
 

 

 
A story of divine purpose and human longing, of suffering and 
transcendence, of two children bound before birth — The Firstborn 
of Earth and Sky is a luminous tale of love, destiny, and the bridge 
between worlds. 



 

 

FOREWORD 

Heaven chose him. Earth claimed her. Destiny bound them. 

High in a remote Himalayan monastery, Tenzin is raised as a sacred 
child — Heaven’s favourite son, destined to become a great spiritual 
leader. The monks whisper prophecies about him. The divine speaks 
through him. Yet beneath the weight of destiny lies a truth no one 
sees: Tenzin is unbearably lonely. He longs not for worship, but for 
someone who sees him as a boy, not a symbol. 

In the valley below, Sam fights to survive a life shaped by hunger, grief, 
and cultural duty. Her world teaches her that joy is fleeting, hope is 
dangerous, and good things never last. But when she wanders into the 
monastery, she finds something she has never known: 

A soul who recognises her. 

Their meeting forges a mysterious bridge between them — a living 
thread that lets them feel each other’s fear, longing, and pain. As the 
valley descends into hardship and Sam’s family begins to break, her 
soul cries out in desperation. 

And Tenzin hears her. 

Defying the rules of Heaven and the expectations of his order, he 
descends the mountain for the first time — stepping into Sam’s world 
of poverty, grief, and raw humanity. There, he confronts the suffering 
of the earth, the spirit of Mother Earth herself, and the truth of his 
calling: 

A heart chosen to heal must first be broken. 

Together, Tenzin and Sam stand at the crossroads of two worlds — one 
rooted in earth, one reaching toward Heaven. Their bond is forbidden, 
ancient, and unbreakable. It will shape their destinies, test their souls, 
and reveal the cost of compassion. 
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DEDICATION 

For the ones who walk between worlds— the children who feel too deeply, 
the hearts that break too easily, the souls chosen before they understood the 
cost. 

For those who carry Heaven in their bones and earth in their blood, who long 
to be loved not for their destiny but for their humanity. 

For every Sam who survives the valley, and every Tenzin who descends the 
mountain. 

This story is yours. This Light is yours. This bridge is yours. 

--------------------------------   

PART I — THE AWAKENING 

Chapter 1 — The Valley of Silence 

High in the Himalayas, where the mountains rose like ancient guardians, and 
the wind carried secrets older than memory, a small monastery lay tucked in 
a hidden valley. The world rarely found it. Clouds drifted past its rooftops like 
wandering pilgrims, and the sun touched its stones with a gentleness 
reserved for holy things. 

To the monks who lived there, the monastery was not merely a building. It 
was a living presence—a sanctuary of breath and silence, a cradle of prayer, 
a witness to the slow unfolding of human souls. And among them lived a boy 
named Tenzin, a refugee of unknown lineage, brought to the monastery as 
an infant and raised beneath its prayer flags. 

Tenzin had grown up surrounded by beauty: the high carved ceilings that 
echoed with chants, the handcrafted wooden beams polished by generations 



 

 

of hands, the colourful flags that fluttered like fragments of sky, and the great 
wheels that chimed softly when spun, releasing prayers into the wind. 

Yet for all the splendour around him, the boy carried a loneliness that no 
chant could soothe. The monks loved him, but they could not fill the quiet 
ache that lived behind his ribs. He felt it most in the evenings, when the valley 
dimmed, and the mountains cast long shadows across the courtyard. The 
world seemed too vast, too silent, too empty for a child with no family and 
no past. 

The monks often said he was SET APART, though they never explained from 
what or for what. They watched him with a mixture of affection and awe, as 
though he were a page in a sacred book whose meaning had not yet been 
revealed. 

One morning, as the sun rose pale and cold over the peaks, Tenzin stood at 
the monastery’s front door, sweeping the stone steps. The valley below was 
waking — thin trails of smoke rising from distant huts, the faint bleating of 
goats, the rustle of wind through terraced fields. 

And then he saw her. 

A little girl, no more than six or seven, stood just beyond the threshold. Her 
clothes were patched, her hair tangled by the mountain wind, but her eyes 
— her eyes were bright, curious, alive. She looked at the monastery as 
though she had stumbled upon a palace carved from dreams. 

Tenzin froze. No child from the valley ever came this high. The path was 
steep, the climb long, and the monastery was a place villagers approached 
with reverence, not playfulness. 

But the girl smiled at him — a small, fearless smile — and in that moment 
something shifted in the air, as though a door had opened inside the world. 

“Hello,” she said. 

Her voice was soft, but it carried like a bell. 
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Tenzin felt something warm bloom in his chest. “Hello,” he replied. “Do you… 
want to come inside?” 

She nodded eagerly. 

He stepped aside, and she crossed the threshold as though entering a story 
she had always known but never visited. Her eyes widened at the sight of the 
high ceilings, the carved beams, the rows of prayer wheels glinting in the 
morning light. 

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. 

Tenzin watched her with a strange mixture of pride and wonder. He had lived 
here all his life, yet seeing the monastery through her eyes made it new again 
— as though she had brushed dust from a forgotten treasure. 

He led her through the hallways, past the chanting room where monks sat in 
meditation, past the kitchen where the scent of butter tea drifted through 
the air, and finally into the garden. 

The garden was the monastery’s hidden jewel — a place of quiet streams, 
stone paths, and flowers that bloomed even in the thin mountain air. To 
Tenzin, it had always been a place of solace. To the girl, it was magic. 

She ran among the blossoms, laughing, her voice ringing like silver. Tenzin 
followed, laughing too, though he did not remember the last time he had 
laughed so freely. They played until the sun climbed high, then higher still, 
until the shadows grew long and the valley below turned gold. 

For the first time in his life, Tenzin felt the world expand rather than contract. 
He felt seen. He felt accompanied. He felt… whole. 

As evening approached, the girl stood at the front door again, reluctant to 
leave. 

“I have to go,” she said softly. 

Tenzin’s heart tightened. “Will you come again?” 



 

 

She hesitated — just a flicker — then nodded. “Yes.” 

“Come whenever you want,” he said, his voice trembling with hope. “The 
door will always be open.” 

She smiled, and for a moment the fading Light caught her face, making her 
look almost luminous. Then she turned and began the long descent into the 
valley. 

Tenzin watched until she disappeared among the terraces. When she was 
gone, the garden behind him seemed dimmer, as though someone had 
gently blown out a candle. The laughter that had filled the air only hours 
before now echoed faintly in his memory, leaving behind a silence that felt 
heavier than before. 

He whispered to himself, “I am rich beyond imagination, yet poor in my spirit. 
Strong, but feeble. Surrounded by beauty, yet alone.” 

The mountains did not answer. The wind did not comfort him. But 
somewhere deep within the monastery, an old monk stirred — as though he 
had heard the boy’s unspoken cry. 

And far below, in a small hut in the valley, the little girl fell asleep with a smile 
on her lips, her hunger and hardships forgotten for a night. She dreamed of 
high ceilings, colourful flags, and a boy with gentle eyes. 

Neither of them knew it yet, but a bridge had begun to form — a bridge that 
would one day span worlds. 

---- ➵ ----  
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PART I — THE AWAKENING 

Chapter 2 — The Day After Joy 

The morning after Sam’s first visit arrived like a stranger. 

The monastery was the same — the bells chimed, the monks murmured their 
prayers, the wind carried the scent of juniper — yet Tenzin felt as though the 
world had shifted a fraction to the left, leaving him slightly off balance. 

He woke with a tightness in his chest, a fluttering beneath his ribs that felt 
too large for his small body. He sat up abruptly, as though waking from a 
dream he wasn’t ready to leave. 

For a moment, he didn’t remember why. 

Then he did. 

Her laughter. 

Her eyes. 

Her small hand brushes the petals of a flower as though touching something 
sacred. 

A warmth spread through him — and then, just as quickly, fear. 

What if she didn’t come back? 

The thought struck him like a stone. He pressed a hand to his chest, trying to 
steady the sudden ache. He had known her for a single day, yet the idea of 
never seeing her again felt like a door slamming shut inside him. 

