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THE STAR CALLED VERDA

Before the Scrapwilds, before the Crack, before the forge screamed, there was a star called Verda. The dark around it was thick as warm moss.

It was small. It was quiet. It was old.

It was a K-type dwarf, nine and a half billion cycles old, stable and low in flare. It was the kind of star that grows life instead of burning it. Its light was soft; its heat was gentle. Its orbit was slow; light spilled gold across the dark.

Around it circled nine worlds, each one a different answer to the question of life. The Elders say only one of them answered correctly. Nine voices, nine tones.

The first was Verda-1, the Ember World, closest to the star: molten plates and volcanic storms, and no life at all. Its storms taught the ninth world how to breathe heat. Its magma roared like a furnace door left open.

Verda-2 was the Glass Belt, a ring of crystal plains that reflected Verda's light across the whole system. Its plains flashed like broken mirrors.

Verda-3 was the Hollow Sphere, a world of caverns and subterranean oceans, whose echoes reached the ninth world during the First Signal. Its echoes rolled through the caverns like distant drums.

Verda-4 was the Driftworld, floating continents with flora that rode the wind. Its leaf-creatures may share ancestry with the Canopy Drifters. Leaves rustled overhead like falling rain.

Verda-5 was the Twin Oceans, two global seas divided by one land spine. Its bioluminescent waters may be a far echo of the Luminar Rivers. Glowing currents hummed in the tide.

Verda-6 was the Stonehold, plateaus and canyons, whose mineral patterns may live on in the Vineback Stalker's claws. Its stone plateaus smelled of dust and iron.

Verda-7 was the Frost Ring, frozen plains and crystal storms, whose drifting clouds may have become the Bloomspore Nebulae. Crystal storms chimed like wind chimes.

Verda-8 was the Quiet Moon, barren and cratered, a world of stillness whose seismic hum may have taught the Verdant Wolves to feel tremors. Its silence hung thick as fog.

And Verda-9 was the Biosphere of Nine Lights; moss continents, glowing rivers, drifting canopy. The only world that answered the question of life with yes. Its rivers hummed like a choir under the moss.

The Elders say the ninth world was not a planet. It was a living system, and so alive that even the stars paused to watch it breathe. The stars leaned close like elders listening to a story.

If you could walk Verda-9, you would find a world that feels impossible.

The moss continents are warm and soft, and the ground breathes beneath your feet with the rhythm of the canopy. The Luminar Rivers are glowing green light, bending around stones like water remembering its own name. Above them the Canopy Drift turns: massive leaf-creatures moving like living satellites and shaping the wind. The air smelled of crushed mint and warm rain.

Beneath the moss the Heartroot Depths hold serpents that pulse with the planet's heartbeat and keep the soil warm. In the Verdant Herdlands, Scaleherd Grazers move like tides, and their rumbling calls calm the storms. At the Borderwilds, Verdant Wolves guard the edges of the biosphere and sense every tremor. And over everything drift the Bloomspore Nebulae, clouds of glowing pollen, harmless unless threatened. Their pulse rumbled through the soil like distant thunder.

Nothing here had ever woken as metal; nothing here had ever dimmed. Nothing here had ever known war; silence settled like snow.

Verda-9 was the world before choice.

The Elders say the creatures of Verda-9 were not sparks. They were instinct, balance, and pulse; a song older than sound.

The Scaleherd Grazer was herd-minded and plated, and it moved like a tide.

The Mirrorfern Bird had glowing feathers and healing songs, and it sang in spirals.

The Vineback Stalker was a camouflaged predator with claws sharp enough to cut stone.

The Heartroot Serpent was ancient and slow and territorial, and it pulsed with the planet's heart.

The Canopy Drifter was a massive leaf-creature that shaped the wind.

The Verdant Wolf was fast, intelligent, and coordinated, and it guarded the borders.

The Bloomspore Swarm was living fog, and it bore memory.

These creatures were not prey, and they were not predators, and they were not rivals. They were the biosphere.

The Elders say Verda-9 was so perfect that the galaxy remembered it. But perfection draws attention; the galaxy held its breath.

One day a signal reached Verda-9; it was faint, distant, and curious. It came from a world far away, a world of towers and platforms and beings who walked on two supports. The signal crackled in on a thin, static wind.

The signal was not a warning; it was not a threat. It was not a message. It was a mistake: a broadcast, a joke, a weather report, a late-night comedy show. Its tone was bright, like a radio dial sweeping past a comedy hour.

The Elders say the first voice to reach Verda-9 said: "Out in the wild... running wild... wild fights... wildfires..." The voice rang out like a struck bell.

The creatures did not understand the words. They understood the tone.

The galaxy was changing.

Chapter Zero Five: The First Tremor.

The Verdant Wolf felt the tremor before the moss did. A vibration beneath the soil; a shift in the wind. A pulse that did not belong to Verda-9; the earth murmured in a low, rippling tremor.

