

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SOUND AND THE SILENCE

    

    
      First edition. September 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jacob Brandt-Møller.

    

    
    
      Written by Jacob Brandt-Møller.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Sound and the Silence

Chapter 1: The Hush of Harmony

Chapter 2: The Dissonant Echo

Chapter 3: The Symphony of Steel

Chapter 4: The Sound and the Fury


The Sound and the Silence

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Hush of Harmony
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The world of Lyra sang.

It wasn't a metaphor. The very air hummed with a symphony that powered everything. Great, bass-heavy arias turned the gears of factories, light, lilting melodies made the streetlamps glow, and soft, soothing lullabies warmed homes at night. Each person in the city of Cadenza carried a Songstone, a crystalline organ that converted their unique musical vibrations into usable energy. For most, life was a joyful, effortless harmony.

For me, life was a discordant hum, a faint, off-key static that buzzed in the back of my skull.

My name is Arion. And I was born tone-deaf.

My parents, both accomplished musicians—my mother a renowned conductor, my father a master luthier—did everything they could. They spent fortunes on Harmonizers, devices meant to correct a faulty Songstone. They took me to the finest Resonance Doctors. But nothing worked. My Songstone remained stubbornly silent, a mute rock in a world of melody.

Growing up was a struggle. While other kids’ laughter-fueled energies made their toys dance and sing, my clumsy attempts at play were met with silence. A ball I tried to launch with a high-pitched whoop would just fall with a pathetic thud. A toy train I tried to power with a chugging rhythm would sit still, its wheels unmoving.

The worst was the public transport. The city's massive, soaring airships, known as Cantatas, were powered by the collective rhythm of their passengers. The more people onboard, the more powerful the song. The driver, a maestro, would conduct the group's tune, directing the energy to the engines. But I could never contribute. I'd sit in the corner, a silent passenger, a ghost in the chorus.

This made me an outcast. Kids would point and whisper, "He's a Silent." Adults would eye me with a mixture of pity and suspicion. In a world where everyone's worth was measured by the strength of their song, I had none.

One day, while sitting in the school workshop, a class project to build a small, melody-powered lantern was underway. The room was a cacophony of small tunes as students worked on their lanterns. My own lantern, a beautiful brass and glass contraption, sat on my desk, dark and lifeless. I couldn’t even get a flicker.

Frustrated, I started tinkering. I tried tapping the lantern, then shaking it. Nothing. My teacher, Maestro Eldrin, noticed my struggle. He was a kind man, but his words only made the silence feel heavier.

"Arion," he said gently, "You can't force the light. It must be coaxed with a tune."

"I know, Maestro," I muttered, my cheeks flushing. "I just... I'm trying a different way."

He sighed and moved on, but his words sparked something in me. A different way. If the world didn’t work for me, maybe I could make my own.

I began to spend my days in my father's workshop, not learning to craft instruments, but to understand what made them work. I studied the resonance of different woods, the tension of strings, the mechanics of a clockwork metronome. I began to see that music wasn't just magic; it was physics. It was vibrations, pressure, and frequency. I couldn't create the song, but I could understand its components.

My father noticed my new obsession. He'd find me late at night, hunched over blueprints, scribbling equations about harmonic frequencies and kinetic energy. He didn't understand what I was doing, but he let me be. He knew I was searching for something, a purpose that my silence had denied me.

My breakthrough came with a broken streetlamp. It was the one outside my window, and it had been flickering for days. The city's electricians, known as Chordsmiths, had tried everything, but the lamp's internal resonators just wouldn't hold a tune. It was considered a lost cause.

I watched them pack up their tools, defeated, and an idea sparked. If I couldn't power the light with music, could I power it with something else? Something that mimicked music's mechanics without needing the song itself?