He dressed quickly and hurried to the balcony overlooking the valley. The sun 
was still low, casting long shadows across the terraces. Smoke rose from the 
huts below. Life was beginning. 



 

 

But she was not there. 

Tenzin gripped the railing, his knuckles whitening. The valley felt impossibly 
vast, a world too big for a small girl to climb alone. What if she had forgotten 
him? What if her parents forbade her from returning? What if she had only 
come by accident, a momentary curiosity already fading from her mind? 

A cold dread seeped into him. 

I SHOULD NOT HAVE LET HER LEAVE, he thought. I SHOULD HAVE ASKED HER 
TO STAY LONGER. I SHOULD HAVE SAID SOMETHING MORE. 

But what? He didn’t know. He only knew the emptiness she had left behind. 

The monks noticed his restlessness. 

He swept the courtyard three times, forgetting each time that he had already 
done it. He spilt water from the buckets. He dropped a bowl in the kitchen. 
His hands trembled during morning prayers. 

Brother Dorje watched him quietly, his old eyes soft with understanding. 

“Tenzin,” he said gently, “your mind is not here.” 

Tenzin swallowed. “I… I’m waiting.” 

“For what?” 

He hesitated. “For someone.” 

Dorje nodded slowly, as though he had expected this. “Waiting is a heavy 
burden for a young heart.” 

Tenzin’s voice cracked. “What if she doesn’t come back?” 

Dorje placed a hand on his shoulder. “Then you will learn something about 
the nature of longing.” 

Tenzin looked up, eyes shining with unshed tears. “It hurts.” 
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“Yes,” Dorje said softly. “Because you have tasted joy. And once joy enters a 
lonely heart, it leaves behind a shadow shaped exactly like itself.” 

Tenzin lowered his gaze. “I don’t want the shadow.” 

“No one does,” Dorje murmured. “But it is part of the gift.” 

The day dragged on like a slow-moving cloud. Every sound made Tenzin turn 
his head — footsteps, wind, the creak of a door — only to feel 
disappointment crash over him again and again. 

By afternoon, anxiety had settled into him like a second heartbeat. 

He stood at the monastery’s front door, staring down the path until his eyes 
burned. The valley shimmered in the heat. The world felt too still, too quiet, 
too indifferent to his longing. 

He whispered, “Please come.” 

The wind carried his words away. 

He waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

The sun dipped lower. Shadows stretched across the courtyard. The monks 
lit lamps inside. 

Still, she did not come. 

A hollow ache opened inside him — deeper than loneliness, deeper than 
fear. It felt like a loss, though he had nothing to lose. It felt like grief, though 
nothing had died. 

He pressed his forehead against the wooden doorframe, fighting the urge to 
cry. 

WHY DID SHE COME AT ALL, he thought bitterly, IF SHE WAS ONLY GOING TO 
LEAVE? 



 

 

The question hurt more than he expected. 

Just as he turned to go inside, a sound broke the silence. 

A small, hesitant footstep. 

Tenzin froze. 

Another step. And another. 

He spun around. 

There she was. 

Sam stood at the top of the steps, breathing hard from the climb, her hair 
tangled, her cheeks flushed. She looked smaller than he remembered — or 
perhaps he had grown larger in his fear. 

For a moment, neither of them spoke. 

Then she smiled — a shy, uncertain smile — as though she wasn’t sure she 
was welcome. 

Tenzin’s breath left him in a rush. 

“You came,” he whispered. 

She nodded. “I… wasn’t sure if I should.” 

“Why?” 

She looked down at her feet. “Because sometimes when you find something 
beautiful, it disappears the next day. That’s how things are in the valley.” 

Tenzin felt something inside him break open. 

“Not here,” he said, his voice trembling. “Not with me.” 

She lifted her eyes, and in them he saw the same fear he carried — the fear 
of losing something before it had even begun. 

He stepped aside. 
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She entered. 

And the world, which had felt unbearably empty only moments before, filled 
with Light again. 

---- ➵ ----  



 

 

Chapter 3 — The Weight of a Whisper 

Sam’s return should have filled Tenzin with pure joy. Instead, it filled him with 
something far more complicated. 

Relief, yes — a relief so sharp it almost hurt. But beneath it, like a shadow 
beneath sunlight, lay fear. 

Fear that she might vanish again. Fear that this fragile connection could 
shatter. Fear that he had opened a door inside himself that could never be 
closed. 

As she stepped into the monastery, brushing dust from her sleeves, Tenzin 
felt the world tilt back into place — but only just. It was as though the 
universe had been holding its breath, and now exhaled softly. 

“You climbed all the way again,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady. 

Sam shrugged. “I wanted to.” 

The simplicity of her answer struck him like a blow. She wanted to. Not 
because she had to. Not because he asked. Not because she owed him 
anything. 

She came because something inside her chose him. 

The thought made his heart swell — and tremble. 

They walked through the monastery in silence at first. Sam’s eyes darted 
around, taking in every detail as though afraid she might miss something. 
Tenzin watched her more than he watched the halls. He memorised the way 
her hair curled at the ends, the way her fingers brushed the prayer wheels, 
the way her breath caught when she saw something beautiful. 

He feared forgetting any of it. 

He feared needing all of it. 
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In the garden, she knelt beside the sky-lotus flowers again. “They look 
different today,” she said. 

Tenzin swallowed. “Everything looks different when you’re here.” 

She glanced up at him, startled by the honesty in his voice. For a moment, 
neither of them moved. The air between them felt fragile, like a thin sheet of 
ice that might crack under the weight of a single word. 

Sam looked away first. 

“Tenzin… do you ever get scared?” 

He blinked. “Scared of what?” 

She plucked a petal from a fallen flower and rolled it between her fingers. 
“Scared that something good won’t last.” 

His breath caught. 

Every fear he had been trying to hide rose to the surface. 

“Yes,” he whispered. “All the time.” 

She nodded, as though she had expected that answer. “In the valley, when 
something good happens, it usually disappears. Food spoils. Animals die. 
People leave. So when I find something nice…” She hesitated. “I don’t trust 
it.” 

Tenzin felt a sharp ache in his chest. “Do you trust this?” 

Sam looked at him — really looked — and for a moment he saw the wildness 
in her eyes again, the fear, the hunger, the longing. 

“I don’t know yet,” she said softly. “But I want to.” 

The words hit him like a prayer. 

That evening, after Sam left, Tenzin stood at the front door long after her 
small figure disappeared into the valley. The sky darkened. The lamps inside 
flickered. The world grew quiet. 



 

 

But inside him, everything was loud. 

His thoughts. His fears. His longing. 

He pressed a hand to his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. 

WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME? WHY DOES SHE MATTER SO MUCH? WHY DOES 
IT HURT TO CARE? 

He didn’t have answers. 

Only questions that felt too big for a boy his age. 

Footsteps approached behind him. He didn’t turn. He knew the sound — 
slow, steady, deliberate. 

Brother Dorje. 

“You are afraid,” the old monk said gently. 

Tenzin nodded, unable to speak. 

Dorje stepped beside him and looked out into the darkness. “Fear is the 
shadow of love. Where one grows, the other follows.” 

Tenzin’s voice trembled. “I don’t want to lose her.” 

Dorje placed a hand on his shoulder. “Then you must learn the first truth of 
the heart.” 

Tenzin looked up, eyes wide. 

Dorje spoke softly, but the words carried the weight of mountains. 

“If you love someone, you must let them go. Not because you want to. Not 
because it is easy. But because love cannot breathe in a closed fist.” 

Tenzin felt tears sting his eyes. “But what if she doesn’t come back?” 

Dorje’s gaze softened. “Then she was never yours to keep. But if she is meant 
for your path, she will return — not because you call her, but because her 
soul remembers you.” 
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Tenzin swallowed hard. “How do I know?” 

“You don’t,” Dorje said. “You wait. You hope. You trust.” 

He paused. 

“And when she cries out for you — truly cries out — you will hear her. Even 
across distance. Even across worlds.” 

A shiver ran through Tenzin. 

“Across worlds?” he whispered. 

