
BOOK XV 
The Wheel of the Stars 

 
 

In our story, it is many years later. A man stands on the beach alone at twilight. It is yet 

early spring, and there are light flakes of snow falling gently from the sky above, with the 

small curve of a new moon in one corner of the night sky. It is in that direction, off into the 

distance and away out from under the clouds that can be seen the first evening stars, their 

glimmering light just visible in front of a backdrop of deep blue. The old man looks up at 

this firmament overhead, wonders for a moment about the Great Spirit and some of the 

things that he has known and seen, now looks askance and checks a different kind of 

distance, in this the lengthening day’s last light. He looks along down the beach and the 

long line of the shore, for approaching him now out of a watery distance is a figure that may 

be just a mirage, but really is the one he has been waiting for, for many years, and only 

now, as she comes closer, can she be seen to be an old woman; her silvering hair flows fully 

down the slope of her shoulders and comes to rest elegantly in the small of her back. At 

first the two old lovers recognize each other only as silhouetted forms. But as she draws 

near to him, her whole shape materializes, she to him, he to her, and it becomes clear that 

she wears about the mouth her old stoic expression, and that only the corners of her eyes 

seem to give something hidden away, whilst her eyes themselves are dancingly the brightest 

thing on that beach, emanating from them a light more luminous than either the silver new 

moon or the emergent distant stars. In her dark hair are flecks of the fallen snow. She 

clasps him by the hand finally and evidently has nothing to say; he looks deep and long into 

those soft and mesmerizing, melting, wondering, mercurial brown eyes, searching their 

bright light, and only then, in that moment, does he at last realize that he is prepared, and 

answers their light from the fire that burns in his own bright-dark eyes, and together these 

two begin to rise and vanish, into the bright-dark vault overhead, slowly upwards into the 

primeval dusk. As the snow continues to descend whitely along the line of the beach, the 

waves to curl and recede, the stars lastingly bright, and the new moon the usherer into new 

space, new worlds. Seek them now in the winds, and in the seasons, the summers and 

autumns, the long rivers and the rippling brooks, the tidal patterns, the ancient trees, the 



rhythms of our oceans, and the night sky. Their constellation has been thrown into the 

wheel of the stars, that smile eternally down, from beyond the roof of the world.	  


