The path curved along a ridge of floating stone, suspended by invisible currents. Marco walked beside Harsha, still feeling the warmth she had passed into him — a stabilizing pulse that quieted his flickers.

Harsha glanced at him, her expression thoughtful.

“You must be wondering who I am,” she said softly. “And why I’m helping you.”

Marco exhaled. “Yes, Harsha. I was. But I dared not ask.”

She smiled — a small, knowing smile.

“Then ask now.”

Marco nodded. “Please… tell me about you. Your family. And this planet.”

Harsha slowed her pace, letting the wind carry her hairlike strands of living light.

“Very well,” she said. “You deserve the truth.”

They stopped at the edge of a cliff overlooking a valley of shimmering forests — trees made of crystal, bending like liquid glass.

Harsha turned to him.

“I am Harsha of the Luminet Line.”

Marco frowned. “Luminet?”

“Yes. Luminet.” She studied his face, her expression softening. “And you must also be wondering why I don’t look different. Why I look like a woman — a creature from your planet Earth.”

Marco swallowed. “Yes… now that you’ve pointed it out.”

Harsha nodded slowly.

“To tell you the truth, Marco… I look nothing like this. If I appeared in my original form, you would be horrified. Not because I am monstrous — but because your mind is not built to perceive my true shape.”

Marco felt a chill move through him.

“It is the Medium,” Harsha continued, “that shaped me into this form. It chose an appearance your consciousness could accept. A bridge between our worlds.”

She lifted her hand. A soft glow pulsed beneath her skin — gentle, like a heartbeat made of light.

“Our ancestors were born with a connection to the planet’s core,” she said. “Aethra is not just a world. It is a consciousness. A living field of energy. And some of us… can feel it.”

Marco stared at her glowing hand. “You’re… part of the planet?”

“In a way,” she said. “My family has served as interpreters of Aethra’s energy for thousands of cycles. We guide travellers. We stabilize fractures. We heal distortions.”

Marco’s breath tightened. “Fractures… like the one I crossed?”

Harsha nodded. “Yes. But yours was unlike anything we have ever seen.”

She looked out over the valley.

“My mother was a stabilizer. My father was a navigator — one of the few who could map the invisible currents that hold our world together. They taught me how to sense distortions, how to read energy signatures, how to guide those who fall through tears.”

Marco steadied himself. “So, you were trained for this.”

“No,” she said gently. “I was trained for everything except this.”

She turned back to him.

“You are the first traveller who arrived through a blind tear. A fracture the Medium could not see. Aethra felt you before I did — a shockwave of displaced consciousness. I followed it. And I found you.”

Marco felt a shiver move through him. “So, the planet… called you?”

Harsha nodded. “Aethra does not speak. But it pulses. And when you arrived, its pulse changed.”

She stepped closer.

“You are not just lost, Marco Hale. You are significant.”

Marco’s chest tightened. “Significant how?”

Harsha hesitated — then spoke with quiet certainty.

“Because no one survives a blind tear. No one. Yet you did. And that means your existence is tied to something larger than either of us understands.”

Marco looked out at the impossible landscape — floating mountains, rivers that flowed upward, forests that shimmered like living prisms.

“And the inhabitants?” he asked. “Your people?”

Harsha smiled.

“We are the Aethrans. A civilization far older than Earth’s sun. We do not build machines the way you humans do. We shape energy. We sculpt gravity. We weave light. Our cities float because we choose not to anchor them. Our bodies glow because our ancestors bonded with the planet’s core.”

Marco stared at her, awe rising like a tide.

Harsha continued.

“We are peaceful. Curious. Observant. But we are not invincible. Fractures threaten us. Tears destabilize our world. And travellers like you… are rare. Dangerous. Precious.”

Marco felt his pulse quicken. “Precious?”

Harsha nodded.

“Because you carry two lives inside one body. Two timelines. Two emotional histories. Aethra has never seen a consciousness like yours.”

She extended her hand again.

“And that is why I am helping you. Not because you are lost. But because you are important.”

Marco took her hand — slowly, reverently.

Harsha’s glow brightened.

“Come,” she said. “There is more to show you. More to understand. More to face.”

They walked forward together — into a world of ancient wonders, luminous beings, and secrets much older than human memory.
 

A world where Marco’s presence was not an accident.

But a catalyst.

