his heart. The heat was so strong that it set her fingers on fire. “When I pass, everything will change. But love will remain.” “How?” “Because you woke it.”

Tiny golden particles began to fall from the sky, like stardust. They touched the roofs, the hair, the skin. Erika felt the light penetrate her body, her bones, her breath. She felt him – his presence, his voice, his soul. She was part of that brightness. “Don’t leave,” she whispered. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m just returning to the place where everything came from. But you will stay – like a beacon.”

The light rose around him until he was lost in its center. For a moment he was everywhere—in the air, in her body, in her heart. Then everything was still. There was only her, the light and the silence. She fell to her knees, her hands on her chest, tears flowing from her eyes, shining. Each one that fell to the ground turned into a small light.

When dawn broke, the city woke up differently. People greeted each other, even if they didn't know each other. The trees had new leaves, even the dry ones. The water was cleaner, the air softer. And in every corner of the city, in every window, in every breath, something remained that could not be described - an echo.

Erika stood alone on the roof. She held Leo's pendant in her hand. Inside, a soft light shone that never went out.

"You didn't come back," she whispered. 
And somewhere in the wind, it said, "I never left."
The morning was quiet. The kind of silence that can only come after a storm—not terrifying, but deep, full of the breath that slowly returns to the lungs of the world. Erika stood at the window, her hands resting on the sill, watching the city. It looked the same, and yet completely different. Everything had softer contours, the colors were warmer, the sky was brighter. People walked the streets, but their movements were calm, fluid, as if they had finally heard the rhythm that had always been there.

She took a deep breath. The air tasted of light. She felt the warmth she had lost the night he disappeared returning to her body. She opened the window and let the wind in. The wind smelled like him. The faint touch of skin, the breath of rain, the sound of laughter mingling with the silence. She closed her eyes and for a moment felt like he was standing behind her. “You’re here,” she whispered.

She went downstairs to the café. On the table lay the diary in which she had once written her letters that she had never given him. Now they were all empty, the paper shining as if it reflected the light. She took the pen and began to write. 
“When the light left, it remained in every thing it touched. In my heart, in the stone, in the earth. Every breath is a memory now. People say the world has changed, but I know it is only finally breathing.”
The café filled with people. No one was pushing anyone, no one was in a hurry. Children were laughing, older people were holding hands. Erika handed them cups of coffee, and when she touched them, everyone felt a strange peace. One man looked at her and said, “You have a light in your eyes. Where are you from?” She smiled. “From home,” she answered simply.

In the evening she went to the hill outside the city where the gate had once opened. The grass there was shining now, even though the sun had long since set. She knelt down, placed the pendant in her palm, and watched its light slowly spread across the grass. Each ray that touched her left a heat that didn’t burn, just reminded. “Leo,” she whispered. “You taught me how to breathe.”

She raised her head and looked up at the sky. The stars were not far away. They shone so brightly that they seemed to be part of the landscape. And in the middle of them, directly above her, one shone brighter than all the others. It had a golden rim and a blue core. She knew it. It was Lyra. She smiled and raised her hand as if to touch it.

“I’ll be back,” she said. 
“I know,” she replied quietly.
She returned to the city, the lights in the streets dancing with the wind. All the people she passed were smiling. No one knew why. But everyone felt that the world had a new breath.

At home, she opened the window and placed the pendant on the windowsill. It remained shining there – like a little star that decided to stay among people. She lay down on the bed, wrapped herself in a blanket and closed her eyes. His voice sounded in her head. 
“I never left. You just became the light that holds me.”
She fell asleep. And outside, above the city, the sky moved slowly. The stars breathed with her.

THE EARTH THAT BREATHES

Everything on Earth was heavy. The air, the body, the steps, the thoughts. Leo opened his eyes in a field of tall grass and the first thing he smelled was the smell of clay after rain—wet, sharp, and alive. The sky above him was blue differently than he remembered. Not bright, but deep, with a touch of infinity. He sat down and just breathed for a long time. He felt a weight in his chest—a heart that beat slowly, really. He raised his hand to the light. It was not translucent, but human.

On the horizon loomed a city – small, peaceful, surrounded by hills, from whose slopes a lazy smoke was rising. The streets were glistening after the rain, the lights of the lamps reflected in the puddles, the cafes smelled of coffee and warm bread. People hurried along with their heads bowed, umbrellas, bags, keys in their hands – small miracles of the ordinary.