Dorje nodded. “The bond between true friends is not bound by flesh or time. 
It is a thread woven before birth.” 

Tenzin looked back into the valley, where darkness had swallowed the path. 

He whispered, “I’m scared.” 

Dorje squeezed his shoulder. “Good. It means your heart is waking.” 

That night, Tenzin lay awake again, staring at the ceiling—the fear of losing 
Sam pressed against him like a weight. But beneath the fear, something else 
stirred — something warm, something bright, something ancient. 

A whisper. 

Not a voice. Not a sound. A feeling. 

A faint, fragile thread stretched between him and the girl in the valley. 

He closed his eyes and breathed. 

And for the first time, he felt the beginning of a bridge. 

---- ➵ ----  



 

 

Chapter 4 — The Bridge of the Mountains 

Night fell early in the high Himalayas. 

The mountains swallowed the sun long before the valley below dimmed, 
leaving the monastery suspended between day and darkness. The prayer 
flags fluttered in the cold wind, their colours fading into the dusk like 
whispered prayers dissolving into the sky. 

Tenzin stood alone in the courtyard, the stones beneath his feet still warm 
from the day’s sun. Above him, the monastery rose in tiers of carved wood 
and stone, its roofs curved like the wings of a resting bird. Lanterns glowed 
behind paper screens, casting soft amber Light that trembled with each gust 
of wind. 

Beyond the walls, the world fell away into a vast sweep of hills and terraces. 
The valley lay far below, dotted with tiny huts whose fires flickered like 
scattered stars. The mountains encircled everything—ancient, immovable, 
watching. 

Tenzin felt very small among them. 

And very afraid. 

Sam had left only an hour earlier, but the ache of her absence pressed against 
him like a weight. He walked the length of the courtyard again and again, 
unable to settle, unable to breathe deeply. 

He feared the silence. He feared the emptiness. He feared that today might 
be the last time he saw her. 

The monastery, usually a place of peace, felt too large tonight — its halls 
echoing, its shadows long, its quiet too sharp. The beauty around him only 
deepened the ache inside. 

He whispered into the wind, “Why does it hurt so much?” 

A soft shuffle of robes answered him. 
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“Tenzin.” 

Brother Dorje stepped into the courtyard, his silhouette framed by the 
lantern glow. His face was lined with age, but his eyes held a clarity that 
seemed untouched by time. 

“You walk as though chased,” Dorje said gently. 

Tenzin lowered his head. “I can’t stop thinking about her.” 

Dorje nodded, as though this were the most natural confession in the world. 
“The heart is a restless creature. It does not ask permission before it attaches 
itself.” 

Tenzin swallowed. “I’m scared.” 

“Of losing her?” 

He nodded. 

Dorje walked to the edge of the courtyard and looked out over the valley. 
Tenzin followed, standing beside him. The wind tugged at their robes, 
carrying the scent of pine and distant smoke. 

“Look,” Dorje said softly. 

The valley stretched below them like a great bowl carved by the hands of 
gods. Terraces stepped down the mountainside in gentle curves—a river 
wound through the centre, glinting faintly in the moonlight. The huts were 
small, fragile things compared to the immensity of the land. 

“Everything here,” Dorje murmured, “is held between two truths.” 

Tenzin looked up at him. 

“The mountains,” Dorje said, pointing to the towering peaks, “are 
unchanging. They endure storms, seasons, centuries. They are steadfast.” 

He lowered his hand toward the valley. 



 

 

“But the valley is fragile. Life there is uncertain. Crops fail. Winters bite. 
People come and go. Nothing stays the same.” 

Tenzin felt the words settle into him. 

“You, my son,” Dorje continued, “are a child of the mountains. She is a child 
of the valley. Your hearts meet in the space between.” 

Tenzin’s voice trembled. “What if the valley takes her away?” 

Dorje turned to him, his expression tender. “Then you must learn the wisdom 
of the mountains.” 

“What wisdom?” 

“That love is not possession. It is presence.” 

Tenzin frowned. “I don’t understand.” 

Dorje placed a hand over the boy’s heart. 

“You fear losing her because you believe she fills an emptiness inside you. 
But listen well: the emptiness was there long before she arrived. She did not 
create it, and she cannot cure it.” 

Tenzin’s breath caught. 

Dorje continued, “What she awakened in you is not dependence — it is 
recognition. A remembering of something ancient. A bond older than this 
life.” 

Tenzin felt a shiver run through him. 

Dorje’s voice softened. “If she is meant for your path, she will return. Not 
because you call her, but because her soul knows yours.” 

He paused. 

“And if she cries out for you — truly cries out — you will hear her. Even across 
distance. Even across worlds.” 



 

19 

 

The words echoed through the courtyard, carried by the wind. 

That night, Tenzin lay in his small room beneath the sloping roof. The 
monastery creaked softly around him — wood settling, wind sighing through 
cracks, distant chanting fading into silence. 

He closed his eyes. 

And the world shifted. 

He found himself standing in the monastery garden, though it glowed with a 
strange, otherworldly light. The flowers shimmered as though lit from within. 
The air hummed with a quiet vibration, like the breath of the mountains 
themselves. 

Then he saw her. 

Sam. 

But not as she was in the valley. She stood bathed in a soft radiance, her eyes 
deep and luminous. She looked at Tenzin with a stillness he had never seen 
— a stillness that felt ancient. 

“Tenzin,” she said, though her lips did not move. 

He felt the word inside him. 

She stepped closer. 

Her eyes opened — not wider, but deeper — and he saw something shift 
inside them, like a veil lifting. A bridge formed between them, made not of 
Light but of recognition. 

He felt himself drawn forward. 

Not his body — his being. 

He crossed the bridge. 

He stood inside her. 



 

 

Inside her memories. Inside her fears. Inside her longing. 

He saw the hunger she hid. The cold nights she endured. The loneliness she 
carried like a second skin. The wildness in her eyes — born not of defiance, 
but of survival. 

And beneath it all, a small, trembling hope. 

A voice rose from deep within her: 

“DO NOT LEAVE ME.” 

Tenzin’s heart broke. 

He reached out — not with hands, but with something deeper — and 
touched the place where her fear lived. It softened beneath his touch. 

She looked at him, her eyes shimmering. 

“The rising sun,” she whispered, “brings the gift of life each day… to be 
shared with thee.” 

Then she smiled — a small, mischievous smile. 

“We are bonkers.” 

She leaned forward and kissed him — a kiss of recognition, not romance—a 
seal upon a bond older than their names. 

Tenzin gasped and woke. 

The room was dark. The world was ordinary. But he was not the same. 

He pressed a hand to his chest. 

The bridge was real. 

And he knew — with a certainty deeper than thought — that nothing could 
ever separate their souls now. 

Not distance. Not fear. Not even the mountains.            ---- ➵ ---- 



 

21 

 

Chapter 5 — The Valley of Shadows 

Tenzin had always known he was different. 

The monks never said it outright, but their eyes betrayed it — a mixture of 
reverence and sorrow, as though they were caretakers of a rare and fragile 
flame. They spoke to him gently, watched him closely, and whispered prayers 
over him when they thought he slept. 

He was a child set apart. Chosen. Marked by Heaven. 

But Heaven’s favour was a lonely inheritance. 

As the years passed, the monastery grew both larger and smaller around him. 
Larger in its expectations — the weight of prophecy, the teachings he was 
expected to master, the visions he was told would one day come. Smaller in 
its comfort — the walls felt tighter, the silence heavier, the prayers more 
distant. 

He was told he was destined to be a great spiritual leader. Heaven’s favourite 
son. A bridge between worlds. 

But none of that eased the ache in his chest when Sam didn’t come. 

He wanted to be loved — not as a chosen vessel, not as a holy child, not as a 
symbol — but as a boy. A boy who laughed, who feared, who longed. A boy 
who wanted someone to sit beside him in the garden and share the silence. 

Heaven loved him. The monks revered him. But reverence is not 
companionship. 

And Heaven, for all its glory, could not hold his hand. 

Sam’s world was nothing like his. 

