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THE CITY OF SAELITHAR

and the Buried World Beneath

 

The stone remembers what the city forgets.   

The lattice moves beneath us all.   

Tread carefully upon the deep.

— Accord Proverb,

Third Era



THE EXPEDITION PARTY 

Ilae Soryn 

The Accord Engineer 

 

“The stone has a rhythm. If you don't learn to listen, it will bury you.”

 

Ilae carries herself with the quiet, stubborn resilience of someone born to the deep paths. Lean and athletic, her youthful, oval face is dusted with a scattering of freckles across her nose – a stark contrast to the deep, watchful blue-gray eyes that catch the light with subtle, geometric iris reflections. Her dark brown hair waves naturally back from her face, as if constantly caught in the draft of an intake shaft. Years of gripping cold metal have left heavy calluses  on  her  fingers,  and  a  small,  distinct  scar  cuts across her left palm - the permanent mark of an engineer who interfaces directly with the world's machinery.
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She is shrouded in a heavy sapphire-blue cloak fastened with a lone silver clasp at her collarbone. Beneath it, she wears  a  midnight-blue  leather  jerkin  over  a  black  long-sleeved  tunic,  accented  by  uniform  horizontal  silver [image: ]

bands that catch the bioluminescent glare of the lattice. Bound at her waist is a thick leather belt housing her tools, and a satchel on her left hip, her outfit anchored by dark, riveted leather bracers and knee-high combat boots designed to survive shifting stone.

The Path Traveled: Her journey is one of precision and peril - from kneeling low in the dust  to  read  the  frequencies  of  trembling  brass  housing  units  to  sprinting  through collapsing tunnels where her cloak streams out into the dark. She is the one who must brace herself against the pulsing feedback of the lattice, inserting her metal tuning rod into  glowing  crystal  columns  to  keep  the  city  alive,  even  if  it  leaves  her  standing exhausted in the aftermath, holding nothing but shattered iron.

Saevir Aelyrion 

The Shardbreaker 

 

“I don't care what the stone is saying, girl. I care about what's crawling out of it.”
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Saevir is a man shaped by violence and long miles, a tall, lean swordsman whose presence projects a calm, pragmatic weight. His face is rugged, framed by short dark hair that has  prematurely  silvered  at  the  temples  from  stress  and subterranean  shadow.  Tired  amber-brown  eyes  keep  a restless vigil over a face marked by light stubble and an old white scar that splits his  left eyebrow. His hands tell the story of a lifetime on the frontier, palms thickly calloused from a ceaseless grip on a hilt.
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He dresses against the damp chill of the underworld in a worn, dark gray, knee-length coat with a high collar. A few of  its  heavy  brass  buttons  are  missing,  exposing  the unadorned  charcoal  tunic  underneath.  Wrapped  in  dark brown  leather  bracers  and  dark  gray  trousers,  his  frame terminates in heavily creased black riding boots. Sheathed diagonally  across  his  back  is  his  purpose  and  his  curse:  Shardbreaker,  a  massive longsword  whose  dark,  leather-wrapped  hilt  rises  over  his  shoulder,  its  crystal  edge casting a faint, periodic blue pulse that cuts through the shadows.

The Path Traveled: Saevir steps where others falter. He is a blur of motion in the dark, drawing his pulsing blade smoothly cross-chest to meet an ambush, dropping into low, horizontal stances to fend off predators, or executing tight, controlled cuts to shatter swarming shardlings. When the dust settles, he is the anchor, leaning his full weight onto his sword pommel, catching his breath amid the wreckage.

Caer Mournel 

The Archivist 

 

“The past isn't dead. It's just waiting under the rock, humming.”
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Caer  is  a  specter  of  the  archives,  a  thin,  gaunt  man  who
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looks as though he has been hollowed out by the secrets he has  uncovered.  Sallow-skinned  and  pale,  his  sunken cheekbones are underscored by deep, chronic dark circles - the physical toll of a mind denied sleep by the weight of forbidden texts. His long, dark hair is unwashed and pulled back messily, leaving stray, ink-dusted locks to frame his restless gray-green eyes, which shift constantly as if reading unseen lines in the air.

