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​“The Wyrd Remembers”

The song began like most ancient things do—quiet, forgotten, stitched into the hem of a life too ordinary to suspect its place in legend. In a narrow loft under crooked beams that smelled of salt and old cedar, above a candlemaker’s shop on the east edge of Windharbor, a mother sang to her child with the kind of voice that carried lullabies like prayers, and prayers like secrets best whispered only to the dark. Her voice wasn’t particularly strong, nor was it polished, but it held the tremble of truth and the rhythm of memory, and to a child’s ear it became the entire world. Outside, the night wind rolled across the sea with a mournful hush, rattling the shutters in time with the ocean’s exhale, as if the world itself paused to listen. Inside, wrapped in a quilt of stitched stars and faded moons, a girl no older than five blinked up at the shadows on the ceiling while her mother—Serenya Thorne, long thought to be dead to the world—sang a song the bards no longer dared to remember. “When the Wyrd still danced in every leaf and flame, when laughter cracked the sky like thunder, when hearts could light a forest or freeze the sea with nothing but a melody sung true...” she sang, her voice winding through the attic like smoke, “...then joy was a spell, and sorrow a storm, and every breath was magic.” Her daughter, Aureya, didn’t know what the words meant, not really, not yet—but something in her chest swelled with each note, as if the song had roots curled somewhere deep beneath her ribs. The melody twisted like a spiral staircase—simple and haunting, but never quite resolving—and ended on a line her mother always whispered as if afraid someone might hear: “But when the Wyrd laughs again, the lost shall return.” She kissed her daughter’s brow, tucked a curl behind her ear, and hummed the last lingering note until even the stars seemed to hush.

But that was another life.

Years collapsed like broken scaffolding, and the world did what it always does to magic: it buried it, feared it, rebranded it blasphemy. The Church of Saint Silence grew fat on its own righteousness, devouring song and story, branding them curses and corruption. Songbinders were burned or broken, Bondbeasts hunted or mutilated, and those born with Wyrd-sense learned to lie to their own reflections. But even silence cracks, eventually. And somewhere in the slouching tavern city of Grelloway—where gulls screamed like drunks and the air always smelled faintly of old salt and fish guts—Aureya Thorne had learned how to survive by becoming someone else entirely. She called herself Lye, now—a name short, forgettable, and easier to vanish with. Her hair was hacked short and dyed a dull rust to hide the golden-flecked black of her mother’s bloodline. She dressed like a vagrant scholar who’d lost a bet with a pirate. No one looked twice, which was precisely the point. She played music in the corner of The Drunken Lantern most nights—old pub songs, love ballads, rude limericks for coin—and tried not to remember what she used to be. The gods were dead, her mother was ash, and the only thing the Wyrd offered now was madness. Magic wasn’t wonder anymore—it was a plague. And yet, even as she tried to sing like a girl who didn’t remember, something always slipped through. A chord too aching. A trill too wild. A harmony no one taught her. It happened again one night when the wind carried the scent of a coming storm and the lanterns in the tavern guttered for no reason anyone could name. She was mid-song—just a love ballad, harmless, melancholy—and something inside her buckled open like a ribcage. Her voice reached up into the rafters and down through the floorboards. People dropped mugs. One man wept. A barmaid screamed. A glass shattered with no hand to touch it. And in the center of it all, Aureya sat with her eyes closed and her lips trembling, not knowing what she’d done, only that it was too late. The room erupted into shouts, gasps, chairs clattering back, some drawing weapons, others crossing themselves or snarling slurs reserved for Songbinders and “soul-witches.” Aureya ran.

She fled into the fog-choked night, boots slapping through puddles, cloak flaring behind her like a dying ember. The streets wound like spilled thread and the city swallowed sound like a grave. She didn’t stop until her lungs burned and her throat tasted like old copper and regret. In the heart of a crooked alley, she slumped against a stone wall and tried not to cry. But her body trembled with echoes. The song was still inside her, unfinished, alive. That was the danger of Wyrd-songs—they never truly ended. They waited. They grew. And they remembered.

The Wyrd remembers.

It remembers every laugh that tried to hold back grief, every tear that became melody, every whispered truth sung in secret. It remembers the gods who danced themselves mad with joy, the lovers who sang cities into existence, the bards who lit bonfires in the hearts of dying armies. It remembers what it was like to be wild, to be wanted, to be woven into the world like breath into lungs. But it also remembers silence. And fire. And the boot of the Church grinding melody into ash.

