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the silent flame at the heart of everything remembered.
And in loving memory of those our family has had to release,
and those we are still learning how to let go.
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A Note from the Author
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When I began writing Where the Lost One Went, I did not yet know it would stand near the heart of a five-book journey.

I only knew I was writing about grief.

About a father searching for what no parent should lose.

About memory, love, and the impossible hope that what is lost may not be gone in the way we fear.

This book is the second work in The Worlds That Remember series, but it may also be read as its own story. It is the place where the series first descends fully into loss—and where the question becomes painfully personal: if love cannot keep someone here, can it still reach them?

The full series is now complete:

The Flame Beyond Time begins with mystery and the first signs that memory may be more than something we carry.

Where the Lost One Went enters grief through a father, a daughter, a name-stone, and a hidden garden.

Where the Flame Walks follows what must be carried after revelation, when love becomes not only something remembered, but something that moves.

The Ones Who Looked Away turns toward an older wound and asks whether suffering can be prevented without destroying freedom.

The Shepherd Who Did Not Look Away brings the journey to its final answer: not control, not certainty, but a love that remains.

Together, these books form one larger conversation about memory, loss, freedom, faith, and the mystery of love that survives every ending.

Thank you for entering this part of the journey.

May you find something here worth remembering.

— William G. Boundroukas
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CHAPTER ONE: THE FLOWER IN THE STONE
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The first impossible flower grew through the crack in Liora’s name-stone.

Not from the soil.

Through the stone.

Lyrakles Oran understood the difference before he understood anything else. He stood in the rain under first pale, in the third absence since his daughter had been laid to sleep, staring at the white stem that had pushed through the split marble.

Her name was Liora.

To the world, she had been his daughter.

To Lyrakles, she had been his precious love.

Above her flickering name-light, the flower trembled.

It should not have been alive.

Nothing grew in that quarter of the Vale of Names. Lyrakles knew because he had designed it himself.

The Vale was not like the graveyards preserved in the civic archives, those crowded fields of upright stone and permanent sorrow. It had been built as a city of sleep. Low terraces curved through the valley in pale rings. Etz dendro trees leaned over the walks, pale-limbed and still, like witnesses that had forgotten how to die. The name-stones did not stand in rows. They reclined slightly eastward, each one holding a flickering name-light above its surface, as if the sleepers beneath had turned toward the same dream.

The old world had vanished so completely that only its rituals survived. Men crossed cities through lightways and spoke through threadglass, yet still they brought flowers to the dead, still carved names into stone, still whispered to sleepers beneath rain. Progress had taught them how to cross distance. It had not taught them how to return.

Lyrakles had once believed that made the Vale honest. However far the living advanced, they always came back to the same posture: one hand on stone, one name in the mouth, waiting for silence to answer differently.

Families called the Vale merciful.

The civic feeds called it humane.

The Council called it a restoration of ancient tenderness.

Lyrakles had once called it beautiful.

That was before Liora.

He had designed the sleeping rows before the white ward, before healing light, before the small hand in his, before he learned that a name-light could shine perfectly and still fail to hold what mattered. He had drawn curved paths so mourners would never have to walk in straight lines toward sorrow. He had placed benches beneath the etz dendros so grief could sit in shade. He had chosen pale stone because darkness, he thought then, was too easy.

Then Liora died.

And Lyrakles laid her to sleep in the only place he had ever made for strangers to survive loss.

After that, beauty became unbearable.

He had not returned for the first frost, or when the city lowered its lamps for the long dim, or when black birds filled the pale branches and the whole Vale seemed to hold its breath before winter.

Once, during the second absence, he passed the iron gate three times and stopped across the road with both hands locked on the steering yoke of his transit shell. He sat there until Thomas Arlen came out beneath a raincloak and pretended not to recognize him.

Lyrakles had said he was fine.

He had become very good at words that ended conversations.

Now rain moved through the Vale in long gray veils, softening every flickering name-light. The pale array above Liora’s stone shimmered as water passed through it.

LIORA ELIZABETH ORAN.

Beloved Daughter.

She Held Eight Returns.

Where flowers go, they wait.

He hated the sentence now.

Liora had asked him once where flowers went when the world turned cold. She had been five, sitting cross-legged on the kitchen floor with a paper crown sliding over one eye and a fistful of tulip petals she had pulled from a vase because she wanted to see the colors inside.

“They wait,” he had told her.

“For what?”

“For warmth.”

“For us?”

He had smiled then, because fathers smile before they understand which memories will later become knives.

“Yes,” he had said. “For us.”

Now a flower grew through the stone above her name-light. Not from the dirt. Not from the place where her small body had been lowered. Through the place where the world insisted she was sleeping.

The rational part of his mind tried to begin its work. Seeds traveled. Roots found impossible places. Wind carried life into cracks. Even stone had secret weaknesses.

But this was not survival.

This was arrival.

A beginning with no permission.

The flower leaned toward him.

Not with the wind.

Toward him.

Its stem was the color of bone seen underwater. Its petals were thin as milk glass, white at the edges and faintly blue near the veins. At the center was a darkness too round to be pollen, too still to be rot.