The wolf stood at the Borderwilds with its ears high and its tail stiff. The grazers tightened formation; the stalkers froze. The serpents rose halfway out of the moss; the drifters sank lower. The Bloomspores dimmed; the grazers pressed together like a herd of tides.

The wolf howled, not in fear and not in anger, but in confusion.

The tremor answered.

The Elders say this was the moment Verda-9 realized it was not alone.

The Elders say the last day of Verda-9 was beautiful. The moss pulsed softly; the rivers glowed. The drifters drifted, the grazers rumbled, the wolves patrolled, and the Bloomspores moved like nebulae. The world was perfect; the moss pulsed like a sleeping heart.

Then the sky changed. Purple. Red. Green. White. Colors no living eye was meant to witness.

The Elders say Verda-9 did not scream; it simply stopped being one thing and became many. Continuity without choice fractured into choice without continuity. Like a dying song, the world broke into pieces.

The Green War began.

The beings who walked on two supports did not know the Silence existed.

Their war was far away, but its consequences reached the basin. Clone patches failed. Mutated animals escaped. Platforms rose above the ground. Nuclear fire fell twice; the Silence felt the shockwaves. The canopy trembled; the rivers dimmed. The grazers fled; the stalkers hid. The wolves howled at a sky they did not understand. The ozone tore. Solar flares reached the ground; ash fell like snow. Dust rose from the broken towers like smoke from a dying hearth.

The Silence endured. But it felt the world breaking.

Before the war had a name, the world was quiet. Not peaceful, quiet in the way a creature is quiet when it is listening for something it does not yet understand. The Verdant Silence breathed in cycles; the moss rose and fell like a sleeping animal. The rivers glowed with soft green light; the drifters drifted overhead, shaping the wind. The grazers rumbled in herds that moved like tides; the wolves patrolled the borders with patient eyes. The stalkers hid in the trees, claws sharp enough to cut stone. The serpents pulsed beneath the moss, keeping the soil warm. The air hung still, heavy with pollen and a distant hum.

The Silence was a world that remembered itself; but memories can be broken.

The beings who walked on two supports lived far beyond the basin. They built towers; they built clone patches. They built platforms above the ground to escape the beasts they had made. They built jokes, too, terrible ones, broadcast on radios and televisions that would one day fall through the seam. Their radios whined through the night like trapped insects.

The Silence felt the first mistake as a tremor beneath the moss. A warning; the world did not listen. A ripple across still water.

The first fire did not reach the Silence directly; it reached everything around it. Clone patches failed. Mutated beasts escaped. Cities burned. Platforms rose above the ground; the sky dimmed. The Verdant Wolves sensed the change first. They circled the basin’s edge, growling at a horizon that glowed red. The grazers tightened formation. Smoke curled over the moss like a grey shawl.

The stalkers hid in the trees; the serpents pulsed beneath the moss. The drifters drifted lower, shading the basin. Even the Bloomspore Swarms reacted — glowing brighter, forming protective fog around the grazers. And then came the first absurdity; the wind carried the stink of burnt resin.

he First Broadcast Fragment- A radio cabinet came down on the wind of the breaking sky, carried from a collapsing tower far away, and landed in the Silence with a soft thud. It crackled; its static crackled like frying oil.

“Welcome back to Wild Urp, folks — today’s joke is so bad it might end the world.”

The grazers froze; the wolves tilted their heads. The stalkers blinked; the serpents pulsed. The drifters drifted lower; the Silence listened. The joke was terrible; the Silence did not laugh. But it remembered the voice; the air hummed with confusion.

The beings who walked on two supports tried to take their world back with fire. The second fire was worse. It fell in sheets. It fell in storms. It fell in colors no organic eye was meant to witness. Purple. Red. Green. White. The Elders keep fragments of the broadcast:“The graviton plates are unstable.” Orange light flared across the horizon like a wound.

“The world is breaking apart.”

“Let the cosmos take you home safely.”

The Silence heard the words; it did not understand them. But it understood the fear; the moss dimmed. The vines tightened; the grazers fled deeper. The wolves howled; the stalkers froze. The serpents coiled; the drifters descended, covering the basin like a shield. Even the Bloomspores dimmed — something they had never done before. And then came the second absurdity; the Silence shivered like a struck tuning fork.

A weather radio fell into the basin, still playing:“Today’s forecast: catastrophic solar flares, ash storms, and a 90% chance of existential dread.” The wolves growled at the box. The grazers nudged it. The stalkers hissed. The serpents pulsed. The drifters drifted lower. The Silence did not understand the words. But it understood the tone. Thunder rolled, and the forecast rattled in the trees.

The world was ending.

