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For those who walk the quiet edges of water and feel that something ancient is looking back.

For the ones who trust both what can be measured and what can only be felt.

And for anyone who has ever stood at the shoreline, caught between knowing and believing.

To my family, whether through blood or bond - I love you.

To my Lady of the Moon and Tides – thank you.

––––––––
[image: ]


DREAM YOUR DREAM, AND work hard to make it happen.
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Still Waters, Deep — 

Folktale Poem
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Ink at Water’s Edge, the Lady of Llyn Du stirs,

Her reflection trembling in the silver mirror as the quill confers.

World of Stone and Breath sighs low at her claim,

The hills and hidden valleys keep counsel of each oath-bound name.

Oath-Spoken Sign carries whispers the still waters frame,

A shadow glimmers softly, neither hunger nor flame.

Where Mountain and Water Meet, her dark hair flows,

Hands brush, hearts falter, and the deep current knows.

Bargain of Bank and Deep, she listens beneath the moon,

A vow sealed in glacial water, sworn not too soon.

Threads Laid Bare, she stands where waters swell and stone is seen,

Red silk of promise, glimmering, patient and keen.

Liminal Hour, she waits where the veil grows thin,

Between breath and silence, where longing begins.

Whisper of the Deep rises clear to the skies,

A price kept in stillness within her watchful eyes.

Rift Beneath the Moon opens without a cry,

She turns to the mirror and does not ask why.

Beneath Drowned Stars, her silence fills the night,

A glimmer held fast in unbroken light.

Between One Breath and Another, she inclines her head,

A choice hangs trembling in words unsaid.

Where Dawn Unfurls, she rises through mist and air,

Casting threads of new promise with deliberate care.

The Bright Thread returns, drawn through deep and sweep,

And she, the Lady of Llyn Du, keeps her vigil, still waters deep.

Ariandwyn smiles as the red thread winds,

Her fate interwoven with water and minds.
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​Chapter 1 – 

Ink at Water’s Edge
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The rain had begun in the early afternoon, drumming against the tall windows of St Fagans National Museum of History with a soft, insistent rhythm. Dr Seren Pryce moved among the shelves of the archive with the steady precision of long practice, each step muted against the linoleum floor. The hum of dehumidifiers and the occasional creak from a settling beam formed a silent counterpoint to the patter outside. Time here seemed suspended, held in the careful angles of shadow and fluorescent light.

She slipped on her cotton gloves, cool and smooth against her fingers, and adjusted the strap of her satchel. Her eyes scanned the rows of labelled boxes, their metal edges dulled by decades of use. Each label carried a history she approached with reverence. She had come seeking the lesser-known collections of Welsh folklore, the ones so easily overlooked by researchers in their rush, and she planned to honour them with the reverence they quietly demanded.

She uncapped her mechanical pencil and tapped it lightly against her notebook. The sound was sharp in the quiet. To handle the dead is to listen, she reminded herself. The thought passed through her mind like a faint current. There was reverence in her hands as she opened the boxes, eased out the folders, and let the pages breathe before touching them. She noted the faint fragrance of old paper, mingling with the must of the building and, beneath it, the peculiar tang of rain creeping through the window frames. It carried the clean mineral scent of upland water and stone.

She paused to let her gaze drift along the shelves, and for the briefest moment thought she saw movement in the glass of the window behind her. A flicker, like a shadow that did not belong to the room. She turned, slow and deliberate, but the archive remained empty, the shadows still and trustworthy. She shook her head and turned once more to the boxes that lay before her, telling herself it was a rational explanation, mere dust upon the glass, a trick conjured by her own weary eyes.

With deliberate care, she lifted the first folder, noting how the edges of the paper had grown brittle and how the ink had faded to a gentle brown, thinned and softened by the passing of years. Catalogue numbers, dates, and margin notes left by a hand long vanished were recorded with careful precision, and each creak of the bindings, each whisper of turning pages, seemed magnified, marking each moment like a quiet incantation within the solemn rhythm of her work.

