
Table of Contents

Unknown Book

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8


A Rune Carved in Ice, and a Heart That Thaws

Opening Credits

Title: A Rune Carved in Ice, and a Heart That Thaws

Written by: Phan Son

Narrated by: Anabella

—-
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Frostbound Beginnings

The wind tore at the shutters of the stone cottages in Selvedge like a chorus of invisible wolves, each gust a howl that rose from the surrounding white wastes. By the time the sun slipped behind the jagged silhouettes of the northern peaks, the village was a cluster of frost-kissed roofs huddled together for warmth, thin smoke curling up from chimneys as if trying to find a place in the sky where the cold could not reach.

Elara stood on the edge of the frozen river that bisected the settlement, her breath a thin mist that vanished almost as soon as it formed. She had been working at the forge since dawn, her small hands coaxing metal into shape by the flickering light of the hearth. The clang of hammer on steel still rang in her ears, a metallic heartbeat that matched the rhythm of the wind.

She wore the simple gray woolen tunic of an apprentice, the hem frayed at the cuffs where the cold had already begun to gnaw. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight braid, a few loose strands escaping to frame a face that held the fierce curiosity of someone who had always felt she was meant for something beyond the soot-smudged walls of the village.

"You're still out there, El?" called a voice from behind her. It was Thom, her older brother, his voice warm despite the chill, his breath visible as he made his way toward her, boots crunching in the packed snow.

Elara turned, the red of the forge's embers reflected in the eyes of the water's surface. "Just checking the ice," she replied, her tone light but edged with earnestness. "The river's been thinning. If the ice cracks and we lose the bridge, the whole village could be cut off."

Thom knelt beside her, his strong hands brushing off a thin layer of snow from his own coat. He was a year older, broad-shouldered, the sort of man who seemed carved from the very granite that rose around Selvedge. He had taken over the duties of the village's chief hunter after their father's passing, and his eyes bore the weight of responsibilities that Elara felt only faintly.

"It'll be fine," he said, chuckling as he scooped a small handful of snow and flung it into the air. "We've survived worse. Remember the winter of the snowshards? We had that ice storm for three weeks and still managed to bring in enough firewood."

Elara smiled, but the smile faded as she glanced toward the far side of the river, where the glacier wall rose like a silent sentinel. For generations, the people of Selvedge had regarded the glacier as a boundary, a wall of frozen stone marking the limits of their world. Children were warned never to venture too close; elders spoke of ancient spirits that dwelt within the ice.

"I want to see the wall up close," Elara said, a sudden spark in her voice that caught Thom off guard. He raised an eyebrow.

"The wall?" he repeated, his tone half teasing, half cautious. "You know the stories, little sister. Old Grimbald swears an ancient rune lies hidden there, a thing of power that cursed our ancestors."

Grimbald, the village elder, had a voice like cracked bark. He would sit on his perch at the edge of the hearth on winter evenings, eyes glinting with the glow of oil lamps, weaving tales of the rune carved into the glacier centuries ago. Supposedly, the rune was the key to a flood of magic that once ran through the valley, before a great sorrow froze that flow forever.

"You think it's just a story," Elara whispered, her gaze fixed on the shimmering surface of the ice.

"It could be," Thom said, the smile gone from his face. He crouched down, his hands finding a small pocket of softer snow. He dug gently, exposing a thin patch of ice that gave way under his fingers with a soft creak. The sound seemed to echo across the frozen plain.

"Listen," he said, pressing his ear to the ice. For a moment, nothing but the wind's howl filled the air. Then, as if the glacier itself inhaled, a low, resonant hum slipped through the crystal layers—a sound like distant bells, a single note that vibrated the marrow in your bones.

Elara's head snapped toward him. "Do you hear that?" she asked, her voice barely audible over the wind.

Thom withdrew his hand, eyes wide. "I think I do."

The hum seemed to grow, a pulse that matched the beating of their own hearts, faint but undeniable. The air around them seemed to thicken, and for a heartbeat, the world fell silent except for this single, otherworldly note.

"It's the rune," whispered Elara, almost to herself. "It... it's waking."

She took a step forward, the snow crunching under her boots. "I have to see it."

Thom hesitated, then nodded. The bond between them, forged since childhood, was strong enough to trust in each other's recklessness.

Together, they began the trek toward the glacier wall. The path was a narrow passage of packed snow and ice, bordered by the looming cataracts of frozen waterfalls that glittered under the waning moon. Shadows danced across the surface, cast by the interplay of moonlight and the distant flicker of torches from Selvedge.

