

  	
	    
	      Also by Wind Amiras

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Before You Left In The Rain

          
        
          
	          Inherited Vengeance

          
        
          
	          What The Roots Remember

          
        
          
	          Before You Were Mine

          
        
          
	          The Last Carriage

          
        
          
	          The Lazarus Chronometer

          
        
          
	          The Man I Married Doesn't Exist

          
        
          
	          Twisted Verdicts

          
        
          
	          Where Silent Watched

          
        
          
	          Echo Chamber

          
        
          
	          Skin Suite

          
        
          
	          Behind Closed Eyelids

          
        
          
	          The Covenant

          
        
          
	          The Backrooms - UNLEASED

          
        
          
	          Bring Her Back

          
        
          
	          The Good Wive's Guide to Bleeding

          
        
          
	          He Wears The Dead

          
        
          
	          Sackittin

          
        
          
	          The Room is Warm and Someone is Watching

          
        
          
	          The Standard

          
        
          
	          Load Bearing

          
        
          
	          The Phantom Limb

          
        
          
	          A Field That Isn't Grass

          
        
          
	          The Audience Missed You

          
        
          
	          The Curated Flesh

          
        
          
	          Wet Canvas

          
        
          
	          The Resin Garden

          
        
      

      
    
    


THE RESIN GARDEN

a novel

Wind Amiras

© Wind Amiras 2026, all rights reserved, Published by Wind Amiras, Jakarta, Indonesia

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organizations, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Contents

Contents

Chapter One — The Call

Chapter Two — The Team at the Rim

Chapter Three — The Wrong Reflection

Chapter Four — The First Night

Chapter Five — The Cartography of Spores

Chapter Six — The Walking Rian

Chapter Seven — What Walks in Borrowed Weather

Chapter Eight — The Grey Rain

Chapter Nine — What the Spores Remembered

Chapter Ten — The Resin Grove

Chapter Eleven — The Lost Entry

Chapter Twelve — The Twin Cysts

Chapter Thirteen — The Core Mind

Chapter Fourteen — The Severance

Chapter Fifteen — The Unremembered

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — The Call
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The trail camera caught Rian Kael at 4:03 in the morning, eighteen months before any of this started, and Zhalia had looked at that photograph so many times the paper had gone soft at the corners, like a bank note carried too long in a back pocket. In it he stands at the edge of a cloud forest with his headlamp blown out to a white smear, his face half-turned as if somebody behind the lens had just said his name. Snow catches in his hair. His mouth is open on a word the camera never heard. He's wearing the red expedition jacket that had been a joke between them for years — too bright, he'll get spotted by search planes before he even needs rescuing, ha ha — and there is nothing funny about it anymore.

The photograph found her while she was on her knees in a mass grave outside Ghorband, sorting femurs by age and fracture pattern, radio traffic thin and crackling in her ear. She'd looked at the screen until it dimmed on its own, and the forensic tent around her had gone soft and grey, like something seen through water.

She still carried the photograph. It lived in a manila folder along with a single page of her brother's handwriting, torn and water-stained, which she had read so many times she no longer needed the paper to see the words.

It already knows my name.

The hand was his — cramped, left-leaning, the script he'd taught himself in boarding school so the dormitory matrons wouldn't catch him writing letters after lights-out. The paper had scorch marks along one edge, as if someone had tried to burn it and lost their nerve halfway through. The document analyst she'd paid out of her own pocket — because the official channels had stopped returning her calls somewhere around month eleven — confirmed the ink age, the pressure profile, the consistency of the stroke. Genuine, he'd said. Every agency she'd shown it to had said the same word back to her in a different shape: insufficient.

They'd called off the search after twenty-three days. Two helicopters had gone up into the Haqara Highlands; one came back with its avionics fried, carrying a pilot who wouldn't discuss what he'd heard over the radio and quit flying within the month. The basin that had swallowed Rian's five-person team — a fog-choked depression the Lakai called Ilu-Shei, the Sunken Kingdom — gave back exactly one object: a single page pinned to a juniper branch three kilometers from the nearest trail, found by an old shepherd who wouldn't take money for it and wouldn't drink the tea Zhalia offered.