Her village clung to the mountainside like a stubborn root, battered by wind, 
starved by winter, forgotten by the world. Her parents worked from dawn 
until the stars rose, their hands cracked, their backs bent. Hunger was a 



 

 

familiar visitor. Illness was a constant threat. Survival was a daily negotiation 
with the land. 

Sam grew up in a world where joy was fleeting, and sorrow was expected, 
where children learned early not to trust good things, where laughter was a 
luxury and hope a dangerous indulgence. 

Yet something in her — something quiet and stubborn — pulled her toward 
the monastery. Toward Tenzin. 

Her people warned her: “Do not climb too high.” “Do not forget who you 
are.” “Do not chase dreams that do not belong to us.” 

But the divine whisper inside her — the same whisper that stirred in Tenzin 
— tugged her upward. 

Toward him. 

The older they grew, the more complicated their meetings became. 

Sam would arrive breathless, her clothes patched, her eyes shadowed with 
exhaustion. She carried the weight of her family’s survival on her small 
shoulders. She carried the expectations of her culture—obedience, humility, 
endurance. 

And she carried something else too: a longing she did not understand. 

Tenzin felt it every time she stepped through the monastery gate. A pull. A 
recognition. A thread is tightening between them. 

But with each visit, he also felt the widening gulf between their worlds. 

He was being shaped for Heaven. The earth was shaping her. 

He was taught to transcend desire. She was taught to survive it. 

He was told he belonged to all people. She was told she belonged to her 
family, her village, her traditions. 

And yet — they kept finding each other. 
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One winter afternoon, Tenzin saw her from the balcony. She was in the 
valley, helping her mother gather firewood. Her movements were slow, her 
face pale with hunger. The wind cut through her thin clothes. She stumbled 
once, twice, then steadied herself. 

Tenzin’s heart twisted painfully. 

He felt the divine calling inside him — the pull of Heaven, the destiny he was 
meant to fulfil. But he also felt something far more human, far more urgent: 

I WANT TO GO TO HER. I WANT TO HELP HER. I WANT TO BE WITH HER. 

The conflict tore at him. 

Heaven whispered, “You were set apart. You must remain pure, untouched, 
unattached.” 

His heart whispered: “I am lonely. I want someone who sees me, not the 
destiny placed on me.” 

Heaven said, “You are ours.” 

His humanity said, “I am hers.” 

He gripped the balcony railing until his knuckles whitened. 

Behind him, Brother Dorje approached quietly. 

“You feel the pull of two worlds,” the old monk said. 

Tenzin didn’t turn. “It hurts.” 

Dorje nodded. “It will hurt more before it hurts less.” 

Tenzin’s voice cracked. “Why did Heaven choose me if it meant taking 
everything else away?” 

Dorje placed a hand on his shoulder. “Heaven did not take anything from you. 
It gave you a burden — yes — but also a gift.” 

“What gift?” 



 

 

Dorje looked toward the valley. “The gift of seeing the world as it truly is. The 
gift of feeling deeply. The gift of loving beyond yourself.” 

Tenzin swallowed hard. “But I don’t want to love the world. I want to love 
her.” 

Dorje’s eyes softened. “And that, my son, is why Heaven chose you.” 

Tenzin turned, startled. 

Dorje continued, “A leader who cannot love one person cannot love many. A 
heart that cannot ache for one soul cannot ache for the world. Heaven did 
not choose you DESPITE your longing. It chose you BECAUSE of it.” 

Tenzin felt tears sting his eyes. 

Dorje whispered, “Your humanity is not your weakness. It is your bridge.” 

That night, Tenzin lay awake, torn between the divine and the earthly, 
between destiny and desire, between Heaven’s claim and his own aching 
heart. 

And in the darkness, he felt it again — faint, trembling, unmistakable. 

A whisper. 

Not a voice. Not a dream. 

A cry. 

Sam’s cry. 

Not spoken aloud, but rising from the depths of her soul. 

Fear. Hunger. Loneliness. A longing for someone to see her, to hear her, to 
answer her. 

Tenzin sat upright, breath trembling. 

The bridge between them pulsed with life. 
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And he knew — with a certainty that shook him — that the valley of shadows 
was no longer just hers. 

It was his, too. 

---- ➵ ----  



 

 

PART I — THE AWAKENING 

 Chapter 6 — The Library of the Soul 

The winter that followed was the harshest the valley had seen in years. 

Snow fell in thick, relentless sheets, burying the terraces and sealing the 
village in silence. The river froze. The goats grew thin. Smoke rose from the 
huts only in thin, desperate wisps — a sign that firewood was scarce. 

From the monastery balcony, Tenzin watched the valley suffer. 

He felt every hunger pang that wasn’t his. Every cold night that wasn’t his. 
Every fear that wasn’t his. 

Because Sam felt them. 

And through the bridge between their souls, he felt her. 

The monks tried to shield him from the world’s pain, but they could not shield 
him from himself. He was a child set apart — chosen by Heaven, marked by 
destiny — but he was also a boy with a heart too open, too tender, too 
human. 

Heaven whispered to him in meditation: “You are ours.” 

But his heart whispered back: “I am lonely.” 

Heaven said, “You will lead nations.” 

His heart said, “I want one person to stay.” 

Heaven said, “You are loved by the divine.” 

His heart said, “I want to be loved by someone who can hold my hand.” 

The conflict tore at him like two mountains pulling in opposite directions. 
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He was a child of earth and a child of Heaven — and both claimed him. 

One night, after days of sensing Sam’s hunger and fear through the bridge, 
Tenzin could bear it no longer. He left his room and wandered the monastery 
halls, his bare feet cold against the stone. 

The lamps flickered as he passed, casting long shadows that swayed like 
silent monks. The air smelled of incense and old wood. The wind moaned 
through the beams, carrying the weight of centuries. 

He felt drawn — not by choice, but by something deeper — toward the inner 
sanctum. 

The door creaked open as though expecting him. 

Inside, the chamber was dim, lit only by a single butter lamp. The walls were 
lined with ancient scrolls and carved symbols. At the centre of the room 
stood Brother Dorje, seated cross-legged on a woven mat. 

He opened his eyes as Tenzin entered. 

“You heard her again,” Dorje said softly. 

Tenzin nodded, his throat tight. “She’s cold. She’s hungry. She’s scared.” 

Dorje gestured for him to sit. “Then it is time.” 

“Time for what?” 

“For you to enter the Library.” 

Tenzin frowned. “The monastery library?” 

Dorje shook his head. “No, my son. The library within.” 

He placed a hand over Tenzin’s heart. 

“Every soul carries a library — a vast hall of memories, wounds, joys, and 
truths. Some shelves are filled with Light. Others with shadows. Tonight, you 
will walk those halls.” 



 

 

Tenzin swallowed. “Why?” 

“Because you cannot carry another’s pain until you have faced your own.” 

Dorje’s voice deepened, becoming almost a chant. 

“You are destined to be a great spiritual leader. Heaven’s favourite son. But 
even Heaven’s chosen must confront the weight of their humanity.” 

He paused. 

“And you, Tenzin, carry more loneliness than any child should.” 

Tenzin felt tears sting his eyes. “I don’t want to be alone.” 

Dorje’s gaze softened. “No chosen one ever does.” 

Dorje placed both hands on Tenzin’s temples. 

“Close your eyes.” 

Tenzin obeyed. 

The world fell away. 

He stood in a vast hall of Light and shadow. 

Shelves rose around him like towering cliffs, filled with books of every size 
and colour. Some glowed softly. Others pulsed with darkness. The air 
hummed with memory. 

He understood, without being told, that each book was a moment of his life. 

He reached for one. 

When he opened it, he saw himself as a small child, crying alone in the 
monastery garden while the monks chanted inside. He felt the ache of 
abandonment, the sting of being different, the longing for a mother he never 
knew. 

He closed the book quickly, his hands trembling. 
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He opened another. 

This one showed Sam—the first day she entered the monastery, her eyes 
wide with wonder. He felt the joy of that moment, the warmth, the spark of 
recognition. 

He opened another. 

This one showed her village—the hunger, the cold, the fear. He felt her pain 
as though it were his own. 

He opened another. 