He wears a heavy, ink-black coat that fastens with closed brass clasps down to his knees. The fabric is a canvas of his obsession, permanently tracked with white crystal dust and dark  chemical  stains  across  the  spine,  matching  the permanent dark residue embedded beneath his fingernails. Slung over his shoulder by a thick leather strap is his lifeline to the dark: a custom-made, shuttered iron lantern reinforced with curved, mismatched ribs of pale ivory bone.

The Path Traveled: Caer moves through the deep paths like an echo, dropping to his knees  to  press  his  bare,  stained  hands  against  active  crystal  veins,  reading  the subterranean vibrations like script. He is the one who opens brittle, restricted records just wide enough to let a sliver of bone-lantern light illuminate lost history, and he is the one who will run blindly through the dark when those histories wake up, clutching his lantern to his chest in sheer terror.

Tomas 

The Baker 

 

“You engineers can track the resonance all you want. People still need bread tomorrow.”
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Tomas  stands  as  the  baseline  of  humanity  in  a  world going mad - a stocky, broad-shouldered man of immense, practical  physical  strength.  His  warm  brown  skin  and kind  brown  eyes  are  lined  with  deep  smile  wrinkles, offering a comforting presence against the cold stone of the underground. Clean-shaven with short, practically cut dark hair, his large hands and thick forearms are heavily calloused from a life spent kneading dough and wrestling hot stone ovens.
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He enters the crisis exactly as he left his shop, wearing a simple  cream  linen  shirt  beneath  a  worn,  rustic  dark brown leather vest. His long sleeves are rolled up tightly past his muscles, and a white canvas apron is tied securely at  the  small  of  his  back.  Fine  white  flour  dust  is permanently embedded into his clothes, cutting through the grime of the quarry, usually accompanied by a habitual smudge of white high on his left cheekbone. He carries no sword or rifle; instead, he wields a long, solid wooden bread peel paddle as an improvised tool of survival.

The Path Traveled: Tomas is the protector of the common folk. When panic strikes Glasswalk, his voice booms over the crowd, using his muscular arms and long wooden paddle to point out safe escape routes. He is fearless in his simplicity, climbing unstable crates to drape heavy baking cloths over surging street lamps to stifle dangerous magic, or sprinting through shaking streets with massive canvas supply rolls tucked under his arms.

THE LEADERSHIP & CREW 

Maeliren Valas 

Sovereign of the Accord 

 

“The Accord does not break. We endure, or we cease to exist.”
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Sovereign Valas is a monument to unyielding authority, a
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tall, commanding figure who moves with a rigid, perfectly erect posture. Her face is a map of decades spent holding a  fractured  society  together  -  weathered,  with  a  strong jawline and a firm, locked chin. Her dark hair is pulled back with  geometric  precision  into  an  immaculate,  tight  bun centered high at the crown of her head, split by prominent, symmetrical streaks of silver-gray at her temples.

She  wears  severe,  unadorned  Accord  robes  of  deep charcoal gray.  The  fabric  features  a  high,  stiff  collar  and long,  structured  sleeves  that  fall  to  mid-calf,  pooling slightly at her heels into a subtle, short train. She rejects all jewelry, save for a minimalist silver resonance clasp pinned at  her  throat  that  houses  a  single,  pale  blue  crystal  chip. Wearing  practical,  low-heeled  black  dress  shoes,  she maintains an impossibly pristine appearance, entirely free of the scars, dirt, or weapons that define the field crews.

The Path Traveled: Valas rules through calculated composure. She is seen descending the steps of the Loom with a measured, deliberate pace while her heavy robes catch the wind. Yet, when the city grid breaches, she is capable of raw command - raising a single arm to shout evacuation orders over the roar of collapsing infrastructure, or executing one  swift,  smooth  motion  to  draw  a  concealed  sidearm  blade  from  her  vestments, holding it low and ready to defend her realm.

