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Introduction:  The Shaping of Worlds 

In the beginning, before time knew its own name, the cosmos trembled with 

possibility. Not with a single spark nor the 

breath of one supreme being, but with the 

countless hands of the Creators—beings as 

ancient as the fabric of reality itself. Each 

carried their own vision, their own 

understanding of how life should be. 

The first world, Illa'kai, was shaped by one such creator, a being of shimmering 

obsidian named Ko'Shiva. In their wisdom, Ko'Shiva sculpted the first beings from 

the dust of the stars, each one reflecting the nature of the lands they would call 

home. Some were built for the burning plains, their 

skin as deep as the night to drink in the heat without 

pain. Others were shaped for the frozen peaks, their 

flesh pale as the moon, reflecting the cold away. In 

the great forests, people with bronze and golden skin flourished beneath the 

dappled light, their bodies attuned to the balance of sun and shade. 

But Ko’Shiva was not alone. Other creators, with their own desires, breathed their 

visions into existence. There was Mal'eth, whose touch brought forth the pale 

beings of the misty isles, and Shai'vun, who formed the 

desert dwellers with eyes like emeralds and skin kissed 

by the sun’s fire. The creators did not agree on the 

origins of their work. Some claimed to have drawn their people from the well of 

life itself, while others argued that their creations had risen from the collisions of 



stars and the forging of mountains. And so the debate raged through the eons, each 

creator sure of their own truth. 

Over time, the children of these makers crossed paths. Some looked upon one 

another with awe, marveling at the differences between them. Others recoiled, 

fearing what was unfamiliar. As generations passed, love and conflict intertwined, 

weaving the fabric of history. Those born of mixed 

lineages carried traces of both creators' work—new 

forms, new features, new strengths. Yet still, the old 

questions lingered. 

Did they shape themselves, or were they shaped? Was 

it the will of a divine force, or the slow march of time and chance? As their 

knowledge deepened, they began to see the echoes of their ancestors in the land 

itself.  

 

The same forces that shaped the mountains and valleys had shaped them, molding 

them to fit their place in the world. 

But unity was not easy. Tribes and nations formed, each holding to their own 

version of creation. Some declared their lineage superior, believing themselves the 



truest reflection of the first makers. Others sought harmony, blending the wisdom 

of all origins to create something greater than the sum of its parts. 

War was inevitable. Nations clashed, tearing at the roots of their own existence, 

blinded by the need to prove their own truths. And yet, in the darkest of times, 

alliances formed. Not from shared ancestry, nor from a common past, but from the 

realization that survival lay not in division, but in unity. 

As the land burned and the rivers ran red, a voice rose above the chaos—a child, 

neither of one tribe nor another, but of all. She spoke not of the past, but of the 

future.  

"We are shaped by those before us, but we shape what comes next. Will we be 

creators of ruin or of life?" 

Her words spread like wildfire, igniting minds weary of war. The people looked 

upon one another, not as rivals, but as kindred, each a thread in a tapestry too vast 

for any single weaver to claim. 

And so, the warring tribes laid down their weapons. 

Together, they forged a new world, not defined by 

one origin, but by the countless stories that had 

brought them to this moment. 

The creators watched, some in pride, others in 

resentment. For in the end, the truth was not theirs to 

claim—it belonged to those who lived it. 

And so, the world turned, shaped not by gods alone, nor by the chaos of the stars, 

but by the hands of those who chose to create a future together. 



 

Throughout the story I want you to be able to understand from Vekar’s perspective 

the opposite perception what of course, lead to different thoughts, feelings, 

alternatives and actions. What resonates with you? Why? 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 1.  Introducion of Siah and Vekar 

 

The girl was called Siah. She was born beneath a sky split by warring stars, her 

first breath drawn as the echoes of the last great battle faded into the night. Unlike 

the children of any single tribe, Siah’s skin held the dusk of twilight, neither dark 

nor pale, but something in between. Her eyes shimmered with shifting hues—gold 

in the morning light, deep sapphire by night. She was a child of many, of all, and 

of none. 

From the moment she could walk, Siah questioned. She sat at the feet of the elders, 

pressing them for stories of the beginning.  



“Who made us?” 

she would ask. 

“How did we 

come to be?” 

Some said the 

creators shaped 

them, each in 

their own image. 

