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  Preface



Some names awaken light. Others stir the dark.




Jared Thorne once saw only shadows in the world—but now he carries a Book that remembers. With each page revealed, names long buried return with power, and Jared must learn to speak what others have feared to utter.




As ancient enemies rise and sacred places fall, Jared’s journey leads him deeper into the forgotten truths of the Seers. Who can be trusted? What must be sacrificed? And when the time comes, will he dare to speak the one name that changes everything?




The Book is no longer silent.




And neither is he.
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Chapter 1 – The Ember That Wouldn’t Die







The fire had no right to still be burning.




Jared Thorne watched it from across the room, arms wrapped around his knees, chin tucked to his chest. Hours had passed since anyone had added wood, and yet a single ember glowed defiantly in the ashes—no bigger than a fingernail, but bright as a star.




He didn’t move. He hardly breathed. There was something about the way it pulsed—slow, steady—that felt less like fire and more like a heartbeat.




Outside, the wind howled through the trees at the edge of the Brevan Forest, rattling branches and sighing across the fields. The Thorne farmhouse creaked and settled. Floorboards popped. The shutters clacked in their hinges.




Everyone else had gone to bed.




But Jared couldn’t sleep. Not after the dream.




It had started like so many others—mist, light, voices speaking in riddles—but this one had ended differently. There had been fire. A name. And the sensation—so strong it had woken him—that something or someone was waiting for him in the waking world.




Now, here he was, alone by the hearth, clutching the smooth black seer stone he had found months ago under the root of an old willow. It sat warm in his palm, humming faintly.




He leaned forward.




The ember blinked.




Jared flinched, but didn’t retreat. It had moved—he was sure of it. Not flickered, not flared, but moved, almost as if reacting to his presence.




A breathless moment passed. Then, from within the ashes, the ember pulsed again—once, twice—then lifted from the hearth in a shimmer of light.




It floated.




Suspended in mid-air, glowing like an opal soaked in moonlight.




Jared’s heart pounded. He couldn’t look away.




The seer stone in his palm warmed further, a gentle thrum now matching the glow before him. He felt it in his bones, like distant thunder or a memory surfacing from beneath still water.




Then the ember began to spin.




Not quickly, but with purpose—slow, measured, like the turning of an unseen key. As it spun, tendrils of silver light unfurled from it, spiraling outward in delicate, curling patterns that hung in the air for a breath before vanishing.




And then he heard it.




A name.




Spoken not aloud, yet filling the room nonetheless—piercing the silence like a single bell note struck in the heart of a cavern.




“Elion.”




Jared gasped.




The name didn’t just echo—it rang within him, vibrating in his ribs, behind his eyes, in the center of his chest. He didn’t know the word, had never heard it before, and yet it felt… ancient. Weighty. Familiar, the way a long-lost melody might be.




Then as quickly as it had risen, the ember dimmed, dipped, and sank once more into the hearth, disappearing into ash.




Silence rushed in like a wave. Jared stared at the blackened place where it had been, hand trembling around the stone. The warmth faded, but the name remained, seared behind his eyes like an afterimage burned into the soul.




Elion.




What did it mean?




Was it a person? A place? A warning?




He barely heard the soft creak of the stair behind him.




A voice followed, thick with sleep. “You’re up again?”




Jared turned his head. Nathan stood at the edge of the room, shirt wrinkled, blanket draped over one shoulder. He looked more annoyed than surprised.




Jared blinked, still coming back to himself. “The fire…”




“Went out hours ago,” Nathan said, yawning. “I put it down myself. What are you doing, watching cinders?”




“I wasn’t watching. I was…” He paused. How could he explain it?




“It lifted,” he said instead. “There was an ember. It rose and spun. And it said a name.”




Nathan snorted. “Sure it did.”




“I heard it.”




“Was the fire whispering again?” Nathan walked over, rubbing his eyes. “Or maybe it danced a jig, then taught you a song in ancient tongue.”




“I’m not making this up.” Jared’s voice rose slightly. “You always think I am, but I’m not.”




“I think you’re tired.” Nathan tossed a piece of kindling onto the hearth and jabbed at the ashes. “You dream so much, you don’t know what’s real anymore.”




“It wasn’t a dream.”




Nathan didn’t answer right away. He knelt, struck flint to steel, and coaxed a small flame to life. Orange glow spread across the hearth stones.




“You used to believe,” Jared said quietly.




Nathan froze mid-motion. “No,” he said after a moment. “I wanted to. That’s not the same.”




Jared studied his brother’s face in the flickering light. There was weariness there, but also something else—something like grief. Nathan had once followed him into the forest without question, had once believed the dreams and visions might mean something. But that was before…




Before the fields began to die.




Before the livestock had gone missing in the night.




Before Father started locking the barn with iron chains.




Before darkness crept in—not just in the world, but in the hearts of men.




“Even if you don’t believe me,” Jared said, standing slowly, “the ember did. It waited.”




Nathan looked up.




Jared held out the seer stone. “It knew I was here.”




Nathan sighed and stood. “Go to bed, Jared. Before you wake Father.”




Jared hesitated, then nodded. He closed his fingers around the stone and made his way up the stairs, every board creaking beneath his feet.




⸻




In his small loft room beneath the roof beams, Jared lay awake long after the fire below had gone out again. He stared at the rafters above, his fingers lightly tracing the ridges of the seer stone.




