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To my family, for asking when the book would be finished.

To my friends, for pretending to care.

And to my readers, for spending money on something I could have simply told you for free.

Enjoy the book.
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“Some stories begin with a choice. Others begin with a mistake.”
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The Drumbeat of Our Ancestors
The night the drums began again, no one spoke. Even the wind held its breath, as if afraid to interrupt a story older than the trees that stood witness. The rhythm came slow at first like a heartbeat waking from sleep thudding through the earth, through bare feet, through marrow. Some thought it was the echo of thunder. But those who remembered, those with silver streaks in their hair and salt in their voices, knew better.

It had been decades since the last time the ancestors had spoken. Since the village split its soul in half and buried the truth beneath silence. But the drums? The drums remembered. They always did. In their hollowed wood and stretched skin, they carried the laughter of harvests, the cries of war, the whispers of forbidden love, and the footsteps of those who once danced barefoot beneath a mango moon.

Elira heard it first alone in the courtyard where her mother, Seraphine, used to sing lullabies that weren’t hers to claim. She stood still, her body trembling not in fear, but in recognition. As if a part of her had been waiting all her life to be summoned. Not by name, but by memory.

In this village of Marrow’s Edge, nothing dies. The past sleeps in the dust, in the clay pots passed down, in the scars worn like jewelry. And when the drums beat again, it is not just music. It is a reckoning. A return. A reminder that no lie stays buried forever, and no soul can run from the blood that made it.

This is not just a story.
This is the consequence of forgetting.
This is the rhythm of truth.
This is The Drumbeat of Our Ancestors.
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The Sound Beneath the Earth

Scene 1:

Early Morning Quiet

The first light of dawn crept softly through the cracked wooden slats of Elira’s window, casting pale stripes across the worn floorboards. Outside, the village of Marrow’s Edge lay cloaked in the fragile hush that only comes before the world wakes when the air still held the coolness of night and the earth smelled sharp and damp.

Elira’s eyes fluttered open, heavy with dreams she couldn’t quite hold onto. She lay still for a moment, listening to the faint rustle of leaves stirred by an early breeze, the distant crowing of roosters beginning their daily chorus. Her breath rose and fell in shallow waves, mingling with the scent of earth and wood smoke that drifted through the cracked window.

On the bedside table, her fingers brushed the worn leather cover of a small journal. The edges were frayed, the pages smudged with dirt and tears. It was her mother’s journal an inheritance heavy with questions. Elira had traced the delicate, looping handwriting countless times, searching for clues in the ink that might explain the silence left behind.

She sat up slowly, muscles stiff from restless sleep. The wooden floor creaked beneath her bare feet as she moved to the window. The village stretched out beneath the waking sky simple huts of clay and thatch, mango trees heavy with fruit, winding dirt paths still empty but for the occasional stray dog padding quietly between homes.

A shiver ran down her spine, not from the cool morning but from a memory too sharp to ignore the last time she’d heard the drums. Years ago, when her mother was still here, their deep, thunderous rhythm had filled the air, a pulse tied to the heartbeat of the land itself. Since then, silence.

Elira pressed her palm to the cool glass, fingers trembling slightly. Somewhere beneath the soil, she felt it the faintest tremor, a whisper of sound, like a distant drumbeat calling out through the bones of the earth.

The morning light grew stronger, but inside Elira, a quiet unrest stirred, echoing the distant rhythm unseen but insistent, promising that the past was waking.

Scene 2: 

The First Echo

The village was still cloaked in the soft gray mist of dawn when Elira stepped outside, the wooden door creaking softly behind her. The air was cool and thick with the scent of damp earth and wildflowers. Her bare feet pressed into the soft soil, dew soaking through the thin soles of her worn sandals.

From somewhere deep beneath the ground, she heard it again a low, steady thrum that seemed to rise and fall like a slow breath, steady and ancient. The sound vibrated faintly beneath her feet, weaving through the roots of the mango trees, threading through the wind worn huts, and curling around the twisted branches like a secret told in whispers.

Around her, the village was beginning to stir. Women emerged from their homes with clay pots balanced on their heads, their faces tight with worry. Men gathered by the wells, their voices hushed but heavy with unease. Children clung to their mothers’ skirts, their eyes wide and questioning.

“They say the drums have come back,” a woman murmured to another, her voice barely above the wind. “That old curse... the one from before the last silence.”

Elira’s heart quickened, though she kept her face calm. The drums were forbidden, their sound a ghost from a past the elders wanted buried deep beneath silence and dust. For years, no one had dared speak of them, much less listen.

But now, the pulse thrummed louder calling, aching pulling her toward something she could not yet name. A part of her that had been waiting, hollow and silent, since her mother vanished.

She moved through the village square, catching snippets of fearful whispers: “Danger... bad spirits... ruin.” But also, under it all, a spark of something else hope? Or defiance?

Maeon was there, leaning against the cracked stone wall of the granary. His dark eyes met hers for a moment, a flicker of concern mixed with a question she couldn’t quite read.

“Elira,” he said quietly as she approached, “you shouldn’t listen to those drums. They bring nothing but trouble.”

She nodded but did not speak. The drumbeat was a thread pulling her toward answers, toward the mother she barely remembered but never stopped seeking.

Beneath the gentle morning light, the village stood divided some
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