Others 

whispered that the world had simply changed them, carving them like wind against 

stone. And still, others muttered of an unseen force, something beyond even the 

oldest stories. 

Siah did not accept any one answer. She wandered the lands, listening to the 

tongues of different tribes, learning their ways. She watched the hunters of the 

plains track the swift beasts, their dark skin blending with the earth. She sat with 

the ice dwellers as they fashioned shelters of frozen light, their pale hands deft 

against the cold. She danced with the people of the great forests, whose laughter 

rang like the rustling leaves, their skin gleaming bronze beneath the canopy. 



Yet, in every place, she met the same division. Some welcomed her, seeing in her a 

reflection of many worlds. Others feared 

her, whispering that she was unnatural, a 

mistake, a sign of chaos. 

Among those who feared her was a boy. 

His name was Vekar, and he was born of 

a single line, a child of tradition and 

purity. His people had remained 

unchanged since the beginning, their skin 

like burnished copper, their eyes like fire. 

To him, Siah was an anomaly, a fracture 

in the way things should be. 

“You do not belong,” he told her the first time they met, his voice cold as the 

mountain winds. “You are neither one nor the other. How can you stand among 

us?” 

Siah did not flinch. “Because I am all,” she said simply. “And because I must.” 

Vekar did not understand, not then. But their paths would cross again, and their 

battle—the battle between past and future—had only just begun. 

Chapter 2.  What’s In A Name Siah 

Siah’s journey began with the search for the meaning of her own name. From the 

moment she had learned to speak, she had asked those around her, “Why was I 

named Siah?” The name was given to her by the Elders, and it had always seemed 

to hold a deeper significance, something beyond the simple word itself.  



Her mother, a woman of the forest tribe, had told her that it meant “The One Who 

Knows,” but there were always layers to her mother’s stories. 

One day, while Siah was sitting by the river, an old man with a long silver beard 

approached her. He was a traveler, one who had walked across many lands, and his 

eyes gleamed with wisdom and time. He had heard her question many times, and 

now, he seemed to know that it was time to answer. 

“Why do you ask about your name, child?” he asked as he sat beside her on the 

riverbank. 

“Because it is mine, but I don’t understand it,” she replied, her voice soft, yet 

determined. “I want to know what it means. What does it say about who I am?” 

The old man smiled knowingly, as if he had been waiting for this moment. “Siah,” 

he began, “is not just a name. It is a reflection of your essence, your connection to 

the world. In the language of the ancients, it is a name with power—a name that 

brings balance. It is a name that binds the forces of the earth, the wind, the fire, and 

the water.” 

Siah leaned forward, her curiosity deepening. “But what does it mean? What is it 

telling me?” 



The old man closed his eyes, his voice lowering to a whisper. “In gematria, the  

numerical value of your name is 10.  

The number ten is a number of 

completeness, of wholeness. It 

signifies the balance of the 

elements. The first letter, ‘S,’ 

represents the earth, the foundation 

upon which all life rests. The 

second letter, ‘I,’ is for the wind, the 

breath of life that moves and 

changes. The third letter, ‘A,’ stands 

for fire, the spark that ignites 

creation. And the last letter, ‘H,’ represents water, the flow that nourishes and 

sustains.” 

Siah stared at him, her mind racing. “So, my name is not just a word—it’s a map of 

my being?” 

“Exactly,” the old man said. “Your name carries the balance of the world within it. 

It is not simply a label—it is a blueprint of your soul. And it is a reminder that you 

are part of everything, that you are a thread woven into the fabric of all that is.” 

Siah felt a strange warmth in her chest as the weight of the old man’s words sank 

in. Her name was not just something she had been given—it was a part of her, a 

part of everything around her. She had been shaped by many forces, just as the 

world had been shaped by the hands of countless creators. And in that moment, she 



understood: she was more than just an individual. She was a reflection of all 

things, an embodiment of unity. 

But as the old man spoke, there was a flicker of something else—something 

darker. He spoke of the ancients and the wars between tribes, how their divisions 

had created fractures in the world. Siah’s name, with its balance and unity, seemed 

to be the very thing that could heal those wounds—or perhaps deepen them. 

Chapter 3.  Is Vekar a Male Thing 

In the same lands where Siah sought to understand the meaning of her name, there 

lived a boy named Vekar. His name, like Siah’s, was not simply a label. It was a 

declaration of identity, a reflection of the forces that shaped him. Unlike Siah, 

however, Vekar never questioned his name. It was, in his eyes, a symbol of 

strength, tradition, and purity—the very essence of who he was meant to be. 