This one showed the monks whispering about him, calling him “the chosen 
one,” “the divine child,” “the bridge between worlds.” He felt the weight of 
their expectations settle on his small shoulders. 

He opened another. 

This one showed him standing alone at the monastery door, waiting for Sam, 
fear and longing twisting inside him. 

He opened another. 

This one was blank. 

Completely blank. 

He touched the page. 

A voice whispered: 

“This is the future you fear.” 

Tenzin’s breath caught. “What future?” 

“A future where she does not return.” 

He staggered back, heart pounding. 

“No,” he whispered. “No, I can’t—” 



 

 

The voice softened. 

“You must face the fear, Tenzin. Only then can you walk your path.” 

He fell to his knees. 

“I don’t want to lose her,” he cried. “I don’t want to be alone.” 

The hall trembled. 

And then — a warmth. 

A hand on his shoulder. 

Dorje’s voice, gentle and steady: 

“You are not alone, my son. Not in this world. Not in any world.” 

The hall dissolved. 

Tenzin gasped and opened his eyes. 

He was back in the sanctum. Dorje knelt beside him, his expression full of 
compassion. 

“You walked the Library,” Dorje said. “You faced your fear.” 

Tenzin wiped his eyes. “It hurts.” 

Dorje nodded. “All great souls hurt. It is the mark of those chosen to heal 
others.” 

Tenzin looked toward the valley, where Sam slept in hunger and cold. 

“Will she be okay?” he whispered. 

Dorje placed a hand over his heart. 

“When the time comes,” he said, “you will go to her.” 

Tenzin swallowed. “When?” 

Dorje’s eyes glimmered with ancient knowing. 
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“When her soul cries out loud enough for Heaven to hear.” 

---- ➵ ----  



 

 

PART I — THE AWAKENING 
 

Chapter 7 — The Field of Broken Pots 

Winter loosened its grip slowly, reluctantly, like a hand unclenching after a 
long night of pain. The snow melted in thin, hesitant streams that trickled 
down the terraces. The river groaned as its ice cracked. The valley stirred 
back to life — but not with joy. 

Hunger lingered. Illness lingered. Fear lingered. 

And Sam’s village bore the scars of the long winter. 

Tenzin felt every one of them. 

Through the bridge between their souls, he sensed her exhaustion, her 
trembling hands, the ache in her stomach, the heaviness in her heart. He felt 
her mother’s quiet despair, her father’s silent shame at not being able to 
provide. He felt the cold that seeped into their bones at night. 

Heaven had chosen him — but Heaven had not spared him from the suffering 
of others. It had made him feel it more deeply. 

One morning, Brother Dorje summoned him to the inner courtyard. The air 
was crisp, the sky pale, the mountains rising like ancient judges around them. 

“Tenzin,” Dorje said, “it is time for you to see what lies beyond the veil.” 

Tenzin frowned. “The Library?” 

Dorje shook his head. “No. Something older. Something heavier.” 

He placed a hand on Tenzin’s shoulder. 

“You carry the pain of one girl. But the world carries the pain of countless 
souls. To walk your path, you must understand the weight of that suffering.” 
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Tenzin swallowed. “I don’t want to see more pain.” 

Dorje’s eyes softened. “No chosen one ever does. But the divine does not 
choose those who turn away.” 

He gestured toward the monastery gate. 

“Come.” 

They walked down a narrow path behind the monastery, one Tenzin had 
never taken before. The air grew colder, the wind sharper. The mountains 
loomed closer, their shadows long and heavy. 

After an hour of walking, they reached a plateau — a flat expanse of earth 
surrounded by cliffs. 

Tenzin stopped. 

The ground was covered with pots. 

Hundreds of them. Thousands. White, blue, red — scattered like broken 
memories across the earth. 

Some were whole. Some were cracked. Some were shattered into dust. 

Tenzin felt a chill crawl up his spine. 

“What is this place?” he whispered. 

Dorje’s voice was low. “The Field of Broken Pots.” 

Tenzin knelt beside a small blue pot. Its surface was smooth, but a crack ran 
through its centre like a wound. 

“What do they mean?” he asked. 

Dorje closed his eyes. 

“Each pot holds a life that never came to be.” 

Tenzin’s breath caught. 



 

 

“Miscarriages,” Dorje said softly. “Stillborn children. Souls who touched the 
world only for a moment. Dreams that never had time to breathe.” 

Tenzin felt his heart twist painfully. 

Dorje continued, “The white pots are the souls who left before they could 
speak. The blue are those who left before they could walk. The red…” He 
paused. “The red are those who were taken before they were given a 
chance.” 

Tenzin’s eyes stung. “Taken?” 

Dorje nodded. “Abandoned. Lost. Or ended by human hands.” 

Tenzin felt a wave of grief wash over him — grief so vast it felt like drowning. 

“Why show me this?” he whispered. 

Dorje knelt beside him. 

“Because you carry the pain of one girl. But Heaven has chosen you to carry 
the pain of many.” 

Tenzin shook his head. “I can’t. It’s too much.” 

Dorje placed a hand over his heart. 

“You were born with a soul large enough to hold the world’s sorrow. That is 
why Heaven chose you. Not because you are strong — but because you feel.” 

Tenzin’s tears fell onto the earth. 

Dorje continued, “Every pot here is a story unfinished. A life interrupted. A 
cry unheard. But Heaven hears them. And one day, you will too.” 

Tenzin looked at the field — at the endless sea of broken dreams — and felt 
something inside him crack open. 

A deeper compassion. A deeper sorrow. A deeper calling. 

He whispered, “It hurts.” 
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Dorje nodded. “Good. Only those who hurt can heal.” 

As they walked back toward the monastery, Tenzin felt the field’s weight 
pressing against him. The pots. The cries. The silence. The loss. 

Heaven had chosen him — but Heaven had not spared him. 

Heaven had given him a heart that felt too much, too deeply, too painfully. 

And yet… he understood something now. 

His loneliness was not a flaw. His longing was not a weakness. His ache was 
not a burden. 

They were the marks of a soul shaped for compassion. 

A soul meant to bridge Heaven and earth. 

A soul meant to hear the cries of the world. 

That night, as he lay in bed, he felt the familiar tremor of the bridge between 
him and Sam. 

But this time, it was different. 

Her fear is sharper. Her hunger deepened. Her loneliness was heavier. 

And beneath it all — a new emotion. 

Shame. 

Shame for being poor. Shame for being hungry. Shame for needing him. 

Tenzin felt his chest tighten. 

He whispered into the darkness, “Sam… I hear you.” 

And somewhere in the valley, a girl shivered in her sleep — and felt, for the 
briefest moment, that she was not alone. 

---- ➵ ----  



 

 

 

  PART II — THE DESCENT 

Chapter 8 — The Unmaking 

Spring arrived in the valley like a wounded animal — limping, hesitant, 
unsure of its welcome. The snow melted, but the earth beneath was thin and 
exhausted. Crops sprouted weakly. The river ran shallow. Hunger lingered 
like a ghost that refused to leave. 

Sam’s village felt the strain in every breath. 

Tenzin felt it too. 

Through the bridge between their souls, he sensed her growing desperation. 
Her mother’s cough. Her father’s silence. The way Sam’s hands trembled 
when she tried to lift a basket. The way she hid her hunger behind a smile 
that fooled no one — least of all him. 

Heaven had chosen him to feel the world’s pain. But Heaven had not taught 
him what to do with it. 

One afternoon, Tenzin stood in the monastery garden, staring at the sky-
lotus flowers. Their petals were pale, almost translucent — as though the 
winter had drained their colour. 

He felt drained too. 

Dorje approached quietly, his steps soft on the stone path. 

“You are troubled,” he said. 

Tenzin didn’t look up. “She’s suffering.” 

“Yes.” 

“I feel it.” 
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“Yes.” 

“And I can’t do anything.” 

Dorje placed a hand on his shoulder. “Not yet.” 

Tenzin’s voice cracked. “Why not? Why must I wait while she hurts?” 

Dorje sighed — a long, weary sound. “Because you are not ready.” 

Tenzin turned, anger flaring. “Ready for what? To care? To help? To be 
human?” 