Master Helorn 

The Senior Engineer 

 

“New theories won't hold up a ceiling, Soryn. Metal and masonry do.”
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Helorn is a veteran of the deep architecture, a man of solid, stocky, and unyielding build who views the world through a  lens  of  structural  integrity.  His  face  is  heavily  lined, dominated by deep, prominent forehead wrinkles earned from decades beneath the earth. Sharp but tired gray eyes look out from beneath thinning gray hair combed straight back from a receding hairline. His hands are blunt, heavy, and  scarred,  including  a  shiny  burn  mark  on  his  right thumb from an ancient crystal grid blowout.
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He wears the dark blue robes of a senior engineer, accented with  heavy,  tarnished  brass  fittings  that  track  along  the shoulder  seams  and  down  the  front  closure.  Forgoing  a cloak for a rigid, high collar, his thick hips are bound by a heavy brown leather tool belt. It sags under the weight of a stone resonance slate and his signature instrument: a large, polished silver diagnostic tuning fork that serves as both his tool and his emblem.

The Path Traveled: Helorn’s leadership is grounded in the bedrock. He is the first to kneel heavily beside a trembling structural brace, striking his silver fork against the iron housing to diagnose its frequency. He hauls his heavy frame up vertical iron ladders inside intake shafts while his tools clank against the ironwork, and when the tunnels inevitably give way, he is the steady voice in the panic, shouting orders to his team with his arms crossed tightly against his chest.

Kerren 

The Young Miner 

 

“Did you hear that? That wasn't the sound of settling stone...”
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Kerren  is  the  face  of  the  ordinary  worker  caught  in  an
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extraordinary nightmare - a young quarry miner with a lean, wiry,  and  slight  physical  frame.  His  youthful  face  is permanently masked by a fine layer of gray-white quarry dust, which only partially hides the visible acne scars along his jawline and cheeks. His wide, nervous hazel eyes dart constantly from side to side beneath unkempt dark brown hair  that  falls  loosely  across  his  forehead  and  over  his brows.

He looks swallowed by his own gear, dressed in a brown canvas mining coat that is visibly too large for his slight frame, its long sleeves rolled up multi-fold just to free his forearms. Underneath are simple, dusty dark gray canvas work pants and heavy brown boots worn down unevenly at the heels. He carries a standard iron mining pick with a white-knuckle grip born of pure anxiety, while a small, covered safety lantern bounces erratically against his left hip.

The Path Traveled: Kerren’s survival is a matter of pure instinct and luck. He is the one who freezes in absolute terror at the first skittering sound of crystal creatures, holding his pick up half-defensively as his eyes fill with panic. He is the one sprinting headlong down dark tunnels, his oversized coat flapping wildly in the dark, his thin arms reaching up  in  desperation  as  he  is  hauled  bodily  out  of  a  collapsing  structural  lift  by  older, stronger hands.

Rolan 

The Veteran Miner 

 

“Stay behind me, lad. And keep your lantern low.”
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Rolan is the bedrock of the mining crew, a powerful, barrel-
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chested man whose stocky build projects a quiet, grounded presence underground. He speaks only when necessary, his words  carrying  the  weight  of  his  steady,  unblinking  gray eyes.  A  thick,  close-cropped  beard  streaked  with  gray frames  a  face  weathered  by  decades  of  sunless  labor, highlighted  by  a  thick,  pale  scar  that  cuts  across  his  left cheek from an old cave-in.

His  uniform  is  a  heavy,  dark  gray  canvas  mining  coat, stained  with  ground  dirt  and  glittering  with  embedded crystal dust, featuring reinforced patches sewn across the broad  shoulders.  His  dark  brown  trousers  are  heavily patched  at  both  knees,  and  his  feet  are  anchored  by massive, dark work boots with exposed, dull iron toe caps. Slung over his shoulder is a weapon of his own design: a modified resonance-dampening pick, its iron head meticulously wrapped in copper wire and slate cloth to avoid triggering the things in the dark.

The Path Traveled: Rolan moves with deliberate, calm assurance. He is seen pressing his large  hand  flat  against  dark  tunnel  walls, eyes closed,  listening  to  the  deep structural vibrations of the stone. In the chaos, he is an immovable shield, wrapping a thick arm around a wounded engineer to carry him through a hazardous zone, or standing planted in the center of a passage, holding his copper-wrapped pick horizontally as an imposing barrier against the dark.