"The mountains there remember," he'd told her, the only thing he said before he turned and walked off into weather no sane person walks into voluntarily. "Do not ask them to remember you."

She had thanked him with the smile she used on the families of the dead, the one that costs nothing and promises nothing, and gone home to a flat in Bishkek with a shower that never got properly hot, and she had stood under it until her skin went pink and tried not to think about the last thing she'd done before the search went quiet.

She had missed his final call. She'd been in a bar on Chuy Avenue with a man whose name she'd already half-forgotten by the time she woke up the next morning, and her phone had buzzed against the table between the empty glasses, and she had looked at Rian's name on the screen, and she had turned it face-down and gone back to whatever it was she'd been trying to feel with a stranger's hand on her waist.

She wasn't proud of that night. She'd stopped being proud of very much a long time before that, somewhere around her third exhumation, when she'd learned that the body keeps demanding small comforts long after the mind has decided it doesn't deserve any. The bar had been a narrow place on Chuy Avenue with a name she'd never bothered to read, string lights strung over a mirror gone spotted with age, a bartender who poured with the flat indifference of a man who'd stopped being impressed by grief a decade earlier. She'd gone in alone, meaning to have one drink and go home to the map with its colored tacks, and instead she'd ended up at a corner table with a man who'd asked, apropos of nothing, whether she'd ever tried to fix a Soviet-era radiator with nothing but a hex key and pure spite, and had then told the story of trying anyway, badly, at length, with his hands doing most of the narration.

His name had been Daniyar, or maybe Daniar — she genuinely could not, eighteen months later, say which — though she remembered with an almost embarrassing precision that he'd had a chipped front tooth and a coat two sizes too big for him, and that he'd ordered the cheapest thing on the menu without a trace of self-consciousness about it. He'd told a joke about Soviet plumbing that had made her laugh so hard she'd had to put her forehead flat on the sticky table, and for maybe forty minutes — she'd never gone back and timed it exactly, though some part of her had wanted to, the same part that timed everything — she had not been a woman who spent her days matching orphaned bones to missing children. She had just been a person. Drunk enough. Warm enough. Wanted, in the small, uncomplicated, non-forensic sense of the word, by a man who had no idea what her actual job was and had asked, at one point, whether she did something with maps, because she'd mentioned Bishkek and coordinates in the same breath without meaning to.

She'd almost told him the truth. She remembered getting as far as I look for people who are already dead and swallowing it before it landed, because it wasn't a sentence you handed a stranger over cheap beer, and because some evenings the whole point was not being that woman for an hour, and she'd wanted, badly, for this to be one of those evenings.

He'd asked for her number and she'd given him a real one, which surprised her later, because normally she gave out numbers one digit off just to be rid of people gently. She still didn't fully know why she'd broken her own rule that particular night. Maybe the radiator story had actually been funny. Maybe his hands, doing the narration, had reminded her, briefly and unfairly, of Rian's hands at their mother's dinner table, telling some story everyone had heard forty times and laughing at it anyway, every time, like it was new. Maybe it was only that for forty minutes she'd felt like a person instead of a function, and some animal part of her had wanted more of that feeling before the bill came and reality came with it.

She would never see him again. She didn't try. Some nights, lying awake with the map of the Haqara Highlands glowing faintly under her eyelids, she caught herself hating him a little, unfairly, the way you hate a doorway you happened to be standing in when the roof came down. He hadn't done anything. He'd just been there, being easy and warm and uncomplicated, at the exact hour her brother needed her to pick up a phone.

I'm sorry, she told the ceiling, most nights. She was never sure which of them she was apologizing to.

— ⊹ —

The call from Dr. Ormon Vancelle came on a Tuesday in late autumn, when the poplars along her street were shedding yellow into the gutters and the air had that particular Bishkek smell of coal smoke going up against the first cold front. She was at the kitchen table stripping down a GPS unit she hadn't used for real work in a year, mostly to have something to do with her hands. The screen said Belgium. She almost let it ring out.

