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I found it at the rim of morning

Where the world still smelled of first breath

A field so young

Even silence had not learned its full name

Here in Lumence

The sun does not fall upon the earth;

It arrives as a pupil

Light strikes the dew-soaked grass

And it trembles

Startled by its own brilliance

Before gathering itself

Into tiny footsteps

They rise

Shapes born from whatever they touch:

The glimmer of an ant

The shimmer of a leaf

The soft outline of a beetle

Carved from gold that remembers dawn

The Lumeniar

Creatures of brightness and borrowed form

Small enough

To perch upon a whisper

Brave enough

To wander the roots of mountains

They flicker with a shy intelligence

As if still unsure

Whether living is permitted

I walked among them gently

Afraid a careless breath

Might scatter their beginnings

Yet they came

Curious

Glowing

Gathering around my boots

Like children learning a new word

In Lumence

Every beam is a first step

Every creature a newborn wonder

And for a moment

I envied the light
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I stepped upon the sand of Dawnfront

Just as the horizon unlatched its first breath

A trembling gold

Drawn like a blade from the sheath of night

They say all hope begins here

On this slender hem between sea and sky

Where dawn is not a moment

But a gift the waves keep remaking

Today was no different

The tide arrived with its quiet generosity

Laying offerings

At the feet of those who waited:

Shells still warm from the deep

Gems that carried the hum of tectonic songs

Silver-scaled fish

That shimmered like opened promises

The shore of Dawnfront never hoards

She gives the way morning gives light

Softly

Endlessly

Without suspicion

But each wave that touches the shore

Speaks the same low command:

“Return a tenth”

A tithe of gratitude

A gesture that keeps the world gentle

And so the gatherers bend

Hands full of miracle

Hearts steady with restraint

Treasures for life

Supplies for home

And blessings given back

So abundance may never turn into hunger

And hope may be shared

Without shadows of greed

I stood still

As the next wave touched my ankles

Cool as new trust

The sea seemed pleased

As if peace was something we shaped together

One offering at a time

On the Dawn-Forged Shore

Prosperity begins not with what we take

But with how gently we learn to give it back
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I am Origin Wonders

A small cradle of branches

At the world’s bright beginning

Little enough to miss on a hurried map

Yet old enough to remember

The first syllables ever spoken

Each dawn

I bear fruit anew

Not repeats

Never repeats

Colors no painter has dreamed

Shapes that curve like newfound alphabets

Flavors that feel like discovering a door

Where you did not know a wall existed

I do not grow them from soil alone

I grow them from memory

From the tenderness hidden

In every name ever whispered

Those who taste my fruit

Are granted a single vision:

The instant their parents

First wrapped a name around them

Like a soft garment of belonging

The first call

The first claim

The first love woven into sound

It comes only once

I guard that moment

The way dawn guards its first color

Precious

Fleeting

Never to be repeated

Without losing its purity

I watch wanderers bite into my offering

See their breath catch

As the past unfolds

Gentle as morning light

Some weep

Some smile

Like they are being born again

Some stand very still

As if reverence has overtaken them

And then it ends

My task complete

Their memory restored

My branches readying

For the next fruit

The world has not yet imagined

I am small

But I hold beginnings

I am quiet

But I speak your name

The way creation once heard it

Fresh

Unbroken

New
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At the peak of mountain Hodle

Where wind moves like a quiet hymn

And the world finally remembers to breathe

I lifted my eyes to the horizon

And the horizon lifted its arms to me

Two vast hands

Woven of dawn’s earliest gold

And the last gentleness of night

Rose from the meeting of earth and sky

Not illusion

Not cloud

But something older than comfort itself

They reached for me

With a tenderness that felt impossible

Cupping the air around my chest

As if to gather every ache

I had carried up the mountain

Pain loosened

Sorrow softened

Even the old wounds I no longer spoke of

Began to unclench

Hodle is the only place

Where these hands appear

A cradle carved from altitude and silence

Waiting for the weary

Who dare to climb

With trembling purpose

And in their embrace

I felt understood

Not by language

Not by reason

But by something that knew my name

Before I had ever learned to answer to it

The hands did not promise ease

Yet they offered beginning:

A healing born not from forgetting

But from being held

Until the pain remembered

How to dissolve

When they released me

Slowly

Gently

Like a mother placing a child

Back into its own strength

I descended Hodle with a quiet resolve:

Hope is not loud

Purpose is not thunder

Sometimes they arrive

As a pair of shining hands

On a distant horizon

Teaching a wanderer

How to walk as someone new
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We were wanderers

Long before we had a name

But Whesprim knew us

This meadow knew our footsteps

It knew the breath of our campfires

The way our children laughed

As if the world had just begun

The meadows spoke to us

Not with sound

But with threads of thought

Woven gently into our sleep

“A horde of beasts approaches tomorrow”

A murmur shaped like fear

The grasses bristled in warning

And we moved before dawn

Trusting their trembling wisdom

“A storm gathers

Stay near

Stay together”

The wind quivered with worry

And we folded our tents

As if tucking ourselves

Under Whesprim’s own arms

But it wasn’t all danger

Not all whispers carried weight

On clear days

Joy ran wild through the stems:

“It is sunny”

“Come dance

Run

Let your feet scatter light

Through my green tapestry”

And we always did

We learned over many seasons

That Whesprim felt as deeply as we did

Sadness in its wilted patches

Delight in its brightening blooms

Fear in the shudder of its roots

Hope in the way it leaned toward our paths

The meadow loved us

Not blindly

But with the gentle expectation

That we would honor it in return

And so we walked lightly

Cut sparingly

Sang often

We protected the ground

That warned us

Shielded the field

That shielded us

The meadow of Whesprim whispered

And we listened

Until listening became devotion

And devotion became home

In that wide green cradle

We learned the oldest truth:
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