Beneath the rhythm of her notes and the steady fall of rain, a subtle tension threaded the air. Not the prickling awareness of being watched by another person, but something muted, as if the stillness itself were leaning closer. The sensation made the hairs at her nape lift. She steadied her breath, refusing to acknowledge the flicker of unease. 

Then a glimmer caught her eye between two folders, and she froze with the paper suspended mid-turn, aware that the reflection in the window behind her had shifted, not in response to her movement but as though stirred by something else, something fleeting and insistent, quickening her pulse as she turned again to search the empty room, finding nothing, and yet the impression lingered, stubborn and elusive, like a half-remembered dream that refuses to fade.

She let out a slow and deliberate breath, letting logic reassert itself. There was work to finish, boxes to catalogue, and a tight schedule to keep. With careful hands, Seren slid the box back onto the shelf, straightening it alongside its neighbours. The rain had grown heavier, each drop striking the glass with a metallic insistence. It sounded strangely like wind breaking across open water.

Her gaze settled on a label tucked into the corner of the shelf, a label that carried a subtle strangeness, as if it did not quite belong. The ink ran unevenly and had faded in places, while the numbering faltered, refusing to align with the neat order of the catalogue. A small, persistent curiosity stirred deep in her chest, whispering for her to linger, to look closer.

She knelt before the low shelf, brushing a gloved fingertip over the uneven writing. The box beneath her fingers felt unexpectedly warm, as if the air around it had shifted. The faint scent of old paper and wax curled into her senses. Heart quickening, she eased the box forward.

Seren’s fingers trembled slightly as she eased the box labelled “Misc. Llewellyn, 1885–1893” from the shelf. She had pulled countless archives before, but something about this one made her pulse quicken. The handwriting on the label was uneven, almost as if it had been written in haste. The wax seal at the corner had long since cracked, brittle with age, yet the anticipation of what lay within thrummed through her like a current of electricity. Perhaps these diaries would finally hold the answers that had haunted her research for years, secrets about Catrin Llewellyn’s disappearance, about the lost valley of Llyn Du, whispered across time and shadowed in mystery.

She carried the box to the worktable, her heart thudding, and lifted the lid. Inside lay a small stack of books, each bound in worn, sea-green leather, their edges softened by decades of handling, with corners nicked and spines gently curved from constant use. Her breath caught on the first journal she touched. A pale spiral of wax clung faintly to the cover, delicate yet flawless, a swirl of lines that seemed to twist and turn without end, as though it moved beneath her fingertips with a life of its own.

Seren’s pulse quickened. The spiral called to her like a whisper of tide, of currents, of a loom weaving threads unseen. It was a sign, she thought, that these were no ordinary field notes. She could feel Catrin’s presence, the echoes of her careful, fevered observations, and a thrill of anticipation surged through her. Perhaps within these fragile pages lay the first glimmers of the answers she had pursued for so long, revelations to a mystery that had eluded the grasp of history for more than a century.

She lifted the top annal carefully. The leather smelled faintly of heather and ink. The page edges shimmered faintly. She eased it open, careful not to disturb the fibres.

The first line of Catrin Llewellyn’s hand appeared on the page in neat, disciplined script, and Seren found herself reading it aloud almost without thought, the words flowing from her lips as if carried by some unseen current. "The valley sleeps, but the lake remembers," she whispered, her voice lingering in the stillness, and then continued, drawn onward by the rhythm of the writing. "The lake lies beneath the blue moon, still as glass, and beneath its silvered mirror she waits. Ariandwyn, Weaver of Tides, threads the lost through the living. We are the woven, we are the tide." Her words fell like a quiet incantation, drawing the very air around her into the ancient story unfolding on the fragile page.

She paused, notebook in hand, and read once more, more slowly this time, letting each word settle and resonate. The cadences of the writing were musical, carrying an archaic lilt in certain places, and Llyn Du appeared early, a place she had met only in the careful outlines of her preliminary research, yet here it lived vividly beneath Catrin’s pen. The prose trembled on the delicate boundary between scholarly exactitude and intimate confession, and Seren, attentive to both, recorded the structure of the sentences, the subtle repetition of words such as ‘sleep’ and ‘remember,’ each one a quiet emblem of memory and of loss, echoing through the fragile tapestry of the text.