Dorje met his gaze calmly. “To descend.” 

Tenzin’s breath caught. 

Dorje continued, “You were born between two worlds. Heaven pulls you 
upward. Earth pulls you downward. To walk your path, you must learn to 
stand in both without breaking.” 

Tenzin shook his head. “I AM breaking.” 

Dorje’s eyes softened. “Then this is your unmaking.” 

Tenzin frowned. “What does that mean?” 

“It means the child you were must fall apart so the leader you are meant to 
be can rise.” 

Tenzin felt a cold dread settle in his chest. “I don’t want to be a leader. I want 
to be… me.” 

Dorje nodded. “And who are you?” 

Tenzin opened his mouth — then closed it. 

He didn’t know. 

A divine child. A lonely boy. A chosen vessel. A frightened heart. A bridge 
between worlds. A soul aching for one girl’s presence. 



 

 

Heaven’s favourite son. Earth’s forgotten child. 

He was all of these. He was none of these. 

He whispered, “I want to be loved.” 

Dorje’s expression softened with deep compassion. “Even the divine’s 
chosen longs for human love. That longing does not diminish your calling. It 
deepens it.” 

Tenzin looked away. “It hurts.” 

“Yes,” Dorje said. “Because you were made to feel deeply. Heaven gave you 
a heart large enough to hold the world — but it did not make it invulnerable.” 

That night, Tenzin could not sleep. 

He paced his small room, the wooden floor cold beneath his feet. The wind 
howled outside, rattling the shutters. The monastery creaked like an old ship 
in a storm. 

Inside him, a storm raged, too. 

Heaven whispered: “You are ours.” 

His heart whispered: “I am hers.” 

Heaven said, “You must remain pure.” 

His humanity said, “I want someone to stay.” 

Heaven said, “You will lead nations.” 

His heart said, “I want one person to love me.” 

The conflict tore at him until he felt he might split in two. 

He sank to his knees, pressing his hands to his face. 

“I can’t do this,” he whispered. “I can’t be what Heaven wants. I can’t be what 
the world needs. I can’t be alone.” 



 

39 

 

The room felt too small. The destiny is too large. The loneliness is too sharp. 

He felt himself unravelling. 

Unmaking. 

Then — a tremor. 

A pulse. 

A cry. 

Not a sound. Not a dream. 

A soul-cry. 

Sam. 

Her fear slammed into him like a wave. 

Cold. Sharp. Desperate. 

He gasped, clutching his chest. 

Images flickered through the bridge: 

Her father collapsing. Her mother was weeping. The village healer shook his 
head. Sam was running into the night, barefoot, terrified. 

Tenzin staggered to his feet. 

He felt her pain. Her panic. Her helplessness. 

He felt her calling him. 

Not with words. Not with thought. 

With her soul. 

Dorje’s voice echoed in his memory: 

“When she cries out for you — truly cries out — you will hear her.” 



 

 

Tenzin whispered, “I hear you.” 

The bridge between them blazed with Light. 

And in that moment, he knew: 

The time for waiting was over. The time for descent had come. 

Heaven had claimed him. Earth had shaped him. But Sam was calling him. 

And he would answer. 

Even if it meant stepping into the valley of shadows. Even if it meant breaking 
Heaven’s rules. Even if it meant unmaking himself entirely. 

---- ➵ ---- 
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PART III — THE RETURN 
Chapter 9 — The Call Across Worlds 

The night Sam cried out was the night the mountains seemed to hold their 
breath. 

The wind stilled. The prayer flags hung motionless. The monastery walls felt 
too narrow, too silent, too distant from the world below. 

Tenzin stood in the centre of his small room, trembling. The cry he felt 
through the bridge was not a sound — it was a tearing. A ripping of the soul. 
A plea so raw it pierced him like a blade. 

He whispered, “Sam… I hear you.” 

The moment he spoke her name, something ancient stirred inside him — 
something older than the monastery, older than the mountains, older than 
his own birth. 

A calling. 

A command. 

A destiny awakening. 

He ran through the monastery halls barefoot, the cold stone biting at his feet. 
Lamps flickered as he passed, their flames bending toward him as though 
bowing to the urgency in his steps. 

He reached the front door — the threshold he had only crossed before with 
Brother Dorje. 

The monks had always told him: “You must not descend until the time is 
right.” “Your path lies above, not below.” “The valley is not for you.” 

But tonight, the valley was calling him. Sam was calling him. 

He placed his hand on the wooden door. 



 

 

It felt warm — impossibly warm — as though the divine itself pulsed beneath 
the grain. 

Behind him, a voice spoke. 

“Tenzin.” 

He turned. 

Brother Dorje stood in the shadows, his face half-lit by the lantern glow. His 
expression was not angry. Not fearful. Not surprised. 

It was sorrowful. 

And proud. 

“You heard her,” Dorje said. 

Tenzin nodded, breath trembling. “She’s in pain. She’s scared. She needs 
me.” 

Dorje stepped closer. “Then you must go.” 

Tenzin blinked. “You’re… letting me?” 

Dorje placed both hands on Tenzin’s shoulders. “This is the moment we have 
prepared you for since the day you arrived. The moment Heaven and earth 
meet in you.” 

Tenzin swallowed hard. “I’m afraid.” 

Dorje smiled gently. “Good. Only fools descend without fear.” 

Tenzin’s voice cracked. “What if I fail?” 

Dorje’s eyes softened. “You cannot fail. Not because you are strong — but 
because you are willing.” 

He paused. 

“And because she called you.” 
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Tenzin felt tears sting his eyes. 

Dorje whispered, “Go, my son. Walk into the valley of shadows. Walk into 
your destiny.” 

Tenzin pushed open the door. 

Cold air rushed in, sharp and biting. The mountains loomed above him, dark 
and immense. The path downward twisted like a serpent, steep and 
treacherous. 

He had never taken a single step alone beyond the monastery walls. 

Now he stepped into the unknown. 

The earth felt different beneath his feet — rougher, heavier, more alive. The 
wind carried scents he had never smelled before: smoke, damp soil, distant 
firewood, human breath. 

He felt the pull of Heaven behind him — a soft, aching tug, as though the 
divine were reluctant to let him go. 

He felt the pull of earth before him — raw, urgent, desperate. 

And between them, he walked. 

A child of two worlds. Claimed by both. Belonging fully to neither. 

As he descended, the bridge between him and Sam pulsed with increasing 
intensity. 

He felt her fear like a cold hand around his heart. He felt her loneliness like a 
weight on his chest. He felt her shame — sharp, bitter, suffocating. 

He whispered into the night, “I’m coming.” 

The mountains echoed his words back to him, as though carrying them to 
her. 

Halfway down the path, he stumbled. 



 

 

The world spun. His breath caught. A wave of pain — not his — crashed 
through him. 

Sam. 

He saw flashes through the bridge: 

Her father was lying on the floor, unmoving. Her mother was crying. Villagers 
whispering. A healer shaking his head. Sam is running into the night, 
barefoot, sobbing. 

Tenzin fell to his knees. 

He pressed his hands to the earth, gasping. 

“Sam,” he whispered, “hold on.” 

The earth beneath him trembled — not with danger, but with recognition. 

As though the land itself knew who he was. 

As though Mother Earth whispered, “Go, child. She waits.” 

He rose, legs shaking, and continued downward. 

The valley lights flickered in the distance — small, fragile, trembling like the 
lives they illuminated. 

He had always watched them from above. Tonight, he walked toward them. 

Toward her. 

Toward the girl who softened his loneliness. Toward the soul who called him 
across worlds. Toward the destiny he could no longer avoid. 

When he reached the edge of the village, the night was thick with smoke and 
sorrow. Dogs barked. A baby cried. A door slammed. The air tasted of fear. 

Tenzin felt the bridge pulse violently. 

Sam was close. 
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He whispered her name. 

And somewhere in the darkness, a small voice — trembling, broken — 
whispered back: 

“Tenzin…” 

He froze. 

---- ➵ ---- 
 
  



 

 

Chapter 10 — The Valley of the Living and the Lost 

The village at night was nothing like the monastery. 

