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  Introduction

  
  




What this is: short, complete stories from Akidir, before any hero takes the stage.




What it’s about: Harmony is peace, not softness, but alignment: breath, vow, and daily work in step with the order the Gods set. Disharmony is the turn away. These pieces show ordinary people choosing their way back.




How to read: no glossary needed; every symbol is explained where it appears. If you like a straighter path, there’s a two-page primer after the stories.




Canon placement: pre-Book 1. No spoilers.




Why it exists: to let you feel the world in minutes, not months








  
  
  Bells of Khetira

  
  




The sun sat just above the horizon, throwing a bright path across the ocean. For once, Neithara was already in the kitchen, steam rising from a clay bowl as she cut fruit for the morning milk.




“Silim, mom,” Maewet said, sliding onto the bench.




“Silim. Did you sleep well?” Neithara asked.




“I did. Why so early?”




“I have to prepare the consultation for the harbor. They finally want to extend it, modernise it.” She handed Maewet the bowl, the clay warm against her palms.




“Oh. You could’ve told me. I’d have woken earlier to help.”




“Your brother is the early-bird,” Neithara said.




“He went out last night,” Maewet replied, mouth full of fruit. “Festival of the Longest Light.”




Neithara set her own bowl aside and wiped the table clean. The front door creaked.




“Silim, mom,” Osrian said.




“Silim. Did you come back late?” Neithara asked without turning.




“I did. I was with the priests. Finishing the preparations.”




Maewet shot him a look. Osrian answered with wide eyes that begged her not to pry.




“Good,” Neithara said. “Your breakfast is ready.” She pointed with the cloth toward the waiting bowl. “I have to go, or I’ll be late.”




She kissed them both, then lifted her satchel from its peg. Inside were the harbor maps, the old tally of foundation stones, and the city’s measuring rod bound in linen, a token of right measure kept for days like this.




Maewet studied her brother, waiting.




“What do you want?” Osrian muttered.




“Were you with the priests last night?”




“Yes.” He kept his eyes on the bowl. “Like I said.”




Maewet rolled her eyes. “You can tell me things. I won’t say a word to mother. I know how to keep a secret.”




Osrian answered with silence, chewing. Milk clicked against the clay. Maewet rinsed her hands in the wash-basin, a smooth slab of polished stone, then came back to find him still eating.




“Are you okay?” she asked.




“Don’t you have school today?” He didn’t look up.




The bite stung. She shouldered her bag and opened the door. “Harmony will call us again, Osrian. I’m leaving.”




“Harmony will call us gain, Maewet,” he said, voice flat.




The door closed. He stood and crossed to the basin, splashing his face and neck, rubbing at a faint charcoal smudge along his wrist. Fast. He dried his hands, darted to his room, pulled on a clean tunic, and slipped outside.




He glanced up and down the lane. No one he knew. He took the narrow back streets, the ones that kept you in shade and out of notice. Maewet didn’t go to school. Not today. Osrian was up to something, and curiosity tugged harder than lessons.




He walked fast, but not so fast she couldn’t keep him in sight. Through the morning crowds, past the bread stalls and the fishmongers calling the day’s prices, up toward the high tower people simply called the Bells. It wasn’t a single bell at all but a tall stone shaft with chambers inside, metal hung on timber frames. They’d built it in the Second War, long ago, to warn of ships crossing from the far side of the ocean.




Osrian slipped behind the tower.




Maewet followed close, and lost him.




She stepped into the shadowed lee of the stone. Empty. The tower curved away on both sides, a narrow wedge of space between its base and the old wall. She scanned faces in the street, no Osrian. He wasn’t a God; he couldn’t vanish. But he had.




She crouched. A faint dusting of charcoal marked the edge of the foundation, rubbed where a hand might have slid. Above it, the mortar line looked clean, too clean, as if a thin panel had been handled often.




“Where did you go?” she whispered, touching the stone.




She was about to give up when her toe struck a strip of metal half-hidden by a bush. She knelt, lifted it, and a narrow hatch came up with it. She glanced around. No one was watching.




She slipped through.




An iron ladder took her down to packed earth. A low tunnel ran ahead, just tall enough to walk if she kept her head bowed. Lanterns hung at intervals, badly spaced and listing, their weak light painting the walls in uneven patches. Maewet wiped her palms on her tunic and started forward. She heard voices.