As she read, scholarly distance eroded, and Catrin’s presence grew almost tangible, as though the writer lingered at Seren’s shoulder, close enough to raise a shiver along her skin.

A small fragment of pressed lakeweed drifted from between the fragile pages, settling on the worktable with a faint, almost whispered sigh. Seren froze, caught between disbelief and wonder, for her rational mind insisted it could not be. Catrin had vanished decades before, long before any modern hand had touched these records, and yet the fragment was undeniably there, tangible and real, its surface slick and still faintly cold beneath her fingertips.

She bent closer, breathing in water and peat and the faint trace of heather, as a shimmer crossed the ink and softened it, as though the words remembered being liquid, and Seren drew back with a tremor still running through her.

Seren turned to a later page. A red line curled in the margin, faint and uncertain, its edges catching the lamplight with a ghost of silver as it coiled around Catrin’s words. Beneath it, in Catrin’s hand, she read of a woman of science, a hydrographer by trade, whose eyes sought more than currents and depths, and who would sound the bell.

Seren frowned and jotted a quick note, clinging to the familiar discipline of classification even as unease stirred beneath it. 

	Catrin refers to an early hydrologist or limnologist; the precision suggests she met a lake scientist.


Her fingers lingered near the margin. The air seemed to shift. The red line wavered, its colour deepening and fading again, as though responding to her hesitation. “The margin glimmers,” she murmured, writing reflexively. “Thread? Red shifting toward silver. Or sensory projection? Verify with UV.” She closed the diary, but the sensation did not fade. Her skin prickled, breath shallow, as though something just beyond perception had leaned closer and withdrawn.

Even with the lid replaced on the box, the presence lingered not as fear, but as expectation. She had begun the day as a scholar, cataloguing minor folklore collections with meticulous care. Now, she was something else entirely, a reader drawn into a story that reached across time and touched her as surely as the lakeweed had.

Seren gathered her photographs and notes, slipping them into her satchel with deliberate care. She had special permission from the  Museum to take certain documents home, but the privilege came with strict conditions. She signed the documents out, carefully noting their condition, and wrapped each volume in the protective covering provided by the archive. Cradling the parcels against her chest, she made her way to the exit. Outside, the hills waited under gathering mist, the landscape itself echoing Catrin’s descriptions.

The rain softened as Seren made her way down the cobbled street, water sluicing in tiny silver rivers between the stones. Street lamps were reflected in puddles, fractured light like molten gold beneath her boots.

Seren’s dark chestnut hair, streaked with silver and loosely braided, plastered itself to her cheek, an auburn strand glinting where lamplight caught it. Her grey-green eyes traced the shadows and distant hills, as though she could already make out the drowned valleys hidden within their folds. She drew her coat tighter over her wool cardigan and linen skirt, boots squelching softly against the wet cobbles, her fingers brushing the small Celtic pendant resting at her chest. The cool May weather wrapped around her, mist curling along the gables and the darkened hills.

Her path took her past the old chapel, its slate roof glistening, the bell tower silent in the grey afternoon. Beyond it, the road narrowed and curved, lined with cottages that leaned into each other as if for warmth. The mist clung stubbornly, shrouding familiar landmarks in uncertain shapes. Even in this short walk, the world seemed to tilt just slightly, the ordinary dissolving into something faintly unreal.

Her cottage came into view, a warm glow spilling from the upstairs window. She paused, frowning faintly. She was certain she had turned every lamp off that morning. After a moment, she climbed the narrow steps anyway, keys in hand, feeling the weight of the night pressing lightly on her shoulders. Inside, the familiar scent of beeswax polish, old books, and dried herbs enveloped her. She set her coat aside and let the door close.

Her attic study awaited, a sanctuary above her historic cottage, windows framing the rolling Welsh countryside. Seren did not go to it at once. She set her keys on the hall table and stood for a moment, listening. The house answered her with the soft tick of cooling pipes and the low sigh of wood settling into itself.