I spent the next two weeks secretly building. I worked with gears, springs, and small, intricate clockwork mechanisms. I called it a Rhythmic Converter. It was a contraption that, instead of converting music into energy, converted mechanical rhythm into a mimicry of a musical frequency. I crafted a series of tiny, inter-connected metronomes, each one ticking at a slightly different tempo, creating a complex, polyrhythmic beat. I attached it to the broken streetlamp's power core.

The night I finished, I waited until the moon was high and the streets were quiet. With a pounding heart, I wound the mainspring and flicked the switch.

For a moment, nothing happened. The world was still, silent except for the faint ticking of my contraption. Then, with a soft click, the gears began to move. The tiny metronomes began to sway, a mesmerizing, complex dance of motion. A low, harmonic hum filled the air, not a tune from a Songstone, but a mechanical echo of one.

And then, with a soft, satisfying pop, the streetlamp flickered to life.

It was a brilliant, glorious light, but it wasn't the sound I cared about. It was the principle. The hum of my converter was the sweetest melody I had ever heard. It was my song.

I had found my purpose in a silent world. I may not have had a Songstone, but I had a mind that saw a different kind of music. A rhythm of gears, a melody of mechanics. I was a different kind of musician. A Rhythmist.

But my success came with a new set of problems. The light I had fixed wasn't a beautiful, harmonious glow. It was a harsh, slightly off-key buzz. It worked, but it was... ugly. My creations were practical, not pretty. They were brute force where there should have been grace.

And I soon learned that a dissonant hum in a world of harmony could attract the wrong kind of attention. A kind of attention that could be very, very dangerous.
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Chapter 2: The Dissonant Echo
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The fixed streetlamp became my secret. Every night, its jarring, mechanical hum was the only sound that kept me company as I worked. I was a ghost, a dissonant echo in the city's melody. My Rhythmic Converter was a brilliant, but crude, creation. Its "song" was a harsh, rhythmic thrum, and it attracted attention from the one group I most wanted to avoid: the Maestros of the Ministry of Harmony.

The Ministry of Harmony was the governing body of Cadenza. They were the arbiters of all things musical and, by extension, all things in life. They regulated the city’s energy flow, oversaw public concerts, and, most importantly, hunted down any Dissonance, a term for a rogue or disharmonious energy source. Dissonant energy was considered dangerous, a threat to the delicate balance that kept Lyra working. It was the equivalent of a short-circuit, a glitch in the world's perfect tune. My contraption was a walking, ticking Dissonance.

My father, a gentle and trusting man, was the first to notice the change. He saw me sneaking out late at night, my satchel filled with cogs, gears, and wire. He heard the faint, tell-tale ticking from my room.

"Arion," he said one morning, his voice thick with concern, "What is that... noise? It's not a tune I recognize. It’s... it's a bit jarring."

I froze, a half-eaten piece of toast in my hand. "It's nothing, Papa. Just a new project I’m working on."

He looked at me, a deep sadness in his eyes. He knew. My silence had always been a source of pain for him, but this new secret was different. It was a separation, a wall I was building between us.

The city hummed on, oblivious to my clandestine experiments. The Cantatas sailed by, their engines purring with the collective songs of their passengers. People went about their days, their every movement a silent contribution to the world's symphony. For them, life was a continuous melody. For me, it was a constant calculation, a game of hiding in plain sight.

The real trouble started with a malfunctioning clock tower in the city square. The great bell, powered by a grand, daily chorus, had fallen silent. The city was in chaos. People were late for work, trains were delayed, and the city's rhythm began to falter. The Maestros of the Ministry of Harmony were called in. They tried to fix it with the most powerful tunes, but nothing worked. The clock tower was too old, its Songstone too depleted.

One evening, I watched from a rooftop as the head of the Ministry, Maestro Valerius, gave a press conference. His face was a grim mask, his voice a low, somber bass.

"Citizens of Cadenza," he announced, "the clock tower's song has been lost. We have tried everything, but its spirit is gone. We must find a way to restore it, or the heart of our city will stop beating."

As the crowd murmured in dismay, an idea, a reckless and
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