The Wounded Engineer 

The Casualty of the Deep 

 

“It's... it's inside my skin. I can feel it... clicking.”
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The  Wounded  Engineer  is  a  tragic  testament  to  the  true cost of the expedition - a nondescript man of medium build with  short  brown  hair  whose  identity  has  been  entirely overwritten by his suffering. His complexion is waxy, cold, and drenched in a perpetual sheen of pain-induced sweat. He wears the standard uniform of the Accord: a dark blue tunic beneath a protective leather vest and durable work pants, though the left side of his garment is now ruined.
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A  jagged,  catastrophic  wound  tears  through  his  left shoulder,  where  an  active,  embedded  crystal  fragment glows with a faint, internal blue light. Deep crimson blood stains  the  fabric  around  the  rupture.  Beneath  his  skin,  a terrifying  transformation  is  taking  place:  fine, bioluminescent blue crystal lines spread slowly like a web across his collarbone, tracking up his neck toward his jaw and spreading down his back toward his spine. He exists in a state of constant agony, visibly  pulling  his  torso  away  from  his  left  side  to  keep  the  infected  arm  completely motionless.

The Path Traveled: His narrative is a descent into the dark. He is first seen collapsing onto the stone floor, the exact moment the crystal shard shatters his armor, screaming as his hand clutches his shoulder. Later, he is a ghost being dragged through the dark, stumbling  blindly  while  his  companions  wrap  the  wound  in  a  rough,  gray-brown dampening cloth to stifle the light, until he is finally left lying prostrate on the floor of an escape lift, his breathing shallow as the blue infection seals his fate.



THE ECOSYSTEM BENEATH 

The Shardlings 

The Swarm 
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Driven entirely by resonance, the Shardlings
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are  a  swarming,  shifting  mass  of  individual

crystal fragments ranging from the size of a

fist  to  that  of  a  small  dog.  They  are

completely  non-malicious,  yet  terrifyingly

single-minded in their pursuit of sound, light,

and  magic.  Their  forms  are  entirely  jagged

and  asymmetrical,  lacking  any  smooth

surfaces  or  biological  uniformity  -  no  two

shards share the same shape or limb count.

Their  bodies  are  a  pale  blue-white,

illuminated from within by an intense, bright

blue  core  glow  that  pulses  through  the

fractures of their back plating. They possess

anywhere from two to six needle-like crystal

limbs that emerge at odd, unpredictable angles, clicking sharply against the stone floor like  shattered  glass.  From  their  top  surfaces,  thin,  translucent,  glassy  white  sensory filaments  sprout  and  twitch  rapidly,  acting  like  compass  needles  tracking  the  nearest street lamp or vibration. They have no eyes, no mouths, and no faces.

The Swarm Behavior: They move like a living carpet of stone, skittering rapidly across tunnel floors while their needle-limbs scrape against bare rock. When drawn together by a surge of power, they snap into place with sharp, metallic clicking sounds, amalgamating into  larger,  more  complex  crystalline  structures.  When  struck  by  Saevir's  blade,  they explode into dozens of smaller fragments, yet even the tiniest pieces continue crawling blindly toward the light.

The Burrowers 

The Subterranean Predators 
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The Burrowers are the true predators of the
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buried world, massive, worm-like creatures

spanning thirteen to fifteen feet in length -

significantly  larger  than  a  horse.  They  are

entities  driven  entirely  by  predatory

instinct,  attuned  to  follow  the  veins  of

magic  that  crisscross  the  subterranean

ecosystem.  Their  long,  cylindrical  bodies

are  completely  wrapped  in  defensive,

interlocking spiral crystal armor plates that

function  like  a  colossal  mechanical  drill,

with  each  segment  growing  progressively

larger as it nears the head.

The  head  itself  is  a  solid,  heavy  wedge

covered in thick, branching sensory ridges.

Translucent, glassy white filaments flare out from these ridges to lock onto structural vibrations. The creature is a horror of blankness: it is completely devoid of eyes, mouths, or  visible  limbs  of  any  kind.  A  vibrant,  intense  blue-white  resonance  pulses  visibly through deep internal veins along its chassis, while its softer underbelly remains hidden, showing dense crystal patches that draw power directly from the planetary lattice.

