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The Whispers of a Vanished Sky

The world of Aethelgard was a tapestry woven from the threads of ancient light and encroaching shadow, a place where the very firmament pulsed with a fragile, almost mournful beauty. Every night, without fail, a star would simply wink out of existence, leaving behind an echoing void in the cosmic canvas. It had been happening for centuries, a slow, inexorable dimming that had long ago ceased to be a mere celestial curiosity and had become, instead, the very bedrock of their existence, shaping their legends, their fears, and their quiet, resigned hopes.

Ewan lived in Aerthos, a city clinging to the verdant slopes of Mount Cinder, its stone buildings worn smooth by ages of wind and the gentle, persistent rain that nourished the emerald forests below. He was, by all accounts, an ordinary young man of twenty-two, his days marked by the rhythmic clang of the blacksmith’s hammer – a trade he’d inherited from his stern, but kind, father. His hands, though calloused and strong, held a surprising gentleness, a reflection of the quiet soul beneath his unassuming exterior. Ewan’s eyes, the color of twilight moss, often drifted upwards as he walked home through the bustling marketplace, scanning the slowly paling sky even before the first stars dared to shimmer. He harbored no grand ambitions, no burning desire for glory. His greatest concerns were the quality of the iron, the price of grain, and whether the stray ginger cat that frequented the smithy would finally let him pet it without a hiss.

Yet, beneath that placid surface, a subtle unease churned. The constant attrition of the stars felt less like a natural phenomenon and more like a slow bleed, a wound that deepened with each passing night. He remembered the hushed tones of his grandmother, her voice raspy with age and ancient knowledge, telling tales of a sky once ablaze, so bright that the night was merely a softened day. He yearned, with a longing he couldn’t articulate, for a return to that brilliance, a restoration of what had been lost. It was a foolish, childish dream, he often chided himself, one best left to the scholars and priests who spent their lives poring over forgotten texts.

One particularly blustery evening, as the last slivers of apricot light faded from the western horizon, Ewan was making his way home from the smithy. The air was thick with the promise of a storm, carrying the scent of damp earth and distant pine. He clutched his worn leather satchel, filled with a freshly repaired plowshare and a handful of coin for his mother. The marketplace was thinning, merchants packing away their wares, their calls echoing a little more urgently in the growing gloom. He passed the baker’s shop, the rich aroma of fresh bread momentarily distracting him from the chill seeping into his bones.

Suddenly, a piercing shriek ripped through the twilight. Ewan spun around, his heart lurching. A merchant’s stall, laden with terracotta pots, had collapsed. Shards of clay flew everywhere, and amidst the chaos, a small child, no older than five, lay trapped beneath a heavy wooden beam, whimpering. The merchant, a portly man named Kael, was flailing, his face a mask of terror as he struggled in vain against the weight. Panic seized the small crowd that had gathered, their shouts and gasps useless against the sheer force of the fallen stall.

Without a second thought, Ewan surged forward. He dropped his satchel, his mind clearing of all fear, replaced by a singular, urgent purpose. He reached the collapsed stall, his hands instinctively gripping the edge of the beam. It was heavier than anything he’d ever lifted, even heavier than the largest anvils in his father’s smithy. He braced his legs, gritted his teeth, and pulled.

A jolt, like a lightning strike, coursed through him. It wasn’t pain, not exactly, but a raw, unbridled surge of energy that felt both alien and profoundly familiar. It started in his core, radiating outwards, a golden warmth that hummed in his veins, prickled at his fingertips, and tightened his muscles with an impossible strength. He felt as if the very atoms of his being were vibrating, resonating with something vast and ancient. He grunted, strained, and with a guttural roar that surprised even himself, he *heaved*.

The wooden beam, splintered and heavy, rose. Slowly, agonizingly, it lifted, just enough for Kael to snatch the terrified child from beneath. The child, wide-eyed and shaken, but unharmed, was pulled to safety. As soon as the child was clear, the strength that had surged through Ewan vanished as abruptly as it had arrived, leaving him trembling, his muscles screaming in protest. He staggered back, gasping for air, his vision blurring at the edges. The beam crashed back down with a deafening thud, sending another shower of splinters across the cobblestones.

Kael rushed over, clutching the child, his face pale with shock and gratitude. “Ewan! By the Ancients, how did you...?” he stammered, his eyes wide as he looked from the fallen stall to Ewan’s shaking frame.

Ewan could only shake his head, still trying to process the impossible feat. His arms ached, his lungs burned, and a strange, cold dread began to coil in his gut. He hadn’t just lifted it; he had felt something *shift* within him, something fundamental and terrifying. It felt like a memory of a strength he shouldn’t possess, a ghost in his own flesh. He wanted to dismiss it as an adrenaline surge, a desperate act of strength in the face of crisis, but the feeling that had flooded him had been far more profound, far more *magical*, than any ordinary adrenaline rush.

He mumbled something about luck and hurried on, leaving the bewildered merchant and the murmuring crowd behind. The strange energy still tingled beneath his skin, a phantom echo. He knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that he was no longer just the ordinary blacksmith’s son.

The following days were a haze of confusion and quiet fear. Ewan tried to return to his routine, the rhythmic clanging of the hammer, the familiar scent of hot metal and charcoal. But everything felt different, seen through a new, unsettling lens. He found himself constantly checking the stars, his gaze lingering on the gaps in the sky, a growing sense of urgency blossoming in his chest. The incident at the marketplace became a secret he guarded fiercely, too bizarre, too unbelievable to share. How could he explain a momentary burst of power that felt both immense and utterly uncontrollable?

Then came the dreams.

They began subtly, fragments of light and shadow, whispers carried on an unseen wind. Soon, they grew vivid, unsettlingly real. He saw a sky ablaze, not with the scattered stars of Aethelgard, but with a dense, glittering tapestry, so vibrant it hurt to look directly. In these dreams, giant, ethereal beings moved amongst the constellations, their forms shifting like nebulae, their voices a chorus of harmonious hums that resonated deep within his bones. And then, he saw them: immense, crystalline structures, each pulsing with a unique, vibrant color – blue like the deepest ocean, crimson like fresh blood, emerald like ancient moss. They were stars, but not stars as he knew them. These were *beings* of light, power incarnate, anchored to the fabric of the cosmos. And then, one by one, he saw them shatter, their light scattering like dust, their vibrant hues fading to dull grey. He felt the cold shock of their dying, the profound emptiness left behind.

He would wake in a sweat, heart pounding, the echoes of those celestial hums still ringing in his ears. The dreams felt less like fantasies and more like memories, ancient knowledge being slowly unsealed within his mind. He started noticing things: a faded tapestry in the tavern, depicting constellations that no longer existed; an old coin with a symbol that matched one he’d seen in his dreams; a phrase whispered by an old storyteller about “the lost lights of Aethelgard.”

One afternoon, while working alone in the smithy, shaping a piece of stubborn iron, a moment of profound frustration seized him. The metal wouldn’t bend as he wished, resisting his every effort. He slammed his hammer down, a frustrated growl escaping his lips. And then, it happened again. The golden warmth, the humming energy, surged through him. He felt an intense connection to the iron, as if he could *feel* its molecular structure, its resistance, its inherent desire to be reshaped. He held his hands out, not touching the metal, and willed it to soften, to yield. A faint, almost imperceptible shimmer passed over the iron, and when he picked up his hammer again, the metal bent with an ease that defied its temper. He stared at it, his heart hammering. He hadn’t touched it, not really. He had *willed* it.

This was more than just strength. This was... something










































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

LOST STAR
CHRONICLES

'\ 4
& i

%
},






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





