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Prologue: The Breath of the Fog 

Long before caravans carried fire through ravines, before monks sacrificed themselves to silence, before oaths were sworn beneath the stars, there was fog. 

It did not rise from rivers or valleys as ordinary mist does. It was older, heavier, patient. It clung to mountains like memory, whispering names that no living ear could bear. The fog was not weather—it was the breath of the Harvest. 

The Cult of Eternal Harvest 

The cult was older than dynasties. Its roots stretched through villages and markets, its chants echoing in forgotten tongues. It did not conquer with armies, nor rule with banners. It harvested. 

• Threads bound the living, pulling limbs like marionettes. 

• Gems imprisoned voices, each stone a silent scream. 

• Idols consumed faith, their hands weaving eternity. 

And always, the fog remained. 

The Eternal Cycle 

Dynasties rose and fell, kings claimed Heaven’s Mandate, armies marched across plains. Yet the Harvest endured. It fed not on crowns or palaces, but on silence. Villages bowed, merchants traded silver for safety, priests sang songs that bound souls into stone. 

But in every age, courage rose. 

The Fire of Defiance 

Merchants carried torches through ravines. Monks spoke wisdom that echoed beyond death. Caravans endured betrayals, vanishings, and despair. They fought not for victory, but for defiance. For in defiance lay freedom, and in freedom lay hope. 

One caravan would rise above all others. Led by Li Wen, guided by a monk whose voice became echo, scarred by betrayal, yet unbroken. They carried fire through temples and valleys, swore an oath that would outlast fog itself. 

The Whisper of Eternity 

The fog whispers still. It carries names of the vanished, voices of the silenced, lessons of the fallen. Yet courage whispers too. Fire flickers in caravans, oaths spread across villages, memory resists silence. 

This is the tale of the caravan that swore to endure. 

This is the tale of fire against strings, courage against despair. 

This is the tale of the Eternal Harvest—and those who defied it. 
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Chapter 1: Whispers in the Borderlands 
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The year was 1898, in the waning twilight of the Qing dynasty. The empire’s borders stretched like frayed silk, its threads loosening where mountains pressed against the jungles of Burma and Siam. In those highlands, where Yunnan and Sichuan met the humid breath of Southeast Asia, trade was both lifeblood and poison. Caravans carried salt, tea, and silk; smugglers trafficked opium, jade, and human desperation. The roads were narrow veins carved into cliffs, and every bend seemed to whisper of danger. 

The mist was perpetual. It clung to the ridges like a shroud, swallowing sound and light. Travelers spoke of voices in the fog—sometimes laughter, sometimes cries. Merchants dismissed them as tricks of wind and echo, but the locals, hardened by centuries of superstition, muttered of spirits that walked unseen. They called them hunpu, the wandering souls, and warned that those who ignored their whispers would vanish into the mountains, never to return. 

The Caravan 

Li Wen, a trader from Kunming, led his caravan southward. His wagons creaked under the weight of tea bricks bound for Mandalay, where British merchants paid in silver coin. He was a man of pragmatism, hardened by years of bargaining in smoky tea houses, yet even he felt unease as the caravan entered the borderlands. His men were restless, their eyes darting at shadows. The horses snorted, ears twitching at sounds no one else heard. 

At dusk, they reached a small hamlet nestled in a gorge. The village was little more than a cluster of wooden huts, their roofs sagging under damp moss. Smoke curled from a few chimneys, but the air smelled faintly of rot. Li Wen dismounted, greeted by an elder whose face was lined like cracked bark. The man’s eyes were clouded, yet sharp with suspicion. 

“You travel south?” the elder rasped. 

Li Wen nodded. “To Mandalay. We seek lodging for the night.” 

The elder’s gaze lingered on the wagons. “The fog grows thick. Do not listen to what it carries.” 

The warning unsettled Li Wen, though he dismissed it with a polite bow. That night, as the caravan rested, the fog pressed against the huts like a living thing. Some swore they heard footsteps circling outside. Others claimed voices whispered their names. By dawn, one of the guards was gone. His bedroll lay empty, his boots abandoned at the door. 

