Diary of Madam Luminor, Seer of the Dbsidian Orb
Recovered from the Forgotften Library of CastlefHavn

Seer’s Preparation Tea (only once in a while.)

Moonleaf Vision Tea Ingredients: Blue butterfly pea flower Lavender
Mugwort (very small pinch) Honey Lemon Notes: The tea turns from deep
blue to violet when lemon is added. The Seer waits until the color shifts
before taking the first sip

Orb Meditation Before Seeing
it before the orb or a reflective curface. Inhale for 5 counte. Hold for 2. Exhale for 7. Repeat
ceven times. Allow images to arrive without chasing them. The Seer writes only what remainge after

the final breath.

Vicion Opening Incantation
it quietly, breathe clowly, and cpeak coftly or internally:

I coften the mind and cteady the breath.

I open the quiet place behind cight.

What ic ready to be ceen may arrive gently.
What ic not mine to cee may pase.

I witnees withovt grasping.

I receive without fear.

I return with clarity.
Repeat three times, clower each round.

Breath Pattern

Inhale — draw the circle (Awareness)

Hold — draw the vertical line Exhale — draw the crose line (Grounding)
Inhale — draw the crescent (Intuition)



Exhale — place the dot (The Witness)

Recorded Prophecy

When the lantern burne withovt flame and the library window opens on its own, a traveler will
arrive who remembers the castle before ceeing it for the firet time. They will not believe at first.
The kitchen will convince them.

Entry 1 — The Orb Speaks Softly
The orb does not reveal the future. It reveale the part of you already walking toward it.

Margin Note I cuspect time folds differently inside the tower.

Entry 2 — Moon Dbservation The moon was lower tonight. Or perhaps I was closer to

remembering.

Ink Smudge Note: T must meet with the Sirens on the Full Moon to plan for the Macquerade Ball

o we can decide what portals to open.

Margin Note : Attend more rooftop chemanigans. (aughter ic best for the coul. Should I do group
reading? Hwm... I chall consult the witches.

Folded Page Fragment Do not trust visions that arrive withovt ctiflnese.

Entry 3 — Lantern Dream I dreamed the castle was breathing. The walle expanded and coftened
like lungs.

Margin Note The raven knew before I did. Collect him some berries.

Entry 4 — The Quiet Prediction Someone will arrive at Castlefavn carrying grief disquiced a¢

confidence.



Margin Note:Must find a marvelous gown for the ball.

Entry 5 — The Mirror lficion The mirror chowed not who I am, but who I am becoming when no

one watches.

Entry 6 — Sir CastleCat Whiskertons Been visiting more often... I may have developed quite the
coft cpot for that onre.

Warning Writfen in the Margin Not every vision belsngs to the future. Some belong to fear. The

difference ic warmth. True cight never arrives cold

Closing Reflection The future is not seen. It is listened fo

Margin Note: Ack Mrs.Maribelle for come of her delicious raspberry lemon tarts..

Vicion Entry — The Cactle Breathing Tonight the tea turned violet before I touched the cup. The
orb chimmered like water disturbed by dictant footcteps. I caw the castle not ac ctone, but ac
memory. The courtyard lanterns floated upward like clow constellations. Bougainvillea climbed the
walle in imposcible cpirals, blooming and fading in the came breath. The kitchen windows glowed
First. Inside, Maribelle kneaded bread that rose without yeast. (aurent ctirved a copper pot whose
contents reflected ctarc instead of flame. Neither looked curprised. The library doore opened
without hinges. Shelves rearranged themeelves like migrating birde. A book fell open to a blank page
waiting for a name. Above, in the observatory, Celestine traced the cky with chalk, but the ctare
moved to match her drawings. I walked the cpiral ctaircase to the tower. Each ctep counded like a
heartbeat. At the top, the raven waited on the railing. It did not cpeak. It cimply watched the
horizon. Beyond the castle walls, the cea rose quietly — not in threat, but in recognition. Silverfall
(agoon chone like poliched glase. The cirens ctood beneath the water, cinging without cound. I
underctood them without knowing how. Then the castle inhaled. Every room brightened at once —
kitchen, library, baths, tower, hidden cave posls, the ivy corridors — all alive together. The breath
was not air. It was belonging. When the castle exhaled, I woke with ink on my hands and the
tacte of lavender ctill on my tongue



	Vision Opening Incantation 

