

Adventure

The world we experience arises from the interplay between what we encounter and what we carry within us.

Both— that which is found and that which is brought— merge into a single experience.

Thus the places and creatures we meet are not merely phenomena of the world, but of the world in connection with our own lived individuality.

All our memories and thoughts, our hopes and fears, our dreams and desires flow into the world and reveal themselves to us through it.

The challenges we try to overcome grow equally out of the world and out of ourselves. According to the nature of our inner strength, some challenges cling to us, while others pass us by.

All our actions are reflections of these inner forces.

We carry them within us without ever noticing.

But sometimes, when we are truly attentive, we are shown which of these forces rule within us.




The day the past is born

Lirienn

The world that arises from within you

The World In Between

The Eternal Pillar of Fire

The Moon Palace

The Infinite Tower

Light and Shadow

The outside that exists only on the inside

Within the Glass Dome




The End

An endless stream of people makes its way into the arena. The entrance gates give the impression of ancient stone arcades. They form an oval that presents itself as the central stage—immensely beautiful and monumental, yet frightening at the same time. A theater from a primordial age, of such overwhelming presence that it steals one’s breath.

From the contrast of its surroundings emerges a paradoxical setting. An empty plain as far as the eye can see. No hill, no hollow, no building—not even a single tree can be made out. The gray-brown hue that has settled bleakly into the ground rises into the air. At the horizon, the atmosphere blurs into a barren, gray fog that encircles the entire world, as though someone had drawn a veil across it. The position of the sun cannot be determined: not a single bright spot in the clouds betrays its whereabouts. One might think it has vanished entirely.

There is no wind. The last breath of air lies far in the past. The desolation of the landscape is paralyzing. And yet, there is something calming to be found within it. No wild screaming, no unrestrained desire, no one rises to assert dominion. The prevailing fear has brought restraint—and in some cases even humility—upon the people. A once untamable child of nature was subdued in a single instant.

They did not see it coming. Now it seems as though their world has been at a standstill for years—the human race trapped in a day that never ends.

Relentlessly, the masses press through the corridors, while outside thousands more wait for admission—thousands who, until recently, still belonged to the leading class of their age: rulers, magnates, masters of capital, impresarios, custodians of indulgence, and others like them, embodiments of their kind. A kind whose order no longer exists. No one speaks. Aside from the sound of footsteps, the air holds no noise at all.

Deep within, the still-empty arena lies like a golden heart, while above it a glass dome shimmers. As though gazing into another world, the people look through the vast crystal shell down onto the sandy floor. On the inside, it is made of mirrored surfaces. From there, no gaze can reach the stands. At one point along the lower edge of the interior space, a small, dark patch interrupts the reflection. It is shaped like an arched gate. Within it, something billows, as if composed of dark mist. Around the arena wind countless tiers, stacked in endless strands like stone waves bearing hundreds of thousands. Thus they wait, packed together in throngs, for the spectacle that is meant to save them.

Evil delights in playing its own dark game.




The day the past is born


Lirienn


Inner Call

A boy lies in his bed and opens his eyes. He is awake—but not entirely. Slowly, he sits up and lets his gaze drift around the room. The space is familiar to him. The beige walls. The red blanket. The blue bedroom door. The light-brown wardrobe with its rattan doors. Toward everything he feels a strange sense of closeness. And yet something seems new—as if he were seeing it all for the very first time.

In the middle of the room lies a large round rug. Its wide border is dark blue. From there, dark and light shades of blue alternate toward the center, where they merge into a deepblue disc. A pair of worn, green-striped socks lies on the rug.

A little farther away, in the opposite corner, there is a second door, painted violet. In front of it lies one of his underpants. Between the two doors of the room, a dark-brown desk stands against the wall. On the chair in front of it lie the clothes he must have taken off the night before and placed there.

