A faint orange glow appears over the face of the waters. It comes, apparently, from the bottom of the river. The warm glow creeps over the fisherman’s features. He feels the warmth and opens his eyes. He looks around slightly disoriented. A faint luminance from the other side of the boat calls his attention. He walks across the boat and looks down into the water. The river seems to rush inside of his eye, into the pupil. Near the bottom of the river there is a beautiful star, shinning very brightly. The fisherman is mesmerized, fascinated beyond measure. 

With forces unknown to him till now, he pulls at the nets, gives them cord and lets them sink deeper and deeper until they reach the star and beyond. The fisherman’s face is full of adoration and his hands move very gently. The nets sway softly, positioning themselves behind and under the star until she is happily nested in its center. 

The fisherman pulls the nets on board – now with very little effort. The star is the size of the wide sack made by the net. With very careful hands, the fisherman frees the star of her ties, and the dark night turns golden.