Leo walked among them quietly, in the ordinary clothes he had found in an old cabin on the edge of the forest. Jeans, white shirt, coat. He felt the world watching him—not with his eyes, but with the energy that clung to him as he passed strangers. Their thoughts, their fears, their petty desires. They were noisy, unbalanced, but true.

He stopped at the bridge. The river flowed beneath him, slow and heavy, reflecting the lights of the city. He leaned over the surface. For the first time in his life he saw his reflection without the glow of Lyra. His hair had darkened, his eyes were amber, his skin had lost its luster. He looked human. And yet he felt that something inside was different.

Evening was falling over the city. The streets turned orange, the shop lights came on, and the apartment windows turned into little worlds. Leo wandered aimlessly until he hid in a café on the corner. A small space with wooden tables, the smell of chocolate, and soft music.

A woman stood behind the counter. Her hair was tied in a loose braid, her eyes calm and tired. When she looked at him, something inside her became uncertain for a moment, like a gust of wind stirring the surface of a lake. 
“Would you like something?” she asked with a smile. “Chocolate,” he answered without thinking. “Hot?” He nodded.
While she prepared it for him, he looked around the place—the books on the shelves, the old photographs, the battered piano against the wall. In one of the photographs, he recognized the same bridge he had stood on a moment ago. 
“Is that you?” he asked as she handed him the mug. 
“Yes,” she smiled. “My grandfather. He used to be a photographer. He built this cafe himself.”
He sat down at the table by the window. A gentle rain was falling outside, the drops sliding down the glass like trails of light. The woman – Erika, as the nameplate said – glanced at him from time to time. There was something strange about him. Not foreign, more like... different. A calm that made her uneasy.

When she brought him the bill, he looked at her and said, “Your world is beautiful, even if it hurts.” 
She was taken aback. “Where did you read that?” “Nowhere. I just felt it.” She smiled uncertainly. “It sounds like you came here from another world.” He looked at her in a way that made her heart stop for a moment. “Maybe I did.”
She didn't know what to say. She laughed to hide her embarrassment. "Then welcome to our midst." 
"Thank you," he said quietly.
When he left, the rain had stopped. Erika stood by the door, watching him. In the alley, the light from the lamps refracted in drops on the pavement, and his figure slowly melted into the shadows.

At home, she sat by the window, wrapped herself in a blanket, and put the mug of chocolate to her lips. It warmed her, as did the thought of the stranger. 
"From another world..." she whispered, smiling to herself.
And Leo? 
He stood on a hill outside the city, looking at the sky, and for the first time on Earth he felt cold. But also warmth that didn't come from him. The world that breathes has just begun to speak.
These were days when everything was learning to breathe again. The city woke up slowly, as if afraid to move so as not to disturb the new peace that had remained after the light. Erika would get up early, sometimes before dawn, and just stand by the window. The misted windows, the morning twilight, and the first sounds – all of this became her prayer. Outside, the world looked ordinary, but between the houses there was something different, soft, quiet, that only she could perceive. Every step she took left a trace of light, even if she didn’t see it. People greeted her with a smile that lasted a second longer than before. Sometimes someone would stop and say: “I don’t know why, but I feel... at peace with you.” She just nodded. What could she say? That the breath of a man who was not of this world still trembled inside her?
The café had become a haven for those searching for something they couldn’t name. They came in the morning and late at night just to sit there for a while. Erika made coffee, cleared the tables, but often found herself staring into space. On the table by the window where he used to sit, a small pendant now stood. Every day she wiped it clean and placed it exactly as he had done. Sometimes it glowed with a faint golden light when she touched it. Sometimes she thought it was just the reflection of the lamp, but in her heart she knew it wasn’t.

She would sit at home in the evenings and write in her journal. Not about pain, but about silence. “The world has a new rhythm,” she wrote one day. “Every thing breathes. Even when it’s gone, I can hear it in the wind. I can feel it when I touch the water. Sometimes I feel like the light has entered my skin and won’t leave.” She put down her pen, turned off the lamp, and ran her hand over the sheet where it had been. The warmth was still there.

One day a woman with a child stopped her on the street. “Madam, are you the one who lives by the river?” she asked. Erika nodded. “My son had a dream. He saw a man of light. He told him that the light had already left here.” The child hid behind his mother, but peeked out from under her hand and smiled. “He said he was protecting you.” Erika felt her throat tighten. She knelt down next to the boy, put her hand on his shoulder. “And what else did he tell you?” “That I should greet you,” he answered seriously.

That evening she sat by the fireplace and stared into the flames for a long time. The fire moved differently, rising into shapes that resembled a figure. Arms, shoulders, the outline of a head. “You’re still here,” she whispered. The fire flickered, the flame rose higher, and a warm breeze that smelled of summer air filled the room. She closed her eyes and heard in her mind, “It’s not over yet.”