The boy pushes the blanket aside and sets his bare feet on the floor. It is cool and made of wood. Then he sees the large picture on the wall behind his bed. A long, rocky outcrop can be made out, ending in a cliff. Beyond that cliff lies a formless nothingness. Within that nothingness, there is a change. Structures form again and again, vaguely, without ever becoming interpretable. At first, he thinks of clouds and air currents. At the thought, clouds and air currents actually seem to take shape there. Puzzled, the boy keeps his gaze fixed on it—and in the next moment, they are gone again.

Abruptly, a clattering sound breaks his reverie. It comes from outside. Startled, he gets up. His far-too-large pajamas hang loosely from his body. With cautious steps, he approaches the blue bedroom door and presses his ear against it. Silence. He opens the door and slips his head through the gap. The most delicious scent of sweet pancakes flows into his nose. With closed eyes, he breathes in deeply and runs his tongue over his lips. It is his favorite breakfast: pancakes with apple-mash honey. In that moment, he remembers.

A friendly woman’s voice calls out, “Breakfast!” and the boy rushes off—down the long staircase, around the corner, and through another door that is already standing ajar. There he catches sight of a cozy dining room.

In the center stands a small table, already set for him. On it are a large plate, knife and fork placed beside it, an empty glass, and a jug of apple-mash honey in the middle. Everything rests on a white tablecloth. The chair has been pulled out so that he only has to slide into it. A cloth hangs over the backrest. He grabs it and ties it around his neck as a bib. Without hesitation, the cutlery moves into his hands— the fork in the right and the knife in the left—and a friendly kitchen maid appears with a large pan, in which three enormous pancakes lie.

“Sleep well?” she asks.

“Yes, ma’am!” the boy replies.

They both smile. The pancakes land on his plate, and he takes a deep sniff before pouring a generous splash of apple-mash honey over them. With big bites, the pancakes soaked in apple-mash honey disappear into his mouth. In no time at all, the plate is empty and his belly full. The friendly kitchen maid returns and asks, “Seconds?”

The boy places his hands on his stomach, testing it, and answers, “Yes, please!”

And before he has even finished speaking, a bowl of cinnamon semolina pudding with deep red cherries in it stands before him. The friendly kitchen maid holds a large spoon up to his nose; with a swift motion it finds its way into his hand and is put to use immediately. The bowl is empty in moments.

As the boy leans back, he notices that his glass—which had been empty just moments before—is now suddenly filled to the brim. He picks it up and takes a sip. Of course! Kiwi milk! In one go, the glass is drained. Now there truly is no room left in his belly.

“Urrp,” it goes, and the boy startles at his own burp.

“May I?” asks the friendly kitchen maid, who is once again standing beside him.

Embarrassed, the boy nods.

“Did you get enough to eat?” she asks.

“I’ve never been this full in my entire life,” he replies.

“Then it must be right,” she says with a wink. She gathers up the dishes and skillfully balances them into the room next door. As she goes, she adds, “It’s getting about time now. You wouldn’t want to keep Talina waiting!”—and then she disappears.

The boy’s heart gives a little leap. Talina! His friend. He had completely forgotten that he wanted to go see her. He jumps to his feet and calls out, “Thank you, miss—” but then falls silent. He has forgotten her name.

On his way to the door, he realizes that he is still wearing his far-too-large pajamas. Next to the door, he notices a small coat rack with several pieces of clothing on it. The boy first holds them up to his body, inspecting them, then slips into them: a blue tunic top, silky-soft red balloon trousers held in place by a brown belt, and brown boots. He tousles his golden hair into place, opens the door—and is blinded.

Shielding his face, he raises his hands. At the edges of his vision, his sight clears first. A gentle motion hangs in the air, like an impossibly fine rain drifting softly to the ground. He makes out tiny droplets of light floating down from the sky toward the earth. The light within them refracts endlessly, making the air shimmer without pause. He opens his hand.

The droplets pass straight through him, and warmth spreads through his body. For a while, he watches the quiet play before setting off.