For one instant, Lyrakles thought it looked like an eye trying to remember how to open.

He stepped back.

A laugh escaped him, sharp and humorless, the sound of a man whose mind had refused the evidence of his eyes and found no safer place to go.

“No,” he said.

The Vale did not answer.

Behind him, Thomas Arlen stood near the path with both hands folded around his cap.

Thomas was keeper of the Vale, though the Council still preferred smaller words on official ledgers. He was old by any count, narrow-shouldered, and kind in a way that made people trust him with burdens they did not know how to name. He had worked among the sleepers for most of his life. He knew which widows came at dimfall, which sons arrived angry, which mothers came silent, and which fathers stood too far from the stones to be seen weeping.

A cemetery, Thomas had once told Lyrakles, was not first a city of the dead. It was a sleeping place. That was what the old word meant. A place where the lost were laid down gently because no one knew what waking meant.

Lyrakles had found that comforting then.

Now he did not.

A sleeping place implied waking.

And something had just grown through Liora’s name-light.

“I didn’t touch it,” Thomas said.

His voice was thin.

Lyrakles kept looking at the flower. “You said the stone cracked.”

“It did.”

“When?”

“I don’t know. It wasn’t like that before first pale.”

“You’re sure?”

Thomas nodded. Rain ran from the brim of his cap. “I walked this quarter before blackwake. I always do.”

Lyrakles knew that was true. Thomas treated the Vale less like property than like a sleeping town. He checked the gates, the terrace lamps, the benches, the rain channels, the black reflecting pools where white petals sometimes appeared without source. He picked up fallen offerings after storms and cleared the name-lights when storm grit dimmed them. He remembered the living almost as carefully as the dead.

Lyrakles had once admired that about him.

Now it irritated him.

“You called me because of a crack?”

Thomas looked down.

“No,” he said. “I called because I heard her.”

The rain seemed to grow quieter.

Lyrakles turned.

“What?”

Thomas swallowed. “I know how that sounds.”

“What did you hear?”

The old man’s eyes moved to the name-stone and then away again.

“A child.”

Lyrakles felt something close inside him.

“Don’t.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t say that.”

“I know.”

“No, you don’t.”

Thomas took the words without defending himself. That made Lyrakles angrier.

“What did you hear?” Lyrakles asked.

Thomas breathed in through his nose. His hands tightened around the cap.

“It was before first pale. The lightways above the city were still blue. I was opening the east gate. The rain had already started. I heard someone laughing.”

“Children come in here sometimes,” Thomas continued. “Young ones from the terraces. Older ones daring each other near the sleeping rows. I thought someone had climbed the wall, so I followed the sound.”

“To here.”

Thomas nodded.

Lyrakles looked back at the stone.

The flower trembled.

“Was anyone here?”

“No.”

“Then it was wind.”

“It wasn’t wind.”

“Or a fox. Or a bird.”

“Mr. Oran.”

“Sound carries strangely in rain.”

“Yes,” Thomas said softly. “It does.”

The agreement made Lyrakles stop.

Thomas stepped closer, but not too close to the stone.

“I know grief makes people hear things,” Thomas said. “I’ve seen it. Mothers swearing their babies called from beneath the sleeping soil. Husbands talking to name-stones as if stone might warm back. Fathers who come after blackwake because daylight makes the name too visible.”

Lyrakles flinched.

Thomas lowered his eyes. “Forgive me.”

“No.”

“I only mean I know the difference between grief and sound.”

Lyrakles wanted to leave. He wanted to turn away from the stone, climb into his transit shell, enter the nearest lightway, and let the city carry him home before his mind could make a shape around what he had seen.

His age had mastered distance and misunderstood return. Bodies crossed light. Voices crossed the Common Loom. Memory warmed the stones of the dead.

But love still arrived late.

He wanted to wash the rain from his skin, lock the door, touch the key hidden against his body, and convince himself he had dreamed twice: once in sleep, once standing awake before marble.

Instead, he heard himself ask, “What did she say?”

Thomas did not answer immediately.

Lyrakles looked at him.

The old man’s face had gone pale.

“She said, ‘He has the key.’”

The Vale tilted.

Lyrakles reached for the nearest name-stone and caught himself with one hand. Cold marble met his palm. He shut his eyes hard.

The key.

At home, that key was supposed to be in the inner pocket of his coat.

Always.

He had put it there the day after Liora was laid to sleep and never removed it. Not because he needed it. Not because the door was locked from the inside. Because grief makes rituals out of useless things.

Every night before sleep, he touched the key through the wool of his coat, as though confirming that one part of his life remained shut.

Esta had asked for the room once.

Not angrily.

That came later.

The first time, she had stood in the hallway with both hands held strangely before her, as if carrying something invisible, and said, “Lyrakles, she was mine too.”

He had answered, “Not yet.”

Three absences later, the words still lived in the house like mold.

Thomas saw the change in his face.

“You know what that means,” the old man said.

Lyrakles straightened.

“No.”

“Mr. Oran—”

“No.”

The word came too harshly. Too loud. It scattered across the wet stones and returned smaller.

Lyrakles put his hand into his coat pocket.

The key was there.

Cold.

