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Chapter I – The Lantern Found at the Edge of Dusk

	I found the lantern on an evening when the air tasted like endings. The Reliquary House had already folded itself into its nocturnal hush, its long corridors stretching like tired sighs beneath the growing dusk. I was on my usual rounds, checking the forgotten alcoves where broken things sought shelter, when a faint shimmer brushed the corner of my vision. It was not the bright, determined glint of metal—it was something softer, like the memory of flame.

	The lantern rested on the floor where wall and shadow embraced. Its glass was clouded, its frame dented as though it had known too many careless hands. Yet something within it stirred. A dim pulse of gold, slow as a heartbeat convincing itself not to stop. I crouched, reaching out with the caution one reserves for wounded animals or half-remembered sorrows. The lantern answered by brightening just a fraction, acknowledging me. Or choosing me.

	Many objects arrive at the Reliquary House without explanation, carried by winds, dreams, or grief too heavy for their owners. But this one felt different. It did not feel abandoned. It felt expectant.

	When my fingers touched the metal, the light inside fluttered once—like the blink of eyes fighting sleep. A whisper of warmth threaded into my palm. The lantern was not lit, not truly. And yet it breathed.

	I lifted it carefully. It seemed impossibly light, hollowed out by years of silence. The corridor dimmed, not from lack of light but from a shifting presence, as though the lantern’s glow insisted on being the only illumination the moment required.

	“Where did you come from?” I murmured.

	The lantern traced a fragile spiral of gold along the inside of the glass. Intentional. Almost a greeting.

	The Reliquary House felt different then—still vast and ancient, but no longer empty. The silence around me thickened, gathering like a curtain before the first act of a play. The lantern’s pulse matched my breath, slow, steady, curious.

	It had been waiting. Not for a caretaker. For me.

	Dusk deepened outside, but inside the corridors something began to stir awake. A lantern. A silence. And a truth I had buried so deeply only a light this patient could ever hope to find it.

	 


Chapter II – The Room Where Silence Had a Shape

	The lantern did not guide me in any ordinary sense. It did not flicker toward a particular door or dim when I turned the wrong way. Instead, it behaved like something learning its own heartbeat, glowing faintly whenever my thoughts quieted and softening when doubt crept in.

	I moved through the Reliquary House as though drifting through a dream. Familiar corridors shifted in mood, their shadows deeper, their corners more expectant. When I entered the small archivist’s room—a place where unsettled objects often lingered—the lantern brightened with delicate eagerness.

	Its glow spilled across the floor in a golden circle, fluid as poured honey. Within that ring, sound softened. Not silenced—just gentled. Footsteps dulled, the old beams muttered reluctantly. The lantern had carved a pocket of stillness in the world.
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