The roofs of the houses he passes are made of silver straw and glass leaves. Some are flat and have raised structures one can climb onto. Over them, the rain of light drifts like fine dust.

“Well, well, sleepyhead. Running late again?” calls a boy his age from one of the front gardens.

He looks over at him.

“What Talina sees in you, I’ll never know,” the boy throws after him before turning away, shaking his head.

Strange, he thinks. Do I know him? And how does he know where I’m going… or that I’m late?

At a brisk pace, he reaches a narrow river. Some distance downstream, a wooden bridge spans it. Rivers and bridges are his thing. As his thoughts drift, his steps slow again. As he nears the riverbank, his gaze is already slipping into the shallow water. He loves watching fish—especially large predatory ones. The boy is just about to lie in wait for a fish when two arms flailing wildly through the air catch his attention. They belong to an angler charging toward him from the other side of the river. His face is flushed with rage. “You again!” the angler shouts.

Is he talking to me? the boy wonders quietly and looks behind him. There is no one there. Then he must mean me.

“Me?” the boy asks.

“Yes! You!” the angler bellows. “Did you release all the fish from my net again yesterday!?”

The boy grows thoughtful. “Released all the fish?” he murmurs, and then remembers. “I completely forgot about that.”

“Just wait till I get my hands on you!”

The boy smiles awkwardly and makes himself scarce.

It would never occur to him to keep an animal captive—or to eat one. He cannot understand the people who do. He shudders to shake off those thoughts and quickly makes his way to the wooden bridge. His gaze skims the surface of the water and then stops.

There, something shimmers like a reflection. Within it appears a meadow. He looks more closely, and it spreads out.

Trees rise from it, lush and green. A long river opens up, flowing into a plunge pool beneath a mighty waterfall. The boy loses himself in the sight. Brilliant blue sky and thick white clouds drift across the landscape. Hares and deer leap about—and he feels how deeply he longs for an adventure.

He has always had this feeling. It slumbers deep within him —mostly unconscious, but now it steps clearly to the surface.

Not that he doesn’t like it here, but he already knows every corner, every path.

The more he thinks about it, the more clearly he feels his restlessness. To lose himself completely in a meaningful adventure—that is what he wants. His inner voice whispers it softly. It is like a force field surrounding him, unmistakably shaping a part of who he is. He carries it within, and it radiates outward from him. Now it calls to him—from the river.

He spots a small monkey swinging down from a tree onto the meadow. The boy leans far forward to get a better look. The monkey stops in the middle of the meadow, turns around, and waves at him. The boy startles and loses his balance.

Arms flailing, he tries to steady himself on the bridge—but fails. Face first, he falls into the river and goes under.

It is much deeper than it had appeared. The riverbed is rocky, like a gorge running deep between steep stone walls. He spins around—and recoils in shock. A gigantic fish suddenly hovers before him in the water. Dark, round eyes stare at him. For a moment, nothing happens at all. Then the fish shoots forward, glides beneath the boy, turns abruptly, and rams him from below with tremendous force. The boy is hurled back onto the bridge and lands hard on his backside. Hastily, he looks back at the surface of the water. From there, the fish stares at him—what feels like an eternity—before diving down again. The boy remains seated in silence, trying to grasp what has just happened. Then, all at once, he jumps to his feet and cheers.

“That was incredible!” he shouts, throwing his arms into the air.

An old woman stands near the wooden bridge. “Young people,” she mutters, shaking her head as she walks on.

The boy does not notice her. I wonder if I could ride the fish too, he thinks excitedly.

Soaked through and cheerful, he continues on his way on the far side of the bridge. The rain of light dries his clothes. The descending droplets carry the water away and shimmer all the more colorfully. The boy opens his arms and spins around. A vortex of colorful light rain forms around him. Dry again, he comes to a stop and looks up at the clouds.