The days passed, but each morning was a new beginning. The streets shone, the river rang with music that no one else could hear. Erika felt that the world around her was slowly learning to live according to a different rhythm – the rhythm of light. And she was its beat.

The morning was so clear that you could hear the grass growing in it. The sun slid along the windowsill, touching her neck as she combed her hair. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror—and for a moment she wasn’t sure if she was looking at herself. Her eyes were a different shade than before, a soft shimmer that didn’t fade even in the gloom. They reminded her of the color of Leo’s eyes just before he had disappeared. She touched the neck of her necklace and felt warmth. It wasn’t just any warmth; it spread through her body, spreading in tiny waves to her fingertips. Every touch, every breath, was alive in a different way.

She went outside. The city was the same, yet different. People looked at each other with greater attention, as if after a long sleep they had remembered that they were not alone. The air had a different density, everything was closer. Erika walked through streets that she knew by heart, and yet it felt like she was seeing them for the first time. The trees leaned over her head, the leaves shimmered. From every shop window, from every window where light was reflected, she felt that somewhere beyond the edge of reality something was breathing.

The café was bustling, but strangely peaceful. People talked quietly, laughed, touched each other without fear. A man who went there every day sat by the window and said, “I don’t know why, but since the night the glow appeared, I feel lighter. It’s like someone has lifted a weight off my shoulders that I’ve been carrying all my life.” Erika poured him coffee and smiled. “Maybe you just let him go.” “Maybe,” he nodded, looking her in the eye. “But you know something we don’t.” She remained silent, and yet he felt that she had answered him.

After work, she went to the river. She sat down in the place where they had once stood together. The wind was rising, the water was singing. She closed her eyes and let her hands rest on her knees. She felt tiny vibrations, as if the water were laughing. She heard footsteps in the distance. She opened her eyes, but no one was there. Only the air trembled, as if something were passing through it. “Leo?” she whispered. The water rose for a moment, formed a circle, and then calmed down again. She knew this was not a dream.

At home, she wrote in her diary: "Sometimes I feel like I'm changing. Not on the outside, but on the inside. The light teaches me to feel differently. When someone suffers, it hurts me physically. When someone laughs, I feel it in my lungs. It's beautiful, but scary. I don't know if it's me anymore."

She had a dream that night. She was standing in a field, the sky was dark, but among the stars she saw a silhouette – his. He stood in the middle of the light, smiling, but he said nothing. He just reached out his hand to her. As she walked towards him, she felt that her steps left no imprint. It was translucent. She touched his palm, but it was neither hot nor cold – it was like a stream of water flowing through her. In that dream she was not afraid. She just knew.

In the morning, she was awakened by light. The room was filled with a soft warmth that couldn’t have come from the sun. Tiny golden reflections danced on the wall. She closed her eyes and whispered, “You’re here.” And a small spark fell from the ceiling. It landed in her palm and stayed there—not like ash, but like breath.

The next days came quietly, but with a strange pulse that Erika felt in her chest. Everything she touched seemed to wake up with her. As she walked down the street, the birds fell silent and the cars slowed down, as if the whole world was holding its breath. No one noticed, only she. It was the little things – a lamp that came on before the sun went down, a flower that bloomed in a single night, a child who smiled at her without a word and said: “Madam, you shine.”

She began a new journal. Not with words, but with drawings. She drew the lights that floated around the windows, the spirals she saw when she closed her eyes, the symbols that appeared on her skin when she touched the pendant. One morning she woke up to find a delicate gold pattern on the inside of her wrist—a shape that resembled two intertwined stars. She tried to erase it, but she couldn’t. When the light hit it, it glowed. In that moment, she realized she would never go back.

People in the café were beginning to whisper. Not out of gossip, but more out of curiosity. “The woman by the river,” they said. “Things have been happening around her since the light appeared.” Some called her “the one who brings peace,” others “the woman of light.” One evening, as she was closing, a man entered the café. Tall, quiet, with eyes that reminded her of deep water. He sat down at a table without saying anything. When she came to him, he smiled. “I know who you are,” he said quietly. “No,” she replied, “no one knows.” He leaned closer. “I was there. When the light appeared. I saw him. And I saw you. He... was with you, wasn’t he?” She stood there, her heart pounding. “Who are you?” she asked. “Just someone who remembers.”