The voice that answered her hello was old, male, unhurried in a way that put her back up immediately — not the unhurried of someone with nowhere to be, but the unhurried of someone who has already worked out how the conversation ends and is simply walking her toward it.

"Ms. Kael. My name is Ormon Vancelle. I believe I can help you find your brother."

She didn't ask how he'd gotten her number. She didn't ask who he was. Those were forensics — background, provenance, chain of custody — and she'd learned that you go for the load-bearing question first, because everything else is scaffolding.

"What do you want in return?"

A pause. Not surprise. She'd have bet money on that. Satisfaction.

"To accompany you. And to bring a piece of equipment I've spent twelve years building. I'll fund the whole operation — personnel, permits, the inevitable bribes. You choose the team. You keep operational control. I'm not a climber, Ms. Kael, and I have no interest in playing one. I'm a man with a very specific question, and the Sunken Kingdom is the only place that will answer it."

She leaned back and the chair spring creaked under her, the same complaint it had been making for three years. On the wall over the sink hung her map of the Haqara Highlands, colored tacks pushed into it like a wound that wouldn't close — red for Rian's last coordinates, blue for the debris field the official search had written off as empty, green for the shepherd. She'd looked at that map so many nights the pin colors had started showing up behind her eyes when she closed them.

"What question?"

"I'll tell you in person. Some things need a face across the table."

— ⊹ —

She met him three days later at a café near the Osh Bazaar, the kind of place that served tea strong enough to strip paint and samsa that burned the roof of your mouth if you didn't wait it out. He was older than the voice had suggested — late sixties, maybe further, with a high forehead and a trimmed white beard and eyes the pale, flat color of ice that has refrozen more than once. His coat had been expensive a decade ago and he wore it like a man who'd forgotten he owned nicer things. He moved slowly but not weakly — the economy of somebody rationing effort for the parts of the day that mattered.

He ordered black tea and never touched it.

"The basin you call Ilu-Shei," he said, without any of the throat-clearing she'd expected, "is not a geographical feature. It is an archive."

She said nothing. The part of her that had spent a decade around bones went quiet and watchful, cataloguing.

"The mycelial mat that covers the valley floor is a continuous neural network," he went on. "It stores information — specifically, memory. It reads the electromagnetic signature the brain produces under high emotional load: fear, grief, love, awe. It records what it reads by growing its own structure to mirror the pattern. Over a very long time, that basin has become something close to a hard drive, Ms. Kael. And the people who walk into it become part of what's stored."

She'd heard stranger things in her line of work, from men who claimed to talk to the dead through the arrangement of bones and women who swore they could smell a grave from three kilometers downwind. She hadn't believed any of them. But she'd built a career on believing evidence when it was put in front of her, however much she didn't want to.

"Why tell me this?"

He opened a slim aluminum case on the table between them. Nested in grey foam was a handheld unit with a small screen and a fan of thin, wire-fine prongs.

"Because I have a device that reads the archive. A SQUID magnetometer, miniaturized, tuned to the frequency band of human memory formation. It reads the residual signature the mycelium holds. In plain language — it can track a person by the echo of their thoughts."

Her heart was going too fast. She kept her voice level through an act of will she'd perfected over ten years of telling mothers their sons were dead.

"And you think my brother's thoughts are still in there."

"I know they are." He held her gaze without blinking. "I've already detected a signature that matches his expedition's biometric profile. It's active. Still generating memory. Which means, in some form, he is still conscious."

The café noise receded to a hum. She felt something she hadn't let herself feel since she opened that manila folder for the first time — hope, so sharp and so cold it was nearly indistinguishable from fear.

She closed the case.

"I'll need a team," she said. "A guide who knows the ground. A biologist who can read the fungal layer. A signals man who can keep us in contact with the outside world. And you. But if you lie to me about one single thing, I will leave you in there and walk out without looking back."

Something moved behind his eyes, tired and old. "I wouldn't expect anything less."

She studied him a long moment. He didn't flinch from it. There was a small bulge in his coat pocket, rectangular, a case of some kind. He touched it once, absently — a habit worn smooth over years, the way Sabir would later touch his bracelet, the way people touch the one
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