“MATURI!” a powerful woman’s voice suddenly calls out.

The boy sucks in a sharp breath.

“There you are!” she calls, as if he has done something wrong.

The boy looks at the woman. She is standing in the open doorway of the large house he had been heading toward.

“Maturi,” he says softly. “That’s my name.”

“What have you gotten yourself into this time?” she asks sternly.

“Me?” Maturi asks, surprised.

“Yes, you,” she replies quickly. “Did you release the fish from the angler’s net?”

Maturi lowers his head. “Yes. I did.”

“And the shepherd’s sheep—did you let those go as well?”

He quickly lifts his head again. “What? Excuse me? What did

I do?” Maturi is indignant. But at that very moment, he remembers that he did do that too.

“You don’t need to play innocent with me!” says the woman, whom Maturi now recognizes as the weaver. She wears a red overdress and a matching red bonnet. Over the dress, she has tied a thick white apron. Above the door, the word WEAVERY is written in large letters. Through the open doorway, past her, he can see a small loom inside. A girl is taking a seat there.

She is beautiful: long, straight black hair, radiant blue eyes, soft cheeks, and such a pleasantly reserved presence that warmth spreads through his chest.

She looks much better in her weaver’s dress than the stern old weaver, he thinks.

The girl is his age. Maturi cannot take his eyes off her.

“I really don’t know what Talina sees in you,” the weaver says, and disappears through the door.

“TALINA!” Maturi says loudly, sucking in a sharp breath once more. Suddenly, a wave of memory washes through his mind.

All at once, he knows that this is his home village, Lirienn; that he is fifteen years old and will turn sixteen tomorrow; that he has been with Talina since childhood; that besides the fish and the sheep, he also released the farmer’s chickens— something the weaver does not yet know; that he grew up without parents, having been found as a baby by the village elder; and much more besides. He now also knows why his heart feels so warm: because of his friend Talina, whom he loves with all his heart. And she loves him sincerely, something he often cannot understand, because he gets himself into so much trouble. But he knows that his intentions are always good. The animals he frees, he truly wants only to free. He does not mean to annoy the angler, the shepherd, or the chicken farmer. He simply cannot bear to see animals kept locked away. And perhaps Talina loves him precisely for that—because she knows he acts from a pure heart and means no harm to anyone.

Talina has noticed him and smiles to herself. Maturi stands frozen, still staring at her with wide eyes. Then she turns her head toward him and beckons him over. Maturi darts forward and, grinning, plops himself down directly onto the fabric she is weaving. Talina stares at him in disbelief. She does not like being disturbed while she works. She has no problem discussing a thousand other things at the same time—but being kept from her work, especially when she is weaving Maturi’s birthday gift, is something she cannot stand. Firmly, but lovingly, she points him to the chair beside her. Maturi hops onto it—of course the wrong way around, so he can lean his arms on the backrest.

“Aren’t you a bit old for pancakes for breakfast?” she asks.

“How would you know I had pancakes for breakfast?”

Talina grins. “I can smell it. And you’ve got apple-mash honey at the corner of your mouth.”

Maturi hastily wipes his lips. “What else was I supposed to eat?”

“You’ll find out once you decide you don’t want to be a little boy anymore.”

He frowns. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You’re late again. My break is already over.”

Maturi growls. “All day long, everyone keeps telling me what

I’m doing wrong.”

Talina looks at him with sympathy. “Do you already know what you want to do tomorrow?”

“I thought we’d go to the lake?”

“That was today.”

“Right. Then we’ll just go again tomorrow!”

They both laugh.

“I can’t stay long today. I still have to finish your birthday present.”

“What am I getting?”

“You’ll see.” She throws a gray cloth over the garment she is working on.

Maturi leans forward. “What are you weaving there?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Give me at least a hint.”

Talina thinks for a moment. “It’s something that will protect you well,” she says playfully.

Maturi suddenly puts on a confident air. “Do I need protecting? Have you seen my muscles?” He raises both arms and flexes them.