As they drew closer, the hum deepened, resonating through the bones of the world. Elara's breath quickened, each exhale forming a cloud that seemed to thrum in rhythm with the unseen vibration. She felt as if she were moving toward something ancient, something waiting to be found after centuries of dormancy.

The glacier wall loomed ahead, a black marble of compressed ice rising like a cathedral spire. Its surface was pitted and scarred, evidence of millennia of wind and weather. Amidst the cracks and cracks, a shape emerged—a rune, carved deep into the heart of the ice, its lines precise, crisp, and impossibly clear despite the weathering.

It was a symbol unlike any Elara had seen. Two interlocking spirals, their ends forming a sharp point that seemed to penetrate the ice itself. The edges glowed faintly, a soft cyan light that pulsed in time with the hum. The rune seemed to draw the moonlight into it, making it appear as though the very ice were breathing.

Elara stepped closer, her eyes widening. She reached out a tentative hand, the tip of her glove just grazing the surface. As soon as her skin met the frost, a shock of cold ran up her arm, far colder than any winter could conjure. The rune responded instantly, its glow flaring brighter.

"The tales were true," Thom said, his voice trembling. He stood a few feet away, watching his sister's hand as it hovered over the rune. "Grimbald..."

Elara's mind raced. She had spent years watching Grimbald's stories, memorizing each rune diagram, each myth of the old world, but none had prepared her for this. The air seemed to vibrate, the hum now a chorus. She felt as though the ice itself were a living thing, breathing in response to her touch.

She drew back, heart pounding, and the glow of the rune dimmed, but the hum remained, now a steady rhythm, like a heart beating beneath the frozen surface.

"It... it feels like it's alive," Elara whispered.

"It’s a rune, El," Thom said, forcing a smile. "It's supposed to be a conduit, a channel for an old magic. Maybe it’s still... waiting."

She took a step forward again, more carefully this time. The rune's pattern seemed to shift minutely under her gaze, lines flickering like the faint pulse of a lantern in fog. She felt a pull, an invitation to unlock whatever secret lay within.

The glacier wall gave a soft crack, a sound louder than a distant avalanche. A fissure spidered outward from the rune, fissuring the ice like a web of thin glass. The hum swelled, as if a choir had joined the solo note.

Elara froze. "What is happening?" she asked, voice shaking.

The crack widened, drawing away from the rune and spreading across the wall like veins of light. Frost fell away in shimmering sheets, clattering onto the snow below. Through the widening gap, a dim, amber glow seeped, warm against the overwhelming cold.

Within the fissure, hidden beneath layers of ice, an object lay half-exposed: a heart, perfectly formed of crystal, its surface etched with ancient sigils that pulsed in time with the rune's hum. The heart radiated a faint heat that seemed impossible in the freezing air. As the frost fell away, it revealed a swirl of colors within – reds and golds mixing with icy blues, a paradox of flame and frost.

Elara's eyes widened, a gasp caught in her throat. The heart seemed to beat, though it was made of ice, each throb sending a ripple through the surrounding air.

"The heart," she breathed. "The frozen heart."

"Elara, we shouldn't—" Thom began, but his words were cut off by the intensity of the moment. The hum now rose to a crescendo, filling the entire valley with its resonant tone.

She reached for the heart, her fingers trembling. The moment her gloved hand made contact, a surge of warmth flowed through her, startling the fire within her chest. The hum shifted, now a melodic hum that seemed to call directly to her mind, as if whispering a name or a purpose.

"I can... I can hear it," Elara whispered, eyes unfocused. She saw flashes of a memory that wasn't hers: a battlefield of swirling snow, a figure cloaked in white, a scream of ice cracking. She saw a man—tall, regal, with an aura of ancient royalty—standing before a blaze of fire, his eyes pleading.

The vision faded as quickly as it had come. Elara's eyes snapped open, and she was back on the frozen plain, kneeling beside the glowing heart. She looked up at Thom, whose face was a mixture of awe and fear.

"We have to bring it back," she said, voice resolute. "We have to take it to the forge. The rune... it wants to be used."

Thom stared at the heart, then at his sister. "El, you know what the elders say. Grimbald warned us—"

"The elders are scared of what they don't understand," Elara shot back. "We can't just leave it here to rot, or worse, let it freeze forever."

Thom opened his mouth, but before he could speak, a low voice echoed across the valley. It was hoarse, ancient, like the grind of ice against stone.

"Do not disturb that which has lain dormant for centuries."

The voice came from nowhere and everywhere, reverberating through the ice itself. A figure emerged from the shadows of the glacier wall—a man, cloaked in a heavy fur mantle, his beard white as the snow, eyes as sharp as icicles. He moved with a slow, deliberate gait, and each step seemed to crack the ice beneath his boots.