Rumors of Disappearance 

The villagers spoke in hushed tones. Disappearances were not rare. Merchants, smugglers, even soldiers had vanished along these roads. Some said bandits took them, others believed the jungle swallowed them whole. Yet the villagers’ eyes betrayed deeper fear. They spoke of a cult, ancient and unseen, that harvested souls for its own purpose. No one dared name it aloud, but the whispers carried a single phrase: The Eternal Harvest. 

Li Wen pressed onward, though unease gnawed at him. Each mile southward seemed heavier, as though unseen hands tugged at the caravan. The fog thickened, swallowing the road until only the creak of wheels and the snort of horses marked their progress. At night, the men huddled close to the fires, their faces pale. One swore he saw figures moving in the mist—tall, thin, their limbs jerking like marionettes. Another claimed he heard chanting beneath the rustle of leaves. 

The Smuggler’s Bargain 

On the third day, the caravan encountered a lone traveler. He was a smuggler, lean and sharp-eyed, carrying a bundle of opium wrapped in oilcloth. His name was Zhang Rui, and he laughed when Li Wen asked about the disappearances. 

“Bandits, spirits, cults—it is all the same,” Zhang said. “The mountains eat men. But if you know the paths, you can walk safely.” 

Li Wen frowned. “And you know these paths?” 

Zhang’s grin was sly. “For a price.” 

The smuggler spoke of hidden trails, of caves where jade glittered like frozen stars, and of rituals performed in the dark. He claimed the cult was real, a thousand years old, worshipping an idol carved from bone and stone. The missing were not dead, he said, but enslaved—turned into living puppets that mined gems for the cult’s coffers. Their eyes were hollow, their voices stolen, their bodies bound by crimson strings. 

Li Wen dismissed it as opium-fueled fantasy, yet unease lingered. The smuggler’s words echoed the villagers’ whispers. And when Zhang offered to guide them through safer routes, Li Wen reluctantly agreed. 

Lanterns in the Fog 

That night, as the caravan camped near a ravine, lanterns flickered in the mist. At first, they seemed like fireflies, but soon shapes emerged—figures carrying lights, moving in eerie silence. Their faces were pale, their eyes vacant. The caravan guards raised weapons, but the figures did not approach. They merely stood at the edge of the fog, swaying gently, as though pulled by invisible strings. 

Zhang Rui paled. “Do not look at them,” he hissed. “They are the Harvested.” 

Li Wen’s heart pounded. “What do they want?” 

Zhang’s voice trembled. “They want nothing. They are puppets. It is the cult that watches through them.” 

The figures lingered until dawn, then dissolved into mist. When the caravan resumed its journey, two more men were missing. Their bedrolls lay empty, their belongings untouched. Only faint crimson threads remained, trailing into the fog. 

The Village of Hollow Eyes 

By the fifth day, the caravan reached another settlement. This village was larger, with stone walls and a market square. Yet its people were strange. Their eyes seemed vacant, their movements sluggish, as though half-asleep. Children played without laughter, their faces expressionless. Li Wen felt a chill as he walked among them. 

An old monk approached, his robes tattered, his staff worn smooth. He bowed deeply. “You should not linger here,” he said. “This place is touched by the Harvest.” 

Li Wen asked, “What is the Harvest?” 

The monk’s gaze was heavy. “A religion older than dynasties. It feeds on the living, binding them into servitude. Those who vanish are not gone. They are taken, reshaped, and made to toil in the mines of eternity.” 

The monk warned that the cult’s temple lay hidden in the mountains, guarded by puppets and priests. Its rituals demanded blood and silence. “If you hear chanting in the fog,” he said, “run. Do not look back.” 

That night, Li Wen could not sleep. The fog pressed against the walls, whispering like a thousand voices. He dreamed of strings pulling at his limbs, of eyes staring without souls, of hands digging endlessly into stone. When he awoke, sweat drenched his body. Outside, the caravan stirred in panic. Another man was gone. Only his lantern remained, its flame extinguished, its handle wrapped in crimson thread. 

Li Wen realized then that the borderlands were not merely haunted by superstition. Something older, darker, and far more deliberate was at work. The disappearances were not chance. They were harvests. And the fog was not empty—it was watching. 

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A thriller

ETERNAL HARVEST
- THE SILENT PUPPETS

An Epic Dark'Fantasy

L MEI





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