She moved through the ground floor, hand brushing door frames as she passed. The back door held firm beneath her palm. She tested the bolt, then the latch, then pressed her forehead briefly to the cool wood before stepping away. In the kitchen, she paused, fingers resting on the edge of the table, and drew in a slow breath. The familiar smells and sounds steadied her.

Her steps followed the same path they always did. Each board spoke in turn beneath her weight. None sounded too soon. None too late. She stopped once more at the foot of the stairs and listened again, long enough that the silence felt earned. Only then did she climb.

Street lights filtered through the study’s gauzy curtains, catching dust motes that hovered like tiny stars. Her sturdy oak desk was piled with annotated notes and photographs, an open diary lying beside a small spool of red thread. Bookshelves bowed under the weight of folklore, Celtic mythology, and historical field studies, their margins crowded with tiny observations and sketches. The pinboard displayed letters, maps, and faded photographs, a lattice of connections traced with faint red threads, lovers and legends crossing centuries. On the side table, the water basin reflected the lamplight, its surface stirring faintly, as if the room had shifted with her arrival.

Seren set her satchel at her feet and drew the journal out with careful hands, placing it at the centre of her desk before switching on the lamp. The light pooled over the worn green leather, catching the spiral seal that seemed to shimmer faintly in the glow, as she pulled soft cotton gloves onto her hands. Water streaked the window behind her, rhythmic and steady, and she read aloud again, though this time her voice was softer, almost reverential, as if speaking too loudly might shatter the fragile spell the words had begun to weave. “I arrived at the shadowed fold of the hills as the mist settled over the hills, soft and absolute. Even the birds paused, as though startled by the hush of the lake beneath the sky.”

The entries were meticulous, filled with careful measurements of depth, water temperature, and the subtle rhythms of seasonal change, yet woven through them was Catrin’s own voice, personal and lyrical, threading its way like a hidden current. "The lake reflects not only the sky above, but the sky beneath," Seren read aloud, her voice catching on the fragile words, "the stars drowned in its depths, visible only to those who lean close enough to remember."

The image lodged itself in Seren’s mind with startling clarity, as she made meticulous notes, translating the observations into her own shorthand. She glimpsed the water’s surface as though through Catrin’s eyes, still, perfect, and luminous, like quicksilver laid across the valley. A faint wind stirred the mist and carried with it the softest echo of laughter, delicate and ringing, impossible to place. It might have been children, or bells, or some otherworldly music threading its way through the reeds. Seren’s breath fell into the same rhythm as the words, and her own heartbeat synced to the cadence of Catrin’s prose.

“Under the silvered mirror she waits, the Weaver of Tides. She threads the lost through the living, the living through the lost.”

Her own reflection pressed against the windowpane behind her, shivering ever so faintly, and when she glanced up, she froze. In the lamplight, her eyes caught a movement that did not belong. The image smiled, just a hint, and the eyes were not her own, deep and liquid like the lake she had never seen except in memory and imagination, as though something ancient and unseen had reached through the glass to meet her.

“She who weaves the tide to memory,” Catrin wrote, and the words felt like a spell curling through the air. 

Seren drew closer almost instinctively, aware of the lake’s rhythm pulsing through the ink-stained paper, of centuries pressing softly beneath her palms. The pages seemed to breathe under her hands, their fibres loosening, yielding to the world they described.

“The reeds whisper with voices of those who have drowned and yet remain; the stones beneath the surface hold the shape of every footstep taken before and after the flood. Even the wind threads through memory, as Ariandwyn threads the tides.”

Seren’s fingers trembled. She could hear it then, the soft, inexorable music of weaving, like tiny bells strung across time, tugging her forward and threading her consciousness with Catrin’s. She had thought she was reading about a place, a valley submerged under legend, but it was something more, an echo, a call that reverberated in her chest and along her spine.

“I leaned over the mirror, and my reflection did not follow me. It lingered, smiling faintly, eyes like the tide, lips parting with a secret half-known. The lake remembered my hand, my breath, my presence, and it wove them into its endless story...”