The monastery breathed silence. The village breathed struggle. 

Tenzin felt it the moment he stepped onto the dirt path — the heaviness in 
the air, the scent of smoke and damp earth, the quiet desperation that clung 
to every hut like a second skin. Dogs barked in the distance. A baby cried. A 
woman coughed behind a thin wall of woven reeds. 

This was Sam’s world. 

A world he had watched from above but never touched. A world he had felt 
through her soul but never walked through with his own feet. 

He felt the divine presence behind him — a soft, aching pull, as though 
Heaven itself hesitated to let him go further. 

But Sam’s cry pulled harder. 

He followed it. 

He found her near the edge of the village, sitting on the ground beside a small 
hut. Her knees were drawn to her chest, her arms wrapped tightly around 
them. Her hair was tangled, her feet bare and bleeding from running over 
sharp stones. 

She looked up when she heard his footsteps. 

For a moment, she didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Didn’t believe. 

“Tenzin…?” she whispered. 

He knelt in front of her, breathless from the descent. “I’m here.” 

Her face crumpled — not with relief, but with shame. 

“You shouldn’t be here,” she said, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. 
“This place… It’s not for someone like you.” 
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Tenzin shook his head. “I came because you called.” 

“I didn’t call,” she whispered, trembling. 

“Yes,” he said softly. “You did.” 

Her eyes filled with tears. “I didn’t mean to.” 

“I know.” 

She looked away, her shoulders shaking. “I didn’t want you to see this. My 
home. My life. My… everything.” 

Tenzin reached out and gently touched her hand. “Sam, I’ve always seen 
you.” 

She flinched — not from his touch, but from the truth of his words. 

A door creaked open behind them. 

Sam’s mother stepped out, her face pale and streaked with tears. Her clothes 
hung loosely on her thin frame. She looked at Tenzin with confusion, then 
fear, then something like awe. 

“You… you’re the monastery boy,” she whispered. 

Tenzin bowed his head respectfully. “Yes.” 

Sam’s mother hesitated, then gestured weakly toward the hut. “Her father… 
he collapsed. The healer says…” Her voice broke. “He says there is nothing to 
be done.” 

Sam buried her face in her hands. 

Tenzin felt her grief slam into him through the bridge — sharp, suffocating, 
overwhelming. 

He stood. “May I see him?” 

Sam’s mother nodded, too exhausted to question why a monastery child 
would ask such a thing. 



 

 

Inside the hut, the air was thick with smoke and sorrow. Sam’s father lay on 
a straw mat, his breathing shallow, his skin grey. A bowl of cold broth sat 
untouched beside him. 

Tenzin knelt beside the man. 

He felt the divine presence stir inside him — warm, steady, ancient. 

But he also felt something else: the weight of the world’s suffering pressing 
against his small shoulders. 

He whispered a prayer — not one the monks had taught him, but one that 
rose from the deepest part of his being. 

A prayer for mercy. A prayer for comfort. A prayer for Sam. 

The man’s breathing eased slightly. 

Not healed. Not saved. But eased. 

Sam’s mother gasped softly. 

Tenzin stood, trembling. The divine presence inside him flickered like a 
candle in the wind. 

He was not meant to use it yet. Heaven had not given permission. But Sam 
had called. 

And he had answered. 

Outside, Sam waited for him. 

He stepped outside the hut. She looked smaller than he remembered — 
fragile, exhausted, worn thin by grief and hunger and fear. 

“Tenzin,” she whispered, “why did you come?” 

He sat beside her. “Because you needed me.” 
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She shook her head. “No. I need food. I need medicine. I need my father to 
live. I need my mother not to cry every night. I need…” Her voice cracked. “I 
need things you can’t give.” 

Tenzin felt the words like blows. 

Heaven had chosen him. But Heaven had not given him the power to fix 
everything. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. 

Sam looked at him — really looked — and for the first time, she saw the 
loneliness in his eyes. The weight. The fear. The longing. 

“You’re hurting too,” she said softly. 

Tenzin nodded. 

She reached out and took his hand — not out of gratitude, not out of need, 
but out of recognition. 

Two children. Two worlds. Two destinies. Two aching hearts. 

Bound by a bridge that neither fully understood. 

A group of villagers gathered nearby, whispering. 

“Why is the monastery boy here?” “He shouldn’t be among us.” “He belongs 
to the mountain, not the valley.” “He’s not one of us.” “He’s dangerous.” 
“He’s holy.” “He’s cursed.” “He’s blessed.” 

Sam flinched at their words. 

Tenzin felt them like stones thrown at his back. 

Heaven pulled him upward. The village pushed him away. Sam held him in 
place. 

He whispered, “I don’t belong anywhere.” 

Sam squeezed his hand. “You belong with me.” 



 

 

The words were soft. Fragile. Dangerous. 

And true. 

As the night deepened, Tenzin stayed beside her. He did not return to the 
monastery. He did not listen to the divine pull urging him upward. He did not 
listen to the villagers’ urging him away. 

He listened only to the quiet, trembling breath of the girl beside him. 

And for the first time in his life, he felt something like peace. 

Not the peace of Heaven. Not the peace of meditation. Not the peace of 
destiny. 

The peace of being seen. The peace of being needed. The peace of being 
human. 

---- ➵ ---- 
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Chapter 11 — The Mother of Mountains 

The night Sam called him down the mountain was only the beginning. 

Tenzin stayed in the village for three days. 

Three days of hunger. Three days of grief. Three days of watching Sam’s 
world unravel. 

Her father’s breathing grew weaker. Her mother’s eyes grew hollow. The 
villagers whispered more loudly each night. 

“He shouldn’t be here.” “He brings misfortune.” “He is not one of us.” “He 
belongs to the mountain.” “He belongs to the gods.” 

Sam heard every word. Tenzin felt every wound. 

Heaven had chosen him — but earth judged him. 

On the third night, Sam’s father slipped into unconsciousness. The healer 
came, shook his head, and left without a word. Sam’s mother collapsed 
beside the mat, sobbing into her hands. 

Sam fled the hut, unable to bear the sound. 

Tenzin followed her into the darkness. 

She ran until she reached the edge of the village, where the land dropped 
into a steep ravine. The moon cast a pale glow over the valley, turning the 
world silver and still. 

Sam sank to her knees. 

“It’s not fair,” she whispered. “Why does everything good get taken away?” 

Tenzin knelt beside her. “I’m here.” 

She shook her head. “You shouldn’t be. You don’t belong here. You don’t 
belong anywhere.” 



 

 

The words were not meant to hurt him — but they did. 

Deeply. 

He whispered, “I know.” 

Sam looked at him, startled by the honesty in his voice. 

“You’re supposed to be holy,” she said. “Chosen. Blessed.” 

Tenzin’s voice trembled. “I’m also lonely.” 

Sam’s breath caught. 

He continued, “Heaven calls me its son. But Heaven cannot sit beside me 
when I’m scared. Heaven cannot hold my hand. Heaven cannot laugh with 
me in the garden.” 

He looked at her, eyes shining. 

“You can.” 

Sam’s face softened — but only for a moment. 

Then she looked away, her voice breaking. “But I’m being pulled too. My 
mother needs me. My village needs me. My people expect me to stay. And 
yet…” She pressed a hand to her chest. “Something keeps pulling me toward 
you.” 

Tenzin felt the bridge between them pulse. 

Two worlds. Two destinies. Two children caught in a divine tug-of-war. 

A sudden wind swept across the ravine — cold, powerful, ancient. 

The ground trembled beneath them. 

Sam gasped. “What’s happening?” 

Tenzin stood slowly. 

He knew this presence. 
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He had felt it in dreams. In visions. In the quiet moments between breaths. 

The wind swirled around them, lifting dust and leaves into a spiralling column 
of Light. The air shimmered. The mountains seemed to lean closer. 

And then — she appeared. 

A figure formed from mist and moonlight, tall and radiant, her hair flowing 
like rivers of silver, her eyes deep as the earth’s core. 

Sam fell to the ground, trembling. 

Tenzin bowed his head. 

“Mother Earth,” he whispered. 