Vekar’s tribe had long held to the belief that their bloodline was the truest, the 

strongest. They were the descendants of the original creators, the direct heirs to the 

lands and people forged by their divine ancestors. In their eyes, the other tribes 

were diluted, tainted by time and the intermingling of other bloodlines. His people 

held to their customs fiercely, believing that their name, their heritage, was a 

shield—something to be protected at all costs. 

The boy’s name was given to him by the High Elder of his tribe, and the moment 

the Elder spoke it, the air around them seemed to shift. “Vekar,” the Elder had said, 

his voice a deep, resonant echo, “you are the strength of the unbroken line. You are 

the keeper of our traditions, the protector of our legacy. You will carry the weight 

of our ancestors.” 



Vekar, though still young at the time, had felt the enormity of the words. The name 

Vekar, according to the Elder, held great power. It was a name that signified 

strength, resilience, and unyielding will. In the ancient tongue of his people, Vekar 

meant “unyielding strength” and “the unbroken line”—the idea that nothing, no 

force or circumstance, could break their will. It was a name given to the fiercest 

warriors, to those who would rise above all challenges, who would never bend, 

never falter. 

As Vekar grew, he internalized the meaning of his name. It was not just a part of 

him—it was who he was meant to be. He was born to uphold the purity of his 

bloodline, to defend the traditions of his people, and to ensure that their way of life 

would never change. The idea of unity, of mixing with other tribes, was foreign to 

him. He could not understand why anyone would want to dilute their blood, blur 

the line between the pure and the impure. 

One evening, after a long day of training with the other boys of his tribe, Vekar sat 

alone on a high rock overlooking the vast plains. The sun was setting, painting the 

sky in hues of orange and crimson, and the cool breeze ruffled his dark hair. In this 

moment, he allowed himself a brief moment of reflection. He was the protector, 

the unbroken line—but what did that mean in a world that seemed to be shifting 

around him? 

His tribe’s belief in purity and strength ran deep, but Vekar had begun to hear 

whispers in the wind—whispers of other tribes, of people whose blood was not 

purely one or the other. He had met some of them in passing, but he had always 

looked upon them with suspicion, seeing them as threats to the strength of his 

people. They were not like him. They did not share the same legacy. They were not 

part of the unbroken line. 



Yet, there was something about these encounters that stirred something deep 

within him. The others were different, yes, but they were also strong in their own 

way. He had seen a boy from a faraway tribe fight with a ferocity that reminded 

him of his own people. He had watched a girl—Siah—move with a fluidity that 

seemed to blend the very elements around her. She was neither one thing nor 

another, and yet there was strength in her, a strength that he could not deny. 

That name, “Siah,” echoed in his mind. It meant unity. It meant balance. It was the 

opposite of everything Vekar believed in, and yet it unsettled him. How could 

someone so different, so...unified, challenge everything he had been taught? 

Vekar’s mind was filled with turmoil as he recalled the meaning of his own name. 

Unyielding. Strong. Unbroken. 

He was supposed to be the wall, the foundation on which everything stood. How 

could someone like Siah—someone born of the chaos, the blending of tribes—

have any place in a world that demanded purity and strength? 

Yet, there was another side to Vekar’s name. The number that was assigned to him 

in gematria, the ancient language of numbers, was 11. In some traditions, 11 

symbolized a doorway, a threshold between two worlds. It was a number of 

transformation, of change, but also of imbalance. In many ways, 11 was a number 

that represented a choice—one that could either bring about unity or division. In 

Vekar’s case, the number of his name spoke of a critical choice: would he stand 

firm in his belief that his people must remain unyielding, or would he allow 

himself to change, to evolve, and to consider that the strength of unity might be 

greater than the strength of division? 



For now, Vekar’s answer was clear. His strength lay in preserving the traditions of 

his people, in protecting the purity of his bloodline. He could not—and would 

not—allow anything to threaten that. 

But as he watched the stars rise in the sky, he could not ignore the feeling that 

something was stirring within him. The winds were changing, and perhaps he was 

not as unyielding as he thought. Perhaps, like the very number that defined his 

name, he was standing at a threshold—one that would lead him down a path that 

was far from certain. 
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