He left as quietly as he had come, but he left a small stone on the table. When she took it in her hand, she felt a familiar warmth. The stone was smooth, but it vibrated. It had a tiny crack in the middle that glowed when she squeezed it. She hid it next to the pendant, not knowing why.

She walked to the river in the evening. The city was quiet, only the lights of the bridge reflected on the surface. She sat down and placed the pendant next to the stone. They both glowed the same shade. “Leo,” she whispered, “if you can hear me, tell me what to do.” The wind picked up, the leaves swirled around her, and a light mist rose from the water, curling into the shape of a human silhouette. She couldn’t see the face, but she felt a touch—not physical, but more in her heart. “Don’t look for me,” she heard herself say. “Find yourself.”

When she got home, she sat on the bed, unbuttoned her blouse, and looked at the skin under her neck. The golden pattern had grown. Now it stretched down her shoulder and disappeared behind her collarbone. Every breath lit it up more. She wasn't scared. She just felt something beyond reason was happening.

She was awakened by a strange sound at night. There was a rustling sound coming from the hallway. She got up and walked barefoot, the light from the pendant illuminating her path. A cat stood on the threshold, completely white, with eyes the color of honey. It looked at her for a long time, and then meowed in a deep tone that resembled a human voice. “You are not ordinary,” Erika whispered. The cat sat up and the light from the pendant reflected in its eyes. At that moment, she understood that animals recognize her before people do.

She woke up in the morning and the cat was lying by her bed. It wouldn't leave. It just breathed, quietly, with her.

The morning was melting into a soft golden haze. The sun touched the curtains and reflected on the glass, making the entire room seem to breathe light. The cat, which had settled at her feet, was asleep. Its breathing was quiet and regular, like the ticking of a clock that measured time in a different way. Erika stroked its back and felt her palm vibrate. It was no ordinary cat. It was like a messenger, a calm shadow between worlds.

In the kitchen, the water in the kettle rippled before she touched the switch. She noticed it, but she wasn’t alarmed. Over the past few weeks, she had learned to accept the oddities as part of her daily routine. The steam rose slowly, forming shapes that changed with each breath she took—a leaf, a hand, a star. It was as if the world was responding to her. She sat down at the table with a mug of tea, the light breaking into tiny golden waves.

A woman from the house next door appeared on the doorstep. Her eyes were tired but kind. “Can I?” she asked quietly. Erika nodded. The woman sat down and placed a photo on the table. “My daughter. She has nightmares. She calls out a name I don’t know. She says Leo. ” Erika gripped the mug with both hands so she wouldn’t see her fingers shaking. “What does she say?” “That the light must come back home. And that you will show it to her.” She looked up. “I don’t know what that means, but when I met you, I knew you would help me.”

Erika placed her hand on her palm. At that moment, everything around her brightened, even the shadows between them dissolved. The woman cried – not from pain, but from relief. “Thank you,” she whispered. “He’ll sleep peacefully now.” When she left, the scent of lavender and a strange silence that resembled music remained in her wake.

Erika leaned against the wall, took a deep breath. Her body vibrated as if she had touched electricity, but it was not unpleasant. The mirror opposite reflected a light that did not come from the lamp. When she approached it, for a moment she could not see herself in the reflection. There he stood. Leo. The same eyes, the same calm, only translucent, as if made of pure air. He smiled. “You are learning,” he said. “What?” “To see. And to hear. And to be the light, not its shadow.” She reached out, but the reflection dissipated.

From that day on, everything accelerated. She began to see things that others did not see – not figures, but currents of energy. She saw soft lights in people, colors around their bodies. Each color spoke differently. It was heavy in sad people, light as a feather in happy people. Sometimes it overwhelmed her. The first time it happened, she was left standing in the middle of the street, unable to breathe. Everything around her lit up, every person was a star, every heart beat in hers. She knelt down and closed her eyes. From afar, she heard Leo's voice: "Don't stifle the light, let it breathe through you."

She took a slow breath and the lights dimmed. From that moment on, she understood that the world trusted her. That it spoke through her.

One evening she went to the river, the cat running after her. It was cold on the bank, but as she sat down, warmth enveloped her. Circles of light rose from the water, joining together in a spiral. In the midst of the glow, she saw a figure—brighter this time. Leo. Not of flesh, not of body, but of pure energy. He approached her, but did not touch her. “It’s not time yet,” he said. “For what?” “For returning. You must first accept that you are more than just human.”

"And if I can't do it?" "Then the world will break."

His image faded and the water became still. The cat rubbed itself against her legs and looked at her with a look that said, Now you know.