“Do you know what they say?” A man’s voice, low and urgent.




“I don’t know. I’m not a scribe.” She knew that voice. Osrian.




She moved closer until the tunnel bent and opened into a small chamber. Two men stood with him around a waist-high slab where old clay tablets lay in a neat row, edges chipped, surface filmed with dust.




“We need to know, and quickly,” the man said. “We know what can happen.”




“I know… but…” Osrian began.




“But you’re a future priest. You should know what they say.”




“Look, I may be a future priest, but, by Anur, I can’t read that.” His mouth tightened. “The High Priest can. I’ve heard him.”




Everyone looked nervous. Maewet didn’t know why. She held her breath and listened.




“So, we can ask…” the man started. “I know a person,” the man said at last. “But it’ll cost. And we’d have to move the tablets out of here.”




Osrian’s face answered for him, the fear of being caught.




Maewet edged closer, trying to see. Her foot struck a loose stone; it cracked against another.




Osrian jolted, fear crawling up his spine. “Who’s there? Show yourself!”




Maewet hesitated, then stepped from the shadow. She trusted her brother.




“By Anur, you? You’re supposed to be at school!” Osrian hissed.




“Well, you were supposed to be at the temple, not underground with these.” She nodded at the tablets.




“What do we do now?” one of the men whispered.




“That’s my sister,” Osrian said. “So we do nothing.”




The other man snorted. “This is what you’re doing instead of your future-priest duties? Not very Harmony, is it.”




Osrian kept his eyes on Maewet. “You can’t be here. Please. It’s dangerous.”




“Look, I’m here now. And I saw the tablets.” Maewet stepped closer and lifted one, careful with the edges. She squinted at the marks. “Hmm… No one can read these. Why is it dangerous?”




“The priests go after anyone who finds this kind,” the first man said. “It’s forbidden to possess one.”




“Why?” she asked.




“No one knows,” the second man muttered.




Maewet turned to Osrian. His face had gone serious with fear. “I know where we can hide them.”




“Where?”




She told him in a whisper. They nodded.




They waited out the day beneath the tower.




When night came, they slipped through the ground door and into the lanes. Maewet led, keeping to the narrow streets where the shadows swallowed sound. Guards passed; no one looked twice.




At last they reached Osrian and Maewet’s home. They set the tablets on the kitchen table, hands shaking from the weight.




The latch turned.




Neithara stepped in and froze. “Silim. Who are they? I didn’t know you’d invited people.”




Osrian opened his mouth, but her gaze had already fallen to the table.




Her breath caught. “What have you done? You can’t bring those here.”




Maewet frowned. “How do you know?”




“I worked for the city with high-rank people. I know the priests hunt these. You need to destroy them. Now.”




“But, Mom, look. They’re just tablets. Nothing more.”




“I know what they are.” Neithara’s voice thinned. “Once, a colleague kept one at home. He isn’t with us anymore.”




Maewet swallowed. “But…”




Neithara steadied her hands on the back of a chair. “We walk the path of Harmony because it teaches us how to live how to thank the Gods for the gift of life. These tablets aren’t a gift. They pull people off the path. Disharmony. Is that what you want?”




Silence pressed in. The men stared at the floor rather than meet Neithara’s eyes. Osrian stood very still, jaw set, as if bracing for a wave.




“If you say so.” Osrian crossed to the kitchen and took up the stone pestle from the spice mortar. He turned back to the table.




“I can do it if you want,” Neithara said. “I just don’t want to lose either of you. These things hurt people. They change them.”




“No. I’ll do it. It’s my fault.”




He stepped to the tablets. The room held its breath. He raised the pestle and brought it down, once, twice, three times,until the hardened clay cracked and then gave way, breaking into dull shards. He kept going until nothing remained but pieces.




Osrian’s face was empty. Maewet stared at the fragments, sadness tightening her throat; she knew what they had meant to him, and she still didn’t understand why owning one was so forbidden. The men stood motionless, silent, thinking, perhaps, that this was the only way they would go on living.




Neithara fetched a cloth, swept the table clean, and tied the fragments into a bundle.




“Now,” she said softly, “we pray to the Gods and ask forgiveness.”
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