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​CHAPTER 1: THE STIRRING
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Scene 1.1 – Linet’s Vigil

The gardens of Nysha’ren had stopped recoiling.

Linet sat alone on a flat stone at their center, her bare feet pressed against moss that glowed faintly amber. The bioluminescent vines that had once snapped shut at sudden sounds now leaned toward her, their tendrils curling and uncurling in slow rhythm. When she felt calm, they unfurled, petals opening wide. When a memory of Torn’s grief surfaced—his hollow eyes, his daughter’s tapping—the vines curled slightly, as if sharing the weight.

Days had dissolved into one long listening.

A vine brushed her cheek. Soft. Tentative. Then it retreated, as if asking permission.

“You don’t have to be afraid,” Linet whispered. “I’m not going to force you.”

The vine returned, curling around her wrist like a bracelet. Its touch was warm, almost curious. It smelled faintly of old paper and salt—the scent of the Archivist’s chambers.

The Archivist sat at the edge of the garden, her ancient eyes half-closed. “The city has not been this alive since the Builders came. You are not commanding it. You are inviting.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing. I just sit here.”

“That is what listening means.”

Linet closed her eyes. The warmth of the vine spread up her arm, into her chest. The gardens hummed—not a chord, a breath. In and out, in rhythm with her own.

She fell into the dream without knowing when it began.

Scene 1.2 – The Source’s First Memory

THE DREAM WAS NOT IMAGES. It was pressure.

Linet felt herself floating in darkness—warm, safe, unformed. Then a light. Not the sun. A vibration. The Builders had come, their machines humming with cold certainty. They were afraid. Their fear pressed against her like a hand on glass, heavy and trembling.

One Builder—a young woman with copper-threaded coils and shaking hands—dropped her resonance tool. It clattered on the stone. She looked at the Source not as a threat, but as a child staring into a vast, unknowable dark.

She reached out, palm open, and let a piece of her own copper wiring fall to the ground—an offering, or an apology. Then her superior grabbed her shoulder.

“Don’t. It’s manipulating you.”

The warmth withdrew. The machines hummed louder. And the Source began to scream—not a sound, a pressure wave that left Linet’s ears ringing and a dull ache beneath her sternum.

She woke gasping. Her face was wet. Under her left collarbone, a phantom bruise throbbed, as if the dream had pressed its thumb into her flesh.

A vine was wrapped around her hand, pulsing in rhythm with her heartbeat.

“You saw,” the Archivist said. It was not a question.

“They were afraid. They didn’t know what they were doing. They thought it was a threat.”

“And the Source?”

“It tried to comfort them. They called it manipulation.”

The Archivist nodded slowly. “Fear is the origin of all chains.”

Linet touched her spiral mark. It was warm—not the cold of warning, not the fever of the core. Alive.

“The Source is not angry,” she said. “It’s lonely.”

The gardens hummed in response—a soft, mournful chord.

Scene 1.3 – The Ripple in Ka’Meyra

THALIRA STOOD AT THE edge of the main resonance pool, her bare feet cold on the carved stone.

The water, still for days, now rippled in irregular patterns—not from wind, from pressure. The frequency had shifted overnight. The pool no longer hummed the uncertain chord of Ka’Meyra’s healing. It pulsed in rhythm with something far away.

Nysha’ren, she thought. Linet.

A crowd had gathered. Citizens whispered, their ears twitching at the alien frequency. A group of children pressed against the railing, their eyes wide.

“Why is it doing that?” a woman asked.

No one answered.

Then a child—a young Tikkari cub with oversized ears and a patch of white fur—hummed a note. It was wrong. Off-key. But the pool’s surface glowed amber in response.

The crowd gasped.

Vekki pushed through, her shard warm in her pouch. “What happened?”

“The child hummed,” Thalira said. “The pool answered.”

Vekki knelt beside the cub. “What did you feel?”

The cub tilted her head. “The stone was listening. It was happy.”

Murmurs spread. Some smiled. Others looked afraid.

Thalira touched her spiral mark. It pulsed in rhythm with the pool.

“We need to go to Nysha’ren,” she said.

“The network is already preparing,” Vekki said. “But Linet sent a message before the frequency shifted.”

“What did it say?”

“She’s not waking.”

Scene 1.4 – The Thread of Dreams

LINET DID NOT REMEMBER falling asleep again.

She was standing in a field of black glass—the chamber beneath the Conservatory, but different. The walls were not stone; they were memory. The Builders’ faces flickered across the surface: the young woman who had reached out, her superior who had pulled her back, others whose names had been erased by time. The glass was warm beneath her bare feet, like breath held too long.

What do you want? Linet asked.

The pressure eased. The glass warmed further, almost honey-like against her skin.

To rest. With someone nearby.

“Someone?”

Anyone who will not run.

Linet pressed her palm to the glass. It throbbed in rhythm with her heart.

“I’m not running.”

The glass showed her a child—not her, not anyone she knew. A human child, her ears rounded, her dark skin glowing faintly amber. She was humming the same note Linet had hummed in the core chamber. The Source’s lullaby.

She is coming, the pressure said. Soon.

“Who is she?”

The next frequency.

Linet woke. The gardens were still. The vine around her wrist had unfurled, releasing her.

The Archivist was gone.

But a shard lay beside her—small, smooth, pulsing with a soft amber light. The Source’s gift.

Linet picked it up. It was warm. And fragile. She could feel its surface vibrating, as if it might crack if she held too tightly. When she shifted her grip, a tiny flake of black glass—no larger than a grain of sand—stuck to her fingertip. She brushed it onto her palm and held it up. It glowed faintly, then went dark.

The Archivist’s voice echoed from somewhere distant. It will remember you. But it will break if you try to use it.

Linet tucked the shard into her tunic, against her heart. The flake she pressed into a fold of her sleeve.

And far away, in Ka’Meyra, Thalira felt her spiral mark answer—not a warning, not a comfort. Recognition.
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