Talina laughs. “Very cute.”

Maturi swings himself off the chair, bows, and gives her a kiss on the cheek. Talina blushes.

“I’ll come get you later,” Maturi grins, and slips lightly out the door.

The weaver is just returning and calls after him, “And don’t you dare get into trouble again!” but Maturi has already closed the door.

Talina suppresses a laugh.

“What do you see in that boy?” the weaver says and sits down at the second loom. In the meantime, Maturi has run around the house and peers in through the window behind her. When Talina spots him, he sticks out his tongue at the weaver. Talina bursts out laughing. The weaver rolls her eyes and turns around. Maturi is quicker—he dashes off the property and skips away cheerfully.


Resolution

He knows exactly where he is going next. He has not paid the village elder a visit in a long time and now heads straight for his house. The village elder is very wise, and his counsel helps everyone in the village. Some even say he can see the future. He is the only one in all of Lirienn who has no name.

It is tradition that when a village elder dies, the next-oldest person becomes the new village elder. This new eldest then lays aside their name. No one can remember when this last happened. He has been the village elder for so long that he has already forgotten his former name—or at least that is what he claims. No one else knows what he was once called.

How old must he be? Maturi wonders, almost in awe. As he thinks about it, he imagines what it would be like if he himself were the village elder. Would I know everything then? I don’t really know all that much yet. And he is certain that if he were ever to become village elder—many, many years from now—he would still have an awful lot to learn.

His house stands exactly where the narrow river ends. One gets the impression that it flows straight into the house and vanishes there. The village children joke that beneath the house the river turns into a waterfall and rains down into the underworld, feeding what lies below. The elders say that the river’s water turns to steam inside the house, rises to the sky through the chimney—which does not actually exist—and later drifts back down over Lirienn as rain of light. Maturi has always considered that superstition.

He pauses briefly in front of the house and, as always, admires the beautiful roof made of silver straw. In his eyes, the village elder has the finest house of all. It is by far the simplest and consists of only a single room. In the center lies a small, round rug, the same deep blue as the one in Maturi’s room. Most of the time, the village elder sits cross-legged on it. His door is always open, and one can see him sitting there from outside. He has a long white beard and shaggy white hair—at least at the sides. The top of his head is bald. He is clothed in a simple, light-brown robe. His large, thick walking staff lies beside him.

“Maturi, do come in,” says the village elder, even before he can hear or see the boy.

Maturi flinches. “He does that every time,” he mutters quietly, pushing his head through the doorway. “Hello,” slips from his lips, quite meekly. “You called me in?”

The village elder opens his eyes and smiles. “I didn’t say anything at all.” He reaches for his staff, calmly rises from his cross-legged seat, and nods toward the forest. “Shall we walk a little? The forest is a wonderful place at this hour.”

Maturi nods warily and thinks: As if he didn’t say anything. Every time, he gets the feeling the village elder can read his thoughts. That’s creepy! he wants to think—but just barely manages to stop himself, so as not to provoke yet another response from the village elder.

The village elder has already slipped out through the door and reached the edge of the forest. The forest begins directly in front of the house and marks the boundary of Lirienn. Maturi hurries after him through a narrow opening in the thicket.

Lirienn’s forest truly is beautiful—thick brown trunks as far as the eye can see. An inviting path winds its way through them. They walk side by side in silence for a long time. Maturi feels uncomfortable.

“Have you gathered any important experiences this year?” the village elder suddenly asks.

Maturi is taken aback by the question. “I think so,” he answers hesitantly, hoping the village elder won’t ask for details.

“Can you name your most important experience?” he asks— before Maturi has even finished thinking.

“No!” bursts out of him.

The village elder laughs. “Really not? You and Talina—you make a very fine impression together.”

Maturi blushes. “I want to have an adventure!” he says loudly, surprised by his own honesty.