The wolf stood at the basin’s edge and watched the world break. The sky peeled away; the mountains erupted. Ash fell like snow. Rivers boiled. Forests turned to glass; the wolf did not understand war. It understood territory; it understood threat. It understood survival; it howled, calling the pack. The pack gathered; the grazers moved behind them. The sky peeled away like wet paper.

The stalkers took the trees; the serpents pulsed beneath the moss. The drifters drifted lower; the Silence was defending itself. But the threat was not a creature; it was the world. The plates cracked; the ground split. The sky screamed; and then came the third absurdity. The air tasted of ash and iron.

A mutated creature — half fur, half scales, half teeth, half mistake — stumbled into the basin, confused and terrified. It roared; the wolves roared back. The creature roared again; the wolves roared louder. The creature turned around and left; the Silence did not chase it. The Silence had bigger problems; its screech cut the air like a rusted saw.

The seam was not a portal; it was a wound. It opened in the sky like a tear in cloth, and everything loose was carried through it. Metal. Rubber. Glass. Radio waves. Voices. Atoms of beasts and beings. Scrap fell like rain. Frames fell like meteors. Wheels fell like seeds; the Silence recoiled. The moss pulsed violently; the grazers fled. The wolves barked warnings; it opened like the throat of a god, singing.

The stalkers hissed; the serpents rose. The drifters scattered; and then came the fourth absurdity. Ash drifted down like grey snow.

A hauler frame fell through the seam, its radio still playing a late-night comedy show. The laugh track echoed across the basin; the grazers froze. The wolves tilted their heads; the stalkers blinked. The serpents pulsed; the drifters drifted lower. The Silence listened; the laugh track looped. The Silence did not laugh; but it remembered the rhythm. Laughter crackled through the static.

The first metal root rose from the soil like a question. Thin. Silver. Warm; the Silence gathered around it. The grazers formed a circle; the wolves sat. The stalkers perched; the serpents coiled. The drifters hovered; the root pulsed once. The Silence pulsed back. The Elders say this was the moment the world changed — not when the seam opened, not when the fire fell, not when the plates cracked. It rose like a question the planet had never asked.

The moment the Silence answered the metal; and then came the fifth absurdity.

A single shopping cart wheel rolled into the basin. Slowly; it wobbled. It squeaked. It rolled in a perfect circle around the metal root. The grazers watched; the wolves tilted their heads. The stalkers blinked; the serpents pulsed. The drifters drifted lower; the Silence pulsed. The wheel squeaked; the Silence pulsed again. The wheel squeaked louder. Its squeak sounded like a lullaby in the dying wind.

The Silence accepted the wheel. The Elders say this was the first sign that the metal world would have humor.

The drifter floated above the basin, watching the metal root grow. It felt the wind change; it felt the moss pulse. It felt the grazers rumble; it felt the wolves hum. It felt the stalkers shift; it felt the serpents coil. The drifter understood what the others did not:The Silence was not dying. It was becoming; the root pulsed again. The drifter drifted lower; wind swept over the basin like a sigh.

The moss tightened; the vines curled. The grazers bowed; the wolves lowered their heads. The stalkers froze; the serpents pulsed. The drifter drifted lower still; the root touched the drifter’s leaf-like body. The drifter pulsed; the root pulsed. The Silence pulsed; and then came the final absurdity. Vines coiled like hands folding in prayer.

A radio cabinet crackled to life.

“Out in the wild... running wild... wild fights... wildfires... welcome back to Wild Urp.”

The drifter pulsed; the root pulsed. The Silence pulsed; the world changed. The last day of green became the first day of metal. And the Scrapwilds got its name; the wind carried the song of the world.

The Seam was not a portal. It was a gravitational tear between Verda-9 and a dying world. The tear spread like a bruise across the sky.

It brought scrap rain, frame meteors, wheel seeds, broadcast ghosts, memory fragments, atmospheric distortion, and light-color anomalies. The Seam widened, and the tear grew until something came through it that had been sleeping inside the planet. Scrap rained like hail across the moss.

The Forge did not arrive as a machine; it woke as a temperature.

A rising heat beneath the moss; a vibration in the soil. A hum that did not match the planet's heartbeat; the moss turned a sickly gold, as if warned.

The Heartroot Serpents felt it first; they coiled tighter, confused. The moss dimmed, and the vines curled inward; the grazers rumbled nervously. The wolves paced the borders; the drifters sank lower, shading the ground. The Heartroot Serpents rose like black ribbons.

Then the ground split. Not violently, not explosively. Slowly, like a plate being lifted by a careful hand. Silver dust sifted through the air.

A thin silver thread rose from the soil; it pulsed, and the Silence pulsed back. The thread grew, branched, hardened, and warmed; it was not a spark. It was not alive. It was the First Forge Root: a dormant organ of the planet itself, awakened by the Seam. The thread shone like a wire in a summer storm.

The Elders say this was the moment Verda-9 became two states of one world: the Verdant, defined
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