The Hunt: The Burrowers breach the surface with violent power, shattering stone floors and tunnel walls as they hoist their massive bulk upward. They attack by coiling their handless bodies into spring-like shapes before launching a devastating lunge, using the razor-sharp outer edges of their armor ridges to grind through solid rock or bone. When wounded by Shardbreaker, their armor fractures, slowly mending over time with fresh, softer, and brighter blue crystal growth.

The Titan 

The Thing Beneath 

 

“It isn't an enemy. It is the pressure of the mountain given form.”
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The Titan is an ancient, monumental entity older than  the  city  itself  -  a  gargantuan,  worm-like behemoth  spanning  hundreds  of  feet  that completely  dwarfs  the  subterranean  chambers  it inhabits.  It  possesses  no  intelligence  in  human terms;  it  is  an  elemental  force  acting  purely  on instinct  to  correct  energetic  imbalances  and  heal the  planetary  lattice.  Because  of  its  absolute, staggering  scale,  a  human  eye  can  never  view  it completely - only massive, terrifying fragments of its form are ever visible at one time.
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Like  a  mountainside-scale  drill,  its  endless  coils

disappear into the dark shafts of the abyss, wrapped

in  layered  spiral  crystal  armor  of  pale  blue-white  and  deep  slate.  As  it  moves,  these massive  plates  shift,  slide,  and  grind  against  one  another  with  a  sound  like  grinding continents.  Its  colossal,  wedge-shaped  head  features  expansive,  branching  arrays  of translucent sensory filaments that twitch toward ambient resonance. Totally devoid of eyes,  mouths,  or  limbs,  it  rises  through  the  depths  powered  by  sheer  mass,  while  a blinding  blue-white  resonance  light  pours  up  from  the  chasm  below,  illuminating  its ancient, fractured plates mended by soft, glowing crystal growths.

The World Shaker: When the Titan breaches the basin rim, it does so by sending violent shockwaves through the earth, shattering the surrounding stone as its handless form fills the entire cavern. It does not roar with a mouth; instead, its massive armor plates vibrate at an intense frequency that ripples the air, casting out expanding resonance rings that distort space itself. Once the structural imbalance of the chamber is corrected, it coils its massive weight sideways, disappearing back into the yawning darkness of the deep.
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CHAPTER 1 

The Tremor Beneath Glasswalk 

✦ ✦ ✦ ✦ ✦ ✦

The  first  bridge  Ilae  Soryn  inspected  that  morning  was  not supposed to hum.

Glasswalk Ward woke slowly beneath the pale blue dimming of its street lamps, the canals still carrying more shadow than reflected sky while merchants hauled open shutters above the water and early flatboats  drifted  beneath  the  bridges  with  cargo  lanterns  swinging gently from their poles. The ward always sounded layered before full daylight arrived. Water struck the retaining stone. Lift chains rattling across upper terraces. Bakers sliding iron doors open against warming ovens. The muted chime of regulated crystal systems  answered the city’s changing pressure as night circulation shifted into day.

Ordinary sounds.

Measured sounds.

Controlled sounds.

The bridge beneath Ilae’s boots did not belong among them.

The  vibration  rose  through  the  riverglass  panels  in  a  faint, continuous  hum  that  did  not  match  foot  traffic,  canal  current,  or morning load, and the moment she stepped onto the span, she felt the wrongness settle beneath the soles of her boots  as tension gathered inside a brace line stretched too tightly beneath stone.

It should have been silent.

The reinforced glass panels had held the western canal crossing for  nearly  eighty  years  without  major  failure,  their  brass  ribbing locked into deep anchor housings on both sides of the waterway while Aelaryn  stabilization  braces  beneath  the  structure  redistributed weight  through  the  retaining  walls  and  lower  canal  supports.  Ilae herself had helped recalibrate the western hinge assembly less than three  weeks  earlier  after  a  stress  fracture  appeared  near  the  lower seam, and she remembered the resonance readings clearly enough to 1 know the bridge should not have been carrying enough morning pressure to activate the brace cores at all.

Yet the hum deepened as she crossed toward the left anchor.

People moved around her without noticing.