“An adventure? Is life in Lirienn not adventure enough? From what I hear, you cause a fair bit of chaos.”

“That’s just foolishness. I mean something truly meaningful.”

“Does freeing the animals mean nothing to you?”

“It does,” Maturi says firmly—then lets his head drop. “But they always catch them again anyway.”

The village elder smiles. “Why be disappointed so quickly? One must be careful. Some things come true when one wishes for them too strongly—and that does not always mean something good. Are you truly ready for such an adventure?”

“Yes!” Maturi shoots back without hesitation.

“You do know that the kind of adventure you are speaking of comes with sacrifices.”

Maturi does not quite understand what he means.

“Would you be willing to make such a sacrifice?”

“I would give anything for it!” Maturi says bravely.

The village elder studies him closely. “Really? Have you thought of everything? Truly everything?”

“Yes! I have!”

“So you have already decided to trade your life as it is now for a meaningful adventure? One more meaningful than anything you have experienced so far?”

“I’m absolutely sure!” Maturi’s eyes shine.

The village elder smiles. “Everything lies in our decisions, you know.”

Maturi grows curious. “So if I decide to experience a meaningful adventure, then it will come true?”

“I believe so. Though in a way that is entirely unexpected— and much more sudden than you imagine.”

Maturi’s eyes now sparkle with hope. They continue walking in silence. The village elder enjoys the sight of the forest. The imposing, thick tree trunks, firmly rooted in the ground and reaching so high they seem to touch the sky, mean nothing to Maturi at this moment. Nor does the fact that, seen from below, the treetops form a dense, deep-green canopy. In the face of a great, meaningful adventure, all of that feels utterly unimportant to him. The village elder knows this, of course, and happily keeps glancing upward.

Back in front of his house, the village elder slips through the door. “And don’t worry about learning. It happens all by itself when one meets life with a positive spirit and courage,” Maturi still hears him say. At first, he has no idea what he means. Then he remembers.

If I were ever to become village elder—many, many years from now—I would still have a great deal to learn, he had thought earlier, standing alone in front of the house.

“How could he know that?” Maturi asks himself, stunned. “That’s unsettling.” Shaking his head, he walks away.

Lost in his adventurous thoughts, he marches along the edge of the forest and realizes that he is heading straight toward the ancestral site. That cannot be a coincidence, for it is his favorite place. No one else likes to go there.

He loves quiet places where he can be undisturbed. There, he can be close to himself. In the presence of others, one can hardly hear one’s inner voice. One often ends up pretending, if one is not careful, and being nothing like who one truly is, he thinks. And besides, Maturi likes that the ancestral site is such a mysterious, mystical place.

It resembles the ruins of a great, ancient shrine carved into the rock and contains several hidden paths, tunnels, and deep trenches. Before it lies a large, level clearing. Whenever Maturi is here, he feels as though a quiet melody is playing— one that cannot be heard with the ears. It can only be sensed. If one keeps one’s heart open and allows the place to enter, the melody resonates within, and then one hears it.

His hand slips into his trouser pocket and finds a small transverse flute. He draws it out and plays the melody of the ancestral site. And although he has never seen his parents, he feels as though, in this way, he is connecting with them.

As he plays, individual bundles of light appear around him. They flicker softly and hover delicately in the air. Could these be the souls of people? Maturi always wonders quietly. But they do not speak. After a while, they fade away again. Then it is time for Maturi, too, to set off.

Talina will soon be finished at the weaving shop, and he does not want to keep her waiting. He himself does not like being kept waiting either, and so he takes the path straight across the field. The farmer isn’t fond of it. But what is he going to do about it? Maturi thinks. It is very likely, after all, that the farmer is—as always—taking his nap and will not notice him, allowing Maturi to drift along undisturbed.

The wind blows pleasantly against his face. Maturi closes his eyes and savors the moment. Despite his often very lively nature, he is a soulful person. He loves the wind and would most like to become wind himself—fly through everything, be carried far away. In the wind, he feels extraordinarily alive and profoundly connected to himself.