The entry ended abruptly, the ink trailing off in a slender, twisting line across the page. Seren stared, her hand frozen over the book. For a long moment, the study held its breath, the rain falling softly outside, the hum of the heater, and the gentle scrape of turning pages all suspended, as if the world itself had paused to listen.

She eased back in her chair, a faint tremor running through her, her pulse loud in her ears and her skin prickling as though the lake itself had pressed against her hands. The words of Catrin’s diary did not remain on the page; they lingered in the room, a tether drawn tight between the 1880s and now.

The rain had eased into a soft drizzle, each drop against the window a muted drumbeat. Her fingers brushed carefully over the page where Catrin’s ink had trailed off mid-line. The paper felt warmer here, almost pliant, as though it remembered her touch.

And then she saw a single red filament caught in the paper’s fibres, no thicker than a hair, yet unmistakable against the faded cream of the page, lodged along the edge of Catrin’s final word and trembling as though it possessed a life of its own. Something careful and rational in her began to slip as she shifted nearer, nudged the lamp for better light, and reached out, her fingertip hovering just above the thread, close enough to feel its presence without quite daring to touch.

The thread shivered under her touch, a subtle vibration that ran up her finger and into her wrist. In the same instant, the air in the room shifted, as if the walls had exhaled. A whisper brushed her ear, soft and rhythmic, carrying a cadence that felt both intimate and infinite. You are woven; you are the tide. The words rolled through her, a current she could neither resist nor define.

The filament glimmered then, red brightening to a living heat as silver pulsed through it in liquid waves, and the world around her rippled. Her reflection in the glass of the window warped and shimmered, overlaid with a drowned landscape she had only ever seen in Catrin’s descriptions. The hills, the mist, and the faint outline of submerged trees glinted faintly in the lamplight. Water lapped silently across the page in her mind, carrying with it the scent of peat and iron-tinged water. The face looking back at her was not entirely her own. Pale hair brushed her shoulders, eyes the dark green of deep lake water, and the curve of lips half-smiling, as if sharing a secret across time.

Seren recoiled slightly, heart hammering, and dropped the book, pages fluttering like startled birds. The red thread vanished before her eyes, leaving only the faint imprint of colour in the paper, as though it had never been there. Trembling, she picked it up again. Rational explanations surged through her mind, whispering of optical illusions, of fatigue, of an imagination running wild beneath the lamplight, and yet the pages continued to carry the faint, unmistakable scent of cold stone and wet earth, lingering as if the lake itself had been trapped within their fragile fibres. Her fingers lingered, feeling the faint warmth beneath them, whispering of memory, of tides, of something older than herself.

The lamplight caught on the edge of the page, and for an instant, the single strand reappeared, glimmering like molten silver, though she didn’t touch it this time. The sensation of cold water brushed her wrist, soft and liquid, as though the lake itself had reached across the centuries. She closed her eyes, shivering, feeling the thread pulse in rhythm with her heartbeat.

Seren exhaled, trying to restore the room to ordinary perception, but the journal had already marked her. She traced the edge of the page once more, fingertips brushing the faint indent where the filament had lain. A silver shimmer lingered in her vision, like moonlight caught on restless water. Even as she rationalised tired eyes, imagination, and coincidence, the air felt charged; expectant and waiting. Somewhere in the overlap of paper and reflection, of thought and vision, the tide had threaded through her.

Even as the echoes of that shimmered moment lingered in her chest, a compulsion drew her back to the book. Seren moved to her desk, placing it open before her. Fingers still tingling from the memory of the thread, she lifted her pen and uncapped it, drawing her own notebook closer and letting the nib whisper across the page, a delicate contrast to the mechanical pencil she relied upon at work. Here, in the quiet of her home, she favoured the old-fashioned intimacy of ink and the small pot into which she dipped it, each stroke a deliberate act. Annotation had always been a kind of invocation for her, a ritual that transformed observation into understanding, and that night it felt dangerously close to participation, as though the lake, the words, and the vanished voices were leaning across the pages to meet her hand.