Ordinary.

Real.

His fingers closed around it.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then the flower moved.

A tremor passed through its stem, through the crack in the stone, through the rainwater crossing Liora’s name-light. Lyrakles felt the same tremor in his hand, where the key lay trapped against his palm.

The tremor was not in the ground.

It was not in the air.

It was in the distance between him and the stone.

As if something had been stretched there for three absences and had suddenly been touched from both ends.

Lyrakles released the key and pulled his hand out of his pocket.

The tremor stopped.

The flower stilled.

Thomas whispered, “What was that?”

Lyrakles did not answer.

Rain made Liora’s name-light flicker.

He had crossed grief like a soldier searching for an enemy. The sealed room. The key. The white ward. The name under rain. All of it had been territory he defended because surrender felt too much like betrayal.

Now, above Liora’s name-light, something had opened.

A bead of rain gathered at the center of the flower. The drop swelled, silver and round, trembling but not falling.

Inside it, something moved.

Lyrakles leaned forward before he could stop himself.

The drop should have reflected his face.

It did not.

Inside the rainwater was a path.

Dark soil.

Pale grass.

A gate woven from branches.

Far beyond it, a stone well.

Beside the well, a child sat with bare feet touching the earth.

Not Liora.

He knew that before hope could wound him.

The child looked up.

Her eyes were dark and full of reflected stars.

She raised one finger to her lips.

Do not answer.

The raindrop fell.

The vision vanished.

Lyrakles staggered backward.

Thomas reached for him.

Lyrakles snapped, “Don’t touch me.”

Thomas froze.

For a moment, the only sound was rain.

Then the flower opened.

It had already been open, or so Lyrakles had thought. But now another layer unfolded beneath the first, then another beneath that. The bloom widened without tearing itself, each petal thinner than breath, white at the edges and faintly luminous near the center.

The air changed.

The Vale’s smell of wet grass, marble, and rain channels gave way to something impossible.

Warm soil.

Sunlit leaves.

Bread cooling on a windowsill.

Liora’s shampoo.

Lyrakles covered his mouth with one hand.

No.

Not that.

Anything but that.

The scent was exact. Not memory’s approximation. The clean apple-and-honey wash Liora had chosen because the bottle had a fox on it. She had made him smell her hair every night for a week.

“Baba mou, I smell like autumn.”

“Yes, you do.”

“Autumn is a fancy word.”

“It is.”

“Say it again.”

“Autumn.”

She had laughed and said it back wrong on purpose until he laughed too.

Now that scent moved through the rain from a flower growing through her stone.

Not memory.

Memory faded when grief touched it.

This answered.

Something in him had reached for her so long that reaching had become a kind of pressure.

And now something was pressing back.

Lyrakles bent forward as if struck.

Thomas whispered something that might have been a prayer.

The crack in the name-stone widened.

Not much.

Enough.

A thin line of blackness appeared beneath the marble surface, deeper than any crack should have been. The flower’s stem moved within it, not pushing upward now, but drawing something through.

The ground pulsed once.

Then again.

A heartbeat through the sleeping ground.

The pulse moved through the stone, through the rain, through the key in his pocket, through the place in his chest he had spent three absences trying to harden.

Thomas crossed himself with an old gesture Lyrakles had only seen in archival rites.

Lyrakles turned on him. “Stop.”

The old man lowered his hand.

“This isn’t a miracle,” Lyrakles said.

Thomas looked at the flower, the cracked stone, the rain bending strangely around the flickering name-light. “Then what is it?”

Lyrakles had no answer.

The threadglass in his coat warmed against his ribs.

The sensation was so ordinary that for one second it seemed more impossible than the flower.

He pulled the black glass out with wet fingers.

No name surfaced.

No civic mark.

No caller’s trace.

Only a pale ring pulsing once, then again.

Thomas watched him.

Lyrakles touched the glass.

For three breaths, there was only a shivering in the Common Loom.

No voice.

No caller.

Only presence before it learned whose mouth to wear.

Then the threadglass spoke.

Not in a woman’s voice.

Not in Thomas’s.

Not in Liora’s.

It spoke in the thin, broken sound of many distant connections opening at once.

Do not answer.

Lyrakles stared at the black glass.

“What is this?”

The pale ring pulsed.

Thomas whispered, “Who is speaking?”

Lyrakles did not know.

The threadglass warmed until rain hissed softly from its surface.

Then the voice came again, weaker now, as if dragged through too many rooms.

Whatever calls from beyond the stone, do not answer with what you love.

The words went through Lyrakles like cold.

Thomas took one step back. “The Common Loom cannot do that.”

“No,” Lyrakles said.

But the glass had done it.

The flower turned toward him fully now.

Not like a plant.

Like a face.

The black center darkened.

Lyrakles lowered the threadglass.

“What are you?” he asked.

No answer came from the glass.

No answer came from Thomas.

The answer came from the flower.

Not aloud.

Not in any language the ear could prove.

But inside him, beneath thought, a sentence returned:

A consequence is what you are about to enter.

The threadglass flashed once.

Then went dark.

For a moment, the rain itself seemed to hold the warning in place.

Do not answer.

Do not
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