A  canal  porter  guided  a  narrow  cargo  cart  over  the  span  while muttering  at  a  stubborn  wheel.  A  baker’s  apprentice  hurried  downhill carrying covered trays that leaked the scent of warm grain and honeyed crust into the cool canal air. Two children paused at the bridge midpoint to lean dangerously  over  the  rail  toward  the  flatboats  below  before  their  mother snapped at them to keep moving.

None  of  them  reacted  to  the  vibration  threading  through  the  glass beneath  their  feet  because  Glasswalk  Ward  had  taught  its  people  to  trust crystal long before they were old enough to understand it.

The bridges glowed at dusk.

The lift systems carried goods between terraces without pulley crews breaking their backs on hauling lines.

The  canal  regulators  opened  and  closed  beneath  the  roads automatically during flood season.

Street lamps dimmed themselves at sunrise and brightened at sunset with barely a thought from the people walking beneath them.

Aelaryn existed everywhere in Glasswalk, embedded so deeply into the district’s daily rhythm that most citizens treated it the way they treated rainwater pipes or stone foundations: useful, ordinary, dependable.

Ilae knew better.

Crystal was never passive.

It  accepted  pressure,  stored  resonance,  redistributed  force,  and answered  imbalance  according  to  the  way  it  had  been  shaped,  and  every Accord apprentice learned quickly that poorly guided Aelaryn did not fail gently. It cracked. Surged. Overcorrected. Grew through weakness instead of stabilizing it.

Most disasters began when someone forgot that.

She  knelt  beside  the  left  anchor  housing  and  pressed  two fingers lightly against the brass seam disappearing into the retaining stone. The metal vibrated beneath her skin.

Not heavily.

Not dangerously.

But steadily.

The bridge was listening to something below it.

That thought irritated her immediately because it sounded like the sort of poetic nonsense an archivist might say after too much wine and  not  enough  sleep,  yet  the  feeling  persisted  anyway  as  she unfastened her satchel and withdrew a narrow tuning rod wrapped in worn leather at the grip.

The  rod  was  simple  Accord  work:  a  silver  shaft,  a  thin resonance channel through the center, and a pale Aelaryn sliver visible near the tip where the casing opened slightly for diagnostic contact. Most engineers preferred heavier tuning forks for bridge inspections because  the  forks  amplified  readings  quickly  and  loudly,  but  Ilae trusted  quieter  instruments  more.  Loud  tools  encouraged  careless conclusions.

The tuning rod encouraged listening.

She pressed the tip gently against the brass housing.

A faint blue line flickered through the rod.

Then vanished.

Ilae frowned slightly and adjusted the angle.

The brace core itself did not feel cracked. The resonance pattern remained stable beneath the hum,  which meant  the bridge was not responding to internal stress failure.

Something external was touching the system.

“Please tell me that expression means the bridge is not about to throw me into the canal before breakfast.”

Ilae looked up.

Tomas stood outside the bakery across the canal road with a tray of fresh loaves balanced against one hip, flour dust streaked across his sleeves, while  warm  air  rolled  from  the  open  doorway  behind  him,  carrying cinnamon peel, browned crust, and sweet grain into the damp morning light. His  shop  occupied  the  lower  floor  beneath  Ilae’s  apartment,  and  he  had developed an unfortunate talent for appearing whenever her Accord work turned complicated.

“If  the  bridge  were  about  to  collapse,”  Ilae  said,  “I  would  look considerably more alarmed.”

“That is not the same as reassurance.”

“No,” she admitted, returning her attention to the brace housing. “It is not.”

Tomas  crossed  toward  the  canal  wall  and  lowered  the  bread  tray beside a stack of produce crates waiting for the morning market lift. “Should I be concerned?”

“I do not know yet.”

“That answer has never improved anyone’s morning.”

“It remains accurate.”

He sighed heavily as though accuracy itself had offended him. “You have the listening rod out before sunrise. That means trouble.”

Ilae almost smiled.

Then the tuning rod pulsed again.

This  time,  the  blue  line  remained  visible  several  breaths  longer, threading upward through the silver shaft in slow, measured intervals that did  not  match  footsteps  crossing  the  span  above  her.  She  shifted  the  rod against the housing seam. The pulse
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