Grimbald. He had come, seemingly out of thin air, his presence commanding, the weight of the village's authority wrapped around him like a cloak.

"Elara," he said, his voice softer now, tinged with a mixture of warning and curiosity. "You have awakened something that should have remained asleep. The rune... it is a relic of the old world, a seal placed upon a power too great for mortal hands."

Elara stared at Grimbald, her heart pounding in her chest. "I didn't mean to—"

"The ancient rune was carved to protect the kingdom," Grimbald continued, his eyes flicking to the heart. "It sealed a curse, bound by ice and fire, waiting for the day where the balance could be restored."

He took a step toward the heart. The hum rose once more, now more urgent. Grimbald's hand reached out, but he halted, the elderly lines of his face furrowing. "You must choose, child. To keep the heart sealed, or to break it."

Elara clenched her fists. The glow of the heart pulsed like a living thing, begging, coaxing. She felt its warmth seep into her bones, a promise of something beyond the cold stone walls of Selvedge—of power, of knowledge, of change.

"I cannot leave it here," she said, her voice steadier than she felt. "If this is a curse, we must end it."

Grimbald studied her for a long moment, his eyes narrowing. In that silence, the wind howled around the glacier, carrying with it the distant sounds of wildlife far up the mountains. The night was alive with the hiss of frost cracking, a reminder of the fragile peace that held their world together.

"Very well," he said finally, his tone resigned. "You have made your choice. But heed this, Elara—powers that have been dormant for centuries are not easily tamed. Bring it to your forge, but do so with caution."

He turned, his cape sweeping the snow, his footsteps disappearing into the night. The wind seemed to pause for a heartbeat, then resumed its relentless chatter.

Thom stood rigid, his shoulders tensed. "We need to get it back before daylight. The ice will be thickening again, and we might not have much time."

Elara nodded, already moving. She wrapped the heart in a weathered shroud of wool, the sigils on its surface pulsing under her fingers. The rune's hum faded into a gentle thrum as the heart settled within the cloth.

"We'll take the back trail," she said, glancing toward the main path that led through the village. "It’s less exposed. The elders will hear of this and try to stop us, but we have to move now."

Thom hesitated, then followed his sister's lead. A new determination burned in his eyes—part sibling protectiveness, part reverence for the unpredictable currents of fate that had thrust them into this new chapter of their lives.

They began the return trek across the glacier, the night deepening around them. Frost clung to their beards and hair, their breaths forming white clouds that rose and vanished into the blackness. The rune's hum seemed to follow them, a faint echo that vibrated through the soles of their boots. The heart, cradled in the wool, emitted a faint warmth that tingled against their skin, an unexpected counterpoint to the biting cold.

As they moved, the world seemed to shift subtly. The aurora borealis, a ribbon of emerald and violet light, danced overhead, casting an ethereal glow over the snow. The silhouettes of the frozen peaks stood like ancient guardians, silent and watchful.

The path led them toward the village, but before they could see the lights of Selvedge's hearths, a sudden crack split the air. A massive slab of ice, weakened by the heart's awakening, gave way, sending a cascade of frozen fragments tumbling down the slope, creating a deafening roar that drowned even the wind.

Elara instinctively ducked, her heart racing. The air was filled with glittering ice shards that glittered like deadly glass. She felt the wind change, a gust that seemed almost sentient, pushing them forward. In the scramble, the heart's shroud snagged on a jagged protrusion of ice. She grasped tightly, feeling the warm pulse of the relic radiate through the fabric, a contrast to the chill that threatened to seize her limbs.

Thom reached out, his hand gripping her elbow. "Hold on!"

Together, they managed to free the heart from the trap, slipping past the spattered ice as it fell in massive, resonant avalanches that chilled their faces. The sound of breaking ice echoed through the valley, a terrifying reminder of the power they had unleashed.

When they finally cleared the avalanche's wake, the village's glow appeared on the horizon—a soft amber light from the forge's windows, the promise of safety and familiarity. They could see smoke rising, the steady, comforting rhythm of the hearths.

Elara turned toward the heart. The murmur of the ancient runic hum seemed to wane as they approached the village, as if the frozen world beyond the walls of Selvedge was unwilling to relinquish its grip. Yet the heart's own rhythm grew louder, a steady beat that resonated with the thrum of the runes embedded in her palm.

"I think the forge will be a safe place," she said, eyes fixed on the path ahead.

Thom nodded, his expression softening. "We must be careful when we get there. The elders will want to know, and perhaps they
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