The nights began to change first. They were no longer dreams, but spaces. Each sleep was like opening a door to another place, where she could enter when she wanted, or fall into when she was afraid. Sometimes she stood in the middle of a landscape that looked like Lyra—golden, calm, translucent—other times she was in the middle of a city that slept, light streaming from every window like breath. Sometimes she heard a call. Not words, more like a tone. “Erika,” she heard in her ears, “don’t let the light stand still, move with it.”

She began to notice that people around her were coming in search of something more. A young woman came into the café and sat down without a word. Erika brought her a cup of tea. The woman began to cry. “I don’t know why,” she said, “I just felt like I should come.” Erika touched her hand, and everything lit up—the light between them, the light inside. The woman stopped crying and just whispered, “I understand now.” She didn’t know what, but they both felt that something real had happened.

In those days, people began to touch Erika with their looks, words, and presence, as if they didn't see her, but felt her. Children ran to hide, dogs calmed down when she passed by. And she - she felt everything. The pain of strangers, the tension between two people passing by, the sadness of a woman sitting alone. When she concentrated, she was able to transform it - the pain melted away, the argument fell silent, the sadness turned into silence. But every such touch exhausted her.

At night she sat on the floor with the pendant in her hand. It was warm, almost alive. In its light she saw new lines appear on her skin—thin, golden, running along the veins. It was beautiful and terrifying. She felt like someone slowly dissolving into the light. “What’s happening to me?” she whispered. And then, out of nowhere, an answer. Not a voice, not a thought, more of a feeling: “You’re no longer separate.”

The next few days were filled with miracles that no one could explain. The trees around her bloomed out of season, the river water became clear even after rain, and people who were sick felt better after just a short conversation with her. When someone mentioned it, she just smiled. She didn't want to be special. She just learned to live with what had happened.

One evening, as she was walking through the city, an old man stopped her. His eyes were bright, his fingers wrinkled. “Are they calling you too?” he asked. “Who?” “The ones up there,” he answered simply. “I thought I was the only one hearing it, but when I saw you, I knew it wasn’t just a dream.” Erika looked at him for a long moment. “Maybe they’re calling you because you have light in your heart,” she said. “No,” he replied with a smile. “Because you brought him back to Earth.”

She felt tears glistening in her eyes. “Me?” “You are the bridge,” he replied. “And every bridge must cross itself at some point.”

Those words rang in her head long after he had left. She sat at home by the window, looking at the stars, and for the first time she understood what it meant to be between worlds. She was the person he loved and the light he remembered. When she touched the pendant, she felt Leo's breath, quiet and sure.

"You are with me," she said aloud. 
"Always," the wind replied.
It all started quietly – first with news on the radio, then intermittent broadcasts. Reports of lights over the mountains, of the sea that had gone silent for a few minutes, of a compass that had stopped turning. People exchanged photos, some called it a storm of magnetism, others a “return of energy”. But Erika knew it was none of those things. She felt each new flash in the sky like the beating of her heart.

The café where she worked had become a kind of refuge. People came, not for the coffee, but for the peace that surrounded her. They sat nearby without addressing her, just being there. Her presence was like the calm after a storm. Sometimes she smiled, sometimes she just handed over a cup, but it always had an effect – the tension eased, the words softened.

But the peace had its price. Others began to appear, people in suits, asking not for tea but for details. “Mrs. Novak,” one of them said, “we noted that you were present at several... anomalies.” She nodded. “If you mean light, yes.” “Can we meet somewhere private?” “No,” she replied simply. “There’s plenty of light here.”

When they left, she stood by the door, her hands clasped. The air around them was heavy, as if it had been sucked in by a coldness from another place. For the first time, she was afraid—not for herself, but for what would happen if someone tried to use the light. So that evening she went to the river. She sat down, closed her eyes, and said, “Leo, please tell me what to do.” This time the silence was broken not by a voice, but by light. A glow spread over the water, turning into an image—into flashes of places, people, cities. She saw how the light touched everyone who was not afraid of it, but retreated where fear reigned. “You must teach them that light is not a weapon,” she heard herself say.

The next few days were different. As she walked down the street, people turned to look at her. Some smiled, others backed away. And yet, in all the looks she felt the same thing—misunderstanding. One man even tried to touch her. “What are you?” he gasped. “A human,” she replied. “But different.”

At night she sat on the living room floor, around a candle, the pendant in her hands. The light from it thickened and turned into a stream of energy. For the first time she felt she could cross space – not with her body, but with her mind. She saw cities, seas, deserts, stars. And there, in the midst of the silence, stood Leo. He turned to her
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