She wrote slowly and deliberately, her notes unfolding with a careful balance between the rigour of scholarship and something more intimate, something that seemed to pulse with the quiet breath of the lives and places she traced.

Curatorial Note, 1885–1893. 

	Author: Dr Catrin Llewellyn. 

	Location: Llyn Du, Black Mountain, Carmarthenshire.

	Altitude approximately 1,660 ft. Upland glacial lake beneath the Carmarthen Fans. 

	Subject: folklore of drowned valleys and of the Lady of the Lake, supernatural currents of the lake, Ariandwyn, 'Weaver of Tides’

	Observations: unusual phenomenology—red thread in margin, shifts toward silver under low light, tactile response inconsistent with archival degradation. Possible psychosensory projection, or... unknown phenomenon.


She continued with measured precision, tracing the contours of another scholar’s mind as if mapping an intricate landscape. Every turn of Catrin’s diction, each antiquated phrase, the subtle way she wove myth into method, Seren recorded with the patient rigour she had honed over decades, letting the lines of the past and present intertwine beneath her careful hand.

She touched the margin lightly, not tracing but testing, and felt the air change. The red line lay still, yet the room seemed charged around it, humming with possibility. She imagined the thread extending beyond the pages, winding through the archive, threading itself into the drowned valley. The Weaver, Catrin’s elusive Ariandwyn, no longer felt like myth.

"The thread,” she wrote, “may function as a metaphysical conduit — red as choice, silver as memory — linking past and present, observer and observed. Experiential evidence suggests a synesthetic or psychotactile interaction with the reader."

The nib trembled slightly. She felt exposed, as though the words were studying her in return. She exhaled, slowly, feeling time draw close around her.

	"Note to self: approach further entries with caution and receptivity. Observer effect may be active. Psychological, mythic, and ontological layers intersect. The Weaver may not remain a passive subject."


A faint sigh rose from the page. She could almost feel the lake beneath her fingertips, cool and luminous under a blue moon. The air thickened with the scent of peat, as though the valley had stepped briefly into the room.

She let the sensation wash through her, and with it came a memory not wholly her own, of walls softened by centuries beneath dark water, mist drifting low across a valley swallowed by water, a shadow gliding beneath a silvered surface, patient as the tides. It echoed in her ribs, settling into the long, slow rhythm of her heartbeat.

When she opened her eyes, the book lay before her with its uncanny stillness, yet it felt undeniably alive. She would not be able to set it aside. The red and silver threads that flickered in impossible light had marked her.

Seren dipped her pen and recorded her observations

	The boundary between observer and subject is permeable.

	Ariandwyn may exist as both mythic construct and operative entity.

	Further study required.

	Emotional response: fascination approaching reverence.

	Risk: susceptibility to fixation—increasing impulse to visit Llyn Du.


The ink dried with a faint metallic tang, mingling with the earthy dust of the archive. Seren closed her notebook and rested her hands on the desk, listening to the rain ease against the eaves. A subtle thrum pulsed beneath her skin, the faint echo of the thread’s earlier vibration, and with it came a distant, almost remembered sense of water shifting and stirring in the dark, as if the lake itself had found its way into the quiet of her study. Finally, she whispered, more promise than resolve, ‘I will follow. I will see. I will remember.”

Shadows stretched in the lamplight. And somewhere beneath the cold gleam of a lost lake, Ariandwyn waited, her thread silvered and patient.

The diary’s presence seemed to deepen, its words drawing Seren inward until her tone softened without her noticing the shift. Scholarly distance ebbed, replaced by something quieter and more intimate, as the boundary between her notes and Catrin’s began to blur. Her pen moved with an ease that felt borrowed, its strokes answering a rhythm already woven into the page. The letters no longer sat rigid and modern, but rose and dipped in a gentler cadence. Along the margin, light gathered, and when her fingertip brushed the paper, a faint silver gleam stirred in reply.

Her annotations began to take on a bolder life of their own. She traced Catrin’s meticulous observations of water, wind, and light, and then, almost before she realised it, she added her own words: You threaded the lost through the living. I feel the pull. I am here, and I see. The sentences seemed to catch Catrin’s cadence, to echo her longing and her awe, as if the voice of the vanished scholar had risen to meet her across the fragile pages.