The spirit’s voice was not a sound — it was a vibration that moved through 
stone and bone alike. 

“Child of the mountains,” she said, “you have descended.” 

Tenzin swallowed. “She called me.” 

Mother Earth nodded. “And you answered. As you were destined to.” 

Sam trembled. “What… what is she?” 

Tenzin whispered, “The soul of the world.” 

Mother Earth turned to Sam. 

“And you, child of the valley, have carried more suffering than your years 
should bear.” 

Sam’s eyes filled with tears. 

Mother Earth continued, “Your hunger, your fear, your grief — I have felt 
them all. Every creature’s cry echoes through me. Every loss leaves a scar.” 

She lifted her hand. 

The earth beneath them glowed. 



 

 

Tenzin saw visions — oceans filled with bones, mountains soaked in blood, 
creatures torn apart by predators, forests burning, rivers drying. 

Sam cried out, covering her face. 

Tenzin staggered, overwhelmed. 

Mother Earth’s voice softened. 

“This world is cruel because it must be. Only through suffering do souls 
grow strong enough to choose compassion.” 

She looked at Tenzin. 

“You were born with a heart large enough to feel the world’s pain. That is 
why Heaven chose you.” 

Tenzin’s voice cracked. “But it hurts.” 

Mother Earth touched his cheek. 

“All great souls hurt. Pain is the price of perfection.” 

She turned to Sam. 

“And you, child, are the anchor that keeps him human.” 

Sam blinked. “Me?” 

Mother Earth nodded. 

“Heaven pulls him upward. Destiny pulls him forward. But you… You pull 
him back to earth. Without you, he would rise too high and lose himself.” 

Sam’s breath trembled. 

Tenzin felt tears spill down his cheeks. 

Mother Earth continued, “Your bond is not an accident. It was woven before 
your births. You are two halves of a bridge — one rooted in earth, one 
reaching toward Heaven.” 
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She stepped back, her form beginning to fade. 

“Walk together, and you will heal worlds.” “Walk apart, and you will 
break.” 

The wind surged. 

The Light dimmed. 

Mother Earth vanished. 

Sam collapsed into Tenzin’s arms, sobbing. 

He held her tightly, his own tears falling into her hair. 

Two children. Two destinies. Two worlds pulling at them. 

But for this moment, they held each other. 

And the bridge between them glowed with a light that neither Heaven nor 
earth could extinguish. 

---- ➵ ---- 
 
  



 

 

Chapter 12 — The Firstborn of the Earth 

Dawn crept slowly over the valley, painting the world in muted gold. The 
mountains glowed like ancient altars. The river shimmered faintly. Smoke 
rose from the huts in thin, weary spirals. 

Tenzin and Sam sat together on the hillside overlooking the village. 

They had not slept. 

Sam’s father still lay between life and death. Her mother still wept quietly 
inside the hut. The villagers still whispered.  

But something had changed. 

Mother Earth’s presence lingered in the air — a warmth beneath the cold, a 
hum beneath the silence, a knowing beneath the fear. 

Sam leaned against Tenzin’s shoulder, exhausted. 

“Why us?” she whispered. “Why did she choose us?” 

Tenzin looked at the mountains, their peaks catching the first Light. 

“She didn’t choose us,” he said softly. “We were born chosen.” 

Sam closed her eyes. “I don’t want to be chosen. I just want my father to live. 
I want my mother to smile again. I want…” Her voice broke. “I want a simple 
life.” 

Tenzin swallowed. “I want that too.” 

She looked up at him, surprised. 

“You do?” 

He nodded. “Heaven calls me its son. But Heaven is far away. You are here.” 

Sam’s breath trembled. “But I’m being pulled in two directions. My family 
needs me. My village needs me. My culture tells me to stay. But something 
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inside me…” She pressed a hand to her chest. “Something keeps pulling me 
toward you.” 

Tenzin felt the bridge between them pulse — warm, steady, alive. 

“That something,” he whispered, “is the part of you that remembers.” 

“Remembers what?” 

“That we were bound before we were born.” 

Sam’s eyes filled with tears. 

Tenzin continued, “You are the earth that anchors me. I am the sky that lifts 
you. Together, we are the bridge.” 

Sam shook her head. “But bridges get walked on. Bridges get broken.” 

Tenzin smiled gently. “Not this one.” 

A sudden cry rose from the village. 

Sam’s mother. 

Sam bolted upright, panic flooding her face. “My father—” 

Tenzin grabbed her hand. “Come.” 

They ran down the hillside, feet pounding the earth, hearts racing. The 
villagers gathered outside the hut, murmuring anxiously. 

Sam pushed through the crowd. 

Her father lay still on the mat. 

Too still. 

Sam fell to her knees, sobbing. “No… no, please…” 

Tenzin knelt beside her, his heart breaking with hers. 

He felt the divine presence stir inside him — warm, powerful, ancient. 



 

 

But he also felt something else: 

The weight of the Field of Broken Pots. The cries of the unborn. The suffering 
of the world. The scars of Mother Earth. 

Heaven had chosen him. Earth had shaped him. But this moment — this grief 
— was human. 

He placed a hand on Sam’s father’s chest. 

Sam looked at him through tears. “Can you save him?” 

Tenzin’s voice trembled. “I don’t know.” 

Heaven whispered: “Do not interfere.” 

Earth whispered: “Life and death are mine.” 

Sam whispered, “Please.” 

Tenzin closed his eyes. 

He felt the bridge between him and Sam blaze with Light — her grief pouring 
into him, his compassion pouring into her. 

He felt Mother Earth’s presence — warm, steady, sorrowful. 

“Child,” she whispered, “you cannot stop death. But you can ease its 
passing.” 

Tenzin bowed his head. 

He placed both hands on Sam’s father’s chest and whispered a prayer — not 
for life, but for peace. 

A soft glow spread beneath his palms. 

Sam’s father’s breathing steadied. His face relaxed. The pain faded from his 
features. 

He did not wake. 
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But he did not suffer. 

Sam’s mother gasped. Sam covered her mouth with trembling hands. The 
villagers fell silent. 

Tenzin opened his eyes, tears streaming down his cheeks. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I can’t bring him back. But he is not in pain.” 

Sam threw her arms around him, sobbing into his shoulder. 

He held her tightly. 

Two children. Two worlds. Two destinies. One grief. One bridge. 

Later, as the village prepared for the funeral rites, Tenzin and Sam stood 
alone beneath a large cedar tree. 

Sam wiped her eyes. “Thank you.” 

Tenzin shook his head. “I didn’t do enough.” 

“You did what mattered,” she whispered. “You came.” 

He looked at her — really looked — and saw not just the girl he loved, but 
the woman she would become. 

Strong. Compassionate. Rooted in earth, pulled by Heaven. 

A mirror of himself. 

Sam took his hand. “What happens now?” 

Tenzin looked toward the mountains. 

“Heaven will call me back,” he said softly. “And I will have to answer.” 

Sam’s grip tightened. “And me?” 

Tenzin turned to her, his voice trembling. 



 

 

“You will walk your path. I will walk mine. But the bridge between us…” He 
touched her chest, then his own. “It will never break.” 

Sam’s eyes filled with tears. “Promise?” 

Tenzin nodded. “Across distance. Across worlds. Across lifetimes.” 

She leaned her forehead against his. 

“I will call for you,” she whispered. 

“And I will hear you,” he replied. 

As the sun set behind the mountains, casting long shadows across the valley, 
Tenzin felt the divine presence rise inside him — warm, insistent, calling him 
home. 

Heaven whispered: “Return.” 

Earth whispered: “Remember.” 

Sam whispered, “Don’t forget me.” 

Tenzin smiled through his tears. 

“I couldn’t,” he said, “even if I tried.” 

He turned toward the mountain path. 

Sam watched him go — a small figure climbing toward destiny, carrying her 
heart with him. 

And as he ascended, the bridge between them glowed with a light that 
neither Heaven nor earth could extinguish. 

A light born of suffering. A light born of love. A light born of two souls chosen 
before time. 

The Light of the firstborn of the earth.  
---- ➵ ---- 

End of Part 1 