And so, somewhere beneath the skin of the world, beneath Irindale’s broken towers and bone-deep ruins, the Wyrd waited.

It pulsed like an old song remembered in sleep, like laughter echoing in an empty house, like a note held so long it loops back into silence. And though none dared speak of it in sermons or songbooks, those who still heard it—those cracked and half-mad ones born with too much feeling—called it by many names. The Wild Harmony. The Last Breath of the Laughing God. The Lament that Remakes. But the name that lingered, always, was the Wyrd. It had no face, no creed, no hierarchy. Just longing. Just remembrance. Just resonance.

And Aureya Thorne, a girl once sung to sleep by a mother the world murdered, would one day re-teach it how to laugh.

But not yet.

Not as she limped through alleyways slick with brine and guilt, not as thunder grumbled above the harbor and rain began to fall in icy needles. Not as she collapsed into the shadow of a rusted shipwreck that served as some forgotten fishmonger’s shrine and curled into herself like a burned note. She was no hero. She’d barely survived her own grief. She had no map, no guide, no prophecy. Only a half-remembered song and the terrible ache of its echo in her chest. The kind of ache that said something was broken. That it had been broken long before she was born. That maybe it was her turn to fix it—or at least sing it a little less lonely.

The storm rose. Lightning laced the sky like shattered nerves. Rain hammered rooftops and turned the world to blur and roar. And just before she passed into fitful sleep, she thought she heard a laugh—not cruel, not mocking, but ancient, delighted, as if something in the bones of the world had just remembered how to breathe again.

Far above her, the Wyrd flinched.

Far beneath her, the earth hummed.

And somewhere on the edge of sleep and storm, Aureya dreamt of a fox with eyes like riddles and a voice made of old poems, of wings made of starlight folded over broken hearts, of a tower made of teeth and a song that could shatter gods—and of her mother, singing again, not as a memory, but as a promise.

The Wyrd remembers.

It always does.

Even when we forget.

Especially then.

And when the Wyrd laughs again...

The lost shall return.
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​“The Bard Who Sang Too Loud”

The tavern was half-empty and entirely miserable, the kind of place that seemed built from disappointment and left to marinate in spilt ale and failed ambition. The Drunken Lantern squatted at the edge of Grelloway like a barnacle too stubborn to scrape off, its warped door perpetually ajar as if already halfway into an apology for the night ahead. Inside, smoke clung low to the ceiling like shame, and the hearth sulked with the half-hearted flicker of last year’s wood. The crowd, such as it was, consisted of long-haul fishermen with hollow eyes, one-legged smugglers playing liar’s dice, and a trio of off-duty clerics who drank like their gods were watching and dared them to sin. Aureya Thorne—calling herself Lye, always Lye now, never the name that sang too loud in her blood—perched on a stool too wobbly for dignity, her battered lute across her lap and her voice threading its way between the clatter of mugs and the groans of old floorboards. She’d been playing for three weeks straight in this port-rot tavern, just enough to earn a cot behind the ale barrels and a few coins each night, most of which vanished the second she bought ink, parchment, or anything with string. She kept her head down, her songs light, her identity buried deep beneath sarcasm and salt. She was careful. She knew the cost of carelessness in a place like Irindale, where magic was not just forbidden but hunted, and the only bardic tales still permitted were scrubbed, censored, and sung in the key of compliance. And yet—despite the warnings humming in her bones, despite the pact she’d made with herself to keep the Wyrd sealed tight behind her ribs—tonight her voice itched. Not her throat. Not her lips. Her voice. The soul of it. The part of her that knew songs weren’t just melodies but memories made flesh. The part that wanted to resonate, to shimmer, to shake the dust off the world and make it feel something again. It was dangerous. And irresistible.

So she ignored the itch. At first.

She plucked out a sea shanty, something crude and repetitive, let the crowd warm with it. Laughed at the slurred request for a “titty tune” from a sailor missing three fingers and half his decency. She played what they expected. She smiled when they leered. She thanked them when they tossed coins like pity. And when the third song started, she meant to keep it simple. Truly. It was an old tavern lullaby, “The Ballad of Sweet Harlie,” usually sung by soft-eyed drunks trying to forget war, heartbreak, or both. But her fingers moved differently this time. Slower. Her tongue curled around the words with a reverence she didn’t expect. And somewhere between the second verse and the chorus, the Wyrd answered. It was always there, just beneath the surface of things—like fog waiting for light, like breath behind glass—and when it found
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