The silver flicker in the margin drew her gaze again. She rested her hand briefly beside it. I will go to Llyn Du, she wrote, the phrase forming itself with a calm certainty that startled her.

Seren eased back, her hands open in her lap, and the atmosphere of the room shifted around her. The diary breathed out the faint scent of peat, and though the red line in the margin had dulled again, she knew it had left something behind, a filament woven into her, fine and irrevocable.

She stretched, stiff limbs reaching toward the ceiling, and drew a slow, steady breath. For a moment, the air seemed to hold it with her. Rain pattered against the windows, steady and relentless, its rhythm threading through her fingers, across the page. Seren sank back into her chair, resting her hands on the desk, the book lying open before her, and for a long moment simply sat there, the words hanging between her and the storm like a newly spun thread.

The room felt different, as though something unseen had paused to listen. Seren closed her eyes, trying to steady herself, but the vow on the page throbbed behind her lids, bright as a heartbeat. She opened her eyes again, hands brushing the book, seeking the familiar weight of scholarship, hoping ink and method could anchor her.

She meant to finish her annotations, meant to close the book, turn off the lamp, and walk herself sensibly to bed. Yet the notes blurred, her pen slipping from her fingers as exhaustion settled over her. The rain drummed a gentle insistence on the roof, mingling with the vow she had not intended to make, until the edges of her thoughts softened, folding into a quiet haze.

Finally, her head sank toward the desk, the diary open beneath her cheek. The lamplight flickered once, twice, and then held steady, as if keeping vigil over her sleep.
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SHE STOOD AT THE EDGE of a lake under a blue-tinted moon; the shingle beneath her feet was wet, though no wave reached her. It was a shoreline she had never seen, yet knew in her bones as surely as her own name. Mist drifted low over the valley, hiding and revealing its shape with each breath of wind. The hills rose like dark sentinels around her, and the air smelled of peat and cold stone and something else that felt older than weather.

The water lay before her like liquid glass, still and luminous, pale silver light rising from its depths as though the lake itself were breathing, and slowly a reflection stirred beneath the surface, forming features that should have been her own but were not, until a chill coiled in her chest and she realized she was not looking at herself at all, but at Catrin, who lifted her dark hair around her like tangled weed, eyes bright with knowledge and sorrow, lips parting as if on the verge of speech, suspended in a silence that trembled between them. 

Seren’s breath caught, and without intending to she stepped closer, drawn forward by a force both gentle and inexorable, while silver light unfurled beneath the lake in long, ribbon-like threads—unseen above the surface—that rose and glided through the water with the grace of deep currents, breaking the surface without ripple, drifting toward her through the moonlit air, and when they brushed her wrists, they carried no weight, only a certainty as soft as breath against skin, warm where they touched her, silver-bright where they turned toward the water, wrapping around her warm and insistent, like living hands. Then a voice rose from the water, intimate and unmistakable, not loud but present, threading through her chest with the pull of tides: “The tide remembers what it has claimed.”

Seren’s pulse faltered as she looked across the lake, expecting a figure to stand on the opposite shore, some goddess-shaped silhouette in the mist, but there was no one. Only the water, the moon, and the threads that bound her gently, reverently, as though recognising something in her.

The voice came again, closer this time, curling around her like a current. “You were woven long before you could remember.”

Her knees weakened. The edges of the world dissolved into a silver blur. The water brightened, shimmering like quicksilver. The shoreline tilted. The threads tightened, though not in warning. They drew her forward into the lake. Cold enveloped her ankles first, then her calves, yet it was not the cold of ordinary water. It felt like a memory, like entering a story she had always known and had only now remembered.

Catrin’s face rose again beneath her, nearer this time. The reflection smiled, faint and tender, though the lips of Seren’s own dream-body remained still.

The moon stretched across the water in a broad argent path, and the lake rose around Seren, waist-deep, then to her chest, threads curling around her wrists and forearms, gentle but insistent, drawing her
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