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Chapter I – Where the Wind First Found Its Voice

	The orchard waited beneath a sky the color of pale snowfall, though no winter touched its branches. Each tree bowed gently toward the center, as if remembering a song half-forgotten. Their bark shimmered in faint silver hues, catching the soft glow of a sun that never fully rose but never entirely set. In this quiet place, silence was not the absence of sound—it was a living presence, a patient companion that breathed through every leaf.

	At the edge of the orchard stood Lyriel, a wanderer who had come seeking a truth she could not name. The earth beneath her feet felt warm despite the cool air, and when she took a step forward, a faint hum stirred among the roots. She paused. The orchard seemed to be listening, as if weighing the sound of her heartbeat.

	There had been whispers—tales of a place where silence learned to sing, where the unheard found their voices again. Lyriel had followed those whispers through forests and across moonlit ridges, driven not by hope but by a tender ache she carried deep within her chest. The ache of words unsaid, of love that lingered like a ghost on the edge of memory.

	As she walked into the orchard, the hum grew clearer, warmer. Not a melody, not yet, but a promise. Each tree she passed leaned subtly, as though greeting her. She felt the air shift—gentle, accepting, almost curious. It reminded her of a question she had once been asked long ago: “What do you seek when all lights fade?”
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