“Elion,” he whispered.




The name felt heavy with meaning—but without a definition. Like the first word of a language he didn’t yet speak.




He wondered if Aurian would come.




It had been weeks since the being of light had appeared. Aurian had spoken little, but his presence always left the air charged, the veil between seen and unseen somehow thinner. Jared missed him—missed the sense of clarity, of destiny, of being known.




Now the stone offered something else: a name.




Could it be a warning?




Or a calling?




Sleep finally found him sometime before dawn.




And with it came another dream.




⸻




Jared stood on the edge of a vast plain—barren, wind-torn, beneath a bruised sky. In the center of the plain rose a tower, tall and smooth, made entirely of glass. Its surface shimmered with words—not written in ink, but carved in light. Names. Endless names.




As he stepped closer, some of the names glowed gold. Others flickered. A few burned with angry red.




And at the base of the tower, etched deeper than all the rest, was one word.




Elion.




As Jared reached out to touch it, a voice boomed above him—not threatening, not cruel, but commanding:




“To speak the name is to awaken the bearer. To awaken the bearer… is to change the world.”




Jared gasped—and woke.




The morning sun spilled through the shutters.




And the seer stone lay on his chest, warm again.
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Chapter 2 – The Stranger at the Crossroads



The sun had barely risen when Jared and Nathan left the Thorne farmhouse, the frost still clinging to fence posts and orchard bark like pale lace. Gideon had sent them to the millhouse to barter for grain, but both knew that was only half the reason. Tension had simmered in the house ever since Jared spoke of the ember. Their father had said nothing outright—just clenched his jaw, glanced once at Miriam, then handed Nathan the satchel of dried apples and salt pork without a word.


“Best be back before dusk,” he’d muttered. “The wolves have come lower this season.”


Nathan led the way, his long strides crunching through the brittle stubble of last harvest’s fields. Jared walked just behind, his satchel bouncing lightly at his side, the seer stone tucked safely in his inner pocket. The sky was clear, but cold. The road wound eastward through thinning trees, toward a wide stone crossroads that split the Brevan Valley into four.


They’d traveled this path dozens of times, but today felt different. Heavier. As if the air itself were watching.


“Do you think Father knows?” Jared asked quietly.


Nathan didn’t look back. “Knows what?”


“About the name. About the Book. Maybe even the ember.”


“He doesn’t want to know,” Nathan said. “That’s why he won’t ask. He’s afraid.”


Jared frowned. “Of what?”


Nathan finally slowed and glanced back. “Of what it would mean if it were true.”


They reached the crossroads just as a gust of wind kicked up dust and dead leaves. Jared shielded his eyes. Something about the place always made him uneasy—though he couldn’t explain why. The roads were well-traveled. The old shrine near the center, long abandoned, had once marked the way for pilgrims. But there were rumors too. Of wanderers who passed through and were never seen again. Of voices at twilight. Of figures in cloaks standing too still.


And today—someone was already there.


A man stood at the crossroads.


No horse. No wagon. Just a tall figure cloaked in brown and gray, his hood drawn up, hands hidden in long sleeves. He faced the north road, unmoving. Not the east, where Jared and Nathan approached. Not even the shrine behind him.


Jared slowed.


Nathan did too.


“Traveler,” Nathan called cautiously.


The man didn’t turn.


They drew closer. Jared saw now that the stranger’s cloak was worn at the edges, as though it had seen more seasons than it should have. Dust clung to the hem. His boots were patched with odd symbols—circles and slashes like some forgotten script.


“Do you need aid?” Nathan asked.


Still no answer.


Then the stranger spoke—without moving.


“Two brothers. One sees beyond sight. One shields with silence. Yet the road only carries one forward.”


Jared froze.


The voice was low and smooth, like silk pulled tight over stone. It echoed in Jared’s chest like a bell.


Nathan raised an eyebrow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


The stranger turned—slowly, as though the motion carried weight. His face remained in shadow beneath the hood. But his eyes—pale gray, almost silver—met Jared’s.


“Jared Thorne,” he said.


Jared blinked. “How do you—?”


“I was sent to test your path.”


Nathan stepped between them. “By whom?”


The stranger ignored the question. “This road splits in four directions,” he said, gesturing around them. “North leads to silence. South to shadow. West returns you to comfort.”


He pointed east—the path they had come to take.


“But this road—this one—leads to fire.”


“Fire?” Jared asked. “You mean danger?”


“I mean refinement.”


The stranger extended a hand. In his palm was a small token—circular, etched with the same swirling marks on his boots. At its center was a single rune. Jared didn’t know the symbol, but the moment he saw it, the seer stone in his pocket warmed.


“Choose your direction,” the stranger said. “But know this: one path will cost your brother.”


Nathan stiffened.


“Is that a threat?” he snapped.


“A truth,” the man replied.


The wind rose again, spinning dust and leaves into a spiral. When it cleared, the stranger was gone.


Just gone.


No footfall. No shadow. No trace.


Only the token remained—hovering in the air where his hand had been.


It drifted downward, landing at Jared’s feet.


Nathan swore under his breath. “We’re going back.”


“What?”


“Back to































OEBPS/23da8e4fdd7032b1c88087c9296604351a4ce0b9_smallRaw.jpg
i TheBOOk

DAVID G. HENNESSEY