Of course Talina knows this. And she likes to watch him when he walks along so alone and intimately wrapped in himself. She sits on the roof of the weaving shop and watches him from afar. His sense of bliss carries over to her. She closes her eyes, and so the two of them are already together.

By the lake, they often lie for hours, talking about all manner of things. Or they simply remain silent and enjoy each other’s presence. They share an understanding far more sensitive than what the other villagers of Lirienn have with one another—let alone what they could ever comprehend. They know everything about each other without needing to say it aloud. A single glance is enough, and the other understands at once. Two souls destined for one another.

They often dream of their future life together. They have already found the place for their shared home. It is meant to be the last house before the lake—a good distance beyond the weaving shop. That way, Talina’s walk there would be only half as long, and no one else would live closer to the lake than the two of them. She would also not have far to go to work. She had begun apprenticing at the weaving shop this year. And since weaving is her greatest passion anyway, there is no doubt that she will one day take over the weaving shop.

They discuss at length how large their shared house should be. They want to have two children. Maturi says that his two sons would need a large playroom. Talina counters that her two daughters would need much less space—but many special pieces of furniture and wallpapers. They settle on four children and two extra rooms. That means the property and the garden will have to be all the larger. For Maturi wants to free all the animals of the village and let them live with them. An open farm, where all animals may come and go as they please.

From the terrace, Maturi would watch the life of the farm from a rocking chair. Talina, meanwhile, could sit at her own loom in the living room. That is their vision of a shared, fulfilled life.

Maturi tells Talina nothing about the adventure he longs for, nor that he spoke so intensely about it with the village elder today. In the moments he shares with her, he forgets everything else anyway. She knows about his thirst for adventure—but she is not aware of how far it reaches within him. The thought of having his own house and farm appeals to Maturi very much, yet deep down he knows that something would be missing if he were always there. Something in him urges him out into the distance.

They lie in each other’s arms and gaze up at the sky, soaked with rain of light. Talina gently strokes Maturi’s hand and touches the scar on his forearm, which he received when he was twelve. Back then, he rescued a foal from a burning barn. In the process, he was badly burned.

“Does it still hurt?” she asks.

“Maybe once a year. Then I remember again. And it makes me happy.”

“Did you ever see the foal again?”

“No. It ran off right away. I often kept watch for it. Sometimes I wonder where Litokari might be now.” The name rests warmly on his tongue.

Talina is intrigued. “Litokari? That was its name?”

“That’s what I called him. One day he’ll come back. When he’s grown into a magnificent stallion. And I’ll ride him.”

“What color was he?”

Maturi smiles. “He had smooth, black hair. Just like yours.”

She nestles her cheek against his and smiles as well. They share a moment of bliss. Then she has to return to the weaving shop to finish Maturi’s gift. She kisses him on the cheek, which immediately turns bright red. Then she darts off, and Maturi remains lying there a little while longer, dreaming, before he too sets off on his way back.

He walks with an unexpected sensitivity. He feels the ground beneath his feet very clearly, the way it presses against his soles. He hears the leaves in the trees rustling in the wind and brushing against one another. He feels the fabric of his clothes against his skin and experiences himself as strangely light, as though he might lift off and resonate with everything that fills his senses in that moment. He almost wants to dissolve and become what he is feeling.

He carries this sensation home with him. He lies awake on his bed. His gaze rests on the red ceiling of his room. Gradually, his imagination lets individual points of bright light drift past. They trail faint tails. More and more fixed points appear as well. At some point, the entire ceiling is covered with points of light in all kinds of constellations, and he begins to glide through them, as if along an arc of light. Slowly, he falls asleep.


Unexpected Departure

A sound right outside his bedroom door wakes him. He hears soft footsteps descending the stairs and fading away within the house. It
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